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Masterius' Foreword: I'd noticed the "Come Play with Me" RP from the first day I'd joined the site.  It was pretty obvious it had been written as a 'teaser':  an incentive to get members started and involved in the RP forum.  But there was just something about the post I found alluring, appealing and fascinating, and I kept imagining what it would be like to role play that out.  For over a month I kept returning to it, reading it again and again, debating on actually replying to it.  
Well, if truth be told, the biggest reason for the delay and debate was I couldn't quite decide on how to reply.  I didn't want to flub up anything.  But finally I took the plunge, never anticipating just where that would lead.
"Come Play with Me" has had a few 'growing pains', not the least of which is that it's a role play-in-a-role play.  Over time Kenna and I established certain posting conventions, using font formatting and colors to indicate which parties were involved, and at what 'tier' that involvement was.  In the very beginning that wasn't the case, which led to some confusion regarding 'who' could see what.  Slowly but surely we established guidelines to indicate what was going on.
I've had a great time role playing "Come Play with Me", and we've only just started.  I hope you enjoy it as much as I have playing it.
Kenna’s Foreword: The opening post was intended as a teaser story to get members interested in role playing, but it turned into an actual role play. The RP is rather complicated in the sense that Kenna and Masterius are playing characters. Kenna is playing Winry (with a late addition of Tammy) and Masterius is playing Masterius. At the same time, Winry and Masterius are role playing. Winry is playing Kylie and Brittany and Masterius is playing Mr. Eric. To do this, we adopted certain conventions: 
Text in normal black text (not italics) is visible only to the Kenna/Masterius level players. All other text (various colors and italics) is visible to the Winry/Masterius level players. A late addition is Tammy, who is played in normal purple text (not italics). 
The role play between Winry and Masterius is done in italics. Kylie is done in black italics. Brittany is done in red italics, including red italics for Mr. Eric when he interacts with Brittany. 
Text in dark blue is IMs between Winry and Masterius. Since these conventions took a while to establish, there is an early exception to this. Up until Winry’s first IM to Masterius (the IM in chat speak a few pages into the RP) the blue text is shared between Winry and Masterius as part of the role play. This is to differentiate between shared information (in blue) and information that they don’t know about each other (in black). 

Text in green is emails between Winry and Masterius. 

Text in light blue is audio between Winry and Masterius. 
Chapter One
KENNA
Kenna posts an open post to all readers in a new RP – Come Play with Me – Sunday, 19 Apr
"Daddy, can I RP again?" I ask, giving him my sweetest smile. 
"Again? I've created a monster," laughs daddy. He showed me how just two months ago on my 12th birthday. So it's his fault that I play all the time.  
I know he won't say no. He just can't resist. He has gone to a lot of trouble to custom design a nice little RP area for me. Not to mention that it takes time from his busy schedule to set me up every time. But, I know he enjoys it just as much as me.  
"Kewl," I say as I strip off my clothes. He takes a rope and ties it around my waist. Then I spread my legs so he can put it between them, front to rear. He pulls it up between my legs. "Daddeee," I giggle as he tucks it up where he's not supposed to touch me. He runs the rope up to the hook on the ceiling and pulls it tight.  
"Up on your toes, pumpkin," he says. I rise up as high as I can and he pulls the rope tight and ties it off. Now I'm stuck up on my toes until I can't stand it anymore. And since I love to RP, that's gonna be a while.  
Right in front of me he's set up a monitor, about two feet away at just the right height for me to see it, like so I have to look up just a little. The 'puter is already booted, so I see my desktop waiting for me. He ties my left hand behind my back, way up high. Hey, I do need at least one hand free to type. The keyboard is about five feet high and mounted on the wall to my right. I can turn my head to see it.  
"Meanie," I say as he puts the special glove on my right hand even though he always puts it on. The glove forces my hand into a fist, except for my middle finger, like I'm flipping him the bird. That's my typing finger. Then he pulls the joystick in front of me. It's on an extendable arm so it can be put away and then pulled out like now. It's right in front of my mouth. No mouse for me. I gotta use the joystick and use my mouth to do it. 
I got one free hand (and the arm, too) and my head that can move. I hear him settle into the chair at his desk. He's right behind me and he won't admit it, but I know that's why he lets me RP so much. Sometimes I wiggle my butt for him. Sometimes I hear him breathing heavy.  
Tonight I type in, http://lolibond.org.  Kewl, I'm in. Let's see, I mouth over (giggle, get it, instead of mouse over) to the RP section and pick one of my RPs. Once I start I gotta be careful, on account of the fact that daddy checks on me sometimes. If he sees typos on the screen, I get a swat for every one. Hey, come on guys, I even get a swat if it's not my typo.  
Hey, let's see some marathon posting. I'm not going anywhere. XD.
MASTERIUS
Masterius Posts Tuesday, 21 Apr
Normally I'm either visiting to read, or to post. But tonight I just felt like kicking back, relaxing and exploring more of the site. The role playing sub forum caught my eye and I decided to start there. Although part of me wondered if, perhaps, rope playing would have been more apropos. 
Picking up my mug of coffee I began perusing one that seemed intriguing. Then I paused in mid-sip as I read further, feeling my brows lifting. My immediate reaction was surely this was a jest. Well, perhaps not a jest, exactly, but the beginning of someone's role play. But... what if it wasn't? 
Well, not so much wasn't the opening 'paragraph' of an RP, because quite obviously it was. But what if the description was, in fact, quite accurate? That, sitting on the other end (or, if the post was to be believed, standing on toes) was exactly what was described? 
'So... what would you like to RP tonight?' I typed, "Do you have anything in particular you like best?' 
Sending the reply I then continued perusing the rest of the site, wondering just what sort of response I might get.
KENNA
Winry Posts Tuesday, 21 Apr
I’m just getting started… I’ve got six or seven RPs going at once on four different sites, so it keeps my mouth clicking and scrolling non-stop on the joystick and my middle finger tapping away on the keyboard. Gotta get my head back in character and figure out what’s happened since I was on last. Figure out what to say back. Fun to be naughty and I sometimes I can’t believe daddy lets me do it. 
In the middle of the third RP, I get a message from somebody I don’t know. I mean, I don’t know anybody that I RP with, but there are regulars so I kinda feel like I know them. Daddy won’t let me meet any of them… says it’s not safe. Daddy’s way cooler than most dads, I mean, letting me RP on the adult sites and tying me the way I like. Just sometimes I think he’s a stick in the mud. He won’t touch me and won’t let me meet anybody from on-line. I gotta make up stuff on the RPs; I mean how do I know what it feels like to… you know… all that stuff. 
This isn’t one of the regulars. Don’t know why, but it feels like my tummy gets twisted on the inside when I read his simple message. Why does it feel so much more personal than the others? I even take a glance over at daddy, feeling a little guilty and I don’t know why. I look back at the monitor, my heart’s beating fast. Guess it feels different cuz I never RP’d with just one guy before. Never had anybody want to play with just me.
Duh, my mind is blank. What do I want to RP with him? Just him and me. I kinda know, but just thinking about it knots my tummy again. Taking a deep breath, I type in, I want to be a 12 year old girl who never had sex, but wants to, but kinda scared about it. I wonder if he’d tie me, but then… duh, he’s on lolibond. And I’ll like to be tied, but I don’t know it yet. Giggle.  I want to be me. I want it to feel personal. Yeah, yeah, it’s still virtual, but it’s not just some character. 
Gotta think for a minute. I look at daddy again and then read my reply again. Not just my tummy feeling odd, but my cunny a little, too. I rock side to side, letting the rope in my cunny hit the right spot. Then I mouth over and press Send Reply. I watch to make sure the post appears. I want to be a 12 year old girl who never had sex, but wants to, but kinda scared about it. And I’ll like to be tied, but I don’t know it yet.
The second I see it, I start getting nervous. Should I have asked him what he wants to do? What if he likes boys? What if he likes his girls younger or older? What if he doesn’t answer? I shiver especially at the next thought. What if he does answer?
MASTERIUS
Masterius Posts Tuesday, 21 Apr
I want to be a 12 year old girl who never had sex, but wants to, but kinda scared about it. And I’ll like to be tied, but I don’t know it yet. 
I was a bit surprised at both the rapidity of reply as well as the, well, sparcity of detail. Most people, it had always seemed, had very precise and detailed ideas as to what they wanted and how they wished things to go. This was quite refreshing. 
A 12 year old girl is fine, I began. A bit older than my personal preference, but I'm quite fine with that.  
Taking a sip of coffee I considered things a few moments before continuing. 
How would you feel about being a 12 year old that's somewhat intellectually precocious? Just starting to physically develop, but having a quite strong desire to 'explore'. By that I mean, with her 'never had sex, but wants to', wanting to explore sexual things, and knowing that for sure, but not really having clear ideas what all that might be like (well, except, perhaps, for the one obvious thing). 
Again I considered matters. I do enjoy RPing --and writing-- a wide variety of things, ranging from quite gentle to quite edgy, and so I usually 'haggle' over the start of a new RP to determine what it is my partner/playmate seeks and desires. In this case I wasn't given a great deal to go on, so I decided to throw out a few potential 'suggestions'. 
I do like bondage, that's very important to me, I typed. And I enjoy that as either willing, or reluctant, or tricked/coerced, or even nc. Now, since you would like to be tied but don't know that yet, do you have any preferences as to how you'll discover that? Do you want to agree to that? Be forced into it? 
Also, do you have any particular thoughts as to 'who' you want your partner-in-RP to be? Someone your age? A bit older? Someone around a father's or grandfather's age? Are they a classmate? A parent or relative? A neighbor or authority figure? A complete stranger? 
I contemplated what I'd already written, as a thousand possible scenarios started developing in my head. But, alas, without any real idea as to how they 'saw' their protagonist, I really couldn't begin starting to formulate anything concrete. And so I clicked the button and waited.
KENNA
Winry Posts Tuesday, 21 Apr
He’s quick and why does that make me just a little more excited? Maybe cuz he sounds eager to jump into an RP. But he kinda puts the brakes on at the same time. I mean, what is intellectually precious? I half turn my head and look at daddy through the corner of my eye to make sure he’s still sitting there. If daddy saw how he misspelled precious, that would probably be a swat. 
Not like I can look up ‘intellectually precious’ or ask daddy… still feel like I’m breaking a rule here or something just by RPing with him. Makes me have to stop and think. I read it through three times before I decide after he says intellectually precious he explains it. Kinda proud of myself; we were just learning in English how to figure out words from context. And after all those fancy words, doesn’t he finally say the same thing I did? I want to but I’m scared? 
Yeah, OK, like you said, I want to explore and I know the one obvious thing, but I haven’t done it. There’s other stuff? Giggle, I’ve been RPing enough to know there’s other stuff, but hadn’t until 2 months ago. 
Sounds like he wants more about me, so I run down the standard profile for most the RPs. I’m blond (short hair), blue eyed. Do I want my char to have more upstairs than I do? I look down at myself and decide I’m not all that embarrassed about myself. Besides, he won’t know it’s really what I look like. I’m like the last girl in class to hit puberty so I practically have no boobs. I’ve got some hair down there but it’s so blond it’s hard to tell. I’m 4’ 8” and 80 pounds. 
Then I have to think about his next question. I mean, what kind of girl gets tied up willingly? OK, besides me. That’s just not something I want to share since it just seems wrong to want it or even like it. I may like bondage after you do it, but I don’t want to, so I’m not willing. I think I like tricked or coerced, even if I say no after you start you keep going, so even nc. 
The next question is a no-brainer. Nobody my age and not as old as daddy. If he knew about my math teacher, Mr. Anderson, he wouldn’t even have to ask. I’d prefer you be in your late 20s or maybe 30. I think about typing, ‘Nice and kind, even after you tie me. Like you were a teacher only you wanted to teach me about bondage.’ That seems to take some of the fun out of it. So I decide on, I’d really like you to surprise me as far as personality goes. You could be a teacher with a side you never show to students. And you gotta be good looking. Don’t creep me out. 
I read it over one more time. He wants more details from me, but I’m not gonna lay out the whole scenario for him. Truth is, I want just about everything I’ve read about, so I can’t decide. Let him decide. I don’t care much more as long as there’s sex, bondage, pain, and pleasure. I mean, what’s he expect from a… oh, that’s right, he doesn’t know I’m just 12. Then I hit send. 
MASTERIUS
Masterius Posts Tuesday, 21 Apr
I read, then re-read, then re-read again the post as I sipped a mug of English Breakfast (What? Surely you didn't think coffee was the only beverage I drank?) There was... something about the post that, well, wasn't disturbing, exactly. Just something that had me considering. 
After a while I realized what it had been. Normally, based upon my experience, females usually didn't, right off the bat, volunteer physical descriptions without prompting. Mostly, I assumed, that was because they --like myself-- were more focused on the emotional and personality rather than the physical. While males, on the other hand, usually had a mental image of their 'ideal'. Now I don't have any problems RPing with guys that play females (well, for the most part). It's just that most don't, well, role play to the degree that I enjoy. They've seemed somewhat monofocused on the physical aspects. Now I enjoy that, too, but I also enjoy as much, if not more, the entire 'banquet', and not just the dessert. 
I do, at some point, ask for physical descriptions. For one thing, it's rather difficult to post 'I gaze deeply into your blue eyes' if I've no idea their eyes are blue. And if I'm playing with their long, straight auburn hair, yet their character has short curly brunette hair, well... 
"There’s other stuff?" I had to grin at that. It was quite ingenious and guileless, just like a naïve yet bright child would say.  
The proffered physical description was appealing and alluring enough that I saw no reason, nor had any desire, to suggest any changes. Nor, for that matter, for any of the rest that she'd posted. 
Taking another sip I set the mug down and began typing. 
That sounds quite ideal to me. And she does sound quite fetching.   
Eric MacAlister is one of your teachers. On one hand he's quite informal; for instance, he has his students address him as Mr. Eric rather than Mr. MacAlister. On the other hand, no one is really foolish enough to take liberties with him; at least, not more than once or twice. He believes in discipline but not in a cold, stern, curmudgeonly fashion. However, as he also believes in making lessons enjoyable and interesting, and as he obviously enjoys teaching, the majority of his students find him their favorite of teachers. 
Mr. Eric is twenty-eight years old, and a bachelor. He's six foot one, and weighs one hundred and eighty pounds, with shoulder length, straight, dark brown hair, and slate-gray eyes. As he wears casual suits to work it's not obvious, but he's quite muscled and athletic, enjoying during his free times activities like biking, working out and playing ice hockey.  
One thing he's gotten used to is being the object of adoration and of crushes from some of his students. He handles that with a delicate touch, not wishing to hurt their feelings or wound a vulnerable heart, but also avoiding in any way anything that might indicate responding in kind back to them. However... 
For the very first time Mr. Eric is finding it difficult to ignore one of his students. Not that she is, in any way, displaying attention to him. No... no, this time... 
This time, he simply can't seem to keep his eyes from wandering her way. And worse, much worse... keep his mind from wandering down some very naughty paths. 
(By the way, what is her name? -winks-) 
Reading it again I took a sip of now cooled tea then sent it, my mind already starting to plot and scheme some quite nefarious plans.
MASTERIUS
Masterius Posts Tuesday, 21 Apr
Modern technology is a wonderful thing, but the rapid advances in some areas can give schools major headaches. Take cell phones, for example. 
Cell phones had gotten so inexpensive that it was the rule rather than the exception for kids to own their own. In some ways that was a good thing, providing (reasonably) communication between parent and child at any given time. As well, there was more than a bit of sense of security as well, as with a cell phone a child could, in an emergency (Heaven forefend) reach the authorities. 
On the downside of that, was that kids were kids. 
So the school, instead of foolishly trying to draconically outright ban cell phones, had chosen to instead ban their use whilst in school. So Mr. Eric was quite surprised while, in the middle of class, to hear the ringing of a cell phone. 
He didn't have to ask whose cell phone was ringing, either. Not when, after turning to face the class while standing at the blackboard, he could see every head but one turned and facing the same direction... at the one head that hadn't turned. Although the face had turned a vivid crimson as she frantically rooted through her backpack. 
Mr. Eric felt a frisson ripple through him as he gazed at the offender, but nothing of that showed in his face or voice. In a quite firm, no-nonsense tone he rumbled, as he extended his hand, palm up, "Give that to me. You may pick it back up... after detention this afternoon." 
I checked it several times, making tiny little changes in grammar. I'd almost intentionally included two typos, but chuckled to myself, shaking my head as I considered that. Playing a role play within a role play was quite intriguing, I was discovering. It was interesting --exciting, too, in its way-- picturing the bound-for-RP girl reading this post, squirming (hopefully) against the rope between her legs as she did, then her eyes widening spotting the typos, hoping her Daddy didn't spot them, too, and give her a swat for each one. 
Satisfied I hit send, then started catching up with the other new posts on the site.
KENNA
Winry Posts Tuesday, 21 Apr
Name? Name? Duh. It’s like the first part of a profile. What am I thinking? I quick type in Kylie and then backspace like crazy. I’m using everything else of me, but not so stoopid to use my real name, too. Have to think about it. OK, maybe it’s not so stupid to use my real name. He won’t know and it’ll just make it more personal. Besides, if I pick Amy or Phoebe or Taylor or Hannah, well, Amy’s got tits and I’m jealous of Phoebe and Taylor is a little slow and Hannah, well, I don’t like Hannah and don’t want her to have my fun. 
“Something up, pumpkin?” asks daddy. 
“No, why?” I say calmly and switch tabs to another RP. 
“You just snorted.”
“Oh, just thinking, I guess.” I wait a few seconds to make sure he doesn’t come check on me and then go back. 
Her name is Kylie Carter. Now I have to think of what Mr. Eric would know about me. So I imagine what does Mr. Anderson know about me? Like squat probably. Like Mr. Anderson doesn’t know I exist in the way I want him to know I exist. She’s a good student and doesn’t get in any trouble. She’s got a crush on Mr. Eric, but works really hard to hide it. But her grades are slipping in his class because she’s not really paying attention to what he says when he’s in front of the class. So he knows her grades are going down, but probably not why. She’s never tardy and hasn’t missed any classes. She never raises her hand in class, but if he calls on her anyway she usually has the right answer. 
Hope we get this going quick. This is already more time spent setting up and more detail than I’m used to. Well, at least he’s thorough and that sounds promising. Hope I don’t rush it too much, but I add, You want to post first?
So thinking about my name makes me think about my profile on lolibond. He’s probably already checked it, but I go check it to remember what I said. My screen name is Winry and all it says is I joined 2 months ago; my interests are soccer, reading, and college; and I’m single looking off line only. Yeah right. 
Then I go check out his profile… 
MASTERIUS
Masterius Posts Tuesday, 21 Apr
I'll admit that, for some reason, I'd been eagerly looking for a reply. And a little disappointed that it had taken as long as it had. Then again, I grinned to myself, I suppose that if you had to wait for Daddy to tie you for RP it might take some time between postings. 
I knew that wasn't really the case, of course, but I still found that image remarkably endearing and enchanting.  
I carefully read the post several times. Once to read it in its entirety, then a second reading it as 'Kylie's' post, then a third reading it as Winry's, who was playing being a 12 year old tied when she RPed. It was rather unique role playing a role-in-a-role and I was finding that fascinating and challenging. 
I was quite touched that 'Winry' had decided to use her real name (not that 'I' would ever know that) so that it would seem and feel more personal. Then chuckled at the image of her hiding this particular role play from Daddy. I wasn't quite sure why she felt that need, and I have to admit professing more than a touch of curiosity about that.   
Reading Kylie's background regarding what Mr. Eric would know I found myself intrigued by the 'reading between the lines'. The implication was that's also what was happening to Winry. I tenderly smiled at the "Like Mr. Anderson doesn’t know I exist in the way I want him to know I exist." Nothing like young love, be that a crush, puppy love or, in rare cases, even the real thing. 
I had peeked at her profile, and wondered what she'd make of mine. I hadn't been a member as long as she had, but I had posted several stories by now. My screen name was Masterius, and most everything else was left blank except for interests, which was, in some ways, quite sparse: "Bondage (ranging from mild to very restrictive), gags and most other types of restraints. BDSM, D/s. The teaching and training of young girls as submissives and slaves, either willing, reluctant or nc. Creative writing and role play." 
I did wonder if she'd as yet peeked at mine and, if so, what she thought of that.  
I couldn't help but grin at the last: You want to post first? 
Still grinning I typed: Well, I have to admit I've been a bit eager to begin, too. Which is why, if you peek up in the posts, you'll see I'd already double-posted and started. 
Sending that I rubbed my chin, hoping that I didn't sound too eager by having already started.
KENNA
Winry Posts Tuesday, 21 Apr
His profile is like wow.  I like the part about teaching or training young girls as submissives. Talk about tummy tingling. He’s actually done this before… for real. Only I just don’t know if I’m a submissive because I like being tied or if I just like being tied. Wonder if I have to be submissive to like it.
Double posted! Crap and double crap. I’m trying to get around daddy’s typo checking by doing my post in Word first so I can use the spell and grammar checker, then copy and paste into my reply. I copied his post into Word and didn’t go looking for a second post while I typed my reply. So I go back and get his second post and copy it to Word. 
Cool though. He’s as eager to get going as me. That’s good, my toes and calves are starting to ache.
After I read his post, I have to get the online dictionary up and look up draconically and frisson. At least he’s expanding my vocabulary. 
Fourth period is when I have Mr. Eric. It’s right before lunch so I’m half paying attention and half thinking about lunch and getting to talk to Brittany. We had a little argument this morning and I gotta talk to her. Then Mr. Eric hands out a worksheet to do in class and I start working on it. The class gets quiet as everybody’s doing the worksheet.  There’s a couple answers I’m not sure about, but I can see Martin’s paper pretty good without looking like I’m looking. 
I’m just about done with the worksheet when I hear a cell phone. Funny, it’s got the same ring as mine. I look around and everybody is looking at me. Oh crap! It’s mine! How did it get turned on? Not like I can just ignore it and not like I can sink through the floor like I’d like to right now. Grabbing my backpack, I zip open the main pouch and start digging through. Then I remember I put it in the side pouch. I wish the darn thing would stop ringing, but it just keeps going as I tear into the side pouch and pull it out and turn it off. Now I remember that I turned it on to text Brit between first and second period, but why isn’t it on vibrate? I don’t know and I stare at it for a couple seconds like it’s going to tell me.
I’m so embarrassed. I can tell my face is red as a beet. Everybody is still looking at me. “Somebody’s in trouble,” says Brandon from the seat next to mine. Ignoring him, I look up at Mr. Eric who calmly informs me that I’ve got my first detention ever. I turn off the phone, get up, and take him the phone. For the length of time (about an eternity) it takes to get to him I think about excuses, but nothing sounds worth saying. As I hand it to him, I just say, “Sorry, I thought it was off.” 
The walk back to my seat isn’t much better. What did the stupid thing have to go off in Mr. Eric’s class? Now what does he think of me? 
MASTERIUS
Masterius Posts Tuesday, 21 Apr
I watch her trudge --and trudge is the only word that fits-- slowly up to my desk. Between that glacially slow trudge and her face looking like a sunset I found it difficult to keep from smiling, feeling my lips twitching no matter how hard I struggled to remain impassive. 
I didn't say a word, I just waited, arm extended, palm upraised, until she reached me. Once she'd set the phone atop my hand I closed my hand around it, then set it inside my center desk drawer. "You may retrieve it after school, and after detention," I rumbled, and watched her wince a little, blushing even worse.  
I watched her trudge back to her desk and continue her worksheet, temporarily dismissing the matter for now. But, once class had been dismissed and I'd sat down at my desk for lunch, I pondered the matter further. 
It wasn't simply the matter of the cell phone I'd confiscated. Her grades had been slipping lately, too. Nor was she volunteering answers, although if called on she was able to correctly reply. I wasn't sure why, either. Something was up, it seemed. 
Perhaps the cell phone was part and parcel of the problem. Taking it out, I flipped it open and examined the histories, checking the timestamps of recent phone calls. Although there hadn't been any voice calls, there certainly had been text messages, in fact one just this morning.  
I considered the matter only a few moments before scrolling through and reading the text messages, both sent and received, deciding to examine the photo album as well once done reading the text messages.
KENNA
Winry Posts Tuesday Night, 21 Apr
Now I have to wait for a response and it hits me. I wonder if I’m playing with another kid or a teacher. I mean, cell phone going off in class is in the top ten of my biggest fears. He just nailed me so bad it’s freaky. Sure it’s nowhere near the number one fear of starting my first period in class and not knowing it or what to do. Grandma’s got me all prepared for it, but that first period is like a boogie man hiding around the corner only you don’t know which corner. Cell phone is higher than sneezing and peeing myself since I figure I can hide that. Getting something caught in my braces and nobody telling me is up there, too, but then I didn’t give this Kylie braces. Not like I really have a top ten list, but if I thought about it I could probably come up with ten and, you know, cell phone would be in the top three. Just thinking about it really happening kinda makes me shaky and I go off to check out some other RPs to get my mind off it. 
When I read the post, I can’t believe it. Jeez, you know, you trust teachers. Guess I won’t anymore. 
Mom always said life goes on. By the time class ends, cell phone trauma doesn’t seem so bad anymore. There’s still detention and getting my phone back, but once I get into the hall, I can laugh about it with everyone else. At lunch I find Brittany and everything’s all right like right away. We’re best friends and have been for years, so what’s a little argument between us? The argument was about some pictures. She got some with her phone of me mostly naked and I didn’t even know it. She even sent one to my phone this morning with a “Guess who” text. I mean all you can see is my bare butt and you can’t even tell whose it is because it’s a little blurry, but I guessed right away and blew up. So I shot her back a text that said, “Ur dead.”
She promises that nobody else saw them and she’d erase them. Funny, after I thought about it, I saw it her way, just a joke, and after she thought about it, she saw it my way and was mad at herself. 
I tell her about my cell phone going off and she says, “Oh, you didn’t get my text then.”
“No,” I say. “Mr. Eric has my phone and it’s off anyway. So what was it?”
“I said I’d erase the pics.”
“You better. Let me see them first though, OK?”
“After school.”
“I got detention, remember. Tomorrow.”
“Yeah, tomorrow.”
I always trust my teachers. If you can’t trust them, then who can you trust? So, I don’t even think about the damning pic of my bare butt that’s in my photos. All the rest of the pics are my friends, my cats, and my mom and dad. Why would I be concerned? Even when there are texts on there about my crush on Mr. Eric. 
After I hit send, I say, “Daddy, I gotta stop, please.” My feet and legs ache all over. I’m done for the night, but I already can’t wait to see his post tomorrow. 
Daddy comes over and first lets me down flat footed and then unties the rope from my waist. He gets me all undone and pushes the joystick back. While I gather up my clothes and wait, he looks over the monitor. It’s also got a mouse for him, so he clicks and scrolls around to check out the RPs. Then he looks at me and says, “You went 15 minutes longer than ever. Which one is so special?”
I’m no dummy. I closed the one with Masterius, but left the others open. “I dunno, just got caught up, I guess.”
“Yeah, I got busy myself,” he says. “Grab the desk.” He picks up his paddle as I lean forward with my hands on the front of his desk. 
He surprises me by stopping after three hard swats. There was more than three typos on all those RPs. “Get dressed and go, pumpkin,” he says. “Holy cow, I’d be here all night if I counted everything. That was one for the guy who keeps saying like when he means lick.” I blush because of what he was licking. Took me a while to figure out what he meant when he said he was going to like my pussy. “One for the guy who got your character’s name wrong twice and one for the guy who couldn’t manage to get the ooc tags right.”  Then he smiles, “And I didn’t see any in your posts, so you’re off easy.”
I lasted 15 minutes more than ever before and only got 3 swats tonight. 
MASTERIUS
Masterius Posts Tuesday Night, 21 Apr
Wow! Fifteen whole minutes longer than ever before? I'm very impressed little one. Very impressed. And very flattered too! You lasted until your legs and feet just couldn't take any more, and that's very impressive. Exciting, too, I have to admit. I enjoyed picturing you standing there, slender little legs quivering with strain, and unable to do anything about that because you were helpless.  
Although I have to profess being excited, as well, picturing you gently rocking back and forth against the rope between your legs. I do hope you were doing that, too, little one? 
I'm enjoying my morning coffee as I read your post. It's a lovely way to start the day you know. I hope you had a good night's sleep and some very interesting dreams. At least only three hard swats shouldn't have been enough to make sleeping on your tummy necessary. I'll admit I've considered slipping a typo or two into a post, loving the idea of you getting a swat for them, as that'd, in a way, make it feel like I'm somehow swatting you. But, I think for now I'll make sure I've no typos. --winks-- 
I do wish, quite fondly, that Daddy would also gag you for RP. Ah well, can't have everything I suppose. Besides, I guess that would make it a bit difficult to mouth about, hmmm? 
The final bell rings for the day and, much like thoroughbreds at the gate, with happy cries and yells the students swarm for the doors. All except for a few unfortunate souls... like Kylie. I barely glance up as she trudges back into class, my face impassive and inscrutable. 
"No," I rumble as she starts to sit down. "Set your backpack down and come here," I say, gesturing to the front of my desk. I can't miss her sudden look of consternation at my words, then I lean back in my chair, fingers laced together and atop the desk as I wait. 
Once she is standing right in front of the desk my lips twitch at how she stands. Quite penitent, in fact. Penitent and now unsure, a gentle nibble of her lip as she stands there.  
"As I'm sure you're aware of, young lady, there is a rule about cell phones," I begin, gazing at her quite intently as I speak. Well, admiring, too, I'm afraid. One thing I am thankful for is the requirement of school uniforms, and considering the bent my thoughts have lately been taking I'm even more grateful for that, quite enjoying seeing her in that. 
"This was going to be about that rule," I continued, seeing the tiniest of flinches at the word 'was', all the more so as I'd slightly stressed that.”Well, that, and a little 'chat' over why your grades have been --quite unacceptably, I might add-- slipping lately. However..." 
Steepling fingers together I propped my elbows on the desk as I leaned forward, resting my chin atop them. At the 'however' a mild look of alarm seemed to flash across her face. "However," I repeated, "I think I might have a partial answer to the latter."  
I waited several seconds, just gazing at her, feeling the tension begin to sing and spiral upwards. "Having a cell phone go off in class is understandable. Accidents do happen, after all." Her look of relief was extremely short-lived, alas, as I continued.  
"However, the rule is against using cell phones while in school. And I would think that sending text messages while in school has been just as clearly explained as against school policy and rules." 
Opening up the desk drawer I removed her cell phone. It was already flipped open, and I sat it on the desk, the display facing her. "Perhaps you can explain this," I said in a soft, silky voice, watching her expression as she viewed the displayed photo there, that of a bare bottomed girl, "And perhaps the text message explaining that the other pics would be erased?"
KENNA 
Winry Posts Wednesday, 22 Apr
I have my own computer in my room for homework, but daddy’s got it so locked down that I can’t get to any of the cool sites. I keep trying, but so far it’s smarter than me. Last night was tough getting to sleep just thinking about where the RP stopped. Couldn’t check then and I can’t check in the morning either. I pretty much forget about the RP at school. 
After school I do my homework, fix dinner for us, and when daddy gets home, we eat. As soon as the dishes are done, “Daddy, I wanna RP again.”
“No problem,” he says. “I have some work to do anyway.” He fixes me up like usual and then goes to his desk behind me. 
I go straight to lolibond and open the RP. You know which one. When I read it, I pay more attention to the part where he’s talking to ME, not my char. I have no bargaining power at all. If he does a typo, I can’t stop him. 
I suppose I should say, I can’t stop you, huh? So you’d like to spank me? Do you know that’s different than daddy doing it? He’s punishing me, but you’d do it for fun. 
Oh ho, I do have some bargaining power… I don’t have to tell you if daddy saw your typo and swatted me for it. –-wink— I don't have to tell you how I rub the rope between my legs. 
Then there’s the comment about gagging me. I don’t see the point of the gag. We’re not talking. And I don’t usually talk, almost never, when I RP. And besides, you’re right. How would I mouth around?
As I walk into his room, Mr. Eric quick tells me I can’t sit down. Not that I’ve ever done this before, but I do have a mental picture of detention and it doesn’t involve standing at his desk. Then on the way I get it. He’s gonna lecture me. Like I don’t know why I’m here. 
So, I stand in front of him, looking as sorry as I can manage. I just want my phone back and permission to go. I nod, yeah, I know about the cell phone rule. Huh? What else? Oh, grades. Yeah, yeah, we can talk about that, but no way is he gonna know the real reason. However? Yeah, you can guess all you want, Mr. Eric and I’ll agree you’re right and promise to work harder. 
However again? This is starting to sound serious. Huh? The rule says I can’t use it? Well, duh, OK, but how would he know I used it?
When he puts it on the desk and I see it’s turned on, I’m about to explode. How dare he? And then I see the pic. That just sucks the righteous indignation right out of me. My shoulders slump and my blood runs cold as I stare at the phone. Ching, ching. I rack up two new greatest fears in school that make having my cell phone go off in class pale, kinda like I just paled. Two new fears that I never even imagined. Having my teacher crush get a view of my bare bottom and… holy crap!!! Having my teacher crush find out he’s my crush!! I quick flip the phone shut and look at him. My face goes from white to brilliant red, I'm sure. I ask in a soft voice, “Did… ummm… did you… read any other m-messages?” I mean, just how screwed am I?
I will tell you, though, that the idea of getting caught by Mr. Eric makes me rock back and forth and you know what that does, don't you?
Waiting for Masterius to reply, I open up an IM to him and type: hi its winry from lb - i like the way u rp - u surprised me by talking to me tho. Daddy's rules about typos don’t apply to IMs.
MASTERIUS
Masterius Posts Wednesday, 22 Apr
Her expression, at first, was one more of bored, unhappy pretend contrition. No real surprise there, actually. The look of a child unhappy at being caught at something and now facing a dull, droning lecture, something they have no choice about enduring. Perfectly understandable, actually.
When I sat the phone on the desk, turning it around so she could see the image on the display her expression finally changed. There was a flicker of blazing anger that immediately vanished, replaced by wide-eyed alarm and fear.
'Well, if I wondered exactly whom that photo was,' I thought, 'I think I now have the answer.'
I'd rather thought it was of her, especially combined with the context of the text messages. And I was really hoping it was her. I'd spent quite a few minutes frankly admiring that lovely bare bottom, gazing at it quite intently. Covetously, too. 
And I wanted to see more.
Wanted to do more than just see.
“Did… ummm… did you… read any other m-messages?”
I kept my face completely impassive and unreadable, which only made her look even sicklier it seemed, once the vibrant, flaming blush had faded. Actually I hadn't, other than looking at the messages she'd sent today that had been time-stamped during school hours. And once I'd seen the photo, well, I'd been a bit preoccupied. Other messages, hmmmm? I wondered what I'd missed.
Taking the phone back I stowed it back in my desk drawer, then sternly looked at her. "This is, I fear, a lot more serious than a mere detention," I intoned. "A suspension at least. The one taking and sending them, however," I tsk-ed, "is in, I'm afraid, for an expulsion. And you needn't worry about tattling," I held up a hand. "The phone number of the sender is very clear: it'll be child’s play to trace the owner. And when that's done..."
I trailed off, watching her expression go through a myriad of changes.
I read over the post before sending it. I wasn't --yet-- quite sure of the exact 'path' Mr. Eric was going to take. There were quite a few available to him at the moment, ranging from Machiavellian trickery, to beguiling blandishments, to outright coercion and force. All, of course, had their own allure, but I wanted this to 'feel' right. I wanted this to be perfect, and special.
I'd just sent it when I'd noticed I had a private message, and went looking to see what that was.
I stared at the IM for some time. I was quite surprised to have gotten it. I found it quite sweet, too. Oh, I knew Winry wasn't really twelve, but having someone go to the extra effort of making it seem that way... you know?
Why, thank you Winry. I like the way you RP, too. This has been a very exciting one for me you know. Because of how you're playing along.
I surprised you, hmmm? Well, I have to admit, I'm as fascinated, if not more so, with Winry as I am with Kylie. So I hope you don't mind if I wish to talk with her as well?
I do have a favor to ask, however. Please don't use chat speak. It gives me a headache and makes my eyes water. Plus, you're far too clever and intelligent to resort to that. 
I've sent a new post. I hope you enjoy it. Talk with you soon!
KENNA
Winry Posts Wednesday, 22 Apr
I read his IM first. Crap, he’s harder than daddy. No chat speak?!! Well, he did threaten typos and mention a gag, so I suppose he must be enjoying my situation. And he did say it nice, with that clever and intelligent part. Besides, I don’t want to piss him off and he stops RPing with me. 
I’m interested in Masterius, too, so sure we can talk. 
Then I go and check his post. 
My insides are doing flip-flops as I wait for his answer and then he doesn’t. Even if he hasn’t, he just stuffs the phone back in his desk. Holy jeez, I just practically told him there was other stuff worth looking at. If he hasn’t, he will now. 
He’s still waiting for me to answer, I guess, but before I can admit whose bottom it is, he starts off. And he starts off by letting me know he knows the answer to his question already. Suspension? I didn’t even know the pictures were being taken and no way am I ratting out Brit, especially when the word expulsion comes out of his mouth. Then my jaw drops open as he reminds me just how simple it is to figure out is was Brit. 
Oh, God, please no. I look up at him, wide eyes filled with true fear this time. I just left my stupid cell phone on. It was an accident, but this is going way farther than that. “You can’t,” I say. “I’ve never… I didn’t do anything. My mom will…” kill me “… be really mad.” And Brit’s dad… I cringe at the thought. For sure she’ll be grounded for like forever. 
Unfortunately, I know he can. Just that… if he can, then why isn’t the vice principal here?  Shouldn’t my mom be here, too? So, I take the chance and say, “It’s just the first thing I’ve ever done bad.” Well, that I got caught at. “I haven’t even had detention before.” Maybe there’s time off for good behavior? “Can I do something else? I could do detention for a month and clean your classroom every afternoon. Or whatever. And Brittany, she was just clowning around. I’d do just about anything to keep her from getting in trouble, too. It was my cell phone that went off after all.” 
So, what time zone are you? I’m on Pacific Time. It’s my safe way of figuring out a general location without giving up too much. Before I send, I remember he called me by name, unlike most chat buddies. So I go back and edit. I’m on Pacific Time, Masterius.  Then I send. 
MASTERIUS
Masterius Posts Wednesday, 22 Apr
The moment her jaw dropped and the flash of true fear filled huge, wide enormous eyes I knew I'd hit something truly serious. Which had me pause for a long, long moment. For several reasons, not the least of which I was her teacher. Yes, I might be finding her quite appealing and alluring, and I'd certainly been entertaining rather non-teacherish daydreams lately, but right now I'd finally reached one of those crux point-of-no-return potentials.
"Sit down," I rumbled, pointing at the center desk in the front row. "You will write --neatly, mind you-- 200 times: 'I must not use my cell phone during school hours'. She didn't look exactly happy at that --no surprise there-- but, for a few moments, a look of relief seemed to pass in her eyes, a sense of hope, as if, perhaps, this was all that would happen. While she industriously bent over the lined loose-leaf papers, writing the task, I carefully opened the desk drawer, reached inside, then surreptitiously scrolled through and read the saved text messages. 
I'd expected to find the answer to her panic --and the reason behind that (one, so far, I'd seen) photo-- within those messages, especially after the obvious dismay she'd displayed over thinking I'd already read them. I'd thought it would be something about a boy, of course. Someone she'd found fascinating, and her friend Brittany (whom Kylie had, perhaps without realizing, dimed out) was teasing her about by having sneakily taken those photos. 
I hadn't expected to find text messages about me. And it didn't take but one or two of them for me to understand she had an obvious, intense crush on me.
Well. My, my, my!
Half an hour into her task her head popped up as I softly cleared my throat then rumbled, "Miss Carter." My elbows were again on the desk, fingers laced together, forefingers steepled upwards, my chin resting atop them as I gazed down at her. "I've been giving this some thought," I began, and again I saw a flash of hope in her eyes. "While it's true this is the first time you've been in trouble with me, there is also the matter of your slipping grades. That's one thing."
I got a wary look as I continued, "If it was just those two, perhaps your suggestion of having detention for a month with me, and cleaning my classroom --among other things-- would be a suitable punishment. And while it's a noble thing to wish to spare your friend Brittany, offering to do 'just about anything' to spare her getting into trouble, too..."
I trailed off, looking thoughtful and very serious. I was well aware of how close Kylie and Brittany were, and I had no doubt, at all, that the photos were just meant as clowning around. I'd had a moment to wonder if they were meant as some sort of blackmail or bullying, but unless those two had had a serious, terrible falling out, that just wasn't at all likely.
"I'm afraid that, without seeing the rest of those photos, it's impossible for me to tell if they were just 'clowning around', or if they were something much more serious and sinister. So I'm afraid I'll have to turn Brittany in, and let the authorities confiscate her cell phone and review the photos."
I deeply sighed, as if truly unhappy. "If I only had some way of seeing what the photos had been, what they showed. But, I don't, and so...," I trailed off again.
I grinned as I scanned the post again. I terribly dislike 'God-modding', and I hoped that Winry didn't mind my having had 'Kylie' react in certain ways. I also wondered how she'd react to the seed I'd planted. There was, after all, one way for poor little Kylie to show Mr. Eric what those photos had been like!
I'm on Eastern Time little one, and thank you for not chat speaking. It's probably a good thing we're on those time zones. That means I'll just about be finishing dinner when you get home from school, which means I have the evening and night with you when you RP. Especially during school nights when you have to get to bed early. Being a grown-up --grins-- I get to stay up later than you do. And I suspect you need a bit of time once RP ends for the night before you can get to bed. With me, I can just yawn, put my pc in standby and go right to bed.
KENNA
Winry Posts Wednesday Evening, 22 Apr
I’m a little disappointed to find he’s way on the east coast, but he’s right that our schedules do line up well. I can RP right after dinner and he’s on then, at least the past couple of nights. I like the way he chats. Makes me feel special. I mean, little one sounds like he’s talking to a kid and he points out he’s an adult, but that just makes if better because despite that he sounds like he enjoys spending time with me. How special is it when he says, he has the evening and night with me. Wow. 
I close the IM and start reading his post. Daddy says, from right behind me, “Pumpkin…”
“Haah,” I jump out of my skin. “Daddy?”  I didn’t even see him get up and sneak up behind me. 
“I like this Masterius,” he says. “Good writer. You could learn from him.”
Jeez, he’s right over my shoulder and now I’m not sure if he saw the IM or just the RP. “Yeah, he’s good, isn’t he?” I agree, trying to sound like it’s no big deal. “No typos.” Takes some of the fun out of it now that daddy “approves.” 
Holy cow, I just about float off the ground when he says all I have to do is write a stupid sentence 200 times. Not that I’m all that keen on doing it, but compared to expulsion, suspension, or a month of detention, he’s letting me off pretty light. Quick, before he can change his mind, I sit down and start writing. I figure I’m about half way through when I have this gut wrenching thought. Jeez, I really have to do this and butter him up if I want to live a normal life ever again. I mean, if he does anything… I mean anything about those pics, then the whole world is going to see them. Suspend me? I can just see mom saying, “For what?” The vice principal will see them, too. Expel Brit? Holy jeez, Brit’s dad would have to see the evidence. Bare butt is bad enough, but she says she’s got some from the front, too. I can’t imagine how many people would have to see the pics before all was said and done. The way stuff spreads in school, everybody would know why I was suspended. 
I count the lines and find I’ve only done 57, not the halfway through I thought, so I go back to writing, but now I’m watching him out of the corner of my eye. If he so much as gets up out of his chair… if he looks like he’s headed for the door, I’m gonna have to like bare my soul or something. No way can I let this get past just him and me. Nobody could convince me that life as I know it could ever continue past sharing naked photos with everybody. 
By the time he calls my name, I figure I’m almost done. I look up expectantly though calling me Miss Carter is seriously bad. I wonder what he wants now. Hope he’s not going to tack on more punishment. I thought we had a deal. 
As I listen, I see maybe we don’t have a deal, but I realize he’s still cutting me a break. Maybe he knows just how much it would screw up my life if anybody else sees the photos. He’s offered me another way out. “Mr. Eric? You mean just you? You wouldn’t let anybody else see? Promise? I just couldn’t bear having my mom and Brit’s dad and the vice principal and anybody else seeing the pics.” Again I feel like I’m getting off easy. I won’t have to beg him to keep my secret. He’s on my side. He is my favorite teacher and partly because he’s so kewl. I mean, how kewl is it that he’s willing to protect me like this. Kind of obvious, but I ask, “You know the pic is me and the other ones, too? If you won’t tell, maybe I could get Brit to send them right now.”
Yeah, I can only RP for a little bit each night, maybe twice a day on weekends. I’m about beat for the night, so I’ll be back on tomorrow night. 
Then I log off and get daddy to get me down. After I get ready for bed, I get on the computer in my room. I can’t RP from that computer, but daddy hasn’t locked down MSN messenger. Hey, it’s me again. I can’t RP, but I can still chat. I have 10 minutes before bedtime. You ever been to California?
MASTERIUS 
Masterius Posts Wednesday Evening, 22 Apr
“Mr. Eric? You mean just you? You wouldn’t let anybody else see? Promise? I just couldn’t bear having my mom and Brit’s dad and the vice principal and anybody else seeing the pics. You know the pic is me and the other ones, too? If you won’t tell, maybe I could get Brit to send them right now.”
I gave Kylie a very serious nod, reassuring her. "Yes Kylie, I promise. I wouldn't let anyone else see them."
As promises go, that was a very easy one to keep, after all. I certainly wasn't going to be showing them off to anyone else, after all, and it was patently obvious Kylie wasn't at all eager to do so, either. 
"And yes, I know this one, and the others, are of you." I let my tone soften a bit at that. More than just soften, I let a tone of somewhat wistful longing enter my voice. Nothing terribly obvious, of course. Just enough to hint that I might be finding that they were of her to be something quite special. Then again, I was finding that quite special, and was looking forward to that quite eagerly.
I got up then and padded to the classroom door, locking it. Returning to my desk I explained, "It wouldn't do to have someone walk inside just as you were looking at them after Brittany sent them to you. I did promise that no one else would know, after all."
Well, I had promised, yes. And I'd meant that, too. But the real reason I'd just locked the doors had nothing at all to do with what I'd said. I was pretty sure, based upon the text messages, that Brittany had probably already deleted the photos. And, if she had...
Sitting back down, I laced my fingers back together, resting my hands on the edge of the desk. "You may text message Brittany and ask her to send them to you. I'm afraid you only have ten minutes though. And I hope, you both your sakes, that she hasn't deleted them yet. If she has, well...," I paused, trailing off, then looked at her quite sternly, "I just don't know what you'll be able to do to show me what those photos had looked like."
I was quite satisfied, heck, more than satisfied, as to how things were turning out. In fact, it was almost eerie in a way; I'd originally thought of having her cell phone go off for two reasons. One was to have a way to justify having her stay after class, but the other idea I'd been percolating in my head was to find naked --or mostly-naked-- photos of her on her cell. Having Winry actually come up with the same idea was both startling and immensely satisfying.
Considering she'd just signed off saying she about beat for the night and would be back tomorrow I was quite surprised to get an instant message from her on MSN. Surprised, yet pleased.
Well, hello there little one! This is a pleasant surprise! Yes, I have been to California before. Twice, in fact. But that was quite a few years ago. All ready for bed I take it? I could wish you could sleep the way I'd like you to sleep but --sighs-- I can always dream, can't I?
I'm enjoying our RP. I think it's going along just splendid. Although I do have to admit I've been racking my brain trying to think of believable ways to scheme and manipulate little Kylie into being bound and gagged. I'm sure I'll think of something though. 
KENNA
Winry IMs Wednesday Night, 22 Apr
Being in my room, I would have no way of knowing that he's already replied to my post, but I do get his IM. Yep, I am all ready for bed which is just a big T-shirt and panties. Hmmm? I don't get it. I sleep on my back and not like I have control over that. How would you like me to sleep?
You want ideas on how to get Kylie tied up or do you want to surprise me? I like surprises.
MASTERIUS
Masterius IMs Wednesday Night, 22 Apr
It doesn't take long at all for messenger to ping. I read the IM and smile.
Since you like surprises, I'll have to surprise you then. 
Taking a sip of coffee I continue.
I'd love it, very much, if you'd sleep with your ankles and knees tied. Say, take a pair of knee socks, and use one to tie your ankles, and the other to tie your legs just below the knees. I'd like it even better of that was all you were wearing, but, well... --smiles--
KENNA
Winry IMs Wednesday Night, 22 Apr
When I read his response, I think what an odd request. It won't be comfortable at all and what's the point? Ankles and knees tied and nothing else on? He wants me to sleep naked? Not like it's too cold, but it's just sounds naughty. I start to ask why he wants that and then I have this funny fluttery feeling in my tummy. It's not just sleeping naked. It's sleeping naked because he asked for it. Like that I get the whole point. Duh, he wants to picture it. Like a hammer hits me, bam, I get the point of the gag, too. A frisson (-giggle-) passes through me. This is so kewl, like role playing, but actually doing it. We're still 3 time zones apart, but this feels so personal. I'm shaking just thinking about it. 
Hang on, Masterius.
I go and get knee socks like he suggested and wrap them around my ankles. Shoot. I unwrap them and take off my panties and then wrap them again and tie a knot in the socks. Shoot. I unwrap them. Put my panties back on. Run down and kiss daddy good night. Then I go back to my room, take off my panties, and tie up my ankles and knees. 
I sit back down at my computer and take off my shirt. It feels more than naughty to sit in front of the monitor like that, like the monitor is his eyes or something. All that took long enough that it's a few minutes past bedtime. 
I did like you wanted, Masterius. This feels weird. I gotta go to bed now. You going to be thinking about me? 
I know I'll be thinking about him. Putting a finger in my pussy, I wait for his reply. I can practically imagine him watching me as I touch myself.
MASTERIUS
Masterius IMs Wednesday, 22 Apr
Hang on, Masterius.
Three simple words, but somehow they hit me like a punch to the gut. I wasn't expecting them, and while I wasn't positive what they meant...
Quite a bit of time elapsed, which gave me more than enough time to imagine some things, a few quite, ummm, detailed? Then...
I did like you wanted, Masterius. This feels weird. I gotta go to bed now. You going to be thinking about me? 
Again, another punch right to the gut; I felt a deep shiver ripple through me, a fire race through my veins.
Ooooh yessss. Yes, little one, I think you can safely be assured I'll be thinking of you. Yes indeed. More so than I have been, in fact. Thank you little one. I'm quite touched that you've done this for me. So much so I'll make sure not to include any typos for a while 
The mental image that went through me right then was so sharp, so intense, I had to pause a moment before continuing. 
--softly-- Good night for now, my little one, and very sweet dreams. 
Sending that I leaned back, picking up my mug and taking a sip. I savored the mental image of little Winry snuggling down in her bed, totally naked and with ankles and knees bound, because I had asked her to do that for me. And that was very pleasant and pleasing, delightful and exciting.
Then I softly sighed, reality crashing back down upon me; Winry was just as imaginary as Kylie, alas. Nevertheless, the smile never did completely leave my face.
KENNA
Winry IMs Wednesday Night, 22 Apr
Good night, Masterius. I log off and shut down.
Winry Posts Thursday Afternoon, 23 Apr
Then I hop to bed and swing my legs in. Once I pull the covers up it feels odd to have the sheets against my bare skin. At least he didn’t have me tie my arms. It’s just too exciting to know he asked for this and now he’s thinking about me. I have this picture of what Mr. Eric looks like and that’s how I imagine Masterius. I can imagine him not just thinking about me, but looking at me like this. I just rub myself until I cum and then I fall asleep with a smile on my face. 
In the morning, it takes me a second to remember what I did last night. My legs are still tied. Didn’t bother me during the night, because I slept like a log. 
Then I have to suffer through an agonizingly long day at school. Not that it’s any longer than usual, but I can’t wait to get on the RP tonight. When I get home, I get my homework done and then stand outside the door to daddy’s office. I tried once before to sneak in and he has something that tells him when the door’s been opened. Otherwise I might just try to get on early. Frustrated I go through the motions of fixing dinner. 
During dinner I say to daddy, “I’m getting used to being tied up when I RP, but I was thinking there’s something missing.” Being tied was kind of like the payment for getting to RP, so I didn’t like it at first. I still don’t let on that I like it. “Do you think you could gag me, too? I mean, put something in my mouth that still lets me use the joystick?”
“You want me to gag you?”
“Maybe we could give it a try.”
He gives me a quizzical look and then says, “I might be able to work something out if that’s what you want.”
Not so much that I want it, but then again I do want it, but not for the reason daddy might guess. 
When he fixes me up to RP tonight, he starts by putting a red rubber ball in my mouth. It’s small enough to fit in my mouth and I can almost close my lips together, but not so small I might swallow it. Then he puts a strip of duct tape across my mouth. He pokes a hole in the tape over my mouth. Now I can get the tip of the joystick in the hole in the tape and move the cursor around. It’s a lot more awkward than just my mouth, but it was hard doing it with my mouth at first. 
Cool. There’s a reply waiting. 
I figure this is the best deal I’m going to get. We both see the pictures and I get my phone back before Mr. Eric reads the text messages about him. “She said she wouldn’t delete them until I saw them tomorrow, so she still has them.” I thumb a message into the phone. “Send pics now.” A minute later she texts, “Now?” Duh, yeah. “Out of det – send now.” Another minute pass and I get a pic. Then another. Then another. “Got?” she texts. “Got thx.” I open them up. The next one is me, no doubt. The first one I had was blurry bare butt of somebody. This one is me with panties pulled up to mid thigh as I get dressed. The back of my head’s in it, so I can tell it’s me. The next one is a side view facing my locker. My panties are on, but that’s it. You can make out my face and my boob (what there is of it.) In the final pic I’ve almost got my bra on. It’s sliding down my arms, but not covering my chest. I’ve turned a little more toward Brit, so you can see both nipples. 
“There’s just three more, Mr. Eric.” I hold out the phone to him, still hoping somehow that he says he doesn’t really want to see them. My heart is pounding. As he takes it, I hold on and we do a little tug ‘o war for a second or two and then I give it up. Oh Gawd, I hope he doesn’t laugh. I stand there watching his face, barely able to breathe. There’s a big lump in my throat and when I swallow I swear he had to have heard it. 
I waited until after my post before I said anything about the gag, just to make sure that I could RP with it. It took me a little longer to get the post up, but it’s working out. 
Hi, Masterius. I posted and guess what. Daddy gagged me tonight. I minimize the IM window just in case daddy sneaks up on me again. He may think Masterius RPs good, but he’ll blow his top if he sees how Masterius IMs. Giggle. 
MASTERIUS
Masterius Posts Thursday, 23 Apr
Since I wasn't sure when Kylie would log on to the site I'd had messenger running in the background as I was doing other things. I still got quite a kick out of picturing 'Winry' being tied and prepared for RP, making for logging on a bit more of an involved process than it was for most of us. Ah, if wishes were fishes...
Hearing the chime of an incoming message I sat down, smiling already seeing who the sender had been. Then my brows rose as I read the message itself.
Hi, Masterius. I posted and guess what. Daddy gagged me tonight.
Well, good evening my little one! Good to see you again. Did you sleep well? I hope you did, although if you were a bit squirmy and uncomfortable at first I wouldn't mind that. And he did? Awesome! Was that his idea, or yours, little one? How did he gag you, if you don't mind my asking?
After I'd sent that I typed some more.
Posted already, hmmm? I'll have to go there right now and check it out. I should have a reply for you rather quickly. I've been very eager to see your reply. I did want to tell you something before I did, though. Once I realized just how close Kylie and Brittany were as friends, and that she was the 'photographer', I'd debated including her in things. After all, it would make sense to have her held accountable for things, in addition to Kylie. And, well, as close friends, part of me liked the idea of having Kylie and Brittany do some very 'close things' with and to each other. But I decided against that, because, well... because I don't want anything distracting me from paying total attention to you.
I'm going to go check your post out now!
Sending that I then logged onto the site and read Winry's response. My, my, my.
If given a choice between handing the phone back to me or having the Earth open up and swallow her, I was positive which one she'd have chosen. Unfortunately for her, she wasn't being given a choice. Taking the phone from her I gazed at the display, slowly bringing each one up. Except for the very first bare-bottomed one, these other three left no room for doubt as to whom they were. They were obviously of Kylie, and just as obviously she'd had no idea the pictures were being taken at the time. 
I could wish they were better quality, higher resolution. But even as tiny as they were they kindled and fanned a fire deep inside me. I kept scrolling through them again and again, never realizing my expression was clearly showing how they were making me feel.
Finally I closed the cell phone and handed it back to her. "You may delete them now," I said, hearing my voice sound a bit thick and raspy. "I'm satisfied that you had no idea they were being taken, and that they were taken in innocent fun."
She looked utterly relieved, almost stunned. Certainly grateful, feeling reprieved. That didn't last long, alas.
"There is still the matter of the cell phone going off in class, and you using it to text message during school hours, and your slipping grades. As I've already said, you'll be spending the next month in detention, cleaning up my classroom amongst other things." I didn't bother to explain what those 'other things' would entail. Taking a sheet of letterhead paper I carefully started writing. "To spare you difficulties at home over a month-long detention," I explained as I wrote, "I'll send you home with a letter, stating that your staying after this next month is due to extra tutoring, rather than for detention punishment."
Folding the note I sealed it in an envelope then handed it to her. "There is still the matter regarding Brittany having taken them," I sternly rumbled. "I'm very much afraid that she is in very serious trouble. Expulsion at the very least," I grimly stated. I watched Kylie's expression as she paled, then added, "Unless you were serious about doing 'just about anything' to spare her?"
KENNA
Winry Posts Thursday, 23 Apr
It was your idea, Masterius. -grins- I’m not sure daddy would have thought of it, but he sure didn’t argue either. Do you know that you really do drool when you’re gagged? Anyway, it’s just a few minutes now, but it’s already kind of started. He put a red ball in my mouth and then duct tape. There’s a hole in the tape for the joystick and… thank you very much… the drool. Messy joystick. 
I thought about Brittany, too, but I couldn’t decide. Lots of guys seem to like seeing two girls together. I didn’t know about you. I like the way you talk, Masterius, you know, the part about wanting to pay total attention to me. It seems like you don’t just mean Kylie. 
I read his post. Crap. Did he do that typo on purpose?  Double crap. I’m as bad as daddy and more paranoid. 
BTW, I didn’t RP with anybody else and I didn’t get any swats last night. Thanks. Did you do that one on purpose tonight, Masterius? Grrr. 
After I hand him the phone, I watch him for a few seconds. Press. Pause. Press. Pause. Press. Pause. Press. Pause. Press. Pause. Press. Pause. He keeps going, looking at them over and over. The look on his face isn’t like the stern teacher checking out my misbehavior. Press. Pause. Press. Pause. Press. Pause. Press. Pause. Those steel gray eyes that I like so much were narrowed down in a cross look, but now they’re wide open. I heard that your pupils get big when you look at somebody you like and his are pretty big. Press. Pause. Press. Pause. Press. Pause. Press. Pause. I want to ask him what he’s doing, but I can’t find the words. Finally he hands the phone back to me and I take it quickly, relieved he finally stopped gawking and a bit stunned that he was in the first place. 
He starts rattling off the charges… again, but at least this time there’s no mention of the pics. This is so unfair. I wrote that stupid sentence 200 times and I thought that was all about having my phone on in class, but I don’t dare talk back now. I offered up the month of detention to clear it all up, not to be tacked on after what he’s done so far. Jeez, now I’ve got to spend a month with him and he’s seen me naked. Mostly. 
I look at the envelope he hands me. Sending me home with a note, but he didn’t let me see it. Why do teachers do that? I’m already scared that something will still get said to mom and he’s sending a secret note home. Just as I’m about to ask what he said, he brings up Brittany. 
“I meant it, Mr. Eric” I say, feeling brave and noble. Brit would be so screwed and it’s all my fault for leaving my phone on, so I gotta do something. “You mean besides a month of detention?” It sounds a little whiny, mainly because I don’t know how much more he can pile on.  
By the time I’m done posting, the drool is seriously leaking out and onto my chest. I’m torn between pleasing Masterius and not making a mess on the carpet. Looking over my shoulder at daddy I make some embarrassing sounding grunts. 
“What, Pumpkin?”
Grunt, grunt, whine, grunt. Duh, does that make any more sense, daddy?
“You want the gag out?” he asks, rising up from his chair. 
“Uh uh,” I say with a shake of my head. Grunt, grunt and I look at my chest. 
“Didn’t expect that, huh?” says daddy. At least his glance is brief and then the looks back at my face. “You’re gonna make a mess, but I’ll leave it in if you want.”
“Oh ay.” I nod. 
He goes back to his seat. That’s all I wanted. Just for him to know I was making a mess and not be upset. 
MASTERIUS
Masterius Posts Thursday, 23 Apr
I can't tell you how very pleased, and how very touched, I am that you agreed to be gagged. That means a great deal to me. And that's a perfect 'starter' gag, too. I'm also impressed that you spelled the tape correctly: duct, not duck. Especially since spell-check wouldn't indicate duck as a misspelled word. 
And yes, I am aware that you really do drool when gagged. Well, that does depend upon the gag, naturally. Not all gags will make you drool. But that one certainly will. And you're quite welcome, little one. Although the primary reason I enjoy gags is because they permit me to control your power of speech, and thus control making you helplessly mute and unable to talk or communicate, I also like that I can also control whether or not you helplessly slobber and drool. 
Yes, I would enjoy having Kylie and Brittany together at times. But it's not so much a matter of having two girls simply because they're two girls. It's more a matter of having twice as many to, hmmm... play with. Adding to that is that they know each other, and so that opens a lot more 'doors' to things I can do, and things they could/would feel. I don't need two and, really, all I want is Kylie. 
And you're right: I don't mean just Kylie.
I haven't RPed with anyone else, either. But, no, I didn't intentionally typo. Trust me, when I'm ready to have you get a swat or three, any typo will be quite obvious. [image: image1.png]



"Yes Miss Carter, I mean besides a month of detention," I rumble. "Although it would probably be more accurate to state 'along with' rather than 'besides'. You'll be working off Brittany's punishment concurrent with yours. So if you don't satisfactorily complete the month of detention, both you and she will pay the consequences."
Motioning to the sealed envelope I explain, "Either of your parents will need to sign that. Bring it back, signed, by tomorrow's detention." Taking mercy on her I repeat, "It doesn't state that you'll be doing detention. All it states is that you'll be staying one to two hours a day, after classes, for remedial tutoring, to help you with your grades. There's no reason to worry that there's more to it than that."
Leaning back in my chair I gaze down at her. "Be prepared to work tomorrow. In fact, I think it would be a good idea to bring your PE outfit to detention. That's all Kylie, you may go now."
KENNA
Winry Posts Thursday, 23 Apr
XD, I did spell it duck tape once and learned my lesson. 
Glad you like the gag, Masterius. I haven’t decided if I like it or not, but I do like doing it for you. What about tying my legs last night? Do you like making it so I can’t move?
Grimly I leave the classroom and once I’m out of the building, I open my phone and look at the pics again. I’m so confused over how he kept looking at them. Did he really enjoy them that much? It feels weird to think about it. I mean, I didn’t want him to look but when he looked at them like that, it made it seem pretty cool. I almost don’t delete the pics. Just looking at them reminds me of how he looked at them. Then I do delete them.
On the way home I try to figure out what he has in mind and why I’d need my PE uniform. What really bothers me, though, is that he never said what I’d be doing in addition to the month of detention and I hadn’t even thought to ask. 
Once I get home, I call Brit and make sure she deleted the pics. Then I show the note to mom. She tells me how disappointed she is and blah, blah, blah. “Nice of him to give you special tutoring,” she adds right at the end. 
The next day even before I leave for school you can bet I make sure my phone is off. I even consider not taking it at all. When Brit asks about my detention, I tell her it was OK, but then tell her I’ve got tutoring for a month. We both agree that sucks pretty bad. I know I can’t tell her the truth. 
After school I go to Mr. Eric’s room with my spare PE uniform in my backpack. When he looks at me, I ask, “What do you want me to do?”
MASTERIUS
Masterius Posts Thursday, 23 Apr
When I heard the chime of an incoming message I caught myself dropping what I was doing and heading right over to the pc. Discovering --yet again-- another blasted spam message had me growling, then I actually chuckled out loud. I felt like a young boy eagerly jumping up and racing to the window each time he thought he saw his crush walk by. Fact was, I was sorta starting to feel that way, too.
When it chimed again, and this time it was from Winry, I plopped in my chair, rubbing my hands together.
My eyes opened a bit reading the second paragraph. Hmmm... perhaps more than just a bit, especially the 'I haven’t decided if I like it or not, but I do like doing it for you' part. A familiar heat started spreading through me... as well as an equally familiar tightness in my groin.
That pleases me a great deal my little one. That you like doing it for me, even though you personally haven't decided if you like it or not. Just so you know this about me --although I suspect you're figuring it out; you're very clever and smart-- it wouldn't matter to me if you liked something or not as long as I did. If I 'had you in my clutches' as it were, yes, I'd be aware if something truly distressed or traumatized you, true. But as long as it wasn't harming you (physically or mentally) I'd pretty much do what I liked and wanted.
And yes, to answer your question, I do like making it so you can't move. Whether that's tying you up, or tying you down. It would excite me, and it would please me, to see you completely helpless, unable to do anything other than squirm and fidget.
I sipped some coffee before I continued, debating what more --if anything-- to message. Then I shrugged. I saw no harm in being honest with mentioning what I liked, and besides, it could only help 'Winry' understand me better.
I loved both that you tied your legs for me as I requested last night, and picturing you that way as I went to sleep. It wasn't just that you were tied, although that was a big deal. It was also that you were (partially) helpless because of what I wanted.
I paused again at that point, in mid-sip and type in fact, my forehead wrinkling a bit. It had been one thing to play this role with 'Winry' within the lb site, but now we were doing so outside that, on messenger. And we were still doing so as if 'Winry' really was 12. 
That felt... odd, for a few moments. Odd enough that I leaned by in my chair, mug cupped in both hands as I pondered. Finally I just shrugged. I didn't mind at all, once I considered the matter, that we were role playing in a fashion in addition to our chatting, nor that her 'role' was that of a 12 year old. Especially when a sudden thought struck me that had me grinning like an idiot.
Wouldn't it be surreal if this was, indeed, true? If she really was 12, with an understanding and indulgent father? That had me smile and chuckle, but what really had me laugh was the thought that followed. Suppose her father had an additional agenda, one he hadn't told her about? That an additional reason for indulging her role play online was that, should she be fortunate enough to find someone her father approved of, he'd indulge her enough to have the lucky role player keep her for summer vacation, and truly 'show her the ropes'.
Shaking my head I brought myself down to Earth, but I just couldn't keep that grin off my face... or lessen one iota the fire that surged through my veins.
Actually, little one, if you’re Daddy would be willing to indulge me, I'd really like it if he'd be willing to help me tie you for bed. What I'd like isn't all that complicated. But the way I'd like best for my little one to --usually, anyway-- be prepared to sleep is the following: naked, with your ankles tied side to side, and your legs tied above and below the knees. Your arms would be behind you, wrists crossed, and tied in a figure-8, and your arms tied just above the elbows. Not too tightly, of course; that would quickly become uncomfortable and you'd never get a good night's sleep or rest, and you'll need that for school. Knee socks could be used for all that or, if you wanted to get 'fancy', you could invest in some nice, 3/16" braided nylon rope. Finally... well... this may sound a little, ummm, too much, but I can dream, no? A little leather collar placed around your neck, and a chain leash fastened both to the collar and to your headboard.
I'd no sooner sent that than I'd winced. 'Easy boy', I thought to myself, 'Let's not go overboard here.' 
Ummmm... I'm quite happy with you just tying your ankles and legs for now you know. Yes, I'd love it if you could do this, but, really, I'm quite happy with just your ankles and legs.
I'll be posting in a moment. It won't be a lot, but I'm sure you'll understand why.
I sent that off, then headed to LB to post my reply.
"Just set the backpack down for now," I told her, "and take a seat." I sat down atop the desk some worksheets for her to begin reading and studying. "For the first half hour or so we'll work on lessons, then, after that, well... we'll see."
I left her to that task then sat down at my desk, starting to grade papers. From experience I knew that school would be virtually empty after the first half hour after school was over. The only people remaining behind then would be those students unfortunate enough having detentions as well (and they wouldn't be at all sticking around once released) and the janitors and maintenance staff (who normally wouldn't enter an occupied classroom, and certainly wouldn't do so if the door was locked). 
Once 45 minutes had passed, I collected her worksheets then sat back down. "Next you can start cleaning up in here. Clean off the blackboards, making sure they're thoroughly wiped down, take the erasers outside and clap them, then sweep up the floor. Now, since I don't want you soiling your uniform, go change into your PE uniform now."
KENNA
Winry Posts Thursday, 23 Apr
In his clutches. Oooh. In his clutches. Ohhhhhh, yeah. In his clutches! I’m bouncing on my toes a little, letting the rope rub me in the right spots. Gawd, that sounds so awesome. I mean, just to think that he was thinking that. It sounds so forbidden, like a naughty adventure. Yet, he makes it sound safe. Like we’d explore, but he wouldn’t hurt me. 
I’m good at squirming and fidgeting. *Giggle*. Without even being tied. You make it sound fun, Masterius. Tonight when I tie my legs I’ll do some squirming and fidgeting, OK?
Oh no, daddy can’t find out about you. I was even thinking I should get daddy to stop tying me if I could. Because it’s not you. Or do you mind that it’s daddy that ties and gags me so I’m helpless in all the way you want? He does that already in his own way for RPs. I think it would be strange to ask him to tie me to the bed for the night. I don’t know if he would and he might wonder about me. Maybe wonder about where I got the idea. 
I sit down and start on the worksheets. It’s funny, but I thought he wasn’t really going to tutor me. Yesterday he’d made it sound like an excuse, but now he’s got me studying. After 30 minutes (he did say 30 minutes), I stop and wait. I turn over one of the sheets and start doodling on the back. Finally after another 15 minutes, he gives me the assignment I’d expected. 
“Yes, Mr. Eric,” I say. I grab my backpack. “I’ll be right back.” I go to the girls’ room and change out of my school uniform and into the T-shirt, shorts, socks and tennies that make up the PE outfit. I never wear my bra in PE so it doesn’t get sweaty, so I don’t now either. I did remember a spare pair of panties so my good ones don’t get sweaty.  
Then I come back to his room and do just what he said. I get some wet paper towels and start wiping down the blackboards. I have to stretch up way high and still can’t quite reach the top. I had some time to think about spending a month with Mr. Eric and when you take out the detention and studying part, it sounds pretty cool. It’s especially cool when I think about how he looked at my pics yesterday. I was just worrying that he didn’t know I exist and now he knows that my bare butt exists, my boobs exist, and all the rest of me. That’s why I stretch way up on my toes to get the top of the blackboard. Sometimes I stretch up on just one toe, as high as I can. I don’t ever look his way partly because I don’t want to know if he’s not looking and partly because I don’t want to embarrass him if he is. When I’ve got all by the top couple of inches of the blackboard, I get a chair and do the very top. 
When I’m done I put the chair away and then smile at him. Then I take the erasers out and clean them. Finally I sweep the floor. I manage to sweep it so my back is toward him. 
“Anything else, Mr. Eric?”
You make it sound fun to be in your clutches.
MASTERIUS
Masterius Posts Thursday, 23 Apr
Mmmm... yes. Squirming and fidgeting can be fun for you. It's always fun for me, of course. [image: image2.png]


 Fun watching you squirm and fidget, that is. Keep in mind, though, that squirming and fidgeting might not always be fun for you, though. Suppose you were squirming and fidgeting because I'd had you tightly bound and gagged... and waiting for a real punishment? 
Sipping my ever-present coffee (I keep Juan Valdez in business, I'm sure) I reread her post and IM. Both had me feeling quite flushed and warm.
Because it’s not you.
That simple statement was having a mixed reaction with me. On one hand --and I really didn't like picturing this-- that's very much the statement I'd expect from a 'player'. 'Pillow talk', as it were. Like being told, 'There's no one for me but you', or 'Don't change anything, I love you just the way you are'. That wasn't necessarily said or done with selfish intentions, of course. On the other hand...
That other hand was quite intriguing. And very pleasant.
Well, to be completely honest, I'm much rather it was me than Daddy tying and gagging you. But, as that's not possible... 
I do have to admit finding something oddly intriguing, though, about the image of your Daddy doing things to and with you because that's what I want, and doing them per my instructions. But what's more important to me is that asking him, or having him, do that for me would make you feel strange, and that you're worried about him finding out where the ideas are coming from. I don't want you feeling strange, or being worried. I'm enjoying you far too much to risk that simply to indulge my own desires and dreams. So let's just keep it at you sleeping naked, with ankles and lower knees tied, ok? Just knowing that you would do more if I asked you to is pleasing enough.
It was patently obvious that, while she was working on her worksheet, Kylie was also 'clock-watching' as well. Precisely on the tic, thirty minutes after she'd started she stopped, then spent the next fifteen minutes just idly doodling on the back... instead of taking that time to study more on her own. I wasn't exactly surprised, I suppose, but I couldn't help but wonder what possesses a child whom, in detention partly for slumping grades, just sits there and doesn't use time to study.
I watched her as she trotted out the door to change. I'd debated having her change right there, in front of the desk, and still really hadn't decided one way or the other before she'd taken that choice out of my hands. Mentally shrugging I just leaned back and relaxed. I had --at least-- a month with her. No reason to push things too far too fast, after all. In fact, the slow, easy --seductive-- way might even be better. More productive.
What I was absolutely positive about was the enjoyment I felt watching her as she worked. Watch, Hell. I was blatantly staring. Watching slender bare legs as she stood up on tiptoes to the blackboards. Gazing at the peeking glimpses of bare tummy as her T-shirt rode up a bit as she stretched, giving tantalizing glimpses of smooth taut midriff. Although she never ever looked my way I was virtually positive she knew I was staring, both because she wasn't peeking my way and because of the way she was posturing and posing. Nothing terribly obvious, no, but that only made it all the more delicious and enjoyable.
I had to bite my lip to keep from groaning when a sudden image of her doing those chores in a sheer, virtually transparent silk slave costume suddenly popped into my head. Then again as other enticing images started popping up.
"No, that will be all for today," I said in reply to her question, gazing at her standing in front of my desk, feeling a bit of warmth to my face as I intently gazed at her. "You may change now, and be dismissed for today. How tomorrow goes will, of course, depend a great deal upon how well you did on today's worksheet."
I was just about to post when messenger chimed. I smiled when I read it, then replied.
I do? Well, I'm glad it sounds like fun, my little one. Although you do realize that, if you were, you'd be in my clutches as a little bondage playtoy slave?
I sent that, then thought a moment before sending another message.
How did you get started role playing here? If I may ask? And how did your Daddy get involved with that, and with you?
KENNA
Winry Posts Thursday, 23 Apr
Waiting for real punishment. Real. Real. Real punishment. Maybe he’s just kidding, but if not, it just sounds even better. Not the punishment part, but that I’d have to do everything he said or else. He wouldn’t ever have to punish me. So, it’s just the thought of it. 
I wonder if he’d really do anything that he’s talking about. I’ll bet he’s just a big talker who gets off on talking dirty to little girls. But I’d rather believe him. I so want to see what Mr. Eric does to Kylie. 
I didn’t say I wouldn’t ask daddy, but I’ll only ask him if I know the answer is yes. Now I just have to figure out how he feels about it before I ask him, Masterius. 
How well I did on today’s worksheet? I sucked. I thought it was finding out how bad I sucked so we could cover what I sucked most on. Really, I’d thought about setting the bar low so I could “improve” without working too hard. 
“OK, Mr. Eric,” I say and then leave. Today was not bad. It was fun spending time with him even though we hardly talked. I’m pretty sure he was watching me clean the room, especially from the way he looked at me right as I left. It was like he had a secret and I’m guessing, hoping, or something that the secret is he was watching me. 
I hadn’t planned on changing, so I just go home in my PE stuff and then change into shorts and a T-shirt for hanging around the house. I go through my usual routine (homework first and then there’s no time for anything else) and then help mom with dinner. She gives me the third degree and I have to tell her all about the study session. So that’s what I do. I tell her about the study session and not about the cleaning the room part. 
Life as I know it continues. With the pics deleted I can breathe easier. After dinner I go to Brit’s house to hang for a while. I ask her about the pics, just to make sure they’re really deleted. Well, she shows me they aren’t on her phone anymore. 
Mr. Eric doesn’t let on a thing in class the next day. He makes me sweat, waiting until after school. As I go in for detention I almost want to ask how bad I sucked, but I don’t feel like joking about it. I’m feeling guilty about not paying more attention to the worksheets yesterday. I may have done better if I’d taken them more seriously. “I’m ready,” I say as I come in and set my backpack down. 
Masterius has the hottest words. Little bondage playtoy slave. How hot is that? So naughty just to think of myself as a playtoy. Yeah, scary… super scary, but mixed with that part about not hurting me it’s really, really hot. And he did not say the word sex. I scroll back through our IMs. He’s mentioned bondage, punishment, squirming, fidgeting, helpless, gagged, and lots of things, but never sex. I so want to let him do what he’s talking about, but I can hear daddy saying Masterius has other things on his mind.
Getting started in RPing is a little embarrassing, Masterius.
I take a couple of minutes to type in the short version. 
Daddy RPs, but I didn’t know it. When I was 11, I snuck into his office and went to his favorites. It was only going to be a quick look, but I spent an hour or so reading stuff I never expected. There was all kinds of sex and mostly between young kids. Daddy caught me. The most embarrassing part was that I had a hand in my pants. Daddy believes in spanking. He did it for a week, once a day, bare bottom with a hairbrush or paddle or his hand. 
Daddy also believes in letting me explore. He just thought I jumped the gun that time. After he calmed down, Daddy figured once I’d seen all that, he’d let me RP, starting on my 12th birthday. He says it’s safer than doing it for real. There was just the catch that I had to be tied. He said it’s a test of how bad I want to RP and if I’m willing to be tied, then I can RP. 
MASTERIUS
Masterius Posts Thursday, 23 Apr
I looked up from the papers on my desk and just gazed down at her. I'm not exactly sure what I looked like, but suddenly she grew very still, other than to nervously fidget a bit, shifting her weight back and forth on her feet as she stood there, seeming to look everywhere but at me.
"I don't think you're taking your detention very seriously," I rumbled at her, after what --to her-- must have felt like an eternity. I flipped her graded worksheet to the far edge of the desk, down to where she stood. "Does it look that way to you, Miss Carter?"
As it was a purely rhetorical question I didn't expect, or desire, an answer. Standing up I went over to the door, locked it, then returned to my desk. "Not only is your performance on this worksheet pitiful, your 'artwork' on the back shows that you've no desire to use additional time to study in --from what I've seen so far-- a vain attempt to improve your understanding. There are tests, and tests, young lady, and seeing what you'd do with the extra time yesterday was every bit as much of a test as the worksheet had been. And, like the worksheet, you failed just as miserably. I am disappointed, very disappointed, in you."
I didn't say anything else for the next minute, I just let her stand there, absorbing both my words and the cold tone they'd been delivered in.
"So today we won't be working on your schoolwork," I finally rumbled, "Just on punishments and --hopefully-- motivation."
At that I pushed my chair backwards several feet then turned it ninety degrees. "Come here," I ordered, then waited until she was standing in front of me. Opening up the desk drawer I removed a roll of three-inch wide, white athletic tape, setting it on the desk. "To start with I'm going to spank you," seemingly ignoring her reaction and expression. "If you make a sound, I'll cover your mouth with tape. If you reach behind you to cover yourself, I'll tape your hands in front of you. If you kick at all, I'll tape your ankles together. And if you refuse," I finished, seeing her expression fly through several stages, "I'll have no choice but to turn Brittany in. You do remember saying, 'I'll do anything to spare her' don't you?"
I waited several seconds then stabbed a finger at her waist. "I don't spank skirts. Or panties. Remove the skirt, slide your panties to just below your knees, then lay across my knees."
I read it over several times, scanning for typos, grammar and context. Spell check was nice, but it wasn't idiot-proof. Normally I've almost a fetish about grammar and spelling but, with these posts, I had more reason than those to proofread. It's not that I disliked the image of Kylie being spanked for typos. I just wanted any spankings on my terms, because I'd decided I'd like her to get a swat... or two, or three.
Well, the imaginary Kylie, anyway, I grinned.
I opened up messenger then, and smiled seeing several offline messages. I topped off my coffee then sat down to read them.
I'll trust your judgment on the asking, my little one. Just remember that playing and chatting with you is as important to me as having you do things. I don't want to risk you getting into trouble, or possibly having you banned from online. OK?
Taking a sip I read the second, quite short message, then the third, much longer, message.
It was a very well thought-out, quite believable explanation. One that Winry had obviously put a great deal of thought into. I read it several times before replying.
There's nothing wrong with being curious and exploring little one, although I'm sure your Daddy explained that. I'm sure the spankings weren't for the curiosity but because you trespassed in his private things. Spankings which I personally agree you'd earned.
I reread it again, then nodded. The 'all kinds of sex and mostly between young kids' disturbed me at first, until I realized that, in context with the rest, that was all role play stuff. I wryly chuckled. Who was I to throw stones, after all? Besides, truly looking closer, it seemed the site was about young kids exploring with each other, and not adults with them. Compared to that, my interests and writings were, well...
I'm sure I'm not telling you anything he hasn't told you already, but at 11 it's perfectly normal to start being curious about stuff like that. And, as well, to feeling 'good' inside from both reading things like that and from self-touching. And I think he was pretty shrewd making being tied for role playing part of the 'deal' for you: making you face something discomfiting in exchange for indulging your desire to role play. Although it seems as if being tied isn't quite the 'price' it once was? [image: image3.png]



I sent that, sipped some more coffee then grew rather thoughtful. My forehead furrowed as I considered things, then I sent another message.
Little one, it's plainly obvious that your role playing is supervised by your Daddy, from what you've explained. Does he have any rules regarding instant messages, like these? I get the feeling he's not around when you send these. You do have permission to unsupervised instant message, don't you?
KENNA
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Were you there? XD That’s just what daddy said, Masterius. He made it really, really clear it wasn’t about me touching myself or about what I saw. Now he has his office fixed up somehow so that he knows if I’ve been in it. At least he said so. I haven’t dared try. 
I’m hoping that daddy never figures out that I like being tied. That’s part of the problem with asking him to tie me more, Masterius. 
I read his last IM and decide I don’t want to deal with it. What if I say no and Masterius stops IMs with me? 
Any thought of joking around vanishes as Mr. Eric looks at me. I’m glad I didn’t pop off with something stupid. I feel frozen as his eyes take on a totally different look than I’m used to. I shake my head no when he asks if it looks like I was taking it seriously. The thought runs through my head to remind him that he said 30 minutes, but that’s like so very wrong that I just keep my mouth shut. 
I try to fight back the tears just from him saying he’s disappointed. That really hurts. All I was thinking about was trying to look cute and even sexy, but all he saw was disappointing. If there was any hope of this being even kind of fun, it’s gone now. And it’s my fault. I know that. 
When he goes into the description of the spanking, I’m too stunned to worry about crying anymore. No way can he do that. Doesn’t he need permission from my mom or something? I mean, permission just to spank me. That part about taping my mouth, my hands, and my ankles… he can’t do that. Then he mentions Brittany and I see that, oh yes, he can do that. So, I’m getting a spanking. One that I know I deserve, that I have to take for Brit. 
I wait for him to get a paddle or something. Oh shit! My eyes get big as he lays down the terms of the spanking. Bare bottom. I stare at him for a few seconds. He is so not fooling. Then I drop my eyes. I reach for the zipper of my skirt and pause, looking at him again. Oh gawd! I was hoping he’d stop me, but I slowly slide the zipper down and he just watches. The zipper is like a slider, it goes down, my face gets red. Farther down, redder. I look down again as I drop my skirt to the floor. I couldn’t get much redder. I’m beginning to regret saying I’d do anything to protect Brit. 
He didn’t even give me a chance to change into my PE uniform which would have meant I was wearing just plain old white cotton panties. I’m still wearing the light blue ones with yellow flowers. Since it seems the easiest way to do it, I walk around his desk and pull my panties down standing right beside him. One hand struggles to get the panties down while the other covers the only part of me he hasn’t seen before. Then I lay down across his lap. 
I don’t do well at spankings and without even thinking I put my hands over my butt. Really, I was so stunned I’d forgotten about the taping part, but he stands me back up and tears off a long strip of tape. “I warned you about covering yourself.”
“No, please, I just forgot,” I whine, but he wraps them around my wrists.  With my wrists out for taping, I suppose now he’s seen all of me. Even my chest feels warm. I start to lean across his lap again, but he catches me and stands me up.
“And I said if you made a sound…” Holy jeez, he tears off another strip of tape and puts it across my mouth. “Next time I’ll stuff a sponge ball in your mouth before I tape it.” About all I’ve got is big wide eyes to tell him what I think about that. He adds a strip of tape diagonally and then another. Hey, one was enough. Then he puts me across his lap again. 
There, I posted. 
“Daddy, I’m done,” I say.
He unties me and tells me to take care of the mess myself.
I tilt my head back and go to the bathroom to remove my gag. The spit just pours out. Gross. Then I get a towel and wipe myself clean. I get ready for bed and come back down to pat the carpet dry. Then I go up to my room. 
I’m done RPing, but have a couple of minutes to chat. Getting my knee socks now. 
MASTERIUS
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I grinned seeing the first message. 
Ah, little one... I hate to break this to you, but I'd be really, really surprised if Daddy hasn't figured out you like being tied up by now. I could be wrong about that but I don't think I am. If for no other reason than you're role playing on LB, where you're frequently role playing being tied up. A person doesn't exactly get eager and excited about role playing something they don't enjoy or find fascinating, after all. 
Still, as I'd said, in this you may choose whether to ask him or not.
I sent that, then thought a moment before sending another message.
I would like it if you started calling me Sir instead of Masterius. If for no other reason than that would please me, and, well, make it feel more like you were mine. 
Winry's next message was that she'd posted, and I went right there, rubbing my hands together in anticipation. Reading it I smiled. Well, more than just smiled, to be honest.
Watching her as the terms of her spanking went home was, well... very interesting. Her eyes got huge; I literally could see her thoughts. For a few moments she just stared at me, as if seeking and hoping for a reprieve, then she gave a little shudder seeing none there. Then, right there, right in front of my desk, she started unzipping her skirt. Slowly. Very slowly indeed. And the further down the zipper went the brighter and deeper her blush became, until she was literally glowing beet red.
And as that zipper slowly descended, my pulse increased, as did the fire deep inside me. My nostrils flared a moment as the plaid little skirt fluttered down to the floor, puddling at her feet. I swallowed hard, seeing her standing in front of my desk, little coltish legs totally bare, and a very cute pair of light blue panties decorated with pale yellow flowers covering sleek little hips. 
I wasn't really surprised when she stood at my side before tugging her panties down. In fact, I found that rather charming and adorable. Especially watching her do so one-handed, as her other remained fig-leafed in front. Then she swallowed, steeled herself, and lay over my lap.
I was a bit surprised when she slipped both hands behind her to cover her bottom. I hadn't even spanked once, after all. But, just as I'd warned her...
"I warned you about covering yourself," I rumbled, standing her up then peeling off a long strip of tape. I made her hold both hands out in front of her, palms touching, which she didn't want to do at all. I realized, of course, that it wasn't the actual taping that was bothering her. It was the fact that she was now standing up, facing me... with her panties down. And they weren't at her knees any longer; they'd fallen to her ankles. 
I didn't peek down there. I don't know if she realized that or not, but I didn't. Oh, I was curious, yes, and I wanted to see all of her. And I would, that I knew for sure. But, for now, I just seemingly ignored the fact that she was naked from the waist down and just concentrated on taping her wrists together.
“No, please, I just forgot.”
She shivered at my expression, especially when I peeled off more tape. “And I said if you made a sound…” I sternly rumbled, putting it across her mouth. “Next time I’ll stuff a sponge ball in your mouth before I tape it.” Her eyes grew absolutely enormous at that, especially when I added two more pieces, making a diagonal 'X' over the first.
I put her across my lap after that and, except for a light trembling, she never moved. Not until, anyway...
I started spanking, using just my hand this time. Slow and methodical, first one cheek then the other, starting at the top and slowly moving downwards in overlapping swats. I was careful how I did spank, never having done so before, so the first few were only firm. Gradually I increased the intensity, gauging how sharply to land based both upon how red a mark I left and on her reaction to the spanks. I wasn't surprised when little legs started to kick and flail. I couldn't help but grin, though, when panties went flying during one of her kicks. 
I only spanked her twenty times --this time; having spanked her this once I knew I'd spank her again, even if, for no other reason, than to just enjoy spanking her-- but those were enough to have her entire sexy bottom a bright pink, if not a soft rosy glow. I started spanking lighter and lighter until, at the end, I was just rubbing her bottom.
Not just rubbing, either. I was gently cupping and kneading her cheeks, luxuriating in their pert firmness, the smooth silky skin. And not just her bottom, either; my hand now and then gently glided up and down the back and sides of slender lithe thighs.
Once her sobs eased, and she was merely sniffling I stood her back up, facing me. "While your schoolwork may be shoddy and lackluster," I softly rumbled, gazing into tear-filled gorgeous blue eyes, "I find nothing wrong about the courage and loyalty you have for a friend. I'm impressed by that. Very impressed."
Reaching back into my desk drawer I removed several tissues, gently blotting her eyes and wiping tear-streaked cheeks. Then I lightly brushed blonde hair back off her forehead and cheeks, tucking silky strands behind her ears. For several minutes I just had her stand right in front of me, my hands gently cupped at her hips, and just gazed into her eyes, gazed at her face.
Finally I gently patted a hip. "Go stand in that corner, facing it," I rumbled, pointing at the corner over by the blackboard. Which, not so incidentally, kept her out of view from anyone that might peek through the window of the door. Picking up the tape I followed her over, then crouched behind her. "Legs together."
I heard a soft muffled sound. "You kicked. I warned you what would happen if you kicked. Now, legs together. Now."
Kylie shuffled her feet until her legs were together, then softly whined as I taped around her ankles, over the socks there. Then softly inhaled as I taped just below her knees, just at the top of the socks there. 
"You'll stand like that until detention is over," I informed her. Any sound, any fussing, and we'll repeat this again tomorrow. Without a top."
By the time I was done I was feeling quite warm inside. Quite hard, too. I posted it to the RP, wondering what Kylie would make of it. Then I noticed the other message on messenger.
I’m done RPing, but have a couple of minutes to chat. Getting my knee socks now.
My inner temperature shot even higher as I pictured her now in her bedroom, fetching her socks preparatory to tying herself for bed. Because that's what I wanted, and that would please me. I paused in mid-sip, though, as I reread her messages, then softly frowned. Reaching for the keyboard I sent:
I've posted a reply to our RP little one. But, before we continue chatting, you haven't answered my question. Do you have permission to chat like this?
KENNA
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There are a couple of message from when I was offline and I feel stoopid as I read the first one. So, daddy does know. Hmmm. 
Sir? That's interesting. He picks what he calls me AND he picks what I call him. I kind of liked Masterius. Sounded like mysterious master, but if he wants Sir, then heck I've already tied myself and gagged myself to please him. 
I've already kissed daddy good night, so I take off my panties and tie my ankles together with socks. Then I hear the chime of a new message and read it. No, I didn't answer and I don't want to answer. 
I got three swats tonight, Sir. 
I take about 30 seconds to decide that I have to answer. I take another two minutes to decide I can't lie about it. 
No, sir.
MASTERIUS
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I see the Sir in the first message and a sudden, *very* intense flush of heat expands inside me). I do hope the swats weren't because of me. I've been trying very hard to watch out for typos.
Then I see the second message, and I grow still.  Chewing the inside of my lip as I think.  Now what do I do?  Winry isn't, of course, actually 12.  So she doesn't *really* need 'permission'.  I could just shrug this off, and sort of 'wink-wink', make this our own 'little secret...
But... and now I chew my lip even more.  What if... what if... she *is*?  12, that is.  Taking my mug I drink about half of it as I think, then finally type:  You *don't* have permission, little one.  Is there also a rule about you messaging?
Winry: No, Sir. Daddy didn't say I couldn't and he didn't lock out messenger on my computer, so it must be OK.
But I know I shouldn't. 
Is it OK with you, Sir?
Masterius: (Hmmm... I read that, and read it again... and again.)  Little one, I enjoy chatting with you.  A lot.  And I don't want to lose that, either.  But just because he didn't say you couldn't, well, that's not the same as saying you *can*.  Part of me wants to agree with you, and say, yes, that's ok.  That's the selfish part of me.  The *responsible* and responsible-*for*-you part says that you really should have his permission.
Even as I type there's a part of me considering something else.  Has it occurred to you that, perhaps, he has a way of monitoring your computer?  Checking to see if you're doing something you shouldn't?  That perhaps, in a way, that's a test of your maturity and responsibility?
You need to go and admit to him you've been instant messaging.
Winry: I sit and stare at the messages he's shooting me. If I ask daddy, the answer is no. It's like talking to strangers. And no, it hadn't occurred to me that he could check on me. And crap, Masterius is right.  With daddy there's trouble and then there's TROUBLE.  Little trouble is making mistakes. Big TROUBLE is breaking rules.
Yes, sir. I go downstairs and stick my head in daddy's office. 
"What is it, Pumpkin?"
"Masterius and I are chatting on line and he wants me to let you know."  
"Tell him good night and then come back down here."
I run back upstairs. And send the message.
Good night. Then I log off.
Masterius: I didn't even have time to say "Good night" back before she logs off, and I stare at the window for quite some time, lost in thought.
Winry: When I go back down to daddy, he’s leaned back in his chair waiting for me. “About time,” he says even though it only took me a minute or so. 
“I came back quick,” I say.
“No, Pumpkin, it’s about time you told me about the IMs.” Long pause. “You think I can’t see the way you open and close the IM window like you’re hiding something? Let’s go see.” He gets up and goes to my computer in his office and jeez, he calls up all the messages. 
“I didn’t know you could do that.”
“Message logging, Pumpkin.” He reads for a while. “And there’s more on your computer?” 
I nod. 
There’s not much that keeps me up past bedtime, but this appears to be one of them. He does the same on my computer. “So that’s what the gag was all about,” he muses. “It’s OK to like to be tied up, Pumpkin. You understand that it’s not OK to ever, ever meet Masterius?”
“Yes, daddy, of course,” I say.  
“Then fine. He has more sense than you and he’s either just having fun with you or he’s very clever. You let me know if he ever says he wants to meet you.”
“I can IM him then?”
He shrugs. “I don’t see why not.  As long as you let me know if things get out of hand. Grab the desk.” He says the last three words in just the same tone of voice as the first part, so I almost miss it. When I grab the desk, he says, “No panties?”
Oh, gawd, I forgot. Well, he was gonna pull them down to spank me, so I saved him the trouble. 
“Go get in bed. I’ll be up in a minute.”
“Huh?” I raise my eyebrows. 
“Did you want to be tied like he wants?”
“Yeah.” I say it tentatively, not sure if that’s OK with him, but if I’m reading this right, he’s actually gonna do it. 
Just when you think you know somebody, I have to wonder why daddy has so much 3/16 inch braided nylon rope. He just doesn’t have a collar or leash. It’s nice that he just does it like it’s no big deal, because laying there naked while he does it is a big deal to me. 
The night pretty much sucks, but in ways I didn’t expect. Sure it’s hard to get comfortable and I wake up more often than usual, but the worst part is I can’t touch myself. I mean, I get so excited every time I wake up and remember what I’m doing. 
In the morning daddy unties me without a word. It leaves me wondering what he thinks about me and Masterius and bondage. 
Just before I go to school, daddy says, “I’ve opened up lolibond on your computer. You know I can check on you. You may RP with Masterius and only Masterius. You may IM Masterius. When I get home, your homework will be done. When I’m home, you will still be tied in my office. 
“Yes, daddy,” I say calmly, but inside I’m doing a dance. I can’t wait to tell Masterius. 
After school, I rush home and do my homework, then I get on the RP.
Guess what, Sir?
I can IM with you, Sir.
And...
Daddy tied me just like you wanted, Sir. Just without the collar. 

I lie down on his lap, very aware that I couldn’t cover myself if I wanted to (and I want to.) Then after the first swat, it doesn’t matter anymore. Spankings I get at home are two or three swats, so I’m surprised as hell when it keeps going. I kick my feet and squirm and moan and cry and cry some more, but he just keeps going. After 20 swats he finally stops. The last few were pretty light, but by then I was so sore they didn’t have to be hard. 
Even though I want to get up, he keeps me there, rubbing my bottom and my thighs. I think he’s trying to make up for spanking me. It just doesn’t seem right for him to touch me like that, but it feels good and I let him. It even makes my cunny tingle a little when he does it. His hand is on my bare butt! And I know he’s enjoying himself. Like he enjoyed looking at the pics, but this time he has me right over his lap. Part of me doesn’t want it to stop.
Then he dries my tears so tenderly. It’s so sweet. Huh? He doesn’t let me go and I thought he was done. When he stands me up in front of him, I think now he’s just taking advantage of me. My hands are in front of my cunny, but his hands are right on my bare skin, on my hips. It’s not like it’s part of the spanking, that’s done. Then I notice that he never looks anywhere but my eyes. It’s pretty intense, but I don’t blush. Maybe I squirm a little bit, but that’s because his look and his touch are making me excited again. I don’t even know where my panties are and I don’t care. 
Stand in the corner? Taped and half naked? He can’t be serious. But he is and then he reminds me that I kicked. Hey, it was 20 swats. What did he expect? After he tapes my legs together, I know he’s just doing this to embarrass me and so he can look all he wants. He may be looking, but I’m not embarrassed anymore. In fact, it feels good to have him looking. I face into the corner for a few minutes and then look over my shoulder at him. I catch him looking, so I half turn so my side is facing him instead of my bottom. At the look on his face, I quick turn away again. Then I look back over my shoulder and say, “Stop looking.” Only it sounds like, “Ahhh ooo nnnn.” I mean, really, exactly how much fussing will it take to get me topless tomorrow.
MASTERIUS
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I sat looking at the message window for quite a long time, quite deep in thought. When I'd first started role-playing with Winry I had to admit the biggest allure to that was picturing a very curious, very clever and bright child whom, it seemed, shared the same daydreams and desires I had as a child. At her 'age', I would have given anything to have found a perceptive and sympathetic soul (and it wouldn't have mattered to me, then, whether they were female or male) who'd have understood my virtually desperate desire to be bound and gagged. It was probably a very good thing the Internet hadn't existed when I was her age. Because I was damn sure I'd've been looking around for things.
As I grew older my desires had shifted, from wanting to be bound to being the one binding. To being the one in control. But I certainly could understand, commiserate, and empathize with Winry. 
Envied her, too, with having such an understanding parent.
It was a very powerful, evocative role-play scenario, and I'd been drawn to it like a moth to a candle.
Winry was one of the best role-players I'd ever had the fortune to play with. There were times I would have sworn she really was 12. Which had caused me a small amount of soul-searching a bit ago, but then I realized something. When I role-play, I do so as 'real' as I could. I'd been role-playing as if she really were 12. So, if she really was... I wouldn't do anything different than I had been, or would do.
And if she really was --and I'd never, ever ask her to confirm or deny that-- all I could hope is that I'd make her dreams and desires come alive as they possibly could.
I got a good night's sleep that night, puttered around the house and frequently peeked in on LB and messenger. As time passed and I didn't see anything I was a little disappointed. Then again, I suppose the watched RP never posts. Sure enough, when I least expected it...
Guess what, Sir?
I can IM with you, Sir.
And...
Daddy tied me just like you wanted, Sir. Just without the collar. 
My, my, my.

That's wonderful my little one! I would have missed chatting with you.
I would have, too; I was finding it quite enjoyable chatting with Winry. 
He did, did he? That's great! I guess he was ok with it when you asked him then? I'm glad I didn't know my little one was sleeping like that last night, or I'd've never managed getting to sleep at all, picturing you tied up like that!
I wouldn't have, either, I grinned as I sent that. 
Well, since it seems to be OK, I'd like for you to sleep like that from now on, unless I ask for something different, which I may time to time. Even if that will make it difficult for me to get to sleep from now on.
A sip of coffee then I continued, feeling more serious.
I've a few things to say my little one.
1 I was very disappointed in you, for messaging without permission,
2 I was very proud of you for telling me the truth, and not lying about that when I asked, 
3 I was, and still am, very proud of you for telling your Daddy that you had been, and, finally,
4 I'm not going to ask for proof that you do have permission. You've told me you do, and I trust you. 
While I waited for a reply I started replying to her last RP post.
When I first stood her in front of me and started drying her tears Kylie looked as if she wanted to be anywhere but there in front of me. Partly, I was sure, that was due to the embarrassment of having just been spanked by me. But I was pretty sure a lot of that was I was forcing her to stand there, facing me, minus skirt and panties. I could see in her eyes that she expected me to stare down and gawk. And when I didn't...
She just silently stood there, utterly motionless save for the rise and fall of her breathing and, after a bit, some very gentle squirming. Her eyes were a bit wide, but she never once blushed. I didn't miss that, or the fact that her breathing, having slowed after her spanking, had now slightly picked up a bit.
While she stood in the corner I started grading papers, which wasn't the easiest thing to do when I had her standing just feet away, bare-bottomed and taped. Especially when that glorious sexy rump still showed the gentle dusky rose of her spanking. More and more my attention kept wandering that way. Which meant I certainly didn't miss when she glanced over her shoulder and caught me looking at her. I certainly didn't miss when she gently shifted her position until her side was facing me.
She obviously didn't miss my expression, for she quickly turned and faced the corner again.
"Ahhh ooo nnnn."
For all that it was muffled I understood her quite well. Shifting my chair a bit I faced her. "I'd made it very clear that any sound, any fussing, and we'd repeat this again tomorrow. Without your top," I rumbled. "And if I want to look, I will." I paused a bit then added, "So I think, tomorrow, I'll show you that being looked at while standing in a corner isn't as bad as you seem to feel it is."
At that I returned to grading papers. Or trying to, anyway. I left her there until an hour had passed since she'd arrived. Yesterday she'd spent two hours in detention, but the first 45 minutes had been for study and remedial schoolwork. As that wasn't happening today, I wanted to send her home with an hour to spare, to give her time to --hopefully-- study.
Plus I needed time to compose myself. It was growing increasingly hard --no pun intended-- to just sit there, when all I wanted was to perch her atop my lap and let my hands and lips wander everywhere.
Standing up I padded over, crouched down then carefully snipped the tape at ankles and knees before peeling it free. Rising back up, I turned her around, took her small hands and snipped the tape there, freeing her wrists. No sooner did I release them then, in a flash, both were cupped in front of her. Paying no attention to that I very carefully peeled the tape free from cheeks, chin and mouth.
"You may get dressed now. Once you are, you're dismissed until tomorrow."
I did watch her get dressed and made no bones about that either. It was... very interesting, and exciting, watching her get dressed, too. I handed her some worksheets to complete for tomorrow, then sent her home before sitting back down to complete grading the papers. 
I also had some shopping to do for tomorrow, and my lips curved in a smile that, most likely, would have had her shiver had she seen it.
KENNA
Winry Posts Friday, 24 Apr
I had most of the day to try to figure out what happened last night. Getting tied by daddy was… odd. I didn’t’ know what to make of the idea of being naked and helpless for daddy. So, I just imagined Masterius doing it. At least it was for Masterius. He’s the one that asked and he’s the one that appreciates it. Not that I want daddy to appreciate it, but daddy was just like it was no big deal and it was. 
It’s the last four things that Masterius ticks off that really make me think about him and daddy. Masterius wants me tied and thinks about me in a way I like being thought about. Daddy just ties me. Masterius has all kinds of naughty, cool ideas. Daddy just… well, daddy might, too, but I don’t want to know about them. Masterius is disappointed that I RP’d without permission. Daddy spanked me (but I bet Masterius has more wicked punishments.) Masterius is proud of me for telling. Daddy just lectured me. And last of all, the most important part, is that Masterius trusts me. Daddy is watching and trying to trick me all the time. Sigh. 
Having daddy say I could IM with Masterius didn’t make sense until I considered that daddy had that stupid IM logging so he could see everything. Now both Masterius and I know that daddy is watching, so it takes out the forbidden nature of the IMs. Takes away my idea of ever meeting Masterius. Which I had already started to consider. All because daddy doesn’t trust me. 
It leaves me with only the fact that I can follow Masterius’ orders and feel a sort of fake forbidden fantasy, but I’m not sure how long that will last. The real problem in my head was how eagerly daddy had tied me up. He read it and like, bam, he wanted to tie me up. For Masterius. Or for himself. Which leads me to wonder if daddy is Masterius. Kind of a Dr. Jekyll and Mr. Hyde. How would I know the difference? How much trouble would I be in if I checked daddy’s computer? Lots. What’s the chance of me finding any evidence? None. 
Thanks for trusting me, Sir. I almost add, “Apparently daddy doesn’t,” but daddy would see it. 
Takes some of the fun out of it to have permission, Sir. 
When he tells me that I’m getting the same tomorrow, but with no top, I almost melt. Good thing I’m facing the wall. I have no idea what my face looks like. It’s not a smile, but it would probably give away what I’m thinking. He even admits to looking and it makes me fidget, shifting my weight from one foot to the other. My fantasies hadn’t gone anywhere with him, just a vague idea of wanting to spend time with him. Nothing like what he’s doing right now. It makes me feel so special. 
It was hard standing in the corner before, but now I have even more to think about. Tomorrow I’ll be totally naked and he’ll be looking. I try to imagine what it will feel like to have him stare at me like that. To want to stare at me like that. Like he looked at my pictures. 
Finally he lets me get dressed and he watches! I look at him and he doesn’t stop watching. I turn to the side so he can’t see my cunny or my butt straight on and hopefully not at all, but there’s no place to hide. I make quick work of it and take the worksheets and go home. 
He expects me to do better on these and he didn’t tutor me at all? I look at the worksheets when I get home and see these are fractions. I suck at fractions and he knows it. But, of all the things he said and did this afternoon, the worst by far was saying he was disappointed in me. That hurt worse than the spanking. 
I actually open my math book and read about how to add and subtract fractions. Then I go to the online math tutor program that the school has. It has self-paced lessons and our assignment is to do at least one a week. Like everything else, I haven’t taken it too seriously, so all I’ve done is one a week. If he’s gonna stare at me and not tutor me, then I’ll have to use this. 
When I go to the section on fractions, I see I’ve done five of the lessons so far, but it hasn’t done me any good. So, I reset the lessons so I can start at lesson one. And this time I’ll pay attention. After working three lessons (before and after dinner), I close the math tutor. Just before I do, I realize I reset the whole thing. Now it says I haven’t done anything but three lessons on fractions! Shoot! What’s that gonna look like when he sees it? 
I start on the worksheets and I pay attention to what I’m doing. When I’m done, I think I’ve done pretty well. 
The next day when I head for detention, I have to wonder what he’s thinking. He’s named about the most embarrassing punishment possible, so what would he do if I didn’t show up? What if it was just too much for me? What reason have I got to go there and embarrass myself? Yeah, yeah, Brittany. Only now I think about Brittany and me getting the same punishment and I don’t want to share Mr. Eric with Brittany. 
I come into class and hand him the worksheets, feeling proud of what I did. “I’m ready.” Ready, but not about to do what I know I have to do until he tells me. 
I can only get the one post done and then I have to fix dinner. Bye, Sir. I’ll be back on later.
Oh yeah. Sorry for RPing without permission before, Sir.  
MASTERIUS
Masterius Posts Friday, 24 Apr
Hearing the chime of an incoming message I glanced at the monitor. When I saw it was from Winry my face lit up... and warmth started spreading throughout me. Opening up the window I started reading.
Thanks for trusting me, Sir. 
Takes some of the fun out of it to have permission, Sir.
You're welcome my little one. And, yes, it does take some of the fun out of it. I'll admit I was finding it a bit of a thrill knowing it was just the two of us, and no one knew about it. But, while this may take some of the fun out of it, no amount of fun is worth your safety and personal privacy. Nor worth you breaking rules. So, if we have to sacrifice a little fun in exchange for those, I consider it a bargain.
I'd been thinking on a few things during the night and morning. Actually quite a few things. We'd only just met a few days ago, and I'd asked for her to do quite a bit since then. That was fast, especially for me. All the more so since that was how I would begin online training someone as a slave and bondage playtoy. So...
I've been asking quite a bit of you in a very short amount of time little one. And while I'm very pleased --and excited, oh yes, that, too-- that you have done so, I wanted to ask your thoughts on things so far. Your thoughts, and feelings, about what you've been doing for me. And your thoughts and feelings about learning, and being trained, online, by me as my little bondage playtoy slave. Since, well, that's sort of what I've started doing.
I sent that, then went to read her latest post. And, as I read, I smiled wider and wider... and felt myself growing even harder and more excited.
I looked up as Kylie entered for her detention. There was something different in her expression today than it had been the last two. She stood in front of my desk without being told, and handed over her worksheets with an almost shy look.
I kept her standing there as I scanned them, and felt my brows lift up as I did. They weren't perfect, no. But there was no mistaking her effort, either. I glanced up at her now and then as I worked my way through the worksheets, and she just stood there, motionless except for the gentlest of wriggles.
Setting them down, I looked at her. "This is very good Kylie," I softly murmured, my eyes and voice warm. "Very good indeed. Obviously you worked very hard last night on this?"
She sort of ducked her head, gave a tiny nod and softly blushed. Although the blush deepened as my voice grew warmer, pride in the tone, "I'm very proud of you Kylie. It's obvious you put a great deal of hard work into this. I'm impressed."
And I was, too. But I was also aware, from having read her text messages --which she still hadn't a clue that I had-- that she had a huge crush on me. And, for once, I wasn't averse to using that.
So I caressed her with my eyes and voice, watching her respond. Oh yes, and she most certainly did respond. Praise and admiration are just as effective as discipline and punishment; in fact, frequently more effective. And I had every intention of drawing her closer and closer to me, until she was mine: body, mind and soul.
Except... that wouldn't be how it seemed to her. Oh no. I could, of course, slyly seduce her, using her feelings for me to that end. But better, much better, to me was picturing her seducing me. She wanted, craved, my attention. She wanted me to admire her. She wanted me to see her as Kylie, and not just another girl, not just another student. So I planned on dropping little hints as time passed. Things she'd realize had me respond, had me relate to and see her as she wanted to be seen. 
I hid a smile at that thought, especially as she was standing right in front of me at the moment. 
Setting the worksheet down I motioned for her to sit at the front center desk. Standing up I went to the blackboard, and for the next thirty minutes I reviewed her work, going through the ones she flubbed and walking her through them until she understood. She looked a little confused at first when I started, but then settled down and paid attention, especially since my full attention was on her. 
At the end of that half hour I sat down at my desk again, lacing fingers and setting them on the desk. "I'll be giving you tonight's worksheet," I said, motioning for her to stand in front of my desk again. Once she had I gazed at her. "But first, there's the little matter of your having fussed yesterday. Get undressed now. Everything this time, including shoes and socks," I calmly yet firmly told her, even as I opened the desk drawer and started setting things atop it: 
A big round sponge ball. The roll of athletic tape. And several piles of gleaming, white rope.
I'd gotten two more messages in the meantime, and I smiled as I replied, Apology accepted my little one. Although it was messaging without permission that was the problem, for you did have permission to RP, true? Just be glad *I* didn't get to choose the punishment for breaking that rule! [image: image4.png]



KENNA
Winry Posts Friday, 24 Apr
At dinner I ask daddy, “Do you know Masterius?” It’s a simple question and I know he won’t lie about it. 
“I checked his profile,” he says. “But I don’t know him. Actually never noticed him until now. He hasn’t been a member long.”
OK, so they’re not working together. 
Since it’s after dinner, I’m in my usual tied position, but with a different gag. It makes it a little easier to work the joystick actually. Daddy put a little ball in my mouth, like just an inch in diameter. A leather thong runs through the middle of it and it’s tied behind my head. The thong pulls the corners of my mouth, but the little ball allows me to close my lips on the end of the joystick. And I can swallow better. Not perfect, but better. 
There’s already messages and a post. I read the messages first. 
Training me? He has? I feel a shiver run through my body as he says I’m being trained as his little bondage playtoy slave. It was just an image in my head, but I am? I don’t know what to say back to that. “You are?” sounds a little silly, like I’m surprised, which I am or at least was, but now I see it. “Thank you,” is more how I feel, but I don’t want to say that either. No, what’s really the question is: Why are you training me, Sir? 
Kewl! He notices already. It feels a ton better to have him tell me I did good instead of disappointed. Proud. Impressed even. I like that and want to keep doing that. “Thank you, Mr. Eric,” I say, feeling the heat of a blush on my cheeks. I can feel his eyes on me, just me. It makes me feel warm inside. 
Then he does actually sit me down and teach me. I soak up every word. I remember back in fifth grade when math made sense, but it hadn’t this year until now (well, almost). At least adding and subtracting fractions. Though I’m paying close attention, I do notice his patience and kindness. He cares about me. Wow, he’s noticing me like I want him to. And is he ever gonna notice me more. 
When he’s finished, I think he teases me on purpose. First he says he’s giving me a worksheet and I think that I’m not going to be topless and bottomless. Then there’s the but. It’s what I’ve been expecting and even kind of looking forward to it. Looking forward to and dreading at the same time. Mostly I’m dreading a smile, a chuckle, even a laugh, anything that would just mortify me. 
I stand bravely right in front of him and take off my shoes and socks, neatly rolling the socks and putting them each in a shoe. Then I see what he’s laying out on his desk. I take one look at the sponge ball and remember what he said yesterday. “But I didn’t make any...” Well, I guess the fussing was making more noise after he threatened the sponge ball. I try to imagine what that’s going to feel like. The hard part is imagining it staying in my mouth for a while, taped in.  
Then I unbutton my blouse. My face is turned down a little, but my eyes are rolled up to see his face. It’s harder than I thought. Then I pull it off, fold it, and set it on his desk. Next, I unzip my skirt, remembering the feeling from yesterday. I don’t get as red as yesterday, though. I fold my skirt and set it on my blouse. 
I’m wearing a matching bra and panties, at least as matching as I could find. Not like mom would buy me something like that. It’s a pale pink bra and a pair of pink panties with white flowers. The shades of pink almost match. My hands shake a little bit and I hide it by quickly reaching back and unhooking my bra. Then I just pull it off, trying not to make a big deal of it. Now I’m not looking at his face anymore, just down at his desk where I set my bra. There’s no hiding my boobs as I take off my panties and this time I don’t work so hard to hide my cunny. But when I’m done, I put my hand across my chest and the other over my cunny. 
It makes me feel so small to be naked in front of him when he’s wearing clothes. For a second I think that it would be fair if he was naked, too, but then whoosh, I feel a warm rush, and I blush and look up at him startled. I’d never thought of him naked until now and when it hits me, I’m thinking what he could do to me if he was. Better he keep his clothes on. But now I’m bright red, deer in headlights, shocked and confused girl staring into his eyes. Do I look caught with a naughty thought in my head?
For a couple of seconds I just stand like that, but when he says nothing, I raise my hands up and put them together for him to tape. Gawd! I am so totally naked right in front of him. 
Oops, yeah, I meant IM, Sir. 
I do like you asking things, Sir. I didn’t know you were training me, though. 
I think daddy is letting me do all this so I can see it’s nothing special. Why else would he tie me last night?
MASTERIUS
Masterius Posts Friday, 24 Apr
I was doing a bit of writing on and off between some housework. Taking a break I decided to log onto messenger, and broke into a big smile when I saw that Winry was already online. 
Why are you training me, Sir?
Well, that's something I enjoy doing, for one. For another, well, there's something about you that fascinates me and, to be honest, makes me feel a bit possessive about you. So partly for those reasons. As well, I thought you'd find being trained something appealing, and last but certainly not least... I very much like, and find it very pleasing, and rather exciting, training you.
All of which was true, but I didn't think mentioning I was also starting to enjoy picturing me somehow acquiring her to keep and enjoy would be wise. 
The fact that I would be more than able to keep someone like her safely hidden and tucked away was also something I didn't think I needed to mention.
I wasn't unfamiliar with schoolgirl crushes on me. I'd never indicated, in any way, that I was aware of them, but, oh yes, aware I certainly had been. That's kind of impossible to mistake, no matter how subtle a child might be about that.
Not that all of them had been subtle, because they certainly hadn't. But although I'd been touched and flattered that's all I'd ever felt.
Until Kylie.
It wasn't that she was a young preteen girl. After six years as a teacher, well, I'd seen a flock of those. Nor was it that she had a crush on me, all the more so because she'd been quite successful in concealing her feelings from me. No. No, it was the child herself.
Damn it, I just couldn't seem to get her face out of my mind. Or her voice, which sent shivers down my spine when I heard her talk. So, of course, she's started not raising her hand to answer questions in class. 
I'd thought I'd been keeping things under control. But the moment I'd seen that one pic on her cell phone, it was like removing the cap off an overheated radiator. Something inside me just seethed... boiled over.
Learning that she had a serious crush on me only made that worse. And instead of struggling to remain in control...
I wanted to see her. All of her. And not just see, either. 
And I was going to.
And if I decided to keep her, well, I could do that, too. Thanks to my late Aunt Matilda.
Five years ago I'd inherited a house from her. Well, it was more than a house, but less than a mansion. It was a 19th century farmhouse. Stone walls (stone, not brick, but blocks of different-sized stones) over a foot thick, three floors, an attic, basement and root cellar. Solidly built as only things in that era were. It had been modernized in that the fireplaces --which still functioned, including the one in the kitchen that you could park a Volkswagen inside-- weren't the main source of heat, and the replacement coal furnace was now fuel oil. The lights were electric and not oil hurricane lamps, and it had indoor plumbing as well. 
The main beams were solid, hand-hewn and massive wood. The floors, walls and stairs were all wood as well. The appliances were dated, as was all the furniture. Well, except for my small computer room and office. It needed work, maybe not badly --it wasn't quite a 'fixer-upper'-- but it didn't at all appeal to her other relatives, which is probably why they didn't challenge the will. Not even the thirty-three acres that came with the property. Not when the south and east were bordered by a state park, while the north and west were endangered wetlands. You couldn't expand, you couldn't develop. 
Me? I didn't care about that. I'd just fallen in love with the place since I was a tot. And Auntie Matilda knew that. I was the only relative that would come by and help with repairs, painting, maintenance, whatever. And now... now it was mine. All mine.
That included the small barn, stable and paddocks, and although horses hadn't been boarded there in years they were still in good shape. 
I'd been doing a lot of repairs during the summer 'vacations', and it was during one of those that I discovered one of the (many) rumors about the place was, in fact, true. I'd been repairing some of the coat hooks in the mudroom, and the wall to which they were affixed. Two of the coat hooks just did not want to unscrew. 
But... they did rotate. Curious, I moved them both 180 degrees counterclockwise, until the hooks were upside down. And when I did...
The center part of the wall pivoted inwards, revealing a narrow, rough-hewn staircase descending sideways. Curious, I found a flashlight and headed --carefully! -- down the steps.
It went down quite a ways, then did a sharp turn and went down some more, stopping at a solid wood door. And inside...
Inside was a room about thirty by thirty feet. The roof overhead was timbered, the walls rough-hewn planks, and the floor pounded earth. Two walls had amateurish but sturdy shelves, but otherwise the room was --mostly-- empty. I little bit of judicious exploring, and I figured out that this was a bootlegger's hidden room. Interesting, but little use to me, I'd thought.
It was quite a ways down, deep enough that it stayed cool during the summer and warm during the winter. And deep enough to effectively be soundproof... as I determined just last night, by placing a boom box playing at eardrum-splitting max volume then going back upstairs. I couldn't hear a thing.
I stopped a moment and reread what I'd written so far. I didn't want the farmhouse description too accurate. After all, I did live there. But it was accurate enough... including the hidden room... and my having checked out the soundproofing. Even if I'd checked for that quite some time ago... and in more ways than one.
But now I had Kylie to focus upon, and focus on her I did. I watched her as she walked around the desk to stand in front of me. Watched her as she took off her shoes, peeled off her socks, then rolled each one up and stuffed them in her shoes. 
When she started unbuttoning her blouse I felt my nostrils flare, and it was a struggle to just sit there as if this was perfectly normal, when inside curling heat was starting to expand, like flames racing over oil-soaked paper. She slipped the blouse off, neatly folded it then sat it on my desk, then reached down and started unzipping her skirt.
I just sat there, totally mesmerized. My face and ears felt hot, very hot. As did the rest of me. I swallowed once, gave a sharp little shiver as she slipped the skirt off, then folded that, too, before setting it atop her blouse.
She was a simply glorious sight, standing there in just panties and bra. Not that she really needed a bra. But it was indescribable, seeing that tiny bra just covering gentle, just budding swells. They didn't quite match, but I didn't think it was pure chance that they looked almost like a matched set. And then my breath caught as she reached up, no longer looking anywhere near my face, reached behind her, unhooked it... 
The fact that she was undressing so matter-of-factly, as if she were home, in her bedroom, only made this more exciting and thrilling. Finally she sat panties atop bra, and only then did she shyly cover her chest and mound with her hands.
For a few seconds she just stood there, then she softly blushed, then glanced up at me and very brightly blushed. She had a slightly stunned, slightly guilty look, but I was too mesmerized by her at the moment to really consider that. Not when, for the first time, my little Kylie was standing there in front of me, gloriously, completely naked.
Then she raised her small hands up, palms touching. I blinked, then mentally nodded, understanding. I took them in mine, then opened them as I gently turned her around, facing her away from me. She didn't resist, in no small part, I assumed, because that meant her bare front was no longer facing me. Although she did tense a little when I brought her hands behind her back.
"Keep your palms touching each other," I softly rumbled, letting them go. Taking one of the smaller pieces of rope I started tying her hands together behind her back. Four turns around, two cinching between, pulled snug but not overly tight, then a firm knot at the top of wrists, between her forearms. 
Picking up a longer piece I slipped it up under her arms, looping it around just above her elbows. Four loops around, then I drew on the ends, slowly pulling her arms closer together. I didn't pull them far, just enough to make them feel tied. Well, that, and as I knew from experience, would also thrust her small chest more forward.
The next three pieces went around her ankles, and below and above her knees. Several turns around, with two cinching passes between. Before I'd finished she was gently squirming and fidgeting, tiny toes wriggling, betraying her nervousness.
When she heard tape being peeled she started fidgeting more. I pre-peeled four pieces, lightly tacking the ends to the edge of my desk, then gently grasped her upper arms and turned her to face me.
I kept my eyes only on her face, but that didn't stop her from turning a very bright red. I felt her arms reflexively fight to more in front, to cover herself, and when she couldn't...
I picked up the sponge ball and held it to her lips. Her eyes, such a gorgeous vivid blue, opened very wide. "Open Kylie," I murmured, soft and low and warm... but it was still an order, and she knew it. Swallowing hard she opened her mouth, slowly, very slowly, until open all the way. Then delightfully shivered as I carefully but implacably pressed the sponge ball all the way inside, letting it expand inside once done. One at a time I applied the tape, two pieces sideways, running almost ear to ear, the remaining two in diagonals, making an 'X', and all the while I did so...
I just kept gazing at her face. Only her face, her eyes. And my expression wasn't that of a stern teacher punishing a naughty, disappointing student. Oh no. Not this time. This time... 
I let Kylie see, and sense, that this was something that I was just finding out was something that meant a lot to me. Something that only she could do, only she could make me feel the way I was feeling. Each strip of tape I applied, I firmly smoothed with tender, gentle fingers. And once all four were in place, I spent several minutes just gently brushing her taped cheeks with my fingertips. 
Finally I clasped her waist, still gazing into her eyes. "Time for your spanking now, Kylie," I softly murmured, then guided her tummy down over my lap.
Phew! Rolling my shoulders I reread it prior to posting. For some reason I don't seem able, with Winry, to make short little posts. That thought made me grin.
Then I notice the additional messages.
I do like you asking things, Sir. I didn’t know you were training me, though. 
Well, I am my little one. But, how do *you* feel about me training you? If you could have anything you wished for, regarding both role play and your inner desires, what would that be?
I think daddy is letting me do all this so I can see it’s nothing special. Why else would he tie me last night, Sir?
I'm not sure of his exact reasons my little one. You might be right. Or he might be indulging your curiosity in a very safe, monitored way. I could wish it was me tying you up for bedtimes --amongst other things-- but, well... you know. But, since *I* can't be tying you, it's wonderful that your Daddy is understanding enough to do that for me, and do it just the ways that I describe and want.
KENNA
Winry Posts Friday Night, 24 Apr
He doesn’t understand my question about why is he training me. What I’m wondering is why bother? He enjoys it and so do I, but it’s still just make believe. If I’m not really going to ever be his bondage playtoy slave, then what’s the point? Guess he just wants to play make believe and as long as it’s fun, I’ll go along. 
The role play is perfect, Sir. I couldn’t wish for more. I think being trained by you is close to what I really want. 
I can’t say what I really want since daddy will see everything, so that’s the best I can do.  
While I wait for his post, I check out my other RPs. I’m a little behind on them since I’ve been focused on Masterius. Every once in a while I check on our RP, but he takes a long time to post. I manage to get a post in on every one of the other RPs. My calves are on fire and my feet are almost shaking as I wait for his post. I’m just about to give up when I see he posted. Thank God.
As I read his post, I forget all about the strain in my legs. Oh my God! He’s talking about keeping Kylie! That is so totally wicked. Talk about helpless forever. I almost want to warn Kylie about Mr. Eric. But, I really want to see what happens. I read it a couple of times before I can’t take it anymore and have to go. 
Long post, Sir. Have to get down. Sorry can’t reply. Busy tomorrow. 
Then I tell daddy I have to get down. He lets me down and reads some of the RPs and then gives me seven swats. “One for all the other RPs,” he says. “Too many typos to count.”
I could swear he’s trying to get me to RP only with Masterius. 
As I get ready for bed, I think about the last post. It just makes me tingle all over to think about what’s going to happen to Kylie. I have no idea why that excites me so much. 
I love your post, Sir. Wish I was Kylie, XD. I wish I could reply sooner, but daddy got tickets for the Jonas Brothers, so he’s taking me and some friends. I might be able to post tomorrow night, but definitely on Sunday. 
MASTERIUS
Masterius Posts Friday Night, 24 Apr
I'm working on some writing when the familiar chime sounds.
The role play is perfect, Sir. I couldn’t wish for more. I think being trained by you is close to what I really want. 
Oh, I could wish for more. [image: image5.png]


But I'm quite happy with things as they are. Thank you, though, my little one, for the sweet compliment.
Long post, Sir. Have to get down. Sorry can’t reply. Busy tomorrow. 
I was a bit disappointed at that, both at Winry not being able to reply and at her being busy tomorrow. I understood, but I still couldn't help feeling disappointed. Having the free time would mean I'd have time to run some errands, do some chores and do more writing, but I was quickly coming to look forwards to both her posts and chatting with her.
It's ok my little one. Well, yes, it was a bit long. I hope you don't mind. You just seem to fire my imagination and inspire me.
I love your post, Sir. Wish I was Kylie, XD. I wish I could reply sooner, but daddy got tickets for the Jonas Brothers, so he’s taking me and some friends. I might be able to post tomorrow night, but definitely on Sunday.
[image: image6.png]


Well, I wish you were Kylie, too. Ummm... actually, I rather like you as you are. But I know what you mean. And I hope you can post tomorrow night. If you can't, I'll manage to last until then. It'll be difficult, but I'll *somehow* manage.
Sighing I sent that. I'd been so looking forward to this weekend, anticipating having a lot of time Saturday with her, both posting and chatting. Finding out, now, that the entire Saturday might go by without her was, well... it just felt oddly lonely.
Jonas Brothers? I had no idea who they were. So I did a Google search... and blinked. No wonder I didn't know who they were, I chuckled to myself. I closed out IE, logged off Lolibond and put my pc into standby, then took a quick shower before bed. I was standing there, warm water sluicing over me as I suddenly stilled. Granted, that was a perfect excuse justifying being away all day, and absolutely perfectly in role. But it did make me wonder.
In fact, it made me wonder enough that, just as I was drifting to sleep, several niggling thoughts suddenly popped into place. Sliding out of bed I padded to my office and brought my pc back up. A few minutes later I was looking at a listing of where the Jonas brothers were playing. And, surprise of surprises, tomorrow they were playing... in California. 
Hey, it’s me again. I can’t RP, but I can still chat. I have 10 minutes before bedtime. You ever been to California?
I stared at that IM logged message for quite a while. Granted, California was a very big place, but it did narrow things down quite a bit, now knowing where the concert was being held. Logging off and shutting down again I padded back to bed. I probably should say something to Winry tomorrow, I thought to myself. Little things like that, over time, can give a lot away. 
Yes, I probably should say something. But, as I drifted off to sleep... I realized I wasn't going to say a thing, after all.
KENNA
Winry Posts Sunday, 26 Apr 
I was just about to reply when daddy knocks on my door. He’s got a bunch of rope and… a collar!! “You got to bed late last night, so let’s get started,” he says. 
I strip down and sit on the bed. Daddy puts the collar on my neck and leashes me to the headboard. That feels pretty personal, more like I’m owned than just being tied. Now I understand why the collar. When I lay down, I put my shirt over my chest and hips and daddy gives me a funny look. He can tie me up with me covered like that, but it’s like the first time I’ve ever been self-conscious around him. 
After he gets me tied, he pulls the blanket up to my chin and then reaches under and whisks my shirt off. He’s got kind of a funny, wistful smile. It’s like he understands the whole part about the shirt, but still thinks it’s odd. 
The night is a little bit better than last night. I sleep more and get excited less. Not to say I don’t wish my hands were free more than once. How bad did I sleep? The next morning, I’ve got three girlfriends in the car with me on the way to LA and I hear it was fun, but I slept for most of it. 
The concert is better than I expected and not nearly as good in other ways. It wasn’t so much a concert as it was a fund raiser at the Children’s Hospital, so they didn’t sing many of their songs. I’m bummed about that. But it was much more personal. They were right there. I mean almost close enough to touch. 
It took most of the day to get there, see the whole thing (four hours worth, mostly hanging out and hoping for a glimpse), and the drive back. I am so pumped all day that I completely forget about Masterius. I don’t even remember until daddy shows up with rope at bedtime. Holy shit! I suddenly feel terrible, all guilty and stuff about forgetting him. 
Sunday morning after breakfast, I get online. 
The concert was awesome, Masterius. It was really a fund raiser at the LA Children’s Hospital and they weren’t on stage much, but Nick was like 10 feet from me and he looked right at me!!! They were all there, even Bonus Jonas. They sang a few songs, but wow, it was so kewl to almost mingle with them. I was so excited, that I forgot about RPing last night. Sorry. 
Oh, yeah, daddy got a collar for me, so now I spend the night (two nights now) just the way you described. 
At first I can’t understand why he turns me around, but then he pulls my arms behind me. I resist a little bit. Hands tied behind me wasn’t part of the deal, but then it’s not really a deal is it? After he ties my hands, and I mean seriously ties them, he does my elbows. I wasn’t expecting that either, but I let him. As he pulls them together, I have to roll my shoulders back and that pushes my chest right out. Holy jeez, if I’d seen that coming, I might have… OK, I still would have let him. I’ve got no choice. After a few seconds, I have another reason for why I’ll let him do that again. I look naughty and if he can resist staring at me now, then he’s made of stone. 
Then he ties my legs and this time I get a chance to watch him tie the knots. It’s tight, but not uncomfortable. It makes me feel so helpless and I start to squirm a little. Not that he seems to care. 
When he holds up the ball for my mouth, I just stare at it until he tells me to open up. Gulp. I open a little and a little more and a little more. I keep hoping that’s enough, but he just holds it there as I keeping going and going until my mouth is as wide as the dentist wants it for an exam. Only it’s not a safe feeling like with the dentist. Nope, he stuffs that ball in my mouth and it just expands to fill my whole mouth. Then he tapes my mouth shut. 
After that he kills me by ignoring my body. Naked is one thing, but naked with my hands tied back makes me tingle all over. And he doesn’t look! All he does is stroke my cheek. I want him to look and he won’t. After a couple of minutes though, I pay attention to what he’s doing. I can’t believe just stroking my cheek can make me tingle so much. He is so into me right now, so gentle. I forget that I want his eyes and even his hands on the rest of my body. That just doesn’t seem important right now. I kind of tilt my head into his fingers as he strokes and make little whimpering noises. He could do this forever. My eyes even get a little moist. 
When he stops, it’s like a jolt of reality. Now why did I think I was NOT going to get a spanking today? I’m too surprised to do anything but let him lay me across his lap. I give a little wiggle as I settle in place and hear myself still making those whimpering noises. It’s not that I’m scared of the spanking. Nope, this time I want it. He’s going to touch my bare bottom. Hard. Several times. Then he’s gonna do it soft. Yeah, go ahead. I wiggle my ass and then he swats me. My eyes open wide and I moan into the gag. I even start to kick my feet. I can’t help it. It freaking hurts. Talk about a jolt of reality… so many jolts of reality that I lose count. 
Yet, as he warms my bottom, I get even more excited. I scream (sort of), kick, squirm, and try to wiggle out of his lap, but I am so completely helpless. Having him control me, tie me, hold me down, and spank me is wild. Having him want me, and I know he does, is hot. I’m embarrassed as hell, worse when I realize my cunny is getting wet. Oh how I want him to take advantage of me. I’d be beyond embarrassed if I knew what my hips were doing. 
MASTERIUS
Masterius Posts Sunday, 26 Apr
The concert was awesome, Masterius. It was really a fund raiser at the LA Children’s Hospital and they weren’t on stage much, but Nick was like 10 feet from me and he looked right at me!!! They were all there, even Bonus Jonas. They sang a few songs, but wow, it was so kewl to almost mingle with them. I was so excited, that I forgot about RPing last night. Sorry. Oh, yeah, daddy got a collar for me, so now I spend the night (two nights now) just the way you described. 
It sounds like you have a wonderful time my little one. I'm glad! Wow! Close enough to touch, huh? If Nick looked right at you, I bet he had some very nice dreams that night. I'm really glad you had such a great time. And don't worry about forgetting about RPing last night. After a day like you had I can understand why. [image: image7.png]



Was it a long drive? Was there a lot of traffic? Sometimes, for me, no matter how excited I am about going somewhere, it gets a bit frustrating if it's a long drive, especially if there's also a lot of traffic.
And he did? That's awesome! Now I'm *really* going to have trouble getting to sleep from now on, picturing my little one tightly bound, naked and now collared and leashed to her bed!
I'll want to speak to you more about that collar my little one. Collars are something special. They can be just functional or decorative, but they can also have special meanings, and that's what I'd like to talk to you about. OK?
I sent that off, then went to see if she'd also posted. Seeing that she did I started reading, and felt my face grow quite warm as I read.
Yesterday I'd fully intended to give her every bit as firm and hard a spanking the next day as I'd just done. But today, after seeing how hard she'd worked, and seeing how focused she'd been while I tutored her, I'd decided that today's spanking, while just as many swats, would be gentler, lighter.
That lasted until I had her over my lap, and gazed down at her tiny, slender, naked, bound and gagged body. At that pert, firm, sexy little bare ass, up thrust from her position. And then she wiggled it. My eyes widened, fire raced through my veins, my cock suddenly surged even harder, as I watched those pert cheeks tighten, clench, relax and wiggle.
Suddenly, I wanted to spank her. There was a roaring in my ears, my face grew even hotter. I wanted to spank her; watch her sexy little bottom flatten and jump with each spank. Watch that silky-smooth, creamy fair skin pinken and redden with my palm prints. Listen to her gasp, and cry, and plead, and whimper and whine. And finally sob.
And so I began, just like yesterday. Slow and methodical. Unlike yesterday, though, the first four weren't hesitant. I'd already learned just how hard to spank, and I started that sharply. Like yesterday's, though, the last four were softer, lighter, gentler, finally ending with me gently rubbing and caressing, stroking, cupping and kneading.
Oh how she kicked and jerked, struggled and squealed. But she was so small, and so helplessly bound, it was almost effortless keeping her over my lap. And when I started stroking and caressing, firmly kneading and massaging her bottom...
My eyes widened, watching as sleek little hips were gently lifting and falling, gently circling and rolling. I swallowed, hard, and just stared, while inside my blood felt like it was boiling over.
Finally I sat her back up. Before she knew quite what I had in mind, I'd perched her on the edge of my desk, facing me. Her small feet I set on the edge of my chair, my legs spread as I sat there, just gazing at her. And, this time, as I gently cupped the outside of slender thighs, I slowly wandered my eyes up and down her. Eyes that were dark yet gleaming, almost all pupil. They gazed deeply into her eyes, then slowly wandered downwards. Pausing at her chest, and lingering there. Then further down, along taut smooth tummy until reaching sleek hips, and gazing, oh yes, intently gazing, right at her mound. Then lower still, tracing along slender thighs, dainty calves, all the way down to her toes.
Then they wandered upwards, just as slowly, drinking in all of her until, at last, once again I was gazing deeply into her eyes.
KENNA
Winry Posts Sunday, 26 Apr
What about the collar? It feels pretty personal, but special how? I mostly forgot about the collar. It’s the ropes that make it uncomfortable. 
Traffic? Who does he think was driving? Just like a man though to worry about that. 
I didn’t notice traffic. I slept most the way there and then we were so pumped on the way back. If it had taken 3 days to get there and back it still would have been worth it.
I’m not disappointed by the spanking. It’s every bit as bad as yesterday, but wondrous at the same time. Does that make sense? I hated it and I loved it and I hope he does it again tomorrow. Especially when it’s over and his hand just keeps touching me. I can hardly tell when he goes from light spanks to gentle touches and caresses, but I can’t even hold still when he’s just massaging so softly. But, it’s squirming for a different reason than the hard spanking. 
When he sits me on his desk, again I’m perfectly on display for him. My boobs are thrust out (yeah, what little there is) and my legs are squeezed tight together, but you can still see my cunny clear as day. Then he looks in my eyes and I’m about ready to die. Won’t he ever look??!! 
Then he does. It’s the first time I’m sure he’s looking at me naked. I feel my nipples tingle and crinkle as he looks at them. I take a deep breath, kind of shaky as he looks. As his eyes go down, my heart beats hard and my breath sounds funny. I can’t help it as I keep taking shaky breaths, like I forgot how or something. He stares at my cunny for a while and then my legs and even my feet. Even that makes me tingle. I’m looking at my toes, too, and then I look at his pants. I’m sure his penis is hard. I feel myself blush and turn my attention back to my feet. I follow his eyes as they come back up. I’m trembling as his eyes come up, up, up, and then look into mine.
Touch me! I want to scream. How can he not? Why won’t he? I won’t ask though. What if I ask and he doesn’t? Without thinking I send him wordless messages... pleading eyes, glances at his hands, glances at my naked body. Not a sound though except my ragged breathing. All the while I think I look calm and collected. Oh, touch me, please. 
MASTERIUS
Masterius Posts Sunday, 26 Apr
"Drat."
I wryly grinned as I read the second of the two offline messages: I didn’t notice traffic. I slept most the way there and then we were so pumped on the way back. If it had taken 3 days to get there and back it still would have been worth it.
I was hoping that, with an idea of driving times, I could narrow the area down a bit. But at least I had a definite starting point: The LA Children's Hospital. That sure beat the entire state.
I wasn't sure why, all of a sudden, I had this keen interest, almost a drive, to narrow down where Winry (supposedly, anyway) lived. I think it was just more along the lines of a logic puzzle. The Sherlock Holmes in me coming out. Yeah, that was it.
I went back to her first message and composed a response.
What about the collar? It feels pretty personal, but special how? I mostly forgot about the collar. It’s the ropes that make it uncomfortable.
Well little one, collars can be merely functional or decorative. By functional, I mean they can be used to restrain someone; control or inhibit their freedom. For instance, although you may be tied up for bed, you could have wriggled or squirmed throughout the house. Now that you're collared and leash-locked to your bed, well... understand? 
They can also be decorative. Something pretty and stylish. Adornment. I think you'd look very pretty wearing some of those. 
Taking a sip of coffee I sent those then started typing again.
Collars may also be symbolic. A sign of possession, of Ownership. Marking a person as belonging to someone else. I definitely want that collar to be the first two for you. And I'd really like to have a collar that marks you as my personal possession. That displays my Ownership of you.
I sent that, then continued.
I'm not quite sure how your father would feel, though, about you agreeing to belong to me that way. How he'd feel about me Owning you, absolutely and completely. But that is what I'd like.
So the ropes make it uncomfortable? How do you feel, knowing I can control that? Whether you are comfortable or uncomfortable? How would you feel, if I did have the Power to tease or torment you? Make you wriggle and squirm and feel very, very nice? Or struggle and twist, whimper and whine? 
I left it at that for now, but there was a great deal I wished I could chat with Winry about. Well, offline messaging might be a bit cumbersome, but I was very grateful we could still IM each other.
There is so much, so very, very much, that I want and wish to do. But patience, in addition to being a virtue, also adds a great deal of spice to things. 
And there was also the not-so-inconsequential matter of her being bound and gagged. Absolutely, totally, utterly and completely helpless. If I chose to move slow, or fast, or not at all, there wasn't anything she could do. There was nothing she could do to avoid, prevent or stop things. There was nothing she could do to initiate, begin or start things. She was totally under my absolute control.
I didn't bother to disguise how she was making me feel. How she made me feel. I wanted her to see how her body, her appearance, her self, affected me. How she captivated me. Excited me. Made me desire her. I let her see all that. And more.
As my gleaming eyes slowly wandered down then back up, I let her see in them, in my expression, dazed, awed wonder. As if I really couldn't be seeing what I was seeing. As if it couldn't really be Kylie there, in front of me, like this. That this surely had to be a dream, this couldn't really be happening. That any moment she would disappear, all this vanish in an instant, like a fragile soap bubble bursting.
When my eyes wandered over her small little chest, barely budded breasts pushed out from her arms bound as they were, and saw small nipples suddenly gently wrinkle, softly pucker, my face grew hot, my insides seemed to vibrate, and my already swollen cock surged with an incredibly powerful throb. Nothing about her reactions did I miss or overlook: the stuttered sharp short breaths, the gentle trembles, the occasional sharper jerks, the wrinkled pointed little nipples, nor the light glistening at her smooth cleft. And all of those just drove me wilder.
I reached up then, wide hands gently cupping upper arms. I stared into her eyes for a few moments as I started lightly caressing up and down, up and down, brushing just the pads of fingertips along her skin. And then I shifted my gaze to my hands... and what I was caressing. And since I wasn't bothering to disguise, or mask, or alter in any way what I was feeling, she clearly could see one thing in those depths:
I was going to do whatever it was I wished, no matter what.
Her skin was so warm, so silky smooth. The muscles lightly quivered under my hands as I caressed up and down her upper arms, back and forth over small shoulders. I was exploring her, plain and simple, but this time with my hands, with my fingertips. 
From shoulders and arms I wandered to her sides, her tummy, flanks and sleek hips, sometimes just the tips of my fingers lightly brushing, sometimes my cupped hands firmly caressing. And all the while I just stared at my hands... and what I was touching.
Cupping her sides I stroked up and down, up and down, feeling her ribs beneath my hands, watching her breathing grow jerkier. I could hear her breath whuffling through her nose, and my face flushed deeper. And then, with no warning, I simply slid my hands upwards, thumbs gliding up the center of her tummy, spread fingers along her sides... until her little buds were cupped by my hands.
I held my hands there for a moment, my breath sounding harsh and deep and raspy, my eyes glowing, on fire. And then... I just explored. Softly brushing thumbs in circles over her breasts, around her nipples, over her nipples. Gently rubbed at times, firmly kneaded at others, unmistakably fondling her budding little breasts.
And then I gently grasped little nipples, which were visibly puckered and taut by now, and started stroking them. Rubbing and tweaking, stroking, gently tugging, all the while staring at that I was playing with... all the while surreptitiously watching her face, her eyes, listening to her breathing, her sounds.
COME PLAY WITH ME
Chapter Two
By Masterius and Kenna
KENNA
Winry Posts Sunday, 26 Apr
I’m embarrassed, Masterius. I didn’t even think of the first two. You already know I didn’t think it all that confining and I suppose it’s a pretty collar, but it was all about me belonging to you... at least for training. I did feel owned and it was a little naughty and a lot exciting. 
As much as I wanted him to touch me, I didn’t really think he would or could. Yeah, I know he shouldn’t even spank me at school, much less have me naked and tied, but touching seems off limits. Yeah, I know he touched my bottom, but that was punishment. 
Then he actually touches me and it’s a bit disappointing. He’s touched nothing but safe places. Sore bottom. Cheeks. Hips. Now he’s just running his hand down my arms. It makes me feel more tingly, but it’s still not what I want. 
My nipples are feeling funny. For 11 years they sat on my chest like nothing special. Heck, even boys have them. For about the last year, mine have darkened a little and puffed out, but they’re still barely the size of a dime and they still just sit there like discolored circles of skin. I’ve noticed in the showers at gym class what’s happening to all the girls. That mine are giving them all a head start doesn’t really bother me. What I have noticed is that all the girls act like nipples and boobs are nothing special. I know what they’re for and what’s going to happen to them. I’ve even heard that they’re supposed to feel good sometimes, but they never did until now. They’re tingly, kind of achy and stiff all by themselves. Like two little flags that scream out that I have a secret. It’s like they have a life of their own, two verrry sensitive nubs connected to me, surprising even me by wanting his hands on them. I know he’s noticed them.  They’ve never been special and now they are. 
Then there’s the tingle in my cunny. That I’ve noticed before, but until now it’s been in private, deep in fantasy. The tingle is mine to hide away, though my squirming shows my excitement. The other part, that it’s leaking stuff and getting shiny on the outside, is not a secret I can hide. He has to have noticed that. 
Thinking about my cunny makes me glance at his penis again. I know what he can do with that and it’s a little comforting to know it’s still in his pants. Besides, even as he runs his hands down my arms, I know he won’t take his clothes off, not in school, and so I don’t have to face that scary, exciting moment. I want him, just not yet and not here. How to get him will take some more thought. 
With my hands behind my back where he can’t see them, I wiggle the little finger on my right hand. Mom tells me I’ve got Grandpa wrapped around my little finger and I wiggle my little finger back at her. Now I’ve got Mr. Eric wrapped around my little finger (well, of course it’s in a different way, jeez!) 
All that dashes through my head in the length of time it takes for him to softly stroke down my arms. It’s about that time that I snap back to the present aware that even though it’s just my arms, it’s still making me even more excited. It’s more frustrating than anything I’ve ever imagined. He has to know I want more than my arms, but he’s teasing me. At the same time, though, it’s like he’s worshipping my body, taking little steps and approaching it with reverence. I’ve long since melted, so I’ll just sit on his desk, a sticky little pile of gooey girl totally at his mercy. 
His hands go farther down, stroking my sides, hips, and legs. My breath comes out of my nose as a short, audible snort and then I inhale still in that same shaky way, sniff, sniff, SNIFF. Snort, sniff, sniff, SNIFF. At the same time my body trembles in time to the snorts and sniffs. I have to work to calm myself so I don’t breathe so much I get lightheaded. 
Then he goes for my tummy, a safe place halfway between the two places I’m pretty sure he won’t really touch. That touch makes me shiver because of all my feelings the one I notice the least is the ache in my tummy. It started first, but it’s faded in comparison to the others. Now it feels like he’s stroking that ache, bringing it back to life. 
So far I’ve been watching his hands, but now I look at his chin and, without moving my head, slowly raise my eyes to look at his eyes. He’s looking in my eyes and, blushing, I drop my gaze to his hand again and I am totally shocked as they start to move higher and then cup my boobs. He so shouldn’t be doing that, but if he stops now I’ll scream. It’s maybe ten seconds that I stare at his hands before I breathe again with a huge shaky inhalation. 
His hands toy with my little boobs. Then he starts to even play with my nipples. Oh, gawd, it feels incredible. The little nubs get harder and as they do, I feel every other part of my body crank up a notch. I’ve never let a boy do that and now I’ve got Mr. Eric feeling me up. It’s the most perfect detention ever. 
His hands on my boobs is like a climax, nearly in the sense of an orgasm. I want him to hold me. I want him to kiss me (*giggle*, kiss my sexy tape). I want him to make love... no I don’t, not here, not now, not yet. So, I’ll settle for his hands on my oh so sensitive nipples. He can do it as long as he wants. He may want to do more, but for me, I’ve peaked. 
I look at him with dreamy eyes and a big smile on the inside. I close my eyes and try to lean forward with the goal of resting my head on his shoulder, but I know my head will go where he wants it. I have no control over what’s going on and I know that. My little lean is like asking permission to rest my head there. Which would be accompanied by a heavy, contented sigh. I want nothing more than to be close to him. 
I so want to be that Kylie, but I don’t say it again, especially after writing that bit. If I do ever get to be that Kylie, I hope it’s half as good as I just made it sound. 
MASTERIUS
Masterius Posts Sunday, 26 Apr
So, do you belong to me? For training? To me, and no one else? Think carefully on this my little one; it's an important, and very serious, question. That's what I want, you know: for you to belong to me for training. Actually, I want more, but...
I wish I had some way of picking out the collar I'd like for you. They do make some very nice ones online. Ones that are quite functional, yet pretty, too. I'm partial to the stainless steel ones, myself. They can be made to look quite delicate but, as they are steel... --smiles--
Some also lock, too. They don't just have D-rings that leashes and chains can be attached to and locked to, some also have either locking hasps, for padlocks, or built-in locks. And once your collar is locked on...
One day, my little one, you will find yourself wearing around your neck a collar that has been locked. And when that day happens, you won't just belong to me for training. When that day happens, you'll cease being Winry; at that moment, you'll become a slave for real, my slave, my little bondage playtoy slave.
She'd wanted me to notice her. She'd wanted me to focus on her, wanted to be the center of my world. That much I'd gleaned from her text messages, and that much I understood, as well, about crushes. But I really don't think she honestly knew what that would be like. Feel like.
But she knew, now.
No matter how badly she might have imagined that, it was obvious her imagination had been a pale shadow of the reality. I certainly understood, for I felt the same way. For I had her as I'd been dreaming of her, and it was much, so much more intense than I could ever have imagined.
She was embarrassed, yes. Embarrassed at being fully naked. Fully revealed and exposed. Helplessly so, unable to hide herself as she wished and wanted. But as I'd just gazed at her, drinking her in, it was obvious to me, very obvious, that she wanted more. Whether she was consciously aware of that want I wasn't sure, I didn't know. Nor, right now, did I care; did that matter. But the gentle trembles, the stuttered, catched breaths, the gently wrinkled nipples, the glistening at her cleft... all shouted at the top of their lungs, shrieking their desire, their want, their need.
When all I did, at first, was just caress and stroke, those trembles increased. Those catched breaths grew even more stuttered. By the time I slipped my hands up to cup those barely budded swells I was pretty sure she was consciously yearning for more touches. Just listening to her sharp, staccato pants was driving me wild; glancing up and seeing tiny nostrils flaring fanned that even higher. 
But for all that she was yearning for more, I really don't think she was honestly prepared to have her little buds played with. I honestly don't think she truly thought I'd touch her, fondle her, there. She actually stopped breathing for quite some time, her eyes huge and round... with very wide, almost unseeing pupils.
Her breasts were so small they could easily be mistaken for a well-muscled boy at first glance. But if you really looked close --or was fondling them as I was-- there was no mistaking them for just-budding breasts. So firm, so very pert. Her nipples, too, could be mistaken at first glance as a boy's. But they were softly darker, no longer a pale, almost translucent pink like a boy her age would be. They might not be any bigger, true, but that would soon be changing, and I was going to find it very fascinating and enjoyable playing with them --and her breasts, and her-- over the days, weeks and months as they grew and matured. They grew the tiniest bit rosier once I started stroking, rubbing, playing with them. They'd certainly tightened and puckered a great deal more than the softly wrinkled appearance they'd earlier had, tiny hard nubs in the center now.
And they certainly were very sensitive, I was pleased to note. She literally melted under my hands, her eyes taking on a distant, dreamy, almost glazed look. And if she hadn't already been mine... that certainly sealed things!
She leaned forward a little. Not enough to actually push against or past me. More as if she'd just, well, let her weight shift forward. I firmly rolled, stroked and tweaked tiny hard nubs for a few more seconds, then slid my hands sideways, cupping upper arms as I guided her forwards, leaning her towards me at her waist as I leaned forwards towards her. My arms slipped around behind her, one wide hand at the small of her back, the other gliding upwards, fingers stroking along the back of her neck, slipping under and through her silky hair until cupping the back of her head.
Gently cupping as I rested her cheek atop my shoulder, and just cuddled her. I felt a deep shiver, a deep breath, then a long, deep sigh as she melted against me. 
I cuddled her like that for quite some time, as her breathing slowed, as I felt her melt and mold even closer to me. I gently stroked her hair as I cuddled while my eyes, unseen from where her head was, glowed with a fire that would have shocked and rocked her.
Finally I sat her back upright, cupping her small face between my hands, thumbs caressing the duct tape over her cheeks. I just gazed very deeply into her eyes, and for a moment, no more, I gave her a glimpse of my true feelings and wants. 
And then I leaned forwards, and softly kissed her, a real kiss, atop the tape that sealed her mouth. A kiss that lasted over a minute, with me purring very low, very deep, in my chest.
I leaned back then, gazing into her eyes for a few seconds. Then I reached out, gently lifted her by the waist...
And moved her about two feet to my left, setting her down still perched atop my desk, bottom setting on the edge, little bound legs now freely dangling down.
And then, with her still utterly naked, totally helplessly displayed... I stacked up yesterday's homework in front of me, and began grading them, now and then reaching out to lightly stroke the top of a silken thigh.
KENNA
Winry Posts Sunday, 26 Apr
I can't answer his latest round of IMs. I read through them, more excited and more confused with each word. Scrunching my eyes closed, I can't imagined belonging to him "and no one else." What does that mean? And then… what more? Steel? Locked permanent? I might have been able to answer that, but what does he mean that I won't be Winry anymore? I won't be me? What would I be?
I read and reread his IMs until my breathing is really like I imagined Kylie's would be with Mr. Eric. It's more scary than I like. 
Then I read his post. 
A well-muscled boy!! A well-muscled boy!! You sonofabitch. It's a good thing I'm not tied when I RP on this Sunday morning. I just close all my windows and flop on the bed and cry. Is that what I look like? Nobody has EVER hurt me so bad.
It's a couple of hours before I can even finish reading his miserable post and another couple before I can put up a reply. No way am I talking to HIM. Just that I want to go on. The RP means a lot to me, even if the SOB on the other end sucks. 
When he first lets me lean on him, my breathing comes in sharper jerks. I try to control the sobs that threaten to escape. I can't believe he actually put his arms around me and holds me. I so do not want him to know how much I want him. How much control will I have if he knows he could do anything with me and I'd let him? It's only a brief struggle before my breathing comes under control and I nestle against him, his strong arms around me. How comfortable and natural that feels. 
Crap!!! That's the farthest that I'd thought past my last post. Now I just feel like shit.
	Out of Character:
What the rest of the post said before Winry was allowed to edit it: So, then he kiss tape on my face. He moved me over an starts to gradehomewkr. I don't understand. 


So then he kisses the tape over my mouth. It seems silly but I like it. I wish he would have taken off the tape. I thought I was bound for the corner after that, but then he sets me on his desk off to the side and I just sit there, because that's what he wants. 
MASTERIUS
Masterius Posts Sunday, 26 Apr
I was a bit surprised at the shortness of the response. Compared to her usual posts, this was extremely brief. Even more unusual were the typos and errors on her last line. Very unusual.
I also hadn't gotten any messages either, which was also unusual. Perhaps she was busy, and didn't have a lot of time to RP. 
I graded a couple of papers, but it took me about three times as long to do so as usual. I kept pausing to gaze over at Kylie as she sat where I'd perched her. Which was why I'd perched her there, of course: to watch her. I just hadn't planned on how distracting that would be.
With a sigh I pushed the papers to the side. "I'm never going to get anything done with you there," I rumbled, voice low and deep. Reaching out I grasped her waist, lifted her up, then perched her on my lap, this time sitting sideways, her bottom atop my lap, nestled in the valley of my thighs, little legs dangling off the right.
One arm was behind her, supporting her, my other hand lightly caressing the tops of thighs. "Kylie, my Kylie," I murmured, my voice thick and caressing, "So pretty. The most beautiful girl I've ever seen. The most beautiful girl in the world. I just can't stop looking at you."
KENNA
Winry Posts Sunday, 26 Apr
I'm sorry, Sir. I don't really want to explain, but daddy saw my last post and we had a talk. I got upset over something stoopid, so I'm sorry. I'd like to edit my last post, Sir. Daddy says I may, but I need your permission. If you say no, then daddy will spank me 10 times (5 for typos and doubled for losing my temper). If you say yes, then I can edit it so it doesn't look so dorky, but then you get to pick my punishment. 
I watch him grade papers. What else am I supposed to do? It was so cool being in front of him with his hands on me and now he is ignoring me. I squirm a little, hoping he'll do anything, even tell me to stop. He isn't totally ignoring me. Once in a while he pets my leg. Once in a while he looks at me. So I decide it isn't so bad. It was even like he is trying to ignore me, but can't. I'm not sure, but I can dream. 
After a few minutes, he scoops me up and sets me on his lap... right where I want to be. So kewl because he even says he couldn't work with me sitting there. Then he says my name and says I'm beautiful and I just want to cry. I know I've got him now and I wasn't even trying. I haven't even thought of how to get him and I've got him. So it's not like I got him. Nope, how can I say I caught him when he wanted to be caught? 
I make little whimpering noises when I try to say I want to hold him. I don't care. He can do anything he wants. What I want doesn't matter all that much anymore. I bat my eyes at him (about the only signal I can send). It's mostly to keep the tears of joy from running down my cheeks. 
I wiggle my butt and push out my chest and then freeze. I can feel his penis against my butt. Then I raise my eyebrows and look into his gorgeous gray eyes, feeling like I got caught being naughty and wondering if he noticed that I noticed.
MASTERIUS
Masterius Posts Sunday, 26 Apr
I'm sorry, Sir. I don't really want to explain, but daddy saw my last post and we had a talk. I got upset over something stoopid, so I'm sorry. I'd like to edit my last post, Sir. Daddy says I may, but I need your permission. If you say no, then daddy will spank me 10 times (5 for typos and doubled for losing my temper). If you say yes, then I can edit it so it doesn't look so dorky, but then you get to pick my punishment. 
I hadn't, as yet, read her post to my last post, but I did once I got her message. It was substantially longer than the prior one, although it still wasn't the size I'd been getting used to seeing.
But it was her message that grabbed my attention, and I read it several times, very closely.
I got upset over something stoopid, so I'm sorry.
I wondered what had upset her. Obviously, from reading the message, it was something I'd said or posted, although for the life of me I couldn't figure out what that might have been.
I'd like to edit my last post, Sir... If you say yes, then I can edit it so it doesn't look so dorky...
I wasn't sure why she wanted to edit her last post. Other than being a bit short I hadn't seen anything 'dorky' about it. But my main --well, only-- concern was that she was upset.
I've just read your last post, I messaged her. I'll respond to that in a bit. 
I know you said you don't really want to explain little one. But somehow I've upset you. I didn't mean to, and I'd like to know what it was I said or did that has upset you. I won't push, or pry, or demand. But I'd really like it if you'd tell me. Upsetting you is the last thing I'd want to do.
As for your post being 'dorky', I don't see anything wrong with it. Well, except for the surprising typos at the end. If I didn't know any better --and I don't-- I'd say you were crying when you typed that last line.
If you really wish to edit that you may, yes. You have my permission. I'll wait until you do before replying. And, little one? --softly whispers-- I wish you'd tell me what has upset you.
KENNA
Winry Posts Sunday, 26 Apr
Sir, it's really personal, but that's not why I don't want to tell you. I've been sort of tricking you, I guess, and it backfired big time. 
I send that and then have to think if I really want to tell him the truth. Shoot, I want that last message back because now I've like dangled a tease in front of him. So, I figure I have to finish it. 
I made up Kylie to look like me, so when you said she looked like a well-muscled boy, I took it to mean me. I know you didn't mean me, but Kylie was me and so I got hurt and mad. I don't look like a boy... except I suppose sort of in the way you meant it. And honestly, it never bothered me until you said it. 
There. I hope he understands. 
Were you going to pick my punishment? I'm really sorry and I'll be good, so you don't have to punish me at all. It was kind of your fault anyway. 
Heh, heh.
Thank you, Sir, for letting me edit my post. I did it already. 
MASTERIUS
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Sir, it's really personal, but that's not why I don't want to tell you. I've been sort of tricking you, I guess, and it backfired big time. 
I was rather puzzled, reading that. Tricking me? Tricking me, how? I waited and waited, expecting another message. I mean, after that message, there sure had to be a follow-up one!
There was, too. 
I made up Kylie to look like me, so when you said she looked like a well-muscled boy, I took it to mean me. I know you didn't mean me, but Kylie was me and so I got hurt and mad. I don't look like a boy... except I suppose sort of in the way you meant it. And honestly, it never bothered me until you said it. 
Reading it I thought I understood. She'd misunderstood what I'd meant, and thought that I thought Kylie looked like a boy. I hadn't meant that at all, of course. But, rereading my post, I could easily see where the misunderstanding happened. I smiled, feeling very relieved. I'd been really worried about upsetting her, and it seemed that...
I froze a moment. A bit longer than a moment, then reread her message yet again. Just a little bit differently this time.
I made up Kylie to look like me, so when you said she looked like a well-muscled boy, I took it to mean me. I know you didn't mean me, but Kylie was me and so I got hurt and mad. I don't look like a boy...
I made up Kylie to look like me... I took it to mean me... I don't look like a boy.

I wondered just how accurate that description had been. I suppose the thing that was niggling me was her reaction to the misunderstanding. Well, that, the mention of tricking me and having that backfire. For the life of me the only interpretation of all this was that her description of Kylie actually described her... and was very, very accurate. In all ways.
I was going to have to think on this but, first, I needed to answer her.
Making and describing Kylie to look like you, but not telling me that you had, is not 'tricking me' little one. How a person chooses to describe a role-play character is entirely up to them. Actually, to be honest, I'm rather flattered, and not at all upset, that Kylie is 'you'.
I'm sorry you misunderstood what I'd meant to imply in the post. Trust me, little one, there's no way on this Earth I'd confuse you with a 'well-muscled boy'. I was, well, trying to describe something I really have no experience with, and it sure seems like I messed that up. 
I wasn't going to punish you at first. But trying to shift the blame on me by saying it was kind of my fault, well... I suppose this is as good a place to begin with your training. So yes, you can safely say I'll be picking a punishment, and you'll find out about that tomorrow.
KENNA
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Oh, that is soooo wrong. I thought I deserved one for a tantrum and so did daddy. I figured I had nothing to lose to do a little blame shifting, wheedle a little mercy out of him. He could have just said I was getting punished; he didn’t have to say that I was getting off scott free until I popped off. 
I reread my message and wish I had it back. Why did I say that last part? It was gonna be no punishment? And why tomorrow? 
So then I sit and think about ways to sway his mind back to no punishment. Unfortunately, everything I can think of ends up sounding like more wheedling and trying to avoid punishment. 
So what kinds of punishments do you do, Sir? The part about finding out tomorrow is clear, but it’s killing me. I’m looking for a hint of something. Multiple choice? 
Realizing I just keyed on the word punishment (hey, it’s my butt), I go back and reread his whole message to me. Now I’ve spilled the beans and he knows Kylie is me, well, not the part that my name really is Kylie, but that I look like her. So, now everything that he says about Kylie will really be me because he knows it. I wanted it personal, but I’m not sure I wanted it that personal. 
One thing really bothers me about his message, though. When he says he has no experience with describing my chest, I have to wonder about his profile that says he trains young girls. I’m disappointed to know he’s not really experienced. It makes it less exciting, less scary. 
MASTERIUS
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So what kinds of punishments do you do, Sir?
Corporal, physical, mental... and combinations thereof. And no, I'm not going to give you a hint about tomorrow.
It had been difficult enough grading papers with her sitting to one side atop my desk. It was nigh impossible with her perched now on my lap. Especially when she wiggled her bottom... right atop my cock. That made me sharply inhale, and throb quite powerfully. One look into her wide eyes told me that, unmistakably, she'd felt that beneath her... and just as unmistakably, knew just what that was.
I just held her by her little waist, and each time I looked at her, all she could see in my expression was that something about her, each time, was mesmerizing me. And those 'somethings' were many and various. And they were helplessly alluring and luring. As helplessly bound and gagged as she was at the moment, something about her was drawing me helplessly to her.
The only inaccuracy of all that was the 'helpless' bit. I certainly wasn't helplessly spellbound by her, no. But everything else was totally, completely accurate.
I leaned her back a little, then started gently caressing her tummy, wide hand softly stroking over her smooth soft skin. Unlike before, instead of drifting higher, this time I slowly, very slowly, drifted lower. Until the tips of my fingers were just barely brushing the very pale, almost invisible, fine soft down tufting her apex and just lightly following the slit of her cleft.
I never actually touched the skin there. Just glided over the sparse silky fine hair. But my fingers, nevertheless, were 'down there', and her reaction was very amusing, delightful... and arousing.
I kept her on my lap until the two hour detention was almost over. Between just cuddling, and looking, and exploring, I also (tried, anyway) to grade a few papers. When there was ten minutes of detention remaining, with a great deal of reluctance I started untying her. 
Before I did, though, I softly kissed her through the tape once more, a long lingering kiss. Then I stood her up, untying her in reverse, save for leaving the gag until last. A light pat to her bottom then as I murmured, "Get dressed now. Once you're dressed, detention is over. Don't forget your worksheet, and I'll see you tomorrow, after class."
KENNA
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Drat! Corporal, physical, and mental could mean just about anything. Guess I was too obvious.
Something passes between us when I rub my bottom on his penis. He makes an excited gasp and I know he liked that and I know that he knows that I know.  The look in his eyes is even better than when he said I was beautiful. His eyes say that he really meant it. He just spends time looking at me and I just relax, feeling comfortable on his lap. 
Then he leans me back. It surprises me and I stiffen and whimper a little. It’s a little reminder of how much control he has over me. He puts his hand on my tummy and I feel that achy feeling start to return at the promise of his hands on me again, touching me wherever he wants. As he rubs my tummy, my breathing starts to get shaky again. 
I watch in disbelief as his hand goes lower this time. Again I hear myself whimper. I’m not sure I want him to touch me there. Well, I kind of do and kind of don’t. His fingers touch the hair down there, tickling a little. I watch his hand at first and then look up at his face as he intently stares at my cunny. What’s he doing? Why doesn’t he touch me for real? Just having him not touch me makes me want him to touch me. It’s frustrating to have him so close, yet not touching. I squirm and whimper as he drives me crazy. 
Oh, come on! He just stops and goes back to grading papers. He has to know that he has me all excited. I thought he was, too, but he goes back to trying to ignore me. I wiggle my butt in his lap. No way is he gonna grade papers if I have anything to say about it. While I’m teasing him back, I get an idea about how I can really get him for good. 
I hadn’t even realized how late it was getting until he starts to untie me. Then he lets me get dressed. I stand right in front of his desk and get dressed, not trying to hide at all. Heck, he’s already seen it all and touched it all, too. 
Once I get dressed, I put my plan into action, saying, “Ummm, Mr. Eric? I was wondering if I could shorten the month of detention by doing some on Saturdays, too. I could come over to your house and wash your car and study or whatever you think would be fair.” 
MASTERIUS
Masterius Posts Sunday, 26 Apr
There are many ways a man can find himself exquisitely distracted. Having the pert bare ass of a naked bound and gagged girl wriggling and flexing directly atop a hard on ranks right up there at the top of the list.
I'd stopped enjoying her a few minutes ago, leaving her squirming and wriggling, making that adorable snorty-panting sound through her nose, and had gone back to grading papers. I'd intentionally chose grading papers while leaving her bound and gagged for several reasons, not the least of which was to drive her wild with frustration. Which I'd seemed to have done quite well.
Alas, the little imp decided, it seemed, that my attention span for paper-grading needed some attention of its own, and there was no way I could mistake --or ignore-- that pert firm little bare ass wiggling right atop my cock.
This time when she dressed, she did so right in front of my desk, quite matter-of-factly. Part of me was pleased by that, while part of me missed her being embarrassed. I rather enjoyed her embarrassment so, it seemed, I'd just have to find other ways of embarrassing her. 
I'd expected her, once untied and dressed, to snatch up her worksheet and backpack and take off like a scalded cat. Watching her slowly get dressed --and I was obviously watching, quite intently, fully focused on her-- I had this feeling that Kylie wasn't going to be dashing off the moment she could. And I was right.
“Ummm, Mr. Eric? I was wondering if I could shorten the month of detention by doing some on Saturdays, too. I could come over to your house and wash your car and study or whatever you think would be fair.” 
The image of her at my home, doing chores, washing my car or doing housework, especially if I had her naked and collared, or studying while bound in a chair, or just tightly bound and gagged in ways I didn't dare quite risk in my classroom, was very appealing. All the more so since I'd be aware --as she was not-- of that secret underground room, where she would, at some point, be staying. 
But, instead of any of that showing, I kept my face impassive. After all, I wanted her desperately trying to do whatever it took to keep my attention, now that she thought she had me. I didn't say anything for a long, long minute, and her reaction as I just gazed down at her was quite amusing.
Finally I rumbled, "Miss Carter, if you truly are interested in 'shortening' your detention, might I suggest you continue to apply yourself to your studying?"
Her reaction to that was priceless. As was the expression that followed when I added, sounding more thoughtful, "It might be that, yes, should you continue showing me your dedication, then, yes, a Saturday might be quite instructive."
KENNA
After I pose the question, I’m expecting a quick answer. And not just any answer. I’m expecting a quick yes. I’m ready to just nod and ask when he wants me over without letting him know how much I want to be there. He’s not gonna get to know how much I want to come over to his house. Nope. I’m already practicing my stoic look. Then he just lets the time drag on as if he doesn’t care… or maybe he doesn’t know if he can. Maybe he thinks having a student, especially me, over at his house would attract the wrong kind of attention. Maybe he is weighing how he could work it out or what he would have me do. Maybe I’m just resigned to spending time with him at school, a prospect that I think has little future besides incredible frustration sitting naked and tied on his desk.
OK, I start regretting the question. I’m free to go and that’s just what I want to do. How long does he need to make up his mind? I start shifting nervously, even wondering if he’d even heard or understood the question. Yet, he is clearly thinking something and doesn’t look like he wonders why I’m still here, so I wait. My eyes wander around the room. I freeze when I find my head bobbing back and forth, kind of going, tick, tock, tick, tock, hurry up and say something. It’s almost as frustrating as sitting naked on his desk wanting him to touch me. 
Then he says I should spend my time studying. He says no!! I am so not expecting that. My face falls and I slump as I stare back at him. How could he say that? Too late I realize that I just gave away everything with my look of disappointment. Then he says yes!!! And I break into a huge grin and bounce on my toes, immediately followed by turning crimson. No, you silly twit!! Why did you do that? Oh gawd, it’s supposed to be detention and I’m acting just like I just won a prize.  
Maybe if I act like nothing just happened... “I’ll work harder, Mr. Eric.” I gather up my stuff and walk to the door, kicking myself all the way. 
Sir. It's dinner time. Then I'll be back and this time probably tied and gagged.


MASTERIUS
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This is not your punishment my little one. But, tonight, in addition to being naked, bound and collar-leashed I want the following: my little slave will be tightly blindfolded, and positioned tummy-down in the middle of her bed, with a pillow under her hips. You will, for at least ten minutes, hump up and down against that pillow, pressing and rubbing against it. And, while you do...

Imagine, without your knowledge, that your dad has set up a webcam, so I can watch my little one. Watch her humping her pillow, her sexy little bare butt flexing and clenching. Watch her as she sleeps, all night long, now and then restlessly fidgeting in her bonds. And before he unties you in the morning, he takes the webcam away, and you never know, for sure, if he really had done that or not.
Oh, and while you lay there like that, and while you sleep, wonder if I'll have a way of letting your dad know I want my little pet to be woken by a nice spanking... and how many I'll choose... and with what.
I'd already composed that when I got a message from Winry: I have to go for a little, Sir. It's dinner time. Then I'll be back and this time probably tied and gagged.
Smiling, I started typing a response: I certainly hope my little one will be tied and gagged. I think, perhaps, as a start towards your punishment, it should be a very good, very mouth filling and muffling gag at that. 
There is an expression: wearing one's heart on one's sleeve. Little Kylie was a perfect example of that expression. I'm sure she wasn't aware of it, but she might as well have been shouting out her innermost feelings to me as she stood there, waiting for me to answer her. 
Although I was pretty certain she was aware of doing so, just moments after she started bouncing up and down and grinning like she'd just gotten a pony for her birthday. For she'd immediately turned a bright, vivid crimson. And then that oh-so-nonchalant "I’ll work harder, Mr. Eric," as she padded her way out, acting for all the world as if she hadn't been as red as a beet moments before.
I finished grading the papers, stacked them neatly then locked them in the desk drawer. The ropes and tape I locked as well, but the sponge ball I took with me. Leaving school I stopped off at a local diner and had a quick bite, then it was off to the hardware store.
By now I was a reasonably familiar face there. Over the last few years I'd made many a home renovation and repair purchase. So no one looked askance at my buying lumber, or eyebolts, or any of the other items I picked up tonight. 
Once home I unloaded the car, taking my purchases inside. Then once inside... taking them downstairs. I finally had a use for this hidden, secret room, and it was time to start... furnishing it for its future occupant.
While I waited for Winry to return from dinner I started having second thoughts about some of what I'd messaged. Not second thoughts about letting her know my thoughts and imaginings, but wondering if her dad would read them and, if so, what he would think. It was too late know to do anything about that, and, besides, I did want to see what Winry thought of that.
KENNA
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All “fixed up” for an evening of RPing, I open up the browser and already get a ding of a message. So I go there and check it out. I read it in disbelief and fidget and squirm and try to figure out how I can hide *that* message from daddy. Did Masterius forget about him? The idea of putting on a show like that, imagining the webcam and all, ought to be exciting, but I sure can’t do what he asks knowing it’s daddy that will fix me up and that daddy will know I’m supposed to be “humping.” Gross!
SIR!! I can’t do that. Don’t say things like that. Please? You know who else reads everything. And what do you mean waking me up with a spanking? That has to be my punishment, Sir. If he wakes me up like that… please say that’s my punishment. 
My face is red just thinking about when daddy sees this. Yet, at the same time, I’m rocking back and forth and side to side. He talks soooo naughty that it makes my tummy tingle. I make those little snorty, sniffy noises that I imagine Kylie making for Mr. Eric. I force myself to be calm as I type out another message. 
What kind of gag do you mean, Sir? You mean like Kylie had? Right now daddy and I can’t figure out how to do that and let me use my mouth on the joystick. 
Once I get home, I do pretty much the same thing I did the evening before. I do three more lessons on fractions even though that gets me ahead of the worksheet he gave me. This one is again on adding and subtracting fractions, but it’s mixed numbers. After doing the online math tutor and having Mr. Eric tutor me this afternoon, I think it’s pretty easy. One thing I figured out from Mr. Eric today was that I was making stupid mistakes. So this time I take more time and check my answers. Yeah, I made some stupid mistakes again, but I caught them this time. 
There’s a lot at stake now. If I do good there was a promise of a Saturday detention. *chuckle* I don’t think I can pretend it’s detention at his house anymore. What a goof I am. 
After I go to bed, I don’t fall asleep right away. Instead I start thinking about what I’m getting myself into. I mean, I’m talking about doing the deed! Mr. Eric wouldn’t even touch my cunny today, so I don’t know what he’ll do. One thing for certain, I’m learning not to get my hopes up. He’s like one step behind me, so I’ll have to be patient with him.  
In class the next day, I raise my hand for nearly every question. We’re past fractions in class, working on exponents, but besides my extra worksheet, I did my homework, too. When he calls on me, I get the answer right. OK, on the second try. 
Then school is over again and it’s Friday, so maybe the detention will be shorter??? What I really want is less of that part where I just sit on his desk. Holy jeez, is that frustrating or what???
I hand him my worksheets. “I hope I did better.”
I wasn’t sure what to do about Kylie’s gag, Sir. I mean, how to describe it in the RP. She wouldn’t drool with tape all over her mouth. Would I be able to swallow with a sponge ball and tape all over?
MASTERIUS
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Little one, why can't you do as I ask? It's just having him add a blindfold and laying you over a pillow once you're tied up. I'm not asking you to do anything while he is there, and I'm not expecting him to really set up a webcam. That last part is just for you to imagine and picture. A 'What-if?' thing. 
And no, being woken up by a spanking isn't your punishment. That's just something I want. I think 10 good spanks with a hand should wake my little slave right up. Your punishment, though... will be going to school with a pantyless, spanked bottom. You're not to wear panties to school tomorrow.
As for the joystick/gag problem... hmmmm. He could, perhaps, take the cardboard tube center of a toilet paper roll and press that most of the way down the joystick handle then tape it in place. Then you can use your nose to move the joystick. That way I can have my little slave's mouth stuffed very full. The way I'd like that is to have a very big sponge ball used, that just about fits all the way inside your mouth. Have that soaked in water first then gently squeezed out before being put inside your mouth. Then very firmly tape over your mouth and cheeks, then use the tip of a pencil to poke 6 -8 small holes through the tape in the front, where the sponge ball is exposed. 
Oh, and to make things even more interesting, assuming you are gagged that way... if you do drool, and it dribbles down you and reaches your cunny... you'll get a spanking before light's out, right after your tied and collar-leashed for bed.
And to answer your question about Kylie and her gag... guess my little slave'll find out tonight, hmmm? [image: image8.png]



I'd done a basic cleaning downstairs when I'd first discovered it, but now I was really putting effort into that. There wasn't much a person could do with a dirt floor pounded stone-hard, of course. But cobwebs and dust could be removed, debris picked up and discarded. Then it was taking graph paper, making an outline of the basement, and deciding what would go where. 
In that corner would go her cell. Where the shelves currently were, well, I'd sand those down, lacquer them and build a cabinet for restraints, cuffs, gags and the like. The lumber I'd bought was already down here, I'd be making a St. Andrews cross with those. With 900 square feet of room, I had plenty of space to both keep her, and enjoy her. And, of course, after a while I'd also be bringing her upstairs. 
I had enough Romex and spare light fixtures to enable me to illuminate down here. It would get rather frustrating having to rely on flashlights and lanterns after a while. I didn't have to worry about heating or cooling, it was deep enough down here to remain reasonably comfortable. I'd need a small chemical toilet, like campers had. 
I wanted her badly enough I almost wished I'd agreed to have her over her this Saturday. But rushing things wasn't a good idea. Besides, I'd rather wait for two reasons. One, of course, was to outfit the basement to keep her. The other, though, was what was keeping me hard as steel, and that was picturing little Kylie doing everything she could to capture my attention... only to discover, in the near future, that she'd actually been the prey, and not the huntress!
And she was working hard to impress me, to keep me noticing her. I don't think her hand stayed down once during class, and for the most part when I did call on her she had the correct answer. Her homework had been completed, and she'd done the worksheet as well.
When she entered my class after school was over, I'd never seen a child look so upbeat about staying for detention. She handed me her worksheets, softly saying "I hope I did better," as she did. I kept her standing in front of my desk as I reviewed and graded the worksheet, and I have to admit being surprised at how well she'd done. And that surprise and pleasure must have been visible, for she seemed to softly blush, wiggle and glow with pleasure.
Especially when I warmly smiled and said, "Very good work Kylie, very good indeed. I'm really proud of you." I motioned to the center front desk. "Take a seat. We'll spend thirty minutes on tutoring today. Afterwards, I think you deserve some small reward for your hard work. I'll ask you what you'd like for that when we're done the lesson."
KENNA
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It’s not that he’d see me, but he’d know, Sir. 
For a few seconds I’m stymied by the punishment of going to school without panties. Then I remember he’s talking about Kylie being in a school uniform with a skirt. He doesn’t realize I haven’t worn a skirt to school in ages. Not since school pictures last fall. So, it’s no big deal. Hah. 
I ponder the way he describes the joystick and gag. It just doesn’t have to be that hard. Sir, the joystick is smaller around than a pencil, not like a joystick for my PS III. If daddy pokes holes in the tape, then I could probably get the joystick into one of the holes. 
But, I’m already tied and gagged for the night, so I’m not going to swap out now. I’ll get daddy to do that tomorrow night. 
I shiver with delight as he tells me I did very good. “Thank you, Mr. Eric,” I say when he tells me he’s proud of me. I was hoping that I wouldn’t need any tutoring, but then he’s in charge. I sit down, wondering what I can ask for when we’re done. It’s a little distracting as he tutors me and I’m thinking about other things. I mean, I pretty much pay attention so I don’t make him change his mind about a reward, but there’s another chain of thoughts going in the back of my mind. The first thing I think of is to ask for no spanking, but I’m hoping I’ve already earned that. I could ask him to touch me down there, but that doesn’t seem right. A little too pushy. I could ask him not to tie my hands. I’d like to hold him back, but I actually like being tied. I’m not sure what I’d do with my hands if they were free. So, then I finally decide what to ask for. 
When we’re all done with the tutoring and he asks me what I want… “I want you to kiss me before you tape my mouth. If you want you can tie me first, but… I’d like a kiss.” 
I stand and stare at the screen after I post and stew over my punishment. Of course he expects me to be in a skirt. And it would be cheating if I didn’t wear one. Sir, I don’t ever wear skirts to school, but I will tomorrow. That’s part of the punishment, huh?
MASTERIUS
Masterius Posts Sunday Night, 26 Apr
Excellent my little one. Thank you for explaining, and trying to help work out a way to make that possible. I'm very proud of you. And I'm really looking forward to tomorrow night then!
I could tell Kylie was a bit distracted as I tutored her, and I had some pretty shrewd notions why, too. But she admirably struggled to stay focused and concentrated on her lessons.
When I finally, at the end of the thirty minutes, asked her what she'd like as a reward, I was both eagerly anticipating what she might choose, and quite curious as well. 
“I want you to kiss me before you tape my mouth. If you want you can tie me first, but… I’d like a kiss.”
Inside a fierce beast seemed to exultantly roar, but there was no sign of that in my expression. Instead, what she saw was...
My eyes widen a moment, not in shock. Not as if that was a scandalous request. Just in... surprise. As if the idea would never have occurred to me but, now that she'd mentioned it... 
"I... I can tie you, too?" I whispered, in disbelief and awe. As if that was something very precious to me (which it was). As if it were one thing to tie her as a punishment, because I was looking at that as a punishment. But, just to do it?
"I... I... oh, ah... yes," I said, fumbling the words. "I, ah... sure!"
I had her come over to me then turn around. Drawing her arms behind her I crossed her wrists then tied them. Just her wrists. As firmly as yesterday, but just her wrists. Setting the tape and ball on the desk top I then turned her around... and sat her on my lap, facing me, her legs straddling me and draped off the sides of my thighs.
I just gazed into her eyes for about a minute, as if I were looking into a dream. Then I gently cupped her face, leaned forward as I gently drew her head toward me... and kissed her.
It wasn't a 'Daddy/daughter' kiss. It wasn't an aggressive, powerfully adult one either. But it was a long, long, passionate, intimate kiss. One that started off with my lips closed and, by the end, a full ten minutes later, with my lips softly parted, gently nuzzling her soft warm lips with mine.
I know she felt my hands lightly tremble as I cupped her face between them. And, with her sitting as I'd perched her, skirt flared so her panties were all that separated her from my pants, I knew she had to have felt me slowly harden until fully erect and throbbing, pressed against her. 
Finally I broke the kiss, looking at her as if stunned and dazed. Then, hands shaking a bit, I stood her up, turned her around and untied her. I let my voice, now thick, catch a bit, "I... I think... Ah... you're doing really, really well Kylie. I... I'll see you Monday."
I sent that, then realized I had another message. Reading it made my heart swell with pride and affection.
Sir, I don’t ever wear skirts to school, but I will tomorrow. That’s part of the punishment, huh?
My little one, yes, that is part of the punishment, true. I can't begin to tell you how proud you've just made your Master. You did not have to tell me that. You could have let me assume. You did not have to choose to wear a skirt; I never stated what I required you to wear. Your initiative, thoughtfulness, honestly and devotion has made me feel a million miles tall, and feel like the luckiest Master in the whole wide world.
KENNA
Winry Posts Sunday, 26 Apr
Wow! That got him. I don’t know what he was expecting, but it sure wasn’t that. I revel in the look of surprise on his face. 
“I… I can tie you, too?” Hang on. What does he mean by that? He wasn’t going to tie me?  I’m expecting no less than to be tied just like yesterday and spanked to boot. All I was bargaining for was a kiss before he taped that dang ball in my mouth. That was my first clue this afternoon was going to be different. The next clue was when he tied my hands before I stripped. Now how was I going to get my clothes off?
When he sits me on his lap facing him, I realize I’m getting kissed with my clothes on. Just kissed. No touching. No spanking. No feeling helpless. He looks in my eyes and I look into his gorgeous eyes. We just share a wonderful moment and then he kisses me. It’s everything I expected. His lips on mine. His warm breath on my face. His hands cradling my face. Oh yeah, it’s more than I expected as I feel his penis pressing right against my cunny. 
When I feel his lips part, I do the same. It’s so romantic. Just like I was his girlfriend. All I asked for was a kiss and boy am I getting that! I’m in heaven. As he kisses me and kisses me, I start to get warm all over.  
When he finally stops, I say, “Wow, that was perfect, Mr. Eric.”
I think he agrees even though he doesn’t say anything. Jeez, the way he’s acting, all shaky, surprised, and stunned, it reminds me how much I have him wrapped around my little finger. If he’s like this for just a kiss… well, there’s lots more to explore. 
Then, to my surprise he unties me and sends me home. I stand there for a minute, confused at the early dismissal. Sure I wanted to get out early, but I wanted to be totally tied so he could do what he wanted. I even wanted that spanking. So, do I need to screw up? 
Well, I’ve got all weekend to think about how to make him proud of me (I like that) and still have him spank me (I like that, too). 
Your initiative, thoughtfulness, honestly and devotion has made me feel a million miles tall, and feel like the luckiest Master in the whole wide world.
I read that and try to figure out what to say back. It’s exciting to know I made him happy and I’m not sure why it’s so important to please him. I feel like a good little slave and I don’t know why that’s important either. Then I remember how he wants me to sleep tonight.  
“Daddy, I want to quit early tonight, OK?”
I’m so happy that I pleased you, Sir. I’ve got to go for the night. See you tomorrow.
That’s pretty lame, but I didn’t know what else to say. Besides, I have something else on my mind. Daddy gets me down, reads over what was posted, and lets me go with no swats. What else is on my mind is how much I want to play with myself right now. Even if I’m not tied the way he wants tonight, the idea of humping on camera for him just had me rubbing the rope and getting excited. To top it off, when he tells me he is the luckiest Master in the world, I can’t wait any longer. 
MASTERIUS
Masterius Posts Sunday Night, 26 Apr
“Wow, that was perfect, Mr. Eric.”
I didn't say anything. I hadn't planned on saying anything, of course. But, much to my surprise, I discovered that, right then, I couldn't say anything. Talk about being hoisted by one's own petard! I silently chuckled to myself with chagrin. That kiss had been electrifying. All the more so as my little Kylie had unabashedly, uninhibitedly, returned my ardor. Hesitantly, yes, obviously not at all used to kissing. But what she lacked in experience she more than made up for with innocent passion.
When I just untied, then dismissed her, she actually stood there for a minute, looking... confused. Bewildered. Obviously not at all expecting that... or wanting that. But, as she finally turned to go, I could already see the wheels spinning in her head. I had this certainty that she'd be spending her weekend not just reminiscing about her detentions so far... but plotting and scheming on how to draw my attention even closer to her.
How wickedly delicious!
As for me... I was glad I had a busy weekend planned renovating the basement in anticipation of her. Hard work was the perfect panacea for a throbbing, aching erection!
Oddly enough, as appealing as the image of Winry going to school tomorrow without panties and wearing a skirt --and make no mistake about it, I was enjoying that image-- what truly I was thinking mostly about, and being affected the most about... was why she'd be wearing a skirt.
She hadn't had to tell me. She would have been perfectly obedient in wearing whatever she usually did (I suspected jeans). But she put 'two-and-two' together. She realized I'd been picturing her wearing a skirt (because of our RP; that's what Kylie wore to school, after all). More importantly, she intuited that I'd intended the no-panties as a punishment because doing that while wearing a skirt was the punishment effect I'd wanted. Those, together, meant more to me than I could express with words.
What I wasn't sure about was if she'd considered a likely side-effect: if she never wore skirts to school, doing so tomorrow was going to be noticed. The fact that she also wasn't wearing panties underneath was going to make that 'being noticed' a lot more obvious. She was certainly going to feel as if every eye was staring at her... and that everyone somehow knew she wasn't wearing undies.
Although I was a bit disappointed she wasn't going to be able to sleep tonight as I'd wanted, based upon her messages to me, that was far outweighed and out shadowed by the sheer pleasure, warmth and joy I felt at her single, simple statement: Sir, I don’t ever wear skirts to school, but I will tomorrow. That’s part of the punishment, huh?
I treasured that more than gold or gems.
Sweet dreams my pleasing little slave. I will see you tomorrow!
KENNA
Winry’s Daddy IMs Sunday Night, 26 Apr
It’s after Winry’s bedtime on a school night when a series of IMs arrive on Masterius’ Messenger from her account. They arrive in rapid fire, about 30 seconds apart – roughly the time it takes to copy and paste paragraph size IMs from a prepared document to get under the size limit while still coming through as a single message.
This is Winry’s daddy. I thought I should explain why a father would indulge his 12-year-old daughter in her pursuit of becoming your “little bondage playtoy slave.” And to lay down some rules. Winry understands these rules after our talk today. First, and most obvious, is that I will monitor everything that happens between the two of you. Second, she may quit any time she chooses, except for certain circumstances. 
Quitting means quitting her training. I believe even if she opts to quit training, she would continue the RP. She was not allowed to quit today because she was upset, though I’m certain that would have blown over in a day or so without our talk. She is not allowed to quit right now with punishment on the line. (And she hasn’t threatened to quit because of the punishment, either before or after you named it.) Third I will perform your described training and punishments completely. She’s made her choice and she’s either in or out, not halfway. 
I believe in consequences. The consequence of school is grades. The consequence of sports is the final score. You and I both know that most of life has uncertain and varied consequences. I’m trying to give Winry a consequence for her actions. The consequence for wanting to RP on an adult bondage site is to be bound. We’re discovering that isn’t much of a consequence, except in the not insignificant preparation time. She’s even quite adept with her mouth and one finger, so the delay in posting is not a consequence. 
The consequence for being trained is discipline, something that Winry has shown a marked improvement in over the past couple of days. The additional side benefit is her improve writing skills and storytelling skills. Aside from the fact that her storytelling skills are in the area of erotic fiction that are entertaining a good number of people on an adult site is less than optimal, but her descriptions are quite thorough. Even I am enjoying the RP given that it’s allowing her to explore by proxy. 
She has poured over your stories on the site and others in the past few days in her self-improvement efforts. The nature of your stories would, in part, be a reason why I’m allowing her to continue her training with you. This is obviously exploration for her as well. The chance to explore in a safe environment with a disciplined, mature, and even considerate adult such as you is one I’m willing to offer Winry. 
BTW, she is currently tied as you ordered. I even went to the trouble of re-entering her room and fussing about, “Where do I plug ‘this dang thing in’?” without ever mentioning webcam. It’s been more than 10 minutes since she was positioned, so it’s doubtful that she is still humping. ( I do have to say that the image of any girl besides Kylie doing that is quite erotic, so I’ll just have to imagine another girl. 
I don’t see occasion for us to converse in the future, but if you should want to chat, simply ask Winry how her daddy is doing. I’ll see that and be on at my earliest convenience using Winry’s account. 
To paraphrase MI, “Should any of this make it into Winry’s hands, the father will disavow any knowledge of the above statement.” 
MASTERIUS
Masterius Posts Sunday Night, 26 Apr
I was about to turn in for the night when Messenger chimed. Then chimed again, and again, and again, about twice a minute. By the third time I'd already opened the window and, as I'd started to read... I froze.
I got another cup of coffee then sat back down, and read through them. Then read them again. Then a third time. Then got more coffee and just sort of stared at them. At first I'd alternated between a very cold chill and a deep inner warmth but, as time passed --rather quickly, too-- all that was left was that deep warmth, that seemed to have expanded inside me until golden heat was pressing outwards against my skin.
Part of me supposed this could be part of a very elaborate role-play. But... I didn't think so. Not anymore.
It was lots of little things besides this. But these messages were, I suppose, only conforming what I'd begun to strongly suspect. The phrasing, the cadence, was entirely different from Winry. It was extremely difficult for most people to write in completely different styles. Not impossible, mind you. Just difficult. Besides, there was no real reason to have sent these messages. They weren't, in any way, really connected or integral to our RP. They weren't a sensible 'part of the flow'.
Which meant I was really RPing with a 12 year old girl. I was really, honest-to-God, training a 12 year old girl. A real 12 year old girl.
A girl I could easily picture, as she'd accurately described herself when she'd described Kylie.
Right on the heels of that came the image of Winry bound for the night as I'd asked. I pictured watching that sleek pert bare ass of hers flexing and clenching as she humped her pillow, and understanding that she'd really and truly had done that had my face grow very hot. Even hotter when I realized that, yes indeed, come tomorrow, in a certain school someplace in California there'd be a very sexy little girl attending classes wearing a skirt with no panties beneath. For real.
I got up, topped off my coffee then added a touch of Irish whiskey. Partly to relax the tension coiled within me, partly to relax and, I suppose, partly to celebrate. Sitting back down again I sipped as I reread the messages for what seemed the hundredth time.
I was really going to be able to actually train a 12 year old girl. In fact, I'd already started to. That still rocked me each time I thought about that. And not just any 12 year old girl either, but one that I was growing quite fond of, one I found quite pretty and attractive, and one whose personality was charming, sweet and fun.
Of course --and I had to wryly grin as I pondered this, especially considering the messages-- there was a consequence I'd have to deal with. I'd always be aware her dad was actively reading everything. Not just actively reading but, in quite a few instances, actively participating; well participating to the degree of assisting me with some things. Like binding Kylie certain ways.
The realization that I'd have a, well, not voyeur, exactly, but certainly a monitor/chaperone of sorts, yes, constantly there was a bit, well... partly embarrassing. Posting a message requiring Kylie to start doing something would be... difficult picturing me doing now, knowing he was monitoring. Just the thought of him reading, for instance, me having her lightly masturbate herself had be take another sip of my doctored coffee. Still, that was the consequence should I chose to continue, and God did I ever want to continue.
I was deeply flattered the trust, and compliments, he'd paid me. I was just as flattered by, and inordinately proud of, my Kylie. From what he'd said, she'd thought so much of our RP, and so much of me, that she'd been actively striving in an effort to improve her writing. That meant a great deal to me.
I wasn't so sure how he'd feel, though, if he realized that, starting to smolder deep inside me, was a little ember of desire. A desire to actually have Kylie, with me. As mine. Mine to train, to play with, to enjoy.
To actually own.
KENNA
Winry Posts Monday Morning, 27 Apr
At first I felt silly as I humped against the pillow. Me and the pillow just didn’t fit right for me to get anything out of it and nobody was really watching. Why bother? How would he know? It was just a couple of minutes later that the door to my room opened and I froze with my tense little bare butt up in the air. I heard daddy’s footsteps and that was creepy because of how I looked and what I was just doing. Then I heard him mutter something about plugging something in and I remembered the webcam. A couple of minutes later, he said, “There that ought to do it,” and he left. 
I lay there for a minute or two just thinking about a webcam in my room. It was probably not there. 99% sure it was not there. Besides, it was dark in my room with just a little night light on. But what if it was there? What if that was enough light? What if daddy actually told Masterius the IP address? 
It still seemed silly, but I started humping again, slow and exaggerated so a bad camera in bad light could tell what was going on. “Oh, sir, yeeessss,” I moaned just for fun, but the sibilant serpentine s sound lingered on and made me tingle. Whoa! Hadn’t expected that. After that it didn’t seem so silly anymore. No, I did not have an orgasm, but now I had a taste of how frustrated Kylie was feeling. Maybe now I could explain it even better. 
I thought it was way more than ten minutes, but how could I tell? Whatever. I didn’t actually stop so much as I fell asleep. Butt in the air. Smile on my face. Probably. I don’t know. I felt good and dropped off to sleep like a rock. 
The next morning I wake up as daddy comes in and takes out the webcam. Then I get a few minutes to lie there and think. That’s when I get this idea. I’m being this Kylie that likes to be tied even though she’s a good girl. She’s working hard in school to impress Mr. Eric. She just got a super kiss and he’s like falling for her like crazy. There’s like this romance going and maybe I’ve taken Kylie in the wrong direction. Heck, he didn’t even spank her last time. 
So, the idea is Brittany. We haven’t said much about her personality. What if she is the bad girl that I kind of want to be? And what if she doesn’t even like being tied, but ends up that way? Masterius mentioned non-consensual way back when we started. What would that be like? I try to imagine the horror of realizing I’d been kidnapped for good. It’s scary, way scarier than anything I’ve thought of before, but it’s also… I don’t know… alluring? Definitely something I’d like to explore. As Brittany. 
So, right after breakfast, I get on line for just a minute. Masterius is offline, but I leave him a message anyway. 
What would you think about Brittany finding out about Kylie and Mr. Eric and wanting some of that? And what if she tries to be bossy with Mr. Eric, like kiss me or I’ll tell. And what if she doesn’t like to be tied like Kylie? And what if he does it anyway? I think I’d like Brittany in his secret basement and not Kylie.
Yep, I like that. Kylie is master bedroom material, not hidden basement. Kylie gets cuddled and loved, spanked and loved, and tied and loved and Brittany disappears for good. I mean, there really isn’t a Brittany, so not like I’m wishing that on my real best friend. 
MASTERIUS
Masterius Posts Monday Afternoon, 27 Apr
There wasn't anything waiting for me before I left for work, and thankfully I didn't get a chance during work to peek at Messenger. For I had an interesting message waiting for me when I came home. And it wasn't what I'd been expecting, either.
What would you think about Brittany finding out about Kylie and Mr. Eric and wanting some of that? And what if she tries to be bossy with Mr. Eric, like kiss me or I’ll tell. And what if she doesn’t like to be tied like Kylie? And what if he does it anyway? I think I’d like Brittany in his secret basement and not Kylie.
I'd really been hoping to find out what her day at school had been like, so this came as quite a surprise. Startlingly so.
That's a, well, very interesting idea Winry. Intriguing, too, I have to admit. May I ask what made you think of this? 
I really, right now, have only two things I'd like to say regarding the basic idea. One is that, while I'd intended for Kylie to be in the secret basement, that was primarily for two reasons: one is keep her hidden, at first, until the hubbub over her disappearance had safely faded, and the other was, well, because I like the idea of keeping her as my personal pet, little toy and love. But I'd always intended to bring her upstairs quite a lot once it was safe to do so, and just use the downstairs with her as his playroom and, now and then, storage.
The second thing I have to say about the idea might sound funny. I really do love the idea. But, really, I'm quite happy, and have no real desire, focusing my attention totally on you. Winry/you is my desire. I don't need, and I don't want, anyone else.
Maybe we can talk more about this?
KENNA
Winry Posts Monday Afternoon, 27 Apr
Sat/Sun/Monday for Kylie
When I get home I go straight to my computer and while I’m waiting for Messenger to open I think about my day. The day was such a nightmare. I felt absolutely naked all day long. All my friends asked me why I was wearing a skirt like it was something special. That just made me more aware of my lack of panties. There was no chance to just forget about it and act normal. I had to watch how I sat in my desk. I had to watch how I bent down when I dropped a pencil. I almost left it on the floor. I kept smoothing down my skirt. I kept looking around to see if anybody had noticed. Not that they could notice since my skirt was long enough, but it just didn’t feel like it was. 
I read his messages, but decide to answer them after I get the day’s events off my chest. 
Sir, that was absolutely embarrassing. I couldn’t get my mind off not having panties. I could feel the breeze if you know what I mean. You know that it felt like everybody could tell even though they couldn’t. I was so self-conscious already and of course everybody noticed I was wearing a skirt and wondered why. And gym class? I was terrified somebody would notice when I took my skirt off and then what could I say? Sorry I tried to shift the blame on you, Sir. I learned my lesson. 
About Brittany, I was just thinking that I wanted to see and feel like what it would be like to be captured and tied against my will. I know Kylie is gonna get that, but she likes being tied. I wanted to try out how it felt to not like to be tied, but have it happen anyway… the non-consensual that you talked about when we first started the RP. I didn’t look it as taking away from Kylie or me, but as adding something for me.
Sir, it makes me feel really warm to know you don’t want anyone else. I like that you want to focus your attention on me. It was just an idea. You can decide. I’ll be fine either way, Sir. 
Over the weekend, I pretty much manage to keep my mind off Mr. Eric. I mean, I so hoped I could spend some time on Saturday with him. I thought about the kiss and his hands on me and how cool it was to be tied for him. Brit came over on Saturday afternoon and we just chilled. She asked me how the detention was going and said she was sorry I was stuck like that. I reminded her they were study sessions, not detention. She asked what it was like to spend extra time with Mr. Eric since she knows I’m crushing on him. I was like you know it’s no big deal cuz he’s just tutoring me. 
Saturday evening and Sunday afternoon I finish up the last two on line lessons on fractions and then start exponents. Having him say he was proud of me works better than punishment. I want to have him say that more. Of course kisses and touches are pretty good incentive, too. Funny though that he doesn’t really have any punishment for me anymore. 
At school on Monday, I raise my hand for every question. One time I’m even the only one with my hand up. Kewl. Especially when I get the answer right. 
After school, I go in for tutoring and hand him my worksheets. I stand waiting and what’s on my mind as I wait is how I can get him to spank me while still being proud of me. And I was a little put out that he didn’t properly tie me on Friday.  I’d hate to have to start screwing up again. 
After I dash off that post, I go do my homework.  
MASTERIUS
Masterius Posts Monday, 27 Apr
When I finally got back online I had both a new post and some offline messages waiting for me. I read the messages first, and smiled as I did.
I hope my little slave found her lesson today instructive. It certainly *sounds* as if you had. I have to admit, I found myself daydreaming all day today of my little slave at her school as she was. I liked that enough I may very well have you do so again, this time *not* as punishment, but simply because it will please me, and because I'll find that exciting.
I'll enjoy embarrassing my little slave at times. I'll enjoy her bright blushes, her fidgets and squirms. I won't do that to be cruel and evil, to wound and hurt you. But remember well the feeling you had today at school, for I'll want you feeling again like that.
Now, about adding Brittany: I think I understand better now. You want to be able to experience things across a broader spectrum, and Brittany will help you explore some things that, as Kylie, you can't. I'm ok with that. 
Oh, and don't forget to gag yourself tonight the way I require.
It had been a long weekend, but I was feeling quite pleased. There was still a lot to be done, of course, but now I had electric lights, it was relatively clean, the storage shelves and cabinets were half-completed, and I had a fully-built St. Andrews cross as well. I'd want a lot more down here, of course. But, if I had to, I could keep her down here right now.
I was very impressed with Kylie's improvements. Her online work had been rapid, and by now she was mostly caught up with the class. Her classroom participation was exemplary, too. And I was discovering that I was finding myself more and more attracted to her because of all that than I had been before. She was literally flowering from praise, and while no small part of her incentive, of course, was to capture my eye and attention, there were far easier ways to (attempt, at least) that than the part of hard work she'd chosen.
School was out, and she was currently standing in front of my desk, watching me through thick lashes as I reviewed her worksheet. It wasn't perfect, no, but it was very close.
"This is really good work Kylie," I said, my voice warm and rich and approving. "I always knew you had this potential, and I can't tell you how proud I am of you."
She wriggled as she stood there, shyly smiling, looking nigh about to float away. Then she looked puzzled when I softly, soft of wistfully, murmured, "There is a small part of me, though, that wishes you hadn't improved quite so quickly."
She got the most interesting expression when I continued, even softer, even more wistful, "I was rather liking, I think, how I'd been 'motivating' you."
KENNA
Winry Posts Monday Evening, 27 Apr
It’s not until after dinner that I get back to RPing and that means, of course, that daddy ties me and gags me. He does have a wet sponge ball for me this time and tapes my mouth up good after it’s stuffed in. Now I get the full effect of what Mr. Eric did to Kylie. 
Daddy gagged me like you said. Just started. No drooling yet. ( 
Yes, sir, it was embarrassing. I don’t understand how you can do something as punishment and then do it another time as not. 
Kewl, I’ll think about how Brittany can get involved. 
I smile and shiver with pleasure as Mr. Eric tells me I’m doing good. I’m feeling pretty good about myself. I didn’t know I had that in me, but he did. As he praises me, he says he wishes I hadn’t improved so quickly. I have to think about that. Does he mean he wishes I still deserved spankings? When he says he liked how he was motivating, that’s pretty clear. 
I swallow hard as he basically says he’s not going to tie me or spank me. At least, that’s what I hear from the way he’s talking. I also get that part that he was enjoying that as much as I was. 
Shifting nervously, I look at him for a few seconds and then look down at his desk. “Ummm, Mr. Eric? I… ummm… I’m working hard because…” I can feel my stomach doing flip flops again as I try to figure out how to say what I want to say. “Well, I like being motivated by you. Could you… ummm…” I look into his eyes. “Could you motivate me some more?” I feel myself trembling, hoping I don’t have to be any more clear than that. “Should I lock the door?”
MASTERIUS
Masterius Posts Monday Evening, 27 Apr
It was difficult not to smile as I watched her sway back and forth, shifting her weight from one foot to the other. I just patiently watched. As patient as a spider waiting for a fly inextricably tangled in a web to tire. The moment I'd longingly said what I had, I knew --knew! -- what the result would be.
“Ummm, Mr. Eric? I… ummm… I’m working hard because…Well, I like being motivated by you. Could you… ummm…” she stopped staring at my desk, raising her eyes to look into mine. Eyes are the windows to the soul; hers were no different, but if she only knew what I was seeing, if she only knew what I was feeling... “Could you motivate me some more?”
She wasn't just nervously fidgeting, now she was visibly trembling. And while inside I was exulting, a fierce beast primally howling to the lucent moon above, a part of me had nothing but admiration for her courage. Saying what she had took everything she had inside her, that much was clear. 
“Should I lock the door?”
I gazed at her a few moments, carefully releasing some of what I felt inside. I let her see a gleaming, smoldering fire in the depths of my eyes, and by her expression I'd known she'd seen that. She might not clearly know, or understand, just what that meant, true enough. But she visibly jerked as her eyes had met mine again.
For I wasn't looking at her as teacher to student. Not even teacher to teacher's pet. 
"Yes," I rumbled, my voice much different now. Deeper. Huskier. Hotter. "Yes, I think that would be best. Then return, and strip."
She jerked a little at the blunt term: 'strip'. Always before I'd said undressed, and it was interesting seeing her react to that. She swallowed once, swiped the tip of her tongue just over her lips, jerkily nodded then padded off to the door. It didn't take her long, but by the time she returned she could see the coils of rope, the roll of tape and the sponge ball sitting atop the desk. 
She swallowed again as she stepped to stand in front of me, and I knew why. She'd met my eyes again, and in those depths I let her see something. I let her understand that she was playing with fire. That what she desired might very well turn out to be like riding a tiger; that once on the tiger's back, you didn't dare let go and dismount.
It was very sweet, very erotic and arousing watching my little beauty undress. Like before she did so quite deliberately, starting with shoes and socks, rolling up each sock before stuffing them in the shoes, then her blouse and skirt, folding them up and placing them one atop the other atop my desk. Next came her bra, and finally her panties. They didn't quite match this time. And that didn't really matter to me, although I suspected she wished they had. 
I motioned for her to turn around and, after a moment's hesitation she did, slipping her arms behind her back even as she turned. That surprised me, surprised --and pleased-- me enough to have me softly inhale, and I saw the tips of her ears turn a gentle rose.
I bound her as before, and she so deliciously trembled as I did. Part of me, of course, was hoping she was having second thoughts. Not serious second thoughts, mind you; the sort you have as the roller coaster is halfway up the first incline and you realize it's far too late to get off.
Then I turned her around and held the ball up to her lips. She swallowed again, gorgeous blue eyes wide, then slowly opened, this time doing it in a slow steady motion until fully gaped. I just stared deeply into her eyes as I first pressed it all the way inside, stuffing her small mouth completely, then completely sealed over that with four pieces of tape.
Then I sat down, took her by the waist and guided her tummy down over my lap. I felt her stiffen, bracing for the spankings she knew were coming.
Poor kid.
Resting my hand on her butt, a bottom that I found quite alluring and sexy, I started off by gently rubbing. My hand was actually wide enough, and her pert butt small enough, I could fully cup a cheek one-handed. I rubbed and kneaded for about a minute... then lightly spanked six times, three to each cheek. Then gently rubbed and kneaded... then lightly spanked, again six times. I heard her make a muffled puzzled sound, this so not what she was expecting.
I kept that pattern up as the minutes passed, and with each round of spanking I slowly, implacably, increased the sharpness. The first few weren't much more than gentle pats. The next, firm smacks. Then lightly stinging swats.
As I increased the sharpness so did her reactions. At first just little wiggles. Then squirms. Then gentle jerks. As they grew harder and harder her butt started tightening in anticipation, bracing for the spank. Firm cheeks jiggled like Jell-O.
And as they increased the complexion of her skin inexorably changed as well. From very pale, to a gentle pink, to a light rose, to a dusky burgundy, to a bright cherry, to a flaming scarlet.
I was actually spanking her at the apex of the pattern substantially harder than I had for her punishments. But, by the time I'd reached that point... she was squirming from more than just the fire in her bottom. Which was what I'd wanted, after all.
Then I gradually eased things, reversing the intensity until, at the end, I was just gently patting, lightly caressing, stroking and rubbing. Finally I stopped, feeling her squirm and twist atop me. At the middle of things she'd come close to sobbing I think. She'd certainly been jerking and kicking a great deal. Now, though, her breath was making that rapid, shallow snorty sound that turned me on so much.
Again, I've no idea what she'd expected, but I stood her up, facing me, and just gazed very deeply into her eyes. Mine must have looked like molten blazing iron; she seemed to rock back a moment, hers rounding quite hugely.
"I want you to hop over to the corner, then stand facing it," I rumbled to her in a voice as hot as a furnace. "Not because you've been naughty, but because I will like to see my little beauty standing there like that." She made a cute little whine at that, and I knew why: she wanted, very badly, to be held and touched. But her eyes grew enormous and she gave a jerky little nod before turning to hop there as told when I rumbled, voice even deeper, "And because if I don't have a few minutes to calm down...,"
I didn't say what might happen, but from her expression I had a shrewd hunch she'd some ideas of her own. And while she might prefer sitting on my lap while I touched her, she wasn't quite copasetic about what that 'what' was likely to be.
I had no intention of grading papers this time. I just watched her. Admired her standing there, naked, bound and gagged, her sexy ass still quite red. And, as I suspected, she couldn't help but, after a while, peek over her shoulder to see what I was doing. The third time she peeked...
Each time she peeked she'd seen me just staring at her. That third time, though... before she could face back into the corner... I stood up. Stared down at her from my height... then stalked toward her. Like a panther toward a tiny gazelle cornered in a gulley. Her eyes grew wide, this time she didn't immediately face the corner again. And as I slowly, so slowly, step by deliberate step, came closer, she actually turned around, facing me. Huge blue eyes darted left, then right, then felt again, as if seeking escape. But there was nowhere to go. She was literally backed into a corner, and helplessly bound to boot.
I reached out, wide hands firmly clasped her upper arms. As if she weighed naught more than a pillow I lifted her up and turned. I pressed her back against the blackboard, her still-warm bottom feeling the coolness of the slate. And then I pressed firmly against her.
Hip to hip.
I was so hard it actually hurt, and I shuddered feeling my cock, even through my pants, pressing against her mound. I held her there, firmly pinned between me and the blackboard, knowing she could feel that hardness pressed lengthwise against her, while her face was gently buried against my chest... the aroma of fabric softener in her nose, the fragrance of my cologne...
... and the very definite, if faint, scent of pure unadulterated masculinity.
KENNA
Winry Posts Monday Night, 27 Apr
When I first read his long post with Masterius stripping Kylie; Mr. Eric spanking her; Masterius hopping her to the corner and making her tremble, squirm, and back into the corner; and then Mr. Eric pressing against her, I’m upset at how he’s playing my character. He takes away my options of responses, the chance to strip coyly, and perhaps the chance to argue about being sent to the corner. I even type out an IM real quick but then pause. It’s when I type in the “Sir” that I realize I can’t talk like that to him. I decide to post and then figure out what to do. My post echoes his, but from my point of view. 
The look in his eyes as I ask for more motivation gives me that scary, excited feeling in my tummy. Not slowly like sometimes. Not like where did that come from or how long had it been there. This time it’s an instant surge of desire. I know that one word… motivation… will never mean the same to me again. I don’t doubt that we both understand what it means. I know he understands that he is my motivation. 
The look is not the disappointed teacher look from Wednesday or Thursday. It’s not the ‘I’m about to kiss you’ look from Friday. It’s a promise of so much more. I’m not sure even what is on his mind, but the look grabs me and makes me want to find out. I feel rooted to the spot, hypnotized by his eyes, trembling like prey, yet exulting as the successful predator. I hear the word, “Strip,” and it snaps me out of it. For a heartbeat I almost do before I realize he said more before that and I walk calmly to the door and lock him in. 
When I return I “strip.” It’s so different than what I’ve done before in this room. In conjures up the words strip tease, but I’m not exactly certain what that means and I don’t want to embarrass myself, I settle for stripping at the same pace I undressed on Thursday, feeling his eyes on me, and, yes, checking to make sure he is watching with surreptitious glances. Though I’d fussed over my bra and panties in the morning and the lack of a second semi-matching set, I’m naked before I even think about it. By the time I’m stripped, it’s too late to check his reaction and it’s unimportant anyway. When I’m done, I turn my back to him, hands offered for tying before he can ask. I want him to know it’s OK.  When I hear a little gasp from behind me, I wonder if I’m rushing it and blush at the thought that perhaps he has something else on his mind. Am I being too eager?  Too obvious? Part of me is wondering if he will tie me different, but it feels safe when he ties me just the same. Even the gag is the same and though I don’t rush it, I open without a word from him and feel it settle into my mouth. I close my mouth on it so he can tape my lips together. So far, so good. No surprises. 
When he lays me across his lap, I have to remind myself this is what I want. Last week it had been punishment. This week it’s motivation. Today I know it’s going to feel good even though I don’t know why. I tense for the first swat. I may want it, but that doesn’t mean I can relax. Then he starts caressing my bottom and I feel disappointed. He spanks so lightly that I even protest, though he could take the guttural grunts as anything. 
At least he understands what I want and increases the strength of his swats. How odd am I to ask for a spanking and then tell him harder? His increased intensity is what I want and I feel the difference between punishment and motivation. The pain is nothing compared to the tingling that fills my tummy and my cunny. He’s doing it because I want it. I want it because it feels good to have him touch me... hard. It makes me squirm as I try to rub my body on his, stoke the fire with my own reaction. 
Hey! That was fine the way it was! His swats shock me as he gets even harder. Did I ask for even more accidentally? I grunt again, this time telling him he’s doing it too hard. It must sound the same to him because he doesn’t stop and even gets harder. I squirm and kick. How do I tell him it’s too much? Stop it! I try to kick myself off his lap. I feel utterly helpless that way he’s got me tied and gagged and now with no way to let him know I’m satisfied, way satisfied, with the spanking. 
Then just when I’m about to start crying, he backs off. As sore as my butt is, even the light swats hurt, but this is more like what I was expecting. We’re on the way down now and I feel that warm tingle return and boy does it ever return. It’s better than ever. This is not like the last spanking where I just lost track of swats and realized somewhere along the way he was rubbing instead. Nope, I feel every swat. How could I miss them now? I’m begging inside for him to start massaging, so that when he does I don’t miss it this time. Oh my God, I am so putty in his hands. 
When he finally stands me up, I do it reluctantly, though of course, I do it and how would he know reluctant from eager? Stand me up. Lay me down. Toss me around. Oh gawd, it’s so hard not to just fall forward on him. He’d catch me. He’d have to hold me. Wouldn’t he? I want him so bad right now. My body is on fire from the spanking. He could do anything he wants. Well, I mean, he could already do anything he wants, but I’d let him. OK, I’d have to let him anyway, but I’d like it.  
Hop? Hop? Are you kidding me? I’m mentally prepared for the corner, but how undignified that sounds. I mean, I know it’s about the only way I can get around, but he could set me there. For a few seconds I stare at him, my eyes wide with surprise and a little hope that he’ll reconsider it. Carry me over? Please? Crap. I nod and start to turn. Then he says he needs to calm down. No! You don’t. Again I consider falling toward him, but I just hop off to purgatory.
It’s not until I get to the corner that I realize the full meaning of his need to calm down. I hadn’t looked below his waist. He wanted me. Could he not control himself except to send me away? I glance over my shoulder at him, wondering how long he’ll take to calm down. To my surprise, he’s just sitting and looking at me, not pretending to grade papers even. Blushing, I turn back. 
I lean a little bit left and a little bit right. Tied so well is a little scary, but I test my limits and my balance. I fool around like that for a couple of minutes. Then I look back at him again, blush, and turn back. A little shiver runs through me at how he’s looking at me. This time I just stand still and wait. What exactly would he do to me if he didn’t bother to calm himself? I think about his penis and where he could put it. I’m not sure I want the first time to be tied. He has more patience than me, so I have to look again and this time I almost jump as he gets up. Eyes wide, I watch him come to me. It’s what I want and I turn to meet him, but at the same time, I feel like a mouse in a corner and he’s the cat. Suddenly nervous at his approach, I squirm more. I’ve had a little time to think about why he needed to calm down. Now he does not look calmed down… enough. 
I have to trust him and I do trust him. He pins me against the wall and I have a vision of a movie scene where I’ve seen two lovers embrace with the man pressing the woman against the wall. In the movie she raises her legs to wrap around his waist and he kisses her. This is no less passion, though the theater is missing. I can feel his penis pressing against my cunny, throbbing insistently like it needs what’s just on the other side of his clothes. Yeah, his whole body presses against mine, but it’s his penis that has my attention. It makes me nervous and at first I’m trembling, but then I relax as he just holds me. If I have him right where I want him, why do I feel so vulnerable?
Sir... I think you played my character for me. Did you get carried away? Am I not playing her right? Is this part of my training? Are you taking even the choices of my character away?  
MASTERIUS
Masterius Posts Monday Night, 27 Apr
Little one, you're right, and I apologize. I did wind up playing your character for you. It wasn't on purpose, and I may have gotten carried away. I've never intended, or do I intend, to play your character for you. It's not part of your training, no, nor is that something you should expect as part of role-playing with me. 
I'm sorry, and again I apologize. I'll work very hard to make sure my enthusiasm doesn't get the best of me again. All I can say is that I never meant to do so, and that whatever actions I may have chosen were ones that I was pictured you would have done, and not ones I wanted to see. 
If you'd like, if there were anything you would have done differently, let me know and I'll edit my post to stop at that point. OK? I'd much rather have your actions, choices and decisions. 
I sent that as several messages. Looking back at it now, I had, without thinking, unintentionally made several choices for her. I guess I had been a bit too enthusiastic and eager, but that really wasn't a good excuse. But as rotten as I felt about that I was also quite proud of her thoughtful and calm questioning of things. I still wished I hadn't jumped the gun while posting, but seeing the mature fashion she'd responded to that was almost worth having done so.
Almost.
KENNA
Winry Posts Monday Night, 27 Apr
Sir, I didn’t mind much. I almost didn’t notice. Since Kylie is so helpless, it almost seemed appropriate. I just think I would have had her be more defiant about hopping. I laughed at the image of her being forced to hop across the room while she’s so excited for him. 
Please don’t edit your post. It was a good post and I’ve already responded. I’d much rather find out what happens next ( 
MASTERIUS
Masterius Posts Monday Night, 27 Apr
I'm glad you weren't upset my little one.  I do have rather a confession to make.  Well, two, actually.  Just the mental image of Kylie hopping like that was extremely exciting, seeing her helplessly bound and making tiny cautious hops, her cute, bare, freshly-spanked bottom jiggling as she hopped... My, my, my!  
My second confession is that I found your entire post to be extremely exciting.  I can't tell you how many times I've reread it already... and how flushed and exciting I keep finding it.
I was finding out, much to my amazement and chagrin, that I really did need time to calm down... and that I hadn't had anywhere near long enough to do so.  That spanking had aroused me far more than I'd expected, all the more so because it had been my Kylie.  Listening to her muffled grunts as she pleaded for them to be harder, then her squeak of surprise as they kept getting harder and harder... then her grunts changing as she tried, with increasing desperation, to get me to understand they were now too hard, well...
Just remembering spanking her as she lay helplessly bound, gagged and naked over my lap was far more than enough to provoke a deep, almost sub audible rumbled growl in my chest... and have my thick, very hard jutting cock powerfully throb.  And it didn't help at all that it was throbbing directly against her cleft, either!
I had this incredible, almost uncontrollable desire, a furious need, to take her.  Right then, right now.  Glittering fiery eyes gazed down, caught hers.  And from her expression I knew she'd seen that in my eyes.  I knew I would be taking her one day.  Possibly soon.  I just hadn't decided exactly how as yet.  Would it be bound and helpless, a true taking?  Or unbound, writhing together, thrusting into her as she simultaneously impaled herself onto me?  I hadn't decided, and now was certainly not the time to ponder that... or I would be simply laying her face town atop my desk, sleek little hips at the edge... and thrusting into her.
I stepped back a little.  Lowered her until she stood on the floor.  Then just gazed down at her, so tiny and so helpless.  I seemed to tower over her at this moment, much more so that my height normally did.  I rumbled, voice thick and rasped, "I'm going to sit down now, with you on my lap.  And then I'm going to play with and fondle you until you're no longer able to think.  Just feel."
I finished the post and sent it off after having messaged Kylie back.  Her post had had my eyes widen, my face grow warm... had me grow quite hard.  She'd written it in such detail I could easily picture her over my lap for that spanking.  And then I swallowed, wanting nothing more at this moment than to really have her with me.  So I could spank her just as I'd written, and watch as she reacted and responded just as she'd posted.
Since she'd first broached the possibility of adding Brittany, and how she might be added, I couldn't shake the little seed that image had planted.  Except instead of it being Brittany... it was me somehow obtaining Winry.  For real.  And that little seed was quickly sprouting deep inside me.
KENNA
Winry Posts Monday Night, 27 Apr
I bounce up and down on my toes, not from sexual excitement this time, but from his compliment about my writing. It’s enough that I hear daddy’s chair slide back and seconds later feel him looking over my shoulder. I make sure the IM window is open and highlight the last two sentences Masterius sent.  
“Hmmm, show me, pumpkin,” he says and I open up Word and show him the last post I wrote. He reads some, “OK, scroll.” Eventually he gets to see the whole thing. All he says is, “No swats from me tonight or tomorrow.” Now that may sound like not much, but it’s the first time I’ve gotten “pardoned” in advance. He won’t count typos or anything tonight or tomorrow. Kewl. With my left hand (tied to my back), I kind of pat myself just for show. 
Thank you for the compliment on my writing, Sir. I get free typos fer da day an tomorow. ( 
After all that, I reread the IM right before that. Now that makes me excited the other way. How he describes my bottom. It’s hard to imagine my butt as exciting, so I’ll take his word for it. It’s not the first time he’s commented on my (or Kylie’s actually) butt, so I’m starting to believe him. It reminds me of the morning spanking I got and how I had to go to school with it still red. That spanking had been different than daddy swatting me for spelling and grammar, for punishment. It had taken me by surprise and I think if I’d been ready for it, the spanking might have been exciting. I’m just not sure. 
What are best friends for if not to watch out for you? So, when Kylie says spending hours with Mr. Eric is no big deal, I start to wonder. She didn’t want to talk about it any more than that. Not like she wasn’t still into him, but like there was a secret. No sirree, it wasn’t at all like the study sessions were too boring to talk about. Then there was the way I heard she acted in class on Friday. “Ooo, ooo, pick me, pick me, Mr. Eric.” Three different girls told me about it.  What lit a fire under her ass?  So I was concerned. 
By Sunday evening I was more than concerned. Just thinking about the changes in Kylie last week made me wonder what made her change so fast. The logical answer was that spending time with him just made her more in love with him, not just a crush. Whatever it was, she was hiding it from me – her best friend. I have to admit I was envious of her time with him and her sudden math skills. 
I called her Sunday night just to chat and brought up Mr. Eric. She changed the subject. I brought up math and she changed the subject. So, now, I’m concerned, envious, and ticked off. We’ve been best friends for years and now she’s got a secret?
Monday at school I finally weasel the secret out. Mr. Eric told her she was cute. So I’m like what’s the big deal that she couldn’t tell me and she’s like she thought I’d laugh and then I make her tell all and so she’s just psyched that he’s noticed her. 
So then Monday after school I have to stick around to get stuff for my art project and when I get out of school, I’m walking past the building and just notice that the curtains are open in every room except Mr. Eric’s room. There’s just one little window in each classroom. It’s about 4 feet off the ground and about 4 feet high and 3 feet wide off in a corner of the room. Some of the teachers say it’s an emergency exit in case of trouble. But the point is that I can see in all the rooms except one – the one I was gonna peek in (which is the only reason I noticed). I don’t know, maybe Mr. Eric just thought it was too bright in the morning and forgot to open the curtain later. 
As Mr. Eric is holding me, I feel more than hear a rumble in his chest. My cheek is pressed against his chest, so it’s just a little movement to put my ear there. It’s such a cool sound. I was just relishing the feel of his hardness right against my cunny and now the sound just seems to go right along with it. I just hold still, not wanting to let him know that I can feel him. I don’t want him to stop. 
Then he sets me down and just looks. Oh, jeez, I hate this part. OK, I love it, but he’s just gonna look and it drives me crazy… slooowly crazy. I couldn’t hide if I wanted. So, I wonder if I can improve the view… you know, push out my chest, spread my legs, hmmm, nope, not a thing I can or cannot do to help his eyes drive me crazy. I try to control myself, but I shiver a little and my breath threatens to become audible again. 
At last he speaks and his voice makes me tingle, but it’s the words that really do it for me. I’m not sure if he’s serious. Is that possible? To make me unable to think? Well, I’m pretty much ready to let him try. My eyes are wide with desire and I take a deep, sharp, shaky breath that startles me. He pauses just long enough for me to wonder if I’m supposed to get a head start. Yeah, I can see me hopping frantically away only to have him catch me in about two hops. Just not gonna happen though. “Whatever you want,” I say. He can take the noises that really come out however he wants. I think my eyes say it better. 
A really long post from him, one from me, and now another post each. I’m done for the night. My legs are shaking and daddy gets me down quick. 
Almost bedtime, sir. You want me tied the same way again?
I think for a minute and then type another message. Do you want me tied different when I RP, Sir?  Different than how daddy does it? 
MASTERIUS
Masterius Posts Monday Night, 27 Apr
I'd just about finished the starter lessons when I checked LB, and my eyes widened at the size of her post. Then messenger chimes, and I smile seeing the messages from my little slave.
You're welcome my little slave. I reply to her first. It was sincere and honest you know. I've read it three times since. [image: image9.png]


Wow! Free typos, huh? Now that's a reward!
After sending that I start reading, and the more I read the more impressed I grow. And not just impressed, either, mind you. I'm just about finished my reply when I get two more messages from her. So first I send my post reply. 
Leaning forward a little I slip an arm just behind her knees, slip my other at mid-back, lifting her up and cradling her atop my arms. I slowly pad back to my chair, gazing down at her, my eyes molten and fiery. Sitting down I perch her on my lap, facing away from me this time, her bound slender legs between my muscled thighs. 
Not just between... I'd opened my legs as I sat down, so that hers were positioned inside and between mine. Once I settled her atop my lap, her pert little butt secure atop me, my thick pulsing shaft nestled firmly in the valley between her cheeks... I shifted my lower legs until they curved around hers... caging her legs with mine.
My left arm snaked around her, wide hand splayed low down on her tummy. I started firmly rubbing in slow circles. My right arm curved around her right side... and I simply began fondling her beautiful little buds, alternating back and forth between them. Cupping and rubbing. Kneading and massaging. Luxuriating in their pert firmness. Now and then I'd play with her little nipples, stroking and tweaking and rolling, gently stretching and tugging.
Sliding the fingers of my left hand together I pointed them downwards, the heel of my hand firmly rubbing her pubis. Leaning my head down, I started lightly nuzzling the back and nape of her neck. Lipping the fine silky hair there. Nuzzling behind a little ear. Gently suckling a tiny earlobe. And all the while I continued playing with those delightful pert budding breasts.
And as she started to squirm she felt my legs, both my arms, confining her. As if they were curved steel bars that conformed around her body... and held her just as securely as solid steel.
And then, in addition to the heel of my hand firmly rubbing above her pubis... my fingertips started firmly circling at the very apex of her little cleft.
Posting that I then reply to her messages before sending her what I'd been working on offline.
Yes my little slave, I'd like you tied again for tonight the same way. Is my first reply, then I have thought of, perhaps, having you tied different ways for RP. For now, let's just keep it this way I think. Speaking of which, what did you think of this gag? And you do remember what you were told, if my little slave happened to drool down her tummy, yes? Then, after that, Excellent job with Brittany's introduction. Very well written! I can't wait to see what happens next! 

Then, after I'd messaged that... I sent the following, in sections:
I've been giving a great deal of thought about your training my little one. I have informally started a few things, but now I desire beginning your formal training. But first I wish to make something clear, both about your training and regarding any orders and commands I may give you. 
Although, strictly speaking, as my slave-in-training, disobedience is not permitted, I understand that situations may arise where following a command, order or routine is not possible or practical. 
Usually what will happen when I first instruct you in something new is this: 1) I will tell you what the command, or the expectation or requirement is, 2) you will look that over, and ask any questions you may have if you are unclear about things; I will then answer what questions you have, 3) you will state any difficulties you foresee; I will then work with you, trying to resolve those difficulties, 4) you will then state whether you agree to obey the requirement, command or order, or not. If you state you will obey, then obedience is what I will expect, with failure to obey resulting in discipline and/or punishment.
I understand there may be things I wish that, for several reasons, you may be unable, or extremely unwilling or uncomfortable (at this time) doing. I don't expect or require the impossible, ok little one? If that's ever the case, I want you to let me know, and we'll talk about it. I'll either modify things until you are able to do so, or feel more comfortable doing so. And, if neither is possible, I'll probably drop or forgo that.
I can see where some of the training I'll want for my little slave might not be possible or practical. I don't *think* that will be the case but, if so, understand I'm patient and understanding, and you can talk to me about things.
So, to begin your formal training:
1- You will wear your collar at all times while at home. When you come home, once the door is closed the first thing you will do is place your collar on. The collar is removed only when you're about to leave your house. This does not apply if you have company.
2- You will continue sleeping bound and collar-leashed. 
3- When you first wake up in the morning, after being unbound but before dressing, and just before bed, after undressing but before being bound, my little slave will kneel, perfectly motionless, for five minutes. You will kneel with your butt firmly against your feet, toes pointed inwards; legs spread as wide apart as you comfortably can spread them; back straight, tummy tautly pulled in; chest pushed up and out; head looking forward but eyes looking down; wrists crossed behind you, at the small of your back. While you kneel, I want my little slave to consider why she is kneeling: because she is my slave, because she is being trained, because I will enjoy her doing so, and because I will enjoy seeing her kneeling and displayed like that.
I will, as you progress, add more and more to your training. I don't anticipate you having any difficulty with these but, if you have questions or concerns, let me know. Otherwise, tell me if you understand and accept them.
Oh, there was so much more I was looking forward to adding. I'd been working for quite a bit and had quite a long list. But Rome wasn't built in a day, after all. And I'd enough experience to have learned you didn't go too far too fast. Patience was the key, in more ways than one.
KENNA
Winry Posts Tuesday Afternoon, 28 Apr
I wait for an answer, but all I get is a quick one about my free typos. When he says it and uses the word reward, I don’t know why, but it makes me think that he rewarded me. After all it was his compliment that got me free typos. 
Then it is bedtime and daddy and I agree that Masterius did say he wanted me the same every night for now. I probably shouldn’t have even asked, but I’m kinda thinking that tied the same way every night will get old. Once I’m in position, I wait and sure enough, daddy comes in, fiddles around for a while, and then leaves. OK, webcam set up, I start to hump against the pillow. 
Eeeaaaa, I wake to a slap on my bottom and then nine more. “Daddeeeeee,” I squeal after the second one as I come awake. About halfway through I remember it’s not daddy that’s spanking me, it’s my master. Jeez, that is a rude awakening, but by the time it’s done I’m panting into my sheets and tingly at the thought of Masterius spanking me just because he wants my butt red. Daddy unties me without a word. 
At breakfast daddy acts like he wasn’t even in my room and asks me how I slept, how is my training going, and am I OK.  Slept good. Training good. Yeah, I’m OK. No mention of him spanking me or me getting excited. I figure that’s how we both want it. 
After breakfast I quick check my IMs and he’s got a long one. I didn’t get your IM in time last night, Sir, so I assumed you wanted me tied the same way. Jeez, daddy really woke me with a spanking today. I was asleep until the first swat. Oh my God, what a way to wake up. It was cool, Sir. 
Cool hardly begins to describe it, but that’s all I’m gonna say with daddy watching. 

I did not drool last night, Sir. The night I drooled I had my mouth open a little. Last night I had my mouth shut on the squishy ball and so I could swallow. It sure does make me quiet though. 
Then I sit and read the long one. Daddy starts calling me, but I just ignore him. This IM is really getting serious about my training. I read it a couple of times and then daddy pounds on my door. “Kylie Ann! You’re gonna be late for school.” I jump knowing I’ve pushed it as far as I can. Quickly I close the IMs and go to school. 
After school, I get back on and read the IM one more time. Masterius is not online yet, so I go to the RP and see he’s posted. Then I make my post. 
On the way home, I think about the closed curtain and turn around and go back. Playing Nancy Drew, I’m gonna find out what’s going on. I go back into the school building and to Mr. Eric’s classroom. Ever so carefully and quietly, I put my hand on the door knob and twist. Nothing. It’s locked. I hadn’t expected that. I let go and head back home, considering this new bit of evidence. Where are they? If he’s already left and locked up, then where are the special study sessions being done?
When he picks me up, it just makes me shiver. As if I wasn’t feeling helpless enough, he can handle me like I was nothing. Yet, I don’t miss just how gentle he is about it. Compared to the way he just pressed against me with forceful passion, now I feel like a fragile little doll. I like them both.
He sets me down and then wraps himself around me. I try to imagine him naked, with his legs around me and leaning against his chest. It’s not so hard to imagine because I can feel his penis rubbing against my butt like there was nothing between us. For a moment I pay attention to the way it feels, so hard and long nestled in my butt. A couple little wiggles and I can feel it move and pulse against me. I so want to see it and wonder when he’ll let me. 
Then he reaches around to play with my boobs and nipples and I forget about his penis. I let out a little sigh. I just love that he thinks they’re worth touching. Well, pretty soon I love more than that. The way he tweaks and pulls on my nipples again gives them a mind of their own. I watch as they get stiff and pointy and…
Serious snort and shaky sniffs! He touches my cunny! It’s just how I rub myself when I just want to feel naughty without getting really excited. Just the outside. Just big, firm circles. Just making the insides feel good a little without actually touching there. But, it’s him, not me. His big firm hand. On me. On my cunny. So, different than my own hand. I stiffened at first, but now I relax, enjoying the feel of his hand on my cunny and then other still sending little sparks of electricity through my nipples. 
The next thing I know, I’ve turned my head slightly, lifting an ear up to his mouth. He kind of snuck up on my ear and my ear snuck up on me. How does it know what to do? Then I take in a deep breath and wonder how long I was holding it. It’s my ear for God’s sake. Been there for years. It never felt like this before and nobody ever said it would. 
The sparks in my nipples, the tingle in my cunny, and now the shivery, breathy, glowy feel of his breath and lips on my ears and neck all feed the fire in my tummy. If I was putty before, now I’m just limp noodles. 
I don’t think that rational thought has left me yet, because I’m wondering why my legs are trying to spread and if his finger is really going into my slit or is he just teasing me and will he pull harder on my nipples and will he kiss me if I turn my head and… I forget the rest. 
He’s still not online, so I leave him an offline message. His instructions seem pretty fair, giving me a choice I hadn’t expected, but at the same time they’re scary. What might he ask that I’ll be unable to do or too uncomfortable to try? Which only makes me want to do it even more. 
OK, Sir, I understand the rules. We did that with the gag. Talked about it and decided what would work. 
I hadn’t thought about the part about me not wearing the gag and being punished for not wearing it. Until this moment I’d thought that it was my choice to wear it to please him. This meant I had to wear it to please him. 
I just put my collar on, Sir. 
Then I read the kneeling instructions and get into the position still wearing my jeans and T-shirt. It’s not hard, but I think 5 minutes of it will be. Naked and kneeling. Like what? At his feet? 
Sir, I don’t have to face Mecca do I?
I mean, jeez, I don’t know how they brainwash suicide bombers.
MASTERIUS
Masterius Posts Tuesday, 28 Apr
I was already smiling very wide as I read her messages, but I burst out laughing at the last one. Which was right in the middle of taking a sip of coffee. I almost sprayed it over my keyboard.
No little beauty. You don't have to face Mecca. But if you make me laugh like that again in the middle of drinking something, I'll spank you. [image: image10.png]



Speaking of which, I really enjoyed knowing a spanking waked you. That's quite arousing and exciting and pleasing.
I went back and reread her post again then started a response, all the while a huge grin on my face. There's something about a sharp, witty sense of humor I find appealing and attractive, and discovering my Winry had one was making her even more alluring and fascinating to me.
Those are your first three rules my little one. And they are not just because I like them; they are also very real training rules for a very real little slave.
I will want, by this weekend, a full list of all your clothes, shoes and accessories. Also a list of your grooming supplies, like toiletries and the like.
I didn't explain why I wanted them, I wanted to see if she'd either puzzle that out for herself, or if she'd ask. And then I started my post response.
I took my time, because I chose to do so. I'm not sure if she was aware of that, or would figure it out or not. But I was slow and gentle, albeit still implacable. After all, it's not like I needed to rush or anything. She certainly wasn't able to go anywhere.
And I was enjoying being slow and gentle with her. I felt a little bit of wistful regret at some things. Part of my imaginations and desires was her being embarrassed and reluctant, yet given no choice. Simply having to endure and deal. But it was rapidly becoming obvious that although some things might be embarrassing, yes, she'd given herself to me wholeheartedly. She wanted to please me, she wanted me doing these things. Both because of how they made her feel and because that showed how much she meant to me.
So now some of my thoughts had shifted, picturing her still mine, of yes, but more as a willing lover (even if still my slave). And I wasn't minding those thoughts at all, I found.
Not that, at the moment, I was rationally, logically thinking, because I wasn't. Not when molten steel was surging in my veins, not when my breath was furnace hot, my cock so hard and throbbing, pulsing against the valley of her pert bottom. I kept fondling her, caressing, stroking... exploring. I wasn't just enjoying this, and her. I was also probing for all her 'buttons'. Finding out exactly what, and where, elicited the sharpest responses. Those of pleasure, of surprise and shock, of embarrassment. Although, at the moment, I was mostly focused on those of pleasure. 
I slipped my fingers just a little further down, the tips just over the top of her cleft. And just beneath, I knew...
I firmly circle-rubbed just above her tiny buried bud, watching her closely as I started rubbing atop her tiny clit. And as I did I gradually started playing with her nipples more strongly, increasing the pressure of tweaking fingers, increasing how far I stretched, how sharply I pinched. 
I hadn't been joking. I wanted her squirming, writhing without any thought in her mind, until all she was was a little sexy, naked, bound and gagged tingling, shivery puddle of feelings. 
Yet, even here I was being gentle in a fashion. For I could, just as easily, push her until she was a mindless writhing bundle of almost painful need. And I would do that one day. Just... not today.
KENNA 
Winry Posts Tuesday, 28 Apr
OK, I hadn’t meant it as a joke, but I guess it was kind of a stupid question. It’s a little embarrassing to know he took it that way. Makes me feel like a little girl and, well, I don’t like that kind of reminder. Not when I’m trying to play adult games. 
I’m glad you liked my spanking. It wasn’t like punishment, but it took me a couple of swats to wake up and remember why I was getting spanked. 
A list of my clothes? Is he going to choose my clothes every day? Is he going to make me get rid of some? Is he going to make me get different clothes? And grooming supplies? I run through my head what is in my closet, my drawers, and my bathroom cabinets. I make a mental note to go through my stuff and bag up the stuff for Goodwill. Don’t want the list too long. 
He does two things at once – increasing the intensity of how he’s playing with my nipples and showing me he knows where that special spot is that will make me cum. It makes me arch into his hands, thrusting my chest and my hips up. The pressure of my legs straining against his is arousing as they remind me of how helpless I am in many ways. Tied? Yeah, I can feel the tension of my muscles straining at the ropes and know I’m his. Pinned? Yeah, I can feel his legs and arms holding me and know I’m his. Captured? Oh yeah, I can feel his hands, his breath, and his eyes on me, trapping my mind and body and, oh yeah, I know I’m his. I notice that I’m trembling and I’m making whimpering noises amidst the snorts and sniffs. I try to relax, but I can’t. I can’t stop offering myself. I can’t stop trembling. I can’t stop the little throaty noises. A warmth rushes up my throat and colors my cheeks as I blush at the sounds I’m making and mostly at the fact that I can’t stop them. How did he do that? When did I become the prey?
Turning my head, I look up at him, my eyes asking, pleading, begging for what I’m not sure. Some sign of approval that it’s OK to feel like this.  I get that from the fiery look of his eyes on my body. He isn’t laughing at the sounds. He’s enjoying them and encouraging them. I give him a little smile, a dreamy look. Then I close my eyes, no longer concerned about what he’s doing or what I look and sound like and just feel. 
If he wants me to cum, he can. Right now I’m just warm and tingly, not close to an orgasm. It’s teasingly in the distance, just a promise and a slow burn. Yet, it’s clear that my center is moving there. Like his breath in my ear, his hands on my nipples, the strain of my muscles, and the warmth all over are all just a part of the whole now. They’re all feeding the slow burn in my clit, the center of me. 
MASTERIUS
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As gradually as I'd increased the intensity I started gentling them, although my kissing and nuzzling stayed about the same. Until, after quite a few minutes, I was just holding her, still pinned, but just holding and kissing her, savoring and enjoying the little trembles and shivers. Just as I had the more intense quivers and shudders, the snorty sharp pants, of not all that long ago. 
Her silken smooth skin is so warm. No longer flushed as it had been, but still so incredibly lovely. Slowly I gentle even more, leaning her sideways a bit until she's semi-reclined along my arm, my kisses now along the hollow of her throat in front. I can see, and feel, the slow steady throb of her pulse beneath my lips.
Finally, and with some effort, I straighten up, gaze deeply into her eyes. A very deep, very intense gaze, as I lightly brush her short hair off her forehead and face, tucking it back. I trace over the tape, fingertips brushing where her lips are, and smile, eyes gleaming at her expression as I do.
I don't want to have to stop, but stop I do. Enough time is needed so that by the time she does arrive home there are no noticeable marks, and already I'm pushing how long her 'detention' has been. 
This time, though, I remove the tape and sponge ball first, then kiss those wonderful sweet lips of hers. This time I do not start off in an innocent 'Daddy/daughter' kiss, although I don't kiss in an opened-mouth 'Big Mac attack' kiss either. But it's obviously a grown-up kiss, just soft and gentle. Well, as soft and gentle as I can manage, that is, for it's also passionate and... possessive. And that grows ever stronger at her response as I kiss her. Finally, with a deep sigh, I lean back. "My Kylie," I whisper, softly caressing her cheek with my fingertips. 
Standing her up I untie her, until at last she is free. I motion for her to get dressed, and I intently watch as she does. Then I neatly coil up and put away the ropes, then the tape, then hand her tonight's worksheet. "Until tomorrow," I tell her, as my gleaming eyes caress her, as does the warmth and richness of my voice.
KENNA
Winry Posts Tuesday Night, 28 Apr
As definitely as he took me to a place I’d never been, he starts bringing me back. I have a sense of having taken a journey as if he’d had my soul collared and leashed and led it out and now back.  There wasn’t a sudden reversal, just a oh, I see, we’re going back now. I thought I’d relaxed a couple of times before as his touch became more comfortable, but now I am truly relaxed, comfortable, dreamy, floating. Mind and body kind of relaxed with just one worry in the world. He’s gonna stop, isn’t he? And I won’t be ready for it, will I? 
As he adjusts me, I sense the approach of the end. His lips move to my throat, sending chills down my spine and my chin rises to let him. When he brushes my hair back, I look up into his eyes. Perhaps there’s a trace of sadness in my eyes. I know I feel it deep inside. A little sad that it’s over, though I know it has to end. A little sad that I don’t know how to do the same to him.  A little sad that I don’t think I’ve caught him anymore. 
When he kisses me, it feels complete. He’s gonna stop, but at least I’ll be ready for it. The kiss brings me back to my senses. For the first time since he put a rope on me I feel like a participant, allowed to show him how I feel. And so I do. Gawd, I’d never known a kiss could express so much. At least I hope he gets the messages. I loved it. I want more. I love him. Then right at the end, the kiss says I wish we had more time. As he breaks the kiss, he tells me I belong to him. I open my mouth to say he’s mine, but, “Yeah,” comes out. 
Untied, I so don’t want to go. Yet, I get dressed, still a little shaky, unable to look at him or else I might cry. “Until tomorrow,” he says as he hands me homework. 
What do I say back? So many things I want to say, but all I manage is, “See you tomorrow, Mr. Eric.” I give him a wistful smile and almost say something else before I turn and leave. Just before I step out of the room, I shoot him a grin and then promptly run all the way home. Woo hoo!
At home, I really have to work to focus on the worksheet and doing more online lessons. It was, after all, supposed to be motivation, so I can’t waste time lost in the wonderful memories of his soul. I don’t know how else to describe the way he reached in and touched me, physically and emotionally. I’d had this thought when I was lost deep in bliss that if he didn’t make me cum, then I’d go home and do it while remembering every little touch, but I don’t. 
After dinner, I call Kylie just to chat. I ask her how the study session went and mention that I heard the fire alarm went off in school after classes. She says it didn’t. Then I say maybe it didn’t go off in the section where Mr. Eric’s room is and she says maybe, but then no, that’s not how fire alarms work. I know that, but now I also know she was in Mr. Eric’s room with the door locked and curtain drawn.  
Now I just have to figure out what’s going on that they don’t want anyone to see. I just can’t believe that they’d be kissing or hugging, but the evidence sure points that way. 
Going to get ready for bed, Sir. I’ll be back on in a few to chat. You know my bedtime, right? 9 o’clock.
MASTERIUS
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It was dreadfully obvious she didn't want to leave. Fair enough; I certainly didn't want her leaving, either. Nor, for that matter, had I wanted to stop. I could have kissed her for hours. Especially when she'd started kissing back! Whoooo!
I watched her get dressed. Her small hands fumbled as she did, still wobbly and shaky from all that had transpired. Again, fair enough; I was rather wired and vibrating, but at least I was sitting. Just before she left she looked at me, pausing a moment. So many things she wanted to say; I could see that in her eyes, her expression. But all she'd said was "See you tomorrow, Mr. Eric," before slipping out the door. But just as she left, she turned and gave me such a dazzling radiant grin.
I stored away the ropes and tape, locking them away again, then stowed the ball in my briefcase, to take home and rinse off. Stacking up worksheets and homework I stowed them to, taking them home to grade.
That night, after grading the papers and going over tomorrow's class work, I had some dinner then did some more work downstairs. Afterwards I took a long hot bath, soaking in the steaming water. As relaxing as it was it was difficult to truly relax, for I kept thinking about my Kylie. Perhaps I would have her over this Saturday. And she would do some work. The thought of her dusting and sweeping, washing my car was quite alluring and appealing, especially when I pictured her doing so in a nice translucent harem-girl costume. 
Then I sharply shivered, picturing her afterwards. Sweaty, needing a bath... and me bathing her... or, perhaps, taking a bath with her.
I wasn't sure of your exact bedtime my little one. Now I know.: )  I'm sure your father helps you keep watch on that, but now I will, too.
I think I'd like you tied differently for tonight. I want my little slave lying on her back, with a small pillow under her cute bottom. You'll be tied spread-eagled, pretty snugly but not as tight as it could be. No more than three inches of slack on any of the bindings. Blindfolded as well. And woken up in the morning by four firm but careful smacks using the tip of a leather belt or strap right atop your cunny.
KENNA
Winry Posts Tuesday Night, 28 Apr
Tuesday for Kylie
Just so you know, Sir, since you seem to like the idea, I will be blushing when I get tied like that tonight. I wanted to make sure you knew my bedtime so you’d know when I was humping (like about 9:05, right after the webcam is put in), but I guess that won’t be happening. I was also wondering if you had imagined what happens some time during the night… 
At school, I wait until Mr. Eric leaves his room at lunch time and then I sneak in. I go over to the curtain that’s still closed and open it just an inch. It still has to look closed, but let me see in at the same time. Then I slip back out and go have my lunch. This afternoon I’ll find out what’s going on in the locked room. 
Then right after school, I hang out in the hall a couple of rooms down from Mr. Eric’s. I just want make sure Kylie does go in. Sure enough, I watch her go into the room… with a big smile on her face. Yeah, like she’s ready for a really boring study session. Not. 
Brittany’s a little odd today. Now she’s got a secret, but I don’t press it. I just don’t want to get into secrets with her because mine’s better than hers. Even if I don’t know what hers is, mine beats anybody’s. ( 
When I go into Mr. Eric’s room for motivation, I shut the door, but don’t lock it. Then I walk up to his desk. “Ummm, Mr. Eric?” I wait to make sure I have his attention. “I suppose you know that I really like your motivation, but… how do I let you know if you’re doing something I don’t like?” 
MASTERIUS
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I couldn't help but grin when I got Winry's message. Now where, I wondered, grinning even wider and softly chuckling, did she get the idea I enjoyed her blushing? Needless to say I did know where; I hadn't been at all shy mentioning that, after all.
And she was right: knowing exactly when her bedtime was would mean I'd be picturing her humping while she was actually doing just that. Although tonight, as she'd pointed out, that wouldn't be the case. Although, looking at her message a bit differently, I don't think she'd wanted me to know her exact bedtime so that I'd be picturing her, not with the mention of the webcam.
I'd been wondering if her dad had actually played along like I'd hinted. It seems he had been. I wondered just how that made my little Winry feel. 
I have imagined what happens during the night, yes. And wonder what my pretty little slave thinks and feels when she half-wakes at night and finds herself bound.
I also wondered if she'd really paid attention to how her 'wake-up call' would be tomorrow morning. Either way, she should find that rather... interesting.
“Ummm, Mr. Eric? I suppose you know that I really like your motivation, but… how do I let you know if you’re doing something I don’t like?” 
I'd been expecting her, of course, even though the dismissal bell had only just rang a few minutes ago. I don't think any teacher in history had a student show up so quickly for detention. Then again... I certainly was just as eager to see my Kylie as she was to see me. Nor had this been a detention in any usual sense of the meaning.
I smothered a grin at the first half. 'Really like', I thought, was the winner of the Understatement of the Millennia award. The second half had me struggling to hide a grin, too, but for entirely different reasons.
I motioned to her usual 'detention' seat, then waited for her to sit. Folding my arms atop the desk I leaned forward a bit. "Well Kylie," I said, gazing at her closely, my face thoughtful. "That's an interesting question. And there's actually two answers to that."
I paused a moment, just watching her. "The first answer is that, in certain circumstances --say, when I'm 'motivating' you," I said, lightly stressing the word, my voice heated and silky, "You can't, precisely, 'let me know'. You'll just have to hope I figure that out."
Again I paused a few seconds, then continued, "The second answer is... what do you think should happen, if it's something I'm doing that I like a lot, but you don't like it?"
While I let her think on that I opened up the desk drawer. Instead of setting out today's worksheets I set out the ropes, the tape and ball. "I think we'll start with 'motivation' this afternoon" I said, letting my eyes start to smolder and gleam. "Come here," I murmured, crooking a finger at her. "And strip for me. Oh," I added, "And strip for me. Make it... interesting for me to watch my pretty little Kylie strip for motivation... and for me."
KENNA
Winry Posts Wednesday Afternoon, 29 Apr
The next morning I wake up when daddy pulls the covers off me. He’s standing over me with a belt and he cracks it across my thighs four times, completely missing my cunny. After breakfast and a talk with daddy, I get on line and post a quick IM. Daddy spanked my thighs and I’m supposed to tell you my breasts and vagina are off limits for daddy’s ‘focus’. 
When I get back home after school, I send him another IM. He hasn’t replied to the first one. I guess we should talk about the spanking you asked for last night. I’m unable to do it. Daddy set a limit and I can understand it. Daddy even said from now on I’ll run the rope between my legs when he fixes me up for RPs. 
I sit down in my seat, a little disappointed that he doesn’t answer right away. I’d had a chance to think about him. I mean about how he ties me. How he spanks me. How he touches me. How he kisses me. And mostly just how he seems to know what I want even when I don’t. The real answer to the question is that I don’t think he’d ever do anything I didn’t like. You know? Sure the hard spanking had been a surprise, but it was just that I didn’t know I’d like it. I’d wanted him to stop, but afterwards, I’m glad he didn’t. So, I just don’t want to have a say in it. 
Then he complicates things by having two answers. The first one is just what I’m thinking. He can figure it out and show me. If I tell him to stop, I guess I might not really want him to stop. I give him a sly little smile to go with his first answer. Then he says his second answer and he wipes the smile off my face. My eyes go wide. Then, while my mind is trying to figure out what he means by that, he goes, “Blah blah blah blah… pretty little Kylie strip for motivation… and for me.”
Kewl, now that’s what I was planning today. I get up and go lock the door. Hey, it’s me that’s gonna be caught naked if somebody comes in. I go slowly because I’m using the time to think of an answer to his question. When I get back and stop in front of him, I slowly run a finger down between my breasts and around my right boob. Then I cup it through my blouse. I look him in the eye and say, “I guess I think right now I’m the one having all the fun… so why shouldn’t you have some, too?”
I just take off my shoes and socks because I haven’t figured out a sexy way to take them off. I start doing a slow dance, swaying my hips and running my hands over my chest. Then I pull my arms inside my blouse, turn my bra around, unhook it in front, and pull my arms back out with my bra in my right hand. I peek down the front of my blouse and then back at him with a teasing smile. Then I reach under my skirt and pull down my panties without letting him see anything. Slowly I turn my back on him a raise my skirt with one hand and then spank my own butt with the other. Just once. 
Now when I slowly unbutton my school blouse, there’s nothing underneath it. I keep the front together so just a narrow V of skin shows until it’s unbuttoned all the way. When I do take it off, I have my back to him and then turn around with my hands over my boobs. I keep watching his eyes and know I’m going a good job because of the look in his eyes. He’s watching every move. That just leaves my skirt and I have to use my hands to unzip it and pull it down, so he can see my flat chest. When I get my skirt down, I kick it to the side and then just spread my legs about shoulder width apart and raise my hands over my head. Yeah, he can see it all.  He can have it all. Then, I just turn my back and hold my hands behind me. I look over my shoulder and say, “I know you’re having as much fun as me.”
I wait a few minutes for them to get started with whatever and for the school grounds to clear out so I’m not peeking in the window with anyone watching me. When I do look in, I can see Mr. Eric, but not Kylie. Whoops, I see her and she’s dancing. Then I don’t, then I do and she’s unbuttoning her blouse. Oh my God. I watch with morbid curiosity as she takes it off. No way. She’s not studying. She’s scoring!
I don’t want to see what happens after that, so I go. So now I know what the real secret is and I’m jealous as can be. Pissed at her for keeping a secret, but then I can understand it. Mostly I’m stunned. What to do now? He shouldn’t be letting her do that. She shouldn’t be doing that. My best friend! Just when I thought I knew her. On the way home, I decide I’m not gonna tell on her. It’s just too complicated. 
Sir, have you imagined what it’s like when I get chilly and have to get under the covers? It takes a couple of minutes. 
How much do you want to know about my clothes? Kinds? Colors? And why? Are you going to tell me what to wear? Because if you’re gonna embarrass me by mixing polka dots and plaids, well, a girl can only go so far. How good is your color sense?
Then I log off and go to my room where I get out all the clothes that don’t fit and bag them. Then I go through again and pick out the things I don’t or won’t wear and bag them. I put them out in the garage for donation. 
MASTERIUS
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I'd found it difficult to sleep that night. I kept picturing Winry bound as I'd instructed, spread-eagled and --oh very much so-- on display. I wondered if she'd sleep lightly, knowing how I'd instructed her wake-up to be. I kept picturing her downstairs, my having tied her like that, and me being the one to wake her up.
I'd also started thinking of other things. Like plugs and vibrators. And I wasn't at all sure how well that would go over. Her morning IM message pretty much gave me a shrewd idea of the answer to that. Not entirely unexpected, needless to say. And, all things considered, the help and assistance he was providing was, well, a great deal more than I could have expected.
'My breasts and vagina are off limits for daddy’s ‘focus’ ' wasn't entirely unexpected. The interesting thing, though, was the clear description of 'off limits' for daddy's 'focus'. Not 100% off limits. Which, if I interpreted the implications correctly, means they weren't off limits to me. 
I hadn't had a chance to respond to that one by the time Winry got home. So I had another waiting for me when I logged on. I read that, then responded.
We don't have to talk about this morning's wake-up spanking my little slave, unless you wish to do so. It's ok, I understand. I understood that, not only will you have limits, but so will your dad. In a case like this, where you have agreed to do something, then afterwards he says no, then I expect his to take priority over mine. OK? 
I did find it... intriguing... that he'd no longer, for her RP tie-ups, be running the rope between her legs, and would have her begin doing that herself. I could think of several reasons why.
While I was starting a reply to her post, Winry sent a couple more IM messages, so I answered those.
Oh yes my little beauty, I have certainly imagined that. I've imagined everything from you wriggling, trying to get comfy, to having an itch and trying to scratch it, to trying to get warm under your blankets, and even imagining you waking up a bit earlier than usual because of an urgent call of nature... or waking up in the middle of the night, with a different sort of itch. A rather insistent one between your legs.
I'd never intentionally embarrass you. Since you asked, I want to know about your clothes for a particular reason, yes. As part of your training --and since you've asked this, we can include this rule starting now... if you agree to it-- is the matter of wearing clothes.
I considered how best to explain this. Then again, I'd already given it a lot of thought, I just hadn't anticipated including this so soon.
As a slave, you would have no rights. No privileges, save that which I, as your Master, would permit you. And that includes the wearing of clothes. When you wear clothes, I don't want you taking that for granted. I want my little slave to consider, each and every time she dresses, that she does so because her Master permits it. 
Needless to say, due to current circumstances, there's no option at times with you wearing clothes. You can't quite go to school naked, after all. But along with wearing clothes, is the choice of what you wear. That is my choice as well.
Now, just because I have the right to choose doesn't mean I will. Just that I could. So the reason I want a list of your clothes is so 1) I know what you have, and, 2) know what choices I have to select from. What I was thinking of doing is that, once a week, you message me with a description of what you'd like to wear each day for school, and also what you'd like to wear for, say, going out to play, to the store, etc. Then I'd have the option to say "Sounds good, I'd like that," or "I think I'd rather you wear the capris instead of the jeans tomorrow."
As to my color sense, and eye to fashion, perhaps you might want to read some of the stories I've written? [image: image11.png]



“I guess I think right now I’m the one having all the fun… so why shouldn’t you have some, too?”
If Kylie had any idea how I'd been feeling --how I felt right then-- she'd never have asked that question. I'd been having a tremendous amount of 'fun', oh yes. And I'd certainly been looking forward to this afternoon's 'motivation'. However, looking forward to that, and truly being prepared for that, well...
I don't think it was possible to have truly been prepared for Kylie's interpretation of 'make it interesting'. I don't think anyone could have been prepared. I do know that, by the time she was finished, stood there spread eagling herself facing me... 
If she was older... wiser... more experienced, she would have recognized and understood what that fire in my eyes meant. Would she have still just turned around, put her hands behind her back? Said “I know you’re having as much fun as me.”? 
I know what I had intended for today's 'motivation'. It wasn't what I had in mind now.
I bound her wrists and arms behind her as I had before. Then tied her ankles and legs the same, too. This time, though... I helped her to kneel. Then, once on her knees, I very firmly lashed her legs, little bound ankles tied against sleek thighs, forcing her to remain kneeling. And then, without a word, I carefully lifted her up just enough so that I wasn't dragging her along the floor. 
Lifted her up, shifted her... slipping her underneath my desk, facing towards me.
And then I sat down, spread my legs and shifted my chair forwards. My legs slipped to either side of her, the front of the chair blocked her, confined her to that small space underneath my desk. I gazed down at her as I did, stopping when my lap was a few inches from her chin.
Until the front of my slacks were just about at her small chin. A front that clearly displayed the very obvious outline of a thick massive bulge.
"I think I'm about to have a great deal more fun," I rumbled, eyes glittering and gleaming, as I unbuckled my belt, then unsnapped and unzipped my slacks. "And I think I'm going to use something other than a sponge ball this time," as I simply wriggled both slacks and briefs halfway down my thighs... as my engorged, swollen cock jutted out, the shiny, satiny purpled crown almost brushing her nose.
KENNA
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When I get back on, it’s after dinner and so I’m up on my tiptoes, now with a self-installed rope in my tender slit. It adds something to the whole event, making it seem more bizarre than that first time daddy had done it. This time I was a participant in my own bondage, doing more than just holding still for it. 
I wish I could share more with you, Sir, but I’ll just say that so far I haven’t had an urgent call of nature. 
Wearing clothes is a privilege. Hmm. He just keeps taking it to places I hadn’t thought. 
Sir, I’m not sure what the rule about clothes is. Is it that I must tell you what I want to wear each day and get your permission? I hadn’t thought of not wearing clothes for you. I do know that daddy expects me dressed at meals. I mean, pajamas only allowed at breakfast on weekends, a swim suit only allowed when we eat outside. If you want me naked other times, I’d have to discuss it with daddy. 
I’m getting used to having my arms tied and to trusting him. It takes the responsibility away from me. I like not having to make the choices. I can be naughty and it’s not my fault. Sort of. Anyway, things go pretty much normal until he makes me kneel. I look up at him with wide eyes, wondering what he has planned for today. The look in his eyes is not like we just got started, but more like after he’d spanked me and fondled me for a while. Like he was starting where we left off yesterday. I kind of like the routine and want my spanking, but as he lashes my calves to my thighs, I don’t see a spanking in the near future. 
Then he puts me under his desk and I have a flash of concern that he’s hiding me. And what would he be hiding me from? Kneeling in the dark under his desk, I watch him sit. I’m totally oblivious to what he has plans, just anxiously waiting. Then he scoots in putting his crotch right in my face and I can see the bulge in his pants, up close, closer than I want. I try to peer up at him, but can’t see any higher than his stomach. I hear him say he’s going to have a good deal of fun. As he unzips his pants, I really wish he’d gagged me.  
There’s no room for me to move. I remember Brittany. I remember promising anything. And stupid me, I remember just telling him he could have fun. We both know I just offered to do something I didn’t like, but that he did like. I gulp as he pulls out his penis and as it comes free, practically springing into my face, I jerk back, bumping my head on the underside of his desk and blush furiously. For a few seconds I stare at it. I mean, a freaking rattlesnake could have jumped out and I wouldn’t be more transfixed. I stare at his cock, wishing the light was better. The thick swollen purple head. The long, thick shaft. The purple veins. His balls. Jesus Christ, I wish I was gagged!
Tentatively I lean to the side and push my head forward and nuzzle past his cock. It brushes my cheek and I get the full, intoxicating scent of his maleness. Trembling and red faced, I manage to look up in his eyes and softly rub my cheek on his cock. I can’t find my voice as my eyes ask him if this is good enough. I know it’s not. I know what’s going to replace the sponge ball. It’s just that I’m gonna make him say it. The next step is going to take a lot more initiative than this little girl has. Yep, my face says, remember I’m a little girl. Suddenly in way over her head. 
I let out that breath I’ve been holding and get another whiff of the strong scent that makes my tummy do flip flops. I rub my cheek against his cock and roll my eyes to the side to look at it. 
MASTERIUS
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I wish I could share more with you, too, my little one. I wish I had you, I thought. Right here with me. But I didn't dare message that to her. But I'm not unhappy, far from that, you know. In fact, I don't think I've ever been happier. And talk about a massive understatement. I still felt rather dazed at times, realizing I was actually, no foolin', training a little girl like her.
I chewed the inside of my lip at her following message. Remember, I told myself, remember she's only 12. A very bright and clever, very eager and adventurous 12, but she is still just 12. The rule, little beauty, is that wearing clothes is neither a right nor a privilege; it's something your Master permits. That doesn't mean you'll need to ask me each and every time for everything. At least, not until I have you with me. What I'll want is the following:
1- A full, complete list of all your clothes and accessories. You'll only need to do that the once, but update that list as you add or discard things.
2- Once a week, supply me what outfits you'd like to wear to school. 
3- A list of what you wear: when relaxing around the house; for doing chores; for going out to play; for going out, for example, shopping with dad. 
For #3, I'll look that over the once, then OK them. Once a week I'll look over your planned outfits for school, and OK those. I may never make any changes. The point of this is not that I intend to make changes. It's that, as your Master, I have the right, the control and power, to choose what my little slave wears... or not. I want, each and every time you get dressed, to feel that, to know and understand that. 
Does this help you understand better now my little one?
I want this. I want this a very great deal. I want this very, very badly. The fact that my Kylie is looking as wide-eyed, as anxious and apprehensive as she is, as red-faced and nervous as she is, is only making that deep powerful need even worse. Like adding aviation fuel to an already burning bonfire. 
There's nowhere for her to go. Not only is she tightly bound, but positioned as I'd placed her there's only one way to kneel, one way to face. There's no avoiding what's right in front of her eyes. No way of avoiding what I want from her. And suddenly she looks very much as if she's in way, way over her head.
Well, she was, of course.
The first time she brushed her satin cheek along me I softly hissed, my cock throbbed and pulsed. As I did, as it did, the second time she brushed along me. Then she froze, eyes absolutely enormous, as I gently cupped her cheek, holding her still with that light touch.
"Just look," I murmured, my voice that odd, thick heated velvet. "Just look. You've been wanting to look. To see. I've noticed you looking before. So look."
"Look how you made me, just undressing. Doing nothing more than simply undressing. That's what you do to me my Kylie. See what you do to me. See how you make me feel."
I gently caressed her cheek with my fingertips. "For now, just look. And talk, if you wish. We can talk a little, before I bring you out for further 'motivation'."
KENNA
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“Just look,” he says and I relax, though at the moment there is something else I want to do. As I pull back to look, his cock slides across my cheek and I turn my head and inhale. The slight turn makes it run almost under my nose and across my closed lips and I’m very aware of the musky smell of him. Then I can rest back on my haunches and look at him. The part of him that I want… just not in my mouth… yet. If he’d said do it, I would have. 
His words make me share in the responsibility. I am at fault for what we’re doing, bound or not. I did that to him. I may not have thought so, but if I get him started, I know what’s gonna happen. And it makes me feel wonderful. I am sexy. 
So now I really do look at it and examine it. I even try to imagine it going in me and I just don’t think it will fit. “It’s… it’s… ummm, beautiful,” I say. “I like that… I… I didn’t… really just from me undressing?”  I’d been so scared I’d look silly. “I wish I could touch it.” Which I then do with my cheek again. I run my cheek to the base where I can again look up at him. “I thought you were gonna make me… you know. I hope I didn’t look chicken. I would… for you.”  I’d said he could have his fun, just hadn’t expected that kind of surprise. It feels like cheating if I talked him out of his fun. 
I understand. Just what do what do know about clothes? Styles, colors, how many? 
MASTERIUS
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I understand. Just what do what do know about clothes? Styles, colors, how many?
I'm sorry little one, but I don't understand the question. I think you miswrote it. If you did, please phrase it again... and that's four swats.
"Yes Kylie," I rumbled, "really. Just from watching you undressing." Then it throbbed and I hissed again as she, a third time, brushed her silken cheek along the length. What she'd just said --“I wish I could touch it.” --made both the hiss ever sharper, the throb even more powerful.
"You'll be able to touch it soon," I promised. "Perhaps this Saturday, while I'm giving you special 'motivation'," I told her, watching her quite closely as I said that. Reaching to the side and leaning down I opened the bottom right desk drawer. Inside was a small, flat, steel-grey metal box, like a till box. I sat that atop my desk. "I'll be having you do more than just touch, as well. If, that is, you continue doing well the rest of this week. Now, open your mouth, very wide. As promised, I have a different gag for you."
Reaching back down I held up to her lips the new gag, which I'd just taken from the till box after unlocking and opening it. I hoped it fit; it should, as I'd just made it last night. Her pretty blue eyes looked a bit puzzled as I held it before her, waiting as she opened her mouth very wide for it.
Imagine taking a round, not hexagonal, flexible pencil. Then bend it in a circle, so one end touched the other. That's a bit what the heart of this looked like, except instead of being a pencil it was heavy stiff wired covered in dyed-black leather, and it wasn't much bigger in circumference than if I'd've made an 'OK' sign by touching my forefinger tip to my thumb tip. Attached to opposite sides were two thin, inch-wide leather straps. One of them, its end terminated with a small buckle, the other was perforated in a lengthwise series of holes.
I carefully tilted, then inserted, the leather-covered ring, then tilted it back again until upright, the ring wedged behind her small, white gleaming teeth. Tipping her head forward --which had the added benefit of lightly burying her face in my groin -- I snugly buckled the straps behind her head.
Then I tipped her head back, and watched her as she puzzled out the purpose of the gag, her expression growing even more delightful when I rumbled, "And I am going to make you... you know. Now."
KENNA
I read his IM to me and reread mine. Oh, crap, I didn’t proof it. 
Sorry, Sir. 
I tell daddy what happened and right then and there, still tied up for RP he swats me. He never did that before. 
I have received the assigned punishment, Sir. 
You know I had free typos, Sir. 
Just what do you want to know about my clothes? Should I tell you the number of each style and the colors? I could say I have 2 pairs of jeans, 3 pairs of capris (tan cargo, pink, and jean), etc. Will that be adequate, Sir?
So I made the offer and then when he starts talking, I relax. It is a little intense. I mean, yeah, I’d do it, but I’m glad I don’t have to yet.  And then he mentions Saturday, as in this Saturday it sounds like. I’m still nuzzling his cock, with a slight smile that brightens at the promise of special motivation on Saturday. When he says he has another gag for me, I let out a sigh of relief. 
The gag is way different than a sponge ball and I guess this must be what he was really talking about when he said he had something different than the sponge ball. It’s just a big leather O that fits in my mouth, not even as big as the sponge ball. But, once it’s in, I can’t close my mouth. It’s not just leather on the inside. I test it, but it won’t give at all. To top it off, he pushes my head down into his crotch. Now that’s close quarters with his big cock and the musky scent. He straps the belt around my head so the gag is not going anywhere. I look up at him quizzically wondering why the different gag that, by the way, is not nearly as comfortable as the sponge ball and tape. 
“And now I am going to make you… you know. Now,” he says and my eyes open wide. 
I was just wishing I was gagged instead and now… crap, I am. Oh, hell no, I just said I would, so he doesn’t have to make me. He doesn’t have to gag me. “I eh I oo ih,” I remind him. “Oo oh aah oo ay ee.” I can’t even speak right. I try to fight that scared little girl look. I mean, I’ll do it. But why this way? It’s a whole new meaning to helpless.  I move head back and line up with his cock. OK, I’ll do it. I don’t have to like it, do I?
I gotta get down now, Sir. I can’t wait until tomorrow. Are you really going to make her?
MASTERIUS
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I know dad gave you free typos little one. But that wasn't exactly a typo. Considering we were discussing a Rule, I would have expected you to pay a bit closer attention. Which is why you got four swats.
Yes, that should be adequate. I just need enough detail to enable me to choose (should I decide to choose) your clothes/outfits. Use your own judgment as to degree of detail. You're bright and clever enough to decide how much detail to provide.
I stare down at my Kylie in her prison. A prison whose walls and ceiling are my desk well, whose cell door is my chair and my body. And not only is she helplessly locked inside that prison cell, no way to flee that, she's also helplessly bound. And now gagged as well.
Perhaps gagging her this way was a mistake. I wasn't at the point of losing control. Well, not yet, anyway. But I sharply inhaled, seeing her naked, bound and kneeling, sweet little mouth helplessly held wide open and mere inches from my aching cock. And while I wasn't mindlessly out of control... I wanted this and, by gawd, I was going to have her do this. 
Saturday, oh now Saturday would be different. Both of us sprawled in bed together, mutually exploring, mutually pleasuring. But today, this afternoon, right now...
I was going to have my Kylie do this, bound and gagged, as a little slave playtoy.
If you have to get down my little one then get down. It's OK. And yes, I really am going to make her.
I waited a few seconds, long enough for her to have read that, then sent:
Just like I will have you, one day, do that. Just like that, my little playtoy slave
KENNA
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He posted quick while I was getting ready for bed so there are messages and a post waiting for me.  The post makes me really excited, like intensely gotta touch myself excited. He’s actually going to make her with her mouth pried open and helpless. I’ve even tried to bargain the gag away so she can do it on her own terms, but he’s not letting her! Oh gawd, I squirm in my chair as I read the part about him doing it to me! I think I’ve made Kylie a little more eager than I would be, so jeez, squirm, wiggle, and wow, that would be like really making me. 
Sir, I wasn’t complaining about the swats. If I wanted to bargain, I’d have told you before I got them. I wanted you to know that I took your swats without bargaining even though daddy gave me free typos.  And that was a typo by daddy’s definition. We always lumped them all in one category. I do understand the difference and will be more accurate in the future.  
I won’t be on tomorrow afternoon. I’ll make a list of my clothes and post it tomorrow evening. 
I wasted precious time writing out those IMs, because no sooner do I start rubbing myself than daddy knocks on the door. It’s already bedtime! And my cunny is wet! “Just a sec,” I call out. Then I strip off my T-shirt and use it to wipe my cunny. I take off my panties and get on the bed. “OK, I’m ready,” I say. As daddy ties me spread eagle on the bed, I’m thinking about this itch and how it’s gonna be a long night all the time he’s tying me and tucking me in. 
For a while I lie in bed, trying to squeeze my thighs together. There’s enough slack in the rope that I can, but that’s not good enough. I think about me with a ring gag in my mouth and a cock that I can’t stop. Then I think about Kylie and try to come up with a post for tomorrow. Then I just have to get my mind off it all together and finally I get to sleep. 
There’s no spanking at all in the morning. So, I have to IM Masterius before I go to school. Daddy didn’t wake me with a spanking at all, Sir. He wants an alternative to the cunny spanking and says without your orders, he won’t do any. 
It takes me a while after school to inventory my clothes. I never thought I had that much, but when I have to write it down, there’s a bunch. Then I type it in a Word file and email it to Masterius, because it’s too big for an IM. 
EMAIL: 
Sir, 
I’m not that much into clothes, not like some of the girls are. But it’s those girls that make it practically a survival skill to have a decent wardrobe. I can remember 5th grade when I could let daddy pick out my clothes and get by. I had two pairs of jeans, two dresses, and some tops. Two years ago it got tougher, but there was also no point in competing with the other girls. Now I dress just to not be noticed at school, if you know what I mean. In the middle. Not to attract boys and not to attract scorn. 
I decided to give you the style and main color. Most of the clothes have trim or blings or something with different colors, but didn’t want to get too detailed. This being April, it’s getting warm in So Cal, so you can guess what I won’t be wearing to school. 
So anyway, I have: 
Outfits:
 A flowered tunic top with black leggings
A green silk top with a plum skirt
A brown sweater with a tan skirt
1 dress (blue)
A plaid jumper with a frilly white blouse (Christmas present from Grandma and only worn for Grandma ()
Tops: 1 white hooded sweater 
1 yellow long-sleeve hoodie
2 short sleeve hoodies (light blue, pink with Gap logo)
2 long sleeve blouses (cream, red)
4 short sleeve blouses (yellow/flowered, lavender, pink, polka dot)
2 smock tops (flowered, stars)
2 tank tops (brown, pink)
1 halter top (white)
5 camis (2 white, 1 pink, 1 light blue, 1 purple)
1 cable sweater vest (burgundy)
8 T-shirts (Gap, Big Bear, Sedona, USC, Just Do It, and different colors)
Bottoms: 
2 pairs of jeans
3 pairs of capris (tan cargo, pink knit, jean)
1 pair of satin knit pants (light blue)
1 pair of cargos (brown)
2 pair of leggings (yellow, burgundy)
4 pairs of shorts (jean, tan, plaid, dark green)
2 skirts (flowered, jean)
3 skorts (jean, light blue, cream)
Underwear: 3 bras (2 white, 1 blue)
6 brief panties (white, dots, hearts, puppies)
3 bikini panties (yellow, pink, hearts)
2 thongs (pink, red)
2 pair of tights (white)
2 pairs of argyle knee socks4 ankle socks (white, hearts, puppies)
8 footies (white, pink, puppies)
2 pair panty hose
Shoes: 
1 pair running shoes for school
1 pair junky running shoes for play
1 pair ballet flats (brown)
1 pair flip flops
1 pair hiking boots
Other Stuff: 
School gym outfit (3 T’s and 2 shorts with school logo, 4 athletic socks, gym shoes, gym bag)
Soccer outfit (2 T’s and 2 shorts with team logo, soccer shoes)
2 baseball caps (USC, Gap)
Ski outfit (ski jacket, sweater, bib pants, gloves, goggles, hat, scarf, boots, skis)
1 fleece hood (USC logo)
1 two piece swim suit (don’t get your hopes up)
1 one piece swim suit (better than the two piece)
Accessories: 
2 totes (purple, gray)
1 purse (blue)
1 backpack (red)
1 silver heart link necklace
1 double bead necklace
4 bangles
1 ring
2 nipple rings
1 leather belt
1 fabric belt (pink & purple)
1 silk tie belt
2 scarves
3 pair of earrings (heart, ball, hoop) (pierced ears)
4 scrunchies 
A bunch of barrettes 
3 hair bands 
Make-up: 
Pre-foundation primer
Powder foundation
Memory foundation
Blush collection
Lip gloss compact
Aura 
Toiletries: 
2 hair brushes
Toothbrush
Toothpaste
Deodorant
Shampoo and conditioner
Tampons and pads (or is that more information than you wanted?) ( 
Love and Devotion, 
Winry
Oh gawd, I’m trembling as I line up with the purple head of his cock. It’s not scared trembling anymore. I don’t know why I’m trembling because I know I’m gonna do it. It’s actually like I want to do it, at least I want to make him feel good like he’s made me feel good. He’s made it crystal clear that this is his fun and it doesn’t matter that I don’t like it. Because I don’t, but I do. I don’t want to suck on it. I don’t want to be gagged to do it. But I want to because he wants it. It makes me tingle to know how much he wants it. Oh yeah, it makes me shiver and quiver that he wants to do it this way. It makes me mad. It makes me frustrated. But it makes my ears roar and my tummy ache and my cunny tingle. OK, I do know why I’m trembling. 
And there’s a part of me that wants to do it… the curious part of me. What’s it feel like? And not just how it will feel in my mouth, but how will it feel that he makes me? What’s it taste like? What will his cum really taste like? I think they’re lying in the RPs when they say it tastes like sweet cream. And then I focus, almost cross eyed, on the tip of his cock and see a little drop of precum at the tip, glistening like dew, but it’s not dew. 
And I’m aware that his scent has made me a little less rational… jump started my lust. Nope, I sure didn’t miss how good he smells or how it made me want to lick it. If I wasn’t being so rational at the time, I would have.  Still might. 
I need to stop stalling. Already I’ve leaned forward two or three times and back again, talking myself into it and then back out of it. I’m a good girl and good girls don’t suck on cocks. Yeah, but they also don’t ask for motivation probably. They don’t find themselves kneeling in front of one, tied and gagged. So, I’m not a good girl and I’m gonna. 
I can’t see his eyes anymore, but I remember the look. He wants this. He wants his sexy Kylie to put it in her mouth because she made him like this. He wants to have his fun even though I… jeez, maybe he wants it more because I don’t want to. That’s it. I’m doing it. I’m thinking too much. No more stalling. His cock juts up in front of me, nearly touching the underside of the desk, and I lean forward and up to catch the tip in my pried open mouth and bang my head on the underside of his desk again. Oh my God, I don’t have hands to use to pull his cock down. After all that, I don’t even get to do it at my own pace. He’s taken away even the timing. I have to wait for him to pull the tip down to my mouth. I can’t believe how hot it makes me to know I can’t even suck his cock without his help. So now I do lean forward and down nearly to the base of his cock and lick the underside of the veined shaft, getting his salty, warm taste. I lick from the base up to where my head pushes against the bottom of the desk again. 
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I was planning on doing some writing after Winry went to bed. I hadn't been doing a lot of writing lately, not since we'd started role-playing. And, well, training. But as I sat at my computer it wasn't a matter of having writer's block as much as I couldn't stop contemplating things.
At the very beginning I'd no idea, no suspicions, that Winry was a young girl. I'd just found her premise quite intriguing and, as she also seemed to be quite literate and inventive, she also seemed like someone I'd enjoy role-playing with, as my RPs did have a tendency to get somewhat wordy and lengthy.
But within the first couple of post-exchanges my mental antenna had started twitching. In all honestly, so subtly I don't think I was aware of that at all. But as we continued exchanging posts I'd started reflecting more and more. After read-and-reply posting, that is. There'd been nothing blatant, 'in-my-face' about things, true. Just, well, very subtle hints. In fact, so subtle I wasn't at all sure I wasn't mentally doctoring what I'd been detecting. 
Because, if I was scrupulously honest with myself, the thought of role-playing the scene-within-a-scene with someone like I was beginning to suspect Winry actually was, was rather appealing. Exciting and thrilling. The thought of helping her safely explore her burgeoning curiosity... of mentoring her... of actually training her...
Let's just say I had ample reasons to suspect my logic and deductive reasoning might be a wee bit faulty and prejudiced in this instance.
The final nail in the coffin of doubt was, surprisingly, not the IM from her dad. That could still have been the creativity of an extremely talented and inventive role-player (like my modest and humble self, I thought, grinning). No, the final, remove-all-shadow-of-a-doubt had been something that, on the surface, was extraordinarily matter-of-fact, something almost lost in the passing.
Daddy spanked my thighs and I’m supposed to tell you my breasts and vagina are off limits for daddy’s ‘focus’.
I remember reading that and being not at all surprised. It did make perfect, logical sense: 'Daddy' was perfectly willing to help his little girl with her explorations, including tying her, and doing that with her naked. But, actually touching her those places --her 'no-touch' places, her erogenous zones, her privates-- was simply something a 'Daddy' shouldn't, and he wouldn't, do.
It made such perfect, logical sense that I'd never thought to question that, or argue that. I simply accepted that; in fact, in a way I was sort of prepared for something like that. It made such perfect, logical sense that it wasn't until the following day that I literally rocked with an epiphany.
Suppose my original conjecture had been correct, that 'Winry' (or Kylie, as I was beginning to suspect her real name was) had been an adult female (or male, for that matter) playing a child. Then suppose, adding to that, that they were either pretending to follow the training assignments or were actually doing them to the best of their ability. Certainly, in either or both scenarios she/he would be finding that sensual. Erotic. Stimulating. So why on Earth would they be willing to do things in the RP-RP (that is, Mr. Eric/Kylie) but set such a limit for 'Winry'?
The only obvious answer, of course, was that this was real. Abso-fucking-lutely, no-shittin' real.
Revelations such as that shouldn't strike one while driving. I literally jerked so hard I almost changed lanes, which pissed the driver to my side to no end. 
I don't remember much about the drive home, other than I missed my exit for the first time ever. My face was so flushed I'd felt sunburned. I turned the a/c on, I was feeling so warm. This was real. This was real. Winry was real.
I'd so many emotions thrumming inside me. A touch of panic, of concern, which was natural enough considering things. A great deal of awed wonder, joy and delight. A tremendous feeling of honor, both from Winry's trust in me and finding me interesting and intriguing enough to want to both RP with me and me to train her, and from her father's trust in me. Both of those I kept cupped deep inside me, cherishing them for the very real, priceless treasures they were. You simply don't, ever, get awarded a higher compliment than those!

But there was also lust, and desire. Oh fuck yes there was those. I wanted Winry. I wanted her with me, as mine. I wanted to be the one, right there, teaching and training her. I wanted to be the one helping her explore and experiment. I wanted to be the one to play with her, enjoy her... her and her body.
I was, I discovered, growing envious of her father because he was the one right there. The 'Man on the Spot'. 
But there was no way I could foresee honorably possessing her. You only had to read some of my stories to tell I was certainly aware of many, many sneaky and devious means of 'acquiring' her. But should I do so, I'd be breaking the huge trust they had in me.
Moral versus immoral. Ethical versus unethical. Honorable versus dishonorable.
Yep... t'was quite an interesting ride home
I had two messages waiting for me when I logged on in the afternoon. I read them both, warmly smiling, then replied to each.
My little one, I never thought you were complaining about the swats. Explaining, yes; complaining, no. And when you do things like that --accepting a punishment or discipline from me without complaint or bargaining-- my little slave makes me so very proud of her. And, as your Master, very proud being your Master.
I didn't expect him to wake you with a cunny spanking little one. I knew that was a limit. Don't worry though --grins-- I have lots of other ways of tying my little playtoy slave for bedtimes, and ways of waking her up!
I got dinner started, then was doing some errands when I heard the ping of incoming email. I wasn't really expecting anything, and it wasn't a messenger chime so I was a bit before getting to it. And when I did... my jaw dropped.
I started reading, and between my awe at the inventory itself, I simply had to chuckle at some things. I nodded at the introduction; I might never have been a girl, true, but I was aware of the, erm, 'competitive' nature of girls her age, and of their, well, uncanny ability to snipe. A sharp fashion sense was, just as she'd described, very much a social 'survival skill'.
When I got to the very end I burst out laughing at the "or is that more information than you wanted?” Then grew very quiet, feeling a lump in my throat, at the closing "Love and Devotion".
I printed and saved the inventory then replied.
Very well done little one! Very well done indeed. This is perfect! Thank you. I see you put a lot of effort into this, and, yes, this is just what I'd wanted and needed. Even if it was a bit too much information. ; ) And nipple rings? --lifts a brow-- Now my little playtoy slave wouldn't be trying to pull her Master's leg now, would she?
And I agree: there is no point in you competing with the other girls. They don't even come close to you and they never will. You're all the girl anyone could ever ask for, and I'm delighted and happy you're mine.
It was taking her a bit to do as I'd told her, and after a few moments I realized why. Part of it was, as I'd expected, embarrassed, self-conscious reluctance and hesitation. But no small part of it was, well... she simply couldn't maneuver. Between the underside of the desk being just above her head, her restrictive bondage and my cock jutting upwards as it did, she simply didn't have room to work the open ring over the crown. And as erotic and arousing as watching her trying doing that was...
I reached under the desk as I leaned forward a bit. One hand cupped her cheek, the other grasped my thick, jutting shaft. In a single smooth motion I guided it down... and popped the swollen crown just through the ring, sharply inhaling as I felt the velvet warm wetness of her little tongue just glide against the underside of my tip.
KENNA
Winry Posts Thursday Afternoon, 30 Apr
It feels so good to have him say he’s proud of me that I feel a little guilty. I was fishing for that. Yep, I just might have him figured out now. 
Sir, I was just checking to see if you really read it. *grins* No, I don’t have nipple rings. 
You didn’t have to email me back. I just did that for the size of the list. FYI, daddy checks email, too. I’m not trying to get around him. 
Gosh, I guess I forgot to tell you.  Sort of on purpose, but you should know something. I don’t compete with the other girls because I’m a sophomore. All of them are 15 or 16. That’s why I’m not trying to impress the boys. They’re not interested in me. And why I don’t “play” much. Except for RPs. Only friends I have my age are the girls on my soccer team and that ended two weeks ago. Daddy encourages me to “explore my potential” so I don’t have many limits. No argument from me. ( 
Thanks for the compliment, Sir. 
I lick him a couple of times, waiting for his help. After trying so hard to do what he wants, I don’t want to give up now. There’s still this want to and not want to battle going on in me, but the want to make him happy part and want to see this through part is winning. They’re winning mainly because I’d feel guilty and even disappointed now if I don’t, not knowing if it’s because I’d looked chicken and then fooled around and it was my fault I didn’t. 
So then he just grabs it and pokes in my mouth. I have one last brief chance to back off, but I don’t. It happens pretty fast and I’m glad it does. Then there are so many sensations I can’t believe it. It’s warm and soft, not hard like it looks. My tongue tastes the salty tip and then the drop no longer glistens on the tip, it’s on my tongue. It’s salty, tangy, and kind of metallic. It makes me shiver and want more. Not a whole lot more, but another sample. I run my tongue around the tip and push down farther. The taste, the feel, and the smell all make me ache all over. Taking about two inches, I lean far enough forward that I can see his face from under the desk. The look in his eyes makes it worth it. I feel a sense of success and blush at what I must look like. 
I’m stunned at what I’m doing. Blowing Mr. Eric is so not ever been on my list of things to do. I hope I get an A for this. 
Then I get off and do homework and fix dinner. 
COME PLAY WITH ME 
Chapter Three
By Kenna and Masterius
MASTERIUS
Masterius Posts Thursday, 30 Apr
Awww... you don't have nipple rings? --pouts-- I guess we'll have to fix that then, won't we?
A sophomore? Wow! I'm impressed! Your writing and literacy has always impressed me, and now I see why. That's really cool little one. Although you also have my sympathy, too. It's not easy being an accelerated student, you're sort of part of two different worlds without really belonging to either. Still, I bet you're the sexiest in your class.
Soccer, huh? What position? I played goalie. I play goalie in ice hockey, too. 
I stiffened, my breath rasping in a sudden sharp inhale as I just popped inside. That was nothing, however, compared to how it felt when she started experimentally licking. And it was experimental, no two ways about it. Everything about her --posture, expression, blush, hesitancy-- spoke volumes. And it was a novel that was arousing me faster, more powerfully, than I'd ever felt before.
And then she pushes down some. Not a lot, no. Maybe an inch or two. But she'd clearly pushed down. Taking more of me into her mouth. Not drawn up. Not froze. Not just stayed where she'd been and left it at that. She'd pushed down.
Again, as before, I'd had original intentions. A plan of how things would go. And, like before, those plans vanished. It wasn't very long at all before I'd grown so warm the room felt stifling. I don't think I'd blinked once, I just kept staring down at her. Her sweet little mouth and warm moist velvet tongue were terribly teasing. Not intentionally teasing, no. But between her hesitancy and unsureness --which was quickly fading, it seemed-- and the lack of real suction and friction due to the ring gag, I was being mercilessly teased.
And so I reached down, grasped the base of my shaft, in front of her face, and started stroking.
That... wasn't the smartest thing to do, I quickly discovered. Within a couple of minutes I felt the seething, raging pressure of an impending ejaculation. And from the soft sound I heard from her, she'd either sensed, or had gotten the warning taste, of that.
I wondered if she really knew what to expect. I knew Health Class had covered the 'necessities', but I wondered if she'd thought that far ahead.
Well, no matter. In a few short seconds she'd be getting a first-hand (or first-head?) experience regarding a very aroused male cumming.
And I wasn't pulling out first, either.
I think, for tonight's RP, I'd like you tied differently. You'll need a sturdy, four-legged chair, preferably one without arms, and a small towel. Roll the towel up into a tight tube, making a long cylinder about two inches in diameter. Place the towel-tube atop the seat, running front to back so that, when you sit down, your cunny is firmly atop the towel tube.
Next I'll want your body snugly tied to the chair back, at two places: just below nipples and at your waist. Your legs will be spread very wide, with your ankles tied up off the floor and to the back chair legs. Your left hand is tied behind your back, while your right hand is typing-gloved. And I'll want you gagged with the large sponge-ball and tape.
Next I messaged a hyperlink.
If your dad can figure out a safe, private, anonymous way for me to buy things for you (I'm not, and won't, ask either of you to spend your own money) I'd like to start off by buying this for my pretty little slave.
'This' was a collar. A real collar. Made of stainless steel and leather, it had a one-inch wide strip of shiny steel mounted onto an inch-and-a-quarter wide strip of leather. A heavy-duty O-ring was riveted at the center of the collar, in addition to a D-ring at one end, and also had a lockable hasp. It was simple, yet elegant, the leather subtly outlining and defining the collar edges.
KENNA
Winry Posts Thursday, 30 Apr
I sure hope he’s not too serious about the nipple rings. Daddy sure won’t let it happen and… well, there is this lingering thought that maybe someday we can do it for real. 
I played fullback and about all you can say about me is I was the sexist one on the field. You better! ( Goalie? Now I’m impressed. 
I was doing OK, until he started to stroke himself. It meant he stopped thrusting and I just held still, but it also meant something else. Up until he started with his hand, I figured this was just like a test, you know, a trial run or something. He’s leaned back a little so I’ve got the tip in my mouth and can see his face without straining. Hey, what are you doing? I wasn’t expecting this. Yo, slow down or else. Yeah, or else doesn’t sound too threatening to him. The or else is for me. 
I keep his cock about an inch in my mouth. I suppose I could back up and get away, but I don’t. My heart starts to beat fast as his motion just lightly shakes my head. “Uhhhh?” I say. He doesn’t blink. I can tell something is going to happen, soon… or not… maybe now… I mean, just how heavy is he gonna be breathing. Now? He keeps getting more and more excited and I have to admit I’m going right along with him. Just the way he looks and sounds and oh yeah, that it’s my fault, is thrilling. 
And through it all, I still have this yes, no, maybe feeling. I just can’t bring myself to listen to the no, this is wrong, get away (the 4 inches or so I can get away). I’m still thinking about it when… he gasps and strains and his hand speeds up and Jesus Christ! I get a mouthful of that sample I wanted. Now I do jerk back in surprise. Bump my head. What the hell? How much of that is in there? It keeps coming out, on my face, on my chest, and in my wide open mouth. Not much different from the tangy, salty, metallic taste of his precum except for the slime factor. 
Once Old Faithful stops, I just sit there breathing through my nose now. Kind of in shock. Pretty tingly all over. A little proud of myself. Beyond grossed out. Then I move my tongue around, trying to deal with the stuff I can’t swallow, but all I end doing is looking like I’m showing off what he just put there. Hey, yeah, look at the sexy little Kylie with your cum in her mouth. That pretty much met the definition of something he liked, but I didn’t. 
Sir, I’ll talk to daddy about being tied different. The screen is too high for a regular chair, but maybe one of the stools at the breakfast bar. Or he could put the chair on something. 
That’s a nice collar, Sir. Could you send to a P.O. Box? If we had one. 
Then I wonder what else he might buy for me. One of those ring gags he just stuck in Kylie’s mouth? 
Thinking about the sight of Kylie dancing and stripping for Mr. Eric really bothers me. It’s not so much that he shouldn’t and she shouldn’t be doing that. It’s that I never saw it coming. I know she’s my best friend and it’s catty, but I want him to look at me like that, too. I want it, but on my terms.  
Nobody’s home except my big brother and he ignores me anyway, so I go out and head back to the school. There’s nobody around, so I peek in the window again. Now he’s just sitting at his desk. Looks like her study session is already over, but I watch because he’s sitting funny and moving funny. I swear it looks like he’s jacking off.  Yeah, that’s it. He’s thinking about her and jacking off. 
It’s the way he’s sitting that really looks suspicious. Man oh man, I can’t see her, but I’d bet she’s under his desk, right in front of him and… oh my God… no way could Kylie be blowing him. I get my cell phone back out and snap a picture. When I look at it, I see I’ve captured the naughty teacher sitting at his desk. It doesn’t look very incriminating, but my phone does take videos, too. I take a short one and yep, it looks like he’s jacking off. I wish I could get one of Kylie, too, so I stick around and watch.  
MASTERIUS
Masterius Posts Thursday, 30 Apr
I have no doubt you were the sexiest girl, on or off the field. As to different ways of RP-tying you, we'll work things out over time. It's going to be difficult because I've no way of 'seeing' what you have there to be tied to, or with. But we'll figure things out.:  )
If you had a P.O. Box, and if your dad is ok with that, yes, I'd be able to send you things, like that collar, there. I'd be fine with that. But he'd have to OK that, of course. I know you know that, and I also know you wouldn't try working around that, too. But I still needed to say that.
I just sat there, slumped and panting, for a couple of minutes. I don't think an earthquake could have moved me. My eyes were wide, but I wasn't seeing anything. I was just... floating. Floating in the middle of the most blissful intense pleasure I'd ever felt. And then, of course, at some point I wound up looking down... my eyes meeting, catching... holding hers.
I started swelling again, thickening and jutting. How could I not, when I saw my Kylie kneeling there, still bound and ring gagged, still naked, her mouth held wide by the ring of the gag... a gag spotted and dripping with my cum. Her face, throat and even chest spattered with droplets and driblets.
Closing my eyes I softly groaned, feeling my face grow hot and flushed again. Her expression seeing me swell and jut was priceless, especially when it jutted up under her chin, poking her.
Sliding my chair back I gazed down at her, my eyes molten and gleaming. I just... purred. There was no other word for that. A deep in the chest, very bass rumble of utter pleasure and contentment. Reaching down and under I drew her towards me, this time, yes, slipping her across the tiles. Leaning down even more I untied the knot at the tops of her thighs, releasing the ropes that kept her forced kneeling. Then I carefully helped her stand up, then sat her sideways atop my lap. This time her bare bottom was right against my cock. No trousers, no briefs, between me and her luscious cute pert ass.
I slid the chair forwards as I cuddled her with one muscled arm. Once at the desk I opened the top right drawer, setting a plastic box of wet-naps atop my desk. I used them a lot in class; very versatile things for quick spot-cleaning. I'd just never ever imagined using them as I was about to!
Once I sat the box atop my desk and popped the lid open I reached behind her head and unbuckled the straps. Very gently, very carefully, I tilted and tipped the leather-covered (and cum-spattered) ring from out behind her gleaming white teeth.
I still couldn't speak, my throat was too thick and tight, but she must have seen something in my face and eyes, based upon her expression. Setting the gag down I pulled a wet-nap out, then tenderly wiped her face with the lightly-lemon-scented, moistened towelette. Once I had gently laved her face, though, I drew her tight to me and kissed her. And although it was a gentle and tender kiss, it was a very intense, very passionate one, too. I let that kiss speak to her of my feelings, and I had a lot of 'speaking' to do at the moment. 
In between those kisses I used more wet-naps to wipe her chin and cheeks, her throat and chest. So it took quite some time to thoroughly clean her. Especially since I wasn't just kissing, but also caressing and stroking and cuddling... and purring so deeply it felt like I was vibrating.
KENNA
Winry Posts Thursday Night, 30 Apr
Just remember the monitor is a flat screen on the wall about 5 feet high. The keyboard is about 4 feet high to my right. The joystick is adjustable, but not much. Like you asked and I suggested, daddy’s got me on a chair from the breakfast bar. It’s a tall chair, so it works. A little bit of a stretch. Hope you like it, the stretch I mean. 
Now would be the time to talk about how you want me tied for the night and awakened in the morning. 
Yes, I understand the daddy issue, Sir. 
Yuck, I didn’t really want to see what a man looks like when he cums. Call it morbid curiosity I guess, but I can’t take my eyes off him. As I peek through the window, he slides back and pulls Kylie out from under the desk. I just about fall over. I thought she was there, but seeing it is something else. The slit in the curtains is narrow and it’s hard to make out detail, so I can only assume she’s got the stuff on her. I put my phone to the window and get a video of him cleaning her off. It’s clear in the video that she’s naked and I do a double take… she’s tied. Oh my God, what is he making her do? It makes me stop and think about what I want. 
He relaxes for a couple of minutes leaving me with a mouthful that I try to push out with my tongue like yeah, I really wanted more on my chin and chest. Then he looks at me and his cock starts to grow again. “Uh uh,” I shake my head. Fun’s over. Please? 
I sigh with relief as he picks me up and starts to untie me, nestling me in his lap. The offending member presses against my butt like it’s trying to make up with me. I suppose I can’t complain. It was important to me for him to have his fun. I just had never envisioned that kind of fun. 
When he removes the gag, I figuratively bite my tongue. I’m a little annoyed at being left with a mouthful for so long. I swallow a couple of times, getting my spit and his cum out of my mouth. As he cleans me up, I start to feel better about what just happened. His kisses and his caresses remind me why I did it. I return his kisses, forgetting to be reluctant or mad. I love him and I want him to know it. It’s not like all is forgiven because there’s nothing to forgive. 
It was important before the fact that he know I wanted him to have fun. It’s equally important to me now that he know I meant it. When the kissing slows down and I get a chance to take a breath, I say, “You enjoyed that.” Understatement of the year. “I’m glad.” Not like I’m going to gush out with, hey, let’s do it again sometime. But, he will. And I’m not saying anything to stop him. I kiss him again, me kissing him, not him kissing me and he kisses back. “Could I have my arms? So I can hold you… my love?” Taking a chance with that. 
This is actually more comfortable than being on my toes, thank you, Sir.
MASTERIUS
Masterius posts Thursday evening, 30 Apr
He really did put a lot of effort into creating your own little RP space I see. Everything's set to be just right with you standing. I'll keep that in mind. I'm glad he was able to find a chair that works. I rather like having my pretty little slave tightly bound in a chair for RP.:  )
Now would be a good time to decide, yes. That's showing initiative and thoughtfulness. --warmly smiles--
I think for tonight only your wrists will be tied, crossed behind your back. And collar-leashed, too. And woken in the morning with cuddles and kisses. My little slave has been exceptionally pleasing the last couple of days, after all. --smiles-- As tomorrow night is not a school night, though, I think your Master will think of something a lot more restrictive for tying his little slave for bed.
“You enjoyed that.” I nodded. That I certainly had, and on so many levels, too. Each of them being extremely intense and extraordinarily satisfying. “I’m glad.” A gentle warmth flowered inside me at that, spreading outwards, growing as it did. My lips curved in a soft smile, my eyes warmly gleamed as I reached out and, with the tip of my forefinger, lightly brushed along the curve of cheek and jaw.
She really was glad, too. I could tell. Which made her comment all the more poignant and intense, because I could clearly tell her jury was still out regarding a lot of what had happened. She was at best embarrassed, at worse grossed out, over some things. That much was obvious, especially about having my cum in her mouth and splattered all over her face, chin, chest and throat. And it was patently clear that she'd never, ever before thought about what had just happened. Had never daydreamed, fantasized or imagined giving me a bj. Which wasn't all that surprising. But for all that, she was glad that I'd enjoyed that, no matter her own personal thoughts.
“Could I have my arms? So I can hold you… my love?” I paused in mid-caress. Her voice had been so soft I'd almost missed what she'd said. I leaned back a little, gazing into her beautiful blue eyes. Reaching out I gently tucked a stray strand of hair behind a little ear, then leaned forward and kissed her forehead.
Lifting and shifting I stood her up then turned her around, facing away. Then eased myself out of my chair, crouching just behind her, then started untying her ankles and legs. Once they were untied I sat back down then untied wrists and elbows. Once my little Kylie was fully untied I gently turned her sideways, lifted her a little and re-perched her on my lap, shivering as, once more, her lovely bare bottom pressed against my jutting erection.
Slipping muscled arms around her little naked, silky-smooth and warm body I whispered, my tone wistful and yearning, "Kiss me, my pretty, sexy little Kylie love?" And as I whispered that... my cock pulsed and throbbed beneath her pert rump.
You're welcome my little slave. I'm glad it's more comfortable. Then again --grins-- that means I can keep you tied like that for much longer. Perhaps even overnight and through the next morning sometimes. ; )
KENNA
Winry Posts Thursday Evening, 30 Apr
Ow, ow, ooo, I got a cramp, Sir. And daddy didn’t use a regular towel. I’m sitting on burlap. 
I ask for my arms and he smiles, but doesn’t say anything. The look he gives me isn’t that intense, demanding look of lust that he had earlier. That look moves me in a wildly exciting direction. This one pierces me and melts me. Both make my heart beat faster. I don’t need my arms. The look is enough and for a moment I think that’s all I’m going to get. Then he unties my legs, leaving my arms for last. 
As he settles me on his lap, I pay attention to his cock as it presses against my butt. He’s hard again and though I’d like to touch it with my hands (I have touched it with a lot of other parts of me now), I don’t. It’s been a pretty intense afternoon and I just want to hold him. Even when he asks for a kiss, I lean into him, arms around him and my cheek resting on his shoulder. For a minute I just hold him, feeling his heart beat against me. I love the feel of his strong arms around me. 
Then I do kiss him. It was just going to be a little kiss, but I can’t help it. His hands are on my body, caressing and loving me. I kiss him hungrily until I feel his cock move against me. Oops, I don’t want to get him excited again, but it’s nice to know I can. So, I slow down again. Funny, but I’d just like to go and chill. You know, to think about what just happened. 
“Thank you, my love, I’ll never forget today.” My first blowjob. Tied, naked, and helpless and forced. Jeez, I squirm at the thought of it. What? Why? That funny feeling I get when I’m excited just confuses me this time. 
I keep watching and take a couple of pictures of them kissing. Aside from being naked, that’s what I want. The more I watch, the more I want some. Today. I wonder how long they’ve been doing this. The whole detention and study session stuff was a lie and it burns me to know Kylie thinks I can’t keep this secret. 
Longer than usual, Sir, but it’s still bedtime. I’ll be back in a few minutes to say good night. 
MASTERIUS
Masterius Posts Thursday, 30 Apr
Cramps? That's not good little one. Why are you cramping? 
I was concerned and worried. I couldn't figure out why she would be cramping. Nothing I'd asked for should have had her cramp.
She didn't kiss at first. She just wanted to be held. And I was fine with that. More than fine, actually. It was quite wonderful just to hold her close and cuddle her. But when she finally did kiss... wow!
“Thank you, my love, I’ll never forget today.”
Gently kissing her cheek I drew her back against me, cheek against my chest, head tucked under my chin. One hand lightly stroked her back, the other gently brushed her hair with my fingertips. "I'll never forget today either," I softly whispered, my voice low and deep and rumbly. My lips curved in a little smile. That was twice now she'd called me 'my love'. I liked the sound of that. I liked just as much knowing that she was mine now. And I'd only be working to make her even more so mine.
I gently cuddled her for a while, just holding her. I wanted and needed a little 'down-time', too, especially right after such a mind-numbing climax as I'd experienced. And I couldn't think of a better way of relaxing and savoring that as what I was currently doing.
Finally, though, I softly sighed, then gently kissed her forehead, then cheeks, then lips. "Get dressed now my beautiful Kylie," I told her. I watched her as she got dressed, as I hitched my briefs and pants back up, refastening them. Once she was dressed I handed her tonight's worksheets. "Tomorrow," I murmured, my eyes warm and gleaming, my voice caressing her.
I watched her as she left, then leaned back in my chair. I had quite a bit of work to do for tomorrow, but I really wasn't in the mood to do anything but continue to bask in the wonderful feelings. 
I'll chat with you a bit then before bedtime. Before I forget, you have been doing your morning and evening kneeling rituals, yes?
KENNA
Winry IMs Thursday, 30 Apr
Just kidding, Sir. You said you’d leave me hear all night because I was comfortable, so… I don’t really have cramps and it wasn’t really burlap.
Yes sir, I’ve been doing the kneeling. And wearing my collar.  
I read his post and then say – I’ll post tomorrow, Sir. Good night. 
MASTERIUS
Masterius posts Thursday, 30 Apr at Winry's bedtime
Ah, ok. Just checking. Since I'm not actually with you, I have to depend on you telling me how things feel, since I can't see for myself. I'm pleased that the chair is comfortable. So many things I can do with that with you. --grins--
I'm looking forward to this weekend with you. I hope we'll have more time together? I'd like that. A lot.
Sweet dreams my pretty little playtoy slave, I messaged her after receiving her last message. Master will be drifting off to sleep, picturing you bound and collar-leashed. And, well... also picturing my little slave next to me as I drift off to sleep.
Night, night! 
I'll admit to being a bit eager, anticipating her next post. From all indications it seemed, very soon, as if Brittany would be confronting Mr. Eric in some form or fashion. And I was greatly curious and intrigued as to how that would play out.
Masterius emails Thursday, 30 Apr after Winry's bedtime
I've given some thought about how I'd like my little slave bound for Friday night, as well as for Saturday. Since I'll require dad's assistance, I thought I'd send this to you now, so we have time to dicker and negotiate in case he requires some adjustment.
Friday night I'll want you bound as I had earlier this week: wrists and elbows tied behind you, legs together and tied at ankles, and above and below the knees. I'll want you woken at 6:45 with ten good swats to your sexy butt.
For Saturday, after being woken up you'll be untied. You'll have 15 minutes to go to the bathroom and grab a quick, light breakfast. This morning only, my little slave will forego her morning kneeling ritual. After breakfast you'll be bound again.
If possible I'd like you bound in the living room; if that's not possible, perhaps the basement (if you have one) or another side room. I'll want you bound as you were last night, plus a few more additions. One addition are two further ropes: these will be very snugly tied around your upper body and arms, one set above your nipples, the other set a little below, so that your upper arms are very snugly held to your body. The other addition is a crotch rope. You'll have to tie that first before anything else. Hopefully dad can guide you through that tying. If he's not sure how to do that, I'll send you instructions. Once that is tied, then he can proceed with the rest of your bindings.
After you're bound, I'll want you gagged with the large sponge ball and tape. Then snugly blindfolded. Finally, if possible, I'll want your collar secured to something sturdy with about ten feet of rope. 
My pretty little bondage playtoy will stay bound until noon, or until she manages to free herself. As motivation (--grins--) to free herself, once an hour a discipline will be administered if you are still bound.
At 8:00: ten hand spanks
At 9:00: twenty hand spanks
At 10:00: ten hand spanks and six with the flat bottom of a hairbrush
At 11:00: twenty hand spanks and ten with the flat bottom of a hairbrush
At 12:00: thirty hand spanks, twenty with the flat bottom of a hairbrush and ten with a flat leather strap/belt
You won't have any option for the first four. But, at noon, my little playtoy slave will have this choice: accept that discipline, or remain bound and gagged until dinner.
Needless to say I know dad will have to 'vet' and approve this, if for no other reason that he'll be assisting for most of this. I'd also like his opinion on the discipline; whether they are too light, or too much. I'll accept his judgment on that.
Your Master is really looking forward to Saturday, my pleasing and wonderful little one!
~Your Master
KENNA
Winry’s Thursday night, Apr 30, and Friday morning, 1 May. 
I get a good night IM from Masterius. I’m not sure why that’s important to me. Then I log off. Daddy ties my wrists and drift off to sleep. Seems a little odd to be barely tied tonight.  
In the morning daddy wakes me with a back rub and a kiss. Not exactly kisses and cuddles, but he hasn’t rubbed my back since I was 10 and I do like it. I didn’t know quite what to expect, but it’s safe cuddles considering we both agreed I was to be naked though that wasn’t specified. 
Winry Posts Friday after school, 1 May
There’s an email waiting for me with instructions for the weekend. When I get to the part about Saturday I think that’s pretty harsh. I was looking forward to some RPing with him, but he’s got other ideas. I just don’t know about the idea of being tied in one position for four hours. I mean, it’s impossible for me to sit still for 5 minutes with nothing to do. And trying to escape from bondage doesn’t count as something to do. Besides, and it really pisses me off for Masterius to tease me like this, there is no way I can get out of daddy’s knots. I’m getting 5 spankings and that’s all there is to it. 
Sir, do you understand how daddy ties knots? I can’t get out of them, so you might as well just say I’m getting 5 spankings. 
I kind of float home after school. The afternoon was simply amazing. In its own way the blow job was even fun. At least it was exciting. And the afterward part was simply the best. When I get home, I do the online tutor and the worksheets he gave me. I have discovered that math can be fun with the right motivation. 
I get a video of Mr. Eric cuddling Kylie on his lap while she’s naked and then a couple of pics of the same. Then I just wait for Kylie to leave. Once she’s gone I go inside and stop just outside Mr. Eric’s door. I open up the last vid I took, the one of him cuddling her and then push open the door. 
He looks surprised, giving me a, “Brittany, it’s a little late.” 
I walk up to his desk and say, “Mr. Eric, we need to talk… about this.” I push play and hold up my flip phone, keeping a firm grip on the bottom half while letting him clearly see the top half. I’m not letting the phone out of my hands, not with it having all the evidence on it. Then I watch his face as he realizes what’s on the vid. His desk is between me and him, so I figure I can make a run for it if he tries something. 
Sir, do I get books or TV (like the Discovery channel or National Geographic or anything)? Four hours? That’s worse than the spankings. 
MASTERIUS
Masterius posts Friday, 1 May Apr after Winry is home from school
I was still floating in a very nice space when suddenly Brittany, another student, walked in. I was quite surprised, to say the least, especially since it was so late in the day. I was extremely glad she hadn't dropped by earlier. Even though the door had been locked, I would have really hated being interrupted cuddling Kylie. More importantly, Kylie had needed those cuddles, and having to abruptly stop them, along with the adrenaline rush the fear of discovery would have provoked, well... that just wouldn't have been good. For either of us.
“Brittany, it’s a little late," I said as she entered the room then walked up to my desk.
“Mr. Eric, we need to talk… about this.”
This... I quickly discovered as I glanced down at her cell phone... wasn't good. I kept my features schooled neutral as I watched the somewhat blurry --but, alas, not blurry enough-- video. I leaned back in my chair, rested laced fingers over my belly and gazed down at her. 
"We need to talk... about this," I repeated, while inside me icy fingers danced an arpeggio down my spine. "What did you have in mind?" My expression, my tone of voice, might very well have been as if she'd asked to talk about a grade she'd gotten from me instead of the very incriminating video she'd just shown.
KENNA
Winry Posts Friday, 1 May
“Well, not so much talk as come to an agreement,” I say. He sure doesn’t look like I’ve caught him in the act. “I don’t want the kinky stuff you’re doing with Kylie, like the ropes and stripping and blow job. I want to lose my virginity to you.” I put my phone in my pocket for safe keeping and cross my arms. “And I won’t tell anyone and I’ll erase the vids and pics.”
MASTERIUS
IM chat between Masterius and Winry Friday, 1 May Apr after Winry is home from school
Winry didn't sound overly enthusiastic about my plans for her on Saturday. I guess I wasn't really surprised. Still, I was glad we had a chance to chat about things when she got home from school Friday.
Masterius says:
I was pretty sure he tied them very well my little one. I know *I* tie pretty good. So, yes, I suppose in a way, yes, that means you'll be getting 5 spankings. And, this time, no; no books or TV. Especially since you'll also be blindfolded too.
I didn't wait for a reply before adding:
Here is the thing little one: I really, *really* want to have my little slave tightly bound like that. Knowing that you'll not only be squirming because that's a long time to be tied like that, but also squirming knowing what to expect each hour. Do I *want* you getting free? Or do I want you getting spanked? Odd as this might sound my Kylie, it's actually neither of them in a way. What I want is *you* very tightly bound and gagged. Watching you wriggle and squirm. Knowing you don't want the spankings, knowing you'll try to get loose even though that may be impossible. If you get loose, that'll excite and please me. If you don't, that'll excite and please me.
That's why the spankings are discipline and not punishment. Punishments are for correction, for disobedience. If you try your best but simply can't do something --and trying to get untied but being unable to would be that-- I certainly would never punish you for that.
OK so far?
Winry says: 
I didn't forget the blindfold. So I guess I can't talk you out of that either. I just think the whole thing, tied, left alone, and spanked is like punishment. I'm gonna hate it.
Masterius says:
I'm sorry you feel it's like punishment. I don't mean it as that, and it's not intended as that.
There's only two purposes for it.
Winry says:
Discipline for me and fun for you?
Masterius says:
--*very* proudly smiles--
I'm very impressed little one. One is that, yes, I'll find that extremely exciting. And the other is not so much discipline, as it is my wanting you to experience what that's like.
Winry says:
- thoughtful unhappy look- Daddy's gonna love you.
Masterius says:
Especially since I'd like to have you like that a lot. So another reason is giving you a chance to experience what it is I like and would want.
Why is he going to love me?
Winry says:
I meant that about the discipline part, but it's not discipline?
Masterius says:
Well, it is, yes. But it's not *just* discipline. It's also instruction. Introduction and exploration.
Winry says:
Jeez, so daddy will love you. He talks about discipline and exploration all the time.
Masterius says:
Will it help you any, my little one, knowing I won't manage to get a single thing done Saturday while you're bound like that? And knowing that, each hour, as I mentally picture you being spanked, well... I'll be having a hard time here as I imagine that as it's actually happening?
Winry says:
Well, I'll do it, but I'll talk to daddy. I don't really see much room for negotiating. And yeah, that will help. 
Masterius says:
--looks at you seriously, softly speaks-- Little one... if you truly were my slave, understand something. You won't always be happy with what I'll want. I don't expect or require you to be deliriously happy 24/7. That's unrealistic. But I also don't expect you to be truly miserable and wretched. In an odd way, having you obey your Master even though my little slave is unhappy is very intense, pleasurable and satisfying.
Winry says:
That's why I'll give it a try. Is it really pleasurable?
Masterius says:
It'll definitely be for me, yes. And as for you... let me ask you this, my pleasing and delightful little slave: do you like doing things for me, as a slave to her Master?
Winry says:
Well, yeah, I suppose so. Yeah, I do. It's just that I can't hold still for even 5 minutes. This is really be... different. 
Masterius says:
Ummm... I hate to tell you this little one, but knowing you can't hold still for even 5 minutes is going to make this even more exciting and arousing for me.
Here's the thing though: I want this. I want this very *very* badly. You have *NO* idea how badly I want this. Having you tied like that Saturday. And it's not just having anyone tied like that. I want *you*, my Kylie, tied like that. More than anything I've wanted in my entire life.
Winry says:
I'm Winry remember? Mr. Eric has Kylie.
Masterius says:
And I can't *make* you do that. You have to agree. You have to *willingly* agree, knowing in advance what the hourly disciplines will be. Knowing in advance how difficult that will be. And *I* know that. So when you do do this... I'll know you do it to please me, to obey your Master. Just how do you think that will make me feel? How will that make *you* feel, knowing you're the only person in the entire world that can make me feel like that?
Winry says:
I said I'd do it. I gotta go.
Masterius says:
--tightly hugs, softly kisses your cheek--
Winry says:
If I was tied, I'd let you kiss my cheek. If I'm not, I'll kiss you back. 
MASTERIUS
Masterius posts Friday, 1 May Apr after the IM chat with Winry
No matter how well-schooled I was keeping my expression I simply couldn't keep my jaw from dropping at that. In the few panicked seconds I'd had between her initial revelation and now I'd pictured many, fleeting possibilities for ''We need to talk about this". However, never in a million years would I have pictured this!
She smirked a bit at my dumbfounded expression, just standing there, arms crossed over her chest and waiting. Waiting as if she had all the time in the world and was in no hurry at all. I guess she did feel that way, too. Feeling as if she had me over a barrel, and was enjoying that power.
It probably was a good thing I could control my expression as well as I could. Because if my face had displayed the sudden furious rage that exploded within me as the import of her statement truly registered, she would have fled as if the Hounds of Hell were after her.
Part of me was still stunned at what she wanted, and at how bluntly she'd stated it. Then, again, I'd been the focus of many a crush, so I wasn't completely unaware of how intensely fixated a girl could get. Had she simply presented things as 'I know what you're doing, and I'd like it very much if you made love to me,' I probably wouldn't have been so enraged. But she literally was trying to blackmail me, holding the video she'd recorded as a threat.
"Well," I finally said, my voice sounding a bit hesitant and unsure. "Ah, you do, do you?" now sounding as if I was dreaming, as if I couldn't possibly be having such an opportunity. I gazed down at her, letting my eyes widen, as if staring at a vision, an angel, a true beauty that dazzled and beguiled me. "Well, ah," I stuttered, "Well, ummm... not that I wouldn't consider that," I said, acting for all the world like a boy deeply in puppy-love and having his crush talk to him. "Out of curiosity, though, what would you do if I said no?"
I really needed to find out because, if she replied as I'd expected... Steps Would Need To Be Taken.*
KENNA
Winry Posts Friday Afternoon, 1 May
Creeped me out when he called me Kylie. Bad enough I had to log off when I didn’t really have to log off. Just really blew my train of thought. When I scroll back up, I notice he didn’t even acknowledge my correction. How could he possibly know? Or was it just a mistake?
I stew over that one until daddy gets home and then I show him the email and the IMs. “Looks like you’ve talked yourself into that one,” he says. “I don’t see anything there that we can’t do. And I wouldn’t go so far as to say I love him, pumpkin. May just be a good lesson for you, though. I do have one question for him.”
So I type in another IM. Daddy wants to know more about the crotch rope. He says there’s crotch ropes and there’s crotch ropes. He’s not tying anything fancy without your specific instructions.
And daddy wants to know if you want him to video tape Saturday and send you a copy.
I count to ten. Hey, ever since he spewed on the keyboard I’ve set my goal to get him to do it again. On purpose this time. That’s a spanking that would be worth it.
Just kidding. He did NOT say that. 
I know I have him when he finally looks like I expected when I first showed him the vid. The way he asks me if I really do sounds pretty cautious, telling me that he’s in trouble. Then the way he looks at me. Hah, I’ll bet he doesn’t look at Kylie like this. Then he surprises me by testing me. I take a couple of steps back. “Then I’d show these to my parents and they’ll know what to do with them,” I say, patting the pocket with the cell phone. He’s making this harder than I expected. 
“And don’t try anything because I’ve… I’ve… already sent them to my email.” Yeah, that sounds like a good idea, especially if I’d had it five minutes ago. “What’s the big deal? You’re doing it with Kylie.”  
MASTERIUS
Masterius IMs Friday, 1 May after the IM chat with Winry
I wasn't at all expecting an IM from Winry so soon, so I was quite surprised when messenger chimed. I read the IM, nodding, then started typing in Word the description of the crotch rope I wanted. Then the next IM popped up.
I froze in mid-sip. Literally froze. I could not --could not-- be seeing what I was seeing. My hands started trembling, shaking so hard I sloshed coffee out of my cup and onto my lap. My heart jumped into overdrive, each pulse pounding hard. And then, seconds later...
Just kidding. He did NOT say that.
I wanted to cry. I literally wanted to cry. I'd known it had to be a joke. There was no way on God's green Earth that had been serious. But for a moment, a fleeting moment...
I hurt inside. A deep, deep ache. Not at the joke, no. Nor that she'd joked. Neither of those. But I really did want to see her like that. And for that moment, as idiotic and impossible as I'd known it was, I'd had that impossible dream dangled before me. 
There was no way I could explain any of this to her. Hell, I wasn't sure I could explain it to me. I just dully stared at the IMs, suddenly aware of the coffee soaking my lap... then just logged off messenger, shut down the computer and padded off to the bathroom to change.
Masterius posts and IM, Friday, 1 May, late that afternoon 
The crotch rope will require ten feet of ¼" braided nylon rope. Here is how you tie it: Place the middle of the rope in front of you, about three fingers down from your bellybutton. Pass the ends behind you then around in front. Make an overhand hitch centered in front of your tummy, then draw the ends very snug, so that it cinches your waist in a bit like a very tight belt. Then finish by tying a square knot. The two ends should then dangle in front of you. Now squat. Take the two ends and pull them down snug, passing just over your slit. Tie a figure-8 knot so that the knot is directly atop your clit. Once you have that knot precisely positioned, take the two ends and pull them very firmly down, then underneath you. Pull them snugly enough that the ends pass into you, between and past your lips and into your slit. Keep pulling them very snug, drawing them upwards, between your cheeks, then pass the ends under the waist rope and tie them off tight. 
I nodded at her reply. Had she actually emailed them as she'd said she had, well, yes, that would have covered her ass. But the way she'd stuttered made it pretty clear she hadn't thought that far ahead. But what was also clear was that she'd every intention of forcing me to do as she wished, by threatening to show that video to her parents. The fact that that would also incriminate her best friend at the same time didn't seem to bother her at all.
"Well, yes," I haltingly replied, "I am doing that with Kylie." I saw no reason to prevaricate, although, strictly speaking, I wasn't 'doing that' with Kylie... yet, anyway. I started gazing at Brittany with eyes that slowly widened, as if gazing at the most beautiful girl in the world. As if I was being mesmerized. "I... I guess if I'm sounding surprised, it's just that, well...," I fumbled, "I mean... it's you. You could have anyone. I never would have dared dream, I mean, you and me," I trailed off, just gazing at her.
I was careful with the flattery; I wanted her to preen, not get diabetically-suspicious. But I think I could have ladled the adulation with a bulldozer and she'd've lapped it up.
"I just wish," I whispered, sounding pathetically wistful, "Well... I just wish you were OK with playing tie-up. It's something I really, really love," I said, sounding even more longing. "You don't have to be undressed for that. I... I'd feel like I'd died and gone to Heaven just tying you a little just as you are. Maybe, just this once?" I whispered, giving her a truly mournful puppy-dog-eyed gaze.
KENNA
Winry posts Friday, 1 May, before/after dinner
I sent him the joke about the video and then he logged off. Not even a one-liner that he had to go. I immediately think I’ve screwed up bad. He thinks being tied for over 4 hours and getting 136 swats is not punishment. What does the think is punishment? If I deliberately made him spew all over his keyboard? After he warned me. Maybe it was just a coincidence. 
I don’t have time to worry about it because it’s dinner time. Then after dinner, I’m worried enough to check my IMs before telling daddy I’m ready to RP. I read his description about the crotch rope. Nothing about the joke, so I breathe a little sigh of relief. Then I show the IM to daddy. 
Sir, I am not tied for RPing tonight (so don’t go picturing me in anything but shorts and T-shirt). I get to post and maybe do some IMs, but in between posts daddy has me practicing my knots for tomorrow. Jeez, first I’m a well-muscled boy and now I’m a well-muscled Boy Scout? – giggle – I’m going for my merit badge in bondage. –wink-
I reread that IM carefully, trying to decide if I dare be a little funny right after I’ve made him spew on his keyboard and who knows what’s hanging over my head. Yeah, OK, I decide it’s not spew on his keyboard twice in a row kind of material and hit send. 
"I... I guess if I'm sounding surprised, it's just that, well . . , I mean... it's you. You could have anyone. I never would have dared dream, I mean, you and me," And he looks at me like I’m... hot.  Without even thinking, I unfold my arms and hook my thumbs in the back pockets of my jeans. Just as I do, I realize what I’ve done and decide that was a pretty good move. I even push out my chest a little to make sure he notices what I’ve got and Kylie doesn’t.  It just makes me warm all over when he looks at me like he is right now. 
When he mentions playing tie-up, that just doesn’t sound all that bad. Who hasn’t played it once or twice? That is way different from what he was doing to Kylie, her being naked and tied so much.  I’m not sure if we’ve got a deal, but it’s pretty nice just being the center of his attention. “What… ummm… what did you mean by tying me just a little?” I ask. After all, it is Mr. Eric and we are at school. And if he really, really likes it then he’ll do what I want next. 
Oh, and thanks for the kisses and cuddles this morning. 
MASTERIUS
Masterius posts Friday, 1 May, before/after dinner
Doggone it little one, my keyboard does not have a raincoat! 'Well-muscled Boy Scout' indeed! Someone is in need of a tickling it seems!
You are ticklish, aren't you? --hopeful look--
Hmmm... don’t go picturing you in anything but shorts and T-shirt, huh? You don't think I'm not going to find you sexy and desirable because you're dressed, do you? Dressed or not little one, you're pretty and sexy.
And you're welcome. I just wish I could have been the one cuddling and kissing you awake. Ah well. --wistful sigh--
It didn't take any acting on my part to suddenly hold my breath, my eyes abruptly smolder, when the little blackmailing minx stood the way she was doing. Her stance pushed her chest up and out a little, her blouse outlining little breasts. She was quite cute, but she wasn't my Kylie. But that didn't stop me from frankly noticing or admiring her physique. 
I let my expression subtly alter from dazed, puppy-dog to admiring, smoldering desire. She didn't exactly preen at my attention, but, oh yes, she did respond. She liked me looking at her. She liked even better realizing I wanted her. And when my gaze lingered at her chest, my eyes gleaming warmer as they loitered there, two little pink spots appeared on her cheeks, and she gently wiggled a moment.
No, she wasn't my Kylie. My Kylie, whom I'd been having dreams of since the start of the school year. My Kylie, whom, since her cell phone had first gone off and wound up having detention --whose cell phone had held that photo, those text messages, that had given me the perfect means and excuse-- I'd been cunningly seducing. My Kylie, that I'd had every intention of abducting, of keeping as my little slave and playtoy. Except...
Except, once I'd started playing with her, once we'd crossed that line... I discovered a depth to her I'd never envisioned. I still wanted her, oh yes. And had every intention of taking and keeping. And, yes, as my slave. But, well... more of a love slave, I suppose. Oh, she'd be tied up a lot, yes, because I liked that. But not just stored in the basement, an object, a toy, existing just to slake my lust and arousal. I had intended that for her. But... not now. Not once I'd started getting to know her as I had. Part of me had been wistfully regretful, for I had wanted that. But, compared to what I would be getting in exchange, well...
But little Brittany here... oh yes. So she wanted what Kylie was getting, did she? Well, perhaps she should get was Kylie was going to get. I didn't trust her, not a bit. I knew perfectly well that even if I caved in to her demands, if I made love to her, if she lost her virginity to me as she'd quaintly put it, things wouldn't stop there. Once she'd had proof of her power over me she'd never let that go.
And it wasn't just me I had to think about, it was Kylie. Exposing me would also expose her, and I just couldn't have that happen. Which meant something had to be done about Brittany. And I had just the idea.
I took two ropes out and sat them atop the desk. "Just your hands and feet Brittany," I said, gazing at her with eyes so warm, so full of admiration and longing. "Please, go lock the door, then just stand right here," I said, pointing to the side of my chair, "then stand with your back to me, wrists crossed behind your back."
I took a slow deep breath, then let my voice grow even warmer, thicker. "I've never tied up a sexy girl like you before. I've dreamed of that, but... wow. I mean, I never thought I'd ever could with someone like you."
MASTERIUS
Masterius Recaps an IM RP Session from Friday Afternoon, 1 May
A bit later that afternoon Winry logged back onto messenger. We chatted for a bit, mostly about how things were developing regarding Brittany. We finally wound up 'playing' that out over messenger, which was a truly delightful and exciting experience. Both of us changed our display names: I set mine as 'Mr. Eric' and she set hers as 'Brittany'. 
And then we began to role play.
Brittany says:
I was about to object to the tie-up game including feet. That pretty much took my mobility, but I was again thinking that I could trust Mr. Eric. When he said he never tied up a sexy girl like me, I was stunned. That put me a notch over Kylie and I thought she was pretty. I envied her for her blond hair and how it attracted attention, but I was sexier. "Say that you'll... make love to me." Then I walk closer to him and put my hands out. "Promise me and then you can tie my hands, but in front. Then my legs." I wanted to make sure I got what I wanted, too. 
Mr. Eric says:
Reaching out I gently took her hands in mine, giving them a gentle squeeze. Gazing into her eyes I gave her a look that *should* have melted her on the spot. In a breathless, wondrous whisper, "I promise Brittany. I promise. Oh yesss... I so want to make love to you."
Brittany says:
Cool. It's not just a promise. It's the way he says it, too. I didn't ask for that. "Cool," I say. "But, not today, OK? I mean, not in school." I'm getting pretty wound just from how he's treating me. Guys! Why does a girl have to make the first move? Well, OK, I can see that a teacher can't make the first move. I just didn't know he wanted me like this. His eyes and his voice just make me want to quiver.
Mr. Eric says:
"No, no. Definitely not in school," I warmly murmur, eyes lingering on her. "How about my home? Where we can... take our time?"
Brittany says:
OK, that didn't make me want to quiver. I quivered. "Yeah, I like that. Take our time." I raise my hands just a little, offering them again to remind him. 
Mr. Eric says:
Picking up one piece I move towards little hands, my expression just a little wistful. "If your hands were behind you," I softly say, "It, well... it makes your chest push out."
Brittany says:
As I offer my hands, he looks a little disappointed. Yeah, he's right. Just hooking my thumbs in my back pockets made it push out. And I find I have a mental image of Kylie like that and his hands on her. My brows furrow as I ponder if I want to let him. Then I shrug and turn my back to him, crossing my wrists. "Not too tight, OK?"
Mr. Eric says:
I sharply inhale as she turns around, crossing her wrists behind her. My hands tremble, my voice quavers a little. "Nnno. Not too tight," as I carefully wind the rope in a snug figure eight around little wrists. Once I have them tied, I lightly brush fingertips up and down her arms, gentle light caresses, as my breath seems to catch doing so. And, for now, since she can't see me, I let my eyes blaze.
Brittany says:
I hadn't thought too much about the in between part. I imagined us naked and him putting his cock in me, but now he's filling in what happens on the way there. I decide if I'm lucky I can get him to second base today and save the rest for his house on the weekend. He lashes my wrists together and with the pressure spread across several loops, it doesn't seem tight. I just haven't tried to get out of them yet. I shiver as he runs his hands up my bare arms. His breath sounds funny and I let out a little gasp, too. "Mmmm," I shiver again. "That feels nice."
Mr. Eric says:
A murmured, "I'm glad. You're so soft and warm. You smell so nice and pretty." After a minute of gentle, light caresses I lightly kiss the top of a small shoulder, then take the second piece, crouching down behind her and snugly tying her ankles together. Then I lightly caress up and down her legs, gliding hands over her jeans.
Brittany says:
I smell so nice and pretty? Jeez, I didn't even bother to put on any perfume. I freeze for a second before I realize that means I don't even need any to smell nice and pretty. I'm half regretting my decision to stay clothed as his hands caress me through my shirt. Then after he ties my ankles, I feel his hands push up my jeans to stroke my calves, then stop. He continues up over the material and I wish it wasn't there.
Mr. Eric says:
I caress her again for a minute or two, feeling her gently wiggle. Then I take another piece, and begin tying it just below her knees.
Brittany says:
"Ummm, I thought..." I cut myself off. "Just the knees, OK?" What the heck, I'm already tied enough for him to take advantage of me... if only he would, so what if he does the knees, too.
Mr. Eric says:
I let my hands tremble at that, even as my lips curve into a smile a shark would envy. I finish tying there, then take another and tie above the knees, "Just the knees, no more here," I say, then softly groan. "God, you look so sexy this way. I... I don't know if I can last until Saturday."
Brittany says:
Me either, but it's still not gonna happen at school. I mean, I feel my pussy start to tingle and I want him to hurry and get me tied. Being tied seems kind of silly, but he likes it, so... yeah, it's nothing special, but his voice, his hands, and his looks are. Hurry up! Once I'm tied if he doesn't try for second base, I'll let him know he can.
Mr. Eric says:
Once I have her legs tied above and below the knees I stand up, then gently draw her back against me. My hands caress up and down her arms, her sides, as I lightly kiss her hair, softly groaning as I do.
Mr. Eric says:
"You have such sexy breasts," I murmur in her ear. "I'd be able to see them so much better if I could tie your arms behind you, too. Please?"
Brittany says:
About time, I think as he finishes tying and then pulls me to him. I wiggle a little as he caresses me. This is what I've been waiting for and then he asks to tie my arms. "More than my wrists?" I ask, starting to get a little impatient and suspicious. Technically, my arms are tied, so what else does he want? "Tie them where? You could... just pull up my shirt to see them better."
Mr. Eric says:
"Like this," I murmur, taking the last piece of rope --and she can see there are no more pieces to be seen-- and slipping it under her arms. Looping it around I snugly draw little elbows behind her. Not tight, no, but enough to hold them there, and certainly enough to push her little breasts outwards even more. "See? Just like this. And no more ropes, this is perfect!" I gustily exhale.
Once done, which I do quickly, I sit down then settle her on my lap, sitting sideways, her rump right atop an obvious bulge. Gazing into her eyes I let her see how warm, how deep and intense, mine are.
Brittany says:
"OK," I say, trying not to sound impatient. This is more than playing tie up and more than tying me a little. Yet, if there's just one more then I can put up with that. And it does push my chest out even more. Finally he sets me on his lap and I wriggle to get comfortable. The movement makes his cock obvious and I know how excited that means he is. For me! While I'm settling, I don't notice, but then I look up and into his eyes. Then I blush. Suddenly I just feel so helpless and I don't really like it. I squirm and tug at my wrists and get the first inkling that "not too tight" doesn't not mean easy to escape from.
Mr. Eric says:
Reaching out I lightly grasp her waist, then slip my hands just under her T-shirt. I shiver feeling her bare skin, so warm and soft and smooth, my eyes gleam even warmer as I draw a shaky breath. Then I start caressing, so gentle and slow, gliding my hands up and down her sides, her waist and tummy.
Brittany says:
I don't want him to know I'm getting nervous, but my wrists seem more secure than I thought and adding my elbows makes it impossible to get free. So, I'm a little distracted as he reaches under my shirt. I gasp and look down at his hands as they creep around under my shift. It feels nice, so I try to relax despite the ropes. Not that I'm worried about what he could do. It just isn't comfortable or exciting or fun. I don't see why Kylie lets him.
Mr. Eric says:
There's no sign of it at all in my eyes, face or expression, but I clearly see how nervous Brittany is becoming. I feel her testing the ropes, gently tugging and pulling, and inside I grin, knowing she's quickly understanding just how helpless she is. So perhaps some... distraction... is required. I gaze *very* intently at her breasts, which now so obviously are outlined by her T-shirt, my breath softly, reverently catches, my eyes widening a bit. My hands tremble a bit more as they slowly, slowly glide upwards.
And as they glide upwards, they also draw her T-shirt higher and higher, too, baring more and more of her tummy.
Brittany says:
It doesn't take me long to decide that it's actually more comfortable if I just relax and stop wriggling. Then I can almost pretend I'm not tied. Besides, his hands take all my attention as he makes his move. His eyes are staring at my tits and his hands are on the way. I hold my breath as he pulls my shirt higher. This is what I'm here for. 
Mr. Eric says:
I pause a moment, visibly swallow, staring at her as if mesmerized. Then, hands visibly trembling... I take the bottom of her half-rucked-up T-shirt... and just pull it up. All the way up, bunching it at her throat and baring her breasts. 
Licking my lips I just stare. *Very* intently stare. Right at them. 
Brittany says:
As he pulls my shirt all the way up, I let out the breath I was holding and stare at my little tits like I'd never seen them before. Then I look at his face with a questioning look, wondering if he's gonna touch or just look. I arch just a little, pushing them out to him. Maybe he thinks everything has to wait until we're at his house. "You can..." I say. 
Mr. Eric says:
I tremble even harder as she arches out. And, just in case I missed that invitation, she made it very clear with the 'You can'. How nice of her, I thought deep in the recess of my mind. How nice to be given permission. But none of that showed anywhere in my expression. All she saw was reverent awe as I slowly reached up. Reached up... and cupped those small little pert swells.
Cupped... then gently kneaded, fingers massaging, fondling, exploring. Stroking and rubbing and caressing.
And not just her little swells. Her nipples as well, gently, lightly tweaking and rubbing, stroking and tugging.
Brittany says:
Jeez, it feels so nice that I start wriggling again. It send tingles all over my body, like chills up and down my spine, but going from my tummy and out instead. Wow, I've got my math teacher feeling me up. The guy that every girl in seventh grade wants. He sure knows how to make my tits feel good. "That feels nice," I say again. Big understatement. Thank God for cell phones with cameras.
Mr. Eric says:
Leaning down I softly kiss her as I continue to fondle. Not a 'little-girl' kiss, but not an open-mouth one either. I don't want to startle or push too fast... not until I have her home, anyway. Once I have her there, well... how she feels about things won't matter. I softly kiss as I knead and caress, as I tweak and gently tug little nipples, feeling them pucker and grow taut.
Brittany says:
I just melt in his arms as he leans over me and kisses me. I mean, it's a serious kiss like I have only dreamed about until now. Not wildly passionate, but like a new lover. If I wasn't busy kissing him back, I might tell him he can do more, but this is really just perfect. I'd like to hold him, too, so again I'm reminded of the silly ropes. I pull at my wrists again, but with the same result. 
Mr. Eric says:
As I kiss and caress I reach out one hand, rooting in the desk drawer by touch, removing the sponge ball and tape, setting them on the desk. I'm not sure how likely it is she'll let me gag her, but it's worth the try. I don't *need* her gagged at this point, true. But it'll make things even more wickedly delicious if I can manage that. Leaning back a bit I gaze deeply into her brown eyes as I pick up the ball and hold it to her lips. "Please?" I whisper, in a tone that's almost heart achingly longing. "Just this once? Maybe?" I wistfully plead. Then add, "*Kylie* let me."
Brittany says:
I look annoyed at him as he pushes the ball at my mouth. Is this worth interrupting what we're doing? Apparently so. I shake my head slightly and ask, "Why?" Yet, even as I question him, I open my mouth. Why did Kylie let him? What is the point? He just holds it there and I open wider. He waits and I open more. Hey, it's spongy, he could just stuff it in. My brow is furrowed with concern and I feel sillier than ever letting him do this. I'm the one with the vids and pics. But I hold my mouth open as he pushes the ball in. 
Mr. Eric says:
I give her such a dazzling smile when she opens her mouth, as she keeps opening it wider and wider. "Thank you," I whisper, truly meaning that, too. I carefully stuff the ball all the way inside then, moving quickly, I peel off tape and smooth it over her lips and cheeks. Then a second, a third, a forth piece, fully sealing the ball inside her mouth.
Brittany says:
I hadn't seen the tape until he tears off a strip and the ball is poked in my mouth. He presses a strip across my mouth. His arms aren't tight around me, but he holds me just enough so I can't stop him. "Uh uh," I say, but he puts three more in place. "Uh uh!" I insist, shaking my head and trying to get up off his lap. I don't like this a bit. I don't care if Kylie let him. I look at him with confusion and anger that fades to fear.
Not that he's done anything to scare me, except slap four strips of tape across my mouth without my permission. 
Mr. Eric says:
Once all four are in place I take my time, lovingly smoothing them even firmer against her skin, my eyes gleaming very warmly now, and in a way that makes her shiver.
Once the tape is completely sealed I gaze down into her eyes. In a soft deep rumble, "You didn't *really* think I was going to let you dictate things, did you? So... you want to lose your virginity to me, hmmm? Oh, *trust* me, that *will* happen. Although it'll be more my *taking* it from you."
Reaching into the lowest desk drawer I remove the little steel-grey till box there. Unlocking and opening it I remove from inside a small, amber glass bottle, a thick square of heavy cotton gauze and two yellow latex gloves. Slipping the gloves on I then unscrew the cap of the bottle.
Brittany says:
I don't care how carefully he runs his hands over the tape. All he's doing is sealing it better. His eyes still look at me with a loving expression, but if he really cared he'd have the tape off by now. "Uh uh," I keep insisting. He surely can't miss the way I'm starting to panic in the ropes. Then he speaks and even though it's his voice and it's soft, it's sinister, too. I narrow my eyes and swear he's going to jail for this. The vids and pics... in my pants pocket... shit!... are not going to the police, I realize with a sick feeling. 
Mr. Eric says:
I hold the bottle up to her face, so she can clearly read the label: "Chloroform". Then I enjoy her reaction.
"Having seconds thoughts, hmmm? Change of mind perhaps?"
Brittany says:
Abject fear fills me as he pulls out a bottle of something. I read the label and try to scream. It's a sound that scares me almost as much as the bottle. It's way too muffled. "Uh huh," I agreed. Yeah, second, third, and fourths. I promise not to send the vids or pics to anybody. Just stop! Do not, and I mean do NOT use that stuff on me. Oh, holy shit, what have I gotten myself into?
Mr. Eric says:
"I don't suppose anyone knows where you are, do they? No, I guess not. This was your little secret, wasn't it. So no one even knows you're here, do they? Or knows where you went."
Brittany says:
I'm too scared to disagree. Shit, shit, shit, nobody does know. And I didn't send the pics to my email. And he knows it. 
Mr. Eric says:
Picking up the gauze I cover the open mouth of the bottle, then tip the bottle. Once the gauze is quite soaked I set the bottle down. One arm *very* firmly holds little Brittany as I reach up my other hand, the one with the chloroform-soaked gauze.
"Take a last look around Brittany," I whisper. "I bet you never guessed that, when you walked in here, it'd be the last time you ever saw this classroom. Or home. Or anything else familiar. When you wake up, it'll be in your *new* home. Where you'll stay for the rest of your life."
"Anything you want to say, hmmm?"
I grinned, watching her with fiery eyes, letting her see in their depths my true feelings and desires.
Brittany says:
I struggle and pull away, but there's no place to go. As the gauze gets closer, I look away from it and into his eyes. Surely he's just trying to scare me! And for God's sake, it's working! Then he tells me to take one last look around and I actually do, listening to his words. What the fuck? I kick and try to scream. "Anything you want to say, hmmm?" How about, please don't.
Mr. Eric says:
Slowly, very slowly, I bring the soaked pad closer and closer, feeling her frantically struggle, fighting to get free. Watching as she pulled her head further and further back... and then I pressed the pad tight to her face, covering her nose and taped lips.
And just stared, very deeply and intently, into her eyes, as I held it there.
Brittany says:
I nod frantically, but I know he won't actually let me say what I want. Then he pushes the gauze to my face and I hold my breath, eyes wide with fear. Knowing I can't hold it forever. My heart's about to burst from my chest when I finally take a deep breath. Fuck you!
Winry had to leave at that point. I'd hoped she'd enjoyed that as much as I had! And, all things considered, that was a perfect point for our RP chat to stop. After all, it wasn't as if Brittany would be able to interact!
So I first cleaned up the IM log and formatted it for posting before continuing with the remainder as a post.
I stared deeply into her eyes, seeing both fury and fear there in those huge, wide enormous orbs. She twisted and kicked, jerked her head back and forth. Once she'd had to take a breath she'd tried screaming. In that instant I saw flash in her eyes the full, true realization of just how helpless she was. 
I wondered if she was able to sense my hardness beneath her. One that powerfully throbbed and pulsed. I wondered if she could feel that... and if she realized her helpless, frantic struggles, her fear and panic, were only exciting me all the more.
Within a few seconds I felt her struggles change, and knew the chloroform was starting to take effect. She sensed that, too; felt herself starting to grow groggy, and for an instant that evoked the wildest struggle of all... but for an instant only. Like the last furious gust of a thunderstorm before the storm breaks and dissipates.
Her eyes slowly fluttered then closed, her body gradually relaxed, then slumped. I kept the gauze pad over her nose and face for a while, mentally counting off the seconds. In a way I had Kylie to thank for this. The chloroform --and my online research on using it-- was due to her... as were the other preparations. But as things were turning out I most likely wouldn't need this with her. And, in fact, I'd been planning on taking all of my 'kidnap' preparations home just this day.
Talk about truly abysmal timing! Well, for Brittany, that is. Certainly not for me!
I finally removed the pad, gazing down on the deeply sleeping child. Carefully shifting her I eased her under the desk, right where Kylie had been earlier. Once she was concealed, I began the rest of the steps.
Opening up a plastic freezer bag I placed the gauze, bottle and gloves inside then sealed the bag. Crouching down, I patted Brittany down, finding, then removing, her cell phone. Turning it off --I shuddered, picturing it ringing while transporting her out of school-- I slipped it into my pocket then headed to the cloak room.
Reaching up I took down my sports bag from the upper shelf. For the last month I'd been coming back and forth to school with that, ostensibly because I was exercising after school. Which I was; you only had to look at my physique to realize I worked out-- but I didn't need a sports bag to do that. I needed it for something entirely different.
Carrying it back to my desk I sat it down then unzipped it. Inside was a partially-inflated beach ball. It made the sports bag look as if it was filled, and when I carried it I acted as if it had a substantial weight inside. Now I deflated the ball, folding it up and sticking it inside an inner zippered pocket. Reaching up I took the sealed sandwich bag and placed that inside another inner zippered pocket, then opened the bag as far as it would.
It took several minutes to position Brittany inside. Although she wasn't heavy, she was absolutely limp, and felt a lot heavier than she actually was. But finally I had her inside, lying on her side, feet up against her butt, chest against the top of her thighs. Zippering the bag I stood up, then checked the room, making sure nothing was left behind. 
Stacking worksheets and homework into a neat pile I placed them in my briefcase, snapping it closed, then reached down and hoisted the sports bag up, the carry strap over one shoulder. Taking the briefcase in my other hand I strolled out, closing the classroom door behind me.
No one noticed me leave. Noticed me walk to the (mostly) empty parking lot. Noticed me store the sports bag in the trunk.
Noticed me as I drove off, with a little girl helplessly bound and gagged.
On the drive home I debated how she should find herself upon awakening. Already stripped? Locked in the cell? Strapped down on the St. Andrews cross? I had quite a few options, all of which appealed to me. But, in the end, I finally decided.
After parking in the garage I entered by the front, setting briefcase and sports bag down. Locking the front door I twisted the two coat hooks inside the mud room, and shortly thereafter I was unzipping my little captive's carry bag. She was just starting to rouse, but was so deeply groggy I was pretty sure she wasn't even aware of things yet. Setting her on the hard-packed dirt that was the floor here I went over to the cabinet I'd been working on.
Several minutes later I was upstairs, enjoying a cup of coffee. While downstairs, little Brittany was slowly waking up. Finding herself still bound and gagged... and now with a leather collar locked around her neck... a leather collar, in turn, locked by a six foot chain to a very heavy staple ring mounted to an equally heavy and sturdy oak main support beam. 
After dinner, I was going to go down, and start introducing my little playtoy to her new life. And at least one of us was going to enjoy that!
KENNA
Winry Posts Friday Evening, 1 May
I was literally shaking by the time the IMs between Mr. Eric and Brittany were done. It had felt so real that could imagine just what it felt like to be tricked and taken captive. Worse, I had participated, albeit fictionally, in the treachery. I’d manipulated Brittany to lower her defenses and agree. And I’d known just as surely as Masterius what was going to happen to her. Shaking, oh yes, I was, but it was mostly from excitement. And not from the crime I’d abetted, but as the victim. 
Oh, my God, Sir, I’m glad you agreed to include Brittany in the RP. I can’t tell you how much I enjoyed that. And sir… tomorrow is going to be so hot! I’m going to squirm and I’m going to get out. And I’m going to love every second of it. I wish it was already Saturday. 
I’ll be back in a few minutes, Sir. I hope to have taken care of a certain itch by the time I get back. 
I have a headache. I’m not sure what happened. I remember him putting the gauze over my face, but he must have taken it away because I don’t remember inhaling. It feels more like I slipped off his lap or something. I’m lying on the floor with a headache. Lying on the floor with a headache and wondering why he isn’t doing something. I move my head, trying to clear it, but it hurts. I open my eyes, but it hurts. Lying still helps and a few minutes later, the headache isn’t nearly so bad. Now I’m just lying on the floor and wondering why he dropped me and where he is now. He hasn’t even untied me yet, so he’s not gone for help. “Mmmmm… iiii.. rrrrr,” I mumble. Why did I let him gag me? I sound almost as bad as I feel. Pathetic. Scared. 
I try to stretch. Now that the headache is going, I notice the body aches. Cramps from I don’t know what. Been tied too long prolly. Stupid me. Letting him tie me. Won’t ever do that again. Don’t even care if he honors his promise anymore. Just mad. He dropped me. Tied me and I fell. I try to stretch, but yeah, I’m still tied. 
I force my eyes open again and look for him. It takes a few seconds to focus and then I see I’m not in the classroom anymore. I roll to my side. “Unhhh… unhhhh… unhhh!” I look around. Where am I?
It’s coming back to me. He’d been so kind. I’d liked his hands and his voice and his eyes. Then there was the chloroform. I roll back to my stomach, trying to make sense of what happened and… shit! I’m lying on the dirt. Panicky I look around and no, I’m not outside. Scared the heck out of me to think he left me tied and outside. I pay more attention to the room I’m in and see the chain running from the wall to me. Rolling to my side again, I make the chain move enough to feel the weight of it tugging on my neck. What the fuck? A collar? Like a scared animal I suddenly roll away from the chain only to find out what it’s for. I can only go so far. 
How much time has passed? How did he get me here? Did I inhale? If I inhaled, would I remember it? Where in God’s name am I? The room looks like a basement with a dirt floor. Empty except for me and my chain. Well, there is other stuff, but I don’t recognize any of it. Nobody else. Not Mr. Eric. 
Now I’m scared out of my wits and that doesn’t help as I try to recall what happened. Something about last time in the classroom. Not seeing home. New home. Rest of my life. Yeah, those words and my thoughts. Sending him to jail and pics in the phone in my pocket. I roll on my front, trying to feel the cell phone in my front pocket press against me. It’s gone. The damned evidence is gone. That’s all he ever wanted. Teach me a lesson. 
The time ticks by… seconds… minutes… certainly not hours. I start to think clearer. The edge is gone from the panic and my headache is gone. I can remember everything except inhaling. I remember that helpless, desperate feeling as my breath was giving out. I was gonna have to breathe, so did I? I remember those last few seconds as the real Mr. Eric came out and spoke to me about having a new home for the rest of my life. Oh shit… oh dear… this better not be my new home. 
Don’t tie me tight, I’d said, but now I knew he’d tricked me even with that. I squirm, I roll, I wriggle, I tug, I pull, and I push. I’m filthy from every angle just from rubbing all over the dirt floor. Early on I figured screaming didn’t help either, so I’m done with that. I can’t even stand up, let alone get to my knees. Now I have to pee, too. My stomach rumbles. I’m thirsty, not parched, but with the feeling that I need something to wash a bad taste out of my mouth. 
I spend some time cursing everybody, including and especially Kylie for starting this. If she hadn’t danced naked for him. If she hadn’t sat so daintily on his lap getting all that attention. If she hadn’t walked out of that room safe and sound. If my brother had bothered to care… had asked where I was going. If my parents weren’t at work. If Verizon didn’t make cell phones with cameras. 
I spend some time disbelieving what happened. He didn’t really have chloroform in his desk. Why would he? No way could he get me out of school. Does the school have a basement? Mr. Eric isn’t the kind of man that would abduct a student. I’m having a nightmare. But, it sure as hell doesn’t have a dreamlike quality to it. Face it, this is so totally wrong it has to be impossible. 
When that doesn’t work, I just start crying. Don’t take candy from strangers. Don’t talk to strangers. What about don’t let trusted teachers play tie up with you? I am so stupid and I am so screwed. I exhausted from all the struggling and I didn’t budge a single knot. I’m sobbing into the dirt, actually making the floor wet, when I hear the sound of a door and then footsteps. I turn my dirty, tear stained face up toward the sound. “I’m so sorry, Mr. Eric,” I say, but of course I could be telling him how much I love his basement for all he knows, except I prolly wouldn’t be crying if I liked his basement. 
I can’t do anymore tonight, Sir. I’m wiped. I gotta take a bath because Brittany is so dirty. You couldn’t make the floor cement? Then I’m getting tied just about like Brittany is… all night… just no gag. 
MASTERIUS
Masterius Posts Friday Night, 1 May
It wasn't until I'd posted that it hit me: I'd left Brittany pretty much bound and gagged as Winry was going to be spending tomorrow morning. No sooner did I think of that then I'd deeply shivered, feeling an intense flush spread through me.
I got some things done that afternoon, and after dinner sat down at the computer. I'd a couple of offline messages by then, and both had me smiling.
I'm glad you enjoyed it little one. I certainly did! And, come tomorrow morning, I can't tell you how I'll be feeling, picturing you bound and gagged as you will be... which is pretty much how Mr. Eric had left Brittany bound and gagged, now that I think of it.
Just imagine as you lie there tomorrow, being told after you've been bound and gagged that your Master is on the way to pick his little slave up. [image: image12.png]



After a nice leisurely dinner I headed downstairs to check up on the new slave. That's all she was going to be now: a slave, a playtoy. 
When I entered the room she looked up at me from the floor, her clothes dusty and grubby from rolling about and struggling. Her cheeks were soaked with tears, making muddy little tracks down them. Never had I seen such a woebegone, despairing child, nothing at all like her usual insouciance self. I was a bit surprised at what she'd said --once I'd worked my way through deciphering her muffled mumbles. I'd expected threats, pleading, wheedling or begging, not that tragic little "I'm so sorry Mr. Eric".
I'm sure she was sincerely sorry. Now. At this moment. I gazed down, staring into her eyes then gave a mental little nod. The reality was finally sinking in, it seemed. That this wasn't a joke, that this wasn't some sort of bizarre 'object lesson'. 
And that she was utterly, totally and completely helpless.
I unlocked the leash chain from her collar then gently lifted her up, sitting her atop the rack, little legs dangling off the side. "Sit, and stay," I rumbled in a very no-nonsense tone, then left her sitting there, turning around and leaving the underground room. I went upstairs, got several tissues, soaked and wrung out a washcloth with cool water and filled a small lidded plastic glass with cool water, then headed back downstairs. 
I didn't think she'd be that silly to have tried anything, but if she wasn't still sitting where I'd placed her...
I guess I could cement the floor at some point. --grins-- I rather like it the way it is. 
Enjoy your bath little one. Starting at 9 tonight your time, your Master is going to be having some very vivid and intense daydreams about you! Sweet dreams!
KENNA
Winry Posts Saturday Afternoon, 2 May
I check IMs one last time before bed and read Masterius’ last post and then just say. Good night, Sir.  Then I log off. 
Daddy comes in with a bunch of rope and asks, “Something on your mind, pumpkin?”
“Not really, uh, yeah, kind of,” I sigh. “The whole sequence with Brittany was intense.”
“I’m proud of you, Kylie. That showed incredible empathy for something most of us can’t imagine. It was well told. I’m changing the rules for now. I won’t be tying you for RPs or for any reason anymore except on Masterius’ instructions. I doubt he’ll ever let you RP or sleep unbound again, but if he does, then I won’t override him. And no more counting of typos or whatever they’re called more accurately,” he winks. “No more swats from me.”
“Thanks, daddy,” I say. “Just 136 tomorrow from you for him.”
“146,” he says. “You missed the 10 for wake-up.” He reminds me I can back out any time. Tomorrow is distinctly not punishment, so I can quit right now if I want. I know that, but I’m excited about it. “Promise me, daddy, that no matter what I say, you’ll do just what Masterius wants tomorrow. All the tying. All the spanking.”
“OK, I promise,” he says and then smiles. “You planning on begging for mercy?”
“I haven’t decided yet,” I tell him. I haven’t decided if I’m going to argue tomorrow morning to be like Brittany or even if Brittany will have the gumption to argue with Mr. Eric. I haven’t decided if Brittany is going to be sitting on the rack when Mr. Eric gets back. I haven’t decided how Kylie is going to react when she finds out Brittany is missing. I think I’ll figure most of that out tomorrow.  
“At least every half hour I’m going to walk in to the room with you and ask if you’re OK. I’m serious. If you’re playing mind games with yourself, you need to stop long enough to nod. You don’t nod, I’m untying you.”
I don’t say anything, just hold my hands behind my back and let him tie me. When he’s done, I say, “Put me on the floor tonight, OK?” He does and tosses a blanket beside me. 
Crap. No, it was shit, shit, shit. I am so screwed. I’m on a dirt floor and I don’t know why. My Master is coming soon. I start squirming and struggling against the ropes more seriously than I’ve ever done. An intense excitement fills me as I imagine that Masterius has actually gotten his hands on me. He’s coming soon and I don’t know what he’ll do, but I don’t care. If it pleases him, then… 
I relax and calm down. I’m being Kylie, not Brittany. Brittany is not getting excited and she does care what he does. I start struggling again. My master is coming for me. No, not Masterius. Not Mr. Eric. A faceless master and I’ll never see home again. I discover that I can get to my knees when I’m tied like this. I can hop on my knees, but I have to be pretty desperate because it hurts. So, I’m desperate and make two circuits of the small space in my bedroom. Thump. Thump. Thump. A shadow appears in the light coming under the door. “I’m OK, daddy.” Thump. Thump. Thump. 
The clock in my room says 9:20. I hop to it and tip it over with my nose. Brittany doesn’t have a clock. I discover that with the help of a low piece of furniture (my bed), I can get from my knees to my feet. Wow, I hadn’t imagined I could get to my feet.  Then I discover that balance is not so easy with my arms behind me and it’s way scary to think about falling. I’d have to be pretty desperate to hop around like this. 
Getting back to a lying down position is not so easy, unless I just want to topple helplessly and painfully. The bed would make it easy, but I search for something else. It takes the help of a wall to make it less difficult. Then I go to work on the ropes. Bending my ankles up to my butt and pressing back against the wall, I can get my hands to those ropes and untie them. I can get my toes to the knots on my wrists. If I was a monkey, I could untie them. 
Exhausted, I crawl under the blanket and go to sleep. 
I hear daddy come into the room and start to tell him I’m OK, but he slaps my bare butt ten times and I remember what’s gonna happen on Saturday. When there’s 15 minutes left in World History, it takes forever. When I’ve got 15 minutes to use the bathroom and eat something, it’s way too short. I go to the bathroom and have some milk and raspberry yogurt for breakfast. 
Then we get started on the rope tying. When I tie the figure 8 on the crotch rope wrong, daddy says, “You’re not getting out of anything by delaying.  We’ll just slip everything 2 minutes.” So I tie it right this time… I did not do the first one wrong on purpose.
Once the crotch rope is in place, he ties my wrists behind my back like I had Thursday night and adds the ropes above and below my nipples. He gags and blindfolds me and lays me down on the carpet in the family room. The crotch rope might have been interesting, but it comes off pretty quick. The hardest part was just squirming to get my hands to it, but I tied it, so untying it from the back center of the waist rope is easy. It’s not completely off, but it’s not digging into me now. 
Over the next 20 minutes, I manage to get the rope above my nipples off. I don’t have to untie it, I just move to the coffee table. I may be blindfolded, but I’ve lived in this house all my life and daddy does not rearrange furniture. I put a table corner in the space between my arm and my back and push. Blow out all my air and push. Again and again, inching it (actually millimetering it would be more accurate) until it slips off my shoulders. I bend and shake my head and it falls to the floor. 
Then I start on the rope below my nipples. I push it down and it goes pretty quick. Slender waist and skinny hips and all it takes is me to stand and wiggle for it to drop to the floor. Didn’t even have to untie either of those ropes. 
Up to now, I’ve probably put on quite a show for Masterius, squirming just the way he wants. Now I just go sit on the couch and feel around with my fingers, trying to find some way to untie my wrists. I can’t even touch the rope. I just get started on the last rope, the one around my wrists, when daddy shows up. 
He puts me over his knee and delivers ten hand spanks. The ten from the wake-up made my butt feel warm and pink, like I’d been when I went to school with no panties. These next ten really sting and I think about more to come. More with the hand, hairbrush, and then a belt. That is motivation to get to work on my wrists. The problem is, I can’t even find the rope, let alone the knot. Twisting and squirming doesn’t help a bit. The wrist rope isn’t going to slide anywhere. It has to be untied. 
I stop long enough to pry the blindfold off with the table corner. The leash on my collar is tied to a leg of the couch. I sit with my back to it, untie, it and then walk to the bathroom and look over my shoulder in the mirror. The knot is on the outside, nowhere near anything I can reach. I go back to the family room, wondering if I’m cheating by leaving the room, but I’ve negated the leash. Seems fair to me.  
Here we go, Master, I hope you enjoy this. I lie down on the floor on my tummy and stretch my arms down and my feet up, trying to find the knot with my toes. I can’t quite do it, but when I wriggle over to the wall, I can use my weight to bend my knees a little bit more and I start toeing the knot. I’m still doing that when daddy checks on me at 8:30 and then at 9:02 delivers twenty hand spanks. My bottom is sore and this time I start kicking and crying. For the first time, I get nervous. We’re not even a third of the way through my spankings and I don’t think I can take anymore. And I told daddy not to stop no matter what. 
Unbeknownst to Winry, Daddy sends an IM to Masterius right after the 9 o’clock spanking. He’s concerned that the escalation in number of swats will be too much for Winry. Masterius confirms that more swats does not mean more distress for Winry. The message is just keep her at the level where she is.
For the next hour, I keep trying, but only get more and more frustrated. I can hook the knot with a toe or the (way too blunt) corner of the table, but can’t loosen it a bit. Now I have to stop and rest frequently. Wearing myself out. So helpless and frustrated. I can feel for the first time how Kylie and Brittany feel. One knot short of no spanking at all. So there I am at 10:02 for ten more hand spanks and good Christ, six with a hairbrush. But the spanking isn’t as bad as I anticipated. Sure, I kick and scream and wish I wasn’t getting it, but these 16 are no worse than the 20. With my butt as sore as it is, I’m not sure, but I think daddy eased up. If you can call screaming and kicking an easy spanking.   
After the 10 o’clock spanking I do notice something that I hope daddy doesn’t notice. From the start I’ve had this achy feeling in my tummy. It builds as I get more frustrated. That helpless feeling that I get when I think about the upcoming spanking and nothing I can do about it is what gets me. The spanking takes it away like cold water thrown on me, but it starts again when the spanking is done. It’s not the pain, it’s the helplessness that is driving me crazy and now as I work the knot, I’m getting not just achy, but wet. Working the knot is misleading. I’m massaging it. I’m fondling it. I’m making sure it’s still there. With my toes. But I’m not making any freaking progress. Add to my frustration the image of Masterius watching me and… well, I just better not think about it or I won’t be able to face daddy for the next spanking. And there’s a part of me that wishes I was tied better, like Mr. Eric does to Kylie. I’d be squirming and helpless all over. But, there’s a part of me that thinks having just one knot left is the most frustrated I could be. 
At 11 o’clock, daddy puts me over his knee for the spanking and I blush furiously just as he leans me forward. I thought he promised to keep his focus off there, but he didn’t. Try double take. The wetness is way too obvious, but at least he has the decency to blush, too. After that, it’s a rush to try to get out of the rope by noon. Who am I kidding? All I’m doing at this point is squirming and pretending to get the knot while imagining Masterius with a slight smile on his face, sometimes a big smile. I know now what my choice will be at noon. Sixty freaking swats, then a mad dash to my room as soon as daddy unties my wrists. I suppose it’s obvious to anybody that I can’t play with myself with my wrists tied behind my back, but I try, just to make sure. How desperate is that? I stop when the thought of how amusing, arousing, and/or satisfying that would be for Masterius himself. I wish I could send him the video. So, I could hump on the arm of the couch, but the stain would be hard to explain to daddy. 
The noon spanking is anti-climatic. It was the frustration of not being able to avoid it that wound me up. Now the spanking is just a delay. Daddy keeps me right on the edge of kicking and screaming. Some swats are gentle and some are hard. I hate it, but then if I liked the spanking, the in-between time wouldn’t be so incredible. After daddy unties me, it’s not a mad dash to my room, but a dignified, quick walk so I’m not so obvious. Then I play with myself. 
Incredible, Sir. Wish you were here. I came three times. I’m so euphoric, I even hit send. Heck, I’m pretty sure daddy guessed why I was in my room for an hour. 
Then I spend some time getting in Brittany’s head. I know what I want her to do. So, it’s more a matter of making sure she does it in character. 
The way he speaks and looks at me this time leaves me no doubt that he expects to keep me for a while. OK, threatening him was a bad idea. I’m surprised, but he seems to understand what I said. So, now I know that sorry won’t cut it. I just have to figure out what will cut it. What does he want? What’s the magic word or deed?
Sit and stay? What am I a dog now? Hah, he’s shown me the door and then he leaves! I hop down off the table and over to the door. I back up to the door and pull on the handle. Locked. I should have guessed that. I search for the lock, but it’s obviously not on this side. I don’t even see a way to unlock it with a key from the inside. Not to mention I don’t have a key. 
I hop around the perimeter of the room, looking for anything that might be a way out. It’s obvious I’m in a cell or underground or something, but I carefully examine the cell. I don’t know how much time I have. Way in the back, I’m looking at the wall when I hear the door open again. I crouch down behind another piece of equipment. I gotta pee so bad I almost do it right there. He’s gonna find me. I stand up. “I gotta pee… bad. Really bad!” Body language helps on this one. 
With the look on his face, I don’t have to pee anymore. It’s a done deal. 
MASTERIUS
Masterius posts late Saturday afternoon, 2 May
I kept glancing at the clock. I couldn't help it. I had no idea what Winry was thinking or feeling, but I was definitely aware how I was. The closer it got to 9:00 her time the more wired I felt. It took little effort to imagine her being bound for bed, leashed to her headboard. That image was enough to keep me restless. But it was imagining what she might be thinking that truly had me hyper.
When 9:00 her time rolled around I was sitting in my chair, a mug of Earl Grey in my hands. My eyes were closed, picturing her slowly being bound and prepared for bed. Was she gently squirming this time, already imagining tomorrow? Was she nibbling her lip, starting to have second thoughts? At 9:05, was she snuggled in, eyes closed, and starting to drowse? Or was she fidgeting, having an 'itch' she wanted to scratch, but could neither reach nor ease? Was she excited about tomorrow, or nervous? Keyed up, or anxious? Some of each? Was she picturing herself as she'd be tomorrow, lying there bound and gagged? Imagining herself as Brittany, who had been kidnapped and was bound and gagged, helpless, against her will and desperately trying to escape?
That had been a serendipitous stroke of timing, playing out and posting about Brittany as we had. It wasn't at all planned, but it couldn't have happened at a more propitious time. For now Winry would have that image very clearly in mind and thought and would easily be able to picture herself tomorrow as Brittany.
I hadn't told her, or even hinted to her, what tomorrow was truly about. As far as she knew or suspected, tomorrow was for one reason and one reason only: to please her Master. Her obedience in being bound and gagged would please me. Her efforts at struggling to escape and free herself would please me. Her endurance of the spanks would please me. And all of that was true; they would please me. Excite the Hell out of me, too. 
But that wasn't what tomorrow was about.
Tomorrow was about her. Or, more accurately, tomorrow was for her.
At first glance, any aspect of D/s looks totally one-sided. But in any serious D/s relationship --whether that be Dominant and submissive, Top and bottom or Master/Mistress and slave-- there is give-and-take. The degree of that might vary, but it's there; it's not a totally selfish, self-centered relationship. Only in (mostly, anyway) abusive and cruel (or fantasy stories) relationships is that totally one-sided. I say 'mostly', because there are some submissives and slaves who truly don't want any consideration taken, any importance or significance given, to their needs and wants. Then again, since that is what they want, being given that provides their needs. 
Still and all, any true Master is aware of their slave's wants and needs, is aware of their hopes and dreams, concerns and fears. And while I hadn't known Winry all that very long, I was pretty sure I understood the crux of most of them. 
So, tomorrow was actually for her. I wanted her to experience as close to true helplessness as was possible. Just being tied up really wouldn't do that. She knew her dad was right there, after all. He'd always be there to untie and free her, to watch over and protect her (which, I might add, he should be). So in order to give her that feeling of helplessness, to provide a serious incentive for struggling to get free --and thus feeling helpless if she couldn't-- I'd added the 'penalty' of the spankings. 
The spankings weren't the point of tomorrow. They were simply the catalyst. Which is why I'd adjusted the amounts and types gradually upwards as time passed. So that after the first couple of hours (and spankings) she'd start feeling the adrenaline rush of helplessness. Her heart beating faster. Pulse pounding, throbbing against the ropes that bound her. Mouth dry, breathing quickens.
Oh, and one more thing. Which was also the point of tomorrow.
I wanted her 'itching'. I wanted my little slave squirming, and not just from escape attempts. I wanted her turned on, flushed and tingling. I wanted her cunny not just wet, but soaked. I wanted her horny. Hump-a-doorknob aroused and turned on.
And just to make sure she had as much 'help' as possible for that... was the crotch rope.
Tied the way I'd described, every wiggle, every squirm, would rub that knot right against her clit. The harder she tried to work the ropes off the more it would rub. And between the thrill of helplessness, the anxiousness awaiting the spanking penalties, and the crotch rope, well...
I was really hoping my little Winry would be melted into a puddle come noon. 
That was my intention. Alas, I'd planned as best as I could, but I'd missed one teensy-eensy flaw... which wasn't so teensy-eensy after all.
Somehow I managed to sleep. I hadn't been this wired since a kid at Christmas Eve. As exciting and thrilling as our posts with Kylie and Brittany were --and make no mistake, I was finding those incredibly erotic-- I never once thought about those that evening and night. Not when I was thinking about my Winry. I was already wide awake, mug of coffee in my hand, watching the second hand sweep with glacial slowness, waiting for the exact time Winry would be woken up. 
What would she be thinking this morning, now that the appointed time had come? The reason I'd only given her fifteen minutes between waking and being bound was to minimize the time she'd have to think. To second-guess. I wanted her to suddenly find herself bound and gagged before it truly dawned on her the time had come. Until it was too late to change her mind.
Not that I expected her to change her mind, because I didn't. But knowing you wouldn't do something is vastly different than not having the choice at all. Much like being gagged: if I told Winry not to speak I know she wouldn't. But if I then gagged her, the choice of not speaking was no longer hers to make: it was mine.
At fifteen past the hour I was picturing her slowly tying her crotch rope, then gradually being tied up more and more, being gagged then blindfolded, lying on the floor. What was she picturing, what was she picturing, as that was being done? Had she any idea how terribly badly I wished I was the one doing that? As time passed, was she struggling yet, or just basking in the sensation of being bound? Was she picturing herself as Brittany, groggily waking, only to discover the predicament she was in? Was she suddenly wondering if daddy might set up the webcam for this?
Was she picturing suddenly hearing a strange male voice rumble in a deep voice, "So... this is my little slave. How sexy and pretty she looks. Don't worry, I'll have her back at the end of the weekend as promised."
That... wasn't a good thing for me to have just imagined. I was already hard, and that image had me groan out loud, gripping my mug almost hard enough to break it.
And how would she feel, I wonder, when she did start getting very wet? And no way to hide, cover or conceal that from view?
If there was one thing I was absolutely sure about, though, was that she would do her best to struggle and get free. That's what I'd told her to do, so that's what she'd do. And while I didn't really think she could get free, if she did manage that I wanted to be 'right there' afterwards. So I logged onto messenger, just in case. If she did manage to get free she'd be thrilled and bouncy, and I wanted to be there to share that with her.
I certainly wasn't expecting, or desiring, how matters had started progressing.
Thank God I'd had messenger up and running. About ten minutes after 9, messenger chimed, and I almost dropped my coffee mug. Wow! That was fast! I plopped down in my chair, prepared to read an exultant message from Winry... but what I read made my blood run cold and instantly deflated my erection.
The one thing I hadn't thought to explain --partially because I didn't want to forewarn Winry, and partly because it had never occurred to me-- was how intense I'd wanted the spanks. See, the thing is, when I'm spanking someone, I'm constantly gauging their effects. I'm continually altering, as wanted or needed, how forceful I land each one so as to obtain the response I desire. I knew how I wanted Winry to feel during --and after-- each series, and I knew why I wanted her feeling that way. 
I'd just never thought to convey that to the one actually doing the spanking.
This could have been a disaster, a catastrophe. Thankfully her dad had been concerned enough to message me before going and further. I explained what it was I'd intended with the spankings, and after a few message exchanges we'd cleared things up. 
I was extremely relieved afterwards, but I wasn't able to rise back up as high as I'd been prior to the IM chat. Figuratively and literally speaking. For all that I can be callous and pitiless in my writings, postings and role play I'm not that way in real life. I never take it for granted when someone voluntarily, trustingly, surrenders control of themselves to me, just as Winry had done. And I'd almost messed things up badly by being negligent. Unintentional carelessness, true. But intentional or not the end result would have been the same.
So I was exceedingly apprehensive as 10:00 approached, then passed. As the second hand slowly circled round and round and there were no IMs I started to relax. But, both at 11:00 then at 12:00 I started getting all tight and tense all over again. 
As I wasn't sure what choice Winry had made at noon I wasn't surprised when I didn't get a message right away. But around 1:00 messenger chimed, and I broke into a huge grin at the simple message. 
Incredible, Sir. Wish you were here. I came three times.
"Yes!" I made a fist and pumped it in the air, grinning even wider. "Yes, yes, yes!" Well, I'd deduced she'd played with herself --the 'itch' references had made that clear enough-- but my curiosity about whether she climaxed from that had just been answered. And dayuhm! Three times!? Wow!
That's great little one! I'm really, really glad! I was hoping very much you'd find this very exciting and thrilling. Three times, huh? I guess that answers my question about how much you enjoyed this! ; )
And I wish I was there, too. You have no idea how much I wish that. --wistful sigh--
Now, unless you have other plans, might I suggest a nice, long hot soak in a tub? With lots of bubbles. Because if you were with me, after untying you, and after lots of cuddles and kisses, I'd run my very pleasing little slave a bath, then let her soak before bathing her. Then after the bath, and toweling you dry and brushing your hair, I'd give you a nice massage. I'm pretty sure you're a bit stiff and achy, and a massage would feel nice. 
Besides, I'd enjoy massaging you, too.: )
--kisses your cheek-- Very well done! Go and rest now, Master will look for his sexy little slave later this afternoon.
As I didn't get a message back I was pretty sure she'd either gone for that bath or just plopped back down into bed, sprawled and passed out. So I started doing some errands and housework, looking forwards to the evening with my Winry.
Later the afternoon I logged on to check LB and was surprised to see an RP post from Winry. Heading to our RP I read it then considered a reply. That was harder than usual for it was difficult at the moment, after the morning I'd had, to properly get myself in 'Mr. Eric's' headspace. It took me a while to do that and, once I had, I'd composed a reply.
I suppose I shouldn't have been surprised to find her absent from where I'd left her. Brittany had never struck me as being meek, timid or compliant. Stubborn, willful, mulish, determined? Oh yes.
And while I could understand, and even sympathize, with her --waking up to discover that, instead of being seduced by your crush, you've just been abducted by him, and not because he's madly in love with you, but because he's furious at you trying to blackmail/force-seduce him-- I really didn't think she'd be foolish enough to have ignored my order.
For that had been an order, no two ways about it. I'd been extremely firm in my tone. Yet my expression had been a bit understanding and considerate. I knew this had to be one helluva shock to her. I knew she had to be feeling lost, and scared, confused and indignant and miserable. I didn't much care at the moment, still seething over her callous attempt at extortion. But I also hadn't seen the need to make matters worse.
Obviously she felt differently about that.
I stood in the doorway, blocking it with my body, as suddenly frozen eyes scanned the basement. There was no way out but through me, but I didn't really need to blockade the door. I mean, what was she going to do, kangaroo-hop past me and flee? 
I didn't see her at first, which didn't surprise me. So I just kept standing there and, after a few seconds, I saw her slowly straighten up from behind the 'horse' I'd built. No sooner had she straightened up then she started doing an instantly recognizable 'pee-pee' dance, which, under different circumstances, I might have found charming and adorable. And undoubtedly she did have to piss very badly by now. 
But you didn't go hopping all around then crouch and hide if you were desperately seeking a way to pee. So I wasn't at all amused, and she must have clearly seen that, for she suddenly froze in place, turned translucently pale... then the front of her jeans started turning very dark blue. I just stood there, eyes glittering, arms folded across my chest, and watched her piss herself in fear. Well, perhaps, more accurately, fear had just shattered the last of her control, but the end result was the same.
I waited until she'd finished, my eyes cold and hard. Then I closed the door behind me, the muffled thud as it sealed making her jump then tremble. She just stared at me, brown eyes wide and huge, as I set the washcloth and cup down on a small table then walked over to the cabinet. From inside I removed several coils of rope and a length of cord, then I slowly stalked towards her. And it was a stalk.
There was nowhere for her to go, nothing for her to do. I stepped up to her, firmly grasped upper arms then lifted, moving her a few feet towards the middle of the room before buckling her legs by nudging the back of her knees with one of mine. Guiding her down, I maneuvered her onto her belly, then tied one end of a rope to her tied wrists. I totally, utterly ignored anything she said or tried doing. Not that she could do much, between bound as she was and as exhausted from struggling as she was.
Bringing her ankles up behind her I tied her in a loose hogtie. Not that I was being merciful, as she'd shortly find out. Reaching up high I grabbed the snaphook that dangled there. A snaphook that was attached to one end of a chain. The chain, in turn was attached to a double pulley, which I now adjusted to lower the snaphook. Once it was down far enough I clipped it to the middle of the hogtie rope... then started raising the pulley. 
I stopped once Brittany was quite arched, ankles and wrists pulled up high, and only her hips and the lowest part of her belly touching the ground. Which, not-so-incidentally, meant she was forced to lie directly atop her piss-soaked clothes.
I used the cord to gather her hair into a ponytail, then tipped her head way back, tying the end of the cord off to the snaphook. Then I stood in front of her, crouched, then stared, very hard, into her eyes. "You know, you're quite the talented girl," I said, my voice quite calm, cool and nonchalant, "I didn't think it was possible to piss me off more than you already have. But you've managed." She had the most interesting expression and reaction at that.
"So, here's something to think about while I'm gone. The next time you see that door open," I said, gesturing to the door just across and in front of her, "I'm going to come in and take you down from this. Then I'm going to untie your hair from that hook, and untie your hands from your feet. Because that cord and rope'll be in my way."
I stood up then, arms folded across my chest, gazing down at her. "So will your jeans and panties, so I'll just pull those down. Then I'm going to lay you face down over that," I said, this time gesturing to the sawhorse, "and fuck your ass. And when I'm done with that," I said, "I'm going to fuck that tight little virgin pussy just like you wanted me to do. Oh, wait," I said, sounding thoughtful, "you wanted me to make love to you. Well, I think you royally fucked that chance up just now," I told her. "And there's nothing you can say or do, is there?"
Let her think I'd been coming down to make nicey-nicey, and if she'd've been a good little girl and just had stayed sitting like I told her, I would have made love to her instead of, well, raping her. Which is what it was going to be.
I stopped by the door, glancing back at her. "You're sliding backwards very fast, girl," I said, and now my voice sounded hard and cold. "You could have been my lover," I said. "But you fucked that up for good. Then you could have been my slave. Now you're just a fuck toy. I really don't think you want to backslide any further." I stepped out past the door then turned around. Before I shut the door I repeated, "Nothing you can say, nothing you can do, is gonna change what happens when this door opens next." I paused a moment, then added, "I might be wrong about that, though. If I were you, I'd be thinking really hard about that. You really want to hope I'm wrong about that and you figure something out."
Then I closed the door and locked it before heading back upstairs. I had worksheets and homework to grade, after all.

I paused a moment before sending it. I wasn't a big fan of the word 'rape' or, for that matter, the action itself. That might sound hypocritical, but rape had a certain connotation to me that I found distasteful and repugnant. Unfortunately... it fit in this case, no two ways about it. I was just worried how Winry would react to it.
KENNA
Winry Posts Saturday Afternoon, 2 May
If he hadn’t suggested it, I wouldn’t have taken a bath. Just like he said, though, I do and imagine him giving it to me. He’s confusing me. Tied and spanked a lot and now he’s talking bath and massage. I think at that moment I get the idea of bondage and spanking as discipline. For five hours I’d done nothing but concentrate on pleasing him and it seemed almost by chance that I’d enjoyed it, too. Not so much by chance as a nice side effect. There was more I could do for him. And he for me. Like let him give me a bath and a massage.  I started to seriously want to be his. I didn’t want to just be a fake online slave. I wanted to be his for real. It just wouldn’t ever happen with daddy around and watching. 
By now I’d figured out how to turn off the chat logging feature of Messenger. Just letting me know there was such a thing had been enough for me to search and find the on/off button for that. There were two things wrong with that. If daddy caught me (and I don’t know how he would), it would be the end of everything. Second, Masterius was so concerned about me, would he tell daddy?
After my bath, I get on line.
Sir, thanks for the bath and massage. At least I thought of you. 
I ache to be his and think he must have the same feeling. I want to see him and him to see me. I wish he could see me squirm for him. I almost make a comment about the video, but it’s just not funny anymore. 
Sir, did I offend you with the joke about the video?
I check his post. I’m absolutely stunned by the harsh treatment I’ve set Brittany up for. I read and reread the position he’s put her in. I lie down on the floor and arch and tilt my head back, all trying to imagine her position. But it’s not just the position, which must be more painful that I can do for myself. It’s the feeling I had this morning but a zillion times more. She can’t do anything to avoid the horrible consequences of her blackmail and disobedience. She brought it on herself. Utterly helpless and left to wait for her rape. 
“Daddy! I need some help!” A few minutes later I’m in Brittany’s position. I’m hanging from the hook in daddy’s office that normally holds me on my toes for RPing. Just my belly touching the floor. Imagining the upcoming events just makes me so damn horny I can hardly stand it. But, Brittany wouldn’t be. I don’t want her to be me. All I get out of the position to help me be Brittany is just how uncomfortable it is. Ten minutes later daddy gets me down. 
I wonder about the opening he left her to somehow avert her fate. I think about what Kylie knows about him, but that’s god modding. What does Brittany know about him? I go back and reread my posts about Brittany. She’s confused and doesn’t even know for sure why she’s there. 
I blush as I pee myself. I didn’t want him to see that, but I’m scared and confused. It just happened and now he looks furious. Sit and stay, he’d said. I hadn’t, but so what? I hadn’t gone far. It wasn’t nearly as bad as blackmailing him. I knew he was mad, but up until this moment I hadn’t realized how mad. His look and the way he walks toward me make me want to disappear. This can’t possibly be the Mr. Eric that teaches 7th grade math. As he takes me to the center of the room and casually puts me on my belly, I curse again that I’d let him tie me. Hey, he’s the criminal. Child molester. I’m the victim. He starts tying my hands to my feet. Oh man, am I the victim. 
“Sorry, so sorry. Please, don’t. Please, please, please, let me go. I won’t tell anyone. Keep my phone. I didn’t mean it.” He’d understood everything else I’d said before, but he doesn’t ever react to anything I say now. He didn’t even bother to clean me up. “Oww, oww, please, no,” I cry out as he pulls me in the air and bends me in two. Oh, Jesus, oh , Jesus, what? Why? I feel panic coming on again. “I just wanna go home.” I roll my eyes to look at him, but he’s not looking at me. 
When he ties my hair and pulls my head back, I’m practically staring at the ceiling. When he speaks, I focus and listen. I’m expecting conditions, but he tells me I’ve pissed him off. I shake my head, eyes denying that. I didn’t mean to. I just wanted… I bob my head eagerly despite the strain as he says he’ll take me down. Yes, that’s good. Oh, shit, that’s bad. I can’t believe the words that tumble out of his mouth. My ass? My virgin pussy? I shake my head no. Oh, God, please no. I just go limp when he says fuck toy. Nothing I can do, nothing I can say. I watch him leave, not wanting to believe this is possible. I ache already and I want to go home. 
Then he stops and says maybe I can change his mind. The door slams. Exactly how can I change my rapist’s mind? He’d talked about being his lover and then slave, something lower than lover. Captive lover, I decide. If I’d been good, I’d be his lover? But I wasn’t good, so slave. Captive slave.  Love slave? But I wasn’t good, so I’m a fuck toy? I don’t even know what that means except my ass and virgin pussy are getting it tonight. I could ‘upgrade’ to lover. I could ‘upgrade’ to slave. I decide lover is too much to ask from him now. A good slave could ‘upgrade’ to lover. 
When the door opens, he walks close and I say, “Master, I’ll be a good slave, I promise.” My eyes beseech him for mercy. “Master, I’ll do anything.” It turns my stomach to say it, but I really mean it. Slave or fuck toy? I’ll take slave. “Please.”
I scan a copy of my school picture and save it on a stick. Then, I log off and go to the library. At the library I plug the stick into a USB port. 
Sir, I’m at the library. No IM logging. Can we chat or will you tell daddy? 
MASTERIUS
Masterius posts late Saturday afternoon, 2 May
You're welcome my little one. I hope you enjoyed the bath. I was hoping you'd taken one. I'm glad you thought of me, too. You *do* know I don't have to have you tied up to enjoy being with you, yes? There's more to being a little slave than just being tied up. *Lots* more. 
I sent that then added:
Like giving your Master a bath and massage... and perhaps more, afterwards. 
I waited a couple of seconds then sent:
Speaking of 'afterwards'... my little slave does realize her Master had a *very* serious 'itch' himself. All night long thinking of his little slave, and **definitely** all this morning. In fact, well, a few minutes after noon I just *had* to, well, 'scratch'.
I was expecting some sort of reply to that, but what I actually got had me sit back a bit in my chair.
Sir, did I offend you with the joke about the video?
I took several deep breaths before replying. I could have taken longer, but I was afraid the longer I waited the more worried she'd get.
I wasn't *offended*, no, little one. After I'd some time to think about it, it *was* sort of funny.
I sent that before continuing.
I wasn't offended. I repeated. It just sort of, well, hurt. Not wounded hurt, a melancholic hurt. I guess the best way to explain how I felt would be this. Picture if you'd only been able to read our posts, but deeply, deeply wished you could RP Kylie. Not just watch, be a bystander. But really, truly play her yourself. Now imagine being told you could play her... just foolin'!
I would have given just about anything to have watched you. I hadn't asked, or even hinted, and I won't. But that doesn't stop me from wishing. And, for just a moment, I felt like I'd been told my greatest desire was going to be handed me... just foolin'!
The silly thing is, the moment you'd sent that about the video 99.9% of me was going 'That's gotta be a joke, she's trying to get me to fall out of my chair'. It was that stupid .1% of me that, for that instant... yanno?
So please, don't worry. I was just being stupid, and I guess I had a bit of a tantrum. I apologize for just logging off and not even saying goodbye. That was very rude of me, and it was wrong. Forgive me?
Since she was offline when I sent that I waited a bit in case she logged on, and while I waited I checked out LB. She'd already posted, and my!, what a post!
The problem, I was discovering while grading papers, was that when I was armored behind the defensive shell of a teacher, I'd been immune to the blandishments, flirtations and appearance of my students. Well, except for Kylie, that is. So I really hadn't ever paid much attention to Brittany, beyond that necessary as a teacher. However, after the events of late this afternoon...
She really was quite attractive. Quite lovely hair, a very pretty auburn and, as I found out just a bit ago, very soft and silky. And beautiful brown eyes --especially when they were wide with fear.
But I also remembered those eyes from before, when they were wide with pleasure. When she'd thought I was attracted to her, stunned and enamored of her appearance. When she'd believed I thought she was hot. Not just pleasure, but surprised, flattered pleasure, as if she couldn't believe I'd find her appealing and attractive. That had made her look very vulnerable and exposed.
What a shame the rest of her 'performance' had gone the way it had. Then again, without the impetus of her blackmail, I wouldn't have responded at all the way I had. I'd done so only to hoodwink her. But if I hadn't responded the way I had, I also wouldn't have seen that vulnerable aspect.
But now that I had, and now that she was downstairs, I couldn't ignore what I'd seen of her. Nor ignore how that was making me feel. I was hard as a rock, powerfully aroused. And it wasn't just because she was helpless, nor just because she was about to get the comeuppance she'd earned. 
It was also because she was hot. Sexy.
Damn.
I finished grading the homework and worksheets, half my attention on imagining the feeling as I took her just as I'd described. Fucked her as she remained totally helpless, bound and gagged, impotently, futilely struggling. And the moment I'd finished the last one, I was up and moving, heading downstairs to ease my throbbing erection, slaking that arousal with her little body. There was nothing she could think of, I was sure, that would make a difference.
I no sooner entered the room, closing the door securely behind me, then she desperately locked huge fearful, frantic eyes to mine. I saw despair flash in their depths, but then she surprised the hell out of me.
“Master, I’ll be a good slave, I promise.” Her eyes shimmered, tears filled the corners, pleading with them as well as her gagged voice. “Master, I’ll do anything. Please.”
I stopped right in front of her, legs spread a bit. With her hair tied the way it was her eyes were forced to look right up at me. Which meant she couldn't possibly miss the thick bulge at the front of my pants... nor did she, for her eyes widened even further.
"I'm sure you remember feeling my hard on under your ass back at school, hmmm?" I conversationally said while gazing down at her, hands clasped behind my back. "That wasn't acting you know. You are quite sexy and hot," I told her. "Now I'm just as hard and aroused; in fact, a helluva lot harder. And getting harder, and more aroused, just looking at a fuck toy." 
I didn't miss the shudder that literally shook her at that. 
Crouching down I untied her hair. Patting her cute ass through her jeans I stood up and lowered the pulley until she was flat on her belly again. Unsnapping the hook I then untied the hogtie rope, lowering her feet back down. She was making the most interesting sounds by now. "You'll do anything, was that it?"
I swear, she nodded so fast she looked like a bobble head doll on the dashboard of a redneck truck doing one hundred over a speed bump course. 
"Of course you will. You're just a fuck toy, after all. And I'll do whatever I want to and with you."
Picking her up, I carried her over to the sawhorse, setting her down facing the bar. Reaching around her I unsnapped and unzipped her jeans, pulling them down to the ropes at upper knees. I reached up and grasped her urine-soaked panties then paused.
"A good slave, was that what you'd said?" I asked, and again my little sexy bobble head nodded. "Is that what you want to be?"
I hadn't missed her expression before, even buried beneath the fear and helplessness. She'd loathed saying it... but she had been sincere. 
I spun her around, facing me now, her ass against the sawhorse bar. I gazed down at her with hungry eyes. Not accusing, or condemning. Just... hungry. She'd seen a touch of that before, back in class, but now the full brunt of that was focused on her. Before she'd been in the beam of a flashlight, now she was standing in the glare of a blast furnace.
Reaching out I lightly played with some of her hair. "I'm hard," I rumbled in a deep, gruff voice. "And I'm not going to relieve that. Either the ass and pussy of a fuck slave is, or the mouth of a slave will," I growled down at her. "You have ten minutes," I told her, my glittering eyes staring into hers. "When I come back, a slave had best be kneeling, with her mouth empty and wide open, waiting for her Master's cock."
I left her standing there against the sawhorse, closing the door behind me. If she were smart, she'd try rubbing the tape off against the edge of the sawhorse bar. I really didn't expect her to succeed. But if she tried...
Depending on how well she had tried, I might --might, mind you-- be willing to give her a chance to demonstrate her sincerity by sucking me off. Then again... I might not.
I'd posted that then got some coffee. I wasn't gone long, but by the time I came back I had a message from Winry. One that had me both freeze and boil.
Sir, I’m at the library. No IM logging. Can we chat or will you tell daddy?
Sweet Jesus H. F-ing Christ on a friggin' pogo stick.
A thousand thoughts flashed through my head, all fighting for attention at the same time. Could we chat? Oh shit yeah, I wanted to chat with her, just the two of us. There were things I wanted to say, and ask, that I just really couldn't knowing her dad would see those, too. And if I felt that way, sure as heck she did, too! Not that a public library was exactly the best venue for that.
Would I tell daddy? That was the trillion-dollar question. I knew what the correct answer was: yes. And for more than one reason. The biggest was that he trusted me. He was expecting me to act responsibly, which meant not just following his rules but assuring his daughter followed them, too. If he found out I was privately chatting behind his back... I'd lose Winry. He'd cut us off. And that'd kill me. The next biggest was that I was supposed to be responsible. Winry might not, at the moment, be looking at things that way. But how could she continue trusting me if I was willing to 'wink-wink nudge-nudge' when the whim suited me? 
There were reasons --sound reasons-- for why her dad had restricted her chats with me. The fact that he'd allowed that at all was a signal honor. 
Even as all that was roiling in my head yet another thought popped up: library. Location. Possible static IP. I knew it was wrong... kinda... but even as I debated her question I started busily 'working behind the scenes' to see if I could trace back the IP to the library. That'd tighten down the locational area a whole helluva lot!
We can chat, yes. *This* time little love. I replied. And I won't tell. But you're putting me between a rock and a hard place here you know. I mean, I really badly want to privately chat with you. Just us. Being able to speak my mind and thought without... you know. But dad also trusts me to follow his rules. But I think, this time, we'll be ok. Besides, I really do want to be able to chat with you this way. Just us.
I sent that, then sent another.
Besides, you must really want to chat. I wouldn't have thought you'd want to move after this morning, let alone walk the whole way to the library. So, yes, let's chat.: ) What's on your mind my little love?
KENNA
Winry IMs Saturday Afternoon, 2 May
After I sent the IM, I read the messages that he’d sent while I was offline. I hadn’t planned a really long chat, but I did know that I had to answer these now or never. What would daddy think if I went home and answered IMs that he’d never seen?  But now Masterius has answered an IM that daddy did see and won’t see the answer to. Maybe this isn’t such a good idea. We’re gonna get caught and then it’s over. 
The library’s just a block. I don’t want to say much, except I’ve got my school picture ready to send. May I, Sir? For real. Just a head and shoulders shot, you know. 
I really got excited when I imagined you watching and I think it would be even more personal and more exciting if you knew my face. 
After I log off, you have to resend all the IMs that answer my question about were you offended so that daddy sees the answer. Then I’ll answer or else he’ll wonder why you didn’t answer or why I answered something he didn’t see. 
You made me itch just by saying that video tape was your greatest desire. All the more reason for my picture, Sir. 
MASTERIUS
Masterius IMs Saturday Afternoon, 2 May
Actually, little slave, my greatest desire would be having you with me. [image: image13.png]


But, yes, I'd love to see your school picture. It means a lot to me that you'd like to share that with me.
I have to admit, I kinda like us chatting like this. Makes me feel like we snuck out back to meet for an illicit kiss. [image: image14.png]



That's clever thinking little slave. I'll wait about 20 minutes after you log off messenger at the library then I'll resend the messages. Thank goodness for copy & paste. [image: image15.png]



I'm still giddy about last night through this afternoon, just to let you know. 
I also think I'll ask dad if he'll let us have the occasional unmonitored private chat. There are times I'd like to talk to you about things that, well, I feel inhibited knowing he'll see that, and I'm sure you feel the same way. Would you like that if I asked him for that?
I sent those off then waited like a kid for Christmas for her email. I did want to see what she looked like. And while I waited... I furiously worked, trying to track the IP she was messaging from. A library within a block of her house? My, my, my. 
Not that I'd ever do anything with that information. No, never...
KENNA
Winry IMs Saturday Afternoon, 2 May
While I wait for his reply, I open up my email and get it ready to send. I’m already assuming he’ll say yes. So as soon as the first IM comes back, I hit send. 
Picture’s on the way, Sir. BTW, my braces come off in two weeks. 
I’ll wait until you get it and then log off. It is like an illicit kiss, but we snuck away to the library for it.: p
You can ask daddy. I’d rather have his permission than sneak around. 
Hey, wait a second. Does he have daddy’s email or screen name? What else has he asked daddy? I smell conspiracy. 
How would you ask daddy?
MASTERIUS
Masterius IMs Saturday Afternoon, 2 May
I can't wait to see you. I'm really excited! I'm glad I'm not at the library, otherwise I'd need a book over my lap when I see you. 
Actually, I'd need you to relay my request to him. What I'd do is message you later tonight, saying that I'd like it if dad would let us now and then private chat, and ask you to show that to him. 
And I feel the same way: I'd rather have his permission, too. Although, just this once, it is very exciting chatting with you like this. 
Would you like to see a photo of me?
Ummm, little slave? Can dad keep track of your emails? Most keep sent messages by default. Just to remind you.
KENNA
Winry IMs Saturday Afternoon, 2 May
OK, I can relay the request. 
Would I like to see a picture of him? You bet. I think. Certainly. Maybe. No. What if daddy finds it? I feel funny about actually seeing him. Jeez, what did I do? Why did I send him my picture? He'll see the real me. Might be able to find me... How stupid am I? Do I really want that or just think I want that. Found, abducted. Brittany or Kylie? It sends chills all over my body, chills of excitement. Oh, just calm down. Do I want his picture? To really imagine his face looking at me? Ooo, chills and tingles. 
Absolutely, Sir. To have your real face in my mind when I imagine you watching me? Fantastic. 
I go into my sent mail, feeling pretty stupid, and delete the email I sent. 
Deleted the email, Sir.
MASTERIUS
Masterius IMs Saturday Afternoon, 2 May
Oh wow! You're even more beautiful than I'd pictured! That's a gorgeous smile you have. And very pretty eyes. And I just want to kiss those lips for hours.
I wasn't joking, either. I'd no sooner opened the image than I'd groaned. 
You can't tell me that the boys aren't noticing you little one. What do you do, attend a school of the blind? Jeez, if I was in your class I'd be stammering like a buffoon just trying to say hi to you.
I definitely saved the photo, oh yes. I don't need pictures, but I don't mind them either. And, in this case, I was sort of glad I hadn't had this until now. I'd had a hard enough time --no pun intended-- last night and this morning as it was. Having this to look at while imagining things would have been a severe trial.
I then sent her one of me, a candid shot of me from the waist up, standing outdoors in a wooded park, dressed casually. 
I'll look for a better one if you'd like. I don't really keep photos of me though. Not digital ones. Guess I'll have to scan a few, if you'd like?
Ah... I've also been thinking of something. Would you be up to another session tomorrow? Nothing like today's. There'd be no spankings or other disciplines involved. Tell you what: I'll email you my idea, then let me know what you think of it, ok?
KENNA
Winry IMs, Posts Saturday Evening, 2 May
I'm blushing in the library. At least my cheeks feel very warm, but not because I'm embarrassed. It's the word beautiful and the fact that he's always been so sincere. It makes me warm all over. 
I told you. All the boys are 15 or 16. No boobs, no boys. 
Then I get an email from him. To tell the truth, I'm a little worried I've been seduced by an old fat man. When I open the picture, I just gape at it. OH... MY... GOD...Mr. Eric in the flesh, only better. I hadn't quite pictured him that muscular. Kylie's Mr. Eric is more school teacherish. It's a little hard to tell if his eyes are slate gray, but I'd bet my panties on a windy day they are. Kiss my lips? Try to keep me away. 
I just get this wild feeling knowing that is who was thinking about me today. And every day after this. OK, he'd already won me by his manner and his considerate approach to my enslavement. Looks aren't everything, but what a freaking bonus. I'd wanted to learn from him. Now I want to live with him. Which is pretty much why I cut it short. 
You're gorgeous, Sir. I don't need anymore. Thank you, thank you. Your name isn't Mr. Eric, is it? And do you teach math? Never mind, you're better than him. Send me an email. Right now I'd let you wrap me in ropes from head to toe. I gotta go. 
Oops, don't say anymore or it will show up on my home computer.
Oops, I printed the pic and will delete the email. 
I log out, delete the email, and go. I'm assuming he's posted already. And when I see what he's posted, I feel a little sorry for Brittany. I don't want her to be a fuck toy. She's not master bedroom material, but not a fuck toy either. Still, I leave Masterius the option of going either way. She's trying, but not succeeding.
I stare up at what can only be described as a demon, a monster. Mr. Eric is wild and scary like this. His cock is inches from my face and he pushes it at me as he leers down at me. My head is still tilted back, but now instead of ceiling all I see is a huge bulge in his pants and he tells me about it. Why it’s there. It’s my fault. I’d tried so hard to be sexy. I don’t want to be sexy now. Not if that’s what happens. 
He says fuck toy again and I don’t want to be that. A toy and the only game I play is fuck. He said my ass and my virgin pussy. I watched him fuck Kylie’s mouth. Three ways to play the game and I don’t want any of them now. My impression of a toy comes from Toy Story, a movie I watched a zillion times as a kid. The image is scary because the toys come to life to while away the hours and days when they’re not being played with. It only makes is so very horribly clear that I will be put away (in a toy box?) until he’s ready to play. The toys know their purpose in life is to be played with. Shudder. The toys look forward to being played with. Despair sweeps me as I imagine that I might one day look forward to being taken out to play with his cock. 
When he asks if I want to be his slave, I nod frantically. Anything but a fuck toy, but he keeps saying that. I want to shake my head no, but I’m too scared to argue with him. The best I can do is little whimpers, plaintive little pleas for anything but fuck toy. Then he pushes me over the sawhorse and pulls down my pants and panties. Oh, Gawd, he’s gonna do me right now. I clench my butt. But then he spins me around. The desire in his eyes is overwhelming. It’s a look I’d dreamed of putting in a man’s eyes. Now, I can only think how screwed I am. 
What? What did he say? A choice? It takes me a few seconds to fully realize he’s just changed targets and given me that chance to upgrade if I can blow him. I watch him leave in disbelief. Slave is better than fuck toy, but for me, ass and pussy are better than mouth. Gawd, it’s a galling, punch in the gut when I realize I’m not just gonna blow him, I’m gonna have to work hard for the privilege of blowing him. 
I lean against the horse for a minute and try to get the gag off my wriggling my face and blowing, but it’s on too secure for that. I drop to my knees and rub the edges of the gag against the corner of the horse. I feel like I’m rubbing my cheek raw, but I get up a corner. Once I get it started, it comes a little bit easier, but it’s taken a lot of time to get just this little bit. I keep rolling it bit by bit. Luckily it comes off as one big hunk of tape. If I had to do this four times, once for each strip, I wouldn’t get it in time. 
When the gag is halfway off, I use my face to press the sticky side of the tape against the horse. Once it’s good and stuck, I carefully pull away from the horse and slowly peel off the gag. The tape dangles from the sawhorse as I frantically try to push a huge sponge ball out a small hole. I have just enough time to figure out it will never come out by pushing. 
Kneeling I turn to face the door and as he walks in, my words are quite plain with only the ball in the way. “It won’t come out. Help me, please, Master.” As I say the words, I’m wondering just how much better off is a slave if my first duty is to beg to suck his cock. I stare at the bulge in his pants not at all ready to relieve him in any fashion. 
Sir, what's the difference between a fuck toy and a little bondage playtoy slave? 
I just gave him my 12 year old version of it. Now I want to be sure I got it right and that it's not where I'm headed.
MASTERIUS
Masterius Chats, Posts and Emails Saturday Evening, 2 May
I told you. All the boys are 15 or 16. No boobs, no boys.
Little beauty, all I can say is that's their loss. And I hope you don't mind if that's 'No boobs, no boys, but yes, a Master'. Even though you'd captured my eye and heart before this. 
I just stared at her photo. Looks aren't everything; the old expression "Beauty is only skin deep" is old because it is accurate. But, mahgawd... I goosebumped sitting there, just staring at her photo. No, looks aren't everything. But I wasn't going to be able, ever, to not match her photo now with her already adorable, charming and appealing personality and charm. And together they had my blood percolating quite nicely.
I could gaze into those pretty blue eyes for hours. And her lips! Hoooo! I could easily imagine kissing them; they looked so soft and sweet. I could easily picture them puckered around a bright red ball. Or pursed around a ring gag, as she knelt before me --right under this very desk, in fact-- as Kylie had, my cock just brushing those lips...
I gave a sharp shudder, then a lopsided grin. 'Down boy!' I chided myself, even while grinning like the village idiot. Then messenger chimed again, and my face grew hot. You're gorgeous, Sir. I don't need anymore. Jeez, I hadn't blushed like this since I was her age. I suddenly felt very silly, very giddy, grinning like a loon.
Why, thank you little love. That's very sweet of you to say!
And then I burst out laughing at the double 'Oops!' messages. It seems I wasn't the only one discombobulated!
Oh, it was going to be a lot harder battle from now on, keeping myself from wanting to keep her. Keeping myself from actively locating her. Especially the second. For once I'd successfully located her, well... I was very startled at the discovery that I'd begun actively contemplating the unthinkable: going there and abducting her; bringing her home with me, as mine.
I glanced up at the little side window that was open. The command window, where I'd done IP tracking. If I'd done things correctly, the address currently displayed located the library. The library that was only a block from her home.
I knew what I should do: just close the window, pretend I'd never done that. But instead I carefully jotted down the numeric string, setting it to the side. I let it set there as I opened up Word and composed an email. I took my time, looking it over carefully, then pasted it into an email to Winry.
What I'd like for tomorrow, starting at noon, is for my little slave to be tied for a certain way for about 90 minutes. If dad has one, the ideal way would use a stepladder tall enough that your hands, when overhead, don't reach the top. I'll explain the tie up assuming such a ladder. Then I'll provide an alternative tie-up means.
You'll start off tying the crotch rope as before, but this time leaving the double ends dangling in front after tying the waist portion. Then you'll stand with your back against the ladder, with your legs open, ankles resting against the front of the ladder legs. Under your feet will be a stack of books, or other suitable objects, so you're standing four inches off the ground. Your ankles and knees will be loosely tied to the ladder legs/rungs. By loosely, I want you to have enough slack to lift up and down a bit, but not open or close your legs much. Once your legs are tied, bring the double ends of the crotch rope underneath you then behind, passing them back to your dad who will be standing behind you at this point. It's important you properly position the figure-8 knot, as well as the double ropes. As dad starts pulling the slack towards him make sure you guide the double ends over and into your slit, so the ropes are firmly pulled into you. Then dad will pull the ends up behind you, tying them to a ladder rung, keeping the ropes very taut. Then raise your arms overhead, the back of wrists against the ladder legs. Your wrists and elbows are then loosely (like your legs) tied there. Next you'll be blindfolded, then gagged with the ball and tape that makes my little slave drool. The final (tying) step is having the books carefully slid out from under you, so you wind up standing on the balls of your feet.
Tied this way, if you stop standing on the balls of your feet, your weight will rest on the crotch rope. Not your wrists. If the crotch rope pressure gets too intense, all you have to do is lift back up onto your feet. 
The alternate tied position (if he has no handy stepladder) is to tie you where you RP. Your ankles would be tied to a short pole of some sort (broom stick, mop handle, etc.) so they are shoulder width apart. The double ends of the crotch rope will be tied up to the overhead ring there, with the sets of ropes adjusted so that, once again, if you come off the balls of your feet your weight is on the crotch rope and not your wrists. Again, as with the stepladder, dad will stand behind you, pulling on the double ends of the crotch rope as my little slave properly positions the crotch rope in front. Your wrists would be tied in front of you, palms touching, then tied to the overhead ring, then finally you'd be blindfolded and gagged.
What I really wish could be done I don't know if your dad will agree to. But since he'll have to read this in order to tie my little slave --winks-- we'll have to see. But imagine, after you're tied like that, if he slips a little headset over your head. One with earpieces and a boom mike. And has that plugged into Yahoo messenger, set up for voice chat. So I can, not just hear my little slave's adorable gagged sounds... but also talk to her as she stands there naked, helplessly bound, gagged, and blindfolded.
After sending the email I copy and pasted my earlier messages, resending them. Then I went to LB, and smiled seeing Winry had already posted. And My, my, my! What a post, too!
I gave her exactly the ten minutes I'd stated, not a second more or less. I wasn't at all sure what I'd find this time when I entered. 
I paused in the doorway, a brow lifting just a bit. She was on her knees; no mean feat, considering how tightly I'd tied her. And, somehow, she'd gotten the tape off her face. But... only the tape.
“It won’t come out. Help me, please, Master.”
Frantic and desperate were far too mild to describe her expression, or the muffled tone to her voice. Even as I just stood there I could see the ball push forward a bit, see her face strain, cheeks turn ruddy, as she desperately struggled expelling the sponge ball.
I padded over to her, standing right in front, my crotch directly in front of her face. Gazing down, eyes glittering and steely I rumbled, "Is a little slave that eager to become a cocksucker?"
I'd no sooner posted when messenger chimed. I read the message, thought about it a moment then replied.
Actually, my clever and bright little slave, you pretty accurately described a fuck toy. Basically, the difference is a fuck toy is an object, something used for fun and pleasure. While a little bondage playtoy slave is someone that is cherished and treasured. Yes, at times used for fun and pleasure, but at times also enjoyed for whom they are, with that pleasure being shared.
KENNA
Winry Posts Saturday Evening, 2 May
OK, I vote for little bondage playtoy slave. –soft, demure smile- 
Got the email. Daddy and I talked. First, the whole thing has to happen at 3:00 or later, so 3:00 if that’s OK with you. Have to work around Sunday dinner. I’ll be wearing Grandma’s dress tomorrow. Oh boy!  Second, we have a 5 foot ladder and humongous extension ladder, so daddy will do it in the office. Third, we’re doing the gag wrong I guess. I don’t drool with the ball and tape. You want drool? Sigh. You know it’s embarrassing, right? I’ll let daddy tape my mouth open instead of shut. Maybe the ball’s too small. Fourth, he says the whole audio will be recorded and he will check it. 
I stare back up at him as he teases me. He’s gonna make me say it. I pay attention to every word. He doesn’t say you… it’s a little slave. He doesn’t say ready… it’s eager. And cocksucker. As if I’m not feeling horrible enough, he just pulls my last shred of dignity. I look down knowing what I have to say. Eager. I am so not eager. And it was bad enough thinking about cock in my mouth, but cocksucker! So much I want to say, but I don’t want him to say fuck toy again. I look up again and blink a couple of times, getting up the nerve to say it. I swallow hard and say, “Yes, I’m eager to be a cocksucker.” I may not sound eager, but I don’t sound sarcastic either. 
MASTERIUS
Masterius Chats, Posts Saturday Evening, 2 May
I'm glad that's your vote my little one. Since the choice, after all, is mine to make, and that's my vote, too. --smiles-- You mean too much to me to ever be just a fucktoy. 
Let me explain 'little bondage playtoy slave' more detailed, as it pertains to you. The 'little', I think, needs no explanation. --winks-- 'Slave' means that you'd belong to me; you'd be mine, my possession and property, in an absolute, utter and complete, unconditional meaning and sense. 'Playtoy' means a slave meant for that: play. Not to serve, do labor (although you'll still have chores and duties). But meant as a very special possession of their Master: someone he relaxes with and enjoys, he plays with and has fun with. And in a very special way: by tying her up in many, many different ways. Hence the 'bondage playtoy'. --smiles--
After three will be fine, as long as you will have an uninterrupted 90 minutes for it, and a reasonable amount of time afterwards. And the plaid jumper and frilly white blouse, huh? I guess it must look awful for you to dislike it that much. It sounds pretty cute to me though.
About the gag: the bigger the ball, the more likely it is you'll drool. Also, the denser it is, the more likely you'll drool. A sponge ball will absorb saliva for quite some time, while a hard rubber ball (especially if it's got a rubber coating) won't absorb at all. And yes, I know it's embarrassing. Why do you think I like it so much?
What would work --but would be less comfortable, although not uncomfortable-- than a sponge ball would be a firm rubber ball. That would be taped using three pieces, the first piece covering most of the ball and your mouth, leaving your lower lip exposed. The two diagonal pieces would do the same, but each piece would cover part of your lower lip, too, leaving just the middle third of your lower lip and part of the ball there left exposed.
And, no, that gag isn't wrong, exactly. It does keep my little slave nice and quiet after all, doesn't it? --wink--
She just knelt there, staring up at me in shock and dismay. I watched her as she fought a battle deep in her mind, as she finally swallowed, hard, then mumbled around the sponge ball still stuffing and filling her mouth, “Yes, I’m eager to be a cocksucker.”
I tipped my head, gazing down at her. The sponge ball might garble and muffle words, but it did nothing to distort tone. And while she most definitely was not at all eager, she didn't sound at all sarcastic. Desperately sincere, yes. I had the feeling she'd swear to do just about anything to not be 'demoted' to a mere fucktoy.
She violently trembled when I gruffly rumbled, "I'd said a slave had best be kneeling, with her mouth empty and wide open, waiting for her Master's cock, when I came back, didn't I."
I slowly walked around her. "Well, you are kneeling," I said, my voice a bit softer. "And you are waiting for your Master's cock, too, it seems. You are, aren't you little fucktoy?" She whimpered, rapidly nodding her head again after a moment's hesitation. I was pretty sure the hesitation was because she was afraid nodding would be taken as her agreeing about being a fucktoy.
Standing behind her I reached down, grasped her upper arms and lifted her up. She whimpered again, almost a sob, as I did that, shaking like a leaf in my hands. I carried her over to the rack then sat her down on the edge, exactly where I'd left her a bit earlier, then walked around to stand in front of her again, gazing down at her.
I reached out a hand. She stiffened, tensed, as I reached for her. Then still, gazing up at me, wide-eyed, as I gently traced her cheek with a fingertip. Softly brushed along the redness there, from where she'd lightly scraped her cheek against the sawhorse in her desperate, frantic efforts to remove the tape.
Then she met my eyes, and stilled even more, her eyes widening even more. For my eyes were no longer fiery, hard and flat. Smoldering and molten, oh yes. Not the puppy-dog look from back at school, and not the disdainful, contemptuous glare she'd been getting once she'd groggily roused down here. This was as intense as the latter but as admiring and full of desire as the former. 
I lightly traced her lips, gaped around the ball still inside. Traced them with the barest tip of my forefinger tip, the touch like a feather brushing a zephyr. Then I brushed the back of my knuckles very gently over a grubby, tear-stained cheek. And all the while I kept gazing deeply into her deep brown eyes, mine gleaming and molten, the eyes of a man gazing at a girl he found very sexy and desirable. A girl that he wanted and craved very badly.
"Hold still," I murmured. As she was as motionless as a statue that probably sounded ridiculous. Very gently, very carefully I prized the soggy ball from her mouth, setting it down next to her atop the rack. Then I took a step closer, one hand reaching down and cupping a hip, the other reached around too, fingers sliding up the back of her neck, under her hair, until cupping the back of her head. 
And then I lowered my head down... and kissed her.
Kissed her like I had back at school: a very grown-up kiss. Not an open-mouthed one, no, and no tongue. My lips were barely parted, and very gentle against hers. But it was, nonetheless, a very passionate kiss. I wanted to kiss her again. I wanted to taste her lips again. And so I did.
Little one, has dad said anything to you about how I might be able to buy (or at least pay for) things I'd like to get you?
KENNA
Winry Posts Saturday Night, 2 May
Just saying I won’t be a fucktoy makes me think about actually being one. And he says it’s his choice, so really, would he tell me he was going to turn me into a fucktoy if he really owned me? I guess I like this just the way it is. Being his virtual slave gives me more choice than if it was for real. 
While I’m mulling that over, I read his post. Blow me away. Fucktoy Brittany is working so hard to be a mere slave and suddenly he kisses her!  Now I’m thinking he’ll just do what he wants… fucktoy one day, slave the next, lover for an hour or two, back to fucktoy. I wonder if he left the door unlocked. Brittany gives him a head butt, knocks him out, and hops to safety out the door. I’m getting a little nuts, I guess. 
I suppose the dress is not awful, Sir. It just makes me look about 8 or 9. Cute is OK, but this is ultra mega little girl cute. 
I’m wiped, Sir. Such a wild day. I’ve been on a high all day, but crashing now. Love your post. I’ll do one more, then night night, Winry. 
How you want me tied tonight, Sir? 
You seem to know me well. Last night Brittany’s abduction got to me. I really wanted to put on a nightgown and sleep with daddy. But the light tie and cuddles and kisses in the morning was perfect. 
He’s keeping me on the edge, a bundle of quivering fear. I have so screwed everything up, I just want to do something right. Somehow I need to make him happy. But he seems immune to how hard I’m trying. I did the best I could, but then he reminds me my mouth was to be empty. And he calls me fucktoy again. I shudder and make little whiny noises, but nod. I am ready for his cock. 
I’ve been helpless for so long, yet it still scares me as he picks me up like a little doll. A fucktoy. This how a toy feels. Carried from place to place to be played with wherever and however. Yet, when he sets me down, I’m surprised at his gentle touch. Not that I expect a slap, but neither do I expect the gentle trace of a finger over my face. His intense desire is dulled in a way, no longer threatening to boil over and take me on the spot. 
When he pulls the ball from my mouth, I swallow hard. Now I am ready for his cock and I almost say that, but he does the strangest thing. He kisses me. It makes so little sense that reason leaves me. I forgive and forget all the things he’s done so far. The horrible man is gone and Mr. Eric is back. I relax, letting him kiss me… no, helping him kiss me… returning the kiss… enjoying the kiss. I try to push my tongue into his mouth, but just lick his nearly closed lips. This is all I wanted today. 
I get a call from Brittany’s mom around dinner time. No, I tell her, I haven’t seen Brittany since school. I don’t know where she might be. I suggest a few other friends that might know. She sounds pretty upset and I’ll bet Brittany gets it when she gets home. 
No, Sir, I’ll remind him, but last time he said something about going overboard. I’ll ask him again about it. 
MASTERIUS
Masterius Posts Saturday Night, 2 May
I suppose you'll hate me for saying this, but I think I'd really like seeing you in that dress. It sounds adorable. I suppose you'll hate it even more if I tell you I'll love dressing you "ultra mega little girl cute" now and then.
I have to admit being a bit wiped too. I didn't get much sleep last night for some reason. --grins--. And I was wired all morning and afternoon, too. So a good night's sleep sounds very good. Tonight, I want you wearing something light and comfy and pretty, with your hands crossed in front of you and snugly tied with a figure-8 bond. Tomorrow morning woken with a quick tummy-tickle, then cuddled and kissed.
No, no, that's ok. You don't have to remind him again. He's right, I guess I am being a bit over enthusiastic. What can I say? I feel like a kid having free rein in a candy store, and you're the biggest, sweetest gumdrop there. --smiles-- We can wait for me to get you things. We have all the time in the world for that.
I'd enjoyed kissing her before, but I hadn't been able to truly enjoy it as much as I could have, as even then I'd been working at distracting and tricking her. Not now, though. Now, I could fully enjoy her.
She'd seemed quite stunned and startled as I'd started to kiss. But, much to my surprise and delight, very quickly she seemed to melt. And not just melt; she started actively kissing back.
When I felt the tip of her soft little tongue touch my lips, questing for entry I couldn't help the shiver that created. I kept kissing, my lips still just barely opened, nuzzling them against hers. Quite some time later I leaned back a bit, gazing into her eyes. Mine were molten and smoldering, my lips gently curved at the corners in a pleased smile. My expression was one of pleasure and delight, of approval and possessive elation. 
Having her relax and enjoy being kissed, having her soften and kiss back was pleasing me. A great deal, in fact. I gazed into her eyes for several long seconds, then leaned forward and started kissing her again, just as I had been. A few minutes later, the hand that had been cupped against her hip moved. I simply slid my hand right up under her T-shirt, glided up her belly and went right for a little budded breast, cupping it. There was no hesitation like before. No trembling of my hand. I simply cupped her breast, then started kneading and fondling.
As I did I parted my lips a bit more as I kissed. I lightly brushed my tongue tip over her lips, caressing them. Then I lightly slipped it past her lips until just touching hers. Coaxing her to respond, to follow mine back.
And as I kissed and fondled, now and then a deep, very deep rumbling purr resonated from deep in my chest, a sound of pure delight and satisfaction, of desire and longing... of lust.
KENNA
Winry IMs Late Saturday, 2 May
I don’t hate you for that. Why do you think I keep mentioning the dress? I think I’d actually like wearing it for you. 
I could hate you for a tummy tickle, though.: p
Good night.
Winry Posts Early Sunday, 3 May
I don’t get on Messenger this morning. I just go straight to the RP and read his post. I remember the head butt thought from yesterday. I just want to tell Brittany to run away mainly because I don’t know what Mr. Eric is up to. Something nefarious, no doubt. I’m trying to manipulate Mr. Eric, but he is not following.  Both me and Brittany don’t know what’s coming next. Kind of cool, but I’ve got a personal stake in this, too. I’m trying to figure out if I can manipulate Masterius. 
The kiss is wonderful. It’s calming and soothing my fears and making me warm and excited. I’m very aware of the change in him and how it’s making me feel. I’ve done the right thing and pleased him. And I so want to keep that demon at bay. Now that I know the demon was my fault, I think I can keep Mr. Eric gentle and nice. 
When he stops and looks into my eyes, I just want to melt. His kiss was passionate, but his eyes are even more so, deep and full of pleasure and desire. I can’t believe he can say so much with his eyes. I feel sexy again, but in a good way this time. My eyes are full of wonder and hunger. He’s taken me for a roller coaster ride and now I can hardly believe what he’s doing, but I want him to keep doing it. I’m starting to think he just meant to scare the pee out of me and he’ll let me go soon. 
When he kisses me again, I’m not disappointed he won’t use his tongue. I’ve only done it once before and it was exciting. I’d like to feel that again, just with a real man this time. Yet, I’m content to let him decide. His hand slides up to cup my tit, still that warm, gentle touch. I feel a bit taken advantage of because I can’t stop him. But, I’d let him do it without being tied, so I guess it’s OK now, too. Then I get a nice little chill as his tongue comes out and our tongues touch. He teases my tongue and I chase his. I open my mouth and invite his tongue in. 
Over the past few minutes the conscious thought of keeping him happy, keeping the demon away, has faded. When he starts to purr, it comes back, this time with the knowledge that I have succeeded. He sounds happy. He sounds full of desire. And it’s OK. Now if this Mr. Eric wants me, I am ready… honestly, sincerely ready. Not eager, but ready. I’d be eager if we were doing this on my terms, but are distinctly not going to be doing that. I’ll have to settle for ready. I even start to make soft rumbly sounds myself. “Mmmmm.” 
MASTERIUS
Masterius Posts Early Sunday, 3 May
Not only is she no longer stiff and trembling with fear, not only has she relaxed... now she's actually responding. Returning ardor for ardor. Her breathing is now faster, shallower. Her kisses more fervent. As I fondled her little pert breast she kept pushing out more and more, and I could feel that little nipple had puckered.
I was a bit surprised, but far more delighted. Well, more than just merely, simply delighted: I was horny as Hell. I could feel my own breathing growing ragged and hot. And when I heard her begin making those soft rumbles, felt that against my lips...
A few minutes later I leaned back, breaking off the kiss, gazing deeply into her eyes. I'm not sure what my expression looked like, but her eyes grew wide a moment. 
They grew even wider when I reached down with both hands and grasped the front of her T-shirt. My nostrils flared, my arm muscles corded and bunched... I heaved, tearing the front of her T-shirt, ripping it upwards right up the middle, the ragged tear stopping at the reinforced collar. I simply tore her shirt in half, instantly baring her little girl breasts... instantly baring her entire chest and belly from the waist up.
I just pushed the fluttering halves to either side then firmly grasped her upper arms, leaning her back about halfway, slanting her from the waist. Then, keeping her right there, I leaned my head down... and drew a little nipple in my mouth.
There was no hesitancy. There was no 'warming-up', no gentle brush of my lips to inform her of what was coming. I simply drew that sweet nipple into my mouth and suckled. Firm rhythmic nursing. Back and forth, back and forth, now and then swirling my tongue around and over it.
I switched back and forth between them. Sometimes lightly kissing. Sometimes very firmly suckling. Now and then gently nibbling and nipping, rolling one between my teeth. Sometimes opening my mouth wide, sealing my lips over a little swell, and strongly sucking, drawing not just nipple but also breast into my mouth. Those sweet little nipples were now hard pebbles, and still I kept suckling, until many long minutes later both little breasts glistened with my saliva, twin hard nubs a little swollen from my suckling.
Finally I paused a moment, leaning back, gazing deeply once more into her pretty brown eyes, my breathing ragged and furnace hot. She was utterly helpless, totally and completely mine, a real and true toy for me to use and enjoy... and she could see that in my fiery eyes.
KENNA
Winry IMs on Yahoo at 2:45 Sunday, 3 May
Sir, I posted, but we’re about to start here. Dad thought we should get the audio up ahead of time to test it. 
Here’s the plan. Audio test. Then we go mute. Dad ties me like you said. When Dad unmutes, I’ll be tied and gagged. Dad will leave the room. 
One addition, Sir. The alternate tying has me vertical, but the stepladder would have me slanted a little. I’ll have a low, padded chair behind me that pushes my hips out so I’m a little slanted. It was my idea, you like it?
MASTERIUS
Masterius IMs on Yahoo at 2:45 Sunday, 3 May
Testing the audio beforehand is a very good idea. Would be very disappointing to find out it wasn't working after we'd already started.
The chair is a good idea, too. I'm proud of you for that; that shows initiative. --smiles-- But, in this instance, having you upright will work better. Trust me. --winks-- 
I hope you're as excited about this as I am!
KENNA
Kenna Recaps IM RP Session between Winry and Masterius Sunday, 3 May
Winry IMs: OK, no chair.  I am way psyched, Sir. Let me know if you hear this.
Winry says: Testing. One, Two, Three, Four. 
Masterius says: I hear you just fine.
Masterius posts: My heart pounds harder as I hear her voice for the first time, the sound sending tingles down my spine and heat racing through me.
Masterius IMs: I heard you perfectly.  And I'm quite psyched, too, little slave.
Winry says: Cool, I hear you just fine, too. Nice to hear your voice. Sounds better than I imagined. Kinda mellow, yanno. I am so psyched, said that once already, didn't I? But I am. Dinner with Grandma was boring. Trying sitting still and being a "good girl" while thinking about what's gonna happen for the afternoon. I was pretty... huh?... Oh, OK, dad says that's enough testing.
Masterius posts: I grin as she chatters on, her excitement and enthusiasm clear both in her tone and the rapidity of speech.  I have her school photo up on the monitor, and now matching voice with that, well... I close my eyes a moment, deeply shuddering, feeling fire creeping through my veins.
And, since this is 'enough testing', that means she's now starting to be bound and gagged --'prepared' to my specifications, according to my instructions-- and that only makes that fire more intense... makes me even harder.
Winry posts: I go mute and then strip off my clothes. Quick I tie the crotch rope and get it right the first time. Then I pass it back to daddy and he finishes with the rest of me. Ankles to a spreader bar. Hands in front and then overhead. When he takes the books away, I gasp a little. Talk about personal. I settle down a little and see how the knot hits me just right. Wow, 90 minutes of this?
I think I untied the crotch rope too early yesterday. If I'd had it around 11 yesterday, I'd have been in heaven. I'm already excited (not sexually) just about doing this, so as dad unmutes the mic and leaves, I notice I'm breathing heavy. 
Winry says: Heavy, muffled breathing. 
Masterius posts: Suddenly the audio demutes, and I still, eyes widening a moment as I hear Winry.  Well, hear her breathing, which is *very* interesting at the moment.  My eyes start to gleam as I just listen for a while, enjoying her different sounds, mentally building pictures to go with those.
Winry says: Eh o? U er? [Hello? You there?] Sound of slower, wet breaths. 
Ssssir? [Sir?]
Winry says: Sound of slobbery wet breaths. Uhhh. Ummmm. Nnnnn.
Masterius posts: My voice, when I speak, is... different than the little she's heard for the test.  It's... deeper... richer... thicker and huskier.  
Masterius says: My, my, my.  And what do we have here, hmmm?  A pretty little bondage playtoy it seems.
Winry says: Uh huh?
Masterius says: And all nice and bound and gagged and helpless.  And quite naked, and *very* exposed and displayed.
Winry says: Ahhhh, nnnnnn.  Uh huh. 
Masterius posts: I take a silent sip of coffee, listening as intently as I'd ever listened to anything before in my life.
Masterius says: Nothing you can do, is there, my sexy little slave?  Just stand there, all open and exposed.
I'd be walking around you, you know.  Watching. Staring. Admiring.  
Winry posts: I've come down off the balls of my feet. The sound of his voice makes me tingle and I try to squeeze my legs shut as he talks about me, but I can't. Very exposed. I feel a tingle and rub a little, but then rise up again. 
Winry says: Uh uh. 
Winry posts: I blush at the thought of him looking. I've started to drool. I can feel it drip from my chin to my chest. I turn my head as if looking for him. Wondering where he is. He's right. Nothing I can do, but let him look. 
Winry says: Sound of breathing increases, slobbery, wet, and irregular. 
Masterius posts: My voice, usually a deep, whiskey-smooth baritone, is quite deeper, the tone caressing her with its heat.
Masterius says: I was picturing my little slave having gone to sleep one night, feeling much sleepier than usual.  And waking up, only to find herself just as she is right now.
Winry says: Uhh?
Masterius says: How did she get that way?  How did it happen?  Where was she?
And then you hear footsteps.  Slow ones.  That just circle around and around you.
Winry says: Ohhh, mmmm? Light whimpers. 
Masterius says: Then you feel a fingertip lightly brush down your back, from the collar at the nape of your neck all the way down to your bottom.
Winry says: Hah!
Uh huh!
Masterius says: Then the footsteps move to in front of you.  
Winry posts: I can almost feel his touch and even press back a little. I come down off my toes again and feel the knot settle into its special place. I rock a little back and forth. 
I rise up again quickly.
Masterius says: And that fingertip just lightly circles a little nipple.
Winry says: Hah! Mmmmm.  Increasing whimpers. 
Masterius says: First one, then the other.
Masterius posts: My voice isn't just low and deep and rumbly, as I speak the cadence is almost mesmerizing.  
Winry posts: This time I back away from his touch, but of course it follows. 
Masterius says: You don't know where you are, or who has you... or why.  But you don't want them to know you *like* this, do you?
Winry posts: I didn't know what I expected, but the deep voice teasing me about my predicament sure wasn't it. It takes away the chance to just stand and imagine. He's guiding my imagination and making me feel the helpless exposure. His face and now his voice. So exciting. 
Oh? Are there others? I drop to my heels again. I don't want them to see me like this! But I can't stay up forever. 
Winry says: Uh uh. 
Masterius says: A hand gently cups a sexy little breast.  Just cups and holds.
Winry says: Ohhhh, uh uh. 
Masterius says: And then a voice murmurs.  Such a pretty little girl.  I think you'll make an even prettier slave.  Mmmmmm... yessss... a very sexy little bondage playtoy slave.
Winry posts: My voice is tentative and the little sounds I make all around the words say exactly the opposite of uh uh. I rub on the rope, feeling the wetness starting there. I like that... bondage playtoy slave. I feel it. I rub, but then I can rise back up again. I can start to see that soon I won't be able to rise up so often or so long. 
Masterius says: A hand gently pets your cute sexy bottom.  I'll be back in a bit.  You just think about what your new future is going to be.
Masterius posts: Then footsteps walk off.
Winry says: Huh? Uhhhh. 
Masterius posts: I mute my voice for now, sipping coffee as I listen, my eyes gleaming, and so hard it's all I can do not to just unzip and 'scratch'.
Winry posts: I can't believe how excited I am at the thought of being exposed. I hadn't seen that aspect of this position until he mentioned it. I take advantage of his absence and lower myself onto the rope, letting the knot do what it's intended for.
Gently I rock back and forth, side to side, controlling the pressure. 
The rope is getting very wet now. 
Masterius posts: I had no idea if she had any expectations regarding this, and I hope she wasn't disappointed at what I'd started.  I'd planted the seed of a 'daydream' and now I wanted to see whether that grew.  Considering how things were progressing with 'Brittany', hopefully she wouldn't have any difficulty slipping into this little daydream.
Winry posts: After a minute or two, I pick up the pace, rubbing to cum. 
Frustrated, I have to rise up. It digs, making it a little sore as well as pleasurable. 
I lower myself again, searching for a better angle, but rise up again. 
Masterius posts: Although I couldn't see her, her voice painted a pretty accurate image.  I could certainly tell when, for instance, she settled back onto the crotch rope.  And when she started to rub against it.
Every sound, every soft little breathy inhale, muffled mumble --*everything*-- was almost as good as seeing her.
Winry posts: I find myself moaning, but try to control it.  *That's* embarrassing. I know he can't really see me, but he can really hear me. 
I don't do a good job of hiding it and gasp a little as I lower myself yet again. Rubbing quickly, trying to cum before it hurts. 
Masterius posts: Taking another sip I demute.
Masterius says: You hear footsteps again, they come right over.  
Winry posts: I rise up quickly, caught!
Masterius says: A hand cups your cunny.  Just like that.
Winry posts: Double caught. He knows! He touches me right there!
Masterius says: Mmmmmmm... just as we thought: a true little bondage playtoy slave.
The hand gently rubs, you hear a deep purr.
Winry posts: Oh God, he knew. Like I am performing for him. He wants this and knows. 
Masterius posts: And she does, too. I make that deep rumbling purr.
Masterius says: Mmmmmmmmm... yessss... quite nice.
Winry says: Mmmmmmm. 
Winry posts: I lower myself to the rope again, imagining it's his hand. 
Masterius says: Then a finger lightly brushes under your chin, just under the gag.  
And what do we have here, hmmm?
Winry says: Sounds of a deep wet breath. Trying to swallow. 
Masterius posts: I can't help it; hearing that, I softly groan.
Winry posts: He's not missing anything. I leave the fantasy of having someone with me. How does he know I'm drooling? Excited? He's more with me than if he was with me. I'm giving everything away. I squirm even more. My Master is driving me crazy. All the way across the country, only his voice. It's driving me crazy. 
Masterius says: I'm just going to sit here, little slave.  Sit in a nice comfy chair, with a nice cup of coffee.  And watch you.
Ooooh yessss... I am *so* going to watch you.
I'm not going to miss a thing.
Not the way your toes cutely curl and clench.  Not the way you wriggle and squirm.  Your hands fist and twist in their ropes.  Nope... I'm not going to miss a single thing.
Winry posts: I can imagine him sitting in a chair in front of me. I'm exposed and oh so embarrassed to be wet... for him. For my Master. 
Winry says: Hah! Huh?
Winry posts: My toes? They are clenched and my hands? He's almost in my head.  A bit wet? I drop again and rub hard. Oh, he'll know what I'm doing, but I don't care. 
Masterius says: My little slave seems to be getting a bit wet.
Masterius posts: My voice grew even deeper, huskier, at that.
And then deepened even more.
Masterius says: And I'm not going to miss when my little slave 'scratches her itch', either.
And you will.
Right in front of me.
Where I can see, and most certainly *hear*.
Winry posts: I rub, feeling that little tingle grow. Jesus, he's watching. He's listening. He knows. My breathing comes in ragged gaps, those little snorty sounds that Kylie makes. 
Masterius posts: Suddenly I wonder if she wonders if dad set up the 'webcam', too, and I have to mute my mic a moment as a laugh bubbles up.
Winry says: The quick little breaths give way to a long moan and then it gets quieter, deep slow breaths. 
Masterius posts: And then I hear those snorty breathy sounds, and I *know* what those means.
Winry posts: I'm back up on my toes, blushing at what just happened, but feeling so very warm all over. Right in front of him. 
I hope he doesn't say anything about "it."
Masterius posts: And then I hear *that*... and my hands tightly grip my coffee mug as I audibly groan.
Winry posts: Now I really want him here. I know what he'd do now.
Masterius posts: Demuting the mic after taking a deep breath...
Masterius says: Mmmmmmm... very nice.  *Very* nice.
Winry posts: I blush even brighter. 
Masterius posts: So many things I want to say, but I'm aware this is being recorded and her dad will be listening to it.
Masterius says: I walk over to you, kiss the side of your neck as I lightly caressing your sides and tummy, your bottom and outside of legs.
Winry posts: Tied as I am, I can pull myself up by my arms, getting feet off the ground and rope off my clit. I can hold that for a minute before I lower myself back to the floor.
Masterius says: Such a sexy little slave you are.  Such a delightful little bondage playtoy.
Winry says: Mmmmmmmm. 
Whimpers.
Masterius says: A hand gently cups your mound, and a low deep *very* satisfied purr.
Masterius posts: My voice changes to a husky whisper.
Winry says: Oh, yeah. 
Masterius says: Wet, I see.  Well, *feel*.
Very wet in fact it seems.
Winry says: Hah! 
Uh uh, uh uh. 
Masterius says: I can see that from where I was sitting.
Winry posts: I find myself dancing around, as if trying to avoid the hand. 
Masterius says: I'm going to go sit back and relax again.  And enjoy watching my little slave 'perform'.
Enjoy seeing her so helpless, so very exposed and displayed.
Winry says: Wet, gurgling sigh of submission. 
Masterius says: Another whispered: Master is loving this... and you, my sexy little slave.
Winry posts: For the moment, I'm just on display, actually enjoying the feel of his eyes on me. 
Masterius says: And then footsteps move away a little, the creak of a chair as I sit in it.
Winry says: Yesss, asssherrr. [Yes, master.]
Masterius posts: Muting the mike again, for now I just sit, relax, listen and 'watch'.
Winry posts: I push out my chest and spread my legs, as much as the bondage allows. Then I have to come down from my toes and that danged knot presses against me. I rub just a little. And a little more. Imagining now that he's watching and this time I want him to watch. I want to be his little bondage playtoy slave. I want him to enjoy me. My breathing picks up. 
Masterius posts: After a few moments I mentally shrug and demute; I want her to hear my breathing, my reactions to sounds *she* makes.
Masterius says: Slow, steady breathing. A sip of coffee.  A little inhale.
Winry posts: He's not talking, but he's there. I can hear him, like he's trying to be quiet, but he can't anymore than I can. Just that I'm not trying to be quiet anymore. I want him to know. Again I'm frustrated though as I rise up to relieve the dig and can't finish the job. That's OK; I know this worked last time. It's like me teasing him as the rope teases me. 
Winry says: Soft panting, light moans, slobbery sounds, occasional gasps, and then the snorts and sniffs start. 
Masterius says: Is this what you *really* want, my little slave?
Winry says: Mmmmm, uh huh. Whimpers. Yess, asssherrr. [Yes, master.]
Masterius says: I'd enjoy having you like this at times, you know.
Just a sexy little 'decoration' to watch and enjoy.
Winry says: Yesss.
Serious whimper
Masterius says: And you *know* nothing you would say or do would change anything.  Don't you?
Winry posts: I come off my toes fast and rub hard. The sound of my breathing surprises me. 
Masterius says: Mmmmm... that's a good little slave.
Winry says: Desperate whimpers and moans. 
Masterius says: Cum for your Master.
Masterius posts: I no sooner say that than I freeze.  But I could no more have *not* said that, at that moment, than she could have stopped herself from rubbing, and I *knew* that's what she was doing.
Winry posts: Yes, I'm gonna do it for him. And he *knows*. He *wants*. I rub hard. It hurts a little, but I don't care. Now is the time. I rise up, frustrated, but go right back down. Rubbing and rubbing and then gasp and shudder as I cum for him. 
Masterius says: Perform for your Master, my sexy little bondage playtoy slave.
Mmmmmmm... yesssss...
Masterius posts: My voice is thick and raspy, and a little 'snorty', too.
Winry says: Yesss, asssherrr, u earr? I id. Or uuu. [Yes, master, you hear? I did. For you]
Masterius says: Low deep groan of pleasure.
Winry says: Mmmmm.
Masterius says: Mmmmmm... yes, my little slave.  I heard.  Oh, *yes* --soft chuckle-- I did indeed hear!
Winry posts: I want to ask him to do the same, but no way, not on the recording. 
I blush and squirm, but it feels so good to hear. 
Masterius says: And for *me*, too.  Such a pleasing, obedient little slave you are!  Master is very proud of you.
Winry posts: Would he? Did he? Would I know if he came?
I lower myself down and rub some more. This time I don't feel like relaxing and letting his voice caress me. 
Masterius says: Sounds of slow, steady deep breathing, now and then growing choppy and catched.
Winry posts: I rub, keeping myself almost on the edge of another orgasm, but it's sore and I have to rise up, teasing myself. But only teasing myself because he wants it. He's put me here. Helpless. Performing just the way he wants me. Cumming for him. Not cumming for him. Exposed all the time. I feel like a little bondage playtoy slave. Only one purpose in life. 
Masterius posts: I don't say anything for some time then, out of the blue, in a soft yet intense murmur: 
Masterius says: I want you, you know.
Winry says: Breathing slows. 
Breathing catches and picks up quickly. 
Masterius says: I want to own you. Be your Master.  
Winry says: Eeesss, on't. [Please, don’t.] Soft moans and whimpers.
Masterius posts: Softer, but no less intense: Masterius says: Never forget that.  Never misunderstand, little slave.  I *do* want this.  Want *you*.  As mine.  As my little bondage playtoy slave.
Winry posts: I'm frozen, his voice threatening to excite me again. 
Winry says: Uh uh, whimpers. 
Winry posts: I have no idea how much time has passed. I don't want him to get to me yet again. But then, I know if he wants, I will. 
I want to be his little bondage playtoy slave. I am his little bondage playtoy slave. 
So, I wait for his words to take me where he wants. 
Masterius posts: There's so much I want to say, but I can't forget this is going to be heard by her dad, and part of me is so frustrated by that.
Masterius says: Is that what my pretty Winry wants?  Really and truly?  To belong to me?
To be my little bondage playtoy slave?  For me to *really* be her Master?
Winry says: Uh huh. 
Masterius says: Tell me.
Convince me.
I want to hear that.
Winry says: Yesss, asssherr. [Yes, master.]
Huh?
Masterius says: Tell me *why*.
Winry says: Ummm.
I eeeweee anht ooo. [I really want to.]
oh ecks ikin. [So exciting.]
uv u [Love you.]
uv ih [Love it.]
Masterius says: Sharp swift inhale.
Winry posts: How freaking frustrating can he make this? Try to convince him? Gagged? 
Winry says: u ki-ing? [You kidding?]
Masterius says: A little catched groan.
Winry says: eee ooo. [Me too.]
Masterius says: Several deep breaths.  Soft murmur: My little slave... remember Brittany's thoughts about 'status'?  Never knowing if she would be lover, or slave, or fucktoy?
You wouldn't ever know, either.
Winry posts: I stop, hoping I've convinced him, and wait. I'm a little relieved at a little silence to decrease the intensity. Then he speaks again, oh yeah, I remember Brittany's dilemma.
Winry says: Uh huh. 
Masterius says: And you wouldn't have any say in that.
Winry says: Uh huh.
Silence. 
Annn wha? [And what?]
Wha am I? {What am I?]
Masterius says: You're my little slave.
Winry says: Relaxed breathing. Uh huh. 
Masterius posts: There's something about my tone when I say that, that makes that sound as fact.  That she *really is* my little slave.  
That distance and circumstance mean nothing; she does belong to me; she is my little slave; I *am* her Master.
Winry says: Ur my asssherr. [You’re my master.]
Masterius says: You're my little slave.  Mostly my little bondage playtoy slave, because I will soooo enjoy and love tying you up lots and lots.
Winry says: Uh huh.
Winry posts: My voice is soft and submissive. Agreeing with him because I want to, but also because it's true. Even if I didn't want it, I am. 
Masterius posts: My breathing starts growing husky and ragged again.
Masterius says: Rub against the knot.  Keep a little slave right on the edge of itching, of needing something.
Winry says: Assserrr! Uh huh! [Master! Uh huh!]
Masterius says: But sometimes, my little slave will be a lover.  Cuddling and snuggling, just being together.
Winry says: Uh huh. Uh huh. Yeah.
Winry posts: I lower myself to the knot and rub. I was hoping not to, but he wants it again. 
Masterius says: And, sometimes...
Masterius posts: Softer, but sooo deep and rumbly: Masterius says: Just a toy.
Just a fucktoy.  Stored away when not played with.  Taken out just to be played with.
You need to understand that. Understand this isn't a game.  You really are a slave.  *My* slave.
Winry says: Uh?  A huck-oy? Uh uh. [A fucktoy?]
Masterius posts: There's something about my voice, my tone, my breathing... so intense, so deep and rumbly and so, so intense.
Winry posts: But I rub faster as he says it, my breathing picks up. God, I hope he doesn't hear... oh, I know he does hear the little snorts and sniffs. 
Masterius says: My little slave is to keep herself on the edge.
Winry posts: Just a part time fuck toy. Sometimes lover. Mostly slave. Yeah, I do want to let him decide what and when. 
Winry says: Huh? 
Masterius says: I want my little slave to rub until she's *just* ready to pop.  
Winry says: Ed a wha? [Edge of what?]
Masterius says: And stay right at that point.
Winry says: Oh.
Ummm.
Winry posts: I'm not even sure I can do that. I've never tried, not for very long anyway. 
Masterius says: I want to hear my sexy little slave whimper.
Whimper and whine, wanting to pop.
Until she begs her Master for mercy.
For permission.
Winry posts: I rub the knot against my clit with that oh so nice tingly feeling coming back. 
Beg for permission? Not on your life. Not with dad listening. 
Masterius says: As I watch and listen to my little toy tied so open and exposed.
Winry posts: God, stop saying that. I bend my knees just a little, getting the knot really in there and pressing hard. 
Masterius says: Softer: Just a little toy right now.  A sexy little decoration for master to enjoy.
Watching her squirm and rub.
Winry says: Uh huh. Yeah. Breathing heavy. 
Masterius says: Skin softly flushed.  A bit sweaty.  Pretty nipples puckered and tight.  Cunny so, well... --a soft chuckle--
Winry says: Uh huh, uh huh.
Masterius says: Listening to her pants.  Her ragged snorty breathing.
Master doesn't need to rub or touch anything, to feel inside exactly the way his little slave is feeling.
Just watching and listening to you does that to me.
Winry posts: I hate/love it when he does that. Describing me like he really is here. So accurately. I rock back and forth, side to side. Whimpering and moaning as I get closer and closer and...I rise up. He said no. Not yet. I lower myself. A little more and up. Whimpers and moans. Snorts and sniffs.
Masterius says: Heavier, more ragged, catched breathing.
Such a sexy little toy.
Winry posts: When did I start to want it again? When he wanted it? All I know is I do want it. For him. But this time is different. He wants me almost there. I could go there by myself, without permission, but he'd know. Up and down, teasing myself on the edge like he wants. Whimpering and whining. Then I start thinking just how bad could it be to beg? Maybe just a little. 
But no, I mean, how embarrassing to beg. To him. For him. 
Masterius says: I love seeing you tied this way. So open and exposed. Nothing hidden.  An open book to Master.
Winry says: Uh huh. Can I?
Winry posts: OK, not begging, but jeez. 
Masterius says: A soft chuckle.
Your whimpers and whines excite me.
Seeing you in near tears with need excites me.
Winry says: I oh.  [I know.]
Masterius says: Why would I want that to end, hmmm?
Winry says: So, can I?
Masterius says: No.
Winry posts: Jeez, I was just lowering myself down for, I'd hoped, the last time, but I rise up with a quick intake of breath. What does he mean no? 
Winry says: Leeease?
Leeease? Can I...
cummm?
Masterius says: And if you think this is bad... I have ways of *making* you feel this way.  Driving, and keeping and holding you, to the edge, and never past.
And I might do that... for hours.
Winry says: Hours? Uh uh. 
Masterius says: Mmmmm ... better.  But I don't think a little slave *really* needs to.  She isn't anywhere near whimpering or whining badly enough.
Winry says: Huh?
Masterius says: And, oh yes... I can tell that just by listening to you.
Winry posts: I lower myself again, rub, rub, and back up. I could do this. Without him. So why won't I? I'm straining on my toes, trying to keep from going down as my clit throbs. Just a little bit more and I'll cum. I can't imagine whining and whimpering more. So frustrating. I could so easily make a mistake and do it just a little too long. 
Winry says: Leasse? I eeeweee eeedd oo cummmmmm. [Please! I really need to cum.]
Masterius says: Deeper, ragged and catched breathing.
Winry says: Assherrr, leease. I'mm egggingg u. [Master, please, I’m begging you.]
Winry posts: I so badly want this. I'm shaking just trying to stay on my toes. 
Winry says: eettt hurt. [Feet hurt.]
Masterius says: Growled: Now
Winry says: Loud moan. 
Masterius says: Sharp swift inhale, then a very low, deep, rippled groan.
Winry posts: I lower myself down and it's almost instant. I start cumming and not just a little. It hurts, but it feels wonderful. Again my knees are bent, thrusting the knot against my clit as I hump forward and back.
Winry says: Moans and whimpers for 15 seconds. 
Masterius says: Yesssss... yesssss... that's my good little slave... . Mmmmmmmmm... yessss... that's it... another groan
whispered: Just relax now.  Catch your breath.  Let me hold you.  
Winry posts: Damn it, right in front of him again. And... shudder... daddy. I want to relax, but relaxing takes me down to the rope, so I'm still perched on my toes. 
Masterius says: Just relax now, and *feel*.  Just let that glowy warmth fill you.  
Winry posts: I feel my breathing coming in deep gasps, loudly proclaiming what just happened. Then I just sort of do relax. Perched on toes, but his arms are around me. Now this is what I really miss being long distance. He's had his fun. Now I want him to hold me. The glowy warm feeling does fill me, made all the better by his voice and his arms. 
Masterius posts: My voice sounds a bit... odd.  Because half of me is bursting with pride --possessive pride at that-- with her, while the other half is seething with my own intense arousal, and it's an inhuman effort of will not to just jerk off right there.
Masterius says: Just feel me hold you now.  Arms around you, snuggling and cuddling.  Little kisses to your forehead, your hair.  Relax, and enjoy.  I want my little slave to enjoy that inner glowy golden warmth I gave her.
Winry posts: I listen to my breathing slow. I didn't even think to blush this time. I basically didn't even think. 
Masterius posts: I'm almost in tears, wanting her so badly, wanting to be holding her right now so badly.
Winry posts: Kisses to my forehead. Jeez, and I'm all sweaty. Shaky. But warm and relaxed. 
Winry says: Ank u, asssherr. [Thank you, master.]
Masterius says: Whispered: My little slave did all that Master asked of her, and more, and I am so proud of you.
Winry says: Uh huh, ank u. [Thank you.]
Masterius says: A soft wry chuckle: Itching *really* badly, too.  But very, very proud of you.
Winry posts: OK, now I blush. 
Masterius posts: She still has some time to go, but I want her to relax.  Unfortunately that means she'll be pressed against the crotch rope until released, but at least I can use my voice and words to soothe her until her release, instead of arousing and exciting her.
Masterius says: Crooning murmur: Just relax.  Let Master hold his little slave.  It's not much longer now.  Then you can rest.  Take a nice bath, then rest.
I wish I could give you that bath.
Winry posts: I've been so distracted, I hadn't even paid attention, but now there's a puddle of drool on the towel dad put down. Even relaxed breathing sounds wet and slobbery. As thought returns to me, I hope he enjoyed the whole show, slobber and all. I may never enjoy that particular part of it, but there's something wild about being so helpless and performing for him. 
He controls everything... from my clenched toes to the sounds I make to the drool and especially to the fiery desire in me. 
Masterius says: Soft little sighs, dreamy sounding ones.
Winry posts: I wish he could give me that bath. I wish I wasn't gagged; I hate the sounds I make. And now I want to tell him so much. 
Masterius posts: Mostly I just keep 'holding her', making soft soothing wordless croons.
Winry says: Assherrr? I'mm urrss ore-eh-er. [Master, I’m yours forever.]
Soft purring noises
Masterius posts: I can't help picturing her as she must be right now, and I badly wish I could be holding her.  That I could be untying her now, and carrying her in my arms to give her a bath,
Masterius says: Mmmmmm... yes.  Yes, you are.  And I'm your Master, forever and ever.
Winry posts: Ahhh, he understood. Now that makes me feel just perfect. 
Winry says: Uh huh. Eh-er an eh-er. [Ever and ever.]
Masterius says: I wish... --soft little sigh--
Wordless soothing croons, deeper low purrs of contentment and pleasure.
Whispered: I do so love you.
Winry posts: How romantic, drooly, sweaty, tired little ol' me. And he still loves me. 
Winry says: I uv u oo. [I love you, too.]
Soft sighs and soft purrs. Occasional deep wet breaths
Masterius says: Mmmm... drooling a bit, I hear.
Winry says: Yeah, u wike ih, huh? All ower a hore. An ee. [You like it, huh? All over the floor. And me.]
Masterius says: Wow!  All over you *and* the floor?
Winry says: Giggle. 
Masterius says: And yes, I like it.  I like how that makes you hotly blush.  I like how it looks when you do it.
Winry says: Uh huh.
Masterius says: And I like making you do it, knowing it embarrasses you.
Winry posts: Damn him. I didn't blush, until the part about how he likes how it looks when I drool. 
Winry says: Meanie.
Masterius says: And I'll like watching my little slave drool. 
And running a fingertip through that. Just to make sure you know I've noticed.
Winry says: Yeah, yeah, and lussh. [Yeah, yeah, and blush.]
Ewww. 
Masterius says: Just like I'll enjoy reaching down and lightly brushing a fingertip over your cunny.
And enjoy the wetness there.
Winry says: Light gasp. 
Nah again. Leease. [Not again, please.]
Masterius says: I *could*... 'again', you know.
Soft kindly understanding chuckle: But... not this time.
Soft murmur: Just relax my little slave. 
Winry posts: I mean, I'm exhausted. My legs are shaking from trying to avoid the rope. When I lower myself it just gets me again. So, I'm trying hard to avoid it. Yes, I know he could and I would. So, it's nice to know he won't. 
Relax? I try it again, lowering myself very gently onto the rope and not rubbing at all. It digs into me, but at least I can relax a little. 
Winry says: Wha hime is ih? [What time is it?]
Winry posts: I figure he won't really tell me the time, but a hint?
Masterius says: I'd love to talk to you about this but... if I *do*, I'm afraid that'll just set you off again.
Winry says: Wha?
Masterius says: I'd like to talk to you about being a decoration like this. But I don't want to start getting my little slave all squirmy again.
Winry says: No, on't oo at. [No, don’t do that.]
Masterius posts: Glancing at the clock I tell her she has 5 minutes left.
Masterius says: Hmmmm... I didn't hear a 'Sir' or 'Master' anywhere there.  I'm guessing a little decoration wants to start performing again?
Winry says: Uh uh, asssherr, sss irrr. [Uh uh, master, sir.]
Masterius says: Hmmmm... I dunno.  That sounded like you really want more.
We-ell... if you *really* want more...
Winry says: Uh uh, sss irrr. [Uh uh, sir]
Winry posts: Just five minutes left. That's nice to know. I didn't think it would be this exhausting, but bath and nap sound good to me right now. Do I want more? A mischievous thought darts through my head. What if I dared him to do it? But there's not enough time. 
Winry says: Giggle
Winry posts: Shut up!
Masterius says: Maybe I should post a message on messenger for dad, extending the time?
Winry says: Uh uh, sss irrr, soo tired. [Uh uh, sir, so tired.]
Masterius says: Lessee... how about another hour?
Sound good?
Soft chuckle: Part of me wants to tease you, and hear you really please.  But I'm too pleased with you to do that.
Winry says: Silence.
If u ahnt. Ust a slafe here. [If you want. Just a slave here.]
Sss irr. [Sir]
Masterius says: Sharp inhale, whispered: Oh my.
Winry says: Uh uh, leeassse? [Uh, uh, please?]
Masterius says: Suddenly husky rumble: Yes, you are just a slave.  *My* little slave.  
Winry says: Uh huh. 
Leeasse, ust a slafe, but a tired slafe. Lease, don't do more. [Please, just a slave, but a tired slave. Please don’t do more.]
Masterius says: Pleased rumbled deep purr
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COME PLAY WITH ME 
Chapter Four
By Masterius and Kenna
Winry Posts Sunday late-afternoon, 3 May
Dad comes in then and cuts the audio right away. He doesn’t look at me or ask, he just does it. Then he looks at me, at least into my eyes. No where else. He has a really concerned look on his face. The first thing he does is put a towel around me, draped over my shoulders and covering my chest. He takes the gag off. Then as he lowers my hands, he asks how it went. I tell him it went fine. Masterius did not ask for any personal information or try to arrange a meeting. Dad says he’ll be the judge of that. 
He does my hands and ankles and leaves the room. I undo the crotch rope and then wipe myself off. Yuck. Then I go take our bath. 
After dinner I get back on and do a post for Brittany. 
He hasn’t said a word for several minutes now. We’re just kissing. He didn’t ask if he could kiss me and I didn’t offer. He’d just done it. I am, of course, enjoying it, mainly because of what it says about his feelings for me. The kiss has passion. His hands and eyes have passion. I’m wrong that I think it is a passionate love. So very wrong, because when he stops and looks at me, I feel like that toy he keeps talking about. Those eyes that say so much claim me, not as a lover, but as a possession and they send a frightened chill down my spine.  
It doesn’t strike me instantly as an epiphany, but deep in me as a gut wrenching fear without quite knowing why. I stare back at him with wide eyes, hoping I’m wrong. The gut feeling becomes that epiphany as he rips my shirt wide open, baring me now from mid-thigh to throat. Everything precious and personal is exposed to him. And he has just taken it like he’s taken everything else. My first thought, silly perhaps, is that I can’t go home because I don’t have a shirt to wear. I suddenly harbor no more hope of seeing home tonight, maybe ever. I’m embarrassed to be on display, unable to cover myself as he leers at me. It’s frustrating to just sit there naked and unable to do anything about it. 
Then he leans me back and I gasp in renewed fright, though he doesn’t drop me, just leans me. He lowers his face to my tits and starts sucking on them. I watch with detached curiosity as he sucks and bites my little girl tits. He’s always wanted them. Mine and maybe every girl’s in the seventh grade. I just gave him the opportunity to take them. There’s a sensation of the nipples hardening, but no feeling in the rest of my body. He takes what he wants and I realize there may be two more games to play with a fucktoy. Kissing and sucking on her tits. No, make that three. Fucking with her mind. 
I resist the temptation to enjoy what he’s doing. His hand in the classroom had been nice. His hand when we were just kissing had been, too, but it isn’t anymore. I’ve wanted a man to make love to me like this, but not on these terms.  Not with this helpless, owned feeling. I feel like I’m bringing out the demon again and this time I haven’t done anything. I’m a 13 year old girl and helpless. That’s all it takes to excite him. And there’s nothing I can do about either of them. Helplessly helpless. I shudder. 
My tits betray me with their reaction. Then my body defects, too. I feel that ache in my tummy start to build again and my pussy starts to tingle, teased to arousal just by the sensations flooding me from my sensitive nipples. No! I don’t want to feel like this. I’m just a possession and I want to hate him. I want to resist. The arousal from his kissing had died quickly with the tearing sound of my shirt, but comes back double now despite anything I try. I squirm, trying to escape from his lips, but they are insistent. There’s a wild tingle between my legs and I feel wet now. Damn it, I can’t even control my own body.  
I’ve been misleading myself to think there is a right thing to do. The right thing leads to my escape. The wrong thing brings out the demon. There is no right or wrong in that sense. There isn’t even a choice. I can only do what he wants. My body is telling me about the lack of choices. He wants me excited and therefore I am. 
Then he stops and looks in my eyes. He keeps doing that, gauging my reaction. Everything he’s done since I showed him the vid was about owning me. The look in his eyes is clear. He owns me. The look in my eyes is equally clear. Yeah, you do. Submission and fear. 
I only wonder what’s next. 
Posted, Sir. I won’t post the rest of the night. Just relaxing. 
For school this week: Monday – Pink hoodie/knit pants; Tuesday – Lavender blouse/white cami/jeans; Wednesday – Yellow flowered blouse/blue cami/tan capris; Thursday – pink blouse/pink cami/flowered skirt; and Friday – T-shirt/cargos. Running shoes every day except Thursday, ballet flats on Thursday. 
Let me know how you want me tied tonight. Please picture an exhausted, but happy playtoy when you decide. 
MASTERIUS
Masterius Posts Sunday, 3 May
Suddenly the audio cut off, within seconds of exactly 90 minutes having passed. Her dad must be there now, I knew, and I was both relieved and wistfully regretful.
Relieved, because I had no way of releasing my little slave. And, had I been able to, I would have released her by now. Wistfully regretful... for many, many reasons.
I stood up, feeling a bit shaky, and poured a little coffee in my mug to refresh it. I'd been totally unprepared for the effect this little session had on me. I'd thought I'd been prepared, but, no... I really hadn't.
Slowly padding my way from the kitchen I headed upstairs, sipping coffee as I walked. I was going to take a nice long bath. For no other reason than I wanted to picture me taking that bath with my little slave nestled against me as I did. Opening the taps, letting the hot water stabilize, I stripped. I was still hard as a rock, almost painfully so. Part of me wanted to just jerk off, right then and there, but for some reason that didn't feel just right. It felt as if that'd cheapen what we'd just shared. 
Adjusting the water I closed the drain, letting the tub start filling. I guess part of my reasoning was that my little slave mean more to me than just a wank-off excuse. And another part was that I hadn't been able to 'share' that with her. It was bad enough, some of the things I'd said. But I really didn't think dad was going to be thrilled hearing me as I jerked off because I was listening to and picturing his daughter bound and gagged. Bound and gagged because that's what I'd wanted, and had instructed, done to her.
No, I really hadn't been prepared for this. Then again, I considered as I slipped into the steamy water, I don't think my little slave had been, either. And certainly not once we'd started. The only signs of hesitancy and inhibition I'd detected were for the same reason I had been: neither of us were exactly comfy with knowing dad was going to be listening to things afterwards. 
Yet, even so, both of us had, more than once, forgotten that little tidbit in the heat of the moment.
Once the tub was full, I closed the taps then bonelessly sprawled. It would be so Heavenly, I thought, having her with me right now. Limply nestled atop me, languorously relaxed and limp. Unlike a certain portion of my anatomy, which was not limp, not by any stretch of the imagination.
Yesterday and today should have been very much eye-opening experiences for her, I was pretty sure of that. Each for their own reasons, true, but some of those reasons were shared. For one thing, they were very much 'real'. Not that what we'd started doing together had been games, but the last two days had notched the intensity up quite a bit. And both should have given her a much clearer, a much more vivid, impression of what the reality being with me as my little slave might be like.
Then again, that had done the same for me.
Could I actually keep her? That was a very definite yes. My description of Mr. Eric's home had been, after all, modeled on my home. The biggest differences were my 'basement' was a lot more finished --no packed-dirt floors here-- and definitely a lot more 'furnished'. Granted, quite a bit wouldn't exactly fit her at the moment, but that was a trifle. The key point was, should she be downstairs, no one would ever know.
The second important point was whether my little slave was, indeed, what I called her: 'little bondage playtoy slave'. At heart, I believe she was. She certainly was enthusiastic and responsive. Granted, whether she was or not wasn't overly critical as a slave; just take Brittany, for example. It certainly didn't matter what she thought or wanted. But what I hadn't ever mentioned or hinted was that, given enough time and training, anyone could be properly molded.
You just got better results if they were already inclined that way.
My little slave certainly was, no two ways about it. But...
But... at the moment, her training and 'play' was interspersed with real life. She had a home, and school, activities and sports. Had she really considered what being my slave would entail? She'd have none of that any longer. Her whole, entire existence would revolve around being my slave. And there'd certainly be no way --years, at the earliest-- I could ever safely permit her access to the outside. Had she considered that?
Of course, if I were to drive all the way out there and take her as mine --which, considering I was fairly confident knowing to within a block radius where she lived, was actually achievable-- what she thought about that would be meaningless. Again, much like Brittany was discovering.
The problem was that I felt about my little slave the way Mr. Eric did about Kylie, but in order to actually have my little slave I'd have to treat her more as Mr. Eric was with Brittany. 
Still, there was no use hurrying things. As I'd told my little slave, we had all the time in the world. And so I relaxed, eyes closed, and savored the heat of the bath, all the while replaying this afternoon's little session, hearing her adorably cute gagged sounds just as clearly in my mind as I had over the headset.
KENNA
Winry Posts Sunday, 3 May
After I post, I just relax and think about the afternoon. I’d been avoiding it because it had been so intense. What was most amazing was his voice. At first I’d just noticed how rich and deep it was. He used it so well… soft, teasing, soothing, so many varieties. But never loud or stern. I don’t think he’d ever need to be that. Not because I wouldn’t ever need scolding, but because he can control me in other ways. Yet, it wasn’t the tenor of his voice that was so amazing. It was the words – the way he could paint a picture with his voice. I’d known he could do that in writing, but attached to that voice it was simply incredible. 
I felt a little sorry for Brittany. Actually, I’d been a little worried I was overdoing how she was submitting to him on just the first night, but Mr. Eric had that voice and his hands, his lips, and his eyes. No wonder Brittany was overwhelmed and surrendering already. Masterius had taken me to another level of understanding of lover, slave, and fucktoy, too. It didn’t matter that Brittany wanted to be a slave instead of a fucktoy. As a slave… as his property, she was whatever he wanted. And I would be, too. Lover sounded nice. Playtoy was super. Fucktoy? Could I actually be that? It was a scary thought. I would be whatever he wanted, whenever he wanted. 
Then what about Kylie? Once she was abducted, she’d be the same thing. Would he really treat them differently or could he, just on a whim, make Kylie the fucktoy and Brittany the lover? Funny, but it bothered me more about them than about me. They were more real than me in one way. Mr. Eric actually had them. Masterius was thousands of miles away. I’d have my online fantasy, complete with pictures and audio and who knew what else. But I’d have my life, too, unlike Kylie and Brittany. I would never be a fucktoy or a lover either. More like part time slave and that was comfortable. 
Yet, I did long for more. I hadn’t been lying when I said I loved him and what he did with me today. I know I’m in love with a picture, a voice, and a smooth manner. I’m in love with an author who creates worlds he wants. Odd little, compelling worlds that I want to be part of. I wonder how many girls dream about it. I wonder how many actually get to live it for a while, like me. 
The thing that I was really unprepared for today was a request to beg. He’d made me do it twice. Once to cum and once to not cum. Jeez. I never expected that. And I don’t think I did a very good job. He must have taken it easy on me. I try to imagine just what it would be like to go at that level for hours. Bet I’d beg good then. Yet, I don’t think it was the words at all. It didn’t matter what I said. He’d been reading my breathing, my whines and whimpers, and the sound of my voice. Right now Mr. Eric would be reading Brittany’s movements, eyes, wetness… blush… he’d read that on me. 
You know what? I keep coming back to Brittany. She was supposed to be the one he uses as a toy and Kylie was his lover. Why then do I relate more to Brittany than Kylie? Shrug. I just get up and go to watch TV. That thought makes me nervous and so I’m done thinking for the night. 
MASTERIUS
Masterius posts Sunday evening, 2 May
I'll have to read your post then reply my little slave. And yes, just relax the rest of tonight. I certainly plan on doing just that. [image: image16.png]



You may wear to school this week what you've requested. I'm curious though: you're wearing a skirt to school Thursday. I thought my little slave didn't wear skirts to school?
Tonight, only your hands tied crossed behind you (can't have you doing any scratching, after all --winks--) although leashed to your headboard, as usual.
I assume my little slave has been, when at home, wearing her collar all the time, yes?
And you may picture a very happy, very pleased Master when my little slave goes to bed tonight. Sweet dreams my sexy, pleasing little playtoy. Master will see you tomorrow!
She had been scared. I could see and sense that. She'd no longer wanted to be aroused; not this way, anyway. I had seen and sensed that, too. 
She was still scared; terribly off-balance, lost and unsure about virtually everything. But she was no longer calm and still, instead now quite aroused... and hating that. 
She hadn't wanted to be aroused, turned on. At least, not the way I'd chosen to do so. Poor baby. She'd resisted as best as she could. But, in the end, her very own body had betrayed her.
And that, in turn, had greatly pleased and delighted me. Oh my yes. For that opened so many doors, so many possibilities.
I straightened up a bit, glittering gleaming eyes slowly wandered up and down her half-naked body. They lingered at her saliva-soaked nipples, so tightly puckered; at her pussy, whose lips lightly glistened... and not from saliva. And I... smiled.
It was a very pleased, very delighted smile. Not a leer, no. Not a gently intimate, loving smile either. It was the smile of someone pleased that his possession was even better than he'd hoped.
Shifting her forward until sitting upright I then kept hold of her upper arm with one hand, reaching down with the other and picking up the soggy sponge ball. I held it to her lips, the corners of my lips twitched at her reaction. 
Which was nothing compared to her expression when I said, very mildly, "I would have thought a little toy would like having a certain... temptation... removed from consideration."
KENNA
Winry Posts Sunday Afternoon, 2 May
Sir, I thought I’d wear one at least once a week so next time nobody thinks it’s that odd. ( 
I reach up and touch my collar as I read. It had been the only thing I wore this afternoon for him. He hadn’t mentioned it, but he had called me his slave, so he knew. I hadn’t even thought of it. Too many other things on my mind. 
Yes, I have been wearing it, Sir.
His eyes wander over my naked body, reminding me again that he owns me. That he’ll look at his property all he wants. Then they linger on my pussy and I look, too, embarrassed at the glistening sign of my arousal. Not embarrassed enough to blush, but enough to squirm. His smile at me tells me he noticed. He enjoys my response to his touches, as if perhaps he hadn’t expected it. How could I not be just as he sees me? Hungry for the touch that he now withholds. 
When he sits me upright, he pushes the ball at me again. I pull back, keeping my mouth shut. He suggests that a toy would like it back, but I shake my head. A little toy might, but I’m not a little toy. “A li… li…” sniff “… lit... tle... sl…slave … ummm… i-is… “ I shut my eyes, unable to look at him, “…ea…” sniff “ea...” sniff “…eager… to suh… suh…” sniff “to be … a c-cocksucker.” I look back up at him. “M-master.”
I shudder at the offer I just made, but it was made clear a while ago… the fucktoy got it in the pussy and ass. The slave would suck him. I watch his face as it changes, unable to tell if I’ve done something stupid or not. 
MASTERIUS
Masterius emails and IMs Sunday Night, 3 May
After a nice, long leisurely soak I had dinner, then puttered around the house a bit. After catching up on a few things I went downstairs to my 'lair'. I hadn't been down in a couple of weeks, and I really didn't need to do anything there. But I often found it relaxing to spend time down there, even if doing nothing else --like I was tonight-- other than cleaning.
Soon I was enveloped in the aroma of Lexol-PH leather cleaner, leather conditioner and Vinylex protectant, the latter very useful for those items made of vinyl, rubber and plastic. I had other cleansers and disinfectants for the latex and insertable rubber items, but I wasn't cleaning those things tonight. While I worked my mind, as it usually did during these tasks, wandered. This time, however, my thoughts revolved around a certain little slave.
I could, very easily and quite successfully, keep her down here, I knew. That aspect I wasn't overly dwelling on. Nor did I ruminate overmuch on the mechanics of the actual abduction and transport. One thing about my writing style: I believed in research. If I mentioned a car or truck, I Googled that; I'd never write about a make, model and year and give it a paint job or options that hadn't really existed. And I'd plotted, planned and carried out enough 'abductions' in my writings to have a rather good notion, I thought, on how to successfully carry one off. If and when I finally decided on possessing my pretty little slave as mine, she'd definitely wind up here, and no one the wiser.
Well, perhaps not 'no one'. I'm pretty sure I'd be high on the list of suspects as far as her dad was concerned. The actual chance of him backtracking me was virtually nil; for the FBI? Well, certainly not nil for them, true enough. But, frankly, considering the design and construction of my little 'home-away-from-home' here, I'd be perfectly relaxed having a battalion of Feds crawl through my house. You'd have to virtually disassemble the entire house down to the foundation before running across any sign of down here.
Actually, what I spent most of my time musing about was how I'd keep her. Not the mechanics of the how, no. More of an internal debate of the pros and cons of 'Kylie' versus 'Brittany'.
In the pro-Kylie corner were the facts that that was closest to how Winry was currently living: part-time girl (for school, sports, etc.) and part-time slave (my little bondage playtoy), that that was rather appealing to me, and most likely to suit her needs and personality. In the con-Kylie corner was something quite simple: I didn't dare, ever, let her poke her nose outside. Even if she was 110% fully trained and obedient, it wasn't a matter of what she might do or say. All it would take is one nosy parker to suspect they'd seen and recognized her (do the names Elizabeth Smart and Shasta Groene ring any bells?). So, once I had her, I'd have to keep her down here.
In the con-Brittany corner, now, was the fact that that would be a lot more restrictive than anything my little slave might have pictured, or might want. It might be one thing to daydream that, and definitely quite another to abruptly discover that was a done-deal. Granted, as my slave she wouldn't have any choice or say in matters, but I'd rather her be enthusiastic about things than reluctant or opposed.
I think, anyway.
Because, more and more, I'd started picturing things a-la-Brittany with her. 
Oh, not to quite the same degree our RP Brittany was facing. But I was finding some aspects of her ordeal so far intriguing and appealing. In fact, my little slave's description of Brittany's thoughts vis-à-vis lover versus slave versus playtoy versus fucktoy had been extremely intense and thrilling. Obviously she'd given that a great deal of thought. Which made me wonder if Brittany's situation was something she'd imagined herself. Which led me to wonder if that's something she did want, or at least would like to experience a little.
I figured I could do a bit of probing about that, so once I was finished cleaning and conditioning most of the leather items downstairs I went up to my computer room. The first thing I did was compose and send an email I'd been thinking about during the evening.
Little slave, there's something I've been considering having you do. I'll explain in detail in a bit but, before I do, I first want to point out two things: one is that, as your dad will have to help with most of this, he'll have to review and 'vet' things. I'll note those below. Another is that your education and grades are very important. I don't ever desire to require anything from you that might interfere with your studies or schoolwork. So, again, if anything below would cause distraction or sub-par studying, I want to know.
To begin with, I'd want the following done all week, from Monday through Friday.
1. When you get home from school, as soon as you close the door behind you, you will completely undress, neatly folding your clothes, then place your collar on. (If dad is uncomfortable with my little slave being completely naked, then wear the pink bikini briefs; if he wants a top as well, then a white bra). 
2. You will have 10 minutes to use the bathroom, and get your things ready for homework. Every minute, or part of minute, past that earns 2 hairbrush swats at punishment-level, given just prior to #3 below.
3. You will go to your room to do your homework*. There you will be tied into a sturdy but padded four-legged chair with arms. Your ankles are tied to the outside of the front legs, your knees pressed against and tied to the chair arms. Two to four passes of rope go over your hips, tied diagonally (by that I mean the ropes pass over the front of your hips and are guided down and back under the seat, so that you can neither raise your hips or shift them forward). You will then be gagged with the sponge ball and tape. The chair is positioned at your desk so you can do your homework*.
(*I have no idea how your study area is set up. What I'm hoping (and I hope dad will agree to) is that you study and do homework in your room, and that he will permit, for this week, you to also RP in your room (as described below)).
4. When you are finished with homework, you will be blindfolded. Your chest and body lashed against the back of the chair, tied at waist and just below your chest. Your arms will rest atop the chair arms, with your wrists, forearms and upper arms tied so you can't move your arms. You will remain that way until dinner.
5. For dinner, dad will remove your blindfold and gag, then feed you as you stay bound. After dinner you will be regagged and reblindfolded.
6. For RP, dad will shift your chair over to your pc desk. Your arms and body will be untied (so you're bound like you were for homework) and the blindfold removed. 
7. After RP and until bedtime, you will be retied per #4 above.
8. Fifteen minutes before bedtime, my little slave will be fully untied. She has 10 minutes for bathroom needs, brushing her teeth, etc, and 5 minutes for her bedtime kneeling ritual. Every minute, or part of minute, past that earns 2 hairbrush swats at punishment-level, added to your morning wake-up hand spanks (which are 10 hand spanks at discipline-level).
9. After completing her bedtime kneeling ritual, my little slave will be bound for bed.
Monday: hands and arms behind your back, ankles, upper and lower knees tied, and blindfolded.
Tuesday: the same as Monday, but lying tummy down over a pillow under your hips.
Wednesday: Same as Monday.
Thursday: Tied spread-eagled, on your back, a pillow under your bottom.
Friday: I'll explain Friday later. ; )
As I've said, this is what I'd like. However, I've no idea if it's feasible, or if dad will permit some (or all) of this. So pass this along to him to consider, critique and vet.
Sending that off I then logged onto messenger and LB, where I had some offline IMs.
Now that's pretty clever thinking there, my little slave. Why, I'd almost think a little slave was worried her Master might send her off again to school without panties and wearing a skirt again. [image: image17.png]



I've sent you a rather lengthy email. Your dad will need to read and review it. I'm not sure if it can be done as I'd like, or if he'll permit some, or all, of it. So if you get this in the morning please pass it along to him.
I've also been meaning to ask you, little slave. How are you handling playing Brittany? It's obvious to me that you're 'getting into her head', and this is a rather intense scene and situation. Are you doing OK with this? How are you handling playing/'being' Brittany?
I sent those off, then headed to bed. 
Masterius posts Monday afternoon, 4 May
Gazing at her I tipped my head. Whether she knew it or not --and I rather fancied she didn't know-- that stuttered, stammered little plea made my cock throb so hard I was surprised the zipper didn't tear apart. Then again, seeing the fleeting expression on her face, perhaps she had noticed what her words and stutters did to me.
Setting the ball back down I reached out towards her, seeing her stiffen as I did. I just quietly played with her hair, enjoying the texture, marveling at the color. Her hair was a thick, rich auburn (which I happen to love) that tumbled down to her shoulders. I gently rubbed a lock between fingers and thumb. "Very pretty," I softly rumbled. "And very soft and silky." Warm gleaming eyes gazed at her face, admiring her deep brown eyes, really noticing the freckles that dotted her nose and cheeks. Even the tops of her shoulders had some freckles. I'd never really noticed them before --you had to be rather close to her to see them and, as a rule, I never got that close to my students.
After about five minutes of just softly gazing and playing with her hair, now and then lightly brushing her cheek with fingertips, I reached out, took the little ring of her T-shirt collar and lifted that over her head, sliding the ripped fabric down her arms behind her, down to her bound elbows. Crouching I took a shoe and simply tugged it off, casually dropping it to the side, then did the same with the other. Straightening up, I took her by upper arms, lifted her up off the rack and stood her on socked feet then turned her around, facing away from me and, not so incidentally, facing the side of the rack.
Crouching again I untied her upper knees. Setting the rope to the side I tugged jeans and panties down to the lower knee ropes... then retied her upper knees. Untying the lower knee ropes I pulled jeans and panties down to tied ankles... then retied lower knees. Straightening again I took upper arms, lifted her a bit, then laid her belly down sideways across the rack, leaving her legs dangling. Untying her ankles I pulled the jeans and panties all the way off, again casually discarding them on the floor, then retied her ankles. Reaching into my back pants pocket I took out a small gutting knife, then slit the remains of her T-shirt off, leaving her totally, completely naked.
Picking her up off the rack I carried her over to where I'd first placed her after removing her from the sports bag. I relocked the chain to her collar, gently petted her cheek then walked off, leaving her there, closing and locking the door behind me.
KENNA
Winry Posts Monday Afternoon, 4 May
After I post, I go do my homework. I know some of the kids at school talk about how their parents make them do their homework. Doing homework earns them privileges. Some of them get paid for good grades. I don’t understand them and I don’t have much to do with them. The kids that accept me are the ones that take the hard classes for the challenge and do the work to excel. We all compete and I know I love it. So, dad’s never had to push me to do it. Of course, it used to be the first thing I did when I got home. Just in the past few days I’ve done a post and checked IMs. I allow myself one post and then it’s time for homework. 
After homework, I read. There’s like a ton of stuff to read. Seeing as I’m really into science, I do a lot of science fiction and mags like Scientific American. With just me and dad, after homework and reading, I fix dinner. I’m not into anything fancy. If dad wants fancy, we go out. Between the RP, homework, reading, and fixing dinner, my afternoon is pretty full. Dad gets home at 5:30 like clockwork and we eat. Then I can hit the RP for the rest of the night. 
Today after homework though, I don’t read. Instead, I just think about what’s going on in my life, you know, with Masterius… the real life stuff and the RP. It’s hard to separate the two because of the similarities. What really gets me is the permanence of Brittany’s situation. I can see that Mr. Eric plans to never let Brittany see the light of day again. Nobody will ever know what happened to her. She is totally screwed for life. No school. No friends. No family. Not even thinking about the sex aspects of her being a slave, I think she’s screwed. Throw in the idea of fucktoy and it shocks me to the core. I’ve read enough about cults to know you can beat somebody into accepting almost anything. Brittany could become happy with her life. I’ve read Masterius’ stories and the ones about the Haven are ultra super permanent. My view of being a slave comes from Summer Slave, but then he didn’t finish it, so I don’t know if Twerp was permanently in the basement or what. The hack that finished it let her go to school at the end of the summer, but would Masterius have done that?
I’ve got plenty of examples of him owning a little girl; if not him, then one of his characters. The slaves all learn to like it, never wanting anything but to serve their master or mistress. I just want more than that. I want to be a part time slave, but Masterius talks total ownership. No room for negotiation. Would one of his slave’s duties be to excel in school?  Could I have a life beyond his dungeon? I think about Elizabeth Smart who was allowed out of the house after she was kidnapped. She interacted with people without ever turning her kidnapper in. That would be fine with me. Bondage playtoy slave by night, normal girl by day. Surely Masterius would understand I wouldn’t ever turn him in. Or maybe I’m not so sure about that. 
To top it off, at dinner dad asks me what I think life would be like as Masterius’ little bondage playtoy slave. Specifically he asks what I’d be like 5 years from now if he truly owned me. My first thought is about Brittany. Five years from now Brittany is going to be a well trained slave who’s forgotten her family and friends. She lives only to serve her master and, you know what? Her master isn’t Mr. Eric anymore. Five years from now she’s grown up and Mr. Eric has abducted another middle schooler and… what? Sold her? Given her away? Killed her? What does he do when she’s too old for his taste?
It’s not until after I think about that scenario that I even think about Kylie. I’m not sure why I didn’t think of her first, but she’s more like what I want to be. Like I said, she’s master bedroom material. She’s his lover. Does that get her outside privileges? Does she get to go to school? Well, no, duh, if she spends so much as one night in his basement, she can’t ever be let out again either. 
We talk about the two girls for a while then I tell him. “I think I’d be a full time sex slave with no real future, dad. Masterius would be tired of me and who knows who I’d belong to then.”
“So, I don’t have to worry about you taking this too far? You don’t want to sneak off and meet with him?”
“Not a chance,” I nod. 
“You’ll let me know when you’ve gotten this out of your system?”
I nod, but then I’m not sure that will happen soon. I’ve got the best of both worlds right now. The weekend was thrilling and I want to taste more of that. Yet, I have the safety of long distance and dad watching over me. 
After dinner I go check IMs and then read the email. I show the email to dad and we decide on an answer. 
Sir, most of what’s in your email is not possible. Even if it was… are you serious about me being tied the whole time I’m home with just two bathroom breaks? 
After school I have a “nanny” (yuck) who isn’t in on the whole little bondage playtoy slave thing, so until daddy gets home, there can’t be any tying or spanking. Can’t do number 1-4. Number 5, dad’s rule is dressed for dinner and he won’t feed me. Can we pick up with number 6?
I’m OK with Brittany. It’s just an RP. Kind of hard to imagine someone as heartless as Mr. Eric, somebody who would want to own a girl and never let her go. 
After I make the offer, he reacts with surprise and desire. I’m certain he’s going to make me do it. He sets the ball down and then he acts like I hadn’t said anything. He plays with my hair and caresses me with his eyes. I don’t understand what just happened. Not that I’m complaining. It’s just that he keeps changing. He gets threatening and then he’s gentle. I get scared and then I’m not. For a few minutes I’m relatively relaxed.     
Then he starts undressing me. My shirt comes off. He takes off my shoes. I just sit and watch, feeling frustrated because that’s all I can do. I supposed I could kick or something, but I don’t know what he’d do then. When he turns me to face the table, I tense. I don’t want him behind me with me leaning over/against something. I remember the threat of him doing my ass. But, again I can’t stop him from doing anything. Bit by bit he takes off my pants and panties, never letting me free enough to even think about escape. 
Naked. I’m naked in front of him. The frustration is like a vise, squeezing my insides. I’m not so much embarrassed as just absolutely pissed at him for doing this. Pissed at myself for getting myself into this predicament. He has total control over me, treating me like property. 
I thought I was going to have to do a blow job, but then he just chains me back up and walks out. As the door shuts, I yell at him. “What? What are you doing? Where are you going? Don’t leave me.” He’s scary, but it’s more frightening to be alone. I can’t move at all and now I’m naked on the dirt floor. It’s not cold, but it’s not warm either. There’s no blanket. I’m hungry. 
I open my mouth and scream hoping that somebody will hear me. For five minutes, I scream at the top of my lungs, until I get hoarse. Then I just start crying. Sobs wrack my body as I feel so alone and helpless. Mr. Eric is nothing like the trusted teacher from school. I am so totally screwed. I can’t stop crying and tears roll down my cheeks. 
MASTERIUS
Masterius emails, IMs and posts Monday evening, 4 May
Over this morning and afternoon I'd been thinking quite a bit about my little slave. I'd learned a lot about her since we'd first met. But virtually all of that had been focused on the twin areas of our RP, and on the subject of bondage and D/s. I was quite pleased with how things were progressing in that regard. Exceptionally pleased. 
But I really didn't know all that much about my little slave. I could easily picture her body, and far more easily picture her face --courtesy of her photo. And now 'hear' her voice in my mind --and, of course, hear it for real whenever I chose to replay that recording. But I was... missing things. It was as if I had an exquisitely detailed statue of her... one that was hollow. 
I wanted to learn more about her. All of her. So I sat down and composed another email to her.
Over the last several weeks I've gotten to know my little slave rather well. I've grown quite fond of you, in fact. But although I know my little bondage playtoy slave quite well, I really don't know all that much about you. And I'd like to know you better. I'm quite fond of you, Winry, you know.
I know you're twelve, are an accelerated student, and play soccer, but not much else. I haven't asked before mostly because, well, I've wanted to get to know the person better but I didn't want to appear as asking for personal information. But I am curious about you, and I'd love to learn more about you.
What makes you smile? What is fun for you? Do you like playing games? Reading? What are your favorite movies? What makes you sad? What don't you like having to do? 
Do you like being an accelerated student? Do you find that a challenge? You've told me a little about that, enough that I would say, yes, you do like being an accelerated student, even if that means not having any friends your age in your classes. What subjects do you like the best? The least? 
What music do you like, and dislike? What hobbies do you have? What foods do you like the best, and which ones really would be better off disappearing off of menus forever? What's your favorite color(s)? 
If you could learn one new thing, no matter what that was, what would it be? How to play a musical instrument? Learn to dance? Learn to skydive or scuba dive?
What are your plans and dreams for the future? Where would you like to be a year from now? Five years? Ten?
What do you value most in life? What is your greatest regret? What do you see as your greatest achievement?
Do you like animals? Dogs, cats? Ferrets, parrots? What's your favorite, and least favorite, animal? If you could have any one animal as a pet, domestic or wild (with the wild as perfectly tame as any domestic) which would it be?
You don't have to answer these in any particular order little one. Nor do you have to answer all of them, or any of them. But I'd really like to get to know you better. Not just my little bondage playtoy slave, but you.
Because this is stuff about you, you'll need dad to look over your answers before emailing me them. Because, while I'm not asking you to divulge any 'personal information' --like address, phone number, school name-- I know he'll want to make sure you haven't said anything that might tell me more than he's comfortable with me knowing. OK?
And you may ask me questions, too, if you like.:  ) 
--kisses your cheek--
~Your Master
I send the email off then log onto LB and messenger. As intrigued as I am, and as curious as I am about what Winry's posted, I read her offline messages first. She's more important to me than any fantasy story.
If what I'd asked for is impossible, it's impossible. I'm OK with that. Remember my promise to you: I'll request or require something, then you may negotiate and explain if needed. You have, and you've brought up some very valid points.
And yes, I was serious about that. It wasn't until after I'd sent it that I remembered a couple of things. One is that you are, for all your being gifted and advanced, still very much a kid. And another is that you'd already told me how terribly difficult staying still is for you. Between those two, requiring you to do that for a full week would, well, be more than a bit unreasonable. Would I like it if you did? Heck, yes. Am I going to be crushed that you can't? No. Especially not when, after truly considering it, having you do that would border close to being cruel, which I have no desire or intention of ever being with you. 
Rather than picking up with #6, I'd rather table the idea for now, except that my little slave be bound for bed this week per #9. 
I'm glad you're OK with playing Brittany. I happen to agree with you: it is hard to imagine someone that heartless. I couldn't be like him, and it's starting to get very difficult for me to play him. Then again, one thing that is helping me is that I do know what he's thinking (while both you and Brittany have to guess what he's thinking). I'll have to be honest: I couldn't play him being as cold, cruel and heartless as he's appearing so far. That's just not me, and while I might enjoy having someone play her part now and then, I couldn't ever keep someone like that, like how Brittany is likely to be kept.
Although wanting to keep a girl and never let her go isn't necessarily heartless you know. That's what he wants to do with Kylie, after all. But that's because he intensely desires Kylie. I can more easily understand someone wanting to keep a girl and never let her go out of intense longing and desire, than I can understand doing that 'just because you can'.
I sent that off, then pondered her post. I had been honest: I was starting to feel really sorry for Brittany, but with the way things had progressed I didn't see any way out for her. And I was never one for 'bending reality' for an RP. Which meant that the poor girl was quite screwed, blued and tattooed. However, as I'd messaged Winry, I was also aware what was truly going through Mr. Eric's head. 
I didn't come back down for another half hour. I had things to do, and things to consider and, frankly, I needed to calm down. Otherwise I was going to rape her and, as much as I realized I'd wanted to do that --much to my utter shock-- that wasn't what I wanted to do. Not if I could help that.
When next I entered I came in carrying a duffel bag and a small covered tray. I sat the tray down on a small table then walked past her to the cell cage. Inside were a small chemical 'potty' toilet and a plain cot. At the moment it was bare, but that's what the duffel bag was for. Several minutes later and it was covered in a light sheet, with a light blanket atop that, and a small soft pillow in a white cotton pillowcase.
Exiting the cage I walked over to Brittany. Unlocking the chain from her collar I gently picked her up and carried her in my arms over to the small table. Sitting down I gently sat her sideways atop my lap, supported her with an arm behind her back then lifted the cover off the tray.
"You must be very hungry and thirsty by now," I softly murmured as I revealed the bowl of thick chicken and dumpling stew, the two buttered rolls and glass of milk. "I thought I might explain some things to you as I fed you, then give you a bath afterwards. You are hungry, aren't you?"
KENNA
Winry Posts Monday Evening, 4 May
I read his email and realize I never wondered any of that about him. So I’m a little self-centered (maybe a lot). All I know and care is that he is a cool master with cool ideas about bondage and more. He is filling a fantasy and I never even thought there was more to him than what he is doing. For all I know he does nothing but troll for girls on line and I’m the current toy. I start the email.
My One True Master, 
Showing off makes me feel good. And I love learning. Between the two, I get a little warm, inner smile when I blow the curve on a math or science test. Or history or English… not too fond of PE. 
That’s about as far as I get. I’m not going to send it right away anyway and I do want to get a post out. 
Thanks for understanding that I can’t do what you asked. 
The hardest part about what’s going on with Brittany is actually Mr. Eric. One minute he’s wild and then next he’s gentle. He threatens and then he teases her to arousal and then drops her (figuratively) like a rock. Now he’s feeding her. I think she ought to be more upset, but she’s really confused more than anything. Maybe that’s part of his plan. 
He hasn’t grabbed Kylie yet, so I don’t really know how I’ll feel about that. Maybe heartless is not the right word, but not letting her have her own life is cruel. It’s like loving her to death. If it’s me, I’d want to be just like you described in your email. You know, I go to school and come home to be your little bondage playtoy slave.  
I cried for a few minutes. I don’t know exactly except that I didn’t cry for most of the time he was gone. When I’m done crying I start thinking. It isn’t the first time he’s left me alone, but this is the first real chance I can think. Last time had been a frantic attempt to ungag myself. The time before that I was just out of it. So I look around the room again and see just stuff I don’t understand, but I also don’t like the looks of it. Now that I pay attention, I’m pretty sure I’m in a windowless basement with one door out. He either didn’t hear me scream or didn’t care. Either one means nobody else heard. The room is either deep, soundproofed, or both. The door is locked from the outside. Even if I wasn’t totally immobilized by ropes and collar chained to a beam the size of a redwood, I couldn’t get out. So what’s the point? Any one of the three would keep me here. 
Keep me here is the point. Not just keep me here, but let me know that I’m staying here. I’m part of the house… locked, tied, and stapled to the wall. He said it and he’s making sure I get it. He’s also said a lot of other things and not followed through. Kind of nuts if you ask me and if he does ask, I’ll tell him that… maybe… if he’s in one of the sane moments. No rape and no cock sucking, so maybe he’s bluffing with the rest. 
So, I put together a little speech. “Mr. Eric, I’m sorry that I ever threatened you and I’ve learned my lesson. It was stupid and I just wanted what Kylie was getting. I wouldn’t have really turned you in. I just figured you’d need a little push to have sex with me. I’d still like that, but not the rough way you made it sound. 
“You can’t really keep me here for long. People will be looking for me. If you let me go right now, I promise I won’t tell anybody. You’ve got my cell phone with the vids and pics, so I don’t have any evidence. If you want to have sex with me, then OK, but if you keep me overnight, I won’t be able to keep the secret. So you really have to let me go soon. You understand, right?”
It’s not much, but I practice it in my head so I get it right when he comes back. When he returns, I don’t have his attention so I wait. I watch him set up the cot in the cage. How stupid is that? Locked, tied, stapled to the wall *and* caged? Or maybe he’s going to untie me and unchain me. I don’t know, but it still has the look of permanent fixture in the house. 
When he sits me on his lap and offers food, it’s the perfect chance. “Yes, I’m hungry,” I agree and then launch into my speech. 
You put a smile on my face a couple of times this weekend, Sir, but I won’t count those. That was a different kind of smile than I ever had before. 
MASTERIUS
Masterius Posts Monday, 4 May
"Shhhhh." I placed my forefinger over her lips, shushing her. "Eat first. I have a few things to say while I feed you." Although my voice was soft and calm my eyes had a firmness to them that stated in no uncertain terms that it would be... unwise... to ignore me. She didn't look happy, but after a few seconds of silent mental debate she just nodded, looking even unhappier.
First I let her sip some milk from the straw. I was pretty sure, by now, she was desperately thirsty. Between being gagged for hours and the obvious signs of crying quite a bit, having something cool and liquid probably was like Heaven to her. 
"As you might have noticed by now," I started talking as she sipped, my voice still low and soft, "things are a little primitive down here. I don't intend for them to stay this medieval. But I'd only just started working down here last week, after I'd decided I'd need a place to keep Kylie."
My how her eyes rounded at that, as she froze in mid-sip, just staring at me a moment. Setting the glass down, I took a spoonful of stew then held it to her lips. "I've been a teacher for quite some time now. So I'm not unaware of being the focus of crushes. I pretty much ignore them, for several reasons. One is that they are girls and, well, girls haven't interested me before. Another is that they are my students. Yet another is that they are girls: young, naïve and ingénues. At that stage in their lives when they start feeling certain things. Like budding attraction and desire. Perfectly normal, of course. And, in a way, I've been flattered with their crushes."
" Oh yes," I said, smiling down at her as I continued patiently feeding her. Not just patiently feeding her, either; I was enjoying doing so a very great deal, in fact. There was something very tender and, well, intimate, about feeding her while she was bound and helpless. "I'm sure that comes as a surprise, doesn't it? How could I not be flattered, after all? But I never showed any sign of that. I didn't want to get their hopes up and have them crushed and hurt later on and, well, they were girls. I'm not really interested in girls... until Kylie, that is."
I spooned several more mouthfuls as my eyes got a distant dreamy look to them, then I gave my head a little shake, snapping me back to the present. "I have no idea what it is about her, but there was just something about her that enthralled me. For the very first time I was looking at a girl as something other than as just a girl, other than as a student. I fought it at first, but it was impossible. I kept dreaming about her, fantasizing about her. All the while realizing I'd never actually be able to do anything."
I broke a roll into some bite-sized pieced, feeding them to the naked, helplessly bound girl on my lap. "And then her cell phone went off in class, and I had the God-sent opportunity handed to me. I'd have her for detention, just her and I. I still wouldn't be able to do anything, but at least we'd be alone. Together, and alone."
Again I got a distant, thoughtful look for a few seconds. "And then I discovered the pic on her camera, and her text messages... about me. Discovered she had a really huge crush on me. Well... well...,"
I smiled, letting Brittany sip more milk before going back to the stew. "Needless to say, you've seen how things have progressed so far with her. But I want much more, and so does she. Which is why I started fixing up down here. So I'd have someplace to safely keep her."
"She doesn't realize that, of course: that I intend on keeping her. But I do. I can't bear to lose her. Not now. Not after finding her, not after being together as we have. So, fairly soon --no more than a couple of months, if that-- you'll be having company down here. Which leads me to you."
I gazed deeply into her eyes as I fed her a few more spoonfuls of stew, the pieces of chicken breast plump and juicy, the dumplings thick and rich. "When you first showed me that video, when you made your demands," and my voice flattened a bit at the 'your demands', "the first thing I felt was shock. Then fear. Very deep, sickened fear. I'd be a liar if I said I hadn't feared being outed to the police. But the real fear I felt was about Kylie."
I paused a moment before continuing, my voice sounding a bit ragged. "I didn't want her being shamed and humiliated. That would have happened if you turned over that video you know. She'd know that people, lots of people, would see that video. See her naked and bound, see her under my desk, and know what she'd been doing under there. It appalled and distressed me imagining her having to deal with that."
"But I was also terrified of losing her. In that moment, when you blithely stated you'd turn that video over to your parents, I realized I'd lose Kylie forever. And I just couldn't lose her, not after just finally having her. Not after we'd found each other. So I had to do something. So I did."
I fed her some more stew and pieces of roll, and almost a minute went by before I continued, and now my voice sounded... a bit astonished. "I needed to seduce you, trick you into letting me tie you up." I didn't miss her sudden tension or her deep vivid blush, but I acted as if I hadn't noticed either. "And that's when something funny happened."
She didn't look at all understanding at my using 'funny', which wasn't surprising. "In order to seduce you, I had to act as if I'd noticed and desired you. I had to stop looking at you as 'just a girl', as 'just a student'. And when I had...,"
I softly gazed down at her, my eyes started gleaming a bit brighter, glowed a bit warmer. "You really are a very pretty girl," I softly murmured. "More than merely 'pretty', in fact. You're quite sexy and desirable. I realized that I did want to make out with you, make love with you. You have such gorgeous hair. Such beautiful eyes. Your skin is so soft and creamy, and your freckles are like a gentle dusting of gold dust. Your breasts are so pert; I know, they're small right now, but I love them. I'll love watching them grow and develop over the months and years, playing with and fondling them as they grow. Your pussy hair right now is so light, but I can see the red gold of them already."
I shifted her a bit, more fully gazing into her eyes. "I'm not keeping you here as punishment. Because I'm mad at you. Because you were bad. I'm keeping you here because I want you. I don't want, or intend, to lose you now, either. I want you as a slave. As a playtoy. And, yes, as a fucktoy at times." Beneath her bottom my cock, already hard, powerfully throbbed. "You turn me on in ways I'd never expected. And the only reason I haven't fucked you silly yet," I bluntly told her, "is that I care enough about you to try and be gentle at first. And, trust me," I even more frankly stated, "that hasn't been at all easy." 
The stew and rolls were gone by now, which was a good thing since it didn't look like she could swallow at the moment. "Now," I said, "a slave had something she wanted to say?"
KENNA
Winry Posts Monday, 4 May
I was afraid he’d stop me before I got much out and I was right. I stop almost before I start. He’s Mr. Eric again, talking soft and firm like he is showing me a math problem instead of holding me naked on his lap. But I am naked and bound, so in another way he isn’t and never again will be Mr. Eric. I’m uncomfortable and now I’m not getting to go first. 
Yet it is the offer of milk that wins out. I am hungry and thirsty. I take a sip of milk and he takes off talking, leaving me to wait my turn. He drops a bombshell right off the bat when he says he intends to keep Kylie here. My eyes get big as I recall what I’ve seen in the basement. Chains and a cage. For Kylie? Scary looking tables of stuff. For Kylie? 
I listen… what else am I to do? Listen, eat and drink. His voice stays calm and he feeds me so carefully, waiting until I finish chewing before offering… yes, offering another bite. He doesn’t force it, but just patiently feeds me. It is rather… relaxing and soothing to have him like this. I’m not exactly thrilled that he shows a preference for Kylie. The way he talks about her as *the one* that turned his head and got him thinking of her as something besides a student. The pics I’d taken as a joke? I didn’t know he’d seen them. She’d never mentioned that. And he did say pics as in plural. She’d had me send them to her so he could see them. 
Then he fell for her and planned to keep her forever. But it’s me instead. Just as I’m wondering how I fall into this, he explains that. Me as a threat to keep him from Kylie. Kylie. Kylie. Kylie! I keep eating, but it’s starting to get to me. He wants her and I’m here just to keep me quiet. Then suddenly he’s talking about me. Me. Me. Me! Like he was just talking about her. Both of us down here. Not as punishment, but because he wants us. My brow furrows when he talks about something, slave, and fucktoy at different times. I’d been trying to get him to pick one, but he wants me to be all of them. I hear the part about sexy and beautiful and desirable and growing up in front of him. It sounds oddly exciting. But still, he shouldn’t be doing it. It is wrong. 
I’ve been identifying with Brittany, yet at the same time, looking for a way to not be her. So, I get this idea. There is one thing I can do to make her way different from me. I still want her to be a little defiant. She’s not going to like this. She’s going to push his buttons, but… what if for now she sees some positive in the whole thing. 
When he asks if I have something to say, I remember my speech. But he’s already shot down a lot of my argument. Whether I think he can get away with it or not, he’s going to keep me. I’m here for the night and a lot longer. And I’m going to be like Kylie, a special girl that he thinks is sexy. I’ll be his number one girl. First in his secret lair. Maybe I don’t know what I’m getting into, but I know two things about it. I’m not getting a choice. And I’m pretty sure he said I never have to go to school again. Just to be sure, I ask, “So, I’d never have to go to school again?” Oh, and yeah, “You said before I could be your lover… sometimes?” All I’d heard was slave, fucktoy, and something else that didn’t sound like lover. 
It’s sure not anything I’d say in this predicament, but that’s the point. School is everything to me. For Brittany, missing school is a plus. I mean, I do know some kids that would do just about anything to never have to go to school again. 
MASTERIUS
Masterius posts and IMs Monday Evening, 4 May
I knew I'd given her a lot to think about and consider, but I have to admit being taken aback by the first thing she'd said.
“So, I’d never have to go to school again?” 
For a long moment I struggled to keep a straight face, and I wasn't sure I'd actually managed. Out of the many possible things I might have expected her to ask or say, that had certainly never occurred to me!
"Ah... no," I finally replied, once I was sure I could keep a straight face. "No, I'm afraid you won't ever be going to school again. At least not for a very, very long time." I sounded a bit regretful, because I was. Education was very important to me; in fact, one of the things that was going to distress me about Kylie was that, by my keeping her, I'd be taking her out of school. One of the many things about her I found intriguing and special had been the glow of pride she got when successfully rising to the challenge and learning something. Like she'd gotten when finally mastering fractions. Keeping her here, as I would be keeping Brittany, would take that from her. And, frankly, I didn't want to take that from her.
I didn't want to take that from Brittany, either. But, well, I no longer had that choice. Not that the little minx seemed unhappy about that prospect. I'd have to think about this a lot more. As long as I never brought Kylie down here I could keep her in school. I still had her 'study sessions' after class, of course. And, soon, we'd have our Saturdays together. But I wanted more, and, so far, 'more' would require her missing out on school. 
Yeah, I was really going to have to give this more thought.
“You said before I could be your lover… sometimes?”
My reverie was interrupted by her next question. Blinking, I refocused my gaze on her. She had quite the anxious look in her eyes now, and gently fidgeted atop my lap —and still quite-hard cock— a moment. I sensed this was a very important question to her.
Her expression was priceless as I started considering the ramifications of her question... in directions I was sure she'd find less than appealing. For as I pondered her question I realized something: I enjoyed her being scared. Not terrified, hysterical panic, no. But that wide-eyed, trembly fright? Oh yes. I'd discovered I liked that. A lot, in fact.
I didn't want that with Kylie, no. Oh, maybe now and then having her hesitant and anxious, yes. Like she had been when I'd first 'installed' her under my desk, ring-gagged, and realized what I'd intended. She had been scared, I had seen that in her eyes. But I'd also seen a fierce pride of sort. Pride in being mine, pride in wanting to please me. There wasn't anything she wouldn't do if I'd asked or wanted it, even if that was scary to her, as long as she knew it was something I wanted.
I knew that, and I used that knowledge. I used that to coax and wheedle her, used that to beguile and seduce her. So that she'd want to do what I wanted, even if what I wanted scared or embarrassed her. I wanted her to want to do things even if she felt that way, and then feel pride afterwards. Feel that glowy pride even if that was mixed with lingering embarrassment.
But... that's not what I wanted with Brittany. 
Kylie, my love, I'd coax and cajole. Brittany, my toy, I'd just use.
It didn't matter to me if Brittany wanted, or liked, anything I chose to do. In fact, in some ways I'd enjoy it even more if she didn't. If her only option was to suffer and endure, instead of dealing with and coping.
I didn't want, of course, to break Brittany. Reduce her to a mindless, hopeless husk. No. No, I didn't want that. But I'd been keeping her off-balance with the on-again off-again 'good cop, bad cop' routine, and I'd discovered I liked her being anxious and fretful and, yes, a touch fearful.
Kylie's obedience I wanted out of devotion. Brittany's I wanted out of fear of consequences.
It seemed no small part of my thoughts must have been visible in my eyes and expression, based upon her reaction. I finally softly smiled, lightly kissed her forehead. "Yes," I finally, softly murmured. "I think —sometimes— a slave, a toy, might sometimes be my lover," was all I said. 
Now that I'd fed her I rose up, holding her close. Carrying her back to her (so far) usual 'securing spot' I settled her down on her knees, then relocked the chain to her collar. Ambling over to the cabinet I selected several items then came back.
First I crouched down, then used a long length of rope to tie ankles against thighs, keeping her in a kneeling position. Then I blindfolded her. Lightly kissing her forehead again I touched her cheek then softly rumbled, in a firm commanding tone, "Open your mouth very wide, slave."
I'm sorry I get long-winded in our posts my little slave. You just bring out the best in me. ; )
Seriously, I want to make you excited and happy —and squirming a lot— with our RP. And once I get started writing, well... --softly blushes, sheepishly grins--
Ugh. I just reread what I'd sent. No wonder you're confused. I didn't do a very good job explaining.:  ( The bedtime instructions were just that: instructions on how my pleasing little slave is to be tied for bed. When I'd said to table all the rest, I hadn't meant to also stop your usual RP bondage. But, well, that's how it did appear. 
I still want you tied for RP. After thinking about that here's what I want:
Monday: tied as usual at your RP area
Tuesday: tied atop the barstool in your RP area
Wednesday: tied as usual at your RP area
Thursday: tied in that sturdy chair in your bedroom
Friday: tied atop the barstool in your RP area
I'll want you gagged for each with the large sponge ball and tape. The 'non-leaky' one. ; )
I've thought about your outfits for this week. I want to make one little change. Thursday, wear the pink thong as underwear. And just before leaving for school, I want you getting 10 good hand spanks on your bared bottom. So that you'll be thinking of Master while sitting during your first couple of periods. 
Good night and sweet dreams, my wonderful, pleasing little slave!
KENNA
Winry IMs and Posts, Tuesday Afternoon, 5 May 
Sir, you are making the RP worth squirming about. – brightly blushes, wickedly grins – 
OK, I understand the tying rules for RPs and can do that. 
Sir, you do understand that the point of thong is to have no panty lines in tight pants? Yeah, I know you do. Wearing it under a skirt is indecent. Telling me about it two days in advance is wicked. 
Right after I ask about not going to school, he gets this kind of amused look on his face and it’s obvious that he’s almost ready to laugh right out loud. I freeze on his lap, realizing just how stupid the question was. Of course he means no school. He also means no friends, no family, no freedom, no sunlight, and no anything that I take for granted. His amused look has the opposite effect on me, instantly sobering me. Then his answer, “… not for a very, very long time,” is like pronouncing a sentence. Life in the basement, no chance of parole with a guard who will do anything he wants. My question was frivolous in the face of the full import of my situation. 
There really is no silver lining to this cloud. My expression darkens at the thought of how dark the cloud is. Then he ponders whether I could be his lover or not and I sit bare assed naked on his lap, feeling his hard cock press against me. It’s the kind of question that brings out the wrong side of him and I regret the question more than the one about school. I wait on the brink, afraid the answer might be no. 
I wiggle a little, rubbing his cock with a purpose. I can please him. I can be his lover. I can try for the best part of this deal. He takes his time, giving me the chance to lick my lips and look shyly down. Flirting with him seems to have no affect on him and I wonder where his mind is as he thinks. It doesn’t seem to be on me and then when he does look at me again, it takes the flirtation right out of me. There’s that look of possession, reminding me that I’m his toy. Even when he says yes I can be his lover sometimes, he calls me slave and toy. I wish he’d stop reminding me of that. 
He carries me over and sets me down. Then he chains me to the house. “You don’t have to do that,” I point out. “I can’t go anywhere anyway. If you do chain me, could you untie me?” Is he ever going to untie me? “It’s been hours.”
He pays no attention to my pleas, but instead ties me even more. My legs are already bound, but now my feet are against my butt, leaving me no option except to kneel or lie down. No chance of standing and hopping to safety. Then he blindfolds me on top of everything. “Please, I’m scared.” 
“Open your mouth very wide, slave,” he says. 
“I asked to be untied,” I say through tight lips. Then I firmly close my mouth. Let him try to ignore that. 
Check your email later tonight, like around 6 pm, OK? 
Winry Emails, Tuesday just after dinner, 5 May
My One True Master, 
I’d like to know the same things about you. I love how you treat me, your voice, and your picture. So, I love you, but at the same time I hardly know you. Everything I know about you makes me want to be yours, but it’s all physical. I want to know you and love you in other ways. So, if you would answer those same questions it would mean a lot to me. And I have one other question for you. If you could have me as your own slave for real and it was perfectly legal, what would that be like for us? 
Showing off makes me feel good. And I love learning. Between the two, I get a little warm, inner smile when I blow the curve on a math or science test. Or history or English… not too fond of PE. PE sucks because I’m always picked last for teams. Some of the girls can spike a volleyball and I can see the top of the net on clear days. I won the limbo contest. – grins – I think the teacher did it just for me. I get straight A’s, even in PE though. I hated subjects like spelling and reading. Being made to read sucks. And book reports? What? Like the teacher didn’t believe I read it, so I have to write a summary to prove I did? Art is fun, but I’m not artistic and being mediocre sucks, so I guess Art sucked. I haven’t had an Art class in a couple of years, thank God. Good to be in high school. Everything is challenging and you get choices, so I take subjects that I want. Just a couple of mandatory classes, like PE and German. Hey, if somebody who speaks three languages is tri-lingual and somebody who speaks two languages is bi-lingual, what do you call somebody who speaks one language?  The answer to that is my opinion of foreign languages. – grins – I do good, but I’m glad it’s just two years required. 
School’s not so bad as maybe I made it out to sound. I do have some friends, like study buddies. We hang out between classes and study hall and lunch. The school I go to has an open campus for everybody but me. And the classes aren’t always back to back, so I have to hang out in a study area near the library and some of the girls actually stay to keep me company and study. I like being part of the group, but I try not to let it bother me when I’m not. It really bums me out to be treated like I’m 12.  Crap, I am though, so there’s just some things I can’t do with the others. 
Reading is fun. Really, we moved four years ago to be closer to the library. I read lots of sci fi. Dad has a collection of Heinlein and Asimov and Clarke, but I like Niven and Pournelle. Doesn’t matter, I’ve read them all. What I like about Niven is how he makes the science sound so real. And I read Scientific American, Science, and Nature. And, of course, we know I read porn. I’ve read everything on LB. So, reading is my favorite hobby and I’m trying some writing. I think I write good, but don’t have any original ideas, so I haven’t written anything worth reading. 
I like romance, but not like romance novels or romantic comedies kind of romance. I love Nicholas Cage. I’ve been catching up on his movies. My favorite is Next. You see that one? Kind of a science fiction, I think, so I like that part. I want to be Jessica Biel in that. It’s just the right amount of romance. Not gooey, but he’s really into her. The way they meet is just way cool. I mean, to have a guy work that hard to meet me. Nice. And I like the idea of being a girl who makes a special guy more special. 
My current favorite movie is Wall-E. Wonder if you can guess why? I think a girl with an ion cannon is hot! – grins – (That’s not the answer to why I really like it.)  
I don’t like getting my hair done, clipping my nails, or mowing the lawn. It’s bad enough that it’s just like wasting time, but once you do it, it doesn’t stay done. Know what I mean? I guess I hate repetitive tasks. I want to keep going forward and never be marking time. It doesn’t make me sad, more just bored.
Not much makes me sad. Thinking about mom sometimes does. I miss her, but I try to remember the good times and think happy thoughts. Dad is super at being a single parent (hear that dad?) Just that, of course, I wish I had a mom, too. 
I like top 40. You ever hear Mika’s Grace Kelly? I love it. You know he can do 5 octaves. I like a guy that can sing. I like the part about “I could be brown, I could be blue, I could be violet sky, I could be hurtful, I could be purple, I could be anything you like, Gotta be green, Gotta be mean, Gotta be everything more.” It’s just what I want – to be anything you like and to be everything more. Though up until I met you, the part about “anything you like,” wasn’t personal. It was just anything somebody else likes, not you personally. 
I think it’s funny the way you asked about food. What food would be better off disappearing from menus altogether. Why would I care? I just don’t order it. They could put fried rocks on the menu and I wouldn’t care. I guess the only thing I could do without in that sense is beans. But only because you order Mexican food and you get beans. You go to a barbeque and you get baked beans. So, it’s not like it’s on the menu, it’s just shoved at you. I like choices. I like breakfast for dinner. – smiles – You know, pancakes and eggs and bacon for dinner. I like Mexican (no beans, extra rice). That stew you made for Brittany sounds good. Don’t get between me and my Popeye’s fried chicken. – grins – 
My favorite color depends. I love green because grass is green and leaves are green and I like nature. I love the rain because it makes things green. To wear I like purples, like lavender and lilac, and my room has lots of purple. You could tie me in purple ropes. Dad thinks I look better in blues, but that’s to match my eyes and I can’t see them so it doesn’t matter so much to me. 
I play the piano, like seriously classical stuff, but daddy let me quit when I turned 11. I still practice once in a while just to stay in shape. So, I haven’t really quit, just quit taking lessons and practicing 4 hours a day. If I could learn one new thing it would be how to fly a plane. Sitting in a car is one of those boring, repetitive kinds of things that just takes too long and you can’t get a driver’s license until you’re sixteen but you can get a pilot’s license. How stupid is that? So, I’d like to learn to fly to see everything from the air and to get places faster. From a plane everything’s a scenic viewpoint. Only so much time in a day, though, so flying is gonna have to wait. 
I expect to graduate high school in two years and college in five. In ten years I plan to have a Ph. D. in particle physics. My goal is to discover the graviton. I’m kind of crossing my fingers that the Large Hadron Collider doesn’t get going too soon and discover it before I even get into research. If not quantum physics, maybe astrophysics. 
I’m not much into animals. I like petting dogs and cats, other peoples dogs and cats, but dad expects me to take care of a pet if we get one, so I don’t have one. I’d kind of like a cat, but cleaning the cat box? No thanks. And I’d probably starve the poor thing if I was in charge of feeding it. One of those repetitive things that once it’s done you have to do again, over and over… and well, I already said how much I *love* those. Anyway, dad is surprised that I haven’t forgotten my morning and bedtime kneeling yet because it falls into that category. I don’t know why that’s different. If I ever had a pet, I’d like a dolphin, but then I imagine a pet dolphin as being kept in the open ocean so it could take care of itself and just magically appear when I wanted to play with it. 
With Love and Devotion,
Winry
P.S. I had this all written out and ready for dad to look at it and then watched Nim’s Island. You ever see that? You gotta. It’s like I wanna be Nim. She reads a lot and loves to learn. Just like me, but I’m stuck in the city not on an island. I wouldn’t want to be there with dad, but with you instead. That would be perfect. I could be your little bondage playtoy slave and nobody would know or care. Would you come half way around the world if I was all alone? You don’t happen to have an island, do you?
MASTERIUS
Masterius, Monday Evening, 4 May
It was a bit late and I probably should have turned in a while ago. At the moment I was relaxing, sipping what was left of my Irish coffee. I'd said good night to my little slave several hours ago but, as usual lately, I just couldn't get her out of my mind.
And if she could see what was scattered about my desk, I wasn't sure of she'd be sleeping soundly, either.
I'd Google Earth-ed the location of the library she'd messaged me from, zooming in until I had a block radius around it, then had color printed that on 11 x 17 paper. Then I had, quite laboriously, Mapquested routes from there to here, printing them out on plain paper as I did. By now I had a complete travel route, Point A to Point B, including areas where I could take rest stops with reasonable privacy. I had approximate travel times, had debated major highways versus less-traveled ones. Oh, a whole host of things. 
Everything from debating rental RVs and mobile homes, versus SUV and passenger vans. Researching different sedatives and tranquilizers. Considering different ways and means of 'packaging' her for transport.
I still wasn't finished, of course. These were all rough drafts. I'd have to be absolutely positive about everything, because I wouldn't be getting any second chances. No mulligans if I screwed up anything.
Could I successfully abduct her? Hell yes. I had no doubt about that. Could I successfully keep her? I was virtually positive I could. Would I want to keep her? Well...
Yes... and no.
I certainly did want to keep her, yes. I wanted her as mine. God, how I wanted her with me, as mine. But...
I wanted her as she was right now. I wanted to be able to take her on outings. Take her shopping, to the movies. Have her go to school and come home. 'Normal girl' by day... little bondage playtoy slave at night. With me being more her 'Daddy-Master'.
If all I'd ever wanted was a little girl as a slave (as Brittany was turning out to be), and if I was sufficiently selfish enough to do so, there were thousands of homeless and runaway girls I could have found. But two things had always stopped me.
One is that I wouldn't be dealing with a fictional creation. They'd be living, breathing, thinking, feeling people. And the other is that I wanted more than just a slave. 
As much as I enjoyed writing about enforced captivity and enslavement (and, to be honest, as thrilling and exciting as that would also be) I knew I just didn't have it in me to do that to someone truly against their will. Worse, I mean, being homeless, or running away because you couldn't face the horror of abuse at your home, was bad enough. Finding yourself in deeper shit because you'd been kidnapped and enslaved, well...
I'd wind up wanting to mother them. Well, father them, anyway. And do all the other things with them, in addition to them being my slave that simply couldn't be done: school, play dates, shopping, trips, vacations...
I'd love to live on the Haven, if for no other reason that I could keep them as full-time slaves yet also be able to safely do other things with them, too.
Alas, the Haven was fictional, and this was reality. Which meant all the work scattered about my desk was, effectively, just idle whimsy. Yes, I could abduct Winry. Yes, I could keep her. But, much like the fable of the Goose with the Golden Eggs, doing so would irrevocably destroy what I really wanted with her.
That was the same conundrum I had faced —and was currently facing in our current RP as a matter of fact— in a lot of my stories: in order to have it all, you might lose your dream. Mr. Eric wanted his Kylie, but to have her as he really dreamt and wanted wasn't possible without losing some of the things he already had and enjoyed. Pasquale was smitten with Britney; but if he took her —and he most certainly was able to do so, and even retire and live on the Haven with her— he'd lose parts of that relationship that he treasured.
I wanted Winry, every bit as badly as those two wanted theirs. But, like them, if I were to take her, I'd lose parts that I enjoyed. Worse, having been a 'gifted student' myself (just not accelerated, alas; my parents didn't think that would be good for me, so I suffered for years drudging my way through boring mindless classes) I knew what would happen if Winry was denied, prohibited from school. She'd shrivel up and, well, perhaps not die, exactly, but it would feel like that to her, of that I was sure.
It wasn't that I felt I'd need to keep her locked up. I was pretty sure she'd be delighted if I'd wanted her that badly I'd come and fetched her. I wasn't afraid —much, anyway— that she'd run off and escape given the chance. And I could, if careful, do some things with her. Take her out with me, for example. But school? There's no way I could enroll her in school. And what if she got sick? Hell, what about annual physicals? Dental visits? There'd be no soccer. No sports. 
Ah well, I thought as I shut down my pc and headed off to bed. Unless her dad was a lot more liberal and understanding than anyone in history, I'd have to remain content with things as they were. And, all things considered, that was a lot to be content about.
Masterius IMs and Posts, Tuesday Afternoon, 5 May
Why yes, my little slave. I suppose I *do* know all of that. --wickedly grins--
Check my email later, huh? --groans-- I hate waiting for surprises! --winks-- I can't wait!
I couldn't wait, either, but I was going to have to. At least I could occupy myself with reading and replying to her post.
I heard her complaints and pleas and, while I understood them they didn't effect me. It's not that I didn't care, it's that they didn't matter. But when she balked —no, outright refused— well...
I walked back to the cabinet, setting the ring gag down before selecting something... different. I slid them into my pocket then, very quietly, very silently, I peeled off three strips of duct tape, tacking them to the fingers of my left hand. Padding back to her I gazed down, eyes glittering, at her mulish expression, yet my lips curved in something resembling a smile at seeing her lips still tightly compressed together.
Taking one of the strips of duct tape I quickly moved, placing it over those closed lips and sealing it tight with the flat of my hand. Standing behind her I held her head firmly between my thighs, keeping her from jerking her head around, then added the other two pieces in a wide 'X' over the first.
Once I'd done that I went back and got the roll, then returned to her, once more restraining her head between my thighs. Peeling off more tape I continued.
By the time I was done her face was encased in silvery tape, from the bottom of her eyes all the way down to beneath her jaws, from ear to ear leaving only cute little nose exposed. Actually... only her nostrils exposed, as I'd taped across the bridge of her nose, too.
"What a slave wants is meaningless," I rumbled, my voice quite hard and flat. "And what she needs... her Master decides. And what she does," my voice grew a lot colder, "is simply obey. She doesn't have to be happy about that. She doesn't have to like it. She just has to do it. Or else."
My voice had turned quite silky at the 'or else', and she didn't seem exactly calm about my tone. What followed made her a lot less.
"I'm going to go have my dinner now. Yes, that's right: I fed my slave first. And after dinner I'm going to relax a bit, then take a shower. Then come down here, lean my slave forward and fuck her ass before I go to bed. And instead of a nice warm comfortable cot to sleep on, my slave will sleep exactly as she is right now. All night."
Hopefully she wouldn't need the bathroom between now and then but, if she did, well... she'd already pissed herself once. Perhaps doing that again might make her start thinking.
"Before I go, though," I thoughtfully said, then crouched down in front of her. Blindfolded, she couldn't see what I was about to do, but she certainly felt it. Felt it as I quickly fastened the two wooden spring clothespins to her little nipples. 
Then I stood up, brushed my hands together... and left, locking the door behind me.
Masterius IMs, early evening, Tuesday, 5 May
I was just about to send that off when I'd noticed I'd gotten email. I raced to open it, and my eyes lit up seeing it was from my little slave. And when I started reading it, well...
Little one, I've just gotten your email, and I'm absolutely delighted and thrilled. I've already read it once, and I'll be reading it again quite a few more times. Yes, I'll be more than happy to answer those same questions for you, but it'll take me a day to do so.
And to answer your postscript question, oh yes, yes indeed, would I come halfway across the world for you if you were all alone. Alas, I don't have an Island of my very own. Nor do I know of a real 'Haven'. But that would be lovely, just the two of us on our very own island, wouldn't it?
After sending her those I did go back and reread her email, feeling a lump in my throat as I did. For what I read only made me fall harder for her, made me want her all that much more.
KENNA
Winry Posts Tuesday after Dinner, 5 May
I hear his footsteps recede and, for a moment, relish a small victory. I’m not untied, but neither am I gagged. Yet, I distinctly hear the sound of tape being pulled from the roll in the distance. It just doesn’t occur to me that tape alone will suffice. Then his footsteps return and I wish for no blindfold. I need desperately to see his face, his eyes in particular. I need to know if he is mad, stymied, or what. I desperately need to see what he is about to do. I brace for a slap. I almost relent. 
Then quickly he tapes my mouth shut. Shut just like I want it. Shut just like I suddenly don’t want it. I try to open my mouth, so sorry again. So sorry for being so stupid. Then he catches my head between his thighs and tapes some more. I try to fight, but he holds me too tightly. Hey, I think, a little warning. A little something. Open up or it will be worse. Doesn’t a slave get some training? Some warning? He said this wasn’t about punishment but THIS IS. 
I start screaming, muffled against the tape. In fact, it seems barely audible. I’m horrified at the way he’s treating me. So callously pinning my head and wrapping it with tape, around and around, mummifying me. Helpless takes on a new meaning for me as I’m just an object that he’s mad at. There is no concern for my feelings. The fact that I’m screaming means nothing to him. I jerk and twist, but to no avail. 
He speaks and I scream through it, barely hearing his words. Not that I’m drowning him out by any means, but the blood is pounding in my ears. They’re words that only make me more frightened. I can’t move a muscle to protect myself. Panic fills me, but so what? There’s nothing I can do about it. I can feel my heart hammering as the flight or fight respond kicks in, but I can do neither. Flooded with adrenaline I get giddy and nearly pass out from struggling so hard. Struggling so hard… what a misnomer. I can barely move. The struggle is against ropes that won’t give and the grip of his thighs. I could be calmly taking it or struggling with no difference. I hear him talk about dinner as if feeding me first is something special. All I get out of it is the nauseating knowledge that it’s been less time than I imagined. 
Then he threatens my ass again and I know he can and will. I’m not sure he can understand me as I say, “Cocksucker, cocksucker,” then cut myself off. He’d take my mouth as ravenously as my ass. I want neither now. I want to open my mouth so he can gag me. I want a do-over. I wanna go home. So it’s gonna be my ass, but… more? How much can he put on me for just not opening my mouth? No cot? Sleep like this? That’s impossible. And I tell him that, but he doesn’t care. 
I start to cry. I haven’t heard his footsteps leave, so he’s just leering at me. Then he pulls my nipple and clamps something on it. I scream at him, trying to apologize. I beg for mercy as he clamps the other. Then I do hear him leave and shut the door. I just kneel there, horrified at my position. It went from bad to worse. Tied and helpless to horrified and in pain. I shake my chest, trying to dislodge the clamps on my nipples. I’d never dreamed of something like this. Using my tender nipples as point of torture against me! No amount of shaking will get them free. 
I think back to just a few hours ago and my decision to blackmail Mr. Eric. It had seemed more like a lark than anything else. He’d so overreacted to that. Dragging me all the way here and making me his slave forever just over that. I’d been stupid to try to match wits with him. Stupid to let him tie me. Stupid to trust him. Now I’d just learned that it was stupid to disobey him. I screamed some more, words not fit for a 13 year old girl and all aimed at him. All he’d had to say was open up or else. What the fuck is going on? How can he say this isn’t punishment? More punishment than a little girl ever imagined possible. 
And on top of everything else, I’m to kneel nicely and wait for his return. At which point he will tip me over and rape my ass. Just like that. Oh my God, I AM going to kneel right here and wait for that. I squirm and twist, fighting the ropes like I’d never done before. Every time I get tired and pause, I think about how galling it is to kneel and wait for my ass to be raped. Then I go back to struggling. 
When I eventually hear the door open and the approach of his footsteps, I am too tired to be fighting. I’m in the same position he left, looking just the same aside from streaks of tears running from under my blindfold and the sheen of sweat on my body. Even the freaking clamps are still on my nipples. Perhaps he knows I’ve been struggling for my life. Perhaps it looks like I’ve been politely waiting for my ass to be taken. Perhaps he just doesn’t care. Yeah, no perhaps about it. He doesn’t care about a slave. “Please, Master,” I try to say. I’m just not sure what I want. Asking for even the clamps to be removed seems like asking too much now. The lesson seems to have taken forever. A slave doesn’t get choices. 
Good night, Sir. 
I log off, shaking like a leaf. She got no warning. Was this my warning?  
“Done already, Kylie?” asks dad as I ask to be untied. It is earlier than normal for me. He reads Masterius’ post and then mine. I’m naked and still up on my toes, but he holds me anyway. He’s never done that before.  “Getting pretty intense.” 
“Yeah,” I agree. “The tape got me,” I tell him. “Just taping her was scary. I had this picture of being man-handled and wrapped not knowing when he would stop. And then he did so much more to her.”
“Ready to call it quits?” he asks. I know he means the RP and the little bondage playtoy slave fantasy with Masterius. 
“No,” I say. “It’s just a story.” He cocks his head at me. “Neither. One’s a story and one’s a fantasy.”
“Then you shouldn’t quit right now. If you let on that he scared you, he might change the story. You want Mr. Eric to not do what he just threatened to Brittany? You want to control the story?”
“No.”
“I’ll give you a couple minutes to think about it.”
Sorry, Sir, I misread the clock… I backspace that away. 
Sorry, Sir, I’m not going to bed yet. That was a little early. I have time for one more post each, I think. 
MASTERIUS
Masterius posts Tuesday evening, 5 May
Dinner wasn't as satisfying at it could have been. I sat there, eating stew I wasn't tasting. I'd been furious at her, coldly angry at her, once again, trying to manipulate me. “You don’t have to do that. I can’t go anywhere anyway. If you do chain me, could you untie me? It’s been hours.” “Please, I’m scared.” “I asked to be untied.” Then her last, frantic “Cocksucker, cocksucker,” trying to tip things back from fucktoy to slave again. 
The problem, now that I was sitting down and thinking instead of reacting, was that none of that should have been unexpected. She had been tied for hours. She undoubtedly was desperate to be untied, to be able to stretch and move. 
More to the point, she was both stubborn and had a spine. Why was I expecting her to simply, meekly, cave in? Especially when I did find her tenacity appealing? For that matter what child, when first set limits —especially limits they found distasteful or unwanted— didn't try pushing those limits? Or, having pushed a limit and now facing the consequences, didn't try and mitigate them? 
"Damn," I softly swore. Pushing the bowl of half-eaten stew away I stood up, then headed off. I had some things to prepare now.
Once I was finished I headed back downstairs, a lot earlier than I'd planned. I don't know what I'd been expecting: seeing her start thrashing about? Cursing and struggling? Pleading?
What I did find was her still kneeling there —no surprise, that— and slick with sweat, tears coursing down her cheeks that not even the blindfold had soaked up. “Please, Master,” she said from behind the tape. That was all. Nothing else.
Crouching before her I made a shushing sound. "Shhhhh... just hold still," which, I'll admit, I felt like an idiot after saying it. I mean, what else could she do but 'hold still'? "I'm going to take these off now," I said, lightly touching a breast next to one of the clothespins. "It's going to hurt like Hell for a minute or so. I'm sorry, but there's nothing I can do about that. I'd stop that from happening if I could."
Then I simply removed them. I didn't jerk them off or yank them free, no. I carefully opened them before removing them, but that didn't stop how it felt when the blood rushed back into her nipples.
She reacted much as I'd expected, and instead of cuddling her like I wanted I went over to the cabinet and removed two things from inside. I wasn't being callous by leaving her, but I wasn't sure how she'd take to being cuddled at the moment. Not with, well, the 'threat' of what to expect when next I came down was still looming over her.
Sliding the items into my pocket I stepped back to her. Unlocking the chain from her collar I crouched down, slipped my arms under her them carefully lifted her up. Holding her carefully but firmly I left the basement, carrying her with me.
Making it through the stairwell connecting the basement to the mudroom was... interesting, especially since it was narrow, steep and turned. Then again, I suppose it wasn't any easier getting her up this way than it had been getting bootlegged liquor up and down, either.
Once up in the mudroom I kept walking, climbing another set of steps until finally stopping and setting her down atop a thick plush bath mat. Crouching behind her I untied her wrists, then fastened a pair of handcuffs there. Once I'd done that I untied her elbows, then untied the ropes forcing her to remain kneeling. I helped her stand up, then untied her ankles, fastened a set of leg cuffs whose chain I'd shortened to only twelve inches long at her ankles. Then I untied her upper and lower knees.
I undressed at that point, just dropping my clothes atop the ropes I'd removed. Stepping into the tub, which I'd filled before going downstairs for her, I lifted Brittany up and over the tub edge, then gently stood her up in the water. The quite warm, and full of bath bubbles, water.
"We're going to take a bath," I said in a low soft voice. "Just a bath. We're going to soak together, then I'm going to wash and shampoo you. If you promise to behave, I'll remove the handcuffs and legcuffs after a bit so you can stretch out and really soak. In the meantime," I said as I started carefully peeling the layers of tape free, "I'll at least ungag and unblindfold you."
Masterius IMs and emails Tuesday evening, 5 May
I thought it was a little early for bedtime. Are you OK little one? If you're not feeling well I'll understand if you need to go, all right?
Oh, and check your email. [image: image18.png]



I've really enjoyed your email my little slave. Truly I did. I loved learning more about you. --smiles-- It makes me feel as if I know you now, and I'm looking forward to knowing you even better.
You'd started off by asking me this question: "If you could have me as your own slave for real and it was perfectly legal, what would that be like for us?" So I'd like to start off by answering that.
If I could own you as my slave, for real, if that was perfectly legal, I think what I'd like best is being, well, your "Daddy-Master". If it was perfectly legal, I could take you places with me, like shopping, to the movies, on vacations (although I'm picturing doing that with you sometimes naked, collared and being lead on a leash; after all, that would be legal --winks--). You'd be not only my little girl, but also my little slave. The best thing about it, if it was perfectly legal, is that I wouldn't have to hide the fact that you're my slave, I could proudly display that to everyone. I could do things outdoors, in public, with you. Things like, as I said, leading you around, naked, bound and gagged, on a leash. Things like just taking you shopping for clothes (yes, I'll like you just as much dressed as naked). I sort of picture things being like, not so much changing or restricting anything you're doing now, as adding a lot more to that.
Now, to answer the other questions, here we go.:  )
I suppose I would have been called a 'gifted student', too, if they used that term where I attended. I went to a Catholic parochial elementary and high school, and they really didn't go in for that there I think. They did offer to skip me a grade several times (I never knew that, or was told that) but my parents thought it would be better for me to stay with people my own age. Boy, were they ever wrong!
I hated school. I hated it with a passion. It was nothing but sheer, mindless toil and drudgery. I loved learning (still do, in fact) but classes were dull, boring and sheer misery. I never had any friends, I was very shy, a bit of a loner, not very physical (always picked last —or not at all— for sports) and, well, I was smart. A geek, a nerd. I was reading college level textbooks from our library when I was in the 6th grade. 
I love reading. Both to learn and for relaxation. In fact, reading is my favorite thing to do to relax. I enjoy science fiction, but my favorite genre is fantasy. I must own over several thousand books, and more than a few I've read again and again. I also like writing (what a surprise there, huh? --grins). And I happen to think you write very well. It's a sheer pleasure and joy to read your posts. One day I'd love to read a story you've written.
I've never been to college, which surprises just about everyone. I have a rather eclectic background: I'm sort of a jack-of-all-trades than a specialist, and can speak with knowledge on a wide range of topics, including, you'll be happy to know, quantum physics. [image: image19.png]


I've always gotten a chuckle at the names they gave quarks.
Mostly the reasons I didn't go to college were I didn't know what I wanted to focus on, I'd had 12 straight years of boring, mindless classes, and I hated —hated— meaningless, repetitious tasks. Book reports. Term papers. I mean, I'd pour my heart and soul out into a term paper, and all the teacher cared about was if I formatted it correctly, the punctuation and grammar was correct, and I did the footnotes and bibliography correctly. They didn't care at all about the content.
So, straight out of school I enlisted in the US Army Special Forces. I'd show all those twerps who'd never pick me for sports just what I could do!
Many things make me smile: beauty (like a spectacular sunset), kindness, little kids (they are so charming and adorable, and have such infectious giggles), making someone happy, especially with a surprise. What makes me sad is evil and wickedness, unfairness and injustice, misfortune and suffering. 
I have quite a few favorite movies. My most favorite is "The Lion, the Witch and the Wardrobe". I, ummm, saw that about 20 times in the theatres. 
I dislike repetitious tasks, too. Cutting the grass ranks right up there, as does doing housework. Although, oddly enough, I enjoy washing dishes and doing laundry. Go figure.
My music preferences are pretty eclectic, too. It's easier to say what I don't like: Country Western and: :shudder:: rap. Rap is crap if you ask me. I like everything from classical to heavy metal, from Gregorian chants to primal drum music. Good harmony, too, like the Mommas and the Papas. My favorite musical instruments are harp and hammer dulcimer (although I'm musically inept and can't play a single thing).
I have quite a few hobbies, or at least things I've done. I've been a paratrooper, I've scuba dived, rode horses, played ice hockey, been a firefighter/EMT. I guess I like challenging myself physically as well as mentally. 
Pizza is my favorite food. I could eat that forever. Just not for breakfast: :shudders:: Like you, I love having a 'breakfast' as dinner. Breakfast foods are sort of comfort foods, and I can eat them any time of the day or night. Okra and lima beans, however, should be consigned to the void. Ugh!
My favorite colors are red, black and blue. It depends on things. But I think those are lovely colors. Being a man: :grins:: I have to grimace at clothing and paint colors: taupe, magenta, hunter green, magenta, etc. Jeez! 
I'd love to learn to play a musical instrument one day. Definitely either harp or hammer dulcimer. I'm afraid my talents lie more towards kazoo though.
I value fair play and honesty above all. Well, actually love, I suppose, as fair play and honesty are aspects of that. I don't necessarily mean romantic love, but if humanity ever learned to love one another the vast majority of our problems would vanish. I really don't regret anything. I wouldn't really change anything if I could go back and do so. Although I have always wanted a daughter. I've even considered adopting. But, well, being a bachelor isn't exactly something they consider a prospect as an adoptive parent I'm afraid. As to my greatest achievement, hmmmm... I'd have to say never paying attention to naysayers who told me 'I couldn't do that', or 'That's impossible'. There's nothing I haven't been able to do once I truly set my mind do it, except for two things... so far. I haven't been to the moon, and I haven't flown in a high-performance fighter jet. Yet.
I love animals. I can't say I dislike any, although there are a few that are, well, not what I'd call cuddly and loveable. I like horses best of all (of the domesticated animals, anyway). I also like cats, dogs, birds, ferrets... the list goes on. If I could have anything for a pet, it'd be a cougar. I'd say a dolphin, but I'd rather have one as a friend than a pet. They're too intelligent to be a pet. One thing I'd love to do is work on creating a means of human-delphinic communication.
I think I've covered everything. If you want to ask more, or learn more, just ask away.:  )
After I'd sent the email off, I sat back and reread our most recent posts. Something was disturbing me and I wasn't quite sure what. It took me a while to figure it out then, once I had...
Little one, I'm having a bit of trouble with our recent RP developments. Nothing serious... exactly. But I wanted to explain a few things.
It took me a while to realize I was doing this, but 'Mr. Eric' has been doing a bit of 'back-and-forth' where it pertains to Brittany, and I think I've figured out why. There is a part of me that enjoys playing, at times —whether writing from that aspect or RPing the person— someone quite hard and harsh. Almost heartless and cold. And as long as I'm in 'control' of things, I'm ok with that. It's when I'm not in control, well... let me explain.
If you haven't, as yet, read "Just Desserts" you should. If you have, then this will make sense. Pasquale (aka Maestro) is not a nice man. He had every intention of abducting and selling Britney to the Haven, knowing full well what that meant. But... as he got to know Britney, as she started becoming more of a person to him instead of an abstraction, he, in turn, started feeling things towards her. 
I can role play someone like him, and I can certainly write as someone like him. I think I could even real life act like him, under certain circumstances. Say, I knew someone who wanted to play out being abducted, kidnapped and enslaved, and given no choices. They really wanted to do that, but for a weekend or, at the longest, a week. I just couldn't do that for real.
I think that as long as Brittany had remained an abstraction I would be more consistent. But you make her come alive, you make me feel like she's real. And when you do that, I start reacting as if she were real. I simply can't be hard, cold and heartless with her. 
I have to admit finding the concept of playing that way with her intriguing and interesting. Part of me would like treating her just as 'Mr. Eric' has, at times. But I simply don't have it in me to do that, not when you make her seem so real. I'm sorry if that disappoints you little one. If that's really something you'd like to vicariously experience through Brittany then, for you, I'll do it. It won't be easy but I will. But you're doing a really good job of making her seem real to me.:  )
KENNA
Winry Posts Tuesday, 5 May
Sir, I’m shocked and excited about Brittany. If you’re having a hard time being Mr. Eric, think about me being Brittany. I’m telling you, she’s getting the wrong idea. I’ve read all of your stuff and I’m pretty sure if a master says he’s gonna do something he darn well better do it. Give me one reason why Brittany ought to do what he wants when he keeps threatening and then being nice. 
I have read Just Desserts. Isn’t the jury still out on Pasquale and Britney? I think he wants her for himself. I’m thinking Kylie is Britney and Brittany is Tiffany, except for the part about selling her to the Haven. 
You scared the pee out of me with what he did to Brittany. (That’s why I almost went to bed.) She’s so helpless and so you have to imagine a helpless girl being suddenly wrapped in tape. I did (easy for me) and maybe I overreacted, but crap was I blown away just by the taping. (Have you ever been totally tied like you do me and he did Brittany?) Then leaving her to think about what was coming. It took me a few minutes to realize… Iay amay osay etway. Ustjay on’tday elltay addyday. 
It’s not that I want you to be mean to her, but she’s getting the wrong idea. 
But then, I’m gonna have fun having Brittany be contrary with Mr. Eric. I do think she’s done being a pain for the night. That was too much of a scare. Just wait until she realizes he hasn’t come through on a single threat yet. 
After I write all that, I figure I just love him all the more for being the way he is. He can’t bring himself to be truly mean even in an RP. I’m sure he has some serious punishments that don’t involve being mean at all, so this little slave is gonna behave… well, I suppose I do want to find out what they are. 
I hear him come back and steel for the worst. I’ve had way too long to think about what is coming. I’d heard once that if you relaxed it didn’t hurt so much, but I’m not sure I can relax when he does it. He stops by me and shushes me. I can’t turn off the tears instantly, but the pathetic little sobs do stop. He touches my tit and I jump even though he quietly says he’s going to remove the clamps. It already hurts like hell, well, not so much any more, I realize as he says that. Then he takes it off and it’s Ok for a few seconds. Then I recognize the familiar tingling feel of needles as blood flows back. It’s annoying in my hand or my arm, but he’s right. It hurts like hell in my nipples. I bite my lip, but still moan and squirm pointlessly. Pisses me off for him to say he’d stop it if he could. He could have just never done it. 
When he picks me up, I wonder what else he has planned. He takes me out of the room and up some stairs and then up more stairs. How deep is his basement? I’m too scared to realize it at first, but I have not been tipped over and raped in my ass. Then he starts to untie me. I feel a wash of relief. As he unties my hands and arms, then my legs. The cuffs on my wrists and ankles are nothing compared to what he just removed and I feel myself swing the other way from total fear and despair to a least a little joy at the opportunity to stand. I’m wobbly, but I can stretch up on my toes and stretch my hands up and my elbows out. 
I’m standing in water and I could feel the bubbles tickle the bottom of my feet as they passed through the thick layer of bubbles. I’m standing in a bubble bath and he says he’s going to bathe me. Jeez, how dirty and pathetic must I look if he has to clean me before he rapes me? I hear the offer to undo my wrists and ankles and swear to myself to be the best I can be. If I’m completely free, he can have my ass, my pussy, or my mouth. If he wants them, I’d just like it to be that way, not tied. 
Once he removes my gag, I work my jaw and then he removes my blindfold and I see him naked. More naked than he was with Kylie. Completely naked and not hard. I look up to his eyes and see kindness there. What? Are there two Mr. Erics in the house? I’m not gonna say a word. Just when he sits me down in the water with him and I feel his hands on me, I do say, “That feels nice.” I relax into him, pressing against him. He supports me since my hands don’t do me much good. Now I wouldn’t mind getting him hard and letting him make love to me. 
Except it almost immediately occurs to me that this is my best chance to escape. If he does unchain my wrists and ankles and I can get away, I’ll run and scream. I’ll get out of the house and run screaming naked down the street. I don’t care if I’m the new poster child for Don’t Take Candy from Strangers Day. I’m going for it at the first chance I get. I wonder just how sensitive a man’s balls really are and if I can get a knee to his. 
I do wonder about the consequences of trying and failing. It’s not nearly as bad as the thought of not trying and spending the rest of my life wishing I had. 
OK, maybe she’s not done being a pain for the night. 
Thank you, thank you, thank you for the email. Special Forces, huh? I can’t tell you how much I’d like a stud to be my Daddy-Master. Not just any stud. One that hates lima beans, mowing the lawn, and Country/Western. One who likes harps, played goalie, and knows the names of all the quarks. 
MASTERIUS
Masterius Posts Tuesday, 5 May
I have to admit my little one, to being quite turned on at times with how things are progressing with Brittany. I guess two of my concerns have been I don't want to freak you out and overwhelm or disturb you, and I certainly don't want you thinking that that's what you should expect from, or with, me. 
And you're right: I/Mr. Eric have been messing up, and yes, she's getting the wrong idea. There has been no reason for her to do what he wants or as he tells her. From this point on that won't be a problem. Be forewarned my little one, OK? It's likely to be a bit rough at times. 
You know, one thing I haven't discussed with you is a safe word. I think that's something we need to discuss and, frankly, I should have brought up before now. A safe word is not a 'get out of jail free' card. It's not a means of a slave controlling and dictating terms. It is a means by which a slave can inform her Master of her state of mind and being. 
Even though we are long-distance and not face-to-face, you should have a safe word, a means of letting me know that you need something to stop, or at the very least pause and let you catch your breath and composure. Your safe word is "Gold" and, when you are gagged, it's snapping your fingers. That will let me know you are in distress about something.
I want you to also have a safe word for RP, especially regarding Brittany. Should a scene or post start distressing you, you will PM me with the subject and message of "Gold". That's not an option; it's a requirement. Understand?
You're right about Pasquale and Britney. You're also right about the comparison of Kylie being Britney and Brittany being Tiffany. That's quite shrewd and perspicuous of my little slave. It's also no less than your Master has come to expect of you.
I'm sorry that I scared you, although the intention was to scare Brittany. I'm not, however, at all sorry or regretting what it took my little slave a few minutes to recognize. ; )
Turning her around, facing away from me, I then sat down before guiding her to sit. I settled her between my legs, which I had spread, so that she was nestled between them, her bottom resting on the floor of the tub rather than my lap, and leaning back against my belly and chest. The tub was deep enough, and filled high enough, that the water reached her chest, almost rising to her chin. The thick frothy bubbles definitely reached up to her chin.
I didn't say anything for quite some time, just relaxed (well, as relaxed as I could get with a sexy little naked girl like her with me) back, my arms casually draped over her belly, fingers laced together. Finally, without moving a muscle, still just relaxed and soaking, I started explaining a few things, my voice low and rumbling.
"You speak and understand English. So there's no reason for me having to repeat an order or command. When your Master —that's me— commands his slave —that's you— to do something, I expect it to be done. Right then. I don't expect or require you to be deliriously happy about following an order. I don't expect or require you to like or want to follow an order. I do expect, and require, a slave to immediately do as she's told."
"A slave's only choice, her only option, is to obey, or refuse. And if she chooses to refuse, she will mostly likely be punished. In fact, I pretty much guarantee you'll be punished. I won't care if you're scared, I won't care of you start sobbing. You'll be punished."
"I don't care if you think that's fair or not. It doesn't matter. Up to now I've been going easy with you because I know this has come as quite a shock. That ends now. No more 'second chances'. You can either start behaving and obeying, or wind up taking the fast lane to fucktoy... or worse."
Unlacing my fingers I started gently caressing her sides and belly, her skin feeling otter-slick smooth and silky beneath my hands. "I'll start washing my slave in a few minutes," I murmured, as I simply enjoyed the feel of her.
OK, maybe she’s not done being a pain for the night.
--chuckles-- No, it sure doesn't sound like she's done. Then again, she is stubborn and headstrong, so I sort of expect that. 
You're very welcome my little slave. It was a pleasure and joy writing that for you. Although you're making me blush now, you know.
KENNA
Winry IMs Late Tuesday, 5 May
I’m OK, Sir. I wouldn’t have used the safe word even if I’d had it. Thanks for that, though. 
Getting late though, so good night. 
Winry Emails Wednesday Afternoon, 6 May
I don’t have a very easy time getting to sleep tonight. I’m getting used to the bondage and I like it, so it’s not that. It’s everything that happened in the RP today. Even the next day I’m a little distracted and don’t get a darn thing done between classes. I come home with a load of homework, more than usual because I didn’t do any at school. 
I don’t go looking for his post because I don’t want anything to distract me from what I want to say. I definitely don’t want to be tempted to post. I write an email and read it a couple of times. Then I send it. 
My One True Master,
Sorry, but I think I was a little nuts last night. You spun me around pretty good with the whole Brittany thing. I talked it over with dad this morning and he agreed I could write you an email that he won’t read. That’s why it says (DADDY DON”T READ) in the subject. He’s trusting me to just talk about feelings. Wow, do I have some of those. 
I thought about last night during all my free time today. I won’t be posting this afternoon and maybe not this evening since I didn’t do a bit of homework at school. You know I hate people reminding me I’m 12, but you did big time last night (not your fault). So, what the heck, I’m 12 and proud of it. – wry grin – At least my emotions and hormones said so last night. Can’t escape them. 
Anyway, I thought about the whole post with Brittany getting taped and all and every bit of it hit me different. It was the stupid taping that scared the pee out of me. Maybe I have a thing about duct tape. – grins – I imagined myself so very, very helplessly bound and then with my head wedged between your thighs so even that wouldn’t move. You know you can hear duct tape coming off the roll half a block away, so now it’s right in her ear and it just sounded kind of wild because he was mad and all. Seriously, you ever do that to me, take me potty first. 
Then there was the part about tipping her over and raping her ass. I am pretty much asking for that for Brittany. You mentioned experiencing it vicariously. Yeah, that’s kind of it, but I dunno, I just want her to get it. Not necessarily in the ass, but just some punishment that blows her mind. I’m really getting into being Kylie and Brittany, but honestly, I don’t think I can describe sex as accurately as I’d like. Everything else I think I can imagine pretty good, but… there’s just something daunting about describing Brittany getting raped. 
Then there was the part about not getting the cot for the night. I don’t have much to say about that. I suppose I wasn’t really expecting her to get the cot on the first night. 
That leaves me with the two things that just about made me cum. Making her sit and wait for her ass to be raped and making her sleep like that all night long. I think we both know how I feel about bondage and being helpless. Problem with last night was I didn’t break it down into pieces and when I was excited, I so did not want to be excited about the actual rape part. I mean, I’m OK with the anticipation and the all night bondage (hey, who does that sound like now?) Well, more than OK. Just want you to know the actual rape does not excite me. 
There is one more part of the post that I nearly overlook when I think back on it. It’s not something he did. It’s something he didn’t do. He didn’t give her any warning. No, open up or else. No second chance. It’s kind of odd that it was the first thing that struck me, but the one I overlook when I break it down. It’s also odd that I still can’t quite understand how I feel about it. It wasn’t fair. But does it have to be fair? It wasn’t predictable, but does it have to be predictable? It scared me, but it was also exciting. When I think about me getting no warning, it just makes me feel…Yeah, that’s just how it makes me feel. I can’t find the words. But it’s a good feeling. – soft, uncertain, and confused – 
Lastly, I want to apologize for some of the IMs I sent last night. I think I was criticizing my master with the part about not following through on your threats. I’m sure you know what message that’s sending to Brittany and maybe you want her to misbehave as much as I do. When you bathe her, I do so want to be her. If you rape her, I so don’t want to be her. If you tie her all night long, I so want to be her. When you put clothespins on her nipples, I so don’t want to be her. When you feed her I so want to be her. You get the idea. That’s what I meant by you spun me around. 
Last lastly, don’t be nice to Brittany because I’m 12. Rape her, don’t rape her. Bathe her, don’t bathe her. With you spinning me around, I feel like I’m playing this post by post, but I’ll promise you one consistency from her. She’s gonna be a handful. O.O 
No really, this is the last last lastly. Now I’m stuck with having Brittany try to escape and fail. And it's Dr. Jekyll's fault. Mr. Hyde wouldn't have let her get this close. - evil laugh -
With Love and Devotion,
Winry
MASTERIUS
Masterius IMs Late Tuesday, 5 May
Just remember you do have a safe word my sexy little slave. I don't ever foresee you needing it, but you do have one.
Good night and sweet dreams! I'll be picturing my little slave doing her nightly kneeling ritual then being bound for bed. Mmmmmmm! --big smile--
Masterius, Wednesday Afternoon, 6 May
I was a little disappointed when I checked LB and didn't see a post, or have any offline messages when I logged onto Messenger. But only a little; if anyone was aware of how life can sometimes get in the way, I was. Besides, not getting anything made me grin a little, a pointed reminder of how much I looked forward to being with my Winry.
I was stilled logged onto Messenger when the incoming email alert chimed. I figured it was mostly likely spam but I checked anyway. And my eyes widened at the subject line:
DADDY DON'T READ
My eyes might have widened at that; my jaw dropped as I started reading.
I talked it over with dad this morning and he agreed I could write you an email that he won’t read. That’s why it says (DADDY DON'T READ) in the subject. He’s trusting me to just talk about feelings.
I was flabbergasted at first. Then felt an incredible rush of warmth. I felt so proud of my Winry. That was a great deal of trust for him to have with her, and he wouldn't trust her that much if she wasn't worthy of that. If she wasn't so dependable and responsible. Which is why I was so proud of her.
I kept reading, and was astounded and astonished. And very impressed. Very.
I read it several times in fact. Parts made me quite thoughtful, and parts had me laugh, especially the "lastly, last lastly, last last lastly" endings. I gazed at the letter for quite some time, so many things running through my head. My little slave had most certainly 'talked about her feelings', in a way that clearly spoke her soul to me.
I was also deeply touched by the salutation and complimentary closings: "My One True Master" and "With Love and Devotion". This wasn't the first time she'd used either, and by now I felt I knew my little slave well enough to know those weren't obsequious formalities. She really meant them.
She was telling me not just how the role play affected her but how it affected her. How she felt when from Brittany's point-of-view, and how she felt picturing the self-same being done to her. Which reminded me of an earlier IM: "Iay amay osay etway. Ustjay on’tday elltay addyday". My, my, my. I was going to have to invest in quite a few rolls of duct tape it seemed, I thought with a grin.
Padding off to the kitchen I refilled my mug before sitting back down at my pc. 
My precious, amazing little slave,
This was a truly amazing letter. At the risk of swelling your head --winks-- I'm simply astounded, and very, very impressed. Although you are going to owe me a keyboard soon if you keep slipping things like "Seriously, you ever do that to me, take me potty first," and "No really, this is the last last lastly" at me. --grins--
Thank you for sharing your thoughts and feelings with me. That means a great deal to me. More than I have words to express. You made me smile, made me grow quite warm inside, made me excited... made me soak my keyboard... again --mutters--
Seriously... this was a truly awesome letter, my sexy, pleasing little slave. And I just wanted to let you know how much this —and you— mean to your Master.
With love and pride,
Your Master
On one hand, her email didn't really require a response. It wasn't a 'this is what I felt, how do you feel about that?' sort of missive. On the other hand, there was no way I wouldn't reply. I wasn't sure if the "DADDY DON'T READ" worked both ways or not, but that didn't matter and I didn't care. There's no way I'd not reply, not after all the work my little slave put into her letter to me.
I sent that off, then sipped my coffee and re-re-reread her letter again. Hmf! Doesn't think she can write! Double Hmf!
KENNA
Winry Posts Wednesday Evening, 6 May
I finally get on line and post an hour after dinner. Daddy ties me up as required and I find IMs and an email and a post waiting. Hmmm, I just thought I owed him an explanation after acting goofy last night. I didn’t think it would be all that special, but I guess I did pretty much dump my feelings. I guess I really thought I owed it to myself to put it down in words. I know I feel better. 
I do see a pattern emerging here, though I guess he was probably joking when he said I’d get punished if he sprayed his keyboard again. Me and Brittany are both gonna have to up the ante. So far sweet little Kylie is the only one to get a spanking for punishment. 
I’m all settled down in a nice warm bath marred only by the presence of him. Naked. His hands on my tummy. His legs against mine. My back resting on his chest. His cock somewhere in there, but it’s not hard and poking me. I suppose I could fish for it with my hands, but no thanks. It could be peaceful if he didn’t want to own me. I try to relax, but it’s hard not knowing if he plans on playing with me tonight. I’m still not sure about the fucktoy game. So, I’m a little relaxed, but scheming on the inside. 
He interrupts my thoughts as he starts to speak. Does he understand that his basic premise is wrong? I am not his slave. No way, no how. Blah, blah, blah. I mean, I do listen. I hang on every word, looking for wiggle room. Fearing that if I don’t escape then I will have to pretend to follow his rules. Yeah, yeah, he expects everything to be done immediately on his command. . “Yes, Master.” If I did that, I’d be gagged now and maybe not soaking in a tub. He won’t care if I start sobbing. Worked last time. This guy is living in a fantasy world. Is he trying to convince me or himself? “Yes, Master.” I don’t say it like I’d say, yes, mother, with a touch of exasperation. It’s sincere. I need him to believe that I believe. 
My ears perk up as he says he’s been easy on me so far and no more second chances. I hear him say fucktoy, but he’s made it clear tha… huh? Say that again. Worse than fucktoy? I stiffen as he says that. OK, so what is worse than that? Still as he says he’ll start washing his slave soon, I’m thinking there ain’t no slave in the tub with you, Mr. Eric. You got a student that you’re bullying around and she’s already plotting rebellion. “Yes, Master.” And I throw in a little sigh. 
As he starts washing me, I really do sigh. I’m not going anywhere with my wrists and ankles chained, so I might as well enjoy it and he does have nice hands. And he does know how to use them. So, I wonder just why he has to be this way about it. 
Sir, I just got on and posted. Glad you liked the email. I found it rather interesting, too, you know, learning about myself. 
I’ll try to stay on long enough to get out another post. 
MASTERIUS
Masterius posts and IMs Wednesday Afternoon, 6 May
After we'd soaked for about fifteen minutes I started washing her, and boy did she need that. Between pissing herself and getting dirt rubbed into her skin she was in sore need of a bath. Which already had me mentally wincing. I'd thought I'd planned everything I'd need to keep Kylie, but I'd totally forgotten about baths. For that matter, simply washing up in general. There was no tub or shower downstairs or, for that matter, any running water at all. That wasn't going to necessarily be a problem for Kylie, since I'd now been planning to have her upstairs as often as downstairs. But for Brittany I'd definitely have to figure out some way to provide a means of regular bathing. Since, once I took her back downstairs, I didn't plan on her coming back up again for a very, very long time.
Standing up I then stood her up. I didn't help her to stand, I just stood her up. Once she was standing I took a washcloth, soaked and wrung it out, soaped it up than began soaping her. I started at her throat, smiling as I worked around the collar locked there, then worked the soft cloth over small shoulders then over little arms. I gently washed her rather than brusquely, because I chose to do that. I was enjoying being gentle with her. For her part she seemed to enjoy it a little rather than simply endure it.
I had to hide a smile as I washed her. I could see the wheels spinning in her head and, although she probably wasn't aware of it, her thoughts might as well have been written on her forehead. I hadn't removed the handcuffs and legcuffs as yet, and I wasn't going to. Not because I didn't trust her, but because I did trust her.
I trusted her to be stubborn and obdurate, trusted her to be true to her nature. She'd 'docilely' play along until she figured she had the chance to escape, and then off she'd go. And, frankly, I wasn't in the mood to go chasing after her. I didn't mind the thought of her racing off, naked as a jaybird. But I wasn't going to be jogging after her in my birthday suit!
As I washed her I slowly grew quite hard, until my cock was jutting up against my belly, rising up from its nest of thick wiry curls. I couldn't help that reaction nor, for that matter, was I at all unhappy. I mean, I was washing a very naked, very sexy little girl. I could wish she was enjoying this as much as she'd been enjoying my attention back at school. I had liked that soft, wondrous glowy look she'd had then. And I'd miss that, too. 
But I'd always have that with my Kylie, after all. So it didn't matter if this little slave ever learned to enjoy my attentions again. It wasn't like I'd dislike it if she fought, or cried, or struggled, after all. 
I gently washed her from neck to the bottoms of her feet, then had her close her eyes and washed her face then shampooed her hair. She did have such lovely hair, such a pretty color. After rinsing the suds and lather off I then sat her at the far end of the tub, perching her on the edge, then washed myself, gazing at her the entire time. She did get a rather interesting expression when I soaped my hands then lathered my cock, especially since I moved closer to her before doing that.
After shampooing my own hair I pulled the drain then turned the taps back on, adjusting the water until warm then turned the shower on. I turned beneath the spray, rinsing off, then stood her back up and rinsed her off, turning her in a slow circle, making sure she was thoroughly rinsed. Shutting off the shower then the taps I got out and dried off, then reached inside, lifted her up and out, setting her on the now-damp bath mat before starting to towel her off.
If you have time for another post that would be great my little slave. If not, there's always tomorrow. And, speaking of tomorrow... --smiles--
I'll be picturing my little slave being woken up with her wake-up spanking. Then doing her morning kneeling ritual. Then getting dressed in her approved outfit, including that nice pink thong. Then getting another spanking before heading off to school, wearing that thong underneath her skirt, with a nice, freshly spanked, sexy butt. Mmmmmmm!
KENNA
Winry Posts Wednesday, 6 May
After several minutes of soaking I’m surprised that the washing feels like an interruption. Jeez, I would have let him hold me as long as he wanted. I curse that fluttery feeling in my tummy because I don’t want to feel this way. I’m mentally planning my escape and my body is saying other things.  It’s actually nice to be upstairs and getting a bath. With everything happening, I’d totally forgotten I was dirty and smelled. Now if we cuddle up in his bed, maybe I can make a break for it in the morning. I figure by morning I’ll have DNA evidence inside me somewhere. 
What am I thinking? As he shifts and then stands me up, I get back to the original idea. Run and scream at the first opportunity. I accept the indignity of standing tied and naked in front of him while he washes me. I suppose I could suggest that I can do it myself, but he knows that. He’s enjoying running his hands all over me. Instead, I focus on being calm and pleasant so he’ll undo the cuffs. Oh yeah, he does enjoy it and I get to watch the proof grow right in front of me. I blush when I realize I’m staring with innocent wide eyes like I’ve never seen one before. So what if I haven’t seen one do that before. It’s still embarrassing to look like it’s my first. 
Jeez, he even washes my face and shampoos my hair. I give him this nice smile. “Thank you, Master. Guess I got myself dirty downstairs.” My tits weren’t dirty, but he washed them, too. Yeah, he didn’t miss anything. Though I have to admit it was rather business like instead of the fondling he’d done before. Business like except for that huge pole poking up in front. Which gives me an idea. 
When he sits me on the edge of the tub and starts to wash himself, I watch. His cock is still poking up at me. In way it’s ironic that I’ve chosen his cock to be my weapon of choice. If he wants me that bad, he’s going to pay for it. Like 5-10 years in prison and his name on the sex offenders list forever. I watch him soap his cock, getting it ready for me. If I have this right, then he’s gonna take a nap after we have sex. I’ve heard enough stand up comics make jokes about it and I know that the best jokes are at least a little true. 
He moves closer and I spread my knees wide without saying anything. I don’t even look down at myself, trying to act like I’m not even aware I just showed him the spot. I’ll just let him use his imagination. Then after he gets me out and dries me, I say, “I’d like to…” Hmmm. “A little slave wou…” Hmmm. “Would my Master like to make love to a little slave now? Would he like it better than raping a little slave?”
Ooo, Sir, I almost forgot. Dad says OK to the PO Box. Only consequence is that I have to pay for it. With him everything has to have a consequence. – rolls eyes – He’ll get one tomorrow. He says there’s a post office on the way to work so it’s not close to our house. He’s being careful about where exactly we live. 
A little late, Sir, I got ready for bed waiting for your post. Five minutes of kneeling and then to bed. You know that’s harder than being tied? Having to hold still without ropes, I mean. 
I was trying to forget about the swats in the morning, but I’m sure dad hadn’t. – ouch in advance – 
Good night, Sir. 

MASTERIUS
Masterius posts late evening, Wednesday 6 May
I glanced up from drying the tops of her feet as she softly stuttered. “I’d like to... little slave wou... Would my Master like to make love to a little slave now? Would he like it better than raping a little slave?” Although her voice said one thing, her eyes said another. Had she been a few years older she might have been more successfully convincing. Actually, she was pretty darn convincing as it was. But I'd also been carefully watching her as I'd bathed her then washed myself, and that entire time —well, for almost the entire time, anyway— I could see the wheels spinning in her head.
I wasn't exactly sure what she was planning. But since I felt I could safely rule out flirting, let alone true seduction, that left either looking for mercy and leniency, or plotting to escape. And since I was already being lenient, well...
Setting the towel to the side I turned her around, facing away from me. Picking up one of the ropes I looped it around the tops of her knees, drew it snug then tied it just as they had been before the bath. Picking up another I tied that just below her knees.
"Actually, I'll find few, if any, things more satisfying than raping a little slave," I murmured, snugging that knot down. Rising up, another rope in my hands, I started binding her elbows behind her back.
Oh wow little one! Really? That's great! Well, not great that you'll be paying for it, but, well... I also agree with him about that. I also agree with him being careful about where you live. But this will be wonderful! I've been thinking quite a bit about some things I'd like to get for my little slave.
I thought you might be trying to forget about the swats tomorrow. That's why your Master was being so helpful in reminding his little slave. No, no, no thanks are necessary. --winks--
Good night and very sweet dreams, my wonderful, pleasing and obedient little slave!
KENNA
Kenna Recaps an IM Session between Masterius and Winry’s Daddy
Kenna posts: After Winry’s bedtime, Masterius gets an IM from a different user... the name on the account is WinrysDaddy. 
I'd like to talk about Winry. Do you have time now?
Masterius posts: I was just starting to compose a reply post when another message popped up.  I blinked at seeing who it was from
Masterius IMs: Sure.  Even if I didn't I'd make the time but, yes, I have time now.
Winry’s Daddy IMs: Winry’s a bit like an avalanche. Now that she's started it's hard to stop her. I suppose there are draconian measures I could take, but that's never worked in the past. 
Masterius IMs: Ah, I'm somewhat familiar with a personality like that, yes.  I hope this isn't causing you difficulties?  
Winry’s Daddy IMs: If it wasn't this, it would be something else. "This" is not causing difficulties. "She" has for about 12 years, 2 months, and 15 days now.   Like I said, like trying to contain an avalanche, but as long as I can stay ahead of her and guide (easier said than done), it works out. 
Masterius posts: I smothered a grin at that, taking a sip of coffee, easily picturing that.
Winry’s Daddy IMs: There are some moral and legal issues, I suppose, but she's been there and done that in a virtual sense already, so it's not impacting her psyche. Except for the damn smile on her face like I've never seen before. 
Masterius Posts: I took another sip, considering those same moral and legal issues.  Although I supposed that, as her dad, he had a few more than I did.  But I couldn't help but broadly smiling at his mentioning *her* smile.
Masterius IMs: I'm really glad she's enjoying things as much as she is.  
Masterius Posts: I was growing a bit curious as to why he'd messaged me.  Not really concerned, just... curious.  Puzzled.
Winry’s Daddy IMs: Anyway, I have some business that I'd like to attend to this summer that involves travel. Her grandparents have graciously offered to take her, but they'd cry uncle after about a week. I've found a summer camp that sounds ideal that would take her for two months. But, for the past week I've had this growing thought that *you* just might be the best thing for her. As in... train her for two months. 
If you haven't really the time, I'd understand. 
Masterius Posts: I started feeling a bit sad as I started reading.  It appeared that things would have to be put on hold during the summer.  Then, as I kept reading... my jaw dropped.  I froze in mid-sip, eyes wide.
I read it again, then a third time, with a growing senses of both elation and, well, I couldn't help it, suspicion.  I so wanted this to be real, but, I mean, dayuhm!  Was this some sort of test?  Was he *serious*?? Gawd, *please* let him be serious!
Winry’s Daddy IMs: Hmmm. Takes your breath away, I suppose...
Masterius IMs: Ah... just a bit, yes.
I've been feeling the back of my head for the lump.  The one I got from falling and knocking myself out, and dreaming this. --wry grin--
I would have the time, yes.  There'd be no problem with my having her stay with me.
Winry’s Daddy IMs: Sorry, no way to really sneak up on the subject, so I came right out with it. I noticed the parents in Oops took a while to make their request. 
Masterius IMs: But you're not, well, asking if she could stay as a guest.  She'd be here as my little slave, and being trained?
Well, I'm feeling a bit like Phillip.  Except, unlike him, I suppose I don't have the, umm, qualms about that like he had.
Winry’s Daddy IMs: I do have conditions. I'm not blind to the reality of what I'm asking. 1. She arrives on June 10 and comes back on August 10 unharmed, unpierced, unbruised... etc. 2. She isn't pregnant when she returns. 3. She has no STDs when she returns. 4. No drugs or alcohol. 
Masterius IMs: However, mentioning "Oops"... --chuckles-- I see you'd anticipated my next set of questions.
Winry’s Daddy IMs: I'm sorry, this is hard for me, so I'm just rattling through. You have questions...
Masterius Posts: I reread numbers 2 and 3, and really did check for a lump on the back of my head.  At the moment I was starting to feel either dizzy or giddy, and I wasn't really sure which it was.
'This is hard for me' *had* to be the biggest understatement of the millennia, I thought.
Masterius IMs: Ah... quite a few, actually.  I'm afraid I'm a bit flustered at the moment for rational thinking.
Winry’s Daddy IMs: Sorry, rattling through and missed your question already. Yes, as your little slave. 
Masterius IMs: I suppose my biggest question is, why consider this for her?  
Winry’s Daddy IMs: Two answers to that. 1. I think what you offer might be the discipline she needs, a way to help her control her own avalanche. 2. Maybe I hate you that much.  ( Just who would be getting their Just Desserts?
Masterius Posts: I couldn't help it, I burst out laughing at that.  Then I did get a little shiver, wondering just what I might be letting myself in for.  But that just made me grin even wider.
But it also told me he *had* been reading my stories, and probably learning quite a bit about me from those.
Masterius IMs: I'll just make sure to have a big stock of rope and duct tape then I suppose. 
Have you mentioned this possibility to her?
Winry’s Daddy IMs: No
Winry’s Daddy IMs: I was rather thinking your style would involve a kidnapping. 
At least it should be a surprise
Masterius Posts: I froze again, eyes wide, as a sudden fiery flush spread throughout me.
Winry’s Daddy IMs: Doesn't seem right to drop her off, introduce her to Uncle Masterius, pat her on the head, and say have a nice summer. 
Masterius IMs: Ah... yes.  Well.  Well.
Ah, no.  That doesn't seem quite right, I agree.
I'd have to let her know it was me, though, almost right away.
Winry’s Daddy IMs: At that, I'd give her roughly 10 seconds in your clutches to realize she's in YOUR clutches as part of a plan. 
Ah, I see we had the same thought. 
Masterius IMs: I *don't* want her panicked.
So, yes, I'd say 10 seconds sounds about right.
Now, just when should she find out that *you* also know about this?
And some practical matters now: You'd need a disposable cell phone, so I can reach you if necessary.  Does she have any allergies?  Any medicines she can't take? 
She won't need any clothes or things, but does she have anything she is *really* fond of?  Like a stuffy or something?
Winry’s Daddy IMs: She'll be 99% sure of that already, but you should assure her within 24 hours. 
Disposable cell phone is no problem. No allergies. No medicines she can't take. 
Masterius Posts: I couldn't help it; the thought of actually 'kidnapping' her had me so aroused and hard.  Even planned this way, just the thought was making my hands shake.
Winry’s Daddy IMs: There's nothing I'd send with her. 
Masterius IMs: It will be real training you know.
Winry’s Daddy IMs: Yes, please. 
I do understand the real training. I've implied a knowledge of what might go on and would rather not discuss details. 
Masterius IMs: I understand.  I wasn't planning on going into details.  But I did need to make sure you understood.
Masterius Posts: June 10th?? I groaned.  That was more than a month away!  I'd never last that long!
Masterius IMs: Normally I'm a bit more composed.  I'm sorry if I'm rambling.
Winry’s Daddy IMs: By being your proxy, I think I've shown my knowledge of bondage play. I assume you've done the same with adult partners. 
Masterius IMs: I have, yes.  
Winry’s Daddy IMs: That's good, I was worried that I might be springing this on you too late to prepare. I do hope a month is enough time. 
Masterius IMs: --laughs-- It's going to seem like forever.
Winry’s Daddy IMs: You will be free to be Daddy-Master as there will be no missing child report of course. 
Masterius IMs: It would help, if you could, if I had some measurements of her.
So I can modify or make things that will properly fit her.
Winry’s Daddy IMs: Which measurements in particular? I'll have to figure out how to get them without arousing suspicion. 
Masterius IMs: Wrists, above elbows, ankles, above knees, waist, neck, around her head at mouth level.  Just tell her I asked for them, in order for when I buy things for her I get things that will properly fit.
Winry’s Daddy IMs: OK
Masterius IMs: That's only the truth after all. 
Winry’s Daddy IMs: Indeed. 
Masterius IMs: Ah... I guess my next question would be, is *where* I'd be picking her up.
I can't begin to tell you how deeply touched and honored I am.  Thrilled and excited, too.  I know this couldn't have been a particularly easy decision to have made.
Winry’s Daddy IMs: We've discussed a summer camp in Pennsylvania. It would not arouse her suspicions if I take her there and you kidnap her the day before camp is scheduled to start. 
Masterius IMs: That's not bad at all.  Depending on just where in PA, that wouldn't be a long drive at all.
Winry’s Daddy IMs: An hour west of Philly. If we had a cabin and she was enjoying one final night of bondage before two horribly boring months at camp, it would be easy for you. 
Masterius Posts: Gawd... that image had me shiver and powerfully throb.  Picturing her in the cabin, then hearing someone 'sneaking inside' and 'finding her' helplessly bound and gagged.
Masterius IMs: That sounds... very appealing, yes.
I think I can say, with all honesty, I'm looking forward to the summer.
Winry’s Daddy IMs: I'm making it easy because while the use of chloroform in an RP is OK, you'll have to grab her without it. 
Masterius IMs: I'd never really use the stuff.  
Besides, this will be very much like the audio session last Sunday.
Winry’s Daddy IMs: Works in stories and on TV. 
Masterius IMs: Even if it worked exactly like it does on TV, in movies and in stories I wouldn't consider it.  I'd want her wide awake, so after a few seconds she'd know it was me, and wouldn't panic.
Winry’s Daddy IMs: I would envy you the opportunity were it any other girl.  
I suppose at some point I should make an implied threat about the wrath of a father if shit happens... should I?
Masterius IMs: If you do, it need be done strictly 'pro-forma'.  I think we can safely assume I took that already for granted.
Winry’s Daddy IMs: Indeed
Masterius IMs: However, I hope I'm not held responsible if, instead of curbing the avalanche, it's enhanced. 
Winry’s Daddy IMs: Couldn't be much worse. I can't put her in a camp on the west coast after the fire two years ago and the counselor last year. 
Masterius IMs: Fire??
And counselor?
Masterius Posts: I blink again, thinking 'What the hay?']
Winry’s Daddy IMs: Took the fire department 3 hours to get her down from the tree. I'm assuming you won't call her stupid, so you *should* be safe.  
It is funny when you think about it. 
Masterius IMs: Anyone who would call her stupid obviously can't tell his or her ass from their elbow.
Winry’s Daddy IMs: The fire was an accident. She just didn't believe the part about rubbing two sticks together. 
Masterius IMs: I should be so stupid.
Masterius Posts: I grinned.  That sounded so much like her!  Not willing to take a suspicious statement as fact, not when a bit of experimentation would prove things.
Winry’s Daddy IMs: I don't call her mischievous... avalanche... don't get in her way. She wants to be with you so bad, I wouldn't worry. 
Masterius Posts: I started to type a question, then backspaced.  I wasn't quite sure if he'd considered the question 'What if she wants to stay, and not leave me after the summer?'
Masterius IMs: Honestly, I'm not really worried.  She's eager to learn and explore and, more importantly, devoted and anxious to please.
Winry’s Daddy IMs: Yes -wistful sigh- I hope I'm doing the right thing. 
Masterius IMs: Sounds like you do have some concerns.  Obviously not serious ones, but some nonetheless.
Winry’s Daddy IMs: Not sure if you noticed the change in her from Sunday. 
Masterius IMs: And as much as I wish I could say I regret being a part of those concerns, I'd be a liar of the worst stripe.  Winry means a lot to me, and not just as a RP partner, not just as my 'little slave'.  I just like *her*.  A lot, in fact.
Winry’s Daddy IMs: It's why I'm trusting you. 
Masterius IMs: Ah, I'm not really sure about any 'change'. Other than, perhaps, being a bit more intrigued with Brittany's predicament.
Winry’s Daddy IMs: Ah, what's important to daddy - wistful sigh-  I'm just dad now. 
Masterius IMs: --softly-- And not her 'teacher'?
Before I forget, when she's not at a summer camp, what does she usually do to occupy herself over the summer?
Winry’s Daddy IMs: Yes, still that, but it's the daddy that I miss. 
Masterius Posts: Wow, I feel like I've just been punched in the gut at that.
Winry’s Daddy IMs: Sets up camp in the library. Sucks down the Discovery and National Geographic channels. Pours stuff into her head. I think the summer with you will be just another kind of learning. 
She would go swimming, camping, hiking with me and friends. 
Masterius IMs: Well, the library is a bit of a hike, the closest town is about 10 miles away.  But with 47 acres there's a lot of space here to explore and do things.
Winry’s Daddy IMs: 47 acres should keep her busy. 
Masterius Posts: Gawd... June 10th... this is gonna be worse than when I was 8, and going to bed Thanksgiving night and thinking 'Christmas is only a month away'.
Winry’s Daddy IMs: Any other questions? You have my IM addy now, so feel free to ask now or later. Just do it after 9. 
Masterius IMs: --laughs-- I guarantee as soon as we log off a thousand will spring to mind.  But, at the moment, no, not really.  All I can really say right now is, yes, I'd love to have her this summer.  And thank you very much both for your trust in me, and in offering us this chance to be together.
KENNA
Winry Posts Thursday Afternoon, 7 May
Once he finishes drying me, he ties a rope around my knees. What happened to being good and getting the cuffs off? I find myself hesitating. Is now the time to try to escape? Will there be a better time? I can’t get far with the short chain at my ankles. Now is not a good time. Then he snugs the rope tight and if there was an opportunity, it’s gone. I stand in place as he ties another rope around my ankles. At least I haven’t given myself away. And despite his threats, he can’t do a damn thing with my knees tied together… except that blow job. Mom says the best birth control is aspirin… keep one between your knees and you won’t get pregnant. So, I’m good there. Though I’m still not sure about my ass. 
Then he grabs my elbows and says he would enjoy raping a little slave. I feel that flight or fight response rush into me again and with a surge of adrenaline (and very little rational thought) I jerk away, nearly topple over, then take two hops toward the door. I look back over my shoulder and he’s smiling at me. Crap! I look at the open door. Back at him. Head start it is then. I hop out the door and add screaming at the top of my lungs to my small repertoire of escape tactics. But, really, hasn’t every girl in the seventh grade ridden her bike past Mr. Eric’s house. And now I am convinced I’m in his house. It’s far enough away from anything that nobody could hear me. That doesn’t stop me as I scream and hop down the hall. 
What am I doing? I wonder as rational thought seeps back in. I’m not going anywhere and he just gave me the lecture about, “A slave's only choice…, is to obey, or refuse. … refuse … You'll be punished. No more 'second chances'. … the fast lane to fucktoy... or worse." Holy fuck, what’s worse? I hop frantically. OK, technically I haven’t disobeyed or refused. I stop screaming and start crying and that’s when he just wraps an arm around my waist. I hadn’t even heard him coming. My hands are still free and I swing back at him. OK, one hand is still free and I swing. OK, no hands are free and I just stand there panting and crying until he collapses my legs, lays me down, and ties my elbows together behind me. Still panting and crying, just not standing anymore. Not hopping. Not escaping. Not happy. 

Busted, Sir. In gym class some of the girls noticed the thong under my skirt when I changed. Not much was said, but one of my friends told me later just what I told you.: p That thongs are for pants, not skirts. 
Anyway, I thought I’d share that with you and then let you know that I still enjoyed feeling naughty all day long because it was what you wanted. 
I know I don’t want Brittany to really escape, but I think she ought to give it a try. It’s easy being this contrary when it’s not really me. I just don’t know if I’d really have the guts to run for it… hop for it… whatever. And I’m thinking about how she’s going to respond to training, discipline, and punishment. I don’t think it will be long before she’s a little slave in her mind as well as his. Then there won’t be any chance of escape. 
MASTERIUS
Masterius Posts Thursday Afternoon, 7 May
It was quite late at night, but I just couldn't get to sleep. The coffee probably wasn't helping, of course, but the main reason was the lengthy IM chat I'd had earlier with Winry's dad.
I was still feeling the back of my head now and then, lopsidedly grinning when I did. Talk about being flabbergasted! I'd never have dreamt of that IM!
Even now I had a hard time believing it. If it wasn't for the fact I had a log of that to refer to, I'd really think I'd imagined all that. But it was there, it had been real, and I wasn't imagining things.
As elated as I was, though, I had a great deal of sympathy, and a touch of sorrow, for her dad. That couldn't possibly have been an easy concept to picture, let alone actually making the decision. And he'd made it clear to me with some of his comments that, yes, he did know exactly what was likely to happen to his little girl during this summer. Which only impressed me the more, honored me the more... and made me sorrow with him the more.
Christ, though... a whole month I had to wait? I was already champing at the bit! I laughed at myself, feeling like a preadolescent who was looking forward to his first make-out session the next weekend. 
I really didn't need much time to prepare. It wasn't as if I needed anything special fixed up. I'd had enough adult 'playmates' over time to have fully designed, furnished and stocked my secret little playroom. And it was secret: I'd never taken anyone there without them being blindfolded. So, while they might be aware I did have those rooms, they had no clue where they might be.
Still, with Winry it wasn't as if total, utter secrecy was needed. Not like it would have been necessary had I truly kidnapped-kidnapped her. I didn't have to fear my home and land being searched. 
I would need to go quite a bit of customization and adjusting of things. Very little I had, save for ropes, cuffs and straps would fit her 'out of the box'. But that wouldn't take me an entire month, either.
I was pretty sure she'd enjoy her stay with me. I knew I certainly was! And since I wouldn't have to keep her cloistered, she could enjoy going outside. And with 47 acres of land, a lot of that woods, she should have fun. I had several small ponds —although I wouldn't let her go swimming alone, of course— quite a few streams, several meadows. My nearest neighbor was two miles away, so I wouldn't even need her dressed when outside. 
Which meant I could do some truly lovely things, like stake her out spread-eagled on the front lawn. Bind her to the front porch post beam. Oh, many things!
I could never have afforded this place; I wasn't independently wealthy, and while I now was semi-independent, I still wasn't what you'd call wealthy. But, much to my utter surprise —and delight— I'd inherited the place from my Aunt Mabel. A more irascible, sarcastic woman you'd never find. A true female curmudgeon. She could bitch with the best of them.
I'd never heard her say a good thing about her home during any of my visits there as a lad. She'd always been saying how she couldn't wait to sell 'this old dump'. And all her many relatives kept telling her she should do that. Sell to developers, make a mint. 
Me? The times she'd corner me with her glittering gimlet gaze and demand my opinion... I'd just softly say I'd thought her home and land was wonderful, and should never be sold. That there was something magical and wonderful about it all. Then she'd just snort, tell me to get my head out of the clouds, and start complaining about drafts, leaks, or whatever, and try getting me to agree with her.
I never did, even though sometimes she'd grown vehement enough to make my knees knock together.
So I'd been utterly shocked to discover, when she'd died eight years ago, she'd left everything to me. The will had been short and to the point. 
To my nephew I leave everything. He's the only one that ever saw the good in my home and lands. No matter how hard I tried to change his mind (and, lad, I did try) he couldn't be swayed. He's the only one I trust to be steward, and to love my home as I had.
Needless to say that hadn't made me popular with all her other relatives. Needless to say I hadn't cared. 
So I had the magical lands of my youth as my home. Enough funds in the bank to take care of taxes and maintenance. I didn't need to work any longer, but as I enjoyed keeping busy I decided to become sort of a 'general handyman'. If someone in town, or a neighbor, needed help, I'd pitch in. I could do a bit of just about everything: plumbing, electric, carpentry, computers... granted, if you needed an expert, I wasn't your man. Or if you needed someone licensed, in order for a permit sign-off. But places like here went in, in a big way, for informality. So I always had something I could do, when I wanted to do something.
And, more often than not, payment wasn't in coin. Cured hams that were oinking just weeks ago. Fresh eggs. Vegetables. Fresh milk and cream that had been in udders than morning. Homemade breads, cheeses, jams, jellies and marmalades. If I hadn't kept up with exercising and working out, I'd've looked like the Pillsbury Dough Boy!
Finally I went inside, did some kata for about fifteen minutes, then showered and went to bed. 
Masterius IMs and posts Thursday Afternoon, 7 May
As I'd started retying her I sensed her growing more and more tense. I had a shrewd suspicion why, of course: she was seeing her 'golden opportunity' gradually disappearing. But she'd just held still as I tied above and below her knees, and I'd rather thought that, at that point, she'd accept the inevitable.
Boy, had I been wrong!
I'd just started tying her elbows when she'd tensed again, then startled me by hopping several steps away. Then she turned her head, took one look at me and, instead of freezing... took off hoping again, this time as if her very life depended on that. And she started adding truly incredibly loud, banshee shrieked rebel yells.
She had an easier time hopping than Kylie had going to her corner, as her ankles were still in the shortened leg cuffs. I watched her hopping down the hall, just padding my way after her, fingers plugging my ears. Then she'd stopped screaming and had started crying, but still kept on hopping. I'd let her get several more feet, then simply walked up to her, easily closing the gap, and had grabbed her around the waist.
A minute later I was carrying her back to the bathroom, with her elbows now firmly tied behind her. Several minutes after that, I had her tied exactly as she'd been when I'd brought her up, the cuffs now replaced by rope, and the blindfold put back on. I couldn't reuse the tape, but that wasn't a problem. I had more than enough rolls downstairs, after all.
A few minutes after that, I had her, once more, kneeling right where she had been, the leash chain once again locked to her collar. I hadn't said a word the entire time, nor had I looked or appeared angry or upset. Actually, I was surprised to discover, I felt neither. I guess mostly because I suspected she'd take any opportunity when it presented itself and, in her situation, I supposed I couldn't blame her.
But, while I couldn't blame her, that wasn't the same thing as excusing her. Oh no. Oh, no no no no no!
She'd stopped screaming, and now was just softly crying, with the occasional whimper or whine, particularly when I'd first retied her into a forced kneel, and then when I'd settled her back down onto the dirt floor. When I relocked her leash she softly whispered, "Please Master" as she gently trembled. 
And then, of course, she heard me strip a piece of tape of the roll and firmly rumble, "Keep your mouth closed, and your lips pressed together."
Busted, huh? I hope you'll understand when I say I grinned hearing that. Especially picturing you blushing. I do like making you blush, you know. 
I also hope you'll like knowing I've been thinking about my sexy little slave all day. Mmmmm! 
I'm glad you enjoyed feeling naughty all day. I also hope you enjoyed knowing you were being an obedient little slave for your Master. Because you were, you know.
KENNA
Winry Posts Thursday After Dinner, 7 May
Sir, you can send stuff to PO Box 43A2, Los Angeles, CA 90033. I can hardly wait for a real collar. 
I feel so frustrated, so helpless as he simply takes me down and ties my elbows. He makes it seem so easy to subdue me. All my efforts to resist are for naught. That amused look and the way he casually chased me tell me that I never stood a chance of escape or raising an alarm in the first place. It was like he was daring me to try. At least he doesn’t seem to be mad. 
Somehow I’d thought I’d gotten farther, but it takes almost no time to get me back to the bathroom. Now I really do have no choice in the matter. All I can do is hold still as he ties me all over. Knees and elbows tied seems pretty thorough to me. Still, he ties my ankles and wrists. “Please, Master,” I whine as he bends my legs under me. I try to fight as he ties me in that permanent kneeling position, but I don’t fight too hard. My struggles are accompanied by little whines and whimpers. He said he didn’t care if I didn’t like it and now he’s proving that. 
After he blindfolds me, he takes me back downstairs. My heart sinks as he starts down the steps. I don’t want to be down in his basement. Yeah, that’s right… he doesn’t care what I want. So, after a nice bath, I’m right back where I was. “Please, Master,” I say again as he chains me to the house. I’m scared and trembling. He could tip me over and rape my ass. He could leave me like this all night. 
I jump at the sound of tape coming off the roll. When he tells me to keep my mouth shut and lips together, I don’t argue. I press my lips together. Then he presses the tape over my lips. Once straight across and then two more forming an X. 
He said I’d be punished for disobeying, but I’m sure he’d have tied, blindfolded, and gagged me anyway. He was already starting when I tried to escape. I can’t imagine anything worse than this position. I can’t imagine what he considers punishment. 
MASTERIUS
Masterius posts Thursday evening, 7 May
For a change, once I'd 're-captured' her, she really didn't struggle. Or whine and plead all that much, nor curse and swear. But her trembling spoke volumes.
Nor did she balk or hesitate at all when I told her to keep her mouth closed and her lips pressed together, nor when I started to tape over her mouth. But as I started adding more and more tape she started trembling even harder.
Once I had her taped up as thoroughly as I had before I ambled over to the cabinet and replaced the roll, then set the hand- and legcuffs back inside. Strolling around, I collected first the removed clothespins, replacing those, then picked up her removed clothing, shoes and socks, placing them in a small plastic waste bag before setting that, for now, in the cabinet.
Then I walked back to her, and slowly started walking around her. "What a pretty little fucktoy we have here," I softly rumbled. "All nice and naked. Helplessly bound and gagged. No one knows where she is. No one knows how to find her. There's no escaping. No rescue. Ever."
I kept slowly walking around her, quite close. "Just kneeling there, like a good little fucktoy. So helpless. So exposed and... vulnerable. Why, her Master could do whatever he wished with his sexy little fucktoy, couldn't he?"
Stopping just in front of her I reached down and quickly tweaked a nipple. "He could fondle your boobs, couldn't he? Play with a fucktoy's nipples to his heart's content. Why, even clothespin them, couldn't he?"
I went back to walking around her again, my voice low and deep and rumbling. "No one knows where a little fucktoy is. Her tummy is nice and full... now. Her Master saw to that. No one else can see that a little fucktoy is taken care of. Only her Master, from now on. A little fucktoy can't get something to eat or drink, can she? If left like this... what would she do? Hmmm?"
"And she's all nice and clean... now. Because her Master bathed his little fucktoy. And what will she be like in, say, a day from now? A week? A month? If her Master never releases her, just leaves her like this?"
I watched her very carefully. I didn't care what she did, what she sounded like, what she said, as long as she didn't truly freak out, become hysterically panicked. Or abruptly started heading into catatonic withdrawal. Other than that, though, she could react in any other fashion and I simply ignored her.
"Just a little fucktoy. That's all. Why, she can't even get that tape off her mouth and show she'd really like to be just a little cocksucker slave. Master bets his little fucktoy would really like to be sucking her Master's cock right now, wouldn't you? Hmmmm?"
Again I ignored her, strolling over to the door. I didn't say a word, just walked out, closing the door firmly enough she could hear, and probably feel, the finality of that thud as it closed and sealed. And then I headed upstairs.
I spent a little time cleaning up the bathroom, making sure any evidence was removed. The balled-up, removed tape, for sure, would be going downstairs, and I also made sure to thoroughly rinse out the tub, making sure no stray strands of hair were left behind. Then I slipped into a robe, slid into slippers, and made some coffee. 
Twenty minutes or so later, I went back downstairs. Again I padded over to her, and started walking around her. 
"Mmmmm... and what do we have here, hmmm? Why, just a little fucktoy. Patiently waiting for her Master. Just as she will be all night long. All helpless and tied up. Completely naked. That makes her Master quite aroused you know. Such a naughty fucktoy, making her Master hard like this. Now, whatever shall I do about that?"
I touched the tape still covering most of her face. "Well, cocksucking is right out. Besides, that's something a little slave does, not a little fucktoy." Then I walked around her some more before stopping behind her... and pinning her head between my thighs again.
Leaning over I reached down, then just started fondling her budding little pert breasts, and teasing little nipples. I played with them in silence for several minutes before speaking again, this time my voice lower and softer, yet every bit as intense. "A little fucktoy is never getting away. No one knows where she is. No one will find her. You belong to your Master now. Now, and forever. Which is just the way I want it. I want this sexy body as mine. To do with as I please, how I please, when I please. Not on a fucktoy's terms. Not on anyone's terms but mine. Master wants this sexy little body. Wants to look at it; oh, just looking at a fucktoy makes him all hard. Wants to play with it. Wants to take it. Wants to make a little fucktoy squeal as Master takes her."
And all the while I kept playing with her breasts and nipples: fondling those pert little firm swells; tweaking, tugging, stroking, rolling those little nipples. She tried struggling, resisting, but there was no escape, no evasion possible. I watched her strain against the ropes that bound her, felt her head push against my thighs. But there was no escape. And, like before...
There came a time when her nipples started tightening; puckering and growing hard. A time when she started softly whimpering as her body betrayed her once again, reacting and responding to my implacable teasing. I felt her tremble, this time with more than just fright. I heard her breathing change, whuffling through her nose. And still I continued, enjoying playing with my little slave and, as I did, constantly experimenting, probing, discovering exactly how she reacted to different touches, until I had a very good idea what those particular 'buttons' were.
Stepping back at last I thoughtfully sighed. "Alas," I murmured, sounding regretful, "A fucktoy's boobs aren't helping her Master's arousal. And with her mouth all taped up, well...."
I trailed off as I walked to the door. Stopping there I rumbled, "I'm sure a fucktoy's Master will find some way of relieving his arousal using her when he comes back."
Again, as before, I firmly shut the door before going back upstairs. Dumping out my cup I refilled it with fresh coffee before sitting down and enjoying it. Which wasn't easy to do, not after just having left that sexy little bit downstairs. I wished I had some way of peeking in on her, as I had an idea that, as soon as she composed herself, she'd start wildly struggling.
I went back downstairs about half an hour later. This time... with a small tube of KY in the pocket of my robe.
Little one, that's great!! I can't wait to send you a real collar either. My collar, for my little slave!
Actually, before I rush off and start getting anything for you, it would help if I had some of your measurements. Most things are made in various sizes (I'm pretty sure you'll always be either a small or XS) but having measurements would be a big help.
Ask your dad first before sending me them, but what I'd like would be: height and weight; your neck, wrist, ankle, above the knee, above the elbow and waist sizes. Measure each of those (except your neck, of course) separate; sometimes a person’s wrists and ankles aren't the exact same size. For all of those, use a cloth tape (like a dressmakers tape) and measure a snug fit. I'll know how much to allow for comfortable fitting of items.
What does this weekend look like for you? Will my little slave be available for her Master to play with, and have her bound and gagged again?
KENNA 
Winry Posts Thursday evening, 7 May
I’m unprepared in a way for him to tape my head all over as he did before. Unprepared in the sense only that I’d forgotten he’d done it before. How could I have? It was frightening the first time. Yet, I’m prepared for it in more important ways. This time it doesn’t drive me to panic. Scary? Yes. Panic? Just short of. It’s like I was used to the ups and down and especially used to anything he’d done once before. Which is not to be confused with acceptance. Just that I know the logical finish of the tape. The first time I thought he wouldn’t stop. It was suffocating just to think about. This time, I know he will stop and he does. I tremble part out of the fear I did feel in part from that horrible frustration from being unable to stop him. 
It’s slowly sinking in. From the first time in the basement. To his hands washing me. To the futile hopping escape attempt. To the return to the basement. And all accompanied with his steadfast message. The laws have been suspended for me. I am his possession. We’d fought a Civil War over slavery, but even those slaves had some expectations about their treatment. I have none. Oh, I have rights alright. Just who would know they were being trampled and who would defend me? 
So here I kneel, neatly packaged for whatever he desires. Waiting for whatever he plans. Then I hear his voice. He taunts me. I shudder at his words. “What a pretty little fucktoy…” I grunt my disapproval of the word as he goes on about what he can do with me. I’ve forgotten about the threat of the videos of Kylie and him. Forgotten about the lie that I’d sent them to my own computer. Yes, he’s right and he and I both know it. Nobody knows I’m here. He says fucktoy two more times and each time I grunt my disagreement. I can only disagree with the term. Everything else is true. He can do whatever he wants. He can fondle my tits and I jump as he shows as well as tells me. 
He calls them boobs. How like Kylie. I can’t get her to call them tits. I wonder how long they’ve been doing it if her little girl vocabulary has worn off on him. Yes, he could clothespin them. Oh, so that’s what they were. I mean, not like I’m going to nod my head in agreement, but yes he could again. 
Then he says things that really shock me. What could shock me more than talking casually about my tits? Raping me? Doing whatever he wants? It’s the talk about feeding me and letting me drink and bathing me. That’s pretty basic stuff and his words make it sound like he doesn’t have to even feed me. That gut wrenching truth is more shocking than anything. In those words he hints at punishments of incredible cruelty. Of a level of control beyond anything humanly possible. It nearly drives me to panic. Then I hear the door slam. Purposely slam to tell me I’m alone. He’d said fucktoy a few more times, but I’d not disagreed with him those times. 
In the silence that follows, I finally express myself with tears and sobs. These are the things that are worse than being a fucktoy. Being nothing to him. Forgotten in his basement with nothing. Panic suggests itself, but I’m too shocked to let it take hold. Starved to death from lack of attention? It just doesn’t seem possible. 
I straighten up at the sound of the door again. He’s back! I feel a sense of elation at his return. Who cares how long it’s been. He hasn’t forgotten me. “Patiently waiting for her Master…” My head bobs a little. Yes, I am. Glad you’re back. I hang on his words. Fucktoy sounds better, so I don’t argue. Yes, I would suck cock, but I’d need your help. Which it doesn’t sound like I’m going to get. 
Then his hands are on me. At first I tense, going back to the idea that he has no right to do this. Yet he will with or without my permission. A little slave has no say. And… a little slave likes this better than being alone. It’s not hard to surrender to his touch and enjoy it. I make little sounds of pleasure. Anything to keep him with me. Anything to keep his attention. So nice. When my nipples feel that sharp stab of desire and my tummy knots and my pussy starts to tingle and moisten, it just doesn’t feel like betrayal this time. I whimper and squirm with a different purpose now. 
He finds places… my nipples of course. My throat. My pussy of course. My toes? Huh? Anywhere on my face. Places that make me squirm right out of my skin with desire. “Stop that,” I plead through the gag. I don’t want to feel like this, but really I do. I want to, but not with him. I want to with him, but not tied up. I want to with him while I’m tied, but not if I don’t know what he’s going to do about *it*.
Then he walks away and says he’ll find a way of relieving his arousal when he comes back. I hear the door slam again and wish he was still here. Wishing he was here and wishing I knew how he would relieve *our* arousal. Or is it just his. 
In his absence this time, I have a different perspective of his earlier “threats” of starvation, thirst, and living in filth. He never said he wouldn’t feed me. He just said he had. No disagreement there. The food had been good, in fact. He’d just told me how much trouble I’d been. He’d more promised to take care of me than threatened not to. Ages ago he’d told me how beautiful, sexy, and desirable I am. He’d given me other reasons for keeping me, like protecting Kylie. He was going to keep me whether I liked it or not and he was going to take care of me. That’s what he said. 
By now I’d learned I wasn’t going anywhere. Struggles against the ropes were pointless. To say I wait patiently would not be correct, but I don’t struggle as I wait. In fact, I wait with the confidence that he will return. 
I hear the door again and straighten my posture. This time though, I wait a few seconds so I’m sure he’s in the room before I straighten my shoulders. If I’m going to glad he’s back, I at least want him to know I’m glad. As I hear him approach and then stop, I look at the place where I think his feet are, looking down, not up. “Hello, Master.” 
It’s Thursday night. The one night I’m tied for RP in my room on a chair with a towel rubbing on my pussy. If there’s any doubt about it, towels are not adequate masturbatory implements for a girl. What do I care? Holy Jesus on a pogo stick, the thought of her hopping through the house really got me going. I want to be in his house with a 60 second head start to hop wherever I want. A bondage game of hide and seek. Find me and take me. For real, not Brittany. I want to kneel on his basement floor and have him walk around me and talk. Sunday comes back ten-fold for me. I’m riding a towel and that poor towel will never be the same. If towels could blush, this one would be scarlet. I want all that. I want him to make me wait and then come and touch me all over. 
… I’m just not sure if I want him to penetrate me. That’s where Brittany comes in. 
Sir, a little playtoy has no say in anything. However, this being Thursday night, this little playtoy needs you to do something that involves the K-Y jelly tonight. I have time for one more post from you and … either a post from me or a severe itch scratching. 
Please, please post once more tonight and let me know if I MUST post again tonight. If I must, I will. If I don’t have to, I will take that as permission to scratch. 
I send those and then consider my Master. It would truly be in his nature and his right as my Master to not rape Brittany on the next post. It’s not a cruel nature. It’s a teasing nature. If he teases, he knows best. I’ve given him the stakes from my point of view. Tonight I cum if he gives me the virtual image of Brittany’s rape and permission to touch myself. Or tonight I don’t. I don’t until next he says I can. He’d never said I needed permission to cum and I’d never asked before. It just seems right tonight. 
Comment on this story
COME PLAY WITH ME
Chapter Five
By Kenna and Masterius
MASTERIUS
Masterius posts Thursday evening, 7 May
My little fucktoy was constantly surprising me. I'd expected to see her flushed and sweaty from struggling, her cheeks wet with tears again. Instead, I'd found her patiently —if you could call it that; after all, it wasn't as if she really had a choice in the matter— kneeling and waiting.
And not just that; moments after I'd entered, she'd straightened up some, lifting her small shoulders up. Then her blindfolded head wove back and forth a little, as if seeking something. A something that became readily apparent when she (reasonably) focused at where I was standing, then softly murmured "Hello Master". Even through the tape I could easily decipher that.
I was astonished. Gobsmacked. My eyes narrowed a moment, then widened. There didn't seem to be any sign of artifice, of guile. I wouldn't go so far as to say she was ecstatic at my return; perhaps more, well, relieved. I'd have to ponder that, but later, at my leisure. Right now, at the moment, I had more important matters to consider.
Instead of walking around her again as before, this time I reached out and down, lightly brushing fingertips over the tape covering her face. Then I lightly stroked her hair for a moment or two. Then I started walking around her.
I didn't say a word for the first three circlings around her. I just silently paced around and around three times before finally speaking. "Mine. All mine," I rumbled, my voice very low and soft, yet very deep, molten and rumbling. "Every little bit of you. Every sexy little part, from your hair to your toes. Mine."
I circled around her again, two more times. "From the moment I started tying you up that first time, when I started really looking at you... I wanted you as mine. Even if I had known you'd have kept silent... I would have taken you. Oh yes. I knew that then: I wasn't kidnapping you to keep you silent, to keep secrets. It was because I wanted you as mine. All mine. My possession. My slave."
Again I circled two more times in silence. "I wanted to possess you. Own you. And I have. I wanted to keep you. And I have. I wanted you as my slave. And I have. I wanted your sexy little body as my toy. And I have. You're mine, all mine, and I'm never going to let you go."
I stopped circling and stood behind her. Then stepped closer, taking little tied wrists in one hand and lifting them up and forwards. Moving her, helplessly adjusting her, until I'd tipped her forward, forehead touching the ground, and her cute, sexy ass now perfectly revealed and exposed.
Now, I had a plan when I'd first come down, but the moment I clearly saw that I hissed. I couldn't help it, my breath sharply inhaled in a deep hiss. I had a perfect view of her sexy ass, pert little cheeks so smooth and silky, while nestled between them... a tiny, pink-brown, wrinkled rosebud winked at me. While, beneath that...
Oh my.
She might have missed my hiss. I doubt she missed the way my hand tightened on her bound little wrists. She certainly didn't miss when I started caressing her cute pert ass.
I cupped and caressed, kneaded and stroked, exploring every inch of her bottom. The one thing I didn't do was spank. I'd want to do that at some point, of course —spank, paddle, crop... oh, many things. But, right now, spanking could wait. I played with her sexy ass for some time... then grinned as she squeaked, as my fingertip started rubbing up and down between her cheeks, exploring there. Down, and across her tight, clenching rosebud, and down... then up, over her tight wrinkled ring, and up... down and over and down, up and over and up... again, and again, and again. After the first couple of passes I started pausing at her cute pink-brown anus, fingertip just resting there, lightly pressing. Then, after a few minutes of that, I started gently circling and stretching as well as lightly pressing each time I paused there.
Her reaction when, this time on my downward travel I kept going, this time gliding my fingertip downwards, along her cleft, was interesting and intriguing. What, she thought I couldn't reach there with her legs tied? I grinned again. I bet that came as a surprise to her!
Up and down, up and down that tight little slit. At first I just lightly glided my fingertip just along the surface of her cleft, all the while, of course, my other hand kept bound little hands up in the air, keeping her helplessly tipped forwards. Gradually I altered how I rubbed: on the upwards stroke I gently pressed a bit to the right, while on the downwards stroke to the left. Up and right, down and left, up and right, down and left, again and again, slowly pressing that tight slit a bit wider open each time; oh, oh-so-slowly. And not just wider, either; after a few minutes, I started gently pressing.
I kept silent all through this. Well, more accurately, I didn't speak, I didn't say a word. I certainly wasn't completely silent, oh no. Sharp swift inhales, deep rumbling croons and purrs, a low groan or three. 
Now I was rubbing inside her cleft. Fingertip gliding upwards, just inside, pressing to the right, opening her, then pausing at the apex, just drifting over tiny clit, then gliding back down, pressing to the left, stretching her a bit. Over and over and over.
She certainly didn't miss my hiss, then purr, of surprised pleasure when she started getting damp. Or when she started to tremble, then wiggle and squirm. And she certainly didn't miss when I stopped rubbing... and gently pressed a now-slick fingertip right atop her rosebud.
I rubbed and circled, pressed and massaged, coating that with her own wetness as I did. This time, I not only did all that, but I started rhythmically pushing, too. Stretching and pushing, expanding that tight ring just a little with each push. Not quite enough to enter her, no. But dilate and open a touch? Oh yes.
Then back to her slit. Again the slow up and stretch, dwell on a clit, down and stretch. This time, though, I slowly stretched her wider, I slipped a bit deeper. Then back to her winking anus, adding a touch more slickness there, repeating things, only pressing a bit deeper, stretching a bit wider, actually wiggling just the tip of a fingertip inside.
Then back to her sweet tight pussy, so smooth and silky. This time I dwelled even longer at her little clit, and this time I started circling her tiny, tight inner tunnel. Circling around and around, gently probing, gently easing a fingertip just inside. And still that up and right, down and left caressing in between those.
I don't know how long I actually played with my slave. Time seemed to have stood still. I do know that by the time I stopped I was flushed and sweaty, my breathing raspy and catched. And as for my little slave?
My eyes glowed, they burned. I just watched and listened to her for a few moments. It was exquisite, and so was she. I had, for some time now, been taking her to the edge then leaving her poised right there before letting her simmer for a bit. I could have forced her there —and I would, too, at other times— but this time it was more of a gradual, yet no less implacable, taking her there instead of rapidly forcing her. But the end result seemed pretty much the same, based upon what I was seeing and hearing.
I finally lowered her hands, guiding her back into an upright kneeling position. "When next a Master comes for his little fucktoy," I deeply rumbled, "she is to instantly lower her head to the floor, and assume the exact position her Master has shown her."
I didn't say 'or else'. I really didn't think I had to. I paused at the door for several moments, gazing at her, enjoying how she looked and sounded. And then I left, closing the door with an audible thud.
Hmmmm... my little bondage playtoy slave needs her Master to do something with KY tonight? 
I sent that, waited a full minute, then simply sent:
Right on the heels of that I sent the following:
My little slave will post once more tonight, yes. And, after a bit of thought, Master also has the following requirement:
Immediately after her post, my little slave will go right to bed. No ritual kneeling tonight. But, instead of being bound for bed as I'd originally described, there will be a change.
Tonight, my little slave will be tied exactly as Mr. Eric's little fucktoy is tied. Wrists and elbows tied behind her back. Ankles, lower and upper knees tied. Kneeling, her ankles tied up against her thighs, to keep her kneeling. And kneeling on the floor at the foot of her bed, her collar leash-locked to her bed. Blindfolded. And tape gagged; no sponge, just the tape, and taped as securely as the little fucktoy is.
If my little slave managed to scratch in that position she may. And whether she does manage that tonight, or not... she may not scratch again, from this point on, unless Master permits my little slave to do so.
KENNA
Winry Posts Thursday Night, 7 May
I read his post several times. He ignored my request, but I’m not surprised. He wrote a lot, but in the fourth paragraph I knew he wasn’t going to take her. What surprised me is what he did instead. He still talked to her, taunting her and complimenting her. He said things I want him to say to me and maybe he was saying them to me. I hadn’t understood what he meant by tipping her over in his earlier until I read how easy he puts her face down and ass up. He toys with her ass, making it sound erotic and Brittany’s response is arousal. Now I have to write about how that feels and I’ve never touched myself there like that. I have to take his word for the fact that it feels good. I never have touched myself there, but now I want him to. 
Straddling the chair and with nothing but the towel pressing against my pussy, I can’t cum if I wanted to. And I do. But I also feel that if he didn’t take Brittany, I don’t have permission to cum. It was what I implied anyway. The delay, his slow deliberate seduction of a little slave, has more profound effect on me than taking her quick. I’m looking for a climax in more ways than one and all I’m getting is a slow burn. A wild, desirous, intense need for a personal climax.
Then IMs pop up from him. 
Hmmmm... my little bondage playtoy slave needs her Master to do something with KY tonight? 
It’s what I politely asked for, but I know he didn’t do anything with it. And I recognize in the words that I shouldn’t have asked. It’s not unlike the way he’s taunting and teasing Brittany except he can only do me with words. A little playtoy shouldn’t have asked anything of her Master. Worse, a little playtoy shouldn’t have told her Master how badly she needs to cum. 
Then I get the message that I must post which clearly means I can’t cum. My request was either/or. Post or scratch. 
Oh… My… God… I read the next IM. Tied just like Brittany? All night long? Holy jeez, he’s gonna leave her like that all night long… and me, too. I tremble at the thought. I do so want to be Brittany right now and he’s going to make that come true as much as possible. How does he know what I want? My heart races and a super tingle slices through my body. This is way better than taking Brittany quick. I’m going to be her tonight and then who knows. 
I can’t possibly put together a coherent post to describe Brittany’s feelings now. My mind is mush as I squirm in position. Tomorrow after I’ve been her, I’ll play her better. But I’ve been ordered to post. He just didn’t say what I had to post. 
It’s after dinner when mom comes and gets me. She sits me down and tells me there’s an Amber Alert out for Brittany.  I know what that means, but I can’t imagine Brittany being snatched by some stranger. At first I think if I hadn’t been at detention, we could have walked home together and she’d be OK. When I hear the report that she was last seen at home, I realize it wasn’t my fault. She got home and then what? 
I try to guess where Brittany might have gone. She was fine when I was with her last so I know she didn’t run away. I know she didn’t come to see me. I can’t think of where she is. If I got a call earlier, then all her friends must have gotten calls. And it’s really late now and she knows better than to be out without calling home. There’s no way I can make this sound better. This is serious. She’s missing and nobody knows where she is. Except one person. Her kidnapper. 
I IM dad. Done, need to get ready for bed. Change in plans for tonight. 
He takes his sweet time coming back. It’s a couple of minutes before he ambles into my room and unties me. “Gotta get ready for bed, dad. Read the post and his IMs. I gotta do this. It’s important.” It’s a school night, too, so I don’t know what to expect from dad. I just leave him alone while I pee, shower, and brush my teeth. 
When I come back he’s sitting in my chair waiting. He says, “It’s a school night. You won’t get any sleep like that.”
“I won’t get any sleep either way, dad,” I tell him. I’m wearing just a towel and I keep it wrapped around me as we discuss the issue. I don’t mind being naked in front of him, but I’m a little wound, too, if you know what I mean. Naked and excited is different than just naked in front of him. “Tie me just like that.”
He picks up a length of rope and I notice duct tape on my desk, too. He’s already gone and gotten the stuff while I was showering. “You’re still going to school tomorrow,” he says. “I won’t write you an excuse.”
I furrow my brow at him. Miss school? Over something like this? “Thanks, dad,” I say. “Oh, just one thing first.”
Good night, Sir. Dad’s tying me now like Brittany. I’ll post again tomorrow. Ootay othay otay inkthay aightstray. 
I know it’s silly to use that code. Everybody knows it, but it does take a little extra effort to read it. Maybe I can train dad not to read pig Latin that I send to my Master. I take off the towel and then kneel on the floor. “Let’s start with you standing, Kylie,” says dad. 
“Just a sec,” I say and lean forward to put my forehead on the floor with my hands behind my back. I just want to make sure I can tip over and get back up. I try it a couple of times, forward to put my head down and then push off with my head to tip back up to an upright position. Then I stand up, drop the towel, and dad starts tying. 
When I try to struggle a little, dad says, “I’m not him. Don’t play the game with me. Just hold still.”
He ties above and below my knees, my ankles, my elbows, and my wrists. Then I kneel and he ties my thighs and calves together. Now I can strain against the ropes, starting to get the feeling of being Brittany. Thinking about spending the night like this. Dad tapes my mouth and then wraps tape around my head, very carefully. My head is not wedged between his thighs. It’s a little disappointing because I’m sure Mr. Eric was a little wild about it. 
After the door shuts I start to get into it. I’ve just been left alone and nobody is coming until morning. I squirm and struggle, but there’s no way out of the ropes. Master said I’m allowed to scratch if I can, but of course I can’t. I do try, but it’s frustrating to need it that bad and not be able to. In fact, I try for longer than is reasonable. Before I started I knew I wouldn’t be able to. Five seconds of trying proved that. Still I work on it for several minutes. I might have gone longer, but that’s when I realize maybe he just gave me a reason to struggle. Not the same reason as Brittany, but reason.  
Then I tip myself forward with my ass in the air. Gawd, how helpless and exposed I am. If he were really here, I’d really be in trouble. I think about his hands on my ass and pussy. Jeez, I could have done a little of that in the shower to see what it feels like, but no… I’d been in too much of a hurry to get tied and hadn’t even thought of that. Now I’m just left to wonder. I feel my pussy tingle and start to get wet just from thinking about it. How odd to have a man interested in my ass. I mean, spanking yeah, but my tight, clenching rosebud… my tight wrinkled ring… my cute pink-brown anus? Oh c’mon. If anybody but him had used those words to describe it, I’d be grossed out. Sorta squirmy when he says it. 
I rise back up and remember the words he used to describe a little fucktoy kneeling on the dirt floor. I imagine him walking around me and saying those same things. Anything he wants. His hands. Clothespins. And oh yeah, his eyes. Little things come to me. I never mentioned posture except that she straightens up when he returns. Had she tried to slouch to hide herself? No, in this position I think of it, but I hadn’t gotten it in my mind until it’s really me. She didn’t slouch because I didn’t let her. And he wouldn’t have let her either. I kneel in an upright position, giving him a perfect view of my body. Like I’ve made Brittany do. 
I imagine the door slamming and I’m alone again. He’s back and he’s gone. He’s back and he’s gone. I sleep a little. Hmmm, actually didn’t think I would. Is he back? Oh, wow, that’s wild. He could come back while I’m asleep and I’d never know it. He could probably sneak in while I was awake, too, but so far he’s made a point of letting me know. I get this brief vision of how much I love him. He feeds me, bathes me, and makes me feel sexy. He’s always there. And he lets me know it. That’s the last thing before I sleep a little more. I wonder about the temperature of the basement. Will she get cold? It’s toasty in here and I wonder if dad turned up the heat. He sure didn’t leave me a blanket tonight. If he didn’t turn up the heat, could my Master keep me warm with words and thoughts? 
I sleep a little more and this time when I wake up, I start to imagine he’s coming back in the morning with a tube of K-Y and he’s gonna use it. I struggle with a new purpose. Saving my ass. 
I have an odd dream and wake up a little freaked. How stupid am I? I let him tie me just like Brittany let him tie her. I *am* helpless and he’s coming for me. Half asleep I feel the panic and struggle wildly, almost tipping over. Then I come fully awake. The memory fresh in my mind, I just sit and think, getting wet from the images that pass through my head. I spend a little time teary eyed at the thought that it’s all make believe. 
I think about tipping forward – I’ve learned to do it as a controlled move. Then I could just fall to my side and sleep that way, but I hadn’t thought of it as Brittany. Second, even if I’d thought of it, Brittany is sure it’s not allowed. He expects her to be kneeling. Third, *I* know it’s not allowed of Brittany or me. 
I wake up again and sunlight is streaming into the room. Freak the living shit out of me. Daddy forgot me. I practically try to break all the ropes at once. The door opens suddenly. “Jesus Christ, Pumpkin,” shouts daddy as he kneels down and rips off the tape. Just what the heck noises was I making? I’m not sure. 
The alarm would have gone off in two minutes, but who needs an alarm with a tied banshee in the house. ( Roughly how dad described it. Despite the panic… because of the panic (?)… I come the closest to breaking one of my Master’s instructions once I’m untied and alone. 
MASTERIUS
Masterius IMs Thursday night, 7 May
Good night, Sir. Dad’s tying me now like Brittany. I’ll post again tomorrow. Ootay othay otay inkthay aightstray.
I was torn between an abrupt, deep inner flush that expanded like an explosion inside me, and a chuckle at her 'hidden' message. Well, both a chuckle, and a very intense pleasure and satisfaction. I'd so been hoping she's gotten excited by things, and by the sound of it, simple 'excitement' was a serious understatement. 
And picturing how she might feel, once tied like Brittany and spending the night that way, was making me so hard I groaned.
The fact that the little scamp had posted as Kylie, instead of Brittany as I'd expected, only underscored, quite dramatically, how she was feeling.
Sweet dreams my pleasing little slave. I can assure you that your Master will be having very nice dreams... assuming I can manage to actually get to sleep, what with the image of his little slave tied like that for the night in my head. 
KENNA
Winry Posts Friday Afternoon, 8 May
Once I say hello, there’s silence. He touches me soft and nice. Footsteps circling me. Just when I think he’s said so much in his previous visits, the words ‘from your hair to your toes. Mine,’ just make me… what? Stoopid? I wish he’d stop talking like that! It makes me want him to say more and I don’t want to want him to say more. 
Does he stop? Oh hell no. Now I want to slouch forward to hide my body from him. It just doesn’t sound like something that would make him happy. And when did I start to care about making him happy? No, I just kneel there, straight up, every inch of my body exposed to his eyes. I push my chest out. I want him to stop talking and start touching me the way he did before. He keeps going… possession… slave… toy… I stiffen. Stop saying that!
He grabs my hands and leans me forward Oh shit. Here it comes. I try to suck my asshole inside me, but he makes the oddest sound. I can’t quite describe it except as ‘asshole unclenching.’ Not my idea… my ass’ idea apparently. I can’t quite get the same effect when I consciously think of it and then he caresses my ass. How odd it seems that a man would be interested in my ass. I understand ass rape and that has been heavy on my mind for hours now. I don’t understand ass caressing. When his finger explores the place where poop comes out, he’s out of his mind. His finger? Nope, I don’t understand ass poking. 
I squeak in surprise. Not from his finger, but from the tumble of my tummy. My body understands ass poking. He rubs over it (duh, my asshole itself). Down and across and up and across. I find myself relaxing. He stops and pokes. He circles. He pokes. Good God. It feels nice. 
I feel his finger wander down and into my pussy and I stiffen. “Huh? Uh uh.” My pussy is well protected… isn’t it? It does this attempt at vanishing inside me, but that’s just a mental feat that is physically impossible. He’s found my pussy when I thought mommy said it was safe. So I’ll bet mommy never… jeez, don’t go there. 
At least he’s only stroking on the outside. But between his words, his hands on my tits, and the ass poking, my thighs make an attempt to spread. My breath starts to come in quick little pants through my nose. I try to squeeze my thighs together, but my tummy, my ass, and my pussy argue. I feel this incredible tingle and I curse him for his wonderful hands. Maybe it was my invitation or his persistence, but then he’s inside and touching my most sensitive place. I’ve been gradually melting under his control and now that he’s found my clit, I start trembling. 
He keeps that up while making delicious noises. I feel myself getting wet and try to stop him. His finger retreats, but only to press against my ass again. Tricky devil he is… getting me excited there to get me excited in my pussy. I can’t quite accept that he’s now penetrating my ass just a little and it feels good. He circles, strokes, and presses, making me squirm with unwanted desire. 
Then he moves to my pussy again, stroking my clit and finding the wetness there. Tricky devil he is… getting me excited there to get me excited in my ass. Back and forth, playing two sensitive parts against each other. I whine and cut myself off. I wiggle and squirm, wanting more. I’m panting heavily, making little embarrassing, snorty sounds through my nose. He’s convincing me that his cock inside me won’t be all that bad. He’s turning me into a fucktoy. I don’t want to be a fucktoy, but if he keeps this up, I could change my mind. 
If he asks me, I’ll say no. I figure he’s not planning on asking, in which case the answer is yes, please. I’m mostly jelly at this point. I make little whines and whimpers, begging for his finger to continue. It no longer feels like my body is betraying me. It’s been telling the truth and I’m pretty well convinced. There are fucktoy games I never imagined. Fucktoys and masters can both win. 
Then he stops, puts me upright and rumbles, "When next a Master comes for his little fucktoy, she is to instantly lower her head to the floor, and assume the exact position her Master has shown her."
His footsteps leave and he slams the door. “Nooooo,” I yell at the door. He almost made me cum. That’s something that only I’ve done with myself. Nobody else has ever touched me in any of the places he’s touched me. Nobody else ever made me feel this way. Nobody else ever made me ready to cum. And so far nobody but me has ever made me cum. Not even Mr. Eric. He just almost did. 
I kneel in the basement waiting for his return and feel the desire… the need… the near orgasm fade. I thought I’d known frustration before. I don’t like being here. I don’t like his idea of possessing me. I don’t like what just happened. I don’t want him back. Yet it’s becoming clearer and clearer… what I like, don’t like, want, or don’t want is unimportant. God, I really don’t like that. 
The door opens and I sigh. He comes in and I straighten up and then lean forward with my forehead to the floor. He did say exact position, but I can’t get my arms to that same position without his help. I curve my back so I look more like a rounded lump with my ass down than a wedge shape with my ass in the air. It’s not much of a difference, but my asshole and pussy are a little less accessible. “Hello, Master.”
Thank you, sir. 

MASTERIUS


Masterius, Friday morning, 8 May
That's good, I was worried that I might be springing this on you too late to prepare. I do hope a month is enough time."
I'm sure he meant well. And that was very thoughtful of him, too. But jeez!
My first, immediate thoughts —well, after the shock of the initial offer had clubbed me like a baby harp seal, that is— were almost panic. I mean, although I had had guests before —although almost all of them had been 'guests'; playmates, submissives and slaves that had visited— I'd never hosted for a little —well, young anyway— girl before. Just what did one need to have a young girl stay with you for two whole months?
Within moments, though, that initial, knee-jerk alarm had subsided. I wouldn't, precisely, be having a young girl staying as a guest. I'd be having a little bondage playtoy slave staying with me. Which would be far less a logistical nightmare.
In fact, none at all.
If Aunt Mabel had been the female version of a curmudgeon, her husband, Edwin, had been even more, well... strange. Tall and gaunt, seeming as if constructed of angles, he'd definitely been an odd one. Well, at least he'd seemed that way to a boy not yet in his teens. It wasn't as if he'd been scary or, for that matter, cold. More, well... distant. And he'd definitely had some odd quirks, too. Then again, I suppose someone born and growing up during the tag end of the Great Depression could be excused having some weird idiosyncrasies. 
Uncle Edwin and Aunt Mabel hadn't been wealthy. Or so everyone had thought. They'd lived quite within their means; actually, pretty doggone frugally, to be blunt. They'd never thrown anything out (I'd had a barn chock full of oddments I'd auctioned, sold, or had just disposed of). They'd bought clothing second hand. Uncle Edwin hadn't believed in banks, or buying on credit.
And, as it had turned out, had been very much the hoarder.
I'd no idea what the hidden basement had originally been. A root cellar? Storm cellar? You got me. I do know that, at over 3,600 square feet, it was huge. Simply enormous. It roughly measured sixty by sixty feet, which was larger than the house foundation. It was ten feet high, which wasn't at all claustrophobic feeling, no way, no how. I'd found it entirely by accident, and to this day I'd no idea if Aunt Mabel even knew about it. I mean, all things considered, I don't see how she couldn't have known, but, still, with those two, you never knew.
I'd been puttering about in the pantry (which was big enough to have qualified as a small bedroom) trying to reach a leak behind the wall. That's when I'd discovered the entire back wall of the pantry could be swiveled inwards, revealing a wide staircase leading down.
I'd no idea what the original intention had been, but it appeared to have gone through several evolutions over time. I'd guessed it had started off as some sort of root or storm cellar before being enlarged. At least twice, from what I could tell. Considering Uncle Edwin's hoarding peculiarity, it looked like it had started out as secret stockpile storage. Especially considering some of the tins, cans, and jars were dated back to the late thirties and early forties (I did mention they threw nothing out, didn't I?). Probably somewhere around the mid-fifties, although the early sixties seemed more likely, it had evolved from a mere storage room to a more elaborate bomb-slash-fallout shelter. 
Who would have ever guessed ol' Uncle Edwin had been a survivalist?
There were individual bedrooms, running water from a deep artesian well separate from the main house, a septic system, bathrooms, a kitchen with a sink, stove and oven, even electricity produced by a small hydroelectric generator cunningly built and hidden at a nearby adjacent stream. The main (well, only) entrance was an extremely thick wood and steel door that resembled more a vault door than anything else. 
I wasn't at all interested in having my very own fallout shelter —nor the several tons (yes, tons) of very expired foodstuffs. However, my very own secret dungeon?
I'd worked on it for at least a year. Part of that was removing the unwanted items, part of that was carefully drafting out what I did want (ever hear that old expression: "measure twice, cut once"?) while most of that was actually modifying, creating and building what I'd finally designed. 
There's another expression: write what you know best. In many ways, Samantha's underground little playrooms were based upon my own (although I did envy her that real bank vault style door). The two biggest differences were mine was squarish while hers was octagonal, and mine was mostly one wide-open space while hers was compartmentalized. 
Plus mine had a workshop. A real workshop. Granted, that would have worked better out next to the barn, in its own shed. But while I didn't have many unannounced visitors, 'not many' didn't equate to 'none at all'. And, frankly, I really didn't want having to explain just what that weird-looking thing I was building was for.
So, in its own little room downstairs I had a drill press, a wood lathe and a small metal lathe, a table saw, band saw, router, plus a myriad of hand tools, along with shelves of nails, screws, bolts and other hardware. Then there were the leatherworking tools: a thick marble slab, creasers and groovers, edgers and punches, riveters and grommeters, bevellers and circle edge slickers, awls and needles, knives, shears, cutters, strap cutters and strippers. And, finally, my pride and joy: a US Army surplus, pedestal stand, heavy-duty industrial sewing machine: NSN 3530-01-177-8588. That baby could —and did— machine stitch through belt-thickness leather. 
That didn't even take into account the many cabinets and shelves there. Drawers holding literally thousands of feet of rope, sorted by size (1/4", 3/16", and 1/2") and by material (cotton, nylon, sisal and hemp). Drawers containing leather straps and nylon webbing, of various lengths, widths and thicknesses, including body harnesses (which wouldn't fit her). Cabinets storing arm binders (which also wouldn't fit her) and straitjackets (which, dammit, also wouldn't fit her; hmmm... I'd have to see if they made pediatric versions). Drawers with handcuffs, legcuffs and thumbcuffs —some of those modified— along with steel manacles and items like fiddles. Drawers holding a myriad of different gags, from simple to complex (and some quite humiliating) along with a host of sponge balls and, yes, duct tape; bandage tape, gaffers tape and glass filament tape as well. Cabinets containing rolls of plastic stretch film, including different colors as well as transparent, and also some that were heat-shrinkable. 
And then there were the 'toys'.
Shelves of all types and sizes of dildos and vibrators, clit teasers and nipple ones. Anal plugs of all sizes, types and colors. A violet wand and a TENS. Clamps of all sorts, mostly for nipples but also perfectly useable elsewhere, ranging from quite mild to serrated-jawed, oh-fuck-me screamer versions. Different lotions and gels. 
Cabinets holding crops, paddles and slappers, floggers, whips and 'ticklers', tawses and canes. All of which I'd made myself, except for the sole single exception of a real, old-fashioned leather strop. From the wood to the leather (and, for a few, heavy beaded chain, or lexan) I'd lovingly made and crafted them all. They ranged from caressing, to thuds, to intensely-focused strikes, with effects ranging from very gentle and sensual (like the fur-thonged flogger, or the silk-rope flogger) to ones that were, well... 'extreme'. 
As for where she'd sleep, well... that wouldn't be a problem either. She'd either be sleeping downstairs —in a cell, or cage, or bound or restrained to something or simply just bound, or in one of the several small 'bedrooms'... also bound, of course— or upstairs, with me. If upstairs, either with me in my bed, or on the floor in a little 'nest at the foot of the bed... or secured beneath my bed. 
My bed was an ornate king-sized bed, the mattress almost waist-high to me off the floor. The foundation of the bed appeared as if solid. Actually, I'd cunningly modified the base part of the bed, so that now (if you knew how to unlatch it, naturally) one side slid out on heavy-duty rails, revealing a thick slab of padded wood, with strategically-placed D-rings screwed in place. I could, quite easily, restrain her (as I had others) atop that, sliding her beneath and inside my bed, and enjoy a cozy, comfy night's rest, all the while very aware of a helpless playtoy held just below me.
So, no, actually I didn't have to prepare a thing for the arrival of my little bondage playtoy slave. Which was only going to make the wait for her 'pick-up date' crawl worse than waiting for a refund from the Feds.
The only real difficulty I was foreseeing was the mechanics of the actual transporting of her once I'd picked her up. Morgan County, West Virginia wasn't exactly a stone's throw from Philadelphia. When I Mapquested the distance between Philadelphia (as I didn't know where, exactly, that aforementioned cabin would be) and Paw Paw, the closest town to me, it came up as roughly four and a half hours. (One of the things that always had me chuckle was that Paw Paw was home to the West Virginia Open Disc Golf Championship which took place on two private 18 hole courses. One was called The Woodshed and the other, which was the source of my amusement, was called The Whipping Post) 
Now, considering her dad had said the cabin was about an hour west of Philly, that possibly shaved the trip down to three and a half hours. Even so, the original four and a half hours beat all to Hell the drive time between here and California!
The thing was... once I'd 'kidnapped' her, I didn't want to unkidnap until I'd reached home. Reached home and had her safely and securely nestled downstairs. I wanted (and I had a sneaky hunch so would she... although perhaps not at the time, but most definitely afterwards, looking back on it) to keep her helplessly bound and gagged until that point. And that brought up several possible logistical hitches.
First and foremost was personal safety. I'd need some way of securing her for transport that protected her in case of (Heaven forefend!) an accident. I'd also need some way of packaging her that guarded against cramps, motion sickness and accidental asphyxiation. Secondly I'd need some way of packaging her that, in the unlikely-but-not-impossible event (and again, Heaven forefend!) I'd get pulled over by a cop, there's be nothing to indicate I was transporting a 'kidnapped', bound and gagged, naked young girl.
So, I did have something to prepare for during this next month. Oh, that wouldn't take a month, no, but it would give me something to do.
Masterius posts and IMs Friday afternoon, 8 May
I'd every intention of going to bed after that last time, but the vision of her as last I'd seen made that simply impossible. I chuckled as I sipped coffee. I wasn't going to get much sleep tonight, it seemed!
When I entered again and strolled over to her I softly frowned. She'd mostly done as I'd ordered. Mostly. I hadn't expected the impossible: there was no way I'd expected her to get her arms up as high behind her as I'd held them. But, while I couldn't fault the muffled "Hello, Master," I wasn't exceptionally pleased with her posture. Then again, I wasn't exactly surprised, either.
I circled her twice, just to see what she'd do then, when she stayed like that, I walked over to my cabinets. After a moment's consideration I selected a slender riding crop and a small-medium anal plug, then ambled back over to her. Standing at one side I took the crop... then sharply popped the tip, once to each cheek. They weren't as hard as I could have done (then again, I wouldn't do that to her... not so soon, anyway) but they were definitely stinging enough to 'catch her attention' and leave little triangle rosy marks. I didn't say a word, not before, or during, or after. I just crisply popped the twice... then waited.
You're very welcome my sexy little slave. I hope it was everything you'd dreamt that could be.
KENNA
Winry Posts Friday afternoon, 8 May
I’m not distinctly aware my position isn’t exact. I mean, it’s close. My head is on the floor and that seems the critical part to me. Like bowing to my lord and master. So, I’m bowing. That seems like something a slave does. I know that when he held my arms up and me down, my ass was sticking up like a target. I know that now it’s just a little more comfortably protected. In my book I was doing it right. If he wants my ass and pussy, all he has to do it pull my arms up again. 
I sense him circling me and apparently I’m OK because he doesn’t say anything. He leaves and comes back. Again with this waiting. The anticipation drives me nuts. I just wish he’d say…  ow, and ow, and I put my ass up in the air. What the hell was that? My ass stings from whatever he did. It was quick and light. Not a paddle. Just a snap, like maybe he’d snapped me with a rubber band. OK, OK, play with my ass and pussy. I wait patiently just like I have all night long. Come and get me. Here, let me help. 
MASTERIUS
Masterius Posts Friday, 8 May
No sooner had I cropped her ass than she'd pushed it up. I debated making an issue of it; instead I just reached down, lightly caressed a cheek a moment before petting it. A sort of a 'good girl' pet. 
Well, no 'sorta' about that, I suppose. And, I suppose I should impress on her that slouching and disobedience wasn't something wise. Still, I kept reminding myself that she was a stubborn child, and that that doggedness was part of what I found appealing about her.
I could have murmured something like "Good girl," or "Good little fucktoy," but I chose to let my approval be as silent as my punishment had been. I was curious to see how she responded to that. 
Setting the crop down I pretty much repeated what I'd done last time. The gentle ass-cheek caresses, then teasing her tiny, tight, clenching rosebud, and her silky-smooth pussy cleft and slit. This time, though, I didn't take her as high as I had before. At least, not yet, anyway. And, this time, I didn't hold her bound hands up high as I played with her. I caressed her body, her arms, hips and flanks with my fingertips as my other hand fondled and played with her. But, like last time, I kept wordlessly crooning my pleasure, now and then a low deep groan as I struggled to keep from just taking the helpless sexy toy in front of me.
Once she'd started quivering, once her breathing had started to shift, this time when I shifted from fondling her sweet little pussy, instead of returning to her pink-brown winking ring I took out the KY tube and opened it. Squeezing a dollop onto my fingertip I lightly touched her anus with the gel, then gently rubbed in circles, smoothing it around.
She wasn't expecting that. And it was obvious that, while she didn't know what that junk was... it probably didn't herald a 'good thing' for her. Once I had smoothed the gel there I picked the tube back up, then picked the small-medium anal plug up, squeezing a liberal amount onto the plug then evenly smearing the front half of the plug's tapered end.
I paused at that point, considering something, then added:
Little slave, I'm including a link that will show you what plugs like those look like. Check with dad before going there. If he permits you, then you may go and see what plugs like these look like.
I was almost positive her dad would permit it. But almost wasn't quite the same thing as absolutely positive, and I wasn't about to take any chances. 
Capping the KY I slipped it back in my pocket then picked up the plug again. Placing the rounded, blunt tip against her tight quivering anus I socketed it in place there. I would have preferred 'introducing' her to these plugs by using the smallest of them. The problem with that size, though, is that the 'flare' was simply too small to keep it in place and inside on its own. 
Unlike the next size up... which I was using.
I circled and wiggled the tip around a bit... then gently pressed. Then circled and wiggled... and gently pressed. And as I was doing that I kept lightly stroking her pussy with my other hand. I kept gradually easing it inside until it had expanded her about a quarter of the width of the widest part... then paused. I really didn't have to pause: between the taper of the plug and the KY there was no way she could have prevented me from fully inserting it. 
But she still wasn't going to prevent me, and I'd chosen to go slow, to give her —well, her anus, anyway— time to adjust and adapt. Perhaps not fully do so, but at least more than she'd have gotten if I had just smoothly pushed the full length inside at one go.
Once I'd paused there I waited a couple of minutes, all the while caressing and stroking her slit, a fingertip gliding up and down just inside, lingering at her clit and lightly circling. Then, after a few minutes had passed... I let the plug slowly ease backwards, until just the tip was pressing against her now-closed ring. And then I pressed it back inside, a single smooth insertion, as deep as it had been before.
In and out, in and out, taking several seconds each time. I did that for several minutes... then returned to the gentle press, push a bit deeper, then hold and wiggle. This time I paused once it was opening her half the maximum flare, then again I let the plug slowly ease backwards until just the tip was pressing against her. And then again I pressed it back inside, a single smooth insertion, as deep as it had been before.
It took about twenty to thirty minutes, but finally I pressed the plug deep enough that the widest part slipped inside her. My face felt burning hot as I watched that tight, quivering ring, glistening with lubricant, vainly strive repelling that invader. Watched as it suddenly, tightly closed around the narrow end behind that flare, clenching down and holding it deep inside her.
Watched and listened as she struggled to expel it, and each time she tightened down on it to push it out... only sucking it deeper inside her.
Now I paid full attention to her pussy and clit, quickly caressing and stroking, nudging her higher and higher until, once more, she hovered on the edge. I wordlessly crooned, I deeply purred. 
And then, once she was making rapid little snorted breaths through cutely flaring little nostrils, once her body was flushed, sheened with sweat, then I finally spoke.
"Master's little fucktoy needs to cum, yes?" I very softly murmured, my voice like molten sunlight bathing her. "It looks that way to her Master, oh yes. But... I might be wrong." I lightly rubbed her little clit, now quite swollen, quite slick, and hidden beneath its protective hood. "All a little fucktoy has to do to get Master to let her cum... is push that plug out of her. She can do that now. She's been very good holding it in for Master, like the good little fucktoy she is. But she can push it out now... if she wants to cum, that is."
I knew there was no way she could ever push that out, but I was very interested to see just what she did and (tried, anyway) said.
Oh yes... very interested indeed!
I sent that off, wondering how my little slave would feel reading that. And wondering what her post reply would be. In the meantime, I went to the website where I'd found a really nice collar. It wasn't the one I'd originally thought to buy her, but I thought, after seeing it, that this would not only work better but look nicer, too. It was called a "Locking Watch Band Neck Collar"* and, indeed, the collar did resemble a watch band. The collar was made of shiny, stainless steel, flat flexible links, and looked quite lovely. And, just to make it even sweeter, it did lock... without needing an additional padlock. It used a special key, which meant that, once locked... it wasn't coming off, unless you had the specialized key. 
I ordered the smallest size, paid for it and had it shipped to the P.O. Box Winry had supplied. It would probably be a bit loose on her (the smallest size was a 16" circumference) but I was positive I'd have no difficulties modifying the size... once I had her here with me.
Damn! Was June 10th ever going to get here??
*for those that want to see it: 
www.extremerestraints.com/locking-watch-band-neck-collar_2184.html
KENNA
Winry IMs Friday after Dinner, 8 May
CRISIS!! Sir, dad is sending me to summer camp. Two months!! I don’t think I can get out of it. What about us? What about the RP? 
I’m beside myself with anger at my father. He is being so selfish. We won’t get a chance to spend time together at all this summer. Does he think that’s unimportant? And the relationship with Masterius had gone too far to stop. I’ve resigned myself to the fact that I’ll have to wait nearly two years and hope he lives in South Carolina in order to take this to the next level. Yet, two months… the whole summer… seems like ages to be without a rope on me. 
I thought dad would understand. He started me on it. He’s helped Masterius take me to new levels. Now he wants a cooling off period. “Be 12 for the summer.” Surely he heard the steam come out of my ears when he said that. 
Sir, I know there’s nothing you can do about it. Just that I know you’ll understand. Dad doesn’t. 
I’ll be off line for a few minutes to get tied in place and then I’ll post. 
MASTERIUS
Masterius IMs Friday, 8 May
Well, I'd known at some point her dad would tell her about 'summer camp'. I just hadn't known when he would. Now I did.
The problem was I hadn't, as yet, figured out how to 'react' when Winry inevitably found out about summer camp. (Which was the same problem I was likely to face with Kylie and Mr. Eric, if Kylie should ask Mr. Eric about Brittany) One thing I did not want to do (in either case) was outright lie. Fib a teensy bit, maybe, but not bluntly lie.
Ack! Summer camp? When? And for two months?? This came up sudden, didn't it? 
I don't know what to do about us or our RP. Although, to be honest, I'm more concerned about us. I don't suppose they permit laptops there and they might have wireless access?
Little slave, I'm not sure if this will help any, but no matter what might happen, I won't be going anywhere. I am your Master; you are my little bondage playtoy slave. I'm sure dad has a very good reason for sending you to summer camp. I don't think he's doing it just to be mean, or that he doesn't care about, well, you and I. 
When is summer camp? How much time do we have together? Maybe I can think of something. I don't know what --yet-- but maybe I can. OK? 
I left it at that for now. I didn't want to lay it on too thick, after all. And this would have, most likely, been my reaction had this actually caught me flatfooted and cold. 
Maybe in a week or two, though, once summer camp became obviously a 'done-deal', I might wistfully hint about wishing I could just kidnap her.
Masterius Posts Friday, 8 May
I could already tell that Winry was unhappy about the 'summer camp' arrangement. Had I not known of the real plan, I would have been unhappy, too. Nor could I blame her, either. I suspected that dad was going to be dealing with a very pouty, sulky, unhappy camper this next month.
And being aware of her 'avalanche' propensities and proclivities, I was wondering if giving her a month's notice was going to be opening a huge can of squirming worms. 
I had, after all, felt much like her at her age. Gawd, if I'd've only been able to find someone, well... like me, at her age. I grinned like an idiot picturing that. I'd loved both tying up, and being tied up, at her age. It had been bad enough I had no one to tie me up, and so had learned to do that to myself... however inadequate and, at times, unsatisfactory as that had been. But had I discovered someone —as Winry had with me— to do things with me as I was doing with and to her...
Had I discovered that someone, had just over a month and a half with them... and then had got planted in a summer camp for two months, totally isolated from all that... I'd've got nuts.
Much as I suspected my little slave would do. Unlike me, however, I also suspected my little slave might start taking matters into her own hands. And that could wind up being an enormous disaster!
I was pretty certain the June 10th date wasn't as much predicated by the end of the school year as it was by the start date of the summer camp. Which meant that —theoretically, at least— I could 'kidnap' her earlier than the 10th. I say 'theoretically', because while dad might agree to an earlier 'pickup', the mechanics of transporting her across country would be a nightmare. Driving almost four hours from summer camp to home would be bad enough. But cross-country? Yeesh! A quick MapQuest estimate showed just over forty hours distance. Figure twelve hours a day of driving, then having to figure out the means of necessary 'pit-stops' for her (eating, stretching, bathroom breaks) as well as stopovers for sleeping... well, I just didn't see how that could reasonably be done.
Then I stilled a moment. More than a moment, actually. 
Driving from California with her might be extremely difficult, yes. But... what if I didn't drive?
One of my passions was flying. As a boy I'd wanted to be a fighter pilot. Alas, my vision wasn't good enough to qualify, and my dream had been shot down —no pun intended. But while I might not ever be able to fly a high-performance jet fighter, I was still determined to fly. Over the years I'd learned how to fly, and by now had multiple certifications: airplane, single-engine, land (fixed-wing); airplane, multi-engine, land (fixed-wing); airplane, single-engine, land (rotary-wing). 
I'd learned to fly helicopters more as a lark than anything else, as my first love had been, and always would be, fixed wing aircraft. I'd leased quite a few different ones over the years, but three years ago I finally bought one of my own: a Cessna 421 Golden Eagle. I would have dearly loved purchasing a Cessna Citation X: a twin turbofan jet engine aircraft with a top speed of .92 Mach. Alas, while the 421 was only a twin engine turboprop, I'd also bought it for under two hundred thousand... as compared to the Citation X, which the cheapest I'd found had been nine million.
Still, the 421 was nothing to sneeze at: a maximum speed of 240 knots, a range of 1,700 miles, a service ceiling of 27,000 feet, and a pretty nice rate-of-climb of 1,680 feet per minute. An F-15E Strike Eagle it wasn't. But it also wasn't a crop duster, either. 
The Greater Cumberland Regional Airport was less than thirty miles away, at Wiley Ford. I had a hangar there for her. To help defray costs I leased her to a local flight school; they paid for the regular maintenance, and also paid me a nominal usage fee. I flew her about once a month, for several hours, often nowhere in particular, just enjoying flying.
One of the nice things (well, at least from the perspective of my budding idea) about the airport was that it wasn't a major, regulated one. The tower was manned only from 6:30 am to 8:00 pm, although the runways and taxiways were 24-hour illuminated. Which meant if I landed, oh, say at ten at night, I could then taxi to my hangar, park inside... and safely transfer a helplessly bound and gagged little playtoy slave from the aircraft to my work van. And a thirty-mile drive sure beat a three-and-a-half hour one, hands-down.
Plus, once I'd stowed her aboard in the first place and taken off, once I'd reached cruising altitude and speed I could set the autopilot. I'd be able to keep a much closer (and thus safer) eye on my little slave. 
"Damn."
I softly swore, then silently muttered to myself. Yep, this would be almost ideal... except for two things, one minor, one major. California was definitely outside the range I could travel, even with full tanks. To make this work I'd need them staying someplace closer than home. Maybe a weekend 'holiday' somewhere? Otherwise I'd have to plan at least one refueling stop.
The bigger problem was one I couldn't quite see an answer to. Suppose they did go off somewhere for the weekend. Somewhere isolated, say, a cabin in a park? How in the heck did I get from a nearby airport to pick her up? I suppose I could arrange for a rental car and have that waiting for me at the airport. But that meant I'd have to, after landing, get to the rental facility and pick it up. Then, after I got back to the airport (with my little slave nicely packaged for transport) I'd have to stow her aboard the aircraft, then return the rental car before returning to the Cessna. And I didn't much like the idea of leaving her alone like that.
Ah well. It was a nice idea. 
I just had to hope my little bondage playtoy slave could endure being unhappy this next month. Sure as Hell I'd have to remain patient!
KENNA
Winry Posts Friday, 8 May
Sir, the last day of school is June 5 and camp starts on June 10. We’re flying to Pennsylvania on the 9th. 
Of course, I’ll have my laptop there, Sir. Computer workshops are part of the deal, but I won’t be able to hit LB and who knows how close they chaperone chats. I can call you Uncle Masterius –wry grin- so we can chat, but I don’t like sleeping without being tied now. How weird is that? I mean, I don’t feel weird, but I can’t tie my legs and wrists with roommates. 
Think of something? You mean between now and camp? Or some way to “be together” during camp? 
He suggests he could think of something. I could think of something, but he’d be in way too much trouble. I could run away and find him. If I run away he’s the prime suspect and I don’t want anything to happen to him. If I actually find him, it’s just a matter of time before they catch him and it would be my fault. He’s the man who makes me complete. All that book learning and studying means nothing without the emotional/sensual/sexual experiences he’s bringing me.  He makes me feel alive and shows me there’s more to life than knowledge. I don’t want to stop for two months, but I don’t want to stop forever… which is what happens if I do something stupid right now. 
Don’t do anything crazy, Sir. I can take camp for two months. 
I start on a post for Brittany, but halfway through I realize I’m taking my anger out on her. She would not try to kick him with a plug stuck up her butt. God knows what Mr. Eric would do then. 
So I start over. 
Oh yes, I do raise my ass up for him. I know what I’m doing wrong and even though it just offers it to him more (and he might snap my ass again just for no reason) I offer it. I’m relieved to get a soft caress. He says nothing, so I can only assume that was the right thing to do. Then he pats my ass and it feels so much like petting a dog that I almost pull my butt back down. But, I’m not going to win this. Best to do what I know will save my ass, literally. 
Then he starts with the sexual touches again. I hate him for it. I hate that his hands don’t feel like strangers in places they should never have met in the first place. I hate that he knows the places to touch. I hate that his voice makes me tingle. I love how he makes me feel. Back and forth, around and around, softly touching and crooning, he takes me back where I was before. I remember just how callously he stopped and left me to drop from a boil to lukewarm. I expect he’ll do that again, but I can hope that he won’t. I squirm for him, chasing his hands and trying to get him to press harder in certain places. I feel that tingle in my pussy and my nipples. I feel that odd sensation of sexuality in my ass. I want him to have four hands. 
Then I feel him rub something on my asshole. I inhale sharply and tense. It surprises me, but now I know what’s to come. He’s threatened it several times. Now he’s going to rape my ass. I squirm a bit more, but really, just how much of that can I do and how effective is it? It sure doesn’t take his finger off target as he swirls the lotion around my asshole. I guess it’s more consideration than I thought. He’s helping to relax me instead of just hurting me. 
He’s in the wrong place to fuck my ass when I feel something press against my hole. It’s neither his finger nor his cock. 
OK, this pisses me off. My Master is screwing with his little playtoy. I know that he knows that is not what I meant when I said do something with the K-Y. I mean, OK, it’s nice and gentle, and he can do that to me someday, but his driving this little playtoy crazy while teasing a little fucktoy. Just how many damn games are there to play with a fucktoy and how many variations… oh and most importantly, will he someday play every one of them with me? Shut up!! What am I thinking? Me the fucktoy? Shiver. No way. 
I read his description of the plug. He’s mentioned them in other stories and I’m again amazed that they make these things… in sizes and shapes! Oh, I forgot…
Sir, dad measured me the way you wanted. I send him the measurements while they’re still fresh in my head. At least he didn’t ask for depth of my asshole. So I assume I won’t be getting a personalize butt plug. 
Whatever he’s using pokes *into* my ass. Which is surprisingly nice. The plug there and his finger on my pussy are a nice team. Just the little sensation of opening up my ass feels nice. Wiggling it is nice, too. Problem is that he already has me damn excited and now he’s just teasing my clit and my ass. I don’t doubt for a second that he knows exactly what he’s doing. 
No, c’mon, I get it. The PROBLEM is, he’s not stopping. Just how freaking long and big around is this thing? I squeeze down, like I’m trying to poop, but he easily holds it in position. Now I feel pretty well violated as it goes farther and opens me wider. It makes me feel full, like I have to poop, but I can’t. He takes his time, easing it farther and farther. I just want to scream at him to get it over with. I want to know how much longer it is. Yet, he moves it in with an agonizingly slow pace. 
It never hurts as he goes slowly and though he ought not to be doing it at all, he’s being gentle about it. The considerate rapist. Hmmm, no, he’s the kind owner. He’d doing whatever he wants with me, but he’s not hurting me. In fact, the worst part of the whole thing is his finger on my clit. My body is shaking with desire that he won’t do anything about. I’m trembling, sweaty, panting, and wiggling my hips. I can no longer focus to hate him. Then something really weird happens as my asshole closes with something in me. He pushed it in and leaves it. He put a giant cone in my ass and now it’s stuck. Trust me… I try to expel it and it’s stuck. 
I try several times and it won’t come out. It’s just too big around. I whimper at the thought of having this in me. It’s not uncomfortable. It’s stimulating in fact. His fingers are still busy in my pussy and clit, caressing softly. I need him to do it faster or not at all. 
"Master's little fucktoy needs to cum, yes?" His voice is that same taunting, teasing, rich, warm sound that makes me shiver.. "It looks that way to her Master, oh yes. But... I might be wrong." 
He teases my clit as he teases my desire. I moan back at him. I don’t make any coherent noises, but he knows he’s right. 
Oh hell, this is what he talked about on Sunday. Keeping me like this for hours. I don’t want him to do Brittany. I want him to do me! I’m squirming and rocking back and forth, but I’m on the barstool with naught but a towel and no permission to cum. 
"All a little fucktoy has to do to get Master to let her cum... is push that plug out of her. She can do that now. She's been very good holding it in for Master, like the good little fucktoy she is. But she can push it out now... if she wants to cum, that is."
He thinks I’ve been holding it in??? “Uh uh,” I moan back at him, trying yet again to push it out. I blush at the thought of him watching me try to poop. Teasing me with his fingers on my clit. Making me perform in front of him. 
I squirm my whole body, as if wriggling my shoulders might move the plug. I bear down on the plug, but that only heightens the sensation of its presence. I wiggle my hips in circles. I start bucking my hips like I’m fucking the air. That has absolutely nothing to do with trying to expel the plug. Bucking and pumping both have one purpose… to rub on his elusive fingers, begging to cum. I can’t believe what I’m doing right in front of him. I do manage to hate him again as I realize this whole session is designed to put me right where I am. The need is like a tangible thing. I can taste it and smell it. I can definitely feel it in the center of my being. My clit is throbbing and demanding. 
“Please,” I moan. “Harder? Please, a fucktoy needs to cum. I’m trying. It’s stuck.” I continue to writhe, beg, and moan and it all just seems to make him more excited. It’s so very frustrating to know I’m doing just what he wants and yet, I can’t stop it. He knows it won’t come out. I don’t know if it will ever come out. I start to worry. If not now, then when? “Please, Master. Fucktoy needs to cum. I’ll do anything. Please, help me.” At least I reason that he put it there, he should be able to get it out. “Fucktoy can make you happy.”
I don’t know why her orgasm is so important to me, but I’m not telling Masterius that. He’ll never let her cum. 
MASTERIUS
Masterius Posts Friday, 8 May
Sir, the last day of school is June 5 and camp starts on June 10. We’re flying to Pennsylvania on the 9th.
Damn.
At least we have a full month still together, my little slave. That's a lot better than finding out we only have a week.
Double damn. Well, it looked as if I wouldn't be able to expedite picking her up. One thing I was positive about: she wouldn't be at all amused if I forced her to miss any part of school. Needless to say, neither would her dad. But, dayuhm, I'd liked the idea of flying off with her better and better.
Uncle Masterius will be fine, 'niece'. --grins-- It'll be like code names for us. And I don't think that's weird at all. In fact, I think that's rather lovely. Although I do hope you'll be able to sleep at camp without being tied up. Might be hard to enjoy camp if you're groggy from sleepless nights.
And yes, I'd meant both: think of something between now and camp, and also think of some way to be together during camp. I'm glad you can take camp for two months. I'm just not sure your poor old Master can.
While I was writing a reply to her post I got another message. 
Thank you for the measurements my little slave. Now I can make sure I find things that will fit you. (
She had, almost right away, tried expelling the plug now buried inside her. I'd expected that, of course; that was, after all, a perfectly natural, virtually instinctive response. 
But those attempts were nothing compared to her efforts and acrobatics when I'd told her that if she pushed it out I'd let her cum. Oh Hell no, nothing at all like what I was now seeing and hearing!
I watched the flanged base of the plug repeatedly suck tighter against her as she tried pushing it out and only sucked it deeper inside. As she squirmed and writhed, desperately striving in vain to rub harder against my rubbing finger, frantically strained to push herself, somehow, someway, just that little bit further that she frenziedly needed. And all the while knowing that she'd never manage that...
Unless her Master permitted her.
Her squirms and pathetic muffled pleas only drove my arousal higher and higher, like a hurricane wind fanning an already blazing conflagration. I bit back the first couple of deep groans before giving up the ghost and just letting them free: deep, raspy inhales; low, rumbling groans. My eyes were blazing like white-hot steel, and my skin felt so tight and stretched, so flushed and hot.
“Please, Master. Fucktoy needs to cum. I’ll do anything. Please, help me.” A panted pause, then “Fucktoy can make you happy.” 
It wasn't that last that pleased me. It had been the "Please, help me," that sent a powerful tremor racing through me. Oooooh, yessss... how that had pleased me!
"Master doesn't see the plug out," I rumbled, my words a bit catched and husky. She sounded as if she'd choked back a sob, as if poised on the edge of wailing. Gently stroking little arms bound behind her I murmured, "But Master thinks a little fucktoy has been trying hard. Has she, hmmm?"
Her reaction to that had my breath sharply catch in a swift inhale. 
I started rubbing her tiny clit firmer and faster, shifting my hand was palm upwards, cupping her pussy, the tip of my index finger rubbing her clit... and the tip of my thumb just slipped inside her circling, gently stretching. Slipped deep enough inside her that I felt her abruptly stiffen and tense, an odd little sound simultaneous to my feeling a... barrier. I backed my thumb out just a hair, no longer pressing against her hymen, then went back to circle-stretching as I kept rubbing her tiny, now-buried clit.
"That's all Master ever requires of his sexy little fucktoy," I gently crooned. "That she try. Try, and do, to the very best of her abilities. And since my little fucktoy has been trying so hard...,"
I pushed her just that last little bit needed at that, sending her over the edge.
I was about to post that when I paused. I wrote a quick email but waited a moment before sending it.
I'm about to post. I'm also about to send an email, little slave. DO NOT read the email until you've reached the end of the post. Once you've reached the end of the post, immediately read the email.
Then I clicked send, and sent off the email I'd just composed.
Scratch. NOW, little slave.
KENNA
Winry IMs and Posts Friday, 8 May
Sir, I’ll just tell my roommates that I move too much in my sleep and being tied makes it better. Maybe I can even get to tie them? – grins – 
Read the post and then the email? Hmmm. I read his post and then open my email. “Dad, I have to go to the bathroom.” I don’t care if he knows the real reason, he does untie me and I go there just for show and then to my room… and scratch. 
I did. Did you?
I go back online and make a final post of the night. 
"Master doesn't see the plug out," he rumbles.
Duh!! That’s what I need help with. I think that actual sound that came out was, “Gaahhh.” It was more of a sob of frustration. If he won’t help now, then when? How will I get it out without him? I’m getting desperate for two reasons. His damn finger is making me into a little pile of goo. And I’m seriously concerned about an odd something or other he put inside me in a place it doesn’t belong that now won’t come out. 
"But Master thinks a little fucktoy has been trying hard. Has she, hmmm?"
“Eeeee, yeaaahhh, uh huh,” I squeal in agreement. It’s another duh moment, but I sense hope from his question. I stop everything and thrust my ass up as high as I can. He had been less demanding of the position of my ass as I worked to squeeze the plug out, but now it comes up, offered and ready.  “Out, please, and fucktoy makes Master happy.” He hadn’t attached any requirement more than expelling the plug, but I don’t believe him. He’s said a lot of things today that haven’t happened. My offer to make him happy in no way meant he would make me happy, but at least maybe after him.  
Then he starts rubbing hard and fast, like I would if I could. His finger works it just right and I feel his thumb press down inside me. I tense, but what the hell, he’s been everywhere else. “Ummm, sssss,” I moan. I mean to say yes, but just a hiss comes out. He pulls his thumb back away. 
Then I’m pretty sure he says I did good. I buck up and down as he rubs me hard and the tingle fills me. “Eeeeee, yeaaahh, ahhhhhh,” I squeal again, louder this time as I start to cum. I truly feel like little more than a toy that he’s wound up way too tight and now he sets me down to do my thing. Like a kid with a new toy he makes happy sounds as I do what he expects. Just not kid happy sounds… they’re man happy sounds, deep and rumbly. Me? I make noises, too. Gasps and pants and moans and squeaks of incredible pleasure. I buck my hips up and down. Mostly I just come apart at the seams in a lovely, wonderful figurative sense. 
I cum for longer than I ever have before. His strong fingers just keep me so high I feel like I’m flying. When it finally ends, I deflate. Toy balloon with the air let out of it. The fucktoy has a big smile under all that tape. I feel warm all over. Warm and wanted and loved in a way I never felt before. Special. Yeah, way special. I’m relaxed and I feel his hands still on me, just gently caressing again. He takes me back down gradually. 
Sir, what’s going on tomorrow?
MASTERIUS
Masterius IMs, emails and Posts Friday, 8 May
--grins-- That might work. --chuckles-- But then my little slave would be 'moving' for a different reason. So I'd have to say no, don't try that. Not for that reason, but because you're mine and I don't want others tying you.
Now I will, yes... picturing my little slave scratching and relieving her itch. 
And I did just that, too. With the end result being both utterly sated and drained, and wobbly weak and breathless. 
And a bit unsatisfied, too. I wanted to be the one to 'scratch her itch'. And knowing that in about a month I'd actually be able to do that was frustrating!
I'd never, in all my life, seen someone cum as hard, or for as long, as she did. Nor sound as vocal as she had. Even tape-gagged as she was she'd made the most incredible amount of noise. Quite lovely, very erotic noises, too. Her skin had actually mottled, turning crimson and alabaster. Beads of sweat dotted her flushed skin. Little hands had tightly fisted, then extended small fingers splayed and vibrating. Tiny toes had tightly curled and clenched, then splayed out before clenching again.
And she's strained against the ropes. Oh how she had strained! I'd watched as her flesh had dented and compressed under the ropes as she'd bucked and heaved. Not to escape them, no. No, not that. No, her climax had demanded she buck and writhe, kick and move... but the ropes didn't let her. And I wasn't sure —not yet, anyway— but I think that might have added to the intensity of her orgasm. 
I'd intended to make her cum at least twice, but this one had been so long, so hard and intense, I'd gain nothing by pushing her through another. Not only would nothing be gained, but I'd probably detract from, and possibly spoil, the euphoria she was currently enjoying.
So instead I started gentling her downwards near the end, watching as her spasms eased then ceased, replaced by more gentler tremors and twitches, as her grunts and squeals and pants altered to more of a soft, breathless panting. And still she gently twitched as aftershocks coursed through her. 
Alas, I'd planned working the plug in and out of her whilst driving her to a second one, intending to remove it just as she'd started to climax. Since I was letting her bask after the first (and only one, now) one, the plug was still in place. I knelt behind her, directly behind her, unbolting my robe and opening it. Gently grasping small shoulders I eased her back upright and kneeling, then I leaned forwards, chest against bound little arms, then draped my opened robe around her as best I could as I curved arms around her and... just held her.
Just held her as the aftershocks finally eased and vanished. Held her as she basked in the golden afterglow. Making wordless croons of pleasure and approval, of pleasure and pride as I oh-so-gently rocked her forwards and back as I cuddled her.
I had no idea how she'd feel about what had just happened in half an hour. Come morning. Later tomorrow. But I had no difficulty sensing how she felt about it now. Right at this moment. However, I had no problem whatsoever reconciling my feelings about things. I was inordinately pleased, for many reasons and on many levels. 
“Please, Master. Fucktoy needs to cum. I’ll do anything. Please, help me. Fucktoy can make you happy," had crossed one line. The mind-blowing orgasm that had just rocked her had crossed another. How she would resolve those in her mind I'd no idea. Not that it mattered all that much, as I'd enjoy my little fucktoy no matter how she did.
I finally kissed the top of her head, rumbling a very deep, very pleased and satisfied purr. Then I relaxed my arms and stood up... moments later firmly closing and locking the door behind me before padding up the stairs again.
Tomorrow, my little slave, after rising and doing your morning kneeling ritual, and after the bathroom and breakfast, you may relax and enjoy yourself until just before 11:30. Once each hour, between the time you wake up and 11:00, my little slave will drink a small glass of water.
By 11:30 you will have crotch roped yourself, and be dressed wearing a skirt with no panties. (Might I suggest the green silk top with the plum skirt? --smiles--) Between 11:30 and 12:00 my little slave will take a nice, leisurely walk around her neighborhood. No 'scratching' while you walk, however. When you return at 12:00 you'll first remove the crotch rope then strip before beginning the second part of things. --smiles--
MASTERIUS
Masterius emails Winry's dad, late Friday, 8 May
After sending that off I composed an email to her dad. I was going to need his help, after all. And, for one part at least, also his acceptance.
I would like to have Winry bound and gagged a certain way for Saturday. Not just a certain way, but also under certain conditions, which I'll explain in a bit. If you're not happy with some of those conditions, I'll understand, and will modify things in that case.
I'm sending Winry for a little walk around the neighborhood between 11:30 and 12:00. While she is gone you can get things ready for her return. 
Basically I'll want her hogtied and gagged. (where this is done depends on things). Ideally I'd like her in her room, inside a left-open footlocker or trunk. I don't want the lid closed, or even partially closed. The purpose of the trunk is to limit her movements and have her feel more confined. If you have neither footlocker nor trunk (or are not comfortable with using either) than the secondary place would be her special RP area.
In either case, first set out a very thick, folded towel for her to lay atop (the towel may have more than one purpose, first subject to your permission, then secondarily subject to how things evolve during Winry's session). Tie her as she was last Saturday (wrists and elbows behind her, upper and lower knees, ankles, upper and lower body/arms) except no crotch rope. Make sure the knots cannot be reached. Gag her with the large sponge ball and tape, then blindfold her. Help her lay tummy down on the towel, then tie ankles up to wrists in a hogtie.
If she is in a footlocker or trunk that's enough. If she's in her RP area then add a rope from the ceiling hook down to the hogtie rope, pulling up a bit.
Then set, or clip, or otherwise position a microphone near her head so I can hear her. It doesn't need to be full, two-way audio, but it's vital that I can somehow hear her.
Once she is fully tied, then you may tell her the terms of her bondage: I'm not untying her until she 'convinces' me she needs being untied (which is why I need to hear her). I'll need her (or your) messenger running during this. Once every fifteen minutes I'll post a message: No (which means no, she isn't getting untied) or Yes (which means she gets untied). Ummm... maybe Tickle, too (which would mean tickle the bottoms of her feet a bit --grins--) 
The one condition I'll need your acceptance with is... if I don't permit her release simply because she has to pee.
Honestly, I'm not sure what I'd decide if I understood she needed to pee really bad and was pleading to be untied so she could. I am sure the only deciding factor is how I felt she felt about that. Well, how she felt about wetting herself if I didn't untie her, I mean. If I at all suspected she'd be mortified, negatively affected, I'd immediately untie her. I'm just not sure how she'll react, though, and if that's not how she reacts...
See, the thing is, I'm not setting this up for that reason. It's not something I'm eager to experience with her, or have her experience. However, it is 'part of the deal' per se: being helpless. 
So if you're not comfortable with me, depending on things, electing to ignore an urgent need for the bathroom (for whatever reason; you won't have to explain) tell me. In that case, if it reaches a point that Winry needs to be untied before the dam bursts, I'll message a "Yes".
If you have any questions about tomorrow, please get back to me.
And thank you. 
In many ways I was a patient man. But, now that I knew what was waiting for me in a month's time, I was discovering patience was laughing at me. Hell, it was having a hysterical fit.
I did not want to wait. Not another day longer. The requisite delay was gnawing inside at my vitals, quickly consuming me. I wanted my little slave with me, right now, right this moment. 
I no longer wanted to 'long-distance' with her. Well, I did, but, well... fuckitall. 
Between her sending me her photo, then hearing her voice last weekend, then reading the lengthy email she'd sent me, it took only closing my eyes before I could 'see' her. But I wanted a shitload more than just that mental image, no matter how crystal clear that was.
I wanted to feel her. Smell her. I wanted to touch and explore her, feel the texture of her hair, her skin, beneath my hands and lips. I wanted to see her writhe and squirm. And, yes, buck as she climaxed. I wanted to hear her; hear everything from a normal, everyday young girl giggle (and even an exasperated roll-of-the-eyes sigh) to her grunts and moans as I took her through a climax. I wanted to smell her freshly shampooed hair... the musky fragrance of her arousal.
Damn!
He'd mentioned 'The Idea' exactly two days ago. I had another thirty-one days left. Thirty-freaking-friggin'-fucking one days left! 
Yet I couldn't see any reasonable way of 'expediting' things. Not when Winry had just told me the last day of school was June 5th. I very much doubted that her dad would permit an earlier 'leave of absence', and I was pretty sure Winry wouldn't like missing any classes. Still...
It'd certainly really feel like I was kidnapping her if I could do that.
Oh well. I was planning on mentioning my flying her anyway, so what the Hell.
I composed an email to her dad. The bulk of it I encrypted using PGP and attached it, while the actual body of the email was rather short.
I've attached a PGP-encrypted file to this. You'll need to contact me for the decryption password.
The actual attachment was the following:
I've been considering some things since we last communicated. I would have sent this in the other, earlier email but, for reasons that will become obvious, I wanted to assure prying eyes couldn't see this.
Although there shouldn't be any difficulty in 'picking up' Winry at the cabin, if I've estimated distances and such reasonably accurate, I'm looking at a drive time of around four hours. Although that's not unreasonably long, I do have to factor in the logistics of how to safely package and transport her for that drive. Since I do intend to keep her bound and gagged until reaching my home. 
We both know that this won't be an actually kidnapping. And so will she, within no longer than a day, anyway. But I do want her to feel, for as long as possible, that I've really kidnapped her. And walking out of the cabin with her and tucking her into a car, only to have to shortly stop, untie her and have her get dressed, well... understand?
The risk of getting pulled over is extremely small. So is the risk of an accident. But negligible isn't the same as nonexistent. Then there's the not-insignificant matter of keeping an eye on her during transport. That's not very easy to do while I'm driving. 
All of those are surmountable. But while I was considering them I'd also thought of something else. Perhaps this might sound quibble-ish but, as I know you're certainly well-aware, Winry is extremely clever. After the initial shock of the 'kidnapping' has passed, how long is it going to take for her to realize I'd have had no way of knowing where to find her? She'd have to deduce —and fairly quickly, too— that if she hadn't told me where the cabin was, you would have had to. And if you'd told me where the cabin was... understand?
I have an idea. I'll give you the 'bare bones' of it, and let you see what you think. 
Basically, how would you feel about me flying her from there to here? I have a private pilot's license, and have been a certified pilot for over ten years. I also own a Cessna 421 Golden Eagle. I can fly 1,700 miles with full tanks, and cover that distance in a little over six hours. 
Depending on the actual distance to reach the 'pick-up' spot, I might have to refuel. So the actual travel time would then have to include landing, refueling, taking back off, etc. Compared to a four-hour drive, that might sound lengthy. But there are certain advantages if we flew.
One is that, once I have her aboard, and once I'm at cruising altitude and speed, I can set the autopilot. That means I can leave the cockpit and go back where she is, and keep a much closer eye on her than I could if I were driving. Another is that I don't have to worry about being pulled over by a cop because a taillight stopped working. --grins-- I also don't have to worry about accidents, gridlock, emergency road constructions, or anything of that nature. 
Plus I think the sheer fact that I was flying off with her might increase the thrill and 'realism' for her.
And it would seem a lot more 'believable' if, say, on a Friday she told me you and she were going someplace there, and I wound up 'kidnapping' her the following day.
And, I suppose, I have two additional reasons for wanting you to consider this. One is that, while I'd never actually really kidnap her, this would be about as close to 'real' as possible. Both for me and Winry. And the other, ah, I'm sort of hesitant confessing to.
I'm really eager and anxious to have her with me.
I truly hesitated about sending that last. I really didn't want him suddenly reconsidering things. 
But it was how I felt, after all.
KENNA
Winry IMs Friday Night, 8 May
-frown- My Master misunderstood me? I would not let anyone else tie me. I can tie myself. I was just kidding that *I* might tie the *other* girls. Sir, you might like the idea of four girls all tied in the same room? 
My email is still open. I was hoping for the very email that he sends. I shiver at the thought that he did it while picturing me. I want him to be the first man that I watch cum. Face it, I want to do every first in the world with him. 
Sir, I don’t see the point behind drinking water, except one thing. Am I not to pee all morning either? What happens after noon? 
A Master might suggest the green blouse and plum skirt and a little playtoy *will* wear it to please him. Since you haven’t seen the plum skirt, a little playtoy wants to make sure her Master knows the neighbors won’t see her knees. 
Good night, sir. I will post at least once in the morning. 
MASTERIUS
Masterius IMs Friday Night, 8 May
Oh dear Lord, I did misread and misunderstand. 
Jeez... four girls all tied in the same room, and my little slave one of them? --deeply shivers-- Is my little slave trying to kill her Master? [image: image20.png]



No, you aren't to pee all morning, once you've woken up and initially gone to the bathroom. As for what happens after noon... you'll just have to wait and find out. --wickedly grins--
Ah. Thank you for informing me of that. Hmmmm... I'd like a shorter skirt, yes. I'll leave it up to my little playtoy as to which skirt would work (and look) the best. 
Good night, and very sweet dreams, my sexy, pleasing little slave! --kisses your cheek—
KENNA
Winry’s Dad Emails Friday Night, 8 May. 
I don’t see a problem with any of your plan for Saturday. Just a little modification. I don’t have a footlocker for her and tying her in her RP space takes away my office from me. I’ll need to be in my office at my computer to see the IMs and I don’t much want to share the experience with the two of you. 
I’ll install a solid hook in the ceiling of her bedroom. She’ll be on the floor at the foot of her bed. I’ll have a microphone there for her. 
Just two thoughts occurred to me. One as a result of the RP involving Brittany. Winry has already told you that her breast and vagina are off limits for my involvement. I hope it’s obvious that butt plugs are also off limits. Second, I’ve cooperated with an imaginary webcam. There will never be an actual webcam. It’s not something you have ever asked for, but I just want to make sure you don’t. 
Winry’s Dad
Winry Posts Saturday Mid-Morning, 9 May
I float down from the wonderful orgasm. As I do, I go from goo to Jell-o. I’m aware enough to start recalling what happened. His hands and his voice are so soothing as he enjoys me. There is no doubt that he enjoyed doing what he just did and is still doing. No doubt that he enjoys having a fucktoy. He enjoyed me without actually cumming himself. I wonder if what he just did was what he meant by ass rape. It was about the opposite of what I expected. 
As he wraps his robe around me, I feel his naked body against and over me, cuddling me without being demanding. I feel the primal need of a cuddle after sex and appreciate that he understands. I remember watching him cuddle Kylie. She had a little more freedom, but other than that it’s not much different. I’d envied her then and now I just enjoy his gentle attention as she had. 
I’m back upright, no longer offering myself, but instead taking what he gives. I’m not ready for it to end as he gives me a little pat, a little kiss, and a final soothing sound. Then he leaves. The thoughts that had started to gel in me get clearer as he leaves me alone. Now I’m a limp little girl, slumped a little as the memories flood in. The feelings give way to conscious thought. I lean forward with my head on the floor and then just fall to my side, knees to my chest, as close to the fetal position as I can get. 
He had no right to do that. I don’t care how good it felt. He had no right. I can already feel the road to surrender. The first time his hands had been unwelcome. They’d become familiar with me, drawing out feelings I didn’t want to share with him. His presence had once terrified me and now I want him back… not this time and not now, but I had wanted his return that last time. Given a little more time, I know I’ll want him back again. Left alone I’ll want his touch. After his touch, I’ll want more. I hate him. I hate him. I hate him. He’d made me feel better than I ever imagined possible. I can see that I could want that again. I know that he can make me want it. Oh fuck do I hate him. Him and his oh so superior ‘I’m your master’ attitude. 
I’d fucking begged for him. Called myself a fucktoy. Because I had been one. A mindless little begging toy playing the game without knowing the rules. He’d driven me to a place of want and need and then held me there, making me beg for the final ecstasy. He’ll do it again. What really scares me is that I can imagine my resistance fading. His hands had become familiar. Forced orgasms will become familiar. Begging will become familiar. Being a fucktoy will become familiar. Even as I start crying I know that someday I won’t cry when I think about being his forever. I so fucking hate him. And I’ll do everything I can do to stay Brittany Ruth Hanson. He won’t win this. 
I cry for a few minutes lying in the dirt in a secret basement of his house. I wonder if he’s coming back. He didn’t say good night. I don’t know how late it is. I’ve been fed, bathed, and ass fucked. How much time has passed? I’m tired and yawns are very unsatisfying when your mouth is taped shut. Is he really going to leave me tied like this all night long? Jeez, I hope he comes back. I pull my knees tighter to my chest and cry some more. Dammit, I already what him back. 
Sir, I posted. 
Winry’s Dad Emails Saturday Morning, 8 May
No, let’s stick with the plan. I don’t see how an airplane on auto-pilot with the pilot distracted by a gagged and bound girl could be considered safe at all. I understand you could make sure she isn’t in distress, but if you miss radio calls or in-flight checks, then you put her in more jeopardy than a car ride. 
Since you mentioned that you would like to pay more attention to her en route and I agree that is a good idea, my suggestion is that I drive while you make sure she’s OK. She would have no way of knowing that I am involved in the caper if I stay silent. She would merely know that you have an accomplice driving while your attention is on her. It has the obvious side benefit for me that I would know exactly where you are keeping her for the summer. 
Winry’s Dad
KENNA
Winry’s Audio Session, Saturday 9 May
Sir, I’m back from my walk. I picked the flowered skirt. It’s just a little breezy today. Not quite enough to actually be embarrassing, but it didn’t let me forget about the missing panties. 
Dad’s letting me IM you just to let you know I’m about to be tied up. I got a bad feeling about this. If you’re gonna do what I think you’re gonna do… 
Ten minutes later…
“Hey, whass a ike-a-hone hor?” [Hey, what’s the microphone for?]
Sounds of snorts of frustration and obvious squirming and struggling. 
“I nah geh-in ou a iss.” [I’m not getting out of this.]
More struggling. 
“Iss is ean. I gonna haf a ee.” [This is mean. I’m gonna have to pee.]
“Ees, you wan ee a ee? Baa ahhhssser.” Giggles. [Jeez, you want me to pee? Bad master.]
“I sosa geh ou ahor I ee? [I’m supposed to get out before I pee?]
I’d had an inkling that his plan was something like this. Why else would I drink all morning and not get to pee? Once dad tied me, it was pretty obvious. My first thought was I supposed to get myself untied so I could go to the bathroom. But, this isn’t like last Saturday. Not a single knot is coming undone. I’m here for a while. Specifically, I’m here until dad unties me. So I figure that Masterius is listening to me and on an IM session with dad. Blush me crimson all over. He’s planned this and dad is in on it. Hey, dad, pull over at the next rest stop. 
“I gonna geh you.” [I’m gonna get you.]
Probably not a good idea to threaten my Master when I’m in this position, but I’m sort of having fun. He has a devilish way to make me squirm, doing a horizontal pee dance. If it were somebody else it would be funny. I just wonder how he’s gonna know when I really have to pee so he can tell dad to set me free. And I have to let him know in time so that dad has 5 minutes or so to get me untied so I can get to the bathroom. 
So, that’s where the microphone comes in. I just have to tell him. I work at the ropes for another 15 minutes. By now I’m panting through my nose. Snorts and sniffs come out that he can most certainly hear. I just hope he doesn’t confuse those noises with when I’m excited. As I start to get desperate, I let him know.
“Gah-a ee now. Eeeweee gah-a ee.” [Gotta pee now. Really gotta pee.]
I wait for the sound of footsteps. 
“Whaa you hinkin? Wanna hew you.” [What you thinking? Wanna hear you.]
No sounds and we’re starting to cut into my margin of error. I’m running out of time. The thought occurs to me that he wants me to pee like this. I pull against the ropes, making louder grunts. I start to feel true frustration. I’m totally at his mercy in a way I never imagined. I’m going to pee myself. How helpless is that? If he’s gonna make me beg… shiver. 
“Nah uch hime lef.” [Not much time left.]
“Leessss, ahhhhserrr, I gonna ee. Can I geh unhied?” [Please, master, I’m gonna pee. Can I get untied?]
I’m getting desperate perhaps I can hold it just long enough now to make it to the toilet. 
“Wittle pwayhoy squirr gooh for asssherrr. Now isss hime a wet a wittle pwayhoy go. Leess?” [Little playtoy squirms good for master. Now it’s time to let a little playtoy go. Please?] For the first time my voice is whiny. 
“Aahhhhhgggg.”
I yell in frustration. So that’s why the towel. It’s not extra padding. It’s because I’m going to pee. I don’t beg worth a damn. It’s not a talent that I ever wanted to learn. Making Kylie and Brittany beg was damn hard. Doing it for real is just not working for me. Nope, what works for me is logical arguments, badgering, and demanding. It just doesn’t seem to be working *this* time. 
MASTERIUS
Masterius Emails Winry’s Dad Friday Night, 8 May
That should work, yes. Thank you --smiles--
Regarding your thoughts:
I pretty much understood the implications of the previously stated 'off limits'. And I've been working hard to make sure that those have not even risked being violated or exceeded. Given the implied nature of the 'off limits', yes, I can assure you that butt plugs weren't something I'd considered involving you with. I don't think we need to actually spell things out, but please, believe me when I say I understand the nature and rationale for the 'off limits', in all its permutations, as I respect your wishes and reasons.
As far as the webcam goes, I'd never ask or hint. Besides, I only have to wait a month, after all. --smiles--
MASTERIUS
Masterius Emails Winry’s Dad Saturday Morning, 9 May
I understand your concern but I think you may be misunderstanding both my intentions and the possible hazards. I wasn't planning on being out of the cockpit more than a few minutes at a time. Just enough to keep tabs on her. Honestly, once I'm at cruising altitude on an assigned flight path I could pretty much go to sleep without a worry, between being tracked by Air Traffic Control and my own onboard radar. Maybe it might help if you could see what the aircraft looks like?
I sent along anonymous links to a Photobucket account I'd just set up and had uploaded ten high-resolution digital photos of my baby. 
Your idea about my driving and you keeping watch as an 'accomplice' has some merit. But I'm really afraid that Winry would feel betrayed by that. This is something extremely personal and private to and for her, and it I were to spring an accomplice on her with no warning whatsoever I'm really afraid she'd feel betrayed. 
Still, if we do go with the drive idea from that cabin, I'm sure we'll work out the logistics of that. We have just over a month after all.
~Masterius
MASTERIUS
Masterius Posts Saturday Mid-Morning, 9 May
Rolling over I blearily stared at the alarm clock that was stridently 'dah-deet, dah-deet, dah-deet'-ing. Smacking the off button I groggily rubbed my eyes. That was odd; usually I was already at least half-awake before the alarm started going off. And I'd been having the strangest dreams...
Suddenly I jerked bolt-upright, eyes wide. I hadn't been dreaming. I did have a cute little kidnapped girl downstairs in my basement. A sexy little slave, naked, bound, gagged and blindfolded.
Then I groaned. Still plugged, too. 
Flipping the light sheet off, I quickly stood up, fighting another yawn. I'd been up way too late last night. Not that I minded, oh no! But I was going to pay Hell today for that.
Ducking into the bathroom for a morning 'pit stop' I flushed then grabbed my robe, pulling it on as I padded down the stairs. A few minutes later I entered the basement, seeing her curled up on her side.
MASTERIUS
Masterius Listens Saturday Noon, 9 May
The closer noon approached the more wired I became. Actually, that had started at 11:30, when my little slave was starting off on her walk. I didn't know what she'd chosen to wear so I couldn't really picture that in my mind. But I certain had enjoyed the mental image of her discovering the 'joys' of walking while crotch roped. 
I wasn't sure, exactly, how she'd react to that. But, based upon experience, most females found that walking that way could quickly bring them to close to, if not actually to, climax if they weren't careful. Picturing my little slave discovering that while also walking in a short skirt and no panties was, well...
Quite intriguing and stimulating.
Dad’s letting me IM you just to let you know I’m about to be tied up. I got a bad feeling about this. If you’re gonna do what I think you’re gonna do…
I couldn't help but grin getting that. I was pretty positive she'd put two and two together. I just wasn't sure what she'd do with that sum after the addition. 
About ten minutes later —I swear it was an hour, but the damn clock only showed ten minutes— I jumped as suddenly my speakers crackled. “Hey, whass a ike-a-hone hor?” 
Leaning back I grinned... and my cock —already partially erect— abruptly stiffened into instant hardness. Sliding the headset on, after first setting my mic for toggled speech, I sipped coffee and intently listened. Oh how I listened!
Over the ensuing forty-five minutes my little playtoy shifted from excited and playful through slight concern to rather anxious concern as her hydraulic pressure implacably grew. And as the minutes inexorably passed I grew more and more aroused. My skin felt stretched and taut, almost on fire. My cock was throbbing so hard, so powerfully, it was almost painful. Simply lightly pressing my fingertips against the front of my pants was enough to make my breath catch in a sharp, hissed inhale.
I was, quite literally, shaking in my chair. My body vibrating and trembling as I easily pictured my little playtoy hogtied and helpless. Pictured her as the realization of the situation truly registered, utterly helpless, this time unable to untie herself... and rapidly being unable to hold it in. And I didn't have to imagine what my little playtoy sounded like... I could hear her.
I hadn't really intended to ignore her pleas. I hadn't really intended to have her lose this battle and pee herself. But... now?
I groaned, then groaned again hearing her vocal response at hearing me make that sound. 
Shuddering I took a deep raspy breath before speaking, and my voice had a definite quaver to its deep, raspy, husky tone. 
"Master is very hard right now. He needs to scratch very, very badly. And when he hears his little playtoy go —and I will hear you when you do, make no mistake about that. Master will be able to tell— I'll no longer have to scratch... that'll just happen."
I took another deep shuddery breath.
"Master doesn't think his little playtoy really needs to go quite yet. I could be mistaken though. Hmmm? Perhaps a little helpless playtoy could be a bit more... sincere and convincing."
KENNA 
Winry’s Dad Emails Masterius, Saturday Afternoon 9 May (while Winry is holding her pee)
I did say this was hard for me. I do agree that being taken from home and flown on an aircraft would enhance the entire experience for Winry. I have to admit that perhaps I’ve vetoed your idea because I don’t want to enhance Winry’s already extraordinary experience.  I speak with little knowledge of aircraft and auto-pilots. Since I’m trusting you with her in so many ways already, I don’t doubt you have her safety in mind as do I. You have my concurrence that you can fly her cross country. 
Agreed that an accomplice would be a bad idea. 
As long as we’re considering ways to make this as real as possible for her, it occurs to me that picking her up the afternoon or evening of June 4 would have the best impact that I could allow. Missing the last day of school would totally surprise her, yet be of no consequence in the long run. Her return date of August 10 would not need to change. 
Let me know if you would consider and are able to do an early pickup since this cuts your preparation time considerably. 
Winry’s Dad
Winry’s Audio Session Saturday, 9 May
I hear him get excited over my need to pee. But I know it’s not the peeing part. It’s the part that he’s in control. It’s my struggles and my sounds. It’s him getting excited about me being so helpless… for him. His raspy breathing and the odd sound of his voice are making me excited, too. 
Then he tells me in no uncertain terms how excited he is. He’ll scratch just at the thought of me peeing. I have a chance to tease him… hah! The longer I can hold it, the longer *he* has to wait. 
More sincere and convincing? How about the sound of splattering pee? Would that convince him?
“Aasssherrrr is eree wong. Iss pwayhoy is gonna pee hor him. Iss too wate. A pwayhoy goh-a wern a beg beh-er. Meh-be geh ah-ee hew now I woen ee. Leess, ahhhser, doen ake a pwayhoy ee. For a wuv a Gah. Ih hur an I can’t hoe ih moe. Squirmy. Squirmy. I hink iss weakin a wittle.” [Master is very wrong. This playtoy is gonna pee for him. It’s too late. A playtoy’s gotta learn to beg better. Maybe get daddy here now I won’t pee. Please, master, don’t make a playtoy pee. For the love of God. It hurts and I can’t hold it more. Squirmy. Squirmy. I think it’s leaking a little.]
“I gonna hell you when I hee. Wanna hew you cum. Leeese, I goh-a. Eeeeeez,” OK, that high pitched sound startles me and I made it. “I needa swkach ih you. Can I?” My voice goes high again as I say, “Somabit, I can’t hop ih. Heein hor asssher.” [I’m gonna tell you when I pee. Wanna hear you cum. Please, I gotta. Jeez, I need to scratch with you. Can I? Son of a bitch, I can’t stop it. Peeing for master.”
I blush crimson as I feel my bladder let loose. It’s embarrassing to pee when he knows what I’m doing. I know he can’t see, but he can hear as I let out a loud, “Aaaahhhhhhhhh,” of relief as it flows out. Loud and long. “Aaaahhhhh.” Peeing myself. Hey, you getting this Master? How convincing is this? “Aaahhhhh.”
Then I’m struggling and squirming and moaning and whimpering in wild frustration. “Doen sen ah-ee in, asssherrr. Gah-a… uhhh… ohh… gawww… cant… eesus… leese… ohhh… ohhh…” Bang, I hit the footboard of my bed. “Wooo… ahhhhh… ummmm… hoe-kay… nah cummin.” [Don’t send daddy in, master. Gotta… uhhh… ohh… God… can’t… Jesus, please…ohhh… ohhh… wooo… ahhhhh… ummmm. OK, not cumming.]
I shudder as I struggle to get myself under control. I am not ever going to cum tied like this. I’m not sure I’d want him to touch my clit now. I’d explode. Oh, forget it. I’d kill for the touch of his fingers there right now. I’m shaking, but at least I’m not bouncing on the floor and off my footboard. The sound of heavy breathing fills the room. I wonder if he actually came and was I suppose to hear it. I was pretty much out of touch with everything for a while. The smell of urine fills the room, more erotic than I ever remember the smell before. 
As my breathing comes back under control, I’m amazed at how exciting it is to be totally helpless. That was wild. The idea that he was excited by me struggling not to pee and then excited by me peeing turns me on. I’m resting practically in the warm afterglow of sex, just short one playtoy orgasm to make it perfect. 
“May a pwayhoy be unhied now, asssherrr?” [May a playtoy be untied now, Master?]
MASTERIUS
Masterius, audio, Saturday 9 May
I was just about to type "Yes" and tell my little slave to hold on, I was having her untied when I froze in mid-type. My little slave had been speaking throughout her 'ordeal', but only a few words at a time. Now, however...
Now I heard a series of rapid, mumbled muffled sentences. Many of them. A virtual monologue, and I sat there, transfixed and mesmerized as I listened. Listened, and almost wept, wanting to be there. Be there, watching her as well as listening. I swallowed, hard, listening to her, my cock throbbing and pulsing. Listening to her shift from pleading to be let go before she wet herself to begging to hear me when I came. When I came from hearing (and knowing) my little helpless playtoy was wetting herself.
I fumbled at my zipper, gritting my teeth. I was so hard, so close, I was afraid if I wasn't careful I'd explode before I got it out. Frantically grabbing tissues from a box on the desk with one hand I grasped my cock with the other... and shuddered, panting hard and groaning as I erupted, spurting into the tissues as I heard her peeing herself. My eyes were wide and unseeing, and a distant part of me was shocked at feeling this turned on because my little slave was peeing herself.
Shocked... and thrilled. Hugely thrilled. 
I shuddered as pulse after throbbing pulse spurted, feeling as if I was turning inside out. Then abruptly slumped, hoarsely panting. My ears were hot and ringing, my face flushed and burning. I softly moaned, sharply shivered a moment. Then moaned again as I heard my little slave pleading for permission to cum herself, then heard her frustration as she simply couldn't push herself, tied as she was, to that point.
“May a pwayhoy be unhied now, asssherrr?”
"Ah, um... in a moment."
Well, that's what I'd intended to say, anyway. What actually came out was more a strangled-sounding garble. I swallowed again, licking my lips, then another sharp deep shudder rippled through me.
I was sitting there, my cock —now limp and quite happy— still extended through an unzipped, open fly. But just listening to her, picturing her, was having it stir and twitch, begin swelling a bit again. 
"In a moment my little playtoy," I finally managed to get out, my voice low and deep, rich and thick with utter satisfaction, pleasure and satiation. "In a moment. Mmmmmm," I purred. "That was nice. Ooooh yessss. Veeeery nicsssse."
I listened to her for a few more minutes then, a bit more composed, "Master's very pleasing little playtoy needs to scratch now, hmmm? Mmmmmm... yessss... I can see she does. So squirming and goosebumped and sweaty. Can she picture her Master coming over now? Crouching down next to her? Rolling her a bit to her side, seeing that now-wet towel —and now wet little playtoy? Then reaching down to rub her tiny sexy slit? Rubbing a fingertip up and down, rubbing her little clit? Mmmmm... Yessss... it sounds like a little playtoy can picture that."
"Master will have his little playtoy untied very shortly now. And once she is, she is to hop into the shower first thing and, even before washing off... she is to scratch."
Then I typed "Yes" in messenger and sent that, then leaned back, eyes closed, lightly stroking my now-engorged cock as I listened to my little slave as she waited to be untied.
Masterius Emails Winry’s Dad, Saturday, Late Afternoon, 9 May
Let me know if you would consider and are able to do an early pickup since this cuts your preparation time considerably.
"Whoo-hoo!"
I let out a jubilant war cry that would do a Sioux war chief counting coup proud. June 4th?? That was almost a full week earlier! Would I be able? Would I be able? Did the Pope crap in the woods? Was the bear Catholic? Fuck yes!!
I was grinning like a loon. Oh, this was going to be so exciting! I literally needed no preparation on my end of things. The only real planning would be at their end. And three weeks was more than enough time for that!
That would be just about perfect, yes. I think that's an excellent idea, and she certainly wouldn't be expecting that at all. Not that she would be expecting it anyway, but that should definitely take her by surprise. I can certainly make an early pickup, yes.
From my end I'm already as prepared as I can get. I'm really not going to need anything special for her. So the majority of my planning will, by necessity, involve things from your end.
I think the best thing to do is pick her up that night after she's been bound for bed. That way I can just 'sneak inside' and have her already 'pre-packaged'. 
Items we'll need to resolve are: 1) Where will I be picking her up from? 2) I'll want at least a few of her things packed. At the very least, one casual outfit and shoes. I have no problem (and will enjoy, I think) taking her out shopping for more clothes at some point. But she'll have to have something to wear for me to be able to take her shopping, 3) How I get back and forth from a local airport with her.
That last part is definitely something I have to work on. I could rent a cargo van from Enterprise, or a similar company, and have that dropped off and waiting for me at the airport for when I arrive, or take a cab to the rental place and pick it up, then have it picked up at the airport afterwards. Do you have any ideas about the transportation aspect?
Once I have the answer to #1, I'll be able to locate nearby uncontrolled airstrips and get a better handle on the transportation logistics.
Thank you for reconsidering this. It means a lot to me. And I'm sure it will also mean a lot to her, too.
Masterius
KENNA
Winry Saturday Afternoon, 9 May
As I relax, I listen to my master. His voice is rich and warm, though his words are way off. I have a soft little smile at the knowledge that he doesn’t fully understand me yet.  Need to scratch? No, that’s gone now. I peaked in a mental way that scratching can’t compare to. I don’t want to scratch now. Squirming and goose bumps? Nah. Sweaty? Sure, but now I’m calm. I do make some snorts and sniffs to sound like I’m excited just to please him.
I’m asleep when daddy comes to untie me. He does it nice and quiet, but I wake up anyway. He washes me with a warm rag and tucks me in bed. Daddy wasn’t even here and he knows. He’s always been there. Don’t know what I’d do without him. 
I wake up around 3:00 and lie in bed for a while just thinking. Daddy describes me as an avalanche to everybody. I prefer to think of myself as a nuclear reactor. Under the right conditions, I explode. My master just pulled all my control rods and I did explode. I just never did it while tied up before. What a rush. 
I’d been embarrassed. Not by peeing in front of him or by being so helpless. It was embarrassing to show that side of me. I’ve been trying so hard to hide it from him. At least from the sound of his voice and his words, he hadn’t noticed or hadn’t fully realized what he’d done to me. He’d said I was to scratch. He probably meant it as an order, but I’m not going to. If he were here, he could tie me up and make me… maybe. If he were here, he’d see me and decide not to… I think. Anyway, I think my secret is still safe. 
As I lie there, I start to think of a post for Brittany. What’s happening to her is starting to bother me. I’m going to have to make her behave a lot better. I’d held on to the idea that he’d come down one more time and untie her, but he made her spend the night like that.  It’s one thing for me to spend the night tied up, but I don’t think that’s what most little girls like. Brittany certainly didn’t like it. It’s not how I planned her character. I have to make sure I don’t play her like she’s me. I want to be in the basement. She doesn’t. 
So, I wonder just how desperate I would be to escape if it were me. Tied all day and night would get old. What if my master… OK, I’d like it. What if a strange man locked me in the basement with no hope of escape? I mean, if I banged my head on the hard dirt floor and beat myself bloody and broke my own nose, would he take me to a doctor? Could he take an Amber Alert girl anywhere? What would Mr. Eric do if Brittany did that? I mean… what will Brittany do if he leaves her tied all day long, too? I don’t think she’s that desperate yet, but I need to make her behave better so she doesn’t. 
Winry Posts Late Saturday Afternoon, 9 May
I wait for a while, but he doesn’t come back. It’s longer than any of the previous absences, so I finally stop crying and go to sleep. Asshole didn’t leave me a blanket or anything. The dirt floor is hard and I can only flip from one side to the other and that’s not easy. I try sitting upright and that gives me three positions, left, right, and up. Leaning forward doesn’t work for me. Lying on my back doesn’t work either. I get cold and can’t sleep. Crying and moaning and screaming are equally ineffective. 
The only clock I have is my stomach and I start to feel hungry, figuring it must be morning, but nothing happens. Sitting upright turns out to be the most comfortable position because I sit on my cold feet and keep them warm. My arms and legs ache from not being able to move. My back hurts. My knees and toes that I’m perched on are red and sore. I’m exhausted. What little sleep I got was scary. 
Hours and hours and hours and hours… and part of forever, too, the door opens. I don’t know what I’m supposed to do, but I lean forward with my head on the floor and my ass just as high as I can put it. It’s what he asked for last time and I’m not sure if that’s what he expects. “I didn’t do anything to deserve *this*, Master,” I tell him pathetically. He’s the guy that’s gonna feed me and, I hope, untie me, give me a blanket, put me on the cot, or something. Otherwise I’d tell him what I’m really thinking. 
After he does whatever he pleases, he’s gonna go to school and act like nothing happened. I’m missing and won’t be in his class. He’s gonna mark me absent when he knows full well where I am. He damn well better untie me. The thought that he might not makes me start to sob. Please not another whole day like this. 
Sir, since you said I could scratch, I put on my crotch rope and flowered skirt with no panties and skipped around the neighborhood for 30 minutes. –giggle-
I let 60 seconds go by. 
OK, so that was just an image I got while I was walking and the rope was rubbing and I knew I couldn’t do anything about it. 
Winry’s Dad Emails Saturday Afternoon, 9 May
I’m glad you can work it into your schedule. Sounds as if you could almost pick her up tomorrow, but she’d be upset about school. 
You’ll be picking her up from Santa Monica, CA. Santa Monica Airport is convenient and is uncontrolled from 9 pm to 7 am. Assuming you pick her up after 9, that should work. 
Packing a few things will be no problem. That makes the aircraft idea more appealing. Otherwise she’d have just her collar and ropes. 
MASTERIUS
Masterius, Saturday Afternoon, 9 May
I waited, listening, until I heard the sounds of her dad come in and begin releasing her. The audio cut off right around then, so I couldn't hear all of it. But enough time had passed from when I'd sent the 'OK to release' message to when he'd returned that I swore I'd heard her drift off to sleep.
She'd sounded... odd, just prior to that. I couldn't quite put my finger on it, exactly. Partly due to the fact that I was still lightheaded and giggly from exploding the way I had. She'd made some intriguing sounds before quieting, but they'd just seemed... odd. Puzzling. Oh well, I'd figure that out a bit later I supposed. Meanwhile...
I'd cleaned myself as I'd just quietly listened to her. And once the audio had shut off I messaged her dad, thanking him for his help and informing him I was logging off and going to go pass out for a nap. I'd almost added something about hoping this hadn't upset him, as I wasn't at all sure how he felt about discovering his daughter lying atop a pee-soaked towel, knowing full well I'd intentionally kept her bound and helpless, and had denied releasing her until it had been far too late. But I didn't; it had already happened, and closing that barn door after the horse had already galloped off would be pointless, and possibly counterproductive. Besides, if he was unhappy or perturbed over that I'd a pretty shrewd hunch he'd let me know.
I drifted off to sleep... eventually. I was hard as a rock... again. I kept replaying the mental images I'd had, kept hearing her sounds and words again, which made for a restless time actually dozing off... but made for some very interesting dreams!
Masterius Posts Late Saturday Afternoon, 9 May
My breath hissed as she, upon hearing the door open, struggled to lower her head, then pushed her pert ass up as high as possible. It felt like I'd just been punched, hard, in the gut and, in that moment, I realized that I felt towards her the same way I did Kylie. Well, perhaps not the exact same way, true. Or for the exact same reasons. But every bit as intense and profound.
It took me a few moments to decipher the woebegone, pathetic muffled mumbles I heard: “I didn’t do anything to deserve this, Master." She started softly sobbing, and I quickly closed the gap, kneeling next to her and giving her a quick gentle hug.
"Shhhhh... shhhhhh," I softly hushed. "No, this wasn't because of anything you did, no." I lightly, soothingly stroked her arms and sides a moment. No, I hadn't done this because of anything she'd done, true. I'd done it because of what she was. 
A little slave. A little fucktoy.
Reaching behind her I lightly grasped the flange of the plug. I felt her tense but, before she really had time to react I gently eased it out. Then hissed again, eyes wide, seeing her tiny wrinkled rosebud remain gaped; wide open. That tight ring quivered, remaining open... then contracted a tad, closing a bit. Then quivered again. 
I gently stroked her sides and flanks, my breath catching in sharp little hisses as I watched. Watched as it took over a minute to fully close again, once more a tight little rosebud, but one that kept winking and quivering even now. 
I kept making soothing, approving little wordless noises all during that. And kept doing so as I guided her back upright then untied her ankles from her thighs, carefully helping her to —finally— stretch little legs out. Rolling her onto her belly I rested my hands atop thighs and calves, feeling them twitch and jump. But not cramp... which is what I was watching for. 
Once I was sure she wasn't going to cramp I gently patted her ass. "I'll be back in a few minutes," I softly rumbled as I stood.
I closed the door behind me then dashed up the stairs, softly swearing under my breath. I was already running late, and today of all days I didn't dare get to school late, or do anything, or appear in any way, out of the ordinary! Yet I also couldn't just leave her without feeding her, or caring for her.
Well, I could. That went without saying. Yet could, and should, weren't the same thing. Not at all.
Ten minutes later I was back downstairs, carrying a tray holding a plate of three scrambled eggs that had cheddar cheese thickly mixed with them, as well as two sliced of buttered white toast. As well I had three small glasses: one of cool water, one of orange juice and one of milk. I set the tray on a small table, slid the chair next to that then went over to my little fucktoy.
"Shhhh... easy now little beauty," I crooned, gently —but effortlessly, as if she weighed a feather— picking her up and carrying her with me. Sitting down I perched her sideways atop my lap, just as I'd had her sit yesterday afternoon in my classroom. Unlike then, she was completely naked. And, unlike then, as my robe had parted, what she was sitting atop was naked, too... and a certain aspect of that quite hard. Oh, very hard, in fact!
"I'm going to feed you now," I softly rumbled, "I'm sure you must be hungry and thirsty by now. "Then, after I feed you I'll untie you for a bit." She seemed happy at both prospects. Well, perhaps 'happy' wasn't the right word; grateful, maybe. 
Reaching up I gently started peeling the tape free from her cheeks and face. That took a while, both because of the amount of tape and because I didn't want to just yank it free. Once the tape was completely removed I stuck the straw in the glass of water then held the straw to her lips. "Sip a little," I crooned as I cuddle-held her secure atop me.
I'd left her blindfolded... because I wanted to. But while she sipped the water I had to reconsider. I could, quite easily, feed her blindfolded. And I wanted to do that. But I was already running late, and I couldn't afford the extra time doing that would entail. So, after she'd had a few swallows I set the glass down then slipped off the blindfold.
I patiently fed her, now and then giving her juice and milk between bites. And while I stayed hard, it wasn't the same as it had been last night. This was a different sort of arousal: more quiet and intimate, yet no less thrilling and pleasurable. Warmly gleaming eyes gazed at her with contentment and satisfaction as I fed her, and I simply reveled in the moment.
Once she was finished, leaving only crumbs, I softly kissed her lips. "Master has to be going now," I softly rumbled, picking her up as I rose.
Masterius Emails Winry’s Dad Saturday Afternoon, 9 May
Sounds as if you could almost pick her up tomorrow, but she’d be upset about school.
Oh, if you only knew, I thought to myself. Somehow I didn't think he'd be exceptionally pleased learning I'd been entertaining —strongly entertaining— thoughts of really kidnapping his daughter. So, oh yes, I could almost pick her up tomorrow... I could, most definitely, do so in three days. 
I could deal with her being upset about school. What distress she might have regarding that, I think, would easily be assuaged and balanced out by the 'actuality' of my kidnapping her, and almost positively with spending the summer with me. What I couldn't deal with is her absence effecting her grades and studies. There is no way I'd want —long-distance, like we have been, or otherwise— to ever interfere with her education. I do need to make that very clear, both to you and Winry. Her education, studies and grades are very important to me, because they are very important to her.
I carefully reread that then nodded to myself. I hadn't quite come out and said so, but the implication was clear: if he decided that missing more than a day of school would be ok, and wouldn't be detrimental, I'd certainly be ok with that, too. But I hadn't come right out and said that. I hadn't wheedled and asked if, perhaps, she could miss, oh, say the last two weeks of school.
I'm not sure how close Santa Monica is to the 'pick-up' site. Is it within 15 minutes? 30 minutes? I don't require the exact pick-up site yet, I just need a reasonable driving time estimate.
And yes, having a bit more than just her collar and ropes would be nice. She just doesn't need to know about that right away. --winks--
Speaking of which: I ordered her collar yesterday. It should be delivered to the P.O. Box by Monday afternoon. (Yes, I overnight shipped it --blushes--). It will have two keys with it. The collar can be worn without needing it locked. And I won't want it locked. As I've told her, her collar will be locked when the time comes she does belong to me. And, well... I think I'll lock it once I have her aboard. --smiles-- So, please, include the keys with what you pack for her. Otherwise I'll have to buy a spare set of keys. --grins--
As her usual bedtime during school nights is 9:00, she'll be ready at that point. What time do you usually retire? I'd like to arrive at a time that she could, and would, expect you to be asleep already. Having a definite pick-up time will help me schedule other things, like refueling stops and navigation. Although it helps not having to worry about being 'discovered' and having to 'cover my tracks' --grins-- I'm still a great believer in that 'ounce of prevention'.
Masterius
KENNA
Winry Posts Saturday Evening After Dinner, Tied for RP, 9 May
He shushes me and tells me I didn’t do anything wrong. I’m bewildered at the response for a moment. I had tried to escape… sorta. I had disobeyed… a little. I just thought his punishment was excessive and cruel. So, if he hadn’t done it for those reasons, he’d been cruel for no reason at all? That’s supposed to make me feel better? 
When he pulls the plug out, I gasp in pain. It sure went in easier than it comes out. I almost shit, too. Probably should have, but I fight to keep control. I don’t want to piss him off. My ass feels funny as it adjusts to nothing there anymore. All this time I hadn’t realized there was a handle sticking out my butt. 
As he softly strokes me and makes soothing noises, I think he’s wasting his damn time. There is no way he can make me feel nice this morning. Even when he unties me some I’m not the least bit happy. He should have done that last night. I get to stretch for a little bit and then he leaves, saying he’ll return in a few minutes. I have no guarantee of that. 
I roll around. I lie on my back and lift my legs up. I get to my knees and then knee walk until I bump into something and lever myself to my feet. Then I stretch some more. He didn’t say I couldn’t and I’m not going anywhere. Fuck him if he doesn’t like it. I wonder just what I look like. Bleary eyed? Exhausted? Tear stained? Bed head… no, tape head? He bathed me last night, then left me in the dirt. 
After a bit I figure that it’s me that’s fucked, not him, if I’m not where he left me, so I go back and drop to my knees and then lie down where I think I was. I hear him come in and lie to me again. Beauty? I look in the direction of his voice in disbelief. He ignores me except to put me on his lap and I try to shift off his hard on. Oh, thanks, I feel so sexy now. But, he says he’s got food, so I don’t say anything. I do soften my posture some to make sure I do get fed. 
Finally he gets the tape off. Even though he does try to be gentle, it pulls my hair as it comes off. He only did it so he can feed me. He only feeds me so he can keep me. For a moment I think he’s going to feed me blindfolded, but he takes it off. I drop my eyes so he doesn’t see my hatred. 
He feeds me, acting like it’s so special to do something like that. I suppose he doesn’t have to at all and that’s what really irritates me. There’s a constant reminder that I can’t do anything without him and it’s almost like I owe him for being nice. What if I was allergic to something? Lactose intolerant? Hmmm? He didn’t even ask if I like eggs. I’m supposed to think he’s considerate? I’m supposed to fall for this nice guy shit? Sure I act like I am. I eat everything because I’m hungry. But fuck it all, I’m hungry because he made me that way. 
Then he kisses me! Yuck! And says he has to go. What? I’m stuck like this all day now? “Mr. Eric!? I have to go to the bathroom! Please. You can’t leave me tied any more. You have a cage and a toilet in it. At least put me there.” I’m incredulous that he could leave now with me still tied. And with nothing to do but kneel, lie, sit, maybe stand around all day? Yeah, I shoulda shit all over his hand when he pulled out the plug. 
MASTERIUS
Masterius Posts Saturday, 9 May
There was no way I could miss or mistake that she was coldly furious. If she'd been any stiffer she might as well have had rigor mortis. On one hand I couldn't blame her. On the other, well... she'd just better start getting used to things.
“Mr. Eric!? I have to go to the bathroom! Please. You can’t leave me tied any more. You have a cage and a toilet in it. At least put me there.”
The pleasant smile I had vanished in an eye blink. Grasping her chin I forced her to look at me. "That's Master," I coldly informed her. "Understand? Master. Don't you ever forget that again. Got it?"
"And I can't leave you tied any more, can't I?" I growled, my voice very low and deep, yet rumbling like boulders grinding their way down a cliff. "Perhaps a little fucktoy needs to be shown otherwise?"
Standing up I carried her over to the post, setting her standing on her feet before locking the chain to her collar again. "Say one word, make just one sound," I growled, "and if a little fucktoy thought she was miserable last night, she'll be shown what true misery is."
Grabbing the tray I thundered my way out of the basement, slamming the door, hard, behind me, then headed upstairs. No sooner had the door closed behind me and my expression calmed as quickly as it had congested with fury. I wasn't as angry with her as I'd appeared... which wasn't the same as saying I was pleased. Not by a long chalk. 
"Shit!" I glanced at the wall clock as I sat the tray on the counter then placed the plate and glasses in the sink. I was out of time. I was going to be late unless I moved very, very quickly. And I had this sinking feeling that being late today would be a 'Bad Thing'. I bolted down a banana on the way upstairs, then quickly ran an electric razor over my stubble. It wasn't as close as my usual razor shave but it would have to do. Thank God I'd showered last night, because I didn't have time to shower this morning.
Tossing the Norelco back in the drawer I raced back downstairs, pausing a moment outside the door before padding back inside, heading right towards her.
KENNA
Winry Posts Saturday Night, 9 May
A cold stab of fear pierces me as he turns angry. No, he can’t leave me tied. It’s physically cruel. But, yes he can if he just doesn’t care. Or if a fucktoy needs to be shown who’s in charge. “I…”  Huh? What is true misery? You think you can do worse? I shiver at that thought. Then he leaves me. Tied. Fucking tied still. As the door slams I yell at it. “That’s Asshole. Understand? Asshole, and no I won’t ever forget it.” So fuck, I can call him Master, but it’s gonna mean asshole every time it comes out. 
Well, at least I’m not chained, gagged, or blindfolded. So, I kneel upright to plot my revenge. That is if I dare to exact revenge. I look around at the stuff in the basement. I consider his words about more misery. 
I’m kneeling there when the door opens and he comes back in, bee lined at me. I shrink back in fear. Did he hear me yell at the door? He hadn’t heard a damned thing before. I zip my mouth, figuratively since my hands are tied, having been ordered to not say a word and at the moment I don’t want to challenge that. I just can’t tell anything from his expression. I look down, not challenging the male gorilla. 
MASTERIUS
Masterius Posts Saturday, 9 May
I gazed at her quite hard, and as I did I sensed she was hiding something. What, I wasn't sure. But a flicker in her eyes warned me. I just didn't have the time to deal with her right now about whatever that might be.
I had no idea that my eyes had flickered, and clearly shown her my thoughts.
I also had no idea why she was kneeling, especially since that wasn't any easy position to assume when standing tied as she'd been. I just stared very deeply, very intently, at her for about a minute before curtly nodding, then walked over and across to one of the cabinets. Opening a drawer I selected two things —a pair of handcuffs that I'd extended the center chain to about twice its standard length, and a pair of legcuffs whose chain was standard size. 
Returning to her I stood her up then turned her around before crouching down behind her. Untying ankles I fastened and locked the leg cuffs in place, double locking them before untying upper and lower knees. Rising back up I untied wrists, locked one cuff in place... then paused.
Turning her around again I stared, hard, into her eyes. Then turned her around again, untied her elbows, then turned her another time, bringing her arms in front of her and locking the other wrist. Carefully ratcheting the cuffs down I made sure they fit snug-loose before double locking those as well. 
Picking up the ropes I carried them over to the bench, tossing them atop before padding into the cell. Picking up the chemical potty I carried it out, setting it five feet behind the main support post I'd chained her to. Then I shortened her chain to eight feet, which put her within range of the potty but outside the range of everything else except the rack and spanking bench.
I double-checked everything, not missing the way she started shifting her weight back and forth upon spotting the potty. I had a notion she suspected I was going to watch her use the potty. I would have, actually, if I hadn't been running so late. 
I also didn't ask her if everything was OK; not only would that have been pointless, it would have also been extremely offensive. So, once I was satisfied that she could (reasonably) move about and stretch, and could reach the potty without making a mess I padded out, this time gently closing the door behind me.
Fifteen minutes later I was halfway to school, driving a bit faster than usual. I was going to get there about ten minutes later than I usually did. Usually. Thank goodness. This wouldn't be the first time I'd ever been a bit delayed.
Oddly enough, no sooner had I started driving to school than Brittany faded from my mind. Because at school would be my Kylie, and I was so looking forward to my after school 'motivation' with her!
Masterius emails Winry, early Saturday evening, 9 May
Tonight I want my little slave tied tummy down atop her bed, with a pillow under her hips. She will be woken up with ten firm hand spanks.
Here is your task for tomorrow my little slave. Your dad will need to assist you with this.
After being woken up go to the bathroom, then get dressed in your one-piece swimsuit and have breakfast. Then you'll begin spending the day bound as follows.
First put on a pair of mittens. Leather, vinyl or leatherette ones would be best. Mittens, not gloves. Once the mittens are snugly pulled on dad will tape around the wrists so they can't be pulled off. 
The next two items dad will have to pre-prepare. They are effectively rope versions of handcuffs and leg cuffs. At each end of the rope is tied a very snug 'hangman's noose'. The length of rope used for this has to be experimentally discovered. For the handcuff version the length needs to be such so that, with a triple-loop at the 'noose' end slipped and then snugged down around your wrists, you have ten inches between your wrists. For the leg cuff version, the length needs to be such so that, with a triple-loop at the 'noose' end slipped and then snugged down around your ankles, you have fourteen inches between your ankles.
You'll start off by having your ankles 'leg cuffed'. Those will stay on until fifteen minutes before dinner. Your hands will be 'handcuffed' behind your back, and you'll be sponge-ball-and-tape gagged.
After an hour you'll be ungagged and your hands repositioned in front, 'handcuffed' there. After the next hour your hands go behind you again and sponge-ball-and-tape gagged again. Each hour you'll alternate back and forth between those two variations, until fifteen minutes before dinner. Then you'll be completely untied and ungagged, and Sunday's task will be finished.
My little slave may do whatever she wishes during the day. You just have to remain bound as described throughout the day.
KENNA
Winry Posts Saturday Evening, 9 May
I look up when he says nothing and see something I don’t expect. Anxiety. Impatience. I can’t figure out what I did to give him that look, but he’s also distracted. Cops at the door? Something going on upstairs? I’m locked in a soundproof room with him and nothing I can do. He stares at me and then nods, like he’s confirming my thoughts? Or just acknowledging my existence on some level besides fucktoy? 
Not knowing what else to do I hold my tongue. Especially when he gets out cuffs. I can instantly see the cuffs offer more freedom of movement. Crap, now I have to cooperate just to get a little more mobility. Then I realize he’s running late for school. How ironic. The teacher might be late for school because of me. I can’t think of any way to use that to my advantage though. I end up cuffed and chained to the main beam. 
I do note just how careful he is about keeping me at least partially tied at all times. He didn’t untie and then cuff, no, no, he’d been careful. The best that could be said was that I could stretch for the first time in hours. No, actually, as I thought of it, the best that could be said was he’d paid attention to what I’d said. It had even come out as a demand, at least I thought so, and he’d done it. Apparently he could be reasonable. 
I breathe a sigh of relief as he sets the toilet where I can get to it. I’m about ready to sit down and use it even with him watching, but he turns and leaves. “Thank you, Master,” I say as the door closes. Not so much as a, “You’re welcome,” from him. Dammit, it didn’t come out a bit like asshole. I’ll have to work on that. 
As I sit on the toilet, I look around. “A little toilet paper would be nice, asshole,” I yell at the closed door. 
So, what’s for lunch and where’s the drinking fountain? I’ll have to work on that. First things first though. I curl up on the table and take a nap. It’s not all that comfortable, but it’s better than the floor. Add pillow to the list of things I need to work on. I look over at the cot in the cage. I stare at it for a minute or two, thinking how nice that would be. Then I lay my head down and fall asleep. A few hours later I feel a heck of a lot better.
I know it’s been a few hours because my stomach says it’s lunchtime. I get up and shuffle around just for some exercise and something to do. Circling around the main beam, I gradually wind the chain around it until I can’t go any farther. Then I reverse and unwind the chain and then wind it back up until I can’t go. Woo hoo, I’m a tether ball. Such fun games for a toy when she’s not a fuck toy. It is mildly distracting, so I do that for quite a while. 
By now I’m appropriately contrite about the whole mess. I need him to come back, therefore I want him to come back. I’ve figured out that there are things I need or want. I can opt for more misery (whatever that is and no, I don’t want to find out) or hope for more privileges. I can hope for escape sometime, but I’ll have to bide my time for that. That’s a tough pill to swallow, but it’s the truth and I know it. 
In the morning, Brittany is still on the news. I just can’t believe something like that can strike so close to me. I’m a little quiet at school. Between classes I find myself looking for her, especially at lunch. During class I manage to keep my mind off her. Brittany’s disappearance makes me appreciate Mr. Eric and his motivation even more. It’s nice to have somebody who loves me and takes care of me like he does.
Right after school, I go into the bathroom and take off my panties. Got a little surprise for Mr. Eric. When I go to his room, I walk in and lock the door. He’s sitting at his desk grading papers. I give him a little smile and walk up and climb into his lap. When he figures out what I’m doing, he helps me up and puts an arm around my shoulder and the other one across my tummy, holding me there. Then I just rest my head on his shoulder. I’d like to be held for just a little bit so I can appreciate having him.
When I’m ready, I take his hand from across my tummy and put it on my thigh just above my knees. Then I slowly pull it up my thigh until his hand has almost pushed my skirt all the way up. Finally, I put his hand on my bare cunny. I look into his amused, surprised eyes with a sly smile of my own. “I’m ready for some motivation, Mr. Eric.” 
Mittens! He wants me to wear mittens all day. Aside from the stupid mittens it sounds like a pretty easy way to spend the day. There’s no consequence for staying tied and no incentive for getting untied. He’s pretty specific that I will spend the day tied like that, so I assume I’m not to try to escape. Besides, it sounds too easy to get out of. 
Sir, today was ultra-super-special. Thanks for making Sunday less intense. 
I don’t think a little bondage playtoy slave has told her one true master how much she loves him today. 
MASTERIUS
Masterius Posts Saturday Evening, 9 May
I needn't have worried about being late. I wasn't going to be the only one, I realized, once within a hundred yards of the parking lot. I hadn't seen this many cars, ever. Within moments I mentally nodded to myself, understanding. Virtually every parent who could seemed to have driven their kid, or kids, to school this morning. Even the school buses were almost empty.
Once I'd managed to park and go inside I'd noticed two things right off the bat. It was a lot quieter that usual. The normal ebullient sounds of the students were absent. And they were a lot more somber and subdued, gathered together in gaggles and clumps, softly whispering to each other with wide grave eyes. Oh, there were a few that looked ghoulishly titillated instead, true. But they didn't look pleased, just... incredulous. Things like a kidnapping just didn't happen here! 
By the time the dismissal bell sounded I'd learned two things: one was that her bike had been discovered last night here at school (although they didn't know if she'd ridden it there, or if someone else had) and the other was that no one had any idea what had happened, or where she was.
It was as if the ground had opened up and swallowed her. As if she'd just vanished.
None of the staff or teachers discussed the incident amongst the students, but the staff lounge was an entirely different matter. Never one to gossip, I just listened, never contributing to the wild —and not so wild and disturbingly near the black; like the one about her 'having seen something she shouldn't have' one— theories. 
Kylie had been quite subdued during class, just like most everyone else had been. So I'd decided that today's 'motivation' —much to my regret— would have to be curtailed, if not outright postponed. Besides, I could hardly dare risk having my little Kylie strip, let alone spank or tie her.
I sensed something was up the moment she entered. First she immediately locked the door, then had this little smile as she padded up to me. Right up to me, like a bee heading to the only flower in sight. I thought I'd understood when she simply clambered up onto my lap and wriggled about so I could hold and cuddle her. I figured she was feeling distraught and distressed over her best friend's apparent abduction. And perhaps she was feeling that. But, if so, that wasn't all she was feeling.
I watched, enchanted, as she sat my hand atop her bare thigh. Then I held my breath, eyes widening a bit, as she slowly —oh, so wickedly deliciously slowly— guided my hand upwards.
Then my breath caught in a sharp surprised inhale as I felt her bare pussy beneath my fingertips. She had the most amazing smile on her face then, a smile that gave me goose bumps.
“I’m ready for some motivation, Mr. Eric.”
"Mmmmm... so I see little love," I purred, then lightly, so lightly, started brushing fingertips over her silk-smooth bare little mound, all the while gazing so deeply into her eyes. Leaning a bit forward, still lightly stroking her porcelain-smooth mound, I softly brushed my lips against hers. 
I purred again, feeling liquid fire course through my veins. Feeling myself grow quickly hard and throbbing. Slowly I started nuzzling more and more, until quite passionately, deeply kissing. And still I kept lightly stroking her, fingertips lingering along her tiny tight slit.
I found today very intense too, my pleasing little slave. You really have no idea, I fear, just how intense, how very special, today was for me. And all because of my little slave. And you're welcome about Sunday. Although I'll be enjoying that very much, too, you know.
I don’t think a little bondage playtoy slave has told her one true master how much she loves him today.
I felt a familiar lump in my throat —and another, elsewhere— at the 'one true master' and 'how much she loves him'. 
I don't think your Master has told his pleasing, sexy and obedient little bondage playtoy slave just how much he loves her. So I guess we're even. --smiles—
KENNA
Winry Posts Saturday, 9 May
I get a warm feeling from reading his IMs… the words he uses… pleasing… sexy… obedient… That last one kind of seems silly to me… not that he says it, but that I am and that it makes me feel nice. I am never that. Don’t wanna be. Except for him. 
I tingle at his response… little love. I so worried about him not letting me get even as far as putting his hand there. Worried he might just stop me and tell me what to do instead. Then, I worried he might not keep his hand there, but he does. He kisses my lips so softly with his fingers so gentle on my cunny. I can feel him harden against my bottom. This is going so perfect. I’m even going to get a chance to do the next part of my plan. 
I firmly grab his wrist and pull it away from my cunny. “Uh uh, you can’t,” I say teasingly. “Now if my hands were tied, maybe you could, but…” I tighten my grip on his wrist “… not if I have anything to say about it.” My eyes twinkle with delight as I softly smile at him. 
MASTERIUS
Masterius Posts Saturday, 9 May
I'd given a great deal of thought as to how I'd properly —and safely— package my little slave for transport after abducting her. The thing is —and I could never, naturally, admit this to her dad— I'd already started on something before he'd brought up the subject of this summer.
I had several variables to consider. One was safety: whatever I put her in had to have a way of keeping her from sliding and bumping all around. It either had to come that way or be capable of my modifying it for that. Another was security: it had to be of a construction or design that prevented her from escaping (not that being bound wasn't going to prevent that, but I couldn't use something that she could somehow wriggle and squirm free of). Yet another was concealment: I needed something that kept her hidden from view. And, finally, I needed something that didn't stick out like a sore thumb. 
Given all that it might sound like an insolvable dilemma. Actually, I pretty much had figured it out within an hour.
Last week I'd purchased a pet travel kennel. A Petmate Furrarri 250 Model. It was a medium-sized travel kennel, measuring 27 x 19.5 x 19 inches, constructed of very sturdy plastic. The top half was cream colored, the bottom navy blue, with the two halves held together by four quick-release latches. The upper half was perforated by a series of vertical punched vents, which took care of any fresh air worries. The front 'door' was a sturdy, spot-welded steel wire grid design with dual door locks, with upper and lower door safety bars.
For now the upper half and door were to the side. I'd been working on the lower part, which is where my little slave would actually be held and restrained. It wouldn't be enough to just plop her inside. I wanted, and needed, a way of holding her more firmly and secure inside the kennel.
I'd already decided how I'd tie her in order to fit and store her inside the travel kennel. Now that I'd have dad 'helping', as it were, that became even easier. My little slave had, after all, already spent a night 'Brittany-bound'. So when I picked her up, I'd have her bound for the night the same way: wrists and elbows tied behind her, arms lashed to her body above and below her just-budding breasts, ankles tied together, as well as above and below her knees, then tied in a forced-kneel position. She'd also, needless to say, be securely gagged and blindfolded, to boot. So when I showed up, she'd already be 'pre-packaged'; ready to go.
I'd been flip-flopping back and forth on how I'd place her inside: upright and on her knees versus lying curled up in a ball on her side. I'd finally, for several reasons, elected to go with the upright-and-on-her-knees version. 
Using half-inch thick, close-cell foam rubber I lined the floor, both sides and the back of the lower half. The bottom I used quadruple layers so that it was quite cushioning. I also rolled a section of rubber up into a four-inch tube, hot-glue sealing it so it wouldn't unroll then hot-glue bonding it to the floor layers, running sideways and located where I guestimated her insteps and front of ankles would be. That way her weight wouldn't be directly atop her insteps, which I knew from experience, could become quite uncomfortable, if not downright painful.
Next came the actual restraining webbing. It would have been nice if I could have used a child her approximate height and weight but as that was quite impractical, I'd devised what I'd hoped would work as an acceptable substitute. I'd cut several two-inch wide strips from half-inch plywood sheet then, using her overall height and her age as a baseline, cut them to specific, calculated lengths. 
Basically, the physical proportions of the human body altered and changed as they aged. Using the size of the head as a measuring unit, I could reasonably calculate, for instance, the length of Winry's body from shoulders to hip, from hip to knee, and from knee to ankle. For instance, she should be six and a third 'heads' tall. So by dividing her overall height by that figure I had a 'head' measuring unit. Her upper and lower legs would be one and two-thirds 'heads' long, etc.
I trimmed three strips to the calculated lengths corresponding to the length of her body from shoulders to hip, from hip to knee, and from knee to ankle, adding an inch to each one, then drilled and bolted them so they'd pivot; rather like an old-fashioned folding ruler. Folding first the 'lower/upper legs' I sat that inside, atop the padding, right where she'd be when I'd positioned her inside. I marked the spots where the thigh restraint webbing would go, then folded down her 'body' and marked spots for the body webbing restraints.
Removing the 'body' I took a hot knife and carefully carved thin slots through the bottom of the carrier where I'd made my marks. Taking a roll of four-inch wide nylon belt webbing I hot knifed two pieces. Roughly ten minutes later I had those riveted to the bottom of the carrier, passing the ends of the pieces through the padding and carved slots then underneath the outside before riveting the ends using three evenly spaced rivets apiece. Ten minutes after that and I'd hot glued then riveted a seatbelt buckle and latch to the ends. If I'd calculated things correctly, once I settled her kneeling inside the webbing belt would pass just over the middle of her thighs. All I'd have to do is snap the buckle closed then firmly pull the belt end in order to snugly restrain her legs down.
The next strap I made resembled a Y, with the single leg also of four-inch wide material but the 'V' part two inches wide. They were hot glued then sewn together then sat to the side. A short four-inch piece was passed through the rearmost slit then riveted to the bottom of the carrier, then two short two-inch wide pieces passed through the foremost, remaining two slits then also riveted beneath. The four-inch pieces then had a seatbelt buckle and latch hot glued and riveted, while the four, two-inch had mated sets of sturdy, black plastic snap buckles attached. 
Now if I'd calculated those correctly, once I had her kneeling inside, with her thighs firmly belted down, I'd slide the 'Y' piece up under bound arms and atop her back, with the center where all three joined resting between her shoulder blades. They'd be buckled and connected, then I'd push her forwards, chest close to her thighs, then all three would be tugged and snugged down. 
Between the thigh belt and the body/shoulders 'harness' she wouldn't be able to move. Or be moved, which was just as important.
Of course, I wouldn't be able to see just how well this'd actually work until the moment came for me to actually use it. Which wouldn't be until I arrived to 'kidnap' her.
Suddenly I paused, eyes widening a bit, my breath catching. Ever since her dad had contacted me that first time with his proposal I'd started thinking of this as a 'kidnapping' rather than a kidnapping. As if it were something pretend. After all, how could it be a real abduction if I had permission?
But I only had his consent, his permission. Not Winry's. Not my little slave's. 
Even if this was something she'd want (which I had a very strong hunch it was, and I didn't mean the for-the-summer one, either. I strongly suspected that Winry had been strongly fantasizing, if not seriously considering, what it might be like if I really came for her to abduct and truly keep her)...
Wanting something, and permitting something, weren't the same thing. Nope, not at all.
The moment I entered where she was... the moment I started...
It wouldn't matter if she agreed, or not. If she wanted it, or not. I was just going to take her, and the fact that it was only for two months meant nothing at all. 
I would be kidnapping her.
For real.
Kidnapping her... and genuinely making her my little bondage playtoy slave...
And much, much more!
MASTERIUS
Masterius Posts Saturday Evening, 9 May
It actually took several moments, I was so lost to rapture, for me to sense her little hand had pulled mine away from her. It took a few more moments for her words —“Uh uh, you can’t”— and the tone they'd been spoken in, to register. 
I'd intended to be low-key this time. Discreet and cautious. One thing I didn't want happening was someone to check the rooms after classes were dismissed. I had a feeling everyone was going to be edgy, jumpy and cautious. They'd want to assure every student made it safely home... especially ones that, for whatever reason, had to stay after.
I had sound, very sensible, reasons for keeping today simple.
“Now if my hands were tied, maybe you could, but . . not if I have anything to say about it.”
My insides instantly ignited, blazing into an inferno. I knew she was teasing. I knew it. I knew she was inveigling. As much to get what she wanted as it was to give me what I wanted. And, quite possibly, a lot more the latter than the former. That occurred to me later, though. Later on... once rational thought started working for me again. At the moment, though...
My nostrils flared. My cock, already hard, powerfully throbbed beneath her, like a fire hose suddenly filled with a surging tidal bore. A wave of heat so strong flushed my face that it felt blistered. Breath sharply hissed through my nose. Kylie was mine. Mine! 
Maybe I could? Maybe?? If she had anything to say about it?? I growl so low it was felt more than heard rumbled very deep in my chest, the sound a massive avalanche makes as it begins grinding its way downwards, consuming anything and everything in its path. My hands moved, seemingly both slow and fast. A single steady motion that was implacable, undeniable. As were my taking little wrists in my hands and drawing them behind her back, firmly clasping them together in one hand in a grip of gentle, inescapable steel.
I started reaching to the desk drawer for the ropes them silently cursed. They were all in the basement, along with the fucktoy. Then again, I didn't need ropes to hold my little Kylie slave a helpless captive.
I gazed deeply into her blue eyes, mine molten and fiery, and my growl just deepened. Reaching down with my free hand I firmly cupped her smooth little mound and started fondling. Not roughly but not at all gently, either. Very determinedly, very decisively. As if I had every right to do so. As if it belonged to me.
Which it did.
As did she.
KENNA
Winry Posts Late Saturday, 9 May
I’m a little nervous though I don’t show it. I’ve never taken the lead like this, teasing him so brazenly. There’s a little part of me that thinks he may not like it, may stop me, and may do something entirely unexpected. Like sit me down and teach me math. But then I see his expression change. The amused, curious look is gone in an instant to be replaced by lust and desire. I shiver at the look and tingle at the feel of his cock growing under my bottom. I hear this low growl come from him and I know we’re on the way. That nervous feeling vanishes as he takes control. 
He reaches for the ropes, but then to my surprise, he decides not to tie me yet. Instead, his hands pull mine behind me and then he holds my slender little wrists in one hand! Oh gawd! How strong he is! I know because I struggle and I can’t get free. Just one hand! Which gives him a free hand to do what he wants with me. Well, a hand and his eyes. His eyes are so powerful, fiery with desire and more. He wants me and he has me and I feel something click in my head. The ropes. The spankings. The gags. How he controls me. The forced blow job yesterday. We’re not just lovers… He’s in charge. He wants to possess me and control me. I’m his. The tingles grow as I realize where we’re headed. Not just today, but at least for the rest of the detention. 
A wave of heat fills me as I see his blazing eyes in a new light and feel his unbreakable grip with a different perspective. My eyes open wide as I gaze into his powerful gray eyes. Then I can’t meet his eyes and I look down. As his hand cups my cunny, my heart beats fast. I almost ask him to strip me. I’d love the feeling of him pinning my hands with just one hand while the other unbuttons my blouse and unzips my skirt. Nothing I could do to stop him. But, he’s in charge now and forever. How much things changed in an instant. I want to tell him I’m his, but he knows that already. 
Good night, Sir. I’m going to try to post some tomorrow, but the mittens… Jeez. 
MASTERIUS
Masterius Posts Late Saturday, 9 May
Good night, and sweet dreams my pleasing, sexy little slave. If you can post with the mittens I will enjoy that. If you cannot --smile-- Master shall enjoy that, too. I hope you find tomorrow... interesting.
This is madness! Playing with her like this, when everyone is looking over their shoulders the way they were was sheer lunacy! 
I didn't care.
For a moment I considered taking her home with me right then. In many ways that would be ideal. The consensus would be that a serial kidnapper had passed by, taking two girls before leaving with them who-knew-where. After all, he (or she) would have had to leave, for those two, and those two only, would have vanished. Perhaps taken off to be sold as sex slaves somewhere (which wouldn't be all that far off-target, except for the selling, for I had no intention at all of doing anything other than possessing them).
But I wasn't prepared to take her with me. And I wasn't —quite— ready to take her with me, either. I had more expansive plans and desires for my pretty, pleasing little Kylie than I had for the little fucktoy currently held captive downstairs.
I kept kissing and stroking her smooth, silken pussy, sometimes lightly, sometimes firmly. I was no longer reaching under her skirt, like a shy boyfriend haltingly fumbling for third base. No, at some point I'd yanked her skirt up quite high, bunching it around her waist so she sat bare-bottomed atop me. And I wasn't caressing just the outside, either. I'd also started rubbing two middle fingers between plump satiny folds, stroking up and down just inside tiny tight slit.
"So, I can't, hmmm," I softly growled against her soft warm lips. "Not unless you say I can?" Without warning I shifted her, lifting and moving, never letting go of her wrists, until she lay tummy down across my lap. I hesitated only a heartbeat before reaching up, then unsnapping and unzipping her skirt, pulling it down to her ankles, leaving her gloriously naked from the waist down. Should someone knock, or I otherwise sensed a presence, it would be the work of a moment for her to pull her skirt back up and on, so there was only a very negligible risk of stripping her skirt off.
Besides, I wanted that off.
"Make a sound," I deeply rumbled, landing the first spank —firm, neither gentle nor hard; firmly enough to see her sexy pert cheek compress then jiggle, to make her breath catch, but not hard enough to make her jump or squeal... yet— "And I'll gag you with your own panties."
And then I slowly, methodically, began spanking her. Spanking her just a shade lighter than the intensity I'd learned would have her panting and squirming. Spanking at what I was starting to picture as 'motivation level'. I wasn't punishing; there was nothing worthy of punishment. I was spanking her simply because I wished to. I enjoyed that. In a way, as her words and actions at the beginning had been playacting of sorts, so, too, was my 'punishing' her. Playing along with her. But...
But there was also a cautionary lesson as well: this is what my little slave, my playtoy, can expect if she truly acted, and spoke, and meant, what she'd said and done.
I felt her little wrists lightly twist in my clasped, confining grip. I kept spanking, then rumbled, "And if you don't pull your hands free from mine... I'll keep spanking... harder and harder."
KENNA
Winry Posts Sunday, 10 May
At least I got to eat breakfast without the mittens and bondage. Right after that, though, dad sets me up with the rope cuffs and the mittens. The mittens are big clumsy vinyl mittens I’ve never seen before. I don’t want to know where dad got them. Gagged with my hands behind me, it takes me ten minutes just to get a magazine open to the right page so I can read. I don’t know what I’d have done if the magazine hadn’t been lying out already. I turn pages with my nose. 
At the end of that hour, I get my hands in front, but no way can I work a TV remote and turning pages is still hard. I go get a soda from the refrigerator. Sorry if I made that sound easy. I stare at it for a couple of minutes and put it back. Jeez, can’t open a stupid soda can. So I get out a plastic cup, set it in the sink, turn on the water (did I make that sound easy), and fill the cup. Then I turn off the water and set the cup on the counter. I actually get about half the water in my mouth. Here’s where the other half went… I grab the cup (it’s flexible plastic, like you’d take on a picnic) and squeeze too hard so water sloshes out the top. I drink some. I pour some on me. I drink some. I drop the cup (I saw that coming, which is why I used a plastic cup in the first place). 
Then I decide to RP, but crap, half an hour has gone by. I go to my RP area and navigate to the RP on LB. OK, did I make that sound easy? Instead of a finger that I usually have, I need to use a pencil in my mouth. So, I type with pencil in mouth and use the joystick with my mouth (multi-purpose mouth (). Problem is the joystick is center and the keyboard is right, so I’m shifting back and forth. Of course I drop the pencil. And promptly spend five minutes just trying to pick the dang thing up. Now I know I didn’t make that sound easy. 
Before I know it I’m gagged and cuffed with my hands behind me and back to reading. This actually gets pretty easy. 
At the next switch, I go straight to the RP and finish my post. I reread it and fix most of the errors, but honestly, I just get tired. There are so many of them. Finally I just post it. I think I’ve fixed most of them. My hour’s nearly up anyway. 
As he keeps fondling my cunny, his fingers slip inside. Just rubbing nice and soft. But I love it. It makes me tingle all over and I can feel his fingers slide easily in the slick insides. Easier because he’s teasing out the wetness. He growls a response to my challenge and then takes my skirt off. Just like I wanted. Leaving me naked from the waist down for his eyes to ravish. Just that he’s also flipped me over so he’s ravishing my butt instead of my cunny. I’m in the perfect spanking position and that’s not exactly what I had in mind today. 
Huh?  Gag me with my own panties? Does he know where they’ve been all day? Duh, yeah, I suppose he does. At least they’re safely tucked away in my backpack, so I know he can’t really do that. I glance at my backpack that’s just inches from his feet and see I didn’t zip it completely and my panties are on the top. Not like they’re sticking out, but he wouldn’t have to work too hard to get them. Really, all he has to do is tell me to be quiet and I will. The threat of panty gagging isn’t needed. 
OK, the first slap of his hand on my bare bottom changes my perspective on noise making. I grit my teeth as he spanks me. Not that I mind a spanking from him, but it’s hard to keep quiet while he does it. I struggle and kick, but mostly for show until just by sheer repetition the spanking starts to hurt. Then I struggle to get away, but his hand holds my wrists securely. Jeez the way he’s holding me and spanking me makes me wild. I can feel myself getting wetter as I struggle. 
Then he tells me I have to break free or he’ll keep spanking harder. I can’t. I’ve been trying. “Ahhhh’ I gasp as he does start spanking harder. “I can’t,” I say, trying to pull my hands free. “Owwwww, Please, don’t.”
Mercifully, he stops. He has to anyway. I know we can’t be noisy in school, so even the gasps and pleas I’ve choked out so fat have been mere whispers. He knows we can’t be noisy. Then I watch in disbelief as he opens my backpack with his free hand and pulls out my panties. “You were kidding right?” 
“Open your mouth,” he rumbles as he stands me to face him. 
“I can be quiet,” I say with my lips barely moving. My lips are sealed. He stares at me, not mad, just stern… he was not kidding. The panties dangle in my face. I look from him to panties to him. I open my mouth. 
Sir that toook a hoir==ur to typ[e 
Mittens suk penciil hard
no moretoday
gotta pee. Can I get untie?
Do I get luunchand can dad hep
MASTERIUS
Masterius Posts Sunday, 9 May
She did so not want to be gagged with her own panties. Especially ones that, until just a little bit ago, she'd obviously been wearing all day at school. If the “You were kidding right?” made that known then the tight-lipped “I can be quiet,” certainly made that point. 
Staring into her wide blue eyes as I dangled her little panties just above her mouth I felt a surge of... something primal rage inside me. I wasn't mad at her; I wasn't disappointed in her. She hadn't disobeyed by making noises. She'd done her best to keep silent, for as long as she could. But, at this moment, as I suspended them above her mouth, I wanted nothing more than to stuff those inside her mouth, no matter how she felt about that.
And I was going to.
Her eyes darted to me then to her panties then back to me. Her mouth slowly opened, and a sharp deep shiver rippled through me as she did, while at the same time flames swelled inside me... my cock throbbed and pulsed. I gazed deeply into her eyes for a moment, everything I was feeling reflected in their depths, and then I slowly started pushing the silky fabric inside. Slowly, carefully... implacably... until with a final gentle push of a fingertip I pressed the last scrap inside. 
Touching her lips I rumbled, "Keep them closed," then fished the three-inch wide white bandage tape out of the drawer. Less than a minute later three pieces covered her mouth and cheeks. 
I made sure to fold back the first half inch, leaving an unadhered 'tab' of sorts, in case I needed to quickly remove the tape. That way I could just grasp the tab instead of trying to pry up the ends. Once the tape was in place I very firmly smoothed them down against her skin, and all the while her sounds, her expression, her reactions, only fanned my emotions, propelling them higher.
Once I'd smoothed the tape down I lifted her up and turned her facing away, setting her atop my lap, my legs spread and hers between mine. I grasped little wrists again, pinioning them behind her. Lifting my legs up I draped them over, then between, hers... then spread mine again, inexorably pulling hers apart.
She couldn't stop me from spreading her wide open. She couldn't close them again. Couldn't move, pull away, or much of anything. Leaning my head down I started lightly nuzzling the nape of her neck, nuzzling behind little ears, while my free hand...
I went back to fondling her sweet little pussy, brushing along the outside, stroking inside her slit, so pleasingly slick and slippery now... and rubbing her tiny clit. It hadn't taken but a couple of minutes to gag her, and so she was still quite affected from the spanking she'd just endured. Now and then I slid my hand up under her blouse, cupping and fondling barely-budding little swells, stroking and tugging and tweaking tiny, puckering nipples.
I brought her up up up... then let her coast a little bit, then up up up, then coast a little bit. And I did that for the next thirty minutes.
I see my little slave is enjoying her mittens. I'll have to think of some interesting... consequences... for the next time I have my sexy little slave mittened.
Yes, you may have lunch, and yes, dad may help you. And my little slave has permission to pee, yes. Master is sure his clever little slave will figure out some way of doing so. (
KENNA
Winry Posts Sunday, 10 May
Son of a bitch! I wasn’t asking for permission to pee. He hadn’t said I couldn’t. I was asking to get untied so I could get my suit off. That, by implication, was a no. Clever little slave is gonna pee her swim suit. I go into the bathroom and just before I sit down on the toilet to pee with the hope that it all or at least most of it goes into the toilet, I do get another idea. I start the shower. The knobs on the shower are bigger, so that actually was easy, even with my hands behind me. Then I stand with my privates in the spray and pee. At least it rinses out the suit. Then I get a towel and sit on it. I can do a pretty decent job of drying myself.
I’m hungry now, but I can’t eat with the gag on and I don’t want to mumble gag words at dad. Honestly, I’d be afraid he’d understand me as easily as Masterius does. Little bit of information that’s classified as too much information for his daughter. 
I stand to read for the rest of that hour so I don’t get my chair wet. When dad ungags me and moves the ties to the front, I ask him if he’ll help with lunch.  “Sure, I’ll fix lunch, but I’ve already said I won’t feed you. Have you given any thought to what you want to eat?”
Soup through a straw? Milkshake? Bowl of cold oatmeal like Twerp had in Summer Slave? Not that hungry yet. I remember in Summer Slave where Twerp had to lip up neat little squares of a grilled cheese sandwich. “Grilled cheese sandwich, cut up in little squares, and a Pepsi with a straw.”
“Potato salad with that?” he asks straight faced. 
How on earth would I eat that? It takes me a couple of seconds to figure out he’s joking. 
“I’ll give you some chips. Let’s see how you do with those.”
Turns out I do pretty well with everything. Just a little loss of dignity. Which doesn’t matter when I picture my Master watching instead of dad. Not that dad really watched, but he ate lunch with me. I’m pretty sure my Master would watch every bite. 
I'd said I wouldn’t post again, but I do go on and read his post. It kind of makes me tingle to know he put her panties in her mouth. But I also decide I’ll change my panties when I get home from school every day. No telling when he might suggest that to me. I would do it for him if he said, but a fresh pair would be better. And what the heck… I’ve got all afternoon, so I start a post. I take a break to be tied with my hands behind me. I might try to RP that way except for the gag. I spend the next hour trying to imagine a pair of half-day old panties in my mouth. And if I’d thought about Mr. Eric during the day… hmmm. And I’m of course going to assume there were no accidents. Yuck. An hour later I pick up the post again and finish it.
I really don’t want my panties in my mouth. He knows I don’t want them. Yet, he wants them there. It’s not like he’s doing it to keep me quiet anymore. He could gag me with the ball and tape if that’s what he wants. He’d made the threat knowing I couldn’t keep quiet forever. He wants my panties in my mouth. So as I open my mouth, I want them there. It’s not like they taste good or bad, just cotton in my mouth. He stuffs them in, making sure every bit is in my mouth. It’s not the taste that gets me. It’s the smell. I don’t even know what the smell is, but it fills my nostrils from the inside and the outside, wafting up the back of my throat and adding a little something to the moment. I don’t want my own panties to make me excited, but before I can push them out he slaps tape over my mouth… the usual three strips just for good measure. 
Now I’m expecting the spanking to continue, but instead he puts me face up (or should I say pussy up) and spreads my legs. I feel like nothing in his grasp as I try to hold my legs together. He spreads them with no effort. First he goes for my neck and ear, a sure way to melt me. As I relax, he starts to play with my pussy. He does it different than before. Now he finds the right spot and plays with my clit. 
He sure knows what he’s doing and soon I’m about ready to cum. Seems fair. He did yesterday, so now it’s my turn. Then he stops just short and leaves me hanging. He keeps playing there and something with my boobs.  And he keeps doing that! 
I squirm and struggle. I don’t know if I’m supposed to get free or not. I do know that I don’t want to get free. I like the feel of my hands behind me, helpless to keep him from touching me. Over the past week I’d been happy to be tied and let him touch me. Just that today he’s adding a new dimension to it. I’m making little whimpering noises, greatly muffled by my panties. My breath is coming in snorts and sniffs. My whole body feels like its joining in an impending orgasm. I mean, like the first time I thought I was going to cum, it was centered in my pussy. The second time it was like my pussy and tits were part of it. Now it’s centered in my tummy and growing out… consuming my whole body. I twist my head to the side, trying to escape his lips on my neck and his breath in my ear, but I can’t. I can’t do anything.
“Wha are you doing?” I moan through the gag. He’s holding me spread so I can barely move my legs, but my hips are writhing side to side, front to back. “Needa… needa… “ Jesus, I don’t want to tell him what I need. Surely he knows. He’s doing this on purpose. “Gaw dam, doen stah-puh.” His fingers keep going, and stopping. I can believe the agony and the ecstasy of the feelings in my body. “Huck me,” I moan. Maybe that’s what he’s waiting for… his cock in me… I want it. Sooo bad. 
She’s not the only one who wants it so bad. It may be a virtual world, but she and Brittany are gonna get it for real in their world. I’m the one really getting it virtually. I’m jealous of them. My suit is wet again, just the crotch this time. Just thinking about it excites me.  Thank God it’s just another hour until dinner. 
MASTERIUS
Masterius Posts Sunday, 10 May
I remember, from what now seemed like eons ago, deciding to 'play innocent' and let my Kylie seduce me. I'd wanted her to think and feel that she had drawn me, somehow, finally to her. Have her feel that she was, in a way, the one in control. The one responsible.
I'm not sure when that had changed, but it certainly had irrevocably changed. There was no longer any doubt how things stood: I was the one in charge, in control; I was the one that wanted her; I was the one that owned and controlled her.
I wanted it that way.
And so did she.
"My little Kylie. My very pretty little girl. My amazing, sexy little slave, my playtoy." I was lightly nuzzling behind a little ear, now and then suckling a tiny lobe, my voice a low, deep husky murmur. "I can't keep from thinking about you. Keep from wanting you. Dream of us being together. Always. I wish I could right now. You know that, yes? I wish I could take you home with me. Right now. Right this minute. Take you home with me and never let you go."
I kept rubbing up and down her tiny tight slit, feeling it even wetter than ever. Circling and rubbing her tiny clit, now so swollen. Then I stiffened, a swift sharp hiss, hearing the muffled, moaned, “Huck me." 
"A little slave wants to feel her Master's cock here, is that it?" I asked, slipping a fingertip inside her, groaning at feeling that velvety hot tight tunnel gripping my fingertip. "Master's little slave remembers what her Master's cock looks like, doesn't she? She just had it in her sweet wonderful mouth yesterday. Can she picture what that'll feel when Master buries that deeply into her?"
I furiously rubbed tiny clit for several moments, leaving her hovering right on an explosive brink.
"If Master does take his pretty little sexy slave like that, right here, right now... if he does take her right now, as a slave, as a playtoy... she won't be going home today. Not today, not ever. If a little slave begs again for Master to fuck her... he will," I softly breath in a little ear, my breath hot and molten. "God," I groaned, "I so want to do that, you know. But... if I do... you'll be leaving here with your Master. Bound and gagged and naked, carried home with me to be kept. Is that what you want? Really want?"
I very lightly, very rapidly rubbed tiny clit again, feeling her tremble and quiver, little body tight and tensed and straining.
"Is that, my pretty little slave? Then beg Master for that."
I hope you've been enjoying today so far my sexy little slave. I think I know how to make today even more interesting... if you dare.
I worked on the transport carrier a bit more during the afternoon, riveting four one-inch wide D-rings to the right and left sides, a set each at the front and rear ends, then made up four lash-down cargo straps to go along with that. Once I'd positioned the transport carrier in the stern of the aircraft I'd use those to lock the carrier in place so it couldn't shift and move about. 
It took longer than I'd expected because, once again, my mind kept drifting off, picturing my little slave as she spent the day being bound. And it didn't help my picturing her being gagged with her own panties after a day at school either!
COME PLAY WITH ME
Chapter Six
By Masterius and Kenna
KENNA
Winry Posts After Dinner Sunday, 10 May
I remember how I’d coyly tried to seduce him. How I’d laid a trap and he’d fallen into it. On that first day I’d had him right where I wanted him. Since then I hadn’t thought of it in that light. We’d been together, a sharing of our passion. Today everything had changed. Perched on his lap, hovering on the edge of ecstasy, I could see clearly that he’d set a trap for me as surely I for him. In a way we’d both had the same purpose… to get the other. In a completely different way his plan had trumped mine. I’d seen us as lovers. He’d seen me as something else. That something else becomes clearer as he calls me a slave and a playtoy. He calls himself Master. It’s an erotic game that sweeps me away. Oh yes, I do want his cock in me. Hadn’t I just asked for it? Yes, I want to be together forever. That was my plan. Forever. It sounds so exciting. 
He wants me as I want him. I hear the offer of his cock inside me. He says other things about taking me away bound and gagged forever. It’s music to my ears. It’s a wonderful game that sounds exciting. Carried off bound and gagged. It grabs my stomach right where the orgasm is hovering and pumps it up a notch or three. “Huck me,” I say again. “Hake me, huck me, hor-eh-er.” My simple little seduction today is right where I want to be. His cock in me. Fucking me. I didn’t think he would. He’d wait until Saturday. Wasn’t that the deal? Gawd, he wants me so bad he’ll take me right here and now. “Huck me, leesss.” Yes, you have my permission to tie me, take me, whatever goes with the game. It will all end again in an hour or so, but for now, the slave and Master game is driving me wild. 
I hope I’m not still supposed to be rope cuffed and mittened, Sir. Didn’t get your IM until after dinner. I do dare to make the day more interesting. 
MASTERIUS
Masterius Posts Sunday evening, 10 May
Nuzzling the nape of her neck I suddenly began rubbing her tiny clit with the tips of two middle fingers while my wide hand cupped her little pussy. I growled as I nuzzled and rubbed, the rumbled vibrating against her. Beneath her bare bottom my cock throbbed in time to my rapid pulse.
I wanted her. That she knew as fact. But she was looking at that more as lovers. Which pleased me, yes. But I also wanted her as my possession, too. The tying, the gagging, the controlling... they weren't simply 'spice'. They were as integral to my desires as snuggling and loving were.
That I could successfully abduct and keep her wasn't in doubt. I knew I could. But I wanted more from her than I was having with my fucktoy. I wanted a lot more with my little Kylie, and until I'd figured out a way of having that I couldn't keep her. Yet.
Yet.
It was all I could do to keep from upending her atop my desk, bending her over it, belly up, little legs dangling, and just take her. I groaned with that desire, my eyes flamed with it. But a dim little spark of remaining rationality screamed that this was neither the time nor place. But I could still bind her even closer to me than I'd already had.
"Give me what I want," I rumbled, hotly breathing against a little ear as I drove her up up up... and over the edge. "Cum for me, my sexy little Kylie love."
No, my instructions had been clear: today's task ended at dinner. So it's ok if you're uncuffed and ungagged. --smiles--
For this next part, take care of all necessary pre-bedtime things. Once you've finished, remove your swimsuit. You'll be ball-and-tape gagged again, this time with five pieces of tape. Then rope cuffed at wrists and ankles, with your mittened hands in front of you. Next your dad will use a six foot piece of rope, tying one end tightly to a leg of your bed and tying a tiny loop in the other. He'll slip the hasp of a padlock through that loop then lock the padlock around the middle rope of your wrist cuffs.
The key will be placed in the middle of your bed. You have until bedtime to unlock the padlock and 'make your escape' outside your bedroom, or completely remove your gag and 'call for help'. If my little slave is still locked up inside by bedtime, or hasn't called for help...
Then dad will tie you for bed face down, hips atop a pillow, with the ankle cuffs tied to the footboard and the handcuffs tied up to the headboard. Then my little slave will get 30 immediate hand swats, followed by another 30 five minutes later.
KENNA
Winry Posts Sunday Night, 10 May
I read his post and then the description of my dare. Dang it all. I want to respond to the post, but this is going to delay it. After a day of mittens I know this isn’t going to be a piece of cake, but I do hope to be able to post tonight. Oh heck, I’m being as naïve as I’m making Kylie be. She thinks Mr. Eric is playing a game and I think my Master is setting the bar too low. My confidence drains away as I go to tell dad what’s going on for the night. 
Just to be a little cocky, once dad gets a padlock, I IM Masterius. 
Getting started now. Say 5 minutes to get me fixed up. I’ll IM you in 10-15. ( 
Once I get all set up and dad leaves, I go for the key. It took me 5 minutes to get the pencil up off the floor the first time, but I did get better. Hey, I did drop it more than once. So the pencil was easy because it was long. The key is like one dimensional as far as the mittens are concerned. Too thin, too short, and too narrow. I feel like a sea lion trying to catch a minnow. I can even clap my hands together and go, “Arr, arr, arr.” Gagged I sound pretty much like a sea lion. 
The brief distraction doesn’t help… or maybe it does. The image of a sea lion makes me think about other things, my nose, I don’t have whiskers, my feet. Hmmm. I get the key between my toes and pull them up near my hands. I can do this. It would be most convenient if the key slipped into the lock on the first try, but no such luck. It would be at least a little convenient if the mittens weren’t so damn big. I can hold the lock between them, but then I can’t see the keyhole on the lock. Crap, if nothing else, he should see me now. With my feet up by my hands, I’m spread about as wide as I can be. 
So, I pin the lock against the floor with one mitten and stick the key in with my toes. Hey, it went in! I try to twist the key with my toes, but I can’t turn it like that. I shift position and accidentally pull the key out. Duh. Now it takes a couple tries to get the key in. With the key in the lock I stop and think. I still can’t hold and twist the key, but I can hold and twist the lock. So I pull my keyboard to the edge of the desk, put the key between keyboard and desk, lean on the keyboard with my chin, hold the lock between the mittens palm to palm, and twist. 
Sir, just dare me. Tell me I can’t. You don’t have to threaten a spanking. It’s just another puzzle to me. I don’t lose at puzzles. ( 
Hope that doesn’t sound too cocky. It did take 45 minutes. 
Kewl, I still have time to post for Kylie. 
I’m on fire, perched on the edge of something wonderful. Now he can turn me around, lean me back on the desk, and take me. I hadn’t expected it today, but I’m as ready, as hot, as eager as ever. His fingers speed up, centered on my clit, reaching right inside to twirl my tummy around like a tornado. No! I want to tell him to stop. Not like this. I want him in me. Yet, I can’t bring myself to stop him now. I’m in a place where my mind can’t quite focus. My legs tense against his legs. My arms pull at his iron grip. My head pushes back on his shoulder and my body arches up, ever fiber straining one way or another. My toes clench and my hands make one fist, clinging to each other. I grit my teeth to keep from screaming and only a low growl comes out from deep in my throat. I don’t thrash, I don’t move at all for several long seconds. The only motion is my clit vibrating under the control of his fingers. That tiny little, sensitive button owns me. He owns me by owning it. 
Just as suddenly, I go limp. Sated and exhausted, I tuck my chin to my shoulder and turn my head towards his. With a dreamy expression, I look up into his eyes. My lips go, “Wow,” but with no breath behind it he’ll have to lip read through tape to understand. From the look in his eyes, he understood before I said it. Totally relaxed, I feel his arms enfold me. I bat my eyes at him, the closest I can come to asking for a kiss, but it’s up to him. I'll need his help for that to happen. I decide I’m not unhappy that his cock missed its chance. That leaves something for Saturday. “Wuv you,” I manage to say.
Winry IMs near bedtime, Sunday 10 May
Sir, this week - Getting pretty warm here, moving away from pants... Monday: Tan cargo capris/Sedona T-shirt, Tuesday: Jean skorts/flowered smock top, Wed: Cream skorts/lavender blouse, Thur: Jean skirt/Big Bear T-shirt, Fri: Dark green shorts/Polka dot top.
May not have time to read your next post. I'll post first thing after school tomorrow.
MASTERIUS
Masterius Posts Late Sunday Night, 10 May
Getting started now. Say 5 minutes to get me fixed up. I’ll IM you in 10-15. [image: image21.png]



I grinned at her IM, chuckling. I knew she was just being teasingly smug, but also possibly overconfident. Then again, perhaps not.
Then again, perhaps I'd been a bit overconfident, as forty-five minutes later I got another, quite unexpected IM.
Sir, just dare me. Tell me I can’t. You don’t have to threaten a spanking. It’s just another puzzle to me. I don’t lose at puzzles. (
Well done my little slave! Very well done indeed. 
I waited about a minute then sent:
So you don't lose at puzzles, eh? I'll have to remember that. [image: image22.png]



Another minute:
I'll certainly remember that for next weekend. And I don't 'threaten' spankings simply to encourage you or provide a reason to do something. That's part of it, yes. But mostly I do that because I enjoy picturing my little slave being spanked. (
"I love you, too, my precious sexy Kylie," I softly rumble, gazing into her eyes, mine still very molten.
I was also still very hard and very aroused. Fire still surged through my veins as I snuggled her close to me. Taking several slow deep breaths I finally kissed her forehead before reaching up and gently peeling the tape off. Rolling that into a ball and tucking it in my pocket I then carefully plucked her panties from her mouth, nostrils suddenly flaring, cock powerfully pulsing, as I did.
Dropping those atop her backpack I shifted her again, this time facing me, little legs straddling my hips and draped down. I finally released small wrists, guiding little arms up and over my shoulders before I cupped her face gently between my hands, softly yet deeply kissing.
While directly under her little mound my cock throbbed and pulsed.
I softly kissed; lightly licked her soft lips; gently slipped the tip of my tongue just past her lips. I silently encouraged her to respond, to explore, on her own, and purred when she did.
KENNA
Winry Posts Sunday Night, 10 May
Crap, I shouldn’t have bragged about the puzzles. Now what will he plan? Something that can’t really be solved? 
Oh, I’m glad my bottom can be a source of pleasure for you. I guess. Kinda, sorta. 
Hmmm. Maybe I won’t try so hard next time. I hate it when I figure out too late that there’s different ways to win. Like taking the crotch rope off too early last Saturday had been a little victory, big loss. Would sixty swats be worth practically putting his cock in his hand for him? 
At least I can smile with my eyes as he calls me precious and sexy. Then he peels off the tape and I can smile at him, even as he pulls my panties free. By now they’re a little soggy. Yuck. 
Finally he turns me around and kisses me. It’s all I’ve been waiting for to make it complete. His arms around me and his lips on mine. Yet, as I settle into position, I feel his hard cock right against my pussy. The cock I wanted inside me is right there, practically parting my lips. As we kiss, I rub my pussy up and down the length of his cock, feeling it throb and pulse. I want him to know he can still do it if he wants. All he has to do is unzip and put it in me. I can hear his desire in him. 
I don’t say anything to encourage him, just rub up and down. It’s kinda like he wanted to do this for me, make me cum on my own. He could have fucked me, but he didn’t. Now I don’t want to spoil it by pushing it. And, I suppose I don’t want to get all wound up again. This is just perfect like this. Yeah, that’s the real reason. This is just perfect. I stop moving and just hold him. 
Sir, I got a little carried away yesterday at bedtime. What with the way you teased Kylie and I felt a little like that was for me, so I scratched that itch. I know you said I needed permission, but it guess I felt I had it since you did Kylie.
MASTERIUS 
Masterius Posts Monday Afternoon, 11 May
It's not just your bottom, my little slave, sexy as that is to me. It's all of you —body, mind, heart and soul— that's an infinite source of pleasure to your Master.
Her rubbing was sending tingling trembles jolting through me, making it very difficult to think, let alone stay in control. Thankfully, after a while she ceased, and just contentedly sat perched atop my lap, and we kissed and cuddled and held each other for quite some time.
Finally, though, I leaned back, softly gazing at her, lightly brushing silken hair back with my fingertips. "Tomorrow," I whispered, nodding my head down at her skirt. As she got dressed I removed her worksheets for tonight, then kissed her again as I handed them to her.
Once she'd left I gathered up my papers, placing them in my briefcase then left. I was still very hard, and still very aroused, and knowing I had a little fucktoy waiting for me back home wasn't helping diminish or ease either of those. I wanted to just race right home, go right downstairs and take her. 
But I remembered that, due to my haste this morning, I hadn't left her any lunch. Nor anything to drink, either, for that matter. And while the absence of either, or both, weren't going to be harmful, I also had no intention of deliberately having her go hungry and thirsty. Well, at least not without having a damn good reason, anyway. Which she hadn't, as yet, given me.
So I pulled into a Mickey Ds drive thru, ordering a Big Mac extra value meal with an iced tea for the drink. That way I could feed her right away instead of making her wait for me to prepare her something.
I sat the bag just outside the door before unlocking and opening it then stepping inside. Try as I might —and I really wasn't trying all that much— I was still hard, still aroused, and still wanted to just flip her belly down over the spanking bench and take her. 
Which was pretty much obvious in my eyes and expression when I entered.
I read the IM that popped up. Then read it again, frowning. Two things were evident; well, three. One is that I needed to remember I was dealing with a twelve year old, and that at her age it wasn't quite as easy to deal with skipping orgasms just when you'd started getting used to having them. So if I was going to enforce orgasm control with her —and I was, no two ways about that— then I'd have to consider her age, and the intensity arousal would have her on. Secondly, although I was pleased she'd confessed to something that, otherwise, I'd never known (or suspected, for that matter) had happened, she had also disobeyed.
And lastly, that 'guess I felt I had it since you did Kylie' bit was patently an excuse.
I needed, of course, to do something about this. But without laying the hammer quite down.
I'm pleased my little slave confessed her disobedience. And it was disobedience, little slave. Your excuse —and it was an excuse; not a reason, nothing other than an excuse— does not absolve you. (And, for future reference, unless asked to provide a reason, Master does not want to hear one)
However, since my little slave guessed she felt she had it since I did Kylie, here is what your punishment will be:
To start with, remove your panties and place them in your mouth. All the way. Then go immediately to your dad and have him tape them in place. They may be removed for dinner, and when it is time for bed. A little slave will also do this all week long.
Tonight, and for the rest of the week, during a little slave's nighttime kneeling ritual she is to fondle her pussy and rub her clit until she really needs to 'scratch'. A little slave does not have permission to scratch, however. Once her ritual time is elapsed, she will tie her crotch rope in place, then be tied for bed lying on her back, spread-eagled. Her 'wake-up' call will be a 30 second foot tickle. Again, this will be for all week long.
KENNA
Winry Posts Monday Afternoon, 11 May
I take a break to do my homework and then just before going to fix dinner, I check IMs and see his reply to my “confession.” It had not been a confession. I hadn’t thought I’d done anything wrong. But as I read his description of the event I can see that my rationalization that it was OK was indeed just an excuse and I’d screwed up. Dang! I’d never intended to disobey, but even that thought is an excuse. I’d disobeyed. That’s all there is to it. 
Oh, crap! Just yesterday I’d told myself I’d change my panties after school and already I forgot. I take off my skorts and pull down my panties. Wrinkling my nose, I poke them into my mouth… all the way. What? Like I was going to leave them half dangling out of my mouth? Hmmphf. And he thinks dad doesn’t work? I go find the tape and do it myself. I’ve had it done enough that I know how. Three strips of tape. Smooth them down so they won’t come up. All week long… and now I won’t have the chance to change panties after school to outwit him. 
While I fix dinner I think about what I’d done. When this whole thing started (just two weeks ago?) I remember thinking that he’d never have to punish me. Back then I’d had this image of deliberately disobeying him and I was certain I would never deliberately disobey. Cumming last night just hadn’t seemed like deliberate disobedience. Yet, why had I confessed? It hadn’t seemed like a confession, but it had been. I think subconsciously I’d been testing him. And I hadn’t actually expected punishment, at least not a week’s worth for one little indiscretion. I mean, look at Brittany. She’s the one I’m trying to get punished, but despite all her bad behavior, Mr. Eric keeps telling her she’s not being punished. Heck, she got to cum last night. Doesn’t seem fair to me. 
When dad gets home, he sees the tape on my mouth and raises his eyebrows. Then he goes and reads my IMs where he knows the answer to his question will be. Gawd! When he comes out, I turn red and want to just vanish. I’m walking around with my panties in my mouth and dad knows it. He’s at least kind enough not to say anything. Then after dinner he does the taping, knowing exactly what he’s taping in my mouth. 
I start on a post. It’s gonna be a long one. I need to catch up on Brittany. I’ve already got most of the post done. I’ve been working on it on the side for the last day or two. I had this idea that I didn’t want what happened with Kylie to influence my Brittany post and now I’m glad I did it early. I’m not sure I’d post the same if I didn’t have it prepared. Mr. Eric is on the way home and horny as hell. I hadn’t foreseen that. Poor Brittany doesn’t suspect a thing. 
After I get dressed, I say, “Tomorrow, Master.” I kind of like that game. I’ll be his love slave and he can be the Master. This is an entirely different outlook on being a slave from what you learn in American history. I’ll have a Master that loves me and treats me nice. Yep, I like the way this is turning out. There’s just the problem that there’s only three weeks left of detention. A month of detention had seemed like forever when he’d first sentenced me, but now it seems way too short. 
The second half of the day is downhill from there. After being hungry, I get thirsty. I mean, just how basic can this get. He didn’t even leave me water. I don’t know if he’s stupid or mean, but I figure he’s just mean. Trying to make a point. 
As the afternoon progresses, I try twirling my 8’ chain like a jump rope. One end is attached to the post and me at the other, I can get it going pretty good. Just that I don’t have anybody to jump the rope or anybody to twirl it while I jump. The most fun is letting it just touch the floor and just hit the rafters, but I have to work at that. Step back and it hits the floor, step forward and it hits the ceiling. If my timing is off, it misses the ceiling or drags across the floor. You know what, I can twirl it and jump the chain at the same time. Yeah, just until I miss once and the chain hits my toes. Ow!
Boredom sets in and I start to wonder what could make my day go better. The things I think of are certainly things he hasn’t planned for me. But, I add to my list. Standing around hungry, thirsty, and bored, I start to really get the picture. Whether I like it or not, I’m property. I’m his. He’ll do what he wants He’ll hurt me, pleasure me, use me, abuse me, ignore me, torture me, or even kill me. Whatever he wants. His words from the previous night make more sense now. I have only two choices… obey or refuse. Obey and what? He didn’t really say, but can I get rewards? Refuse and get punished. He was clear about that. 
A few hours alone, hungry, and thirsty and I have an entirely different outlook on my predicament. I cannot anger him. I cannot tease him. I cannot even hint at sarcasm. I have to be the perfect little slave. Or else. 
I sure hope this is the right thing to do, but I need to make my own case. I use a rough edge of my wrist cuffs (pretty hard to find anything like that since his stuff is high quality) to etch a list of things I want into the hard dirt floor in 3” letters. I do it in priority order as best I can. 
Water
Lunch
Blanket
TP
Cot
Just a Gag
No Ropes at Nite
Hairbrush
Toothbrush
No Blindfold
Books
Clock
Sunlight
No Chain at Nite
No Ropes Alone
No Gag Alone
No Chain Alone
Cards
iPod
Games
TV
PS III
It takes a while, but hey, what else am I gonna do. The list is finished by the time the door opens. I’ve been hanging out by the list for quite a while, wondering just what time it is when the door finally opens. I’m kneeling, but I don’t tip forward. I look down.  “Hello, Master,” I say, trying to sound happy. Then softly and tentatively, “A little slave made a list of things your fucktoy wants to earn.”
As soon as the words leave my mouth, a sudden rush of horrible fear takes me. What I just said… what I just offered… was an open ended promise of anything and all I want is food and water and a blanket in return. I’ll do anything he wants for food, water, and a blanket. Sure there’s more on the list, but I even have to earn the most basic of things. Then it gets worse, like something twists in my gut as I realize he could just make me do anything with only the threat of unknown misery. He doesn’t even have to throw in lunch, water, or the damn blanket. I can hear him approach and look up. 
Oh shit! I just offered anything and the look on his face says, “Ready or not, here I cum.”
MASTERIUS
Masterius Posts Monday Evening, 11 May
Closing the door behind me I gazed over at my little fucktoy patiently kneeling and waiting. There was something a bit different about her this time. Something subtle about her posture, her bearing. Too subtle for me to figure out, not when I was standing there, my cock already throbbing in expectation.
Before I even took a step towards her she softly murmured, "Hello Master," in a tone that almost sounded cheerful. I knew that had to be an act, but that didn't lessen the impact any. It was hard to believe that, just this time only yesterday, she'd been groggily waking up down here and discovering her new life.
I just started taking a step towards her when she continued, her voice soft and hesitant, “A little slave made a list of things your fucktoy wants to earn.” 'A list?' I thought. 'How did she make a list? And what's on that list?' Padding over and standing next to her I gazed down, noticing the neatly printed scratches on the floor. I started reading them, very aware that she'd now started lightly trembling, especially with me standing right next to her.
I felt my brows lift as I worked my way down the list. Two things were immediately obvious: she'd written them in order of importance and need, and she'd decided that the missed lunch and lack of even water had been intentional; things she needed to earn.
Starting to reply I paused before even a word slipped out, and instead reached down and began lightly brushing her hair with my fingertips as I reread her list again. Almost immediately I could 'categorize' the list into three parts: immediate needs (like meals and water), comfort things, and things to relive boredom. The thing was, I'd never intended requiring her 'earning' the immediate need items, and I'd almost started telling her that. Almost.
Which would work better? Which would feel better for me? Letting her know that I cherished and valued her enough that certain' immediate needs' —food and water; heck, even toilet paper and a blanket— I’d always see she had? Or having her think that even those needed earning? Especially with the implication that something earned once could also be something subsequently lost?
I'd never, with my Kylie, even consider denying her food and water and certain comforts. But Brittany wasn't Kylie. Brittany was 100% absolutely my property and possession, pure and simple my slave, my fucktoy. 
It was obvious, though, that my little fucktoy hadn't realized the skipped lunch had been an accident, an omission on my part due to my haste this morning. And I'd intended telling her that while she ate the meal I'd brought home. But now I wasn't sure. Knowing Brittany as I did that was likely to piss her off. Not that that would matter in the long run; I certainly had ways of teaching her that being pissed-off wasn't a happy state of affairs for her. 
But the mental image of her being pathetically eager to begin 'earning' even the most basic of needs was intoxicating. Mindblowingly overwhelming. And it would be a lesson she never forgot. Always, always!, no matter how angry, pissed off, upset or livid she might become, always in the back of her mind would be that lesson: If I'm not a pleasing fucktoy I might lose meals and water.
"That certainly is an interesting list," I finally murmured. "I can see a little fucktoy put a lot of thought into this." My tone was warm and approving. "It pleases your Master, as well, that his little fucktoy understands these will have to be earned."
Stepping around I stood in front of her, my breath already starting to rasp. Unzipping my fly I pulled my cock out. It was already so swollen, so hard, the satiny crown was a deep purple. "Perhaps a little fucktoy would like to show how... serious and sincere... she is about starting to earn."
KENNA
Winry Posts Monday Evening, 11 May
I sit anxiously waiting while he takes his time considering my offer. I watch every move as he reads the list. After waiting all day, these last few seconds of suspense are killing me, but I am determined to be the good little slave or whatever he wants today. When he finally speaks, just the tone makes me feel good. I did the right thing! He’s pleased with what I did and with my understanding. I’m pretty sure I know what it means to earn the things on my list, especially when he calls me a little fucktoy,, so when he pulls his cock out I’m not startled. In fact, I’d already seen Kylie do the same thing, so I know what he likes. 
There is the issue that I’ve never seen a cock up close… never touched one… never put one in my mouth…  so many things I’ve never done. I reach for it carefully with both hands, resting just my fingertips on the soft, warm skin and looking up at his face for approval. I look it over briefly, working up the nerve to do what I have to do. With a little smile, I gently wrap my left hand around it and stroke down to the base. I take the tip lightly in the fingertips of my right hand and look closely at the head, noting the glistening drop at the tip. 
Again I give him a brave, little smile and then put my tongue out to circle the tip and then across the tip to taste the drop. I manage not to grimace as I do and I’m relieved to discover it’s not pee. I assume it’s cum, but I think it’s too early for it to be there. No matter, it’s gone now and I circle the tip a few more times. Then I lift his cock and run my tongue up the underside, just a couple inches down and then back up. When it looks like he enjoys that, I lick al the way to the base and back up. I shudder at his encouraging sounds and expression. 
I really have no idea what I’m doing except three things I’ve heard and those I’m not sure about. Stroking gently and licking are two of them. I do that for a couple of minutes, holding it and stroking it with my left first, caressing with my right hand, and licking it all over. Then I do the third thing and put the tip all the way in my mouth, stroking faster with my left hand and grasping his balls every so gently in my right. All the while my eyes stay on his face, watching to make sure I’m doing the right things. 
He sure looks like he’s enjoying it even though I feel pretty clueless. Just to be sure, I ask, "A little fucktoy wants to please her Master. Should a little fucktoy do anything different?"

MASTERIUS
Masterius Posts Monday Evening, 11 May
Kylie's expression at seeing a cock —my cock— her first time had been both priceless and very arousing. Then again she'd also been bound and ring gagged and imprisoned by my legs under my desk, too, with the realization that, yes, my cock was going in her mouth, will-she or nil-she. And her expression —stunned, shocked, helpless and even a bit appalled— had simply been one of the most arousing, exciting I'd ever seen. But Brittany's expression...
Unlike Kylie, Brittany did have a choice. She wasn't in a completely helpless, utterly vulnerable position. She wasn't having to simply endure the implacable. I wasn't really sure how she was going to react with abruptly facing seeing a naked, jutting cock right before her eyes, especially with no warning, no time to prepare or even think about that happening.
But certainly she must have, while making her list, considered the implications of that list and, more importantly, the ramifications of her speech. She'd been startled at my simply whipping it out right before her eyes —no real surprise there; I'd've been surprised if she had ever seen one before, let alone a real one instead of a photo, illustration or drawing. She just gazed at it for several seconds, and I watched a myriad of emotions and thoughts flicker in the depths of her eyes.
She kept glancing up at me as she slowly explored, obviously seeking approval, anxious that she was being pleasing. Her smiles were soft, a bit quivering; I sensed she was pasting them on her face rather than truly feeling them, and I understood why, and in an odd way that only pleased me even more. 
As I didn't bother disguising my pleasure she obviously noticed; her delicate shudder as I softly hissed, nostrils flaring as I sharply, swiftly inhaled proved she understood how and what —and why— I was feeling.
Had I not understood, I would have interpreted the first couple of minutes, while she did naught other than lightly stroke and lick, as intentional teasing. But I did understand: she had no real clue what to do and, more importantly, no real idea how to do the little she'd deduced. She kept glancing up, checking my expression, appraising her actions, comparing what she was doing to how I was responding.
But those several minutes were exquisite torment. I'd already spent over an hour with my Kylie and, as a result, had been terribly aroused. Then the drive home, thinking about my little fucktoy held in my basement, had only kept that arousal on a low simmering boil. Then walking inside and seeing her, well...
"A little fucktoy wants to please her Master. Should a little fucktoy do anything different?"
"Ah, no." At least that's what I'd intended to say. I'm not sure what the strangled-sounded gargle actually sounded like. By that point I was already close to climaxing, breathing heavily, hips flexing, rocking back and forth in time to her stroking. She couldn't even surround my cock with her hands; thumb and fingers couldn't fully reach around, and I could feel and see that.
When she again closed her lips around the crown, as I again felt her warm sweet mouth enclose me, my cock pillowed against the velvety warmth of her little tongue, as she again started stroking even faster...
My ears started roaring, my face felt on fire. My arousal was no longer a simmering, roiling boil. It was much, much closer to that of an overheated radiator. And moments after she gently took me back into her mouth... the cap of that radiator was removed.
I felt my cock swell even thicker. Felt it stiffen and jut even more. Felt the tightness in the base as pressure seethed and churned... then I grunted, a low, very deep and loud groan, as that pressure boiled over, as I felt jet after gloriously blissful jet spurt from deep inside me.
KENNA
Winry Posts Monday Night, 11 May
I’m a little surprised when he answers my question with a no. A little surprised and strangely proud of myself. I’d assumed that I was fumbling amateurishly and needed direction. It just doesn’t seem like something that comes naturally, but I’m pleased to be doing it right. 
Sure I’d heard about how to do a blow job, but I also thought that it was foreplay. At some point he ought to lay me back and put his cock where it belongs. It takes me a few seconds after his response to realize that the rest of what I’d heard in the bizarre description of a blow job was true. He is not going to put his cock somewhere else. He is going to do it in my mouth. I always dreamed of falling in love with a man and wanting to please him. For that man I’d do it. It is nowhere in my dream to be kneeling on a dirt floor being forced to please a man.  I get a sick feeling inside, a galling sense of helplessness to be so used and just for food and water. The hunger I might have tolerated a little longer, but I am thirsty and so I force myself to continue. 
Though he’d said no, I do change what I’m doing by increasing the speed of my stroking and the tightness of my grip. Those changes come almost by accident, but it is evident that faster and firmer makes him more excited. Were I anywhere but on my knees with his cock in my mouth, I might be excited by the sights and sounds of his arousal. Now it’s more like dread. But I’ve made a deal with the devil and now I’m doing what needs to be done. 
With the head of his cock in my mouth, he erupts suddenly. I could tell it was coming from his reaction, but the exact instant was unknown until I felt a gush of warm, salty goo into my mouth. I suck on the head now, letting him fill my mouth and I swallow once to make room for more as I suck. Some of it dribbles out of my mouth, more than I feel is right. I know I’m supposed to swallow it all. I keep stroking, wanting it to end, but knowing it will end when he’s done and not before. Even when he stops, I stroke it a few more times to make sure he really is done. I watch his eyes the whole time, looking for a sign that he’s done. His eyes burn into me while he cums. Then they soften, showing his pleasure and a little surprise. Only then do I rock back and let go of his cock. 
I wipe my chin with the back of my hand. His cum tastes terrible, but I hope I don’t show that. I force a smile while I wonder if it will ever taste good. How many times before it either tastes good or doesn’t matter? There’s just one more thing left to do to complete the blow job. I’d always imagined professing my love to my lover and that I’d do that for him any time. So, I’ve altered the words a little, but I still have to assure my master that I’ll keep him happy. “Master, a little fucktoy loves your cock." I say that and kiss the tip of his cock.  
MASTERIUS
Masterius Posts, IMs and Emails Monday Evening, 11 May
My knees almost buckled. I'm not sure how I managed to remain standing. For quite some time I stood there, eyes closed, panting like I'd just sprinted a quarter-mile. I'd closed them once she'd stopped gently stroking, stripping the last of my cum from me... and nursing on my quickly-softening cock as she did; when she finally let go and rolled back onto her heels. Only then did I close my eyes, and just revel in the sensations and blissful pleasure.
And then she had to go ahead and murmur, “Master, a little fucktoy loves your cock," as she lightly kissed the tip again. That did almost buckle my knees. It certainly had me groan... and made my cock twitch, and start engorging again. Not completely, no, but it obviously pulsed and gently, visibly stiffened.
I finally opened my eyes, gazing down at her. I'm not sure what she was expecting me to say or do —I suspected she was really hoping I'd be pleased and tell her so; pleased and tell her that, yes, she had started earning things. She certainly wasn't expecting me to softly rumble, my voice low and neutral, "Don't lie to Master. You didn't really love that, did you."
Good night and sweet dreams, my pleasing, sexy little slave. Master loves you very much.
I wondered how my little slave was dealing with her punishment. How was that making her feel? What was she thinking? I was quite curious, for many reasons, but I wasn't going to ask her. Not right away, anyway. If she hadn't volunteered anything by the end of the week I'd ask her Saturday. Speaking of Saturday, I needed to email her dad. If he couldn't pick up what I'd want I'd have to buy it and drop ship it to the P.O. Box.
A P.O. Box that should, come tomorrow, hold the collar I'd bought just for my little slave.
Winry's Dad
If possible, I'd like for this upcoming Saturday to have available eight, four-inch wide long rolls of Vetwrap, or something similar. Vetwrap is like an Ace bandage, just also self-tacky. If need be, I can buy and have that shipped to the P. O. Box for then. Speaking of which, the collar I'd bought for her should be there come tomorrow afternoon.
~Masterius
KENNA
Winry Posts Tuesday Afternoon, 12 May
Midway through the morning at school I realize there is more to this punishment than afternoons, evening, and nights. The very panties that I am wearing are going in my mouth later today. These panties. I have to be very careful. It’s not something I’ve ever thought of before. It’s on my mind most of the day after that. Makes the two bathroom breaks I take very interesting. 
I get home from school and briefly, very briefly, consider using clean panties, but then I’d be cheating and I’m not gonna do that. I take them off and put them in my mouth and then tape them in. 
Sir, I’m sorry about playing with myself on Sunday. Last night was… interesting. Frustrating. For some reason being spread eagle on my back with an itch was way different than without. 
No, really, what was the worst part was that adday ewknay Iay adhay anay itchay ilewhay ehay iedtay emay.
I really didn’t expect to be called on the words I used. It was meant to tell him I was committed to pleasing him. I’d accepted the role of fucktoy to earn what was on my list. That it is a lie is obvious. I don’t love his cock. I don’t love him. I don’t love being his fucktoy. I just am. He said it yesterday. I don’t have to like it. “Does what I think matter, Master?”
MASTERIUS
Masterius Posts Tuesday Afternoon, 12 May
I had no idea what my little slave was thinking about today while at school. But I was having a difficult time of that today, while helping put up replacement kitchen cabinets. Yesterday, being told to gag herself with her panties had come cold at her. No warning, a total surprise. Today, though...
Today, from the moment she got dressed and slipped them on, until the time came, at home, to slide them down and off, she'd be very aware of just where they'd be winding up after school was over and she got home. Somehow I didn't think she'd manage to forget that as the minutes and hours passed.
I got home, took a shower, grabbed a quick bite then logged onto LB and messenger. I had two offline messages already waiting for me. 
They had me proudly smile, as well as chuckle and grin. Especially her using pig Latin again. It must be very frustrating wanting or needing to express her thoughts and feelings to me, and knowing that her dad was also going to be seeing those. 
Apology accepted my little slave. I have the feeling that that hadn't been a thought-out, intentionally planned disobedience. That would have upset, if not truly angered, me. But, while I can understand how that had happened, I couldn't simply let that slide, either. Hence, you're punishment... which is also a lesson.
Anday idday owingknay ehay ewknay hattay akemay myay ittlelay lavesay lushbay?
Reaching down I lightly touched her cheek with my fingertips, softly smiling. I didn't say a word, just reached down again, grasped the chain close to her collar and gently gave a tiny tug. Just enough to indicate she should stand up.
Once she stood up I unlocked the chain from her collar, then motioned for her to follow me. Padding over to the small table and chair I motioned to the floor next to the chair. "Kneel," I rumbled. Once she'd knelt back down I walked over to the door and opened it, leaning down and retrieving the paper bag and cardboard drink carrier there. Closing the door behind me I carried them over to the table, placed them atop then sat down.
Removing the paper cup holding the iced tea from the carrier I unwrapped a straw, pushed it through the lid then handed it down to her. Opening up the paper bag I removed the boxed Big Mac, handing that down, then did the same with the cardboard cup full of fries.
"There is lying. Then there is lying and lying," I told her, my voice low and calm, as I watched her begin eating. "If I ask you a direct question, like, 'did you stand up at all even though you were told to remain kneeling' and you say no even though you had... that's one type of lie."
"That's a very bad type of lie, too," I added, voice turning cold and hard a moment.
"If I ask you how you felt about something, or how something made you feel," I continued, again sounding calm and cool, "And you tell me, for instance, you liked it even when it revolted you, and you've told me that because you think that's the answer I want to hear, that's another type of lie. That's also a bad type of lie."
"When you say, or do, something, like saying 'Master, a little fucktoy loves your cock,' because you've thought hard about that and believe that's how a little fucktoy should speak to her Master, because that's would please her Master hearing that, even thought that isn't how you feel, that's also a lie. That's an acceptable lie, however."
Now I really gazed down at her. "Saying and doing things like that shows me you're really trying hard to be pleasing. It shows me you've been thinking really hard of ways to please your Master. I'd prefer it if my little fucktoy was sincere, of course. One day, perhaps, she will be." My voice, and eyes, were warm with approval and pride.
"To answer your question, no, what my little fucktoy thinks does not always matter. Nor will Master always care. What matters is what my little fucktoy does, what she says, how she acts. But while what she thinks may not matter, and while Master may not care... I'll always be aware of it."
I watched her eat for another minute, remaining silent.
"After my little fucktoy has finished eating," I softly rumbled, "I'll go and bring down a pad of paper and a pencil. She is to rewrite her 'list' on that. You may make a little checkmark after 'water' and 'lunch'; what she did, Master thinks, is worthy of having earned that. How she did that, and how she acted and spoke, I think, has earned at least one more."
KENNA
Winry Posts Tuesday After Dinner, 12 May
“Kneel,” he says pointing next to the chair. I’d thought the chair was for me, but the one word speaks volumes. Kneeling was not just because he tied me that way to keep me from escaping. I was tied that way because he wants me kneeling. Duh, like a slave. OK, I’m getting it.  I kneel. No sitting in his presence. 
He returns with a McDonalds’ bag and sets out a Big Mac, fries, and soda. Except… well, have you ever thought you had a soda and discovered it was iced tea? What the heck, I was so thirsty, I sucked it down halfway before I took my first bite while mentally adding Coke to my list. Not sure that’s worth it though. 
I eat cold McDonalds, but I don’t mind. In fact, I see a silver lining in eating a cold dinner. I take it to mean I interrupted his plans with my list and with the blow job. He’d seen me and wanted me. At this point, I can ask for little more. It also means I did good… I think. Except he starts with a lecture on lying. Like I did something wrong. I listen carefully, hanging on every word. In the end, I’m pretty sure I did good, double good. Kewl. I feel like I just landed a double back flip. Just waiting for the judge’s decision. Was it worthy of something besides praise?
I slow down eating some when he answers my question. I hadn’t expected an answer. He confirms what I thought. It doesn’t matter, though it does sound like sometimes it might. What I think doesn’t matter, but what I say and do is the key. I just think though that a few more days in the basement alone and I’m going to start being sincere about loving his cock. 
It’s kind of creepy to eat with him watching. He seems to enjoy everything I do. He likes watching. Duh, I’m naked without caring anymore. He can look all he wants. I think how odd that there are no clothes on my list. I’d just assumed that they were pointless now. My body belongs to him. He’ll dress it if he wants. If I do get clothes, I’m sure they’ll come off whenever he desires. What’s the point?
I smile, sincerely happy that I earned water and lunch. And a blanket. At least that’s next on my list, but then he didn’t say blanket. He’s given me a choice. Maybe I want the toilet paper. Maybe the cot which comes with a blanket. But, no, I listed them separately because I don’t want to overdo my list. I see the list as a way of telling him what rewards he can give me. If I push it too hard, I can also see it as a list of demands… which it absolutely, positively, most certainly is not. Yesterday I might have been that bold. Today, not a chance. The blanket will mean I’ll be warm tonight. Who knows how he’ll tie me though. I don’t want the tape wrapped all around my head either. What about something not on my list? Dare I ask for something not there? Just having him back from school and sitting with me makes me want him to just spend more time with me. Can I ask that? I wouldn’t even care how he spent the time. Just spend some with me. I finally decide that he’s probably going to spend time with me anyway. 
“Sir, may a little fucktoy have a blanket tonight as my one more reward?”
Masterius receives another email with the subject: Daddy Don’t Read
My One True Master,
I’ve been learning things from you and I want to thank you for them. The previous weekend, I removed the crotch rope as the first thing because I could. This Sunday I undid the lock because I could. Now as I take my punishment with my panties in my mouth, I’m already thinking of ways to make it less of a punishment. It’s like I want to win, but I’m learning that winning isn’t the point. I could rinse out my panties. I could change them during the day. I could even use a clean pair. But I’d be cheating in all of those. I want you to know that I have my all day panties in my mouth right now. I want you to know that the pair on Monday was pretty clean, but today I thought about you during study hall. Obviously I couldn’t scratch, but my panties are not as clean as they were yesterday. 
I wish I’d kept on the crotch rope and I learned that the next day when it stayed in place and you talked me through three orgasms. I wish I hadn’t taken off the lock and instead gotten spanked just for you. Now, I’m doing my punishment just the way you want because being yours is more important than winning. I think about it being your fingers that tease me to the edge each night. I think about it being you that ties me spread eagle. Dad puts a sheet over me to do it, but I’d want you to not cover me. To look… to stare at the itch I cannot scratch. To see the figure eight knot placed perfectly over the itch and watch me be punished with my own desire. And I imagine it being you that wakes me with tickles. –cursing you, but with a smile-
Being yours started as a game and in that light it’s all about playing the game, not about winning. Yet, it’s becoming more than a game. It’s becoming something that I want to do with and for you all the time. Dad seems to think that two months of summer camp will distract me from you. I don’t think so. I want to know if you’ll wait for me. Can I be your slave for real when I’m 16? Will you still want me when I’m 20? 
I told you I like challenges and always try to win. Today I’m taking on a new challenge… to be your slave. To belong to you without winning or losing. To make pleasing you the most important thing for me. 
With Love and Devotion,
Winry
Sir, I just sent an email. I also have a request. I have the collar and it’s beautiful. Dad picked it up today. I could just put it on, but could we do an audio so you can “put it on me.” Just a short one if you want, but just to hear you tell me to put it on and then I will. 
MASTERIUS
Masterius Posts, IMs and Emails Tuesday Evening, 12 May
After replying to her offline messages and posting a reply to LB I did thirty minutes of kata before taking a short little five mile run. Tomorrow I'd work out all morning in my gym, then the afternoon doing more exercising. That was one thing I tried not to skimp on; it was, at times, easy to decide to put off exercising 'just for today'. But tomorrow could easily become tomorrow... tomorrow... tomorrow, until finally you realized you hadn't for weeks. And it was a lot easier to lose muscle tone and stamina than it was to regain it.
I had a feeling that when Winry finally really saw me she'd be shocked. By no means was I as bulked as one of those professional bodybuilders. I didn't need special tailoring to fit into clothes. On the flip side, though, I was a lot stronger than I appeared, and while I wasn't muscle-bulked, I did have quite obvious muscles. 
Well, obvious once my clothes were off, that is.
Once I got back from my run, a distance that really didn't even start winding or exhausting me but, rather, had just started loosening things up, I took a quick shower before setting back down at my pc. And not only did I have a post and offline messages waiting for me... I had another 'Daddy Don't Read' email waiting. And what an email that was, too!
I started a reply several times, but honestly I was so overwhelmed by the email that, truly, I didn't know where or how to begin. I got up, paced around, sat back down, put my fingers on the keyboard... got up, paced around...
She was barely just past twelve, but never had I read a more profoundly insightful, introspectively reflective, letter. I had no difficulty at all seeing into her heart and soul, for she'd laid that out, bared that, to me. For me.
I had a serious lump in my throat that all the coffee in the world wouldn't manage to wash away. 'Being yours started as a game and in that light it’s all about playing the game, not about winning. Yet, it’s becoming more than a game. It’s becoming something that I want to do with and for you all the time.' I knew just how she felt. It hadn't been just a game to me at first; it never was, not when I was dealing with someone's heart and feelings. When I'd offered to begin really teaching and training her, that had been sincere and most certainly not a game. But, even so, I'd known this could never be real. I mean, she was a young girl; she was twelve.
Which hadn't, of course, kept me from daydreaming and wistfully fantasizing.
But, somehow, within just a couple of weeks, this had become something very serious to me. Something extraordinarily desirous. She had become that. And she had become someone I'd wanted to do this with, all the time. Wanted that badly enough that I'd started semi-seriously contemplating discovering where she lived, and how I'd go about truly kidnapping her.
Finding out she felt the same was indescribably incredible.
Finally I started a reply, then stopped. I was about to comment on each of her paragraphs (as I usually do when replying to someone's emails) when I paused. Sometimes you just didn't have to comment point-by-point. And this was one of those times. Winry simply wished for me to know how she felt; I didn't need to comment on everything. 
My little love,
Sometimes Master will set you challenges. Some of those challenges will be obvious, and some quite subtle. The crotch rope was a subtle one; the padlock was not. I truly did, with the padlock, want my little slave to fight and struggle to 'escape'. I would have been disappointed if you had 'failed' from lack of effort. Figuring out which challenges are subtle and which are not is not something, at this point in your life, that will be easily discernable. That requires experience which, alas, you haven't, as yet, lived long enough to have gained. Only time, and teachers, do that. I'm perfectly content taking all the time that's necessary, and I'm more than content to be my little slave's teacher and trainer.
I'll always wait for you. Being without you for two months will feel more like two years, but simply knowing you'll be back with me after that is all I need to endure that time. And if you still want to be my slave at 16 I'd be ecstatic to have you. Although I'm afraid 18 is likely how long we'll have to wait. But be that 16, or 18... or 20, or 30... I'll still always want you. Now, and forever.
Your Master.
For all that I consider myself literate, articulate, and erudite, her email put anything I'd ever written to shame. I reread mine several times, wincing at the wording. For some reason I didn't seem able to express how I felt anywhere near as well as she had.
Then again, hopefully come June 4th, actions would speak louder than anything I'd managed to write.
--shyly smiles-- You really like it? I looked and looked for days looking for the perfect one for my little slave. I'd already decided on one before, but when your dad agreed I could really send you one, well... I really started looking hard, all kinds of places. And when I saw that one, well... I thought it would be perfect for you.
I would VERY much love an audio! Yes!! I would like that a lot, my pleasing little slave! And it would mean a lot to me, being able to speak to my little slave, to instruct her to place my collar around her neck.
I wanted to kick myself in the ass for not thinking of that myself. I should have thought of that, I grumbled. So I was extremely grateful that she'd thought to ask. 
Although it wasn't going to be as short as a simple 'Put it on now' as she was picturing.
Don't ask me to explain it because I can't, but I've always found a simple pleasure and joy in watching a child eat. So I watched her as she did. I thought she was going to drain the iced tea dry without coming up for air, and inside I winced, realizing just how thirsty she must have been, but outwardly I remained calm and composed.
She certainly noticed my watching her; I could see that in her eyes. But, at the moment, the Big Mac was far more important than anything else. 
Well, almost anything else. She hung onto my every word as if they were lifelines. Which, in a way, I suppose they were.
“Sir, may a little fucktoy have a blanket tonight as my one more reward?”
I held up a hand. She froze a moment at that. In a soft, instructive tone —not chiding, just correcting and instructing— I corrected her. "Granting a little fucktoy lunch and water isn't a reward. They are privileges. Something special permitted you. A reward is something that is one-time only. Master does assume his little fucktoy would like lunch and water more than one day? Hmmmm... I thought as much," as I took in her reaction to that. 
Motioning to where she'd laboriously scratched out the list I continued, "Those can be rewards, at times. For instance, permitted an iPod for a week because of truly exceptional behavior and obedience. Or they can be privileges; something Master has given to his little fucktoy. Not rights, just privileges. Privileges that will be lost should a little fucktoy be displeasing."
I'd almost said 'can be lost' instead of 'will be lost', but I rather thought the latter would have more of an impact on her. From her expression I appeared to have been correct.
As she was finished eating by then I reached down and gathered up the containers and cup, placing them in the bag, which I then rolled up. "I'll come for my little fucktoy in a bit," I rumbled. "Remain kneeling."
Standing up I walked over to the door then out. As I started closing the door I dropped the bag, softly muttering as I did. Bending over to pick it up I just let the door close behind me, forgetting to close it firmly or lock it as I padded up the stairs.
Then again, I wasn't forgetting anything. Once upstairs I placed the trash in a waste can, gathered up a pad of paper and a pencil, then patiently waited just outside the mudroom, the door there closed except for a crack. I really didn't think she'd be foolish enough to attempt another escape, and possibly it was unfair of me to dangle one in front of her like this. But 'fair' never really entered into this at all. I really hoped she wouldn't be so foolish but... if she was...
I was perfectly content to continue 'educating' my little fucktoy.
KENNA
Winry Posts Tuesday, 12 May
Thank you, Sir, for understanding and explaining. I was a little sorry about the lock because I used things you may not have provided if you were here. I also want you to know I understand the difference between a punishment spanking that I will avoid by obeying and a playtime spanking that I might actually enjoy. 
I did say might. ( 
I was happy that he’d mentioned 20 and even 30 for my age. It’s so far in the distant future that I can hardly imagine it, but what I do remember is that when I first proposed Kylie at 12, he said that was a bit older than he liked. If that was for fantasy role playing that was fine. If it meant he would tire of me by 20 then that was an entirely different matter. 
You know what’s really freaking kewl? He says I need experience, time, and teachers. He manages to talk about teaching me without a hint that I’m lacking in any way. He manages to remind me I’m 12 without saying it. He makes me want to learn. He makes me want him to be my Master and my teacher and anything else he wants to be.  
A little playtoy awaits her Master’s instructions for the audio. Tonight would be super, but I don’t know if you want to make a big deal of it or not. 
It was a simple response to his offer of a third reward, so it surprises and scares me a little when he raises his hand. Did I do something wrong? Oh, I see. Yes, I nod. I do want lunch and water every day and a more water tonight if I can. When he says iPod, my eyes light up. No fooling? I wasn’t sure he’d ever consider that far down the list. Just for a week? If he tells me how, I’ll do it so good it will be all the time. I’ll do it every week if that’s what it takes. 
I bite my lip when he says privileges will be lost. It makes sense, so then I nod. I almost assure him that I won’t be displeasing. But, that remains to be proven. I plan not to be displeasing, but it’s a promise that can easily be broken. 
As I kneel and watch him leave, the door fails to slam shut as it has every other time. I rise up as tall as I can while kneeling and look at the door. It might actually be slightly ajar. So, I think about it. I’m down two flights of stairs. Might there be another door at the top of the first flight? And another door at the top of the next flight? I’ve just earned water, lunch, and a blanket as privileges. He’d just said they will be taken away if I displease him. What’s the chance I can escape right now? I rest back on my haunches again. I’ll need to see the steps and the way out without being blindfolded before I try to make my escape from the depths of his basement. Or, I’ll bide my time for an opportunity upstairs. One where I’m not tied and hopping futilely. 
The door being ajar does mean to me that he’ll return. That I do want. I want his time. It doesn’t matter how we spend it. Really. Of course, I don’t expect he’ll want to cum again tonight. If he does, perhaps there’s more privileges to be earned. So, when he returns, I will be kneeling right where he left me.
When he comes back, I say, “A little fucktoy is glad to see her Master.” Let him question that. I am glad. 
MASTERIUS
Masterius Posts Tuesday, 12 May
My pleasing little slave, all we'd need for the audio is pretty simple: I'd want you kneeling, naked, at your pc, with the collar resting in front of you. And, if possible, tonight, yes. Although I am planning on making a big deal of this... because it is. 
Ten minutes might not have been long enough to tempt her. At the same time, it was also more than long enough to determine she wasn't going to be immediately grabbing at any straw that suddenly appeared. 
Stepping through the door into the mudroom I turned and passed through the secret door and headed downstairs.
She hadn't moved at all from what I could see, and I felt my lips curving in an approving smile. Not a wide one, just a touch of approval, but it was there nonetheless. Especially when she'd brightly chirped, “A little fucktoy is glad to see her Master.” 
Sitting back down at the chair I handed down the pad of paper and the pencil. "Write the list on this," I instructed. "When you are finished, hand it back to Master. And then, I think, I shall play with my little fucktoy a bit."
MASTERIUS
Masterius Recaps Audio Tuesday Evening, 12 May
Winry: Dad sets up the audio for me in my room and I strip down and kneel in front of the computer. Feels a little odd to be kneeling at my computer, but OK. Aasssherrr, I'm reh-ee. [Master, I'm ready.]
Masterius: I hear her gagged voice, and smack my forehead with the heel of my hand. Ordinarily listening to her gagged is quite exciting, but I definitely don't want her gagged this time.
Masterius: Little one, Master is sorry. I don't wish for you to be gagged for this.
Winry: Thank you, Master. I didn't want to be gagged. Did I tell you how beautiful the collar is? It's all shiny silver and I can't wait to get it on. How are you going to do it? What do I need to do? I'm so excited I can hardly stand it. 
Masterius: I can't help but grin hearing the excitement in her voice. And, truth to tell, I was quite excited, too. But also feeling an incredible tightness in my chest and throat as well.
Masterius: I simply wish for my little slave to be kneeling naked, and listen to what Master has to say and answer truthfully when asked questions. OK?
Winry: So, like I said, I'm ready. Hey, there's just barely 20 days until summer camp, so I don’t... OK. 
Masterius: I'm rather curious about that 'so I don't'.
Masterius: So you don't, what, little one?
Winry: So I don't get to wear your collar for very long. I wish it was longer. I wish it was like forever, you know. But, so, I'll have to enjoy it while I can. Say, you know it's pretty light for its size. It looks like it would be heavy, but it's pretty light. I suppose you know it's got a serious hook on it for leashing me to the bed, huh?
Masterius: Well, yes, I had noticed that.
Masterius: I couldn't help but grin, hearing her rapid excited chatter.
Winry: Sorry, I'm probably talking too much. Dad says the smartest thing you ever did was to gag me. 
Masterius: Now, let's begin.
Masterius: 'Thanks dad,' I think to myself, struggling not to laugh out loud. 
Masterius: I know I've told you this before, but it bears repeating. Collars can have many meanings, can symbolize many things, especially in our world.
Winry: Yes, sir. 
Masterius: They can be mere props and decorations, like for role play. They can be pretty jewelry, but ones with a hidden meaning.
Winry: Yes, sir. 
Masterius: They can be for function, as in a means of control and restraint. The one you have been wearing up to now has been all of that, yes?
Winry: Yes, sir. 
Masterius: My voice grows lower, more serious.
Masterius: A collar can also be a sign, a symbol, of belonging to someone. Sometimes as simple as a pupil to a mentor. Sometimes as intense as a symbol of Ownership.
Masterius: Look very carefully at that collar little one. For it is a symbol that you have dedicated and devoted yourself to me, as a slave to her Master.
Winry: Yes, sir. 
Masterius: If you place that around your throat and close it, you are agreeing to belong to me. As mine. As my slave. In all ways.
Masterius: Is that what you wish?
Winry: I sense his seriousness and calm down some.
Winry: Yes, sir, I do with all my heart. 
Masterius: My voice grows even more serious, but also thicker and huskier.
Masterius: Then place it around your throat and close it in place.
Masterius: And know that when you do, you have become my slave in truth.
Winry: I pick up the collar rather carefully, reverently and put it around my neck. It clicks in place. Yes, Master, it's on now. 
Masterius: I literally tremble at my keyboard, and my voice is so thick as I wordlessly purr.
Winry: I realize that I've honestly given up the option to say no, I changed my mind. I'm committed.
Masterius: Then, even thicker and huskier: One day, my little slave, Master will lock that collar in place. And on that day, I will truly own you in all ways as my slave.
Winry: I listen to the sound coming from the speakers. So rich and deep. I tremble, wishing the distance was gone.
Winry: Yes, Master, I hate that it can't be now. 
Masterius: I softly, deeply sigh. So do I my little sexy, pleasing slave. So do I.
Masterius: Now why don't you go and take a peek in the mirror real quick?
Winry: I get up and rush to the mirror and look. I look at it from all angles. Then I come back and kneel. It's perfect, Sir. There's a catch in my voice.
Masterius: My voice sound thick, husky and catched. I wish I could see.
Masterius: That's not a hint by the way.
Winry: I decide to send him a picture tomorrow, but I can't say that on the audio.
Winry: I understand, Master. You can't... not for a few years anyway. 
Masterius: I'm really glad you like it little one.
Winry: Does it matter what a little slave thinks? I say teasingly.
Masterius: I chuckle, deep and rumbly. In this case, yes.
Masterius: I'm pleased that you like it.
Winry: Thank you, Master, I know you do care. 
I'm glad it pleases you.
Masterius: I make a soft kissing sound. Then a very deep, rumbling, Mine, little one. Mine.
Winry: I return the kiss.
Masterius: Mmmmmmm
Winry: It's a little early, but would my Master like to share my kneeling ritual with me tonight? 
Masterius: Considering I know just what little 'extra' the nighttime kneeling entails this week, thinking of listening to that makes my breath catch in a swift sharp inhale. Then, in a growly tone, Yesssss. Yes, your Master would like that, very much.
Winry: I wasn't sure I should offer, but now it sounds like a good idea. 
Winry: Silence for about a minute and a half, then light gasps start. Mmmmmm. 
Winry: I play with myself, sharing my punishment with my Master. It feels wonderful to have him listen. 
Masterius: My cheeks abruptly feel warm, nostrils flare as I sharply inhale. Then I murmur, in a low, deep caressing voice, Master would be watching his little slave, you know.
Winry: Mmmmm, Master, it feels so good. Yes, I know. Master would be watching and knowing that I can't... I won't get to finish.
Masterius: Watching as she rubbed her little sexy pussy. Watching as she started breathing heavier, her cheeks softly flushing.
Enjoying watching very much. Just as I will enjoy tying her for bed, leaving her frustrated and very 'itchy'.
Winry: Damn, he does it again, knowing just how I'm reacting and what I look like. I'm blushing, Sir. I know you like that. I'm excited and breathing heavy and now I'm blushing for you. 
Masterius: Mmmmmmm
Winry: You like to watch... I'm... using two... two fingers on... my clit. My... my other hand... is where I'd... ummm... ohhh.... like your h-hand.
Masterius: Again I purr, so rich and thick, my face feeling even warmer. I reach down and 'adjust', before it becomes more painful than it already is.
Masterius: Master loves it when his little slave blushes. Mmmmm... I like that a lot.
Winry: My Mas... ter is... driving... mmmm... I love... that s-sound wh.... when you... make it.
Winry: My voice gets lower, husky .Not much... ummm... ahhhh... long.... ger... My Masss... ter sure? Ummm... sure he... wants me to... ssstop?
Masterius: Oh yes my little slave. Master is sure. I want my little slave right there... but not past.
Masterius: I will sooo love having my little slave helplessly bound and gagged, and doing this to her myself. And not for just five little minutes. Oh no!
Masterius: So very deep and rumbling: For hours.
Winry: Gawd... I hafta... I stop, panting into the microphone. I... stopped. 
Masterius: Did Master say to stop, hmmm?
Winry: I thought so. Didn't you? If I... do more... I'll... oh... oh, no... more play... still... not get to... cum? I put my fingers back to work, taking myself back up. 
Winry: I... um... thought... just up... and... and... stop.
Winry: Oh damn, there's 20 minutes until bedtime.
Masterius: Oh no little slave. Master wants his little slave to reach that point and hold it there.
Winry: Yessss.... Master. I gotta... stop... for a sec... I'm panting. Again, sir. 
Masterius: So very low and deep: My little slave is flushed and squirming, is she?
Winry: Yeah. Surprises me with how deep I growl that answer.
Masterius: Why, Master bets that if he reached his hand down, and just tapped her clit with his finger right now...
Winry: Please.
Winry: I want to cum so bad it's worth begging for, but I'm pretty sure that it will mean nothing. This is punishment.
Masterius: Very deep rumble: Master wants his little slave sobbing for release. I want her trembling so hard she looks like she's shivering from cold.
Winry: OK, that sounds promising. I think. I start up again. Watch me... Master... I won't... ummmm.... st-stop... just... ahhhhh... slow down... 
Gawd, Master... you can't.... really... for hours? 
Masterius: A deep, very pleased and aroused purr is her answer.
Winry: I drop forward, my free hand on the floor as my hips thrust up and down. I am trembling as he described. Mmmm, d-don't... do th-that.... please, Master, let me cum... just... just... tonight.
Masterius: Master even has ways of leaving his little slave bound and gagged, yet still having her 'itch' kept going.
Winry: Ahhh... please... please... I'm shaking all over... see me?
Masterius: I could be sitting and reading a book, and gazing over now and then and enjoy seeing my little slave panting and trembling.
Winry: Now that shocks me. The idea that he'd leave me like that and mostly ignore me. I'm performing for him and... God's sake... Master... That image makes me want to cum even more.
Masterius: Glancing at the clock I'd seen she'd easily passed the five-minute mark, which pleased me a great deal.
Masterius: Very low deep rumble, Go and be bound for bed now. Right now little slave.
Winry: Thank you, Master...Jesus, I'm thanking him for not letting me cum, just for letting me stop.
Masterius: Then, very softly, I love you, my little slave. 
Winry: And y... your... little... slave... loves her... Masss-ter. 
Good night... Sir. 
Masterius: My hands are almost shaking as I type, and my breath is audibly catched and raspy.
Masterius: Good night, and sweet dreams, little love.
Winry: I grab the microphone off the desk and clasp it to my chest while I lie on my back on the floor, just letting my gasping breath fill the air. The shaking gradually stops.
KENNA
Winry Posts Wednesday After School, 13 May
Sleep is hard Tuesday night. There was enough time between the early kneeling ritual and bedtime that I was no longer aroused, but I was still excited in the normal way just about the collar. Yet, after just a few minutes, my thoughts sobered as I considered what I’d just gotten myself into. Dad and I had an agreement that I could stop anytime, except when punishment was promised or underway. So, by Dad’s rule I could quit on Saturday. By my new commitment, it won’t be that easy. In fact, I no longer feel that I ever can. It’s a scary thought. 
The scary part is that it hasn’t all been fun. That spanking on the first Saturday that had lasted all morning long, getting worse each time. Poking my panties in my mouth. Wearing a gag. Begging to cum tonight and not being allowed. None of that is fun. It’s just that pleasing my Master makes me feel good. And that email I just sent off? It scares me that I meant every word of it. Now I have the collar to prove it. Jeez, it’s better than being married. 
The next day at school I get my head back into school. Finals are coming up and I can’t let myself slack off at the end of the year. Oh well, it makes for cleaner panties after school. 
I get a visit from the police after dinner. They just ask a few questions, but it really rocks me. Brittany has been missing for 24 hours now. Nothing like answering some questions from a detective to make you realize what’s really going on. Up until that moment I’d thought Brit would show up safe and sound, in big trouble for running away, but safe. 
I last saw her at school between 5th and 6th period. No, I don’t know where she might be. No, she didn’t seem odd. No, she didn’t say where she might go. I was with Mr. Eric in a study session after school. Cool, I’m like Mr. Eric’s alibi, but I can’t believe they’d suspect teachers. I guess they have to check everybody. Hey, I’m a suspect sorta. At least that’s the idea I get when he says very pointedly, “This is very serious, Kylie. If you know where she is, you need to tell us.” I nod my understanding. I do know how serious this is. No, I don’t know where she is. No, I’m not trying to protect her. 
When I write the list down, I think about adding to it, but really the only thing I would add is for him to spend time with me and he just said he would. I figure he lives alone and I’m his sole source of entertainment. Which, by the way, reminds me that Kylie probably had another study session today and apparently she didn’t do it for him today. He came to me awfully horny. They probably just had a regular study session. Why would he need to do anything with her when he has me? 
I check off the water, lunch, and blanket on my list. Then I hand it back to him. So, what are we going to play? Tiddly-winks? Hearts? Monopoly? Yeah, I know his favorite game – Fucktoy. I just can’t manage a smile because I still don’t know all the variations on the game. 
MASTERIUS
Masterius Posts Wednesday, Afternoon 13 May
Under any other conceivable circumstance I would have been utterly focused and enchanted reminiscing over my little slave's snorty pants as she hovered on the brink of climax. That had been so sweet and delicious! Normally I would have been dwelling on that... but I wasn't.
Instead I was absorbed with replaying the collaring ceremony. Perhaps calling it a ceremony seemed a tad excessively formal but, be that as it may, that was exactly what it had been. And once I'd started, I could sense my little slave had quickly discerned that herself. As excited and wound up as she'd been —and no two ways about that, either, she certainly had been; her animated breathless chattering had been proof positive of that— she'd suddenly grown quite sober and grave once I'd started.
There'd been no mistaking just how serious that had been to her. She'd understood that the collaring wasn't a game. Hadn't been just a stuffy formalized show of presenting her with a special collar. She'd understood the true meaning of that symbolism. Yet had wanted what that had meant.
As did I.
Unlike her, though, I knew it wouldn't be a matter of years before the time came that her collar would be locked. Only weeks. Weeks that might seem, to me, to drag like years, true. But they'd only be weeks, when all was said and done.
A few short weeks before my little slave became my little slave, my little bondage playtoy— and, yes, even my little fucktoy at times— in truth.
I watched her as she gravely reprinted her list on the paper then handed it to me. Taking it from her I scanned down the list again, seeing that she'd already checked 'blanket'. I had told her to only check off 'lunch' and 'water' and, for a moment, debated calling her on that. But I chose not to, if only because it seemed she'd assumed (not that assuming was necessarily a good thing) I'd agreed on a blanket as her third privilege. 
"Hmmm," I murmured, intently scrutinizing the list... and catching her looking nervous out of the corner of my eye as I did. I made three additional checks. "I think Master will see to his little fucktoy having toilet paper, too. And a hairbrush and toothbrush as well."
Needless to say I'd already intended the toilet paper. In fact, if you lifted up the little side hatch of the chemical potty there was already a roll tucked inside. Obviously she hadn't noticed that. Just as obviously, I wasn't going to inform her of that... now. As to the hairbrush and toothbrush, well... for certain sure I was going to be wanting my little fucktoy taking scrupulous care of herself. So, very shortly, I'd be including other things: nail clippers, files and buffers, lotions, scents, and other grooming items. 
But when I did, I'd make sure to present those not as privileges, but as requirements. I'd make sure she understood Master expected his little fucktoy to keep her body in meticulous, fastidious care and appearance.
Setting the list down I rose, then padded over to the St. Andrews cross. Basically that was an 'X'-shaped cross made of 2 x 6 boards I'd sanded down to a satin finish. Normally such affairs were vertical in design. Mine was a bit different. The base was a sturdy rectangle, also of 2 x 6s, a bit wider and longer than the cross when horizontal, with an 'X' cross bracing. If you looked at the cross itself when vertically upright there were two steel pipes running sideways, one about a third up from the bottom, the other a third down from the top, with both set behind the cross. Two additional pipes, evenly spaced, descended from the bottom pipe rail down to the base, forming a sort of 'teeter-totter' fulcrum. Two more descended from the top set; actually four —each set was a pair of pipes, one slightly smaller in diameter and fitting inside the larger. Those sets were pre-drilled and had clevis pins. 
That design enabled me to position the cross flat on its back, horizontal, or fully upright, vertical, or at a sloped forty-five degree angle. 
At the moment it was horizontal, resembling an odd, X-shaped table... one that was exactly hip-high to me. Patting the top of it I rumbled, "Over here. Lay atop this."
KENNA
Winry Posts Wednesday After Dinner, 13 May
I’m a little suspicious when he checks off three more things on the list. It makes sense that he would want me to have them just to stay clean and pretty for him, but they are privileges that I have not earned. Which means to me that I’m about to earn them. Or lose them. I wait kneeling and it doesn’t take long for him to show me just how I will earn the privileges. 
At his command, I rise and pad over to the X-shape and climb up on it. As I do, I give him a look that says I don’t like the looks of this. I don’t hesitate, but I make sure I don’t look eager or happy. It’s more than just that I don’t like it. It looks scary. I sit on it with my legs dangling and ask softly, “What’s this for, Master?”
MASTERIUS
Masterius Posts Wednesday Evening, 13 May
"Shhhh," I softly hushed, guiding her onto her back and down atop the cross. She looked quite anxious as I guided her down and in place, eyes quite wide. I wasn't being rough and forceful but neither was I being gentle; just implacable. Once I had her in position I started strapping her body down at waist and upper body, just under her little breasts. The straps were two-inch wide black leather. They might seem slender but for all their suppleness they were very strong and unyielding. 
Next I guided slender arms up along the top 'V' of the cross. The four straps there were only one-inch wide, but again, like the body ones, they were more than adequate in strength. Those secured little wrists and just above elbows.
She didn't seem exactly happy. And seemed less so when I walked down to her legs, took one ankle and guided her foot down the leg of the bottom 'V' of the cross. Her eyes grew even wider, and now she looked scared as well as apprehensive. There were three straps per leg: a one-inch wide one for her ankle, a two-inch wide one for just above her knee, and a four-inch wide one that went diagonally at the very top of her thigh. That last one was important, because that's the set that would take her weight if and when the cross was tilted vertical.
Walking to the other side I took that small foot and drew that to the side, strapping it in place. Then I slowly walked around her, checking all the straps, making sure they were properly fitted and idly caressing and fondling her as I did.
Walking over to one of the cabinets I selected a ball gag. The ball was of medium size and medium firmness, neither hard nor squishy like the sponge. Walking back over to her and standing at her head I rumbled, “Open.” Huge brown eyes anxiously looked up at me, widening even more, it seemed, when seeing the gag. But she did open, quite wide, without a fuss, although she started trembling even more.
Gently pressing the ball in place I checked the fit before buckling the single strap behind her head. It didn't quite fit all the way inside her mouth, not like the sponge ball had. But it also wasn't wedging her mouth wide open either. She could just about close her mouth, small white, gleaming teeth not quite touching, and her soft full lips also gaped around the ball, leaving an adorable little gap.
Walking up to her head I crouched down, then heard a very audible squeal, albeit quite muffled, as I released the catch and tipped the cross upright. All the way upright, until she was perfectly vertical. Sliding the clevis pins in place, securely locking the support legs, I then padded and stood in front of her.
"Mmmmm," I purred, quite delighted. She looked so sexy and desirable like that! All nice and helpless, perfectly displayed and exposed.
She seemed even more tense and fretful when I walked over to the cabinet again, this time returning with what looked like an adjustable microphone stand... because it was. Setting it right in front of her I headed back to a different cabinet, this time returning with a long, thick, blunt-tipped vibrator. The holder where the microphone would have gone I'd modified, and my little fucktoy got to see just how that had been modified as I sat the vibrator into the holder, tightly velcroing it in place.
Softly humming to myself I adjusted the arms of the stand until the vibrator was pointing upright, with the tip just pressing against her pussy, not quite parting her cleft. And then I turned it on low, my eyes brightly gleaming as I patted her hip.
"I'll be back for my little fucktoy soon," I rumbled, then turned and ambled out, going upstairs, this time securely closing and locking the door behind me.
I was intending on grabbing my briefcase and taking it downstairs, and working on grading papers while I watched and listened to her. I'd almost lingered a bit first, but as I exited the secret door I was startled at hearing the doorbell ringing. And when I'd answered the door, I was utterly glad I hadn't dawdled longer downstairs.
Two detectives were standing on the stoop. They asked if I was Eric MacAlister and, when I said I was, they asked me if I had time to answer a few questions. I invited them inside, not without a moment of panic as I lead them right through the mudroom where the secret door was, and into the kitchen. 
By the time I settled them into the kitchen I was perfectly calm. There was no way anyone could know I'd taken her, and there was no way they could tell she was here. Oddly enough —or perhaps not so oddly— that realization had me hard and aroused. It had been one thing to know, in the abstract, that. It was quite another having a chat with two detectives looking to find her, all the while knowing she was right here, just below them... and they had no idea.
And not just below them, but bound and gagged and slowly, helplessly being driven crazy with arousal.
The biggest difficulty I had was not looking or appearing guilty, it was striving to appear suitably grave and somber while inside I was feeling deliriously euphoric.
Within minutes it became obvious this was just a pro forma visit. I wasn't a suspect; they were just interviewing anyone and everyone. No, I hadn't seen her after school. Yes, I'd stayed after, I had a detention slash tutoring appointment. No, she hadn't seemed different. No, she hadn't seemed despondent. And on and on and on.
I finally escorted them to the door fifteen minutes later, taking their business cards at the door and promising to call if anything might jog my memory. Closing and locking the door behind them I realized one thing I was going to have to do toot-suite: I was going to have to figure out some way of being notified when someone was at the front or back door if I was downstairs. 
Padding back downstairs I unlocked and opened the door and strolled inside. My eyes gleamed as I took in the vision of my little fucktoy bound and gagged, strapped up on the cross. And from the look of things, the vibrator had been working quite nicely.
KENNA
Winry Posts Wednesday, 13 May
I don’t like being shushed, but it’s obvious that I’m not going to get an answer to my question. As he pushes me back, I understand I’m going to get a demonstration. He’s going to let me wonder what is going to happen. And I hate that. I let him position me, but it makes me nervous. I’ve promised myself that I’ll do what needs to be done to earn my privileges, so I have to cooperate. I don’t know exactly what I can get away with, if anything, and I don’t want to lose the privileges I’ve already earned. 
As he straps me in, I start to tremble. He’s going to make me helpless again. In a way I’m prepared for this. I knew I’d end up being his helpless toy again, but I just didn’t know how this time.  I’d noticed the straps as I climbed up on the X, but hadn’t paid attention to their purpose. Before I know it, he’s strapped my body down. Now there really is no point in struggling. It would only get me in trouble. 
As soon as he straps my arms in place, I see where this is heading. My legs will be next and then I’ll be not only naked, but very vulnerable. I know I promised to obey and I know I really have no choice, but it’s scary to be so helpless. Sure enough, my legs are next and I’m spread wide. Though I may be used to being naked for him, this position makes my pussy so very open and available. He managed to tease me with my legs tied together. I tremble as I wonder just what he’ll do now that I’m wide open for him. He reminds me that the straps restrain me, but hide nothing by caressing my body however he wants. 
Now that I’m completely restrained, he shows me a different gag and tells me to open. It doesn’t even occur to me not to open. I don’t want to find out what he might do if I refuse now. I open wide and he pushes the ball into my mouth and fastens the strap behind my head. It’s not going anywhere and I can’t quite close my mouth. 
He’s been working steadily, confidently restraining me like he knows just what he’s doing. It’s scary to be so much at his mercy, but it’s made worse by the way he just methodically goes about securing me. While there’s no doubt he’s enjoying himself, he’s being very detached and impersonal at the moment. It’s like he’s working a math problem on the board rather than scaring the crap out of a 13-year-old fucktoy. 
Then all that changes when he tips the X upright. It shocks me and I squeal in fright as I’m suddenly even more exposed than ever. Lying down was one thing, but upright I’m just so very on display. Then he rumbles a deep purr as he looks at me. Now, that’s personal. It makes me squirm what little I can. I blush under his gaze. The look in his eyes makes me feel excited against my will and I wonder if he’ll tease me to distraction like he did last night. 
When he walks away again, my fears return. I thought he was finished. I thought he was ready to play with me, but now I have to wonder what else he has planned. What he brings back doesn’t make me feel any better, but only because I haven’t the faintest idea what it’s for and because he looks like he’s really enjoying my helplessness. Nothing a little fucktoy can do but wait and see. 
I’m not sure what he straps into the microphone stand. Even when he presses it against my pussy, I’m not sure. I do know that I don’t like it. I look at him with wide eyes, pleading for him to not poke the thing against me. Then he turns it on. Oh, a vibrator. I just don’t see the point of putting it there. Shouldn’t it be inside me? Closer to my clit? How is this going to do anything? 
Hey! Don’t go. I thought we were going to play, but he nonchalantly pats me and leaves. I want him to spend time with me, not push a vibrator against my pussy and leave. For a minute, I curse him for leaving me alone. 
Crap, I try to swallow my spit, but I can’t swallow well with the ball in my mouth. I start to drool. How embarrassing to have drool running down my chin and onto my chest. I keep trying to swallow, but I can’t. At first I think there’s something wrong, but it doesn’t take me long to understand that he knows what the gag does. He knows that I’ll drool all over myself. How could he do this? It’s gross. 
A couple of minutes later, I start to become aware of a growing tingle in my pussy. The vibrator is totally in the wrong place to really get me excited. It’s more like what he did with his fingers the night before when he teased me, except this is even slower. At first it just seems like I can ignore the tingles because they’re so faint. A few minutes later, I can’t ignore them anymore. I try to shift and squirm, but he’s got me so secure that I can’t move away from the vibrator or push it more firmly against my pussy. I’m stuck with it just at the point where it’s getting me excited, but won’t let me cum. 
I can feel my heart beating faster and my breath comes in sharp little snorts through my nose. I start to tremble again. I’m not sure when I stopped trembling with fear, but now I’m trembling with arousal. I’m starting to sweat, mixing that with the growing trail of drool running down my chest between my tits. There’s no one around to hear the little whimpers and moans that I make as I get more and more excited from the insidious buzzing against my pussy. Jesus Christ, I want him to come back. I need him to come back and fix the vibrator. He put it in the wrong place. I know he did it on purpose. I just hope when he comes back he’ll move it closer. 
My moans changes to wet gasps around my gag, forcing more drool out with each gasp. The vibrator is driving me crazy. My fists clench and my toes curl. I can even feel my nipples tingle and when I look down at them, they’re hard little bullets that show my arousal. I strain against the restraints, trying to squirm closer to the vibrator, but it’s hopeless. 
Finally my Master returns. My eyes beg him for help. “Master, let a fucktoy cum, please,” I sob through the gag. So much more I want to say, but the gag makes it too hard. I’d do anything for him if he’d let me cum now. I’d trade in the blanket. His eyes on me show how much he enjoys my predicament, so I’m not sure he’ll do anything to help me. I don’t even care about my drool, my sweat, my gasps, his pleasure at my obvious arousal, or my naked body on display for my Master. I just care about cumming. 
MASTERIUS
Masterius Posts Wednesday Evening, 13 May
I wasn't exactly pleased at the delay but, then again, I couldn't rush those two, after all. But once I'd stepped back inside I decided I wasn't at all unhappy at the interruption after all. Not when I saw the state my little fucktoy was in.
I paused in the doorway, listening to her muffled, snorty pants. I could hear them even from there. Mmmm... so heavenly! Padding closer she locked huge, round pleading eyes to mine. Sobbing past the ball in her mouth I heard, “Master, let a fucktoy cum, please." She sobbed again when I just stopped. Stopped dead, right in front of her. In front of her, splayed out and displayed on the cross, unable to hide or conceal a blessed thing from me.
Slowly I wandered gleaming, molten eyes up and down her. I watched as little hands tightly fisted, twisting and circling. I lingered on the ball in her mouth, watching as her drool bubbled past as she panted and whimpered, gasped and moaned, running down her chin then dripping in sticky threads down onto her heaving chest. A chest where twin nipples were so hard they resembled pencil erasers, visibly erect and taut. Her skin was softly flushed, sheened in a thin film of sweat... and the room wasn't at all hot. Then lower, pausing at her pussy, seeing how puffy it had become, the smooth skin a soft pink, tight slit glistening with moisture that was now coating the tip of the vibrator. Then lower yet, gazing at tiny toes that clench, curl and flex.
Then slowly, just as slowly, my gaze wandered upwards, admiring how her muscles tensed and strained as she heaved and struggled against the straps. Not to escape... just to push down that least little bit.
"Mmmmmmm," I purred, a deep, deep bass rumble from the depths of my chest, watching as that made her quiver and tremble all the harder. I stepped closer, reaching out, cupping her sides and lightly stroking up and down. "Not yet my little fucktoy," I rumbled, my eyes glowing brighter at her wail. "Perhaps in a couple of hours... maybe."
I paid no attention to anything she said or did. Well, that wasn't precisely true. I certainly was very aware of everything she said or did. Every sound, every muffled plea, every heave, every quiver, only fanned my own arousal higher. Made this ever that much more enjoyable. I relished her helplessness. I delighted in her desperate, frantic arousal and need. And the more frantic she became, the more frenzied and desperate... the harder that made me, the more pleasurable this became, the more pleasure I derived.
And she gradually became aware of that. Understood that her very helplessness, her struggles and sincere, pitiful, frantic pleas were simply spice to me, enhancing and magnifying what I was feeling.
Up and down her sides, her flanks, I caress and stroke, now and then a deep rumbling purr of pleasure and arousal as I do. And then as my hands slide upwards... they slide inwards... cupping her little budded breasts, kneading and fondling. I purr even deeper, my eyes gleam brighter. 
And for the next fifteen minutes I just play with her breasts and nipples, kneading and stroking, tweaking and rolling, gently twisting and tugging.
KENNA
Winry Posts Wednesday Night, 13 May
As he approaches and then just stops, I let out another wet, sobbing gasp. The look on his face tells it all. He’s amused, aroused, and very pleased at the sight of me. It’s like a little plea from his fucktoy only makes it better. He says nothing, just runs his eyes over me in that wicked silent reminder that he owns me. Every inch of my body that yesterday was mine is now displayed for my Master. It’s not that I’m naked for him. That shame is long gone. It’s that I’m so completely aroused and he knows it. Aroused enough to have begged for release. The way his eyes trace and stop, trace and stop, and continue down tell me that there are signs I don’t know about, but he does. He lingers on each telltale sign of my arousal, knowing more about my body that I do. 
Finally he rumbles an unthinkable answer to my plea… a couple of hours!! Maybe!! “Aaahhggg,” I yell at him through the gag. I wrench my whole body against the straps. I know my movements can be measured in fractions of an inch, but in that relative sense, I throw myself at him. Only to earn more of that amused look of pleasure from him. He’s really enjoying his toy now.  I squirm and thrash, trapped between trying to avoid the vibrator sometimes and trying to lean into it at other times. Either would make me happy. My current position, trapped between two desires, makes him happy. Sometimes I almost think I can cum and my breathing picks up, my eyes widen, and my muscles tense eagerly awaiting a climax, but then it passes. “Aggggghhh,” I yell again. 
It’s even worse to realize that my struggles only make him more excited. The very fact that I cannot cum is his goal. I fight to keep from offering back the blanket, the hairbrush, the toothbrush, and the toilet paper. And I win that battle mainly because I don’t think it will matter to him. In fact, deep inside, I get the idea that he would be disappointed if I bargained with him. He just wants to watch me suffer. I throw out an occasional whimpering, “Please,” accompanied by the look of inner torment plainly visible in my eyes. 
I shrink away when he reaches to touch me. It at least feels like I move even if it’s only in my mind. Yet when he cups my tits and plays with them, it feels the opposite. They are so prominently displayed that I’m surprised he took so long to get to them. They offer themselves, practically flowing forward from my chest to meet his hands. Again I know it’s movement in a relative sense, but I jerk from side to side, trying to evade devious fingers that send shocks and chills through my body. I’d never known my nipples to be so sensitive until now that I’m perched eternally on the edge of orgasm and at the mercy of my Master’s devilish fingers. 
I start to alternate between states of mindless desire, drooling and squirming with no purpose, and more lucid moment when I suddenly think something else might work. After exploring virtually every body movement I can think of, I realize there is none that will relieve me. I consider faking something, an orgasm, a heart attack, a seizure… but I don’t want the penalty of lying. 
After God and my Master know how long, I’m no longer constantly struggling. I haven’t got the strength to keep fighting. I’m just on the edge, accepting my fate. Tingles still fill my body. Every touch of his hand is like electricity, spurring me to another burst of squirms. I watch his hands and his eyes, knowing he still enjoys me as I slide in and out of lucidness. He’s exploring me and learning that parts of me… my nipples, my pussy, my toes, and my throat… rouse me from mindless desire and refocus me. Too long in one place and I slip again, but change location, cadence, or firmness of touch and I react, my eyes light again with desire and wanton need. He decides how long I’m limp and mindless before he rouses me to struggles again. It’s like the new touch is a new promise that he might let me cum this time… no, this time… no, this time… no, this time. My body won’t learn that he is just teasing it and my mind won’t accept that he never will let me cum. I even sob out an occasional, “Please, can a fucktoy cum, now?”
MASTERIUS
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The creak of leather hummed in the room as she heaved against the straps, little muscled tensed then relaxing and quivering as she slumped and panted. Drool bubbled past the gag as she harshly panted; more as she desperate pleaded, muffled soft 'Please' as she stared wide-eyed, frantic and hopelessly at me. 
I'd debated actually letting her seethe for hours. I'd enjoy that, of course. I'd enjoy even more her second time like this. Oh yes! Because the next time I started strapping her down atop this she'd know what might happen. And when I would start bringing the microphone stand over she'd know what that heralded. And her struggles then, her frantic mews and pleas then... . Mmmmmmm.
Little nipples were so hard and taut now, truly tiny hard pebbles crowning pert, firm, little swells. She was soaked in sweat, no longer just sheened in a thin film. Beads of perspiration dotted her all over, little rivulets trickled down her. Her entire being was focused on one thing, and one thing only: climax. An orgasm that was elusive, yet always just there, right at the edge of achievement. An edge that was utterly, completely beyond her grasp, her attainment, completely out of her control and choice. 
That was mine, after all.
She'd long reached a point of just floating in a mindless state of need. Yet, let me merely alter the way I was touching, let me shift location, and she snapped right back into a frantic burst of straining, actively seeking and chasing. I could have asked her to do anything, agree to anything, I felt, and she'd piteously wail and agree. Anything to just cum!
I'd almost decided to just take her right then. Just move the vibrator and replace it with my cock, taking her right there, deep and hard. Literally rape her as she was helplessly strapped and mindless with lust and need. But I'd just cum earlier and, although I was once more hard as a rock I didn't urgently need to cum again. As well, she was mindless; when I finally chose to take her, I wanted her a lot more lucid than she currently was.
I still hadn't decided how I was going to first take her. Would that be more gentle, more of a shared thing? More as lovers for her first time? Or would I just screw her? Fuck her? 
Or would I rape her?
Granted, considering the circumstances, almost anyway I did that would, realistically, be rape. But she was my slave now, and however and whenever I chose to take and enjoy her was my right and privilege. Even so, depending on just how I did that, yes, it could still definitely be rape: an implacable, pitiless, relentless taking of her.
I shuddered as I considered that. I'd never, under any circumstances I could foresee, do something like that with my Kylie. Never. But, with my little fucktoy?
I shuddered again, this time groaning as well. 
For a moment a blaze of desire flared up around me, almost consuming me. I almost —almost!— changed my mind, and raped her right then. My hands trembled as they cupped and fondled those sweet luscious buds of hers, as they gently twisted and tugged tiny, hard peaks. 
Reaching down I moved the microphone stand to the side then crouched, hunkering down right in front of her... which put my head right dead level with her hips... and pussy. I cupped her thighs, just above the knees, fingers to the outside, thumbs atop her thighs and pointing up. Then slowly, leisurely and quite firmly, stroked upwards in a deliberate, inexorable motion. 
And as my cupped hands moved upwards they also shifted slowly inwards, thumbs curving towards inner thighs, spread so delightfully, so helplessly open and apart. And as my hands glided upwards I slowly leaned my head forwards, until...
Until, at the end, the pads of my thumbs were just resting against the very outer, puffy folds of her pussy —a pussy that was also terribly exposed, displayed... and vulnerable. And my lips were a scant hair from there, hovering so closely above those puffy folds, that slick glistening slit, that my breath felt furnace-hot against her bare, sensitized skin.
I stayed like that for about half a minute, eyes flaming, as I just stared. Stared and savored... and purred. A subterranean, rumbling purr deep in my chest, so intense she could feel that against her pussy as well as hear it. Leather creaked again as little hips futilely bucked, straining against the straps. I heard drool bubble from her gag as she abruptly made quite lovely, piteous little pleas. 
Sliding thumbs inwards they met right atop her slit. Met... then pressed down a bit... then drew her wide open. Opening her cleft, inexorably opening her very wide indeed. 
Extending my tongue and pointing it, I delicately, almost daintily, lapped upwards, just the very tip tracing its way from the very bottom of her cleft all the way upwards, a trip that took quite a few seconds, and I purred the entire way up.
With a soft, light flick of my tongue I exited at the very top... then pursed my lips and, with no warning... placed them directly above the little hood that, just beneath, withdrawn and protected, a tiny, swollen clit lay nestled. 
A tiny clit that I began gently yet determinedly started nursing, swirling tongue tip around and against... as my chest rumbled with deep, cavernous purrs of pleasure and delight.
Good night my very pleasing little slave, and very sweet dreams! Yes, it is getting a bit intense with her. Although to be completely honest... this isn't anything. [image: image23.png]



I thought perhaps a bit of, well, warning would be appropriate. My Winry might want to understand that what Brittany was enduring, while it was intense... really was just the tip of the possible iceberg.
Little slave, that's a very wise question. Master is proud of you! The punishment lasts through Friday night unless, for some reason, I choose to alter or change that. 
After I'd sent that I abruptly chuckled. My intention was indicating I could decide to end it early. But, after reading it again I realized it could also be taken as I could choose to extend it, too. I grinned as I reached for my coffee mug. I wondered which of those interpretations my little slave would make?
KENNA
Winry Post Thursday Afternoon, 14 May (Three Weeks to K-Day)
This isn’t anything? What the heck more is there? Jeez, that just blows me away. There’s so much that I don’t know. I’m already in a world I know nothing about and he has more to show me?
The last IM I see from my Master is that punishment goes through Friday. That’s pretty much what I had assumed, but there is the issue that being tied thusly on Friday night means Saturday morning foot tickle for 30 seconds, so it kinda goes over into the weekend, too. C’est la vie. At least that part is easy to imagine him doing. He could do it anytime he wanted – heavy sigh – If only… It’s like the most erotic thing that I’d ever let dad do and only then if I can imagine it being my Master. I can’t ever tell Masterius though because dad reads IMs. Gross us both out if I actually admitted I was wickedly excited by a foot tickle. 
Skirt day at school goes by without a hitch this time because my Master didn’t give me anything special to wear with it. It’s not exactly working the way I expected, however. After the thong last Thursday, I got more attention in gym class than ever. Made me mad to know that they must have talked about me and my thong last week, so half the class wanted to see if I’d figured it out. Jeez, I am so glad nobody noticed two weeks ago. 
I have to admit to spending more time than I should have wondering about Brittany and Mr. Eric. I didn’t see his post before school, so I don’t know if she gets to cum, she doesn’t get to cum, or if his next post just teases her more. So when I get home, I read it and smile. I was pretty much hoping she’d get to because she’s tried so hard to be good. But, as I think about what to post, I realize there’s deeper issues here. She may not be all that happy about cumming for him. 
I’d do just about anything for him to let me cum. I fade out to la-la land for a few seconds at a time and he enjoys snapping me back to the torment. In those moments, I think about him pushing the vibrator closer. He could use his fingers. He could use his cock. Oh, yeah, he could let me cum. He just doesn’t. My body practically vibrates… yeah, that’s the best description. Those big movements that I command to my body against the tight restraints only end up making me vibrate. Those big movements rank everywhere from impaling myself on his cock to squirming closer to that devilish vibrator. He can just amuse himself by making me vibrate, shiver, shudder, whine, whimper, moan, and beg. 
There are times when I think he may satisfy me. I’d always thought a man had no self-control and I can see his cock wants me. Yet, he keeps under control. Yet, when he groans or his gentle touch changes just a little, I get the feeling he just might help me out. Yeah, that’s how I see it. Help me out. He could take me anyway he wants right now. I have to fight not to offer up blanket, food, and water, but if he asked, I’d give them up. If he made it a condition… yeah, I could be hungry and thirsty another day. 
Then he just does the worst possible thing. I gasp as he moves the vibrator away. I can’t form any words to beg for it back. No, no, I don’t want it back. It wasn’t doing me any good, but I don’t want this feeling to fade. Not now. Not after being on the edge for fucking ever. With wide eyes I watch him kneel down and look at me. That doesn’t help either. His hands grab my thighs and he slowly brings them up, spreading me for his eyes. Just when I think he can’t do any more to embarrass me, he eyeballs my arousal at close range. I manage mere whines and whimpers, unable even to blush to express my discomfort.
He gets close, close enough that I can feel his breath on me. For a second I have an image of him getting me off with his tongue. That’s something I hadn’t considered. He pauses long enough that it seems he’s actually considering it. And even longer. I’m watching him close, but his eyes are on my pussy. So wet and messy. Gotta be smelly. I mean, sure I sucked him, but he was sorta clean and dry. Aside from his cum it wasn’t nearly like my pussy at the moment. 
Then… oh… my… God… he runs his tongue up my slit, purring as he does. It feels so soft, gentle, and loving as he does it. His lips find my clit and then he sucks on it. Just like that I’m back on the edge, but holding back. I’m afraid he’ll stop. I don’t want to go further, but I can’t help it. My body feels like it flows down to my clit, but it’s really just my center, my soul going to meeting his invitation. When I do let go, I feel like he’s taking and giving, pleasuring and being pleasured, owning and loving my body jerks and arches against the straps wildly screaming a primal scream like a banshee and after a few seconds shut my mouth so I’m only moaning but it’s like an animal from deep inside where he’s sucking out everything and I’m truly, truly vibrating now physically and mentally lost in a sea of bliss so perfect that I know this is what he was leading up to I hope it never stops as I rotate and thrust my hips but he doesn’t need any help me it’s consuming me and then I’m hovering for a moment between pure ecstasy and the end of everything and I’m limp supported only by creaking, sweaty leather straps. 
For a moment I think it’s over and I struggle to regain my senses, but he hasn’t stopped licking and sucking on the very center of me. That’s when I realize he’s taking me all over again. I’m exhausted, aren’t I? I can’t do that again, can I? This isn’t supposed to happen, but I stumble up to the edge again and let him lead me over. This time I float rather than explode. Instead of screaming, I mumble through the gag, “Don’t. No more. Stop. Please, Master, stop.” I don’t want him to make me feel this good. I don’t want to know that at the end of a fucking miserable ass day he can make me want to be his, live in his basement, and be a fucktoy! No, no, no, I sure don’t want to know fucktoy is fun for the toy, too!
Almost as the second one ends, I can feel the third one approaching. “No, don’t,” I whine, but he doesn’t listen. If anything my pleas spur him on. “Get away, please.” The third one is less intense than the second, but it’s pure pleasure nonetheless. It’s the perfect step down from incredible to wonderful to inner glow as the third one leaves me just relaxed and happy. I don’t know if he could have kept me going all night long. He just stops. Fine with me. I’m exhausted, sweaty, covered in drool, stiff, and shaking, but you couldn’t wipe the smile off my face with dynamite. I’d say something but the only words that come are thanks, love, anything, forever, again, and other shit I don’t want to say to him… yet. 
MASTERIUS
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Limp. Utterly boneless and limp. A perfect description of her. All of her earlier tenseness, all of her earlier tight, straining, vibrating tautness was gone. Vanished. Not a trace, a sign, of that anywhere. She simply hung there, utterly limp, panting like a forge bellows, skin almost hot to the touch, flushed and soaked with sweat.
But this went past merely limp. Her eyes were almost all pupil, although that was hard to tell seeing as they were almost mostly slitted, only hints of her eyes past that, slumberous huge orbs that gleamed and glowed. She wasn't simply limp, she was languorous. Languid, basking in the glow of her orgasms.
For a while after her third one —which had stunned me; I hadn't really expected her to multiply climax, no matter that I'd kept her continually stimulated and aroused for around ninety minutes. Stunned me, yes, but delighted me as well— she'd been shaking, vibrating like a struck gong. But finally even those had eased, although she was still breathing heavily at the moment, albeit even those were easing now.
I had no idea why she'd abruptly started begging and pleading for me to stop after she'd climaxed the first time. I'd been a bit preoccupied during at the time and so hadn't given that much thought. I'd been aware of her pleading, of course, but other than relish and enjoy them I'd completely ignored them. Now, though, as I stood there, right in front of her, mere inches away, and gloried in how she'd sounded and looked —and still sounded and looked— I still couldn't decide why she'd pleaded so desperately. They obviously hadn't hurt. They could —and would, at some point— after all: being forced non-stop through multiple orgasms was quite agonizing. 
But these certainly hadn't been, that I was positive about. Ah well, I'd either figure it out at some point, or I wouldn't. Not that knowing was critically important, because it wasn't. But it would satisfy my curiosity.
I was inordinately pleased. From just playing with her as a toy, oh yes. That was a true, deep delight and joy. And my eyes and expression did reflect that pleasure in my toy. I'd enjoyed driving my toy wild, I'd enjoyed making her cum, again and again. That she also enjoyed that —well, the ending, anyway; somehow I don't think she quite enjoyed the implacable, relentless teasing that preluded her climaxes... although she'd learn to enjoy them, I'd see to that— was also quite pleasing to me. 
It hadn't mattered to me if my toy found pleasure in what I had been doing to her. All that had mattered is that I'd enjoyed it. But, seeing her at this moment, limp and sweaty, flushed and glowy, well... I gazed fondly, proudly down at her. There was, yes, a bit of a proud-owner-pleased-with-his-pet look to my eyes. But there was a wealth more to my softly gleaming, warm gaze than that. I was pleased that she'd enjoyed that. Pleased and, yes, excited. 
There would be times, I knew, where how she felt mattered not at all, either before, or during, or afterwards. But this wasn't one of those times, I suddenly realized. I was happy and pleased she'd felt the pleasure I'd elicited. 
Reaching out I gently brushed sweat-soaked, lank damp strands off her forehead and cheeks, combing them back in place, purring as I did. Just a softer, gentler purr —although no less intense for all that. I gently cupped her face, lightly stroking her cheek with my thumb.
"Close your eyes and rest," I softly murmured. "I won't be long, just a couple of minutes. Master just needs to fetch a few things to see to his little toy's care and comfort."
Leaning down I kissed her forehead then padded off... leaving the basement door standing open.
KENNA
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I only half watch my Master. He’s just there for now, nothing I can do and I don’t care what he does. I feel my thudding heart slow and my breathing goes from great gasps of air to pants to soft, easy, and relaxed like the rest of me. I have confusing thoughts about what had just happened. There is no doubt that if felt glorious to cum so hard, so long, and so many times. I’d never imagined any of those three being so much better, let alone all three at once. My experience has been quick little moments touching myself and riddled with guilt. Yet, I’m confused over just how great it felt and how I could possibly enjoy it at the hands of my Master. And therein lies the rub. Much more of that and I can see myself being content in his basement. And it was gloriously guilt free. He’d so brazenly spread me, touched me, teased me, and enjoyed my orgasm seemingly as much as I had. 
Just that I can’t shake the idea that he could have just pulled the vibrator and walked away, leaving me desperate, but so very unsatisfied. It would have practically hurt to have him just walk away. 
Just that he hadn’t left me. Two nights in a row now he’s had me completely helpless and worked so hard to make me feel wonderful. Even now I have no doubt that he’s coming back and I’ll like whatever he has planned. I mean, he has to clean me up and I’d so go for a bath with him right now. I just feel warm and glowy all over and, jeez, like I’m in love, but I don’t know how I could be. If this is what it means to be his slave, then… I don’t know what I think about that idea anymore. 
I kind of wistfully reread my post just before sending it. Here I am stuck with just that guilt ridden touch myself kind of thing (though honestly between dad’s silence and my Master’s encouragement, guilt is fading). I want to have the experience that I just described for Brittany, though most of me thinks it’s just a pipe dream. It can’t possibly feel like what I just described… a 12-year-old’s romantic vision of real sex. .And hey, don’t count me as even romantic. Sure makes me certain I won’t ever let a boy do it with me. I’ll wait for my Master. If it’s half as good as I imagine, it’ll be worth the wait. 
MASTERIUS
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I'm not gone very long. No more than ten minutes, if even that. I sort of rush once I'm upstairs, eager to get back down with my little toy. 
In the middle of gathering what I came up for I paused, realizing I was thinking of her as my little toy rather than little fucktoy. As I went back to what I was doing I considered that. I guess I'd really started calling her a fucktoy when she'd become stubborn and mulish. Up to then I'd been picturing her as a slave, but used fucktoy as a means of showing her things could —and would— be worse for her if she kept being obstinate.
The problem was that, once I'd started calling her a fucktoy, I realized I'd liked the idea of her being just that: a very literal and not at all figurative toy. A plaything. Not a person, just a possession, an object of pleasure and amusement.
Fucktoy, however, had certain connotations that the plain, unvarnished 'toy' did not. And I wasn't sure why I was mentally thinking 'toy' when, up to now, I'd been thinking 'fucktoy'. Oh well. What I was mentally thinking or verbally speaking wasn't at all as important as what I did. Last night, and tonight, I'd brought her pleasure at little to no real cost to her. Soon, very soon, would come times when I simply used her. Fucked her ring-gagged mouth. Fucked her ass and pussy. With or without any pre-'foreplay' or post-pleasure for her. And that didn't even take into account things like spankings, whipping and the like. Or simply using her then leaving her, almost if cast to the side, discarded until being sought out again.
Or other things, too, I thought, suddenly pausing again, feeling my eyes widen. Things like piercings. Or —and a deep shudder raced through me— branding her as mine.
It was my little fucktoy's misfortune that I wasn't an ingénue to certain lifestyles (although I'd stopped actively practicing and participating once I'd become an elementary school teacher; somehow I didn't think either the PTA or school board would be terribly understanding of a teacher actively involved with BDSM). It was doubly her misfortune that, with my Kylie, I had someone to share the gentler aspects with so that, with my fucktoy, I could, if I wished, keep her solely for the more, ah, physical, forceful facets. 
Passing back through the door I nudged it closed with my hip before ambling over to her. Setting the pails down I gazed at her for several long moments, admiring the helpless bondage, the displayed, vulnerable nakedness, and her sated, glowy expression. From the empty pail I removed a baby bottle filled with cool water. Setting that to the side I reached into the other, drawing out a soft sponge. 
Wringing it out I began sponging her down, starting at her lips, gently sponging up the drool and slobber that still bubbled from around the ball. My expression was warm and affectionate, my sponging gentle and tender. I was enjoying sponging her off; enjoying as well that she remained so limp and sated and satiated. I didn't have to do this, of course. I chose to. Chose to for several reasons, none of which I bothered to explain. I just took my time and gently, tenderly sponged her down, squeezing the sponge into the empty pail before dipping it into the one half-filled with warm water, wringing it out and continuing sponging her. 
All the while softly purring, a low, barely audible croon of pleasure and delight... quite possessive pleasure at that.
Once I was finished I lightly blotted and buffed her skin with a soft terrycloth towel. "I have papers to grade and homework to review," I softly rumbled. "I'll be back for you in a bit." My gaze slowly wandered up and down her and, at seeing her helpless, displayed vulnerability again my breath softly hissed, my eyes smoldered. "Master doesn't think he's quite finished with his little toy for the night."
I'd intended to ungag her and give her water to suckle but, after having cleaned her, I decided that could wait a bit longer... at least until I decided whether or not to lower the cross back to horizontal... and take her.
Picking up the pails I left, closing the door behind me this time and locking it as well.
KENNA
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It’s the little things that get me thinking about escape again. I mean, he’s making a very obvious effort to please me in ways I never imagined. I’m strapped to a cross vertically, like I’ve been super glued to the wall or something. Though I’m completely helpless and he could do anything to me, he just let me… or made me cum and it was wonderful. I’m happy and content for the moment with a silly smile on my face that belies my predicament. A predicament I find strangely difficult to focus on at the moment, but there are so many things to consider. First of which is that he might tire of his new little toy, stop pleasuring me and start whatever, and eventually just forget me… not totally, but just not bother to spend time with me. Especially if what he says about Kylie is true and soon she’ll be here. 
Thinking about escape is not the same as planning to escape. At the moment I can’t really think much except that I feel dreamy from what he did and about what if he stops. I want him badly. I want his time and I want him back now. I want him to hold me like he did last night after I came. I’d like a kiss. I’d like him just to care that I want him to kiss me. Dang, I just can’t work up the energy to be mad at him now. 
When he comes back, I’ve still got that floaty, dreamy feelings. “Hello, Master,” I say as he approaches. I’d smile if I could, but at least my eyes show my delight at his return. I see the bottle of water, a freaking baby bottle, but it’s water and I realize just how thirsty I am. I watch him set it to the side and then he starts cleaning me off. Not my first priority, but I am messy, so I don’t mind the soft, warm sponge wiping me clean. And he does it with such kindness. It’s hard to be mad at the man that just made me cum and now is washing me so gently. I like the feel of his hands on me. It’s not quite the same as holding me, but it’s like he’s caressing me. 
As he towels me off I feel better. Not as good as taking a bath with him, but at least I’m clean now. In the midst of everything else, I’d hardly noticed or cared just how messy I was, but he did, I guess. As he says he has papers to grade, I shake my head slowly. No, you can’t just leave me here. I glance at the water bottle and back at him as he leaves. I can’t even get words out in time as he leaves his astonished little fucktoy to go grade papers. There’s a promise he’ll return and it sounds a bit ominous that he hasn’t finished with his fucktoy yet. But how long before he does?
As the door shuts, I look at the water bottle. OK, now I can get mad. I’m thirsty. I *earned* that fucking water. He just left it there to remind me who’s in charge. So, that’s what it fucking means to earn something to him? I earned the privilege to look at it? I’ve had one iced tea from McDonalds since breakfast. It’s already made me feel like I have to pee, but I’m still strapped to the damned cross. Any consideration that the fucktoy has plumbing? My mouth is dry and my drool is a little sticky now so that I have to huff to force it past the gag in that bubbly sound that he seems to like. 
What the hell, I just let loose the pee I’ve got. No sense in holding it. He’s coming back to play with me more, but how long will it take to grade papers and will he care that I have to pee or just leave me here on the cross? So, sure, I just pee and then I look down to see that it’s not exactly soaking into the dirt like I’d expect. Damn, now I just have to hope that it dries before he comes back. 
So, it’s the little things, but as I consider them, they’re not so little really. The way he looks at me sometimes makes me feel good, but mostly it’s that look of possession that says he’ll do whatever he wants. He doesn’t want what I want. He doesn’t love me like my parents do. I won’t ever have friends again (aside from Kylie and then there will be conditions about that no doubt). I won’t ever go to school, which yesterday sounded good, but that comes back to not seeing my friends. Ever. 
I blew him for food, water, and a blanket. And now I don’t even get the water. What kind of life is that? I’m looking forward to earning a chance to see sunlight, to not be chained at night, to sleep in a cot in a cage. Yeah, earning the right to be caged just so I’m not tied and chained instead. I asked for books only because I think that’s the most likely thing a teacher will give me as a cure for boredom when he’s not here. What kind of life is that? Yeah, I know the answer to that. It’s the life of a fucktoy. 
Kylie’s another reason to escape. If I gotta be stuck in the basement with somebody, then she’s the top choice, but dammit, I don’t want my best friend to suffer this same fate. I got snatched abruptly and he told me exactly why, but she’s being slowly lured into his basement. And, if she was keeping him secret from me, I know she’s keeping him secret from everybody else. Nobody will know why she disappeared either. I gotta get out and turn him in so this doesn’t happen to Kylie. Even worse is the thought that if she’s so special to him, then what happens to me when she gets here. I don’t even want to go there. 
He’s got stuff in the basement and I don’t like the looks of any of it. Now that I’ve seen what the cross is for, I decide that the table really is a rack. Medieval torture kind of rack. The bench could be anything, but it’s not gonna be good. The cabinets have stuff in them. Gags and ropes and dildos. That much I know. He swatted me with something once already, so there’s probably paddles. It’s obvious he’s prepared to restrain me in many different ways and abuse me in ways I can’t imagine. I can imagine a lot, like being strapped just like I am now and having him use a paddle on my thighs and tummy, or putting me across that bench and using it on my butt. Then there’s the threat of real misery that he made. I’m sure there’s really, really bad things that I can’t even imagine. I don’t want to stick around to see if the fucktoy game includes real misery just for his pleasure. 
I don’t know how long he’s gone grading papers, but it’s enough time to convince myself I’ve got to get out. At the sound of the door, I glance down at the floor. It’s just not quite enough time for the little puddle under me to be completely gone. Almost. He probably won’t notice. He probably won’t know why it’s wet. I look up before he can see me. As he comes in, I look at him not quite as happy as the last time he came back because this time I’m faking it. “Hello, Master. I’m thirsty. Can I have my water now.” I don’t say please because I earned it. 
Good night, Sir. Wish I could see what happens to Brittany before I go to bed. 
Honestly while I want to see Brittany get whipped, spanked, and raped, I don’t want her dehydrated. Maybe I just shouldn’t make a big deal about food and water, except that she did earn it. Most RPs don’t get to that level of realism. Who eats and drinks and pees in RPs when there’s other stuff to do? Nobody in movies stops to pee or reload, so maybe it’s not a big deal. Still, I Google dehydration just to see how I ought to play Brittany if he’s so mad she doesn’t get her water.
MASTERIUS
Masterius Posts Thursday Evening, 14 May
"Crap."
I'd been planning on holding several 'dry-runs' before bringing Kylie here to keep her. I'd hoped (and anticipated) that holding periodic practice runs beforehand would identify any potential flaws and/or areas needing improvements. Now that I actually had a slave and was keeping her I was already discovering a plentitude of flaws, one being the lack of plumbing facilities for bathing and showering. 
Another I was facing at this very moment. 
The upstairs door was quite thick and sturdy, in addition to being concealed and opened by twin, hidden latches. The downstairs door, for whatever reason, was just as thick and just as concealed. Once you got to the bottom of the steps the staircase ended at a landing of sorts, a squarish room about five foot by five foot. The floor there was hewn plank boards, as were the walls and ceiling. The far wall had an obvious door. It was quite thick and sturdy, with a heavy latch and lock. Beyond the door was a room... of sorts. It was roughly six foot wide and eight deep, and looked like it had been halted in the middle of excavation, for the walls, ceiling and floor were rough, lumpy hard-packed dirt. 
I guess I just grew up reading too many mystery novels, for something just hadn't seemed... right. Or maybe I'd just been having fun, 'playing pretend' or something. I don't know. Whatever the reason I'd spent hours in that cul-de-sac of a room, poking and prodding. And, much to my immense surprise and astonishment... 
There were two knots in the right-hand wall that, when pressed very hard, pushed in perhaps an eighth of an inch. You had to push them together, at the same time, otherwise neither would budge a smidge. Once they were depressed, however, if you then pressed on a section of the wall a small piece of that would depress in about an inch. Once that was pushed inwards you could hook your fingers just inside and push the latch free. 
The door there was six inches thick, of layered oak boards. It pushed inwards, and let me tell you, it hadn't been easy moving it, either! Once it was closed the wall/latch cover piece and the two knotholes popped back flush again, and there was no visible seam where the door met the jamb. 
I'd modified the interior a bit, covering the inner panel in sheet metal as well as installing a modern, heavy-duty deadbolt. But the exterior was the same... which is why I was softly cursing. You just couldn't manage opening the door one-handed, and at the moment both my hands were full. 
Muttering to myself I sat down the cups and thermos, mentally crossing my fingers and hoping I didn't drop anything. Here was yet another deficiency those prior dry runs would have identified!
It took quite a bit of effort to push the door inwards. Once I'd gotten it open halfway I leaned down and picked the cups and thermos back up then padded inside, nudging the door securely closed again with my hip. Glancing over at my little toy I felt my cock grow instantly hard again, jutting up and straining against my pants. Seeing her displayed like that, well... I closed my eyes a moment, shuddering, feeling a primal desire to just amble over there and take her right then.
Pausing at the table I set down the two cups, the thermos, and a 16-ounce plastic, lidded cup of Gatorade, a flexible plastic straw sticking out through the lid. Then I draped the soft bundle of fabric over the back of the chair before padding over to my little toy, several paper towels in my hand. 
“Hello, Master. I’m thirsty. Can I have my water now?”
I started to smile. I started to reply. Then I paused in mid-step, gazing down at the floor. More precisely, at the puddle on the floor. For an instant I felt a flush and flash of anger. It wasn't anger at her; I was angry with myself. Angry that I hadn't noticed she'd crucially needed the bathroom, urgently needed that badly enough to have wet herself. 
My gaze flicked back up as I saw her tense and strain against the straps, and then begin stridently bleating. "Shhhhh!" I firmly hushed, holding a finger to her lips, over the ball there. Then, softer, "Shhhh. It's ok. I'm not upset with you. It's not your fault. It's mine." Taking the paper towels I gently started blotting her chest, chin and lips again. I was pretty sure she'd have drooled again, and I was right. "I'm really sorry," I softly murmured. "I hadn't realized you needed to pee that badly. This time wasn't meant intentionally."
Once I'd gently blotted her dry again I reached behind her head and unbuckled the gag strap before carefully easing the ball free. I kept the paper towels just beneath the ball as I removed it, capturing any 'spill' as it exited. Once the gag was removed I padded over to the table and set the gag down before picking up the plastic cup and returning. 
"Here," I softly murmured, holding the straw to her lips. "Sip. This'll be better for you than just straight water. It'll help replenish your electrolytes. You had quite a workout, you know," I said with a smile.
"Nod when you're finished," I told her, then watched her as she sipped, keeping the cup and straw steady. Only when she nodded did I remove the straw, taking the cup back to the table before returning. Again I paused a moment, closing my eyes and visibly shuddering as I gazed at her strapped down and displayed as she was. Then, taking a deep breath then gustily exhaling, I stepped to the back of the cross, pulled the locking clevis pins, and then lowered the cross back down to its horizontal position. 
It didn't help a lot having her like that. Not when I knew I could just stand between her helplessly-spread legs and bury myself deep into her. But I hadn't, as yet, decided just how I wanted to take her, just how I wanted to train her.
Or, for that matter, just what I wanted her trained as.
Starting at her legs I began unstrapping her, working in reverse as to how I'd strapped her. A few minutes after I'd started I finally had her unstrapped. 
And, for that matter, for the first time since I'd captured her, she was without any restraint at all.
Slipping my arms under her I lifted her up then cradled her against my chest, carrying her over to the table. Gently setting her down on her feet I softly rumbled, "Relax your arms," as I picked up the fabric bundle off the back of the chair.
Lightly shaking it unfolded I started slipping the light green, velveteen bathrobe (for that's what is was) over her arms then up onto her shoulders before lightly snugging it at her waist with the belt. It just about reached her ankles, and the hems, collar, sleeve ends and pocket edges were lined in a deeper green. The belt was that same deep green. I'd originally purchased it last weekend for my Kylie, but seeing it now on my little toy I realized it was too long for Kylie. I also realized the color suited my little toy much better, complementing her auburn tresses.
Sitting down I guided my little toy atop my lap, perching her sideways. Reaching out I took the thermos, unscrewed the cap then filled the two empty ceramic cups —mugs, actually— with hot, rich cocoa, the aroma surrounding us as I poured. Setting the thermos down I picked up the first mug, handing it to her. 
"Be careful: it's hot," I softly murmured, then picked my own mug up as I cuddled her atop my lap, gazing into her eyes as I took a careful sip.
Good night and sweet dreams my very pleasing little slave!
KENNA
Winry Posts Friday Afternoon, 15 May
As soon as I signed off with my Master, I got ready for bed. Instead of 5 minutes of kneeling and teasing, I set aside 10. Partly I felt like I owed him extra time. He’d picked up on it last night when I’d stopped and made me continue, but didn’t seem to realize that I’d stopped Monday and Tuesday night at the same point. My misunderstanding… I thought I was to take myself to the edge and stop. He wants me to stay there until the 5 minutes are up. The other reason is to get a better feel for what Brittany just went through. Not that I was going to keep myself on the edge for hours, but I wanted to try 10 minutes. 
I also want to imagine him watching me more distinctly than I’ve tried before. It’s one thing to imagine him watching, but I want his perspective as well. Spread wide, I look down at my cunny and just kind of pet it. I’ve never thought of it as anything but a part of me that’s always been there. He thinks it’s sexy. He’d like the soft blond curls that hide nothing. I wonder if he’d like it all bare like it was last year. I let my fingers run all over the outer lips and massage it for a few seconds, imagining the vibrator like it had been on Brittany, pressing on the outside firmly. So, I start by rubbing my clit through my lips, not getting right to it. With my free hand I cup my small breast and then look across the room at an imaginary Master and the way his eyes look at where my hands lead them. 
Turning my attention back to my body, I admire the little pink nipple atop the swell of my breast. Admire it because he would. Tweak it because he would. Circle it, massage it, and harden it because he would. When it tingles I do the same to the other one. Two minutes of that and I start to feel the tingle in my cunny and just from rubbing it on the outside. Now put a finger between my lips and run it through the slit, feeling how I’ve already gotten a little wet. If I spread them with two fingers I can see the glistening moisture that hints of my arousal. I slide a finger in my cunny where his cock will one day go. Not far up inside is the part of me that will one day tell him I waited for him and him alone. I’ll relish the pain of him taking me that first time because it will tell him how important he is to me. 
Moving my fingers to my clit, I put two fingers on it directly this time. My lips are spread now as I make small, slow circles on my clit. Just three minutes gone as I find myself already wanting to cum. Last night I kept myself here by stopping when I got too excited and letting myself slide back down before teasing myself again. This time I vary the pressure and speed, even moving my fingers outside occasionally to massage it from what now seems like a vast distance. I watch my fingers tease myself as he would watch them. 
My heart is beating fast, like I’m running instead of kneeling and touching myself. I can hear my breathing, not desperate gasps, but definitely louder and faster than normal. My nipples now don’t need my fingers to keep them hard, but I still tease them. Now I’m moaning, just occasional low grunts that slip out. I’ve been at it for five minutes. I can stop, but I keep going. I begged him last night and he’d refused to let me cum. He’s watching me and enjoying my frustration. Listening to my sounds. Noticing the moisture that covers my fingers and seeps out between my lips. Being aroused by the sight of a little playtoy playing. 
It’s easy to imagine his arousal now since I am as well. Easier now to see the body that I take for granted as a sexual delight for him. Jeez, I’m so squirming and I hadn’t even noticed when that started. Squirming like he talks about. Squirming like he likes. I imagine his voice as it helps to tease me. How it would tell me he wants to see me squirm. Could he actually just watch me? Would he want his own hands there instead? Would he play with himself while he watches? Would he do it because I’d like to watch him? Or would he not do it just because I’d like to watch him? 
Three minutes still left to go and I want to stop or finish. I have to seriously imagine him watching. I wouldn’t let myself stray over the edge and cum if he was really watching, so I don’t now. I use the heel of my hand on my cunny, pressing hard against the fat, little girl lips that he wants. I have to switch hands to give my right hand a rest. I could cum now. I could blame it on my left hand. It would be so easy. I struggle to keep from cumming. I’m actually making little whimpering noises and he’s not even here to hear them. 
I finish the last three minutes in a daze. I’ve lost the picture of myself from his perspective. What keeps me going is the vision of him watching. The sound of his voice in my ear. The knowledge that he wants me right here… right on the edge. I keep myself there for him. And for me. Yeah, for me, too, because at the end of 10 minutes I’m proud that I obeyed him so well. I feel that flush of pride as I stop and put my hands on my knees, feeling the desire flow out of me. My heart slows and my breathing relaxes. I raise my right hand to my face and smell it and then lick a finger. Hmmm. Never did that before. Never wanted to before. I wonder what he’d think of that. 
Once I clean myself up, I let dad know I’m ready to be tied for the night. It’s tough getting to sleep tonight as I wonder if he’d still be able to keep his hands and his cock to himself after that show and with me spread eagle for him. It’s harder because I’ll have to wait six years to find out. 
When I read his post on Friday afternoon, I see he’s described the door to the basement in more detail. Sounds like Brittany would have a hard time opening it even if it was unlocked. Drat.
As he approaches, I see how he looks at me. Naked and available fucktoy ready to play. The look makes me shudder as I wonder what goes through his mind. Then he sees the wet spot on the floor and I can see the anger in his eyes. Sweet Jesus, I’m so helpless and so screwed. I can’t keep from tugging at the straps all over again and sounding like I’m scared out of my wits. Duh… I am. Yet, it was his fault for just leaving me. I almost tell him that, but then he shushes me and says it is his fault. Yeah, I agree, but I decide to not say that. No sense in saying something that just might get me in trouble. 
Then he starts to clean me up. I’ve drooled some, but I’m running out of spit. If he keeps the water away from me, he won’t have to worry about drool. I feel like I should thank him for cleaning me, but hey, it’s his fault that I’m messy. Finally he removes the gag and I move my jaw around before he puts the straw in my mouth. I sigh with relief and suck down the Gatorade, nearly all of it before I nod my head. I’d like to finish it eventually, but that’s enough for now. Quite a workout is sure an understatement. 
There’s that look again and this time I’m certain that he’s going to fuck me, but then he doesn’t. He unstraps me and with nothing on me for the first time since I got here, escape runs through my head. If only I wasn’t so wiped. Besides, he’d catch me before I got to the door, so it’s just a brief thought. Then another first! For the first time since I got here, I get some clothes. Sure it’s only a robe, but it’s something to hide me from those gazes. Something to take away the temptation. 
Sitting on his lap, I sip my hot cocoa. There’s just something amusing about being served hot cocoa by Mr. Eric… my Master. It’s pretty close to one of the last things I would have expected. Unbound. Wearing clothes. Sitting on his lap. Sipping hot cocoa. So much I’d like to say to him as a moment of normalcy settles in. Hmmm. I miss my family. How was school? Can I go home now? How was Kylie today? Did she blow you today, too? Heck I don’t know if conversation is even allowed between slave and Master. So, I settle for, “What do people think happened to me?” 
Winry’s Dad Emails Friday, 15 May
I stopped by the PO Box and discovered a case of vet wrap (12 rolls). Sorry, it was a hectic week and I just realized I owed you an answer on that. Good thing you remembered. 
I’ve decided that in order to go through with the plan, I need four things from you. I hope you understand my concerns for Winry’s safety and well-being. 
1. A copy of your driver’s license.

2. A copy of your pilot’s license

3. A picture of your airplane

4. The location where you plan to keep Winry. I’ve been assuming it would be at your house, but I’d like more than an address. In the basement? In a separate building? Is there a Mr. Eric style hidden location?
I assume you’ll be able to scan in and email the copies of your licenses. Once I get that, I’ll send you the address where you’ll pick up Winry (our house) and a picture of her. A quid pro quo as it were since I’m asking for your address and picture. 
I’ll be looking for your reply as well as instructions on what to do with the vet wrap. 
Winry’s Dad
MASTERIUS
Masterius Posts Friday, 15 May
"Hmm?" That took a moment to register as I was quite relaxed and deep in thought. I was very much enjoying simply cuddling my toy as I —and she— sipped hot cocoa. The fact that —this time— she wasn't naked didn't lessen that pleasure at all. In fact, it actually enhanced it.
Don't get me wrong: I certainly did enjoy my toy being naked. And I certainly enjoyed looking at her naked luscious body. And I most certainly enjoyed playing with that sexy, naked —and very responsive— body. 
But I didn't need nakedness to enjoy her, or find pleasure with her. Oh no! Oh no no no no no! In fact, even as I slowly savored the cocoa, taking occasional sips of the fragrant, steamy beverage, I was enjoying how the velveteen of the robe clung to her just-hinted curves. I started picturing her in other things as I cuddled her: sheer pajamas, diaphanous harem silks, and other outfits, both practical and fanciful. 
I pictured jewelry and bangles as well: toe and thumb rings, bracelets and anklets, oh, all sorts of things. Including bellybutton and nipple rings. 
Beneath her pert, firm little ass my cock twitched and stirred, now and then strongly throbbing as a particularly intriguing image popped into my head. I wondered if she sensed that (although I couldn't, at all, figure out how she could possibly miss feeling that) and what she made of that. Was she wondering, as hard and thick and throbbing her Master was, why he wasn't simply taking her? Or, at the very least, not having her 'relieve' that need? 
Her question, when it finally percolated past my ruminations, brought my focus sharply back into the here-and-now. I debated a moment about my reply, or even if I should reply. I didn't need to answer her; she was just a slave, just a toy after all. Would telling her that I really didn't know what people were thinking because, well, no one was talking about it, or even seemed to pay it much attention, work better? 
Thinking that she'd dropped off the face of the Earth with as little notice or fanfare as a leaf dropping off a tree in the forest generated would certainly enhance her sense of hopelessness and helplessness. That I was sure of. I chewed the inside of my lip a moment, considering.
"People aren't sure what happened to you," I softly murmured, taking another sip of cocoa. "All they know for sure is that you've vanished without a trace. I think most people suspect you've been kidnapped. By whom, or why, they've no idea. A few wonder if you've run away for some reason, but I think most people think you've been kidnapped."
Taking another sip of cocoa I lightly caressed the top of her thighs. "Why do you ask?"
KENNA
Winry Posts Friday, 15 May
I can sense the enjoyment he gets from every little thing about me. He enjoys serving me hot cocoa while I perch on his lap. I don’t know exactly what’s on his mind, but I’m damn sure that the sight of me with hot cocoa is not what’s making his cock twitch. He’s planning something, so it’s like the calm before the storm. Just another break before he toys with me again. Then the delay in answering my question is yet another sign that his mind is somewhere else, someplace I don’t want him to be. 
Why do I ask? I shrug, a little uncertain about why I asked. I guess I think a little conversation will make him see me less of a slave and more of his student, a real person who ought not to be in his basement. I want him thinking about somebody missing me, but I don’t want to be too obvious about it and make him angry. I want his mind on something besides how a fucktoy can please him next. If we’re talking then he’s not screwing with me. 
On the other hand, I think there’s an obvious point to be made, namely that we’re on opposite sides of this whole slave idea. So, I answer him. “Just want to know that somebody’s looking for me. And maybe they’ll find me.” I know it’s not what he wants to hear, so without missing a beat. I give him something else to think about. “How was Kylie today?” Shit, I meant that as how is my best friend taking this, but as soon as the words come out, I think it sounds more like how was she in a sexual way. How was the strip show?  How was she in bed? How was the daily blow job? Jeez, he’s got me thinking about sex. No wonder since I’m sitting atop his cock. No wonder since her afternoon liaisons with him are what got me here. 
Dad and I have this agreement. Had it for a couple of years now. I do what he says and certain things happen. He treats me like I’m more mature than my 12 years. He lets me explore. He let me advance a couple of grades. Before the agreement there were some serious issues, things I look back on and am amazed I dared to do. 
But the agreement is only with dad. Everybody else is fair game for whatever. Dad knows who stuck the science teacher’s chair to the ceiling of the science lab. He just doesn’t know how or why. My teacher thinks the football team did it. So cool that I’m about the last suspect on the list. So I still do stupid and risky things, like sneaking out at 2 am and breaking into the school on a mission impossible kind of affair. I couldn’t help myself, but I look back on it and think what if something happened to me at 2 in the morning. Who would know? 
And now I guess the agreement is with my Master, too. He definitely treats me like I’m more mature. It’s just not a spoken agreement. Sure my first thought whenever I get told to do something is to wonder how I can do it without doing it, if you get my drift. Just that for dad, I do it right because I love him and want peace in the house. For my Master, I do it out of love and because I want to go where he’s leading me. That means I don’t get to do anything half way. That doesn’t keep me from thinking about my next mission impossible. Finding him and showing up on his doorstep. Thinking about it, just thinking. Too many things could go wrong on that venture. Too bad a search on the order history and shipment of a certain collar led nowhere. 
MASTERIUS 
Masterius Emails Winry’s Dad Friday, 15 May
Softly sighing I finished reading the email. Not that I'd ever have been able to really keep keep Winry —at least, not the way I'd like or want... or that she'd like or want... long term, anyway— but...
But once I forwarded the requested information, being able to secretly keep her for good utterly vanished.
Actually, I was a bit miffed, because it wasn't so much requested information as it was required information. "I’ve decided that in order to go through with the plan, I need four things from you."
In order to go through with the plan? I mean, it was a little late to start setting requirements, I thought. Granted, he wasn't requiring anything unreasonable, not when the rationale for the request was ensuring his daughter's safety and well-being. Ah well, I suppose he had a certain mental time sequence for events, and this was just a logical progression. I guess the phrasing just made me apprehensive. I mean, suppose next week there was another 'I’ve decided that in order to go through with the plan'? 
Well, I'd cross that bridge when it appeared, I guess.
Numbers one and two were simply a matter of scanning the applicable license cards. Number three was a lot easier: I simply inserted the hyperlink to my blog, where I had quite a few photos of my baby. And as for the forth...
Attached please find scanned images of my license cards, as you'd requested. The hyperlink at the end of the email is to my blog. I have an entire section devoted to my aircraft, with around a hundred images of her. Hopefully you won't need more than that. --winks--
As for where I plan to keep her, the general location is my home. Well, actually my property. In the very beginning that'll be downstairs in my playroom. Over time that will include the main house itself, with several outbuildings and the outside probably being utilized now and then. And, yes, there is a 'Mr. Eric style' hidden location.
I debated a moment considering the mention of a "quid pro quo" picture of Winry. With a shrug I dismissed the notion of making any particular request for that. After all, it wouldn't be all that much longer and I'd have the 'real deal'. Still, it was rather tempting to make one of several particular 'requests'.
Regarding the vetwrap, this is what I'd like:
After waking her Saturday morning she'll have half an hour to use the bathroom, and eat breakfast. Then she is to go to her room, undress, tie her crotch rope and kneel for 15 minutes. At the end of that I'll need you to enter and bind her.
Have her stand up then gag her with the sponge ball and tape. Just three strips of tape this time. Then have her fold her arms behind her back, palms holding her forearms. Use one roll and, starting just above one elbow, wrap around and around, moving down the arm, over her hands and folded forearms and just up the other elbow. Use a second and wrap around upper arms, until her arms are wrapped from just under her armpits all the way down.
Still standing, start wrapping around upper body and already-wrapped arms, including over her shoulders. Continue wrapping all the way down to just above her knees. Then place her microphone headset over her ears, then loose-snug wrap her head, so only her nose is exposed and the microphone boom is properly placed in front of the wrapped gag. Carefully lay her on the floor then cross her ankles, and wrap from below the knees down to her feet, including around her feet. Lastly use two rolls to wrap her knees, winding them in a repetitive criss-cross pattern; that will prevent her from bending her knees. 
I'll explain to her the terms of this session once you've finished. Just so you know, she'll remain like that until she asks to be released or until she manages to worm her way free. Like before, I'll message you every 15 minutes either 'Yes' or 'No'.
If you have any questions please get back to me.
~Masterius 
Masterius Posts Friday, 15 May
“Just want to know that somebody’s looking for me. And maybe they’ll find me... How was Kylie today?”
Gazing down at her I had no idea my eyes abruptly glittered at her words. "Oh, I think it's safe to say that people are looking for you. I doubt they'll ever find you," I say, sounding utterly positive. Almost gleeful, in fact. "Actually," I add, "considering that while my little toy was squirming on the cross I was sitting just upstairs in my kitchen speaking with two detectives about you, I think I can safely say that you'll never be found."
Taking another sip I intently gazed at my little toy, my eyes molten and smoldering. Setting the mug down I cuddled her closer, my lips twitching at her expression. "My Kylie was OK. A bit melancholic, I think... during classes. Afterwards, though...," I tapered off, chuckling. "After classes, well...," as again I trailed off, suddenly giving my little toy a very deep and intense, quite speculative, stare.
KENNA
Winry Posts Friday Night, 15 May
So, you did it again, Sir. At least this time you told dad before I asked about Saturday. Hmmm. 
I stare at him defiantly as he says they’ll never find me, but that vanishes as he tells me detectives were in the house while I was strapped to the cross. Now I get a sick look on my face. That was not something I wanted to hear. And he knows it, too. When he takes a sip of his cocoa, I do, too, feeling his arms tighten around me. Without even thinking about it I relax against him as he muses about Kylie. 
I look up at him and shake my head. “I don’t really want to hear about Kylie.” Not anymore anyway. He probably got a blow job from her and then one from me. Just that she likes it, I guess, so why isn’t she the one down here and me out where I belong? I mentally kick myself for what I did to get myself down here. Yeah, it was my fault. I had to horn in on Kylie’s fun. In seconds he just took me from trying to make conversation to right on the defensive. No room for negotiation and his smug assurance that I’ll never be found make me again realize just how screwed I am and how dependent I am on him. 
My heart feels like it’s in the wrong place, too high and too close to the surface, thudding away like it’s going to burst from my chest. I’m so scared… scared of the man who’s holding me so gently right now. It’s just so wrong, so confusing to need *him*. I feel I need to be nice to him, even like I should thank him for the Gatorade, the hot cocoa, and him holding me. 
I think about how me made me cum so wondrously and how I blew him like it was a chore. I mean, really, having him lick me down there was so unexpected and so incredible. And he’d enjoyed it. I feel like I should thank him for that. Jeez, it makes me feel like I did the blow job wrong because I didn’t enjoy it. And there’s the little matter (well big matter, I guess) of his cock twitching under me. How many times does he expect to cum in one day? Oh, shit, I just came three times. So, yeah, just how many times for him?  
Here you go,
Winry’s Dad 
The email has a jpg attachment. It’s a picture of Winry in her soccer outfit. The full body shot shows her with a soccer ball under her arm. Her slender arms and legs are tanned and she beams at the camera. Perhaps not all that Masterius wants, but better than her head and shoulders school picture that dad doesn’t know he already has. 
MASTERIUS
Masterius Posts Friday Night, 15 May
Masterius Posts Friday Night, 15 May
Master aims to please my little slave. --wickedly grins--
So many emotions flashed across her face and flickered deep in her eyes. Some I were certain of, some I could shrewdly guess, and a few I had no idea. 
All of them were fascinating to see, and quite pleasant to behold.
I was feeling quite comfy and relaxed, no matter that I was also quite hard and erect. That arousal wasn't importunate and insistent. It was the sort I could savor for hours, rather like basking in the summer sun while reclined on a chaise lounge, and never regret not 'relieving' at the end of it.
Yet I'd not regret should I decide to indulge: have that arousal fanned into fiery lust, a consuming conflagration of carnal appetite and hunger slaked only by climax and orgasm.
There was so much I wanted to do with her, to her. And so many different ways, too. I just hadn't decided upon which path to take as yet and, being faced with such a plentitude of options, all of which were mine to choose, my head felt a bit overwhelmed. Would I choose the path of a stern, harsh Master, with her literally being nothing other than an object, a possession? A toy in truth? Or the path much like I wished with my Kylie, more a kind, loving Master, and gently guiding her along the way, carefully teaching her of the pleasures to be found and enjoyed? Would I choose the path of pleasure? Or of pain? Although I'd never done so —at least, never seriously as I was considering doing— I knew for certain that a person could be trained to crave pain. Hunger for pain at the same time as despairing of that, yet helplessly nurtured, trained and inculcated into needing pain as much as they needed food and drink. 
Oh, so many things to consider!
You'd have thought that I'd have an easy time of things. After all, there was nothing she could do, no way to refuse anything I demanded of her. But it wasn't quite that simple. Take, for instance, something as seemingly simple as popping her cherry. I could do that any time I pleased, any way I pleased. But, once done... it was done. It was a 'forever' thing. So... was I going to choose to do that more lovingly? Choose a time and circumstance where my fucktoy was just as willing, if not eager, for that? Certainly she would have been earlier, when I'd had her on the cross! Or would I simply take her? Rape her in fact and truth? Or something in between?
Choices, choices!
Well, at the moment, I was quite content just to sit here and cuddle her. Now, whether she was content was problematical... and irrelevant.
I downloaded the attachment, mouth already feeling a touch dry, heart already starting to race. Oh, I knew it wasn't going to be anything 'racy'. Certainly not nude! And just as certainly not her bound and/or gagged in any way! Still, I was quite eager to see another photo of her and, when it had finally downloaded and opened... my breath caught.
It was a perfectly ordinary, absolutely innocent photo... and I didn't care. I was captivated by her smile, so wide and beaming. So animated and vibrant. Propping my chin atop my fists I just stared at that smile, my insides churning, imagining that smile directed at me. Focused on me, as her Master.
It was, I thought, pretty much the perfect picture to have sent me. For it gave me a glimpse, a mere hint, of her as a person, capturing her essence, her vitality. 
Twenty minutes later I'd printed it out on photo paper, matted and framed it... placing it alongside the school photo Winry had sent me before. If June didn't get here soon, I chuckled to myself, I was going to go crazy.
KENNA
Winry Posts Friday Night, 15 May
I think my Master aims to please himself. – grins – 
I start another IM, “No, actually, I didn’t grin. Don’t know why I said that grins part. Really I just get this warm feeling about you using me to please you. So, I don’t know how to describe how I looked when I said that. You’d just have to see it I guess to know how much I…” Crap, I can’t send that. 
And I like it. 
Sitting on his lap… just sitting here and wondering why I’m just sitting here. He’s looking at me and trying to guess what I’m thinking and I’m doing the same right back at him. His cock isn’t twitching anymore as much as it’s just there, big and hard and there, right under me. His arms are around me, cradling me on his lap and maybe keeping me from leaving, but not really. Not that I feel like I can leave, but it’s not because he’s holding me. 
I can’t take just sitting here. I mean, it seems he can just sit and… are we cuddling? He is, but heck, it’s not mutual, so he can sit and dream all he wants. Just that… “I liked what you did when I was on the cross.” I just start nervously chattering away. I’m looking down, not up at him so maybe it even looks like I’m just talking to myself. “Not so much the first part or the part about leaving me when you were done. I liked… ummm… when you, like… licked… umm, ate… you know, with your mouth on my puh-pussy.” Jeez, how lame can I sound? “Anyway, I didn’t like… you know, blow… sucking your cock. But you liked doing it to me, huh? So, just… I thought it was like the slave thing making me do that, so why… I mean, then you did me, so that’s not what it was.”
I sigh, wondering just what I’m talking about. “So, if you make me… uh, want me to do that again, maybe I can try to like it. Just…” Now I do look up at him. “Just you don’t have to be mean about it. You know the original offer...” yeah, so it was more like blackmail, “… was that we could be lovers and… I get the picture that you can’t let me go because everybody would know about you… and Winry.” 
He doesn’t respond at all. Not like he’s not paying attention because he nods as I talk. He pours me some more hot cocoa and that gives me something to do for a few seconds as I sip it. “Just really wish you hadn’t kidnapped me, but you could still, you know, fix this place up and… not that it’s not nice, but… there’s not much here and you just don’t seem like… well, I guess I don’t really know you because you didn’t seem like the kidnapping kind, but you don’t seem like… you just seem like you like to take care of me and that’s fine with me.” Sorta, I mean, he could make it nice enough that I wouldn’t want to escape. Nah, he couldn’t. There’s nothing he could do to keep me from running at the first chance. 
“And about Kylie… I just think kidnapping me was a bad idea and doing it to Kylie isn’t any better. So, you could just not… I mean, you shouldn’t do it to both of us. She’s my best friend and I think I’m pretty well screwed… you know, we could work it out better… but still I’m screwed and I don’t want her to be screwed, too, so… “ Jeez, this is going in the wrong direction. I sip my hot cocoa some more. 
“So does that make sense to you?” And, you know what? I haven’t called him Master for a while and he doesn’t seem to mind or even notice, so maybe I’m making progress with him. 
Going to bed now, Sir. Will I chat with you tomorrow? Talk to you? I’m dying here. Any hints? –batting eyes- 
MASTERIUS
Masterius Posts Friday Night, 15 May
--grins-- True. I do. Just not always. I do, you know, rather enjoy having my sexy little bondage playtoy slave melt into a puddle of glowy goo. --smiles--
I sent that then, in response to her second message:
Mmmmmm... --purrs--
It was terribly difficult to keep a straight face as she stuttered and rambled on and on. Particularly at some of the things she'd said. Like “I liked what you did when I was on the cross.” Especially when, stuttering harder, she'd clarified that. I would have never suspected, I thought with a huge mental grin, that she'd liked it when I'd licked her sweet little pussy. 
“So does that make sense to you?” she finally trailed off, not quite looking up at me.
Solemnly nodding I softly rumbled, "Yes, my little toy, it did. Well, most of it, anyway," I honestly amended. Cuddling her closer I started lightly nuzzling the nape of her neck, just above the collar locked there. "Although you seem to be a bit confused about some things still," I huskily rumbled just behind her ear as my lips lightly brushed over her skin. "It's not that I can't let you go because everybody would then know about Kylie and myself. That was, yes, the rationale I had when I started tying you in my classroom, true. That was the reason I'd first decided to kidnap you."
Easing the bottom part of the robe apart, baring her legs, I started lightly stroking them with one hand as I kept nuzzling the back of her neck and behind a little ear. "But while that might be why I originally took you, that's not why I'm keeping you. I'm keeping you because I want you. I desire and crave you. You're a very sexy, hot little toy. You turn me on. You excite me. And keeping you as mine also turns me on and excites me. Making you my property, my slave, my toy," but omitting fucktoy... for now, "keeping you as those, turns me on and excites me."
If she had any doubt about that, feeling my cock start throbbing again under her should put that to rest.
"If I was absolutely, beyond any shadow of a doubt, positive that letting you go would not result in Kylie getting into trouble, or her and I being kept apart... I'd still keep you. Because I want you."
"And about Kylie… I just think kidnapping me was a bad idea and doing it to Kylie isn’t any better. So, you could just not… I mean, you shouldn’t do it to both of us. She’s my best friend and I think I’m pretty well screwed… you know, we could work it out better… but still I’m screwed and I don’t want her to be screwed, too, so… "
The funny thing was, is that reminded me so much of my Kylie. The main reason I'd managed talking her into starting things was due to her urgent desire of keeping her best friend out of trouble. And now here was Brittany struggling to do the same in return.
I kept so very lightly stroking the tops of her thighs. At first my hand stayed down near knees but, very gradually, I started drifting higher and higher, until now the tips of fingers were a breath away from brushing her mound. And all the while I kept nuzzling the back of her neck, lightly lipping the fine hair there, lips softly brushing just behind little ears.
"Are you screwed?" I murmured. "I suppose my little toy might feel she's being punished. And I'll admit, right at first, I fully intended this to be punishment," I said, my voice growing firm a moment before softening again. "But after I had time to think on matters I realized a few things. My little toy would never have 'outed' her Master. For doing so would have also dragged Kylie into the mud along with me. And not just have gotten her into trouble, either. You knew —not guessed, but knew— Kylie was a willing participant. Oh, and so much more than merely willing," I huskily rumbled. "Mmmm... I thought so," I murmured as I lightly suckled a tiny lobe.
"You simply wanted what Kylie wanted, didn't you. Me. And took the only means you had to get what you wanted. I can hardly be angry, you know, about that. Well, angry at the means, yes. But not the reason." I was more firmly stroking her thighs now, long, full caresses, fingertips just brushing against her mound at the top of each caress. "Actually I'm quite flattered, you know."
Obviously more than just flattered, she probably felt, as my cock was rhythmically throbbing under her pert, firm sexy ass. 
"Well, I wanted something, too. You. And I took the only way there was to have you. I could have, very easily, after my little toy had first woken up, given her a very stern, grim, severe lecture. I could have deleted the photos, the video; destroyed beyond recall any evidence you had. It would have been your word then against mine, and I really don't think anyone would have believed a tall tale about my abducting you after school, do you?"
Lightly kissing along the top of a small shoulder I went back to nuzzling the back of her neck. "I could even have, very easily, made love to you first. Just like you'd demanded. And you'd have been home by now. And do you know why I didn't do any of that?"
As that was a purely rhetorical question I didn't wait for an answer. My voice grew thicker, huskier. "Because I want you, my little toy, my sexy little slave. Not just the once. Not even as secret lovers. I want you. As mine. Mine! And I am never, ever going to let my little toy go!"
--grins at the batting eyes-- Quite fetching! --winks--
Good night and sweet dreams my little slave. We should be able to chat tomorrow, yes. Assuming my little sexy bondage playtoy slave would like that? --smiles--
Obviously I wasn't giving any hints. And, needless to say, nor was I alluding we might do more than just chat; like talk, as she'd also hinted at. For we'd most certainly would be talking.
Well, one of us would be, anyway! 
KENNA
Winry Posts Saturday, 16 May
Last thing Friday night, I do my kneeling and teasing and then I check IMs one more time. Drat. I hadn’t expected any hints. And he didn’t say we would talk either. I’m starting to really look forward to hearing his voice, so I’m disappointed at that. But he does give a hint in one way when he mentions glowy goo. Not much of a hint, but if that’s what he has planned for tomorrow… well, nothing does that better than his voice. 
Lying in bed I consider something he said in his last post about pain. It really grabbed me and now I have time to think about what that means. Could he really train someone to crave pain? I’ve read some stories on LB where a person likes pain, but nothing where a person who didn’t like pain is trained to want it. That just sounds so sinister, yet so alluring. Would I like that for Brittany? Actually, I guess not. I don’t know if it’s really possible or if he’s pulling my leg. I wouldn’t begin to know how to make Brittany respond. What I really want is for him to do it to me. Jeez, no I don’t. How sick does that sound? I want to know what it’s like, yeah, I really do. I’d want to know just what it feels like to crave pain, but then I’d want to hit the undo button. Nothing permanent, just the experience and then undo it. So, it’s really a fantasy. I mean, I already like spankings, so I’m kind of part way there, but I know he doesn’t mean liking spankings. He means serious pain. I don’t want to like serious pain, but still the thought excites me.  Let me tell you, it really adds to the fantasy to be tied spread eagle on your bed. My Master could do anything, including make me crave pain. And I guess if he did it right, when he was done, I’d love him for it. Shudder. 
You know what? I’m getting just what I want already. I want to be helpless so that he *could* do anything. He can look, talk, touch, rape, spank, whip, or make me crave pain. He *could* do it. It’s not the doing part that excites me, it’s the being part. I want to be his, helplessly his. I don't want to crave pain, I want to feel that inability to stop him from making me crave pain. See the look in his evil eyes as he leads me unwillingly down that path. Know I can't stop him. If he then chooses to cuddle, caress, and love me… well, that’s what I love about him. Jeez, I mean, we have a deal (I think) that he’s supposed to be mean to Brittany, but he can’t. I’m supposed to make her disobedient, but I can’t. I suppose being his in the RP is the best I’m gonna get for a long time, so maybe I’m just being me. He’ll have a auburn hair me and a blond me, best friends cut from the same mold who both want to belong to him. I wonder how long it will be before I go down on myself. -Giggle- 
OK, I just need to calm down and get to sleep. Sometimes I just get going and then I can never get to sleep. I used to lie here and think about school and life in general. Now I lie here and think about sex and him. Last night of my punishment and as I drift off to sleep I find myself considering an unauthorized scratching session again just to be punished. Sure the teasing part is pure torture, but waking up in the morning to a foot tickle is incredible. 
My Master manages to come into the room without waking me, so the first thing I know is I’m wide awake and shrieking with laughter. I always did like daddy-daughter tickle sessions growing up, but getting one from my Master while tied and helpless adds a new dimension that I’m positive dad doesn’t get. If he did, he wouldn’t do it anymore. If I couldn’t definitely picture Masterius doing it, I wouldn’t let dad do it anymore. 
After dad unties me, he lays out the rules for the morning. Half an hour for breakfast and whatever. Crotch rope and then kneel for 15 minutes. And, he leaves the rest hanging. I swear dad is getting some fun out of this. 
When he comes back to my room, he gags me first thing. We could wait and do that last as far as I’m concerned. I just wonder now about me telling Masterius dad said gagging me was the smartest thing he ever did. If the two of them are talking… and they obviously are… then just who voted for gagging me first thing? 
He has me cross my arms behind my back and starts wrapping them with sticky wrap. I know this stuff. Last time I had my blood drawn, the nurse put a cotton ball over the spot and wrapped this sticky stuff once around my arm to hold the cotton ball in place. Doesn’t seem so threatening, but by the time he’s wrapped me from elbow across my forearms and up to the other elbow, I change my mind. This is the worst feeling arm bondage I’ve had. It practically feels like I have no arms anymore. OK, he’s got more of the stuff and after a second roll, my arms are completely wrapped. He’s got more and he wraps my body from shoulders to knees. Hmmm, we’re making a new mummy movie? Guess who the star is. I definitely have a new appreciation for the sticky wrap. Get enough of it and it’ll hold a 12-year-old girl for just about ever. 
When he puts the headset on my head, I smile. Kewl. I get to hear his voice. But then oh so not cool when dad wraps my head. So, this is going to be a gold day. Gold, gold, gold. No freaking way is this gonna last. Wasn’t I clear… maybe I wasn’t… about doing this to Brittany with duct tape? I’ll give him five minutes before I go for the gold. 
Now I can’t see, but I feel dad finish up by binding my knees and all the way down to my feet. Just how much of this sticky wrap did he have? He only showed me a roll at a time, like a magician pulling it out of his magic cardboard box. 
I hear a click as the microphone and headphones go live. I can only assume dad leaves the room. I take a couple of deep breaths, trying to calm myself. I debate what to say. I tried ‘Are you there’ last time. Of course he’s there. Don’t want to try ‘Testing, 1, 2, 3, 4.’ So I say what’s on my mind. Tentative, soft, and a little nervous, I say, “I eewee doan ike iss.” [I really don’t like this.]
MASTERIUS
Masterius Posts Saturday Morning, 16 May
Oddly enough, for all that I'm a confirmed tea- and coffeeholic I mostly drink them because I enjoy the taste. This morning, though, as the fragrant aroma filled the kitchen with its heady scent, I needed a cup. Several cups, in fact. 
I hadn't gotten a great deal of sleep last night, unable, for reasons, to turn my mind off and just relax. Part of that was due to our RP; it was becoming, with Brittany, increasingly intense, and so many thoughts and images regarding that were flickering in my head. And partly it was due to 'calendar-watching': in just a little over two weeks —a time that was both quite short as well as being infinitely long— I'd be picking up my little bondage playtoy slave. And partly due to picturing today's little 'session'.
Between those three I was amazed I'd gotten any sleep at all, and I wryly chuckled as I sat at the kitchen table sipping my second cup. 
I'd almost debated altering today's session the last couple of days. I knew this wouldn't be easy for Winry, for one (although that wasn't really influencing my decision all that much; there'd be many things she would probably dislike and not find easy, after all, yet she'd still have to endure them). For another, I really wanted to be the one wrapping her up, and knowing that I'd be able to do just that in under three weeks, well...
Mostly, though, the main reason was that there was precious little I'd be able to do once she was fully wrapped up. This time, anyway. Now, if she were right here with me, I could do quite a few things. For instance, putting on a wireless, remote-controlled clit tickler on her before wrapping her up. Or wrapping her feet in such a way that a single unwinding would bare the bottoms, leaving them exposed for tickling. Wrapping her chest so that little nipples were the only things left exposed, and playing with those for hours.
Needless to say none of those were available options for me today. Well, not so much that they weren't available, as much as they weren't appropriate or do-able. Ah well... just a few short weeks, just a few short weeks...
Which was the reason why I hadn't changed my mind about today. Because the next time she'd be wrapped like this it would be when I did that. She'd be with me, as my little slave, my playtoy. And, that time... she'd already know what to expect. What that would be like. And she'd still have no option but to stand there and permit me, her Master, to helplessly wrap her up.
Ahhh... life was good. Very good. And was only going to be getting better!
I was already sitting at my monitor, relaxing with —yes, you guessed it— a fresh cup of coffee while I waited. Gazing at the clock I knew she'd just be finishing her preparatory kneeling and was now about to begin being wrapped up, and I was already so hard it hurt, cock jutting just past the folds of my robe. I was already logged onto messenger, and my headset was in place.
Suddenly I heard a click, the unmistakable sounds of the audio going live. Stiffening I sat upright, clutching the mug as I heard a serious of soft panty breaths, then gave a sharp shiver as she spoke, very softly and hesitant, a touch of trepidation clear in her tone.
“I eewee doan ike iss.”
Gawds. I groaned, I couldn't help it. Then softly purred, a low deep rumble from the depths of my chest.
"I know you really don't like this, little playtoy," I softly murmured, clear as day excitement and pleasure in my voice. "But Master does. Oh my yessss... I really do like this."
"You look so hot, so sexy —so helpless! Mmmmm. Yesss... I like this, a lot! Master can think of nothing better that relaxing in his library on a fine Saturday like today, sipping his coffee and reading a book, while his little toy lay stretched out on the carpet just in front of him, all wrapped up and helpless and squirming. Watching as she strains against the wrappings, seeing them quiver and stretch as she strains. Listening to her soft pants and moans as she squirms and twists. Listening to her moans, watching as she shudders and trembles as she cums."
"Oh yes. Did Master forget to mention that? My little toy has permission to scratch her 'itch' now. I'd like that, very much. Mmmmm... and I'm sure my little toy would, too. So scratch, little toy. While Master listens... and does a bit of 'scratching' himself."
KENNA
Winry Posts Saturday Morning, 16 May
I test the wraps as I wait for his voice. It just takes a couple of seconds before he responds, but in those couple of seconds I know I’m not getting out. My hands are behind me and wrapped securely. Flexing against the wrap yields nothing. I can’t get my fingers to anything to grab hold of. Maybe if I’d seen this coming I could have positioned my hands differently, but there I go thinking about ways to win. Just that this time I need to get out. I tremble with frustration and something else. Not fear, but close to it. I hate this feeling. I flex my legs and wiggle my toes, but that gets me nothing. Tossing my head doesn’t do any good. I’m squirming and then I hear his voice. 
Am I really hot and sexy all wrapped up like this? Does he really like watching me? Oh yes, his voice isn’t lying to me. I relax and any plans of calling out my safe word vanish. I feel my heart pound as he describes what I look like from the outside. Straining, whimpering, moaning, and squirming for nothing. Doing it because he wants me to. Not to escape, just because. Oh, yeah, right, like I can possibly cum in this position. Then I hear him give me permission to scratch. “ASSSERRR!” [MASTER!] I scream into the gag. It’s all I can do to not call him a son of a bitch. No fucking way! Permission to scratch with my hands like this? “Gaahhhh!” I seriously squirm, now given a reason to try to escape. 
No doubt he can hear the commotion of me wriggling, grunting, and straining. Tossing back and forth, I huff into the microphone inches from my mouth. If I had my hands free, I’d strangle him first and then play with myself. Yeah, it would be worth it. I fight for 10 or 15 minutes, saying nothing to him. My other sounds tell him what’s going on and I listen to his voice as it alternately caresses and teases me. So after 15 minutes, I’m still wrapped as tight as ever. My hands are not coming free. 
Email from Winry’s Dad
I figured it wouldn’t hurt to send this photo of her. Nothing to see except a bundle of vet wrap with her on the inside. She doesn’t know I took the photo. At least the camera is silent and she didn’t react. Thought it might help you to visualize her predicament. Whether that would make you more or less aware and therefore cautious of her vulnerability, I don’t know and that’s not the purpose. 
The real reason is sort of a transition to help me over the next couple of weeks. It’s kind of like sending pieces of her gradually instead of a sudden good-by. Anyway, the idea that I wanted you to consider is that I could send you a photo of each position in which you have me bind her for Saturday and Sunday activities. I could only do that if she was blindfolded since she can’t know about the pictures. It occurs to me that you might not want the pictures. Would you rather wait for her in person or have glimpses of her beforehand? I’ve sent this one without asking since it’s hardly a glimpse of anything. ( 
Winry’s Dad
I’m resting on my stomach and not for the first time. Yeah, rolling back and forth really helped a lot… just as much as anything. I pant into the microphone, then out of frustration, I bang the microphone against the floor. Take that you son of a bitch, my One Trust Master. Bam, bam, bam! Then I flip to my back and decide the crotch rope is my only hope. Bringing the crotch rope into play is almost like willing myself to an orgasm. I can move my hips side to side a little and rub the figure eight knot against my clit. Moving my hips up and down by clenching my butt and I can make it rub, too. Now I’m quiet and concentrating on moving my hips and only my hips. Trying to find the best motion. 
“Hah,” I gasp out the first words I’ve said in a while. “The crot rop-puh. Gon-ah do ih. [The crotch rope. Gonna do it.] It’s just gonna take a while. So I hunker down and make little motions with my hips. Probably not as exciting for him since I’m quiet now, but the image of me rotating my hips and humping the air will get him if he figures out what I’m doing. 
Five minutes later I’ve decided the crotch rope was invented by the devil. It’s not that the rope isn’t doing it for me. It’s that it’s *almost* doing it for me. On my stomach doesn’t work any better, though I think if I could get my knees under me I could hump better. Just that the wrap is so tight I can’t bend them. I get right to the edge (and oh how I know he likes me there) and can’t go fast enough or hard enough to finish it. “Oh, gaw, oh, gaw, oh gaw,” I gasp, punctuating each thrust of my hips and each tiny spark of almost there with a grunt of frustration. 
So, I could use the gold word, but that would be for the wrong reason now. It would be cheating. “Leeass, assserr,” I whimper with a burning need backed by tons of frustration. “Goh-a cummm, leeass, leh me go?”
MASTERIUS
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It had been terribly difficult not bursting into laughter at her muffled howl of dismay when I told her she could scratch. I fiercely struggled for several seconds before abruptly just letting go, deeply chuckling, a sound of pure, unadulterated amusement... and understanding. I wasn't laughing at her, no. No, not at all. But, ohmahgawd, did that howled "Master!" speak volumes!
And it, most certainly, had the intended effect: within moments my little toy shifted from just minor exploratory squirms to all-out, serious, frenetic struggles. I didn't need to see her to know that: I could hear her. Hear her breathing shift from soft little grunts to sharp, semi-explosive huffed exhales.
It would have been nice to see her, of course, as she struggled. But I could close my eyes and easily picture her. And, of course, in less than three weeks I wouldn't have to imagine anything.
I hardly spoke at all during that time. Just sipped coffee... and frequently purred my pleasure. Low, deep, echoing hums and wordless rumbles, that in no way did I even attempt disguising my pleasure and satisfaction... my excitement and arousal. Now and then, though, I did speak, my voice low, thick and husky, caressing her with my tone.
After fifteen minutes I opened up the messenger window and sent "No". About the same time the program chimed, popping up that I had an incoming email. Out of habit I clicked it, then felt my brows lift seeing whom the sender was. Now, why ever would her dad be sending me an email, now of all possible times?
Listening to my little toy as she ceased struggling for a bit, catching her breath, I opened the email and started reading, then felt my jaw hit the floor at the same time my eyebrows lofted over my head.
I figured it wouldn’t hurt to send this photo of her. That was innocuous enough, although I was puzzled why he'd pick right now to send me a second photo. It was the second sentence, though, that pole axed me. Nothing to see except a bundle of vet wrap with her on the inside. Dear God... he couldn't mean what I thought he meant, could he??
He had.
I downloaded the attachment then opened it... then deeply, audibly groaned, while my cock throbbed so hard it hurt. There was no mistaking this as anything but reality. There was simply no way he could have found an image like this anywhere. Not of someone evidently child-sized, fully wrapped head-to-toe in obvious vetwrap (and, since I'd ordered and bought it, I knew exactly what that looked like) and with a headset attached. 
This was my Winry. My little bondage playtoy slave. Taken within the last ten minutes.
I groaned again, a deep, almost pained sound. Now I didn't have to imagine a damned thing. I could hear her. I could see what she looked like. And that was almost more than I could stand. And I had no idea what the rest of the email had said, for my mind, my thoughts, the center of my being was purely focused now on one thing, and one thing only.
Setting my mug down I grabbed the tissue box and pulled out a handful, setting them to the side before standing up, unbelting my robe and sitting back down again. My breathing quickly grew ragged as I started stroking my cock, gliding my hand up and down, up and down... slowly, quite slowly. I wasn't 'hair-triggered' but, by gawd, listening to her for fifteen minutes had already pushed me up the cliff and, while I wasn't at the brink —yet— it wouldn't take but moments to reach there.
It was a precipice that abruptly grew closer when my little toy suddenly spoke for the first time in what seemed like ages. “Hah. The crot rop-puh. Gon-ah do ih." A fierce grin split my face as I pictured what she'd look like trying to do that. I glanced at the photo, imagining those wrapped, covered and concealed, sleek little hips rolling and circling, lifting and flexing, and my cock throbbed beneath my gently gripping hand.
“Oh, gaw, oh, gaw, oh gaw.” One after another, her breath whuffled and panted. And I knew what prompted each of those gasped cries. "Mmmmm... yessss... that's a good little toy. Feels so good, doesn't it. So close, aren't you. Mmmmmm... very nice. Master is so close, too," I purred, my words thick and ragged. "Oh yes," I gleefully exulted. "Master is sitting here, quite naked and aroused. And stroking my cock. My very hard, very aroused cock. Master has an 'itch', too... and I'm scratching it. My little toy is making her Master very 'itchy'. Mmmmm... yessss... good little toy. So good. That's it. So close now. So close. Just a little more. Just a little bit more. Then my little toy can scratch her own itch."
“Leeass, assserr. Goh-a cummm, leeass, leh me go?”
There was a pause, a short little pause, before she got her reply.
Several deep, ragged grunts... a sudden, deeper groan... then panted deep moans as I erupted, spurting into the tissues as I stroked faster and faster, body arched in my chair as I came, moaning and gasping as I turned inside-out, emptying myself through my cock in powerful, pulsing jets.
KENNA
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Struggling to cum as I am I hear his pleasure at my frustration, which only spurs me on. There’s a mix of I love how he sounds and I want to prove him wrong by cumming, because now I have no doubt that he’s planned this so I can’t. His sounds alternate from silence that leaves me hanging, to breathing that tells me what he’s trying to hide, to low words that tease me, to abrupt noises that I can only interpret as moments when I can see his true, deep arousal. None of those sounds, including the silence do anything to calm me. If he’d handed me a button and told me I’d explode if I pushed it, I’d push it. Anything to get out of this torment. 
I stop completely and try to think. Is there a way? Rational thought lasts for mere seconds before he mentions he’s naked. “Jeeee,” I arch up, trying to cum by telekinesis. Naked and playing with himself. He knows how much I’d like to see that. Damn him. “Wanna see,” I moan at him. “Do ih. For ee.” {Wanna see. Do it. For me.] Not that it helps at all to imagine him. No, it only makes it worse. 
I’ve forgotten my hands. They’re useless. I’ve forgotten the crotch rope. It’s just frustration. What spurs me on is the image and sound of him playing with himself. That alone sinks into my mind, that part of me that is most sensitive to anything. Yet, it’s that part of me that can’t do a damn thing about my desperate need. “Gaahhh daammmm,” I moan. “Sooo gon-uh geh you.” [God damn. So gonna get you.] At least that’s what I say and what I’m thinking until I hear him, actually hear him, Jesus Christ on a pogo stick, hear him cum!
“Gaahhh, hucking doan!” [God, fucking don’t!] I yell at the microphone, though it’s too late. He’s done it so seriously again, like when he made me pee last weekend. “Doan send ah-ee,” [Don’t send daddy.] I manage to yell before I go nuts. After that I tense, squirm, moan, toss, and turn. I swear I feel like I stand right up on my feet as I cum hard for him. I didn’t think I would or could, but I do. Yeah, I pushed the explode button or he did or something. Thankfully, I’m flat on my back, bouncing up and down, my whole body leaving the floor at times. I go on for, I don’t know, 15, 30 seconds, before I stop, all thought and motion gone for the moment as I bask it that gooey glow he wants me in. “Talk ah me,” [Talk to me.] I sob at him as I lie there. If I ever need him, it’s now. 
Well, at least he doesn’t have to let me go. I hear his voice talking to me. Don’t care about the words. It’s the tone… his love… that does what I need. I don’t even notice my breathing as it winds down. I drift off to sleep, hoping he, not daddy will wake me. Just didn’t have the energy to say it. 
MASTERIUS
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“Talk ah me."
I wasn't sure I could manage words at the moment. I'd just started languorously drifting down from cumming, still twitching and shivering, feeling as if I was glowing with golden luminosity...
... When I heard her —unmistakably heard her— explode in climax.
I groaned, deeply, powerfully groaned, my eyes flying wide open before screwing tightly shut as what felt like a second, internal climax hit me. I almost whimpered, the sensation was so powerful, so unexpected. I'd never felt anything like that before; it was ecstasy so exquisite it bordered on piquant pain.
A soft cough as I cleared my throat, tried to form words. Then a second low cough. Then a low, deep purred groan, a sound that spoke volumes. 
My mug was shaking so badly —well, my hand was, actually— that I almost sloshed coffee on me. Taking several deep swallows then setting it down I cleared my throat again. 
"Mmmmmm," I purred, sheer, unadulterated pleasure and contentment in my tone. "Yesssss... that's my good little toy. Felt good, didn't it. Mm-hmm! Good. Very good. That's it. Just relax now. Just relax, close your eyes. Bask in that nice glowy sensation. Luxuriate and wallow in it. Mmmmmm... that's it," I crooned, hearing her whuffled snorty pants gradually slow. "Just relax. Master will watch over his little slave. Just relax. Mmmmmm."
Within minutes her breathing took on the slow, steady cadence of sleep. I smiled, a true, deep smile. Draining my cup I made a quick dash to the kitchen, refilling the mug before quickly returning. Turning off my mic but not the earphones I just listened, feeling incredibly, foolishly contended, a dreamy little smile on my face.
I didn't know how long she might sleep. But I'd be there when she woke up. Still wrapped up, of course. But I'd be there to greet her when she roused.
KENNA
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I’m drifting in peace, a floating world of bliss. No worries. No thoughts. Just one feeling. But one very complex feeling. Love, I guess. But it’s a toe tingling, hair standing on end, and everything in between kind of feeling. That’s how I wake up. “Mmmmmmm,” I say, matching the sound that he’s making, but a couple of octaves higher. Deep for me, but he’s got that deep rumbly sound that’s just kewl all the way to my bones.  “Hello, asserrr,” [Hello, Master] I say before I even realize that’s what Brittany says to Mr. Eric.  Just she fakes it. I’m not happy the way she says it. I still just got that one feeling behind it, one complex I love you so much feeling. 
As I come awake, I realize just how much we just shared. I hadn’t quite wanted him to see that in me. It’s kind of embarrassing to melt down in front of somebody, even or especially him. Not a blushing kind of embarrassing, but a oops a bit of my soul just escape kind of embarrassing. A thing that can’t be undone. An intimacy that he just coaxed out of me. His voice rumbles on and as it does, I realize I not only don’t care what he just saw, but I like it. It was time. 
“Wuv you,” I say softly. “Can I geh un-hied now?” [Love you, Can I get untied now?] I sound tired. Exhausted falls short of how I feel. “Nah tha I gah-uh. Keep talkin.  Hole me wih your boice. Hen minutes.” [Not that I gotta. Keep talking. Hold me with your voice. Ten minutes.] Maybe he has more planned, but he’s really solo if he does. I know I got at least an hour like this. A nap would be nice. Oh, yeah, I did one of those already. “How long uz I a-heep?” [How long was I asleep?] 
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Chapter Seven
By Kenna and Masterius
MASTERIUS
Masterius, Saturday Morning, 16 May
Whoops!
I glanced at the clock and realized how much time had passed. I was supposed to message a 'Yes' or 'No' every fifteen minutes, and I'd missed the tick by a bit just now. And I really didn't want her being roused and woken up.
I sent a 'No' then, once I had, that reminded me of his email. It was still open, just minimized, so I restored it and continued reading, feeling my jaw drop open once again.
His offer was... intriguing. Quite enticing, in fact. I took a quick look at the calendar: excluding today, there were five more weekend-days remaining. Which equated to —at least— five more pictures. Assuming I didn't have my little slave bound more than one way each day, of course. 
I did find it interesting that he hadn't set any, well, limits regarding what he'd permit as photos. This time, yes, he'd clearly indicated he'd done so because you couldn't see anything of her. 
I’ve sent this one without asking since it’s hardly a glimpse of anything.:  )
So, did that mean, once having asked and gotten permission, I might see more, much more, than mere 'glimpses'?
A deep shudder rippled through me at that, easily picturing past 'weekend activities' as well as many and varied future ones. 
Taking a sip of coffee I considered my initial, knee-jerk response. Hell yes, I'd love to see photos. But I'd have the 'real deal' a lot sooner than I'd ever expected (and a lot sooner than my little slave was expecting, for that matter). Now, if this had been a matter of having to wait a few years, I'd certainly have said yes. After all, at her age, there'd be a massive, major physical difference in her in just three years, and I would have enjoyed seeing her as she was now, knowing that, otherwise, I'd only get to see her as she was then.
But... now?
Taking another sip, listening to the slow, steady breathing of my little slave as I pondered, I thought long and hard. As badly as I wanted to see her —and I did, oooooh yesssss, I most certainly did— I realized that I'd rather have that joy of discovery with her actually with me. And I also realized that, if possible, what it was I'd really like to see.
I wasn't oblivious to the rest of his email, either. Dad was seeing his little girl growing up a whole lot quicker than he'd probably ever expected. And not just grow up, either. Daddy was now Dad; his little girl was looking at another person, another man, now. Giving him the love and trust that, up to now, had been dad's alone.
And that other man was me.
A sudden deep, powerful flood of heat expanded inside me at that. Goosebumps raced up and down my arms, even as I deeply felt a wave of sympathy for him. Hitting reply I started typing.
Thank you so much for the photo. It was completely unexpected but also very, very much appreciated. Now I know what being clubbed in the back of the head with a board feels like. 
I'm rather torn. On one hand I would, very much, like to see glimpses of her. On the other hand, it's not like I have to wait six years to actually see her now. --smiles-- I've given it some thought and I think, as appealing and captivating seeing glimpses of her during 'weekend activities' would be, I'll wait for that until she's with me.
Back to that first hand, however. I would, very much, like to see glimpses of her, as her. Seeing what she was like as an infant, a toddler. Growing up. I'm not sure if you're comfortable sharing those with me but, if you are, I'd very much like to see them.
Thank you again for this photo... and for everything else.
~Masterius
I'd just sent that off when I heard her breathing alter. Listening closely I heard her start rousing.
“Mmmmmmm. Hello, asserrr."
"Mmmmmm," I purred in response. "Hello, my little slave. Mmmmm... that was very nice, you know."
“Wuv you. Can I geh un-hied now? Nah tha I gah-uh. Keep talkin. Hole me wih your boice. Hen minutes. How long uz I a-heep?”

She sounded tired, exhausted; even after taking a nap. Not that I was surprised. And, in fact, I was mightily pleased. I felt my toes curl at her first words as a gentle wash of warmth spread through me.
"Master loves you, too, you know," I softly murmured, voice low and deep, thick and rich. "You were asleep for around ten minutes," I answered. "Just a little nap, was all." I deeply chuckled then. "I rather expected you to be passed out a bit longer than that," I said, tender amusement and affection in my voice. "Considering how my little slave sounded when her 'itch' got 'scratched' at last, well... Master rather figured his little slave would sleep longer than she did!"
"I loved hearing you struggle to scratch. Mmmmmm... yesss... that was quite exquisite. I bet you looked so hot and sexy squirming around. Little hips lifting up and down. Rolling and circling. Mmmmmm... struggling to get that nice little knot to rub just so. It was quite exciting picturing my little slave doing that. All the while listening to her as she did. And knowing what she was feeling. Knowing how terribly badly she was 'itching'. How frustrated she was, how desperate to scratch that all-consuming itch. Mmmmmmmm."
I purred again before continuing, my voice so low, yet so deep and rumbly, so inordinately pleased. 
"And I love knowing how very helpless you are. So firmly, inescapably swaddled and wrapped. Knowing you could never, ever get free on your own; totally and completely dependant on your Master. Oh yesss... mmmmmm... so very lovely. Knowing that my little slave will stay all wrapped up and helpless until her Master finally decides to release her."
I kept softly murmuring to her, all the time listening, missing nothing. Every catch to her breathing, every inhale, every sound. I missed nothing, and everything told me her thoughts and feelings. 
While my words did the same to her, the tone behind them speaking as well. I spoke to her of many things: my thoughts, my feelings, my dreams. I spoke of how I felt about her, both as a person and as my little bondage playtoy slave. I guess you could call it rambling, but it was, really, anything but that. 
I happened to glance at the clock at some point, and rocked back in surprise. I'd meant to just talk with her for, oh, ten to twenty minutes, but almost an hour had passed! 
"Yes" I messaged, then went back to softly murmuring to her. "Master loves you so very much, my very pleasing, my very devoted little slave. I dream of the day I can have you with me. To cuddle and snuggle. To tie up and play with. Oh, so many, many things!"
I kept up softly murmuring to her, until I heard her sharp inhale and realized dad had come for her at last.
KENNA
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I let my Master talk me down from the glowy goo feeling, just relaxing and listening to his voice. Or maybe he’s talking me up from the glowy goo. More just turning life back to normal after what just happened. I feel like falling back asleep, but I stay awake and just listen. For a couple of minutes it sounds like he’s trying to get me going again by talking about what just happened and how much he enjoys my sounds and the mental image it gives him. Then he gets personal, about himself and about me, so now I can’t go to sleep. I hang on every word, enjoying hearing him open up… sharing things that a man and woman would share only when they trusted each other. 
I’ve heard people say, “We talked for hours,” like it was a special sign. Well, I didn’t talk. He did. For a long time. Nice to have a guy who likes to talk, especially with that voice. So, yeah, it was a special sign and I didn’t want it to end. I would have argued with daddy if I didn’t know they were talking behind my back. I know my Master sent him. My Master decided we’re done, so no point in arguing. Besides, I’m glad to get out of the mummy costume. 
So, I’m pretty sure if he was really here, my Master would have held me for that hour as he talked. He hadn’t said anything about afterwards. I have no idea what he would do if he were here with me now. He probably wouldn’t do what I decide to do. I start reading. It’s my comfort zone, I guess. I read for a couple of hours. Dad comes and checks on me more than normal and after the third time, I say, “Everything’s OK. I’m OK. You’re OK.” Adding a little look down my nose at him, I get him to leave me alone after that. I have to wonder though... if he knew I liked bondage before I knew he knew, just what else does he know about me. I hope there’s not a secret way to tell when somebody just came that you don’t learn about until you’re an adult. 
After lunch I get on and read his last post. I ponder what to do about Brittany. If it was me, I’d like sitting on his lap and sipping hot cocoa. If I was just kidnapped with the threat of forever in the basement, what would I do. I know *I* want Brittany to be the fucktoy so I can vicariously experience more than I personally want to experience. I want to be helpless and then loved. I want her to be helpless and then taken the other direction, still cared for and even loved, but toyed with in objectionable ways. The problem is, Brittany doesn’t want that, so I can’t just make her run amok.  Yeah, if I was just kidnapped, I’m pretty sure I wouldn’t rock the boat yet. 
 "Yes, my little toy, it did. Well, most of it, anyway," And I can guess just what part of it didn’t make sense to him. But he surprises me with his answer. He gently caresses my legs and nuzzles at my neck, sending shivers down my spine. It feels good and it’s way better than being stuck on the cross or tied on my knees for hours. Then when he starts talking about wanting me, desiring me, and craving me… well, let’s just say that’s what I wanted from him in the first place. I want him sexually excited by me and it makes me feel naughty in a good way to have him say that. Yeah, yeah, he throws in the owning me part again, but I figure that will pass. 
So maybe I’m not so screwed. He sure has a way of making this sound better than life in prison with him as the guard. He makes it sound like what I wanted, spending special time with him, just that it’s not once in a while. Not like I’m falling for his line, but there is a big dang door between me and escape, not to mention him, his ropes, his chain, and I just not sure what else is on the other side of the door. He hasn’t said it recently, but I’ll never forget his threat of real misery. 
“And I am never, ever going to let my little toy go!" he says. There’s wiggle room there. He’ll never let me go… willingly. If I have anything to say about it, I’ll get myself out. 
What I hear from him is I just might have all my sexual fantasies fulfilled. He’s definitely getting his. I mean right now he’s toying with my pussy already again and I can feel his cock throbbing under me. Then, when his guard is down, I escape and my life returns to normal. He’s thinking permanent. I’m thinking temporary. Although just how temporary, I don’t know. What else I hear from him is what he doesn’t say. He doesn’t say Kylie’s coming down here regardless. After he’s told me just how much he wants *me*, I’m guessing he changed his mind about both of us. I can play along and get nice treatment. I can even show him my rules of the fucktoy game.
I shift a little bit, trying to get the front of the robe to open up and show my tits. It partially works, so he can see the slight rise of the top of them. I lean my head to the side and toss my hair a little so he can get to my neck better. “I like that, honey,” I say affectionately as I do that. The shift and flip of my head makes some of the hot cocoa slosh out onto my hand and the pretty, velveteen robe. “Oww,” I jump, though I realize it’s not really as hot as I feared. “Oops, sorry,” I say, hoping that didn’t ruin the moment. 
I post that and then IM. 
This morning was wonderful, Sir. I didn’t think it would be, but it was. 
I posted. Not sure what to do about Brittany. Mr. Eric is sweet talking her and at least I’m falling for it. ( 
MASTERIUS
Masterius Posts Saturday Afternoon, 16 May
I stayed logged onto messenger for a bit, just in case. I didn't think there'd be any problems or questions but, since I wasn't actually there, I preferred lingering as a precaution. While I did I zoomed the photo her dad had sent me until it was almost full screen without distorting. He'd done a very good job wrapping her. I wouldn't have done it any differently, and I couldn't have done any better myself. I only had to glance at her and examine the wrappings to see that she'd never have gotten free on her own, no matter how violently, no matter how prolonged, she'd vainly struggled.
I couldn't wait to wrap her like that myself!
I puttered around the house getting some minor chores done then grabbed a quick bite for lunch. I checked out LB after lunch but she hadn't posted yet (no real surprise there, actually) so I went back to chores. As I did I started considering which ones I'd have her do and how I'd have her do them. Which reminded me I needed to go outfit shopping for her this week. Which then reminded me I wanted to find particular footwear for her, although I intended, for the most part, to keep her barefoot; a personal preference of mine.
Thinking of that made me think of a very particular type of footwear: ballet boots. At her age I wouldn't be able to have her wear them long, no more than perhaps thirty minutes at a time. But still, the image of her in those was wickedly delicious. It would take me quite some time to make them, so I decided to email her dad asking for him to trace around her feet then scan the images and email that to me. Besides, I was also a tad curious about what her feet looked like (amongst many other things, of course!) so this would kill both birds with one stone.
Winry's dad,
If at all possible I'd like you to carefully trace around Winry's feet on a piece of paper (or, better yet, trace each foot separately on individual sheets), scan those and email them to me. Also include for reference a six-inch long and a twelve-inch long line, for scaling purposes. I suppose I could wait for her arrival to do that but I'd like to get a head start on making some things. 
There's no hurry for this, and if it's not done at all that's fine, too. 
~Masterius
I considered asking if he could also photograph her feet, from the ankles down, but thought that might be a bit much to ask. Although, no sooner did I think that then I chuckled. Considering everything so far —not to mention things in a couple more weeks— perhaps that really wasn't all that much to ask. Ah well.
"That's ok," I softly murmur. "Accidents happen." Which they do, after all. Then again, if she had been more careful she wouldn't have spilled the cocoa. I didn't say that, nor did my expression hint that. Nor, for that matter, did I say anything about that “I like that, honey,” of hers.
Yet.
Untying the robe belt I murmured, "This'll need washing now," as I then slid the robe off her shoulders then down her arms. "And as long as it's off," I continued, easing her up onto her feet then standing up myself, "I've been wanting to test fit some things, anyway."
Taking her by the hand I led her over to one of the cabinets. She didn't quite drag her feet, true, but she certainly was less than enthusiastic. Stopping at the one cabinet I removed, in matched pairs, leather locking cuffs: a set for wrists, upper elbows, ankles and upper knees. Softly humming I carefully buckled them in place, checking their fit as I did. 
I might not have (yet) a great deal of 'furniture', but I had a rather large collection of other things: restraints, gags and the like and almost all of them would be useable for my little toy. After all, I'd been planning to use them on my Kylie, and she was smaller than my little toy was.
The ankle and wrist cuffs required additional slotted holes punched in them. As I'd kept one of my two punchers in this cabinet it was a matter of seconds to add the extra holes. Within ten minutes I had all four pair snugly buckled in place, with each of the cuffs locked with individual, small, brass luggage padlocks.
Throughout all this my little toy kept silent, although it was clearly apparent she was growing increasingly nervous. Especially when I then led her over to the spanking bench.
Actually, 'bench' was a misnomer; 'horse' was probably more accurate. The base was made of two pieces of one-inch thick finished plywood which I'd then lacquered-sealed and buffed. Each piece was about five foot long and three foot high, with the bottom five-foot edges resting against the floor two feet apart from each other. The top five-foot edges were leaned inwards, making a triangle of sorts, although those tops didn't touch each other. Instead they were fastened six inches apart by a six-inch wide, five-foot long piece of inch-thick finished plywood, which had also been lacquered-sealed and buffed. That top piece had then been padded by black leatherette-covered dense foam, making a four-inch thick 'cushion' that, not at all coincidentally, was hip-height to me. Along the two sides of the horse were sturdy, chrome-plated D-rings firmly screwed into the wood. As well, each side had two small 'wing' platforms. These were two pieces of twelve-inch long, half-inch thick, lacquered-sealed and buffed plywood screwed into an 'L' shape. Atop the inner lower leg was a 'cushion' just like the top of the horse had, save these were only three inches thick. The platforms were adjustable in height, movable up and down, and could be completely removed as well.. 
Guiding her up onto it I had her lay belly down atop it. Moving slowly around I adjusted each platform up and down as needed. When I was done, she was kneeling atop the rear two, and her forearms were resting atop the front two, with neither arms nor legs truly taking her weight; her body was resting atop the top cushion. Once I had those adjusted just right I began clipping the D-rings of all the cuffs to D-rings of the platforms or bench. I could have also strapped her body down as well, but I really didn't need to. She couldn't really lift up, nor move more than a little bit forwards and backwards.
Strolling over to another cabinet I considered the gags there before selecting one. This one was fairly simple: a wide, soft leather strap with smaller ones at the ends for securing it behind the head. Attached to the inside of the wide strap was a leather 'pear': a foam-stuffed, flattened ovoid, two-and-a-half inches wide, an inch-and-a-half high and two-and-a-half inches long. This one wasn't lockable but I didn't need it locking.
My little toy swallowed hard when I held the pear to her lips. I'd noticed her, out of the corner of my eye, uneasily testing her restraints while I was browsing the gags, and she quailed a bit at seeing the gag. She opened for it, though, with only a tad bit of hesitation. But although she hadn't said a word I knew what she'd been thinking. She didn't like this, she didn't want this. But if she didn't just meekly, obediently do as told, she'd 'lose' all her 'hard-earned' privileges. 
Slipping the pear into her gaped mouth I made sure it wasn't too big. I didn't want her choking, after all. Holding it firmly in place with a hand I watched her for several seconds, then mentally nodded as I snugly buckled the gag behind her head before ambling down to stand next to her hip.
Reaching out I fondled her firm, pert ass. "Yes," I rumbled, "I think this'll do just fine. My little fucktoy won't be going anywhere, will she?" Sliding a fingertip between cheeks I firmly rubbed her tight, quivering rosebud. “I like that, honey,” I rumbled. "Master is pleased his little fucktoy enjoyed being pampered a bit," I benevolently murmured. Then my voice grew very chill and hard. "But a little fucktoy presumes far too much. Calling her Master 'honey'? Just who do you think you are? Just who do you think I am? How dare a little fucktoy be that conceited and presumptuous!"
Striding over to another cabinet I removed one of several straps there. This one was wooden-handled, made of black wood nine inches long and polished to a glossy finish, with the leather paddle end a two-and-a-half wide by fourteen inch long strip of very thick, light brown leather. This was not a nice strap by any means and, in fact, I'd have to be careful using it.
Well, careful as long as I cared about deeply bruising or welting her ass, that is.
I hung the strap on the side of the bench by its small leather-thong lanyard. "Master will be back in a moment to... 'discuss' a little fucktoy's presumptuousness. First I have to put a robe in the washer before the stain sets in."
Turning away I strode over to the table, picking up the discarded robe then striding out the door, firmly closing it behind me.
KENNA
Winry Posts Saturday Afternoon, 16 May
Well, there goes the first clothes I got to wear since he put me here. I’m not really surprised. It was just a robe and I’d had no doubt is was just temporary. Just that if I’d been more careful it would have lasted longer. Now that I’m naked again, I have an urge to cover myself. Like he’d given me back some dignity and now taken it away. Almost like I was naked for him for the first time all over again.
“As long as it’s off…” That doesn’t sound promising and in fact, it sounds like I just screwed myself. What was the plan for tonight that just got changed because I’d gotten the robe dirty? What is the new plan that I’ve just set myself up for? And “test fit” doesn’t sound like I’m getting more clothes. As he pulls me over to the cabinets, I’m already thinking that nothing good has come out of them yet. But, things were going so well, I try to stay calm and cooperative so they keep going my way. 
As he puts leather cuffs on me, I start to get nervous. These are not just for show. They look like they could be permanent and I’ll bet they stay on me longer than that robe did. Still, there is nothing I can do except let him cuff me. And once he’s done that, he can lock them together. It’ll be just like being tied except it won’t take him as long. 
When he leads me over to the leather covered bench, I remember just how little I’d like to see what this is for. I look at him as he guides me up onto it. He doesn’t look mad. Just that business like appearance that he has when he’s up to something. If he’d looked mad, I might not have been so cooperative, but since he doesn’t and I don’t want to make him mad, I get up on it like he wants. Then, oh shit, I thought the cuffs were to lock together, but he locks me in place on the bench and now I know I’m screwed. Leather around my wrists and ankles. Metal clipped to metal. I couldn’t squirm my way out of this ever. 
When he comes back with a gag, a different gag that looks like it will fill my mouth completely, I hesitate for the first time. I so do not want that in my mouth, but dammit I’m not in any position to argue. I’m still not sure what he has planned, but I do know I could make this go a lot worse. So, I open my mouth wide and let him stick the gag in me. Gawd, it fills my mouth almost to my throat and I almost gag. I make a face and whimper a little, but he just straps it around my head. My lips are spread open, my tongue pressed down, and my mouth is full. I can’t do anything about it. Now I don’t know if I could make it any worse if I tried. 
As he talks, he starts to play with my butt again. I don’t want a plug up there again… please. That felt so nasty. He talks nice to me and then I freeze as his voice goes cold. I look at him in horror as he tells me that one word… that word I’d used to try to get him to soften up… that word is what this is all about. Honey. I meant it to be a nice thing, but he’s turning it into something bad. Oh my God, what did I do? I’m a fucktoy again. Not a girl sitting on his lap with hot cocoa. I’m strapped down, helpless, gagged, and frightened. All I can think of is that I’ve lost all my privileges *and* I’m about to learn real misery. 
Yeah, real misery is my thought *before* I see the leather strap and suddenly realize just what the fuck this bench is and why I’m on it like I am. He had just been playing with my butt, reminding me just how vulnerable it is. Now he hangs the strap where I can see it. I stare at it with wide eyes. Oh, God, no. I look up at him and shake my head. I can’t even make semi-intelligent sounds with this gag. 
Then he leaves me. Leaves me with nothing to do but stare at the strap and imagine what he’s going to do with it. I squirm, but I already know that won’t do me any good. Maybe he’s only trying to scare me. Maybe he won’t really use it. No, he can’t use it. It’s too cruel. Maybe he’ll use it, but won’t hit very hard. I just don’t believe any of what I’m trying to tell myself. I am going to get spanked. He’s gonna teach his fucktoy a lesson. So, I start to cry. He hasn’t even hit me yet and I start to cry. I’d do anything right now to get out of this spanking. I just wish I had that one word back. It’s not so hard to call him Master. I can do that. Why didn’t I? Why did I have to push my luck? 
When the door opens and he returns, I look up at him frantically begging with my eyes. I’d like to tell him I’m sorry. I’ll do anything for him. I’d like to call him Master. I can’t even do that. Just trying to talk makes me feel like I’m going to gag. All I can do is whimper and moan and hope he offers me any kind of alternative. 
Dad just traced my feet, Sir. So, I get a collar and shoes?  Anything in between? –grins- 
So now I think I’ve seriously screwed Brittany. I’m surprised, but I find it really exciting. She’s in that position I’d like to be in. Helpless so he could do anything. Leaving her to think about her fate. Thank God, it’s her and not me because I’m pretty convinced that this is going the bad way for her. Still, I find myself thinking that it would be cool to get my Master to spank me, seriously spank me with a strap like that. Just once or twice. Just to see what it’s really like. I guess I think having him caress and love me when I’m helpless would be so much better if sometimes he didn’t. 
MASTERIUS
Masterius Posts Saturday, 16 May
Masterius Posts Saturday Afternoon, 16 May
*spish*spish*spish*
Setting the spray bottle of spotter prewash down I rubbed the soaked area of the robe where I'd just sprayed. I didn't really need to wash the robe right away. Hot cocoa wasn't as staining as, say, wine or grape juice. But it did give me a reason to leave her for a bit, permitting her to, well, stew in her own juices during my absence.
Setting the washer on delicate cycle —for the first time ever— I dropped the robe inside, set the temperature for cold and the level at extra low, then added a bit of liquid detergent before filling the fabric softener compartment with ultra Downy April Fresh scent then closing the lid. Strange as it might seem I enjoyed doing laundry. I don't know, maybe there was just something therapeutic and soothing about sorting, pretreating, and washing. 
As the washer started filling I padded to the kitchen and made a mug of coffee. In an odd way I was looking forward to punishing my little fucktoy. And it was going to be punishment, no two ways about it. I wasn't particularly mad with her although if I thought for a moment that she'd been scheming, calculatingly Machiavellian manipulative, I'd have been angry. As it was, I was still annoyed and exasperated. 
I had the feeling that her 'honey' had been half unconscious and half deliberate. That she'd been so relaxed, so enjoying my attentions that that might have just slipped out wasn't exactly displeasing, true. But in a peculiar fashion that had helped crystallize my intentions for her.
There'd been quite a few possibilities as to how I'd treat her, how I'd view her. Considering the involuntary aspect of her captivity and Ownership I'd been debating 'slave', of course. But if things went the way I was hoping they would with my Kylie, she'd be my slave. My pampered little treasure, my sexy pleasure slave. I certainly didn't need two like that.
But... a fucktoy?
Just a fucktoy?
Still property. Still a possession. Something that existed solely for my play, my use, my enjoyment.
Perhaps I was being unfair to her. But it seemed to me that, had I been in her place, I would have been a lot more focused on following instructions and rules so as not to anger him, doing whatever I could to keep my abductor happy. And while I realized she was stubborn and obstinate, her lapse of judgment was most likely borne of indolent carelessness and inattention. Which nevertheless was utterly, completely inexcusable. 
Sipping my coffee I padded downstairs. Hopefully she'd learn a valuable lesson from this. But even if she didn't, her error had precipitated my decision regarding her status.
Entering the basement I strolled over to the table, ignoring the fucktoy strapped atop the spanking horse. Needless to say she was exactly where I'd left her, as I'd left her, as fact that noticeably had her quite frantic. She certainly wasn't ignoring me, oh no! The moment I'd entered her head had jerked up and huge, tear-filled eyes stared pleadingly and imploringly at me. She pathetically whined, whimpered and moaned.
Taking a final sip —for now— I sat the mug down then ambled over towards her, stopping just in front of her. Crossing my arms over my chest I gazed down at her, my eyes glittering, and paying absolutely no heed to her pitiful sounds and pleading expressions. I noticed them, yes. And could see I observed them, too. They just didn't matter to me. They affected me as water did a duck: simply rolled right over me without a trace. There was nothing she could say or do that would change a damn thing. 
"A slave might —might, mind you— be excused the occasional lapse in the beginning," I sternly rumbled, voice low and deep. “A slave would have a lot to learn in the beginning. At first she'd be fully untrained, have no idea what was expected and required of her by her Master. As long as she was trying, and it was obvious she was trying, Master would likely excuse the occasional gaffe, error or mistake."
Then my voice deepened even more, my eyes grew chill and hard. "But all a fucktoy had to remember were two things: be instantly, immediately obedient, and address her Master as Master. That was all. Just two little things to remember. And she fucked that up."
I slowly walked around her, gazing at her with glittering grey eyes. It was a damn shame this was a punishment session, as her squeaks and squeals, whimpers and moans were quite fascinating and arousing. Very appealing and exciting, as were her struggles. As necessary as this was, I was also going to be tremendously enjoying it.
"I'm not 'honey'. I'm not 'baby', or 'sweetie'. I'm Master!" I growled. "And that's not just what a fucktoy calls me. It's not just a name or title. It's what I am. Got it?"
Good gawd, her reaction at that was priceless... and had my cock throb even harder. Which...
Wasn't at all a good thing for her.
I'd always enjoyed spankings as part of BDSM. But I'd never spanked a child before. Well... I hadn't as an adult, anyway. There was that time when I was eleven, and... 
I shook my head, bringing myself back to the present. I'd never spanked a child before, not even for discipline, until I'd spanked my Kylie. And I'd been utterly surprised and astonished —albeit inordinately pleased and delighted, too— at how that had felt. Seeing her cute, tiny bare bottom upturned as she lay over my lap. Twin little cheeks, smoothly rounded, pert and firm, skin so silky smooth, so fair and creamy. They were so small my hand easily cupped one. And as for actually spanking her, well!
But I hadn't done more, really, than firmly spank my Kylie. Oh, I'm sure to her one or two of those spankings had left her wide-eyed and kicking. But, truthfully, I hadn't really spanked her all that hard or that long, and all I'd done is hand-spank her. I wanted her to like me spanking her or, at the very worst, tolerate spankings because I enjoyed them. There was a line, with her, that I doubted I'd ever cross.
I didn't have that concern with my fucktoy.
And her ass was just as cute, just as alluring and enticing!
"Perhaps a fucktoy assumed since Master was treating her kindly her status had changed. Perhaps a fucktoy presumed a simple blowjob changed things. Perhaps she even thought Master could be ingeniously wrapped around her little finger. And perhaps it was none of those. Frankly it doesn't really matter. All that matters is a fucktoy had two very simple things required of her and she failed. She disappointed and let down her Master."
Scowling I padded over to another cabinet, removing from within a tube of lubricant and the small-medium plug. Although my back was to her I couldn't miss hearing her as she saw me remove them. Obviously she remembered the plug!
Utterly indifferent to her sounds, her squirms and struggles, I stood directly behind her. Within minutes I'd lubricated her anus, thickly coated the plug and had it buried all the way inside her. I didn't force it, but I wasn't as slow and gentle as I had been last night. Last night had demonstrated she could —if not easily, at least successfully— accept and handle a plug this size, and had also shown me how careful I'd need to be inserting it. Both were lessons I hadn't forgotten and put to good use just now.
Once the plug was fully inserted, her periodic tightening down visibly sucking it inwards, I stood at her side and picked up the strap. Her eyes grew wide with fear, piteously whining as she frantically shook her head, struggling to forms words, to make some sort of appeal, desperately hoping for any sort of reprieve.
*Crack!*
The sound was almost explosive sounding, echoing in the room. I hadn't swung it all that hard, but certainly hard enough to have flattened her cheeks a bit upon impact, leaving a wide, bright red stripe across both. For a moment she just stiffened in shock, then her head jerked back as she howled, asscheeks clenching and relaxing over and over as she madly scrabbled in the restraints, the plug bobbing back and forth with each clench.
I waited until that rhythmic clenching eased, then stopped... then landed a second one, partially overlapping the first. Then waited again until her ass stopped tightening in expectation and futile avoidance... and landed a third.
By the time I stopped at the sixth one, having made two overlapping passes, her bottom was a very vivid, glowing scarlet, and very warm, almost hot, to the touch. She probably felt as if her ass was on fire and blistered. But I knew otherwise. Oh yes, it hurt like Hell. But within an hour, two at the most, that fiery crimson would mostly have vanished, leaving at best a gentle pink. There would most definitely be no bruising, no lasting aftereffects.
Well, not physical ones, anyway.
Hanging the strap back up on the side of the horse I gazed down at that glowing, jerking, jumping ass. At the plug bobbing in and out. And now that the punishment was over...
An intense fire expanded inside me. I snorted like an enraged bull, nostrils flaring. Yanking at my belt I unbuckled it, then unsnapped and unzipped, tugging my pants down and kicking them off. My briefs followed, leaving me standing naked from the waist down, my cock jutting upwards, pulsing and throbbing, blunt flared crown darkly purple. Grabbing the tube of KY I squeezed out a glob, coating the tip of my cock with it...
Then stepped up behind her, securely grasped sleek little hips... and firmly socketed the head of my cock between her tight slit, pushing silken folds open and pressing hard against the tight opening of her virgin pussy.
This morning was very wonderful, yes, my little slave. I wasn't sure how well you could handle it, but you exceeded all my expectations. I'm so very proud of you!
A collar and shoes, yes. And why would a little slave need anything in between? --winks--
KENNA
Winry Posts Saturday Night, 16 May
I read his post with open mouth wonder. Oh… my… God… he actually did it. Even as he lectured her, called her fucktoy over and over, I’d thought that perhaps it was just a threat. Perhaps he’d offer her a way out. The plug!! He does the plug in her ass and then he spanks her. I find myself wildly excited, wishing I was standing there and watching and listening. No, no, I don’t want that to be me. I want to see it. On somebody else. I’ve been wondering how Kylie is going to react to finding Brittany is his prisoner as she learns she it, too. How would she react to realizing her best friend is the fucktoy while she’s the lover? Now what I’m thinking is can I keep Kylie from enjoying Brittany’s treatment. It is her best friend after all, but I am that Kylie and wow… I’m shaking just thinking about he really, really spanked her. Not just the spankings like I get from daddy for my Master, but with a tool that takes my breath away just to imagine. 
I get up and walk around trying to calm my shaking. And trying to understand why I feel this way. All she’d said was honey! Sure she broke one of two rules and he made it sound so all important, but God. I just try to imagine her waiting for that first swat. But even more incredible is that totally helpless feeling waiting for the *second* one. Now she knows how it feels. Now she knows just how much she wants out of there. Off the horse. Out of the basement. Out of his clutches. Now she knows just how badly she’s paying for trying to blackmail him. Oh, yeah, this is no game anymore. 
And I’m not in a game with my Master anymore. I even open up the chat logs and look. I’ve been very good about calling him Sir. And so I will be forever. I have no doubt that he owns one of those paddles. I also don’t doubt that if I fuck up, I’ll feel it on my 18th birthday. I’m pretty sure I’ll go to him on that day wondering if he’s going to tell me that five years and 8 months ago I fucked up and I’ll know what’s coming. I sit back down again and let out a big sigh. And I’ll still go to him. If he spanks me, I’ll survive. If I don’t go, oh, let’s not be melodramatic. I’ll still survive, but I won’t be happy. 
Ten or fifteen minutes pass as I let my nervous energy work its way out. Then I put my hands on my keyboard and start to type.  
At first I agree, nodding my head. Yes, a slave gets to make mistakes once in a while. Especially since I’m just learning. Then I pause and my head makes little uncertain circles. Yes or no? I shake my head no. No, I didn’t fuck up. It wasn’t *that* bad. It was a mistake, not fucking up. Just using that word makes me cringe. Mr. Eric doesn’t talk that way to a student, but a Master can talk that way to his fucktoy. I shake my head more as I agree that he’s not honey, sweetie, or baby. And nod at the title of Master. I arch my body up at him, pleading with big wide eyes for his forgiveness. My eyes cast down at the paddle and then back to him. Anything, Master, anything but a spanking with *that*. 
Total fear fills me as he stops for a second. The look on his face is one of pure desire as he looks over my helpless body. I still pull at the cuffs as if that could get me anything. I do it because the look tells me how much he wants to spank me. I can tell his eyes are on my ass, plotting how he’s going to spank it. I practically try to turn myself inside out so my ass is not sticking up like it is. Oh my God, I can’t do anything except wait for him to hurt me. From the looks of it, it’s going to hurt worse than anything I’ve ever felt before. I want to tell him to get his eyes off my ass, but he’ll do whatever he wants with me.
Then he starts lecturing again. No, no, no, I shake my head as he starts telling me why I deserve the punishment. I mean, yes, I did think my status had changed, but no, no, I’m not admitting that. Yes, I did think the blow job had changed things, but no, no, I deny that, too. Yes, I did… curse me… I did think I could wrap him around my little finger, but no, no, I shake my head and try to plead for anything. Then he says I disappointed him and I stop shaking my head. Yeah, I did. No denying that. Whatever the reason… just like he says… it doesn’t matter. 
He goes over to the cabinet and gets the plug. All over again I try to break free, turn myself inside out, and tell him I’ll *never* be bad again. I scream at him, but he doesn’t care. That not caring makes me ache in a different way. I want him to care. I’d thought he did. I don’t understand how he can even contemplate using *that paddle* on me. Except that he doesn’t care and now he’s going to use *that plug* on me, too. Or is it instead? Maybe it’s just the plug. “Aaaahhhhh!” I gasp in rage and pain as he shoves it in quickly. It takes my breath away. Damn it, I can’t even stop him from doing that. 
Just when I think maybe it’s just the plug, he picks up the strap. “Nnnnnnnnn,” I grunt and shake my head. Then I hear the whoosh and feel a strip of fire across my ass. I jump and jerk, screaming as loud as I can. If there was a God, he’d let me break free of this horse, but I can’t. It hurt so bad. It’s worse than I imagined. And I realize he’s going to do more. Now that I know just how it feels, I still can’t stop him from doing it again. My ass is still the perfect target for him. 
I feel the incredible burning sting of it again, almost in the same place and again I jerk and scream. I look back over my shoulder at him and watch in horror as he takes a third swing at my ass. The look on his face is terrible. It’s not pleasure, but it’s a look of desire as his eyes never leave my ass. He’s admiring the look of my sore ass, admiring his handiwork like he was proud of it. I gasp as he pulls back for a fourth. How many of these will he do? The strap falls on my ass and now I’m sure it’s in the same place, adding to the pain. I sure hope this is true misery because it better not get any worse than this. I have to look forward though because I can’t take knowing. 
Tears are already coursing down my cheeks, but I suffer through a fifth and a sixth before he finally stops. He may have stopped, but my ass still hurts. I think it will hurt forever. The plug is forgotten. It’s buried in me, but the sensation of it there is lost in the pain. 
When I think it can’t get any worse, I turn at the sound of his furious snort and I see the desire in him overflow. He pulls down his pants and his cock points at the ceiling, hard and purple, like a weapon he’s about to use on me. As he coats it with KY, I think he’s going to shove it in my ass. I want to protest that there’s no room there, but then I feel him press against the entrance to my pussy. Oh, no, please, not like this!! I offered it. I wanted it. He could have had it, but now he’s going to take it. I was already crying, but now I have something else to cry about. Don’t rape me like this, please. 
I get ready to send it and realize I’m crying tears of sympathy for Brittany. I hear dad get up from his chair. “Not now, dad,” I say, but he doesn’t stop. I hit send without proofing the text. I don’t know if he’d say anything or not. Anyway it’s gone and until I scroll to it, he can’t see it. 
Then I feel obliged to say something, anything to my Master. 
I posted, Sir. That was intense, Sir. 
I’m feeling for her now and it’s kind of thrilling, Sir. Do you think that’s OK, Sir? 
Sir, I’m taking a dinner break and then I’ll be back and tied for the evening RP. 
Yeah, I know I overdid the Sir part. It was no accident. 
MASTERIUS
Masterius Posts Saturday Evening, 16 May
She was already crying from the strapping, deep racking, gasping sobs. But the moment I wedged the tip of my cock past her slit those sobs... changed. Unmistakably so. Her eyes widened, turning into huge saucers. Her face paled, she jerked then stiffened in the restraints. She started pleading so fast she couldn't form words, not that the gag permitted her to speak any had she managed forming them. She was literally incoherent with alarm, horror and panic. 
I knew —not guessed, but knew— she'd agree to anything, consent to anything, if I would stop. Granted, I had a much wider, more expansive notion of 'anything' than she had. But that was, I realized, the crux of her entire problem.
She kept insisting on thinking in terms of negotiation: I'll-do-this-if-you'll-do-that, and If-you'll-do-this-I'll-do-that. Either she hadn't understood, or didn't wish to understand and accept, that she had nothing to offer. It already all belonged to me. 
Just as her 'cherry', her pussy, belonged to me.
A little more than a day ago she'd wanted to lose her virginity to me. On her terms, of course. And I knew that, should I choose doing things differently with her, she'd still want that. And part of me wanted her breathlessly excited about my making love to her. 
Gritting my teeth I slowly, carefully controlled the flexing of my hips. Just as I had with the plug last night, easing it gradually deeper and deeper, so I did with my cock into her. And just as with the plug, as hard as I was and as slippery as the KY was making me, there wasn't any way she had of resisting my wedging her wider, of keeping me from expanding her tight, tight, tight little pussy.
Unlike her tight little rosebud, however, this tight tunnel had an interior barrier just inside. By now I had the entire blunt, flared crown in her, and I softly groaned as I kept sliding that in and out, in and out, feeling that tightness gripping and clenching just around the tip each time I pushed into her. 
I could have had her cherry for the asking. She'd happily, longingly offered that to me. But I didn't want that given to me. I was going to take it. Take what already belonged to me any time I chose to claim it. I had that right, after all. My little fucktoy was mine; she belonged to me, to do with as I pleased. 
I kept flexing my hips, slow and controlled. I was easily slipping and sliding in and out now, the bare inch or so I was plumbing. The lubricant was doing its job, eliminating any chance she had of balking me. My breath sibilantly hissed through flaring nostrils, and my pulse thundered. Her sobs had grown increasingly strident and desperate, and I did care. I did care... it just didn't matter to me. 
Without warning I pushed harder... plunging a full inch deeper, and tearing right past that frustrating barrier. I paused then, almost frozen, although I certainly felt anything but cold. I stood there, breath hissing through clenched teeth, shaking like a leaf, then let out a long, shuddering moan that echoed in the room.
My hands tightened on her hips, I whimpered a moment as sensation and realization threatened to consume me, incinerating me to ash. And then I began thrusting again, back and forth, back and forth, gradually sinking deeper and deeper into her until, at last, I felt my groin grind against her still-radiantly-warm ass.
And then it was long, slow full thrusts, in and out, in and out, as I fucked my little fucktoy. Groaning and grunting, the soft slap of belly and thigh against ass. Gradually thrusting faster... deeper and harder. Then suddenly thrusting even deeper than ever, body arching backwards, tensed and straining... deeply moaning as my cock started pulsing, spurting jet after jet into my little fucktoy.
I almost sprayed coffee when I got my little slave's IMs. I couldn't possibly miss the multiplicity of 'Sir's... and I knew, somehow knew, those had been intentional. And also knew she hadn't done that to be teasing.
If you're asking, my little slave, if it's OK that you're finding what Brittany is experiencing is thrilling, yes. I do. *I'm* finding it exciting. I'm also feeling sorry for her.
Enjoy dinner my little slave. Master wants you tied on the barstool tonight for RP. And gagged, too. I'll let my little slave pick out which gag this time. --winks--
KENNA 
Winry Posts Saturday Night, 16 May
Pick out my gag? Is he kidding. This isn’t like picking out the flavor of ice cream I want for dessert. Ooo, gee, how about the one that drools the most? Nah, I opt for one strip of tape across my mouth, nothing else. 
So I’ve been thinking about where the RP ended for all of dinner. I had to read the tail end of his post several times to decide that he had not actually gone in. Then I had to decide that I couldn’t go any farther in my post. He left me hanging. Not Brittany. She finds out seconds later. I find out after dinner. After I get tied on top of the bar stool. After I spend hours picking out the right gag to go with my outfit. 
I read his post several times. He was most careful not to say a word about Brittany’s response, aside from mentioning sobs. That’s good because up until now I didn’t know he was actually going to rape her, so I had hardly started thinking about how she felt about it. Now I ponder exactly how she feels about being taken as she is. That’s hard for me, because if my Master put me like that and took me… well, let’s just say I think I’d have cum by rubbing myself on the horse while he was upstairs doing the laundry. I’d have cum while he was spanking me (I think). I’d cum when he raped me. For me, I wouldn’t even count it as rape. But Brittany was raped. So I have to spend some time getting the right mental image for me. What I decide on is if my Master put me like that and then let somebody else take my virginity. Without the part about cutting off his balls afterward. 
For mere seconds, I think he’s not going to rape me. He pauses and I may never know why he paused. Probably just to make me suffer a few extra seconds and then he pushes in. Now I’ve tried a finger in there before and that was tight. His cock pushes me open wider, painfully wider. But, it’s nothing really. Not compared to the fire in my bottom. Not compared to the indignity of having him rape me. Not compared to the stomach turning sick feeling of becoming the true fucktoy. 
He’s called me fucktoy many times now. He’s prodded my ass with a cone and left it in all night. He left me tied all night long and alone all day. He strapped me to a cross. Yeah, he made me cum four times, too. He’s spanked me mercilessly. But this time he plays the fucktoy game the only way I ever knew it could be played. This instant he christened me HMS Fucktoy. Her Master’s Slutty Fucktoy. I sob as I hug the horse under me. But even that lacks energy. All I do is lie there, limp and sobbing as he shoves in and out. 
It doesn’t take long for me to stretch out and then the pain is gone. It’s just uncomfortable and unwanted. I know he hasn’t gone very deep. He’s just stretching the opening and then I shudder a little as he pushes deeper and tears my virginity from me. Thank God for that spanking. Having felt true pain, this is nothing. Bit by bit he works himself deeper until he’s all the way in, deep in my body where nothing belongs without my permission. Nothing that is, except my Master. Ah well, I don’t care. Why bother to care if I don’t matter? He knew what I wanted. He’s just ignored my one desire with him. 
It’s strange, but I know this isn’t punishment. No, I was punished for calling him honey. Punished for breaking one of two rules. Punished with a terrible spanking. That’s done. This is just him using his fucktoy. I feel him shoot his cum inside me and my only feeling is satisfaction that he’s done. Even after he pulls out, I just hug the horse, sniffing a little. Fucktoy gets unchained when her Master decides. Fucktoy spends the night like this if he wants.. 
Dismal as I feel right now, I do have two positives. I have cum more times than he has. It’s a Fucktoy game I didn’t understand, but it’s one with a good ending. If he enjoys doing that to me, then I know I can look forward to more like that. If I behave. Second, I’ve learned that I can earn privileges. Nothing he’s done since I called him honey says he’s changed that rule. There’s reason to behave. More reason now that I’ve seen the punishment as well as the rewards. 
Sir, I posted. Hope I didn’t sound to down about Brittany. *I* still am enjoying it, but I felt I had to be true to her. 
I want you to take my cheery as my 18th birthday present. I just haven’t decided how I want you to do it. I do know one thing, though. Do you know what that is?
MASTERIUS
Masterius Posts Saturday Night, 16 May
For several minutes I just stand there, harshly panting. Well, not quite stand, not with knees feeling rubbery. As the steel-spring tenseness deliciously morphs into rubber band limpness I'd leaned forward, resting my belly and chest atop her back. While still deep inside her my cock softened, turned flaccid, was pushed back and out, expelled by her tightness that was molded around it. Now and then I gently twitched, a low soft hum of sated pleasure. 
Finally, with a gusty sigh, I straightened back up. Taking my now-limp cock in my hand I wiped it clean on her ass before picking up my briefs and pants. Instead of putting them back on I just carried them with me, snagging my coffee cup in hand before leaving, sipping cooled coffee as I left her there, still restrained atop the horse, my cum dribbling down the inside of silken thighs.
Not just cum, either; light pink traces of my taking her were mixed there as well.
Closing and locking the door behind me I padded upstairs, setting the mug on the kitchen counter before heading to the utility room and placing the robe in the dryer. Then upstairs to my bedroom, emptying my pants before tossing them and the briefs in the hamper, then stripping and tossing the rest in as well. A few minutes later and I was relaxing in a nice steamy shower.
I'd considered bringing her up with me and taking a bath together but no sooner had I thought of that then I'd dismissed it. She'd simply interpret that as my being soft again, and that's what kept getting her in trouble. Granted, she'd insisted on getting herself into trouble; those had been her decisions. But I didn't see any point in dangling temptation in front of her, nor keep sending what was —to her, any way— mixed, double signals.
The thing was, I did care about her, and she did matter to me. I didn't care about her wants or likes or preferences, and those didn't matter to me. An adult, most likely, would be able to discern and differentiate between those two. I wasn't sure a kid could. But trying to explain such a subtle distinction to her was likely to be impossible, and just as likely to confuse her. And, once again, make her think I was being soft.
I honestly didn't think I'd mind being soft with her... once she'd learned her place, that is. But that wouldn't happen for quite some time from what I'd seen so far.
Leaning my head back I let the water soak my hair, running my fingers over my scalp. I still felt quite a bit of shock over what I'd done. Immense satisfaction and pleasure, too, which was just as astounding and startling. I'd raped her. That was the blunt, unvarnished fact. The bare, literal truth. 
And I'd liked it.
I liked having Power over my little fucktoy. Over both my girls, in fact. I would have enjoyed that just as much with my Kylie. Who would, I thought, have enjoyed it as little as my fucktoy had, except that, with my Kylie, she would have had the satisfaction and understanding that enduring that had pleased me a lot, and so would have probably endured it a lot better than my fucktoy had.
I wasn't at all sure why I felt as strongly as I did towards those two. I mean, for several years I'd successfully ignored the blandishments, flirtations, inveiglements and enticements —most subtle, and some as subtle as an avalanche— of my students. I'd never been attracted to little girls before. Not until my Kylie, that is. 
And now my fucktoy.
Maybe it was something intangible, ephemeral, about them. Something that made them kindred spirits, which drew them together, explaining why they'd become best friends. I didn't know, and I wasn't going to beat myself to death trying to figure it out either. Whatever the reason, I was now drawn to them both.
Just in different ways.
Dammit, I really wished I had my fucktoy with my right now. It would have been so nice soaking together like I'd done with her before. But she'd take that the wrong way and I knew it. But just thinking of her, picturing her as I'd left her downstairs had me growing hard all over again.
Stepping out of the shower I toweled off then brushed my hair before sliding on a robe and stepping into slippers. Then I padded back downstairs. I had some things to gather now.
Roughly forty-five minutes after leaving I re-entered the dungeon, placing a small wicker basket on the one table. From inside I removed a plastic container of Clorox disinfectant wipes and several paper towels, setting them on the table. Ambling over to my fucktoy I stood behind her and, after first assuring myself she wasn't in any physical distress, I reached out, grasped the flanged base of the plug and eased it out. Walking back to the table I used some paper towels to wipe the plug clean and dry, then finished off by wiping it with a disinfectant wipe before taking the plug over and storing it with the others. 
Next I removed a small, flat square plastic container of Wet-Naps. I carried this over to the fucktoy along with a couple of paper towels and sat those on her back. Taking a Wet Nap I started gently cleaning her, beginning at silken inner thighs and working my way slowly upwards, using new Wet Naps as needed. Once inner thighs were cleansed I gently wiped down her pussy, then finally between her cheeks and her anus before blotting her dry with the paper towels.
Gathering the used Naps and towels I discarded them in a small waste can, then picked up the Wet Nap container and placed that in a storage drawer. Then back to the basket, removing first a natural-colored latex glove, which I pulled onto my right hand. Once the glove was on I took out a tube of analgesic, soothing, therapeutic ointment. Uncapping that I extruded a dollop onto the tip of my gloved finger then hunkered down a bit, gazing very closely at her pussy. Other than appearing a bit red, and perhaps a bit puffy it seemed fine. I silently exhaled a gust of pure relief. My one true fear was that I'd injured her when I took her, but that didn't seem to have happened.
Carefully spreading her smooth folds apart with my left hand I gently started smoothing the ointment inside, first around her pussy opening then just a bit inside. Well, more than a bit, I suppose: about three-quarters of the length of my forefinger. I took my time, not wanting to hurt her but, at the same time, wanting to make sure I got the ointment up inside her.
Once I was done I straightened up, stripped off the glove and tossed it in the can. Needless to say I didn't apply any soothing ointment to her strapped ass. 
I placed the ointment and the box of gloves in another drawer then padded back to the basket. Reaching inside I removed the last item: a light, soft blanket, which I then draped over my fucktoy. Picking the now-empty basket back up I felt once again, closing and locking the door behind me.
The entire time I'd spent just now had been, well, almost clinical and efficient. Just someone taking care of a toy after using it. At least that's what she'd have seen, as I'd struggled to keep any sign of anything else off my eyes and my expression. I still hadn't decided if I'd keep her like that all night, or remove the gag but otherwise leave her that way, or if I'd release her and let her curl up with her blanket on the floor, secured only by her collar. I needed to consider how she'd reacted to my 'ministrations' first, before making that decision.
I just posted, my little slave. No, it didn't seem as if you'd made her 'too down'. If anything, I think you've perfectly captured her essence and feelings.
A wide grin split my face at her next message, though. And for several reasons. 
I want you to take my cheery as my 18th birthday present. I just haven’t decided how I want you to do it.
The biggest reason, of course, was I wouldn't have to wait for her eighteenth birthday. Oh no, nowhere near that long a wait! And the next reason was —and I was certain she hadn't even considered it, either— her using 'I want'. For when it came time for me to take my little slave's cherry... I'd do that as I wanted.
No, my pleasing little slave. I don't know. I can guess, but I'd like for you to tell me.
KENNA
Winry Posts Saturday Night, 16 May
Cheery? Jeez, that sounds so stoopid. Sorry, sometimes you type faster than you read, huh? I hope you know what I meant. –grins- 
So, you’d like me to tell you, Sir? But, you do know. The one thing I do know is what I want doesn’t matter.
Which is kind of funny to tell him, because what I really want is for him to decide. I want him not to care what I want. I want for it not to matter. So, I get what I want anyway. Well, he’s got a few years to figure that out. Of course I’m sitting here with a gag that I picked out. So maybe he’s already getting it. Yeah, I just didn’t want to pick out the gag because it makes what I want matter and I don’t want that. 
After a few minutes, I start to tune back in to what’s going on and start to care about what he’s doing again. I listen to him calm down from his obvious excitement of raping me. I mean, I was aware of him wiping his mess on my butt, but I didn’t care. What makes me start to care is the burning ache in my pussy. He took me slowly, but he stretched and tore me with no regard. Now after the fact it starts to sting. He calmly leaves me to go do whatever. Leaves me chained to the horse. There’s lots of things I can put up with in the fucktoy game, but being ignored is never going to be one of them. 
It’s quite a while that I’m alone. Well long enough for me to experience the rape over and over. My ass still hurts from the spanking and it’s something I’ll never forget, but it’s the rape that’s made the biggest impression on me ever. In fact, I don’t know why he didn’t do that last night. It would have saved so much trouble if he’d actually made me a fucktoy last night instead of leading me on. 
The way I feel about it is like I asked for my favorite meal and then he served it up to me, only for me to discover that it was all cardboard and I’d had to choke it down anyway. But it’s just not this meal that tastes bad. Everything he serves up to me is going to be sprinkled with the taste of this rape. I know I’m afraid of him in a way I’d never been before. I’m afraid to speak to him. Afraid to move. Even afraid to be with him… and not so long ago I’d been longing for him to spend time with me. And that makes me shudder. Because I still need him to spend time with me. Being ignored *is* my worst fear. So, I’m going to long for his presence and fear it at the same time.  At least until I learn the rules completely. Until I behave just as he wants. Then maybe I won’t be afraid anymore. 
I rest my head on the bench. It’s not very easy because there’s not much bench in front of me. About all I can say about the position is that it’s more comfortable than last night. He left the light on, but I’m not sure he’s coming back.  
By the time he comes back, I have to go to the bathroom and not just pee. So, I’m relieved that he’s back, but not sure if I’m allowed to tell him I have to go or if I even can with the gag in my mouth. When he takes out the plug, it’s all I can do to keep from letting him have more than the plug. It would have been understandable perhaps, but I do manage to hold my bowels by clenching tightly as soon as the plug goes out. 
For a while I lie quietly as he cleans me up and puts something in my pussy. At least this time he’s careful about touching me. If he’s aware that I’m sore, I’m sure he doesn’t care about that. It’s obvious all he’s doing is the minimum to make sure that I’m clean and not hurt. Most noticeably he does nothing for my whipped bottom. 
As he puts the blanket over me, that has an aura of finality, like he’s tucking me in to bed. That’s when I raise my head and look at him and make noises through the gag. I look at him and then at my butt and then at the toilet and then back at him. I do have to poop and he either lets me use the toilet or he cleans it up in the morning. I sure don’t want to spend the night with shit on me. And I don’t want to shit on his spanking horse. Talk about conveniently positioned for being taught not to shit on the equipment. 
I also need to have the gag out. Maybe I can communicate that I need the toilet with the gag in my mouth, but at this point, it’s very important to me to be able to call him Master. I need him to know that I’ve learned my lesson. I suppose he assumes that, but I’d like to show him. He’s made it abundantly clear that what I want is meaningless, but he won’t know how important this is to me. Ironically, after he’s spanked me and raped me, the only thing I can think of to say if he does remove the gag, is ‘Thank you, Master.’ Thanking him for taking out the gag, for letting me use the toilet, and for the blanket. Thanking him for caring enough about a fucktoy to clean me up. Thanking him for things that a 13 year old girl ought not to thank anyone for, but things a fucktoy has to be thankful for. 
Going to bed, Sir. Good night.
MASTERIUS 
Masterius IMs Saturday Night, 16 May
Whoa! Not so fast my little slave! [image: image24.png]



First, tonight you'll be tied with your wrists and elbows behind you, and your ankles, upper knees and lower knees bound as well. Fold a blanket up and place it on the floor at the foot of your bed, because you'll be sleeping there, your collar leash locked to the foot of your bed. You'll be woken with a light spanking.
After your morning kneeling ritual and ablutions you will have breakfast. An hour after you wake up more things will happen. [image: image25.png]



Also, what gag did my little slave chose for tonight's RP?
MASTERIUS
Masterius Emails Winry's Dad Saturday Night, 16 May
Winry's dad,
Tomorrow (Sunday), an hour after Winry has woken up, I'll want her tied as follows:
This will be in her bedroom. Her bed will be prepared by having any blankets and pillows removed, leaving only the top sheet. At the very foot of the bed two pillows will be stacked, one atop the other. A third, single, flat pillow will be placed a bit forward of those, and adjusted as needed.
Start off by blindfolding her with one of the vetwrap rolls, then gag her with the sponge ball and tape. 
Take a quite long piece of rope and snugly make three turns around her body, just at underarms, tying it off in the middle of her back and leaving two long 'tails'. Use the vetwrap and secure her arms and upper body as you did yesterday. Have her face the foot of the bed and hop up and over the stacked pillows so they keep her bottom up in the air. Adjust the single pillow so it's under her chest and keeps her face off the bed. 
Draw her feet sideways, tying ankles to the legs of the bed at the foot. Draw her legs wide enough apart so that her toes aren't touching the floor. Then draw her body snugly upwards, if needed, then guide the tails of the rope, one over each shoulder, and tie those to the posts at the head of the bed.
Once she's in position please place the headset/mic in place. 
Next comes the difficult part. I will want, at some point, to have her strapped. Much like the one spanking, though, it's a bit difficult to explain the 'degree' of what I want. I don't want this as a 'play' strapping. Neither do I want this agonizing. I do want it something that, after the four I want her to have, to be something that she could endure another time, but would really, really prefer not to. Once the strapping commences (I'll message you for that) I'll want one per minute. 
If you have any questions please contact me.
Ah... I realize I'd stated deferring from certain photos but, ah... if possible, I think I might like to see a 'before' and 'after' of this particular pose. If you'd agree to that?
~Masterius
KENNA
Winry’s Dad Emails Masterius Saturday Night, 16 May
I thought you’d balk at the idea of pictures of her in bondage. Interesting idea that you have. My first reaction was that her life before you is an innocence that I don’t want to share with you. However, I’ve decided that sharing that part of her life is similar to sending her away bit by bit which is what I’d really like to do. 
Over the past few days, I’ve had this image that I am slowly walking her down a long, long aisle to give her away at her wedding. I doubt you’ve had the same perspective and I’m sorry if that makes you uncomfortable. No doubt you have noticed she has indicated in different ways a sense of permanence in your relationship much different than marriage. The image for me means that there’s a transition in her life from having me take care of her to having you take care of her if only for the summer. 
The advantage to you is the image reminds me that her mother started a scrapbook when Winry was first born in which she kept a few pictures of Winry for each year. I’ve kept the book up since her mother died. The intent was to share it with her husband when that time came. The pictures being already collected in an on-line album means I can send them easily. I’m sending the first five from her first year. 
The first picture is, unfortunately, of her naked. She’s two weeks old and getting a bath in the kitchen sink. The second picture is at 3 months with her mother and me. The third picture is at 7 months in a snowsuit experiencing her first snow. The fourth is at about 8 months in her high chair and I believe the stuff on her face is sweet potatoes. The last one is at 10 months showing her walking. The dress she’s wearing is one of many of grandma’s dresses that she now wears with great reluctance. It won’t be until the next set of pictures that you’ll see much hair on the poor girl. 
Winry’s Dad
MASTERIUS
Masterius Posts Saturday Night, 16 May
Pausing just outside the door I considered her actions as I was leaving. At first I'd interpreted those as a desire to have her bottom soothed as I'd soothed her pussy... which wasn't going to happen. But then it dawned on me that she'd also cut a glance towards the little portable toilet along with those other glances.
Setting the basket down I unlocked and entered the dungeon again. Stopping at her side I gazed down at her, as she repeated those gazes and sounds again, this time looking a touch more desperate. Nodding to myself I walked over to the potty, opening up the side hatch, revealing the toilet paper inside, then returned to her. Reaching towards one of the clips locking her to the horse I opened it. In short order I had all eight removed, but I left the cuffs locked onto her. I left the gag on, as well.
Stepping back I motioned to the potty. "Go ahead," I rumbled as I slipped the blanket off her back.
Seemingly ignoring her scrambling off the horse and over to the potty I took the blanket over to the main post, setting it there. Then I went inside the cage cell, taking the thin sheet that was folded at the foot of the cot. I carried that over to the main post, too, partially unfolding it, setting it next to the post.
Then I turned and padded over to her, standing just a few feet in front of her, arms across my chest, and just watched her.
KENNA
Winry IMs Saturday Night, 16 May
Sir, I thought you didn’t care what gag I wore tonight. Why did you give me a choice if you cared? Anyway, I chose a single piece of tape.
I have a question about Brittany, Sir. You checked her gag at first to make sure it was even safe. It sounds very uncomfortable. Is he going to leave it in all night? I don’t know what to do about that. Will she drool? Will she be able to sleep? 
Jeez, he’s gonna watch her go to the bathroom. –rolls eyes-
Also, I’m not clear on if there is light in the basement at night. Last night she was blindfolded with tape, but I don’t know about tonight and you’ve never mentioned it. Is there light on at night? And by the way, I assumed there was light on during the day while he was gone yesterday, Sir. 
Sunday morning I can’t do anything, Sir. Every other Sunday at my grandparents. We’re supposed to be going to the beach, so it might be all day. Maybe in the afternoon I’ll be back. 
Winry’s Dad Emails Saturday Night, 16 May
Masterius
Although you’ve given me some discretion on the degree of the strapping, I will not strap her. She’s very good at taking my actions as yours, but I think having me secure her unsuspectingly for it and then strap her violates some trust between her and me. I hope you understand that limit. 
I expect that we’ll be unavailable all day tomorrow. We’re going to the beach tomorrow with her grandparents and all her cousins. Bi-weekly visits with her grandparents is how she keeps in touch with her mother’s parents.  
Winry’s Dad
MASTERIUS
Masterius IMs and Emails Saturday Night, 16 May
It's not that Master didn't care what gag my little slave chose for tonight. I was curious what you would choose, as that would tell me several things. 
It would, too, and it had.
The gag is very safe. But it's a very different gag than anything she's experienced before: a flattened cylinder rather than a round ball. And, like myself, Mr. Eric will always be careful when using something for the first time. We both believe in the adage "Better to err on the side of caution". Actually it's a very comfortable gag, as gags go. The leather plug is soft, and reasonably conforms to one's mouth shape. She'd most certainly drool, yes, but also could, quite easily, go to sleep wearing it.
He may, or may not, watch her go to the bathroom. What he chooses to do may depend on her reaction when she sees him watching.
I haven't clearly stated that, no. There are lights in the basement. He's never turned them completely off. When he's not there (during the school day or at night) they are dim. When he's there and doing things, they are bright. 
I hadn't realized you were away every other Sunday morning little slave. Sorry. If you go to the beach have fun. --smiles-- One day I'll tell you of my beach idea. --winks-- If not, we'll see about playing a bit Sunday afternoon.
Winry's dad,
I had intended, once she was secure, to inform her of the impending strapping. She'd know it was going to happen, just not exactly when, or how many. However, I'm perfectly understanding and accepting of this being a limit. It's not something I absolutely need done, and so I'm fine with skipping this.
I'm also fine with Sunday being unavailable for play with her and I. Truthfully, I'm pleased and happy with the plans you have tomorrow, and I hope you both have a great deal of fun.
Thank you for the photos. Gawds she was an adorable baby! I can see by that dress what Winry means: it seems Grandma does have an eye for truly frilly, 'princessy' dresses. --smiles-- I do hope, though, she's a neater eater by now! --grins-- Did she ever manage to get any sweet potatoes in her mouth that time?
I paused at that point, remembering what he'd said about the album: "The intent was to share it with her husband when that time came". I hadn't missed the import of that, and it still made me warmly flush and tingle inside.
Nor had I missed what had come prior: "Over the past few days, I’ve had this image that I am slowly walking her down a long, long aisle to give her away at her wedding. I doubt you’ve had the same perspective and I’m sorry if that makes you uncomfortable. No doubt you have noticed she has indicated in different ways a sense of permanence in your relationship much different than marriage. The image for me means that there’s a transition in her life from having me take care of her to having you take care of her if only for the summer."
I had sensed that from her. Just as I'd sensed (or believed I had, anyway) her desire, somehow, to be with me. And not six years from now. Honestly, there had been times I'd fancifully expected my doorbell to ring and find her on my doorstep.
But his words indicated he'd sensed the same thing, too. And that this summer would finalize an irrevocable change in respective statuses of us all, even if albeit temporarily for the summer. 
Your image doesn't make me uncomfortable, not by a long shot. Sympathetic, yes. Definitely that. This can't be, no matter how precocious she is, something you could have possibly prepared for ahead of time. For that I am sorry. But there's no way, not even to spare your feelings, could I ever honestly say I'm sorry for anything that's transpired between her and I. 
There's one more little matter I have to address: At the end of my instructional email I'd mentioned wanting 'before' and 'after' photos. That was a mistake. Well, not exactly a mistake. I did, and do, want to see. That was a spur-of-the-moment, impulse request, and one I was regretting minutes afterward. Please forgive me.
~Masterius
Masterius IMs Saturday Night, 16 May
Good night and sweet dreams my pleasing little slave. 
As you curl up tonight at the foot of your bed I want you to picture this: it's not your bed you're curled up at the foot: it's Master's bed. And tomorrow morning, Master would wake his slave up a very special way: I'd yawn and stretch, then climb out of bed... pad down to where his little slave is... roll her onto her tummy... and take her.
Night night!
KENNA
Winry Posts Sunday Night, 17 May
His beach idea? Hmmm, I’ll bet it doesn’t involve swimsuits and sunscreen. 
Thanks for more about the gag. I guess I had a picture of something hard and unyielding. 
Well, good night again, Sir. 
It’s not until after kneeling and getting tied for bed that I start to wonder about some little conflicts going on in my life. My Master said to have a good time at the beach. What if he’d said I couldn’t go? The answer to that is easy. Dad makes those decisions. But, what if he’d said I couldn’t have a good time? What if he’d told me to do something embarrassing… for him… to make me blush? What if I said good night and he said I couldn’t go to sleep yet? He’d never trod on dad’s territory, but might he someday? Right now there are clear lines between my Master and dad. I still don’t belong to my Master completely. There are hours and even days when I don’t belong to him. 
I lie down on the floor by my Master’s bed. How cool is that idea. Chained to his bed and waiting for him to wake up and take me. Better yet... I’d never know if tomorrow morning he takes me or not, spanks me or not, tickles me or not, or gets up and leaves without a thought. 
Sunday at the beach gets my mind off me and my Master. The morning starts with me wondering what I’d be doing if he had me for the day. I know he had plans, but dad says Masterius never told him what they were. Once he found out about the day at the beach, I guess he postponed the plans. I’m sure I’ll hear about them next Saturday or something. But, somewhere in the packing for the beach, I just forget about being a little bondage playtoy slave and it doesn’t come back until we’re on the way home at nearly 5 o’clock. 
Mom had two younger sisters, but they all got married within a year of each other. So, there’s three older cousins, Mark, Liz, and me. Then two in the middle, Taylor and Phoebe, and one at the end, Dane. It’s no secret in the family that mom and dad stopped at one because of me. It’s also no secret that Phoebe is the reason Dane doesn’t have a cousin his age. Sometimes we do big stuff like Disneyland, Sea World, or Sedona, but usually it’s just a day at grandma and grandpa’s. It’s really a misnomer because while the day usually starts there, that’s just the meeting place. In this case, we’re meeting for the beach. 
It’s a great day for being at the beach. Sunny and warm, which also means it’s crowded. We all get stupid and go swimming in the ocean, the kids not the adults. Every time we go there we swear we’re only wading in the super cold water, but every time we end up freezing our tushes off and having way too much fun doing it. So, me and Liz are smart enough to wear T-shirts over our suits. Poor Taylor and Phoebe (they’re both 10) come out of the water looking like boards with a couple of nail pops, if you know what I mean. Kids, what are you gonna do with them, huh? Liz kinda feels like we should have seen that coming and made sure they had T-shirts on before swimming, but she’s the big sister kind. Me? I never noticed my middle cousins were developing dang near ahead of me. Anyway, we get them fixed up with shirts pretty fast. That’s what family is all about, knowing each other’s secrets and taking care of each other. I’m sure it’s a story we’ll hold over Taylor and Phoebe’s heads until they realize me and Liz learned the hard way, too. 
We build sand castles, play Frisbee, eat hot dogs, and bury each other in the sand. The day rushes by too fast and then we’re on the way home. There isn’t a stop at my grandparents’ after the beach; we just all go our separate ways. Sometimes I think it’s just me and dad as a family, but grandma makes sure that it’s more than that. She keeps us all together. 
That’s when I start thinking about our RP. You gotta know the first thing I think about is Brittany is never gonna see her family again. She’s gonna get homesick and miss her parents and brother. She’ll miss her friends, her room, and her stuff. I think she’s gonna really get down, especially during the day when she’s awake and alone. I toss around ideas about how to get her to escape, but it’s hard even getting her to think about escape right now. Yeah, I want her to care about her life beyond the basement, but after what just happened to her, she’s got other things on her mind. It comes right back down to the same thing every time I think about giving her a reason to be defiant and obstinate. Just staying out of trouble is her number one concern. She is most concerned right now about food, water, and real misery. 
Dad takes his sweet time about getting us home. We stop for dinner at Popeye’s… always good for me. We stop at the store. We stop at Baskin Robbins for ice cream. You’d think he was trying to make the fun last longer or keep me away from Masterius. It’s 7:00 o’clock when we finally get home. Then I have to help unpack the car and take a shower to get the sand out of everywhere. 
Jeez, I swear he’s about to leave me for the night and then he catches on to what I’m trying to tell him. As he comes back over to me, it seems he still needs convincing, but he won’t take out the gag. I look at him, my butt, and the toilet and make desperate sounds. Finally he goes to the toilet and I nod frantically. What? There’s toilet paper there? And it’s always been there?
He still doesn’t ungag me, but that’s not the top of my list once he gets me unhooked from the horse. I hurry to the toilet and sit down on it. For about two seconds I wonder if he’s going to stay there, but duh… where else would he go. So, I do my business. I’m mortified at the sound more than anything else. He’s loosened me up enough back there that I basically have no control. Let’s just say it’s the fastest shit I’ve ever taken. 
I just stare at the floor while all that happens. He’s doing other things and I don’t pay attention to him. It’s not as mortifying when I can manage to ignore him. By the time he comes over and stands in front of me, I’m done. I wipe my butt and flush the chemical toilet. Then I get up and kneel in front of him. It’s the best statement I can make while gagged. As I do, I cast a quick glance at my hands before resting them atop my thighs. It is purely a subconscious acknowledgement that my hands are dirty as I wonder what to do with them, not an extended holding my hands out to him and asking to wash them. Nope, I don’t even want to do that. All I do is kneel and stare at his feet and wait for him to make the next move. 
I posted for Brittany, Sir. 
So, the beach was super, Sir. The weather was perfect. We all went swimming. Brrr.  Sorry that we missed a day together, but it’s only once every two weeks. Next time (Memorial Day) they’re talking about backyard barbeque. I think Sunday morning will be free, but we’ll go over around 11ish and not back until late. 
Monday: cream skorts/flowered smock top Tuesday: Jeans/pink cami Wed: Plaid shorts/lavender blouse Thur: Flowered skirt/light blue hoodie Fri: Pink Capri/star smock top. 
Email from Winry’s Dad, Sunday Night 17 May
Masterius
I just realized your idea and my idea of a picture of her in bondage are probably very different. I’d said it was a way of me saying goodbye slowly, so the first one I sent would not have been a picture of her in all her glory. Perhaps I would have sent a picture like that toward the end, but I was thinking in terms of a shot of her ankles or wrists and working up to a shot taken discretely from behind. At any rate, your suggestion of a before and after picture was more than I’d planned. 
Here are the one year pictures. The first is her wearing a leopard skin bikini. It’s a family tradition on her mother’s side. I’ve seen one of her mother and aunts and all her girl cousins wearing the same bikini. The bikini itself is enshrined in her grandmother’s possessions somewhere and gets trotted out for the obligatory, embarrassing photo shoot. The second is an equally obligatory picture of her riding a pony at the fair. The third picture is around 20 months. You’ll see she finally manages pigtails. 
The fourth picture has sat on my desk since the day it was taken. She’s nearly two and we’re at the airport. The lunch box in her left hand is packed with a few toys. The blanket in her other hand was her favorite. It just looks to me like she’s wondering how much she can get away with.  I swear with her “suitcase” in hand, favorite blanket, and the look of mischief on her face that’s the first time she contemplated running away. If any single picture ever captured the essence of Winry, that would be it. 
You’ll be picking Winry up at 4314 Ash Street in Santa Monica, CA. 
Winry’s Dad
[ooc] For the record, there is no Ash St. in Santa Monica. ([/ooc]
MASTERIUS
Masterius Posts and IMs Sunday Night, 17 May
I missed having today with my little slave, too. But I have to be honest: I didn't mind it all that much because I'll always have you, and because you had a great time. I like, and want, you to have fun. And knowing that you did made today just as special for me as it does when I play with my little slave.
Your outfit choices are acceptable. I'll only want to make one modification. For Thursday you won't be wearing panties. Now if, for some reason, my little slave would really like Master to permit his little slave to wear panties, she may wear panties with this understanding: she'll be gagged with them once she gets home, from the moment her nanny leaves and dad gets home until she is bound for bed, at which time dad will remove the gag. The gag will also be removed, of course, for dinner.

There were many things my little fucktoy could have done or 'said'. I was prepared for them all, but not for what she actually did. I couldn't hide my surprise —or approval— when, once she was finished, she simply knelt before me. Especially when she did so with her hands propped on her thighs. Whether she was aware of that or not —and I was positive she couldn't know— that was very much a Gorean slave position. 
Walking over to the cabinet I removed two Wet-Naps then returned to her. Holding them down I rumbled, "Wash," then waited until she'd wiped her hands clean and disposed of them in the potty and knelt again. I just gazed at her, quite intently, for about a minute, and one thing was patently, crystal-clear to me: she did not want to upset me again. Not even in the most miniscule of manner or fashion. 
Now, how long this 'attitude change' would last was anyone's guess. 
After a minute I curtly nodded. "Follow," I grunted, then padded over to the support post. "Stand," I rumbled, then walked over to another series of cabinets, removing a pre-measured length of light chain and another four small brass padlocks. Drawing her arms behind her I locked the wrist cuffs directly together before fastening an eight inch length of chain between the elbow cuffs, securing them to the D-rings there with a padlock apiece. Next I directly locked the upper knee cuffs together and finally the ankle cuffs. 
Smoothing out the light sheet I guided her down to the floor atop it, then locked her collar to the chain leash attached to the post. I made sure the length of the chain was long enough to permit her reaching the potty should she need it again during the night, then covered her with the blanket. I acted as if I was turning to go, then paused, gazing down at her as if pondering something. 
Crouching down I reached behind her head and unbuckled the gag, easing the soft leather plug out. Rising I stepped over to the cabinets, wiped the plug down with a Clorox wipe then stowed it away, then strolled out, dimming the lights before closing and locking the door.
KENNA
Winry Posts Sunday Night, 17 May
To wear panties or not to wear panties. That is the question. To taste panties or not to taste panties. To tell the truth, I have this feeling that I screwed up the gag choice. I’d opted for the easiest gag. There I was again trying to win (sort of) rather than be the good little bondage playtoy slave. When I think in those terms, I have no doubt that I’ll wear the panties because I think he’d like that the best. Though getting caught in gym class without them… he’d like that story, too. 
Nanny? What nanny? It takes me a few seconds to realize that dad made me mention a nanny so Masterius wouldn’t think I was alone in the house after school. But, heck, I’d forgotten all about that and I’d gagged myself with my panties right after school and told him that. So now I wonder if he’s mentioned the nanny just to point out that I’ve forgotten her. Yikes. Talk about a conflict. I can’t disobey dad and I don’t want to lie to my Master. So, I just won’t say a word about it. This is one where I think dad wins. 
As I wait kneeling, he gets some Wet-Naps and lets me clean my hands. I do so and then look up at him and smile. Still not much I can do except kneel, smile, and try to be the obedient fucktoy for him. When he tells me to follow, I do and then stand when he says that. Not another word from him, so I don’t know if he’s being short because he’s mad or because this is how a fucktoy gets treated. No explanation or anything, just my cuffs locked together and hey… my elbows aren’t touching. I look back up at him in surprise and… dammit… I’m happy. It’s a start. Not being tied at night is on my list, but this is like a step along the way. Maybe I’ll slip hands in front of me on the list somewhere, but this is better than last night for sure. 
I’d noticed the sheet already and assumed it was for me to lie on, but it still makes me feel good when he lays me down on it. It’s obvious he’s careful to make sure my chain lets me reach the toilet. All I can do is pantomime my gratitude by making a show of being comfortable on the sheet and smiling, complete with getting tucked into bed. 
“Thank you, Master,” I say as he removes the gag. I’ve long since decided that given this opportunity, short and to the point is the message I want to send. He can figure out why I’m thanking him. Surely not for the spanking and the rape, but for the toilet, the sheet, the blanket, and removing the gag. Thanks for doing more on my list. Thanks for tucking me in. Thanks for the orgasms. Hope he remembers the hairbrush and toothbrush and water and lunch.
He dims the lights on the way out and next thing I know I wake up a few hours later. I lie there and think about what the hell is going on. I miss my home and my family and my friends. It aches to think about them and that I’ll never see them again. They could think I’m dead by now. And as far as they’re concerned, I practically am. So, I cry for quite a while. Once that’s done, I decide that’s enough of that. Feeling sorry for myself and crying aren’t going to do me any good. 
I wake up abruptly and the lights are on and he’s standing over me. I blink up at him. It’s show time. “Good morning, Master,” I say and then smile. Then I try to get to my knees. I roll to my stomach, pull my knees under me, and push off with my head and there I am smiling, kneeling, and staring at his feet. I hope I’m not supposed to be awake when he comes for me.  
I think I’ll wear panties, Sir, because you’d like me to be gagged with them all night. You’d probably like it if I had an embarrassing story about being caught panty less when I change for gym, but there’s no guarantee that anyone would notice, so I opted for wearing them. 
MASTERIUS
Masterius Emails late Sunday Night, 17 May
Winry's Dad,
Actually, your concept was pretty much what I was picturing, too: a slow start with a gradual build-up. At the risk of sounding like I'm thirteen, I'm afraid I'd gotten a bit, ah, overenthusiastic. I really do have quite a bit of self-control but, what can I say? I'm rather smitten. --sheepish smile-- And so sometimes my mind races a bit ahead and engages when I type, instead of my usual thoughtful processing.
Thank you for the advance notice of the address. Gives me time to MapQuest from the airport and do some pre-planning. Speaking of pre-planning, I'm planning on arriving earlier than that Thursday. That gives me time in case of bad weather (which I certainly hope doesn't happen, but you know Mother Nature) or other delays. If you are OK with it, I'd like to meet with you beforehand. Say, perhaps meet for lunch or something, you and I. 
The bikini —and story— is adorable. I'll have to see if I can find one her size. --smiles-- Grandmom does seem to have this thing about outfits. 
Ah, you mentioned that being the "first time she contemplated running away". I take it that she's considered running away then? If so, I'd be curious as to why, partly out of simple curiosity and partly out of a desire to get a better understanding of her.
~Masterius
I was pleased to see, once I'd Mapquested the address that, yes indeed, it was within a block of the library I'd IP-traced. Not that I was ever actually going to use that information (of course not; never ever) but it was nice to know I'd been able to narrow down her location so closely.
Next I Goggle Earth-ed the address. I wanted a 'feel' of the immediate neighborhood and the house itself. Was it a townhouse? Condo? Single home? How 'discreet' would a cargo van be parked there at tem PM? That was the other reason I'd be arriving early: to scope the place out. Granted, I wasn't going to be worried about a missing child report being filed and the neighbors being interviewed, but still, I wanted to be thorough.
Yawning, I finally headed upstairs, to take a nice relaxing shower before heading to bed. Tomorrow I had things to work on, more plans to make.
Masterius Posts and IMs Sunday Night, 17 May
You're right: I would like it either way. --winks--
I have something I want my little slave to consider, and then answer for me. What would, for you, be the most embarrassing panties you could have in your mouth, for Master to find when he ungagged you? Whether you currently own a pair like that or not.
I was halfway up the stairs when I paused, the last image of my little fucktoy quite clear in my mind. That sheet, of course, would not at all be comfortable or cushiony. It was, in a way, more for 'show' than 'go'. But as difficult as it would be to find a comfortable position atop that, it would be even more so without a pillow. I started debating bringing a pillow down then shook my head, continuing up the stairs. Maybe in a few days I might bring a pillow down. 
Might.
As I'd already showered and I'd had a very late night last night I decided to turn in. As I lay stretched out I couldn't help but think about the little fucktoy downstairs... and my having taken her as just that: a fucktoy, pure and simple. I also considered my plan for her over the next couple of days: pretty much ignoring her except for feedings and, perhaps, some play. Although the more I thought about it, the more I was considering even cutting the play out.
Speaking of cutting play out, the next couple of days, if not weeks, I was going to have to severely curtail my Kylie's 'motivation' during tutoring. I was going to be none too pleased about that and, based upon Kylie's 'performance' this afternoon, neither would she. But I really didn't see where we had much of a choice.
It was, by now, common knowledge that Brittany's bike had been found on school grounds. Effectively that placed school as the last place she'd been. So everyone was going to be extra-antsy around school for a while. Especially when it came to students having to stay over, for whatever reason. I really couldn't risk playing with Kylie during tutoring. I'd have an extremely difficult time explaining how the classroom door got 'accidentally' locked, and having it locked when only the two of us were inside would look, ah, very questionable and suspicious.
I had the feeling my Kylie would understand. But understanding, and being happy and cheerful were two entirely different things. If it weren't for the facts that I hadn't completed 'renovating' the basement suitable for keeping her, and for the difficulty (and risk) of taking her from school the way I had Brittany, I'd take her tomorrow, or the next day. But not only hadn't I worked on the basement anywhere near enough to keep my Kylie, I also hadn't figured out others things as well. Things like how I'd manage to keep schooling her. Manage safely and unobtrusively bringing her upstairs; outdoors, even. 
And now I had the additional complication of my little fucktoy. Somehow I didn't think my Kylie was going to take finding out her best friend was also downstairs, also a captive, very well. At the very least she'd be shocked and unhappy. At the worst, I'd have a literal, green-eyed jealous spitfire hellion.
It was a damn shame that the basement was so Spartan still, and that the only place I had to keep the fucktoy stored was down there. The next few days would actually be ideal to take Kylie. As far as anyone would ever know, two girls —best friends at that— would have mysteriously vanished without a trace, within days of each other. Just them, and no others. Being best friends would be the only commonality between them. It would appear as if some drifter had nabbed them then, afterwards, departed for parts unknown. 
It would look a lot more suspicious if weeks or months passed and then Kylie vanished.
Ah well, one way or another I'd figure out something. The one thing I was absolutely positive about was that there was no way I was going to lose my Kylie.
I wasn't quite awake when the alarm went off the next morning. I'd gotten used to waking at a certain time, and now I was rousing fifteen minutes earlier. Yawning I stretched, then stretched again, before sliding out of bed. After visiting the facilities as it were I shaved then got dressed, then headed downstairs to the kitchen. Coffee was already brewing (gotta love programmable coffeemakers) and I made and ate a quick breakfast while enjoying a cup. Next I packed my lunch, and then worked on a fucktoy's breakfast. 
A pair of brown sugar cinnamon Poptarts, lightly toasted, were set on a paper plate then placed in the wicker basket along with a banana and an apple. I made a mental note to pick up vitamin and mineral supplements on the way home. Next I filled two lidded plastic cups, one with orange juice and the other with milk, popping straws into each. Those were placed in the basket, along with a one-liter bottle of water. 
Fucktoy wasn't getting a lunch today. Let her dwell on the reasons why, I thought. Perhaps she'd realize just how seriously she'd fucked up. But while I wouldn't provide lunch, I would make sure she had water.
A few minutes later I entered the basement, padding over to her. And it was all I could to do keep just my brows from lifting and keep from showing any other reaction.
Evidently her punishment and subsequent treatment had had a most salutatory effect, because first I was greeted with a smile and a 'Good morning Master', and then treated to the quite stimulating and pleasing sight of a fucktoy struggling up onto her knees to kneel. 
I made a couple of mental gear-changes at that. "Good morning fucktoy," I rumbled, moving to the table and setting the basket atop it. Next I moved behind her, unlocking the chains at elbows then unlocking the wrist cuffs, transferring those in front then relocking them together. Lightly touching her cheek a moment with my fingertips I returned to the basket, bringing it over and setting it down. 
First I handed her the cup of juice, then sat out the milk cup, next the apple and banana, then finally handed the paper plate of Poptarts to her. The water bottle I sat next to the main support post to which her collar was leash locked.
And then I left, closing the door and locking it behind me.
KENNA
Winry IMs Sunday Night, 17 May
Embarrassing panties? I suppose if they said something on them it would be embarrassing. Something like I’m a Playtoy. Or I could get ruder than that, but if I have to wear them to school, too, then it would have to be something you’d understand but nobody else would. 
Oh, oh, I got it. It should just say, HMS FT on it. 
Good night, Sir. Must be a long post you’re working on. I’ll read it tomorrow after school and post. How am I to be tied tonight?
MASTERIUS
Masterius IMs Sunday Night, 17 May
Actually, what I'd meant by embarrassing wasn't something I'd expect you to wear to school. The image that had popped into my mind was my little slave using those panties as a gag, having no idea that Master would be ungagging you later and seeing them when he removed them for you. 
For this week, unless I decide otherwise, I'd like my little slave bound for bed as she was last night: wrists and elbows behind you, and upper and lower knees and ankles tied together, curled up on the floor at the foot of your bed, with your collar leash locked to the foot of the bed.
Also for this week: Your morning kneeling ritual will be ten minutes long, not five. And my little slave is to play with herself until she needs to scratch very, very badly. But she is not to cum. Her bedtime kneeling ritual will also now be ten minutes. And, like the morning one, she is to play with herself until she very, very badly needs to cum.
I waited two minutes before sending another message.
My little slave is to picture doing her bedtime kneeling ritual in front of her Master, as he watches her do so. Watching her pant and squirm, watch her face flush, hear her soft little whimpers.
Again I waited another two minutes.
At the end of ten minutes she may 'scratch'. Once. And then immediately be bound for bed.
Sweet dreams, my sexy, pleasing little slave!
KENNA
Winry Posts Monday Afternoon, 18 May
OK, so now the question bothers me. What kind of question bothers me? It bothers me when I don’t understand the question. I’d taken it as a thought experiment. What if my Master took my panties out of my mouth this Thursday? I answered it and he didn’t like the answer. So, if it’s not panties I wear to school, does he mean when I’m his slave in person and he doesn’t know what panties I own or he knows what panties I own, but I’m embarrassed to be caught with that pair in my mouth? I don’t know. Heck, having my master pull panties from my mouth sounds pretty embarrassing. 
The last IM I see from him is the one that ends… she is to play with herself until she very, very badly needs to cum.
So I do that. Ten minutes of it. Ten minutes of what was punishment all last week. Then I sleep at the foot of my Master’s bed, again wondering what will happen in the morning. He’s giving me a taste of Brittany by tying me like her. She’s in his basement wondering about her morning. I’m afraid I know what’s going to happen in the morning for me. Because if he didn’t say something in private to dad, then I’m ignored in the morning. 
Sure enough, there’s nothing special for a wake up. I do the ten minutes of kneeling and teasing again in the morning. When I get home from school I see two IMs waiting for me that he sent last night. Crap! I could have cum both times? I am not happy. I wonder if he took his sweet time posting those just so I wouldn’t see them in time.  
Then I read his post and see that Brittany is getting the same treatment that I got this morning. Not only tied like me all night long, but ignored like me in the morning. I’d have even taken a spanking over nothing. 
I remember breakfast from yesterday. Scrambled eggs with cheese and toast and milk. I look at the breakfast for this morning. Two pop tarts, an apple, and a banana. And he doesn’t even stay. I eat it all and drink the milk, deciding to save the juice and water for later. It takes me a while to realize that he’s not coming back. All I’ve got is the memory of him gently touching my cheek like that was good enough for a fucktoy. And there’s no lunch. Oh, my God, just how bad does that make me feel. I got spanked for saying honey. Why won’t he forgive me for it. How much punishment is he going to heap on me for that. Damn, I am so sorry. 
So, I’m left to suffer through another boring day. I play my little made up games of Brittany’s the living tether ball and my chain’s a jump rope. In between I just sit and feel miserable. I earned my lunch. He said I earned my lunch. I blew him for lunch. He doesn’t have to do this to me. Just that he can. I know he can… boy do I know he can. And now I know that he will. Every little thing I do needs to be perfect. Or else. 
Halfway through the day, I drink the orange juice and eat the apple core, seeds and all. A little bit later I drink half the water. I miss my friends. I miss school. Sure didn’t think I’d ever say that. I even miss my Master. If he’s the only thing I have in my life, then I want him. I want him so badly, I’ll do anything. So, I start thinking about how I need to learn to like being tied, teased, and played with. I need to learn the rules of the game, or at least learn to like the games he plays. Mostly, I think about how I need to follow his rules. Actually, there’s only one rule. Obey. Calling him Master is just the first command he’s given me to obey. One command and I screwed it up. 
Incredibly, the highlights of my day are planning when to drink my water and when to pee it back out. 
Thursday is another downer day for me. I still hope that Brittany will magically show up at school, but she doesn’t. Not only is Brittany not there, but there are police everywhere. Uniformed cops keep an eye on the school grounds. There’s a couple of detectives that make they’re way around school interrupting classes and talking to teachers. There’s never a time when I’m not reminded my best friend is missing. It’s something you hear about on the news, but you never think it will happen in your town at your school to your best friend. It’s hard to keep my mind off thinking what some pervert is doing to her. 
After school I go to Mr. Eric’s class, but this time I don’t lock the door. I sit at a desk facing his desk and lay out the worksheets that I did for him. I did take my time on them last night, so I’m proud of what I did, but it doesn’t seem all that important today. Just like yesterday, I’d like his arms around me, his lips on mine, and his hands in special places. But it seems a little risky with cops around. 
I post that and then go do my homework. I’m feeling upset myself. Brittany and Kylie have their own problems and I’ve got mine. After homework, I decide I haven’t done anything wrong like Brittany. He’s just messing with me to make me feel like her so I can play her better. I suppose I shouldn’t expect something special every morning, but what if he’s upset that I wasn’t available on Sunday? What if he ignored me this morning to get back at me? What if he purposely delayed those IMs so I wouldn’t get to scratch last night or this morning? Brittany didn’t know that missing lunch the first day was an accident, but she knows he did it on purpose today. Now I don’t know if this is accident or on purpose either. 
Sir, I guess I still don’t understand the question about the panties. I don’t have embarrassing panties. Are you asking about when I’m your slave in your basement? Will I have embarrassing panties then? Why would I be gagged with panties that you don’t know are in my mouth? Did you still want an answer? 
And would you please spank me tomorrow morning? I only think that, I don’t send it. A little bondage playtoy slave doesn’t get to ask for anything. I do what my Master wants… apparently. 
Only after that do I realize that I wasn’t ignored in the morning. It was because of the late IMs that I thought I was. So I just don’t know if that was an accident or not. I was supposed to get special attention from him. His plan was that I played with myself while he watched. I was to put on a show for him and then get to cum. So, I feel better now knowing that it was kind of my fault for not seeing the IMs. 
MASTERIUS
Masterius IMs, Posts and Emails Monday Afternoon, 18 May
--sighs-- It's not your fault little one. I'm afraid I'm being a bit vague about the panty question. Master had something in mind. A surprise of sorts. Which I most certainly do. And without telling you what it is I'm thinking, well... it's rather difficult for you to understand precisely what it is I'm looking for, answer-wise. 
What I was sort of thinking was something like this: you are living with me as my little bondage playtoy slave. I'm not at home and you're feeling a bit naughty and decide to gag yourself for a little bit with a pair of panties you'd just die of embarrassment if Master ever used as a gag. 
But it's ok this time because Master won't ever see them. But I come home unexpectedly and, seeing my little slave gagged am, naturally, quite curious. And you just know I'm going to peel that tape off and take them out and see them.
OK, maybe that's a bit silly of me to be picturing. But I never said I wasn't silly at times now, have I? --winks--
What I couldn't tell her, for obvious reasons, was that I wanted those particular panties (whatever they might be) used as her gag the Thursday night I'd be 'kidnapping' her. I didn't need that, of course. It was just something that, for whatever reasons, I found appealing and alluring. Ah well, obviously I was confusing and stressing out my little slave, and I really didn't want to do that.
Don't worry. I don't need an answer. This wasn't some sort of test or anything, OK?
School today was... interesting. There was no way to overlook the presence of law enforcement personnel or investigators. Granted, they were professionally unobtrusive, but that wasn't at all the same as invisible. 
It was also patently obvious they were utterly clueless, in that they had no leads, no evidence, no motive. They were basically roving about in the vain hope of stumbling across something elusive. Which wasn't going to happen, of course. Not if I could help it.
Today Kylie seemed a bit subdued when she arrived for tutoring. Perhaps now it was really sinking in that Brittany was gone. Really gone. I, too, was somber and subdued, although I didn't disguise my pleasure at us being together again, albeit not quite as 'together' as she (or I) would have liked. 
Nor did I disguise my pleasure at how my Kylie was improving. Her worksheets were almost 100% correct, and she was in advance of her online coursework. By the time half an hour had passed she was gently squirming from the proud look in my eyes. 
The next half hour passed with my coaching and explaining her next lessons. During that half hour my expression gradually altered... on purpose. The first thirty minutes had been that of a teacher pleased and proud with a student that was working hard and showing improvement, but little of one who had fallen for her. But during the next thirty minutes, as I scribbled examples on the blackboard, more and more did my eyes wander to her... wander... and linger. Until, towards the end, I had the same enchanted, enthralled expression she'd seen before.
The expression of someone who was very much attracted, who was very much enamored. I wanted her to feel as if it was her drawing me, rather than I pursuing her. I wanted her to feel as if it were her charms making me dizzy and star struck.
Which, in a way, wasn't far from the truth.
At the end of an hour I gave her tonight's worksheets, then walked her over to the door. Pausing just on the inside, before I opened the door to her I gently took her hand and stepped to the side... then gazed down at her. Oh, how I gazed down at her!
Warm, smoky, smoldering orbs lingered on her. I reached out, fingertips lightly touched her cheek. Stroked her hair. Then I cupped her face between my hands as I leaned down... and softly kissed her. A soft yet deep kiss, one that had her wriggling and squirming within moments.
I held that kiss for several minutes before finally straightening up, lowering one hand but keeping her cheek softly cupped with my other. Lightly caressing her face with my thumb I softly murmured, "I'm sorry I couldn't properly... 'motivate' you today. Soon though. Very soon."
I sent her on the way with a playful little pat to her rump then sat back at my desk and started grading papers. As far as anyone would see, and all they would see, is a struggling student going home after an hour of after school tutoring, while her teacher matter-of-factly caught up with his own work.
Half an hour later I gathered up my things then left. Unlike usual, the grounds weren't empty. I noticed several security and LEA people about, although they were quite unobtrusive. Placing my briefcase in my car I drove off.
I made two stops on the way home. One was at a hardware store, where I purchased a wireless doorbell system. The next was at a drugstore, where I purchased a bottle of children's multivitamin and mineral tablets.
Once at home I puttered about for a bit, taking about forty-five minutes installing the wireless doorbell system. It came with a pair of bell ringers, one of which replaced the old one; the other I took downstairs with me. Opening the door I stepped inside, closing the door behind me once inside. I'd been wondering how the little fucktoy was doing, and I was about to find out.
Winry's Dad,
This is this week's wake-up schedule for Winry:
Tuesday: foot tickled awake
Wednesday: spanking
Thursday: spanking
Friday: held and cuddled awake
~Masterius
KENNA
Winry Posts Monday Evening, 18 May
I still think panties with something written on them would be the most embarrassing. Something like, If found in a playtoy’s mouth, please tie, tease, and torment her. OK, that’s embarrassing and trouble (for me). Or, I’ve been naughty. Or, How did these get there?
Hmmm, finding me with panties that I put in my own mouth for no reason at all wouldn’t be embarrassing enough? 
What about being caught with *your* briefs in my mouth? –blushing- 
I’m kind of disappointed at the afternoon session. OK, really disappointed, but at least I understand why we’re not doing anything more than studying. I feel like there’s somebody walking up and down the halls all the time even though I can’t see out. I really do feel like the door could open at any minute. It did twice today during class. Opened and once it was the principal and once it was a detective who talked to our English teacher for a couple of minutes. 
Mr. Eric obviously has the same concerns because he just teaches me math. Except, the cool part is no matter how hard he tries, he can’t keep his eyes off me. He manages for a while, but after a while he’s looking like he was ready to start motivating me with a vengeance. Oh well, he doesn’t, but it’s kewl to watch him suffer. 
Just when I think we’re done and he’s sending me home, he finally cracks. I can see it coming as he fights to keep his hands to himself and then he takes me and kisses me for a long time. I’m ready to lock the door and do whatever he wants, but we both know today is not the day to do that. So, after a while, he sends me home with a very unteacher like pat on my butt. Kewl. 
I spend the day being as bored as the day before, but this time I’ve got the knowledge that I earned lunch and didn’t get it. I want to be pissed, but I can’t manage that. It’s my fault that I’m hungry. I messed up so bad. I keep kicking myself.  I’d earned lunch and then promptly lost it even before I got it. After what I think is lunch time, I try to take a nap and do manage to sleep a little, but mostly I toss and turn and curse myself for being stupid. 
Finally, when I get up, I know I have to do something to atone for my mistake, so once again I start scratching words into the hard floor. My list is still visible there, so beside it I start scratching, Master, Master, Master, Master. It’s kind of slow and hard on my fingers, but I need to tell him I learned my lesson. I etch the word Master 25 times into the floor in 2 inch high letters, printing as neatly as I can. Then I get another idea. Right by the sheet, I draw a circle about three feet in diameter. Should have done a square because it’s kind of a lopsided circle, but I leave it. Considering the bottom of the circle to be the closest part to the door, I etch more words below that so that when he walks in the door they’ll be right side up for him to read right below the circle. Master, your fucktoy is very sorry. I considered offering something, but what? One blow job? Fuck me? Spank me? I don’t want to be all that eager, just sorry. Besides, he’ll do what he wants. 
For the rest of the afternoon I’m never too far from the circle. Time drags on, but eventually the door opens and I scramble to get on my knees facing the door. This time I just hang my head and don’t say a word. I’ll let my writing speak for me. He walks up to me, kneeling in a circle clearly labeled… Master, your fucktoy is very sorry. 
MASTERIUS
Masterius IMs and Posts Monday Evening, 18 May
Well, yes, I think being caught with *my* briefs in my little slave's mouth might be just the thing. [image: image26.png]



I couldn't help but chuckle, picturing her expression if that ever happened. The more I considered it, though, the more I decided that, yes, simply having me fish her own panties out of her mouth would be more than sufficient.
Especially if she'd worn them all day at school, and I'd also given her the little task of, say, twice during school to duck into the bathroom for a few minutes of rubbing herself through her panties.
And, really, it was sort of silly for me to consider anything additional. After all, the absolute, most important thing of all was that I'd be kidnapping her, taking her home and getting to really and truly keep her as my little slave.
My brows lifted up once I'd entered, as I couldn't help but notice the little fucktoy kneeling. Unless she'd been kneeling for some time --which I highly doubted-- she must have been ready to kneel on a moment's notice, since it wasn't exactly easy to move, not strapped as she was.
I hadn't bothered with bringing anything with me to feed her, as I hadn't decided what, if anything, I would feed her. I wasn't going to make any decisions about that, or anything else, until I'd seen how the little fucktoy had dealt with the day. 
Walking over to the cabinet immediately adjacent to the entrance I set the battery-powered door chime down. I'd do a more permanent install later but, for now, leaving it there would work, and I'd easily hear it no matter where I might be standing.
Ambling over to her I stopped a couple of feet in front of where she was kneeling. She never looked up, and except for her steady breathing, she barely moved. I was focused so intently on her it took almost a full minute for the scrawls on the floor to register. 
<Master, your fucktoy is very sorry>
I'm sure she was... for now. But there was being sorry, and being sorry. And that didn't even take into account the difference between being sorry... and being repentant.
Reaching down I took her cuffed small hands in one of mine and guided her up onto her feet, actually helping her to stand. Once she was on her feet I reached into my pocket, brought out the small key ring holding the diminutive keys, then unlocked the wrist, knee and ankle cuffs from each other. I did not, however, actually unlock the cuffs.
"So, a little fucktoy is very sorry, is she?" I sternly rumbled in a low deep voice. "That's good. That's very good."
I slowly circled around her. "Master isn't quite so sure, however, that a little fucktoy is very sorry for the right reasons. Oh, Master has no doubt, no doubt at all, that a little fucktoy is sorry about being hungry, for instance. Is sorry about a great many things, in fact. But Master isn't so sure a little fucktoy is sorry for the right reasons. Oh no, not at all sure about that."
I kept slowly walking around her, never touching, barely glancing at her, in fact. My eyes just looked straight ahead, although I was certainly watching her out of the corner of my eye.
"Master isn't at all sure a little fucktoy is very sorry for disobeying her Master. Very sorry about displeasing and disobeying him." As I continued in a low deep rumble I strolled over to the gag storage cabinet, removing the leather pear plug gag I'd used on her last night. Stopping in front of her now I gazed very intently at her. "Very sorry about trying to manipulate her Master, plotting and scheming to get her way."
Extending my hand I held out the gag. "If a little fucktoy was truly sorry, she'd take this gag, tightly strap it where it belongs, then scamper over to that horse," I pointed at it, "hop up onto it, get into position and wait for her Master to strap her down."
Gazing even more intently at her, my voice lowered and deepened. "Of course, if a little fucktoy really is that sorry... Master will want to repeat last night with her."


KENNA
Winry Posts Monday Night, 18 May
Trembling, I let him help me to my feet and unlock my cuffs. Let him is, of course, a relative term. I could physically resist, but I’m not about to do that even a little. Not by a long shot. As he circles me, I nod slowly. Yes, I am sorry. Well, duh, yeah about being hungry, but I know damn well what I did wrong to get that and yes I am sorry about calling him honey and not Master. I almost want to show him my sore fingers as proof that I’m sorry… how hard I worked to get those words written for him. 
That I’m naked and cuffed in front of him doesn’t even bother me. I’m his fucktoy and I’m accustomed to his eyes on my nude body. I continue to nod, looking honestly sorry and repentant for my disobedience. I am indeed ready to do anything to prove it. With a nod to obvious 13-year-old girl limits on anything. Which includes anything I’ve experienced so far at his hand. As he gets the gag, I accept that it is going in my mouth. So eager am I to please him that I take the gag from his hand quick, even before he says everything he has to say. 
It takes a few seconds to get the gag in my mouth and several more to strap it tightly in place. During that time, the whole of his instructions sinks in. Everything that happened last night. OK, so it’s not that I want everything that happened last night, but I’m not stupid either. If not tonight, then maybe tomorrow. If I hold out tomorrow, then the next night. One of these hungry, lonely days is going to be one too many. It’s not that lunch is worth everything that happened last night. It’s that lunch is the top of my list and if I ever want to work my way down the list, it starts tonight. And, there’s the thought that maybe tomorrow night it won’t be everything that happened last night. If I displease him yet again, maybe tomorrow will be double. 
Not to mention that I’ve stupidly stuffed the gag in my mouth and am already on the road to doing just what he named. Which, I don’t miss, involves scampering to the horse with an implication of eagerness. Hopping onto it, with an implication of eagerness. And holding still what he straps me in position, knowing that I’ll be strapped and raped after that. So, he didn’t mention slight hesitation while a fucktoy considers her options one last time. I look at the horse and then back at him. 
Then, I scamper, hop, and get into position, waiting for him. Maybe I’m not *that* sorry, but I don’t want to be *that* sorry either. 
You gonna mail me a pair of your briefs, Sir? 
I think I have time for one more post from you and then from me, Sir. 
If not, I’ll make time. I kind of think he’s just testing Brittany and won’t actually do all that again. If she just offers he’ll be happy. Hmmm. 
MASTERIUS
Masterius Posts Monday Night, 18 May
I read her post several times before I started replying. There were many ways I (well, Mr. Eric, that is) could go with this, ranging from accepting her act as sufficient contrition and proof of her 'sorrow' and being easy on her to continuing showing her just what fruits disobedience and being displeasing would produce and bear. My natural inclination was more gentle and easygoing, albeit as a Dominant it was still now and then take and enjoy what I wanted, of course. But Mr. Eric wasn't 'me'.
Before I could post, however, I'd gotten two messages. And the first caught me in mid-sip.
Darnnit little slave! If you're going to insist on sending me messages like that you need to start sending a warning message first! My keyboard can only take so many showers before it drowns!
Then, in reply to her second message: I'd like that very much, yes, as long as it doesn't keep you up past your bedtime that is.
That she was truly sorry and eager to prove that seemed evident. There was a momentary flash of teener sulkiness and petulance now and then, particularly noticeable when I'd mentioned being sorry about being hungry. But that was to be expected, of course. These were still very early days.
Likewise it was very evident to me that the impetus behind her (reasonably) instant obedience to tonight's instructions wasn't out of a fervent, zealous desire to be pleasingly obedient. Her tractable compliance was engendered by a fear of punishment, a compelling desire to mitigate, and hopefully avoid, any further reprimand, and hopefully 'earn' more privileges. 
That was, of course, not as satisfying or gratifying as obedience prompted by a sincere desire to please: my Kylie, for instance, obeyed out of a longing to please me, and be pleasing. Yet I was discovering, much to my surprise, that it was tremendously arousing and exciting having someone obey me for the reasons the little fucktoy was. 
I couldn't have asked for, or wished for, a more earnest, urgent reaction. She'd taken the gag so fast from my hands I'd blinked, and then stuffed it into her mouth almost before I'd realized she'd taken it from me. Almost. It actually took her a few seconds to work the plug all the way inside, and a few more to get it strapped in place. But those seconds of delay weren't borne of hesitation or vacillation; that was patently clear. 
Now, actually going to the horse and mounting it? Then she'd faltered and paused, yes. Her thoughts were crystal clear to me, I could read them as clearly as if she'd spoken them aloud and I bit back a groan at her expression. 
Padding over it was a matter of a couple of minutes to fasten the D-rings of the cuffs to the horse, leaving her just as securely restrained to that as she had been last night. Any forlorn hope she might have harbored that this was only a test was quickly vanishing, fading like faint mist after sunrise, when I hung the strap back in place on the side of the horse then fetched the KY and plug. That certainly evaporated when she noticed the thick bulge of my hard jutting cock straining against my pants.
Uncapping the tube I squeezed out a dollop on my fingertip and then smoothed that right atop her quivering, now-clenching tiny rosebud. Next I applied a thick coating to the plug before positioning the rounded, smooth tip against her. I didn't insert it as quickly as I had last night, but I also didn't go as slow as I had the first time. I watched her naked little body tense and quiver as the plug dilated her wider and wider; heard soft little hisses as the taper stretched her.
Then her eyes grew huge and round as, once the plug was in... I started undressing. Quite matter-of-fact, slow and methodical, exactly as if I were in my bedroom and getting undressed to take a shower. Unlike last night, however, I didn't stop at just removing pants and briefs. I started by slipping first shoes then socks off, pulled off my tie then unbuttoned and removed my shirt before finally taking off pants and briefs. 
Any last shred of doubt she might have had about how I was feeling about all this definitely perished when I skinned out of my briefs. I stood there, my cock thick and hard, jutting up and visibly throbbing, impossible for her to miss, especially when I slowly circled her twice, just gazing at her helplessly strapped atop the horse.
I paused at her head after the second circle, tipping my head and looking at her, a thoughtful expression on my face. Reaching down a hand I slipped a finger underneath a gag strap; or tried to, anyway. The little fucktoy hadn't stinted at strapping the gag on, it seemed. Actually I really hadn't needed 'testing' it that way; seeing how the straps were deeply creasing her cheeks had shown me how tightly she'd buckled it. But there was teaching, there was training, and there was conditioning. And although I'd never actually conditioned a slave... I knew how that was done.
Both hands now reached behind her head. I tugged at the straps then unbuckled them a notch, softly rumbling as I did, "A bit tighter than necessary." My tone wasn't chiding or scolding. It wasn't unhappy or displeased. Almost clinical and dispassionate, in fact... but I did permit just the teensiest of approval to creep in. I wasn't sure if she'd noticed, though, considering that, standing as I was to adjust the gag, my hard, jutting cock was literally right in her face.
Once finished adjusting the gag (and it really did need adjusting; as tight as she'd pulled it that risked driving the plug deeper into her mouth that needed, and risked triggering an involuntary gag reflex) I paused a moment, deeper in thought, rubbing my chin. Then I nodded, as if reaching a decision as I reached down and picked up the strap. "Master will deduct two from the fucktoy's strapping this time."
I didn't explain why. But she wasn't a stupid girl, just impetuous and stubborn. I doubted the reasoning would occur to her right this moment, not when facing the hideous, implacable impending strapping. That, most certainly, was occupying all her focus and attention I was sure. But, later? Afterwards?
Then I stepped back by her hip, just as I had last night, and shivered as she abruptly tensed and stiffened, knowing what was coming and, this time, knowing what that would feel like. I bit back a groan as she struggled a moment in the restraints, as she whimpered, choked back a soft sob. 
*crack!*
Her cute firm ass flattened as the strap landed across her cheeks, leaving a wide, white stripe that rapidly turned a glowing scarlet. Her head jerked back, her body rocked and jerked, as little arms and legs scrabbled in their fastened cuffs. I'd landed that one just as sharply as I had the six last night, and the effect was just the same as those had been. Unlike last night, however...
Shifting the strap to my left hand I reached out my right, lightly stroking her strapped little quivering asscheeks. Softly stroking there... gently caressing up and down the back and outside of silken, trembling thighs... lightly fondling and petting her little pussy.
I caressed and stroked, rubbed and fondled, for about three minutes. I wasn't being nice; this wasn't to make her feel good, although I definitely wanted this part to feel good. In fact, I wanted this to stimulate and arouse her. And for two very important reasons.
The first was that last night had unquestionably been punishment. Tonight, however, was for play. And not all play would necessarily be pleasant and enjoyable for a fucktoy. And the second was I wanted to demonstrate, in a very unmistakable fashion, that I absolutely, undeniably, controlled her. I controlled her physically, through captivity and bindings, through Power, through my own strength and muscle. I controlled her so deeply I could impel her body to feel things she might not wish to feel. Force and coerce pleasure on her, and in her. She'd gotten a taste of that the first day, on the cross. And now, hopefully, she'd get another taste, in a radically different fashion.
KENNA
Winry Posts Monday Night, 18 May
Kewl, I made him spew again. Not that I was trying that time. It seems most effective when I’m being naïve without trying. I roll my eyes at that thought. So, I’m naturally naïve and pop off with stupid questions now and then. He enjoys that part of me more than I hate it. And that makes it not so bad. At least I’m assuming that he isn’t *really* complaining about soaking his keyboard. 
As he chains me in position, I have no doubt that I’m going to get the same thing as last night. Just with the exception that I’m cooperating with feigned eagerness even though I know what’s coming this time. The thing is… I survived last night. I’ll survive tonight. A few minutes of terrible pain. Being treated like the fucktoy I am. That’s worth the chance to make my Master happy. Not that his happiness alone is my goal, but a happy Master treats his slave better. At least that’s my theory. 
There are minor changes in the routine from last night. They’re minor in one way, but significant in how they affect me. The strap is hung where I can see it, but this time he doesn’t leave me to stew over the impending strapping. Inserting the plug is different, too. It’s the third time it’s been there, so I know what to expect. It’s not the insulting invader that it had been that first night. Actually, it kind of feels good as he pushes it slowly in. Memories of pain and embarrassment from the first time still linger, tainting my impression, but yeah, I’m sure it feels good. I force myself to hold still, but I make little whimpers and moans. Not being sure about the good part, I don’t want to let on anything. I’m not sure if it does feel good, but especially if it *should* feel good. As it gets farther in, I decide stretching my sensitive asshole is teasingly good. In fact, if he were to move it in *and* out, it would feel better. But he doesn’t and then it settles in where it belongs. That’s just a full feeling without good or bad. 
I figure out the big difference between last night and tonight when he strips off his clothes right in front of me. Tonight he’s taking his time. Tonight I feel like a participant instead of just something strapped to the horse. When he gets all his clothes off, he practically poses for me and his cock is like wow. Hard and ready just for me. It makes my stomach do flip flops to look at it. I know where it’s going and what it will feel like. I know that this time it won’t hurt so much. And I know that this time I’ll be mentally ready for it. And Gawd, he struts around me, letting me drink in the view of his naked body from every angle. 
He stops right in front of me and starts to take out the gag. With his cock right in my face, I realize I’m going to blow him again. So, yeah, that did happen yesterday, but not while I was on the horse, so I wasn’t expecting that. Yesterday I’d had my hands available, too, so this is really going to be different. I stiffen at the thought of him having total control of my mouth and how deep he can go. Then he just loosens the strap by a notch and tells me it was too tight. Holy jeez, was he just teasing me then? Did he want me to think blow job? 
I’m ready for the strapping, mentally ready, as he picks it up and then to my surprise he tells me it’s only four tonight. A warm feeling hits me as I see that two strap deduction as approval, a reward for my obedience. OK, if I could take six, I can easily take four. I tense and hold my breath. 
Smack! I jump and gasp loudly, but manage not to scream. It burns just as bad as last night. As I steel myself for the next one, he surprises me by touching my sore bottom. He caresses there and then my thighs before stroking my pussy. Now that’s really unexpected. It feels nice and again I feel like I’m being included in the game. His fingers tease at my slit and rub my clit. My slender hips rise up, offering him better access. My math teacher can’t count, but I’m not going to complain that the strapping is over. This feels nice. Incredibly, I even feel the first hint of arousal. There is a burning red stripe across my ass, but the tingle in my pussy is unmistakably overriding that. 
When he stops, I look back over my shoulder at him. He’s preparing to spank me again. My eyes open wide in shock. He was just putting me off guard! I watch in disbelief as he swings and… smack! I jump and scream this time. I wasn’t ready for that one. 
Sir, gotta go get ready for bed.  I’ll be back on IM in a few minutes.  
MASTERIUS
Masterius Posts Monday Night, 18 May
I lightly shivered, picturing my little slave getting ready for bed. I knew exactly what she'd be doing, I could easily picture that, and my cock throbbed quite powerfully at that image.
Master will be waiting for his little slave. 
"Of course, if a little fucktoy really is that sorry... Master will want to repeat last night with her."
I just never said precisely how I'd repeat last night with her.
I fully intended a repeat of last night. The plugging. The strappings. The raping. But that didn't necessarily mean I'd do it exactly as I had last night. I'd plugged her, just not as brusquely as I had. There were only going to be four strikes with the strap now, not six... although that was a last-moment change, entirely the result of the little fucktoy having not stinted at gagging herself. And I was going to rape her, for no other reason that I wished to, for no end purpose other than to cum deep inside her and enjoy that pleasure.
But I was also going to make tonight a bit... different... for the little fucktoy, too. Last night she'd felt nothing but pain, which is how that should be when a little fucktoy was reaping the rewards of disobedience. Tonight, however, was as much conditioning a fucktoy as it was a different sort of lesson: showing her pain could also bring pleasure.
And I was inordinately pleased seeing her begin responding as I fondled her. Oh yes, very delighted indeed. As I started stroking her pussy and clit little hips lifted up; well, tipped and tilted the little movement they had, anyway. But unmistakably moving to open herself up more to my touches.
She wasn't expecting this second one, that was very obvious. As I raised my hand to bring the strap down her eyes opened wide, rounding in shock. And when it landed, she sharply jerked in the restraints, the gag muffling her scream. As I'd landed that one a bit lighter than the first —a bit, yes, which didn't mean it wasn't, as, felt— I was pretty sure her shock and cries were due to her not being braced and prepared for that.
Poor baby.
Now if this were my Kylie (and I sharply shuddered picturing her in the fucktoy's place right now, my cock throbbing even harder) I'd be explaining what was going on. But this was just a fucktoy, so I didn't bother explaining a thing.
Shifting the strap back to my left hand I returned to caressing her still-quivering ass, now with a second stripe to match the first. Her ass was small enough and the strap wide enough that between the two straps her entire bottom was almost covered by those two stripes. Again I gently caressed her little ass, again I stroked and glided a hand up and down trembling little silken legs. And again I fondled her pussy, fingertips brushing along the outside, slipping just between her slit and just inside, rubbing and pressing against her tiny clit.
This time I took her a bit higher than before, smiling as I felt my fingertips just become slick from her arousal. Shifting the strap back to my right hand this time I gave her a few seconds to realize she was about to be strapped again, my face spreading with a smile, my eyes smoldering, at her expression. I gave her those precious seconds to prepare and then landed a third, right down the middle between the first two. And like the second this one wasn't quite as hard as last night's had been. It was, however, more than sufficient to have her bottom feel a burning stripe there.
Again the strap went back to my left hand, and again I returned to caressing her, fondling her. My intent wasn't to make this nice for her, it wasn't to make her feel better. This was, pure and simple, something I wanted to do. And I could have, just as easily, wanted and decided to simply strap her ass as I had last night. Even strap it more than I had last night. Just strap her, then rape her. I didn't have to be fondling a fucktoy: I was doing so because I chose to do that, wanted to do that, found pleasure in doing that...
... And because I could, of course.
I spent several minutes enjoying her body, caressing and fondling. This time I took her a bit higher yet, knowing that the tingling warmth of pleasure was gradually melding with the fiery throbbing of the strappings. There would come a time, if not tonight, then in the future, that she would be conditioned to find those two feelings —pleasure and pain— becoming blurred, mixing together and indistinguishable.
Her breathing had become softly panted, naked little body gently twisting and squirming in the restraints by the time I paused and shifted the strap back to my right hand. I gave her a couple of seconds to realize another was coming... then the sharp, crisp sound of leather against flesh echoed in the room.
Shifting the strap back I returned to caressing and stroking, gliding and fondling. Her sexy, pert firm ass was very warm to the touch. And her little tight pussy was still slick from my earlier ministrations. 
It became even slicker as I paid extra attention to it this time. Stroking just inside, gentle but insistent. Rubbing around the tiny opening of her tight inner tunnel, which would soon be sheathed around my cock. Firmly rubbing tiny clit, which was now swollen, withdrawn under its protective hood.
I stopped when she was panting quite nicely, pussy coating my fingertips with moisture. When she was squirming in the restraints, lightly tugging at them, little body restlessly moving as the tingles I impelled upon her grew stronger and stronger, merging with the fire in her bottom.
Hanging the strap up I took the KY, squeezed a good bit out and coated my cock with it. She was wet, true, but I wasn't sure just how slick that was making her. And by now I wanted —needed— to be deeply buried inside her, and I wasn't going to permit anything to stop of hinder me.
Grasping little hips I stepped up behind her. Right behind her. Flexed my hips, rubbing the blunt head of my cock up and down her slit, pushing a bit to push past those. Then hissed, feeling that tight opening, hissed again as I firmly socketed against that... then began pushing inside her.
I wasn't as slow about that as I had been last night. But last night I'd been dealing with a completely virginal pussy. Still, I wasn't as fast as I wanted to be. I wanted to just completely bury myself into her with a single, smooth deep thrust.
Perhaps tomorrow I'd do that.
Softly grunting, sharply panting, I smoothly, steadily thrust into her. Pushing my cock inside like I had the plug in her ass, little bit by little bit. Until I was all the way inside at last.
I groaned at that, a sound of pure, utter pleasure. Then began smoothly thrusting in and out, in and out, steadily pistoning into her, taking a couple of seconds to fully impale myself deep into her, another couple of seconds to withdraw until just the blunt, flared crown remained inside. At this moment, all I was concerned about was my own pleasure. Savoring and relishing that exquisitely tight, warm velvet sheath tightly molded around me like a second, quivering, skin.
One minute passed. Two. Three. I kept up that slow, steady rhythm, wanting it to last forever. But there finally came a moment when I deeply shivered. When all I cared about was cumming deep into the fucktoy, and nothing else. 
Sweat dotted my forehead, my breath came in sharp, harsh pants. I started thrusting faster, harder. Grunting as the pressure inside me seethed and bubbled. Then boiled. Groaning I thrust even faster, even harder, then abruptly stiffened, hands tightly clasping her as my cock swelled even thicker, as I gave one last stabbing lunge deep into her, then groaned as I came, feeling my cock pulse as jet after jet spurted deep into the fucktoy.
My harsh deep pants echoed in the room, as finally my cock gave a last feeble twitch then began softening inside her.
KENNA
Winry IMs Late Monday, 18 May 
Sir, it’s hard to explain how I felt when you said you soaked your keyboard again. I suppose in a mischievous sort of way I’m delighted at the idea of saying something that makes you do that. But at the same time, it’s pretty embarrassing to know I can get that kind of reaction from you with a simple and sincere request. I’d feel terribly embarrassed to have them in my mouth because it was my idea. Because of what it would mean to you. That I would want you’re your  taste and your smell so close to me. Maybe I’d have done it before, but this time you caught me. 
And it’s no less embarrassing just to have suggested it to you, Sir. 
Anyway, I thought I’d tell you that when I kneel I put a chair in front of me for my One True Master to sit in. I imagine my Master there. And when I play with myself for ten whole, agonizing minutes, I’ll not only imagine my Master watching me, but that my Master just caught me with his briefs in my mouth. The ones he wore yesterday. 
MASTERIUS
Masterius IMs Late Monday, 18 May
My wonderful, pleasing, delightful little slave, please don't be embarrassed because of my reaction. It's not that what you say is silly or anything. It just catches me by surprise and is cute as hell. I'm always grinning as I blot up my poor soaked, drowning keyboard. [image: image27.png]



Mmmmm... that's a lovely image. And my little slave should know that, all these nights, her Master has been sitting in his chair when it is time for his little slave's night-time kneeling ritual, picturing in his mind watching her quietly kneeling, just like the good, pleasing, obedient little slave she is.
From now on, though, I'll also have the exquisite image of her also playing with herself. Not because that feels good, and not because she wants to. But because that's her Master's Rule. [image: image28.png]



KENNA
Winry Posts Tuesday Afternoon, 19 May
Wow, last night and this morning were both awesome, Sir. I like having you watch. –grins-
I scream from that second one, though it actually feels like it wasn’t as bad as the first. I look back at him as he admires his handiwork. Two bright red stripes across my ass no doubt. He shudders with excitement, oh yeah, the look on his face says it all. He liked doing that. He likes how it looks. He’s staring at my ass and pussy. Then he puts the strap in his other hand, a sign he’s going to repeat the touching. I see his cock twitch and throb, I could do without the spanking for sure, but damn do I feel sexy. 
Lifting my hips that slight little bit, I meet his hand this time. My ass burns like fire, but his soft touch there is still not unwelcome. I find it soothing for him to touch me. Again his hand wanders around for a few seconds before it finds it’s way to my damp pussy. How it can be that way while I hurt so bad is a mystery, except that it’s his fault. His fingers tease me, taking me up. I’m torn between that feeling on the cross when he just teased me with the vibrator and the ending where he finally drove me nuts. I sure hope this isn’t just a tease for his fucktoy. 
I realize there are two more swats to go. Two more fiery stripes of pain across my ass. I’m also realizing as he takes me higher this time that after number three, we’ll go higher, and after number four… I don’t know. Will he cum? Will he let me? Will we both? I feel an intense tingle as I lie there hugging the horse, the smell of new leatherette filling my nostrils. 
When his hand pulls away again, I’m tingly and wet. I’m also steeled and ready for the third swat. I look back and see him smile. Holy fuck, how come that makes me excited? He loves the sight of me helpless, the look of apprehension on my face. His anticipation sears me like the strap even before  it cracks across my ass. Gritting my teeth, I can’t help but gasp, but at least I don’t scream. I look to his eyes and then his cock. Gawd, the sight of him watching me is incredible. I blink away tears so I can see him clearly.  
If I wasn’t gagged, I would still be speechless. There’s a tiny part of me that say I should scream at him in rage. Tell him to go away. This isn’t right. But, I spent the day alone and now he’s playing the fucktoy game with me. It doesn’t matter that I don’t like the rules. What matters is that I’m not alone. It matters that he’s making me feel incredibly sexy and desirable. 
I’m certain the third swat was delivered with less force than last night. Watching him swing and feeling the strap both tell me that he’s taking just a little off. I know I did right by getting on the horse quickly. If I hadn’t, perhaps he’d have forced me on and doubled the strapping and taken me anyway. Perhaps he’d have just left me alone. He sure hadn’t come down with dinner in hand like last night, so I’m not even sure that dinner is a guarantee. Maybe I’d rather he spent the time with me differently, but he’s spending time. Maybe I’m earning dinner. Shudder. 
This time I don’t lift my hips up. I don’t want to seem too eager. He’s got to know what he’s doing to me and how good it feels, but I don’t want to let on just how much I’m enjoying the feel of his finger as he does my clit even more this time. I mean, I get the idea that what a fucktoy doesn’t want doesn’t matter, but I’m still of the opinion that what a fucktoy does want might matter. If I want this, he might stop. And by now I don’t want him to stop. Just like I figured, he takes me even higher this time. It’s like I can almost feel the orgasm coming, but then he stops. He stops right where I knew he would. I’m wildly tingling, wet, panting, wriggling, and whimpering. My ass burns like it’s on fire, but it’s not the preeminent feeling in my body now. 
Hugging my horse and smelling the new leatherette, I realize he just made this. He made it for Kylie. He’d planned to chain her in place and spank her and take her. But, it’s me instead. He made it for her, but he’s giving me the first rides on it. 
There’s just one more swat between me and a climax. This time I consider lifting my ass up for the spanking. Let’s get it over with and get on to the finish. But then I don’t want to seem too eager and I don’t know if moving his target is all that good of an idea. It’s not that I’m eager, but it is inevitable and I want it over with. 
The fourth swat burns like the others, making me jump and gasp. I swear he made sure I was ready this time. Now I can see the look in his eyes and the hardness of his cock and know it’s time. Everything he’s done so far is for his arousal. 
Yet, he doesn’t take me right then and there. Oh no, no, no, he goes back to teasing me. It’s like being on the cross again, but with his fingers instead of the vibrator. With short breaks for sharp pain instead of insistent, constant arousal. And so I relax and let myself cum… except he stops. I was maybe two or three little circles of his fingers from cumming. Desperate, I look back at him. He’s leaving me hanging while he gets himself ready. 
Whether he intends it this way or not, the warning serves me well. Last night had been so unwanted, but he’s not just been teasing me with his fingers. He’s been teasing me with his cock. It’s been hard for the whole time. I’ve been entranced by the sight. I’ve known where it’s going for a long time now. If I wasn’t chained in place, I would hold still for him. It’s hard to describe except that I know I have to please him. Giving me all this warning lets me know that I want to please him. I know he doesn’t have to let me enjoy it. Oh yeah, I know from last night that my pleasure is not important to him. 
When I feel his cock press against me, I lift my hips that tiny bit again. He pushes in me. Faster than he did that little virgin he raped last night. Now he takes me like I’m a woman. It’s still a tight fit. I can hear and feel his pleasure as he slides in. It promises to complete my arousal, too. 
He’s slow about it. Which doesn’t do me much good. Slowly he goes in and out. I slide a little on the horse. Forward when he pushes in and back when he pulls out. I hadn’t noticed that last night, but clearly the force of his thrusts moves me forward and back. So, I discover that I can press my hips down and rub my clit against the padding between my legs. It’s just not quite enough. 
As he starts thrusting harder and faster, I rub faster, but just not harder. My juices have me sliding forward and back, gliding smoothly instead of pressing hard. The effect is just as insidious as the vibrator or his fingers. Tantalizingly driving me crazy with desire. The sounds of arousal that he makes only add to my desire. I feel so sexy, but I’m one ounce of pressure from cumming. 
I feel him cum inside me, filling me with liquid warmth as he did last night. The difference is incredible though as this time I want him in me. I want to feel him cum. Just that as he does, my hopes of cumming fade. He’s panting and slowly thrusting. Then he goes soft inside me. 
I seize the opportunity and bear down against the padding between my legs, rocking side to side and forward and back that little bit that the bondage allows me. In seconds I cum, humping against my horse, Giving him a show of my ass and pussy as they wriggle and grind in front of him. The pain has surrendered to the pleasure, joining it as a sensation. 
Then it’s my turn to relax, panting hard as I hug my horse. I look back at him with soft, begging eyes. a fucktoy wants him to hold her. And this fucktoy can’t help herself from telling him. Crap! I know it doesn’t matter.  He could do anything nice at the moment and I’d melt. Rub my ass. Hold me. Speak softly. 
KENNA


Winry’s Dad Emails Tuesday Evening, 19 May
Masterius
It’s hard to tell how many times she’s considered running away. The first time she actually did was at 5. She ran all the way to the next door neighbor’s house because we didn’t go out and buy Harry Potter and the Order of the Phoenix on the day it was released. She’d packed the essentials for a long stay (the first four books). She ran away two weeks after her mother died and came back on her own the next day. That was scary. Never did find out exactly where she went. I caught her trying to sneak out two years ago. That was over “silly rules for kids.” We had a major revamping of father-daughter roles and rules and she got put up to the 7th grade. BTW, put her to work in the kitchen. She’s been in charge of menus and cooking since then and she’s a darn good self-taught cook. 
The next year’s pictures are a little sparse. There’s one of her and her cousins that I’m not sending. Just want to keep them out of it.  The first one I’m sending is her on her tricycle. You’ll note the missing rear wheels. She took them off herself. It sat like that for two months before she figured out how to get them back on. The other one is obviously Christmas, just a simple one of her having the time of her life with the Christmas wrap. 
 Winry’s Dad
MASTERIUS
Masterius Posts Tuesday Afternoon, 19 May
--softly, a little purr to my voice-- Master likes watching his little slave. Ooooh yesss... how he loves to watch her!
My pulse was still pounding in my ears as I stood there harshly panting, thrumming from just cumming deep inside the fucktoy, when I was abruptly shocked and startled by her. I'd just starting going flaccid, still buried in her pussy, when she softly whined, a truly piteous sound... then started squirming. Serious squirmings, within the very limited range of motion the restraints permitted. 
Focused squirms, intended for one purpose, and one purpose only.
Little fucktoy had a singular goal that she pursued with a mindless primal fervor. And within seconds —seconds!— attained that goal.
In no little shock and awe I watched as she abruptly orgasmed, climaxing right in front of me while I still remained inside her, little naked and restrained body visibly, obviously humping the horse she lay straddled atop. Her little, strapped-glowing pert ass flexed and tightened as sleek slender hips rocked up and down, grinding her pussy against the top cushion. 
And then, just as abruptly, her tensed, corded little body slumped. She lay panting, as hard as if she'd just sprinted a quarter mile. And then she gazed back at me, eyes wide, almost all pupil, soft begging clear in their depths.
Well.
Well.
I felt my face crease in a lopsided smile as I lightly stroked her sides and back, the outside of her thighs, her flanks and sleek hips, as I remained standing behind her although, by now, my now-limp cock had finally slipped from inside her, unable to remain there due to the combination of her very tight pussy and her gymnastics. My expression was quite complex. A mix of several emotions. 
There was amusement. For I was amused. My little fucktoy appeared a bit of a slut, too, it seemed. At least where it came to seeking the culmination of her own personal pleasure. Amused as well, picturing her embarrassment, later, when she ruminated over things and realized just how hot and horny she must have appeared to me.
There was pleasure. For I was pleased, both at her and with her. Although mostly it was the pleasure of enjoying a fucktoy. Pleasure at a toy performing beyond my expectation, rather than enjoyment of her finding her own pleasure at my hands.
And there was approval. From beginning to end she couldn't have performed better. Everything she'd done —every action, reaction, motion; everything— was just what I wanted of, and from, her. Including being so greatly, so powerfully, aroused that she would have done virtually anything to ease that aching need. 
Granted, I hadn't exactly given her permission to cum. Then again I hadn't given her any instructions vis-à-vis that, so she was completely blameless... for once. 
And I was absolutely delighted that, even after a strapping like that had been (which, all things considered, hadn't been all that much) she had managed to remain aroused, and, even more so, hungered to cum.
I stood there for about five minutes, right behind her as if ready to rape her again, caressing and stroking, lightly gliding my hands over her. Finally I stepped back and turned towards the door. "Master will shortly be back," I softly rumbled before departing. I didn't need to tell her anything. I didn't need to apprise her of my intentions. But just as negative reinforcement had its uses, so did positive ones. And while I was going to continue being extremely chary about anything that might be taken as 'being soft', I didn't see where giving the fucktoy the small comfort of knowing her Master would be returning would be counterproductive.
Once upstairs in the kitchen, standing there as naked as she was, I checked the crock pot. I'd started a chicken stew this morning, slow cooking it, and it had finished cooking a couple of hours ago. I checked that the pot was still keeping it warm before heading upstairs to take a quick shower, now and then shivering in pleasure as I thought about the little fucktoy held captive below.
KENNA
Winry Posts Tuesday Evening, 19 May
I can mostly relax when he reaches out and touches me. His hands caress what he could reach of me. But only mostly relax because I have to be on guard against myself. One stupid word had gotten me into big trouble last night and I can’t let myself feel close to him. I can’t let the wonderful experience trick me into being any more than a fucktoy. I can’t let him be anything but my Master. Just at the moment he is being a kind Master who’s seen what I need and is doing it. If it doesn’t matter what a fucktoy wants, at least it does matter what she needs. Funny, I’m lying there with my ass on fire, but I feel warm and wonderful. He took me two different directions, beat my ass and loved my whole body. 
He didn’t need to tease me so close to the edge that I could easily cum practically at the same time as him. He hadn’t quite made sure that I did as he had on the cross, but he’d taken me where I could. That was way better than last night. 
I can’t say I’m surprised when he leaves me. Disappointed, yes, just not surprised. I’m getting the idea that he needs to keep reminding me I’m a fucktoy. He’ll leave me chained to the horse just because. I have to tell myself that’s fine. That’s the way it’s going to be. Besides, he did say he’ll be back and hopefully it will be with dinner. I just get to bask in the knowledge that I did good tonight. 
Yet, it doesn’t take long for the full impact of what just happened to sink in. As the warm and wonderful feeling fades, I think about yet another variation on the fucktoy game. Spanking and teasing at the same time. He’d actually made the spanking seem… well, not just tolerable, but more like part of the game. Well, so four swats and I cum. Acceptable? Yeah, an acceptable trade off. 
The first time I’d cum, he’d made me. I felt like it wasn’t my fault at all. I couldn’t stop his finger. The second time had been frustrating for him to tease me so long. I’d wanted it then, like a desperate need. Again his fault and again I couldn’t have stopped his mouth if I wanted to. This time he’d taken me up… but I’d done it myself. He had stopped. He hadn’t made me. He had teased me to desire, not desperation. He’d just led me up to it and I humped myself on my horse while he watched. I now think about the expression on his face when I looked back at him. A silly smile. A look of amusement. I’d entertained him. Hugging my horse, I just go limp. I hadn’t even seen it coming. I just want to die. Maybe he just won’t come back. Ever. Maybe I won’t have to face him. Put another fucktoy sticker on me. I just treated myself like one.
I turn my head to the other side of the horse and stare toward the back of the basement and I realize something. This is *the* first time I haven’t been staring at the door, waiting for him to come back. When I do hear the door open, I have to make an effort to turn to face it and then he’s several steps in before I do. I look at him feeling exhausted and defeated. 
Winry IMs Tuesday Evening, 19 May
Guess what? OK, I won’t make you guess. My braces came off today. Kewl. 
MASTERIUS
Masterius IMs and Posts Tuesday Evening, 19 May
Wow! They did? That is kewl! --smiles-- I bet you're really happy about that! As a matter of fact, so was I; braces might have caused some difficulties with some of the gags I would have wanted to use, but now I didn't have that worry. I bet you have a killer smile!
The shower had felt sinfully relaxing but I didn't linger. It was pretty much and in-and-out affair, just enough to clean off and rinse up. Toweling off I slipped into robe and slippers then headed back to the kitchen, fixed up what I needed, then stopped off at the dryer before going back downstairs.
Entering the dungeon I was padding over to the little fucktoy when I suddenly realized things were a bit different. She hadn't been anxiously staring at the door as she had been. And, when she finally did look my way, she had a very odd expression.
Draping her robe over the chair I continued towards her, stopping several feet away. I sat the small plastic pail and lidded cup down, carefully laid out the small cotton bath mat then sat a folded towel atop it. Padding over I stood behind her then gently eased the plug out of her bottom before walking over to the cabinets. I wiped the plug down with a Wet-Nap then disinfected it with a Clorox wipe before placing it back in its drawer then returned back to her. 
Reaching behind her head I unbuckled then eased out the gag, watching as thick, sticky, ropy strands of drool trickled down. I gazed at her a moment or two as I ungagged her then made a quick mental plan revision. So, instead of cleaning the gag right away I walked over, picked up the small, lidded cup and held the straw to her lips. As she sipped the cold apple juice I lightly stroked her hair.
Once she was finished with the juice I sat the cup down, then cleaned and disinfected the gag, storing it away.
After that I returned to her, releasing the cuffs from their securing rings, then helped her stand up. My gaze down to the top of the horse was intentionally exaggerated as I blatantly stared at the obvious glistening wet spot there. There was no way she could miss my staring at that, but my only reaction was a soft, pleased little smile.
Leading her over to the bath mat I had her stand atop it, moving the folded towel to one side first. Then I reached into the pail, picked up the soft sponge, squeezed it mostly out...
Then started sponge bathing her.
I took my time, as I was enjoying it. But I didn't overly dawdle, as I still hadn't eaten dinner yet. Starting at her collared throat I gently sponged downwards, and as I did I also gazed at her, admiring her figure. And not just her obvious 'attributes' either: I gazed at little fingers and toes, at small knees and elbows, just as intently as I did her little budding breasts and small nipples.
Once I was done sponging her down I took the towel and blotted her dry. Leading her over to the table and chair I took the robe, slipped it over her and loosely belted it in place before locking cuffed hands behind her. Guiding her down I softly rumbled "Kneel," then, once she was, I turned and left, leaving the door slightly ajar this time.
Once upstairs I ladled stew into a deep casserole dish, then broke a loaf of chibatta in half, sat that in a basket along with a small tub of butter, then added several napkins and two lidded cups, one of iced tea and one of milk, plus a tablespoon and butter knife. Picking up the dish and basket I headed back downstairs.
I was pleased —not surprised, mind you, all things considered, but pleased nonetheless— that the little fucktoy was exactly where I'd left her. Although when she caught the aroma of the stew her head twitched as she peeked up. Setting the items on the table I sat down, turned to the side and reached out, picking her up and perching her sideways across my lap.
Reaching in the basket I removed the two glasses, setting those out, then sat out the bread and butter, the spoon and knife. Dipping the spoon into the stew I held it to my lips, taking a cautious taste to check the temperature before eating it. I spooned up a second one, but that one I held to her mouth, watching, oh yes, watching indeed, a soft little smile on my face.
KENNA
Winry Posts Tuesday Evening, 19 May
He pulls the plug out. Hah, I’d forgotten it was there. Well, at least sort of. I’d accepted that it wasn’t going anywhere with or without my help. It’s there, but it isn’t on my mind. Getting ungagged, unchained, cleaned, fed and watered are. I haven’t figured out the point of the butt plug except that it pleases him to stick something too big up my butt. Now if he wiggled it a little on the way in, it might have a point, but he just sticks it in and pulls it out once. I sure don’t see how it can be pleasing or anything short of totally gross for him to pull it out. OK, so I’ve read stories where a guy has a nail in his head and didn’t know it. I had a torpedo up my ass and let it slide. 
After he cleans the plug, he then does proceed to ungag me and give me a drink, which I suck down pretty fast. You know, you set a bowl of water down for a dog and leave it there for him to drink. When he gives me the straw for the juice, I don’t know how long before he pulls it away. I have never gotten to drink all I wanted since I got here. This time I’m surprised he lets me finish the whole thing. It still isn’t enough. 
Once he unchains me and gets me up, I follow his gaze to the slick surface of the horse, the scene of my latest embarrassment. He smiles at me, acknowledging that I’m a good little fucktoy. Wind me up and watch me. I even almost agree with him, but I look away, too embarrassed to say or do anything about it. 
I liked the bath upstairs and I hadn’t tried to run when he gave it to me. So, it hurts that all he manages tonight is a sponge bath. I want so bad to prove I can obey, but he’s not really giving me chances. And calling him honey just doesn’t compare to all the other things I could have done and didn’t. It wasn’t so much as being defiant and disobedient as just plain stupid. I was trying to be cute and, heck, how much does he have to beat me down before he decides I learned my lesson? 
So, I just assume the sponge bath is yet another one of his ‘I own you’ shows. His hands and his eyes go all over my body. His body, I suppose. That’s the way he treats me anyway. Like every inch of me and even every thought in my head belongs to him. 
Left kneeling and just cuffed, I don’t miss that he leaves the door ajar. I figure he’s testing me. He hasn’t made any mistakes yet and since I still don’t know the way out, for all I know he could have another door along the way. He’s probably in sight of the stairs. And, I just couldn’t take being in his doghouse again. Not right now. So, I kneel obediently and patiently waiting for him. Not that I’ve got much patience, but then he’s not gone that long either. 
I smile a sincere smile as he returns with dinner. I’m starving. So far I haven’t ventured a word. Not a word since he came home from school. I’d let my scratching speak for me and then he gagged me. As he holds a spoonful of stew up to my mouth I say, “Thank you, Master.” Then I take the bite. “It’s delicious, Master.” 
There’s nothing else worth saying. I’ve been burned once and I figure each word is a big risk. So I eat in silence, savoring the taste because it really is good. He hasn’t actually said I shouldn’t talk. I’d like to make conversation, but it just doesn’t seem like a fucktoy makes conversation. That’s not what I’m for, is it? It kills me to stay quiet. It’s just not me to keep my mouth shut and I can’t imagine that my life will be as a mute for the rest of my life, allowed to say polite little things like thank you, yes, no, and it’s delicious. I figure that asking if I did good is wrong because I’d be looking for his approval and I don’t matter. So once the food and drink is gone, I say, “A fucktoy tried very hard to please her master.” I make sure it comes out a just a statement of fact, not like I’m looking for an answer or praise or anything. I don’t even look up at him as I say it. 
Not a killer smile at the moment. –drools- 
At least the sponge ball doesn’t catch on anything. 
MASTERIUS
Masterius IMs and Posts Tuesday Evening, 19 May
--chuckles-- No, probably not right at this very moment, no. 
And now that Master doesn't have to worry about braces, perhaps it's time I started looking at getting my little slave some other gags. Real ones. Not that the ones my little slave has been experiencing aren't real but, you know.
There's this nice little one I'm sure you'd love. It'll make you slobber and drool like a Saint Bernard. [image: image29.png]



“A fucktoy tried very hard to please her master.”
Sitting the spoon down in the now-empty dish I gazed down at her. Between the two of us we'd cleaned the dish spotless, especially since I'd used some of the bread to sop up the last of the broth. The bread was gone as well, nothing but crumbs remaining. She looked quite replete this time, having eaten her fill for once. Smiling I lightly rubbed her tummy under the robe, and was pretty sure I could feel how full she was.
"A little fucktoy didn't try," I softly rumbled as I shifted her until she sat facing me, little legs draped off the sides of my thighs as she straddled me. A look of fleeting dismay and panic flashed across her face at that. "She succeeded," I finished, gazing into her deep brown eyes. Reaching out I gently ran my fingers through her pretty auburn hair. And it was pretty; utterly gorgeous and silky. Although after a couple of days it did need brushing and, if I didn't take her upstairs soon, would also need shampooing and conditioning.
In actual fact I found it even more appealing than my Kylie's hair. Oh, don't get me wrong; I loved Kylie's pretty blonde hair. But my little fucktoy's was a very appealing, quite stunning auburn with absolutely delightful shadings to it. It was also a bit longer than Kylie's, although only reaching her shoulders, and the sudden mental image I had of her hair tumbling down to her mid-back was utterly amazing.
And, unlike my Kylie, she had a spattering of soft gold freckles, which I was sure she despised (I'd never met a little or young girl that liked having freckles) but that I found enchanting. 
"I think I'll have your hair grow out longer," I murmured while playing with a lock. "Why haven't you let it grow longer?" I asked her. Then bit back a smile at her expression. Obviously she wasn't expecting us to converse. 
I hadn't been, precisely, planning on that either. But I'd been constantly, with good reason, altering my plans the last couple of days. I would be very careful not to go 'soft' with her again any time soon. But simply relaxing with her after dinner I didn't consider being 'soft'. It was, in a way, like relaxing with a good book, or getting comfy in a recliner and listening to music.
It could also, I suppose, seem to her like someone relaxing in a comfortable chair with their favorite pet on their lap. There would be times, of course, when that's exactly what a time like this would be. But it wasn't that way tonight. It was still my fucktoy perched on my lap, yes, but the lambent gleam to my eyes showed the awareness I was holding, and cuddling a bit, a person and not a pure, one-hundred percent object. 
At the same time I did want to talk with her for a bit, instead of simply commanding her. I did have a bit of concern that she might take that as my being 'soft' again. If so, I'd correct her of that notion rather quickly. I was also a bit troubled she might take my relaxing with her, this cuddling and chatting, as a reward for her (very) recent behavior and performance. And again, if I started thinking that I'd quickly —and pointedly— disabuse her of that impression.
So very softly I traced her lips with the tip of a finger, then brushed the backs of knuckles across her cheeks. "You may, for now, speak freely," I murmured. "Master will not hold anything a fucktoy says against her. And as long as she speaks politely," I cautioned, "you don't have to fear being punished. But when I touch your lips like this," I explained, holding a finger to her lips in the age-old 'Shhh!' gesture, "she is to immediately cease speaking. And I do mean immediately. Understand?"
KENNA
Winry Posts Tuesday Night, 19 May
How attractive. 
I don’t get that. Why on earth would he want me to drool like a Saint Bernard? I mean I do get the idea that he likes me helpless, but the image is just gross. 
As soon as I speak, he looks down at me with a pleasant look on his face. He rubs my belly with the familiarity of three days of having me naked and owned. Three days ago I would have shied away from having my teacher rub my bare belly, but by now his hands and other body parts have been everywhere. My belly is a nice safe place for him to touch right after dinner that shows his ownership. 
When he tells me I succeeded, I feel a rush of warmth at the praise. I was *not* fishing for that. Oh, no way, would I dare get that presumptuous right now. That just makes it better that he says I succeeded. I look up into his powerful gray eyes and can recall the crush I had on him. He’s so handsome and right now he’s being gentle and caring. This is more like what I want, but I’ve also had a taste of what happens when I confuse nice with soft. I haven’t quite figured out his moods. He swings to extremes so quickly with no in-between. So now he’s in the nice extreme and with a word I can change that. So, I’m very careful. 
Though I don’t like having him run his fingers through my hair, I don’t object. I mean it feels nice and I like him when he’s like this. What I don’t like about it is that it reminds me of the tangles and knots that are forming after three days of no brushing. He doesn’t seem to mind or even notice, but they’re there. Taking his attention to my hair as a compliment, I decide if he likes it then that’s all that matters.  I remember a promise of a hairbrush, but if he was so eager to promise that I figure it’s for his own benefit. He wants me to take care of my hair. I can do that. I can make myself pretty for him. Oh, I see, he wants my hair longer. I’d been afraid he’d want to cut it like Kylie’s. 
I give him a soft smile, glad at the chance to talk to him. Yesterday I’d had an ulterior motive. Today I just want to spend time with him and talking is a preferred way for me. Sitting on his lap is way better than other positions he’s had for me over the past three days. Then he gives me the rules for talking. I can talk politely and have to stop when he stops me. OK. 
“Yes, master, I understand,” I tell him. “My mom doesn’t like my hair to get longer because it takes too long to dry after a shower.” I shrug. “But if you want it longer, that’s good. I can brush it every day to keep it nice for you.” If I had a hairbrush, of course. “If that’s what my Master likes, then I like it, too.” OK, so the last part is a little bit of a test. It gets a little smile from him, but behind it I know he knows I don’t really mean it. 
But, I do take the chance to say what’s been on my mind since the spanking last night. “My Master was nice to his fucktoy yesterday and I… she misunderstood. I… ummm… I guess she thought you being nice meant she wasn’t a slave anymore. At least I hoped that. My Master was mad that I called him something besides Master, but I won’t forget I’m his slave ever again.” That’s was true for sure. “My Master can be nice and a fucktoy won’t disobey again.” Well, that’s true as far as I can see it, but he raises his eyebrows in question. “At least I’ll try,” I add. “Hard.” I pause for a second. “Anyway, what I mean is that my Master doesn’t *have* to be mean for his fucktoy to behave.” Jeez, that sounds like I’m giving him permission to be nice and I’m digging myself a hole already. “I mean, my Master will do what he wants and his fucktoy will behave.”
Quick change of subject before I get myself in trouble. “So, my day was kind of boring. How was yours, Master?” 
MASTERIUS
Masterius Posts Tuesday Night, 19 May
No, it's not attractive at all little slave. What it is —at least for me— is extremely exciting and erotic. That turns me on very much.
Don't ask me to explain that because I can't. It just is, and it just does. If I had to try explaining it, I'd say it's partly that I like knowing how embarrassing that is for you to helplessly drool, and seeing that embarrassment. And partly it's watching you struggle —and fail— to not drool, or at best struggle to minimize how much drips onto you. And partly I like seeing you drool.
Again, don't ask me to explain that. It just is. I am sorry if that's something you really dislike, or find disgusting. However, I'm not sorry enough to stop having that happen to my little slave.
"If that’s what my Master likes, then I like it, too."
Ok, now I know she isn't being sincere. But, as I'd told her before, there were lies, and lies, and then there were lies. This was definitely of the latter sort: a polite and respectful little 'white lie'. 
It would have been different, of course, if I had directly asked if she liked, or wanted, her hair longer. Then I would have been requiring an honest, direct answer.
"So, my day was kind of boring. How was yours, Master?"
I smothered a grin at the quick change of subject. She was struggling so hard to stay within the lines this time. 
"I can see where a little fucktoy might have misunderstood," I softly rumbled, not letting her 'off the hook' quite yet. "Hopefully Master has expressed his... displeasure... at a fucktoy's presumptuousness sufficiently to prevent a repeat occurrence."
I had no doubt that I had, especially considering her halting, fumbled speech.
"And all I ask —for now— is that a fucktoy try very hard. Master doesn't expect miracles. He doesn't expect a fucktoy to never goof, never make a mistake," I quietly explained, sounding very much like the teacher of old rather than her stern, forbidding Master. "That would be quite cruel and unreasonable of me to demand that of a fucktoy."
"And, no, I don't have to 'be mean'. Just to make a fucktoy behave, that is. If that's what it takes that's what will happen, of course. But sometimes I'll do things –like tonight— simply because I enjoy them. Because doing them excites and turns me on. And because I can, of course."
"By the same token, sometimes I'll do 'nice things', too. And, again, I'll do those because I'll enjoy them, And because I choose to do them."
I gazed at her a bit more firmly then. "They won't be because a fucktoy 'deserves' them, or has 'earned' them. Don't ever make that mistake. Master will do what he does, when he does, how he does, for no other reason than it pleases him to do them. Most times if a fucktoy also finds pleasure in those nice things," and my gaze flickered to the spanking horse, a little smile curved my lips as I recalled the glistening smear of her arousal there, "that will be incidental. A side benefit."
Returning my gaze to her I continued, "And other times, yes, Master might very well do something expressly to make a little fucktoy feel good. Feel nice. Feel pampered and special. Don't expect that any time soon, however."
Reaching out I played with her hair some more. "A little fucktoy definitely needs a hairbrush, yes. And probably other things to care for herself. What types and sorts of things would a little fucktoy need to care for herself? In addition to, that is, just the hairbrush and toothbrush she'd hoped to earn some day?"
KENNA
Winry Posts Tuesday Night, 19 May
OK, so he didn’t go for the change of subject, but I’d thought I was digging myself a hole and it appears I wasn’t. I’m relieved that he isn’t angry as he gets back to the original subject… a Master and his fucktoy. I nod with a nervous smile as he says I’m allowed mistakes. Nervous because I don’t believe him. I still think calling him honey was a little mistake that he went berserk over. The message I take from his little “cruel and unreasonable” remark is that he’ll decide what mistakes warrant severe punishment, so I won’t make any. Let’s see, so far one mistake and two nights of cruel and unreasonable. Not a great record to back up his line about expecting a fucktoy will goof sometimes. 
I know I have a sick look on my face as he implies tonight wasn’t mean, cruel, or unreasonable. He did it just for fun? Because he could? How sick is that? How screwed am I? I shift on his lap, suddenly more aware of the burn lingering in my bottom. 
Being naked on his lap (and no I don’t count the open robe as clothes) with my hands cuffed behind me, I feel so very vulnerable as he describes the things he might do. He’s vague enough that I have to imagine nice and mean things beyond what I’ve already seen. I have to imagine more games he’ll play with his fucktoy. And my foremost thought is that I can’t stop him from doing anything he wants. I don’t have to deserve mean and I can’t earn nice. He’ll just be arbitrary. Though it is clear that my bad behavior will get cruel and unreasonable treatment. 
I want to ask him more questions about earning things because I don’t understand the part about not being able to earn good treatment. That’s different than last night when I did earn some things. Some of which I haven’t seen yet, but now he says I can’t earn things? Hmmm. I’d like to ask, but he changes the subject and while he can ignore my question about his day, I don’t think I can ignore his question about what I need. 
“Master, a fucktoy needs a hairbrush and toothbrush. And toothpaste, of course. A comb would help, too. I’ll need a manicure set and razor and shaving cream, just for under my arms for now. Ummm… a basin of water, soap, and a towel so I can wash before you get home… and a clock to know when. And deodorant. A fucktoy should shower or bathe and wash her hair at least every other day. If my Master likes, he could give a fucktoy ribbons, makeup, and perfume. Oh, and I’ll need tampons and pads in about a week… though maybe not now.” After all, he did cum inside me two nights in a row. I look at him guiltily, like it’s my fault. What happens nine months from now when his little fucktoy has a baby flashes through my mind. 
I really don’t want you to stop gagging me either. I know how much you like it, Sir. You don’t need to explain. 
I’ll be getting off now, Sir. Back on IM in a bit. 
MASTERIUS
Masterius Posts Tuesday Night, 19 May
OK my little slave. Master will be here and waiting for you. --smiles--
She got the most peculiar, almost lost looking, expression, when I explained about nice things and punishments. So while I listened to her rattle off her grooming 'wish list' I ruminated upon what I'd said.
"OK, that's a pretty reasonable list," I said. "Before we talk more about that I want to explain something in further detail." I sounded very much like I did when I was trying to clarify a complex problem in class to a student struggling with a concept.
"If you got every question right on an exam," I began, "You deserve an A. You've earned that grade. It's guaranteed. If you're babysitting at five dollars an hour and babysit for four hours, you've earned twenty dollars. It's not a choice how much you get paid, you've earned that amount."
"A fucktoy can't expect to get something just because she did something. It's up to her Master to decide that. It's not like going 'If I do a really good job sucking Master's cock I will get to sleep on the cot from now on'. That's not how it works. But at the same time, when a fucktoy is obedient, when she tries very hard, when she does a really good job, when she's pleasing, yes, that does matter. Master is aware of that, trust me."
"Although obedience and pleasing behavior doesn't guarantee something, while that doesn't mean a fucktoy should expect something in return, Master is much more likely to grant his little fucktoy additional privileges when she's been pleasing and obedient. Don't feel that it's hopeless; that no matter how good you are that means nothing. Or think all that means is you aren't risking punishment."
"While a fucktoy can't, precisely, earn anything, she can work towards being allowed things. Permitted privileges. OK?"
Then I again considered the items she'd just mentioned, and I felt my face grow alarmingly frozen as her last words truly registered.
"Oh, and I’ll need tampons and pads in about a week… though maybe not now.”
I blinked, felt my eyes grow round and wide. Sweet Jesus, she was already menstruating? I suppose that shouldn't really have surprised me, considering she already had visible breasts, albeit small ones. But I hadn't really considered all the ramifications of keeping her... nor, for that matter, my Kylie. Things like tampons and pads. PMS. Puberty, for that matter, and the hormonal insanity that came with that.
My eyes grew even rounder as I continued down that path, helpfully guided there by those last four words.
"… though maybe not now.”
Pregnancy.
Sweet Jesus, just what did one do for birth control for a thirteen year old? Other than abstinence —which sure as Hell wasn't gonna happen; no way, no how— or condoms, which wasn't really something I wanted to consider as an option if I could avoid it. Not that I had anything against condoms, per se. I'd certainly used them before, and didn't, for the most part, mind them. But, at the risk of sounding haughty, having to use condoms for my fucktoy would, ah, 'crimp' certain aspects of that style. I wanted to be able to fuck her whenever I wanted, and having to stop in mid-play to go hunt up a rubber wasn't feeling all that spiffy.
Well, that still left her mouth and ass available, of course, neither of which required dealing with possible fertility issues. I just hope I could get case lots of condoms reasonably affordable.
Grasping sleek hips I eased her off my lap and up onto her feet then stood up. Gently taking her upper arm I guided her over to one of the cabinets along the left wall near the cell cage. "I'll put your supplies here," I said. "Master will be getting his little fucktoy a hairbrush and toothbrush. And no," I said, smiling down at her, "that's not 'costing' you anything. As for the rest, I'll pick up most of them by this weekend. Toothpaste. Several combs and brushes. A pretty decent manicure set; it will please me should a little fucktoy take especial care of her nails. As for the razor and shaving cream, is there a particular brand or style you prefer? And I think some makeup might be nice at times. So would perfume."
She'd also mentioned ribbons, but I was picturing more along the lines of bangles: thumb and toe rings, little bracelets, anklets and armlets. Those would be for the future, of course, assuming she ever managed to climb higher than just a fucktoy.
"How about body and hand lotion?" I inquired as I guided her further to the left before stopping. First I removed a chain leash, clipping it to the front of her collar, then removed a black leather blindfold, the inside lined with fleece. Slipping it over her eyes I buckled it behind her head. "I'll continue this with you in a bit," I said as I lifted her up in my arms, her front against mine, my arms under her bottom, holding her secure.
KENNA
Winry IMs Tuesday Night, 19 May
Back, Sir. And ready for bed. I’ll just have to do my kneeling and then get tied in a few minutes. 
I did drool tonight, Sir. What kind of gag makes me drool like a Saint Bernard? Are you really sending me one?
Sir, I was thinking that maybe what would be nice would be to have a T-shirt of yours that you wore. If it’s OK with you, I could sleep with it. I think that would be special. Not like your briefs –grins-. I could have your T-shirt every night. 
MASTERIUS
Masterius IMs Tuesday Night, 19 May
I wish I could be tucking my little slave in to bed. --smiles-- Well, tying and tucking, that is. --winks--
Have you ever seen a whiffle ball? It's a small, hollow, perforated plastic ball. One of the gags that would make my little slave drool like a leaky faucet has a ball just like that. There are a couple of other kinds that work just as nicely.
And yes, at some point Master will be sending his little slave one. Hopefully before summer camp. But, if not before, then certainly afterwards.
I think that would be nice, too. --smiles-- I'll be sending you one and you'll have it by this weekend.
Actually I thought that idea was dog gone sweet, and was quite touched by her request. Extremely touched, in fact.
Awwwww... you don't think Master's briefs are special? --grins-- Not even the jaguar-print bikini ones?
KENNA
Winry IMs Tuesday, 19 May
Master’s briefs are special… hmmm, jaguar print? For special occasions. Master’s T-shirt is for every day. 
Good night. 
Winry Posts Wednesday, 20 May
In the morning, I’m awakened by a spanking. I’d actually been looking forward to a foot tickle again especially since this week it’s followed immediately by 10 minutes of teasing ending in some very satisfying scratching. But I don’t have a say in how I wake up. I haven’t managed to figure out a way to tell my Master how much I like the foot tickles without telling dad at the same time. I could go to the library and IM him, but I’d said that was a one time thing. 
After school I have to crank on some homework. I’ve got a paper due on Friday and it’s down to the final editing. That means no RP for the afternoon. After dinner, I get tied up the usual way, naked and up on my toes in my custom made RP area. I’ve got a sponge ball in my mouth and I have dad tape it in with my mouth open for better drooling. Dad rolls his eyes and puts a towel under me and I blush like crazy. OK, he’s read the IMs I shared with Masterius yesterday and so now he knows I’m doing this just for my Master. I sure wish there was a way to do this without the middle man. Drat. 
Just the old sponge ball, Sir, but I’m fixed up for better drooling. Enjoy yourself. 
He starts in again about privileges and punishment. It’s pretty much blah, blah, blah. I mean pointless. He’s already made the key point. He does what he wants when he wants regardless of anything. He just strapped me and raped me for fun. So, I hear him trying to explain with words like “doesn’t guarantee” and console me with words like “much more likely.” Come on! I do my best and all I get is much more likely. So yeah, his little speech is blah, blah, blah. His speech is trumped by cruel, unreasonable, strapping, raping, and just because he can. 
"While a fucktoy can't, precisely, earn anything, she can work towards being allowed things. Permitted privileges. OK?"
“Yes, Master,” I nod. Sure, I get it, so drop it. I can do everything perfect and my Master *might* grant me privileges. I could be the perfect little fucktoy and one day he comes down and says, “I feel like strapping my fucktoy. Hop up so I can get my rocks off on your screams.” It’s not hopeless? Sure, not hopeless, but not hopeful either. The best I can look forward to is that I’ll get used to shitty treatment. 
But right after he says that, I see the light finally go on in his eyes about my period. I don’t react at all, but the look he has gives me no small satisfaction. If it makes him uncomfortable to think about me being pregnant, well, it’s like a little bit of revenge. He brought it on himself. I have a moment to think about little Eric Jr. and what it means that my Master will be the father of my child. There would be whole months when he’d *have* to take better care of me. 
Then he slides me off his lap, stands, and leads me to the cabinets. Shit, nothing good has come out of those ever. I’m relieved that he just wants to talk about supplies. And his comments about ‘not costing me anything’? I get mixed signals from him. I can’t earn anything, but he can make me pay? Just not this time. How nice of him. So yeah, blah, blah, blah, Master decides everything. Fucktoy is fucked.  Shit, one of the fucktoy games is fucking with fucktoy’s mind. 
So I answer his questions, “Shiseido razors, Skintimate shaving lotion, Crest toothpaste, yes, body and hand lotion would be nice. Master asked what a fucktoy needs. I can make a list of things a fucktoy doesn’t need, but could use to be prettier for her Master.” 
He didn’t say anything about the soap and water. Or the clock. Though, the clock has many uses that would make my life in the basement better. It’s why I put it farther up the list. I don’t expect it right away and I just slipped in that suggestion on the outside chance he’d see the logic without considering how important the clock is to me in other ways. 
Then, abrupt change of subject as he puts a blindfold on me. Cool, I figure this means we’re going upstairs and I’m just not allowed to see the way out. When he picks me up, I’d like to put my arms around his neck for extra security, but that’s not gonna happen. Best I can do is lean into him and put my head on his shoulder. “Master, please don’t trip on my robe,” I say, frightened over what that would mean on the stairs. He might like me helpless, but it scares me. 
Sorry, I was busy this afternoon, Sir. Have a term paper due soon. Finals coming up, too, so I might have to take extra time to study. 
KENNA
Winry’s Dad Emails Wednesday, 20 May
Masterius
I think it would be good to meet you for lunch before the actual event. I’m planning on this Thursday after tying Winry telling her that I’m running to the store for a few minutes. Then on the Thursday in question I’ll do the same. This way my absence won’t be unusual. 
I’ve obtained a prepaid cell phone. You can reach me at 310-555-3412 when you arrive in town to arrange lunch. Let me know the day and I’ll plan to take it off. 
Here’s the next round of pictures. These are the three year old pictures. The first is at the beach, one piece suit instead of leopard skin bikini. That’s the longest her hair ever got. The next picture is the next day. She did the haircut. Sigh. The third picture is her at Halloween. We had a thought to dress her like an angel, but the devil costume seemed more apropos. I say that with tongue in cheek. She was difficult, but not that bad. The fourth one is her making a snow angel (to make up for the devil picture I suppose).  
Winry’s Dad 
MASTERIUS
Masterius IMs Tuesday, 19 May
Good night, and sweet dreams. --smiles-- And little slave?...
I waited a couple of seconds, then sent:
--softly-- Master loves you very, very much. --even softer-- And I wish, oh how I wish, that you were with me.
Masterius IMs and Posts Wednesday, 20 May
I got up quite early this morning and, after a quick shave-and-shower, got dressed. This time, however, I wore a white cotton T-shirt underneath my outer one. And, for a change, I splashed on a bit of my favorite aftershave. Not too much, just a touch. I usually didn't wear aftershave or cologne except on special occasions, but, well, this was sort of a special occasion.
As I drove to Greater Cumberland Regional Airport I kept a close eye on things, much closer than I ever had. This would be, after all, the route I'd take (just in reverse) when I brought my little slave home and I wanted to make sure there'd be no problems. It took just over forty-five minutes driving at the speed limit and taking my time, which wasn't all that terrible a drive. I counted the traffic lights (six) and timed how long they were (four minutes total). 
On the way there I had to smile as a thought popped into my head. My little slave had mentioned wanting to learn to fly. Wait'll she found out I was a licensed pilot! Then I did chuckle, a deep rolling one. Especially the way she'd find out I was a pilot!
Before stopping at Greater Cumberland I pulled into Manny and Joe's Flight School. I spoke to Manny, one of the owners, informing him that I'd need my aircraft from June first probably through June sixth. While I was there I checked the minor and major maintenance logs, pleased to find out she'd just gone through a regularly-scheduled major maintenance this past month, passing with flying (no pun intended) colors. 
Then it was off to Greater Cumberland where I inspected my baby, both outside and inside, then filed an IFR flight plan with ATC. I scheduled (and pre-paid) refueling for her, so she'd already have topped-off tanks beforehand, then called and pre-arranged refueling at my intermediate stops. 
About three hours later I departed Greater Cumberland and headed back towards town. I stopped off at Joe "Crackers" Bloodsworth, a very elderly, semi-retired cobbler. He'd had a bit of a reputation for being absent-minded and a bit of a eccentric crackpot for most of his life —hence his nickname— and now that he was in his mid-eighties, well...
But he was still sharp as a tack when it came to his work. He might not remember much, if anything, about it, true. But as long as he was focused on the actual job itself he was pure genius. I'd had him make several things for me in the past, primarily custom-fitted ballet boots, so I knew he could make what I wanted. I also knew he'd notice the size... then promptly forget anything about that save focusing on making the items.
We chatted for a bit; well, mostly he rambled and I listened, while enduring several cups of absolutely hideous, dreadful coffee, then handed him the foot sketches of Winry's. He commented on the size ("What's this for, some sorta shrimp or dwarf?") then grunted as I told him what I wanted: one pair of those special boots (which were the ballet ones), one pair of sandals (which I had a certain, particular design) and one pair of strappy, black, patent leather, three-inch high heels. I gave him the buckles I wanted for the heels (which were nickel-plated lockable buckles) then chatted with him for a bit before leaving.
Then it was off to do some shopping. First I stopped off at several different stores, purchasing several styles of brushes and combs, a toothbrush and toothpaste, as well as different liquid soaps, shampoos, conditioners and a detangling spray, and hand, body and facial lotions. The ones that came scented (like the soaps, shampoos, conditioners and lotions) I chose scents that I preferred. When it came to, ah, the more 'intimate' feminine needs, I decided I'd wait for her arrival and find out then what, if any, preferences she had.
Next it was off to another store, a more 'specialty' one. I told them I was shopping for my twelve-year-old niece, and was looking for a reasonable starter cosmetic kit. I'd never shopped for a young girl before, and I was woefully unprepared. And I didn't bother hiding that 'lost Uncle' look either. The clerk kindly smiled and took me in hand.
Shortly thereafter I had a basic selection of cosmetics suitable (or so I was told) for a young girl. As it did include pre-foundation primer, powder foundation and memory foundation, which was on the inventory Winry had emailed me (and which I had printed out the makeup and toiletries section as reference) I felt (relatively) confident this was sufficient. I did select some blushes (as Winry had mentioned those) but, having no little familiarity with the female gender, I was very aware that cosmetics were both a very personal choice, and was a very selective choice. Makeup really did (if properly done) require matching to one's complexion and skin condition. So the blushes I chose were more of a wider, general selection. Besides, to be completely honest, I preferred little to no makeup anyway.
I added a fairly top-of-the-line manicure and pedicure set. Some of the items in them, I was sure, she wouldn't need. For instance, I highly doubted she worried about hard, thick heel callous. But I did like well-manicured nails. I selected some nail polish as well; mostly clear gloss but two that were a very faint shell pink, one of them a bit iridescent. I wasn't a big fan of nail polish, especially toenail polish, which is why I selected only the things I liked. But I did like lip gloss (not so much lipstick, true, but lip gloss was another matter entirely) and selected quite a variety of them.
Finally I bought two fragrances: Aura (since she'd mentioned that and, upon testing the scent, I liked that, too) and White Diamonds.
Then it was off to Cumberland, to another specialty shop there.
In addition to sports (of course) being wildly popular, there were two other 'sports' that were just as passionately embraced: cheerleading and dance. I knew of several extremely nice outfit shops that catered exclusively to those venues, and had, in the past, bought a couple of outfits from there. I spent a couple of hours happily browsing, finally leaving with four different ones. They were all variations of 'harem girl', and I was astonished at just how, well, sexy, the damn things were. Especially since they were created (and sized) for nine to thirteen year olds!
By then it was mid-afternoon. I stopped off at Denny's for a quick late lunch, and then headed to the post office. Once there, before I got out of my car I unbuttoned then took off my shirt then peeled off my T-shirt before putting my outer shirt back on. Carefully folding the T-shirt up I slipped it into a Ziploc freezer bag then tightly sealed it before heading into the post office. 
Ten minutes later I was headed back home, having overnighted the padded envelope package I'd placed the T-shirt in. I was careful to print as the return address the same PO Box address as the delivery one. I wondered if my little slave was hoping I'd forget and print my own home address on that. Ever since her dad mentioned 'running away' I was very careful and aware about giving her any hints about where I might live. Otherwise I might find her on my doorstep!
Not that that was a bad thought to picture, but I'd much rather kidnap her. Not to mention I'd be worried sick if she actually had run away and knew she was likely trying to head cross continent on her own.
Finally I arrived home. Later tonight I'd order that whiffle gag and send that to her as well. But, for now, it was unpacking and storing away the supplies and outfits I'd just bought for my little slave.
Once that was done I sat down at my pc and logged onto both LB and messenger, finding both a post and two IMs once I had.
Fixed up for better drooling? --purrs, eyes smoldering and gleam--
It's ok little one. I've told you before how I feel about your education, schooling and grades. Those have to come first, even above my wants and me. What I do require of you is honesty regarding needing time. Not that I don't think you are honest, or think that you might not be with me. I just need you to tell me when you need time, is all. I won't be upset, promise. 
"I'll give you paper and pencil; make a list, yes. Both of what you've just told me, and of what you could use to be prettier for your Master." Intently gazing down at her I rumbled, "Whatever those things are they must be magical; I really don't see how anything could make you prettier."
Picking her up I started walking. I'd just taken the first step up the stairs when I felt her tense, then heard her speak in a soft, frightened tone, “Master, please don’t trip on my robe."
Pausing I held her very close. Turning my head a bit I softly kissed her cheek, just in front of a little ear, then murmured in a very odd, almost fierce, protective tone, "Don't be scared. Master will never, ever, drop you. I promise." Then I paused again, holding her tighter, before murmuring more softly, "I'm just taking my little fucktoy upstairs for a bath. That's all. I, ah, realize I just got done telling you about earning and things but, honestly, Master is very impressed with his little fucktoy today. It's obvious she put quite some thought into how best to show me her sincerity regarding being sorry." Carefully heading up the stairs I continued upwards, holding her quite close and secure. "Yes, I'm quite impressed. And very pleased, too."
Once in the living room —having first closed the secret door behind us— I carefully stood her on her feet then removed the blindfold. Taking the leather looped handle of the leash I started leading her through the living room then up the wide wooden stairs leading to the second floor. Once upstairs I led her into the Master (no pun intended) bedroom then into the Master bathroom. The last time I had her up for a bath I'd used the guest bathroom. This time, however, I wanted to enjoy the amenities of my bathroom.
For one thing, it was substantially bigger, twice the size of the guest bathroom. For another, the tub was a lot larger, too, easily big enough for two people, and certainly big enough for even me to stretch fully out. It was a shower/tub, but instead of shower curtains it had glass shower doors. There was also a corner, full-body shower, heated towel bar racks, and a host of other 'creature comforts'.
Looping her leash through a hook on the wall —it looked like a hook one might pass a towel through, and indeed could be used for that— then placed the removed blindfold on the vanity counter. Turning on the taps I let the temperature stabilize before starting to fill the tub, adding some bubble bath to the rising water. Yes, I used bubble bath; the water here was mineral-heavy and quite hard, and using that helped cut down on bathtub rings.
Sliding my robe off I hung it up, standing there fully nude, then turned and faced her, unlocking the cuffs and removing them, setting them on the vanity, one by one, next to the blindfold. I did not, however, unlock and remove the collar. Slipping her robe off I hung that up, too, and then unclipped the leash from her collar. 
I was quickly growing hard again, just not the intense, jutting hardness of before. Instead it was, ah, 'half-mast', but still visibly pulsing.
Gesturing to the tub I motioned for her to step inside, a soft smile on my face, my eyes softly smoldering.
Masterius emails Winry's dad, Wednesday, 20 May
I'd no sooner posted when I received an email from her dad. Opening it I saw that, not only did I have the expected —and eagerly anticipated— photos, but more.
Ah... from that one look, I think we can safely rule out barber or stylist as future career choices. ; )
That is an excellent idea. She's very sharp, and anything out of the ordinary is going to catch her attention. Having left her once like that, yes, will (hopefully) prevent arousing her suspicions when you do it a second time and 'something happens'.
I debated asking him not to use a lock to secure her collar to the leash chain that night. But, again, if he did something unusual like that it would make her suspicious. So I'd just bring a small set of bolt cutters along. Grinning I softly chuckled. Actually that'd work quite nicely, I thought. I'm sure hearing me shear through the lock so I can free her from the leash chain should, ah, make her feel quite interesting.
I'm planning on departing here early Monday and arriving at Santa Monica late Monday. I'll stay at a hotel through Thursday. How does meeting Tuesday for lunch sound?
KENNA
Winry Posts Wednesday Night, 20 May
While I’m waiting for him to post, I cruise through LB and find an interesting link posted by wetdream. Curses to all those girls. I’m 12 and trying to get to puberty. What’s with girls like 7 and 8 starting? But what really gets me is the term “sexually precocious” because way back when we first started RPing, Masterius used that word and I (blushing just for myself) thought he’d misspelled precious. So, now I got it. He hit me bang on the first day we were RPing and I didn’t even know it. Intellectually precocious. How come nobody ever called me that before? Gifted just sounds too general. 
Oh, and speaking of calling me things, I did not miss the part about him calling Brittany a slut. I have got such a hair trigger and I’m so hot by what he’s doing… Brittany’s a Catholic school girl compared to me. Not sure I like the sound of that, but let me tell you, if he put me on that horse and left with the strap hanging where I could see it? It would be one messy horse when he got back to strap me. Hell, he’s already taken me over the edge more than once just by talking. 
Sir, I just went back to the beginning of the RP to read something. Tomorrow is our one month anniversary. Cool, huh?
I don’t hear his voice the same way anymore. He was my teacher and I thought he was so cool. Now he’s my Master and every word shouts out, “Warning, warning.” Just after the blah, blah, blah, I’ll do what I want when I want because it pleases me speech, he tells me he’ll never drop me and… I shiver. What if someday it pleases him to drop me. Just for fun. I don’t know if he has limits and I’m not about to ask for any reassurances. 
I count the steps as we go up. I bounce in his arms in time to the steps, 15 steps up and stop. Open a door. Stop. Close the door. He sets me down and takes off my blindfold. I look back at where we just came through and no surprise, there’s no door. He’s got this set up perfect for him. *I* don’t want to know where the door is and how to open it. I’m on the way out someday. But I know for sure that the police won’t ever find the door from this side. They’ll never find me. Now I can see around and he takes me up another flight of stairs (oh yeah, nothing says I’m special like being led on a leash) and we’re in the house. From where we’re at, I don’t see the obvious way out, but I’ll get that someday… hopefully soon. 
Wow, nice bathroom. I have to admire what a nice setup he has. Then I wait patiently as he strips us both, taking me all the way down to nothing but collar. Escape passes through my mind, but not as in doing it. Nope, I think about not doing it. This is my first time completely free and out of the basement, but unless he drops dead or passes out, I still don’t stand a chance. And, I don’t want to risk the bath. If I’m doing good tonight, I don’t want to change that with no real chance at all. I am looking forward to a nice soak in the tub with my Master. OK, not with my Master, just a nice soak. Of course he’ll be there, but his presence is not high on my list of things to look forward to. 
It is nice to hear that I impressed and pleased him. Especially nice since it’s earning me an immediate ‘privilege’ of a bath. Though it is conveniently right after I mentioned a bath every couple of days would be virtually a requirement. So maybe it’s a privilege or maybe it’s just that I reminded him I’m dirty and on the way to smelly. Maybe my hair just looks like shit despite how he was admiring it earlier. Maybe my breath smells like I haven’t brushed in what? Three days? Go figure. Whatever… I get the idea he’s doing it for himself, not for me. In fact, now that I think about it, everything is about him. So all the nice things he does for me are about him. All he’s doing is taking care of his fucktoy so that I last longer. Change the oil in the car, pick up your toys, turn off your computer monitor… and oh, by the way, bathe your fucktoy every once in a while. Give your fucktoy a toothbrush and hairbrush so she can take care of herself for *you*. Keep her looking good and in working order for *you.* Wow, does that take fun out a bath. 
The idea of him taking care of me for his own self-interest is actually a little reassuring in one way. If he’s gonna take care of me in little ways, then I guess he won’t break me on purpose. You know, like tie me up and drop me just because he can. 
I step into the bath thinking that so far we’ve done two things every night. The first night was tease me to orgasm and then a bath. Last night was the cross and then the horse. Now we’ve done the horse and he’s got something else planned. His cock looks like it’s up to no good. Well, not so much yet, but a little hands on with the fucktoy and I’m sure it will be up and that’s no good for me. 
OK, I’m planning on making sure Saturday and Sunday are free this week, so I’ll have my studying done before then. 
Comment on this story
COME PLAY WITH ME
Chapter Eight
By Masterius and Kenna
MASTERIUS
Masterius IMs and Posts Wednesday Night, 20 May


Wow! That is cool! Almost hard to believe it's been a month already. Sometimes it seems a lot longer, and sometimes a lot shorter. Either way, it feels like I've known you forever. --smiles--
Wish we were together so we could really celebrate that. 
She'd just posted and I'd started a reply when she messaged me again. I had to smile at the 'planning on making sure Saturday and Sunday are free this week' as there'd be only one reason why she'd want the weekend free.
Don't stint your studying just to keep the weekends totally free my little slave. Not that Master thinks you would, but I have to say that anyway. --smiles-- Maybe I should think of something... creative... for you. --winks--
Once the tub was filled I shut off the taps them motioned her inside. Once she was settled in the tub, reclining back, only her head above the thick bubbles I set out a washcloth for her, then bottles of shampoo and conditioner, as well as a bottle of liquid soap. Unfortunately they were all scents more suitable for me, but I'd be changing that soon enough.
Once I had them set out for her I perched on the commode lid and just watched her, chin propped on my fist, my pose reminiscent of Rodin's 'The Thinker' statue. I was enjoying watching her soak but, like The Thinker, I was soberly meditating, battling a powerful internal struggle.
I'd been picturing (well, since acquiring her, anyway) Brittany as the fucktoy and playtoy, and Kylie more as my, well, love-slash-pleasure slave. But considering, and comparing, their relative personalities and 'appetites', well... that was starting to feel bass-ackwards. 
Kylie had, so far, exuberantly embraced and enthusiastically welcomed (well, for the most part; being ring-gagged and her mouth used had, well, taken her a bit aback) anything I'd asked. While Brittany, well... she was doing her best, but her nature was a bit different. Honestly, between the two, I was starting to think that Brittany would make the better lover than my Kylie would.
I had no idea how expressive my face must have looked, so deep in thought was I. At least, not until I caught the little fucktoy nervously glancing my way.
"Relax," I rumbled. "Just soak and relax. I won't be joining you in the tub... this time. Unless you'd like Master soaking with you?"
KENNA
Winry Posts Wednesday Night, 20 May
If it’s not creative enough, maybe I’ll just decide I have to study, Sir..: p
I step into the tub when he says to and I sit down, practically disappearing into the bubbles. Gawd, it feels nice. I just shut my eyes and enjoy the feel of the warm water. It takes away all my worries for the moment. He sets out stuff for me for my hair and some soap. For a few seconds, I shut my eyes and relax and then when I look again, he’s just sitting and watching. I’m not sure if I’m supposed to wait for him or get started. At first it looks like he’s completely forgotten about me. I mean, what’s that all about? Then he tells me to get started and asks if I’d like him soaking with me. 
I blush as he asks me. I’d expected him to join me and now I find that I’m disappointed he’s not coming in.  But, quick I duck my head under the water and come up with my hair all wet. I busy myself washing my hair and trying to figure out what the hell I’m thinking. Do I *want* him in the tub with me? I do want to please him. I hate him for what he’s doing to me, but I need to keep him happy. I’m kind of on a roll right now with me being impressive and pleasing and him being nice in return. Crap, I don’t really hate him hate him. I hate him when he straps me and… crap, I hated it last night plus the rape… but tonight… jeez, I’m washing my hair like I’m gonna tear it out. I slow down and massage my scalp instead of violently rubbing. Yeah, tonight was different in ways I don’t quite understand. I cast a glance at him and he’s staring at me, so I duck under the water and bubbles again to rinse this time. 
This time when I come up, I grab the conditioner and squeeze some onto my palm. Then I work that into my hair. I’d like to have him in the tub with his arms around me. That’s pretty close to fantasy time. So, while I think it will score points with him, that’s not why I want him in the tub. Once the conditioner is in my hair, I look at him and open my mouth and close it. Then I dunk one more time to rinse out the conditioner. When I pop up, I finally manage to say, “Yes, Master, I would like you to soak with me. If that’s OK with you.”
MASTERIUS
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I think perhaps Master will make it creative enough that my little slave might wish she was studying. --wickedly grins--
And your anniversary present will arrive tomorrow. --smiles--
Gently bubbling warmth spread inside me as I watched her wash her hair. There was just something elusively erotic and enjoyable about watching her do that. I just watched, feeling myself grow quite hard as I did. Watching small fingers work their way through her pretty tresses, a darker russet now that they were soaked. 
Obviously she was a bit flustered at first; I almost thought she was going to tear her hair out by the roots, so aggressively she'd started working the shampoo in. But she quickly eased after a few moments, more sedately massaging her tresses. 
After dunking under to rinse the thick lather clear she applied the conditioner, working that thoroughly in. And she still hadn't answered my question. But I was quite content to patiently wait. And if she never did verbally answer, well, that, in its own way, was a reply.
Plunging under the surface she broached up a second time, suds and water cascading down her hair and face, flowing over shoulders and down arms and chest. She paused a moment then, softly, almost haltingly, finally spoke. “Yes, Master, I would like you to soak with me. If that’s OK with you.”
Softly chuckling I warmly smiled. "Oh, I think we can safely say that that's OK with me. I can't think of too many things that would please me more." Standing up I took a single step over to the side of the tub, standing there completely nude, and very clearly erect; hard, rampant and jutting. Gazing down at her, dark grey eyes warmly gleaming, I just gazed at her a few moments, enjoying very much the vision of her almost floating in the tub, then stepped inside.
Carefully lowering myself I stretched out, softly sighing with pleasure as the warm water enfolded me. Then, reaching out, I gently took her in my arms, drawing her to my side. Cuddling her to my side, strong muscled arms holding her gently secure. 
Actually, holding her more half against my side and half atop my chest, enfolding her in my arms and simply cuddling her. Nothing more. Seeking nothing more, asking nothing more, for now, than the pure and simple pleasure of snuggling with her, both of us semi-submerged in the warmth of the water around us.
KENNA
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My anniversary present will arrive tomorrow? No way. I just told him a minute ago. No way could he get something here by tomorrow. Unless… unless he already knew it. He was keeping track! Oh… my… God… he knew it was our anniversary and I didn’t. How freaking romantic is that?!! And I didn’t send him anything. Hang on. I can’t send him anything. I have no idea where he is. Oh shit! And I never asked him to get a PO Box. I never even thought about sending him stuff. What kind of a girlfriend am I? Shut up! I am not. I’m his little bondage playtoy slave and slaves don’t send their masters stuff. 
Sir, would you get a PO Box so I can send you things, too? Like just an anniversary card or something. Lock of my hair maybe. 
A little bondage playtoy slave loves her One True Master. 
This is actually pretty cool. I’m a 13-year-old girl and (whispered thought) I’m getting S-E-X. I’ve actually had an orgasm with a man’s cock inside me. Not just any man, but Mr. Eric… well, so he wants me to call him Master. Who says Master can’t be like a pet name? I’ve had my Master cum inside me. I could already be pregnant. When he looks at me and makes those rumbly sounds, I feel so sexy. Now I’m nestled in his arms and it’s wonderful. I’m naked. He’s naked. And I’m not tied at all. 
I roll a little to face him. I’m resting off center on his chest, one leg outside his and one leg between his. My breasts press against his chest and side. My pussy is against his hip. My leg brushes against his cock and I can tell it’s hard. His arms hold me tight, yet tenderly. One of my arms is around him, holding him as he holds me. The other is just resting on his chest. I use that free hand to brush my hair back off my face and I look into his eyes. 
“Master?” I say tentatively. “I’m confused and a little scared.” Well, more than a little scared at times, but more confused than scared at the moment. “You haven’t given me many rules and well, maybe you like it like that, but I never know what’s going to happen next and so, I never know what to do until it’s done. And you said you don’t care what a fucktoy wants or likes, but you sure do seem to enjoy this right now and I do, too. And… ummm… anyway… you said it pleases you to put me on the horse and spank me, but… but… I can see this pleases you, too. So, I… umm… guess that what you really like is … doing what I don’t expect. So, well… ummm… I guess maybe I’m supposed to be confused? Anyway, I guess what I’m trying to say is I could be a better fucktoy if I knew what to expect, but well… ummm… if part of being a fucktoy is being confused, then… I guess you like that. So,” I shrug, “I guess I don’t really have a question.” Or at least I talked myself right to the answer of the question I did have. 
I lay my head down on his shoulder, rub his broad chest with my hand, and softly say, “Just that I like this, Master.”
Gotta get down, Sir. I don’t hardly mind being on my toes. It hurts, but it’s worth it. Been two hours now, but it’s close to bed time and the towel at my feet is soaked. 
I wish you could watch me drool, because I’d like to see the expression on your face. Then I’d know just how hot you find that. I do hate using my imagination so much. –wistful sigh- 
Back on IM in a bit. 
MASTERIUS
Masterius IMs and Posts Wednesday Night, 20 May
I'd want to double-check with your dad first, but speaking for myself I would have no problems with getting a P.O. Box. --smiles--
Actually I thought that was very sweet, especially the lock of hair idea. I don't know why, but that just warmed me down to my toes.
And your Master loves his sexy little bondage playtoy slave very, very much.
Right about the time I'd realized she'd posted, she messaged me again.
The towel is soaked, hmmm? --deep rumbling purr--
I wish I could see my sexy little slave drool, too. Of course, I knew that within a couple of weeks I'd be able to do just that very thing, which is the only reason I wasn't antsy with barely-suppressed desire. I hate having to use my imagination so much, myself. Plus, ah... well, there's a lot more —a lot more— I'd love to do to, and with, my pleasing, sexy little slave that, well, Master just isn't able to, as things stand now.
Of course, things weren't going to be standing that way much longer! 
Master will be waiting for his little slave when she gets done being released and --smiles-- towels herself off... and in more than one place, I hope!
It was very pleasant, very pleasant indeed, simply soaking and cuddling together with her. I'd rather expected her to be a bit reserved, perhaps even tense, so I was quite surprised –delighted as well, mind you– when she wriggled a bit, rolling to more face me. I softly purred, very low, very deep in my chest at that, and nestled her even closer. I really did enjoy this, and the fact that she was relaxing and enjoying it only enhanced my pleasure.
Feeling her little arm curved around me, feeling her small hand atop my chest had my toes curl and my cock throb. Then she lifted up a bit, brushed a bit of damp hair off her forehead and looked in my eyes. I could see she had something on her mind, so I wasn't at all surprised when she started speaking, albeit a bit hesitantly at first.
I quietly listened to what she had to say, now and then giving a little nod as my wide hands gently held her, softly caressed in soothing rather than enticing strokes. Actually I was rather impressed with her perspicuity. I had been intentionally pulling the rug out from under her, keeping her off-balance. I wanted her feeling lost and confused, so that as the days passed and I started training and conditioning her, she'd find stability, a sense of purpose, in that. 
But perhaps I didn't truly need that with her. Not if, as I was starting to picture doing, my little fucktoy didn't wind up being my little fucktoy. 
"Master can see why you might be feeling confused and a little scared. The confusion, in a way, I would expect you to feel. After all, your circumstances have changed extremely for you. I'd be greatly surprised if you weren't feeling confused and unsure. That will change, I promise, as I start teaching and training you."
"Now, as for feeling a little scared–," I trailed off, nestling her closer. "I really have no wish for you to feel scared. Find some things a bit scary, well... perhaps. But, to me at least, there is a big difference between something being scary, and someone being scared. And I really don't want you feeling scared. So Master will try and help you so that you don't feel scared. OK?"
KENNA
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Sir, I’d blush if it were anybody but you knowing I needed the towel in other places. 
How about we don’t double check with dad, Sir? Because he just said no. He said maybe after summer camp, but he doesn’t want me sending you stuff from camp. Guess I might send you something he wouldn’t approve of. –sigh-
He worries too much. He’s worried I’ll burn down the camp or do something to one of the counselors or other girls. That’s silly. I’d never do anything to one of the other girls. 
He doesn’t like using his imagination, but I still think he’s in a better position. I’m assuming he’s done this before with women and knows what it looks like in general. So he hasn’t seen me drool, he can imagine it pretty darn well what with his experience and the picture I sent him. I haven’t actually ever had a man even look at me with the kind of desire he has. Sure I get sidelong glances from guys, but never has anyone just stared at me the way he would. There’d be no escape from his eyes. 
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Needless to say, with my kidnapping her in two weeks, pretty much anything she might want to send me, or share with me, she could do once I had her here with me. But I couldn't tell her that, of course. Which is why I'd 'went along' with the idea of getting a P.O. Box of my own. Otherwise, as sharp and shrewd as she was, my little slave would start pondering why her Master was seemingly apathetic to the idea.
I was also pretty sure dad would nix the idea, too. If for no other reason than avoiding the possibility of his daughter mailing herself parcel post to me!
I had to laugh at her last message. Grinning I sent back a reply.
So you'd never do anything to one of the other girls. That still leaves burning down the camp or doing something to one of the counselors. [image: image30.png]



Besides, aren't you going to be tying your bunkmates up? Better make sure you take a lot of rope and several rolls of duct tape with you. [image: image31.png]



Well, tomorrow is skirt day. Master knows my little slave has chosen to wear panties for that. I also know just where those panties will be shortly after his little slave gets home, too. Mmmmmmmm!
Don't forget to take two 'scratch' breaks during school. Just to make those panties a bit more, ah, 'interesting' for a little slave when she gets home.
Master won't have a hard time picturing his little slave opening her mouth wide and carefully stuffing them inside. Although, well... Master will be having a 'hard' time when he pictures that.
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Well, yeah, I am planning on tying up my bunkmates if I can, but only with their permission so I don’t expect to get caught at that. I wouldn’t ask permission to burn down the camp or shoot a counselor 30 feet up a tree. ( And trust me, you get caught when you do that. There’s other things you can do without getting caught, but dad doesn’t know about them, so I’m not telling. ( 
Good night and I’ll have panties in my mouth next time I IM you. 
MASTERIUS
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Mmmmmm [image: image32.png]


I can't wait!
I know dad isn't home when you get home, but I'd dearly love to hear my little slave as she gags herself with those then tapes them in place. Ah, well --wistful sigh--
Good night and sweet dreams, my sexy, pleasing and devoted little slave! Master loves you!
KENNA
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Happy Anniversary, Sir. I told dad about a dozen times this morning that he has to stop by the PO Box, so he better. 
I look back over his IMs from last night just before I went to bed. Hmmm. He mentioned the nanny a few days ago and now he says I’ll have my panties in my mouth as soon as I get home. I know I’ve screwed up the nanny story by saying the same thing. I just hope that dad doesn’t realize I gave it away. Masterius is not supposed to know I’m home alone after school. While the idea of Masterius showing up and making off with me might appeal to me, dad’s not on board with it. 
I’m not sure what he expects to hear when I poke my panties in my mouth. Pretty anti-climactic if you ask me. At least that’s what I thought before I did it. They’re a little damp from me playing with myself like he wanted and after I get them in my mouth, I realize I did make noises. They’re noises that I’ll bet he’d have really enjoyed. They’re noises that surprise me. Definitely not anything I thought about doing, but it happened. The first sound is a little sniff, tentatively checking out what I’m about to stuff in my mouth. Kind of like sniffing a bite of food to check it out, but the difference is I can’t decide they smell bad and not put them in. It’s the next sound, a deep inhale, that surprises me. And it’s followed by a surprised and satisfied, “Mmmmm.” I take three deep breaths before I catch myself and sit there dumbfounded for a minute or so. I am so not ever telling anybody, not even my Master, what just happened. I’m turned on by having my damp panties in my mouth. 
I’m not sure what my Master can do about me being scared. I’m scared on many levels and for many reasons that all come back down to the fact that I don’t want to spend the rest of my life as his fucktoy. He could make me not scared by setting me free. Since I know he doesn’t want to hear that, I just keep my mouth shut on that issue. It wasn’t a problem that I expected him to fix. Why do men want to fix everything. I was just sharing my feelings. 
And his fix for my confusion isn’t very comforting either. Teaching me makes me think about him teaching me math. I just don’t think that’s what he has in mind. Training me sounds like I’m his dog. Together I guess it means I’m going to learn to be a fucktoy and all the rules that go with it. Now that’s something that is less appealing than being confused. So, I’m not in a hurry for him to start teaching and training me. I’ll opt for the minute by minute routine I’ve seen so far. Especially when some of those minutes are in the tub with him. 
So I roll onto my back again, looking at the ceiling and feeling a little comfortable just because nothing bad is happening at this instant. I’ll let that ride. “Master?” again I start with that tentative word to get his attention. “I asked how your day was and you didn’t answer. Is that something a fucktoy doesn’t get to hear about? I mean, how was the weather? How was school? How was Kylie?” Jeez, there I go again with how was Kylie. “I mean, is she OK?”
Sir, my panties are in place. Kinda nasty, but I'll bet you'd love it. (No drooling though).
MASTERIUS
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I sure don't want to be him if he forgets! --shudders--
Curling muscled arms around her I gently held, snuggling her after she rolled onto her back. "Are you really interested in how my day was?" I murmured, gently nuzzling behind a small ear. When she nodded I pondered a moment, wondering if she had some sort of ulterior motive for asking. It didn't seem so, but I couldn't be sure. Still, it's not that I minded talking about my day to her and, in fact, it was rather pleasant to do so. 
So as I just cuddled her, enjoying the silken warmth of her other-slick skin against mine I softly murmured, telling her about my day. I told her about the weather, too, and about Kylie. About how neither of us were happy about having to restrict our after school 'activities'... which wouldn't, of course, needed curtailing had Brittany not 'disappeared'... and she wouldn't have had to vanish had she not chosen to demand and extort things from me the way she had and, in doing so, risk exposing my Kylie and me.
But my voice wasn't accusational as I mentioned that, just matter of fact. Although I was beginning to grow quite curious as to why my little fucktoy was so concerned about my Kylie. Granted, they were best friends and, granted, she knew what my plans were for my Kylie, but, still... I sensed something more might possibly lurk there.
But I didn't press or pry, not wanting to disturb or spoil the mood of the moment.
I talked for about ten, maybe fifteen, minutes, my voice low and soft, yet still rumbling from deep in my chest. Towards the ends I gently nudged her upwards, sitting her upright atop my thighs, then took a washcloth, wet it, added soap then began gently washing her.
It wasn't anything like a parent washing their child. And it wasn't anything at all as brusque and matter-of-fact as it had been the last time I'd washed her. This time I was soothing and exploring, enjoying what I was doing as much as I was 'getting the job done'. I wasn't intentionally trying to arouse and stimulate, no, but neither was I striving to prevent that, either.
I took my time, gently soaping and scrubbing with the cloth, first shoulders and slender arms, then her neck, back and chest, down to the water's surface. Standing up I took a small hand and helped her stand then, my eyes softly gleaming, I continued. Lower belly and back. Her sides. Her sexy, firm pert ass. Slender lithe legs, down to the water. Between her legs, gently washing her pussy, gliding the soapy cloth between asscheeks. Motioning to her arms I waited until she sat small hands on my shoulders for support, had her rest a little foot on my knee then soaped from knee to dainty foot, after which I repeated the same for her other one.
Once I had her fully washed —something I wasn't at all loathe to take my time doing— I opened the drain to the tub, letting the water start draining as I turned the taps back on and, once the water was nicely warm, turned on the shower.
Holding her close I guided us in little circles beneath the gentle full spray, letting the water rinse her and I completely free of suds and lather. And then, afterwards, just holding her close, chest to chest, belly to belly, jutting, throbbing cock pressed between us as I enjoyed her warmth and the warmth of the shower.
"I think, next time," I deeply rumbled, my voice quite low, "Master would enjoy having his little fucktoy give him a bath."
Turning off the water I stepped out, grabbed a towel then motioned for her to join me on the bath mat. Wrapping her in that one I grabbed a second, smaller one, using that to fluff her hair fairly dry before using it to dry myself. Tossing that into a small hamper I unwrapped her from the first towel then blotted her from face to little toes, even having her lift each small foot and drying the soles.
That towel joined its mate in the hamper then I guided her over to stand in front of the sink. Lifting up the blow dryer hanging on the side of the sink vanity I turned it on medium then gently dried her hair, fluffing with my fingers until dry, then turned it off before replacing it on its hook.
Picking up the leash and a small padlock I looped the leash around the leg of the vanity then locked the leash to her collar ring in front. Handing her one of my hairbrushes I softly murmured, "Brush your hair out. Master will be back for his little fucktoy in a few minutes."
Stepping outside I closed the bathroom door behind me then, as quietly as possible, dashed off. I really didn't think she'd try making a break for it. For one thing, she'd have to literally destroy the vanity leg in order to slip the leash free. For another, if she tried to escape and failed, well... and I really didn't think she'd choose to try that right now.
Even so, I didn't see any reason to tempt the Fates, and so I pretty much sprinted, buck-ass naked, through the house and downstairs, getting what I wanted. Less than four minutes later I padded back into the bathroom where, as I pretty much expected, my little fucktoy still was. And, again as I pretty much expected, carefully brushing out her hair.
She didn't look exactly thrilled at the mounds of rope I sat on the counter. Or, once she'd finished brushing out her hair, when I started binding her. But she didn't argue, complain or wheedle, or balk, tense or resist. Within a few minutes I had her bound just as I'd had her for her abduction, save that I hadn't drawn her elbows as close together as I had for that. They weren't quite as loose as I'd had them cuffed last night, true, but they were a lot more comfortable —at the moment, anyway— than they would have been had I tied them touching each other.
Nor did she balk or refuse when I held the gag to her lips. Taking a deep breath she resolutely opened her mouth, wide, for the ball. This was actually one of the smaller, if not smallest, ball gags that I owned. Granted, what was small for an adult wasn't quite as small for her. But it was small enough to actually completely fit inside her mouth and permit her to close her lips around it. 
Next I blindfolded her, then softly kissed her cheek. "Master will be right back," I rumbled, then gathered up the cuffs and locks before departing, this time a great deal more sedately than before. Once I deposited those downstairs I came back up for her. Unlocking the leash from her collar I unlooped it from the vanity leg then reclipped it to her collar for now. Carefully picking her up I carried her off in my arms.
Only to set her down after taking only a few steps. And not on her feet... but gently settling her on her back, atop very soft cotton sheets.
She jiggled as my weight settled onto the bed. Wriggling to get comfortable I turned to the side and drew her against me before drawing the sheets up over us both. "Mmmmmm," I softly purred, snuggling her little, naked, helplessly bound and gagged body against me. "This is nice," I huskily rumbled.
Kissing her forehead, her cheeks I whispered, "Good night my little toy," before turning out the lights and closing my eyes.
Mmmmm... you'd win that bet, too. --smiles--
KENNA
Winry Posts Thursday Night, 21 May
When dad brings home a package for me, I take it rather calmly though I’m bursting on the inside. It’s rather light for it’s size and soft. Then I take it to my room and open it. Holy cow! How did he get it here so fast? And just in time for our anniversary. I don’t care what he says, I rip off the tape on my mouth and pull out my panties. I hesitate and then go take a drink of water just to clear myself of my taste and scent. Then and only then, I pull out his T-shirt so reverently and put it to my face. Oh my God, it’s better than hearing his voice. It’s almost like touching him. It’s the most personal thing I can imagine receiving from him. For several minutes I sit and smell. I’d have taken longer, but dad was calling for dinner. 
After dinner, I sit at my computer. Thursday are the days I get tied at the computer in my room, but I haven’t been tied yet. Sir, may a little bondage playtoy slave not be gagged tonight? I have the most wonderful Master in the whole world who sent me something special. I’d like to just be able to lean over once in a while and smell him. 
Dad fixes me up according to the regular rules, even gagging me with my panties because my Master doesn’t respond right away. 
I get on the RP and read. So he really throws me a curve by taking Brittany to the master bedroom. I wonder what he’s up to. He knows damn well that the master bedroom is for Kylie. For me. I did not make the Brittany character so she could get there first or ever. Grrrr. Double grrrr because I’ve painted myself into a corner. She’s determined to be well behaved to get this kind of special treatment, so I can’t very well have her act out just because *I* want her in the damn basement. I just didn’t expect him to take her good behavior this far. Hell, he just strapped her. I was thinking she’d be lucky if she gets lunch tomorrow. Clean sheets? Soft mattress? Snuggled with Kylie’s lover? OK, enough being mad about it. I have to figure out how Brittany is going to react. And damn it, I know the little slut is going to be thrilled about it. 
I actually didn’t expect him to tell me about his day, let alone all the detail he gives me. He spends time talking about Kylie. She is our connection, why I’m here. My best friend, who was screwing with Mr. Eric and not even telling me. You know, if she’d told me, I wouldn’t have tried to horn in and I wouldn’t be here now. But, now that I’m here, it’s satisfying in a naughty sort of way to know that she didn’t get any today and I did. The strapping is kind of gone from my mind. It’s the least important of several things that happened now. I’d endured it. He’d made me cum. He’d fed me. He is holding me right now. That’s what’s important now. 
It’s clear he didn’t get to spend special time with Kylie today. It’s hard to feel bad about that. Maybe I wouldn’t be getting special time if she’d gotten it. And I need it really. She can go home, watch TV, talk on the phone, and listen to music. All I have is Master now. I can’t afford to share him. 
It gets even more special when he starts to wash me. He takes his time doing it I mean, jeez, he washes every inch of my body. But it’s not like he’s washing me as much as he’s caressing me with the rag. Sure I’m getting clean, but his hands go everywhere. It feels nice. It feels naughty at some points, some very personal points. But it’s not done in a naughty sort of way either. It makes me feel special, oh how it makes me feel special. He is so focused on me. Nobody has ever given me this kind of attention. Jeez, I mean, once he is done, I’d let him start all over again. I’m tingly, just short of trembly, just from the attention… not in an excited, aroused sort of tingly, but like a pampered, loved sort of tingly. 
Getting rinsed off is nice. Standing under the warm spray with him holding me. It’s like a dream come true. More than a dream come true. Really. His cock poking up between us had *not* been in my dreams. I guess I just hadn’t added that touch of reality to my dreams about him. But it’s there and at this moment, he could use it on me again and I’d love it. 
Then he announces ‘the catch.’ I should have known there was a catch to it. Next time I’ll give him the bath. Not like it’s much of a catch. I think I’d enjoy doing the same thing back to him. I look down at his cock and imagine washing that slowly, carefully, and gently. And I don’t forget the way he washed my butt even. It would be like I owned his body for a little bit, taking care of it for me. I shiver a little at the thought of taking care of Master like that and give him a soft smile. 
I kind of understand the part about him switching up on me. Nice, mean, nice, mean… but this is so very, very nice. I can’t imagine him going very, very mean on me. When he dries me off… oh my God, I can’t believe he can make drying me off such a sensuous experience, too. Every inch of me. 
Just one mistake he makes and I’ll have to fix that later. Guess I have to train him a little, too, As he blow dries my hair, he fluffs it with his fingers. The attention is still nice and I’m not about to interrupt him, but I notice he doesn’t have a brush made for a blow dryer and fluffing with fingers just doesn’t cut it for me. I’ll have to put a new brush on my list of needs. I suppose I’ll have to say one of those brushes with holes in it to let the air from the blow dryer through so he understands what I need. Men! Well, it’s understandable since he’s single and has short hair. 
When he leashes me to the vanity, I’m mildly amused. Oh yeah, I’m supposed to be thinking about escaping. Maybe one of these days I’ll stop thinking of excuses and actually try it, but it sure isn’t going to happen with me feeling so glowy it’s almost like we just had sex again. I tug at the leash after he’s gone, but I’m not going anywhere. Actually I was thinking if I could get it undone and then still be standing there brushing my hair, that would blow Master’s mind. So, I just brush out my hair after he fluff tangled it with his fingers. I take a drink of water from the tap, too. Fucktoy doesn’t want to be thirsty all night. 
When he comes back, I see him dump a whole bunch of rope on the floor and think, oh shit, I should have made a run for it. I don’t know what he’s up to and I don’t want to know. Looking up at him, I almost say something, but bite my lip and decide if nice time is over, then I can only make it worse. I guess I’m expecting too much. I know I’m going back to the basement, but I’m hoping not to be wearing all the rope in the house when I do. 
By the time he’s done tying me up I realize I’ve been tied worse. This is comfortable in a sick sort of relative way. So now I’m figuring I really am going down for the night. I guess I’d expect to be tied more severe if he was going to use me for his pleasure. Yeah, yeah, he’s proven me wrong before. I should know better than to try to guess his intention and at this point I’m along for the ride. So it’s up to Master. A gag and a blindfold top it off. I could really do without those, but I hope the blindfold is at least temporary. Don’t want the fucktoy to see the secret door. 
Then he says he’s leaving. I hear a commotion as he picks up the stuff I had been wearing, but I don’t actually hear footsteps. So I stand there so very aware of just how exposed I am. Hands and elbows tied and unable to keep from pushing my tits out on display. So completely helpless and naked and I wonder if he’s just standing there and watching. Just my imagination though because I do hear footsteps returning. 
He fiddles with my leash, unhooking it from the vanity and then picks me up and sets me down after just a few seconds. I feel a nice soft mattress under me and then soft, clean sheets. He snuggles with me, kisses me, and says good night. He called me a toy! The word fuck is distinctly missing. I am in bed with him! The freaking master bedroom with Master! I was hoping beyond hope for that stupid cot in the cage. Bingo! I have scored so big! I snuggle up against him as best I can. “Good night, Master,” I say. The gag isn’t all that restrictive. 
I have just snagged the biggest fish in the sea. I’ve got Mr. Eric in bed with me, snuggling. I remember the chance that I could already be pregnant. Not definite, but he’s clearly changing his attitude toward me. Hmmm. Mrs. Eric McAlister. That sounds nice. Mrs. Eric McAlister. Mrs. Brittany McAlister. Mr. and Mrs. Eric McAlister. Eric and Brittany. Yeah, sweet. Just at home we’re Master and toy. It’s kind of endearing. So, we’ll have to move to some place nobody knows us… like maybe even Canada or Australia. Jeez, this is such a big step, but the baby will need both parents. So, I can never turn him in for this. Eric Jr. will need his daddy. 
I’m not ready to take care of a house. I can’t cook. But Master can, so he can teach me. I so don’t want to think about housework, but I know how to clean house. I’ve helped mom do it enough times that I can manage. And this is such a big house. Our house. Hmmm, that sounds nice. We’ll have to set up a nursery. Jeez, I wonder how many kids he wants? 
I lie there thinking even after it sounds like he’s asleep. Ahhh, he’s got his arms around me as he softly breathes. It’s so very romantic and relaxing. I can’t invite my parents to the wedding. It’ll just have to be a small affair. That’s fine, I guess. Not much else that can be done about it. All that’s important is I’ll be Mrs. Eric McAlister. I know I’m getting a little ahead of myself. I don’t even know for sure that I’m pregnant. But, if not this month, then maybe next month, or the month after. In the meantime, I’ll go along with the Master/slave arrangement. I mean, if that’s what it takes to reel him in, then I’ll go along. I’ve got years to get him to mellow out. 
I fall asleep with visions of a wonderful future dancing through my head. When I wake up, I have no idea what time it is. Could be time to get up for all I know. I even look around for a clock before I remember it’s not just dark in the room… I’m blindfolded still. Based on the pee clock, it’s probably around 3 in the morning. He's had me dehydrated for the past couple of days, but now I'm back to my regular routine. He’s asleep next to me, not with his arms around me anymore. I spend a few minutes wondering if I can hold it, but I know I can’t. Jeez, hope he doesn’t wake up grumpy, but I’ll bet it’ll be worse if he wakes up in a wet bed. Yeah, who’d never getting back in this bed again. I nudge him once with my shoulder and again with my head. “Master? Master? I gotta use the bathroom.”
I can’t even suggest to my Master that he boot Brittany from the bed. I can’t tell him how upset it makes me because what I want doesn’t matter. Yep, I’ll bet if I complained that would just seal the deal. Well, at least I know it’s temporary. When Kylie shows up, Brittany will stop thinking about being the lover, wife, and mother and start feeling real misery. 
I know I laid that Mrs. Eric McAlister idea on pretty thick. That’s part of the point. Sure, I think she’d think about that. I’ve got other expectations thought. I hope that Masterius is surprised and shocked enough about the idea of her planning their wedding already that he comes up with a reason to send her back to the basement. She needs to be put back in her place. Just that I can’t do that. Not without going out of character and I’m not going to do that. 
You surprised me by taking her to bed with him so soon, Sir. 
MASTERIUS
Masterius Posts Thursday Night, 21 May
I was running a little late, so by the time I logged on I had both several IMs and a very long post. The first thing I did was answer her first IM.
We-ell... I know you know how much Master loves having his little bondage playtoy slave gagged. But, I think just this one... --smiles--
So, yes: you may be ungagged tonight, this time.
Actually her request made me feel quite warm and tingly inside. Closing my eyes I pictured her: bound for RP, and now and then leaning forward to smell my T-shirt. Gawds, that had goose bumps racing up and down my arms!
Several times now she'd said or done things that made me feel that way. Things that showed just how taken with me she was. Sometimes as her Master, but sometimes just as me; as a person, as Masterius. 
Granted, she hadn't, as yet, actually met me. But she'd seen a picture of me. I'd emailed and messaged her quite a bit about me, outside of our RP. She'd heard my voice (I smiled quite wide remembering those times). I'd told her about my past, my life, my thoughts and dreams.
And she still seemed taken with me.
Not that I saw any reason why she wouldn't be, of course. I wasn't some sort of ogre or sociopath, after all. But the female persuasion was often quite fickle and unpredictable where it came to relationships and whom they found attractive, appealing and desirable. I had little doubt Winry would find my 'Master' aspect appealing. Discovering she found the whole shebang appealing was quite flattering and very wonderful.
While I reveled in that warmth I considered her second IM. I'd sort of surprised myself, too, by taking Brittany with him to his bed so soon. Especially since Brittany had been intended as a sort of 'background' character. Truly meant for nothing more than a fucktoy, to be kept and stored away, brought out only for special occasions; occasions that would, more likely than not, be things that would distress or panic Kylie. Kylie, after all, was the femme fatale of the RP. 
Problem was, Winry had done such a damn good job with Brittany that she'd become a person in her own right. 
As I pondered how things were evolving I typed:
That sort of surprised me, too, my little slave. It wasn't exactly something I'd been planning. But it felt 'right'. For one thing, it would be something he'd enjoy doing. Snuggling with his little fucktoy like that: naked, bound, gagged and blindfolded. That part was primarily for his pleasure and want, and not so much as a 'reward' for her.
But, also, up to now she's only seen the negative aspects, as it were. Because, to her, almost everything has been negative. She's lost her freedom, almost her entire life as she knew it. And while she's trying to adapt (if for no other reason that to spare herself misery and punishment) her reasons for wanting to be pleasing aren't quite the ones Mr. Eric wants those to be.
He could, of course, simply tell her what she could, one day, look forward to. But those would be only words. Now she has an actual experience. Now she knows just how good things could be, one day. Doesn't have to think or imagine, but knows. 
Hopefully the memory will be something that'll help fortify her when things get bad. Which they will again, you know.
I debated a moment before adding: Besides, he's been considering if, perhaps, Kylie wouldn't make the better fucktoy of the two. Not as impersonal a one as he'd been envisioning for Brittany, no, because he does love his little Kylie. But her, um, 'appetites' and nature, well... 
Guess we'll just have to see how things continue to evolve.
Then I went back and started reading her post, feeling my brows rise up to my hairline as I did.
"Huh? Wha-?"
Although I'm a deep sleeper, I'm also a light one. I can sleep through storms, loud noises, almost anything. But let it be something unusual and even the lightest sound will snap me right awake. Not sure how that works, to be honest, but it's as if my slumbering mind parses and analyses sounds, and if it's something important...
It took a couple of seconds for me to fully rouse. And during those moments I felt quite off-balance. I sensed someone next to me in bed (which hadn't happened for a number of years now, not once I started teaching). A someone that had nudged me several times. And it filtered through my waking mind that the words I'd been hearing were slurred-sounding; partially muffled, yet that muted mumbling quite familiar.
And then everything snapped into focus, all at once, and I sat upright. The room was quite dim yet, as it wasn't completely dark, I could discern the bound and gagged form of the naked little girl next to me. A rather wide-awake one, at that. And one that, based upon her fidgets and sounds, had a very urgent need.
Glancing at the clock I softly muttered. Three-thirty in the AM was not my preferred time to wake. But I was lopsidedly grinning as I muttered. I really couldn't blame her, after all. And I had a shrewd hunch that the next to last thing she really wanted to have done was wake me up... with the absolute last thing being wetting the bed.
"Gonna use Pampers next time," I muttered in a gentle teasing tone as I slipped out of bed. Then paused in mid-step, eyes widening at that as my cock sprang to instant hardness. Closing my eyes I shivered at that image. And, at that instant, knew I'd be stopping off on the way home tomorrow to do some shopping.
Picking her up I carried her to the bathroom. For a moment I debated leaving her belly down in the tub, but the moment I considered that I knew it would give her the wrong message. It would feel like she was being punished for something that was, truly, utterly out of her control. 
So instead I stood her up in front of the commode then hunkered down, untying her legs then helping her sit once I'd lifted the lid. Then waited until she was finished, obviously not leaving while she peed. As she was still blindfolded she couldn't tell for sure if I was looking away or staring right at her. Which may or may not have been a good thing for her, as I was staring quite intently. 
Once she was finished I unrolled some toilet paper, folding it into a thick square, then very gently blotted her dry, even lightly pressing between her folds and just inside her cleft. Dropping the paper into the bowl I stood her back up, closed the lid then flushed before retying her legs again.
Back in the bedroom I settled her back down then slipped into bed again. Drawing her close to me I whispered in a little ear, "A little toy will have to pay a penalty, of course, for waking her Master."
A few moments later and my head was at her chest, my arms firmly snuggled around her. Softly purring I spent the next ten minutes gently suckling little nipples, until they were quite hard and erect, tiny pointed peaks poking straight up and glistening with saliva. 
And then I rolled onto my back, holding her atop me, belly to belly, her head pillowed on my chest by my shoulder, one hand at her back, the other cupping her pert bottom... and a quite hard cock firmly nestled between her bound upper thighs.
KENNA
Winry Posts Thursday Night, 21 May
When I see his response, I quick IM dad and get him to ungag me. I’ve already got my Master’s T-shirt beside the keyboard. I also persuade dad that part of the deal is he has to untie me from the back of the chair so I can lean forward. Then I wait for him to leave and rest my head on the desk, cheek next to his shirt and just enjoy for a few minutes. The closeness I feel to him brings tears to my eyes. Tears of joy that I can be this close to him though he’s thousands of miles away. 
I type in, “Thank you, Sir. You smell as good as you look and sound.” My finger is poised over the Enter key to send off the IM when I freeze. Thank you, Sir. You smell as good as you sound and write.  Good God, I almost blew everything. Dad would have freaked. Maybe we should slow down everything because I know I’m going to slip up sometime in the next six years. I so should not have gone to the library and sent him my pic and gotten his. I mean, sure I love the pic, but this is the second time now that I’ve almost alerted dad. 
In the meantime, I‘ve got a backlog of messages from him and finally sit up to read them. So, now I get the part about Brittany in bed with him. As long as it gets bad for her again, I can handle it. But then I read the part about Kylie being a better fucktoy. Hey! Does he not get it? Was I not clear? Well, maybe I wasn’t all that clear about Kylie being me. I said she looks like me and I know I blew up over the well muscled boy line, so he ought to know he just… I can’t even finish the thought. It takes me a couple of seconds to form the words in my head to go along with the feeling twisting in my gut. Am I better suited as a fucktoy?
Jeez, it takes forever for him to wake up and there I am squeezing my legs together and squirming a little. So, the ropes have my knees together, but now my thighs are squeezed, too. Pampers? Diapers? You gotta be kidding me. He’d just let me wet myself in bed? I hope he’s kidding. Well, at least he takes me to the bathroom. Once he unties my legs, he helps me on the toilet. I can tell he’s still standing right in front of me. I have little doubt that he’s staring right between my legs, but there’s no time to be shy. I pee without hesitation and for quite a while. When I’m finished I feel him wipe me. That’s so much like him over the past couple of days. He enjoys watching and taking care of me. I’ll bet wiping my pussy got his cock hard. 
As he ties me up, I realize I need to fess up about my night time peeing. It’s really my fault for taking that drink in the bathroom while he was gone. Yet, if I tell him, he just might get mad. I really didn’t know it was that late. And, it’s part his fault for trussing me up without a last chance at the toilet. So, that’s what I have to tell him. No drinking for the fucktoy after 8 and I pee before bedtime. Then I don’t have a problem making it through the night. Duh. I made it through the last two nights. Dammit, I just don’t want it to cost me the bed in the master bedroom. I don’t want diapers and I don’t want to go back to the basement. So, I’ll have to tell him in the morning what the fucktoy bedtime potty rules are. 
Once I’m tied and back in bed, he mentions a penalty and promptly starts sucking on my nipples. I get the idea that this is the penalty, but if this is the penalty, I’ll wake him up every night. Gawd, it’s wonderful to have him suck my nipples in the middle of the night. If I wasn’t tied, I’d hold his head and run my finger through his hair as he does it. I’d push my chest out if it wasn’t already. After a couple of minutes I start making soft moans. The moans turn to little whimpers as he keeps going. My nipples are hard and tingly, making me want more. So, now I get it. The penalty is getting turned on without getting to climax. 
My head is resting on a damp spot where I’ve drooled in my sleep. Awake I can manage to swallow with difficulty, but as I get aroused, my breathing is wet and slobbery. I can feel drool dribbling out of the corner of my mouth as swallowing is too much of an effort. I squirm half enjoying and half aching from the exquisite torture. 
When he stops and rolls onto his back, I feel our bodies press together. With a little squirm I can rub my nipples against his chest. Feeling his cock hard against me, I take a little more effort to squirm my hips in little circles. But then I stop and just rest against him. It’s just not a fucktoy’s place to try to encourage Master. My body might want it, but that’s his doing. I’m naked with him in his bed; a place I’d dreamed of being, but I don’t want him to go any farther in the middle of the night. 
I’m a fucktoy. It was indecently hard to write the last four sentences of my post.. “But then I stop…”. I wanted to encourage him. I want him to fuck her right now. But I honestly don’t think Brittany wants that. I wonder if I just want Brittany to get it or if it was really me in bed with my Master, would I encourage him to take me in the middle of the night? I don’t know. Maybe I would. Maybe I’m a fucktoy. Maybe I wouldn’t and I’m not a fucktoy. 
Sir, in the RP, do you think the police would be gone from the school on Friday? Do you think Mr. Eric could motivate Kylie?
Winry’s Dad Emails, Thursday Night 21 May
Masterius,
There are three pictures in her four year old collection. The first picture takes a little explaining. It’s easier if you understand what the Serendipity series of books is, but I’ll assume you don’t. My impression is they’re books written either for 4-5 grade reading level or for a parent to read to a smaller child. The print is big and there’s pictures, but there’s some big words and some made up words that rely on phonetics to sound them out. So, with that said, the first picture is of her reading one of the Serendipity books. Her mom had been working with her on letters and words and she surprised us by starting through the series on her own. 
The second picture is of her first ski lesson. It could be just about any little girl bundled up in a snowsuit and on skis, but you can tell the grin is distinctly Winry. The third picture is her first trip to Disneyland. Although she’s hugging Mickey with a big smile, about two seconds later she asked him if it was hot inside that suit. 
Winry is obviously aware that we’re discussing weekend plans and other details of the long distance arrangement. You’re making points with her by trusting her about her school work and free time. Which does not mean she isn’t a little anxious about what you “really” think. She wants me to assure you that she’s still getting all her homework done and will do perfect on her finals. 
Winry’s Dad
MASTERIUS
Masterius IMs, Emails and Posts Thursday Night, 21 May
You're very welcome, sexy little playtoy slave of mine. That's a very sweet thing to say. I'm quite touched and flattered.
It takes a while before I see a post from her, which doesn't surprise me. I knew it would take some time before she could write and post a response. While I was waiting, though, I got another email from her dad. I read the email then gazed at the photos, a soft little smile on my face as I did, especially when I added them to the growing album collection and viewed them as a filmstrip, getting to see her 'grow' from an infant through a toddler. 
I sent off a quick reply this time:
Winry's dad,
Perhaps I'm letting myself in for potential problems this summer, although I doubt it, but I do trust her. If she gives me her word and/or promises, I don't mistrust or question. So, please, reassure her in turn that what I 'really' think is exactly what I've been saying. And that I don't expect her to be perfect on her finals, only that she do her very best. Which, from what I've seen so far --smiles-- most likely will be perfect.
Masterius
A little bit later I get a message from her. I had to smile seeing it. I had this feeling —don't ask me why, I just did— that Winry was starting to get antsy with Kylie, and wanted Kylie to be 'motivated' on Friday. 
That wasn't going to happen, of course. But what would happen (at least, I foresaw happening as long as nothing unusual occurred) was that the two of them would talk about Saturday, toss a few ideas about, and finally decide on some sort of rendezvous. 
In the meantime, I had a message, then a post, to reply to.
The police would likely be gone, although there'll probably be a detective or extra security guards present. But, even if neither were there, Mr. Eric wouldn't want to, ah, 'motivate' his Kylie the way he'd really like to... and the way she'd really like. Just far too much of a risk of someone stopping by the classroom after school, and becoming very suspicious of a closed and locked door behind which is a male teacher and a single female student. And if the door wasn't locked, well... 
I suppose if Kylie was really anxious and eager for 'motivation', she might think about, perhaps, asking about Saturday, and dropping by his house?
I can't think of few, if any, distractions worse than having a little bound and gagged, naked playtoy squirming against me when I'm trying to drift back off to sleep. Granted, that was a very pleasant distraction, true.
Why she stopped when she had I'd no idea. I just knew if she'd kept it up a little bit longer, no more than a minute, I was just going to mount and fuck her. As it was, I was quivering and trembling, feeling flushed, by the time she stopped circling sleek hips, ceased rubbing little pert budded breasts against my chest.
I wasn't sure which of us drifted back to sleep first. But it was very pleasant laying there, feeling her nestled against me, as my mind slowly grew drowsy. It seemed she found it pleasurable, too. Although, if she'd any idea what some of the thoughts passing through my head were, I doubted she'd have been so relaxed. 
I was going to have to pick up a pack of Pampers on the way home from school tomorrow. Well, probably not Pampers, per se; she was a bit too big for even the largest size. She was also far too small for the smallest of adult sized, but I was pretty sure someone, somewhere, had to carry preteen to teen-sized.
Somehow I didn't think she'd be sleeping quite so soundly tomorrow night, not when she found herself exactly as she was at the moment, but with the addition of a snug-fitted diaper as well. Especially after I'd given her an entire bottle feeding of juice around nine at night!
I had a pretty shrewd notion what would be going through her mind as I readied her for bed. Shock. Dismay. Mortification. Dread. I wasn't really intending what she thought I was, was I? Surely I'd wake up and let her use the bathroom if she needed it. I couldn't possibly intend to keep her bound and in bed all night and let her wet herself, could I? Even worse, wet a diaper?? 
Mmmmm... quite enjoyable images, oh yes.
I drifted off to sleep in a blissful cloud of those images, and slumbered quite deeply, rousing only when my alarm started chirping. I still wasn't used to the earlier time setting, but unlike before this time I woke up within moments, feeling the little toy next to me. A wide smile spread across my face as I turned and faced her, drawing her towards me as I lowered my head, lips gently enfolding a little nipple.
A little nipple I started rhythmically suckling as my hand brushed up and down her thighs, caressed flanks, hips and tummy. Softly purring I continued suckling, shifting back and forth between those delightful little peaks. After a couple of minutes my fingers started brushing her soft pussy, stroking up and down, gently pressing against her slit, more firmly pressing against tiny clit with each lingering caress.
Ten minutes later I leaned back and deeply stretched, more deeply purring as I stood up and stretched again before heading to the bathroom to pee and shave, leaving the little toy on my bed.
KENNA
Winry Posts Thursday Night, 21 May
Yeah, I kinda had the same thought. That it’s not safe yet. She’ll be particularly eager to get to his house on Saturday. 
I hope he’s not going to make a habit of getting me spun up and then doing nothing. The thing is, I’d go along with him making love to me in the middle of the night, but I don’t want to come across as too eager. After a couple of minutes, it’s clear that he’s done fooling around with me and I’m just frustrated. For sure not as frustrated as when he’d teased me forever on the cross. At least that time he’d finished it. I fall asleep remembering how he finished it. I knew his mouth was good at teaching math. I’d imagined it good at kissing. Just hadn’t thought about what else he could do with it until the past day or two. 
I jerk awake in the morning at the sound of his alarm. I think it’s pretty early, but I discover he set aside time for me. That’s so kewl. At least it is until I realize he’s teasing me again. There isn’t time before school for him to do anything more than make my nipples tingle and… hey, get away from my pussy. That’s just mean. I squirm, trying to deny him access, but that only makes him want to do it more. 
Then he just gets up and leaves me. Hey, get back here. I lift up my head to listen to his footsteps disappear into the bathroom. Now, I’m not sure if he shut the door; I didn’t hear it. He could even be watching me. I just flop my head back down on the bed. I can’t get back to sleep because I know he’s coming back out soon and I’d bet anything if I was asleep he’d wake me up. So, I try to figure out some way to make him happy. I get out of bed and try to stand up. It’s not very easy all tied up and blindfolded and it takes to long for my plan to be successful. I was thinking about hopping to the door and opening it and then just coming back. Just a little statement that I could have been bad, but I wasn’t. Tied and blindfolded, I have no doubt I wouldn’t even make it out of the house or else I might seriously consider the real thing. I have to go with my fall back plan which is just to kneel on the floor facing the bathroom door. I know he likes me kneeling and that’s the best I can do this morning. 
When I hear him come back into the room, I say, “Good morning, Master,” bright and cheery, and pretty clear with the little gag. I mean, all I want is lunch today. How hard do I have to work for that?
MASTERIUS
Masterius Posts Thursday Night, 21 May
Trying to piss with a hard-on is, at best, a contortionist effort and, at worst, messy and painful to boot. So I grabbed my Norelco and shaved, waiting for it to deflate while I shaved off the morning's stubble. Then after emptying ye old bladder I strolled back to the bedroom... and stopped dead, groaning. 
Then groaned again, this time with quite the primal sound, as my cock sprang right back to instant hardness, her unmistakably cheerfully chirped “Good morning, Master,” only making me throb all the harder as I gazed down at her bound, gagged and blindfolded, naked kneeling body.
I knew just how hard it was to move, let alone kneel, bound as she was. She had no real reason to do so, either... except for the patently obvious explanation, that is. She was doing her best to prove she was trying to be good, trying to be pleasing.
The problem was, what she was doing was also making her damn sexy, erotic and desirable. I groaned again, teeth gritted, hands tightly fisted at my sides, as my cock throbbed all the harder. I wanted nothing more than to toss her belly down over the bed, little hips perched on the edge, slender bound legs dangling off the side, and take her. But, dammitalltohell, I didn't have time!
"Fuckit," I rumbled, a subterranean growly sound deep in my chest. Stalking over to the bed I pulled her pillow, already wet with slobber, towards me, placing it at the side of the bed next to the edge. Then I picked her up and, almost unceremoniously, laid her belly down over it. Placed little hips right atop, so her sexy pert little ass was pushed up in the air.
Another low, deep, cavernous growl and I stood behind her, wide hands firmly gripping little hips. Stepped closer... blunt, flared crown of my thick, pulsing cock pushed against her slit. "I want you," I rumbled, so deep it vibrated the room, then began, slowly and steadily, pushing against her.
KENNA
Winry Posts Thursday Night, 21 May
It seems like I just laid my head down on his shirt and snuggled against it and then I take a peek at the screen. Holy cow! He’s posted already. And I read the post and… you could knock me over with a feather… except that I’m pretty well tied to a chair. I so did not see that one coming. She’s just trying to be pleasant and here she’s being too sexy to pass up? I gotta try kneeling when I IM him tonight at bedtime. 
Of course I can’t see a thing, so I’m just talking to the sound of his footsteps and then I hear the sharp intake of his breath and a chill runs down my spine. What’s going on? “Fuckit,” I hear rumble from deep inside him. Huh? 
Oh, shit! He puts me over the edge of the bed. “Hey, no!” I say, but just because I’m surprised. He pays no attention to me. And, honestly as soon as I figure out what he’s doing, I don’t want him to. Oh my God, I feel a warm rush knowing he couldn’t help himself. I wasn’t even trying to be sexy, but damn I am. Sweet. Compared to the last two times, he enters me fast, expanding me so it takes my breath away. It’s not painful or even uncomfortable as I realize just how wet my pussy is from his earlier attentions. It’s just like wow, he fits tight and deep inside me. Perfect. 
There’s not much I can do to help or hinder. If there was, it would definitely be help. I’m thinking I’ve got all day, but he doesn’t, so that makes it doubly special. I can feel his sense of urgency not only from the throbbing cock he’s fucking me with, but just the way he threw me on the bed and now his grip on my hips. The passion is incredible as I feel my body reacting to his thrusts. Tingles fill me more from the speed of his unexpected desire, but now that I’m fueled with desire, too, I hope to God he doesn’t stop. 
MASTERIUS
Masterius Posts Thursday Night, 21 May
She's so small, so young. So inexperienced. I don't want to hurt her. I don't want to scare her. I definitely don't want her thinking I'm punishing her.
Sweat beads my forehead, my breath comes in grunts as hips steadily flex and piston. 
I just want to sink deep into her. I just want to take her. I couldn't stop right now if I wanted to, and by gawd the last damn thing I want to do is stop. I couldn't stop if I had to. I'd need to be darted with an elephant trank to even slow down, and even then I might not.
I slipped my hands up and under her as I leaned down and forwards, draping my belly against little arms bound behind her. My arms curled around her sides, forearms along her belly, wide hands cupping pert just-budded breasts, drawing her even more firmly against me. My breath was hot against the back of her neck as I nuzzled, now and then lightly nipping her nape, the top of small shoulders. I tried to say things, but all that came out were wordless rumbles, thick and husky.
As I grew closer and closer to climax my nuzzles became deeper; my fingers grasped little nipples, twisting and tugging and stretching; enfolded arms tightened, holding her even tighter. My breath came in furnace-hot snorts, like that of an enraged bull.
I groaned, feeling my cock engorge even more. She was so tight, so incredibly tight. And so hot and slick and slippery inside. I groaned again, feeling the first twitch of an impending orgasm.
Then I grunted, snapping hips forward, driving deeper, growling as I erupted, moaning and writhing atop her as I spurted jet after jet deep into her. 
Then finally collapsed, slumped atop her, panting as if I'd been doing wind sprints.
KENNA
Winry Posts Thursday Night, 21 May
I feel so alive to have him in me, so powerful and demanding. Just the feel of his hands on my hips pulling me onto his cock and the feel of his cock taking me. Then his hands slip under me to cup and fondle my tits and pull on my nipples. They’re so sensitive now, it only makes me want more. So frustrating to be so helpless and want to be more than his toy. I want to love him back. I duck my head, exposing my neck for him to bite ever so lightly, ever so arousing. Taking me so hard, he even sounds like an animal. 
My body’s on fire and I feel his arousal build. Holding me tighter, Thrusting faster. Pulling harder on my nipples. Breathing hard. Nibbling with more intensity. So many things to grab my senses and drive me crazy. I feel an orgasm approaching and then he cums inside me. Too fast. He cums and collapses, leaving me unsatisfied. Then his hand steals between my legs, right to my clit and he takes me the rest of the way to an orgasm. I squeal with delight. He didn’t have to do that. And I couldn’t have done anything for myself. We lie together in a panting heap, his arms around me now. 
Tears well up in my eyes and I try to fight them back. He’s kidnapped me for God’s sake. He’s keeping me forever. I don’t want to be this happy. I even almost thank him, but instead I just enjoy the feel of his arms. 
MASTERIUS
Masterius Posts Thursday Night, 21 May
Feeling her buck and writhe beneath me, hearing muffled squeals as she orgasmed, was just icing on an already delicious cake. There was that moment, right after I'd climaxed, right after I'd spurted deep inside her, when she'd softly wailed, a little whimper of frustrated, intense need. When she'd known her Master was going to just leave her unsatisfied, unfulfilled... again.
There was nothing she could do about that, either, and she knew that, too. And the very last thing she'd expected was for her Master, having just cum deep inside his toy, to make sure that his toy came, too.
Jeezus, but I just wanted to lay atop her for, oh, a coupla hours or so. But as rational thought gradually seeped back into my consciousness I realized just how much time was slipping by. "Dammit," I softly swore under my breath, finally straightening back up then stepping back from her. Leaning down I softly kissed the center of her palms, a little nuzzle to each one, then a semi-firm swat to her butt. Not enough to sting, but also a bit more than a light pet-pat. "Stay," I rumbled, then quickly paced to the bathroom.
A shower, no matter how quick, was not planned for in the schedule. But there was no way I could go to school, not after screwing my little toy like I had, and not take a shower first. I think I set a new world's record in showering, and as I sluiced off I was rapidly recalculating my plans for this morning. Stepping out I briskly toweled off, slipped into my robe then padded out, lifting up my toy off the bed. 
Holding her close to my chest I quickly padded downstairs, then downstairs, to the dungeon. Once inside I settled her atop the sheet at the post, kissed her cheek then scooted back upstairs. Quickly scrambling a couple of eggs for her, adding shredded cheddar I started realizing just how lax I'd been. Between her hair in my brush and likely in my bed, her slobber on my pillow (and probably her cum there now, too) I might as well have left out a DNA smorgasbord. Granted, the likelihood of being twigged as a suspect and having my home sniffed by bloodhounds and crawled over with fine-toothed combs by forensic teams was practically nil. But 'practically nil' wasn't the same as impossible. Nope, not at all.
Filling the two plastic, lidded cups —one with milk, the other with orange juice— I poked straws through the lids. Sliding the eggs on a plate I sat that in the basket, along with a pear and a banana, a fork and a napkin, and one of the chewable vitamins I'd bought yesterday for her. Carrying those along with the cups I headed back downstairs.
Setting them on the floor next to her I took the chain leash, locked it to her collar then removed the blindfold, then the gag, then quickly untied her, leaving the ropes in an untidy pile. "Go ahead and eat," I rumbled. "Master will be back in a moment."
Then I was dashing again back upstairs to the kitchen. A glance at the clock and I groaned. Dammit, I'd be lucky if I had time for a cuppa joe. 
Ten minutes later and I was back downstairs, a turkey sandwich with mayo and lettuce in a baggie, two apples, a thermos of milk and a one-liter plastic bottle of water with me, along with a pad of paper and a ballpoint pen. I sat the pad and pen atop the desk then sat her lunch and extra water next to her by the post. By then she'd finished the eggs so I had her stand up (although I'd've had her stand whether she'd been finished them or not) then started locking the cuffs back on her.
"There is paper and a pen on the table," I rumbled, sounding a bit harried —because I was. "A toy will write out the shopping list Master discussed with his toy last evening. If she happens to think of anything else that might be useful or necessary she is to add that, too. Just don't go overboard," I cautioned as I started attaching the small padlocks. Stepping over to the post I unlocked the leash chain, lengthening it to about ten feet before relocking it. Striding over to a cabinet I removed a bottle of leather cleaner and a soft cloth, setting it by the horse. "A toy will clean the top of the horse off before Master comes home." I instructed. "It seems to have gotten a bit... messy... yesterday," I said, eyes twinkling... and smoldering and gleaming as well.
Heading to the door I stopped at the threshold, gazing back at her. "When Master returns later today, his toy will be waiting atop the horse for him."
Stepping outside I closed and locked the door then dashed upstairs, getting dressed in a hurry before racing downstairs to the kitchen, pouring sugar, cream and coffee in a travel mug then grabbing my briefcase before semi-sprinting to my car. A few minutes later and I was headed off to school. It was going to be close, but I should make it on time.
As I drove, sipping near-scalding coffee, I couldn't help but grin. Everyone was in a swivet, wondering where little Brittany might be. And here I was, heading to school, passing all those people, and no one —no one!— had any idea I'd just fucked the moppet. 
Including my Kylie, I suddenly sobered. 
I wondered just how she was going to react when she discovered —as she certainly would— that her missing (and presumably kidnapped) best friend not only really had been kidnapped... but that I had abducted her. 
And not just abducted her, but was playing the same sort of 'games' with her that, understandably so, she'd believed was reserved just between she and I.
Gustily exhaling I gave a little shudder. Somehow I didn't think that would be a pleasant scene, no.
Then again, by the time my Kylie found that out, she, too, would belong to me as my slave. My playtoy. My… 
Fucktoy?
My eyes widened as that hit me. And during the drive to school I kept ruminating on that thought, those images: my Kylie, my precious little Kylie... as my fucktoy.
I was still grinning as I posted that. I just couldn't get the image of that poor man running around like a chicken with its head cut off. Or the image of him facing the conundrum brewing with Kylie and Brittany. I still hadn't figured out how that would play out. But, in just two short 'days', one way or another, that moment of truth would arrive.
KENNA
Winry IMs Very Late Thursday Night, 21 May
Oh, God, Sir, look at the time! I got so wrapped up in the RP. It’s past bedtime. 
Good night, Sir. A playtoy loves her One True Master. 
I call out for dad to come untie me. I wait just long enough for a good night message from my Master and then log off. When dad comes I give him a look like what have you been doing that doesn’t involve watching the clock? I mean, I’ve got an excuse, but I wonder what distracted him. So it’s not a great excuse, but I have one. Dad gives me 15 minutes to get ready for bed, so I brush my teeth, go to the bathroom, and wash my hands and face. Five minutes tops, because I don’t want to skimp on my 10 minutes of kneeling. 
Then I’m tied and leashed to my Master’s bed. Dad knocks on the door and says he has to run to the store. It doesn’t seem like a big deal, but after he’s gone, I start to get worried. I mean, crap, I’m tied up and helpless with nobody home with me. Every little noise sounds like somebody is in the house with me. So, I squeeze under my Master’s bed and hide there. Just my leash sticking out from under the bed to the bedpost. Then I hear the garage door open and close followed by the door from the garage slamming. Still, I wait until dad knocks on the door. “I’m back,” he says softly, probably hoping not to wake me, but who could sleep tied and all alone? I crawl out from under the bed and then go to sleep. 
At breakfast, I don’t quite come out and tell dad I was scared, but I do mention hearing noises after he was gone. He chuckles as says houses do that and you never notice the noises until you’re scared. And so he says he’s sorry, but he really needed to go out and I’m a big girl and I was safe and it was just a few minutes. Not all that reassuring. After breakfast I just sit in the living room in silence and listen. Yep, the house does make noises all on its own. 
Winry Posts Friday Afternoon, 22 May
 “Fuckit, dammit, stay,” is the limit of his vocabulary. Not exactly sweet talk, but I love it. He is so off schedule. And he’s off schedule because of me. Sexy, little ol’ me. I’ve got his cum neatly tucked up inside me yet again and this time it wasn’t down and dirty in the basement. It was quick, but it was way special with my face pressed into the sheets of Master’s bed. Even the little swat to my butt is cool. Naughty girl for making her Master horny. I roll over onto my side and snuggle in the sheets and blanket as best I can with a soft smile on my face. 
I figured I was going back to the basement, so it doesn’t bother me when he takes me there. Yeah, as nice as that was, I’d still make a break for it if I could. It’s not like I like the basement, but I understand. It’s kind of comfortable… familiar to be on the sheet on the hard floor. It’s my place. I wait patiently for his return and he does come back with breakfast. As he rushes back out, the little smile returns to my face. I got him flustered. 
Then I eat and drink what he brought down. I don’t rush like I think he’ll take it away from me at any second, but I eat it all before he gets back. I put the cups and silverware on the plate and set it by the door. He’s left me free to roam, so I go check out the corners of the basement that I haven’t been to before. I go into the cage and look around. The cot is OK, but now I’m up in the big bed. I’d had the cot on my list of things, but not the big bed. Talk about privileges. 
I wander back out and kneel down facing the door to wait. “Thank you, Master,” I say as he comes in. Then I see he has lunch and feel like I’ve really made it now. I’d put a lot of importance on lunch… don’t know why exactly, except that it is so darned basic. I stand up and hold still while he puts the cuffs back on me, but he doesn’t hook them together. He gives me a pad and paper with instructions on why, but I wonder if he knows what else I can do with that paper. And I’m on a longer leash. Kewl. 
I nod when he tells me to clean my horse, but then blush when he says it got messy yesterday. I’d say so, but actually no, I wouldn’t say so, not out loud like he just did. And then I’m to be on my horse when he gets back? Hey, how about that clock! How do I know *when* to get on my dang horse? 
First things first. As soon as he leaves I write a note on the first sheet of paper. 
Master,
A toy is sorry about waking Master up last night. I can go the night without going to the bathroom, but I shouldn’t have anything to drink after 8:00 P.M. and I should go to the bathroom right before I go to bed. I really don’t want to bother Master at night. Please let me go to the bathroom before you tie me for the night.
Your Slave Brittany
I go out of my way to make sure the note is polite and respectful, but boy that part about “Your Slave Brittany” is hard to write. It’s just that I know it’s what he wants. 
Then I make my list:
Toothbrush

Toothpaste (Crest, if a slave gets a choice)

Hairbrush

Shampoo (a slave uses Herbal Essence and likes fruity scents. Does Master?}

Conditioner

Tampons

Pads

Panties (a slave should wear them with a pad during her period)

Soap

Basin of water

Towel

Clock

Manicure/Pedicure Set

Shaving Lotion (Skintimate)

Razors (Shiseido)

Hand Lotion

Body Lotion
If Master wants:

Makeup (a slave uses very little, a slave thinks Master likes her freckles)

  Pre-foundation primer

  Powder foundation

  Memory foundation

  Blush 

  Lip gloss 

Nail Polish? (does Master want her to?)
I have to wonder how he can stand me since I haven’t brushed my teeth in days. And what will he do if I need to see a dentist? Or doctor? Then I get this cool idea about how to save Kylie from this same fate (and, oh by the way, have him all to myself). I could tell Master than Kylie has diabetes or something. Then he couldn’t kidnap her because how would he take care of her? But, that wouldn’t work because Kylie would deny it. Then where would a slave be? Surely not in Master’s bed for a while. I cast a glance over at my horse. Yep, I’d be there and getting strapped. I shudder as I have this image of him not just strapping me, but astraddle me and whipping me like I was a horse. Giddy-up. 
Picking up the leather cleaner and rag, I go over to the horse. It smells of me, but that makes me think of Kylie. We’ve had zillions of sleepovers in each other’s bed, tried on each other’s clothes, and even showered together (though not in the last couple of years), but in the last few months I’ve started to think about doing more. Kissing and touching. I know it’s wrong and I’m pretty sure she’d be grossed out. She was so pissed about the pictures I took of her. I couldn’t even tell her the real reason. 
I sit down with my back to my horse and start fingering myself. By now it’s been an hour since Master fucked me. There was some leakage, but without a rag or anything, it just dried on my thighs. Thinking about Kylie makes me think about playing with myself, but then my mind goes to Master and what happened this morning. Thoughts of Master excite me. I picture him doing the one thing I’ve imagined that he hasn’t done yet… putting me on my back and spreading my legs, instead of taking me from behind. Taking my time, I finger my pussy and clit. I’ve got all day to kill, so I stretch it out, cumming maybe 15 minutes later. 
After I clean my horse, I pick up the pad and pen and start drawing on a third sheet of paper. I suck at drawing, but I sketch out a picture of my horse. In the margins I make little hearts with arrows through them. I’d like to put our initials in them, but I settle for M & S, Master and Slave, because he might see them. 
I eat an apple and then drink some water. Taking a fourth sheet of paper, I fold it into a paper airplane and fly it around until… oops, I can’t stretch that far. I stare at the airplane just out of reach, even when I stretch my legs out and try to get it with my toes. So, I make another one, but I’m more careful this time. I’m being stingy with the paper because he told me to make a list. He didn’t tell me I couldn’t use it for other things, but I don’t know how much I should use. I mean, if I do too much, then I might not get some again. And maybe I’ve already used too much just by using more than one sheet. I could be screwed already, but I hope if I use just a few he’ll be OK with that. 
Hey, I got it. The airplane is just out of reach, so I put the pen between my toes and stretch out and touch it. I try to drag it closer but I can’t get the pen hooked on anything and then… crap, I lose the pen. I sit and stare at the pen and the airplane just out of reach. No more drawing, I guess. 
I’d meant to come back to the list, so now I look at the list again and realize I didn’t put perfume, ribbons, a makeup mirror, a comb, deodorant. Crap, I set the list down. Now I can’t add anything and I don’t want to think about what else I forgot. I eat lunch and wonder if it’s lunch time. I wonder when he’ll be home. I have stuff to do today, but I still want Master back. I may be screwed for using too much paper and not finishing the list, but I still want Master back. 
I manage to forget about Brittany for most of Thursday evening, which only makes me feel guilty when I do think about her just before I go to bed. It’s convenient to not think about her, because when I do I think terrible things. I mean, she could be dead already. Not that I’ve seen any of the movies, but I know the basic idea behind Saw and all the sequels. What if some sick guy has her and is hurting her bad? That’s the worst case, so I try to think of better things. Maybe she did just run away and she’ll be home tomorrow. Maybe she’s hurt and can’t move, but somebody will find her soon. I finally manage to get to sleep when I get my mind off her and onto Mr. Eric. 
At school things seem almost normal. Most everybody seems to have forgotten about Brittany. It was probably never very important to them in the first place. There’s just a few of us that quietly, uncomfortably eat lunch together trying to talk without talking about her. 
After school I go to Mr. Eric’s room and again I don’t lock the door. I sit at one of the desks. I want him to hold me and kiss me and spank me… yeah, motivate me again, but I know it’s just not safe anymore. Heck, it was pretty risky before, but we didn’t care. Now there’s just too much going on. “Hi, Mr. Eric,” I say. “You know when I suggested washing your car on Saturday…” I look back at the door nervously, “… I didn’t mean just washing your car. You could motivate me at your house, too.”
MASTERIUS
Masterius IMs and Emails Late Thursday Night, 21 May
Holey mackerel! It *is* late! Shoo! Shoo! --smiles--
Good night and sweet dreams my pleasing sexy little bondage playtoy slave! Master loves you very much!
*poof* and she was gone, no sooner had I sent that. 
I wondered at her usage of 'a playtoy'. That was rather unlike her, and I wondered if she'd even realized she had referred to herself that way.
I also debated what, if anything, I should do about her having stayed up so late. On one hand, she certainly knew what her bedtime was. On the other hand, so did her dad. And on that third hand, so did I, her Master. I'd been rather engrossed, too, especially since —for a change— our posts had been fairly rapid-fire. 
Before I forgot I sent a quick email to her dad.
Winry's dad,
There should be another little package for Winry by tomorrow. This will probably be the last one I send, as it won't be very long now before she's with me. 
I'll want to use it for Saturday, and probably a few more times during the next two weeks.
~Masterius
I'd bought, online, a small, whiffle-ball gag for her; made of firm plastic, a hollow ball perforated with holes, and two straps for buckling it secure. It was quite lightweight, and a person could easily breathe through it. 
A person would also drool quite intensely with it, too.
Shutting down the pc I padded to the kitchen for a final cup of coffee while I pondered the matter. I finally shrugged. If I'd thought she'd intentionally ignored her bedtime, I'd punish her. But I wasn't going to punish her for an honest mistake, especially when both her dad and myself had done the same thing.
Our Kylie-RP had certainly taken an unexpected twist where it came to Brittany. I wasn't exactly sure what Winry had had in mind for her but, speaking for myself, I'd envisioned Brittany playing a bit part. And a rather harsh bit part at that. But somehow that wasn't how things were turning out. Plans seldom, if ever, survive the first engagement with the enemy. And, in this case, at least my original plans for her were undergoing a rapid sea change.
As I showered, enjoying the steamy spray, I mentally replayed the scene with Mr. Eric showering with his toy. That had been quite pleasant. I wondered what it might be like to do just that, then smiled, realizing that, in just a couple of weeks, I wouldn't have to imagine. I'd have my own little bondage playtoy slave and, if and when I wished, I could shower with her. Mmmmmm!
As I lay stretched out and relaxed in bed I kept replaying our RP, our IMs, our chats. I was quite curious what Winry, both herself and as Kylie, was making of Brittany by now. Would she quickly grow jealous? Or something else?
I chuckled as I started drifting off to sleep, picturing Winry's expression if, when I 'unwrapped' her once I had her downstairs, she found I already had a little slave. Somehow I didn't think she'd be too enthusiastic or accepting of that, especially if that meant having to share my attention, focus and time with another girl, and a slave at that. Then again, perhaps she might surprise me.
What a shame I'd never find out. I mean, it wasn't as if I'd ever have the chance to somehow, ah, 'acquire' a little girl.
Funny how things turn out...
After breakfast the next morning I dropped by to check up on Crackers. His mind often wandered, and he'd forget things. Like my ballet boots. Once you got him back on track and actually working he was sharp as a tack. But, otherwise, he was a few pencils short of a box. I spent about fifteen minutes visiting with him —and gently nudging him— before heading off, leaving him softly (and terribly off-key) humming as he continued with the boots.
Then it was off again to Greater Cumberland Regional and, once there, checking the fit of the 'bondage toy carrier' and its four securing straps in the rear of the aircraft. I made absolutely sure the carrier wouldn't shift, turn, tip or tilt once the straps were tightened down. Once I was done with that I stowed the carrier and straps in my truck then headed back home.
For all intents and purposes I had nothing else, really, to prepare now. Inside the carrier were four rolls of Vetwrap, a roll of duct tape, a pair of light, black leather gloves and a small pair of bolt cutters. I already knew how I was going to want Winry bound for that night, and that would be with Vetwrap, so the additional rolls were extra, just in case. The duct tape would be for when I added extra strips to her already-existing tape gag, while the gloves were, well, 'window dressing'. The bolt cutters, however, were very essential, as she'd be locked to her leash chain when I arrived, and if I couldn't release her from the leash, well... 
That'd suck.
Other than spare changes of clothes and the obligatory toiletries the only other thing I'd need would be my wireless laptop. It'd be a tad bit difficult to RP with her that week without it, because I sure as Hell wouldn't be using a public access computer to do that!
I was on the last stretch of road heading out towards my house when I spotted a figure by the side of the road. The highway there was a flat, two-lane straight stretch almost a mile-and-a-half long, with farmland to either side where corn was grown. As I drew closer I saw it was a young girl, crouched down next to her bike, which was lying flat on its side. Slowing up I pulled off onto the side of the road, putting my truck (a 1997, two-tone grey Ford F-150 King Ranch SuperCrew) into park then rolling down the passenger window and calling out.
"Hey there," I said with a smile. "Problems?"
The eyes that glanced up were swimming, tears filling them but not falling. Soon as she looked up I recognized her. "Tammy, isn't it?"
She gave the tiniest of nods but didn't answer. "Mind if I get out and take a look?"
This time she gave an equally tiny nod, so I turned the engine off, opened the door and stepped out and down. Pacing around to the front I stopped several feet away. "What seems to be the problem?" I asked again. 
"The chain. It keeps falling off," she finally said, in a whisper so soft I barely heard her, staring at her toes the entire time.
"Hmmm. Let me see if I can fix it. OK, sweetie?" She just gave another of those very tiny nods as I hunkered down to look. I gave her a sharp look as I did, something just feeling, well, amiss. I immediately saw the reason the chain kept slipping: the nut on the rear wheel was loose. An easy fix, that. It took a bit longer for me to start figuring out the rest, though.
I couldn't figure out what she was doing all the way out here, all by herself, for one. She was a good five miles from home, and there really wasn't anything out this way for miles. For another, she was thin-looking. Not malnourished, no, but certainly not well-fed either. Her clothes were grubby, old and worn. And she was grubby, too. And so quiet and withdrawn, looking as if she kept expecting to get hit.
Glancing at the dark smudge on her left cheek I struggled to keep a frown off my face, abruptly wondering it that truly was a smudge, or an old bruise.
I remembered her better now. Tammy Butcher. Should be around nine now. Had three older brothers and one younger brother. Parents were Dutch and Ruth Butcher. What a piece of work they were, too. Gainfully unemployed for as long as I'd ever known them, I had no idea what, if anything, they did for money. I'd made the mistake —once, and once only— of doing some work for Dutch. And I'd never make that mistake again.
Setting the chain in place I pulled the wheel back, tensioning it then hand tightening the nuts. Rising I went to the back of my truck, took out my smaller toolbox and brought it over. Taking out a crescent wrench I snugged the nuts down. I'd seldom seen a more beat-up bike in my life. The seat was virtually nothing but duct tape wrapped around it, the original seat long gone, and the frame was bent, and so were the handlebars. 
But when I handed it back to her Tammy looked as if I'd just given her a priceless treasure. Which perhaps I had.
The entire time not a car had passed by. There was no one around, not a person in sight. Setting the wrench back in the box I closed it then stood up. I started to reach out to ruffle her hair but caught myself just as I'd started moving my hand. But even that little motion had her flinch and pale, although she furiously blushed after doing that, ducking her head and looking ashamed.
Placing the toolbox in the bed I opened the back door and rooted around inside, taking out a Snickers bar from my 'emergency' snack cache. "Here you go sweetie," I said with a smile, watching as her huge liquid brown eyes enormously rounded in amazement. "Thank you!" she whispered, ducking her head again, this time peeping shyly up at me.
All of a sudden the mental image of taking her home with me popped into my head, an image so vivid, so fierce, I actually shuddered a moment as my skin felt as if it had caught fire. Taking her home with me, giving her a bath, clean good clothes. A decent meal. Brushing her hair.
Taking her downstairs. All the way downstairs.
Thank God my back was to her, otherwise I probably would have scared her to death. As it was, I stood there, shaking, as I watched her slowly pedal off, already withdrawing into her own private world.
Masterius Posts Friday Afternoon, 22 May
I was pretty damned shocked at the general attitude at school today. It seemed as if people were already forgetting that Brittany had vanished. Or if they did mention that, indirectly or otherwise, it seemed more in the abstract. More like 'Did you ever believe something like that would ever happen?' instead of 'I wonder if the poor girl is OK, wherever she is'. 
No matter how people might be handling things, the school certainly hadn't forgotten. It might not be obvious but there were subtle signs of increased security and wariness amongst the faculty and staff. So there was no way in Hell I'd be able to 'motivate' my Kylie this afternoon... dammit.
“Hi, Mr. Eric,” she said as she quietly padded inside for her tutoring session. I'd already had her lesson prepared and, actually, was looking forward to it. I was growing quite impressed at her increased determination, and was very proud of her efforts. 
“You know when I suggested washing your car on Saturday…” she began, looking back at the door nervously. Glancing up at her from behind my desk she continued, “… I didn’t mean just washing your car. You could motivate me at your house, too.”
I paused in mid-motion, hand holding tonight's worksheet half-extended, a look of blank confusion that lasted but an instant before being replaced by gradually dawning comprehension, in turn replaced by a quite fiery gleam to my eyes.
I thought I did that quite well, actually. And considering how she looked seeing my changing expression, I had done quite well, indeed.
"That's... an intriguing notion," I murmured, finishing extending the worksheets to her. She had to get up to take them, at which point I took her homework from her. "Yes. I certainly could motivate you there," I said, my voice clearly indicating I liked the idea. Then I sadly sighed.
"I'm afraid you'd be seen, though, going there. And it would be just as difficult for me to pick you up, too. All it would take is one, just one, person to notice, and, well...," I trailed off, sounding deeply disappointed. 
She looked as crushed and disappointed as I sounded but, to her credit, she didn't push, and concentrated on today's lesson as I graded her homework. Once she was done I got up and did some examples on the blackboard, going over tonight's worksheets with her. She glowed, wriggling, as I praised her hard work, when I mentioned how far she'd advanced on her online lessons. And I was being sincere: I was very proud of her. In fact, I wasn't sure how I was going to handle it when her education was abruptly discontinued. 
When the lesson was over I walked to her desk and held down my hand, taking her small one in mine. Walking her to the door I paused, guiding her to the side just as I had yesterday. And, like yesterday, drew her into a tight embrace as I deeply kissed her.
After several minutes I gentled that to a soft nuzzle as I softly murmured against her lips. "I'll be at the Elmyra drop-off this Saturday, around ten in the morning." Most of us didn't have trash pick-ups. Instead, the community had several drop-off areas, off the side of the road, where they had roll-off dumpsters. When you had trash to dispose, you just drove it there and tossed it into the dumpsters. Not exactly convenient, true, but you did what you had to do. 
"Now, if it happened that a certain someone rode her bike to Gumwood park around nine, leaving it at the bike rack, then took a walk through the park for, oh, about a mile, say, over to Elmyra, and that certain someone happened to see my pickup there, and just happened to sneak into the back of the cab, why, I suppose if I didn't notice that until I got home …"
My eyes were glowing like coals at the end, as I deeply kissed her once more before finally opening the door, giving her bottom a gentle pat as I escorted her out into the hallway.
KENNA
Winry Posts Friday Night, May 22
Gad, Sir, that really threw me off last night. I had the best time ever just imagining me as Brittany that time. Got me all confused about Kylie being there, too. 
As soon as I make the offer, I want the words back. Sure I’d do it. I really did mean it. But he looks like he hadn’t even thought of it. Here it is like the most important thing in the world to me and he’s like, well, maybe. It’s intriguing. Oh, I guess I could motivate you there. Well, so I’m like don’t bother. I take more worksheets and he takes the ones from yesterday. 
Jeez, I just offered him anything. Yeah, I offered him that at the start of my detention and study sessions, but he hasn’t really been able to do the anything that I’d like him to do. The blowjob under his desk was more than I’d imagined at school. Oh, come on, being naked, tied, and spanked was more than I ever imagined. Now we can’t even do that. So, it just seems right to me that I’d go to his house and then he could motivate me even better.
I’m sure I could get to his house without being spotted, but it is a long ride and somebody might drive by and see me pedaling along. He’s right, all it would take is one person to catch us and then it would get ugly. Not much I can do, except hope for things to settle down at school. Just that I got a taste of something that I hadn’t dreamed of… I can’t believe that I like being tied and naked and then put over his knee for a spanking. I can’t believe how exciting it had been to be kneeling under his desk with his cock in my mouth. And I want more of that. Not exactly more cock in my mouth, but more sex. I want him to make love to me. 
Then right at the end of the session, he kisses me again like yesterday. Dang it, cuz I know it will only be kisses, but it’s better than nothing. I pretty much melt in his arms as he holds me . Then he tells me just how we’re gonna do it so that we don’t get caught. If somebody (who me?) just happened to get into his truck, wink, wink. OK, somebody will get in his truck. And he’s thought this out better than me. Nobody will know where I am if I leave my bike in one place and meet him in another. We can have all the time we want. 
As I leave I wonder if he’d been planning that the whole time and just wanted to make me suffer. Shrug. Maybe he did just come up with it during our study session. At least now I know he wants to motivate me as much as I want to be motivated. I think somebody’s going to be in the back of his pickup and that somebody better figure out how she’s gonna be dressed when he discovers her. Hmmm. 
After lunch I already have to start thinking about getting on my horse. I have no idea what time it is and if he wants me on it, then I’ll be on it when he comes through that door. That’s different than hanging out by my circle and kneeling at just the right time. I have to be on my horse ahead of time. Waiting. Doing nothing, but waiting. 
Since I’m pretty sure it’s not that late, I start thinking about what I can do to kill time. I stretch for the pen and the airplane, but it’s no good. Then I get another idea. I go get the can of leather cleaner. I lie down on my back with my head toward the post where I’m chained and stretch my feet out to the limit, just inches from the pen. Then I take the can of cleaner between my feet and stretch out again. The can gives me just enough extra reach that I can hook the pen and drag it back closer, closer, and closer. Then I pull the can back and get the pen with my toes. Whew!
Now I elaborate the list. In the margin I write, Master wants to know what I need. I put a * by the ones I need. The others are for Master, if Master wants. 
*Toothbrush

*Toothpaste (Crest, if a slave gets a choice)

*Hairbrush

Shampoo (a slave uses Herbal Essence and likes fruity scents. Does Master? Master has shampoo and a slave doesn’t need her own}

Conditioner

*Tampons

*Pads

*Panties (a slave should wear them with a pad during her period)

*Soap

*Basin of water

*Towel

Clock

*Manicure/Pedicure Set

*Shaving Lotion (Skintimate)

*Razors (Shiseido)

Hand Lotion

Body Lotion
If Master wants:

Makeup (a slave uses very little, a slave thinks Master likes her freckles)

  Pre-foundation primer

  Powder foundation

  Memory foundation

  Blush 

  Lip gloss 

Nail Polish? (does Master want her to?)
Things I forgot

*Deodorant (Secret)

Perfume

Ribbons (Master didn’t seem to like when I said ribbons, but a slave will wear what Master wants)

Makeup mirror (only if a Master wants makeup on his slave)

*Comb
.

After I finish the list, I sit back against my horse and masturbate again. It’s not something I do every day, let alone twice in one day, but that’s pretty much how bored I am. After that I use the toilet, wipe myself, and flush away the evidence of my orgasm. I just have this feeling that I’m not supposed to be enjoying myself. So, then I pick up the second paper airplane and smooth it out to a sheet of paper again. I set my apology out close to the door and my list beside it. I put the other sheets of paper in a neat pile with the pen on top. 
Then I get on my horse and just lie there. I’m bored to tears, but you know what? Master is my life now. I want him to come to me. I want him to be happy. I need him to be happy. 
I’d guess it’s about an hour before he comes through the door. It’s hard to show how happy I am lying on my horse. I’d love to run to him and hug him or at least kneel for him. But, this is where he wants me. I lift up my head and smile. “Hello, Master. I’m glad you’re home.”
Any hints about tomorrow, Sir?
MASTERIUS
Masterius IMs and Posts Friday Night, May 22
I'm really glad you enjoyed it so much my little slave. I rather enjoyed it, too, you know. --smiles--
What was it that you liked so much? Anything in particular? And why did that confuse you about Kylie being there?
Right after Kylie left (and I peeked around the corner of the door, watching her walk off, gazing at her little legs as they moved, her cute little sexy ass under the skirt wiggling) I packed up my briefcase, placing today's homework and lessons inside. Then I emptied out my desk of the, ah, 'non-standard' items, including the small till box. It was only asking for trouble leaving those there and, if things worked out (as I knew they would) I wouldn't need them any more here.
I was a bit late getting home tonight. Not as late as I had a few times the last week or so, as today's tutoring with my Kylie had only been an hour, and not the two hours it had been a couple of times. But I didn't go straight home and, in fact, drove quite a distance first, to the next town in fact. I had a few things to pick up first and, considering what they were, I really didn't want to shop where I might be noticed and, even worse, recognized and remembered.
Stopping off at a Dollar Store I picked up a comb and a couple of brushes, a good toothbrush and toothpaste. I'd be getting quite a bit more later on, but these were reasonable, semi-immediate items, although my mind sort of shied away from picturing getting tampons and pads any time soon, or the reason why they were needed.
Next I stopped at the town's main pharmacy. My face felt sunburned as I browsed through the 'incontinence' aisle, extremely glad I was the only one there. They had, of course, Depends, along with similar adult-sized brands, along with Pampers and other baby-sized ones. The former were far too big while the latter were much too small. I'm sure they had to make intermediate-sized ones, but I wasn't about to ask a clerk where those might be!
Ah! There we go. I gazed at the Tranquility products. Perfect! They had three sizes: youth, small and medium. The youth-size would definitely fit. Plus they had different absorbency needs as well. I finally selected the Tranquility ATN (All-Through-the-Night) Fitted Briefs, placing a ten-pack box in my cart, then added a box of cleansing wipes and a bottle of Johnson's baby powder. I wasn't really into infantilism play; that wasn't something that had ever appealed to me. But, for whatever reason, I was really liking the image of diapering my little toy for the night before binding and gagging her, with the understanding that I wouldn't be letting her use the bathroom until morning. 
Now, checking out with those items was, ah, interesting, as again my face felt sunburned. It felt like every eye in the place was staring at me and, much worse, if felt like everyone knew exactly why I had those items, too. But no one even questioned me, and soon thereafter I was out in my car and driving home.
The odds of anyone ever noticing my purchases today, and the ones I'd be making over the next couple of weeks, and putting two and two together were quite miniscule. Even so, I padded the odds even more by paying with cash instead of using credit. These first few weeks would be, after all, the most critical. After that, as the trail grew cold, then vanished completely, things would become safer. But as long as things were still stirred up I needed to be careful. And that would only become even more so the moment my Kylie disappeared.
Just as worrisome was that events were moving much more quickly than I'd anticipated or had planned for. I'd expected to have the entire month's worth of 'detention' with my Kylie first. A month during which I would continue building and furnishing the basement. A month during which I could make 'road trips' for purchases like grooming items, clothing and the like. Time which I would have consolidated just what, exactly, were my intentions for my Kylie, should I have actually chosen to abduct and keep her.
But, without warning, that time had arrived. Well, had already passed, if you counted the toy currently in my basement. And that worried me. It was far too easy to make mistakes when you were dealing with something after the fact rather than beforehand. I was going to have to be very, very careful these next few weeks. And I still hadn't figured out what to do about my Kylie.
Unfortunately it seemed that, despite my intentions and desires, her further education was going to be put on hold. Well, conventional 'Three-Rs' education, anyway. I grinned, picturing the edification she'd be discovering with me!
Arriving home I brought my briefcase and the two bags inside, setting them on the kitchen table for now. Dumping out the old filter I started a fresh carafe of coffee, checked my snail-mail box and sorted through the bills and notices, then picked up the bags and headed downstairs.
I was very pleased to see my toy atop the horse just as I'd told her to do. 
“Hello, Master. I’m glad you’re home.”
"Thank you little toy," I rumbled, setting the bags atop the bench closet to the door, then closing the door behind me. "I've been looking forward to coming home," I almost purred. Before going over to my toy I stopped off at the gag cabinet, slipping the one I'd been thinking off all day into my pocket before padding over to her. Leaning down I lightly kissed the small of her back, then started clipping her cuffs down to the horse, one by one. After that I spent a couple of minutes lightly caressing her, all over, before stopping by her head. "Open," I rumbled, touching her cheek with a fingertip as I reached into my pocket with my other hand.
It was the work of a couple of moments to slip the O-ring gag in place, settling it behind her small teeth, and only a few more moments to snugly buckle the straps behind her head. It was very obvious she hadn't been expecting a gag like this one. Which was no real surprise as, up to now, every gag she'd experienced had involved either something being stuffed in her mouth, taped over her mouth, strapped over her mouth, or a combination of those. This gag wasn't anything at all like those. 
I padded over to pick up the papers I'd seen on the floor as I'd entered and, as I leaned down to pick them up I had to mightily struggle not to laugh for, at that moment, I heard her as she suddenly figured out the purpose and intent (well, the main purpose, anyway) of the gag now in her mouth.
Reading the first one I felt my brows lift. I was quite impressed with the apology. Short but to the point. In fact, I was very impressed. The little toy was, quite obviously, working very hard at being pleasing. She'd not only apologized, but explained things as reasons, not as excuses. 
Glancing at the second paper I was just as impressed, but for different reasons. Gazing over at the little toy I grew quite thoughtful. There were depths to her that I was only now discovering. And I was finding those to be quite intriguing, appealing and attractive. 
Then I noticed the paper airplane off to one side, and my lips twitched. I bet a certain little toy must have died when that had sailed just out of reach! 
Of course, it might have been nice if she had neatly rolled up the ropes from this morning. I'd purposely left them in a pile, just to see if she'd take it upon herself to neaten them up. Then again, I considered as I walked over to the table, perhaps she'd decided that she wasn't allowed to touch 'play' things. Hmmmm. 
Setting the papers down I noticed two other loose sheets there. One had visible creases to it, and again my lips twitched. She might have flattened it back out, but if that hadn't been folded into a second paper airplane I'd eat it! 
The other paper, now...
It appeared to be a drawing of the spanking horse, and surrounded with little Valentine-style hearts in the borders. Hearts with neatly printed little M and S letters. It took me a few seconds for that to click; the only thing I could see those standing for was Master and slave. Thank goodness she hadn't reversed the order, for if I had seen S and M I'd've thought something entirely different!
I'd seen other girls her age, and slightly older, make doodles like those, especially when they'd been wistfully daydreaming of their current crush or steady. I found it quite cute, endearing and enchanting. But I was curious why she'd drawn that; curious as to what potential message she might be trying to send.
Padding back over to her I stood at her side, gliding a hand up and down the inside of a silken thigh. "Master is quite impressed with his toy's apology," I rumbled, and that was no 'pro-forma' tone in my voice either. "as well as with the rest of her note. A toy didn't make excuses, she gave reasons. She didn't state requirements, she tendered and supplied helpful, useful information. That's impressive. Damn impressive," I approvingly rumbled, gently cupping her pussy a moment, gently fondling. "Master is very proud of his little toy."
Caressing her cute, pert ass, "Master is going upstairs to get dinner started. Then I'll be right back. I'll be doing my work down here tonight I think, and enjoying my little toy up on her horse while I do. Now and then I may come over and play with her a bit while I work. And when I'm finished," I purred, reaching just past the gag and lightly touching her tongue with an extended forefinger, "Master will put this gag to good use."
Hints? Hints? Now why would my little slave want any hints? [image: image33.png]



KENNA
Winry’s Dad Emails Friday Night, 22 May
Masterius
I have the package. I’m gonna need a bigger towel. (
I promise the first picture in this set is the last one with her reading a book. After this we stopped being amazed at her reading. Still, even now it’s hard to take a picture with her without a book. This is her with one of the Harry Potter books. The second picture is of her first soccer game. We needed something to burn up her energy. The third picture is her at the piano. She started piano lessons and that gave her something else to channel her energy. The fourth is just her kindergarten school picture. Perhaps you can imagine that she did rather poorly in kindergarten. They just had other priorities than she did. She was always ahead of the class in grade level knowledge, but at least through third grade she lacked the social skills and maturity to skip grades. 
Winry’s Dad 
Winry Posts Friday Night, 22 May
While I’m waiting for his next post, I sit on the stool and stare at the monitor. I’m really not focused on the monitor, just lost in thought about what’s going on in the RP. I’ve given up on all my other RPs. They don’t seem so interesting anymore. Tied on top of a bar stool with not much to do gives me plenty of time while he works on his post. Sometimes I sit around and check out other sites, chat with my Master, or dream about being with him. At the moment, I’m just thinking. Masterius is pretty unpredictable, but I’m pretty sure that Kylie is about to get kidnapped and come face to face with Brittany and start figuring out stuff. I don’t know how to handle this because I’m confused over what’s going on with Mr. Eric and Brittany. Their relationship (and it wasn’t even supposed to be a relationship) is way more than I’d seen coming. It’s like that’s what I want for me, except that’s what I want for Kylie, the “real” me in the RP. Just that Brittany got there first. And they can’t both have him, can they?
Funny little thing, but he was using black to RP Mr. Eric with Kylie and red to RP Mr. Eric with Brittany. Now that they’re both about to be together he’s picked a color to stick with for both of them. And it’s Brittany’s color. That’s more than interesting. I wonder if that was a conscious choice. 
I can see how Brittany got to where she is mentally. It was the list of things she wanted to earn and then the strapping. After that, she’s just trying to please him and slowly realizing that she loves him. Not that she even realizes that yet. It’s like one of those romantic comedies where you can’t believe the guy and the girl don’t know they’re in love. Well, Mr. Eric may not be, but Brit is. That’s when it comes to me. Brit is me as if I was in Masterius’ basement. Brit is letting me be with my Master full time. 
Kylie is the “real” me. She’s playing a game with Mr. Eric, not so different from the fantasy playing out with me and my Master. I go to school. I eat dinner. I have freedom and time off from the whole little bondage playtoy slave and Master thing. Kylie has time off, too. In fact, she has too much time off now that Brittany has been kidnapped and she’s not getting anything. It’s like I’ve written myself, Kylie, right out of the story because I’m with Mr. Eric as Brit. Duh, no wonder I’m confused. Just that now Kylie is coming back into the story as his full time playtoy. 
One of the problems is that I don’t really have a best friend like Kylie has Brittany. So, I imagine what if Liz was missing. Yeah, my cousin is pretty much my best friend, though I don’t see her every day. We’re pretty close, so I’ll let her fill in for Brittany. Hmmm. Liz is missing and then Masterius grabs me and I find out Liz is in the basement already. Liz is already his playtoy and she’s in love with Masterius. Click. I got it. I can’t believe how easy that was. What really amazes me is how it changes everything about what’s going to happen when Kylie meets Brit. 
-Blushing- What did I like about Mr. Eric and Brittany? That she was just being so innocent kneeling there and he saw more than that. 
What confuses me? That she got there before Kylie and now she’s in love with him, too. She’s my character and I almost feel like I don’t have control of her. But don’t worry. I think I got it figured out how Kylie will act when she finds out who else is in his basement. 
As soon as I see him go to the cabinet where gags come from, I’m glad I wrote my note down instead of trying to tell him. I figured it was best in case he tried to shush me, but he’s gonna gag me first thing. I stay quiet as he caresses me for a little bit. Kinda like to say something since I won’t have much time to speak apparently, but I don’t want to spoil the mood. I’ve been waiting for him all day and I was worried I’d get spanked just for fun. Why else would I be on my horse? Sure he’s locked me in place, but he’s just being so gentle about it. I open for him and he puts a ring in my mouth that props me open. Then he straps that in place. OK, so this is gonna make me drool like crazy. Jeez. 
I’m kind of testing the gag. It’s harder than it looked and I can’t close my mouth for nothing. As he goes over and checks out the notes I left I suddenly get this awful feeling. “Unnnhhh?” I say as I figure out I can’t close my mouth and I’m at just the right height for him to… jeez. My stupid horse puts me at the right height from both ends. The thought makes me jerk up and the rings on my horse rattle. It scares me because from behind he put his cock all the way in and now there is nothing… absolutely nothing… to keep him from going all the way… way too far… into my mouth. Accckkkk. My eyes get real big as I look at him now. 
So far it looks like I haven’t done anything wrong, so an upcoming spanking and/or blowjob is not punishment. It’s just for fun. His fun. 
I follow his eyes over to my airplane with a touch of concern. What will he think about it? Then I blush as he appears amused and not angry. And amused over the other plane and my drawing. I give him a smile… yeah, a big round O smile and blush some more. I didn’t do the drawing or the hearts for him. It was just me doodling, but then I realized there was no way I could hide it and he’d given me a pen, not a pencil. 
When he comes back over and praises me, I feel warm all over. I had carefully thought about what to say. Another reason it was good to write it down instead of say it. I feel like I’m getting the hang of being his slave. It’s all about him. But if I make him the center of my life… and he is by virtue of him being the only person in the world who knows where I am… then he’ll take care of me. 
The he explains the evening’s “activities” or lack thereof actually. I’ll be on my horse for a while just entertaining him by being naked and helpless. He’ll drop by when he wants and fondle me. Oh well, I guess I got my exercise today, so I’ll just hang out here and see what happens. Except then he makes it perfectly clear what the gag is for and that he’ll use it… me… later. His finger in my mouth shows me just how helpless I am and his words taunt me about it. 
After he leaves, I can’t get it out of my mind that he’s planning on a blowjob. And I’m just lying here with my mouth open and ready for him. He couldn’t just ask and have me open. I’m going to be open all night, like I’m eagerly waiting for his cock in my mouth. Way in my mouth. No hands this time. Oh my God… I tug on the rings, but just in frustration. I know I’m going nowhere. It’s like the ultimate torment to just wait for his cock. 
And dammit, I just cleaned my horse and now I’m drooling all over it. 
I don't really want a hint, Sir. I like surprises. Especially yours. 
MASTERIUS
Masterius IMs and Posts Friday Night, 22 May
Settling down at the table I opened the little center drawer and stowed away the paper pad, the loose papers and the pen. Closing that I opened my briefcase out, set out the homework and started correcting and grading. Now and then I got up, strolled over and played with the little toy. And each time I ambled over or, for that matter, even appeared to come close she'd tense and softly whimper, little frustrated whines that were so erotic and exciting to hear. 
Sometimes that was just some gentle caresses. Other times I concentrated on her nipples or focused on her pussy. Sometimes I just used my hands, other times I softly nuzzled and kissed. Each time, no matter what I did, I was doing it just to take a break from the boring, monotonous chore of grading and correcting.
I did find a spot of amusement, though, realizing some of the papers I was working on were those of her classmates. Like Cynthia's, who sat right next to Brittany. Or used to sit next to Brittany, that is. I found it quite interesting working on those, knowing I'd be returning them tomorrow to their owners, who would never have any idea that their mysteriously absent classmate had been right there as their homework was corrected.
When I finished with the homework I moved on to other papers, until finally, about an hour later, I was finished. Carefully stacking them together I replaced them in my briefcase, zipping it closed then setting it on the floor. Standing up I padded over to the little toy, stopping right in front of the horse, right in front of her head, giving her a very clear, unobstructed view of the thick bulge straining against the front of my pants.
Gazing down into her enormous brown eyes I slowly, quite deliberately so, unzipped. My eyes were gleaming quite brightly; in fact, were smoldering and molten. I'd been looking forward to this all day, and this last hour had been an almost exquisite agony while I labored on my work. Reaching through the opened zipper I opened the fly of my briefs, guiding my hard, throbbing cock out. It seemed to leap out like a live thing once released from its confines, visibly throbbing in time to my pulse, the blunt, flared crown already purpled. 
Reaching down I took it on one hand, pressed it forward a bit and rubbed the head over her lips, as if applying lip balm. And then, eyes blazing, I poised the thick flared head right at the opening of the gag.
Hopefully this'll be a nice surprise. I'm pretty sure you'll find it cool.
Considering the idea I had, I was positive she'd find it very 'cool', indeed!
Masterius Emails Winry's Dad Friday Night, 22 May
Winry's dad,
I don't mind at all pictures of her reading a book. I grew up an insatiable, avid bibliophile myself. In fact I still am. Curling up with a good book is one of my greatest pleasures. 
Yeah, somehow I don't think finger painting and other kindergarten-ly activities would have fascinated and occupied her for more than, oh, a day. I'm also sure she was as happy as a clam when she was finally able to skip grades. I know I would have been.
Tonight I'll want her bound atop her bed, tummy down and spread-eagled, with her wake-up call tomorrow morning being a 2-4 minute long foot tickle (I'm not at all sure what her tickle-tolerance is; I just want her giggling hysterically and squirming like mad). 
At 10 AM she is to go to the bathroom and strip, then stand in the bathtub. I'll want her wrists and elbows tied behind her back, then help her lay tummy down in the tub, facing away from the drain. Tie her ankles crossed, so that her legs are really crossed quite open. Tied so that she can't straighten her legs back out, and also can't reach the knots. Then tie her ankles up to her wrists in a nice hogtie. After that, blindfold her (not with tape, either a section of Vetwrap or something like a scarf or muffler) and, finally, gag her with her new gag. [image: image34.png]



I'll want her left tied until noon. At 10:15, 10:45, 11:15 and 11:45 I'll want two to four cups of small ice cubes carefully poured atop and around her. Hopefully you'll have enough ice to do that. --wry grin--
Once she is released she may have lunch, and have the rest of the day free.
Thanks again for your help!
~Masterius
KENNA
Winry Posts Friday Night, 22 May
Sir, I find all my Master’s ideas cool. Exciting. Erotic. 
Every time he gets up, I think, “This is it.” Then he just caresses me. Or he fondles my nipples. Agghh! I hate that because it feels so good. Or he toys with my pussy. Double agghh! He gets me squirming and enjoying my own predicament, which is not all that enjoyable. Each time he comes close, I whimper and tug at the cuffs. It’s stupid and I know it, but I can’t help it. It’s my way of telling him I don’t want him to take advantage of my mouth. It just seems so unfair. He already knows I’d do it without being tied and gagged wide open. This will just be fun for him and not at all for me. 
At the same time, though, this is what I want. His time. He’s sitting with me while he works. I know he doesn’t have to be in the basement at all to do his work. He gets me all worked up and I hope he’s just bluffing. I hope he fucks me again. He sure is getting me wet and ready. It’s so frustrating because he’s enjoying how helpless I am. He could just stick it in my mouth and get it over with, but he makes me wait. Gawd, I hate the waiting. All the while I lie there looking like I’m ready… hell, my mouth is ready, but the rest of me isn’t. 
Then he makes a show of putting away his papers. My horse is slick at the rear with my juices and at the front with my drool. I know the waiting is over. I watch with big, wide eyes as he steps right in front of me and proudly shows off the bulge in his pants. I’ve seen what’s there, so I don’t have to imagine it. He even teases me by pulling it out slowly. The look on his face… in his eyes… is so hot. He wants this so bad. I could turn my head, but I don’t. Not just because he’d be mad and I have no doubt he’d spank me good for that. It’s because the look on his face just convinced me that I want to. Not the deep throat part. I want to blow him. I want him to cum in my mouth. I love the look in his eyes and how it makes me feel. I want to light the fire in his eyes. My heart pounds as he pushes his cock at me. I watch with fascination, nearly cross-eyed as it touches my lips. For the first time ever, I’m about to please him and I’m not thinking about what I’m going to get for it. 
I’m watching the clock tonight, Sir. About time for one more post from each of us I think. 
Not to mention I want to see what happens with Brittany. This is not the first time he stopped with his dang cock just about in. It’s just enough to leave me wondering if he really is bluffing. 
MASTERIUS
Masterius Posts Friday Night, 22 May
I couldn't easily see her expression, not the way I had her positioned. But something seemed to have changed about her once I'd stood in front of her and pulled my cock out. But I was a bit too preoccupied to truly dwell on that. Grasping my cock I slowly stroked up and down, up and down, the swollen, purpled crown just brushing against her ring-gaped soft lips. I felt a sharp shiver ripple and race through me as I felt her breath, hot against the head as she breathed. 
And then, in a smooth motion, I pushed inside, sliding through the ring and into her warm, sweet —and utterly helpless— little mouth. A deep groan rumbled from my chest as I felt my cock slide over and across her velvet-soft, moist little tongue. "Mmmmmm." A series of sharp tremors coursed through me as I pushed inside, feeling that. In no way was this as tight-feeling as it had been when she'd blown me last time; ring gags just didn't permit that. But the sensation that was lost with a vacuuming little mouth was more than replaced by the pleasure and power of helplessly, implacably taking a ring-gagged mouth.
There was nothing she could have done to stop me from fully hilting myself inside her mouth. Even if she decided to struggle, simply holding her head would keep her motionless, while the ring gag would keep her mouth forced wide open, vulnerable and defenseless. That sweet, silky little tongue in no way could, or would, block my entrance and penetration. And if I chose to, I could thrust all the way inside, all the way to the back of her throat and possibly —actually, definitely— into her throat.
Of course, doing that would certainly trigger her gag reflex. And while that would pose no danger to her, it would panic her. 
So I was careful with how deep I thrust, going no more than a couple of inches. But that was quite enough to have my face start flushing, have my breath start rasping, feeling the sensitive underside of my cock, especially the frenum and glans, gliding along her tongue. 
Instead of doing what I did when my Kylie was ring gagged, I didn't use my hand to stroke my cock. I wasn't in any hurry this time, and I wasn't concerned about anyone possibly interrupting before I was finished. Reaching down I cupped her head between my hands, fingers spread and splayed, 'caging' her head between them. I didn't firmly grasp; my grip wasn't that of someone forcing her head motionless. Or, for that matter, like someone who expected needing to force her to stay motionless. I simply placed my hands there to have a place to put them, and also gently play with her hair as I slowly flexed my hips back and forth, back and forth, enjoying the sensation of thrust-rubbing my hard, throbbing cock over her sweet little tongue.
At the start my thrusts were slow, taking seconds to slide in and out. I wasn't in any hurry. That wasn't to say I wasn't aroused. Because I damn well was. Aroused and turned on. But I didn't have an urgent, strident need to immediately cum. I'd been looking forward to this for hours, and I was damn well going to savor every second.
Slowly the minutes passed. I continued those slow, steady thrusts as I listened to her breathing, listened to her sounds. As I watched her body, observing and enjoying that, noting the motions of little fingers, tiny toes. My thick cock constantly throbbed in her small mouth, pulsing against her tongue.
After about ten minutes of sheer unadulterated bliss that bordered on exquisite agony I started breathing heavier, my hands twitched against her head as my arousal started reaching the boiling point. I was just about to reach down and start jerking myself off... when I paused, my eyes rounding a moment, a sharp exhale grunting from me as a sudden thought hit me.
I groaned again, cock left just inside her mouth, throbbing atop her tongue. My breath hissed as I tightly closed my eyes. And then, taking a deep breath and gusting it out... I took a step back, cock slipping from inside her mouth, popping out past the ring. No sooner did it pop free than it sprang upright, jutting upwards like a spear. A glistening, saliva-soaked, visibly throbbing spear at that.
Strolling around I stepped up behind her, wide hands firmly grasping sleek slender hips as I stepped right up behind her. Flexing and tipping my hips I guided my cock up against her pussy. Her wet, slick pussy. Guided my cock up against her, rubbing thick flared crown against her petals then nudged them apart, socketing the head of my cock right against her.
Then nudged again, pressing forward, wedging her wider. Then wider yet. Then hissed as I started entering her. My hands tightened as I slowly sank deeper and deeper into her tight, slick, hot pussy, feeling that sheath tightly mold and grip around me. Slowly, over the space of a full minute, I eased deeper and deeper, sinking my way with little back-and-forth thrusts until, at last, I was fully buried inside her.
And then for two long, long minutes I stroked in and out, in and out, fully hilting each time, withdrawing until just the blunt flared head remained inside her. Until I was heavily panting, deep low grunts as I grew closer and closer to orgasm.
And then I stopped, that last final withdrawal all the way, popping out from inside her, once again my cock springing upwards like a Jack-in-the-box. And, like before, it was glistening. But, this time, not with saliva.
Padding around her other side I returned to standing at her head, right in front of her, jutting, glistening cock at her nose. I gave her a few seconds to see that; more importantly, to smell that. Smell her own juices, fresh from her pussy. 
A few seconds to realize that she'd be doing more than just smell her own juices.
Reaching down I grasped my cock, guiding it to the O-ring wedging her mouth helplessly agape. Poising the head at the opening I paused a couple of heartbeats... then pushed back inside, deeply groaning as I did.
And then I began thrusting in and out, in and out, no deeper than before, true, but a helluva lot faster. And as I thrust I stroked, firmly gripping my cock, jacking it as her sweet warm tongue glided along the sensitive underside.
It didn't take very long before I came. No more than a minute, I thought. My breath was raping in harsh pants, my face felt flushed and hot. A deep growl non-stop rumbled in my chest as I quickly grew closer and closer.
And then I moaned, grunted as my cock swelled even thicker, than began pulsing in my hand, as jet after jet of thick, sticky cum spurted into her small mouth.
My blood sang, my ears roared as I came, my body vibrating like a struck gong. Finally it gave a last feeble twitch then started softening as I milked it dry, still inside her mouth. Only when I'd milked the last remnant free did I step back and slip free of her mouth, gazing down at her with fiery, molten eyes that burned like furnaces.
I wasn't at all surprised to see a good bit of my cum on the top of the horse in front of her. Swallowing with that gag wasn't at all easy, so a good bit had gushed out, flowing down her chin and onto the leatherette top. Stroking her hair I waited until my breathing calmed, until my muscles ceased vibrating. Then I tucked my cock back inside and zipped up.
"Master will be back in fifteen minutes," I rumbled. "And I don't want to see any cum left atop the horse when I come back." Giving her hair a final little, pleased ruffle I turned and walked off, picking up my briefcase on my way to the door. A few minutes later I was upstairs in the kitchen, checking on dinner.
I hope my little slave does have time to reply. Your Master took a bit of time writing this, so I'm not sure if you will. Either way I'll be here to wish my pleasing little bondage playtoy slave a good night.:  )
While I waited I dashed off a 'p.s.' sort of email to her dad, as I'd thought of something while writing the post.
Winry's dad,
This is a postscript of sorts. I didn't mention this in the instructions because I didn't think it was possible. But afterwards I realized that you'd be the best judge regarding practicalities.
If there is any way I could hear Winry during her 'session' I'd love that. If not, that's ok. 
That's it.:  )
Thanks!
~Masterius
KENNA
Winry’s Dad Emails Friday Night, 22 May
Masterius
Guess I won’t be needing that bigger towel. ( 
I was rather surprised that you hadn’t asked to hear her. I can set up the wireless laptop in the bathroom with the usual headset and microphone. I have to admit I’m rather looking forward to this particular event. It just seems amusing to me. A father could easily get away with pouring ice down the back of his daughter’s shirt as a practical joke. 
Not to imply I’d stay and watch. Like a good joke, I’ll dump the ice and run. Though with that much ice and her restrained, it will be more like pour the ice and walk. (
Winry’s Dad
Winry Posts Friday Night, 22 May
I make one last whimper before Master just slides his cock right in. Not a thing I can do. I squirm backwards… yeah, maybe a millimeter. I pull my head back a couple of inches. It’s just an involuntary reflex to try to protect myself. I do want him in my mouth. Just that I don’t trust him. He simply moves forward so he stays in my mouth. As he pushes across my tongue that first time, I taste the glistening drop on the tip of his cock. He smears it against my tongue. I wait for the terrible feel of his cock going too deep, but it doesn’t happen. He just slides in and out a couple of inches… real slow. I can smell him and taste him, telling me deep inside that Master using me. 
I can’t look up to see his face. All I can see is his crotch. His balls and the base of his cock jut forward from a tangle of dark curly hair. When I’d blown him with free hands, I’d focused more on his cock, but now that’s in me the thrust of his hips, slow and steady is what has my attention. Master’s hands take my head and once again I steel for the deep thrust that he can easily make. Yet, his hands are gentle, practically caressing my hair instead of seizing me to rape my mouth. Still focused on his hips, I see as well as feel, that he’s not going deeper. 
Gradually I relax as it seems he’s not going to hurt me. It’s just his cock in my mouth, aside from his hands on my head, steadying me, there’s no other contact. I start to enjoy it, wishing I could look up and see his face. I have to be content with Master’s rumbly sounds he makes when he’s aroused. And wow is he ever. Taking his time and enjoying my mouth. I ache for more. Not more in my mouth, but his hands on my body. His cock in my pussy. Agonizing minutes go by as my body wants more and all I can do is get fucked in the mouth. 
Then something changes. Master’s breathing gets heavier and his thrusts more insistent. I know he’s about to cum and then it changes again. A loud gasp and a grunt. He stops thrusting. As his cock pulls out, it rises like a tower in front of me. I can tilt my head back, looking slowly up his engorged cock and then past the tip and look up at his face. He’s looking at my butt, or actually, as it turns out, my pussy. Because then he walks around me and puts his cock there. Yes, that’s what I want, too. Like this morning, he’s going to take me and let me cum, too. Now I fully relax, pushing my hips back to give him the best access I can. Unlike this morning, he takes his time entering me. The he starts with slow, deep strokes. Mmmm. The feel of him inside me is wonderful. 
It doesn’t last near long enough. He gets me excited, but then he doesn’t cum and I don’t either. He just pulls out and I look back in surprise. What’s he doing? He comes back to stand in front of me and his cock is still hard. Holy crap! His cock is going back in my mouth. Hey, do you know where that just was? Oh shit, he does and I do. I mean, I can smell my pussy juices on him. He puts his cock to my lips again… teasing me with the knowledge that I’m about to taste myself. Here, let me open up for you… oh that’s right… I am already…oh gawd. He pushes in and I taste pussy… my pussy. It’s on my tongue. It fills my nose. I grimace just at the thought of it, but it’s not that bad. Nasty idea to put *that* in my own mouth, but he’s way excited by the idea. Because after that he’s like a race car, hard and fast and cumming in my mouth. 
I try to swallow, and I do manage to swallow some of it, but heck, I haven’t been able to swallow my own drool so a lot of it spills out on my horse. He makes a point of pumping all of his cum into my mouth, so I swallow again… yeah, right… and more dribbles out. Gawd, it tastes just as bad as the first blowjob. Heck, my own pussy tasted better than his cum. Kind of like candy coating slime. 
Then he simply tucks his cock away and tells me he’ll be back in 15 minutes. I’m not going to get to cum? And there is to be no cum on my horse when he gets back? How the heck am I… oh, fuck no. I look up at him with pleading eyes, but he’s already walking away. 
I stare at the cum on my horse. More there than in my tummy. No cum left atop my horse in fifteen minutes. I can think of ways to fix that. Wipe it up with my cheeks. Lick it up and try to spit it on the floor. Flick my hair over my cheek and use it. I just know that’s not what he means. It wasn’t a clear order, but yeah, I know what he means. I lick the cum off my horse and choke down his nasty tasting cum. Choke it down not because it’s nasty tasting, but because it’s just so hard to swallow. And this I *have* to swallow. Swallowing spit is optional and since it was such hard work, I just drooled. Swallowing cum is not optional. It takes several minutes to make my horse spotless. While I do it, I find a new name for my horse. It’s my fucking horse. Literally. I’m here to get fucked. Front or rear. Spanked sometimes, but fucked. Raping my mouth makes me a fucktoy on her fucking horse. 
Then I rest my head down on my horse, looking away from the door. No happy smile… happy eyes… whatever… like I managed when he came in the door. A fucktoy doesn’t get to argue, but she sure doesn’t have to be happy. I think about him dipping his cock in my pussy and forcing me to taste it. And I wonder if that’s how Kylie would taste. She’d have to, wouldn’t she? Thinking of Kylie reminds me that I’m trying to keep her out of the basement. For her sake. I don’t want the same thing to happen to my best friend. Sure, there’s a little part of me that doesn’t want her as competition. There’s also a part of me that wants the company. But, I just have to get his mind off her. 
I turn my head toward the door, knowing what I have to do. It’s not long before the door opens back up and I raise my head with a gagged smile and happy eyes. “Hello, Master, glad you’re back,” I say, semi-intelligible through the freaking gag. I look down at the spot in front of me. “Clean for Master. Mmmmmm.” However much he understand of that, I know he at least gets the rumbling, “Mmmmmm,” like I just had a tasty snack. This is for you, Kylie. 
MASTERIUS
Masterius Emails Winry’s Dad Friday Night, 22 May
Winry's dad,
That'd be great. I have to admit I'll enjoy hearing her reactions. [image: image35.png]



Masterius
I'd laughed reading his email. I hadn't really been sure how he'd feel about icing down his daughter. But from his email, it sure seemed he'd be enjoying that as much as I will!
Masterius Posts Friday Night, 22 May
I checked on dinner —chicken and dumplings— then turned the pot off, covering it. It was finished and could be served now. But I wasn't quite done with my little toy, so dinner would have to wait a bit longer. So I enjoyed a cup of coffee while I waited for the fifteen minutes to elapse.
I was also getting butterflies about tomorrow. It was one thing to play with my Kylie as I had been. There had been that rush of the risk of playing with her that way. And the exhilaration of that as well, of course. But now I was facing taking her downstairs, to keep and, unlike with Brittany, that wasn't going to be a spur-of-the-moment, impulsive act. 
At least having two of them would provide each other company during school days. And it wouldn't hurt that they were best friends, too. Or, at least, had been best friends the last time they'd met. I wasn't at all sure how my Kylie would take finding out the reason Brittany was downstairs was because of an ill-conceived extortion attempt, especially considering what Brittany had been striving to extort!
I also wasn't sure how they'd take finding out they'd have to share my attentions. That might wind up being amusing, actually. Then again, that might very well wind up ugly. Or, at least for a while. I was pretty certain that repeated disciplines and punishments would take care of that little problem should it actually appear.
With thirty seconds to go I stood up, mug in hand, grabbed three paper towels then descended to the dungeon. Strolling inside I closed the door behind me, paused at the table to take a sip of coffee before setting the mug down, then padded over to her. I had a difficult time understanding what she'd tried saying, but I couldn't mistake the “Mmmmmm,” yummy sound. Which had my cock abruptly stiffen again. Dear Lord this toy was going to be the death of me yet!
Gently stroking her hair I inspected the top of the horse... and her face and hair. From what I could discern she had licked it clean, rather than taking an, ah, alternative method. What she didn't know, naturally, was that I was quite aware of how difficult it actually was to lick anything while ring gagged. It was possible, of course, but it took a great deal of effort.
Effort that, quite clearly, she'd taken.
"Now that's a very good toy," I rumbled, sounding quite pleased and approving. "Oh yes; a very good toy indeed. Master is quite proud of you." Reaching behind her head I unbuckled the straps then gently eased the O-ring from her mouth. Setting it on her back I took the paper towels and gently, almost tenderly, blotted the slobber from lips and chin before wiping off the drool from the top of the horse.
Once that was done I picked up the gag and discarded the paper towels in the waste can on my way to the gag storage cabinet. A few minutes later and the gag was cleaned, disinfected and stored away. I debated for a moment choosing a second one then gave a little shrug. Closing the cabinet I ambled to a different one, one that stored some of the toys. I knew exactly what I wanted, reaching in and picking it up. Moments later I was behind her, never giving her a view of what I had in my hand.
Once behind her I hung the power unit by its lanyard on a small hook at the back of the horse, a hook specifically for this purpose. Taking the small bullet I reached over, rubbed the rounded end up and down her tight slit several times... then eased the bullet deep inside her. It wasn't any bigger than my forefinger, and was about as long as the first two joints of that same finger. 
I didn't turn it on right away. Instead I moved to her side, leaned down a little, then started brushing fingertips up and down a smooth, soft bare sole. Secured as she was, her small feet were quite displayed and exposed, and I was looking forward to playing with them a bit. I had no idea if they were ticklish or not, but within moments I was certainly going to find out!
And, ticklish or not, either way I was going to enjoy playing with her little bare feet. I hadn't played with them as yet, but I was about to rectify that!
KENNA
Winry IMs Friday Night, 22 May
Good night, Sir. Or at least, see you in a bit. I’m off and getting ready for bed.
I shower and brush my teeth and put on a robe. Not much point in actually getting dressed anymore since I’m going to be naked all night. 
Ready for bed, Sir. 
I think Brittany is never going to like blowjobs. But, I wonder if she’ll slip up and let him know that she doesn’t. ( 
Then I go and do my ten minutes of kneeling and teasing. When I come back I check IMs and the RP and dang… he’s got a post up. I read it and promptly wish I hadn’t. I mean, what the heck did he put in her? And I’ve got to go to bed. I know one thing for sure. I’ve been working hard to make sure he doesn’t know about foot tickles on me. I hope *I* don’t slip up and let him know how they affect me. So, Brittany sure as heck isn’t going to like it. Or Kylie. 
Good night, sir. I love my Master. 
I wait for his good night and then dad fixes me up for bed, leashed to my Master's bed. As I lie there drifting off to sleep, I wonder if I should have mentioned that I read his post. And really, I wonder why I didn't. Was it the surprise that's inside her? Was it the promise of a foot tickle? Was it the fact that it's killing me to know what's about to happen?
MASTERIUS
Masterius IMs Friday Night, 22 May
So, she'll never like them? [image: image36.png]


I don't think Kylie does, either. Well, at least she didn't seem to like her first one! [image: image37.png]



Good night and sweet dreams my very pleasing, quite sexy little slave. Oh, and try not to think about what Master has planned for his little slave tomorrow!
Masterius Emails Winry's Dad, Friday Night, 22 May
After saying good night to my little slave and logging off messenger I sat there, mentally picturing her as she was bound for bed, just as I'd been imagining her kneeling for her night time ritual. Soon now, very soon, I wouldn't have to be imagining a dog gone thing.
Tomorrow she'd be woken by a semi-lengthy foot tickle. Then, later on, she'd be in the tub for her Saturday bondage session. There was so much I wanted to do with her but, since I was going to have her here with me soon, I didn't need to rush anything. I could take my time, sort of coast along the next two weeks, knowing that I'd soon have her with me, able to teach and train her face-to-face, no longer long distance.
Still, I'd want to do something with her on Sunday. And I had had an idea for that. But as she didn't have any high heels...
Hmmmm...
Winry's dad,
I have an idea for tomorrow. But it involves you taking her to do a spot of shopping and, unfortunately, purchasing something if you agree to that. I'm more than happy to reimburse you for it.
Attached please find the link to a particular shoe I'd like bought for her. What I'd like is this:
Sometime Sunday, say, around late morning, you'll take Winry out to get the heels. Don't tell her where, or why, you're taking her, just say it's something I want. I'll want Winry wearing the short flowered skirt, and no panties. She may select her top and shoes. [image: image38.png]



Once you're home, she's to go to her room and undress, then come out to her RP area in just the heels. Tie her ankles apart, feet shoulder width, using that spreader pole again. Her wrists will be tied in front of her, palms touching, then tied up overhead to the ceiling hook. Then gag her with her new gag (see, that bigger towel will come in handy! [image: image39.png]


) 
I'd like to hear her for this, too. I'm not sure how long I'll want her tied. It depends, especially since those will be the first time she's in heels of that size.
I'll remain online for a while in case you have questions.
Thanking you in advance,
KENNA
Winry Posts Saturday Morning, 23 May
Yep, sleep comes hard Friday night what with me thinking about his post and what’s in Brittany and his last IM. How do you get me to think about something? Yep, you got it. Tell me not to think about it. Just what is that supposed to mean?
Dad wakes me in the morning with a foot tickle. Hey, stop that. Not just a foot tickle, but a long one. I’m giggling and squirming, grinding my hips into the bed. It’s terribly arousing and I’m glad I’ve got a sheet over me. Just my feet sticking out for dad to tickle. It goes on way too long. Ten minutes of kneeling after that is excruciating. My orgasm is mind blowing. Dad’s drawn limits for what he’ll do to me. I may just have to draw a line, too. I mean, I’m focused on thinking it’s my Master that’s tickling me, but face it… dad just about made me cum. 
After breakfast, dad at least tells me I’ve got until 10, so I get online and work on a post. Hopefully I’ll know what’s in Brittany before 10. 
Again I notice the lack of the word fuck when he calls me a toy. I have a different opinion after what he just did to me, but I’m not going to argue. It feels good to have him praise me. Delighted is a better term. His order hadn’t been all that clear, but it’s obvious that I’d figured it out. Licked the dang disgusting stuff off my fucking horse and made him happy. It had been demeaning, but so had the blowjob. I’m beginning to think I can take just about anything from him though. It’s just that first time for everything that shocks me. The second time for everything has been easier, right down to the second strapping. And, I don’t count this second blowjob as the second time for that. Being gagged had been seriously different than the first blowjob, so this was another first. Next time I have a ring gag? Piece of cake. 
When he takes out the gag and cleans me up, I say, “Thank you, Master.” I do mean it. Ungagging me is not the big deal. Wiping my mouth isn’t either. It’s the way he wipes my mouth, carefully and lovingly. He needs to know that his slave appreciates that. 
I’m relaxed and watching him from across the room as he cleans and stores the gag. I think even that is nice. Every time he’s cleaned the gag, so that next time it’s not disgusting. Maybe he does it because he takes care of all his toys and his gags are just other toys, but it means a lot to me. I can easily imagine the gag after a few uses being disgusting. Gagged is bad enough without it being a smelly gag. 
Then I see him take something else out of a different cabinet. He hasn’t been in that cabinet before that I remember. I follow him with my eyes until I can’t anymore. I never get a glimpse of what’s in his hand. I do see him hang something up that distinctly has a power cord running from it to whatever is in his hand. “Unnnhhhh,” I complain as he rubs something against my pussy. It’s just a grunt of surprise, not disagreement. Then he pushes something inside my pussy. “Unnnhhh,” I say again, surprised and concerned. This could be good or it could be bad. I sure don’t like the idea of something electrical pushed into my pussy. I don’t like not knowing, but then the times he has let me know what’s about to happen, I haven’t liked that either. Besides, what’s a toy to do? 
Then I feel his fingertips on the soles of my feet. All thought of what he just pushed into me vanishes. My foot jerks, rattling the rings on my horse. I grit my teeth and try to insist to myself that I will *not* be ticklish this time. I will *not* let him know I am ticklish. I will *not* laugh, giggle, or lose control. I will *not* laugh so hard that I cry. Because if he knows that I’m ticklish where his fingers are idly dancing, then I’m toast. My foot jerks again and I whimper. Then I giggle. I look back at him with annoyance. He smiles back at me. Crap. 
I figure it might take him a while to post. Actually I’m sorta sure he won’t. I don’t think the wait until 10 is so we can RP. It’s sorta like leaving Brittany on the horse to stew about the upcoming strapping or blowjob, except I don’t know what’s upcoming, so I stew over the unknown. To get my mind off it, I go read. Just that I come back and check every 30 minutes or so. Then it’s 10 o’clock and dad heads me into my bathroom. He makes pretty quick work of getting me tied in the bathtub. So, now this does not seem comfortable for long term bondage. When dad adds the whiffle ball gag, I pull back and ask him where he got that. Ah, my Master just sent it. Just for today. That explains the bathtub. If I’m going to do an imitation of a Saint Bernard, then the bathtub will contain the mess. The last thing is more of that sticky wrap from last week, around my head as a blindfold. 
Last of all, dad brings in his laptop and puts the headset on me. I didn’t ask how long I’m going to be here and dad probably wouldn’t have told me. It does seem I’m set for a while. 
“Eh-oh, assserrr,” [Hello, Master.] I say into the microphone. There’s no response. With headphones on and blindfolded, I have to assume that dad is gone now. But then I distinct hear him stomping around like he wants me to know he’s there. Now that’s unusual. I lift my head and turn towards him, “Huhh?” Then I hear the unmistakable sound of ice dumping.  ICE! All over ME! “Eeeeesusss riiist! Hot a huck.” [Jesus Christ! What the fuck!] I squirm, but that puts ice under me, too. I shiver and squirm, trying to get the ice off me. In fact, I realize I can probably move around and make the ice slide to the drain, past my knees and I’ll be OK. But I don’t. That’s like trying to win the game and I don’t want to do that anymore. My Master wants ice on me, around me, and under me, then that’s it. “Is hold. Aaassserrr, hot ya ooing?” [It’s cold. Master, what you doing?]
MASTERIUS
Masterius, Audio, Saturday Morning, 23 May
I heard the click as the microphone went live, followed quickly by her muffled “Eh-oh, assserrr." I didn't reply, though, just quietly listened. There was no mistaking, however, when the ice was added. Oh no, no mistaking that at all!
“Eeeeesusss riiist! Hot a huck.”
I struggled not to burst out laughing, but I couldn't keep a rumbling chuckle from coming out.
“Is hold. Aaassserrr, hot ya ooing?”
"Why, I'm listening to my little toy, and picturing her all helplessly bound and gagged and goose bumping. Oh, well... also stroking myself, too. Mmmmmmm," I rumbled, purring.
"Master will enjoy doing this to his little toy one day. But, well, during winter, after it has snowed. And setting my little toy just as she is right now out into a snow bank."
"For now, though, Master is just going to enjoy listening to his little toy. Oh, and don't worry about the ice melting. I can assure you Master won't be letting that happening any time soon. Oh, and as for how long a little toy will be tied? Hmmmm... let's just say I won't have you miss dinner."
"Now I'll just sit here and enjoy listening to my little toy. And, well, as I said, stroking myself. And if a little slave excites her Master enough, she might even get to hear him cum again." 
KENNA
Winry Audio One Cold Saturday Morning, 23 May
After the initial shock, I’m embarrassed at my language. I’m of the opinion that dad thinks I don’t know or at least use those words, but he definitely heard me. I can only hope that he didn’t understand them. 
Then I hear my Master’s voice, deep and rich and usually warm, it sure doesn’t make me feel any warmer. Yeah, goose bumping all right. “Uh huh, oos-ums all oh-er.” [Uh huh, goose bumps all over.]  Then he paints the picture in my mind of me in a freaking snow bank. I shiver and squirm at the thought of that. “Uh uh, uh uh, nah hun.” [Uh uh, uh uh, no fun.] But then he knows that. No fun for me, but fun for him. He can’t put me in a snow bank… ever… in Santa Monica, so he’s doing it like this. I get the message that there’s more ice on the way. “Jeez, I gon-uh…” [Jeez, I’m gonna…] I bite off the words. I am *not* gonna kill daddy for this. Nope, I can’t do anything to daddy, because it’s my Master who’s dumping the ice on me. If I know my Master, just about the time the ice melts, I’ll have more. 
His voice doesn’t warm me up, but the idea of him playing with himself seems to make it more bearable. Aside from deliberately working the ice toward the drain, there’s nothing I can do about the ice. I squirm around some, succeeding in getting more under me and getting it off my back. The result is I start to get pretty chilled on my underside. 
The goal for the morning then is to make him cum. I want to hear him do it. Just over me. Over me freezing in the bathtub. Over me being helpless to protect myself from another load of ice and another and another… until dinner. “Luff a new gak. I a Haint Anar-uh. A cole Haint Anar-uh. A cole witt-ul girl… ahhhkkk… wit har-duh nih-ulls. Inna ice.” [Love the new gag. I’m a Saint Bernard. A cold Saint Bernard. A cold little girl with hard nipples. In the ice.”] I want to paint him the whole picture even though he probably can imagine it all. And I might as well be cocky while I can. I imagine there will come a time when I ask, even beg him to stop. 
“Brrrr,” I shiver. OK, that comes out of nowhere. Not part of the cocky plan to make him cum. 
MASTERIUS
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Leaning back I sipped some coffee, listening to her. I had to chuckle at her words and her tone. I could easily picture how shocked she must have looked when the ice first poured over her. That had to come as quite the surprise; somehow I doubted that an ice bath was anything she'd ever pictured happening.
Granted, it wasn't exactly an ice bath. I hadn't asked for, nor had any intention, of literally submerging her in ice cubes. There'd be no way she could have tolerated that for more than ten or so minutes, if that. However, I knew that, with only two cups of cubes at a time, she could, reasonably easily, twist and buck to get the ones atop her to slide off, and squirm and wriggle to work the ones at her sides down past her knees towards the drain. That would still be enough, of course, to make for a rather chilly adventure today!
I chuckled again at her 'self-description': a cold Saint Bernard indeed! My chuckles were amused ones, not malicious or mean ones, and I was amused. Amused and delighted.
"Well, I suppose my chilly little Saint Bernard can figure out why Master had her tied this particular fashion," I murmured. "It does make it a wee bit difficult to get rid of the ice cubes. But I have to admit I'm fond of hogties —that's what that's called, by the way, although I'm sure you knew that already," and I was sure of that, too; my little slave was quite shrewd, clever and intelligent, "for another, entirely different reason."
Taking another sip of coffee I continued, "Master knows exactly how his nippy little slave looks. Lying on her tummy, arms behind her back. And, more importantly, much more importantly, something else behind her. Behind, and above, her adorably sexy little butt. And do you know what they are?"
"Mmmm... two dainty, perfectly delectable little feet. Little bare feet. Little bare feet with their soles up in the air. Mmmmm... very nice. And I know precisely just how small, how perfect, they are: I have the tracing of them right here with me. And they do look so lovely, so... tickleable."
She made an odd sound at that, a quite curious one.
"I do so enjoy tickling. Master shares that with Mr. Eric. And, like Mr. Eric, Master shares something else, too. I, ah, don't tell just anyone this. Ah, in fact, you'll be the first," I murmured, sounding a bit self-conscious; shy, even. "But, ah... you see I, happen to, ah, well... I happen to like feet. It's a little, um, quirk, I suppose, I share with Mr. Eric. I can so easily picture standing by my little toy right now, slowly, so slowly, reaching down my hand, fingers and thumb fisted except for my forefinger which is extended. A forefinger that I so so lightly rest on the bottom of a smooth, so smooth, bare little sole... then lightly graze downwards, lightly dragging a nail down that luscious little sole."
Again she made an odd sound at that, one that had my guts abruptly knot and tighten, my cock powerfully throb.
"I can picture those adorable, sexy toes suddenly curl at that tickle. Hear your muffled soft giggle. See you pull and tug on the ropes. But you can't get away. Oh no," I purred, not even realizing my voice had changed. Had dropped several octaves to a very deep, cavernous echoing rumble. The same tone, in fact, that she'd heard last week, when I'd been masturbating and highly aroused and excited.
"Sometimes it'd be just that one nail," I crooned, so deep and hot, voice like molten honey covering her. "And sometimes all the fingers. Sometimes a very slow, almost dainty tickle. And other times all four quickly, rapidly tickling all, all over. And, gawd," I groaned, eyes closing a moment, "I will so enjoy seeing those tiny toes curl and clench, flex and spread. You little foot twist and circle, jerking in the ropes. Hearing your giggles."
"And sometimes I'd hold that delectable little foot in both my hands. Hold it nice and secure... and rub my cheek along that soft smooth sole... tickling you with the stubble of my whiskers. And sometimes," my voice dropped even more, so very deep, so very fiery, "I'll just softly kiss the bottoms. Softly kiss each tiny toe. Even take a toe in my mouth and softly suckle it, nurse on it."
KENNA
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He gives me an out as he talks. I was assuming I was to lie in the ice and suffer. I had this image in my head that the bathtub was a poor substitute for a snow bank from which I couldn’t escape. But if it’s a wee bit difficult to get rid of the cubes, then it’s allowed to try. Now I start to squirm, accompanied by the rattling of cubes, a few grunts, and an occasional oops as a cube gets under me. No doubt he can tell the difference and is quiet amused and aroused at the sound of me squirming. 
“Aaaah, huuuhhh,” I say as he mentions something right over my butt. And then confirms it’s my feet that we’re both thinking about. My feet have been high on my list of concerns since this morning’s foot tickle. I’m very aware of where they are and how available they are for tickling. For God’s sake, if he sends in daddy to tickle me right now, I’m cutting this short. “Oh, Gaawww,” I moan at the mention of tickling. “Nuh uh.” Please no tickling in the tub. 
Then he proceeds to practically verbally tickle me. It makes my tummy flutter to know that he likes tickling. He finds it erotic. He says he likes feet, but the way he says it, I hear erotic, exciting, arousing. “Mmmmphfff, nooo, uh uh,” I argue, completely forgetting he’s never to know about how I feel about it. I squirm as if he is in the room and I’m trying to keep my feet from him. “own uch em.” [Don’t touch them.]. Then I freeze, literally, but not so literally as the ice might make that sound and quiet down quickly. Let him talk and just ignore it, I tell myself. Like that is possible. Gad, the earphones put him right in my head, the only sound I can hear. Seeping… digging… drilling into my brain about tickling my feet. “bare little sole… luscious little sole… adorable, sexy toes… can’t get away. “Leeesss, hop ih!” [Please, stop it!] He doesn’t understand. 
How wonderfully screwed I am. That he likes tickling and I go wild about tickling. Wonderfully, exquisitely tormented to the edge of reason and desire. So perfect… except for one thing. He can’t do it. Not for years to come. And I’m not sure how much longer I can let dad fill in for him in that arena. My pussy. My ass. My tits. All off limits to my Master (via dad as his proxy). Soon I’ll have to insist my feet, too. I’ll be reduced to tie me and spank me and talk to me. I’m gonna have to run away from camp. He’s gonna have to come get me. 
I told him to stop, but he doesn’t pay any attention. Maybe he didn’t understand the words. Definitely he doesn’t understand the reason. Probably he doesn’t care because the sounds I’m making are just what he wants. It’s not that I feel like giggling hysterically from being tickled, but I am getting that pit of the stomach, tingle in the pussy, and even the sensitivity in my feet feeling from his words. 
I lean far to my left, tipping over to lie on my side. Most of the ice slides on by in that moment, but it leaves me on my side, legs splayed wide open, and my nipples poking holes in the ozone layer. Aware that dad is coming soon with another round of ice, I imagine what that would look like. Embarrass the hell out of both of us. So I roll back to my stomach. “Oommmmph,” I say as I fall back onto my stomach out of control. OK, no more rolling onto my side. 
Suck on my toes? I wiggle my toes, imagining how that would feel. Tickling without the giggling. Arousal without hysteria. Sensuous and sexual. “Uh huh, yeah, assserrr, can oo at ahh a asserrr anhs.” [Uh huh, yeah, master can do that all a master wants] He sounds close to cumming, but so hard to tell. We’ve got until dinner. Gad, I’m going to be exhausted by then. 
MASTERIUS
Masterius Audio Saturday Morning, 23 May
There was such a pleasant, enjoyable flush warming me as I sat there listening to her, all too easily able to picture her as well. And it wouldn't be all that long before I'd be doing more than just picturing, either!
A low, deep groan rumbled from deep in my chest at that thought, a sharp tremor racing through me, a second one, even sharper, hearing her sounds as she heard that groan. But then I abruptly stilled, and for two reasons.
All of a sudden something that had been dimly flickering in the back of my head snapped into sharp focus. There had been a note of distress in her tone. Nothing terribly obvious, otherwise I'd have stopped, even though I did, and do, like hearing and seeing a touch of distress. But while I'd been concentrating on enjoying the mental picture I'd been painting, as well as relishing listening to her, a small part of me had been, well, processing that observation. And in an instant I realized what it was.
My little slave really and truly was terribly turned on by having her feet tickled. And having her dad tickle her probably was feeling the same (or damn close) as if he were to rub her pussy or nipples. And while I didn't mind her feeling mildly embarrassed (actually, I enjoyed that a lot, too) having her get aroused and turned on by something her dad was doing to her was likely to be quite a bit more than merely 'mildly' embarrassing.
Right on the heels of that was a second epiphany of sorts. I was trying very hard to keep in the forefront of my mind that my little slave was only twelve, and had moderated some things with that in mind. But I'd forgotten another very critical aspect of that.
Had this been an adult, the fact that we were on opposite ends of the country would be, well, a bit frustrating and disappointing. But in our minds, even if subconscious, would be the understanding that the only thing separating us was distance. We might not have the time, freedom, or finances to travel and visit, but we could actually visit. And play.
But with my little slave it wasn't just the gulf of distance dividing us... it was the yawning, enormous gap of years. Of age. Before her loomed the ponderous weight of years, isolating us physically before ever a hope or chance of actually being with each other.
And to a twelve year old, even the barest possible minimum of four years would seem infinite. Being teased the way I'd been, driving her arousal, turning her on, while that implacable knowledge of separation forced her alone and untouched, well...
While I was thinking about all that I heard the second arrival of the promised ice. I waited until her squeaks settled down before speaking.
"I won't have dad tickle you for me any more," I softly rumbled. "Master understands. OK? That's not fair to my little slave to have him do that any more, now that Master understands." Then I softly chuckled. "Not that that'll stop my little slave from getting iced all day today, of course!"
KENNA
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Lying in the tub, I wait for the next load of ice to come. The last one is mostly gone, either melted or collected near the drain. The tub is slick and wet, but not so cold anymore. For a moment I can stop and think about options. His verbal, virtual tickling of my very exposed and oh so sensitive feet is distracting, but it’s that very thing that is heavy on my mind. Today went past my limit with dad, so I can’t let my Master do it anymore that way. And I can’t have my Master do it for real either. So, I consider options from the extreme of just quitting the training to avoid the growing torment of our separation to ending the separation with a desperate escape from summer camp. I only know that if I told him I’d run away and where I was that he’d come get me. What happened after that? He’d probably not strip me, tie me, and tickle my feet. 
In between I consider other options. Tell Masterius my feet are off limits. Ask him to slow down in general. Get dad to agree to at least let me visit Masterius with dad as chaperone. None of those seem to… “Eeeeee, hang ih. Hole hole hole.” [Dang it. Cold. Cold. Cold.] Igor, my Master’s hunchback servant, shleps into the bathroom and dumps another load of ice. Immediately I’m turned from musing about options to squirming to shed the ice from my back. The first load of ice seemed like he’d dumped the whole contents of the freezer on me, but this time I realize it’s not nearly that bad. Just that he made a circle with it, dumping it on my back, around my left shoulder, in front of me, and then around my right shoulder. Strategically placed, the ice surrounds me and all on the uphill end of the tub. Squirming gets it moving, but only from my chest to my tits to my tummy as some passes under me. “Gaaahhh, ih ou-a ere,” [God, get outta there.] Cursing at the ice doesn’t do as much good as wriggling. The rest slides around me, down my sides, to my hips. “Swirmy, swirmy, swirmy, hole wit-ul Haint Anar-uh.” [Squirmy, squirmy, squirmy. Cold little Saint Bernard.] As if he didn’t have the picture of that already. At least he’s leaving my feet alone while he listens to me put on a show. Saint Bernard is right. There’s a small river of drool running from right under my mouth and disappearing under my chest. 
My Master is so clever, devious, wicked. Yeah, all of those. And so exciting. Where I’d first imagined myself tossed in a snow bank, he’s really just come up with another, very effective way to make me squirm deliciously for him. Audibly. Desperately. Furiously squirm. Tying me and threatening a spanking if I didn’t escape was not as effective as icing me down. After a few minutes of me making noise and him silently enjoying it, I calm down. Most of the ice is off my back and at least scattered around so it doesn’t feel like an iceberg is sliding past me. 
Then he says the most wonderful thing. He understands. Just from the sounds I made he understands. “Hank you, eye Un Oo Asserr.” [Thank you, my One True Master.] I’d been harboring this idea of going to the library again for an unauthorized chat session to explain the whole thing to him, but my Master understands already. I don’t know about him, but he’s changed the mood for me for now. I feel warm and nice inside. Warm enough that I think I melt all the ice around me. Yeah, I wish. “Yeah, or ice or a wit-ul on-ag ay-oy hayve. I un-uh et unhie ow.” [Yeah, more ice for a little bondage playtoy slave. I’m gonna get untied now.] I say that just so he can picture me squirming. But I don’t just say it, I start pulling at the ropes and squirming. He can’t see me, but he can hear me grunting and straining at the ropes. Who needs ice to turn on my Master?
Winry’s Dad Emails Saturday Morning 23 May
Masterius
While I’m waiting for the next load of ice, here’s the next set of pics. 
Six years old was a big year for Winry. The first picture shows her at her first piano recital. You’ll notice the Polly Flinders style jumper with white blouse looks remarkably like grandma’s dress she was wearing in her earlier picture. Grandma always made sure she had one of those dresses right up to today. Which reminds me that I thought I’d pack the current version of grandma’s dress for you to take with you if you’d like. I rather think that would be about the last thing she’d expect to model for you. (
The next picture is her first day of first grade. She was quite excited at the idea of going to “real” school. The third picture is a candid one of her enjoying herself on a swing. I like the pure innocence of her joy. The fourth one is at the fair riding on the back of an elephant. She’s roughly as excited as the elephant is, though to this day she’ll make reference to the elephant. It at least made an impression on her. The last one is the standard school picture. Thought you’d enjoy the missing front tooth. It fell out the day before the picture. She was so mad. 
Winry’s Dad
MASTERIUS
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This wasn't the first time I'd ever iced someone down like this. Just the first time I'd ever had it done by 'remote'. Needless to say, up to now any of my long-distance relationships and/or training had involved only the person herself, and hadn't included any —albeit useful— partners, so I'd never done this without actually being present. So while that was a first actually playing this little game with my little slave wasn't unique. Hence I could, quite easily, picture what was happening.
First off, the amount of ice I was having dumped on and poured around my little slave wasn't a considerable amount. It wasn't the same as, say, buying five, twenty-pound bags of crushed ice and emptying those, one at a time, onto her. Not that I hadn't considered that but, ah well... I'd just have to be patient. 
This wasn't crushed ice, it was cubes. They were easier to have slip and slide past and down. Not that that made for a simple time shedding those, oh no. 
Take the ones on her back: she'd have to hump up and wriggle, twist and shake, to get those to slide off her. Not exactly a straightforward task when you were hogtied as I'd had her bound. And each time she rolled sideways, or lifted up her chest or tummy to shake those off... the ones underneath her would move as well, plus the remaining ones above her on the tub floor would then slither and slip down! Not only were those cubes cold, but they were cubes. Resting your full weight atop those would be acutely uncomfortable simply because of their shape and size, and that wasn't even taking into account they were freezing. 
So I knew it wouldn't be a simple matter of shaking and twisting for half a minute to rid herself of them. It would easily take between two to four minutes, and perhaps longer, before the last would make its way free down towards the drain.
I could also have had the drain closed, which would have, after the first hour, had her lying on her tummy in ice water as well. I'd considered that but had decided against that. Had I been there with her (or she been here with me) I would have closed the drain. But since she'd be left alone for the large bulk of the time, and since she was helplessly bound as well as gagged with that whiffle gag, there was a small but potential risk of the water rising up high enough to reach her face. One-in-a-million odds were probably over generous of anything happening, but I didn't care if it had been one-in-a-quadrillion. I wasn't going to take any chances.
And now the little minx had, a few minutes after the second load of ice, boldly announced (well, as best she good whilst gagged, that is) her intention of getting untied, immediately following that muffled declaration by doing just that, based upon the grunts and sharp exhales I was now hearing. I couldn't be positive, of course, but I had a pretty shrewd hunch she was now struggling for no other reason than to 'perform' for me. Which had me both shiver as well as flush with fiery heat!
Damn damn damn! I had only eleven more days to go. And I didn't think I'd last that long. I hadn't felt this friggin' impatient for anything in quite a few years, not since I was a wee lad myself. And the only real reason I had to wait was so that my little slave didn't miss any school. Well, no more than the single remaining day she was going to wind up missing, that is. She'd be extremely unhappy missing more than that but, even so, I was willing to deal with that fallout if I were to pick her up sooner. But I didn't think dad would agree to that, and I was worried if I pressed for even sooner I'd come across as impatient and unable to control myself. 
But, dammit, I was impatient!
I chuckled at that, a grin on my face.
"I'm not going to wait, you know," I rumbled as I listened to her struggling. My voice changed, not intentionally either, to a quite low growl. "No, no. I'm not at all going to wait. My little slave is very precious to me. I've never known anyone I've wanted as badly as I want you. And I want you very, very badly indeed. Oh yesss," I sibilantly hissed. "Make no mistake about that my little bondage playtoy slave. Your Master wants you very badly. And I'm not about to wait."
I took a deep breath before gusting it out, then took a sip of coffee. "There are quite a few states where sixteen is the age of consent. And South Carolina, the age of consent there is fourteen. I've been checking, you see. I'm not about to wait almost six more years. Two, however, I think I can —somehow— manage."
"For now, though, we'll just have to wait a bit. And, of course, you still have to deal with becoming my little popsicle for today!" I chuckled.


While I was enjoying her sounds and efforts my pc chimed as an incoming email was received. Idly checking to see who had emailed me I sat up straight seeing who had sent it. Then grinned as I opened it and started reading.
I chuckled at the mention of Grandma's dress, and again at reading about her missing tooth. I could easily picture my little slave's ire at her tooth picking then, of all days, to fall out!
Muting my mic for a bit I sent back a quick reply.
Winry's Dad,
I love the picture of her on the swing. That is such a dazzling, radiant smile, one of pure, unadulterated, innocent joy of a child. 
Grandma does seem to have a, ah, 'tradition' about clothing. Between the swimsuits and dresses, I sometimes wonder if she gets a secret grin over them. But, to answer your question, yes, I'd love to have her current 'version' packed so I can have it with me. Winry has described that pretty detailed to me and I think it sounds lovely. Oh, I agree, it is also quite 'princessy' and 'girly', but I rather like that. --smiles--
Off the top of your head (since you'd have a far better notion that I wound) is there anything else you might suggest packing up for us?
Masterius
KENNA
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I slow down my squirming and wriggling as I listen to his voice. Not going to wait? I love it when he says he wants me very, very badly.  But… not about to wait? I remember him saying not too long ago that it would be six years. Yes, yes, South Carolina. That’s where we can get this going in person the earliest. Just two years. And I’m still thinking about supervised visits, though I haven’t mentioned that to anyone yet. I squirm some more as I wonder if Masterius could tie me in say a swim suit and then dad could leave us alone with me relatively inaccessible. Could I convince dad that I could spent a platonic week alone with my Master? No, I don’t think dad is that gullible. And, it sounds like my Master wouldn’t do what I want either. Not for another two years. It won’t really be that long.  “Un ear an ine uns.” [One year and nine months.] That sounded like crap, so I’m not sure he got it at all. 
I struggle and squirm for a minute or two, but he’s gone silent. “Hey, I orin you? Hot you a un-uh hum. I ahn-uh hear ih.” [Hey, I boring you? Thought you were gonna cum. I wanna hear it.] Oh my God, how cheated I’d feel if he muted while he came. Then he comes back on with reassurances that I still have his attention. He better! So, I start working on the impossible task of untying myself. Really I’m working on the very probable task of making my Master cum. 
MASTERIUS
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Taking a sip of coffee I chuckled at her words. Leaning forward, both elbows on the desk, mug cupped between my hands I purred, low and deep and very rumbling.
"Boring me? Oh Heavens no my little slave. Master is, most certainly, not being bored. Far from it!"
"And you want to hear Master cum, hmmmm?" I purred again. "I'm afraid a little toy is going to have to struggle, whimper and whine a bit more than this. Although she is doing an excellent job of making, and keeping, her Master quite hard. Oh yessss, very hard indeed. Why, Master has been thick and hard and throbbing quite nicely since the very start."
Taking another sip of coffee I closed my eyes, just listening to her, easily, effortlessly picturing her. 
"I'm sure you'd like to see Master cum, as well as hear him," I rumbled. "I've been daydreaming of the time when I finally have you with me, and Master is going to be very hard and aroused when that happens. In fact, I think no sooner will I take you downstairs to my basement, I'll tie my little bondage playtoy slave up very nice and tightly, pop a ring gag in her mouth and, well...," I trailed off for a moment before continuing, voice even deeper and rumblier, "Master is sure he doesn't have to explain what'll come after that, now, does he."
Based upon her sounds, grinning, as I listened, no, I sure didn't have to explain!
Then I groaned, a subterranean growl from very deep in my guts, as a different mental image popped into my head. Picturing taking her downstairs, still in her transport carrier, after the plane trip and car ride home. Setting her on the floor, popping the top half off, releasing the back restraining strap so she could sit up. Carefully untaping her face, drawing the now-soaked briefs of mine from within. Seeing her bright, deep blush as I held them before her eyes. Then kissing her quite deeply for a minute... before popping a ring gag in.
Picturing her expression when (hopefully) she remembered what I'd just said... and realized what I'd be about to do.
I took another sip, hands literally shaking as I held the mug. In a thick, husky murmur, "Master also has plans for his little slave tomorrow, too. I might, mind you, want to wait until then to cum. Unless, that is, a little slave drives her Master so crazy today that he can't help but cum."
KENNA
Winry Audio One Cold Saturday Morning, 23 May
OK, so I’m sorry about the bored question, but hey, what the heck was that long moment of silence. He go to the bathroom or something? Now that I’m sure I got his attention again, I get back to struggling, seriously trying to get out of the ropes. “Uh huh, wah-uh shear.” [Uh huh, wanna hear.] Jeez, it sounds like I’m breathing underwater. I exhale hard (relatively speaking for having a whiffle ball in my mouth) and try to blow some of the drool out. It’s mildly successful. “Uh huh, an hee,” [Uh huh, and see.] Though it’s not just distance that prevents that. I imagine him in the same room and stroking himself. Me blindfolded and just as frustrated as I am now. I wonder if he’d do it *on* me. 
*Ring gag*!!! Oh gawd, and then yeah, I know what after that. Gawd, it was the first thing he did to Kylie. He’s done it to Brittany. Though, oddly enough it wasn’t the first thing he did with her. She got to use her hands for the first one. Me and Kylie? Ring gag and cum in our mouths. I find that so exciting. It’s more exciting because Brittany got some warm ups. I’ve always been counting on our first time as being real romantic love making. He undresses me. He kisses me. He caresses me all over. He lays me back, spreads my legs, and does it the traditional way. Now I know his plan is to tie me, gag me, and cum in my mouth. Even knowing that, I’ll still go to him. I’ve heard him, seen him, and smelled him. I’ll feel his hands one day as he ties me. And then finally, I’ll taste him. Yeah, that’s so hot. My first sexual contact with him will be my tongue. 
Struggling as I am, he can hear my grunts and moans. Add to that whimpers and whines that have nothing to do with his voice, the ice, my bondage, or my struggles. They have everything to do with my new picture of our first meeting. Me kneeling, or will I be chained to a horse? Me opening my mouth for the ring gag. My sounds high pitched and desperate. High pitched and desperate then as his cock enters me. High pitched and desperate now as I imagine it. “Asserrr, goh-uh hum. Lees?” [Master, gotta cum. Please?] 
I lose concentration for a moment as two ice cubes come together under me, accompanied by a trickle of ice water under my belly all the way to… “Eeeeee, hang ih.” I squirm some more and say, “Assserr, un-uh hum unce a hour. Eh-ee hour. Ah ah-eroon.” [Dang it. Master, gonna cum once an hour. Every hour. All afternoon.] At least if I have anything to say about it. 
Daddy hit me again last night. Knocked me down and left a new bruise the size of his fist. He’s really my step daddy. All my brothers are his boys, so just me as the ugly stepsister. And I feel like Cinderella cuz a what I gotta do around the house. Them boys don’t do a lick of housework. Boys just don’t. Ain’t no more reason than that. So, if something’s wrong in the house, I get whopped. Mama looks sad, but she don’t stand up to daddy at all. 
I’m thinking someday a handsome prince is gonna save me, but I think Cinderella, Snow White, and Sleeping Beauty were all older, so I gotta wait until I’m 16. Least ways that’s what I thought until yesterday. Then the guy from down the road stopped and helped with my bike. I never thought a Prince Charming was supposed to be that old, but he’s big and he’s handsome. Yeah, I liked him. Not just because a him fixing my bike or the candy bar or cuz he’s handsome or cuz he was nice. I liked him cuz a the way he looked at my bruise. Not just like he cared, but like he might whop daddy back if he ever saw it happen. That’s what Prince Charming would do.  He kills dragons for his damsel in distress. I seen it in my picture books. 
Around 11, I get on my bike and pedal it up to the road. Then I let all the air out of the front tire and sit there waiting for his truck to come by. I mostly sit in the ditch watching for cars. If it ain’t his pickup truck, I just hide. After hiding from every car for an hour, I give up and walk my bike back to the house. I pump up my front tire. Maybe I’ll try again tomorrow, but I don’t know when he goes to town. Only other thing I can do is go over to his house, but I’d need some sorta reason. 
MASTERIUS
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Listening to her gusted exhales was quite arousing, as I could clearly hear the gurgling of drool as it bubbled through then past the gag. Don't ask me to explain why that excited me, because I couldn't. It just did. 
That didn't even take into account what the exquisite sounds of her grunts and moans as she struggled, her whimpers and whines, were doing to me. I hadn't touched my cock at all the entire time —so far, anyway— but I was so hard it hurt, and it wouldn't take much stroking at all before I'd cum like a thirteen year old.
"Want to hear, and see, hmmm? Is that it?" I indulgently chuckled. "Master certainly thinks his little toy can have the first. I'm afraid there's not much I can do about the second one. Not quite yet, anyway. And Master really wants his little toy to taste, as well as hear and see her Master cum," I deeply purred.
I purred again, a low deep croon of delight, hearing her soft little whined plea. "So a little toy wants to cum does she? That's good. That's very good," I said. "Master is very pleased that his little toy remembered to asked for permission first." Before I could say more she'd said more. 
"Mmmm... once an hour, every hour. Is that it?" I heard a grunt that I took for confirmation. "Very good then. But if a little toy doesn't cum once an hour until dinner time release... she'll spend the night just as she is, without ever being untied or ungagged."
I'd no sooner said that then I'd winced. Now, while I was perfectly OK with that, I wasn't sure if her dad would agree. This particular hogtie wasn't exactly strenuous or physically stressful. Still inescapable, true. But it wasn't as bad as some hogtie positions would be. And the whiffle gag was one of the safest gags to sleep in. The only safer ones were cleave gags and their ilk, and all of those were pretty much worthless at actually muffling speech.
Muting the mic for a moment I dashed off a quick IM to her dad.
Winry is under the impression that her bondage will last until dinner. As you know, I hadn't planned on it lasting that long. However, I'm considering extending it through lunch and ending at dinner, and possibly leaving her bound and gagged (although un-iced) all night, and have her sleep in the tub this way.
Would you have any reservations about either of those?
KENNA
Winry’s Dad IMs, Saturday 23 May
Two months. You’ll have her for two months. You can do then what you want. I’d rather not even hear about something as extended as that. 
Really, once she is there, you can do something like that and monitor her better. If *we* do it now, I’m the one monitoring her. I have reservations about a lot of what’s going on, but I accept her interest in what you do together. Leaving her hogtied in the bathtub all night… reservations isn’t the word I’d use. 
Until dinner? Iced I assume? Please listen to her. If she’s having fun, sure. 
Fun is loosely defined I suppose. She has a safe word. 
Winry Audio One Cold Saturday, 23 May
“UH UH!! Ot ee. You. Uns a hour. Hor ee.” [UH UH!! Not me. You. Once an hour. For me.” Jeez, like I can make myself understood with a ball in my mouth. Think I could poop with one up my ass? Come on!! And, he thinks I could cum in a bathtub of ice? What? I use an ice cube and hope my clit doesn’t get numb before I cum? Numb or cum… giggle. “Asserr hor-et I hog-eye-duh. I hum how? Waiter, lees? [Master forget I’m hogtied? I cum how? Later, please?]
MASTERIUS
Masterius IM and Audio Saturday, 23 May
That's true. Just exploring options based upon what I've been hearing and understanding. But, even so, waiting is fine. In fact, after this weekend I'll need to taper back some anyway. That's what I'd be doing, actually, if we really were going to be separated for two months of summer camp. Give her some time to coast back down and reacclimatize. I'm not going to come to a complete stop, but I'd want to slow up some so that it wouldn't feel to her like it was coming to a screeching abrupt stop.
And no. If I was going to extend it through to dinner I'd have the ice stopped at noon. But I think I'll stop it at noon as originally planned, even if she still sounds enthusiastic. 
"Oh dear Lord little toy; Master cum once an hour?" I damn near burst out in an incredulous laugh. "I see you've missed, or overlooked, that little factoid of male biology. I might be able to get hard right after climax —in fact, little minx, you do that a lot to me as it is— and I might even be able to cum a second time an hour later but, goodness! I'm afraid I'm not able to, ah, fire my battery multiple times in a day like that."
"Not that you damn well don't drive me crazy and excited enough to want and need to. Because you do," I almost growled. "And yes," I deeply rumbled, "my little toy may cum later. In fact, as soon as she's untied, but before ungagged, you are to dash to your bedroom and kneel and do so."
"Twice."
"Then you may remove the gag, wash up, then get dressed."
"Now make your Master cum," I deeply growled.
KENNA
Winry Audio One Cold Saturday Morning, 23 May
Good, got that straight now. I can’t imagine me cumming even once, let alone once an hour. But are you telling me that bitch Kenna lies? I am so sure guys come at least… *at least*… once an hour in her stories. 
OK, if he can’t cum over and over, I’ll be satisfied with getting my Master hard and keeping him there… oh my, did I say that? Hmmm. He likes to keep me on the edge. Could I keep him there? It’s so wonderful that a devious mind makes no more sound than a normal one. Otherwise I’m big trouble. 
I set to struggling, squirming, and wriggles for various purposes. The ice is mostly gone, so a few more squirms and it’s all gone. Sweet. I struggle against the ropes, making wet whiny sounds and whimpers. Crap. No way. Does that make sense? Could my own whimpers make me excited? Noooo! That’s not it at all. What the fu--- heck is going on? I keep struggling and whimpering, trying to sort out what the heck is making me so hot. Then, duh, yeah, I get it. It’s for him. I am excited (yeah, duh, sexually) by making him aroused. 
Dad stopped listening to the recordings a while ago, because I can’t make intelligent sounds and my Master is only focused on arousing me.  So, I can say anything I want. “A wih-ul hon-eh heyhoy swave onts a hee, hear, an heel eye Asserrr hum. In eeee. Irgon hu-hee.” [A little bondage playtoy slave want to see, hear, and feel my Master’s cum. In me. Virgin pussy.] Which pretty much drives me over the edge of reason. No way am I gonna cum, but I whimper, whine, and grunt as I try to make him… ‘Shheeeeiiih!” Igor, could you freaking knock? “Oh ma Hod,” [Shit! Oh my God.] Forget the intentional attempt to make my Master cum. I’m squirming and grunting for real. 
I’m certain Igor has doubled the amount of ice, if only because he made two freaking cold ass circles around me. Pile it on my back. Put a shovel full in front of me. In front of me. Yeah, in front of me rapidly becomes under me. Ice actually flies out of the bathtub. That wasn’t a solution I’d seen coming, but enough energy will toss an ice cube right out. And contrary to Einstein, E = Squirm Noisy Squared. 
MASTERIUS
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Her continuing grunts and squirms were keeping me vibrating like a taut struck wire. But when the next load of ice arrived, and I heard her shrill, if albeit muffled, squeals... .
When I heard her start seriously squirming and struggling, muffled grunts becoming sharper, louder...
Setting my mug down a bit harder than intended I jerked my robe belt and flipped my robe open. Grasping my cock I started stroking, my breathing already harsh and shallow. "Gawd yesss," I managed to groan but, after that, good luck on deciphering any sound I made back into any semblance of speech or language. 
I could hear her struggles. Hear her thrash and squirm. Hear the clink of cubes as they rattled against the tub. Hear her sharp inhales each time a freezing shock raced through her. 
I heard it all, and within moments my face was as flushed as if I'd gone to sleep sunbathing without sun block for several hours. My breath snorted, rasped through flaring nostrils. I growled, a deep primal roar... then groaned as I exploded, shuddering like a seizure as my cock pulsed and spurted.
Then slumped, panting, wordless moans of bliss and satiation mingled with the pleasure of still listening to my little toy... and realizing I'd never truly softened, and was already engorging yet again.
KENNA
Winry Posts One Cold Saturday Morning, 23 May
It was Igor’s fault. That damn ice. That wonderful ice. Sweet ice. I heard at least two cubes hit the bathroom floor. My Master didn’t hear them. He heard *me*. Yeah, seriously, wonderfully, erotically heard *me* eject two freaking ice cubes from a bathtub. I heard him say, Gawd yesss. I kept squirming, though no more ice cubes were vanquished. 
Oh, I heard so much more than that. After his last two words there were more sounds. Sounds that made an ice cube on my clit sound like a great idea. I’d have cum before I got numb from the freezing cold. Sounds that culminated in the unmistakable finale of my Master’s first orgasm of the day. One down, five or six to go. Hey, can’t do more than that? Oh yeah, dare me. Challenge me. 


“Assserrr, hum hor ee.” [Master cum for me.] It was my turn to be deep and husky, in a relative little girl sense. I did try to imitate his deep rumble. I’d practiced in private, but I didn’t know how good I’d do. This was in no part due to practice. It came from deep inside me. “A wih-ul hon-eh heyhoy swave her a assserr hum. Ah-ose heel ih. Soooooo wan ah haase Asserrr hum. Inna ow. Eye ou.” [A little bondage playtoy slave heard a Master cum. Almost feel it. Soooo, wanna taste Master’s cum. In a mouth. My mouth]. 
He’d said he couldn’t cum again soon. So, that meant I’d be in the icy tub for a while before he could even think about cumming again. Makes me wonder what the point is. Then again, the point is to try to prove him wrong. But first, I let out a big wet sigh and relax, resting my chin and whiffle ball on the cool porcelain of the tub in front of me. I’ve been working hard and I need a break. Especially since there will be more ice and then I won’t be able to keep from squirming. “I ike a hake eye Asserrr ha-ee. Hake eye Asserr hum. Houns ice.” [I like to make my Master happy. Make my Master cum. Sounds nice.] My voice is soft, wistful, and a little tired. 
MASTERIUS
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Mother of all creatures great and small this child —my little bondage playtoy slave— was going to be the death of me yet. I sat there, slumped like a boneless corpse, almost oozing from my chair, panting like a thoroughbred after running the Preakness. And instead of giving me time to recover, or just to bask in the gooey glowy floating bliss after climax, the little imp was turning the tables on me. 
“Assserrr, hum hor ee. A wih-ul hon-eh heyhoy swave hear a assserr hum. Ah-ose heel ih. Soooooo wan ah hayse Asserrr hum. Inna ow. Eye ou.”
Sweet Jeezus! I shuddered, goose bumps raced over me at that. Even gagged I couldn't mistake or confuse how her voice had changed, and little electric jolts zipped through me as I listened. And between that tone and her words I'd never fully softened, and now was already quite hard again.
"You always make Master happy," I softly murmured. "Just being you makes me happy. Just knowing you're mine, that you belong to me, makes me happy. And knowing how devoted you are to me, how much I mean to you makes me very, very happy."
Taking a sip of coffee I listened to her settle down, listened to her breathing alter and shift. "You don't have to make Master cum to make him happy, you know. Although," I chuckled, "I do rather like that," I said, a smile heard in my voice. "As I'm sure my little slave has figured out by now." Then my voice lowered, grew huskier, "And it really is very nice, very wonderful and special, having my little slave hear me when I do. I love hearing how my little slave sounds when her Master cums. That's very exciting, very arousing and exhilarating. But, for now, just relax. There's more ice coming, you know," I deeply chuckled. "And my little toy will want to have some energy left when that's dumped on her!"
Taking another sip I rumbled, thick and rich and deep, "And Master is going to just sit here and relax, enjoying his coffee while enjoying, as well, the sounds of his little toy bound and gagged and helpless... and iced. Your total helplessness is very exciting and arousing to me, as is the fact that I'm simply playing with you today as a true toy. You don't have to actually do anything. You just are. You're just a little toy for Master to play with today."
KENNA
Winry Posts One Cold Saturday Morning, 23 May
I’m a little surprised… wonderfully, majorly, seriously, warmly comforted at his next words.  He goes on with things like “always make Master happy’… “just being you”… “You don’t have to make Master cum”… and “”having my little slave (melt me now) hear me.” It’s so personal, so intimate, and even sexual. Yet, at the same time, he isn’t so obviously sexual, dirty, or naughty. Yeah, I’m naked and hogtied for him, but it’s like romantic almost. 
I’m being the naughty one – offering him my mouth, but he didn’t say a word about that. My head rests on the bottom of the tub, . The rest of my body is at his command, tied just as he wants. Only my head is mine and it rests listening to him, hanging on every word. He’s given me nothing to own except my head, but even that is at his command. I’ve surrendered everything to him.  That’s so not me. But it is absolutely me for him. And I don’t know why. Kylie Ann Carter bows to no one. Fluttery tummy argues seriously with that and yeah, I know she does. Bow to someone. To him.  Only him. 
I like being his little toy. Yeah, I’m just his little toy. A little toy who has permission to cum twice later on just for being his little toy. I can take that. I can love that. 
We cuddle in a long distance sort of way. At least, that’s how I take his sounds and the few words he speaks over the next few minutes. The bathtub seems less cold and impersonal with his virtual arms around me. Yeah, I can love this forever. He’s just telling me again about my helpless little feet when… ”Eeeeeeyaahh, hang ih.” Igor dumps more ice. Just one circle this time, but I promptly spend five minutes or so getting the ice off me. Hope he’s liking his little toy now. My mind fast forwards to… two years from now? Is he in South Carolina? Will he be? Or will it be four years? Six? Whatever, the image of me in person tied and helpless is what makes me whimper and whine for the next few minutes. The waiting is frustrating. I *know* what I want and why can’t I have it? 
I don’t say anything. No sounds except the sounds of an 18-year-old with a 12-year-old birth certificate. He doesn’t say much either, just that deep rumbling that suffices for his strong arms around me. Then he tells me to go have lunch and do nothing for the rest of the day. Dad shows up within a minute after that. Well, my Master is not so abrupt, yet I *was* ready to be hogtied in the tub for him all day. 
During lunch, I ask dad about what’s going on. I mean, really, can a girl be confused through and through? “Are you saying that fantasies are part of life? Is it OK to like being tied? And I can still be what I want besides that?”
“Pumpkin,” says dad, “All I’ve ever said is that you should explore every aspect of life. I’m making no judgments on OK or not.” He smiles and says, “I don’t think I’ve used the word consequence for a couple of weeks. You don’t like it, But everything has a consequence. It’s time you realized one of the biggest consequences of anything is that there is no consequence except in your mind. Can you live with your decisions?” He pats my hand. “Tomorrow won’t be so chilling.”  Then he takes my hand and adds, “Finals week is high stress, so I’m saying don’t worry about him for the next week. Focus on school, Please. If you have the slightest inclination to stop your training with him, wait until school is over. Now is not the time to change course.”
After lunch, I ponder what is going on in my life. I’m serving an unseen Master and loving every minute of it.. My Master… hmmm… the word Master means so many things to me now. Master. Master. Master. If a picture’s worth a 1000 words, then Master is worth 1000 emotions. Yet, until now, there’s only been one person (OK, I tolerate Grandma and Grandpa) that I allow to treat me as 12. Dad and I have an agreement. I’m 12. He’s dad. The one sided agreement I have with Masterius is what confuses me. I’m the slave. He’s the master. It transcends age, intellect, and gender. I’m just his. The sky is  blue. Grass is green. It’s not like a negotiable point. 
It’s just that there’s a BIG complication in the whole mess. Dad. Not that dad is a mess, but Masterius is not here and dad is being Igor.  Now if it was Igor truly schlepping into the bathroom to deliver a load of ice, then Igor is too stupid to know what’s going on. If it was Igor delivering a wild, arousing, long foot tickle… oh, make me puke… but dad’s not much better. Face it, this is not working for me. 
“Dad,” I say, standing in the door of his office. “I no longer wish to be naked in your presence. We will pretend to my… to Masterius that I am naked, but at bedtime I will wear a T-shirt and for daytime… ummm… things, I’ll wear a swimsuit. We’ll just tell him I’m naked. He won’t know the di…” OK, the look on dad’s face says I don’t need to spell it out. 
“Pumpkin,” he says. “I’m sorry you feel self-conscious with me, but I  understand. Five dollars says you’ll regret this by Monday.” When I raise my eyebrows, he doesn’t do much to clarify... at first. “OK, no bet. Pumpkin, you’re not naked just for him.” Wow, can dad blush like the best of them. “And, not for me either,” he quickly adds. The mystery evaporates as he says, “It’s for you, too.” Me? I’m naked for me, too? I don’t go for that. 
Then I go to the library and IM my Master. Sir, I know I shouldn’t, but it’s only the second time. I’m at the library. Can we chat? 
MASTERIUS
Masterius Saturday Afternoon, 23 May
*click*
Although I'd been expecting the disconnect, having heard her dad coming in for her, still the abrupt silence hit me like a hammer. Just as it had all the other times. Leaving me with a pang, a hollowness, so aching it was painful. I sat there for quite some time, softly sighing. For the last ten minutes I'd just been sitting there, listening to her softly, slowly breathing. I don't think she'd known, or would —or could, even— understand just how powerfully something as simple as listening to her breath like that effected me. I could have sat there and listened to her for hours. 
I couldn't be sure, of course, but I kept getting the feeling Winry thought she had to do something to make me happy. Don't get me wrong, when she did do things, yes, she certainly pleased me and made me happy. But I don't think she realized, or comprehended, that I could find pleasure in something as simple as watching her sleep, listening to her slumber. 
She didn't realize that simply being bound made me happy. She didn't need to struggle, or make sounds; those were nice, true, and quite exciting. But she didn't need to do anything.
Of course, the fact she was constantly striving to find ways of enhancing the experiences to make them more exciting and pleasing for me was extremely gratifying and extraordinarily satisfying. All the more so as it seemed to me that when she did that she, in turn, was exciting herself.
Finally, after quite some time, I stood up, softly sighing, and padded to the kitchen, wrapping my robe back around me. I made a quick turkey and ham sandwich and —what a surprise— a cup of coffee, thinking back on this last month. So much had happened! I had never expected, when I'd made that first tentative post-reply, for things to turn out the way they had! In some ways that month seemed to have lasted forever, and in other ways, well... certainly these last two weeks had flown by.
Suddenly I stilled in mid-bite. Two months. Just two months. That's all I'd have. Well, all I'd have, at least until (hopefully!) next summer. 
Two months, under any ordinary circumstance, would seem to last forever. Two months... eight weeks... fifty-six days. It certainly wasn't any three-day weekend like Memorial or Labor Day! Yet I suddenly recalled being a boy, looking forward to three blissful months of summer vacation... and suddenly waking up to the last week before school started again, wondering where the Hell the entire summer had gone. 
If just hearing the disconnect of the microphone was hitting me this hard, how the Hell was I going to feel waving goodbye to her? Seeing her walk away, going back home to her dad? 
Slowly chewing I finished the bite I'd taken, no longer even tasting it. I was never one to put the cart before the horse, to count my chickens before they hatched, to... oh, shutthefuckup. I'd deal with the emotional upheaval and ordeal of separation when it happened. And it would happen, I knew that for a surety. I mean, it wasn't like he'd ever agree to let me keep her, after all. 
Besides, I wouldn't be able to enroll her in a good, challenging school unless I had custody. And I'd definitely need to have her in school. She needed that, and I'd never deny her that. 
And, of course —again with cart before the horse— I had no idea just how Winry would really feel after two full months of being a real, live, 100% bona-fide slave and playtoy. Or how she'd feel about me, for that matter. Nor could I forget, or overlook, the not-always-subtle little hints and clues her dad was giving me about her personality. She'd be a handful, no doubt about that! Challenging rather than bratty, true. Difficult and taxing, at times perhaps even defiant, but not sulky, petulant and bratty.
Softly grinning I topped off my coffee and started cleaning up after lunch. One thing for sure, this would be a truly memorial, remarkable and amazing summer!
I was puttering around the house, catching up on a few minor chores, and wondering what my little slave was doing. I hadn't set her anything specific for the rest of the day, other than going immediately to her room right after being released and 'scratching' twice. I couldn't help but grin, thinking of those terms: 'itch' and 'scratch'. Did she take a shower or bath afterwards? What did she have for lunch? Was she taking a nap? 
The very last thing I expected was to have messenger chime with a message from her. Actually, that wasn't quite true. The very last thing I'd have expected was the message I did get.
I had the feeling this must be something pretty important, since I'd made my feelings very clear last time about her messaging me other than from home. Sitting down at the keyboard I replied:
Is something up? Yes, we can chat. What I decide about that, of course, will depend on what this is about. Are you OK?
Since she was at the library I was careful what I typed and 'said'. Striking enter I sat there, worrying my lip between my teeth as I waited for her reply.
KENNA
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Yes, sir, I’m OK. I needed to talk about feet with you. I’ve been trying to keep it secret just what tickling my feet does to me. But this morning I decided to come to the library to tell you. It was OK when dad did it for 30 seconds or so, but this morning was too long. Kinda creepy to have dad get me that wound up if you know what I mean. 
I don't think dad figured it out and that's why I'm at the library. 
Only now I’m here to say I thought it was so perfect that you understood just from listening to me. I mean, you’re clear across the country and still you touched me deeper than anybody ever did. A lbps loves her OTM. 
I guess someday my feet are in big trouble, huh? –grins- 
MASTERIUS
Masterius IMs Saturday, 23 May
Blowing out a gusty exhale through pursed lips as I read her message I relaxed. Yes, it was something important; I certainly wasn't discounting her reasons. It just wasn't bad-important, or potentially-risking-trouble important. Although that initial "I needed to talk about feet with you" had had me rock back, eyes wide. 
I read the rest, feeling a gentle glow of warmth spread deep inside me. Still smiling I drew the keyboard closer and started typing.
I can certainly see why that would feel, ah, squicky. I had no idea my lbps felt that way about that, otherwise I would have never, *ever* included that as part of things.
Is there anything else I should be aware of? I need to know. This was pretty easy for me to figure out just from listening to you. Exciting listening to you, yes, that too. [image: image40.png]



Damn. I had to be really careful of what I said since this was a public pc and anyone could just wander by and glance over her shoulder. Something she was just as obviously aware of, considering her use of 'lbps' and 'OTM'. 
Ummm... yes. I think it's a fairly safe bet. I can positively, absolutely, 200% guarantee that little feet will be in BIG trouble. --wickedly grins—
KENNA
Winry IMs Saturday, 23 May
Dang it, he didn’t have to use the big bold letters, did he? My feet squirm in my shoes just at the thought of all that trouble. Fun trouble. I figure my feet will always be fun. We’ll never get tired of that. But part of the fun is not knowing what’s coming next. Being so very helpless and not knowing what he could or would do. Holding still for him to tie me with no idea what I’m getting myself into. Again and again. 
Hope you don’t use up all the good ideas over the years. I think you should save some surprises for me. 
Now for a little spice. I want him thinking about me for the next half hour or so. 
So you understand dad makes things tough. Having him rescue me at noon instead of you was dampening. Which means a lbps has not scratched as permitted yet. As soon as I log off, it will take me 5 minutes to get home and get ready. Then, my OTM can imagine what happens. 
I plan to take my time, say15 minutes on the edge before I jump all the way in. Twice. I plan to think about hogs and how to tie them, feet in big trouble, rings and things that go in them, and my OTM.  
And finally, the real reason I came to the library. Hopefully by burying it at the end he’ll get the hint without knowing it was the real reason. Hmmm. 
And remember you said you’d come halfway around the world for me if I was alone. Well, Pennsylvania is closer than that, Sir.  
Bye, Sir. 
MASTERIUS
Masterius IMs Saturday, 23 May
Oh, I think it's safe to say I'll have quite a few surprises left in store for my lbps. I wouldn't worry at all about that.
I was grinning as I sent that. No, I really didn't think I'd exhaust my 'repertoire' in under two weeks, nope!
What came after had me softly frown a moment. I'd been quite explicit: 'immediately after being untied', I'd instructed. But I decided not to make an issue over that as I could understand and sympathize with her plight at that time. Not that I agreed, or accepted it. And I certainly wouldn't be when she was with me. But, this time, I'd just let that little lapse slide on by.
Then I was grinning again at her innuendic references. Gawds she was clever! I chuckled as I read but even as I bubbled with mirth something was niggling at me.
Well, as I feeling more than just amusement, too, as her words were painting quite an intriguing and interesting —and erotic, to boot— picture, one that I was finding quite enjoyable. Then suddenly my thoughts and musings took a U-turn on the neuron highway.
And remember you said you’d come halfway around the world for me if I was alone. Well, Pennsylvania is closer than that, Sir.
Indeed it is. I certainly am *very* aware of that.
Oops.
Well, too late to snatch that back, I'd already hit send.
Hmmmm . . .
I wondered what she'd make of that. I doubted I'd find out as she'd already said 'Bye', and we couldn't exactly talk about this once she got home. 
Then I wondered why she'd sent what she had. 
Rubbing my chin a moment I reached out, plucked up my mug and took a swallow. My little slave knew the 'Rules', and one of those had been crystal-clear, not at all subject to interpretation or loopholing: she wasn't to communicate with me outside her home and/or unsupervised. I'd made that very —if wistfully and regrettably— clear last time, which is why I'd been startled to get an IM from her this way a second time.
Of course, what she'd started out saying had made sense: there was no way, if supervised, she could have told me about what tickling did to her without her dad finding out as well and, well, as dad was part of that problem . . .
Yep, effectively telling dad, in that roundabout, second-hand fashion, that when he'd tickled you he'd turned you on and made you wet and squirmy was probably right up on that Top Ten List of Squicky Embarrassing Things.
But then she'd kept going, first sending me a very evocative and provocative message before ending the way she had. Ending in a rather curt, blunt and brusque fashion, too.
I took another sip, puzzling over that for a moment before putting it on the back burner for now. In another four minutes she'd be home, and I was going to enjoy over the ensuing fifteen minutes mentally picturing my little slave as she finally followed my instructions.
KENNA
Winry Posts Saturday Afternoon, 23 May
I’m feeling quite pleased with myself as I stroll home. I could have run and felt just excited enough to do that, but that would have been less than five minutes. No sense in hurrying. Yet quite pleased over being bold, turning the tables on him for once, and getting away with it. He’d given me the afternoon free and I’d used it just the way I wanted. 
When I get home, I go straight to my room and strip. Then I kneel down, facing my master’s chair. I promised him and myself 15 minutes, but I don’t actually watch the clock. How distracting that would be. He’s watching me as I touch my most sensitive place, spreading myself open for my fingers and his eyes. In a matter of a couple of minutes, I’m up there on the edge. As I keep going, I gasp, whine, and whimper, tormenting myself as I know he likes. As planned I do have that image of me hogtied and helpless. He runs a single nail down a bare foot extended up just for him. He makes me squirm with the slightest touch. Oh how I wish I could actually tickle my feet now to get the full pleasure of his hands. Yet, as usual with my fantasies, it’s not his touch that gets me going. It’s the feeling of being helpless. That feeling that he could do anything he wants. I told him just what I’d like him to do to me for these 15 minutes. And he won’t. Will he? Just because I said I’d like to be tickled, have a ring gag in my mouth, and taste him… he won’t. 
Oh my God, I’m begging him to tickle me. Begging with my eyes for his cock to come to me and he won’t. My finger alternates between fast and furious and slow and teasing, keeping me on the edge as I try to imagine what he *will* do. Surely nothing that I’ve asked for. Surely nothing I’m expecting. Oh my God, I’ve been such a bad little bondage playtoy slave for my Master. Disobeying. Teasing. Trying to take charge. 
My fingers stop as I scramble for some rope. Then I tie my knees together. Don’t want to waste too much time. I wrap rope around my wrists. I can’t tie them, but I can imagine it. Then my fingers return to teasing myself. Tied and helpless and not knowing what he’s going to do. How could I even suggest that about Pennsylvania. Bad little bondage playtoy slave. I imagine what it’s like to wait for punishment. Like Brittany cuffed to her horse with nothing to do but wait for Master’s decision. What will be my punishment? I’m not thinking about my feet, a ring gag, or his cock like I said I would. Those would be like a reward. All I’m thinking about is waiting. Waiting. For the unknown. What this time? Then suddenly I can’t stop and I cum. My fingers are slippery, playing in a mess of excitement. I bite my lip to keep from crying out. I cum a second time, right on the heels of the first. Then I force myself to stop. I could have gone on more, but I can’t. I’m not allowed. Exhausted, I collapse on the floor, never quite knowing what my fate will be because my Master isn’t here to decide. 
As my heart pounds and my breath comes in ragged gasps, I rise up on my hands and knees. I imagine I’m on my horse, straddling the leatherette bolster. I fumble at the knot and free my knees so I can properly straddle it. He’s not even in the room now. I’m left in the basement to wait. That incredible feeling of having absolutely no control is overwhelming. It could be minutes or hours before he returns. He could be kind and forgiving, or administer the punishment I deserve. A few minutes later, I’m calm, still not sure what my Master could do. And I don’t want to know. Not until it happens for real. I softly smile and rumble at myself. He did say he would save some surprises for me. 
Then I get dressed and go to the kitchen. Dad’s outside doing yard work. I take a carrot from the refrigerator and steal back to my room. Then I imagine my mouth held helplessly open by a ring gag and slide the fat end of the carrot in my open mouth. For a few minutes I feel quite foolish as I blow the carrot, even testing its depth to the point of gagging myself. But, he won’t go that deep. He didn’t even go that deep for the fucktoy Brittany, so I know he won’t on me. At least, I’m pretty sure. 
Then I consider putting that same carrot, narrow end first, in my butt like the butt plugs he uses on Brittany, but I guess I’ll wait on that experience. Yeah, I’ll leave my butt and my pussy for my Master to take some day. 

After I’ve got that out of my system, I log on and check for a post. Nothing yet. 
I’m back, Sir. Wish you could have been here. 
I shouldn’t have said anything about Pennsylvania. It wasn’t as subtle as I thought it might be. But, he did say he was aware of it. He did sound encouraging. Even if we didn’t *do* anything, I could meet him. He’d take me back to camp and I’d be in big trouble, but it would be worth it. But what if he didn’t take me back to camp? Ever… Kewl. Scary kewl.
MASTERIUS
Masterius Posts Saturday Afternoon, 23 May
*tappity*tap*tap*
Fingers flying over the keyboard as I typed, it was a bit difficult to get all the way back into the 'Mr. Eric' mindset, especially when I knew just what my 'lbps' was doing at the moment. In fact, I had to go back and reread the last of that post in order to start settling back into things. 
One thing that I'd changed my mind about, then had re-changed back, was what I'd do (well, what Mr. Eric was going to do) now that 'he' had realized Brittany was ticklish, and I had discovered how my little slave felt about her feet being tickled. At first I'd decided to gloss over that little discovery. But, after thinking about that for a bit I decided not to do so. After all, the problem wasn't how I was making my little slave feel when I mentioned (or had done to her) her feet being tickled; it was the fact that her dad had been doing the actual tickling, and making her aroused by doing so.
I didn't see a problem if she, ah, soaked herself when reading a post. And I didn't think she'd have a problem with that, either. 
I'd just started composing the first few paragraphs when I got a message. 
I wish I could have been there, too, my sexy little slave. Master does hope you enjoyed your scratching . . . even if that was, ah . . . not exactly done as I'd instructed. And while I'm sure you felt you had good reasons to wait, and while I agree that there was some importance to you, on your part, to make sure I understood about your feet being tickled by dad . . .
I waited a minute then messaged:
Although there was some importance to that, enough that I understand, have accepted and will not punish for it, your unsupervised IM messaging me, that could have, and should have, waited until *after* my little slave had scratched as instructed to do. And so . . .
I waited another minute, then: 
You are to go to dad, and tell him to tie you for a spanking. I've emailed him before on a certain pose for that, with you lying over a pillow at the foot of your bed, your legs tied apart and your hands tied to the headboard. You are to be tied like that, with the rubber ball gag, with tape over that.
A few moments later:
You will stay like that for half an hour, contemplating what it means to disobey your Master's instructions as you did. 
And, after that:
At the end of half an hour, you will be hand-spanked ten times, and strapped twice. After your spanking, you will stay there another half hour before being released. Master is not mad, but he *is* disappointed. Now go find your dad and inform him.
KENNA
Winry IMs Saturday, 23 May
I’m feeling a little guilty about the whole trip to the library in odd ways. Well, the obvious one is that I broke one of dad’s big rules, if not the biggest, by suggesting a meeting. But the odd one is that I feel like I did something a little bondage playtoy slave ought not to do, namely delay my scratching until the time and place of my choosing. But at least I got away with it. Or not…

I read his IM and feel my heart sink. He’s careful about not sounding too harsh about my delayed scratching, but “not exactly done as I’d instructed” has an ominous tone. A little bit of an understatement. Some hedging that makes me feel like the hammer is going to fall. What the…? Oh shit, he went right out in the open and mentioned dad tickling my feet. How am I going to explain that? And what about no IM and no email from me that says anything about dad tickling my feet? Dad’s gonna see right through that one. “So, young lady, just when and how did you mention me and your feet?” I’m so screwed. 
After the next IM I just shudder and lean forward, resting my very screwed head on the desk. So, just come out and tell him about the IM, huh? What the hell is he doing? I look up and read it again. It kind of looks like a slip, but then that’s not any better. Maybe worse. If dad gets wind of an unauthorized IM, he’s gonna cut us off. No more contact with my Master. I’m thinking hard and fast, trying to come up with some way to turn very screwed to just screwed.
Go to dad and tell him I need a spanking? Oh, screw the spanking. There’s worse things going on here. I pretty much ignore the rest of the IMs, I mean, yeah I read them and it makes me feel better in one way to know I’m getting punished for what I did, but that’s not the worst of what I did. I’m sitting there in shock and trying to save my life as I know it. Then it comes to me. It was that phrase about “go to dad.” That’s it. I’ll go and confess everything. I’ll make it sound good. Or I could pack quick and run like hell. 
Yes, Sir. That's all I can manage after he tells me to go find dad. 
Heck, if I run now, everybody in the world will know where I headed, so I go find dad in the back yard and tell him we need to talk… inside… about *him*. He knows right away who *him* is. Dad has a worried look as we go inside. “Has he done something?” asks dad as we come through the door. 
“No, nothing he did, except he has something to tell you. He wants you to know that I went to the library and IM’d him without permission just so you wouldn’t see what I had to say.” The words spill out of my mouth in a rush and tears come to my eyes. “I know it was wrong, but I had to. And it wasn’t his fault. In fact, he put it in am IM to me so that you would read it and know.” Yeah, he turned me in on purpose. That’s my story and I’m sticking to it.
“Kylie Ann…” says dad. It could be worse he could say, “…Carter.” OK, it’s worse. All three names. Yeah, I knew I was screwed. He walks past me and to my computer. After he reads the IMs, he says, “Get your clothes off and sit on the bed. We’re not faking you being naked for your bare bottom spanking, young lady.”
“Yes, daddy,” I squeak. Then he leaves the room. I strip quick and sit, wondering how I’m going to get tied for this. And just when did my Master email dad with instructions? Were they planning on me being bad? “Hey, Mr. Carter, for when (not if) Winry is bad, here’s what we’ll do.” Crap, is there something about being 12 that screams bad girl? A couple of minutes later he comes back with a piece of paper, which as it turns out are the instructions on how to tie me. 
“Get the spread and pillows off the bed,” says dad. As I do that, he reads the instructions and goes out. He comes back with one more pillow. I’m trembling as he puts two pillows at the foot of the bed and the third just forward of those. Then he wraps that sticky wrap around my head, blindfolding me like I was this morning. I hear him mutter, “He said the rubber ball gag.” He goes and comes back. “Open up, young lady,” he says and stuffs the ball gag in my mouth and straps it behind my head. 
I feel like shit. Dad’s being worse than my Master right now. I know what’s coming from my Master. Tied and spanked and strapped. Dad hasn’t said anything about what he’s going to do about the IM. If I got this right, this is going to take an hour and then dad will weigh in with his punishment. One last spanking for my Master and then I don’t get to see him ever. I don’t even dare to think it might be something less than that. 
Dad wraps rope around me three times, high on my chest and ties it behind my back. I can feel strands of the rope hanging down my back and legs, all the way to the floor, so I have to wonder what those are for. I imagine hanging from the ceiling with those, but that would take some major modifications to the ceiling of my room. Next he uses the sticky wrap to pin my arms at my side. Around and around he wraps it from my shoulders to my wrists. I’m not getting out of this. And, honestly, I’d hold still for the whole hour without being tied, so I won’t even try to get out of it. 
I start to cry, little sobs that make my shoulders shake. I’m mortified that dad knows something about my feet now and I’ll have to explain. I’m crushed that I’ve disappointed my Master. I mean, sure, go ahead and spank me, but saying he was disappointed is like ripping my heart out. And I’m terrified of what appears to be my first real strapping on the way. And that’s all before my life ends. My Master gone forever. 
Still sobbing, I lean forward at the guidance of dad’s hands and I’m over the end of my bed with pillows under me. My bare bottom is up in the air, but then it gets worse. Dad ties my ankles to the corners of the bed so my feet don’t even touch the ground. Crap, I was worried about being naked for dad and now what do I look like with my legs spread wide like this? I start to cry even harder. Did neither of them think of what it would feel like to have dad see me like this? Do neither of them care? Then it gets worse. He ties the extra strands of rope to the head of my bed, pulling me forward and locking me in place. Jesus H Christ, it’s a makeshift horse. Only thing that’s missing is I can’t see the strap that’s going to be used on me in 30 minutes. 
I don’t need to see the strap to feel the weight of the impending punishment. Immobilized just like the fucktoy Brittany, I’ve nothing to do but lie here and worry. I’m not even sure Brittany’s butt was this high and exposed. For God’s sake, it feels like a neon sign on my butt that says spank me. That plan to hold still? That’s gone. I squirm and wriggle, just trying to gain some control. All I want is to not look like I’m cooperating. 
A couple of minutes go by and then I hear dad back. I freeze. He’s not due back for half an hour. What’s worse than mortification? We’ll just have to settle for ‘tied with my legs spread like Brittany was when Mr. Eric raped her and dad saw me squirming.’ Oh… my… God… I didn’t think it could get worse. Dad puts on the headset and microphone. My Master is going to listen. Will he taunt me for 30 minutes? Will he lecture me? Does he know it’s our last hour together? ”Heh-oh, Asserr.” I wait a second, not knowing if he’s there or not. “I ho har-ee,” I sob. [Hello, Master. I’m so sorry.]
Winry is set up as you requested. Since the headset and mike were part of the instructions, she is wearing those. I started the clock on her thirty minutes when the headset was in place, so there’s 28 left. I’ll email you quickly and need an answer back within the 28 minutes remaining. 
Masterius
I believe you made a slip in your IM to Winry when you mentioned an unauthorized IM between the two of you. She, however, has told me that your slip was intentional rather than accidental. Given that you ratted her out ‘intentionally,’ I will handle this different than she is probably expecting. She was told that her punishment for contacting you without my knowledge is that she will no longer be allowed to communicate with you at all. That assumed that you were a willing party to the illicit IMs. By turning her in, you’ve given me a way out. If there was not a kidnapping pending, I would be less inclined to accept her explanation of your innocence. I can hardly hold her to blame for (I assume) planning a meeting with you when we’re already doing the same.
She’s your slave and your bare bottom is waiting for its spanking. I plan to double her punishment to 20 hand spanks and 4 strappings. I suppose as her father I can do that if I want, but as I said, it’s your bare bottom. Do you have a problem with that bare bottom getting twice the punishment? And how would you like that delivered? Along with your punishment or add another 5, 10, or even 30 minutes to wait for my addition? I’m inclined to vote for 5 minutes since that gives her minimum time to recover from the first. 
And since you mentioned her feet and me in the same sentence, would you confirm that the topic of discussion was her arousal from a foot tickling? That was a damn cold shower I took this morning and I hope the three of us agree that won’t happen again. 
Winry’s Dad
MASTERIUS
Masterius Unexpectedly Audios and Emails Saturday Afternoon, 23 May
After dismissing her for punishment I went back to my post reply. Normally I enjoyed picturing what was going to be happening to her but, this time, well . . .
This time, it really and truly was punishment, no two ways about it. It wasn't something I wanted to dwell on, relish and savor as I had so many other things. I didn't like, or enjoy, true punishments. Especially when I knew the person involved was, for the most part, truly sincere and devoted, as my little slave certainly was. But rules were rules. Establishing limits then not holding someone to them was not only bad for discipline, it showed no respect for them, either. Either a rule was important and needed to be followed, or it wasn't. And if it wasn't important enough to follow (and potentially be punished if broken) then what was the point of having a rule to start with?
Now I didn't completely blank my mind from it. I did picture little vignettes as it were: her expression at reading the messages, and realizing their import; her expression as it hit her that, this time, she really was going to be punished, not disciplined, but punished; pictured her bound over the bed as I'd instructed her to be; pictured the moment just before the spankings began; pictured her as the first spank landed . . .
Ok, so maybe I was picturing it a little bit, I wryly grinned to myself.
Since I'd have, at the very least, an hour, working on a post reply seemed a good way to spend the time.
I'd barely gotten two paragraphs written when I was absolutely stunned and startled by a sound coming from my desktop speakers. A very familiar sound at that!
”Heh-oh, Asserr.” Her voice was more difficult than usual to understand, compliments, I realized, of a true rubber ball gag in her mouth. Then, a moment later, even harder to understand as it was now mingled with a deep sob, “I ho har-ee."
I rocked back at that, astonished and flabbergasted. What the fork? Then, in a blinding flash of insight it hit me: dad had followed the complete instructions! I'd only intended her to be bound as I'd detailed, but I hadn't, exactly, specified that. So, quite obviously and unmistakably, dad had followed the entire instructions.
I started keying my mic live then paused, frozen in indecision. One of the reasons I'd specified the half hour wait was so that she'd wait, all alone. Speaking to her wouldn't be 'leaving her alone'. And another was that I really wasn't sure what to say. I wasn't at all used to hearing her sound this terribly woeful and miserable, and it hit me hard.
And then, in another blinding moment, I knew just what to say. Holding the mic up I keyed it live. Very softly, yet still deep, just a different deep tone, "Master knows his little slave is sorry. I know it wasn't an intentional, disdainful ignoring of my orders. But you did disobey, and while I can understand the reasoning my little slave took when making the choice she did . . . that was your choice. And for good or ill, your choices will always have consequences. Think on that while you wait," I said, much softer, then turned off the mic.
I'd barely finished and was sitting there, eyes still wide and stunned as I listened, when messenger chimed. My gaze flashed down, then eyes widened even more seeing an incoming message from her dad.
Winry is set up as you requested. Since the headset and mike were part of the instructions, she is wearing those. I started the clock on her thirty minutes when the headset was in place, so there’s 28 left. I’ll email you quickly and need an answer back within the 28 minutes remaining. 
Well, fork me again. I'd been right: he'd followed the instructions precisely, and for the exact reason I'd assumed. 
Hey wait. What? He's gonna 'email me quickly', too? What the heck for?? Did he need more instructions? Clarification? I'd been pretty clear I'd thought: tie her, wait 30 minutes, spank and strap, wait thirty minutes. What did I do, accidentally add a zero, so it said 100 spanks? Oh, wait, maybe he wants to ask what happened after the second thirty minutes. I hadn't, after all, said to untie her afterwards. By why the implication of urgency about that?
Ah! That must be it. He wanted to know why she was being punished. That made sense, I thought, as I opened up her IM window that I'd minimized, to review what I'd sent and make sure I hadn't typoed 10 as 100, or 2 as 20. I quickly scanned the messages then felt my blood congeal and freeze, and I abruptly understood why he was emailing.
. . . your unsupervised IM messaging me . . .
What the bloody blue fork had I been thinking? Apparently not thinking, obviously! Oh shit! 
If there was one thing I was absolutely positive about, it was that her dad did not, no, not at all, condone, approve of, permit or allow unsupervised communications between the two of us. I understood why, of course although, considering how things were turning out, the main reason for that seemed silly now. Why be concerned over my (or her) talking about meeting when we were already going to be together? 
But she didn't know anything about that. More to the point, as far as she knew, that rule was still in effect. 
I had this horrid, stomach churning sick feeling that the email was to inform me that, as my last act with her, she'd be punished as I'd instructed. But then, regrettably, things would be over. For good.
Thank God his email was quick, otherwise I'd've been eating Tums like candy. 
By the time I'd finished reading I was glad I hadn't Tummed myself stuffed. 
Although I felt the clock ticking (and heard the theme for Final Jeopardy playing in my head) I took the time to reread it a second time before replying.
Winry's dad,
I started, planning on taking each item in order. I decided, however, to gloss over the 'accidental' versus 'intentional' disclosure mentioned in the opening paragraph, instead going right to the heart, and doing so by actually quoting his email.
{I can hardly hold her to blame for (I assume) planning a meeting with you when we’re already doing the same.}
Actually, as far as I understood the communication, it had nothing at all to do with planning, or arranging, any sort of tryst or meeting. She had something she felt was of critical importance to communicate to me, critical enough that I'm sure she would have asked you first except, well . . . except it peripherally involves you.
I really don't want to betray that confidence but, as matters stand, I don't see any way around that. As well, based upon your closing paragraph, it's clear you've deduced from my innuendic IM to her that it does involve you.
I'd deduced from our audio talk during this morning's 'bath' that having her feet tickled does more than, ah, just tickle. I'd told her then that I'd no longer have you tickle her, both for her sake and for your sake. I truly hate divulging that to you, as I don't want to mortify Winry. But that's what the unsupervised IM was about: her wanting to thank me for understanding, and thank me for no longer having her feet tickled.
Well, that's what it was mostly about, anyway; the most important part. I didn't see any need to go into more detail, explaining how the little minx said things to drive me wild, spicing my already overly-fertile imagination. 
So, yes, I can confirm that the topic of conversation regarding foot tickling. I can also confirm informing her (and now you) that I won't be having that done again, both for her sake and for yours.
Hmmmm . . . not the world's greatest damage control effort, but hopefully it'll keep the Titanic afloat. There was still the matter of addressing his second paragraph, though. And I couldn't keep from feeling a rather fiery flush at certain parts of that.
She’s your slave and your bare bottom is waiting . . .
. . . but as I said, it’s your bare bottom.
Gawd, goosebumps raced up and down me at that!
I just want to clarify one thing: her punishment, from me, is for her having failed to follow my instructions regarding this morning's session. It's not about the illicit IM; I made an 'executive' decision about that. She should have, true, spoken to you first, saying she really needed to privately communicate with me. You have, after all, permitted her to privately email me on two prior occasions. I think that, this time, however, she needed the, ah, intimacy, of a 'live' communication, something that an email couldn't provide.
Even as I wrote that something started niggling at me again. Shaking my head like a horse chasing off a fly I continued typing.
I'm almost positive had she approached you and asked, you would have permitted just that, especially in light of already existing arrangements. But while I have chosen not to punish her over the prohibited IM, that is, after all, your rule. I certainly have no problems or reservations about you addressing that disobedience with her. Nor do I have any problems should you choose to double the spanks and straps she receives.
If at all possible, though, I'd like ten minutes to elapse before you do. After the first five minutes has elapsed, then inform her that your punishment —and why— will be next, in five more minutes. And, if possible, perhaps that is something that doesn't exactly duplicate what I've given her. Actually . . . I'd like it to be something less. But made very clear to her that it's less only because it is my bare bottom being spanked; or strapped, or paddled, or whatever it is you decide. And that if it wasn't her Master's bare bottom being spanked . . .
Needless to say, Messenger is open in case you need to quickly communicate with me.
Masterius
Hitting send I sat back, gustily exhaling. I really needed to learn to type faster; I'd less than three minutes of the deadline remaining. For the first time in over twenty minutes I took a sip of coffee, then froze in mid-sip as that niggling thought suddenly crystallized.
She should have, true, spoken to you first, saying she really needed to privately communicate with me. You have, after all, permitted her to privately email me on two prior occasions.
Forehead wrinkling as I thoughtfully frowned I took another sip. So . . . why hadn't she asked dad that? I mean, he'd already come right out and stated he wasn't listening to our audio any longer, since that, well . . . since that involved quite a lot of rather explicit, pointed (and erotic) conversation. And he'd permitted her to send two emails that he'd pledged not to read. So why hadn't she approached him and asked for a quick but private IM chat?
In fact, now that I truly thought about it, I'd already confirmed and assured her during the session that I understood about her feet being tickled, and had assured her then to cease having that done.
Opening up her IM message log I reread her message.
Sir, I know I shouldn’t, but it’s only the second time. I’m at the library. Can we chat?
OK . . . nothing looked odd with that.
Yes, sir, I’m OK. I needed to talk about feet with you. I’ve been trying to keep it secret just what tickling my feet does to me. But this morning I decided to come to the library to tell you. It was OK when dad did it for 30 seconds or so, but this morning was too long. Kinda creepy to have dad get me that wound up if you know what I mean. 
I don't think dad figured it out and that's why I'm at the library.
Taking another sip I scrutinized that quite intently. It sort of made sense, her wanting to keep secret what tickling her feet did to her. It made sense if she wanted that kept secret from her dad. But she was supposed to confide in me, her Master, about things like that. Then again, today was the first time it had been a prolonged tickle, so perhaps that was why she'd finally decided to 'come clean'.
And, again, I could certainly understand, and sympathize, with her desire to keep that secret from her dad.
I kept reading, analyzing each message in turn.
And remember you said you’d come halfway around the world for me if I was alone. Well, Pennsylvania is closer than that, Sir.
That had been what had always niggled at me. At the time, though, I'd simply considered that as the whimsical, wistful longing of a child, yearning for something she already knew the answer was 'no', but unable to keep from expressing that yearning nonetheless, knowing all the while it was impossible to attain.
It was the beginning of it, though, that was now puzzling me. We'd already worked all that out while she was in the tub; there was no real reason for her making an 'emergency' trip to the library to message me. 
Well, it didn't seem that way to me, anyway. Then again, it had been quite some time since I'd been twelve, and perhaps to her it had seemed critical.
But I was going to be a lot more careful and cautious with her for these next two weeks. Otherwise I had a sneaking suspicion I'd answer a knock at my door only to find her on my porch!
KENNA
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Good God, you hardly give me time to spank her. 
In light of what you say, I get that she didn’t arrange a meeting, I don’t get a positive from you that I should spank so, I won’t. I’ll do something different. Tell you later or she will. She will, it’ll be better. 
Don’t let her fool you, she only had permission for one email that I wouldn’t read. I read the second. Deal with that later.
Ken
“Hone een,” I wail at the microphone. “Hone hay onahens-ah. You not aa-ee lees, I hot a hour ih you, oh or eh-er.” [Don’t leave. Don’t say consequences, You’re not daddy please. I got an hour with you, for forever.] I can’t even say more as I break into tears. I have so screwed everything. 


“Aaahhhhh,” I scream into the microphone. There’s not a sound from him and I know he’s left the room. I’m no less than the fucktoy Brittany waiting for her punishment. 
A myriad of thoughts run through my head. Two years and I graduate from high school. Any other high school graduate would be able to go to the man she loves, but not me. Three more years and I’ll graduate with a freaking BS in Physics from no less than Cal Tech and I’ll be seven fucking teen. Still not old enough to be legal in the state of California. My Master won’t even remember me when I’m 18. Don’t I have a right to happiness? 
I am royally tied to my own freaking bed with no chance of escape. Ass in the air. Yeah, come spank me. I mean, really, please, get it over with. I don’t even bother to talk to my Master. I feel more personally than *I* ever thought I would that position of a slave waiting for punishment. I’d promised myself, Hadn’t I even promised *him* that I would never be here, waiting for this? I lie limp, lifeless in position not wanting to send messages of cooperation, or even acceptance, or even mere presence. But I’m all those. Yee haw, ride this damn horse until my Master comes and shows me what’s right. 
I’m here alright. Drooling, slobbering, whining, and whimpering. If my Master deigns to speak to me, he can. He knows I’m here. Or maybe he’s left the room where his computer, speakers, and microphone are. Am I truly alone and waiting for that spanking? “Ahhh, ahhh, ahhh,” I suppose he might have heard that if he was there. He could hear me struggling, but he isn’t there. Dammit, I’m a freaking genius and they shouldn’t treat me like this. I’m a gift to humanity. 
I wallow in a mix of anger, self pity, more anger, frustration, more anger, regret, and… more anger. For an hour (it seems, though it’s only 15 minutes) I rage and struggle at my ropes. “Huck you ah-ee.” [Fuck you, daddy.] I scream more than once. He didn’t just start tying these damn ropes a month ago. How did he get all this stuff for making my Master happy? I shy away from the image of him and mom, but did they? And with whom now?

Surely the time has passed and I wonder just how much longer. I have no idea how much time has really passed, but…. OH MY GOD… I freeze in position. “Ohhhhhhhh,” I screamed into the microphone. “Hone het inna oom, lees, oh, lees, oh, lees.” Damn me. Damn him. Damn them. I am not only spread wide with my ass in the air and my pussy feeling like I’m ready to be raped, but I AM WET!!!! “Hone het hih, leeeeeeeese. Assserrr. You hair? {Oh, don’t let him in the room, please, oh please, oh please. Don’t let him, please, Master. You there?”]
It’s too late. I didn’t hear or see anything, but dad rests his hand on my back. Fucking SHOOT ME!! He pulls back the earpiece from my left ear. “Calm down, pumpkin,” he says like when he’s talking nice to me. His voice is calm and soothing. And I realize I’m gone hysterical. So, I do. Calm down. “You’re about to get the 10 swats and 2 straps from your Master. I just IM’d him, so he knows. Tell him I’m here.”
“He here,” I say. “I ho har-ee, Asserrr,” I say again. [He’s here. I’m so sorry, Master,]
The first six swats are grunts. He knows I’m getting them, but it’s not until the seventh that I finally let loose of a quick little shriek. That’s followed by three screams of pain. No doubt about the effect of my punishment. Yet, I’m glad it’s finally here. I deserved it. I don’t think I deserve the torment of the wait, but the spanking, yeah, I deserved it. I did wrong. Just that daddy never waited 30 minutes. And after 10 swats with his bare hand… at the command of my Master, I wait for… ”CHEEEEEEUS RIIIIIIIIIIIIIIII.” OK, I’m only waiting for one more of those. There’s no point in pleading for mercy. I’d ask my Master. If he agreed, how would Igor know to stop. No, I’m sure that Igor will… “CCCHEEEEESSSSS RIIIIIIIIIIIII.” … spank me anyway. 
So that’s over with. I feel dad’s hand on my back again and he pulls the microphone and headset off. I can’t see, but I can tell he sets it in front of me. “Now, pumpkin. It’s my turn to punish you. For sneaking to the library and sending Masterius an IM without my permission. I have not discussed this with Masterius. But, you may and will describe it to him. I have a chair about four feet from your… slick little pussy. I’m going to sit and stare at it for five minutes”
Oh… My… God… I’m sure I almost banged my head on the ceiling six feet over my head. “How dare my…” I hear despair in his voice and I almost die on the spot, “… my little girl believe her feet…or that perfect little plump, hairless, virgin pussy… so wide and available… mean anything to me.” He says that, but I hear him leave the room. I know he did. He didn’t have to stay to make his point. 
My voice is nowhere near controlled,, in charge, or stubborn as is my wont. “Asserr, aa-ee uns you a no hat I hoooh et hor a hankin an aa-ee iz hot-in an I hone hike ih an I iss ih uh you an I huv you [Master, daddy wants you to know that I’m sooo wet for a spanking and daddy is watching and I don’t like it and I wish it was you and I love you.]
You know, there’s something therapeutic about a spanking. Especially when it’s well deserved as mine was. If I’d gotten away with it… heck I thought I had… I was up to no good. Yeah, I had more planned. More on my plate. Master and daddy were both in trouble. But in an odd sort of comforting, bare bottom warming kind of way, I felt good. Life had order. Logic prevailed. Not my logic, yet… but it prevailed. Adults ruled and maybe there was logic behind that stupid law that would keep me and my Master apart… for years.
I brooded over logic and consequences for the rest of the time. When daddy once again laid his hand on my back, I barely moved. “Five of your thirty minutes left, pumpkin,” he said. 
I cried for a couple of those minutes. Sobbing with relief that I’m sure daddy didn’t cut me off from my Master. Was he aware of just how important my Master had become to me? “Ho hor-ee, asserr. Woh you heak a ee?” [So sorry, Master. Will you speak to me?”]
MASTERIUS
It took an effort of willpower I wasn't aware I had to keep the microphone muted and not respond to her pitiful, heart wrenching wails and sobs as she waited for her punishment. There was absolutely no doubt in my mind, none at all, she was utterly and totally contrite and sorrowful. 
This wasn't the first time, of course, I'd heard sobs and wails like hers, as this wasn't the first time I'd been about to punish a slave or submissive who'd earned that. It was, however, the very first time I'd ever punished a little girl, let alone a little slave. My heart ached, it melted, as I listened to her mournful, pitiable cries. I wanted to reach out, hold her, cuddle her. Tell her everything was ok. And I'd actually started to do that when I got another email from her dad.
Don’t let her fool you, she only had permission for one email that I wouldn’t read. I read the second. Deal with that later.
I felt my face harden, felt my eyes narrow. It was probably a good thing she couldn't see my expression right then as I was pretty sure she'd have wet herself had she done so. Suddenly any sympathy and empathy I had for her instantly evaporated, and I was no longer thinking of her as, and, more importantly, relating to her as, a little girl. Instead, at that point and onwards, she was pure and simply a little slave.
My little slave.
Nothing more, and certainly nothing less.
She'd lied to me! She'd lied! I'd trusted her, I'd told her I'd trusted her, and the little bitc . . .
Taking a deep breath I struggled to calm down. Much to my surprise that was far easier to do than I'd expected. Yes, she'd lied. Yes, she'd manipulated. And, yes, if she thought this punishment was bad, she hadn't seen (or felt) anything yet. But I very quickly realized something. She was a child. An extremely bright, overly clever (and sometimes full of herself) child, but still just a child. And if there's ever been a child born that wouldn't, and hadn't, pushed limits and boundaries, I'd never heard of them.
That, of course, didn't excuse her behavior. But it was her actions that were inexcusable, that I was angry about. Not her. Her I was disappointed with. 
I sat there, coldly and stoically, and did nothing at all but listen. I didn't reassure or comfort. That would come later. Just not at this moment.
Hearing her frantic, desperate pleas as the half hour wait had almost expired was rather satisfying. Later on, after the immediacy of the moment, when I replayed this back in my mind (as I was certainly going to do) I'd find it quite enjoyable, and even erotic and arousing. She obviously did not want him coming in the room; that probably felt, to her, like hearing one's executioner entering. 
Seconds later and the moment of Doom arrived. I listened, clearly hearing the spanks land, even more vividly heard her grunts, then yelp, then finally screams of true pain at the hand spanks. Which was nothing compared to the two straps that followed; those I very clearly heard, as I also did her screams as each one landed.
Then, of course, came the blubbering and sobs. Those, too, I silently listened to. But then I felt my brows lift as she finally spoke, and I burst out in a deep chuckle as I deciphered her mumbles, realizing just what her dad had chosen as his punishment for her. Mahgawd, she must have turned vibrantly scarlet, wishing the floor would just open up and swallow her!
Finally though, near the end, I turned the mic on. "Master is here my little slave. I'm glad you're sorry. And yes, I'll speak to you. Master was very disappointed in his little slave, but she has been punished for that," I softly said, emphasizing 'that'. "Master has forgiven his little slave for her behavior and disobedience. But forgiving is not the same as forgetting, and it will be a while before Master trusts his little slave as deeply as he had been doing."
Then my voice deepened, shifting from soothing and comforting to something quite a bit different. "Now, as I recall, my little slave sent two emails to her Master, saying that both of those had been approved and permitted by her dad. But that's not really the truth, is it?"
KENNA
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As I hear his voice, I stop crying and listen. I’d been so afraid he wouldn’t speak to me that now the sound of his voice warms my heart. It hurts that he’s disappointed, but then he says he doesn’t trust me so much anymore. And that hurts even more. Guilty, guilty, guilty. What was I thinking? I’m getting some serious consequences dished up to me and I hadn’t even thought about any of them. Hadn’t thought I’d get caught. Hadn’t thought that scratching at the wrong time was such a big deal. 
“Huh?” What two emails? I never said any email was approved by dad. Did I? I remember the two emails I sent with DADDY DON”T READ in the subject line, but I hadn’t actually said they were permitted and approved. OK, I said the first one was approved, but I didn’t actually say the second was. I’d just used that same subject the second time with the hope that dad wouldn’t read it. “Nah eh-hakee, Asserr.” [Not exactly, Master.] Jeez, I’m going to have to defend myself while gagged? “Ah-ee hone hee uh a ho, a ree-keh hor hih a nah ee ih, uh he weh ih. Kuh I hin haah uh-ih-un hor a hekuh un. I hin eh-hakee hay I haah uh-ih-un hor ih.”[Daddy don’t read was a hope, a request for him to not read, but he read it. Cuz I didn’t have permission for the second one. I didn’t exactly say I had permission for it.] OK, making me talk with a gag better be my punishment if I’m getting one. I sound like somebody’s choking me.
Oh screw it, I don’t think he understood a word of that, so it’s just easier to say, “Uh uh, Asserr. Nah uh hue” [Uh uh, Master, Not the truth.] Guilty. Hey, just send dad back up. I’m already fixed up for a spanking. Only this time I didn’t mean to deceive him. I mean, I can see how he mistook it. And seeing as he just said he doesn’t trust me so much anymore, it looks pretty bad.
MASTERIUS
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It took me a while to work through what she'd said. Or, more accurately, tried to say. If she'd ever wondered what it would be like to frantically, desperately try communicating while gagged she'd just learned that moments ago, and the hard way, too. At least I had no difficulty deciphering her final statement. Not that my response was likely to be at all comforting.
"I told you once before," still in that deep, subterranean rumble, "that your Master was not interesting in hearing excuses, or even reasons, when I ask my slave a direct question. If —if!— I'm at all interested in hearing those I will ask my slave to elaborate and explain. But until I do ask, all your Master cares to hear are the plain, simple answers to his questions."
While I spoke I quickly albeit quietly sent an IM to Ken. 
I have another matter, it seems, to 'discuss' with her. I would like her to receive four swats, two to each cheek, with the flat of a hairbrush, then left bound for another half hour after that. I'll message when it is time to deliver that punishment.
I would also like, if you agree and feel it is fitting, a photo of her freshly-hairbrushed bottom.
"You're a very bright, very clever and intelligent girl," I sternly continued. "And that is both a blessing and a curse. It is something I value and deeply treasure and cherish about you; as much, if not more so, than I do your undeniably sexy little body. But because you are, I expect more from you than I might from others."
"There are outright lies, and there are lies by deception and half-truths. Just how did you think Master would take receiving a second email titled 'Daddy don't read' if you did not specify that, this time, and unlike the first time, your dad had not agreed to a private email? Master trusted his little slave to be honest. He counted on her to inform him of things that he should be aware of."
"Whether it was by careless oversight or intentional deceitfulness, the end result was the same: I believed that my little slave had permission to send, and receive back, emails that were private. Between just the two of us."
My voice changed, grew a bit softer but still remained stern. "This isn't a game little slave. And you know that. Master has no doubt that his little slave is truly and sincerely devoted. And because of that, there are certain standards I expect, and require, my little slave to keep. And failure, for any reason, to maintain those standards will have consequences. Fair or not, and Master never said he'd be fair to his little slave. Just, yes. I'll always be just."
"I love you. I really do," I said, even softer. "Don't ever forget that. But I'm also your Master. And because I am . . . I'm going to . . . 'motivate' my little slave."
KENNA
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Shit. Shitshitshit. I don’t know if he heard a word I said, but I got myself in more trouble just by talking. It wasn’t an excuse. It was a simple statement of fact that I wasn’t trying to trick him. Intentionally. And now I’m not sure what the question was. But I know it deserved a better answer. It wasn’t the truth, but it wasn’t a lie either. I sag into the bed. OK, that sounded like I was trying to weasel my way out of something. AKA excuse. 
I make little whimpering noises, so upset at… ummm… getting caught. Yeah, that’s what I’m mad about. I don’t usually get caught. Honestly I don’t see the difference between saying Daddy Don’t Read in an email and using that stupid pig Latin in IMs. Surely he doesn’t think daddy doesn’t read those. It’s just a hope that daddy doesn’t. I thought of it more as a message to daddy that it was personal and I wanted him not to read it… without ever thinking how my Master would take it. Yadda yadda, more excuses. 
So, hey, please don’t expect more of me. I’m good in the books, but damn it, I’m still 12. And I’ve got a self-centered, I can do no wrong attitude like any 12 year old does. So what are we doing here? Trying to make me grow up faster than I am already? And don’t give me the same there are lies and there are lies lecture that Brittany got because that… oh my God… that makes me a slave… for real. Like her. I mean, he’s called me that. I’ve called me that, but… slap me in the face with reality. My whimpering gets louder. It’s not a game, is it? It’s not even part time like I’ve thought. Writing that email had been by the off duty slave, not even thinking like a slave, but I have to be the slave 100% of the time. 
Me and Brittany and soon Kylie… we don’t get treated fair. Damn. I’m gonna have to start behaving. I behave for dad because we have a deal. I don’t even get to cut a deal with my Master. I just behave. Obey. Be a good little slave. Because I love him, too. But… “Noooooo,” I wail as the word motivate comes out of his mouth. “A wih-ul hon-hah hayhoy swafe…” [A little bondage playtoy slave…] Shut up. “Yeh, Asserr.” [Yes, Master.] When did this day go so wrong? 
It’s actually hard to sort out the things I’ve done wrong today. Sometime in the not so distant past I’d thought a spanking would be exciting. But it was horrible. I’d never thought about having daddy sit and stare at me, but that had been horrible. What makes it hard is that I got punished two different ways for two different things. It’s hard because daddy delivered both punishments. It’s hard because one came from my Master… because I played with myself at the wrong time and one from daddy for IMing without permission, but daddy delivered them both. It’s hard because I think the worst thing I did was sending the IM without permission, but I can’t let myself forget I was spanked for cumming off schedule. Now we’re reaching back a couple of weeks for more that I’ve done wrong. Zip your lip, little bondage playtoy slave. Who knows what else you’ve done wrong? 
I heard that part about he loves me, but he’s not getting that back from me. Nope, cold day in hell or at least when my bottom stops hurting. No way am I gonna get mushy right now. 
Yeah, I think a picture of her spanked bottom would be fitting. I’ll wait for your nod to spank her. About how long before you want her spanked?
Masterius replies: Just wanted to make sure you were OK with it. I’ve told her why she’s being punished, so please do it now.
My Master goes silent and I’m not about to add anything, so I just lie there waiting for motivation. Problem is, when Mr. Eric motivates Kylie, that’s a lot of spanking. I remember him starting light and getting harder and then tapering off again. I remember serious, long spankings. It gives me a little time to realize that I am different from Brittany. She’s been spanked hard just for fun. I’m getting it for a reason. And unlike Brittany, I can at least straighten up my act and expect no more spankings. And I’m not like Kylie either because she… ”CHEEEEEHUSS! Hat nah a han! [JESUS! That’s not a hand!] Or a strap. Or a paddle. “GAWWWWW!” The first one caught me so much by surprise that I just screamed. Now I start sobbing. That really, really hurts. Hairbrush. It’s MY hairbrush. Now that we got that settled, I feel so much better… no I don’t. “EEEEEEAAAA.” It’s not motivation like Kylie gets motivation. “Leees… huh…leees… sniff..., ho or… huh… huh... I a goo wih… EEEEAAAAAA.” [Please, please no more. I’m a good lit…] Burns. Jeez, it burns. And I can’t move. Just lie here waiting for the next. Offering my bare bottom for punishment like I was cooperating. Except the struggling sure doesn’t make it look like I’m helping out. I wait for the next one, but the time drags on. Two to each cheek. Burning, searing pain on top of the strap marks that are no doubt still there. So really, that takes all the fun out of being naughty.
“Ee hon ow? [We done now?]
MASTERIUS
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It didn't take very long at all, once I'd sent the 'go-ahead' to him, before I heard the obvious results of that: a quite literal scream an instant after I heard the audible impact of the hairbrush, a sound that had me wince.
Before the second had landed she'd also started sobbing. I had no doubt that she was feeling quite contrite and sorry at that point. Nor did I have any doubt that my displeasure was being seared into her already tender butt.
"Yes, little slave," I softly said. "We're done. All that's left is for you to lie there for a while and think. Well, and feel, too. Unless there's other indiscretions Master should know about?"
Considering she was still sobbing it was difficult to discern if she'd responded to that. But as far as I was concerned her punishment today was over, and I truly hoped it had made the indelible impression I'd hoped it had. I still hadn't forgotten the hints Ken had been dropping about her being a handful at times nor, now that I'd been looking back on things, the devious things she'd done or subtle things she'd said. Not truly scheming and manipulating me, no. But obviously testing the waters with her toes, cleverly and discreetly probing the limits I'd imposed on her.
If I didn't check her reins sharp and swiftly, I'd be in deep doo-doo with her. At the same time I'd no intention or desire to be an ogre and tyrant either. So it was pretty important I establish with her what certain consequences were going to be if she insisted and chose to continue pushing and probing certain things with me.
"We’re done," I repeated. "I'm just going to sit here with you," very softly. "Just sit here and watch over my little bondage playtoy slave. OK? I wish I could be gently stroking your hair. I'd be doing that, you know. Just gently stroking your hair, letting you know it's all right. Master still loves you. You're forgiven. The punishment is over, a little slave has paid the consequences of her actions, decisions and behavior. And now that she has, the past is past. OK? Now just lie there and wait until Master has his little slave released. And I'll sit with you the whole time, watching over you, until then."
KENNA
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Other indiscretions? I don’t know. I suppose if I talked long enough, he’d drum something up. Other indiscretions? I didn’t think *these* were indiscretions until he made them sound like mortal sins. Just asking that question makes me think that we’re not done. I mean, we were done once. I know we were, but then dad said something about that second email. I have to get the two of them to stop talking. Scheming over my battered bottom. Dad is toast. I haven’t figured out how yet, but he’s toast. He just went from Igor to participant when he ratted me out. Might as well just told my Master he wanted to come back and spank me some more. 
I listen to the soothing voice of my Master, imagining him being here and stroking my hair. Forgiven. It sounds nice. That’s how it should be. Yet, I remember he said not forgotten. I’ve lost his trust. But he still loves me. He’s going to sit with me. My sobs fade. The blindfold is wet from my tears. My bottom stings. But I’m at peace for the moment. I turn my head to the side to rest my cheek on my bed, but… yuck… it’s all wet from slobber. Great, just great. We trashed my bed. Ruin that moment. 
I think about the implications of this afternoon. It’s changed me, oh how it’s changed me. I’ve become his 100% slave. I’ve learned not to test him. I’ve learned not to deceive him. I’ve learned not to trust him and dad. I have to do everything perfect because my Master has a spy. 
Crap, I can’t be not naked for bed or daytime activities. Dad might rat me out. Yeah, he did it once already. Dang it. He ratted me out to my Master, but my Master ratted me out to dad. And I covered for him. I pretended… I lied… about my Master intentionally telling dad about the illicit IM session. How come I’m not spanked for that? I think about asking that question, but I don’t want to give him any ideas. Maybe he doesn’t know about that lie. And besides, it’s too complicated to explain through the gag. So now I start thinking about revenge against my Master. He IM’d with me. He approved it knowing dad hadn’t approved it. Then he was careless enough to let it slip right out. He was as guilty as me. And I covered for him. And he didn’t get punished. 
So now as he talks soothing to me, I’m plotting. I spend a few minutes at that before I start convincing myself that I can’t seek revenge. I mean, it would just be more trouble for me, so how can I plot anything with my bottom red already? That’s not the reason that convinces me, because revenge would be worth another spanking. Kylie Ann Carter can dish it right back. And the fact that I love him isn’t the winning argument either. It’s that I’ve accepted the role of his slave. It was a choice and, as far as I know, it’s still a choice I can undo. And I won’t undo it. As his slave, I’ve pledged love and devotion, not revenge and betrayal. I told that lie to save our relationship. So I could stay his slave. “I a eel swafe. I wuh eye Asserr.” [I’m a real slave. I love my Master.] Yeah, yeah, I know I just told myself I wasn’t going to say that, but… dammit, I do. Even after the spanking, I’ll love, obey, and even trust my Master.
But dad is still toast.
Masterius
Here’s the picture of her spanked bottom. Since you asked just for that (and I appreciate that) I’m sure you’ll understand why it’s just a close-up of her bottom and nothing more. She isn’t aware the picture was taken and mentioning it to her would be a very bad idea. 
While I’m at it, here are her 7 year old pictures. The first is a picture of her on her bicycle just outside our house. Another nice smile. The second one is her and her mom atop Mount Lassen. It’s a long, but not particularly strenuous hike to the top. More strenuous for a 7 year old I suppose. She was quite proud to have made it to the top. The third one is included in the album at her request. It’s a picture of her at her mother’s funeral. I was rather inclined to keep the album upbeat, but she is right that it was a significant event in our lives. The last picture is the usual school photo with teeth this year. 
Ken 
MASTERIUS
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This is sort of important: can you, please, fold up the tee shirt I sent Winry and set it by her head for me?
Thanks!


I quickly typed that out as I kept softly murmuring to my little slave. I couldn't be there with her, of course, but that was the closest I could come to being there for, and with, her.


"I really didn't enjoy this, you know," I said. I grinned at her disdainful, disbelieving snort. "No, it's true: I didn't. Oh, don't get me wrong, or misunderstand: I do enjoy spankings. Paddling, floggings and more. And I promise you, my little slave, I'll enjoy doing all that, and more, with you. And believe it or not, you'll enjoy it, too when Master spanks you."

Based upon her sounds it didn't seem as if she believed that, which was understandable.

"There is an enormous difference between being spanked for play, and spanked for punishment. There really is, honest. The exact same number, and type, and intensity can be done, and how that'll feel to you will be wildly different. You'll see. It had to do with your mindset. Knowing something is for play, because Master wants to do that, because I will get excited and turned on by that, will make it feel completely different than knowing Master is displeased and unhappy and is spanking you for discipline or punishment."
"And that makes it very different for me, as well. I really didn't enjoy this, little one," I murmured, even softer. "I really didn't," I repeated. "I didn't, and won't ever, enjoy punishing you. Not the least reason being I know just how sincere you are, how determined you are to obey and be pleasing."


About then I heard a muffled puzzled sound from her and, as well, a much more muffled background sound I assumed was her dad. 


"That's me there," I softly murmured. "I asked dad to bring you Master's tee shirt. I so badly want to be there with you but, as I can't . . . this is the closest I could do to be there for my little slave."


About then I noticed an incoming email. I wondered if he'd taken, uploaded and sent that picture so quickly. Then my jaw dropped when I saw the photo once I'd read the mail and opened the attachments.


My hands trembled seeing the photo of her bottom. It was, as he'd indicated, very much a close-up image. All I could really see of her was her bottom, a bit of the small of her back, and the very tops of the back of her thighs, which were, even in that close-up, very obviously spread very wide apart.


My eyes widened and rounded, and not because of seeing the very vivid indications of a quite recent spanking. No, what had me trembling was seeing her pert little ass for real. It was indescribably small and firm and . . . and . . . and . . .


I almost choked myself, struggling to keep from groaning out loud. I'd never seen a sexier, more delectable bottom in all my life.


Then, of course, the visual effects of the spankings finally popped into my forebrain and, to my surprise, even though this had been for a punishment . . .


My cock engorged within seconds, powerfully throbbing, as I took in that sight. The effects of the hand spanking were fading, but still visible as an overall deep pink to her cheeks. The two straps were visible as a deeper rose, crossing the expanse of both and as for the hairbrushing . . .


I shuddered, cock throbbing harder, as I clearly, distinctly saw the four crimson ovals on her cheeks, two to each, and partially overlapping. And I had no doubt, none at all, that those were still quite throbbing, hot and aching.
KENNA
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Yeah, right. I snort as he says he didn’t enjoy it. I do believe him, but my response is… hey, I’ll see your didn’t enjoy this and raise you a I got the marks to prove it. So, yeah, I do believe he didn’t. He sounds way different when he’s enjoying it and excited by the idea of me squirming under the daily torment. He enjoyed the ice, but definitely not the spanking. And I feel sooo much better knowing that he didn’t enjoy it. NOT! 
I’m still trying to be righteously indignant, wronged, and pissed over the spankings and dad’s extra punishment. So I screwed up, but that was overkill. I get the idea of no warning. Mr. Eric did it to Brittany. You obey right the first time or else. There’s some other issues brewing in my head, but I can’t quite focus. I’m not the only one that screwed up, but I’m the only one that got punished. The whole afternoon has me confused now. 
Yet, I listen as he describes what I will enjoy. A spanking just like this, but for fun? Excuse me, but I’ll have to see that before I believe it. As he talks though, I do start to believe it. Maybe I was right that a spanking can be exciting. Just not this one. Maybe I will enjoy the feeling of waiting, tied and exposed for a spanking. I did enjoy the wait for this one, but I’m pretty sure I won’t for the next punishment. Now that I know what a punishment spanking is really like. So, maybe when it’s for fun…hmmm. 
Then I realize daddy’s back and I smell my Master. “Huh?” He’s got the T-shirt for me. I quickly put my cheek back down over the wet slobbery spot. Don’t put the shirt there. Do not soil my Master’s shirt. Then dad sets it next to me and I lie with my cheek in the slobber so my nose is to his shirt. Damn him. My bottom is still sore and I’m snuggling with his shirt. Why did he have to go and do that? It’s hard to be righteously pissed when he’s talking so soothingly and smells so good. "Mmmmmm."
Just as I get all settled down and peaceful, finally toppled off my self-righteous stand to a place of comfort, something else happens. He goes quiet, but not like he muted. It’s like he forgot to mute and is just trying to be quiet. I can hear faint sounds, but nothing I can make out. I just stay relaxed as I wonder what he’s doing. “You o-hay, Asserr?” [You OK, Master?] I ask. My voice is soft, low, concerned, and loving. A far cry from the screams of being spanked and even long way from how I felt just a minute ago.
MASTERIUS
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"Hmmm?" Her muffled question snapped me out of my reverie. "Ah... yes. Master is OK," I answered her. "I was just picturing my little slave, is all." Which was certainly no lie, as I'd been intently gazing at the photo of her freshly hairbrushed bottom, and picturing her was waaaaay easier than usual!
Then I sighed, a rich sound, full of complex emotions and desires.
"I want to be there with you so very badly," I murmured a few moments later, voice thick and husky. "I want you so very badly. I hate this," I almost growled. "This, this, separation. It eats at me sometimes. I understand why, and it's like complaining that summer is hot and winter is freezing. They just are, because. And we can't be together, because. I understand that, but it doesn't mean I have to like it. And I certainly don't like it."
The frustrated tone of my voice was no acting. "You're not the first girl I've trained as a submissive or slave. Well, you're the first girl," I amended. "It's not like I've trained hundreds, no. But over the years I have taught or trained quite a few. Some face-to-face, most long-distance, like I am with you. And I've been rather fond, and close to, several of them. But none of them have ever affected me the way you have little one."
"I don't know why that is. Part of it, I'm sure, is your age. I hope that doesn't bother you, knowing I'm attracted to you because of your age." I really hoped that didn't bother her, too. "But I am. Gods, I am. You have no idea."
"And part of it is your unbridled enthusiasm. There is so much you want to learn, to experience. And I so very badly want to be the one to show you those things. Oh, how I want to be the one that shows you, guides you, teaches and trains you."
"And no small part is that you're so very sincerely and genuinely devoted. You try so very hard to be pleasing and obedient, and I've never been so proud to be a Master to anyone as much as I am to be yours. You're the last thought in my mind as I drift to sleep, and the very first thing I think of when I wake up. You're in my mind and thoughts all day long, and sometimes it hurts so damn much knowing you're so far away. Knowing I can't be with you; that you can't be with me."
"And it's not that I want you just as my little bondage toy. As my slave. Oh, that's a big part, oh yes. But that's not the only way I picture things. Sometimes lately, when I'm out shopping, say, for example, grocery shopping: I picture you padding along besides me, the two of us just talking. Sometimes just of cabbages and Kings. Sometimes about your school and classes. Sometimes about things important to me."
"But that's not the worst part, you know: this separation," I rumbled, sounding even more frustrated, a deep, inarticulate longing in my voice. "Remember when I first asked you to sleep with your legs tied up for me? I liked it when you did that. And that's something that I've asked others to do as part of their training. Just like your morning and bedtime kneeling, too. That's right little one," I murmured, voice low and deep, caressing with molten glowing warmth. "I've been training you just the same as I would a grown-up; an adult. I haven't been 'kidding' things down for you. You aren't getting the 'child' version. This is as serious as it gets little one."
"But for all that, I've never had anyone long-distance, like you are, that I've had someone else help me with things. In a lot of ways I love that. Being able to have you fully and completely bound for bed, for example. And certainly bound for our sessions. Although," I softly, kindly chuckled, "I'm sure this afternoon's is one you, ah, might have preferred doing without." Then I grew serious again. "But, gawd," I softly groaned, "being able to do the things I've been doing with you have been incredible. But...,"
I trailed off, again frustration in my voice. "But that's also biting me in the ass, too. Because I'm not the one tying you. Gagging you. Hugging you awake in the mornings. Or spanking and tickling you. And I want that. God, how I want that!"

Pausing a moment as a fierce, severe shiver rippled through me I took a sip of coffee, getting control again. "And I'm jealous," I admitted. "I know there's no way you feel about him when he does all that to you as you feel about me. I know that. But it doesn't matter, it doesn't help. Because he is the one doing all that. Not me; him. And sometimes that just tears me in half: loving having you really, truly, utterly bound and gagged... but I'm not doing it. And I don't like sharing you, even indirectly. And I'm not seeing you, touching you. I'm not there with you."
"Hearing you, though," I said, the discontent in my voice easing, "helps. Gods, how that helps. I think I'd have gone crazy by now if I hadn't been able to listen to you. Talk to you. I want more, hell yes I want more. But that helps."
"I don't know what it is about you little one that drives me so crazy. I've never, ever wanted anyone in my whole entire life as badly as I want you. And I've never been so proud to be someone's Master as I have been, and continue to be, about you. And I'm so very proud of you, too."
"And I've never wanted anyone as badly as I want you. I want you so badly," a pained groan to my voice. "Badly enough that I've been consider—"
I trailed off, remaining silent for a few seconds, taking another sip of coffee. That very last had been, well, intentional. I wasn't about to tell her what I'd been considering, of course. Let her mind start wondering what that might be.
"Just rest for now little one," I said, so very softly. "Master will stay with his little slave until her time is up."
KENNA
Winry Audio One Long Saturday Afternoon, 23 May
Tell me about it, this separation and how it’s killing you. Killing me, too. Pain in my butt, literally, because all the punishment I received today was because of the separation. Stuff I’d done wrong to try to work around having my Master somewhere else and dad watching my every move. And it doesn’t it make it any better for either of us that it’s just the way it has to be. 
Training? I’d forgotten that’s how this all started. Training me was all he’d said at first. Then I became a little bondage playtoy slave. But, yeah, I’m still in training to be one of those, aren’t I? I make mistakes and get told in no uncertain terms about the mistakes. So, I guess I’m doing OK, except he’s still disappointed in me. And I knew he’d trained others. It was in his profile, though how much of those can you really believe. As he says it now, I find it rings of truth. Just that all the others were adults. So kewl. 
I don’t say anything back, just an occasional, “Mmmmm.” He likes me because I’m 12 and yeah that might bother me, not because of that, but because what if he stops liking me when I’m not. It might, but it doesn’t because I’ve already asked and he said he’d still love me at 30. And enthusiastic. “Mmmmm”  I’m devoted? “Mmmmm.” He’s proud? ”Mmmmm.” That’s better than disappointed by a bunch. 
I’m speechless, literally mmmmm-less, as he talks about just talking with me. Me at the grocery store. I hadn’t even thought of that kind of thing with him. Brittany and Kylie aren’t ever getting to the grocery store with him, but then how long before I get to do something as simple as shop with him? Talk with him? 
I hadn’t even thought about the separation from his point of view. How he feels about not really seeing me. Not able to tie me. Not able to touch me. I know how bad it makes me ache, but I hadn’t thought that he was feeling the same way. And jealous of dad? OK, let’s not go there… sharing me? Oh, so way don’t go there. That’s just two totally different feelings. Master and dad are not sharing me, at least in the sense that I take it. Dad’s just helping, not sharing. 
All relaxed and nearly hypnotized by his deep, warm voice, I almost miss the next thing he says. “Badly enough that I’ve been consider…” Huh? What? Considering what? What? OK, I got it. That was the answer to my message on the IM. He’ll come to Pennsylvania. I’ll run away from camp, find a library, IM him that I’m alone, and he’s been actually considering coming for me. But more than that. If he’s willing to hint at it, he’s more than considering. So then I can relax and rest, wondering how much longer my time is. It’s a heck of a lot easier to let my worries just fade away knowing that we have a deal. Guess that IM is paying off after all. 
MASTERIUS
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She sounded so relaxed right now, at least from what I could hear. There were no sounds of sniffles, of whines. Just slow, steady breathing and quite a few low pleased hums. I was pretty sure her bottom was still sore; a single glance at that photo was proof enough that she'd be feeling this spanking still for quite some time. Yet she was relaxed enough from listening to me to no longer sound distressed.
"You'll be released in a few minutes," I finally rumbled. "When you are, clean up if you need to. Master thinks you will need to. So clean up and go take a shower. I have plans for my little slave for tomorrow —dad knows about them— but for the rest of today you may relax. But I'll want you tied even for that. Spend the rest of today, after your bath, with your ankles hobbled-tied and your wrists hobble-tied in front of you, like you were that one weekend. Just, this time, without being mittened as well. You may nap, read, watch TV, whatever you like."
"The only change to that will be for when you RP today, or do any post-writing. You'll be sitting on a non-cushioned wooden chair for that, with your body bound to the chair and your ankles tied up and back to the back chair legs. No gag though. --winks--."
"And tonight, instead of sleeping curled up on the floor as you have been, I want you sleeping up on your bed. Still bound and leash-locked, yes. But tonight," my voice lowered and deepened, "Master will want to have his little bondage playtoy slave up in bed with him, so I can cuddle you to me while you sleep."
I heard a noise, and guessed it was dad coming in to release her. It was time for that I saw. "Master loves his little slave," I deeply rumbled. And then there was a click... then silence
Masterius Posts Saturday Afternoon, 23 May
Whatever thoughts and plans I had been considering vanished in an eye blink at her reaction. I felt my brows lift up and meet my hairline, felt my lips slowly spread into a huge grin. Oh ho! So she was ticklish! My my!
I grinned even wider at the look she favored me with upon seeing my expression. It was a very old-fashioned look, much like a nanny might have bestowed upon her unruly charges, mingled with a delicious look of absolute dread and dismay. 
"Ticklish, are we?" I rumbled, still grinning, that mirth and pleasure rich in my tone as I lightly dragged nails down a bare sole again, enjoying her reaction as I did.
Talk about a purely rhetorical question: I really didn't have to ask, not when her small foot jerked, not when she struggled —and failed— to hold back a second giggle. And her expression at seeing my expression was MasterCard priceless.
"I really wish I had fed you first," I rumbled. "Because then I wouldn't have to stop tonight. I could just play with my toy like this for hours, until it was bedtime." My grin grew even wider at her reaction to that.
I stopped tickling for a moment, just admiring that little sole-upturned foot. And it was little, no two ways about it. Diminutive and quite dainty, perhaps a touch smaller than average for her age. The sole was smooth and soft. A bit grubby, too, which wasn't unexpected. The floor might be as hard as poured cement but it was still packed dirt after all. But somehow that made her foot even more appealing.
Over the years I'd tried to 'psychoanalyze' myself about this minor little fetish of mine. Well, minor, I mentally chuckled, compared to the major ones regarding bondage and D/s. I had no idea when I first became consciously aware of my fascination with bare feet. (Then again, I had no idea where my fascination with bondage and D/s came from, either; I just knew that I was inordinately relieved that, if I had to have been saddled with non-vanilla desires, at least that hadn't been coprophagia, self-infantilism or similar ilk). Looking back on things I suppose my fascination with bare feet started when I was quite young —just as my interest in tie-up games had been. Although mostly I'd played tie-up with other boys (as there hadn't been many girls my age in my neighborhood... darnnit!) I had had the opportunity, now and then, to tie up girls. And when I did, I'd always taken their shoes and socks off once I'd had them tied up. It was the closest to undressing them I'd dare doing. Again, looking back on things, this time through the filter of my adult memories and experiences, I had a very sneaking hunch that no few of them would have been thrilled and excited had I really and truly stripped them to their skin, 'ignoring' their 'struggles', of course. But when you're only eight or nine, well...
Ever since then, though, I found bare feet —and flip-flops, certain open-toed sandals and the like, too— alluring and appealing, especially when tied up. (Then again I also found certain styles of boots appealing, too, so go figure). 
Up to now, with both my Kylie and my toy I hadn't really paid much, if any, attention to their feet, save for being peripherally aware of them, naturally. I suppose I had had quite a bit of other things to preoccupy my attention and be focused on before now. But now... now...
Reaching down and across I turned the control box on then adjusted the speed setting to medium. I couldn't hear it hum, not with it buried deep inside her. But I certainly could see her reaction as the small little bullet started vibrating. That made my lips curve again. But then I returned my attention back to that enchanting little foot.
This time I didn't tickle. I just intently gazed, scrutinized, examined and appraised. And with her lower leg strapped down to the support platform the way it was, there was nothing at all she could do to move, let alone hide, that foot from my examination and exploration. 
From the way she braced and tensed she certainly seemed to expect more tickles. But, oh, was she in for a surprise! Or so I fervently hoped, anyway. Holding my hands palms upward I slide them underneath her instep, gently cupping her small foot between my hands. Then I started gently rubbing and stroking her soft smooth sole. Gently pressed with my thumbs, massaging in small circles. Took each tiny toe and gently massaged each one. 
Her foot wasn't just small, it was perfect. I had seen many beautiful, even stunningly gorgeous women, who had absolutely atrocious, ugly feet. They'd looked like they had troll in their ancestry somewhere, and had inherited hideously unattractive feet from them. Not so with my toy. Her ankles were dainty; her toes were tiny yet perfectly proportioned, with a flawless smooth curve from big toe to pinky toe. Now I was anxious to closely examine my Kylie's, and I hoped and prayed hers were just as lusciously, delectably adorable and perfect, too.
But that would be tomorrow, after I'd picked her up and brought her home. Tonight... I had my little toy. 
Two of the things I'd studied and learned over the years were massage and reflexology. I enjoyed doing that; found pleasure in doing that, and other things. And, yes, even doing that with submissives and slaves. Sometimes as a reward, and sometimes just because. Just because I enjoyed that intimacy and gentle eroticism. Tonight, with my toy, it was a little of both. She had done quite well, I was pleased with her. Carrots had their place as well as sticks, after all.
Besides, I was both curious and amused. Curious if she would enjoy this attention, especially to a part of her body that I was absolutely certain she'd never, ever have considered an erogenous zone (not that she'd have pictured anything about her in that term, not even her breasts and pussy, but the concept would be clear to her). And amused picturing —and hoping— that she would find this stimulating and arousing.
I kept massaging and rubbing, sometimes gentle, sometimes firm, depending on the area of my attention. And all the while that bullet was busily, steadily humming deep inside her. I softly, deeply purred, my eyes gleamed and smoldered, truly enjoying playing with her small bare foot. Now and then I'd lower my head, softly nuzzled up that soft smooth sole. Planted little kisses to each tiny toe. And not just that foot; after about ten minutes I shifted to the other. 
I paused at this point in the post, leaning back, sipping coffee and grinning like a loon. I'd already planned this to happen; after all, 'Mr. Eric' was quite a bit like myself. Well, perhaps more than 'quite a bit' I thought with a bigger grin. But I'd just learned today how my Winry felt about her feet and, well...
Leaning back in my chair I softly chuckled, eyes twinkling and gleaming. Somehow I suspected she was going to find this afternoon's post rather... interesting.
By now the bullet was having a very noticeable effect on my toy. It wasn't quite enough to drive her over the edge. Had it been plastered against her tiny clit then, yes, it would have been. But she was far too new at feeling things inside her. There would come a time, of course, when the current intensity would be sufficient to drive and push her to climax. But that time was in the future and not this moment, and all it could do, right now, was implacably drive her upwards, higher and higher, but not quite enough to go over that edge so tantalizingly just out of reach.
And still I kept playing with her small feet, seeking out any and all areas that had her sharply inhale, had her breath catch and rasp.
KENNA
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Damn, I didn’t even get a chance to say good-bye or anything. Dad just shuts it off. When dad frees me, he starts by cutting the sticky wrap with a pair of scissors. He runs right up the middle of my back until he can spread it apart. He cuts off the blindfold, too. Then he just rubs my back, like he hasn’t done since I was 10 or so. I glare up at him. It isn’t going to work. I tell him to take the gag out so I can give him a piece of my mind. 
“I’ll take it out after I’ve had my say, pumpkin,” he says. “Oh, where to start? Hmmm. In your very first post of the RP with Masterius you made a comment about me breathing heavy as you wiggled your butt with the clear implication that I was getting excited. I thought it was humorous, teasing, and tantalizing to readers, but I knew it wasn’t true. Maybe I should have said something then, but I’m getting the impression you think I could be aroused by your nudity. Kylie, I changed your diapers. I gave you baths. You’re my daughter and I don’t get excited by what’s going on. I’m helping you explore, not enjoying this a bit. That you would need to secretly IM Masterius for any reason is unacceptable. That foot tickling is a turn on for you is something you should have discussed with me. I’m the one who’s here and needs to know what’s happening. I say yes or no to Masterius’ treatment of you. It hurts me to know that you feel you can’t talk to me about something, but you can talk to him. I have earned your trust over 12 years. It hurts to see how quickly and easily you’re slipping away, distancing yourself from me. You need to understand that I have your best interests at heart all the time.”
Yeah, yeah, get the gag out. This is not what I want to talk about. I got the picture. No IMs. I’m not sexy. The line about the diapers? I’ve heard that before. Doesn’t make peeping at me at 12 any better. 
“So the punishment I picked for you was one I thought fitted the crime. You don’t feel comfortable sharing intimate details with me, so I hope I made you uncomfortable by sitting and watching you after your spanking. I know it sure made me uncomfortable.” Yeah, right, the old ‘it hurts me more than it hurts you’ routine. I got the same from my Master. “Actually, I hope by doing that you’ll get comfortable with sharing anything with me. You have nothing to hide from me. Anything you do want to hide from me is probably something you shouldn’t be doing. Like figuring out how to get from California to his house. You know that’s why you can’t have private conversations with him. There will come a time in your life when you can meet him, but don’t rush it.”
Only then does he take out the gag and start untying me. “Let me explain something to you, father. You agreed to let me explore and you’re helping. I get it. You agreed to be Masterius’ hands to tie me and spank me. What I expect is that you will listen to him and do what he says, or decide not to. I don’t expect you to chat away while I’m tied down for punishment and give him reason for more punishment. I don’t know what you said about that second email, but why would you have to mention it at all? How did he get the idea that it wasn’t authorized? And if I was to be punished, why didn’t you do it back then? You may not ever again spy on me and report back to my… to Masterius. Understand?”
Silence from him. I know I caught him off guard when I get that. He’s got the ropes untied from the head of my bed and he walks down and starts untying my ankles. Then he says, “You didn’t deserve punishment from me, pumpkin. You and I both knew you weren’t allowed that second email. You know I read it. From my point of view you were just asking me not to read it and I said no. Consider that I read it as your punishment for trying. But then look at it from his point of view. He didn’t know it wasn’t allowed, so you deceived him. His punishment of you was for a different reason.”
“That wasn’t the question!”
“Kylie, we have a common interest, he and I. You. I sit by and wait for him to say to let you go from the bathtub or from being tied for punishment. We chat. He mentioned two emails marked Daddy Don’t Read. I said there was really only one. He wasn’t looking for more reason to punish you and I wasn’t trying to spy on you. You broke a rule and it came back to bite you. You’re just using calling me a spy to hide from the fact that you lied and got caught. It’s what happens when you lie.” 
I do not want to hear that answer. Mainly because he’s right. I still don’t like that he ratted me out. “But you know what? None of the three things I got punished for wouldn’t have happened if I was with him instead of here. It’s not fair that got punished for being here.”
“Stop it, Kylie. The rules are different because you’re here. No IMs outside the house. No secret emails. And I don’t know why the original punishment was done, but you broke the rules. The rules are fair based on where you are and who you are. If you were with him, the rules would be different, but knowing you, you’d break them, too.”
He finishes untying my ankles, helps me to my feet, and starts on the rope around my chest. I’m facing away from him or else I’m sure his head would explode. At least I’ve got the head exploding glare going. He may be right, but he’s still toast. When he’s done untying me, he leaves. Nothing else for us to say for now. 
Before I get in the shower, I think about a spanking for fun from my Master, not dad. A true spanking delivered by my Master in his presence just to make him excited. I think that will be exciting. Yeah, I can recall that feeling I had when I was waiting for this one. Rather foolishly thinking it wouldn’t be bad, I had gotten excited. I run my finger through the still moist folds of my pussy as I remember that excitement. Embarrassing myself, I smell my finger and then taste it. A couple of times. The smell and taste of excitement is exciting. I hope the smell and taste of his excitement will be as good. 
After I shower, I have dad hobble my wrists and ankles. Despite the handicap, I type out an email. It’s something that I feel I have to say. I think about it and edit it. I tone it down some so it’s not so accusatory. I mean, really, calling my Master a liar is probably trouble, even if it is true. Saying he deserves punishment is bare bottom suicide. So I tone it down. The final version looks like this:
My One True Master
This is not a Daddy Don’t Read email. This is one that I will delete as soon as I hit send. He can’t ever see what’s in this email as you’ll see. You can punish me if you like for this email, but if you do you have to tell dad that I’m being punished for talking back. Cuz I am. 
I’m pretty confused over all the punishment I got this afternoon. I get that I was punished for scratching at the wrong time. I was trying to do something special for you and I understand that I disobeyed. I don’t accept that I got punished for sending you an IM as just. Though it was dad that punished me for that, it was really you that made a mistake. You didn’t mean to tell dad about the IM, but you mentioned it in an IM and that’s just like telling him. So, I lied and told him that you meant to tell him. I lied for you. I lied for us. Was that an OK lie? And you let him punish me when you are as guilty as me. That wasn’t our first secret IM. I have a picture of you and you have a picture of me. Was that an OK lie? (Just to be clear, this is the part of the email that dad can’t see. He’ll cut us off if he knows about that. I’m sorry I sent the first IM and I’m sorry I sent the second one and it won’t happen again. I’m sorry because it risked everything and I don’t want to risk everything. I guess I just didn’t expect to get caught.) Anyway, I don’t accept dad’s punishment as fair or just because you didn’t get punished. 
I don’t accept the punishment for the Daddy Don’t Read email but for a very different reason. My father is your hands to tie me and to spank me and to pour ice on me or whatever. He is NOT your spy. I don’t want him to do anything but what you tell him to do. It’s important that you understand that you crossed a line today. You made my father a participant, a partner in our relationship. I feel betrayed that the two of you are talking about me behind my back especially when it results in punishment.
Like I said, I’m just confused. Why is it OK for you to lie, but not me? How did this seem just to you? I’m not angry. I still love you. I’ll still obey you. I still trust you. And I’m not disappointed in you. Sir, I sleep with your shirt. I’ve printed out your picture 3 more times when the old one gets messy. I held still while my father tied me for punishment. I’ll hold still again if I’m to be punished for this or any other disobedience. I am still your slave. 
With Love and Devotion
A Slave
Then I just decide to delete it for several reasons. One, I’m getting spanked for this. I’m pretty much asking for it and I’ve already had a long afternoon. Second, I’m lying a bunch in the email. I’m not just confused. I am angry. I’ll *try* to obey, but that’s a promise made to be broken. I’m not sure I trust him. Third, I’ve dealt with dad and have more to do on that matter that doesn’t need to concern my Master. Fourth, I know the answer to my last two questions. Master may lie. Slave’s don’t. Fifth, I’ve already toned it down. If I look at it more, I’ll tone it down more. By tomorrow I’ll wish I hadn’t sent it. So I might as well just not.  
I go and get the keys to dad’s car and sit in it in the garage. I change the default language of his GPS to Spanish. I leave the key in the ignition and lock the doors. He has a spare, but at least he’ll have to go get it. If he accuses me? Hey, he’s locked them in before. Hey, a glitch in the GPS… shrug… who knows.
Then I go and check out the RP. Finally he’s posted for Brittany. And wow. What a wonderful torment for her. Worse than if it was me, because I’m not going to let her enjoy the foot stuff like me. Jeez, just the thought of something inside me AND him playing with my feet. Drive me nuts. 
Last thing before I start a reply, I go fix a sandwich and some mac and cheese for dinner. Just enough for me. Dad’s on his own. That will just about even the score as far as I’m concerned. After I eat, I tell dad I’m ready to be tied for RP. I figure if I can stay on my toes for a couple of hours now, I can sit on my sore butt for a while, too. 
“I thought we’d go out to dinner, pumpkin,” says dad. That’s what he says when it’s time for dinner and I haven’t started it yet. 
“Like where? Some place that lets you stand to eat?” I rub my butt for emphasis. “Besides, I already ate.”
“Oh, so it’s gonna be that way?” says dad.
Crap, I fold under the way he says it. “OK, I’ll fix you something.” It’s the deal. 
“No, I’ll manage,” he says. “You’ll probably spit in it or something.”
“Not *this* time,” I say. 
“God, Kylie,” he shakes his head. He ties me up for the RP, but not without noting that I can sit for the RP, but not out at a restaurant.
As he plays with my feet, I watch with a cold dread as a smile, no, a grin appears on his face. I look at him with dismay, the way I look at my brother when he tries to tickle my feet. I don’t let him get away with it anymore, but he used to be merciless. So, I hate it, but there’s not much I can do except scowl and hope he gets the message. No, no, NO! Not that message. Yes, we are ticklish. My foot jerks away as I’m unable to stifle a giggle. The rings on my wrists and ankles clang. 
God, no! I look at him with horror at the thought that he can do this as much as he wants. Tickle me senseless and I can barely move. Just move enough to wriggle and squirm. And I already know he likes to watch that. The idea of a dinner break is hardly comforting. He could have me for hours after that. He could feed me right here on my horse and then continue after dinner. Like I was his dessert. The grin says I’d be wasting my words to try to beg for mercy. His grin only gets wider as I can’t help my eyes from pleading. I know I’ll have none of that. 
But he then stops and just looks at my foot with an odd wonder. Admiring my foot like it was something very special to him. That’s not the least bit comforting either. The devilish look of wonder only tells me he’s going to take his time with me. He’s already pretty much told me what my evening is going to be like. 
What? I jerk again, my hips rising up in surprise as he turns on the thing… the vibrator he put inside me. Subtly, deep inside me, it starts to make its presence known. Just a little hum, a light little tremor inside me for now. So different than the feeling on the cross when he’d gone straight to my clit with gentle vibrations. This one is gentle, but distant. I’m sure it will not amount to anything. Now that the surprise of the vibrator is past, I don’t worry about it. It’s my feet that I wish I could protect. 
My worst fears evaporate as he starts massaging my foot. Incredibly, sensuously he massages me like he knows what he’s doing. Taking his time it’s more like he’s worshipping my feet than tormenting them. It feels way better than what I was steeled for. The fear of tickling fades as he makes my foot the center of his world. My foot. Then my toes. One by one. Giving me a sensuous massage like a lover would. Oh yeah, I can go for this. I have to readjust myself with a little squirm as the deep, mild vibrations mix with the feel of his hands on my feet. Yeah, so nice. 


Then, not just massaging, but kissing my foot and my toes. Finished with one foot, he moves to the other and gives it the same exquisite, painstaking attention. All the while the look in his eyes makes me want to melt. He’s truly making love to my feet in a way I hadn’t imagined. And it just seemed to come out of nowhere. I don’t feel like his little slave, though I’m chained to my horse. I wouldn’t stop him if I could and it’s clear I can’t. I feel flushed and warm from his attention. Kind of embarrassing to have him worship my feet so. 
My hips move as I start to get excited, slowly becoming aware that those little tremors inside me are doing erotic work as time goes  by. It’s so much less than he’s done to my pussy before, but it’s getting me there. Rather than his vibrator or his cock seeking out me, it’s like I’m seeking out the wonderful feeling. My clit tingles though the sensation seems too deep and distant to matter. The vibrator alone won’t make me cum, but as it draws me up, I rotate my hips and feel the wetness start to seep out. Higher and higher it drives me  
Now I’m equally aware of his strong hands on my sensitive feet and of the slow, subtle… moving to insistent and demanding… vibrations. They’d seemed so minor at first, but now they have become important. I rotate my hips and press down on my horse, rubbing myself to accentuate the growing arousal. Low moans and whimpers of tantalizing pleasure escape my lips. That pleasure seems too far to reach. I could use his cock now. I could use a bigger vibrator, a higher speed, anything more than what’s happening. 
I can imagine that in a matter of minutes, I’ll be unable to control myself. I can tell he’s aware of my arousal. He’s enjoying the movements that my hips make on their own. Will he want me to ask? Will he do anything about it if I do ask? Will he want me to beg? Even as I wonder that, I’m not sure if I’ll get that aroused. This is different than on the cross, but it’s starting to feel the same. Like I’m getting to the same place on a different road. 
MASTERIUS
Masterius Posts Saturday Afternoon, 23 May
"Mmmmm . . . feels good, doesn't it," I purred. "So so good, hmmm?"
I really didn't have to ask; as focused as I was on playing with her delectable little feet I wasn't missing the steady, rhythmic lift and push of small hips, nor the soft panted whimpers of her steadily-growing arousal and need.
"Master knows his little toy wants to cum. Oh yesss, Master knows that," I crooned, my voice thick and rich, low and deep. "But climaxes and orgasms are privileges too, little toy," I rumbled, biting back a grin and chuckle at her reaction to that! "Oh yes," I explained, still massaging and fondling a small foot. "Little toys and slaves —and especially fucktoys— aren't allowed or permitted to cum whenever they want; they need their Master's permission for that."
My voice deepened for a moment, a tone of true admonition, warning of extremely dire and seriously unpleasant consequences should that rule be disobeyed. Then it softened again back to that golden honeyed thick crooned purr.
"But Master's little toy can come this time if she wants. Does she? Oh yessss . . . it seems she does, doesn't she?" Considering the way little hips started rocking faster, pressing her pussy down atop the top cushion, again I really didn't need a verbal response.
"You don't even have to beg or plead to cum, little toy. Not this time, anyway. Master wants his little toy to cum. He wants her to feel good. Oh yesss, feel so very, very good. And it does feel good, doesn't it. This feels very nice, doesn't it. And it's going to feel even nicer when my little toy cums, won't it."
This time I really didn't want her piteously pleading to cum. But I did want something; something else. I wanted her to admit this felt nice. Admit it felt good. That she liked this. Wanted this.
Her breathing was growing catched and ragged. Low soft whimpers and whines that had nothing to do with apprehension or dread, nothing to do with uncertainly and misgivings. No, these were due to nothing at all save her now-rapidly growing arousal and need.
"This feels so good, doesn't it," I softly crooned, gently enticing and wheedling her to speak and respond. "Master is glad it feels good. He wants this to feel nice. He wants his little toy to feel nice. I want you to feel so so good. Yes, I'm enjoying this, oh yes I certainly am! But, right now, this time, this is all for my little toy. No tricks, no gimmicks. Master just wants his little toy to feel very, very good. Does she?" I crooned, wheedling more. "Does she feel very good? Does she like this? Want this? Tell me," I coaxed. "Tell me what you're feeling little toy."
Then I groaned. I simply couldn't help it. My gawd she was so sexy! Right now, right this moment, she was nothing but a tiny, naked writhing bundle of sheer, unadulterated, uninhibited primal need and lust.
"You're so damned sexy. Do you know that?" I rumbled, still caressing her little foot as I started trailing light nuzzles up and down the back and outside of a slender, quivering thigh. “You're so hot. So aroused. You're so wet you're soaked. You're trickling down your legs. Master can see your arousal. He can smell that!" I purred, so low, so very deep in my chest. 
"Tell Master how this feels, my sexy, beautiful little toy. Tell Master what you need, what you want." And then I turned the control box to high as my free hand started lightly caressing very high up silken, trembling slender thighs, fingertips just brushing over the slickness there.

KENNA
Winry Posts Saturday Night, 23 May
"Mmmmm . . . feels good, doesn't it," he purrs. "So so good, hmmm?"
Oh gawd, I feel so embarrassed. Yeah, it does, but I didn’t want to talk about it. I just want to feel. I’m expecting to beg, but not have him talk it about in that sexy, deep, penetrating voice of his.  I look back and nod. I might have spoken an answer, but he’s still talking. Better him to talk than me so I can focus on the feeling that’s building inside me. Building and building, but just doubled at the thought of him watching me. So his hands on my feet, the vibrator inside me, and now his voice are all working on me. 
My eyes open wide and I stop all movement as he says orgasms are privileges. I’m not allowed… allowed…to cum whenever I want. I need his permission. How screwed up is that? He’s forcing me to cum and then telling me I need permission? Until that moment I hadn’t discerned the difference between arousal and cumming. One led to the other as surely as water flows downhill. And you don’t tell the river it needs permission to empty into the ocean. Sure I’ve started myself and then stopped. I’ve even stopped when I’m this far along… I’m not that far along yet. But, I know he’s not going to stop here. He’s going to take me to that level where I can’t stop. Then I’ll need his permission. It is possible to hold off? My body shudders in answer to that question. If I stop pressing on my horse and only let the vibrator go on and on, then yes, it’s possible. 
Then he says I can cum this time and I move my hips again, pressing against my horse. Blushing at the knowledge that he’s very aware of what I’m doing. Right in front of him I’m humping my horse. Yes, it feels very good. Just be quiet, please. I try to stop, but that buzzing won’t and I can’t. A gasp, like a little sob, comes out as he asks if I do want to cum. And I don’t need to beg… though there’s a promise that in the future I will have to. 
My whimpers grow more telling, admitting to him that I do like the feeling. I do want to cum. Yet, I rise up off my horse, moving my hips forward and back without the pressure against my horse. Letting the little tremors inside me take me higher before I get back to it. A strained, whiny, “Uh huh,” comes out each time he asks. Doesn’t she? “Uh huh.” Doesn’t it? “Uh huh” Doesn’t it? “Uh huh.” Sometimes they’re soft, personal nods that I am feeling good. Sometimes they come out more insistent, nearly pleading him to stop asking. Can’t he see? Can’t he tell without making me say it over and over?
I press down again, rubbing for a few seconds before rising up. Part of me wants to stop. I still could, but he wants me to cum. And I’d much rather cum than face another strapping for disobedience. How ironic would that be? Opting for pain instead of pleasure. No, not for me. I’ll follow this order as embarrassing as it is. As embarrassing as it is to have him tell me I’m wet. That I feel good. That I want this. Then I hear him say to tell him what I’m feeling.” Great shuddering gasp at the thought of that. Speaking? Narrating my arousal? 
Down against my horse for a few seconds. I’m relieved that he’s still talking, not really wanting me to tell him. Yeah, he’s doing a pretty good job of describing me himself. “Unnnhhh,” I gasp as he calls me sexy. I even whimper out an, “Uh huh,” to that. Yes, I know I’m sexy. You keep telling me that. Pressing hard against my horse right in his face. Can’t stop now. Hot. Aroused. Jesus, no, don’t say I’m wet. Gawd, I can feel it on my thighs, running down just like he says. My body is shaking with need. “Aaahhhh,” I gasp loud as he says he can smell me. Up off my horse and then down, rubbing hard and fast. 
“Gahhhh,” I gasp as the vibrator comes alive inside me, taking me from deep inside. His hands touch me. And he says it one more time. “Tell Master what you need, what you want.” And he stops talking. This time he means it. 
“Ma…” the first syllable comes out breathy and desperate, so I cut myself off in embarrassment. I don’t want to have to tell him, but what if he stops me from cumming now? What if I anger him?  I shudder and moan. “Master… I… gaw...” I look back at him, his eager eyes inches from the evidence of my arousal. “Wanna cum… I needa… cummm. I wan… Master t-to touch me… hard.” I assume he knows where to touch me right now. “ Wanna cum… for M-master. Wanna Master’s… cock. Ahhhh.” I rise up, pausing for a couple of seconds, inviting his cock in, but he just smiles. He’s gonna make me do myself right in front of him. “I feel…sssexy… for Master.” I so didn’t want to talk to him, tell him how I feel, but the look on his face as he listens to me is exciting and I want more of that. 
So now I lower myself on my horse and rub slower. “A toy gonna cum for Master. Feels good. All over. Inside.” I’m mimicking the things he said about me. I don’t know how else to describe myself now. “All wet. So wet. So hot. Gawd, the thing inside me… I feel so, so good. A toy needs to cum. A toy… “ I didn’t think I was that close. I thought slowing would give me more time. “Aaahhhhhhh,” I gasp as I cum. Now I press down hard, rubbing fast as I cum for him. “Cummmmmming… for Master.” My whole body tenses as I moan and writhe with wild abandon. I move side to side, front to back, trying to peel open my pussy so my clit is directly on my horse, but I can’t. It’s still an incredible orgasm. 
As it passes, I lift my hips that little bit I can. “A toy needs Master’s cock. Now. Please. Wanna cum more. Show me… I’m sexy. Please?” Yeah, do that and I can cum more. Heck, I can cum more now. I can ride my horse until I’m exhausted. But I want him. 
A few minutes after I post, dad comes into my room. He sits on my bed, not quite looking at me. “I was about to go to the store and discovered my keys are locked in my car. I know this time I didn’t do that. So now I wonder how many times I’ve thought I did and it was you instead.” He sighs and shakes his head. “I’m getting tired of your crap, Kylie. You got punished today. You don’t get to strike back.”
I don’t even try to protest. Not sure why he’s sure he didn’t lock his own keys in the car, but I figure I’m busted. 
“I’m giving you a choice of punishment for copping this attitude. First choice is you apologize to me, get your act together, and you call me Sir from now until summer camp.” No way I’m doing that. “Stop. Don’t say a word until you’ve heard the choices,” he cuts me off. “The Sir is distinctly because I am your Master’s hands and eyes. You’ll treat me with the same respect you do him. Second choice is I pull your Ethernet cable and keep it a week.” Hang on, that would mean no time with Master. “Third choice is…” then he explains what we’re doing tomorrow. “So, the third choice is we don’t do that tomorrow.” Buying me open toed shoes after the session in the tub… and in the midst of Brittany getting her feet played with. I might have opted for the third choice, but not after learning how my Master feels about feet. 
“I’ll take the first choice, sir,” I say. He stares at me, expecting more. “Sorry I didn’t fix dinner. Sorry I locked your keys in your car. I’ll fix your GPS, sir.” Ha! He hadn’t caught that one yet. 
“Fine,” he says. He gets up and starts untying my feet. “Say good night to Masterius. We’re going out for ice cream.”
“But…”
“No buts. We don’t spend any time together anymore, Pumpkin.”
“Yes, sir,” I say. Heck, I haven’t even opened an IM session with my Master yet tonight. Sir, I posted. I’m gonna be busy the rest of the night. Getting some quality time with dad. So good night. 
“And don’t forget that if you have occasion to speak to me tonight, even to tell me what flavor ice cream you want, you’ll call me sir.”
“Yes, sir.”
“And without rolling your eyes.”
“Yes, sir,” I say, without rolling my eyes this time.
MASTERIUS
Masterius Posts Saturday Night, 23 May
There was no way she'd understand, so I wasn't going to tell her. But after I'd posted I'd sat back and just gazed at the photo of her bottom. Well, gazed, and felt a rather intense flood of warmth rush through me. I hadn't been kidding or fibbing when I'd said I hadn't enjoyed spanking her for punishment. I never did, to be honest. Although, again being scrupulously honest, sometimes it was hard not to grin or chuckle at their reactions when punished, which frequently ranged from supremely contrite to outright puppy-dog-eyed pleading. Some of them even seemed to slip into 'kid'-mode, acting and speaking very much like a small child about to be spanked.
But as for being turned on? No, not really. I simply didn't find the necessity —and subsequent action— of punishment to be arousing or exciting. 
But spanking just for the fun of it? Because I could? Because I enjoyed that? Oh Hell yes, that turned me on. And now that the actual punishment was over I was letting my mind travel down some wickedly delicious paths. 
For one thing, I was very much enjoying the image of that pert bared rump. You simply had to look at it to realize it was, very definitely, quite distinctly, a child's bottom. There was just something about the proportions, the creamy, almost silky-smoothness, that blatantly announced that. The fact that it was, quite obviously, upturned and upthrust in a perfect spanking position only made it that much more scrumptiously yummy.
Now add to that the fact that that heavenly little ass was also decorated with four perfect, vibrantly crimson ovals from the hairbrushing, as well as garnished with two twin stripes of bright scarlet from the straps, with all of that atop an overall ruddy pink from the earlier handspanking and, well . . . I was damned hard.
I could so very easily picture having spanked her. Pictured her bound over those twin pillows, cute pert bottom helplessly upthrust, little legs spread wide, tiny toes not even touching the floor, with her small body securely drawn upwards. She couldn't move her hands down in a futile effort to (literally) save her ass. She couldn't kick her legs or thrash about in a vain frenzied desperate attempt to ease or mitigate the fire that was spreading through her butt with each spank, each paddle or strap.
All she could do is hopelessly, helplessly lie there, and endure . . . and bahgawd that was a powerfully intoxicating, furiously arousing image!
I softly chuckled, vainly attempting picturing explaining to her that, yes, such a spanking could be exciting to, and for, her as well. My ears would burn to a crisp, flake off in tiny pieces of ash, should I venture that explanation any time soon, of that I was sure!
Figuring it would take her a while to respond (and I grinned to split my face picturing her probable —and hopeful!— reaction to my post!) I ambled down to the basement, mug of coffee in hand, to work a bit on things. I'd embellished the little hinged 'leg' fixture I'd made, modifying it so that it now resembled a stick figure, with hinged, articulated arms as well as the (former) legs, with a body and head. I'd scrupulously transferred what measurements I had of her to that, as well as calculating the remainder using the body proportions I'd used when constructing the legs. 
I'd started modifying some of the furniture and equipment here, like the rack, crosses and the like, to better fit her. But once I'd started I'd changed my mind, instead fabricating and constructing items just for her. I'd already completed a St. Andrews cross, using the articulated model for that, plus a small rack and bondage bench. Now I was finishing up a spanking horse, identical except for size to the one I already had and, not so incidentally, virtually identical to the one Brittany was atop.
Virtually, because unlike that one, I was using real leather for the cushions rather than vinyl leatherette. The wood portions were already completed, sanded, lacquered and polished, with the platform holes drilled and the D-rings screwed in place. All that was needed was to finish padding, then installing, the cushions, and I'd already pre-cut the leather pieces for those. I was using soft, supple skirt leather for that, dyed a deep rich glossy black. 
For the next hour I worked on the cushions, stuffing and meticulously stitching. Once I was finished my little slave's spanking horse would be positioned adjacent to the full-sized one. Just as I'd done with the St. Andrews cross, bondage bench and rack. They made for an interesting contrast, placed alongside each other that way, and I wondered how my little slave would feel, seeing the obviously full-sized ones adjacent to her customized ones.
Taking a break I strolled upstairs, plopping down at my pc and opening up LB. I not only had a post but an IM from her as well. 
Little one, enjoy your time with dad. Master is ok, honest. In fact, I'm glad you're spending time with him. It's not that I don't want you with me online, because I most certainly do. But he's likely to be feeling a bit, well…  lonely. More than lonely, actually.
At some point he was going to have to face you having boyfriends. Going on dates. Getting serious; going steady. Face you gradually maturing, becoming more responsible for your own decisions and actions. But I'm pretty sure he wasn't expecting that for quite some time yet. And now, all of a sudden, his little girl is in a relationship that, in many ways, is even deeper than marriage.
So if he's getting a bit clingy show him mercy, please. This can't be all that easy on him, and it did come on him all of a sudden. He'll never admit any of this, of course, because he wouldn't want to appear imposing on you, or risk detracting from the joy we share together. Just try, now and then, to look at things through his eyes, ok?
Enjoy your quality time my little slave. Master loves you. And in case I don't see you until tomorrow, good night and very sweet dreams!
Watching her, listening to her, was so incredibly erotic and exciting. I knew it would be, of course. I was just surprised at just how intense that was. 
When I'd arrived home I hadn't really any hard and set 'plan' for her. Plans involving the little toy were constantly fluid, continuously changing, subject to whatever had preceded the immediacy of the moment. I'd been sort of 'going with the flow' as it were with her. Now the first part of my plan for her this evening had gone exactly as I'd foreseen: I'd come home, got her perched and strapped down atop the horse then enjoyed her mouth. There was nothing, short of immediate peril or imminent death, that was going to prevent that from happening. But letting her enjoy an orgasm had never been part of my idea for her.
However, much as things had been transpiring ever since her arrival, I'd decided to 'reward' her with one. She really had been surprising me lately, and her performance this evening had certainly been worthy of her being graced by her Master's benevolence. And as I'd noted before, there were times for sticks but certainly also times for carrots as well.
But as with almost everything I was going to, and with, her so far, there was more than one reason for my actions and decisions. So, yes, she was going to be rewarded with an orgasm. But I was also going to be playing with her helpless naked body however I chose to do. It just so happened that I'd chosen to be gentle and sensuous. I could have, just as easily, elected paddling or strapping that luscious pert ass of hers.
And, just to ice this particular cake, I was going to coax and cajole her into admitting just how this felt to her. It was obvious to me that she liked, enjoyed and wanted me playing with her. Oh, she wasn't happy that I'd kidnapped her, nor that I was keeping her as a possession, true. That was just as obvious to me. But that wasn't what I was asking her. I was asking her how it felt, how she felt about, my touches and caresses, that cunning little bullet vibe inside her, my clear and patent desire of her.
Unless she resolved and decided on outright lying, there would be only one answer. It was just up to me to inveigle and entice her sexy little body up up up, until she couldn't readily, rationally think and thus would honestly and involuntarily speak her mind and respond.
And then, of course, I'd let her cum. Both because I'd told her she could, but also because, well . . . because I pure and simply enjoyed making my toy cum. I enjoyed how she sounded, what she looked like, even how she smelled, when she climaxed, and I enjoyed as well being the cause behind that happening.
Of course, after she's had time to slowly coast back down, and once she was able to coolly collect her scattered thoughts . . . she'd remember what she'd said. Remembered she'd bared that part of her soul to me, her Master, and would never, ever be able to hide behind that particular defense again with me.
But even in my wildest imaginations I'd never anticipated my little toy saying what she did, and after cumming at that.
“A toy needs Master’s cock. Now. Please. Wanna cum more. Show me… I’m sexy. Please?”
My immediate reaction to that was, of course, to deny her. After all, a toy had no needs or wants save what her Master gave or permitted. Yet at the same time I remembered telling her no tricks, no gimmicks. I'd wanted her to speak her mind and, by God, she was doing exactly that. 
Now she'd already cum once. I hadn't promised, nor even hinted, just how many I'd permit her. So she couldn't realistically fault me if I stopped her at the one. 
But if remembering what she said to me, how she'd told me just how she felt, how all this felt to her, would affect her once she had time to recall all that . . . I shivered, picturing her thoughts as she recollected her low and soft, yet utterly fervent and unreservedly passionate pleading for her Master's cock.
How wickedly delicious!
I gave a small foot a lingering nuzzle, right to the center of a soft bare sole then grasped the wire of the still-humming bullet. In a slow, steady pull I withdrew it, watching as it popped out, like a watermelon seed betwixt a thumb and forefinger. Then I stood up and stepped behind her, unbuckling my belt as I did.
Once pants and briefs were down to my ankles I stepped even closer, firmly gripping sleek little hips, pinning her motionless. Not that she had all that much motion, after all. But, as I hadn't strapped her body down she could shift back and forth several inches.
Not now though.
Then I took that last final step forward, tilting my hips and guiding my cock towards her by feel alone. My hands tightened on her as I felt her pussy, so small and tight, so slick and wet, bump up against the crown of my thick jutting cock. They tightened again when I flexed my hips, rubbing that blunt flared crown up and down, gliding up and down against her now-puffy folds. 
Tightened again as I felt the head brush up against her tight opening, then socket against it.
Then tightened yet again as I hissed, as I slowly, very slowly, started entering her, began pushing into her.
Five seconds. Ten. Fifteen. Slowly, gradually, utterly implacably I sank deeper and deeper into her, all the while my hands held her completely motionless and immobile. This wasn't a 'back-and-forth' hilting. It was just a slow, smooth steady impaling. A controlled one, true, but a relentless one nonetheless. I took an entire minute to do so, going just slow enough that those tight inner muscles weren't strained, yet fast enough to have her eyed widen a bit.
Then, once I was fully, completely buried into her (at least, as deeply as I could with a rear entrance) . . .
I started smoothly thrusting, back and forth, in and out, withdrawing until just the flared crown remained inside before smoothly thrusting deep again. At first I was taking three seconds each way, but rather quickly I accelerated until pistoning back and forth taking less than a second each thrusted cycle.
But I wasn't just thrusting, oh no!
Once I started driving into her, my hands started rocking her little body back and forth, up and down. At the very beginning of a cycle I'd drawn her as far back along the horse as she could. Then as I started thrusting into her my hands lifted little hips up a bit as they pushed her forwards, ending that motion with a firm downwards push so that each time my cock was fully hilted her clit was firmly pressed atop the horse. And as I rocked back and withdrew I slid her backwards, grazing her clit along the now-juice-soaked and slippery-slick top of the horse.
I'd wanted to say things to her, things that would reinforce what I wanted her to think and feel. But although I'd just gloriously cum not all that long ago —and in her ring gagged mouth no less!— I simply couldn't manage an articulate word. All I managed were wordless growls, deep primal grunts. And because I had cum not all that long ago . . . I could fuck my little toy for a long long time. 
And it wasn't until she'd cum two more times that I finally, gradually slowed. Finally stopped, my breath hot and fiery, rasping like a bellows . . . and my still very hard cock deeply inside her, throbbing in time to my pulse.
KENNA
Winry Posts Sunday Morning, 24 May
I’m picturing Baskin Robbins for Ice cream, but dad (suddenly sir) takes me to Red Robin, which as he knows is always good for me. Instead of a little dish of one of those 31 flavors, I get a brownie sundae. I mean, ice cream *and* chocolate.  What’s better than that? Extra good because dad gets one, too, and he never finishes his. As I “help him out,” he wonders how come I’m so skinny and I tell him he is *not* fat. He really isn’t, but his beef is that he has to work so hard to keep it off. So I tell him there’s 3 billion women that think he’s handsome, hunky, and sexy. I’m not flirting with dad; that’s just the closest I’m allowed to come to suggesting he get out and date. Any more of that and he shuts down with a “none of your business, Kylie.” 
But then I get this picture of him taking two months this summer to do just that. And I have this Parent Trap déjà vu feeling of me coming home from summer camp to find him with some floozy that’s not worthy of him. I figure if Hayley Mills as twins (hey, didn’t *everybody* hate the remake?) can set things straight that me on my own can do it in half the time. 
After dessert, we go to the grocery store. As the designated cook, the shopping is my job, too, but now he’s caught me without my list with this spur of the moment shopping trip. We do pretty good at getting what we need for the next week. All that, and I get back in time to make another post. I read the IMs that are waiting for me and see there’s a post waiting, too. Then I just turn off the computer without even reading his post (which I’m dying to do). Have I been such a bitch that my Master from across the country can tell? Jeez, I even named dad Igor. I haven’t done anything with just him for ages. So, I get the Scrabble game and go ask dad if he wants to play. That fills up the rest of the night. So what does a girl do when her dad spells “BOND” and she has A, G, and E with the E on a triple word score? No, I did not. Not tonight. 
I like the idea of being bound in bed even more after having spent the week on the floor. The floor has a point… I’m a slave sleeping by, not with, my Master. But being in bed with him is tons better. Best I can get is sleeping with his shirt, but no amount of imagination can replace his arms around me.  Well, the morning is cuddles and kisses at least. 
After breakfast, I get on and finally read the post. Wow, I was so certain Mr. Eric would *not* give her his cock. Just because she asked for it. And let’s her cum twice. And doesn’t cum himself? If I’m reading this right, he’s done and he never came. Brittany won’t miss that little tidbit even being a mindless little gooey bundle of need. 
Dad wants to go shopping at 10, so I’ve got time for at least a post. 
My body is on fire and my mind along with it. All centered on my clit. I want more of what just happened and I could do it in an instant, but Master made me like this. I want him to finish it. I want him to fill me with his cum again. He asked, I said. Embarrassing as it was to rub myself on my horse right in his face, I did that and I told him how it felt. Now I want more than my horse. 
My sweat makes it cool in the basement. My trembling body and harsh, heavy pants speak of the exertion to get to this point. I move my hips enticingly as I look back at him. Cock. In me. How hard can that be? Why is he hesitating? Oh, God, what if he doesn’t? What if he tells me to do it more? I will. At this moment, I have to. Then the worst fear shoots through me. What if he doesn’t fuck me and doesn’t let me do myself? What if I’m done? I almost want to put my pussy back to my horse and cum again, but I’ve invited him, actually begged for him to fuck me. 
When he nuzzles my foot, I almost want to scream. Now. Now. Don’t play with the foot. Then he pulls out the vibrator. Oh my God, now I can’t do it myself. Am I done? For a split second I surrender to the inevitable. I am done. The burning need is going to go away unsatisfied and there’s nothing I can do about it. It’s a terrible, frustrating point he’s making, but… hang on… I perk up as I watch him unbuckle his belt. There is hope. Dang it. Hurry up!
As I feel his hands grab my hips, that burning need has faded. With a more rational mind I realize I just asked for him to take me on my horse again. Begged him for his cock in me. I can’t quite get that wild feeling back that made me tell him to show me I’m sexy. As he starts to enter me, I remember him taunting me about my desire and my whimpers in reply. I remember him watching my pussy as if he could see the fire in it. Telling me about it. I’m still wet and still running down my thighs. I’m still his toy and we’re about to play a game I begged for. His cock slides ever so slowly in me. I’d wanted it hard and fast. I’d needed it in me in a powerful rush. 


Yet, he’s taking his time, gently filling me with his throbbing, hard cock. It’s still powerful. It’s still my Master’s cock as I begged for. As he sinks to the hilt in me, I feel his desire as a part of me. The lust returns as he takes his toy. Hard and fast would have been giving me what I wanted. Instead, he’s showing me who’s the Master and who’s the slave. I gasp with pleasure at the return of my desire and I can remember why I begged. I’m not sure if I’m still to narrate, but I do manage to say, “Yesssss, Master’s… unnhh… cock. Tay-take a…toy.” It pretty much sums up how I do feel. He’s Master. I’m the toy. He’s not granting my request… he’s taking me. The way I say it… low and rumbly, breathy, gasping, full of passion… that tells him how I feel about being his toy. 
Once he’s in me, all the gentleness goes away and he does give me what I need. Deep thrusts that pick up in speed. His hands on my hips rubbing me against my horse. Gawd, his cock is so better than the vibrator. When he gets down to nothing less than pounding in me and grinding me against the leather between my legs, I have another orgasm. Better than the first one. Accompanied by a little squeal. My stomach presses down on my horse as I arch my chest and head up, straining my arms and wrists against the D-rings with a clang. Then I fall back down, sated and hugging my horse. 
Hey, back there. In case you missed it. I’m done. Gawd, what am I thinking? As rational thought returns, I realize he’s not done. He hasn’t cum yet. Yeah, he keeps going like I haven’t cum. Like I’m nothing more than a pussy for him to get off in. Yet, it’s interesting that I almost feel like I could cum again. Hey, hang on. If he is doing it just for him, then why is he rubbing me on my horse? 
Another 30 seconds of that and I’m sure I’m going to cum again. Jeez, that’s when I realize he came once already, not too long ago. He could take like forever to do it again. This is gonna be a wild ride. Up, up, up his thrusting cock takes me. I start moaning and whimpering, but the whimpers are disbelief that he could make me feel this good yet again. And for the third time, my body tenses as my clit explodes in pleasure. Gawd, how great that feels. 
Then he slows down. Did I miss it? No, I’m sure he didn’t cum. He slows down and stops with his cock still telling me of his desire. He never came and I did three times. I am rocked to the core at the mere thought that he did that for me. Not for him. Panting, I rest on my horse, feeling tears come to my eyes and light sobs shake my body. I didn’t even put this on my list. I didn’t even know something like this existed. I’m so confused that I could be so happy. I wonder if it’s OK for a toy to love her Master. 
MASTERIUS
Masterius Saturday Night, 23 May
There was something extremely relaxing, almost therapeutic, about working on leather. Well, actually any of my 'crafts' as I called it. At the risk of getting a swelled head, I'd been told by quite a few people that my work was of high-enough quality and workmanship that I could make a living off of selling my 'wares'. 
They were probably right. Well, I guess no 'probably' about it if I was honest with myself. But as long as I was being scrupulously honest about things the real reason I'd never seriously considered making a living selling my things was because what was fun as a hobby would likely become dull, dreary and drudgery as a business. 
I spent a couple of hours that night working on the spanking horse, carefully finishing the stitching now that the glue had dried. Then I lovingly applied conditioner, watching as the pores thirstily absorbed the liquid, deeply sighing with pleasure at the heady aroma of leather that enveloped me. 
Letting that set I continued work on the bondage chair, a rather cunning piece of apparatus fabricated from quite a few various lengths of galvanized plumping pipe, attached to each other by T or straight-line unions. Each of the unions had been drilled and tapped for 3/8-16 threads, with allen head set screws inserted. Simply by loosening the set screws the pipes could be lengthened or shortened, rotated or pivoted, permitting an almost infinite variety of positions. 
It was, in its most basic form, a chair, in that it had a back, a 'seat' of sorts, and two arms and two legs. But it could be adjusted in form from that of a standard chair, upright in position, to rotated backwards like a dentist's chair. Unlike a dentist's chair, however, it could be rotated until the 'head was all the way upside down, a complete one hundred and eighty degrees from upright. Also unlike a dentist's chair, it could be rotated forward as well.
And different from a chair, it could be adjusted to hold someone sitting in the opposite direction. And finally, distinct from a chair, the arms and legs could also be adjusted. For instance, the legs could be pivoted out into a straight 'V', or pivoted up and bent, resembling a gynecologist's exam stirrups. And so could the arms.
And the entire thing was mounted on an upside down 'U' frame, which permitted a full three hundred and sixty degree rotation front to back, plus enabled elevating and depressing up and down. 
Unlike the spanking horse, bondage bench and rack I hadn't made a duplicate of the 'adult' version for her. For one thing, the two upright pipes of the 'U' of the adult version were sunk twenty-four inches into cement-filled holes, and I'd have to do something similar just to make another one for my little slave. And, for another, because of the pipe-and-union construction, it was quite easy to disassemble the larger version, store those pipes away, and cut down smaller proportioned ones and rebuilt one her size. 
Which is what I'd done.
Now all that was left was enclosing the necessary, particular pipes in thick rubber sheathing, then reattaching the securing straps. That took about an hour and, once I was done, I returned to the spanking horse, buffing the leather to a high sleek gloss.
Then it was off for a nice, long, and well-earned soak. By midnight I was in bed, after first checking —just in case— for a post. I was a little disappointed, but not exactly surprised, at not seeing one. I rather had suspected she wouldn't post tonight, but, even so, I just had to check. Drifting off to sleep my last thoughts were of my little slave.
Masterius Sunday Morning, 24 May
Yawning I stretched, sat up, stretched again then slithered out of bed. It was still quite dark out, the sun hadn't even graced the horizon with her presence. Glancing at the clock, the glowing display reading 5:58, I turned off the alarm, which was set to go off in two minutes anyway. Slipping on a set of sweats (I don't, as a rule, sleep in anything other than a smile) I padded to the bathroom and took care of morning ablutions. Ten minutes later I was in the basement proper.
The basement itself wasn't what you'd call huge and spacious (this was an old farmhouse after all). One third was what you'd called a 'utility area': oil furnace and tank, hot water heater, stationary sink, a front-loading washer and an electric drier. The utility room was rather bare and Spartan, the walls unfinished, the ceiling exposed solid, thick wood rafters. One third was a 'family area': small couch, a couple of chairs, two small tables, a TV, stereo system, some bookcases and a rather smallish dry bar. Here the walls were paneled, the floor carpeted, and the ceiling a drop ceiling. And the final third was my gym.
Inside there was a padded floor exercise mat, a top-of-the-line Universal gym, a bench press and set of free weights, a heavy bag, a speed bag, a padded pell, and a cabinet holding several various pair of workout gloves, several shinai and my daisho: a four-hundred-and-fifty year old, matched katana and wakizashi. Ask me no questions and I'll tell you no lies as to how I came to possess them.
Sunday was my light workout day, and I began with fifteen minutes of warming up and stretching. That was followed by half an hour of calisthenics, and that by half an hour of tai chi chuan kata. I alternated between the five disciplines I'd learned —tai chi chuan, aikido, kenjutsu, dog kung fu, and dragon kung fu— on a regular basis but, I'm afraid, without a regular sparring partner or partners I was most likely getting woefully out of practice. After the kata came fifteen minutes of stretches and cooling down, then I slipped on socks and shoes and went out for a short leisurely five mile run.
By now the sun had peeked up above the horizon, the air was warm and fresh. I quickly fell into the zone and before I'd known it, I'd made five miles ten. About half an hour after starting I was jogging up my drive, cooling down from the brisk, invigorating run.
Toeing the running shoes off I padded upstairs to the bathroom, stripping off the socks and sweats, dumping them in the hamper on the way to the shower. After a relaxing shower and shave I had a light breakfast: three scrambled eggs with cheddar cheese, five strips of thick peppercorn bacon, two sausage patties, two slices of buttered toast, a bowl of oatmeal, a tall glass of pineapple juice and another of milk and, of course, a mug of coffee. Which was already brewed; God bless the inventor of programmable drip coffeemakers!
After breakfast I decided to drop by Cracker's place. Somehow it seemed fitting, what with my little slave going shoe shopping this morning. He was quite the early bird himself, and would have risen about an hour ago. On the drive there I knew I'd find one of two things: either he'd be finished —or mostly finished— or he'd have wandered off into his own world —again— and forgotten all about it.
Considering he was on his front porch, rocking back and forth on a rocker I'd repaired for him three years ago, I assumed the latter. But to my vast —albeit relived— surprise he stood up even as I was parking.
"Figgered ye be here t'day," he muttered, opening the ripped screen door and leading the way inside.
"You did, did you?"
"Yep," was his laconic reply.
I shuddered as he walked me to the kitchen where, to my expected dismay, he offered me a cup of that evil mud he called coffee. Politely taking a cup I surreptitiously added heaping spoons of sugar as he padded off to fetch the items. It would take more of a miracle than sugar could produce to make his coffee palatable, but at least it made it tolerable. 
He was back in a couple of minutes, carrying three battered old show boxes. Setting them down on the table he handed me the first. "Boots," he muttered.
Opening the box I softly exhaled, seeing the ballet boots inside. They were absolutely perfect, just like full-sized adult ones but in miniature. I started to praise the workmanship as I drew the first one —the right foot— out, then paused before I managed a word. For, as it turned out, they weren't quite identical.
Instead of the slender spiked heel design which I knew he'd manufactured before, this had a wide, almost squarish, heel. In fact, it was about three inches by three inches where it mated with the base of the boot itself, narrowing down in an elegant, French curved taper to a heel base of an inch-and-a-half by inch-and-a-half. Granted, it was rather chic and stylish, but it wasn't the pencil-thin spike I'd wanted!
I have no idea what I'd looked like but Joe merely grunted at my expression. Flicking my gaze from the boots to him, and before I could say anything he grunted again. "Can't 'spect a wee mite t'stand on no durn spike. Specshully with heels thet tall! Shame on ye fer even thinkin' thet."
I know my eyes had to widen at that; for dog gone sure I jerked back a bit. He just grunted again, taking a deep swig of that foul brew he insisted calling coffee, a sight that had me wince and shudder. Meanwhile my mind was whirling around and about, like a hamster on meth stuck on a wheel. What should I do? Or say? Pretend I didn't understand? Reply with a refutation?
It didn't help that Crackers was peering at me with a lucidity that was disconcerting. He wasn't often 'here' but this seemed to be one of those times. "Think this'll be better?" I finally said, hoping I sounded matter-of-fact.
This time he disdainfully snorted. Then had my heart start painfully thudding as he fixed me with a suddenly shrewd, penetrating gaze and asked, "Parents know?"
Swallowing, mouth suddenly feeling dry, dry enough that I was grateful for a sip even of his coffee I nodded. He just stared at me a few seconds longer then curtly nodded.
"Might be old but ain't dead yet," he muttered. "Figger a small thirteen or a big eleven. Someplace there'bouts." He paused a moment as if expecting me to reply, and when I didn't he continued. "Mite thet age ain't got no bizness on heels a'tall," he chided. 'But iffen she's gonna be wearin' these —and I can't see no reason ye'd hev 'em made iffen she weren't— she'd gonna need a sturdy heel. And thet's thet."
Taking a deep breath I simply nodded, returning my gaze to the boot, my hands lightly trembling holding the diminutive thing. It was one thing to have seen a tracing of her feet, and quite another to hold this, for it truly gave me a sense of how small her foot really was.
"You're right, of course," I finally said. "And one thing I've learned over the years is to never, ever argue with the expert in his field of expertise."
Crackers snorted again, then wheezed a laugh, watching as I lovingly sat the boot down with its mate then lifted one of the sandals out.
These were sandals after my own design. The base perfectly outlined the foot and was made of soft yet stiff leather. There were no sides. Instead, at strategic points around the foot were tiny steel 'U' loops. Coiled up inside the box were the lacings: thin, iridescent, shimmery gold, braided silk cord. The bottoms were literally, painstakingly laced crisscrossed through the loops, then crisscrossed over and around, then up, the ankle. When she'd wear these you'd have to look very closely to even see the bottoms. 
Finally were the heeled shoes. These were of liquid-gleaming, black patent leather, with three inch heels. And, like the ballet boots, they weren't stiletto heels. Unlike the ballet boots, they also weren't as 'clunky', nor were they squarish. These were round, tapered heels. Like the ballet boots, the straps for these were also lockable buckles: once she had them on her feet and strapped snugly on, once the buckles were locked . . . they weren't coming off.
Softly sighing with pleasure and satisfaction I finally looked up. "Excellent work. As always." Reaching into my pocket and withdrawing my wallet I said, "Let's settle up, ok?"
"Fifty dollars," he grunted then, when I started to argue he scowled. "Fifty dollars fer tha material," he muttered. "And two loaves of yer banana bread, and muh next plumbin' job."
Grinning I counted out two twenties and a ten, handing them to him. "As long as it's not digging out a privy or septic tank!"
Wheezing a laugh Crackers grinned at me. "Nah," he said, waving a leathery, wrinkled, liver-spotted hand at me. "I'll be wantin' a hot tub. Gotta hev summat fer all mah wimmen an' me tuh frolic in!"
Laughing I took a swallow of coffee without thinking, then almost spewed it all over him. 
We chatted for about half an hour, which I didn't mind at all. I knew he didn't have any surviving relatives, and whatever friends he had still living were in worse condition than he was. As I carried the boxes out to my car he settled himself back into his rocker and, even as I watched, rheumy eyes seemed to grow distant, and I felt a touch of sadness realizing he was slipping back into that little world of his again.
Then it was off to do some grocery shopping, and I wondered how my little slave was enjoying her shopping trip today. I wanted to be back home by noon at the latest, to be there for when she was bound and prepared. I still had a couple of hours to go, but I felt that familiar 'itch' of impatience growing inside me.
On the way home I was humming to myself, my thoughts, as usual lately this last month, on my little slave, when I noticed someone on the side of the road up ahead. As I drew closer the 'someone' quickly resolved into a child. A child with a bike upright in their hands. Her hands.
By the time I was within fifty feet I was almost drifting. Pulling off on the side of the road, about ten feet behind them I blinked, feeling my brows lift. It was Tammy again. Poor thing. That bike of hers must be on its last legs. Which wasn't surprising, I thought. It was an obvious hand-me-down, as it was a boy’s bike. Although it was more likely a discard than a hand-me-down. I wouldn't have been at all surprised to find out she'd rescued it from the trash instead of it being given to her.
Parking I turned on the hazards then turned off the engine before stepping out. I stopped up by the hood, remaining there. "Chain again, sweetie?" I softly asked, afraid of spooking her. She just gazed down at her toes, shaking her head. And when I said stare at her toes I meant it. Her fish heads were more hole than sneaker, and you literally could see her toes. Which was no mean feat (no pun intended) considering she was wearing socks as well. Socks clearly way too big for her, as they were loosely puddled at her ankles.
The rest of her clothes weren't any better. Her pants were denim, obviously someone's old jeans, what had been raggedly cut off short. The ragged bottoms barely came halfway down her grubby little thighs, and the only reason they weren't sliding off (non-existent) hips was due to the hay bale twine she was using as a belt. Her Tee shirt —what there was of it— was a dingy battleship grey; which, considering I was positive had started life as a white cotton one, well . . . It was also about three sizes too small for her, clinging to her (with what fabric was left, that is) like it had been painted to her. And so short it resembled a midriff tee shirt.
"What's the problem then?" I softly asked.
"Flat," she murmured, so softly she might as well whispered.
I winced. I could fix a lot of things wrong with a bike with the tools I had with me, but two things I didn't have were patch kits or a tire pump. And then my wince froze; I felt my smile congeal as fury boiled inside me. For the little waif had crouched and leaned forward to show me the flat front tire. And when she had . . .
Her tee shirt rode up in back, revealing a palm-sized, purpling bruise. A very evident, completely unmistakable fresh bruise.
It was very difficult to truly enrage me. But, at this moment, if that bastard Dutch were within reach I'd beat the everloving shit out of him. And I'm not sure I'd hold back if it were Ruth, either. I was literally shaking I was so furious, a red haze filming my eyes.
I struggled with inhuman, heroic effort, forcing that fury down. I couldn't let Tammy see that, the poor kid would misunderstand and think that was directed at her. But it wasn't easy; fuck no, it wasn't easy.
Taking a deep breath I calmed myself; if anything martial arts had drummed and hammered into me it was discipline. Soooo . . .
Warmly smiling I said, "Kinda hard to pedal away from your troubles and enjoy the summer when your tire's flat," I kindly, understandingly said. "I can fix that, but not here. It'll need a patch and a tire pump. Both of which I have home. If you're ok with that?" I said, my tone lifting at the end, clearly inviting, and just as clearly leaving that choice up to her.
KENNA
Winry Posts Sunday Morning, 24 May
Around 11:00, I get my beat up old bike that I got for my birthday. I only got that cuz Jack got a new one for his birthday ‘bout a month before that. But, I wouldn’t never complain. Don’t do me any good and ‘sides, it’s better than nothin’ and now I can go places on my own. Sometimes I jus’ ride around, but I like to go to the hiking trails down at the park. It’s a bit of a ride, but who’s gonna miss me? Not today though. Like yesterday, I go a ways down the road and let the air outta my front tire again. It’s jus’ ‘bout the same time he came by a couple a days ago, so I’m hoping it works. 
I sit in the ditch and stick up my head every time I hear a car, but then I get bored. So I’m laying on my back and staring at clouds when I almost miss him. It’s like I ‘member the sound of his truck, so I sit up quick and dang, it’s him! So then I pop up and start walking my bike toward home. As he pulls over and stops, I’m pretty excited, but soon as his foot hits the ground, I feel like all the wind got sucked right outta me. Here I am getting him to stop and can’t say a word. He asks if it’s my chain and I look down at my feet shake my head. I even try to lift my head up to look at him, but when he asks me what the problem is, I’m still looking down. “Flat,” is all I can get out. 
Then it’s like, oh, yeah, what am I here for? I make sure I lean forward and show him the flat like he couldn’t see it hisself, but really I make sure my shirt goes up and he sees the new bruise, all purple and yellow. Then I turn around and look up, slowly, feet, knees, belly, chest, and finally his face. I jus’ stand there staring at his face for a few seconds. I ain’t wrong that he looks all concerned again, so I know he saw the bruise. I hear him say, “… pedal away from your troubles…” and I knows he’s talking ‘bout the bruise, like he knows how I got it. 
“Sure, mister,” I say to my Prince Charming. I’d kinda like him to be my daddy, but if there ever was a Prince Charming hereabouts, it’s him. I almost tell him it don’t need no patching, but then he’d prolly wonder how come the air got out. “Can I ride along with you?” I ask. “We can fix my tire there.” I just wanna be sure, cuz maybe he jus’ meant he’d go get it and come back. 
After I post, I go chill with a Sci Am. I read them cover to cover, but there’s stuff I don’t care that much about. The article on cancer drugs is OK, but I have no interest in going into medicine. I really like reading about archaeology, but I don’t want to do that. There’s almost always an article about physics and this month there’s one on quantum mechanics proving Einstein wrong. 
At 9:45, dad fills me in on the little detail he left out about today’s shopping trip. I’m going shopping for shoes in my skirt and no panties. Whoa, now that’s really upping the ante. School is one thing. Walking around the neighborhood? OK. Sitting down and letting a sales lady try shoes on my feet? “You’re kidding,” I tell dad. 
“Want to see the email?”
“You’re not kidding, sir?”
“Not kidding.”
“You can’t… he can’t expect me to… do you know how… I can’t try on shoes with no panties!,” I say. “Sir.” 
“Well, we will make sure it’s a woman clerk,” he says. 
“That’s not much better.” I can’t believe dad is actually approving this. I just can’t do it. No way, no how. It’s just not gonna happen. Not for all the tea in China. Nope, not for anybody. Except my Master. Yeah, as soon as I put my Master in daddy’s shoes and imagine him saying we’re going to buy me shoes with no panties on, that’s when I realize we’re going shopping for shoes with me wearing no panties. Sounds incredibly naughty and something my Master would expect without question. “I’ll go change,” I say. 
I go take off my clothes, except for my bra, and put on my lavender blouse, flowered skirt, and ballet flats, no socks. I want the shoes to fit right barefooted. When I come out all dressed and ready to go, I say to dad. “Sir, don’t tell him I said all that about kidding and I can’t and all, OK? I wouldn’t have argued with him and I’m sorry I argued with you.”
“Not a word,” he promises. 
“I mean you were just passing on his instructions, so I suppose I shouldn’t even argue with you about it, sir.” Tacking on the sir to dad really drives it home that he’s acting for my Master. I grab my purse and wallet. Since we’re at the mall, I want to buy something I’ve been thinking about. 
Just sitting in the front seat of the car wearing just a skirt below the waist feels odd. The seat leans back a little more than a regular chair, so I’m thinking if the seats at the shoe store do this, I’m gonna surprise somebody. Even sitting in the car, I’ve got my hands in my lap, holding down my skirt and collapsing that little tunnel from my knees straight to my pussy. Just for practice. Or maybe just because it feels so odd. 
We stop at Waldenbooks first. I’m planning on wearing the shoes home, but I don’t want to wear them all over the mall, so Macy’s is the last stop. You have any idea how hard it is to find a CD by the Mommas and the Papas? Heck, I don’t even know where to look until dad helps me. Once I get a couple of their CDs, I almost ask dad to make the purchase for me, but since I’m buying them to learn a little about my Master, I decide I really have to buy them. I mean, buying the Mommas and the Papas is about as embarrassing as having no panties on. At least the clerk doesn’t laugh. 
Then we go to Macy’s shoe department and dad steers me to a lady sales clerk who looks like should could be Grandma’s mother. She’s been selling shoes since all they made were moccasins, I’m sure. She’s wearing a turquoise dress with a single strand of pearls and turquoise shoes, about a 3 inch heel, to match. Below her perfectly coiffured, silver hair she has a look on her wrinkled face that pretty much tells me she merely tolerates little girls. It’s just a snooty air of superiority in the way she’s dressed, carries herself, and looks at me. 
When he has her attention, dad describes the shoes he wants to buy for me. He’s even got the brand name and all. I see he’s been doing some research on line or else my Master was very specific. She looks at him and at me and back at him. “Could I suggest a lower heel for her first heels?”
Dad’s got his hand on my shoulder and his grip tightens a little, like he’s trying to hold me back. So, I don’t say anything. “She’s got her heart set on them, so those are the ones we want to see. Let her try them on and she can see how they feel.”
“Very well,” she says. “We’ll let her decide.”
She bustles off in a huff and we sit down, me with my hands in my lap. “Sir, are those the ones he specified? No options?” 
“He’s picked them out for you,” he nods. I smile, content to know this is what he’d buy me if he were here. A few minutes later, she comes back with the perfect shoes. Until this moment I could only imagine them in my head. Two things grab me right away. The long, slender, elegant heel and the open toe at the other end. In between is a graceful arch for my foot and a decoration of flowers on the side. But, it’s the open toes that make this special for my Master. 
With ever-present hands in my lap, I nervously extend a foot. I feel a little silly to be nervous because now it’s not the lack of panties that makes me nervous, it’s the shoes. It’s almost like having him collar me in public, only this time he’s claiming just my feet. Buying me a whiffle ball gag is fun for him. Sending me his T-shirt was special for me. The collar and the shoes are symbolic, beautiful and possessive. 
Not nervous about great-grandma sitting close in front of my knees and putting a shoe on me. Nope, I figure I could kill her just by lifting my hands and spreading my knees about 3 inches. Seizure, stroke, and heart attack all in one swell foop. Might be worth a try even except if she didn’t keel over I wonder what she’d think of dad. Would she guess that he knew I was naked under my skirt? So, I just extend my foot. 
She slips the shoe on. For all her sour looks, she does it with the elegance the shoe deserves. She observes how well it fits, how it shows off my toes, and even how it will lengthen the look of my legs, just before she laments that they’ll be too tall for me. I pull back my foot, admiring how well it does indeed look on my foot. Then I offer her the other foot and she is no less elegant… slow, careful, and appreciative of the match between shoe and foot. 
I stand carefully. Remembering a time when I’d worn mom’s heels for dress up, I’m expecting this to be easy. Plus, I’ve tried on Liz’s heels, a mere inch and a half worth and they didn’t seem difficult. Besides, I’m spending over an hour and a half on my toes twice a week, no heels at all, just perched on the balls of my feet. Determined not to make a fool of myself in the shoe department, I put most of my weight on the balls of my feet, letting the heels be nothing more than an outrigger for stability. Taking a few slow steps, I turn and walk back. OK, I can see that walking quickly in them might present some problems, but I’m not expecting to walk quickly in them. I’m not expecting much since I don’t know my Master’s intent. No doubt some nefarious and wildly erotic bondage which would involve me just standing, unable to move in the shoes. I can handle that. 
“They’re perfect,” I say. “Are you sure I can have them, sir?”
“Yes, pumpkin, I’m sure you can,” he smiles and winks. 
“You should walk around a bit more, try them out,” suggests great-grandma. I have to wonder what she knows that I don’t know when she questions a sure sale. Why would she care about the length of my heels? 
To humor her, I do walk around a bit more. There’s a certain speed that seems precarious, but if I take it slow, I’m fine. When I come back, she says I have excellent balance, an apparent approval of the purchase. “Shall I box them?”
“No, I’m wearing them home.”
“Box them,” nods dad. 
I almost say something, but I sit and let her take off the shoes. No questions of my Master, so I’ll won’t question dad. For all I know this is part of my Master’s instructions. 
Once we’re out of the shoe department, dad says, “Pumpkin, one wears her new tennis shoes home from the shoe store. One does not wear her Master’s new gift home.”
Now that gets him a glare because that is *not* what my Master would have said. Not to mention dad knows how much I hate it when he’s right. 
MASTERIUS
Masterius Sunday Morning, 24 May
Warmly smiling I finally moved, padding around the front of the F-150 and opening the passenger door. "Of course you can," I said smiling. "Wouldn't be polite to take your bike off to be fixed and leave you here, after all," I said with a smile and a wink. 
She got the oddest expression at that, as if literally poised between dread and delight. I simply kept smiling, making no move to hurry her along. Finally, after several seconds —and another duck of the head— she padded over. Then stopped, nibbling her lip as she peeked up up up. 
This was not, by any means, a small pickup. Granted, I wasn't driving a bobtail tractor, but still. I immediately saw the source of her consternation: she literally had to climb up to get inside. "Here," I very softly, kindly murmured, "Let me help."
I was ready to stop in an instant if she negatively reacted but, other than freezing like a statue a moment when I first gently took her by the hips she simply permitted me to lift her up and perch her on the seat.
One thing I noticed right off the bat: she was very very light. A lot lighter than she should be, I thought. But I kept that concern off my face and simply kept smiling. "Comfy?" I asked, and again she ducked her head as she nodded. Securely closing the door I picked up her bike and carefully deposited it in the bed, then ambled around and got inside, firmly shutting my door before buckling up. Glancing over at her I murmured, "Buckle up sweetie, ok? I know it's a short ride, but still."
She'd been surreptitiously peeking all around but at my words she gave me a blank look as small shoulders hunched up a moment. I couldn't figure out what in the world was wrong at first then suddenly it hit me: she'd no idea what I'd meant. Which either meant she'd never been made to buckle up a seatbelt before (which, knowing Dutch, didn't surprise me) or had never been in a car before. 
"Like this sweetie, ok?" I softly murmured, unbuckling mine and retracting it, then showing her several times how to pull it forwards and across her then insert the tongue into the buckle. For an instant I felt a bubble of mirth, feeling like a flight attendant demonstrating how to use the seat belts. But only for an instant for, after that moment, all I felt was a dull seething fury, and not directed at her!
I was especially glad I'd managed to keep that feeling blanked from my expression for her cheeks burned with dull shame at fumbling the task, and again her shoulders hunched as if she expected a cuff or blow for her failure. My fingers twitched as I mightily struggled to keep from reaching over and 'rescue' her, belting her in myself. I'd do that if she asked but, until then, I wasn't going to assault and wound what little pride and dignity she had remaining to herself.
Finally, with a soft metallic click, the tongue went inside and latched. I gave her a proud, approving smile. "See? Not all that hard was it?" I rocked back in my seat when, at my words, she gave me a look of pure dumbfounded amazement, her eyes wide and round. The very last thing she'd expected, I saw, was praise. 
And that was also when I got my first, albeit fleeting, look at her eyes, for moments after staring at me in flabbergasted astonishment she'd dropped her gaze again. I'd never seen eyes like hers. They were a blue so pale they resembled pure glacier ice, which made her pupils only look that much the larger and had me wishing she'd have looked up at me for longer than those few heartbeats.
Once she was buckled up I started the engine, checked for (non-existent) traffic then slowly pulled off. For a moment the stark image of me abducting her flashed into my mind, an image that shocked, stunned and almost horrified me. The only reason my gorge didn't rise up, I think, was that right on the heels of that came the realization that, quite often, I'd daydreamed little 'What If' before. Surely that's all that had been.
"Shouldn't take long at all to fix your tire," I softly murmured as I drove. "I wish I could fix up the rest of your bike, too," I said, regret in my voice. "Like your seat. But I'm afraid that'd be noticed if I did that." It hadn't escaped my notice that 'her' bike was actually a boys' bike, and a rather battered and old one at that. A little lift of a small shoulder was her only reply.
For a change I was actually at a loss for words, a very rare —if not unique— occurrence. I'd never had any trouble chatting with kids. Or anyone else, for that matter. But I just couldn't think of a safe, neutral topic. The obvious 'Looking forward to summer vacation?' seemed awkward, as did anything else I could cudgel up. Thankfully the trip was short enough, less than five minutes, that the silence didn't start growing uncomfortable. 
I was thankful for another reason. It wasn't as obvious outside in the air. But inside the confines of the truck she had quite an, ah, 'piquant fragrance' to her. I should have realized certain things by the state of her matted, tangled hair, her grubby complexion and the state of her clothes, but one whiff of her 'bouquet' hammered that home with no trouble or misunderstanding at all.
Pulling into my drive I gave her a cheery smile. "Not long at all, was it?" Instead of parking in the garage, though, I pulled down towards the barn. I had another workshop out there, geared more towards the more usual 'homey' tasks. There was where I stored tools and parts for things like the mower and tractor, plumbing and electrical supplies and the like. 
Although I really, truly struggled to 'forget' about the two special, modified stalls inside, or the one tack room that had also been modified. Or the, ah, special areas upstairs in the loft. Yep, best to forget those for now. Yep yep.
Once parked I shut off the engine, popped the buckle, opened the door and slid out, closing the door behind me. Ambling around the front I opened her door then waited as she opened her own seat belt. It took her a couple of seconds to do so, fumbling a bit until she figured out just how to work the latch button, then flashed me a momentary smile as the belt retracted. Since it was just as high up to get out as it was to get in I reached up and helped her down.
Taking her bike out I wheeled it inside the garage. "We'll have this fixed in a jiffy," I said, giving her an encouraging smile. And a jiffy it would have to be, too; it was a little after quarter-past eleven at this point, and there was no way I would —or could— be late for my little slave. 
Of course, the juxtaposition of having this wee waif right here with me along with the knowledge and memory of my little slave across country was, ah, disconcerting. 
Carefully running my hands along the (almost bare) tread I couldn't detect any obvious nail or puncture. Shrugging I took an adjustable wrench and loosened the nuts then slid the tire off the frame. Using a slotted screwdriver I'd modified years ago for this task (it wasn't just bike tires, after all, that had inner tubes; so did some wheelbarrows and other gardening equipment) I carefully popped one bead, then the other, completely removing the tire then separating the inner tube from within. I still couldn't see any sign of a puncture so, giving a mental shrug, I partially inflated the inner tube and submerged it in a small pail half-filled with rainwater, looking for the tell-tale bubble tracks. 
Huh.
Try as I might I simply couldn’t find any sign of a puncture or leak. 
The entire time I'd been keeping up a low, soft monologue with her. "First things first," I'd started. "Let's see if we can find a nail or something else. Hmmmm. Nope. So the next step is taking the wheel off. We use a wrench, like this, then loosen up the nuts here, like so. See? Then the wheel comes right off. Front wheels are a lot easier to take off then the back ones, because there's no chain or chain guard in the way. Now, once the wheel is off, we use a tool like this to take the tire off the rim. See, the whole thing is called a wheel. This metal part, with the spokes, is called a hub or rim, and the rubber part is the tire. Now, once the tire is off the rim, see inside? That's called the inner tube. That's what holds the air and goes flat. We carefully pull the inner tube out and look it over to find where the hole is. Hmmmm. And if you can't find the hole that way, you just fill the inner tube with air, stick it in a bucket of water and look for bubbles. Hmmmm . . .,"
I'd trailed off at that point, puzzled at the lack of bubbles. Then was additionally puzzled spotting her fidgeting a bit, shifting her weight back and forth on her feet. She almost looked guilty about something.
"Well, the good news is the inner tube looks ok," I told her, looking at her at eye level as I was hunkered down by the bucket. "Sometimes tires just slowly leak over time. It might be the valve; that's that thing here," I said, pointing it out to her. "Especially since it didn't have a valve stem cap. I should have a couple around her," I said, "I'll show you one when I get it."
After that it was just a matter of reinserting the inner tube back in the tire, remounting the tire on the rim (and fussing to get the valve stem properly through the rim hole so it wouldn't rub and chafe), mounting the wheel back on the frame and tightening the nuts down again. Then I inflated the tire, using a tire gage to check the pressure, then showed her what a valve stem cap looked like before screwing that on. 
"Well miss, as long as you have your bike in the shop," I gave her a wink, "How about if your mechanic gives it a tune-up?"
She obviously was clueless as to what 'mechanic', 'shop' and 'tune-up' meant, but she did understand the gist. Giving me a tiny nod she stood there, so quiet and solemn, as I readjusted the rear tire and chain tension, then used 3-in-1 oil on the chain, then oiled the sprocket, front and back axle, handlebar and pedal bearings. It needed more work than that, of course, but I didn't quite dare doing anything more obvious. "There you go!" I finally said, standing up and wiping my hands on a shop rag.
She peeped up at me, giving me a quick little smile. "Thank you," she said, in that soft little almost-whisper she had. 
Glancing at my watch I saw it was just around eleven thirty. I'd been tossing something around in the back of my head the last fifteen minutes, and the only real argument involved time. Mentally shrugging once again I decided. It would be pushing things, but I simply could not not do this.
Rising up I motioned for her to take the bike, then she followed me, wheeling it along, as I strolled back up towards the house. At the junction where the drive continued to the road and a graveled, bordered path led to the back of the house I turned down the path instead of the drive, pausing after a few steps and checking to see if she was still following. 
She wasn't. Instead she was halted at the intersection, and I caught her unawares, caught her gazing at me with an inarticulate look of deep utter longing. An expression that vanished the moment she'd realized I'd looked back at her. "It's pretty close to lunch," I softly said. "I thought you might be a bit hungry and might like a bite to eat?"
My tone phrased it as an offer, not a requirement. I didn't want her feeling as if I was forcing or, for that matter, even pushing. For a moment I got this blank look, followed by a flash of dumbfounded, shocked incredulity. Then she ducked her head, peeped up a moment, ducked her head again . . . then padded up to me.
A few minutes later she was seated at my kitchen table, peeping at me as I made her lunch. I wasn't thrilled at letting her eat without washing her hands but, like her bike, going home with pristine, cleaned hands that stopped at her wrists would most likely raise questions. Although I really wasn't at all sure either Dutch or Ruth would even notice.
I started her off with glasses of milk and orange juice before making her a grilled cheese. It didn't take very long at all for the butter to melt in the bottom of the skillet, nor to brown the two slices of very fresh white bread. In a few minutes I'd set a plate in front of her, the sandwich, oozing melted American, cut into diagonal quarters. "Be careful," I murmured, "It's hot. Take your time, it's not going anywhere."
Well, that wasn't quite true; they were certainly going somewhere. Right down inside her. She wolfed them down, taking only long enough to blow on them to keep from burning herself before bolting them down. In fact she'd started devouring that one so fast I'd decided to make a second one for her. Considering the little I knew about kids I'd still thought that sandwich would have been filling, especially with as much cheese as I'd put into it. But she'd tucked that one away before I'd managed finishing the second one.
While she made inroads on number two I opened the fridge, removing a bowl of strawberries and a container of heavy cream. Twisting and pulling the stems off five fat strawberries I then rinsed them off in cold water before cutting them lengthwise in half. Placing them in a small bowl I poured cream in another, then took a hand whisk and started stirring until it just started thickening and fluffing, not quite whipped cream but not as liquid as it had been. 
Pouring that over the strawberries I sat the bowl and a spoon in front of her, trying not to wince or cringe when I spotted her licking her unwashed, grubby little fingers. When she took the first bite, so hesitant, timid and tentative, as if she simply couldn't believe her eyes, my heart melted as I saw tears fill her eyes at the taste.
Unlike the grilled cheeses, she took her time with the strawberries and cream, looking for all the world as if she was storing every nuance, every flavor, away, to keep for all eternity.
And perhaps she was, at that.
Finally, with a soft audible sigh, a final swipe of tiny tongue over her lips, she leaned back. If I'd ever wondered what 'replete' looked like, one glance at her was a picture-perfect definition and example. In fact, compliments to her overly short tee shirt, I could actually see how taut her tummy was. Not just taut, but a gentle rounding.
Replete and sated . . . and sleepy, too, I noticed, spying her now heavy-lidded eyes. I bit back a groan. Poor thing, she looked like all she wanted now was a nap. Crap!
A glance at the wall clock showed eleven fifty five. What the heck was I going to do? I had, as I saw it, exactly three choices: somewhat inelegantly shoo her out the door, tuck her in one of the guest rooms upstairs for a nap . . . or take her downstairs.
Option one didn't speak to me, as I didn't want to seem rude, abrupt or brusque, especially not when she seemed so relaxed, peaceful and content. Option three was right the Hell out, and for quite a few reasons, not the least being that, in just about a week I'd be leaving for five days, and I certainly couldn't leave her alone that long. Well, not the least being the highly probable reaction of my little slave upon discovering my 'guest'. Which left option two.
I really didn't mind tucking her in, even fully dressed and as filthy as she was. That's what a washer and drier were for, no? But I'd be with my little slave from noon to around three-thirty, and I didn't think she'd nap that long.
"Do you need to be home any time soon?" I finally, softly murmured. I got a little headshake as a reply. "Umm . . . sleepy?" A tiny nod. "Ah . . . want to take a nap?"
She peeped up, eyes wide for an instant, then ducked her head again before giving me a tiny nod. 
Plopping down at my desk I logged onto both messenger and voice. It was a minute after twelve, and I hoped to heaven that her preparations had taken some time. I'd taken Tammy's tiny hand in mine, lead her upstairs and into one of the guest rooms and tucked her in, shoes and all (I was actually afraid the shoes would fall apart of I tried removing them). The last thing I'd told her was to stay in the room until I came for her but, considering she was softly snoring in that adorably cute way deeply asleep kids can do I wasn't at all sure she'd heard me. I was positive she wasn't rousing any time in the immediate future however.
There already was a message waiting for me from Ken. Crap crap crap! Then I felt an enormous wave of relief as, literally moments later, I heard the familiar click of the audio going live. Talk about cutting it close!!
KENNA
Winry Wearing New Shoes, Sunday 24 May
I ain’t sure if he’s leaving me or not until he smiles and says I can go. Even winks at me. How can I pass up a ride with my prince, but then I think what if daddy finds out? What the heck, I get beat for less, so might as well earn one for real this time. So, I nod and look up at the huge truck, trying to figure out how to get in it. I mean, I’m a good climber, but it don’t look like climbing a tree or nothing. Then he just floats me up like I was nothing. He’s so strong. 
I squirm into the seat. Everythin’ ‘bout his truck is dam big. Gadgets and stuff all over it. Then he says buckle up. Buckle what up where? Then I feel like I’m doing something wrong cuz I ain’t doing what he said cuz I don’t know what he said. Least ways I don’t know ‘til he shows me a couple a times. Then I figger it out and after a couple a tries, I get mine to make the same noise his did. “See? Not all that hard,” he says with a smile like I done something right. I wasn’t no big deal, but nobody ever said nothing nice to me, ‘specially with a smile like *that*. Suddenly I’m staring at him, just a sec mind you, but then I look down again. Not sure how to feel about that smile, but it sure makes my tummy flutter. He says a couple a things on the drive and smiles a lot. I mean *a lot*. Sure do like him. 
When we get to his place, I can’t believe how it looks. Not like Sleeping Beauty’s castle, but more like a modern one, least ways a fucken big house and I heared he lives alone, too. 
Watching him fix my tire, I get a little nervous. Hadn’t expected him to go to all the trouble. Nothing a little pump wouldn’t fix, but he takes it all apart and looks for a leak. I mean, I was already dam bad just for lying, but sure as sure, making him do all this work is fucken bad. I don’t understand though, cuz he ain’t mad at me. Jus’ teaching me all ‘bout my bike. I get curious and scrunch up my face as I watch him put it in the water. I’d’a never thought of that. Seeing’s he’s going to so much trouble, I decide jus’ to stay quiet and not tell him how the tire got flat. I like the way he explains things to me. Nobody ever took the time to do that, but he jus’ talks away as he works. Dang, I got the leak right at the end of my right forefinger, a little nail that just pushed in the… valve thing. 
I shrug and nod about a tune-up. I sneak little glances at him as he works, looking at his big, strong hands; his broad shoulders; and his wise and wonderful gray eyes. He looks like a Prince Charming and sure does act like one, too. Makes a girl wanna fall asleep just to have him wake me up. He does things to make my bike work better and I get the idea of a tune-up. “Thank you,” I say softly as he finishes. Nobody ever done something like that for me neither. 
When he offers me lunch, I think about getting to go in his castle and see it for real. Can’t believe he’d invite me in jus’ like that. I’m nobody. Eat lunch in there? Sure as hellfire, I nod and wonder what he’s got to feed me. I sit down and he gives me milk and juice. Then he starts cooking. Ain’t never seen a man cook, but I guess if he’s alone, he’s gotta. Ain’t never seen nobody cook a sandwich neither. When he puts it down in front of me, it’s still bubbling, so I wait a bit and then take a bite. Mmmmm, wow, he can cook dam good. Forgetting my manners, I can hardly keep myself from eating the whole thing at once. That was pretty nice, but then he gives me another one and I jus’ can’t believe that. I look at it and then at him, wondering if I’m really s’posed to eat it. He’s watching me with that smile, so I go ahead and eat it. A little embarrassed at the first one, I eat slower but I still eat the whole thing. 
Now, I already got more food than usual, so when he puts real strawberries in front of me with milk on them, I don’t know what to think. For me? I look up at him asking for permission and sure as sure, he nods. One bite and I ain’t never tasted nothing like that. And it’s not milk, it’s cream. Holy shit! It’s soooo good and I’m sooooo happy to be sitting there eating with him that I start to cry, jus’ a little. So, as long as I’m here and eating strawberries, I take my time, tasting the best food ever. I ain’t never gonna forget today. I sure hope he doesn’t have more food, though. I couldn’t eat another bite and I wouldn’t want to be impolite. 
“Sleepy? Ah… want to take a nap?” he asks. I nod. Nobody’s gonna miss me ‘til dinner anyways. So I nod, but then he shows me a bedroom, tucks me in, and tells me not to leave until he comes back. I got my wish coming true. I wouldn’t leave this room for nothing. Not ‘til Prince Charming comes and wakes me with a kiss. I drift off to sleep thinking about me being a real Sleeping Beauty, jus’ if only I was a little pretty it might be better. But I sure as sure got my Prince Charming.  
In the car, I ask dad if Masterius has a plan for the shoes. All I got out of him Saturday night was a trip to buy shoes. Then he dropped the idea of no panties on me at the last minute. So, is there more?
“Gosh,” he says. “I can’t remember. Maybe I should read his email again. Do you think he would plan something else today?”
And no amount of wheedling will get the plan out of him. I mean, gosh, I can’t remember? What is that all about? He remembers all right. There is something planned with the shoes. I can’t wait to wear them and I hope I’ll be on audio with my Master.
When we get home, we have lunch and dad gives me 15 minutes to do whatever needs to be done. 
Forty five minutes after thinking I couldn’t wait until I wore the shoes for my Mater, I’m standing ready at the foot of my bed… OK, let’s get this straight… I did not mean wearing *just* the shoes. Spreader bar. Hands tied over my head. I didn’t mean it. I didn’t even think it, but man oh man, is this hot or what? Topped off with the whiffle ball gag, I can already imagine the drool has an extra 3 inches to fall to the carpet. There is something truly, truly special about wearing just the collar and shoes. They mark me as his. Gracing my neck and my feet. Everything in between belongs to him. Everything there is visible and offered to him. I’d almost prefer my RP area because that’s in the corner, part way hidden. The ceiling hook in my bedroom puts me just off center of the room, pretty dang easy to imagine someone circling me and admiring me. 
I do remember making a joke with my Master when dad traced my feet. 
Dad just traced my feet, Sir. So, I get a collar and shoes?  Anything in between? –grins- 
A collar and shoes, yes. And why would a little slave need anything in between? --winks--
Guess I should have seen this coming, huh?
Dad’s next to last act is to take a picture of my feet. Nothing but my feet, oh, and my sexy new shoes, too. I’d crazily suggested that he send Masterius a picture of them. You could knock me over with a feather when dad said he’d ask Masterius what he thought about it. “Jeez,” I say mostly for effect, “the first picture of me he’ll get is of my feet?” Just want to get it on record that my Master has no other picture of me. “What about the collar?” Dad says nothing in answer to that. 
Dad puts on the very sexy finishing touch of earphones and a boom mike. They don’t add much to the sexy look, but his voice is the sexy part. As I hear the audio go live, I decide this time I’m saying nothing. Although the gag was the last addition, setting up the audio took enough time that drool is already seeping out of the holes in the gag. My breath is a tad heavier than if I was just standing, fully clothed and cooking dinner. Plus it’s already got a wet sound as it whistles through the gag. I’ve got butterflies in my tummy and more than a touch of dread… my Master threatened once about drool getting to the carpet. Unless this session is 10 minutes, I’m in trouble. 
Masterius received an IM from Winry’s dad ten minutes before the audio goes live. He replied simply that he was ready. 
MASTERIUS
Masterius Audio and Email, Sunday Morning, 24 May
I quietly listened for a minute or two, simply enjoying the sounds of her breathing, hearing the just-audible now-and-then bubble of wetness as she breathed. I didn't say a word but she could tell I was there, for I wasn't muting the sound of my own breathing.
I knew how she looked, for I knew Ken would have faithfully followed my instructions down to the last detail. He always had, unless telling me otherwise beforehand. So it took no effort at all to close my eyes and picture my little slave standing there. Naked save for collar and shoes. Little legs parted and held shoulder width by the spreader bar. Sleek silky calves now gently curved by the heels she was wearing. Little body taut and upright, for he would have drawn the overhead wrist ropes tight, completely removing the most infinitesimal amount of slack, so that the tips of heels just rested on the floor. And to top it all off, that lovely little whiffle ball gag.
Mmmmmm! Yummy!
I'd raced so fast to get on I didn't even have a mug of coffee, something I'd shortly be rectifying. Just not right now, of course. Instead I just listened, already hard and erect, a pleasant heated flush creeping through me. 
"Mmmmm . . . very lovely," I finally purred. "You make quite the lovely decoration you know." I softly chuckled at her sound at that. "Oh yes," I avowed, "that's exactly what you are this afternoon: a pleasant, pretty decoration for Master to enjoy looking at as he relaxes. In fact, I might just sit back and enjoy a good book, now and then glancing up and admiring my decoration for a minute or two. Standing there, looking so sexy in those pretty heels. Oh yes," I deeply, very deeply, purred. "I know exactly what those look like. I specifically picked those exact shoes for you. That's what Master wanted my little decoration to have and wear. So I know precisely how they look on you, how those cute tiny toes of yours peek out in them."
"Just as I know how they make your pretty legs look, too, when you wear them. Mmmmm . . . oh yessss . . . I know. Quite luscious and delectable. Just like all of you. Just like all of my little decoration is posed. Exposed. Displayed. Naked little body out in the open, standing up. Arms high overhead, pulling her little chest nice and taut. Making those pretty little breast buds stand out oh-so-very clearly. Your legs parted and opened, unable to close them at all. Exposing that luscious little pussy to my eyes. There isn't anything of your Master can't see. Can't touch . . . if I wish to, that is."
I paused a little bit, simply enjoying listening to her, picturing her.
"Yesss . . . there isn't anything a little decoration can do, if Master decided to touch her, is there? I can touch her anywhere I want, anywhere I like, anyway I like." Another pause. "And there's nothing a little decoration can do to get Master to touch her, either. And Master doesn't want to play with a little toy this afternoon. He just wants to admire a sexy, very helpless little decoration. I'm just going to sit here and relax. Oh, I'll be hard, too. Be sure of that!" I grinned, that grin clear in my tone as well. "Quite, quite hard. But I won't be cumming. Because I don't wish to this time. Master just wishes to relax, enjoy being hard and aroused, and enjoy watching and listening to his little decoration. And there's nothing —nothing— a little decoration can do about that."
Again I paused, listening to her, my breathing deep and rumbly. Then I added, almost as an afterthought, "Oh, there is one thing, however." Grinning at the sound she made I waited a few seconds before continuing, my tone almost lazy and indolent. "Master doesn't want his floor getting wet. It would be . . . unwise . . . for a little decoration to soak Master's floor."
The Cheshire Cat didn't grin as hugely as I did at the sounds I heard at that! 
"Now Master is going to get a cup of coffee and a good book. I'll be right back, and soon I'll be relaxing and enjoying both . . . along with my little decoration."
Setting the headset down I got up and strolled to the kitchen. On the way I peeked in on Tammy who was, unsurprisingly, still fast asleep. Filling my mug I started a fresh carafe (since I'd have my little decoration with me for the next three hours and, as things most likely would turn out, for the evening until bedtime as well) then doctored up my mug before heading to the library. About five minutes later I settled back down, book on my lap, then slipped the headset back on. I didn't say anything, just took a sip of coffee so she'd hear I'd returned, then leaned back and just listened.
Perhaps it was unfair of me to imply she'd be in a fix if she slobbered on the floor —well, amend that: that was unfair. I knew there wasn't a blessed way short of divine intervention she'd keep from doing that over the next three hours. So?
And since I'd indicated it would be unwise of her to do so, I really should have something special to make that point. Grinning again I sat upright, drew the keyboard towards me, took another sip of coffee then adjusted the VOX sensitivity so it wouldn't pick up the light sounds of tapping keys.
Ken,
I've stated to Winry that it would be unwise to soak 'my' floor. As I'm virtually positive she will, it stands to reason I should have something planned for her. This is what I'd like, assuming, of course, she does dribble on the floor:
1) Before releasing her, set out on the floor the coils of rope you'll need for this evening, so she clearly sees them,
2) Release her early enough that she has time for a quick wash-up before dressing for dinner,
3) After dinner, she is to undress again, put the heels back on, then stand under the RP hook,
4) Take a rope of sufficient size for the following: finding the center of the rope place it at the middle of her back, then wrap the ends around in front, back around her back and to her front again, tying that in front. The ropes should be just below armpit-height. The double ends go down, between her legs and up her back, and tied to the middle of the ropes behind her shoulders. Don't tie that tight. Leave enough slack so that when the center of the back ropes are pulled taut, they make a 'V' roughly twelve inches from the point of the 'V' to her back,
5) Tie wrists and elbows behind her as if for bed, except when you tie her wrists don't cinch that as usual, and tie her elbows together quite a bit more snugly; as tight as they'll go without actually causing pain or acute distress. Take a long piece of rope, double it and tie it twice around her wrists, using that to cinch her wrists. Let the ends dangle for now,
6) Take another long piece of rope and double it. Slip the center loop under the chest ropes in front and make a larks head knot there, then pass the ropes over her shoulders, one over each shoulder, then tie the ends at her back. When you grab that knot and tug there should make a 'V' about twelve inches from the back of her neck. You'll understand better in a bit, 
7) Tie her legs at ankles, upper knees and lower knees. As this will be a hogtie make sure the knee ones aren't overly tight as, as you'll know, they'll tighten a bit once she's kneeling. Also, when you tie her legs guide the two ends that dangle from her wrists between her thighs, from back to front. Once upper knees are tied let those ends dangle for now,
8) Help her down on her tummy. Once she is on her tummy take rope and pass it under her thighs, very high up. Instead of passing that over her ankles, pass that just behind the heels of her shoes. With heels that long there is no way she can wiggle her feet enough to work the ropes over and off, and tied that way is still sufficient enough to lock her feet tightly against her legs,
9) Take the double ends of the dangling wrist ropes. Gently draw that snug then wiggle it down her legs until against the upper knee bindings. Thread it over and between her knees then pass it through the loop at the back of neck/shoulders. Then start drawing it tight, so that her knees are pulled up and towards her head at the same time as more tautly pulling her wrists and arms down. I can't tell you precisely how far to do that, as it depends on her flexibility. So all I'll ask is that you arch her as far as you can without causing pain or true distress,
10) Gag her with the sponge ball and tape,
11) Take a piece of cord or twine, gather her hair into a ponytail, 'braid' the cord or twine down that length, then tip her head back and tie the cord to her wrist ropes,
12) Next tie a rope to the center 'V' of the very first rope tie. Pass that through the overhead hook and start drawing on that. Check as best as you can (within the limitations we've agreed upon beforehand) that the two pieces of rope running between her legs are, ah, still 'between' her. Draw that enough so that her tummy just barely still rests on the floor.
As this is a very strenuous position, I'll want her released at 8:30, to give sufficient time for soaking in a bath. Also she is excused from her nighttime kneeling tonight, and again so she has extra time to soak and recover.
Also, since this week (and next week, too; I'm not quite sure) are finals, I'll be putting her to bed, in bed, from now on, with only her hands tied behind her and collar locked to the headboard. I want to make sure she gets decent rest, and that bedtime bindings don't detract from that rest.
(I have the feeling she's going to both understand and be miffed at me for that decision. Ah well --grins--)
And her 'wake-up calls' will be hugs and kisses.
~Masterius
That wasn't the fastest email I'd ever typed. I was a bit distracted, after all. I still hadn't said another word, no matter what I'd heard from her. The only way I was going to respond was if she started sounded truly distressed or panicky. This was what I wanted from her this afternoon: just being my little decoration.
Now, not saying a word wasn't at all the same as remaining silent. I sure as heck wasn't silent. Oh no! Quite a few times I paused and just listened . . . listened, and wordlessly, very deeply, purred. I was genuinely and truly enjoying this . . . and her.
Sending off the email I finally spoke. "Ahhhh . . . time to stretch my legs a bit. And refill my coffee." That was all I said before slipping the headset off, picking up my empty mug and heading to the kitchen for a refill. But before I did that, I peeked in on Tammy first.
KENNA
Winry On Her Toes, Sunday 24 May
Masterius
She is not tied in her RP area now and won’t be for the evening either. I’ve installed a hook in her room and she’s there. Otherwise she’d be in the office with me. I’ll check on her frequently and you’ve got the audio, so you can IM me if your plans change. 
Interesting position for the evening. I’d say no to taking up the rest of her day like that, but she insists she’s ready for finals. As for the night time tying, I’ve seen her mention to you a couple of times that she’s more comfortable tied now than not. She’s mentioned it to me more often, mostly in the context of how she’s not going to sleep well at summer camp. If you want her to get the best rest, you should tie her knees, ankles, and wrists.
She suggested I send you a picture of her feet as they look right now, shoes and on the spreader bar. I took the picture with her knowledge since you didn’t blindfold her for this. It’s just mid-calf down. Should I send it?
Here are her eight year old pictures. The first one is her at her first piano competition. She’s very good at the piano, but not competition caliber unfortunately. Piano practice fits into the category of repetitive tasks that she dislikes. To keep her from being bored, her teacher let her practice many different pieces rather than focus on a few to perfection. The second picture is her with her third grade science fair project. She built a homemade Geiger counter from instructions on the Internet. It was good enough to win the science fair (even beating the fifth graders). The third picture was taken at Sea World. Yes, she is soaking wet. She insisted on sitting in the seats guaranteed to get wet at the Shamu show. And the last one is the standard school picture. 
Ken
I can hear my Master, but like me, he doesn’t say anything. The sounds he does make tell me that he can hear me. Already I feel my drool run down my chin. Then he speaks, calling me a decoration. I gasp, a quick, wet intake of breath at the word. Just a decoration for him to look at. I’m already feeling excited at the position I’m in, but that word grabs me. It says it all. I can’t move at all and every inch of me is exposed to his eyes. He paints a picture of him sitting and reading, ignoring me except for occasional glances. That seems even more exciting as I have no purpose in life except to wait for his eye on me. So intent on listening, I don’t make a sound, except for my breathing.   
I love my shoes. I love wearing them for him. I especially love that he picked them out just for me. Then he mentions my pretty legs and I blush. I’m already thinking past that, pretty legs and all the rest of me, when he starts describing the rest of me. Luscious and delectable… I feel my face warm even more. I get hotter in more ways than one as he talks about exposed, displayed, and naked. It’s like he’s right here with me, really looking at me. “Uhhnnn,” I gasp as he gets even more personal. My chest is taut, so that the little bit I can claim as tits melt into my chest, leaving just nipples that pucker and tighten suddenly. Breast buds? “Uh huh,” I whine. Then he talks about my pussy. It feels more than naked the way he’s got my legs spread. Gawd. I never felt sexier in my life. No well muscled boy today. 
In the silence that follows, I hear my own breathing, rapid, wet, and shuddering. I feel warm all over despite being naked. I imagine him just looking now. I can’t even squirm. 
As he starts talking to me again, I make little whimpers. Yes, he could touch me. Anywhere. Anyway? Huh? Like what? Soft? Hard? Tickle? Oh yes, he could do any of that. And I’d like that, but then he says he’s just going to look. How frustrating this is. How incredibly exciting to be nothing but a decoration. To know that just looking at me is making my Master hard. 
“Oh, there is one thing, however.” A chill runs up my spine at those words. “Huh?” and then I gasp, “Hah!” It doesn’t sound like just one thing. It sounds like one big thing just from the way he says it. When he speaks again…yeah, I knew that was coming. That doesn’t keep me from whining in protest to the injustice of expecting me to not drool. My chin is slick with drool and it’s only a matter of time before it hits my chest. I can probably keep the floor dry for a while, but I don’t know how long he plans to have me like this. It’s just not fair for him to put this gag in my mouth and then expect me to keep the floor dry. And what does unwise mean? Is there punishment for getting the floor wet? 
Right on the heels of that, he just gets up and leaves for coffee and a book. I’m so on display, but with no one to look. Luscious. Delectable. Exposed. Displayed. Naked. All those words he used come back to me. I’m all those things, but he’s not even here to look. 
And then I feel the first signs of arousal. I’m so very helpless. The way my hands are tied, I can’t really put any weight on them. My legs are spread with my pussy feeling so very vulnerable. My body is stretched and taut. I can’t do anything but wait. I’m not waiting for a spanking. I’m not waiting for his gentle touch. All I’m waiting for is his return. I want his eyes on me and I can’t even have that. All I get this afternoon is admired and I can’t even do anything to make him look. My pussy starts to tingle just at being so helpless. My nipples, already puckered, start to ache. My stomach is all fluttery. 
It’s several minutes before he returns. Minutes filled with nothing but waiting, listening for his voice. Long minutes for my arousal to grow and then plateau. More than time enough for the drool to hit my chest. By the time he returns, I can feel it running between my breasts, halfway to my navel. 
I wake up and look at the clock. Guess I was pretty tired. Slept for a couple a hours. So, now I’m gonna wait for him to come back. I figger nobody’s gonna miss me and I sure don’t wanna go hang out at home where I could be slapped or punched. Not if I can hang out here where he’s so nice. Besides, I’m gonna wait for him to come wake me with a kiss. Not that I really expect him to do that, but I can imagine I’m trapped in a high tower waiting for him to rescue me.
MASTERIUS
Masterius Audio and Email, Sunday Morning, 24 May
Carefully opening the door a crack I peeked inside. All I saw was a limp bundle beneath the top sheet. All I heard was the slow, steady, barely audible sound of her breathing. She was still out like a light, and I tenderly smiled as I gently closed the door again. I couldn't help, though, wrinkling my nose though. The room was a bit pungent and I'd have to air it out as well as wash the sheets. I wasn't mad or upset though. Well, not at her anyway. But I sure as hell wanted to take a big damn stick to Dutch and Ruth!
Pouring coffee into my mug I added sugar and heavy cream. I bet she'd love a bath, I thought. Oh yes. A nice, warm bubble bath. I pictured her expression when she saw the tub full of thick bubbles, smelled the gentle floral fragrance of the bubbles. Her expression when she actually stepped into the tub and sank down into that. Suddenly I had this terribly fierce desire to do just that: give her a bath, and my jaw clenched, my teeth ground, realizing I couldn't do that. 
No. The problem wasn't that I couldn't do that, for I certainly could. It was that I didn't dare do that. Well, even that wasn't the problem; more precisely I didn't dare do that and let her go home afterwards. As dull and thick as Dutch and Ruth were, somehow I didn't think even they could possibly miss their daughter coming home bathed and clean. Questions Would Be Asked. Questions I didn't dare risk being asked. And, frankly, what I truly didn't dare risk was my little sleeping princess paying the price, which I was positive she would, one way or another.
Sighing I padded back to my office. Ever have one of those conundrums? Where the simplest of answers were also the most impractical, or fanciful? Like what should have been done with those thieving bastards at Enron: the simplest answer should have been confiscate every last damn penny they owned in assets, down to their tidy whiteys, and divvy the funds back to those they'd stolen from, then put them to work in chain gangs doing community service for the rest of their lives. Yeah, like that would ever happen! I snorted.
The simplest thing would be for me to just keep her. Lord only knew just how easy that would be for me to do. In theory, anyway. Because ultimately it came down to what would, realistically, be best for her. Keeping her meant denying her even the simple pleasure she was finding in riding her bike. Keeping her meant denying her school. Keeping her meant facing the problems, as I'd already pictured with Mr. Eric, of doctor and dentist visits, immunizations, oh a whole host of problems. And that wasn't even beggaring the question of how she would feel about it if I kept her. God only knew how many battered, abused wives stayed with their husbands no matter how terrible things were. And while they were scum of the earth, Dutch and Ruth were her parents. She might resent and hate me for tearing her away from them. Might look at this as nothing less that 'out of the frying pan and into the fire'. Might react as if Dr. Jekyll had turned into Mr. Hyde.
And, let's be honest here and face facts: she was an exquisitely pretty child, grubby and fragrant even as she was. It wouldn't take long at all before I'd start wanting to, ah, 'utilize' the rest of what was in the basement with her. And what, or who, would there be to stop me? 
Whereas the practical thing to do was just as problematic in its way. The practical thing to do would be, either covertly or overtly, to begin having Dutch and Ruth investigated. Maybe not start off with the 'Big Guns' of Child Social Services, no. Maybe just a quiet word with Frank Jackson. See if the sheriff had any hint of what was going on over at the Butcher's. One thing for sure: I couldn't go over there for a little chat. All it would take would be for Dutch to get up in my face to get my blood boiling. And if the redneck fat fucker actually cuffed Tammy while I was there . . .
I closed my eyes a moment, trembling at the flash of rage that exploded inside me. Yeah, that's all I'd need: two seconds later and Dutch would need reconstructive surgery, and that's assuming I stopped short of him needing Last Rites. 
Of course, once I started poking my lang neb into things, I'd enter the picture. Five years later and people would still remember I'd taken an interest in her. Normally that wouldn't be a problem. I mean, my worry wasn't that people would instantly and immediately start whispering 'pervert' behind my back. In fact, I'd be surprised if the whispers weren't 'About time someone did something!'. No, my concern was that, if I started asking questions, if and when she did finally vanish, people would remember I'd been asking about her.
Sighing I ambled over to my chair, sat down and sipped my coffee before setting the mug down. In a perfect world flaming assholes like those two would have been sterilized before ever having kids. But this wasn't a perfect world, and I couldn't fix everything or everyone. 
But if I saw her with a bruise to her face or anything worse than a bruise, I'd come down on them like the Hammer of God and to Hell with the consequences!
Slipping the headset back on I settled back in my chair, within moments my concerns about Tammy fading, replaced with my focus on my little slave. And within moments I was incredibly hard again.
Cradling the mug between my hands I took another sip, and this time she could clearly hear that. "Ahhh," I contentedly sighed. "Nothing quite like relaxing on a Saturday afternoon with a good book and a nice cup of coffee. Unless, of course," my voice deepened and purred, "One has such a pretty little decoration to admire while relaxing."
Over the next half hour I just listened, now and then sipping my coffee. Well, I did more than just listen, of course: my mind was certainly creating quite vivid images of my little slave, picturing her bound as she was. Unlike yesterday, where I permitted her importunities to stimulate me to climax, there was nothing she could do or say that was going to drive me to that point. I was hard, oh hell yes. But just because I became hard and erect, just because I became aroused and turned on, didn't necessitate or demand I climax. I quite enjoyed being mildly to moderately aroused for hours at a time. And I certainly could cum if I wanted, and would enjoy that, too. But I didn't want to cum. I wanted exactly what I had: a comfy chair, a good book, a fragrant, fresh cup of coffee and a pretty little decoration to admire. And it wouldn't matter what she sounded like, what she said: she simply wouldn't, no matter what, get me to change my mind.
I wasn't surprised when my email program indicated a new message. After all, I had emailed Ken a bit ago. So I opened up my email and saw that, yes, it was from him. Clicking on the email I started reading, and at a certain point felt my brows lift, felt my breath catch in a sharp inhale.
Tipping the mug back I swallowed the dregs, then sat it down and clicked on reply.
Ken,
Thank you for clarifying where she is positioned. Not having known she was there instead of the RP area wouldn't have changed things for me on my end, but I appreciate knowing just where, exactly, she is. 
I know she's told me she sleeps better now bound for bed. I suppose I'm just being overly protective and concerned especially since I can't really see her and so can't gauge that for myself. But I suppose if she really hadn't been getting restful sleep you would have mentioned that to me by now. So, yes, please change the instructions so that she is bound with wrists behind her, and her ankles, upper and lower knees are also bound. And thank you for correcting me on this.
Of course, it had been the next part that had rocked me. 
She suggested that, did she? --soft, tender smile-- We-ell . . . I suppose since she did suggest it . . . --grins--
Yes, please? I would like that, very much in fact.
And as for being soaking wet, what's the point of going to Sea World and seeing Shamu if you don't get wet? I'd've been right down there with her. --grins--
~Masterius
Sending that off I rumbled, "Time for a coffee refill little decoration. Master will be right back, don't you worry. And I think I'll check on how 'leaky' my decoration is getting. Seems to me like my floor might be getting wet, hmmm?"
Setting the headset down I checked on Tammy on the way to the kitchen, quietly peeking inside before getting a fresh mug o' Joe.


KENNA
Winry On Her Toes Sunday, 24 May
At his first coffee break, I get this little niggling thought that kind of bothers me, but I ignore it. He’s made me feel so sexy and now I get this exciting, helpless feeling. Left alone with nothing to do but wait for him to come back and hope he looks at me. No guarantees at that. He does come back and I imagine him reading a book and sipping coffee. Nothing I can do to get his attention. I’m naked for no purpose… I only have purpose if he looks at me. 
It’s probably half an hour (I guess time by how much time I think went by and cutting that in half) before I notice that this position is worse than anything I’ve been in before. I’d thought that all that practice of standing on my toes would make it easy to stand in high heels, but it’s way different. And during RPs I always get the choice of when to get down off my toes. Instead of putting my weight on my toes, I’ve used my heels, too. Though great-grandma said I have good balance, standing on these narrow heels is hard work. As my arches and ankles start to ache, I think I can manage. As they start to burn and my calves start to ache, I’m thinking great-grandma was right. Let’s start the little girl on shorter and wider heels. 
When I’m on my toes, I can move around… forward and back… up and down… like dancing on my toes to keep the pressure changing. In heels with the spreader bar, I’m stuck in one position. The shoes make up and down hard. The bar makes forward and back impossible. I’d never noticed until now just how much I relied on moving around. I start making a slow circle. Right foot forward, left foot back. More weight here, less weight there. Shifting around and taking in a different wall for a few minutes before turning a full 180 degrees and looking at yet another very interesting wall. 
My arms hurt, too. The position is awkward. If I try to pull up, it hurts my shoulders and the ropes dig into my wrists. They’re useless except to hurt. 
He keeps talking about me as his sexy decoration, but I’ve lost that arousal. I’ve gone stone cold as my feet and legs hurt. That’s when the little niggling thought rises to the surface again, bigger and stronger than before. I’m left alone with nothing to do except wait for him. Not even anything to look forward to… ice, a tickling, an orgasm… heck, I’d even take a spanking for something to worry about. And, then I just fall right out of the imaginary world and feel downright stupid. Standing alone in my room with him talking to me. He’s not even here to ignore me. He’s there and I’m alone, very alone. 
My mind wants something to do. Something more than pace is a slow circle hanging by my wrists. I glance down… something more than drool on the carpet like I had an IQ of 7. Technically speaking I’m not getting my Master’s floor wet. I’m getting a thick towel wet. But I know that’s no different. I’m getting the floor wet now. The towel is right under me, folded in eighths so my feet started straddling it. As I turn, my shoes catch the corners, making me pick them up to keep from messing up the towel. 
I have a geometry final tomorrow, so I start running through formulas for perimeter and area of all the shapes and volume of all the solids. I go through a complete review of what I need to know for tomorrow, but with my feet and legs sore, it’s tough to concentrate. Not to mention him talking on occasion and interrupting my chain of thought. He seems happy with the bubbling sounds of my breath, my whimpers of pain, and occasional grunts of frustration. Totally unaware that I’m so bored I’m ignoring him. Then I start on World History… names, events, and dates. 
It’s that second coffee break that pisses me off. I feel doubly abandoned. Two thousand miles away and then he leaves his computer. Not me. He was never with me. He left his computer. How can he do this to me? How can he say he respects me as a person and then put my mind on idle like this? He knows nothing about me. I’m just nothing to him. All that talk about loving me, wanting me, talking to me, and shopping with me meant nothing. His claim of being my Daddy-Master was a sham. He wants to own me and mold me into what he wants, not what I want or can be. 
Dad checks on me as he does once in a while. He used to do it every 30 minutes, but got wise to the fact that he was telling me what time it was. Now he checks randomly. I glare at him this time, almost telling him to get me down. But instead I nod to him, silently saying I’m OK. He hesitates, looking me up and down… evaluating me with his own eyes. I nod at him again, really, I’ll be OK. I’ll deal with this through my Master, not with dad.  I figure he’ll report back to Masterius that my Master’s floor is wet. 
When my Master comes back from his coffee break, I’m making some angry sounding snorts into the gag. I have no idea how long it’s been or how much longer it will be. I’m in pain, bored, and angry. I start to wonder if I should use my safe word. Is this what it’s for? Will he be disappointed? Angry? The big question is… do I care what he thinks?
The answer to that surprises me. I drop right back into that imaginary world where I’m hanging from his ceiling, not mine. I’m naked in his room, not mine. I shiver in helpless frustration, wanting his eyes on me. I blush and whimper, not sounds of anger or pain, but of desire. His voice is there, concerned about how I sounded and asking if I’m alright. “Uh huh, asserr,” I say. He starts teasing and taunting me about sexy and helpless all over again and I feel it anew. 
Then he stops talking. Went back to his book? Left the room? A slave cares that her Master is ignoring her, but my Master doesn’t care that the slave cares. I feel a wave of heat rush through my body. I’m HIS! I want nothing more than to sleep on the floor by his bed. Him in the bed, ignoring me on the floor. Hanging naked for an occasional glance is nothing compared to that. If this is what my Master wants… then I’m a lucky slave whose Master takes her out to decorate his room. 
Masterius
Here is the picture of her feet. Unlike the others I’ve sent, you can talk to her about this one. She is aware why it was taken. She just won’t know for sure that it’s sent.
If you have any doubt, the floor is wet now.
Ken
It’s not long before there’s more than drool on the towel. I squirm and struggle. I turn my back to him and wiggle my ass. I stand in profile so he can see my “breast buds” (hah, he missed the call on that one… top-side I am boyish looking and right now I think that’s sexy… young and innocent for him) melt into my body as I strain upward, unable to escape his devilish bondage or his occasional glance. I work hard to get his attention, but he doesn’t look up. He speaks occasionally, but he’s not responding to my attempts. His randomly interspersed comments have nothing to do with my antics. He chooses when to look, not me. 
My pain was once a source of misery, but now it’s a badge of honor. I still ache and burn, but my Master wants that. I could decorate a room in a myriad of ways, but this is what he chose. I could be locked in a cage and pain free, but I’d rather be with him like this. I could be tied like this in his basement, in pain with no attention at all. His obvious attempts to ignore me are thrilling in the way they actually focus his attention on me. I know he has to work hard not to look at me. Gawd, I’m a 12-year-old girl erotically on display for a grown man. How hard he must work to keep reading that book. I wonder if he’s even reading. I’ll make him do a book report afterwards. 
MASTERIUS
Masterius Has a Hard Time, Sunday, 24 May
The email —and promised photo— had arrived around fifteen minutes ago. I'd read the email but hadn't looked at the photo yet. As badly as I wanted to see that, I didn't want anything interfering. Maybe that sounded odd, but that's how I felt. It would be very different if she were actually displayed for me, in front of me right now. Heck yes I'd be looking everywhere. But I'd savor that photo later.
By now ninety minutes had elapsed, and long before then I'd started hearing muffled sounds of discomfort. I knew —unlike her blithe yet understandable assumption— this position would quickly grow uncomfortable for her. And it wouldn't be very long at all before discomfort became distress, and distress became agony and pain. And I didn't want that.
Well, at least I didn't want that until she was actually with me, that is.
So I quietly sent an IM to Ken.
I had no doubt the floor would be wet by now. However, after listening to her I've decided on two things:
1) This will end after two hours. In half an hour I'll want her let down, and sent off to soak in a tub. She is starting to feel this and is getting distressed, and I don't want that.
2) I am canceling the evening bondage. She doesn't know about that so she won't feel as if she's letting me down. But this afternoon is already strenuous and I'm not going to push her. I'll have plenty of time for that when she's with me this summer.
Once I sent that I listened to her for a few more minutes before speaking again.
"Master is sure his little decoration remembers him telling her that she doesn't have to actually do anything to be pleasing and exciting. Simply being is enough for that. Perhaps she didn't believe, or didn't understand, before. Hopefully she does now, though."
"I'm also sure a little decoration recalls her Master saying that all she'll be this afternoon is merely a decoration: simply something for Master to look at, and enjoy looking at, while he relaxes with a good book."
Up to now my tone had been nonchalant and carefree. But now a tendril of fire started threading its way into my tone.
"You thought you knew what being a decoration was. At first. But it didn't take very long at all, did it, before you started getting frustrated. Annoyed. Irritated and aggravated. Oh yes. Master could tell. And as your toes started hurting, your ankles aching, your calves trembled and throbbed, burned with strain, and as Master just ignored you, all that grew worse. Stronger. I could hear that, you know. I could tell."
I was simply stating fact, neither judging nor criticizing, neither chiding nor reproving. 
"But now you really know what being Master's property and possession can be. What truly being my decoration is like. And as I had heard aggravation, irritation and frustration before . . . now I hear something much much different," I purred, a rich, thick and very approving, proud rumble. "And that pleases your Master very much."
"Alas," I said, not at all sounding regretful, as that fire in my tone abruptly increased. "There is now, however, one tiny little problem," as I closed my book and sat it down, doing so in such a way that she could clearly hear that. "You see, for all that Master had every intention of simply enjoying you as a little decoration this afternoon," I paused, audibly sipping coffee before setting the mug down with a tone of finality, "and while I certainly will do so, for real, at some point . . ."
My breathing started growing heavier. "I'm very much afraid that, until you've been with me for several months, watching you as I have been all this time —and, trust me little decoration, Master has been watching you— simply isn't enough for me."
"It's probably a very good thing I'm not mere feet away from you right now. And do you know why?" I asked as I stood up and pushed my chair back, the sound of that quite audible. I didn't wait for an answer, I just paused before continuing. "Because a little decoration would be losing her virginity in about, oh, a few minutes."
"I'm staring right at you," I deeply rumbled, voice deep and rumbling, thick and husky. "Standing there so helpless. So exposed and displayed. And I think I'm done with my book for now. Now it's time for something . . . else," I purred.
Unbuttoning my shirt as I stood there, "All a little decoration can do is stand there, helplessly watching as her Master starts removing his shirt. Not fast, but ooooh, certainly not slow. And all the while he just gazes at you, hardly blinking at all. Feeling my face grow warm as my skin flushes. Pulling my shirt off I just drape it over my chair, then start unbuckling my belt," and doing just that.
"Can a little decoration see her fate in my eyes? Hmmm? Does she know what's about to happen? That Master is about to stalk right to her and . . . take her?"
"Oh, I never stop watching you, unsnapping and unzipping, letting my pants just slither down my legs and puddle at my feet. I toe off my slippers and step out of those as I step out of my pants. Can a little decoration see her Master, so hard and thick beneath his briefs? He certainly sees his little fucktoy, helplessly bound and gagged, completely naked, and perfectly, deliciously exposed and open!"
"My briefs take only a moment to pull down and off, and I stand there naked now." And I was, too, having matched actions with words. "A second passes, no more . . . then, in a few powerful strides, like a panther closing on a little gazelle . . . I'm there. Right in front of you, gazing down with eyes that seem to gleam and burn."
My voice was so thick and husky, especially since I was picturing all this in my mind, and a low groan resonated from deep in my chest.
"In a blur I lower my hands. Reach around and behind you. Cup your sexy ass with my hands. And lift."
"Lift you up, and against me. Your soaked, slippery front plastered tight against my chest and belly. Sweet, tight, virgin pussy squished against my belly, right where my bellybutton is. Slender little legs helplessly held apart, unable to close. And while you can't see it . . .," my voice grew even deeper yet, "a little fucktoy knows, she knows! her Master's hard, thick throbbing cock is just below. Just below her pussy, jutting up, poised and waiting to sink so very deep into her."
I starting stroking myself as I stood there, my eyes closed, while vivid images flickered in my mind and thoughts.
"I've lifted you high enough that I'm staring you in the eyes. And then, slowly, oh-so-slowly!, I start easing my hands down. And as I do, your own weight lowers you. You slide down my chest, hard little nipples rubbing against my chest. And as you slowly slide lower and lower . . . my eyes glow brighter. Hotter."
"And then . . . and then . . . you feel the swollen, satin blunt crown nudge against your pussy. Hear me hiss, feel that throb. As a little fucktoy is moments away from Master claiming her virginity, as her very own weight impales herself onto her Master's eager, hard and waiting cock."
KENNA
Winry On Her Toes, Sunday Afternoon, 24 May
The feeling of excitement, knowing he has to work hard to keep his eyes off me, can only last a few minutes longer. My shoulders ache and my arms burn. My feet are in agony, legs shaking, and even my hips are starting to feel the strain of the position. I can barely keep from letting the pain become audible and then he starts talking again. 
I do remember him saying I didn’t need to do anything to please him. Just that hanging by my wrists seems like something to *me*. Ask my feet, my legs, and my arms. They’re doing something alright. I’m being a decoration and loving it, though my time as a decoration has got to end soon… I don’t want to use my safe word. 
Yet even the intense pain takes a momentary back seat as he starts to describe me and my state of mind as it has progressed over the past eon. I did indeed think I knew what a decoration was. I did indeed get irritated, though I’d swear on a stack of bibles that I’d concealed that from him. Except maybe a little right at the end. I did indeed suddenly realize what it truly meant to be not just a decoration, but my Master’s decoration. At his command to do anything… and today something that I hadn’t imagined as being included in anything. That I’ve pleased him makes the pain just a little more bearable and I resolve to hold out just a little longer. 
"Alas, there is now, however, one tiny little problem." Crap. Why is there always a but, a however, or an alas in the end? As I hear him shut his book, at least I know I have his undivided attention. Not so sure I want that now. I listen closely, perking up as he says, "I'm very much afraid that, until you've been with me for several months, watching you as I have been all this time —and, trust me little decoration, Master has been watching you— simply isn't enough for me."
I wonder what he can do besides watch, or in this case, listen and imagine. I hear him stand and I stiffen, feeling vulnerable and threatened. Lose my virginity? In a few minutes? That strains my credulity, though I briefly wonder if he’s actually here. It feels so real. I hang on his words, waiting for him to paint that picture the way only he can do. Take my virginity with nothing more than his voice and our shared imaginations. Again I put the pain aside, determined to last a few more minutes. And he paints the picture of me as his decoration, helpless and  displayed. 
As he starts to undress, I’m certain he’s doing just as he says. Taking off his shirt. Baring his chest. Heavy sigh. Giving me the chance to see him now. He’s decorating my room. – big, silent smile – Though he’s doing it on his own terms. Yes, I can see my fate in his eyes. “Uh huh, asserr.” Can he see in mine how much I want that fate? My Master doesn’t care what a slave wants or thinks, but surely he can’t ignore the lust in my eyes. Surely that makes him more excited. I can wait… I can endure… until he takes me. 
His pants come down and I can imagine the front of his briefs. His little fucktoy is helplessly bound and gagged. My fucktoy looks pretty damn big in his briefs. Then I can finally see it, big, hard, and thrusting up. I admire the sight of my fucktoy as it’s exposed to me. Then he takes my breath away, making me back up a few inches as he closes so quickly on me… his willing prey. 
Yes, my Master can write, but when he talks there’s so much more expression behind it that I can smell him, taste him, feel his breath on me, and tremble in anticipation of losing/giving/sharing my virginity with him. “Ohhhh,” I gasp in surprise and desire as he grabs my ass and lifts me up. Oh, if only he could. But, he can’t lift me and ease the aches. All he can do is ease the aches with this intensely erotic scenario. And it’s working.  
Letting out a loud whimper, I hear my breath break into heavy pants at the thought of us pressing together. My bare, little girl breasts against his strong, bare chest. As he mashes my pussy to his chest my face warms, not from a blush, but from the heat of our passion. I grind my pussy against his belly, feeling my wetness on him. For all I care, for all I want, for all my desires, he could just line me up and drop me, taking me in one thrust that claims me in a one painful instant. Painful, but less than the true pain I feel now. Yet, I know he’ll take his time… taking me, definitely taking me, but at a pace that shows my Master’s concern for his property. 
I can feel myself sliding down, inexorably toward my christening. I can feel my fucktoy against the opening where I have and will allow no one but him. His eyes flash with fire, mine smolder with submission. Both with desire. I want this as much as he does, maybe more. I want it so much that it hurts. My body aches and now my mine reels with the frustration and heartache of our separation. He can play with my mind, but he can’t really take me. I don’t want him to go this far. I don’t want him to make it so real that it hurts. The mental ache and my body aches make me want to cry… to call a halt. 
Yet, I can hear a special excitement in his voice and his breathing. I can’t touch myself and cum, and even if I could, he hasn’t said I may. But, he can and is stroking himself, working himself up to a climax. I imagine him standing in front of me and doing just that. Enjoying my body across the void. Putting aside the make believe, his excitement and pending orgasm is very real. I hurt from the inside out, from top to bottom, but I want to hear him cum. And he has about two minutes to do it or I will surrender to the pain and ruin everything. 
I manage to keep from crying, but my moans and whimpers show my pain. I can’t help it. If only he was able to pick me up and lower me on his cock, then we’d have the time. “Hake me. I wan ih. Hurry.” [Take me. I want it. Hurry.] God I hope I can last. “Hum ih me.” [Cum in me.] My voice is strained, but sincerely encouraging him. 
Chapter Nine
By Kenna and Masterius
MASTERIUS
Masterius Has a Hard Time, Sunday, 24 May
Over the last few minutes I'd heard her sounds growing more pained, and I was pretty sure her position was quickly growing uncomfortable, if not actually painful. I didn't at all mind her being uncomfortable, but actual pain hadn't been my intention. That, of course, could wait until I had her with me.
But when I'd started talking to her again, suiting 'actions' to words as best as I could with an entire continent between us, her sounds rapidly, virtually instantaneously, altered. And when I'd 'pulled' her against me, when I'd heard that sharp loud pant, heard her start heavily panting . . .
Had she really been with me right now, right at this moment . . . I'd do with her exactly what I was about to do.
"Oh, I've dreamed of taking my little decoration in so many different ways," I huskily rumbled, hovering on the edge of an impending explosion. "Some gentle and sweet and long and loving. Some faster, more intense. But, my helpless little decoration, I think your Master is simply going to . . . quickly lower my hands . . . feel you helplessly slide down my belly . . . tiny, hard nipples grazing along my skin . . . and simply feel your own weight impale you onto my cock, in one single deep spearing thrust."
The image of that had me abruptly stiffen, and in more ways than one. A single stroke of my cock after that vivid image popped into my head and I deeply groaned as my cock suddenly throbbed and pulsed, spurting jet after jet. Gawd, I could so very easily picture that! Hell, I could almost feel that!
Feel her own weight helplessly descend, helplessly split her pussy over my cock, drive herself deep onto me, fully and completely, driving right through her virginal barrier as if it that hadn't even existed.
Deep growled moans echoed from the very center of my being, and I writhed as I stood there, feeling pulse after pulse of cum erupt and jet. Until, at last, I staggered back several steps and collapsed onto my chair.
I shuddered and twitched in the aftermath of an extremely powerful climax, and was panting quite heavily. I so wanted to just bask in the glorious feelings that enveloped me, but a very distant part of my mind wouldn't let me forget the straits my little playtoy slave was in. Somehow I forced myself upright and managed to start typing an IM to her dad.
"I'm letting your dad know he can come and let you down now," I warmly said, voice still shaky and breathless. I'd intended to say more, much more, but before I could I winced as, without warning, I heard my little slave start hollering at the top of her lungs. And, even gagged —and especially with her boom mike mere inches from that gag— that had been quite loud indeed!
KENNA
Winry On Her Toes, Sunday 24 May
I’m straining. Up in my high heels, hanging by my arms, every muscle aching. But mostly I’m straining to hear him. It’s not his words I want to hear. They come through clear, full of desire and painting a picture of passion that makes me want more. I’m straining to hear the changes in his voice, any subtle sound that he’s really, truly cumming just thinking about me decorating his room… just thinking about taking me. Then when it happened, there was nothing subtle about it. I clearly heard groan, pant, and growl. I could practically picture it from the sounds. Him thrusting. Filling me if only virtually, but really truly cumming for me. My fucktoy in his hand, shooting out cum. Motion picture, living color, THX surround sound that I hope to witness for real someday. 
There is nothing I can do but listen. No amount of wishing will take me that last iota over the edge to join him in the experience. This is all for him. And I’ve never felt more excited in my life. A mere decoration for him, but an irresistible one. I wouldn’t have had it any other way. Then there is nothing but heavy breathing and I know he’s finished… physically, mentally, and emotionally spent. Still I strain to listen to his breathing, luxuriating in the image of him sated. 
Then he speaks, the passion gone, but his voice still rich and warm. Dad… come and let you down… the words jerk me back to reality, a world of pain where I’ve gone past my limit. In an instant I imagine my Master typing an IM, dad reading it, and then dad strolling down the hallway to get me down. There’s no way I can even wait that long. I take a deep breath and scream. The gag prevents me from using the full power of my lungs. Instead of a rush of high pitched air describing my pain, I get back pressure that barely lets me force out a loud moan. Thinking it’s not enough, I try again, only to be stymied with a loud moan again. Seconds later, the door flies open and dad looks seriously concerned, so I guess it was louder than I thought. 
“Jesus, Kylie,” says dad as he rushes to me. I must look like hell. First thing he does is take out the gag. Then, he shoves the chair to me and lifts me up, setting me and my heels there. Then he takes off my shoes and for the first time in hours (?) I can put my full weight comfortably on my feet. Legs shaking, I manage to stand. As Dad reaches up, takes  and unties my arms, he asks, “What happened?”
“Daddy… daddy…” I sob. “I’m… OK… really. Just… I need to be down.” I manage to get myself under control and he finishes untying my arms. “Daddy, you can’t… ummm… ever, ever… listen to this. Promise.”
Dad gives me a funny look and then says, “If that’s what you want, then OK.”
He carries me to the bed and the headset falls off on the way. “Turn off the audio, dad.” I tell him. Then I call out softly, “Bye, Master.” 
As dad turns off the audio, I realize that my master gave me no instructions. Without his permission I can’t cum, but I’m a little surprised that I don’t want to. The last few moments with my Master had been intensely erotic, but it was all for him. Now, my Master unties me and tucks me away. Perhaps he’ll be kind enough to let me decorate his room again. I have to reassure dad a couple more times that I’m OK before he leaves me alone. Then I just rest in bed for a few minutes. When I’m up to it, I go take a bath. I just know my Master would suggest, if not order, me to soak in the tub for a while now that we’re done. 
As I soak, I think back on what just happened. That was way different than anything we’d done before and now that it’s over, I’m not sure how I feel about it. I don’t like the idea of being merely a decoration for him. And I most certainly don’t want to lose my virginity while in pain, lowered unceremoniously onto his cock as nothing but a fucktoy. Maybe we can play that way someday, but this went in a direction that makes me nervous. 
It’s at least an hour later that I get online and send him an IM.
Sir, that was different. Can I just chill the rest of the day?
MASTERIUS
Masterius Has a Hard Time, Sunday, 24 May


Once, when I was a few months shy of thirteen, I'd just climaxed when I'd heard my parents unexpectedly return from shopping.  For most boys this wouldn't have been a big deal.  However, since at that age I enjoyed being tied up as much as I did the tying . . .
I can still easily remember the instant surge of panic, so strong that it immediately, totally and completely erased any and all signs of blissful afterglow.  
Since that time I'd never had that happen to me again.  Until now.
I had absolutely no intention of jerking off this time.  This little (well, not so little) session had nothing at all to do with my sexual pleasure and release.  My intention was threefold: help unmistakably demonstrate the difference between erotic and sensual, versus sexual; have her experience both true helplessness and seeing that from the viewpoint of an 'object'; experience what intense physical stress and acute discomfort were like.
Alas, once again I'd been hoisted by my own petard.
As usual, I'd been using my voice and tone to express what I'd've much rather have been conveying with my hands.  And, as usual, between my vivid imagination and mind's eye, and my little slave's voice, well . . .
I did mention being hoisted by my own petard, no?
It didn't help at all (well, I suppose that depends on the point of view, actually) that I could clearly hear her discomfort, noticeable discern her distress.  Unfortunately, the more aroused I became (and towards the end I was powerfully, primally aroused) the less aware I was that discomfort and distress had shifted to misery, suffering and —worst of all— actual pain.
Not that I'd had any doubts about that at the end but, had I had any, they would have been obliterated by my little slave's screams.  And they were screams, too.  If my little slave had ever harbored any reservations as to how effective gags were, this moment would have certainly been educational.  
And all I could do was just helplessly sit there, any trace of afterglow vanished, and fervently pray Ken would get there.
“Jesus, Kylie,” I wanted to breath a sigh of relief but I couldn't; the anxious, concerned tone of his voice spoke volumes and confirmed my fears.  I sat there, gripped with gnawing fear as I heard my little slave's muffled moans of anguish, a sound that, in another place, in another time, would have inflamed and excited me but, at this exact moment, was having the exact opposite effect.  There came a series of sharp raps, which I rapidly indentified as her gag being removed; hearing her gasps and moans become clearer helped me realize that.  
Next came a short scraping sound, like wood over wood, and then I heard Ken exclaim, “What happened?”
“Daddy… daddy…”  I heard her sob.  “I’m… OK… really. Just… I need to be down.” Her weary, pathetic, pained and distressed tone tore me up inside.  I felt like a heel, worse than a heel.  A contemptible villain.  I felt shrunken and shriveled inside, feeling as if I'd betrayed Winry's trust in me.  Worse, much worse, feeling as if my slave's trust in her Master had been betrayed.
 “Daddy, you can’t… ummm… ever, ever… listen to this. Promise.”  That made me blink, but I was still feeling too much like shit to ponder a great deal about her reasons.
Ken sounded, well . . . odd, “If that’s what you want, then OK.”
I heard a rattling then a thump.  Obviously the headset had been removed and dropped to the floor.   There were more words spoken, but they were too distant and garbled for me to clearly make out, and then, without warning, the audio just . . . cut off.
I slowly peeled off the headset, setting it blindly down, and then just sat there.  Sat there, hands folded in my lap, elbows propped on the arms of the chair as I slouched forward.  This really hadn't ended the way I'd wanted or had intended.  Oh, it had started just fine, on my yes!  No small part of this morning was intended simply and solely for my own entertainment, amusement and pleasure.  That was something I'd wanted, and also something I wanted my pleasing little slave to experience, too.  
I'd also wanted her to endure, well, something physically painful but outside the realm of her experiences.  I'd been wanting to have a talk with her about the differences between something that hurt and something that harms and, since Brittany would soon be discovering that (and already had, to a very minor degree) and since I certainly planned on enjoying some things with my very pleasing little slave once she was 'in my clutches', this seemed like an ideal way to introduce her to that subject.
Yet for all that, deep inside, a growing sense of wondrous awe, of immense pride, had sparked and burgeoned.  Slowly I sat back, more upright, as that multiplied and flourished.  In thirty-three days (less than that, actually, since in the very beginning she/we had been simply roleplaying) she'd managed to reach a point that, in all honesty, very few adults ever managed to reach.
Quite a few years ago I'd read a story about a husband and wife who were also Master and slave.  Sometimes, with no explanation, he'd do things apparently on a whim, things that I would consider mentally cruel.  The one that had always particularly stuck in my mind was the one where, early in the morning, just before he'd gone off to work, he'd taken her down into the basement.  Once there he'd stripped her, had her raise her hands up over her head then stand on tiptoes.  Once she'd been in position he tied her wrists overhead up to a pipe.  The thing was (actually two things) was that he'd tied her with thread, and had also told her that, when he got home from work, if she'd broken the threads he'd severely punish her for disobedience.
And then he'd left her and had gone to work.
The particular story had started with her having been so bound about two hours later, with her legs and arms quivering and cramping, with her entire being in agony.  She'd known —not worried, or was anxious she might, but had positively known— there was no way, ever, she'd manage successfully standing like that until her Master came home and released her.  There was no way those threads would remain intact when he came down to check up on her.  That being the case, she easily could have just thought, 'Oh what the hell, I'm going to break them no matter what I do' and lowered off her toes minutes after her Master had left.  After all, he'd have had no way to tell just how long she'd endured; it could have been ten seconds, ten minutes, or eight hours.  He'd never ask her how long, and it wouldn't matter to him how long.  All that mattered was that she hadn't remained on her toes.
But, even knowing all that, she flat out, absolutely had refused, to spinelessly admit defeat.  It might not —no, definitely would not— matter to her Master . . . but it mattered to her.
I was still a bit sticky from sweat from my arousal, then climax, of minutes ago, so I slowly got to my feet (which still felt a little wobbly) and padded out the door, leaving my clothes puddled on the floor.  Turning right and strolling down the hallway then turning left into the Master bathroom I turned on the lights, grabbed a towel then stepped into the LineaAqua Sunrise corner shower.  Flicking the built-in FM radio on, then the water, shortly thereafter I was slowly feeling the multiple sprays of soothing, relaxing warm water sluicing over me.  I was still feeling discomfited by how far things had gone with my little slave, but I was absolutely floating on Cloud Nine because of the other.  I'd wanted her to experience acute distress and discomfort, but it had gone past that.  And the reason it had gone past that was, well . . .
. . . My very pleasing and devoted little slave hadn't wanted to break the threads.
I quickly soaped down then lathered my hair before rinsing off, then stepped out onto the thick and fluffy bath mat and vigorously toweled off, all the while basking in the glowy knowledge of just what my little slave had done . . . and why.
I would have liked to have hedonistically lounged for quite some time but I wanted to make sure I was at the pc in case Ken contacted me about Winry.  I was pretty sure my little slave wouldn't be doing so herself any time in the immediate future.  If she wasn't, right now, soaking in a hot bath I'd be inordinately shocked.
While I was drying my hair I abruptly froze, recalling something I'd heard:
“Jesus, Kylie,”
Kylie.  As in Kylie Carter.  Not Winry, but Kylie.  
Chuckling to myself I resumed drying off.  Well, she had told me she identified really, really closely with her character, after all!  Why she hadn't, as yet, confessed to me the deception (which, in the beginning, was a very reasonable and prudent one) I had no clue.  Perhaps she'd simply gotten in the habit so much it just never occurred to her to do so.  Well, one thing I wasn't going to do was confront her about it.  That could wait, I wickedly smiled, until she was with me!
Tossing the towel into the hamper I opened the door and started stepping out into the hallway.  I hadn't bothered redressing; I was quite comfortable with my skin, and didn't see any immediate need to get dressed again.  At least, not until I abruptly froze, staring that the door just opposite.
The door to the upstairs guest bedroom.
The guest bedroom which was currently occupied by a little girl.
"Sweet Jesus!"  I softly mouthed under my breath, stepping back inside the bathroom and closing the door behind me.  I'd forgotten all about Tammy!  Thank God she was a sound sleeper!  I shuddered, suddenly picturing her opening up the door and stepping out just as I was moseying along, stark naked, to take a shower.  Dashing through the bathroom and into the Master bedroom I peeked out the door, checking to see if the coast was clear before darting back into my office.  I quickly threw the previously-doffed clothes back on before taking a deep breath and relaxing.  Ambling down the hall I stopped in front of the guest bedroom door then quietly opened it a crack before peeping inside.
Silently breathing a sigh of relief, seeing her still fast asleep, I quietly stepped into the room and stepped inside.  My nose wrinkled; I simply couldn't help it; she was quite, ah, piquantly fragrant.  A flash of fury raged inside me at that.  Not at her, oh no, but at those miserable excuses for protoplasm that (Ha!) called themselves her parents.
Quietly padding over I stood at her side, gazing down at the rank, matted and tangled mess of her hair.  The thing was, even through the grime and soil, ragged clothes and rank aroma, she looked like an angel sleeping there.  My lips curved into a soft, tender and gentle smile.  But inside was raging a furious beast who wanted nothing more than to rip Dutch and Ruth into very tiny pieces.  
Even as I thought that I realized that, if I chose to do so, I could very easily (and more importantly, without a trace) take her downstairs.  No one had seen me pick her up.  No one had seen me drive her here.  All I'd have to do would be to take her, and her bike, downstairs . . . 
Again I softly sighed; I just couldn't do that to her.  In the short-term it just wouldn't be fair to either her or my little slave.  And, long-term?  Again I softly sighed, wishing I had some legitimate way of justifying her coming here more often.
Suddenly I realized two very pale blue eyes were peeping up at me.  And just as unexpectedly I became conscious of the fact that those orbs weren't drowsy looking.  All of a sudden I felt my eyes shimmer at the same time my insides warmed with affection and pride.  The last thing I'd told her as I'd tucked her into bed was to stay in the room until I came for her.  And, even though it was obvious she was wide-awake (and god knew how long she had been awake) she'd remained in bed, exactly as I'd told her to do.
I felt my face crease into a wide, warm, fond smile as I slowly lowered a hand and then gently, oh-so-gently, brushed the back of fingers along one soft little cheek.  "Hey little Princess," I softly murmured.  "Did you have a nice nap?"
KENNA
Tammy Getting Anxious, Sunday 24 May
It sure does take a while for him to come check on me. ‘Gin’ng to think I was gonna hafta get up and go or somethin’. Not that I’d disturb him. Heck, he’s nice but he’s got big hands and looks stronger than daddy. Tol’ me to stay put and I don’t think he’d hit me, but if he did, I’d see dam big stars… more than daddy does. Nope, not gonna bother him  and not gonna  leave jus’ yet. Jus’ in case, I stay in bed. He don’t know what I want, but I do. I’m fucken stupid… daddy and momma and the boys all say so all the time… stupid enough to think he jus’ might slip in quiet like and kiss me. Ohhh, gives me shivers to think ‘bout my own Prince Charming. 
Then I hear him… figger it’s him anyway as footsteps go tromping down the hall. Comin’ to get me? Cross my fingers, close my eyes, and nope, I don’t pucker up. Ain’t that stupid. And he doesn’t come in. I perk up and hear water running. Maybe he forgot me. Prolly. One thing I am is easy to forget ‘bout. Best thing that happens to me at home, so I’m good at it, too. I wait a minute or so and the water’s still going, so I get up and open the door… tiptoe down the hall… he’s in the bathroom! I heared daddy or momma take showers before so I figger that’s what he’s doing. Dang it, I’ll just leave then. Fixed my bike and that was nice. Fed me a dam good lunch, too. So what if he forgot me. No big deal. Then I get this really naughty idea. Before I go, I’ll see what’s in his fridge. Maybe more of those strawberries? Maybe cookies hidden away? Dang, I’ll grab a few and skedaddle. 
I look down the hall toward the kitchen. I could just slip out and snag somethin’ on the way out, yanno. God damn me, if he caught me, he’d… well, I knows he won’t hit me. He’d do worse than that. Never let me come back. Jus’ like that I knows I’m gonna get back in bed and give him one more chance. I ain’t never this good for nobody, but for him… I pad back to the bedroom and get under the covers again. 
A couple a minutes later, I hear him outta the shower and he stomps off to the bedroom. Not like he stomps stomps, but he ain’t a ballerina neither. Seen one a them on TV once. Then float when they wanna, yanno. When I hear him again, he comes right up to the door and I shut my eyes. I’m sleepin’, yep, sleepin’ and that’s how he’s gonna find me… kiss me and wake up me. 
Almos’ holdin’ my breath, I hear him come in and stand over me. Maybe? Prolly not. Is he? Well… c’mon, are you? Don’t jus’ stand there. What’d’ya want? I peek and he’s staring right down at me with those kind, wise gray eyes a his. Wow, he’s so big. No, kiss. I shiver though when he calls me his little Princess. That’s almos’ as good. Fucken stupid me. He’s like a king not a prince. He don’t kiss lil girls. 
“Ye… umm…” I cough. My mouth don’t work the first time and then I say. “Uh huh, s’OK. I should go now, huh?” I rub my eyes on accounta I gotta look like I jus’ woke up. He looks diff’rnt, yanno. “You got cleaned up,” I say. Duh! He took a fucken shower, you idiot! “Do it on Sundays like me, huh?” That’s the rule. Gotta take a bath every Sunday. “Course we…” Ohmigod, I blush like crazy. He don’t need to know ‘bout skinny dipping. That’s not a proper bath anyways. “I jus’ oughta go now.” Dang, ‘bout the most I ever said to him and I figger I’m better off keeping my mouth shut. 
Winry, Off Her Toes, Sunday, 24 May
I just had the most intense experience of my life and now that I have time, it’s not my master that I think about. It’s dad. I think about him coming to get me down just when I needed him. Sure he’s the one who put me up there, but he’s the one who checks on me and almost (I think) called it off the last time he poked his head in. He’s my safety net. He’s not my master, but I couldn’t do any of this without him. 
He was so disappointed in me about not trusting him, but I never did stop trusting him. I just got embarrassed about what’s going on. For the first time in my life I felt like I had something private and personal going on. In a way, I do, but he knows everything about it, so in a big way I don’t.  Yeah, I was just kidding in a teasing sort of way when I said he was breathing heavy behind me. It was for the other RPers. That does not mean I wasn’t embarrassed beyond rational thought when he said he was going to sit and stare at me as my punishment. And the words he used! But a day later, I see him so different. 
I trust him. Completely. I trust my OTM completely, too. The two of them conspire behind my back and it’s because they’re like one person when it comes to me. I trust dad to take care of me. I trust him to be the odd man out… the referee who stops me when I get too wild and I wonder if he stops my OTM sometimes. I trust him to help us and to keep his distance at the right times. I just figuratively lost my virginity and I trust him not to listen to the tape. He got me down when I was wetter than a frog on a lilypad in a rainstorm and I never gave it a second thought. 
After I IM Masterius, dad sticks his head in to check on me. “Everything OK, Pumpkin?”
“Yes, sir,” I say. 
He sighs. “First off, Masterius told me to tell you to take a bath. Slipped my mind until you were already headed that way. I’d have stopped you if he gave me any other instructions, but you know him well. Second…” Heavy sigh. “…Kylie, I’m not sure what just happened and I don’t want to know. If you need to talk to him, I’ll let you have 10 minutes alone on audio and I won’t listen to the tape.”
“Thanks, sir,” I say. If I have to talk to anybody, it should be dad, right? Wasn’t that the lesson from yesterday? I just don’t need to talk to anybody right now. “He knows. I don’t need to talk to him. He’s scary sometimes the way he knows what’s going on.” On second thought, “I would like to talk to him though.”
“Fine, I’ll set it up. You have a safe word, right?”
“Yeah,” I nod. Maybe I should talk to Masterius about using the safe word. I just didn’t know if that was the right time to use it. There at the end, if I hadn’t been so close to something special, I would have. But, I would have when I was bored to tears, too. Both times I was at my limit. 
“Fine.”
“Thanks, daddy,” I give that a try for old times’ sake.
He smiles and I know it meant something to him. Then he says, “That’s thanks, sir.”
After he goes I think about my OTM. I feel like a scored big with him. All that talk about how I was just a decoration and he wasn’t going to do anything except look and then bam, he was all over me. Rewind. Back to the beginning. He had me hanging by my wrists wearing nothing but a collar and shoes. Naked and on display, I could feel his eyes on me from clear across the country. I liked that decoration idea. Only one person in the whole world thinks I’m sexy and, man, was I. His voice is like… warm molasses poured over me. So sensual, so expressive. More like liquid sex seeping over the phone and washing over me. It was fun, exciting, and did that tummy flip flop thing that marks the forbidden. 
It was those damn coffee breaks that really turned me upside down. There was that feeling of helplessness when he walked off. Hey, I’m on display. How can you walk away? Bet it was hard to do. I still hurt and no one to look at me. I wanted him back. Ohmigod, I wanted him to look. It’s what I was there for. Then it just went away for a while and that was… well, I almost don’t want to think about it, but I do. It’s what I hate about being here with him there. It’s easier to remember the excitement than that moment of nothing, but I do manage to dredge that awkward feeling back up. It was a coffee break and he just walked off, but he wasn’t even here to walk off. I was alone. I’d always been alone. And I felt stupid standing in my room pretending he could even walk away.
Then there was that moment when it rushed back. I was never alone. The miles didn’t matter. He was there anyway. He cared. Oh yeah, I know he cared. Cared that I was there to look at or not. Cared that I hurt. Cared that I whimpered. At the instant I knew I wasn’t being a good slave. If I couldn’t imagine myself hanging from his ceiling, then I wasn’t being a good slave. And it just all fell back in place. Whether he was in the room or not, thousands of miles away or not, talking to me or not… I was hanging for him and I was determined to do it right. And what a reward!
I won. I made him look and want and even come to me. No, stop it, Kylie. It’s not winning or losing. I pleased him. I didn’t win his attention. Maybe I earned it. Kewl! He didn’t lose. He just changed his plans. Ohmigod, how wonderful I feel to know that I pleased him. I was a good slave. There at the end it probably hurt more than that spanking yesterday, but it wasn’t punishment… holy cow… it was a reward. I can hardly even say it to myself. I pleased him and he pleased me. He came and I didn’t, but I still feel like we both climaxed. 
And now I’m content because I dissected the whole thing and put it back together. The whole time I’ve been sitting at my computer doing nothing but thinking and waiting for a reply to my IM or maybe even a post. 
MASTERIUS
Masterius, early afternoon, Sunday, 24 May

Putting the F-150 into park then turning off the engine I sat there for about half a minute, my last image of Tammy —slowly pedaling off, heading back home . . . if you could call that hovel she lived in, and the parents and siblings that infested there,  home, that is— still vividly fresh in my mind.  Since the main driveway was gravel (not exactly the best surface to ride a bicycle on) and since it was also at least two miles long, I'd given her a lift down to the first service road, where it would be easier for her to ride.
I felt guiltier than Hell about shooing her home, but I was anxious about Winry and I wanted to be right there, instantly available when (or if) she logged back on, or sent a message or email.  Tammy had seemed so flustered when she'd first roused, groggily rubbing her eyes with small fisted hands, although one thing she'd murmured had had me steaming at the time; Hell, still had me steaming, in fact.
“Do it on Sundays like me, huh?”
She'd been referring to me having just taken a shower, so it didn't take a rocket scientist to realize she only bathed once a week.  Then again, my nose was pretty much telling me the same.  I suspected that the choice of bathing wasn't left up to her, although I could be wrong.  I'd known several kids —albeit boys— who would have been perfectly content never taking another bath again.
The one thing I'd absolutely learned by now was to move very slowly and carefully around her.  Any sudden movement anywhere towards her —or even in her general direction— resulted in her instantly flinching, sometimes almost humping over.  And again, it took no rocket scientist to understand why she reacted that way.
I have to admit, I'd been grossly mistaken about her.  Then again I suppose I could be excused for that.  After all, I'd hardly ever spent any time with her before, observing her only in passing glances.  So I suppose my initial 'first impression' that she'd some sort of learning disorder, mental handicap or disability was understandable.  My second impression was that she'd been a bit slow and painfully shy.  
It hadn't taken very long, however, now having spent some face-to-face time with her, to comprehend it was none of those things.  She acted, and reacted, the way she did because she had been —and by the various bruises on her, still was— being physically abused.  At least physical abuse; knowing Dutch and Ruth the little I did (and adding to that the various and sundry town gossip about them) I had no doubt it was also mental and emotional abuse.  
As I'd watched her pedal off I'd also seen my one-and-only, absolutely flawless opportunity to abduct her, slowly recede from view as well.  The thing was, in this instance ​—and unlike with Winry— I'd only been vaguely considering abducting her for her own protection and best interest; to save her.
Stepping out I walked around the front of my truck then headed towards the main entrance.  Much as I hated to admit it to myself, not only hadn't I exhausted all potential options I hadn't even started them.  For instance, I could invite Frank over for a little chat.  Frank Jackson was a rarity: a perfect round peg for a perfect square hole.  
With a total population of 508, a sheriff soon got to know pretty much everyone.  In many ways Paw Paw was a pretty good town.  Oh, we still had our share of mean-spirited gossips, idlers, drunkards, and other town idjuts that make life interesting, but otherwise it was pretty good.  And Frank was no small reason for that. 
Frank wasn't a particularly imposing fellow, not at five foot ten and two hundred and ten pounds.  He was neither burly nor brawny, and you couldn't really say he had any sort of commanding presence.  Fact is, if you didn't personally know him, picturing him as a retired Marine Master Sergeant would be your least likely choice.  Most times, in fact, you'd find him smiling, blue eyes merry, white teeth gleaming in a face crowned by very close-cropped, wiry curls.  Frank was blacker'n black, so dark, in fact, his skin sometimes appeared purple hued.  Yep, Frank was a jolly old soul . . . until you pissed him off.  
I'd never actually seen his pissed-off expression but, from both first- and second-hand accounts I'd been told, he'd scare the piss out of a rock.  
Granted, Dutch was a belligerent cuss, and dumb as a stump to boot.  I know he'd gotten up into my face once, and I'd'a swore no one was that suicidal.  But for the life of me I couldn't figure out why Frank hadn't stepped in and done something about Tammy's situation.  And the bitch was that I couldn't figure out how to 'unofficially' broach the subject to him.  If he wasn't aware of the situation he certainly would be as soon as I obliquely inquired.  And if he did know about it and had been trying, for whatever reason, to discreetly work 'behind the scene' then, no sooner would I ask then he'd feel obligated to take official notice.
Walking inside and closing the door behind me I scowled.  I was probably doing Frank an injustice.  No, strike that; I was doing him an injustice.  Shaking my head I softly chuckled at myself then grimaced.  Was I so reluctant to involve Frank —or any other option— because I wanted to be the one who rescued and saved her?  To be her Knight in Shining Armor?  If so . . . that didn't say a whole lot about me, now, did it?
Quickly strolling down the hall to the back hallway I stopped for a moment just outside the parlor.  Glancing inside at the plastic-covered furniture, and assorted conversation pieces, objet d'art, bric-a-brac, and tchotchkes, I felt as if I was looking into an antique store.  An antique store that hadn't been dusted in quite some time.
Heading up the steps I softly sighed to myself.  This really was, in many ways, far too big a house for just one person.  Between trying to repair and restore the property (and, so far, I'd been limited, due to time, to doing so to the main house, and the farm property due east) and working doing handyman work during the week, well . . .
I'd tried, several times, hiring a cleaning service, but I did live somewhat out of the way so most independent ones didn't care to travel that far.  Besides, what I really needed was either a full-time housekeeper, or maid.  I don't know why I'd always been a bit reluctant about either, but I had a suspicion:  I'd always fantasies about, one day, finding the ideal woman, my soul-mate.  Someone who, with all their heart, desired to be my slave in addition to everything else.  So I guess I'd also harbored vague dreams of her being my full-time housekeeper in addition.  After all, I chuckled to myself, isn't that one of a slave's duties?
Ducking into my office I checked for messages, emails or posts.  I wasn't alarmed at finding nothing.  After all, it had only been about forty minutes since her extremely arduous session had ended.  I figured she'd either: 1) passed right out immediately afterwards, 2) was still soaking in a bath, or, 3) had already soaked and passed out afterwards.  Nonetheless, I planned on staying (reasonably) instantly available for the rest of the afternoon, at least.
Several minutes later the stripped linens from the guest bedroom were bundled out in the hallway, with the pillow Febrezed and setting out on a balcony chair to air out.  Opening the windows to air out the room I then took the redolent linens downstairs to presoak before washing.  Then it was back upstairs to my office, with my usual mug of coffee.
There was still no activity from Winry, so I opened up our last post, preparing to reply, but I found it difficult to concentrate.  Between the lingering misgivings and impotence about Tammy's situation, and the much, much more immediacy of my pleasing little bondage playtoy slave's performance, I just couldn't seem to stay focused on the story.
I'd just started typing the first sentence when I heard messenger 'ding'.
Sir, that was different. Can I just chill the rest of the day?
Tenderly smiling I immediately replied:
Of course you can my very pleasing little slave!  Master knows just how arduous today was, and I must tell you: I am very, very proud of my little slave!  I simply don't have the words to tell you just how impressed, awed and proud I am of your devotion and determination my little slave.  And your Master certainly hopes his little slave feels very proud, herself!
KENNA
Tammy Heading Home, Sunday 24 May
After he drops me off at the road, I hop on my tuned up bike. Rides real nice now. Bet it’s almos’ as good as Jack’s new one. What a dam good afternoon. Got my bike fixed. Had a special lunch. And nap. Kind a big for naps, but I slept and then I waited for him. Sure, I got antsy, but waiting was worth it. Jus’ him looking at me makes it worth it. 
I know I’m stupid for thinking ‘bout him treating me like I was Sleeping Beauty. Prolly knew I wasn’t really sleeping and I ain’t no beauty. But I know it ain’t stupid to think that he jus’ might treat me special… better’n momma and daddy. And I ain’t so stupid that I think he would unless I do something ‘bout it. Almos’ makes me wanna be bad, get a whopping, and then go make sure he sees my new bruise. Kinda sorry ass idea. See my bruise? Can I have strawberries? 
Then I get it. First off… most fucken important thing… I can’t tell momma or daddy ‘bout him. Heck, I  prolly wouldn’t get outta my room for a month. ‘I tol’ you not to talk to strangers.’ I know daddy don’t like him and they get real pissed if somebody sees a bruise and now he’s seen ‘em twice. That big blue sheriff seen one once I only got more later. Second, I gotta do something for him. Like a thank you that I shoulda said when I left… kick myself if I wasn’t riding a bike… but even more. He fixed my bike so good I’m outta broken bike ideas to meet him. Gotta do something for him. 
Third thing is… well, when I get home it’s Sunday, so I take my bath without even being told. I mean, holy cow, his house smelled nice and he did, too, and I know I didn’t on accounta the way he looked at me sometimes. At first I thought it was jus’ sorry ‘bout my bruise… yanno, pity… gah, I don’t want no pity… even if it did work… but I got it after the nap when I walked outta the bedroom and wow did it smell nice out in the hall. Like I was Peppy La Pew, yanno. Anyways, after my bath, I ask momma if I can take a bath every night. At first I think she’s gonna say no, but then she shrugs and says,”Guess you’re old enough… just don’t use hot water. We use enough all ready. Jus’ cold water, ya hear? And don’t waste shampoo. Don’t need to wash your hair but twice a week… Sundays and Wednesdays.”
I manage not to jump for joy or even smile. I even get two steps toward the door before she says, “Jus’ what brought this on?”
What brought this on? You mean besides trying to smell better for the nice man down the road? “Umm… I dunno… jus’ that… umm… you and daddy shower every day and I go out an’ get dirty an’ sweaty an’ … then there’s germs, yanno.”
She shakes her head at me and says, “Them boys and you watch too much TV.” 
Yeah, that’s where I heard about germs. 
Winry Chilling (As If She Could), Sunday 24 May
I didn’t really expect a reply when I IM’d him I wasn’t sure he’d even be at the computer. But he answers right away and I wonder if he was working on a post. I grin wryly at his response. Arduous. Very, very proud. Awed and proud. Devotion and determination. All I called it was different because I couldn’t quite express how it felt. He didn’t say he was happy. With daddy checking IMs, I know he can’t talk about what really happened, but is proud the same as happy? I guess I feel proud of myself, but there’s a lot more I’d say before I got down the list to proud. I read his message a few times and finally I decide that I am awed and proud at what I did and how good it feels to have him awed and proud. Jeez, it makes me feel warm all over again because I really do think that proud is the best compliment he could give me. 
Thank you, sir. I like making you proud. I guess arduous is the right word. I can’t believe something could hurt so much and still feel good. I did it for you and I did it for me. Does that make sense? 
As I hit send… dang it! That’s not what I meant. I read it several times before I hit send and I meant what I said, but as soon as it’s on its way, I read it from his point of view. Hastily, I add:
Not like the pain felt good. Everything felt tood despite the pain. 
Good despite the pain. 
Then dad’s right here with the headset and plugging it in. I haven’t even mentioned to my master that daddy said we could talk. 
Daddy’s gonna let me talk to you. Dang it, daddy isn’t wasting time. How quick can you get up? I’m going live pretty soon. 
KENNA
Kenna Recaps Conversation between Masterius and Winry Sunday 24 May
Masterius IMs: Yes, my amazing little slave, that makes perfect sense.
 
I really do understand what you mean by doing it both for me *and* for you.
 
Winry IMs: Thanks, sir. Just hard to know how to feel. Anyway, I wanted to ask a question. 

Masterius IMs: Sure! What is it?
 
Winry IMs: Hang on, I’m going live. 
Winry says: You there? Really I wanted to talk something over. I think I'll talk to dad about it, too. I want you to know how much I trust you and dad. 
 
Masterius posts: I nod, then realize how silly that is since she can't see me.
 
Winry says: So the question is about my safe word. I'm not sure I could ever use it. It hurt, but I wanted to be sexy and I was even OK with it hurting. You were with me all the time and you knew exactly what was going on. So wouldn't you stop it if it was too much? I just don't want to. 
 
Masterius posts: I feel a lump form in my throat, and it takes several swallows to clear it. My tone is rich and thick with raw, deep, and profound emotion.


Masterius says: Yes, my very pleasing and devoted little slave, your Master would stop things if they really were too much for you.
 
I'll *expand* your limits, yes. But I won't force you past them.
 
Winry says: That's why I trust you, sir. I want to get as much out of it as I could... and give you as much as I could. Maybe even more than I could. I think I even didn't know when to stop.
 
Masterius’ voice is like a caressing blanket of sun-warmed silk: You have no idea just how rare, how precious and unique a slave you are.
Sounding quite stunned and *extremely*, inordinately pleased . . . as well as touched . . . and no small part proudly possessive: You've managed, in less than a month of training, to reach a point that very, *very* few other slaves or submissives do.
 
Winry posts: I'm embarrassed at the praise and speechless for a moment.
 
Winry says: Is that OK, sir? I mean, that kind of scares me. 
 
Masterius says: It's more than OK, yes.
 
Masterius’ voice changes, softens, a soft murmur: What about it scares you, little love?
 
Winry says: Thank you, sir. I like being yours. It scares me that I'm maybe going too fast. Maybe I should have more control. Heavy sigh.  It scares me that I'm 12 and I don't know how to feel and when to stop.
 
Masterius says: I really wish I could have you perched on my lap right now and gently cuddle as we talk. But, since I can't, I’ll do the best I can with my voice and tone.
 
Winry says: Yes, your voice is awesome. Sometimes soothing and sometimes so powerful. 
 
Masterius says softly, with a bit of an amused chuckle yet also an understanding, conspirational one: I have no doubt you'd be going too fast except for your Master . . . and Dad, too, of course.
 
Winry posts: I mentally kick myself for forgetting dad is watching all of this. If I was going too fast, he'd stop me.
Winry says: So that scares me about myself. Maybe I'd be going faster? I don't know?
 
Masterius says: However, as to being scared because you don't know how to feel or know when to stop . . . There *isn't* a right way or wrong way to feel. You just *do*. And as for knowing when to stop . . . Voice softens. I'm afraid that, for that, you'll have to keep trusting your Master.
 
Winry says: Yes, sir, I do trust you. 
 
Masterius posts: A big smile spreads across my face at that, and it shows in my voice. 
Masterius says: Why, *thank* you!
 
Would it help knowing that even adults, quite frequently, 'go too fast' at times?
 
Winry says: Do they? I guess that helps.

Oh yeah, I almost forgot the part about I almost used the safe word just because I got bored. It was one of your coffee breaks and I just didn't like it. But then I decided that wasn't what the word is for either.
 
Masterius says: I'm very proud of you for that decision.
 
Masterius’ voice lowers, in that deep, rumbly, ominous tone: Because using a safeword just because a slave is bored in a Very Bad Thing.
 
Winry says: Yes, sir. I thought it would be just a bad thing. Even more glad I didn't.
 
Masterius’ voice lowers and softens again: In all honesty, little love, you should never have to use your safeword. 
 
Hmmmm… 
 
Winry says: Thank you, sir. That's what I want. 
 
It means a lot to a little bondage playtoy slave to trust her One True Master.  
Masterius says: Master has an assignment for his pleasing little slave.
 
Winry’s voice perks up at the mention of an assignment: Yes, sir?
 
Masterius says: I realize that, on the grand scheme of things, Wikipedia isn't the ultimate reference choice.
 
However, I want you to look up the following three subjects there: subspace (BDSM), aftercare (BDSM) and Master/slave (BDSM).
 
Winry’s voice deperks to cautious and curious: Yes, sir. 
 
Masterius says: I think my pleasing little bondage playtoy slave will find the information there informative and helpful to her.
Winry says: Homework?
 
Winry posts: Already I’m opening my browser and heading for Wikipedia. Can’t hold me back when I’m on a mission. 
Masterius softly chuckles: Yes; homework.
 
Masterius says: Then I will want her to write a paper, cross-referencing --when and if applicable-- how the information she finds there may or may not apply to her.

Winry sounds disappointed: Jeez, I always think we're doing something unique. Like nobody has done this before and then Wikipedia writes about it?
 
Masterius chuckles louder, a very understanding sound.
 
Winry sighs: Yes, sir.
 
Masterius’ voice turns thick and rich and golden as her huskily murmurs, almost a rumble: No Master has ever owned, or trained, such a pleasing, wonderful, devoted slave such as mine. Nor have they ever had the pleasure of training one who is only twelve. And Master will guarantee my little slave *this* . . . every slave in the world, *every* one, would envy you for being able to start as young as you have.
 
And also for being so perfect. 
 
Winry says: Did you hear me blush, sir?
 
Masterius posts: I just smile, feeling a warm inside me.
 
Masterius says: Honestly, you've been experiencing quite a few unique things with your Master.
 
Masterius’  voice again lowers to that deep, rich, husky rumble: And, *trust* me on *this*, my sexy little slave . . . just *wait* until I get my hands on you!
 
Winry says: That's the problem, sir. I have to wait years. We have to wait years. There you go with that voice again. Gives me goose bumps.
 
Masterius’ voice chokes up: God, I am so *proud* of you!
 
Masterius thickly purrs: Mmmmmmmm. 
 
Winry posts: My eyes tear and I start to sniff, trying to keep from crying.
Winry says: Oh, God, don't... 
 
Masterius posts: Damn! I silently curse myself. *I* know it won't be long, but *she* doesn't. And my heart hurts as I empathize with her, knowing just how this must make her feel.
 
Masterius lowers his voice, tone soft, low and soothing: Shhhh . . . shhhh little love. I'm sorry.
 
Masterius posts: Then I tense and shudder, getting a *very* vivid image of Winry when she finally finds out that Dad and I have known for quite some time how she's going to be spending the summer. I shudder again. Oh my, my, my! Will I be in deep doo-doo then! 
 
Winry occasionally sniffs and says: It's OK, sir. I just... love you and don't know how come I'm so lucky.
 
Winry posts: Even as I’m sniffling, I finally get to read about subspace on Wikipedia.
Winry says: Sir, was I... umm... incoherent?
 
Masterius posts: I was just about to say how much I wish I could be cuddling and soothing her, but I'm afraid that that'll just upset her more, and with good reason. 
Masterius says: No, you weren't really that incoherent. Then again, you weren't really in *deep* subspace.
 
Winry says: Thanks, sir, I guess it really doesn't matter.
 
Masterius says: Of course it matters. I promised to train *and* teach you.
 
Winry posts: And, thanks to a hyperlink in the article, I read about aftercare... oh, so that's what he's doing now. I'll just shut up and let him do it and you know what? I realize I need it.


Winry says: I think I've been there maybe. Not this time, but a couple other times.
 
Masterius says: Does it make you feel better now, inside, recognizing that possibility?
 
Winry says: Yes, sir. Now that I think about those other times, I liked it. Sigh. That's OK, right? It said so. 
 
Masterius with a *very* definite, and *very* warm, chuckle and in a rumbly purr says: You dambetcha that's OK!
 
Winry says: Could my One True Master do something for me, please?
 
Masterius says: If I can, I will, yes.
 
Winry says: You know how you talk about... touching me? Could I just shut up and you do that now? Hold me with your voice like you do?
 
Winry posts: That's what Wikipedia said and it gives me goose bumps just to think about him doing that. I wanted to chill and this sounds like the best way EVER.
 
Masterius feels another lump in his throat and says: Just close your eyes my little one.
 
Winry says: Yes, sir, eyes closed.
 
Masterius says: Master has you on his lap, my arms around you. Your head is tucked under my chin, and the fingers of one hand lightly caress up and down your back.
 
Masterius posts: I don't say anything, but my breathing softly rumbles, a quite contented, proud and fond purr.
 
Masterius says: I nestle you closer against me, holding you so close. Not tight, just very close.
 
Soothingly. Protectively. Sheltering you with my body.
 
Winry posts: I lean back in the chair, but it's a hard wood chair. So then I check the length of the cord and lie down on the floor right by my desk.
 
Masterius says: I am so very proud of my little slave, you know. Again in that low deep purred rumble. Winry can feel the vibration as he murmurs to her.
 
Reaching up, I gently slip my fingers through your hair, gently, lightly, tenderly stroking.
 
You mean the world to me little love.
 
Winry posts: I curl up, imagining him all around me, caressing and holding me close.
Winry’s voice is low, trying to match his tone and richness: Mmmmmm.
 
Masterius says: Softly I brush gentle kisses atop your head, fingers now stroking the back of your neck as I continue cuddling you close and secure.
 
Masterius says very softly: Do you know what would please Master the most right now?
 
Winry says: Hmm?
 
Masterius says: Cuddling his pleasing little slave, and feeling her body grow limp.
 
Her breathing grow slow and deep.
 
Holding her as she slips away into a deep sleep, knowing that Master will keep her safe and warm and protected.
 
Winry posts: Eyes closed, check. Limp, check. Breathing slow and deep, check. Hope he can hear it. So not going to fall asleep and miss any of this.
 
Masterius voice is a soft, caressing murmur:: Even all these miles away, I can close my eyes and feel you with me. Feel you atop my lap, cuddled in my arms. Softly smiling, watching as you drift off to sleep.
 
So peaceful and relaxed. So contented and angelic.
 
Gently gliding a palm up and down your back in slow, wide circles, just caressing.
 
Winry posts: Cuddled? Mm hmm. There you go, back rub.
 
Masterius whispers: Can you feel my arms little one? Can you feel me so so softly rubbing your back? Can you feel the heat of my body keeping you warm?
 
Winry voice is soft and drowsy, quiet so she doesn’t disturbed herself: Mm hmm. So nice.
 
Masterius posts: I so very tenderly smile, even as I so very badly want her on my lap and in my arms right now.
 
Masterius says with a low, yet deep purr: Mmmmmm . . . that's it. Just relax. Just relax, and feel Master holding you. Cuddling you. Protecting you.
 
Feel my hand rubbing your back. Long, slow, wide circles. Then up and down. Then back to circles.
 
All the way from nape of neck to small of back.
 
My other arm, so strong yet so gentle, keeps you cuddles and secure against my chest.
 
Winry posts: Winry’s dad types an IM - whether Masterius is at his computer and notices, who knows? I gave her 10 minutes with you, but whenever you're done doing whatever you're doing, let me know. I assume you're still talking to her.
 
Masterius posts: The ding of an incoming IM startles me. Although I'm not staring at the monitor I'm sitting near it, leaning back in my chair, eyes closed, and picturing cuddling my little slave.
 
Winry posts: Softly breathing, the last thing I remember is cuddled against his chest.
 
Masterius posts: I very quietly type as I continue murmuring to her. I will. And yes I am.
 
Masterius posts: No words now, just low, soft, wordless comforting croons. 
 
Growing softer and softer, listening to her breathing grow slow and steady, tenderly smiling, realizing she's really fallen asleep. 
 
I carefully mute the headset although keeping it on. 
 
Masterius IMs: Done. She's drifted off to sleep.
 
Winry dad IMs: Thank you. That was very nice of you to do that. She was pretty wound and I don't think falling asleep was on her agenda. I'll go get her in bed. 
 
Masterius IMs: OK. I don't think falling asleep was, either. But she needed it.
MASTERIUS
Masterius, mid-afternoon to early evening, Sunday, 24 May


"Uuuuuuuuuuuuuu . . ."
Stretching as I roused, yawning mightily, I didn't wake up as quickly as I usually did after a power nap.  
I really disliked the term.  Power nap.  What an eye-roller that was!  Sounded like something a yuppie would coin.
I'd evidently been doing "power naps", it seemed, for years; something I'd learn to do in the military, especially when on patrol.  I often didn't get a lot of sleep, and, as for regular sleep?  Hah!  So I, like pretty much everyone else in my company (and I'd bet a ton o' dough like everyone else in similar deployments) had learned how to grab a few winks here and there to keep me fresh and alert. 
I wasn't feeling particularly 'fresh and alert' at the moment, and it took me a few seconds, as I rose out of bed and more deeply stretched, to understand the most likely reason why.  I don't know why we —and by 'we' I'd meant Dominants in general— don't make an issue of it (we're not supermen or superwomen by any means), but we're just as likely to need aftercare at times as our bottoms/submissives/slaves are.  I don't think we do that on purpose; at least I don't.  However, the more I pondered matters as I padded buck-ass naked down the stairs to the kitchen, I realized that, almost always, I'd never really focused on my needs after a session.  
The thing was, this time, I could have used a little aftercare unwinding.  On the one hand that might appear extremely selfish and unnecessary; after all, it was my little bondage playtoy slave that had undergone the physical and emotional ordeal.  One the other hand, however . . .
Man, that other hand had well and truly kicked my ass.  The moment I realized just how far she'd gone to be obedient, pleasing and dutiful.  How far she'd gone, not just for me, but also for herself.
I did it for you and I did it for me.  Does that make sense?
Between the session itself, then her IM prologue and following conversation, then ending with me 'cuddling' her afterwards until she'd really and truly drifted off to sleep 'in my arms' . . .
Well, it wasn't until all that was over that I suddenly felt drained.  Dog tired.  Exhausted.  
So yes, a nap was definitely called for.  And I'd fallen asleep with my little pleasing bondage playtoy slave in my thoughts, and had woken thinking of her as I had.
Poor baby, I commiserated.  She was still under the impression that we'd have a two-month long separation, and that was killing her.  Once she'd gotten over the shock of being 'kidnapped' and, well, once I'd confessed the truth, I had no doubt I'd finally (alas) experience the full range of her not-inconsiderable temper and vengeance.
As her friend I'd understand that and, even to some degree, accept I'd deserve it.  As my little slave's Master, however . . .
Chuckling as I poured a mug o' Joe I pictured her expression as I simply gagged her then spanked her for sassing me.  Ooooh yes . . . interesting times indeed!
In mid-pour I suddenly froze, feeling my insides congeal up as well.  If she thought a two-month absence was going to be Hell . . . Just how was she going to feel at the end of the two months, when I flew her back home?
"How 'Ya Gonna Keep 'Em Down on the Farm? After They've Seen Paree?"
Shuddering I took a sip, pure black, not bothering to sugar or cream it, needing a hit right then, right now.  I hadn't, up to this point, even considered that aspect and, after deliberation, I'd wondered if her father had, as well.  
For a fleeting instance I had a vision of him permitting her to stay here full-time, 24/7.  Not just as my slave, oh no.  Even I wouldn't have wanted that (well, not much, anyway).  She'd want —and need— to continue her education, amongst other things.  
There was Frostburg State University.   From what I could remember it wasn't all that far away, somewhere around forty miles; a fifty minute drive if traffic didn't have problems.  But that was a university.  If I recalled correctly Winry was in an advanced school but not yet in college (even if she was taking college-level courses).  
Grimacing I shook my head then padded back upstairs to my office, once more seating myself in front of the pc and monitor.  Setting my mug down I dashed off a quick email.
Ken,
This might sound a bit stupid but, up to now I haven't given consideration to something.  I know how wound up Winry is about having to go to summer camp and with us being separated for two months because of that.  I'm pretty sure: :fervently crosses fingers:: she'll forgive the both of us for that . . . eventually.: :grins::
However . . . I haven't once given thought to what's going to happen when the time comes for her to go home at the end of two months.  Have you?  And, if so, any ideas what that's likely to be like?  
~Masterius
Sending that off I leaned back, cupped my mug between both hands and contemplatively sipped.  Several various and sundry proverbs popped into my mind, "We'll cross that bridge when we come to it" being first and foremost, although strongly competing with "Never put off till tomorrow what you can do today" for first place.
Speaking of not putting off until tomorrow . . .
Frowning again as I took another sip I considered several things on my mental agenda.  Number one was, of course, my continuing long-distance teaching and training of my little slave, along with her won't-get-here-too-soon-to-suit-me kidnapping, transport and arrival.  Close on the heels of that was what, if anything, I could do about Tammy's situation and, of course, the child herself.  There was no way that I'd really, seriously considered abducting her.  No.  No, what I really wanted was to figure out some way of having her removed from her current parents and sheltered by a loving, caring family.
Something about that tickled the back of my mind as I contemplated other matters.  At some point during my Winry's stay I fully intended to have her freely roam about.  Unlike Twerp —I grinned at that recollection— my little slave wasn't going to be spending the entire summer in a downstairs dungeon!  I was pretty sure she'd find my house intriguing, and god only knew what she'd do with an entire 2,560 acres to explore!
While I wasn't at all ashamed of the land —most of which was fallow farmland, unplowed for at least a decade— itself, nor of the eastern block of buildings (well, except for the piggery and coop) I really hadn't gotten a lot done —yet— with the southwestern, smaller block of outbuildings.  But that wasn't what was concerning me at the moment.  No, that was left to the main house itself.  Don't get me wrong; there wasn't anything wrong with the house itself, per se.  One of my primary priorities had been repairing and restoring my new home.  
Deeply sighing I finally leaned upright then rose, padding into my bedroom and pulling on a light set of sweats, then slippers, before padding downstairs.  As much as I adored this old house, sometimes getting around for a simple task could be quite an adventure.  Like doing laundry.
First off, I pretty much lived upstairs, with roughly three-quarters of the second floor my 'castle'.  Which meant in order to do laundry I first had to walk down the back staircase (which lead to the back of the ground floor main hallway) then walk through the kitchen, then down a long, narrow passage to the woodhouse, then down another flight of stairs to yet another long, narrow hallway, and then —at last!— entering the utility room where the washer and drier were located.
Which is where I was now, setting the washer for a heavily-soiled load, then adding the detergent and fabric softener before re-washing the bed linens.
The odd thing was is that there were certain 'homey' chores that I enjoyed doing very much.  Like cooking and baking, washing dishes and doing laundry.  But as for dusting and sweeping and mopping and doing windows . . . I cringed as I shuddered.  I'd say I reacted that way because they were repetitive, mindless drone tasks, but they were no less potentially mind-deadening than were washing dishes or doing laundry so I don't really have an explanation as to why I'd always abhorred those tasks.
While I wasn't, by any means, independently wealthy, I had inherited enough funds to cover taxes and maintenance.  Between the trust funds, plus what I'd saved and invested in the past, I didn't really need to work any longer.  However, Isaac Watts said it best: “In works of labour, or of skill, I would be busy too; For Satan finds some mischief still; For idle hands to do.”  Besides, I enjoyed keeping busy, which is why, in addition to the ongoing repairs and restorations I'd become the local, resident 'general handyman'.  So I'd pitch in if someone in town, or a neighbor, needed help.  There wasn't much —on the Journeyman level, at least— that I couldn't do: carpentry, electric, plumbing, computers, auto (well, auto, truck, tractor, etc.) repair and maintenance . . . yup, a true "Renaissance man", a Jack of All Trades . . . in the very original sense of the term that is:
"Jack of all trades, master of none,
Though often times better than master of one"
So I could afford to hire a cleaning service, without feeling like I'd be frivolously wasting funds.  And, in the past, I'd tried hiring several but, well . . .
Sighing, I headed back up the stairs.  I suppose it was a combination of several things but, even after advertising I'd never been able to find someone (or some ones).  Well, no one that, as yet, had fit my criteria of competency, reliability, dependability and responsibility, that is.
Halfway up the staircase I paused.  Why was I getting so focused about getting a cleaning service, when that hadn't been on my Top Ten list for years?  And then it hit me.  I was worried about what my Winry would think.  I wasn't concerned about the second floor, nor about the ground floor kitchen area.  But the parlor, library, guest room and sitting areas?  Or, for that matter, the ice house and wood house?  Well, I suppose the wood house could be excused; after all, I did keep it stocked with several cords of wood, and I did use the fireplaces.  And then there was the cellar: the utility room wasn't spotless —no eating off the floors there— but it was kept reasonably tidy.  As for my gym, that was kept quite kempt, too.  But I'd little use for the family room, and it showed.  
Just picturing my Winry peeking into the parlor and seeing all the furniture covered in plastic . . . which, in turn, was covered by dust . . .
Wincing, I continued my way up the stairs before pausing yet again, shaking my head like a horse irritated by a fly as something danced in my mind just the wrong side of being conscious.  Shaking my head again I forged onwards and, within a few minutes was, once again, seated in front of my pc.
Before I started my post I opened the 'Help Wanted' flier I'd previously created, signing as I printed out twenty copies before closing it again.
Masterius, posts early evening, Sunday, 24 May
For what seemed the longest time I just stood there behind her, rampant jutting cock still deeply buried inside her, and every time an aftershock rippled through her I hissed, feeling that tight, hot pussy rhythmically clenching around me.  My hands still grasped sleek little hips, so sweet and sexy.  My mind and thoughts were in an incoherent whirlwind, much more chaotic than usual, especially when I hadn't climaxed immediately prior.
My little toy was still gently shuddering, D-rings chiming as her lithe naked body, sheened with sweat, lightly twitched.  Deep inside I was shuddering no less intensely, eyes wide and unseeing at the moment.  All I was doing, all I was capable of doing right then, was feeling.
Finally, after what seemed an eternity, I simply took a step back, straightening hips as I did.  With an audible slurping sound —and a quite audible groan from me— my rigid cock slipped free, helpfully propelled by her tight, velvety-slick pussy.  Taking another step back I reached down and lightly patted an ass cheek, quite matter-of-factly and, truth be told, quite instinctively.  
Taking a deep breath and shaking my head to clear out the remaining cobwebs I ambled upstairs, leaving the door latched open.  Once in the kitchen —and still stark-ass naked; not a usual situation at all!— I checked up on the stew, turning off the heat before sitting down.  The last couple of days with her had been . . . unexpected.
Kylie's obedience I wanted out of devotion and desire.  Brittany's I wanted out of fear of consequences.  And, so far, that's exactly how things had been turning out.  Except . . .
Except Brittany was doing things to me; unexpected things and, as well I knew, completely guilelessly, naturally and instinctively.  
There was no denying that Brittany's obedience and 'sincerity' were driven by fear; a survival instinct if you will.  But, even so, how she was choosing to do so had been showing me a side of her that, at school I'd suspected had existed and now was being confirmed.  She was a lot shrewder, smarter and astute than she let on.  But there was yet another side of her that, for blatantly obvious reasons, I'd never suspected:  her sensuality.  Her ardor and passion, her enthusiasm and eagerness.  
And the most wickedly delicious aspect of that was this:  She didn't want things that way, she didn't want to be implacably impelled to feel the things she was feeling, and she most certainly of all didn't want to remain kidnapped and a slave.  That was closely followed by the second most important thing of all to her: she did not want to be a fucktoy.
If she had to be one of the three, having to choose between being a slave, a toy, or a fucktoy, she'd jump on being a slave, hands down, yessirree bob.  But that wasn't her choice and she knew it.  Just as she knew that all she could do was try and discreetly manipulate her Master into seeing, and desiring, her as his slave.
That, of course, also was fed by her fear of consequences.
Setting out bowls, flatware and glasses I started serving up dinner.  Nothing fancy: thick and rich chicken and dumpling stew (home made, of course), a fresh loaf of bread (also home made, although in a bread maker) and glasses of milk.  While I was dishing I was deeply pondering.  Tomorrow, if everything went according to plan, I'd have my Kylie downstairs.  I'd always envisioned her as, well . . . I really wasn't sure; I'd never let my fantasies go quite that far.  Hugging and kissing, cuddling and . . . and . . . and, well, things like taking baths together, or sleeping —and actually sleeping, not 'sleeping together'— together snuggled up in my bed . . .  Stuff like that.
But once the door had been opened that first detention period (well, actually things had been kindled after seeing the camera pic of her) the floodgates had rapidly been opened.  Add the fact that my Kylie very much liked being 'motivated' by me and, well . . .
Softly chuckling, feeling gentle warmth inside, I remember deciding to 'play innocent' and let my Kylie seduce me.  I'd wanted her to believe that it was her drawing me to her.  That things were progressing under her control.
But, somewhere along the line that had changed, and in a clearly obvious manner.  There was no longer any doubt how things stood: I was the one in charge, in control; I was the one that wanted her; I was the one that owned and controlled her.


I'd wanted it that way.
And so did she.
Which brought up the two biggest differences between my Kylie and my fucktoy.  
Because everything was so new to her —which certainly hadn't surprised me at all— she'd quite often been hesitant and anxious, once or twice even scared a bit.  Which I'll freely admit I desired at times.  But what I'd also seen from her had been a fierce pride of sort. Pride in being mine, pride in wanting to please me.  There wasn't anything she wouldn't do if I'd asked or wanted it, even if that was scary to her, as long as she knew it was something I wanted.  And I'll freely admit that I'd used that to coax and wheedle her, used that to beguile and seduce her.
With my fucktoy, on the other hand, I had absolutely no desire to 'coax and wheedle, beguile and seduce'.  I'd simply use her absolutely any way I wanted.  And how fucktoy felt about anything I did was utterly meaningless and inconsequential . . . unless, of course, I derived pleasure from that.
Difference number two was how the two of them reacted and responded to being touched and fondled, teased and aroused.
Kylie would do anything I asked, both from her desire to please me and because she enjoyed —and strived for— the feelings I'd bring her.  I only had to look at her reaction to spankings and 'motivation' to see that!
fucktoy, on the other hand, simply wanted to go home.  Wanted all this to end.  Dreaded, if not loathed, what I'd done to her so far, and dreaded even worse the knowledge that her Master hadn't even really gotten started showing her his expansive 'repertoire'.  She hated the fact that her body betrayed her.  Hated the knowledge her Master knew how to use that against her, until, at last, her body overrode her mind and simply took off with the reins between its teeth.  I think she even hated understanding I could bring (force) her to experience such utter, indescribable blissful pleasure.
Which was too bad, since that was one of the things about her that delighted me the most.
Setting everything on a sturdy wooden serving tray I sauntered back downstairs, carefully balancing the tray as I did.  A lopsided gin flashed across my face, realizing my cock had finally gone flaccid . . . a state that, from experience, would last no longer than it took me to stand at her side.
Padding into the dungeon I placed the tray on the table, then slowly stalked over to fucktoy, still naked and helplessly secured atop the horse, slate-grey eyes quickly changing from a simmering smolder to a much brighter blaze.
KENNA
Ken writes an email, Sunday Afternoon, 24 May
Yes, I have considered it. Let’s just say it will be fine (most likely). You’ll see.  
Ken
Winry, Sunday Evening, 24 May
It takes me a few seconds to realize I’m in bed. I feel a little foolish thinking that I wouldn’t fall asleep. I was exhausted and his voice is many things… this time a lullaby that I couldn’t resist. And he put me in bed and tucked me in. Sure, I know who really did, but for now, I think about being with him and he would put me in bed. 
I had the weirdest dream while I napped… how long? I check the clock. Hmm, a hour or so. I dreamed I was trying to convince my friends that being tied was incredible, thrilling, fulfilling, and wild… which was pretty hard because I had no arms. They were hanging from the ceiling waiting for me to be reattached to them. You know how in a dream that seems perfectly natural? Natural to me, but my friends weren’t buying it at all. Kat, Debbie, and Rita, the three girls at school that treat me like I’m not a freak. There I was trying to convince them that I was a freak… well, not in the dream, but that’s what I think about it after I’m awake. That’s how normal people would see it, I imagine. Yeah, in the dream it wasn’t freaky at all. They just didn’t believe me. 
Then I was with my Master, who did believe me. He didn’t say so, but I knew it… know it. He believed me and it was OK. I was on his lap for real... dream real seemed more real than awake imagining kind of real. He was talking and caressing me and I wanted to hug him. But I had no arms. Heck, I didn’t mind. He was talking to me plain as day, but I don’t remember the words, just the ideas. I relied on him completely. He fed me, bathed me, dressed me… everything I needed in life… all the things I couldn’t do for myself with no arms. I was his slave, nothing more than property. More than that, I needed him. It wasn’t like he was scoffing at my dependence on him. Just plain and simple fact. 
Then there was the flip side. He needed me. Dang it, I just don’t remember if he said why. Anyway, I told him not to worry; I’d always be there for him. Wow, did my voice sound cool when I said that. Warm and deep and soothing the way he talks to me. I kissed him on the cheek and hugged him. OK, I did have arms. Go figure. Heck, I was trying to seduce him. It was a bit like trying to trick a bird into flying. That’s where the dream ended… right at the good part. 
So now I’m lying there awake and wondering why he needs me. For that matter, do I really need him? With arms, I don’t really need him. I got by without him for 12 years. If we continue, will I become dependent on him? And will he be dependent on me? For what? With a mental shrug, I get up. I think there’s something there, but sometimes it’s best to let it sit. I know I’m not gonna come up with the answer, so no point in thinking about it now. 
Logging onto the computer, I look up my homework assignment again and read more carefully. Subspace – where I’ve been, but I don’t think I was there today. Aftercare – mmm, I could get used to that. Master/slave – yeah, that sums it up… well, at first. Then I get to the part about total power exchange… so far so good… what? 24/7? Oh, he’s given me a safeword  and that’s inimical to TPE. OK, I’m better. The whole article is like OK, not OK, OK, not OK. I mean, what’s with the idea of training me to think so it pleases him. And this is one  lbps that better not consider food and a bed as a reward!
I start writing the paper he wants, complete with references, but then I log on to check the RP and he’s posted! Time out on homework. I’ll get back to it later. 
I’ve gone through a lot in the past month… seems like it anyway. Is this Friday? Then it’s only been three days. This is just the best feeling I’ve ever had. Down in his dungeon, taken on my horse, so damn sexy… and I feel wonderful. How much pleasure can a girl take? As my breathing slows, I can feel him still in me. Still hard and maybe he’ll start up again. I wonder how many times I could cum like that, one right after another. Now that would be incredible if he tried. So much I’d like right now, but I’m pretty sure the rules haven’t changed. What a slave wants doesn’t matter and the invitation to talk about my feeling is gone. A kiss. A hug. Off my horse so I could hug him. Then he pulls out and what do I get? A pat on the butt. Good girl. Stay. And he leaves me. Freaking leaves the door unlocked, too. 
The sight of the unlocked door snaps me back to reality. I could escape. If I wasn’t chained to my horse… if there aren’t any other doors… if he’s not waiting outside to see if I try. He just gave me a wonderful experience and I don’t want to blow it… No, he did not! No, it would not be incredible to learn how many times I could cum in a row. He just raped me and so what if it felt good? Oh God, my stomach twists as I think about what just happened. Just how the hell did that happen? Playing with my feet. That felt nice. That vibrator felt nice. Just when did I stop thinking? Hard to put my finger on the moment, but I remember that I thought I could stop anytime and then I couldn’t stop. 
My face burns as I remember him talking about being close to my pussy. Smelling me. Seeing the juices run down my thighs. Crap, there I was naked on my horse and getting turned on by my feet, my pussy, and even my ears. What he said turned me on… but only because I was already too far gone, I remind myself. I should have held off. There was no need to rub against my horse. Just ignore the feeling. And then… ohmigod, I want to scratch his eyes out… he told me to say how I felt. And I did! What exactly did I say? Sexy… want to cum… need Master’s cock! Oh, fuck me, I said that? Damn, I can remember how much I wanted that and just how good it felt. I was tricked! Dammit, I want Mr. Eric to take me to bed and make love to me, not take me… hell, I said that, too… on my horse. 
I am so fucked. I don’t know what to expect next. He’s nice, he’s mean. I’m defiant, I’m putty. I might have to beg for orgasms, but here comes the orgasm train and I’m a ridin’ it just for him to watch. I have never been so… humiliated?... abused?... angry? No. Well, yeah all of those, but I’ve never been so out of control. Even now I’m chained to my horse, looking at an open door, and waiting for him to come back. Crap, he didn’t cum this time. Will he want to when he comes back? 
Then it just hits me. I am out of control. He is in control. I will do whatever he wants. Not willingly, but one way or another I will. If I say no, I’ll regret it and then I’d do what he wants anyway. Can’t really say no right now, can I? No, no, Master, don’t fuck my… my juicy, smelly, and helpless pussy. Shake my head to get that thought out. Back on track. I will do what he wants. Therefore, I will do what he wants. I mean, not because he wants it, but because I’m going to do it anyway. When I know what he wants, I’ll help him get it. Hell, I told him my deepest, most embarrassing feelings… I asked for cock and had a wild ride. There are rewards for a good slave, fucktoy, whatever. Embarrassing or not, I was gonna get something and that was better than most of his ideas. 
 I’ll be what he wants because I really have no choice. Then he won’t need to bring Kylie down here and then he might drop his guard one day. One thing I know is that as long as I’m defiant, I’m chained, tied, and locked in the basement. That’s getting me nowhere. Every time he does something to me, it’s better the second time. He’s only got that damn cross and my horse. I’m pretty sure the asshole’s got more to do to me than I can imagine. The cross and horse are handy, but there’s more mind games. Shit, I do hate the idea of learning every one of them, but at least I know the second time around it’s not so bad. Maybe I’ll even get used to his surprises. 
Now what was with my feet? Is he kinky or what? So much of me to play with… every bit of me belongs to him… and he plays with my feet. Jeez Louise, and I think that’s kinky. Suck it up, Brit. You’re naked and chained to a horse waiting for a child molester to come back and you think feet are kinky? I do know that at the moment I’m waiting to have my feet tickled. I think that was pretty clear. And I do know that I’m looking forward to that about as much as that spanking when that strap was hanging on the wall in front of me. God, my feet feel so vulnerable. So what? So the fuck what? 
That’s the mood I’m in when he walks back into the room and comes toward me. He’s still naked and now his cock is soft. OK, not time to tickle my feet. Time to get me off my horse and feed me. Then I see the look in his eyes. Hey, dinner’s gonna get cold. “Ohhh, Master, I bet I squirm great if you tickle my feet.” How’s that for cooperative?  Like I said, I’m gonna get it anyway, so might was well help. 
MASTERIUS
Masterius, Sunday evening, 24 May - Monday morning, 25 May


Yes, I have considered it.  Let’s just say it will be fine (most likely).  You’ll see.
I suppose that was meant to be reassuring.  Sipping some cooling coffee I lopsidedly smiled.  "most likely". 
The "Yes, I have considered It." was, I'll admit, somewhat of a comfort.  I suppose I'd always subliminally understood he had to have already "considered it".
Although the "(most likely)" wasn't as encouraging as I could have wished.  In fact, I kept waiting for the other shoe to drop.
Tipping the office chair back I propped my elbows on the arms and held my coffee mug between both hands, resting the lip just under my chin, closing my eyes as I recalled prior communications with him.
I thought I should explain why a father would indulge his 12-year-old daughter in her pursuit of becoming your “little bondage playtoy slave.”
The nature of your stories would, in part, be a reason why I’m allowing her to continue her training with you. - - - - - The chance to explore in a safe environment with a disciplined, mature, and even considerate adult such as you is one I’m willing to offer Winry. 
I still, very clearly, remember the shock to my core when that first one had originally popped up on messenger.  And, even now, it still gave me goose bumps, but for entirely different reasons:  in her pursuit of becoming your “little bondage playtoy slave.” 
Realizing that first time that my Winry was utterly committed to truly learning how, and being trained as, my very real 'little bondage playtoy slave' has sent tendrils of fire coiling through me and, six-and-a-half weeks later, not only hadn't that fire diminished any bit, instead, had, rather quickly at that, intensified into a blaze.
Ok, I'm no less prone to finding pleasure in being flattered than most people are, and believe you me, the latter two sentences had certainly stroked my ego.  But, even then, I wouldn't have —couldn't have— anticipated how things had developed!  
Pursing my lips I softly sighed, pretty sure that Ken had never anticipated the direction, let alone the speed, things had gone although the longer I contemplated matters the more I was convinced Ken had realized —and accepted— that possibility.  But, even if that were true, I don't think even he had imagined just how deeply his little girl was going to embrace being my little bondage playtoy slave.
Over the past few days, I’ve had this image that I am slowly walking her down a long, long aisle to give her away at her wedding.
No doubt you have noticed she has indicated in different ways a sense of permanence in your relationship much different than marriage.
The image for me means that there’s a transition in her life from having me take care of her to having you take care of her if only for the summer.
The intent was to share it with her husband when that time came.
Even at the time I hadn't missed the import of such seemingly innocent words.  
Softly frowning I snapped upright, sat the mug on the desk and pulled up that particular IM log.  No, I hadn't been mistaken in my recollection.  That was four —four!— times Ken had alluded to there being a long-term, if not permanent, commitment between Winry and I.  That last sentence was the kicker; Ken hadn't needed to mention that to me!  I mean, it's not like I would have wondered why he had photos of his own daughter as she grew up!  
Which is why his "Let’s just say it will be fine (most likely).  You’ll see." statement only made the "waiting for the other shoe to drop" sensation feel even stronger.
Plopping back down at my desk, after a quick dash for more coffee, I dragged the keyboard closer to me.  I had two emails to send my little slave, and one to Ken, before I started working on my post reply.
Subject:  As part of your continuing education and training

My very pleasing little bondage playtoy slave,
As part of your continuing education and training I've attached a document for you to peruse and study.  Besides: :smiles:: I'm pretty sure you'll find it of interest.
Hugs and kisses,
Your Master
Attaching the file I then saved it as a draft before starting the second email
Subject:  Weekly clothing selection and sleeping arrangements
Little slave,
Don't forget to send your Master your suggested clothing selection for this week, and pay attention to what I require Wednesday.
Here are the sleeping arrangements for the week:
Sunday night:  Wrists and elbows bound behind you, ankles upper and lower knees tied, tightly blindfolded, and positioned tummy-down in the middle of your bed, with a pillow under your hips.
Monday night:  Wrists tied palms touching in front of you, ankles tied side by side.  Lay on your back, with two pillows stacked up underneath your hips, and your wrists tied up to the headboard and your ankles to the footboard.  Blindfolded.
Tuesday night:   Wrists and elbows bound behind you, ankles upper and lower knees tied, and lying on blankets or pillows (slave bed.: :smiles::) at the foot of your bed.
Wednesday night:  Wrists crossed behind you, and ankles crossed.  Blindfolded.
Thursday night:  Tummy up and loosely spread-eagled.
Friday night: : :grins::  We'll see. 
Also . . . a change in my little slave's kneeling rituals:  Both times Monday and Tuesday, plus Wednesday morning's, my little slave is to bring herself right to the edge and hold herself there, but is not to climax.  My little slave will definitely be permitted to climax —twice if she can, and wants— Wednesday night. Then both times Thursday, and Friday morning, again my little slave is to bring herself right to the edge and hold herself there, but is not to climax.  I'll see what I decide for Friday night's and the weekend's rituals then.
Also, for Wednesday, I'll want you in a skirt with no panties.  And: :smiles:: don't forget, all that day at school, what my little slave will be doing that night.  
Your Master
After sending both those off I then composed and sent an email to Ken:
Subject:  Wake-up arrangements
Ken,
Here are the wake-up arrangements for this week:
Monday morning light spanking
Tuesday morning ice cubes on tummy
Wednesday morning cuddled
Thursday morning cuddled
Friday morning light 'pink belly'
Thanks again!
~Masterius
Sending that off, I settled down to continue onwards with the little fucktoy.
There have been several instances in my past that, for one reason or another, time had seemed to slow to a crawl at the same time my thoughts took off at light speed.  It's like everything around me began moving in slow motion while my thought processes started running triple overtime.  
The same thing happened right after I'd placed dinner on the table and had begun walking over to fucktoy only to have her chirp: “Ohhh, Master, I bet I squirm great if you tickle my feet.”
For an instant I felt fury and rage boil inside me.  What was she, stupid?  Hadn't she learned about trying to manipulate me last time??  Her body froze; her face congealed at my expression.  
She's trying to manipulate me again?  Is she that stupid?  No, wait; she isn't that stupid.  What, she wants to cum again?  Is that it?  That's still manipulation!  No, wait, hold on a second.  Is she just trying to figure out things?  Wanting to avoid punishment however she can?  And she thinks this is the way?  
I think all that took, oh, about a fifth of a second.  All I know is that in less than a second I felt myself relaxing, my anger draining away.  However, that second was long enough, it seemed, to truly terrify fucktoy.
Slowly walking around her I lightly stroked fingers up and down her back as I paced about.  "'Ohhh, Master, I bet I squirm great if you tickle my feet.'," I softly chuckled.  "Oh, fucktoy didn't have to tell Master that!"  I quietly laughed.  "Trust me on that!  Master quite vividly remembers just how much fucktoy squirmed."  
Stopping at her head and gazing down at her, my eyes no longer blazed, just lightly simmering.  Cupping a soft smooth cheek I gently caressed.  "Although Master thinks tickling wasn't the only thing making fucktoy squirm.  Hmmmmm?"
I chuckled a bit louder at her expression and blush, and then simply went about unfastening the cuffs from the securing D‑rings.  Setting her on her feet I turned her about then secured wrist cuffs behind her before leading her over to the table and the dinner waiting there.  If I had any doubts about her hunger they instantly vanished at hearing her tummy softly growl and rumble.
Sitting down at the table I then gently —albeit implacably— drew fucktoy next to me and then perched her sideways atop my lap.  Not thighs, not knees, but lap.  A few seconds later and I lifted her back up a bit before re-perching her.  I had to; moments after her firm, pert ass settled atop me then my cock sprang hard and thick and throbbing.  Now as she sat there I could feel her warm, silken ass atop my cock . . . and she could feel that thick, hard and throbbing shaft beneath her.
Gazing down at her, slaty orbs gleaming, I softy rumbled, "A fucktoy does not speak unless spoken to first and she is answering a direct question."  My tone wasn't chiding or reproving; in fact, it was exactly the tone I used when gently correcting a pupil who was trying very, very hard.
Because, I realized —well, assumed, anyway; still, I figured it was an accurate assumption— that she was trying very, very hard.  As I started eating —and feeding her as I ate— I recalled thinking how much shrewder, how much more clever and quick, she was compared to how everyone generally perceived her.  And because of her experiences so far, she was desperately clutching at straws.
I couldn't really blame her, after all.  Not when I'd been intentionally throwing curves right and left.  I wanted her confused and unsure and unstable.  I didn't want her feeling she had the least little bit of anything truly under her control.  And since I hadn't started training her (mostly because I wasn't sure I wanted fucktoy ever really trained) she had no idea what was right, what was wrong, what was safe, what was dangerous.  And, since she had no idea she was figuratively —and literally— screwed.  
So, having no idea, it seemed she was trying to be accommodating and helpful.  Not that I could blame her, of course.
We ate slowly; me by choice, her because she had no other option.  I kept her cuddled, tucked up tight against my chest, one arm curved around her and holding her close and secure.  
When I was finished —which meant so was she— I softly nuzzled her lips with mine, a long, slow, lingering kiss, then I rose up, lifting her up in my arms as I stood, and carried her over to the four-inch round post she had gotten familiar with by now.  Settling her on her small feet I locked the chain to her collar, leaving her with a generous eight feet of slack, and then gathered up the bowls and cups, placing them back on the tray.  Padding to the door I stopped just at the frame then looked over my shoulder at her.  "Squirm great, huh," I rumbled, my eyes fanning from smoldering to gleaming.  "We'll just have to see," I rumbled even deeper, my eyes glittering with promise as I departed, this time closing and locking the door behind me.
Alas for her, the moment fucktoy had said “Ohhh, Master, I bet I squirm great if you tickle my feet," I had this image suddenly pop into my head.  More unfortunately for her . . . I was going to do just what I'd envisioned to her very shortly.
I spent the next ninety or so minutes relaxing as I pondered about my Kylie.  Tomorrow I'd be going to the dump and, if everything went as I was assuming it would, I'd be returning with a stowaway; a stowaway who'd have no idea that she'd never be going home again.
"Will you walk into my parlor?" with Kylie being a sexy little fly and myself as the smitten spider.  Then I chuckled, recalling the first full verse of that warning, teaching poem:
"Will you walk into my parlor?" said the Spider to the Fly,
"'Tis the prettiest little parlor that ever you did spy;
The way into my parlor is up a winding stair,
And I have many curious things to show you when you are there."
"Oh no, no," said the Fly, "to ask me is in vain;
For who goes up your winding stair can ne'er come down again."
That was actually scarily accurate, save that my 'parlor' was down the stairs, and that my sexy little 'Fly' was likely, even if forewarned, not to turn down the invitation.
Unfortunately, I'd soon have two little Flies in my basement, and I still hadn't, as yet, decided how I was going to introduce them to each other.  On the one hand, I really didn't care all that much about fucktoy's sensibilities or feelings.  On the other hand, however . . . the former Brittany had been my  Kylie's best friend, and I was really worried about how she'd take finding out that, in Brittany's case, I had forcefully and nonconsensually abducted her.
Ninety minutes later and I still hadn't figured out what to do about tomorrow.  However, I did know what I was going to do about tonight.
A few minutes later I stepped into the, well . . . dungeon, I suppose.  Might as well get used to seeing it as that.  Strolling over to fucktoy I unlocked the chain from her collar before unlocking the wrist cuffs from each other behind her back.  "Horse," I rumbled, not even bothering to point to it this time.
Ambling over to one of the cabinets —the one holding the vibrators and similar devices— I removed the few things I'd need.  Placing them on the table I then removed a few more items from the general purpose cabinet before placing those atop the table.
After that I sashayed over to fucktoy.  A few minutes later and she was firmly fastened and secured down again, this time firmly strapped as well.  Giving her cute, sexy ass a lingering fondle I then proceeded over to the table, sitting down and picking up one of the items there, as I'd need to modify it a bit.
Hiding the fact that I was doing so, I was occasionally peeking over at fucktoy, truly enjoying her expressions and reactions, both of which became increasingly amusing when I started bringing things over.
First off I secured the power unit at the front of the horse, a bit underneath her chin.  Next I touched her lips and deeply rumbled in a no-nonsense, don't-fuck-with-me tone: "Open."  Several minutes later and I had her firmly ring gagged.  Then back to the table and picking up a roll of duct tape and two small cylinders, each with a wire dangling from one end, and both looking quite suspiciously like the bullet vibrator I'd earlier used on her. 
And for good reason: because they were.
Softly humming to myself I started off very lightly trailing a fingernail from ball to heel along the bottom of a smooth, soft sole.  “Ohhh, Master, I bet I squirm great if you tickle my feet," I repeated, my voice deep, and rich with anticipation and delight.  Smiling, slate-grey orbs fiery and molten, next I taped one of those bullets to her sole.  Shifting to her other side I repeated the process before finally bringing the wires up and forwards, inserting the jack into the power unit.  
Last of all I brought over the extremely lifelike, exquisitely detailed, dildo.  This now had a sturdy cord attached to the far end, which I tied off to the on-off toggle switch of the power unit.
Not saying a word to her I brought the dildo up before her eyes . . . then dropped it.  Instantly the two bullet vibes started insidiously buzzing and, almost as instantly, fucktoy squeaked and jerked.
Four seconds later I turned off the unit, and then held the tip of the dildo to her ring-gaped lips.  Staring deeply into her eyes, mine now blazing like an inferno, I deeply rumbled, "Suckle this cock," as I gradually eased it past the ring and into her mouth.
I'd very carefully chosen the size and weight of the dildo.  It was large enough that she could suck it up and hold it in place with her tongue, and not so heavy that the difficulty of sucking while ring-gagged would make this doomed to fail.  Still . . .
Petting her cheek I rumbled once more, "Master will see fucktoy in the morning," and then I strode out, closing and locking the door behind me but leaving the lights on.
Posting that I felt my own eyes gleaming, felt the fiery heat simmering inside me, picturing my little slave's reactions when she read this!
KENNA
Winry, Sunday Evening, 24 May – Monday Morning, 25 May
After I post, I go back to my homework assignment. I wouldn’t if I needed to study, but I don’t and I don’t really have anything more important to do. Huh… nothing more important than writing a paper… or nothing more important than pleasing my Master? He didn’t really say when it was due, but I have this feeling that it’s my highest priority. 
OTM/lbps (BDSM)
Name: Winry 
Date: May 24
Subject: BDSM 101

For: My OTM
For the past six weeks, an lbps has been in training by her OTM to be a slave. An lbps has given full authority to her OTM in a consensual D/s relationship of a BDSM and (unrequited) sexual nature. While this relationship is typically between a dominant and a submissive1, an lbps does not consider herself submissive. A lbps’ dad2, teachers3, and camp counselors4 will agree with that self-assessment. Instead, this lbps is a bottom since she is subject to acts such as spanking “or humiliation and can be physically restrained by bondage, which can itself be painful” and her OTM has given her a safeword5.
An lbps is satisfied to be in this part-time, consensual relationship instead of a 24/7 total power exchange (TPE)1. While she thoroughly enjoys being his property, she appreciates down time to collect her thoughts and recover. In one way perhaps they are in a TPE since he’s on her mind 24/7 and he controls her even when they’re not in contact. However, according to Wikipedia, a safeword is “inimical to TPE.” While an lbps hopes she never uses it, having a safeword is comforting. And it gives me some sense of control. 
An lbps has many signs of her slavery. Today, this lbps hung by her wrists wearing nothing but a collar and high heels shoes for the sole purpose of decorating her OTM’s room. The experience was humiliating, demeaning, and made her feel more like a slave than ever, but it was very sexy and painful. An lbps was sorely tempted to use her safeword. She has also been spanked on numerous occasions both as punishment and for fun. In private, an lbps wears her OTM’s collar, that she received in a collaring ceremony, proudly. If it was possible, she’d wear it in public as well. 
Masters train their slaves and that’s how an lbps and her OTM started. An lbps gave herself to her OTM for training and she’s learning to act and talk like her OTM desires. Since everything is new to her, this lbps believes all they’re doing is training so far and that seems right for their first six weeks. They have clearly defined rules, e.g., an lbps calls her OTM “sir” and an lbps’ wardrobe is subject to her OTM’s approval. In a Master/slave relationship, sometimes a reward can be food or  a bed1, but this lbps gets much better rewards; her OTM’s voice is usually enough. 
An lbps’ training is very intense. It’s exciting and erotic and sometimes painful. She told her OTM today that she has entered into subspace, “the state the bottom's mind and body is in during a deeply involved play scene,”6 on two occasions. At the time, she didn’t know what that was and she thought of it as a mental orgasm. She will pay more attention to her mental state since she thinks those were particularly intense feelings and may not be the only times she’s been there. She told her OTM that she didn’t enter subspace today, but she’s changed her mind. One of the effects of subspace is “increasing the pain tolerance of the submissive as the scene becomes more intense.”6 Wow, did that ever happen today. That sums up what happened at the end and that would make it at least three times this lbps has been in subspace. 
After every session, her OTM has done aftercare, which “is the process of attending to one another after intense feelings of a physical or psychological nature relating to BDSM activities.”7 Until today, an lbps didn’t understand and she thought her OTM was just being encouraging. Her OTM’s voice is more than a reward; it’s aftercare just when she needs it. Unfortunately, their OTM/lbps relationship has always been long distance due to their age difference and while he does great aftercare even from afar, it would be better in person. 
Oh, my God! As I reread that last paragraph, I realize that it says “one another.” Does he need aftercare from me? Is that what this is all about? He’s been doing it for me all along and I’ve never done it for him. Is this a lesson in me taking care of him? Just how does an lbps do that for her OTM? So, I add…
This lbps is not sure if she’s done aftercare for her OTM. She even fell asleep today and what did she do for him? He knows he’s the most special… More special than dad? … person in her life now. She hopes that asking him to cuddle her was good for him. She can hear changes in his voice like when he gets choked up or sounds so very proud of her and she hopes that’s good aftercare. And just in case, she wants her OTM to know she loves him very, very much and loves being his devoted slave and is proud to have him as a Master and she’d kiss him all over if she could. If you get my drift. I am going to show this to dad, so drift is all he gets. All the things she didn’t say.8  And dang it, this doesn’t sound much like a “paper” anymore. More like a slave’s love letter. Heck, part of the assignment was to tell him how it pertains to us, so I’m not changing it. But I go back and add a light hearted footnote, number 8. 
An lbps has seen the Master/slave relationship with and without aftercare. While an lbps gets great aftercare, Brittany isn’t getting any. She’s really getting 24/7 TPE without a bit of consent. Her rewards are a bed and food and not much else. As a fantasy, it’s a very intriguing way to explore something in which this lbps doesn’t ever want to be involved. An lbps has had a feeling something was missing in the RP and what’s missing is when he’s done with her, he just leaves her without the support she needs. Now I know the difference between me and Kylie and Brittany. Kylie and I are cherished. That’s what aftercare means to me. Brittany is just property. 
Our OTM/lbps relationship is very fulfilling even though this lbps probably won’t see her OTM in person for a long time. Sometimes she wonders why she’s consented to being his slave, but she thinks she’s learning why as time goes by. It’s very complicated, but it comes down to the fact that her OTM cherishes her. 
Footnotes: 
1. http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Master/slave_(BDSM)
2. Winry’s dad

3. Mr. Kondon, 11th grade science teacher

4. Miss Heather, former camp counselor

5. http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Bottom_(BDSM)
6. http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Subspace_(BDSM)
7. http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Aftercare_(BDSM)
8. Personal interview with said lbps
After I finish the paper, I show it to dad, get online, and compose an email. There’s two from my OTM waiting for me. Just reading the headers I see one is part of my “continuing education and training” and one is a reminder to let him know what I’m wearing this week. One thing at a time, OK? Anyway, there’s no post waiting so I do my email before I read his. 
My OTM, 
You will find my homework assignment attached to this email. It was very eye opening and I think I’ve been selfish and I’ll try to do better. You know that I love you, but I think maybe that’s not enough after a really intense session like today. ( 
This week I plan to wear:
Monday – Tan cargos and USC T-shirt

Tuesday – Green shorts and yellow/flowered blouse

Wednesday – Jean capris and pink hoodie

Thursday – Flowered skirt and pink blouse

Friday – Jean shorts and Sedona T-shirt
If you give me a choice like you did last Thursday, I’ll wear panties and then gag myself with them after school. Not that I enjoy that, but I know you do. 
Your devoted slave, 
Winry
Then I attach my paper and hit send. 
I open up the second one first and read about my upcoming week. Oops, skirt on Wednesday? And no choice this time. Skirt, no panties, and I get to cum twice before bedtime. My God, I’ll have to bring a hammer to school and bang my thumb every five minutes or else I’ll be wet as can be by the end of the day and… holy cow, it’s finals week and I’ll have to work to keep my mind off what happens Wednesday at bedtime. 
I reply to his email:
My OTM,
Got it. Skirt on Wednesday, not Thursday. No panties. I’ll wear the skirt and pink blouse on Wednesday and capris and hoodie on Thursday. 
Your devoted slave,
Winry
Then I open up his first email and read it, my jaw dropping as I go. He sent me a Master/slave contract!
CONTRACT OF VOLUNTARY SLAVERY
     Master _______________ (the "Master") and _______________ (the "slave") are mutually agreed that they are entering into a contract of sexual indenture through the lifestyle known as "Domination & Submission", Master/slave, or TPE (Total Power Exchange), which shall from this point on be referred to as D/s.  It is further agreed that this contract is being entered into with full understanding of the contents as stated below as a result of having had prior negotiations as to what would be placed and agreed to in this document.
Oh, hell no. I just said in my paper that this I’m not doing TPE and I don’t want to be his 24/7. It’s not practical to even think that with 2000 miles between us. 

     Master ______________ and the slave ____________________, agree to enter into this contract, of their own free will, wherein ____________________ will be slave to _____________________ forever, or until _______________________ is released.  Release may be initiated by either party, with a three (3) month waiting period between the request for release and the actual release, during which time reconciliation is possible.  This is not, nor is it intended to be, a legally binding contract; the strongest bonds are those of the heart.

     Upon the signing of this contract, the  slave known as _____________________ transfers to her Master the power of decision making for her life with the exceptions to be stated below.  This contract takes effect immediately upon acceptance by Master ______________  and slave ______________ and will be renegotiated every six (6) months, for the purposes of refining details, duties and obligations of both Master and slave, understanding that this is a relationship that should always be growing and maturing, lovingly nurtured by both parties.  If the contract is breached for any other reason than by mutual consent, the one breaking the contract will be forbidden to enter into another contract until proven worthy to be trusted to fulfill the term of the agreement, this period of time is not to exceed a six month period, at which time the aforementioned parties may come together and discuss renegotiating another contract.
Forever… three month waiting period… for her life… I never thought about the end, but there was always an end in my mind. 

     Both Master and slave understand that this contract and relationship is not the sum total of their relationship; that they exist also as Significant Others, to include —but not limited to— loving and caring for each other, learning about each other and growing together, respecting each others opinions and the right to have them (even if not agreeing with them) and respecting each other’s beliefs and values.
Significant Others… did he send this to me for us to sign? It’s like more than going steady. It’s living together. Sig O is like husband and wife without the marriage. I see the part about loving, caring, growing, and respecting, but Significant Others? Now that’s a tummy twister. 
     EXCEPTIONS: The slave known as _______________, retains the right to control her own finances when she has them, the private reception of personal U.S. Mail, her education and career paths, and her own personhood which includes: her religious beliefs, her self-esteem and sense of emotional well being outside her submission, and her conscience —which is to say, she retains the right to not do anything that would force her to violate her sense of right and wrong.
Well, OK, he did hit the big two for me… education and career. But wow, throw me for a loop. This is serious! Won’t violate my sense of right and wrong? What? I won’t kill for him? Reception of private mail, but not sending private mail? I just sit there for a couple of minutes and think about this. This is for me to peruse and study. I’ll find it interesting. That’s what he said, but this is so… so… serious. Then I read on, stunned at how permanent it sounds. And a contract is inimical to TPE… if you take Wikipedia as the final word. 
TERMS:    
I.   The MASTER 
A.   The Master will, at all times, keep the emotional and physical well being of his slave uppermost in his mind.  NO activity whatsoever which might permanently harm the slave either physically or emotionally will ever be sanctioned.
B.   The Master understands that his slave has given over to him all control and decision making of her life, except as noted above under EXCEPTIONS.  He will assure that her basic needs are cared for: health, shelter, clothing, food and drink.  He will never take her submission for granted, nor abuse the priceless gift of that submission.
C.   He will seek to use his slave in such a way that she is consistently brought to maximum sexual stimulation, as well as feeling great pride and personal achievement in her duties and performance.  He will encourage her to stretch her limits of performance and to be pleased when she achieves orgasms that are extremely strong.  
D.   The Master may, for a period of time not to exceed ten (10) days, withhold sexual gratification from his slave in order to enhance her experience.  He may also do so to just take advantage of her submissiveness which he alone finds stimulating.  But even when doing so he will keep himself aware of his slaves desires and wishes and will at NO TIME require her to do things which he knows as an individual she is unwilling and/or loathe doing.
E.   The Master must always be in total control of his emotions and his mind when involved in a session with his slave.  Her emotional and physical safety must always be his major concern and so he must not endanger her in way.  The use of alcohol and drugs are forbidden during a session as they impair the judgment.  Anger also must also be controlled and the Master must never participate in a session when he, as an individual, is angry with his slave.  In short, the Master MUST be truly and completely under control of himself before he can effectively control his slave.
F.     The Master must provide leadership at all times and must be able to "tune-in" to his slave's state of arousal, and her mental and emotional well being.  All activities must be guided by his "reading" of her condition at each stage of the session.  He must be alert to any changes that might occur during the session. 
G.   The Master must be reasonably proficient in the use of the many implements at his disposal.  It is important that he know how to use and not to use them, so as to not cause undue pain to his slave.  This means that he reads and becomes knowledgeable in the ways of being a Master whether it is attitude, physical & mental control, or the use and safety of his implements of pain, discipline and pleasure.  Hence, the Master must in some way put into practical application those things he has learned so that he is comfortable with his "tools" and can control them effectively in a session.

H.   The Master agrees to honor the slave's verbal "safeword" of GOLD and/or snapping her fingers and/or grunting three (3) times rapidly, to indicate her inability to take any more of the current activity.  At that time the current activity will cease and a time of recovery will be allowed before continuing.  If necessary the Master will declare a time out so that he and his slave may discuss what just happened and why.
I.   The Master agrees that when he and his slave are in Free Time, that he and she are free to communicate with, or go out with anyone they please with the following exceptions: 
     1)   No hot chatting via "chat", paging, e-mail, phone or any other form of communication is to take place except between Master and slave.
     2)   No sexual or sexual innuendo flirting is to be done except between the parties listed in this contract.
     3)   If the  slave is to be taken out for any activity that is in any way D/s related (such as a party, meeting, or even shopping) then permission must be sought of the Master either by the person initiating the taking of the  slave or of the  slave herself.  It is understood and granted that the slave herself may be approached to request permission of her Master.

II.   The slave 
A.   The slave's only goal is to please her Master.  This means that she acknowledges her complete and total submission to her Master in all areas specified with exceptions listed above.  She will do anything and everything her Master commands her to do regardless of the degree of humiliation, embarrassment or pain that may accompany that obedience. 
B.   The slave will offer, present and display her body to her Master at any time or in any way that he should choose.  She agrees to wear, take off or rearrange any clothing at her Master's direction.  The slave realizes that her body, all parts and orifices as well as clothing, no longer belong to her but rather are owned by her Master and are subject to his desires, needs and wants.  This includes any marking or piercing of her body.  If she desires to have any of these done, she must request permission from her Master before doing it.  The slave shall keep her body available for the use of her Master at all times, and renounces all rights to her own pleasure, comfort and gratification except as her Master chooses and permits.  The slave agrees not to touch or fondle herself in any way, especially her genitals and breasts, without the express permission of her Master.  The slave must strive always to be ready to orgasm at any time; however, she must ask permission to actually have one and, immediately afterwards, must thank her Master for that privilege.  The slave accepts that she will have assigned tasks and chores to do, and must perform them in a timely, efficient and gracious manner; such chores are —but are not limited to— doing laundry, cooking, cleaning, shopping, waking her Master in the morning, bathing and grooming her Master, readying his clothing, dressing and undressing her Master, and massages.  At no time is the slave permitted to touch either herself or her Master, save the minimum required to perform her tasks, without her Master's express permission.  When in the same room as her Master, she will ask permission before leaving the room, explain where she is going and why.  At mealtimes, the slave will serve her Master, and kneel at his feet while he eats.  Food for the slave will be given by the Master at his discretion; how she eats is also at his discretion.  When speaking to her Master, or being spoken to by him, the slave will assume a demeanor of alert attention and will meet her Master's eyes unless instructed to do otherwise.  The slave agrees that she eats, drinks, sleeps and uses the bathroom only when given permission to do so by her Master.  The slave is to use her Master's space with utmost respect, and shall always leave any area she is permitted to use in a state of order and cleanliness regardless of the state she originally found it in.  Notwithstanding, the slave shall NOT disturb any of her Master's personal belongings without permission.  The slave is not permitted to use the furniture unless given specific permission do to so, unless she is in Public Mode. 
C.   The slave will perform any sexual acts, utter any sexually explicit language, will position her body and eyes in the way befitting slave status or will position it as commanded, will serve as —but is not limited to— her Master's personal valet, groom, maid and cook, all at her Master's direction.  The slave realizes that hers is to obey and submit to her Master.  To refuse to do so may result in non-erotic punishments as listed in Section VI: Disciplinary Action.  The only sexual exceptions will be listed under Section III: Sexual Acts.  The slave agrees to wear her Master's collar at all times, and will not remove it without prior permission from her Master unless it is a matter of urgency (ex. Allergic reaction and hard to breathe).  She agrees to have an anklet placed on her ankle, and will never try to remove it, and will proudly display it to the best of her capabilities.
D.   The slave agrees that once permission is granted to the Master at the beginning of a session to perform specific act(s) to and/or with the slave, she will be unable to retract that permission until after the session is over, at which point she may ask to have such permission revoked.  If the act is more than she can bear, her only options are to submit and endure it until the end of the session, or to use her safeword.

E.   The slave understands that her Master greatly enjoys bondage, and that she may expect —but is not limited to— the following:

1)   The slave accepts that she may be placed in and kept under strict bondage and discipline without time limit.  She accepts any form of punishment meted out to her while under discipline.  She accepts any form of restraint without time limit, and accepts any form of chastisement, administered in any way with any instrument.  She accepts actual imprisonment, including additional physical restraints which may be necessary to use on her body during such imprisonment, and without limit of time.  She accepts sexual use and 'abuse' of her body while under discipline for any purpose.  She accepts that the various forms of torment to which she may be subjected to may cause suffering to an acute level.  She accepts that such suffering may be prolonged, and she will not be informed as to when she will be released.

2)   The slave accepts that she may be kept in bondage, ranging from mild to severe, during the course of the day, even when doing chores, and when home alone.  She accepts she will virtually always sleep bound —and sometimes gagged— either in the dungeon proper, or at the foot of her Master's bed on the floor, or atop the bed at his feet, or in bed alongside him.  She will sleep bound whether or not her Master is home.  When sleeping in or near her Master's bed, her collar will be leashed and fastened to his bed.

3)   The slave agrees that, when going or being led to the car, or leaving the car, she will consider herself to be in bondage.  She is NOT allowed to open passenger doors to the vehicle her Master is driving so that she may enter.  The only exception to this is when so instructed by her Master.
F.   The slave agrees and understands that all toys —including but not limited to— dildos, vibrators, whips, lashes, floggers, nipple clamps, gags, restraints, etc., are the property of her Master.  She agrees to keep all toys clean and stored in a readily accessible place decided upon by her Master.  She will inform her Master if any need repair or replacement.  She agrees not to use, touch or handle —other than to clean, replace or fetch— any toys without asking for and/or having her Master's permission.  She agrees that at times she will be ordered to masturbate with or without toys, and with or without orgasm, and will do so as ordered or accept punishment for disobeying as stipulated in Section VI: Disciplinary Actions.
G.   The slave will, when in the real or electronic presence of others, especially other Masters, Mistresses and slaves, behave herself in such a way that it brings honor to her Master.  Failing to do will bring severe consequences.  However, the slave is allowed to be playful and "uppity" with others as long as it is not improper and/or in bad taste.  Subtle pride and conceit is expected of her; the lack of it taken to the point of docility and passivity is not desired.
H.   The slave will use her "safeword" of GOLD and/or snapping her fingers and/or grunting three (3) times rapidly to indicate her inability to take any more of the current activity.  Failing to use the safeword and bringing harm to herself —either emotionally, mentally or physically— may, at her Master's discretion, result in corporal punishment as defined and described in Section VI: Disciplinary Actions.  She agrees that she may never use her safeword in a careless or premeditated fashion to get out of receiving a certain action by her Master.  The only exception to the use of her "safeword" will be stated in Section VI: Disciplinary Actions.
I.   The slave agrees to submit to any and all erotic disciplines, or corporal punishment disciplines, of her Master.  When any type of discipline is to occur she will aid the Master by bringing him the implements of his choosing and assume the proper position automatically without a word.  She will accept any type of discipline without need of explanation, understanding that there may be times when the Master simply desires to discipline his slave. 
J.   The slave agrees that, when she is in Free Time, she is free to communicate with, or go out with, anyone they please with the following exceptions: 
     1)   No hot chatting via "chat", paging, e-mail, phone or any other form of communication is to take place except between Master and slave, unless express permission is given beforehand by her Master.
     2)   No sexual or sexual innuendo flirting is to be done except between the parties listed in this contract.
     3)   If the slave is to be taken out for any activity that is in any way D/s related (such as a party, meeting, or even shopping) then permission must be sought of the Master either by the person initiating the taking of the slave or of the slave herself.  It is understood and granted that the slave herself may be approached to request permission of her Master.

K.   The slave agrees that she will not "play" or have sexual relations with anyone but her Master.
L.   The slave agrees that she will only masturbate herself with the Master's permission.  This includes while in a session, or out of session, when the need for the release of stress may be desired.  Masturbation when in session will be directed by the Master for his pleasure.  When out of session the Master may direct the slave to use certain implements or leave it to her need and judgment.
M.   The slave agrees and understands that once a week she and her Master will have a conversation to assess her progress and discuss any problems they may be having.  She understands that this will be the time to discuss anything that confuses or perplexes her about her submission, as well as make suggestions that might be helpful to her Master.  She understands that, while this discussion will be conducted under Free Time, she is still to carry on the discussion in a respectful manner, and accept any decision made by her Master as a result of these discussions.  She agrees to be totally honest regarding her fears or concerns regarding her training and submission, and will answer any question put to her honestly and directly, as well as volunteer any information her Master should know about her physical or emotional condition.  While her Master expects his slave to speak honestly and forthrightly about anything that bothers her, she is not to interpret this as permission to whine or complain.  She will phrase her concerns politely and respectfully, and then graciously accept her Master's judgment in these matters without further complaint (although she may bring the topic back into discussion at the next meeting).
III. Codes of Conduct
The following apply to private and public conduct of Master's slave, and are understood to be in addition to all orders contained in this contract.  The slave must be acutely aware that her behavior will reflect more upon her Master than herself, and that strict obedience to the following rules is important.  Punishment for disobedience to these rules will be in accordance with Section VI: Disciplinary Actions.
A.   Conduct Modes
The slave agrees to follow and behave in a manner consistent with the four conduct modes as outlined below.  Master will, from time to time, indicate which mode his slave shall act within by stating the name of the mode to his slave; the mode may change at any time, depending on circumstances, and slave must always be aware and conscious of her Master's wishes.  Her Master may additionally institute a set of silent (or otherwise unobtrusive) signals to notify his slave of the current conduct mode.
     1)   Private
In Private mode, the slave is bound solely by the rules set forth in this CONTRACT and no additional restrictions are imposed upon her conduct save those stated by her Master.  This mode will normally (although not always) be in effect when Master and his slave are in the Master's home, or the home and/or presence of a knowledgeable and/or sympathetic person or persons.

     2)   Friendly
Friendly mode will usually be in effect in public places where the dress, demeanor and appearance of Master and his slave and the nature of their relationship will be understood and accepted by casual onlookers.  The slave agrees while in Friendly mode to remain at her Master's side at all times unless specifically instructed otherwise, to his right and one and a half steps behind him.  When moving, she will maintain that space, moving at the same speed as her Master.  She will speak to no one unless spoken to first, or instructed to by her Master.  She is to treat all persons with deference and respect, regardless of their demeanor or appearance.  Master may, at his discretion, grant his slave Free Time.  During Free Time, his slave is free to interact normally with her Master and with others.  Slave shall make frequent eye contact with her Master and be prepared to rejoin her Master immediately if her Master so directs.

     3)   Public 
Public mode will generally apply in situations where the relationship between Master and his slave may not be accepted or understood by those present, or would cause his slave undo and/or excessive embarrassment.  Public mode is identical to Friendly mode apply, except the slave shall make her obedience to the rules casual and relatively loose —although still present— rather than quick and snappy.  The slave understands in this mode that she is permitted to refer to her Master by his given name, rather then by 'Sir' or 'Master'.

     4)   Free Time
During Free Time the slave is free to leave her Master's immediate presence, interact socially with her Master and/or his acquaintances, and speak freely, expressing herself openly and candidly.  There will be no punishments applied during Free Time.  It is to be understood that the slave is to continue to address her Master respectfully during Free Time, and may be subsequently punished for infractions of this rule.  EXCEPTIONS: The slave agrees that she may not touch her Master or herself during Free Time unless given specific permission, and that bratty, disrespectful behavior will be punished.
IV. Sexual Acts: 
A.   Any and all sexual acts are permitted with any frequency with the following stipulations: 
     1) Anal Sex: 
 a.   Anal sex will not occur until such time as the slave has given permission for such, and has been trained by the use of various sizes of plugs to accept without pain this act.  Slave will initial here if such permission is given:  _______ 

b.   Anal sex will be permitted with any frequency at the Master's desire after permission has been granted by the slave. 

     2) Bloodsports
a.   Under NO circumstances will any act be performed that involves bleeding.

     3) Animals
a.   Under NO circumstances will any act be performed that involves animals participating.

     4) Permanent marking
a.   Under NO circumstances will any action be performed that will result in a permanent mark.  These actions are —but are not limited to— branding, tattooing and piercing.

b.  Piercing, such as nipples or navel, may be performed, but only if agreed upon beforehand by the  slave. If such permission is given, when and where the piercing takes place is at the Master's discretion.  Slave will initial here if such permission is given:  _______
     5) Transferral
a.   There will be NO transferral under the terms of this CONTRACT, of the slave, either by sale, gift, auction (permanent or temporary), assignment or bequest, to any party or parties.

     6) Recordings
a.   There will be NO recording of any nature —film, audio, video, or any other recording means— taken at any time, without the express permission of the slave.  If the slave does permit such recording, the recordings are to be considered of an intensely personal nature, and will never be shared or distributed by any means.  Slave will initial here if such permission is given:  _______ 

     7) Serving others
a.   The slave will never be asked to sexually service others, without the consent and permission of the slave prior to such.  If such permission is asked and/or granted, it will never be meant to humiliate or denigrate the gift of the slave's submission to her Master.  Rather, it would be to enhance and broaden her limits, experiences and joy in her submission.  Slave will initial here if such permission is given for heterosexual servicing:  _______.  Slave will initial here if such permission is given for homosexual serving: _______ 
V)   Miscellaneous:      
A. Toys: 
     1)   Toys will be accumulated through catalogs, local businesses, and made by hand.  All items will be considered to be the property of the Master only.  The slave may only touch them with the permission of that Master. 
     2)   Toys that were furnished by, or were the property of, the slave prior to signing this CONTRACT become the property of her Master during the life of this CONTRACT.  Should either party be released from this CONTRACT, said "toys" will return to the slave's possession.
B. Waxing: 
     1) Only paraffin, colorless candles are to be used. 
     2) The Master shall stand/kneel or sit above the slave's body when dropping SINGLE drops of wax anywhere on her. 

     3) Waxing is allowed on any part of the body and the  slave agrees to submit to the Master's pleasure. 
C. Session Codes: The slave may be given a session code prior to the beginning of a session to insure that all proper equipment is available for the Master's use.  Notice may be given orally, manually written, or electronically sent. 
     1) Code 1 - Master's pleasure.  This session is for the Master's satisfaction only.  No pain involved.
     2) Code 2 - Designates that if any pain is used, it is only to encourage the slave's obedience to climax and orgasm with additional pain stimuli.  This is primary verbal, mental and/or vibrator/manual training. 
    3) Code 3 - 50% mix of pleasure and pain stimuli.  
    4) Code 4 - 25% pleasure, 75% pain stimuli.  
    5) Code 5 - Intense pain stimuli, with little recovery time or pleasure stimuli.  This code is used when the Master decides that the slave's mental and emotional well being needs a release that cannot be achieved any other way.  This is not a disciplinary Code; safeword is still in effect.  
VI)  Disciplinary Actions 
A. Disciplinary actions are defined as:
     1.   Erotic Disciplines - a form of exercise and instruction intended solely as a means of submissive and/or sexual training, education, and stimulation, and of the strengthening of the slave's character, spirit, and disposition.  Use of the safeword is allowed in this case. 
     2.   Disciplinary Punishment - these are administered as a direct result of the slave's disobedience to the Master's commands in real life.  Use of the safeword is suspended in these cases as the punishment is not being used in the form of a sexual stimulant but rather as a reminder that the Master must be obeyed.  Without exception corporal punishment will be administered.  Disciplinary Punishment is divided into four distinct categories:
     a. Privilege punishment: the revoking of any or all additional bestowed privileges.  The basic necessities (wellbeing, shelter, food and drink) will never be revoked as a method of punishment.  
     b. Confinement punishment: 

     c. Arousal punishment: being kept aroused and unable to climax while being ignored and untouched except when needed to maintain the slave's arousal, or her long-term, continual climaxing.
     d. Corporal punishment: 
i) Counted punishment (strokes to be counted)

ii) Severe punishment (strokes not counted and to tears) 
· An example of an action that results in severe discipline would be failure to use safeword during session and thus endangering the slave's well being.
VII) Humiliation 
A.   Verbal humiliation is allowed but only after the Master has taken adequate precautions to make sure that the phrasing used will not adversely affect the slave's self esteem.
B.   Physical humiliation is allowed in all cases providing the Master is convinced that to do so will not be putting the slave's real time reputation at risk thus affecting her career or emotional well being.  It may take the forms, but not limited to, of: 
1) Having windows open when the slave is being erotically disciplined or is climaxing thus requiring her to control her verbal responses at the risk of being overheard.
2) Outdoor adventures where the slave is played with or tormented, in a place where there is risk of exposure but is currently out of immediate view.
VIII) Closing Remarks 
This document may be changed to meet the needs of the aforementioned Master and slave as is required.  Major rewrites of this documents should only be done once every six months and then only by mutual agreement.  Facilitation of the understanding of what boundaries are in place is the primary function of this document as well as to enhance the communication and caring of the couple involved.  Both parties enter into this agreement with the understanding that this is a representation of their trust for one another and that they do this of their own volition.  Therefore as of the date below, the  slave willing indentures herself to her Master for a period of six months and the Master indentures his leadership and vigilant caretaking of the  slave's life. 
AGREED BY:  _______________________ MASTER      DATE:____/____/____
                        _______________________ slave            DATE:____/____/____
WITNESSED BY:  _______________________
As I read the contract, I’m stunned. I read it again, catching phrases like “withhold sexual gratification… to enhance my experience” and “strict obedience” followed later by various forms of discipline, yet he only has to be “reasonably proficient” in use of his equipment. How about if I be reasonably obedient and he’s strictly proficient? And there’s times when I’d be his slave with others around who understand what’s going on. I’m not sure the humiliation clause overrides the be a slave in public clause. Outdoor adventures? How much of this applies to me? The mere mention of blood, animals, and transferral means somebody has thought of it and… ohmigod… tried it. Not him, but somebody. That’s creepy as hell. 
Can’t touch him. Can’t touch myself. Can’t open car doors. Can’t, can’t, can’t. As far as I’m concerned, there’s two modes. In private I’m his slave and in public, I’m free. That’s what daddy/master means to me. Yeah, I wear what he wants in public, but quick and snappy obedience just isn’t gonna happen. Just the idea of a contract is insulting. I trust him. Isn’t that enough? A contract makes it sound like we don’t trust each other. 
So, after the third time through, I have to take it to daddy. He’s tightened up my computer now. My emails are auto-forwarded to him and he may have read this already. He logs my keystrokes and God knows what else. I’ve tried to match wits with him before, but he is the chief of cybersecurity at Equifax and I know he’s not joking when he says he could ruin somebody’s day with a keystroke. I know he wouldn’t do it, but he could. Heck, when I interviewed at Caltech, they were all excited when I said yes, but they were even more excited when dad said a condition of my attendance would be a teaching position for him until I was 18. He’s big in the world of cybersecurity despite how he downplays his computer smarts to people. This summer he’s going to tour and speak… US, Canada, Europe, and Australia… and not take me with him. Been wanting to do this for years he says and I wonder if it’s the former or latter he’s looking forward to more. 
Anyway, bottom line is I go down to his office and ask him to read his email. “The one for my continued education and training,” I add. 
I sit there on pins and needles while he reads without sight or sound of his opinion. Then he looks over at me and does the one thing he’s not supposed to do. His voice is real firm as he says, “Pumpkin, you’re 12.” Holy crap! That’s what gets us in trouble! “You may not sign anything at all, let alone a contract to bind you into slavery. He has agreed that you can stop anytime except when punishment is due. This contract is much, much different. Now, I noticed he didn’t mention signing it, but it’s for your education. Has he at anytime suggested you sign it?”
“No, sir,” I say. Know what? Dad’s getting away with the age violation this time. I think he was making a legal point, though I seriously doubt anything about the contract would hold up in court even between two adults. I shrug, “Wouldn’t be any point in signing it until I’m actually with him. Then I’ll be old enough and no, sir, I don’t think I’d sign it even then. It’s creepy.”
“That’s good,” he says solemnly. “You know I’m hoping you’ll outgrow this.”
I glare at him… a glare I hope engenders memories of the hole I literally put in the roof, the time I uninstalled the dishwasher and put it where the refrigerator was, and the time I reformatted his hard drive. There’s reasons he doesn’t give me this “you’re 12” and “you’re going to outgrow it.” So what if he’s right on the first count and usually right on the second. 
“Yes, sir, I know. It’s a symptom of my ADHD,” I say, so he doesn’t earn a third strike. “So if we’re done with the age violations, what am I supposed to do?”
“Kylie Ann Carter,” which is usually trouble, but he says it gently… suspiciously so, “you’ll always be my daughter and one day you’ll get over the age violations crap. You’re 12 and that’s a fact. You don’t act 12 and that’s a fact. What you do right now is read the contract and learn. That’s all he said to do. If, in six years, you decide to sign a contract, you’ll negotiate your own terms. You do understand this is consensual, an agreement between two adults? He won’t force you to sign it and won’t ask you to sign it if there’s a single word you disagree with.”
“Yes, sir, I got it. I’ve got time to think about everything.” Then he asks me to tell him what bothers me most about it and I do… except for one thing. By the time we get to the no sex with animals part, I’ve learned he wants to talk about everything and there’s no way I’m talking about that with him. 
When I’m done, I feel better about the whole thing. He makes it sound like a contract is a good thing. It protects me. “This is a very considerate contract, Kylie,” he says at the end. “He’s put a lot of requirements on himself. I know it’s overwhelming to read all this in black and white, but it’s better to have everything spelled out clearly. Maybe you should write a counter offer, your version of a contract with him. Don’t try to imagine the future; write it as if you were with him now.”
“Yeah, OK,” I nod. Great idea! “Thanks, I feel better, sir.”
Returning to my room, I see he’s posted and as I read it, I think this really sucks. It’s not just that Brittany is trying to please him and gets screwed for it, but he’s throwing me curves, too. I want the little slut to start impressing him and… well, he doesn’t want any of that, I guess.
It was a simple statement of fact. At least, I thought so. I would indeed squirm great for him and I know he likes that. The words leave my mouth and suddenly it wasn’t a good idea at all. For a second I thought I was more screwed than I’d ever been so far. And I was trying to please him! I was surrendering to him! He didn’t need my permission to tickle me and now it was clear he didn’t want me to act like it was OK. His face exploded in rage and then it eases back to merely sinister. I open my mouth and then shut it. Speaking right now would be a really bad idea. 
Feeling like a mouse being toyed with by a cat, I half watch, half hear him circle me. I was trying to be his slave, to show a change in attitude that I thought he’d like, but now he’s pissed. Totally restrained, I know he can do anything and mentally cringe at the thought that I’m helpless and he’s pissed. His fingers give me a shiver as they run down my back. Then he throws my words back at me with a chuckle and I think maybe it wasn’t so bad. He was going to and still will tickle me. Not that I’m thrilled at the idea, but I know I’m going to get tickled and now I understand I was presumptuous in telling him that. That’s what set him off. The road to making him happy is not by letting him know I’ve outguessed him. Just shut up and take it. No cooperation required. 
What’s really odd is that I feel relieved and even a little happy that he’s teasing me about squirming. I did squirm great and he remembers. He is pleased with me in a twisted sort of way. He likes the way I squirm and I’ll get more of that. Then he just gets me off the horse. Holy cow, I totally misunderstood his leering look. He’s going to feed me dinner. So, is the issue that I was wrong? I suggested playtime when it’s dinner time? How stupid am I? So, I promise myself that I won’t try to outguess him. Hell, I could talk myself right into something miserable, like hours of tickling. What if he denied me dinner because I sounded like I didn’t want it?   
As he sits me on his lap for dinner, tighter against him than usual, I feel his cock come alive under me. My bare bottom is on his cock, skin to skin. It shifts. I shift. He shifts me. I settle down with a wiggle and shift him. We fit nicely as I sit atop the power… the weapon… the source of pleasure for both of us… scared little girl trying think of ways to please her Master’s mind and cock. 
At least dinner time is time to talk freely and I want to explain to him why I said what I said. I want to tell him that I’ve surrendered to the inevitable. I understand I’m his slave and there’s no point in fighting him anymore. All he has to do is ask or order or demand something and I’ll do it. His happiness is mine. All true except that last part. Then he says, "A fucktoy does not speak unless spoken to first and she is answering a direct question." What? No! That’s not the dinner rule! I see my only chance to talk to him fade, hoping he asks me why I said what I did. 
Then he proceeds to feed me slowly and silently. No questions. No comments. No time for me to speak at all. It’s like punishment for all the talking I did in his class. He knows I can’t stay quiet. It’s like its own kind of torture. How was your day? Want to hear about mine? How is Kylie? Dinner is fantastic. You’re a great cook. Know what I figured out today? Want to watch me explode from too many things to say and no way to say them? 
Instead, I sit in silence and look at him hopefully and longingly, trying to speak with my eyes. I think you’re the most handsome man in the world. Bite, chew, “mmm”, swallow. I love being your slave. Bite, chew, “mmm”, swallow.  Hold me tight, Master. Bite, chew, “mmm”, swallow. I love how well you take care of me. Bite, chew, “mmm”, swallow. He methodically feeds me. All I want is him to be with me and now it’s like he’s not even with me. Sure he feeds me, but if he had a dog he’d feed that, too. Conversation for Chrissakes!!
Then we’re done. Oh, I know he got some of my vibes when he gives me a sensational kiss. That’s more like it and… what the hell is he doing now? Nothing good happens when I’m chained to the post. I just know he’s going to leave me and that’s the worst thing he can do. It’s Friday night. What else does he have to do tonight? As he gathers up the dishes to leave, I put on my best smile. You know the “I’m standing on a stage at the Junior Miss Pageant with a bunch of people staring at me and I hope I don’t have anything stuck in my teeth and I hope they love me and what silly question am I going to have to answer this time” smile. The “cheerleading tryouts doing a tumbling run while two dozen other girls hope I crash and burn and when I land the last flip the automatic better be bright and cheery even if I sprained an ankle” smile. It’s a sincere, dazzling smile that gets me a “Squirm great, huh” and a “We’ll just have to see.” And my smile doesn’t crack until the door shuts. 
I put the smile back on in case the door opens, but it doesn’t. Two minutes later, I give it up and sit on the floor. I give him time to do the dishes and then stand up and face the door, smile at the ready. After half an hour, I give that up and sit. I count this as punishment. Tickling me is not. Tickling me is fiendish, but he’s spending time with me. On the cross, on the horse, I don’t care. Just be here. Is that too much to ask? Why have a slave if you don’t spend time with her. Why have a fucktoy if you don’t play with her. Yeah, that’s right. I’m ready to be a fucktoy if the alternative is alone time. 
After a while I resign myself to the fact that he’s gone for the night. I sit on the toilet and pee. Then I just stretch out on the floor without even a sheet. When the hell am I going to get to brush my teeth? I don’t know if my breath smells, but he kissed me, so it can’t be too bad. I finally get to have that conversation with him, explaining how I’ll be a good slave who does what he wants without question, even eagerly. It’s a one-sided conversation, but at least it relieves the stress of not talking at all. 
I’m delighted when he returns just because he did. Bouncing to my feet, the smile returns with a little extra this time. He unchains me. “Horse.” You got it. Time to tickle? Maybe. Not gonna make that same mistake again. But I do know what to do about my horse. Climbing on, I lean to my left and connect the D-ring to my left knee. Clink. Don’t even look at him. Just a slave doing her job. I lean to my right and connect the D-ring on that side. I’d do more, but I really can’t. I just lean forward and hug my horse. When he finishes the job, he makes no comment about what I’ve done. I felt helpless last time I was on my horse, but this time he straps me down as well. Can’t move an inch, except to tremble in frustration and fear. He give me a little pat on my butt  that’s hardly reassuring. 
Dang it, I wasn’t even watching him get stuff out. Why should I? I can’t do anything about it. After the pat on my butt though, I look over to see what he’s doing. What the hell is he doing? I stretch up my head, but can’t really see what he’s got. An electrical box for something. Is that a cock? Jesus Christ, it looks just like one. I catch myself making nervous little noises and shut up. What’s gonna happen is gonna happen. When he finally comes over, he sets up the electrical box down where I can’t see it. Then he says, “Open” like he’s expecting an argument. What? He thinks I’m stupid? I smile and open. Nervous as hell… this does not look good. It’s his expression and the fact that it’s taking so long… but I still smile right before I’m gagged for cock sucking and is that what that fake cock is for? How the hell does this make anybody happy? 
Off he goes and comes back with two of those dang vibrators and I’m wondering why there are two of them. One in my pussy and one in my ass perhaps? Oh yeah, right, something in each hole. Then he just tapes one to each of my feet. OK, tickling by vibrator. See? I was right all along. He just has to make it complicated. Go figure. He repeats my regrettable line and I nod. That’s me. Gonna squirm great just for you. And apparently I’m going to squirm with a cock in my mouth. 
Except the dildo doesn’t go in my mouth. He fiddles with it and the now unseen box. Lifts it up to for me to look at. Wow, that is so real. Then he deliberately drops it. I have a second to watch it disappear and wonder what the hell he did that for.  “Eeekkk, gaahhh,” I squeal as the vibrators come alive on my feet. I jerk and kick, maybe an inch at most. Oh God, he just stands there and watches me as I squirm, squeal, and wish to hell I hadn’t said anything about either a couple of hours ago. Restrained my squirming doesn’t even qualify as great. It’s more a frustrating exercise in holding still as I squeal in distress. 
It’s just for a few seconds and then he turns off the power and allows me to suck the cock. I don’t see the point… yet. As he ordered, I suck on it, making noise so he can hear it. I get the part that if the cock falls then I’m tickled mercilessly, but it’s not hard to keep it in my mouth. I could do it without the noisy sucking, but what the heck… he likes it. He pats my cheek and says, “Master will see fucktoy in the morning.” The morning? All night like this? I won’t sleep. If I sleep, will the cock stay in my mouth? If the cock falls out, how do I get it back? How do I turn off the power? 
As he leaves, my eyes are huge and pleading. You’re not serious, are you? Please, come back. You know I’ll do anything for you. He’s at the door, leaving with the lights still on. He said no speaking, but I want to beg. Then as he steps through the door, I get it. “Hank oo, asser.” Maybe I should have just stayed quiet. The door shuts and I stare at it, hoping I get credit for the hardest three words I’ve ever said. 
For a couple minutes, I suck on the cock. It’s what he said to do and even if he’s not here, I feel an obligation. Then I rest, holding it in my mouth while I stare blankly at the wall. This is gonna be a long night. I wanna go home. I want my mommy. I want to have the biggest do over of my life. I’m in the basement of the biggest damn pervert in the world and it’s all my fault. I’m a slave… a fucktoy… hopelessly trapped with no chance of rescue. 
I think about what happens if the cock falls. Those few seconds of torment were worse than I imagined as far as tickling goes. I hate tickling, but there’s a certain satisfaction from squirming. It makes it harder for the tickler to tickle and it’s a natural thing. If this damn cock falls, I can’t squirm. I can’t make it harder for the vibrators. My God, it’ll be eternal torment without even the hope of reprieve. 
Then I hear the door open and instantly I’m sucking on the cock, even noisier than before. I don’t even look at my Master as he walks in. Just a little fucktoy here doing what she’s been told to do and hoping he didn’t come back just to mention how much he likes it when I can’t even squirm. 
MASTERIUS
Masterius, Sunday Evening, 24 May – Early Monday Morning, 25 May
Coughing deep in my lungs I wadded up the paper towel, tossed it into the wastebasket, then grabbed another paper towel and started swabbing down the keyboard.  A windpipe, I was quickly learning, didn't enjoy coffee as much as a tongue did.
Considering how stressful the morning had been, I hadn't been overly surprised not seeing —or hearing— anything from my Winry after I'd 'tucked her into bed' for a nap.  I did keep Messenger up and running, just in case either she or Ken needed, or wanted, to contact me.
While afternoon turned into evening, then evening started waning, I'd spent some time doing some 'necessary evil' chores, like tackling cleaning up the library.  If there was going to be any room in my house (other than my dungeon, that is, I thought with a grin) that my pleasing little slave was going to enjoy spending time in, it was most likely going to be the library.  
I'd gotten rid of over half the books that had been there, donating them either to the elementary school or the public library.  They'd been more for show than for go; to display rather than enjoy.  But I'd had my own collection I'd accumulated over the years; somewhere just over a thousand mixed hardbacks and paperbacks, and covering a wide, eclectic range of genres.  Admittedly quite a few were fantasy, perhaps thirty percent or so.   
The library was just about ten feet by ten feet, punctuated by three doorways and a window.  The window faced west, a small doorway to the east lead to a small anteroom, a door faced north leading to one of the piazzas, and finally a beautiful pair of French doors led south to the parlor.  Wherever there was a wall there was a bookcase, all of them reaching up to the ceiling and made of walnut.  Even with all my books added to the culled and purged collection the bookcases were only half-filled.
That wasn't even taking into account the furniture:  three deeply plush, sinfully comfortable chairs that had to be over a hundred years old but didn't look a day over three.  Each chair had a little side table and plush ottoman, and each had a small yet ornate gasolier placed overhead for picture-perfect illumination.
Yep, you heard me right: gasoliers.  
I have no idea why Aunt Mabel, at the very least, hadn't had the last of the gaslights changed over to electric, but neither she nor her forebears had done so.  Although both the second floor and basement were converted to electric, and while most of the ground floor had been as well, both piazzas, the library, the parlor and the sitting room had remained gas.  I could have, quite easily —and inexpensively, too, which is never a small consideration where it comes to renovations— converted those over to electric.  But I liked them as gas.  It wasn't because I found that quaint or bucolic, no.  It was because I found their illumination and appearance cozy and relaxing.  They were positioned at the northwest, northeast and southeast corners of the room, while the southwest corner of the room . . .
The southwest corner held a small dry bar/liquor cabinet.  I'm not sure what had been stored there in the past as there remained no bottles or containers.  However, Sherlock Holmes that I am, between the extensive wine cabinet in the northeast corner of the kitchen, and the snifters and sherry copita lead crystal glasses elegantly stored in the library cabinet, I cleverly deduced that the library liquor cabinet had stored brandy, sherry and port.
Which it now contained once again.  
After doing a great deal of dusting and cobweb removing I decided to take a short break around late afternoon.  Besides, I wanted to see if my Winry had been on or had posted before I started thinking about dinner.  There was still nothing as of yet, and I had to stifle a surge of disappointment.  She had asked, after all, if she could 'chill out' the rest of the day, and I'd told her she could.  However —I mischievously (and somewhat wickedly, I'll admit)— grinned, settling down at my pc desk, I decided I could let her know just how much I was thinking of her!
My very pleasing, very sexy little bondage playtoy slave, know that your Master has been thinking of you all day.  So many things have I been thinking and picturing and imagining! (
Master wants to share a particular image with his pleasing little slave.  Now, Master knows his little slave knows what it feels like to orgasm.  And he also knows just how much she loves experiencing that feeling, all the more so when it is also done to please her Master.  And Master knows —because I have heard my little slave— just how needy and excited and turned on you get when you take yourself to the very edge and hold yourself there for me.
I've been enjoying picturing my little slave as she does just that, each morning and evening for the next two days, and the morning of the third.  I've been enjoying picturing my little slave's sexy, naked body writhing, beads of sweat trickling down her flushed skin, hear her soft panted breath.  I've been enjoying knowing that my little slave will know that no relief is in sight until her Wednesday night ritual, and that that ritual will be her only chance to climax until her Master, once more, gives permission.
Little slave, know —know!— that, each morning and evening, your Master will be sitting in his chair, vividly picturing you doing your rituals.  And know that, come Wednesday night, Master will, most assuredly, be picturing his pleasing little slave climaxing hard for him.
And, little slave?
::husky rumbled voice:: All day Wednesday, remember that you will be making your Master very hard, and very excited, and very pleased come your evening ritual that night.
In case Master does not see you until tomorrow, sweet dreams my pleasing little slave!
Smiling as I sent that off I rose then padded downstairs to make dinner and —sigh— return to the library.
Several hours later I settled back down at my pc desk, mug o' fresh joe in my hand.  A wide smile spread across my face as I saw not one, but two, emails from my lovely, wonderful little slave.  
I opened the second one first, the one replying to my earlier email.  Taking a sip of coffee I mentally nodded; obviously her other email must have included her wardrobe selection for the week.  And again, as always, the closing 'Your devoted slave' brought a smile to my face and a warmth deep inside me.
As I opened the second of the emails I realized it had an attachment included.  Huh.  Not something she'd done before (well, not something she should have been doing, anyway, but that's a different story).  As I'd deduced, yes indeed, my little slave had furnished me for my approval her weekly wardrobe selections.  But what made me blink were the first three lines:
"You will find my homework assignment attached to this email.  It was very eye opening and I think I’ve been selfish and I’ll try to do better.  You know that I love you, but I think maybe that’s not enough after a really intense session like today.  ("
Jeezy Creezy!  I'd just assigned her that this morning!  Well, early that afternoon, anyway, while we'd been cuddling and chatting.  This was her idea of chilling the rest of the day??
Then I softly frowned. "I think I’ve been selfish and I’ll try to do better."  Where did that come from?  Selfish about what, I thought, although I was suspecting I'd find the clues, if not the outright answer, in assignment.  
And then there was the "You know that I love you," which brought another lump to my throat, a shimmer to my eyes, and a gentle warmth to my core.  
Saving the attachment I then opened it.  Immediately a huge grin spread across my face and a chuckle erupted from deep inside my chest as I saw how it started.  She'd taken her assignment very seriously indeed, it seemed, treating it the same as she most likely did all her school projects.
I softly smiled at the "(unrequited)".  Little did she know just how soon that would be rectified nor, for that matter, just how eagerly I was awaiting that.  And it wasn't just the 'sexual nature' either.  I was anticipating the physical intimacy even more; the sheer uncomplicated joy of simply hugging, cuddling, kissing and snuggling.
I grinned even wider at the use of footnotes.  Well, both my little slave and Ken had warned me of her frightening intelligence and dedication to a task.  Then again, very early on I'd noticed just how precocious she was.  
I did wonder when I looked up footnote number four if Miss Heather, the former camp counselor, was the one that had spent three hours up in a tree, then took a sip of coffee as I ruminated on part of what my Winry had written:
1) While this relationship is typically between a dominant and a submissive1, an lbps does not consider herself submissive. 
2) Instead, this lbps is a bottom since she is subject to acts such as spanking “or humiliation and can be physically restrained by bondage, which can itself be painful” and her OTM has given her a safeword5.
I wasn't sure why my little slave didn't consider herself a submissive.  I think part of the problem was that she likely was confusing submissive with dependency. 
To me, at least, there were major differences between a bottom and a submissive.  In my opinion, a bottom was someone more into a passive, receiving role, and was more focused on the physical aspects, while a submissive was someone who has voluntarily —and joyfully— surrendered a large, if not total, part of their day-to-day life to their dominant partner.  Again, in my opinion, a submissive was more than a bottom; they incorporated the physical aspects of a bottom along with the mental and emotional.  A pure bottom could never be a submissive; they could roleplay that, but their nature was not. 
As well, being submissive most certainly did not mean the same as inadequate, weak, dependent.  A submissive was not inferior, was not reliant on another.  In fact, every true submissive I'd ever met were among the strongest willed, most self-assured and confident people I'd known.

And I could already see another area of potential confusion for her.  As far as I was concerned, B&D, S&M, D/s, BDSM . . . there was no "One True Way".  There were no absolutes, no ultimate black and white.  Instead, there was a vast field of varying shades of gray.

Take, for example, my little slave's statement: "However, according to Wikipedia, a safeword is “inimical to TPE."."  That was, indeed, what Wikipedia had stated (See, I was referring to her footnotes).  However, if she'd looked further down: "Jacobs preferred to use the phrase absolute power exchange (APE), but both terms continued to be problematic for some people, including many who pursue these types of relationship, since the relationship is subject to the physical and the emotional limitations of the participants and therefore cannot genuinely be total or absolute."

Everyone in the lifestyle — B&D, S&M, D/s, BDSM, TPE, APE, whatever— had their own personal interpretations.  Usually they were minor points or tweaks, but sometimes quite major.  I always made this point when I was training someone: "Take ten D/s couples that are in idyllic love with each other, that have strong, perfect relationships.  Each Master says that their slave is utter perfection, and each submissive says the same of her Master.  Now, play musical chairs; mix up the couples so each one is randomly paired with another.  You'd be extremely fortunate if just one out of those ten felt that the other was doing things correctly and satisfactory."
Thoughtfully frowning I took another sip of coffee as I pondered.  If my little slave was going to remain 3,000 miles away then I'd want to talk to her more about this.  It wasn't, after all, something easily conveyed over IMs or emails.  As it was, she'd soon be with me and, as part of her continuing training and education I'd go over this with her in more detail.  And I was going to have to start paying more attention to her training.  Not that I hadn't been, of course but, well . . . I'd been enjoying playing with her more than I had been training her.

The next paragraph had me tenderly smiling, feeling incredibly complimented and a bit concerned.

After every session, her OTM has done aftercare, which “is the process of attending to one another after intense feelings of a physical or psychological nature relating to BDSM activities.”  7 Until today, an lbps didn’t understand and she thought her OTM was just being encouraging.  Her OTM’s voice is more than a reward; it’s aftercare just when she needs it.  Unfortunately, their OTM/lbps relationship has always been long distance due to their age difference and while he does great aftercare even from afar, it would be better in person.

The first two sentences were the ones that troubled me.  My little slave was making it seem that my 'aftercare' was mechanical, as if I'd had some sort of checklist I followed.  Tied up and gagged?  Check.  Tease and torment?  Check.  Stimulate and drive to the edge?  Check.  Climax?  Check.  Aftercare?  Check.

Dammit, that was just something I did.  I enjoyed the intimacy, the closeness.  I enjoyed the cuddling and soothing, the encouragement and praising.  I was really going to have to rectify her potentially flawed interpretation.  

The last two sentences, as I'd mentioned, warmed me up inside like a swallow of smooth brandy, and as I continued reading I finally understood her "I think I’ve been selfish and I’ll try to do better."  I was definitely going to have to disabuse her.

Slowly sipping the gradually-cooled coffee I continued reading, and once more felt a lump in my throat and curling warmth in my core.

And just in case, she wants her OTM to know she loves him very, very much and loves being his devoted slave and is proud to have him as a Master and she’d kiss him all over if she could.  All the things she didn’t say.8   

I dropped my eyes down to read footnote 8 as I took a deep swig of coffee.

8. Personal interview with said lbps
Which is why I was currently mopping up my desk, keyboard, monitor and floor while trying not to asphyxiate.
I don't know what it was about her but my little slave had a wicked sense of humor at times, and that footnote had me crack up.  Which wouldn't have been so bad if I hadn't been in mid-sip.
Once I could finally breathe, and had cleaned up the mess I ambled downstairs, refilled my mug —not without a bit of humorous trepidation— then headed back upstairs.  Once ensconced at my desk I re-read her paper twice more before settling down to compose a short clarification.
My wonderful and pleasing little slave,
I truly enjoyed reading your paper.  I must confess to a great deal of surprise that you'd undertaken the task today, let alone completed it.  I'd rather thought you'd be relaxing and unwinding.: :smiles:: 
It was very well done; quite thoughtful and insightful and, in several instances, had your Master tear up and get a lump in his throat.
There is, however, something that I need to both clarify and assure my devoted little slave about, and that's the matter of aftercare.
Little love, my caring for you afterwards is not a mechanical act.  It's not something on a checklist.  It's just something I do.  And enjoy doing.  I enjoy the intimacy.  I enjoy encouraging and praising.  I enjoy soothing and comforting you,   Knowing that my little slave finds comfort and security in my arms, feels safe and warm, protected and sheltered and cherished . . . I really don't think you understand just how powerful, and rewarding, that is to me. 
You stated that you think you've been selfish, that maybe your loving me isn't enough for me after a really intense session.  Nothing could be further from the truth.
My pleasing and devoted little slave, quite often your Master feels selfish.  Did you know that?  Well, I do.  You work so very hard, to the utmost of your ability; you push and push yourself to please me, your Master; you endure embarrassing tasks, physically and emotionally demanding tasks that drive you to your limit.  And why?
To be pleasing and obedient to me, because you are my slave and I am your Master.
I won't say that your loving me will always be enough for me, especially after an extremely taxing, stressful, and intense session or experience.  I think we both know, and understand, that the absolutes of 'always' and 'never' simply don't exist.  But I must tell you my little love, that your loving me is something I treasure more dear to me than life itself.
All my love,
Your Master
Sending that off I was about to start working on a shopping list for tomorrow but I checked to see if my little slave had also posted, and I was quite surprised —albeit delighted— to see that she had.
When I'd finished securing and setting her up for the night, and had told her "Master will see fucktoy in the morning," as I'd left, I'd had every intention of doing just that, fully aware I was dooming her.  I didn't care how hard she'd try —and I was damn certain fucktoy would be trying very hard!— there was simply no way she'd succeed in suckling it all night.  Either her tongue and cheeks would finally become exhausted, fatally relaxing that little bit too much, or she'd fall asleep with the same result.
I didn't know which one I looked forward to the most: her frantic, desperate yet inexorably failing struggles, or abruptly, shockingly being woken up by the bullet vibes unexpectedly springing to life.
This wasn't intended as punishment, not really.  More of an object lesson; a sort of 'be careful what you ask for' example.  Well, that and the fact that I was going to enjoy this a very great deal.
I paused just outside the closed and locked door, a sudden pensive frown on my face.  I knew it wasn't punishment but fucktoy sure wouldn't.  Not that that mattered, but . . .
Ah well, I'll give her an hour.  That's long enough to make it a true ordeal, yet well within the realm of success for her.  Again I turned to walk away, and again I paused.
Frowning I tried chasing down what was bugging me, and when I finally figured it out I didn't much like what I'd reasoned out.  The 'object lesson', the 'not a punishment' . . . that was all sheer bullshit.  I was angry at her, and I did want her to suffer. 
Because she wasn't working out quite as the fucktoy I'd imagined.
I didn't want to feel anything about, or for, her other than lust.  I wanted her to be simply a body; a toy to play with, to use and abuse, a receptacle for my cock and spunk. I didn't want to care for, or about, her.  I wanted instant obedience out of fear, the mere thought of displeasing me, her Master, the owner of her body, striking terror in her heart.
I'd never really noticed, nor paid undo attention to, Brittany before, no more than I had any other female student before my Kylie, so I suppose I could be excused for failing to notice she seemed to have every bit as deep a crush on me as my Kylie had.  In fact, after having been exposed to her as I had these last few days, I'd come to realize that her extortion attempt hadn't been as much an endeavor to force me into giving her what she wanted as much as it had been a window of opportunity for her that she'd seized without a great deal of thought.  She'd wanted what my Kylie had —me— and blackmailing me must have seemed like a golden opportunity for her.
Alas for her, I'd reacted with anger, furious at the thought of my Kylie and I being separated if I didn't capitulate, livid at the thought of my Kylie's reputation being sullied and smirched.  And, just as unfortunately, I wasn't an ingénue to BDSM and D/s.  I'd always responsibly played within the guidelines of SSC (Safe, Sane and Consensual) but when I'd suddenly been confronted with nonconsensual, well . . .
I wanted her to instantly obey out of fear of punishment, and, boyohboy! was she doing exactly that!  Just the merest hint I might be considering demoting her from playtoy to fucktoy had her deeply shiver in petrification.
I did have all that, yes indeed.  But somehow it wasn't as satisfying as I'd envisioned, and it was all the damned fucktoy's fault, which is why I was so angry.
Because I was starting to care about her.
Yes, she instantly obeyed.  Well, now, at least.  All that had taken was roughly a day's worth of hard, harsh examples. She didn't have a clue what was safe and what was hazardous and risky, of course, both because I hadn't set out any real rules and because that's the way I'd wanted it.  I'd wanted her confused and uncertain.  I didn't want her to feel any security at all in her situation.  All I'd wanted was for her to totally, utterly and completely surrender to me, a capitulation that far and away exceeded anything even TPE could envision.
I didn't want to care about her, but that was starting to happen and it was all her damned fault.  I could have possibly overlooked how sexy she was, something I'd never noticed before but —Wow!— had certainly been noticing the last couple of days.  Disregarded the enthusiastic way her body yearned and craved pleasure.  Continued looking at her just as a fucktoy.
But her pathetically eager attempts to be proactively pleasing and obedient weren't as easy to shrug off.  And, really, the only reason her attempts were pathetic was that she'd no idea what I wanted or expected of her, she'd no actual, real-life experiences to even endeavor making a guess.  She'd been given a shit sandwich and was desperately trying to make a banquet of it.
Which, undoubtedly, was where her “Ohhh, Master, I bet I squirm great if you tickle my feet," had come from.  She was trying to be obedient, trying to be cooperative.  And that hadn't been the first time she'd done so.
This would be a lot simpler, I grumbled, if Brittany had been more like Kelly, a student I'd suffered through last year.  A quite pretty vixen who was even more narcissistic, stuck-up and vain.  I couldn't remember a more self-absorbed, self-centered girl than she'd been.  Making it worse she, too, had had a crush on me yet, unlike my Kylie, Kelly had been rather blatant about her flirtations.  I'd actually had had to move her to the back row as I'd been tiring of her 'accidental' panty shots.  Now she would have been a fucktoy, pure and simple, no two ways about it!
Silently growling I unlocked and opened the door, slowly stalking towards her, so helplessly secured atop the horse.  Barely able to twitch, and still noisily sucking the cock in her mouth fucktoy hopefully gazed up at me as I approached, my eyes glowing hotter than she ever remembers seeing before.  I slowly circled twice around her, frankly and blatantly admiring her helplessness, her predicament, before finally stopping at her rear and deeply rumbling, "A fucktoy seems to have the easiest time aggravating, annoying and frustrating her Master."
And she did, too; her pitiful, self-serving and -saving efforts and both obeying and pleasing me while at the same time maximizing 'damage control' (which I couldn't exactly blame her for, after all) were extremely aggravating, annoying and frustrating, they seemed to continually spike my wheels.
Suddenly she started weeping, breaking down into tears.  Even bound as she was I could see her entire body just slump as if deflated.  Moving to her front I reached out and firmly grasped the dildo in her mouth.  "Release," I rumbled, then gently removed it as she did.  "What?" I half-growled, fully prepared to drop it if she simply bleated and whined.  Instead, though . . .
"All I want is to be a good slave."
Even through her tears and weeping there was no mistaking her absolute sincerity, and I felt my brows rise at the same time a primal, feral heat surged within me.
"Hold still," I growled, watching as she immediately froze any little motion she had remaining, only small shoulders slightly shifting as she continued weeping.  A few minutes later I'd removed the bullet vibes and ring gag, then unfastened the cuffs from the horse, and at no time did she move a muscle.
Once I'd fully released her I lifted her up and off the horse, but I didn't set her down quite yet.  Instead I turned her about until she faced me, one muscled arm under her pert, firm ass, the palm of the other at her back, supporting her.  I gazed into her eyes, mine gleaming and molten, hers defeated and brimming with shimmering tears.  I felt her naked body tremble with sniffles and weeping and despair against my chest.  For almost a full minute I simply stared into her brimming eyes, gazing so deeply.  And then . . .
Lowering my head to hers I softly kissed her, a kiss that, over several long seconds, deepened into a much more passionate kiss.  And as I kissed I carefully turned about and padded over to the cell at the far back wall.  Shifting her a bit so I could support her one-handed I unlocked the door and opened it, stepping inside and over to the precious cot fucktoy . . . my slave had so yearned the privilege of earning.  
Lowering her down atop the cot, still kissing her as I did, I followed her down onto it as well.
Well, more properly, atop her.  And then made slow yet deep, passionate love with her, silently encouraging her to respond and explore as I did the same with her.
When I finally did come deep inside her she'd already climaxed twice, and the both of us simply slumped afterwards, her flushed, sweaty and sexy body tucked up firmly against my chest.
“Hold still,” he growls. Excuse me? As opposed to get up and tap dance? Brittany would make a joke, but not this fucktoy. I’m stuck to my horse like glue. I suppose there is a difference between strapped to my horse and frozen in fear. He did ask me a direct question, right? I was allowed to talk, right? Have the rules changed again? How bad am I screwed? 
Sending that off I yawned then stretched.  I wanted to get up a bit early tomorrow to do some shopping and detecting, so I sent a final IM to my pleasing little slave before I did.
Sweet dreams my pleasing little slave!  Master loves you!  
Chapter Ten
By Masterius and Kenna
KENNA
Winry, Sunday Evening, 24 May – Monday Morning, 25 May
I’d chilled out by writing my homework assignment and sending a post. I’d also been quite reluctant to IM with my Master. That’s another thing that bothers me about the contract as TPE. There would be no chilling out by backing away and having time to myself to think and “get back to normal”. Much as I hate the long distance aspect, there is a distinct benefit to it as well. Which bothers me as well. It feels wrong to appreciate the solitude. Just what would go on after my nap if I was with him? It would be comforting if he lightly tied me and left me to ponder what had happened. Jeez, that’s what I’ve become… it would be comforting to be tied to chill out. And I’d spent too much time chilling. I didn’t need to be detached for this long. Tied for an hour and then he’d come get me. After such an intense session, maybe he wouldn’t want any more than having me tied at his feet or being his maid. Heck, maybe I’d like another intense session right away. Someday we’d find out. I have no doubt if I didn’t, he’d never do it again.  
I’m just about to get up and call it a day and then, feeling guilty about cutting him off, I finally open Messenger and email. There’s some of each waiting for me. I blush as I read the IM. For Chrissakes, has he forgotten that dad reads these, too? Yeah, it’s a wonderful image, but don’t give dad the same image! Sure that he hasn’t forgotten about dad, I don’t bother to remind him and I don’t want to mention that I’m embarrassed about that image in dad’s head because I think making a big deal out of it would be even more embarrassing. I trust dad not to make a big deal out of it, so we’ll just mutually ignore the awkwardness. Ergo, no awkwardness. 
Sir, you have – how shall I put this? – the most devilishly wonderful ideas that astonish me in how much pleasure they can give both of us. 
Thank you and sweet dreams, sir. I send that though it’s not bedtime yet. Maybe he’s going out and won’t be back online before I go to bed. 
When I read his email, it reinforces a feeling I had as I was composing my IM. How my torment can give us both pleasure defines the Master/slave relationship. How he can feel selfish for how hard I work to please him and how I can feel selfish for how hard he works to please me.  How his dominance and my obedience can satisfy something in both of us. What a perfect match we are. Yeah, even how a big, strong special forces stud and a skinny 12-year-old girl can fulfill each other’s needs is the epitome of opposites that make a perfect match. Master/slave – the perfect match of opposites. 
Now if it wasn’t for that part about caring for me after a session, I wouldn’t bother to reply. But, I have to go back and read my paper a couple of times and still I don’t know why he had to clarify what I said about aftercare. So I send a quick email:
My OTM, 
I’m not sure what I said in the paper that you had to clarify. If it was the part where I quoted Wikipedia, it’s because it was like a formal paper. I know I digressed from formal as  I went on, but I hope that didn’t make it sound mechanical. I just meant you always do it and it just flows from you naturally. In fact, so natural that I didn’t even think about it or notice how it made me feel. I can tell how much you enjoy it. I don’t know if this makes sense, but I enjoyed it and needed it but I didn’t realize it before. Just knowing about it means I’ll know I need it and I’ll know that I’m enjoying it. 
Oh, and by the way, dad suggested I write my own version of a contract like a counter offer. I really thought it was extreme. Guess I like our verbal agreement now. It suits our separation. 
Your devoted slave,
Winry
Then dad calls me for dinner and I look at the clock. Holy cow, I forgot about dinner and if he fixed it, well, let’s just say his cooking is my punishment for forgetting to fix dinner. Running downstairs, I get to the kitchen and say, “Sorry, sir, I just got busy.” Thank God there’s a Pizza Hut box on the table, pepperoni lovers with extra cheese or cheese lovers with double pepperoni, same thing – our favorite. 
“It’s OK, Kylie,” he says. “You’ve had a long day. I understand, but…” Has he learned this ‘but’ thing from my Master? I mean, he lets it hang for a few seconds. So you understand, but what? “… but if you’re late with your Master’s dinner, you just might be punished for that.” I guess it’s the look on my face that makes him add, “Well, I won’t punish you or tell on you either.”
Then I manage to chuckle at his joke. It does worry me though. I use lots of compensation techniques, like making lists and setting appointments in my online calendar, but it’s not unusual for me to be so wrapped up in something that I forget things like fixing dinner. I know a reminder had to have popped up on my computer and I didn’t even see it. And routine is important to me. I have no problem getting to class on time or remembering to check my homework because that’s all routine. Today just threw me off. If this is a punishable offense and I’ll bet a slave’s life lacks routine, then I’m gonna have a sore bottom starting in a few years. You just don’t outgrow ADHD and Ritalin only helps some. 
After pizza and soda, dad and I play Scrabble. No fooling, I get the letters to spell whip and gag for not many points, but I hit quartz on a triple word score. And the crowd cheers as Kylie slams dad. He’s very competitive like me (runs in the family) and I think he’s a little ticked off that he spelled tonic so the t lined me up for a triple word. Then there was my comment, “Such a big lead you got cocky?” Hey, not like he never gloated. 
It’s close to bedtime when I get back online and see my Master’s post. It’s just enough time to read it and then I’ll have all day tomorrow to think about a reply. As I read it, I decide I’ve got a wicked mind, too. Four things jump out at me in this post. 1) I want to get Kelly into Mr. Eric’s basement. I mean, how wicked is that? Really though, I bet I make her too nice and my OTM starts to like her, too. That’s who we are. 2) Mr. Eric had been angry when he kidnapped Brittany. I’d forgotten about that  and now after just reading the part of the contract about anger, this makes it clear about the consequences of the Master being angry. 3) My OTM is a sucker for tears. Holy shit, I can’t believe I even thought of it that way. And more. What could I get out of him with a good cry? I could manipulate him and win… crap, no I can’t. Maybe that’s why I wouldn’t let Brittany cry much until now. I do see tears as a tool used to manipulate. Not that you’d catch me doing it. I haven’t cried since mom died because it’s weak and manipulative. 4) When he writes about making love, my usually very detailed Master glosses over it. Two paragraphs, three sentences. It’s Brittany’s dream come true and it’s a minor aside. Which is interesting because I don’t want to dwell on it either. Nope, what I imagine with my Master is a ring gagged blow job, raped on MY horse, and dropped on his jutting cock only after I’ve hung from the ceiling for two hours. In exquisite detail. No wimpy crying and no making tender love. Well, maybe not much making tender love. I know Brittany will like it though, so I figure I’ll write more than three sentences about it. Kind of defines her, you know.  
Good night again, sir. Your lbps loves you! 
Going to get ready for bed and get frustrated and squirmy. I don’t mind the innuendo with dad in the loop, but my Master said little slave and orgasm in the same sentence and then described me as if there is a webcam in my room and he knows exactly what I look like when I get frustrated and squirmy. How does he do that? 
After sending that IM, I strip and kneel down to start playing with myself. It doesn’t take me long at all to get to the edge and I think this is the hardest I’ve ever worked to not cum. I can imagine my Master watching me more clearly since he described it so well. There’s a webcam in my room and he’s really watching. For 3 minutes, I’m on the edge, writhing and getting squirmy. I moan softly, restraining myself since there is practically an open window (a hollow core door with a space under it) where someone might hear me. It’s all things I’ve done before, but I’ve got a clearer vision of it than ever. He’s watching me while I do it with a window open. Like I do every night now, I lick my fingers a little bit. I think I’ll agree to doing it with a girl someday. It’s got two things that I like – I wouldn’t do it on my own and it will please my OTM – I’d do it for him and get excited because of that. On the other hand, I can’t imagine ever agreeing to letting another man touch me. 
After brushing my teeth and cleaning between my legs, I get tied up in what I consider the standard way. Arms behind me and legs tied at knees and ankles. Master lays me face down with pillows under my hips. He didn’t say to hump against the pillow and if he didn’t say it, I figure he’s not imagining it, so I don’t bother. Not like I’m going to do it just for myself. Instead, I lie there and think about Brittany. She’s getting what she wants, but she’s not gonna make the same mistake she made a day or two ago. His kindness doesn’t mean she can break the rules. 
I wake up as my Master’s palm smacks my upturned bottom. Heck no, it’s dad and do not go down that road. “I’m awake, dad… sir,” I say to stop him. He unties me and I hustle through my morning routine – kneel and scratch, take a quick shower, get dressed, fix breakfast, and off to school.  
Personally, I think finals week is a waste of time. Not that we shouldn’t have final exams, but there’s just two periods – an exam in the morning, lunch, and an exam in the afternoon. First off, I don’t even have an exam for the morning, but I have to be at school unlike every other student who doesn’t have a final. Second, in the afternoon final, World History, I’ve got three hours and I’m done in 38 minutes including double checking my answers. Whoo hoo, 38 minutes of meaningful activity. 
I did come prepared for the morning with a hard copy of the slave contract which I nervously edit. What are you working on there, Kylie? Oh, just a little extra credit for my Master. The library is absolutely dead and I’m way in the back so nobody even comes near me. Now to tackle this heinously restrictive contract. A lot of it doesn’t make sense because we’re not together. I read the first part. Not much bad there, except I change 3 months to 3 weeks. I mean, come on, I say I want out and then have to be his slave for more 3 months? I’d like it to be like it is now. Hey, I’m done and voila, we’re done. He wants it to be 3 months. I give him 3 weeks as a compromise. I strip down the part about sleeping arrangements. There is no Master’s bed or dungeon, so I just say the slave’s bed. I pull out anything about going out in public as a slave or being with other people. I take out the part about open windows. Too risky. On a second pass through, I insert that the Master will consult with the slave’s father before intense activities. And I start inserting “Master’s proxy” wherever dad will really be carrying out my Master’s wishes. 
Does this suck or what? It’s pointless after I’ve hacked it to pieces. Better to stay with the verbal agreement and then I get a different idea of how to approach it. Suppose we are together and suppose it’s perfectly legal to have a 12-year-old little bondage playtoy slave or suppose I’m 18 instead? I’m sure it will change as I get older, but I do make a serious effort to think about what if I had to live under this contract starting when I get home from school today. 
Starting over, I stick with cutting 3 months to 3 weeks. When I get to the EXCEPTIONS right before Section I, I try to decide what to add. I need more freedom. But, as I look it over, he’s actually protecting what’s most important to me – school and career – and even more than I’d think to write down myself. Just for the sake of changing something, I add that I can send private mail as well. It’s really more than just to change something. I want a little trust from him.
I cut the time for withholding sexual gratification to 7 days. Now that’s more like changing something just to change something, except that it makes sense to me. It’s a week and weeks are how a high school girl thinks. It’s my routine. At the end of that paragraph, I add, “However, it is understood that a slave’s experience is enhanced by uncertainty and being pushed past her limits.” How would I know if I loathe it until I try it? And honestly, I get a rush from going past my limits. 
As I read through it, I have a hard time finding those things I objected to before. The Master part is all about defining his responsibilities and it’s quite reassuring. I can’t come up with a better term than “reasonably proficient” in the use of his tools. Right at the end of paragraph H, I add, “The Master agrees never to leave his slave alone for over 30 minutes at a time she might be in distress and want to use her safeword.” After hanging from the ceiling today, I can still recall it was more than annoying when he left. It was scary. What’s the point of the safeword if he’s not there? I pick 30 minutes because that’s pretty much what dad uses to check on me. He’s gone random, but I’m sure he’s never left me more than 30 minutes. And it’s not that I plan to use the safeword, but if my Master isn’t with me, how will he know I’ve reached my limit. 
Getting to the part in paragraph I. 3), I take out the reference to somebody else asking permission to take me out. The way it’s worded, it sounds like I wouldn’t have a choice. I’m not sure if that’s the intent or if my Master would send me out with somebody if I was loathe to do it, but I write it so only I can ask to go out with somebody else. 
Then I get to the part about the slave, where all the can’t, can’t, can’t is waiting to die. The first paragraph isn’t about can’t and I like what it says. Still, I add, “It is understood that the slave does not know what she does not know and expects her Master to teach her about D/s, including pushing her past her known limits. The slave acknowledges that she trusts her Master completely when he is teaching and training her. Her permission is not required or desired except as noted in Section IV. Sexual Acts. Instead of granting permission beforehand, the slave will use her safeword during a session to indicate her unwillingness to proceed.” 
In the second paragraph, I find a couple of things. First, I’m not sure what it means that I can’t touch myself without permission. Can I scratch my nose? Can I blow my nose? Can I fold my arms? I mean, I’m constantly touching myself. I decide he means in a sexual manner and we’re doing that already, so I leave it. Second, when it comes to the part about I can’t touch him, I change that to say I can’t touch my Master in a sexual manner without his permission. Maybe I’ll be bound all the time, but when I’m not, I’d like to be able to rest a hand on his arm, something intimate without being sexual. 
Be his personal valet, groom, maid and cook? No way. This is all about bondage… sort of. Dang it, I leave that in when I remind myself it’s all about serving him and pleasing him. Wear my collar all the time. Yeah, that’s the idea. Be in severe bondage without time limit. That has so got to… stay, I guess. It doesn’t say forever, but it does say I won’t know how long. Heck, I get shivers just thinking about that. Only when I reach my breaking point will my Master release me. Sweet. 
OK, I get to the part about needing permission to open the car door. I was going to change it, but it’s the lead in that gets me. I’ll consider myself in bondage. Dang it, not only does that stay in, but I add “or exit” so I can’t open the door without his permission to get out either. Why one and not the other? Down I go, reading every little detail and each time I think about cutting, I come up with the same decision. That’s what a slave should do. I change paragraph J, 3) to match the change I made to I, 3) in the Master section. 
I can’t refute anything in the Codes of Conduct except to add something he overlooked. At the end of the Free Time part in the EXCEPTIONS, I add, “and that behavior considered wrong in normal society (Ex. Lying) will be punished.” He’s done it already, so it makes sense to me. Jeez, I just added punishment. Did I like the strap and the hairbrush? Absolutely not, but I deserved it. More than that, I would… I would not… yes, I would be disappointed in my Master if he let me get away with something. 
Sexual Acts is all about what he needs permission from me to do. I change the part about anal sex so he doesn’t need my permission. He just has to train me. It’s a matter of trust. If I don’t like it, he won’t do it, but I do want to try it. Actually it’s more like I don’t want to know when it’s coming and to me it sounds like I initial it and we go do it. No surprise.  And the part about recordings? I hack that down to “Recordings of any nature —film, audio, video, or any other recording means—are considered of an intensely personal nature, and will never be shared or distributed by any means.” We’re recording everything now and all I want is that he won’t share them.   
Finally, I just have to add something to the solemnity of the contract. At the end of Serving Others, I add, “EXCEPTION: The Master may command the slave to sexually service a male that, in the slave’s opinion, is as handsome and sexy as her Master and the Master may command the slave to sexually service a female that, in the Master’s opinion, is as beautiful and sexy as his slave. Immediately after said homosexual serving, this contract will be null and void so the Master can pursue the little tart who is sexier than the slave.” Hey, the contract says I can be proud, playful,  and “uppity.” Yeah, yeah, it says subtle pride and this isn’t very subtle, but I hope he knows when he reads it that I’d never agree anyone is as handsome and sexy as he is. 
The last change I make is in the Session Codes where I add, “However, it is understood that the slave’s experience is enhanced by uncertainty.” I don’t want him to use codes that tell me what to expect. So I look over this heinous document again and realize that generally speaking, as I looked at each part independently, I decided each one is part of being a true slave. As a whole I objected to the total control, but I can't refute the items individually. Holy cow, I barely changed it. In some places I even made it stricter. It wasn’t heinous. In fact, it was near perfect. 
I read it one more time, thinking of myself as 18 (just to be on the safe side) and entering into this contract with him. Maybe I’ll change in the next few years and want something different, but for now it looks just fine to me from any point of view. So then I go off and ace World History and spend nearly two and a half hours composing my next post in my head. First one done, last one to leave. 
At home, I quickly make the edits to the electronic copy of the contract and then get to my post. 
When the door opens, he stalks toward me in a way I’ve come to dread even though I’m learning I really can’t read him at all. He’s a predator with a look of desire, a look that means trouble to me. He’s even more so this time and all I can think of is that my pathetic, “Thank you, Master,” has gotten me in more trouble. Just when I think I’m as low as I can go, he’s going to make it worse. Dammit, I can’t move a muscle. Not much I could do against a big man like him anyway, but I can’t protect myself at all. I’m scared witless and right now all I want is to somehow tell him that I want to be a good slave. It’s all I’m focused on. If I took a step back, I might notice that escape, more privileges, or getting off my horse are nowhere on my list because my list has only one thing. Be a good slave. I want that with every fiber of my being. I don’t think of it as a route to better treatment. It’s what I have to do. It’s my life. 
Noisily sucking to impress him, I stare straight ahead as he circles me. He could do anything he wants to me There’s nothing in his hands, but he is still naked and I’m available. I’d be happy if he raped me now. Heck, I’d be happy if he spanked me for my bad behavior and we could move on… maybe. Except I picture myself spitting out the cock while I’m screaming. Spanked and mercilessly tickled. 
Then he says, “A fucktoy seems to have the easiest time aggravating, annoying and frustrating her Master.” Aggravating, annoying, and frustrating. None of those are good. And it wasn’t easy. It was hard to say what basically amounted to an invitation to tickle me. I’ve been holding on so long, but facing his scorn and disappointment, and what will come from it that I probably can’t imagine, I just lose it. Suddenly I’m bawling like a baby. I’m so screwed when I thought I was already screwed. It’s humiliating as hell to be crying while trying to suck on the cock so it doesn’t fall out and feeling so helpless, even worthless. I’ve lost. Brittany is gone. 
Then he takes the cock and demands an explanation. I have something to say, but it takes me a few seconds to go from bawling to merely sobbing so I can speak. “I just want to be a good slave.” I feel better just from the chance to say it. I didn’t even think about making it sound good, it just came out with the sincerity that I felt, utterly guileless. My list of one thing I want in the world. Give me a chance to be a good slave. 
To my surprise, he removes the vibrators on my feet. That’s an improvement, except it’s probably so he can do something worse. He takes out the gag and unstraps me. I feel no joy from this. I’m unbound bit by bit, but still frozen in fear. My sniffles abate though not because I’m any less frightened. I jerk in fear as he touches me. It wasn’t the touch I’d expected. His hands are gentle as he picks me up and cuddles me. Still lightly crying, I understand his treachery. I’m not falling for this. I’ll accept his tenderness, but I’ve made the mistake more than once of assuming this means things have changed. He’s trying to get me to do it again. 
What the fuck now? He’d cuddling me and looking at me like I always wanted him to look at me. Freezing in fear has turned to trembling in fear and I’m sniffling now as I try to control myself. I can feel hope trying to lift its head, but I won’t let it. At best this is temporary. I’ve seen it before and it doesn’t mean I’m less of a slave. At worst, he’s trying to get me to relax my guard… the guard I’ve put on myself to take every lesson I’ve learned in the past three days and not fuck up again. Whatever his intent, I’m still nothing to him. Frightened and confused, there’s still only one thing on my list. Right now being a good slave means staying quiet, holding still, and taking whatever he dishes out. Besides, any attempt to guess what he’s up to and be cooperative is impossible. 
It seems like ages that he just stares in my eyes with desire, lust, concern, and passion. What did I unlock this time? My eyes are still filled with tears as I relax a  little, physically not mentally. I try to return the look. You are my Master. I am your good slave. I adore you. I long to serve you. You’re handsome and sexy and I want to belong to you and  are you seriously going to… oops, yes, you are going to kiss me. Slave, slave, slave, I remind myself just before I relax in his arms and let him kiss me. I mean, he was kissing me already, but I kiss him back as his passion increases. OK, I can live with this. Slave, slave, slave. Just getting treated nice right now and don’t forget you can fuck it up in an instant. 
As he kisses me, he starts to walk and he stops to open the cage. My thought, of course, is that he’s going to lock me in. Lock me in with the cot. A real bed. Well, a better bed than the floor, though I remember his bed last night. Still, this is a trade up from tickled mercilessly on my horse for the night. As he sets me on the cot, he comes right down on top of me. Not like lying with his weight on me, but over me. His closeness and his tenderness are disconcerting and then I realize he’s making love to me. All I can think of is – he had his chance on Tuesday to lay me back on his bed and make love to me. This is too little, too late. He’s just decided to use his fucktoy like a lover, but I’m not a lover. 
However, like a good slave, I let him do what he wants, smiling as he does. “A slave may cum,” he murmurs. OK, not that I’d forgotten, but thanks for the reminder that I’m a slave. He enters me slowly and I realize that every time he’s fucked me, he’s taken his time, even when I wanted it hard and fast earlier this evening. He’s always taken great care not to hurt me. Then, before I know it, I feel like his lover, responding with passionate moans, tense muscles, fingers clutching at his back, legs half wrapped around his waist, and thrusting up to match his rhythm. I even cum twice and that had nothing to do with being a good slave. 
When he’s finished, tears fill my eyes again. Not like I actually cry, but I get this feeling of deep, deep sorrow. Why couldn’t he have done this Tuesday and just stopped there? Why do it now when I’m beaten? It was almost exactly what I wanted, minus the right bed, but it means nothing to me now. I cling to him despite the lack of the one thing I really want – love. I suppose this was a reward for a good slave and I don’t even know what I did right! Really, I only did two things on my own since I mentioned squirming great. I’ve just proven I’m a good slave, so I don’t say that again, but I do say, “Thank you, Master.” It comes out softly, sincerely appreciative. Thank you for letting me tell you I want to be a good slave. Thank you for not leaving me on my horse all night. Thank you for kissing me. Thank you for making love to me. 

As I reread my post, I remember I was going to put in more detail about making love, but I didn’t really. I thought it would be special for Brittany, but it wasn’t. She was too down and too suspicious and didn’t see it as a good thing. Short of forcing her to be bi-polar or schitzo, I couldn’t get her to appreciate it. I’m stunned as I think back over her kidnapping and slavery and can see the logical progression to feeling worthless. I’ve never RP’d a character to this point before, but it couldn’t have gone any other way. 
Brittany’s not the only one confused. I’m wondering if this change is permanent. My Master went to great lengths to describe how Mr. Eric was getting feelings for her. Yet, I’ve seen Mr. Eric be bi-polar or schitzo or something. Having just put my feelings about uncertainty into the contract, I understand it’s my Master’s surprises that make me relate to both Kylie and Brittany. It still leaves me a little unsettled though. The uncertainty isn’t about what’s going to happen; it’s about which Mr. Eric will appear in the next post.
After I send that, I put together a quick email. 
My OTM, 
Attached is my counter offer. It didn’t go how I expected. Let’s just say that trying to put it in terms of you and me across the country from each other just turned out horrid. I figured that out when I started putting in “Master’s proxy” would do this or that (i.e., adday). So, I changed it to how I think I’d like it if we were together and having a slave my age was legal or if I was 18 and we really did sign a contract. Generally speaking, as I looked at each part, I decided each part is part of being a true slave. As a whole I objected to the TPE and it sounded extreme, but I can't refute the items individually. Anyway, it’s not changed nearly as much as I thought it would be.
I haven’t shown it to dad yet, but it’s just a what-if, so I don’t see why he’d have a problem with it. And considering the change I made to the analay exsay part, I’m not sure if I want him to see it. 
Your lbps has a request. The contract mentions an anklet that the slave would wear all the time. An lbps could do that if it was discrete. Your lbps also thought of a way she could wear your collar full-time. If she had a necklace with a pendant with an M or a knot on it (or anything my Master chooses of course), that could be her outside collar. A slave respectfully requests one or both before she goes to summer camp. 
Your devoted slave,
Winry
Seriously, dad, if you want to read about what makes my motor run, open the attachment and read it. 
I send that off and then IM my Master. It’s never a good idea to give me too much time to think, so I’ve got a lot to get off my mind. Post, email, and now some IMs’. 
Beaucoup free time at school today, sir, so I made the changes to the contract for a “counter offer”. If you want to counter counter, that’s OK. Sent that in an email and just posted, too. 
Only final I had today was World History. Pretty sure I nailed it, sir. 
Had this idea last night when I read your post. Please set down your coffee first, sir. 
Heck I never know when he’s going to spray his keyboard. The best ones appear to be the ones I don’t expect.  
Mr. Eric hears a knock on his door and when he answers it, Kelly is standing there with a sneer. “Hey, Mr. Eric, I saw you leaving school Tuesday with a big heavy bag right after that missing girl, Brittany, went in your room. Now I haven’t told anybody yet, but I will if you don’t do everything I say. How about I come inside and lay down my terms, you pervert.”
Just kidding. We got enough characters already, but I just wondered what Mr. Eric would do to a girl he really disliked. Yikes!
MASTERIUS
Masterius, Early Monday Morning - Monday Afternoon, 25 May
It's not that I'd been intentionally skipping, but I'd learned a lo-ooong time ago that regularly exercising was something that could, very easily and imperceptibly, turn into irregularly exercising.  So at five o'clock I was already outside in my sweats, methodically doing basic stretches before going on a leisurely five mile run.  
It wasn't long at all before I'd slipped into the 'groove' and, like most times, I felt the familiar sensation of mentally relaxing, my mind and thoughts free associating.  I did some of my best thinking —and soul searching— during my morning and evening runs.  
I never dictated the direction of my train of thought.  After all, that rather defeated the purpose.  Lately, more and more often, my thoughts had fluctuated between my little slave's ongoing training and her impending pick-up and arrival, as well as our posts.  Additionally, today I was having little flashes of Tammy and her particular situation.
It was while I was running that something that had been niggling me jumped into focus.  Last night I'd gone to bed earlier than normal.  While I hadn't been physically worn out I'd definitely felt mentally drained and fatigued, and I hadn't, then, been able to figure out why.
The steady thudding of my feet faltered a few steps, their rhythm interrupted by the sudden realization that struck me.  
Although my 'lbps' —I smiled at that— had definitely found yesterday's session both physically and emotionally demanding, I, too, had been emotionally drained.  That most likely wouldn't make sense to anyone not in the lifestyle (and possibly not to my little slave either).  But for all my apparent lackadaisical relaxation and enjoyment of her trial I'd actually been anything but.   Yes, I'd taken coffee breaks, but those had been carefully calculated to achieve the effect I'd wanted.  But other than those two breaks I had been utterly focused on my little slave, all the more so because, unlike anyone else I'd ever trained or played with, all I had to go by were her sounds.  There were no physical, visual clues.  No body language to cue off of.  
I'd certainly enjoyed listening to her, mentally picturing her in my mind's eye, oh yes!  But I'd been doing far more than just that.  Each time it sounded as if she'd reached her limit I'd softly crooned and cajoled, wheedled and coaxed.  In fact, that last thirty minutes had been a lot of that, gently encouraging, smoothly enticing her.  
I think that's probably why I didn't —well, couldn't, I suppose, if we're going to be truthful about things— hold on at the end and, instead, unreservedly enjoyed myself with a powerful orgasm.
That climax had, yes, physically enervated me, which is why I took a nap right afterwards.  But that closeness, that utter, intense concentration during the session had mentally depleted me.
I debated messaging my pleasing little slave about that but changed my mind.  After all, in just a few short (Hah!) days, she'd be able to experience that with her own two pretty eyes.
Afterwards it was a quick shower before breakfast: four eggs scrambled with cheddar, four strips of thick cut hickory smoked and cracked pepper rubbed bacon, half a grapefruit, sixteen ounces of orange juice, four slices of buttered toast and black raspberry jam, and —of course!— a mug of coffee.  
While I ate I went over the shopping list I'd composed last night.  I'd already done some preparatory shopping for my little slave, but I'd noticed something after I'd done so.  I couldn't help but grin when I compared my little slave's list of outfits, accessories and toiletries to Brittany's 'wish list', for there were surprising similarities:

· Hair brushes

· Toothbrush

· Toothpaste

· Deodorant

· Shampoo and conditioner

· Tampons and pads

· Pre-foundation primer

· Powder foundation

· Memory foundation

· Blush 

· Lip gloss 

· Perfume
Oh, there were some minor differences; Brittany had been quite specific about brand names, save for the perfume and deodorant, and which Winry, instead, had specified.  
Oddly enough, Brittany had 'requested' two items that my little slave hadn't: shaving lotion and razors.  Now that might be because Winry was picturing Brittany being a bit older than herself, in which case those items would be needed, but if so it seemed odd that she'd also know the particular brand names.
Taking a sip I slightly shook my head.  I could pick up the omitted items — Skintimate shaving lotion, Shiseido razors, and Secret deodorant— but, well . . . seeing as we'd also have to pick up other items like, ah . . . tampons and pads, perhaps I should wait until we could go shopping together.
Besides, I'd already purchased several styles of hairbrushes and combs, along with a toothbrush and toothpaste (which, as fortune would have it, happened to be Crest), as well as a variety of liquid soaps, shampoos, conditioners, detangling spray, and hand, body and facial lotions.  The ones that had fragrance selections I chose scents that I preferred, although if, later on, my little slave expressed a desire for others I'd probably get them for her . . . assuming, of course, that I didn't mind their bouquet.
I was just washing up when, like a bolt out of the blue, several things hit me all at once, powerful enough to almost buckle my knees.  Wiping my hands on a dish towel I poured another mug of coffee and sat down, still feeling a little lightheaded.  For the last several days I'd been feeling much like Neil Armstrong must have felt as he pondered what to say on his historical occasion.  I'd finally decided on what to do and what to say when I'd first enter her bedroom.  For one, I wasn't going to wait any longer than ten seconds; I wanted her to feel surprised, startled and shocked, but I sure as heck didn't want her feeling blind, hysterical panic!
But I'd also been pondering what to do when we first arrived down in the dungeon.  Part of me debated doing what I'd told her I'd do when she showed up on my doorstep on her eighteenth birthday, which was to ring gag her and take her virgin mouth, and part of me deliberated just ring gagging her and then, afterwards, reminding her of what I'd said.  
I'd also been weighing just when would be the most auspicious time to inform her of the realities of her kidnapping.  I'm sure Ken was deliriously happy that he'd be off the radar when I did so but, alas, I was not going to be so fortunate.  I sure as heck hadn't forgotten our little exchange about that:
I suppose my biggest question is, why consider this for her?  
Two answers to that.  1. I think what you offer might be the discipline she needs, a way to help her control her own avalanche.  2. Maybe I hate you that much.  Just who would be getting their Just Desserts?
I had a sneaky suspicion that both her temper and sense of revenge were quite formidable.
It was while I'd been mulling over that when I'd been struck.  
Taking a long, slow sip of coffee I realized something.  This wasn't going to be like any other relationship I'd ever had before . . . well, D/s-related, that is.  This wasn't going to be for training a slave, or entering into a long-term session.  In the past I'd always kept them downstairs (well, unless I had them in one of the two special pony stalls out in the barn, that is), and they'd always known that was going to be the case.  But suddenly a fact that I'd always been subliminally aware of had come vigorously bursting free:
I'd never intended keeping my little bondage playtoy slave downstairs for the entire two months.  That wasn't what I'd envisioned back in mid-April when all I'd been doing is enjoying a fantasy dream, and it certainly wasn't what I'd been envisioning while training her the first three weeks.
No.  No, in fact what I'd been doing is wistfully envying Ken.  Because he was her father.  Her Daddy.  He was right there with her.  He could hug and cuddle.  I could only daydream of that.
All I could do was pensively, wistfully imagine myself as her Daddy-Master, with my Winry being my daughter-little bondage playtoy slave.  Pure fantasy, of course.
At least it had been sheer fantasy until the night of May 6th.  
But, come the fourth of June, this was no longer going to be a dream, a pleasant fantasy reverie.  This was going to be real.  As real as real could be.
And, as I'd been discovering, I'd wanted that very badly.
Well, wanted something I wasn't sure my pleasing little slave could understand, which was I wanted to actually own her as my slave, my playtoy and pet, 24/7.  I'd enjoy just as much relaxing the modes on a frequent basis, essentially having her either in Public or Free Time modes more often than not, and reserving Private mode for sessions, training or play.  Unfortunately I didn't see any occasion where Public mode would be safe or advisable.
In Public or Free Time modes we'd effectively act as Daddy and daughter, although I wasn't sure if my little slave could, or would, see me as her Daddy.  But the issue I was afraid my little slave would have a difficult time resolving was her being my slave 24/7 while still being my 'daughter' at times.  She seemed to have an 'all-or-nothing' paradigm regarding this issue (and I wasn't sure if she had the same problems with other issues, too).
For the past six weeks, an lbps has been in training by her OTM to be a slave.  An lbps has given full authority to her OTM in a consensual D/s relationship of a BDSM and (unrequited) sexual nature. 
An lbps is satisfied to be in this part-time, consensual relationship instead of a 24/7 total power exchange (TPE).
That was pretty unequivocal; my little bondage playtoy slave (or lbps, as she referred to herself, which always had me smile) obviously considered our D/s relationship to be a part-time one, yet she just as clearly —and perhaps that was the issue: it was too obvious— understood it was 24/7.
They have clearly defined rules, e.g., an lbps calls her OTM “sir” and an lbps’ wardrobe is subject to her OTM’s approval
This was definitely something I'd have to resolve and reconcile with her very early on, if I was going to avoid misunderstandings and conflicts.
Now if my little slave was your typical child she would have been used to the concept and actuality of parents laying down the law, setting rules and having the last word.  But the one thing my pleasing little slave wasn't, by any possible stretch of the imagination, was 'typical', and from what I'd gleaned over these last five weeks is that, although her father did, indeed, have the final say in matters, she took for granted that negotiating compromises rather than simply being dictated to was the acceptable norm.
Rising, mug in hand, I emptied it at the sink, rinsed it out then refilled it with fresh, adding a teaspoon of sugar and a healthy dollop of heavy whipping cream.  Taking an appreciative sip I ambled upstairs, then down the hall and to the left, entering the master bedroom.  Stopping at the closet I retrieved the shopping back of supplies I'd purchased last week, on the 19th, then headed into the master bathroom.  
It was furnished rather like my dungeon one, save that it was thirty-two square feet smaller and, of course, also didn't include the vertical spread-eagle restraint or the overhead suspension area.  Strolling over to the vanity I started setting out the items I'd purchased and, as I did, came to an awkward revelation of sorts.  
I'd no reason, when updating the rooms and furnishings, to consider how difficult heights might be for a child.  So, as I was setting out the various and sundry items I'd purchased for her, I was very aware of how tall the vanity top was likely to be for her.  I resorted the drawers until I had the three left side drawers empty, then stored inside the top two the hair brushes, combs, toothpaste, the liquid soaps, shampoos, conditioners and detangling spray, and the hand, body and facial lotions.  In the bottom drawer went the starter cosmetic kit (which I still hope I hadn't gotten suckered on, and it really was suitable for a young girl my Winry's age) as well as the manicure and pedicure set.  The two small bottles of Aura and White Diamonds were placed on the top left side of the vanity top, and the toothbrush went into the holder above the sink.
I was absolutely, positively, one hundred-and-ninety-nine-and-a-half-percent sure that my arrangement of her items would last as long as it took for her to actually open the drawers and peek inside, and I grinned picturing her expression as she did so.  
The more I thought about it, the less I was worried about fixture, furniture and appliance heights.  I was simply worrying to much about things.  After all, it wasn't as if your typical house was meant to accommodate both adult and child heights.  And the easiest solution of all would be to simply purchase a small step stool and keep it underneath the sink for when she needed it.
I still had some errands to run that morning (and if I could, do a bit of detecting work) but, before I did, I sat down and checked for emails, messages and posts.
There were no posts as yet (which didn't surprise me at all considering it had been a school night) but there were four instant messages and an email.
Sir, you have – how shall I put this? – the most devilishly wonderful ideas that astonish me in how much pleasure they can give both of us. 
Thank you and sweet dreams, sir.
Good night again, sir.  Your lbps loves you! 
Going to get ready for bed and get frustrated and squirmy.
There was a good bit of separation between the two, roughly several hours' worth, with her email somewhere in between.  The very first message sent a gentle warm heat curling through me, while her last one did significantly more.
Good morning my lovely, obedient and pleasing little slave!  Your Master hopes you slept well last night, and that finals week goes well for her.
I really enjoyed last night and this morning.  And does a little slave know why?  It's because your Master knows exactly when his little slave's bedtime and wake-up times are.  So I can be relaxing back in my chair.  Picturing my little slave kneeling in front of me.  Imagining watching her as her skin flushes, her breathing growing ragged and panty.  Mmmmmmm!
I hope school goes well for you today, and I look forward to seeing my pretty little slave later today!
Having sent those off I opened up her email and began reading.  By the time I was finished that glowy feeling inside had gently expanded and increased.  The last paragraph, I'll admit, had my brows lift.
Hitting reply I composed a short letter.
My pleasing little slave,
No, you didn't make it sound mechanical.  I promise   Master just wanted to make sure we were both on the same page, if you know what I mean?
>> I just meant you always do it and it just flows from you naturally.  In fact, so natural that I didn’t even think about it or notice how it made me feel.  <<
::softly blushes, feeling warm inside::  What can I say my little slave, except that you always bring out the best in your Master.
I would be very interested in seeing what your version of a slave contract would look like.  You do understand, don't you, that I wasn't asking you to agree to it or sign it.  Your Master just had thought that his pleasing little slave might find it intriguing and educational.
Love, hugs and kisses,
Your Master
Sending that off I got dressed and headed into town.  Although I'd decided against doing any more shopping-in-advance for my little slave —unless, of course, something popped up that I hadn't considered before— I still had business in town.  
About twenty minutes later I reached the outskirts of Paw Paw . . . which was about the same as saying Town Center.  Oh, it wasn't really that bad, no.  Small, yes.  A bit quaint, yes.  They did have their own website, however, which did a pretty good job of summing it all up:
Paw Paw has a graded school and high school, public library, Volunteer Fire Company and Rescue Squad, Senior Center, Mountaineer Community Health Center, Post Office, three restaurants, Central Hardware store, gas station with food available, Dollar General Store, eight churches, a bed and breakfast and a town park.  Organizations include an American Legion, American Legion Auxiliary, Lion’s club, CEOS club, 4-H club and Girl Scouts.
The town has its own water and sewer system witch includes a treatment plant that purifies water from the river and recycles it back into the Potomac River.
At present the Town has a population of 524 and is governed by a mayor and town council.  There is no industry in the town.  Most people travel to Winchester or Cumberland to seek employment.
The town is a pleasant little community being a good place to raise children and retire.
Manhattan it most definitely wasn't!
I stopped off for a few hours at Central Hardware and Dollar General.  I had a few things I'd wanted to pick up but, for the most part, the single most important item I was 'shopping' for was gossip and both those locations were good sources for that.  And what I hadn't managed to glean from those sources I'd managed to do so from the library.
I'd always assumed —erroneously as it turned out— that Dutch and Ruth had always been married to each other but, as I'd discovered, that wasn't the case, just as I'd always assumed they were 'a piece of work'.  I suppose I could be excused for that as I'd only been living here as a permanent resident the last seven and a half years, and I'd only spent summers here as a boy.  
It seemed that they'd each had been married once before.  There was Harold (Dutch) Cooper and Gloria née Beckham, and then there was Ray Smith and Ruth née Porter.  By all accounts —well, of the gossip variety anyway— Dutch and Gloria's engagement and subsequent was more of the old-fashioned shotgun style.  In fact, according to my sources, Gloria had actually waddled down the aisle.  Ray and Ruth's, it seemed, was an entirely different affair.  Paw Paw had no local industry, so most people traveled to Winchester or Cumberland in search of employment.  Ray had gotten a job as a long-haul tractor-trailer driver.  It had paid reasonably well but it also meant he was away from home more often than not, and neither Ray nor Ruth was thrilled with that, especially when Ruth had gotten pregnant.  
It seemed that Dutch and Gloria's marriage was even worse; neither actually loved the other it seemed.  Dutch had gotten Gloria pregnant, having had the misfortune of being the only one in town that had. Gloria was considered, at best, 'soiled goods' by any male of marriageable age (although those same 'men' would doff the tart at the drop of a hat) and having Dutch get her pregnant must have been a godsend to her papa.  
Dutch was apparently also of the 'keep 'em barefoot and pregnant' attitude because, like clockwork, Gloria popped a bun out of the oven every two years.  But at some point she must have had enough: when Jack was only six months Gloria just up and vanished.  Done run away was the general consensus . . . although some people whispered about Dutch's often violent temper, and wondered if Gloria's disappearance had more sinister motives.
And then there was Ray and Ruth.  Their daughter, Tammy, had been only seven months old when Ray had been killed in a freak accident.  He'd stopped on the side of the road to help an accident victim when a drunk driver —in a stolen car no less— hit the truck and other cars . . . and Ray, killing him instantly.
The trucking company and courts denied any workman's compensation for him, stating that as he'd stopped (which evidently was against company policy) his employer was not responsible for any claims.  And as the driver of the car that killed him had stolen the car —and thus had no insurance— Ruth had been left destitute.  Oh, she had Ray's life insurance policy . . . which barely covered the burial.  
Dutch must have thought he'd hit the jackpot when he'd heard about Ray.  Somehow, with two months of his death, Dutch and Ruth were now married.
Based once again upon my sources, that hadn't been good for Ruth.  Never bold or spirited —in fact considered a sweet girl, just shy and withdrawn— marriage to Dutch was her death knell it seemed.
Somehow, for whatever reason, Dutch didn't keep Ruth's oven baking away, so the five kids they had were the only ones.  Ray brought along John Jr., Jimmy, Jake and Jack, and Ruth had had Tammy.  
As I drove to Grandma's Country Kitchen Restaurant and Inn for lunch I wondered what I was going to do with this new-found wealth of information.  Nothing obvious sprang to mind (other than a semi-whimsical desire to take Dutch out with a .50 caliber from a mile away, that is) but that didn't surprise me.  I'd just let all that simmer and percolate for a while.
Parking in the lot I picked up a couple of the fliers I'd printed out, then got out of my truck and headed to the door.
Help Wanted

Job Opening

Coldspring Farms is looking for a part-time or full-time housekeeper.
You would be responsible for making sure all assigned areas of the home are clean, neat, and tidy. This includes any indoor household cleaning and organizing tasks assigned and may regularly include cleaning "projects" (e.g., cleaning and organizing a messy closet).  Typical responsibilities will include: vacuuming, dusting, laundry, mopping and waxing floors, changing linen, etc.  Either position will be considered as self-employed.
· Part-time position would be Monday to Friday, 8:00AM to 6:00PM.  Starting compensation $350.00/week.  Paid holidays.  No vacation, no health insurance.  Must have valid driver's license and means of transportation.
· Full-time position would be Monday through Saturday.  Position includes room and board, along with a stipend of $400.00/month.  Paid holidays.  Paid vacations (two weeks).  No health insurance.
Experience is required.  References preferred but not required.
To apply send your application and, if applicable, your résumé to:
Coldspring Farms

P.O. Box 12

Paw Paw, WV  25434
Or call and leave a message at 304-555-7239
With a sigh I stopped before I'd taken three steps, then turned around and tossed them back onto the passenger seat.  Who was I kidding?  In exactly one week I'd be on my way to California.  There was no way I'd be able to interview and hire someone in that time frame and, even if I could . . .
There was no way in hell I was going to have anyone else around this summer other than my little slave.
While I was having lunch —eighteen ounce prime rib (rare), mashed potatoes, green beans, spinach and rice, and sixteen ounces of milk (I do drink more than just coffee you know) I was having little daydreams that I really hadn't had before.  I was picturing my little slave sitting with me as we had lunch, for example.  Just little vignettes, small snapshots.  Just picturing little excursions with her, as normal as anyone might envision between, oh, for example, an Uncle and his distant niece.  Those certainly explained the tender, gentle smile all throughout my lunch!
I didn't exactly race home, but I did feel a certain eagerness as the afternoon wore on.  I peeked in around three, feeling my shoulders slump a little: no post, no emails, no IMs.  Then I sardonically grinned at myself, flushing a bit at feeling like an overeager schoolboy.  Deeply sighing I headed back downstairs.  Alas, there was still quite a bit more to do in the library, and I deeply shuddered contemplating what was needed for the parlor and sitting room!
Around five that afternoon I took a break and headed upstairs.  I not only needed a shower and was getting hungry, but I was also curious —and keen — to see if my little slave had posted, messaged, or written.  To my surprise and delight I'd seen she'd done all of those!
I left the post for last.  One is that I'd need time to read and take in the latest 'installment', but mostly it was because I was eager to see how my little slave's day —and exams— had gone.
First I started with her messages.  There were quite a few of them, too.
Number one had me blink.  She'd already made changes?  Jeez!  I mean, I knew she was bright and gifted, but just where did she get all that energy?  Well, since I'd noticed her email had an attachment, genius that I am I cleverly deduced that was her version.
"Pretty sure I nailed it".  Snorting I took a sip of coffee.  Knowing my little slave as I did I thought that was probably this millennia's understatement.
Had this idea last night when I read your post.  Please set down your coffee first, sir.
OK, considering I was already in mid-sip at that point I darn near spit-taked anyway.  Talk about Twilight Zone!
I softly frowned when I finished.  I was pretty sure she'd been kidding . . . about adding another character, anyway.  But the "just wondered what Mr. Eric would do to a girl he really disliked.  Yikes!" seemed like a roundabout, yet sincere, desire to find that out.
My pleasing little slave, your Master is quite astonished!  You've already made changes?  I have to admit to being very curious what changes you made.  And do you know why?
I sent that, knowing as I did that, because of the way Messenger worked, my little slave would only see that part until she scrolled to the next stored message.
Although the contract is not, and was never meant to be, a 'psych evaluation', what a submissive or slave agrees to, compromises on, and adamantly vetoes does give me certain insights.: :smiles::
Master is pretty sure his little slave 'nailed it', too.  And I have a confession to make.
I sent that as I composed another.
I'd almost sent that Master would have you spanked ten times for every point below a 100.  Almost.  I would have meant it as a joke, but the instant it popped into my head I also squashed it.  You take your education extremely seriously.  I know that, and I'm proud of you for that.  I know you strive for no less than 100, not because of the grade, but because of the knowledge you desire and seek.  And I don't, ever, want to make any joke, no matter how innocent or well-intended, about that.
You do know you had me on nervous, apprehensive tenterhooks with your "Please set down your coffee first, sir," don't you?
Well, in that instance he'd just play insulted and offended, wave her inside and tell her to call the cops.  Because if she didn't, he would, and have her charged with extortion.  There's no way at all Brittany could be tracked back to him, or found, hidden as she is, and he knows it.
Your real question, though, is what Mr. Eric would do to a girl he really disliked.  That's a hard one to answer if it's based on the current situation.  Brittany is basically a good girl, who was envious of her best friend and made a stupid (and forever) mistake.  

I did wonder why my little slave was so curious about "what Mr. Eric would do to a girl he really disliked."  Telling me that "I just wondered" then immediately following that with a "Yikes!" indicated she had a very good idea what he might do.  This wasn't exactly the first time I'd felt like she was fishing for a answer to that and I wondered why.  Did she daydream about being treated like that?  Forcibly, nonconsensually enslaved, and by a Master that really viewed her as a mere possession?  An object?
Chewing the inside of my cheek I pondered that, just a bit concerned.  I suppose that was no different than a lot of women that had rape fantasies.  And if she wanted to explore that, say, for a day, or even two days, I could accommodate her on that.  But that really wasn't what I wanted with her, and that wasn't how she was going to be with me.
If you'd like to have a somewhat idea, read about Tiffany.  In fact, rather than hunt it up on the site I'll email you an attachment with that story.  Tiffany is the complete opposite of Kylie and Brittany, which you'll find out.  If you like, when you get back from summer camp maybe you and I could RP out a different scenario on the side.  Like, say, take someone that had a house like Mr. Eric's: one with a secret basement that is very well hidden and no one else knows about.  
He, too, is a teacher, but at a very private, and very exclusive, school.  One of his sixth grade students, a Miss Arianne Babcock, is one of the most conceited, arrogant, egotistical, nose-in-the-air bi . . . girls you'll ever have the misfortune to meet.  It's finals week, and she's just bombed his class, and comes to him, tearfully, begging to do anything, anything at all, to get an A for the year.
Unfortunately for her, her teacher (let's just call him Mr. Eric, shall we?: :winks::) is a great believer in you earn a grade, you don't just get it.  And he also knows that her summer vacation trip to France is entirely predicated on her getting a B average for her classes.  And with her D- from him . . . she's sunk.
She tries everything.  Tears.  Begging. Threats.  Tantrums.  Then also flirting, offering him her.  At that, he just slowly looks down his nose at her and disdainfully sniffs.  "If I want to make love to someone, it'll be someone other than a stick-thin, flat-chested, stuck up child."
She storms out, infuriated, determined to somehow make him pay.  So she breaks into his house when he's not home, and uploads into his computer from a memory stick naked, and very provocative, pictures of herself.  Unfortunately for her, while he's not in the house . . . he is in the basement. 
Trust me, my little slave . . . that's when you'll find out what happens to a girl he really dislikes."
Huh.  By the time I'd finished I wryly grinned.  I'd've been better off making all that an email!  And speaking of emails . . .
Starting the download of the attachment I then started reading my little slave's email.  The "And considering the change I made to the analay exsay part, I’m not sure if I want him to see it," certainly piqued my interest, but the "Seriously, dad, if you want to read about what makes my motor run, open the attachment and read it," had me burst out laughing and brought tears to my eyes.
Her request, though, brought a lump to my throat.  Such a simple-seeming request —or at least it would seem that way to anyone else.  But my Winry wasn't just 'anyone else', and her request had a profound effect on me.
My dearest little slave,
I have not, as yet, read your counter offer.  Your Master will be doing so in just a moment.  Your request has choked me up little one.  I simply cannot express in words the powerful effect your request had on me.
Those are very excellent suggestions my pleasing and very thoughtful little slave.  And before this week is out, Master will have picked out, and sent to you, one of each.
Your loving Master
p.s. I wonder if your summer camp is still hiring camp counselors?
The attachment had long since downloaded, and I quite eagerly opened it, extremely curious to see, and examine, the changes she'd made.
By the time I was finished I felt extremely . . . odd inside.  Proud.  Excited.  Overwhelmed.  Elated.  Euphoric.  
Well, also feeling a bit dim, too, when I'd noticed some of her changes.  I knew what I'd meant by them, and always before I'd sit down and explain the rules with someone, something I hadn't had a chance to do with my little slave as I'd never meant this as anything other than educational.  But it appeared she'd thought otherwise.  Or, at least, her "counter offer" was meant, intentionally or otherwise, to give me her take on things.
And just by reading through her counteroffer and noting the changes sure proved to me she'd paid very close attention.  Not that I ever doubted she had, of course.  But a good third of her changes were, I blush to admit, to typographical or grammatical errors of mine.
And to assist me she'd helpfully highlighted her (proposed) changes, too.  Taking another sip of coffee I paid her document the intense scrutiny and concentration it (and she) deserved.
At the preamble she'd proposed two changes:

     Release may be initiated by either party, with a three (3) week waiting period between the request for release and the actual release, during which time reconciliation is possible.  This is not, nor is it intended to be, a legally binding contract; the strongest bonds are those of the heart.

     EXCEPTIONS: The slave known as _______________, retains the right to control her own finances when she has them, the private reception and sending of personal U.S. Mail, her education and career paths, and her own personhood which includes: her religious beliefs, her self-esteem and sense of emotional well being outside her submission, and her conscience —which is to say, she retains the right to not do anything that would force her to violate her sense of right and wrong.
Here was my first "D'oh!" moment: the original text had read "the private reception of personal U.S. Mail", but I'd never intended to prohibit, or even restrict, the sending of mail.
Then, under the meat-and-potatoes terms of the contract, under "The Master", she'd proposed four changes, some of which I'd learn had been repeated elsewhere.  
I.   The MASTER 
D.   The Master may, for a period of time not to exceed seven (7) days, withhold sexual gratification from his slave in order to enhance her experience . . . However, it is understood that a slave’s experience is enhanced by uncertainty and being pushed past her limits.
H.   The Master agrees never to leave his slave alone for over 30 minutes at a time she might be in distress and want to use her safeword.
I.       

     3)   If the slave is to be taken out for any activity that is in any way D/s related (such as a party, meeting, or even shopping) then permission must be sought of the Master by the slave herself.  It is understood and granted that the slave may request permission of her Master.
I wasn't exactly sure what prompted her to change that last one.  But it wasn't anything I'd quibble over.  And, once we were together, I could ask my little slave then.
Under "The slave" she'd proposed five changes, one of which repeated Article I 3 under "The Master".

A.   The slave's only goal is to please her Master.  This means that she acknowledges her complete and total submission to her Master in all areas specified with exceptions listed above.  She will do anything and everything her Master commands her to do regardless of the degree of humiliation, embarrassment or pain that may accompany that obedience.  It is understood that the slave does not know what she does not know and expects her Master to teach her about D/s, including pushing her past her known limits.  The slave acknowledges that she trusts her Master completely when he is teaching and training her.  Her permission is not required or desired except as noted in Section IV.  Sexual Acts.  Instead of granting permission beforehand, the slave will use her safeword during a session to indicate her unwillingness to proceed.
B.   At no time is the slave permitted to touch either herself or her Master in a sexual manner, save the minimum required to perform her tasks, without her Master's express permission.  
C.   The only sexual exceptions will be listed under Section IV: Sexual Acts.  
D.         

3)   The slave agrees that, when going or being led to the car, or leaving the car, she will consider herself to be in bondage.  She is NOT allowed to open passenger doors to the vehicle her Master is driving so that she may enter or exit.  The only exception to this is when so instructed by her Master.
J.    

 3)   If the slave is to be taken out for any activity that is in any way D/s related (such as a party, meeting, or even shopping) then permission must be sought of the Master by the slave herself.  It is understood and granted that the slave may request permission of her Master.
The change to Article A pretty much stunned and flabbergasted me.  I mean I was literally rocked back, staggered to my core.  Whether she knew it or not (and I rather strongly suspected the latter) making that statement was something that only a true submissive would make, and only make to the Dominant —Master or Mistress— that she absolutely trusted.  My hands actually trembled, and I had to take a minute or two before I proceeded.
Article B puzzled me a moment, and then I had my second "D'oh!" moment.  That was the intention of that clause, but I could easily see how that could —and obviously had— confused her.  And again this was something I'd go over with my little slave, in person.
Article C's proposed change really puzzled me, shortly followed thereafter by my third "D'oh!" moment.  In the original version that had read as Article III: Sexual Acts, and not the correct Article IV: Sexual Acts.  And again, here was proof positive that my little slave had gone over the contract with a fine toothed comb.
By Article D 3 I was muttering to myself.  Again, that was the intention of the clause and, yet again, I'd been ambiguous and confusing.
Article J 3 simply repeated Article I 3 under "The Master".
Well, so far, so good.  And I was steadily growing more impressed by the moment.
There was only one proposed change under Section III. Codes of Conduct, Article A 4, but my brows lifted as I perused that change.  For it wasn't an insignificant change at all.  Oh no!
III. Codes of Conduct
A.   Conduct Modes    

     4)   Free Time
During Free Time the slave is free to leave her Master's immediate presence, interact socially with her Master and/or his acquaintances, and speak freely, expressing herself openly and candidly.  There will be no punishments applied during Free Time.  It is to be understood that the slave is to continue to address her Master respectfully during Free Time, and may be subsequently punished for infractions of this rule.  EXCEPTIONS: The slave agrees that she may not touch her Master or herself during Free Time unless given specific permission, that bratty, disrespectful behavior will be punished, and that behavior considered wrong in normal society (Ex. Lying) will be punished. 
By no means was this an inconsequential proposed change.  There was no way I missed the two italicized "will"s, and I wondered if my little slave was helpfully providing me with a small heads-up with her.  Still, I couldn't refute or disagree with the proposed change as it did make a great deal of sense, and enhanced the spirit of the clause.
There were four proposed changes to Section IV.
IV. Sexual Acts: 
A.   Any and all sexual acts are permitted with any frequency with the following stipulations: 
     1) Anal Sex: 
a.   Anal sex will not occur until such time as the slave has been trained by the use of various sizes of plugs to accept without pain this act.   

b.   Anal sex will be permitted with any frequency at the Master's desire after the slave is trained. 

     My brows lifted again as I read that.  For an instant I wondered if my little slave had any conception of what her proposed change permitted, and then I shook my head, clearing the cobwebs out.  Of course she knew!  She literally was indicating that, once she'd been trained so that actual anal sex wouldn't hurt, then I, as her Master, could do it whenever I wanted whether she liked it or not.  

     6) Recordings
a.   Recordings of any nature —film, audio, video, or any other recording means—are considered of an intensely personal nature, and will never be shared or distributed by any means.  
I couldn't agree more with this.  I'd sooner cut off my arms and legs —and penis and scrotum— then ever to violate and betray my little slave's trust in her Master by sharing any recording of any sort.

     7) Serving others
a.   The slave will never be asked to sexually service others, without the consent and permission of the slave prior to such.  If such permission is asked and/or granted, it will never be meant to humiliate or denigrate the gift of the slave's submission to her Master.  Rather, it would be to enhance and broaden her limits, experiences and joy in her submission.  Slave will initial here if such permission is given for heterosexual servicing:  _______.  Slave will initial here if such permission is given for homosexual serving: _______. EXCEPTION: The Master may command the slave to sexually service a male that, in the slave’s opinion, is as handsome and sexy as her Master and the Master may command the slave to sexually service a female that, in the Master’s opinion, is as beautiful and sexy as his slave.  Immediately after said homosexual serving, this contract will be null and void so the Master can pursue the little tart who is sexier than the slave. 
Oh dear Lord!  I burst out laughing, literally braying like a donkey.  ". . . so the Master can pursue the little tart who is sexier than the slave."  I laughed so hard my sides started aching and getting stitches.  That was sooooo my little slave, yes yes!  After I'd calmed down enough that I could finally take a swig of coffee without drowning I started to read the next part when I paused and re-read part of the change.
"The Master may command the slave to sexually service a male that, in the slave’s opinion, is as handsome and sexy as her Master . . . "  
". . . in the slave’s opinion . . . "
My lips curved into a soft, gentle, tender smile, feeling quite touched and complimented.  And I was sure as shootin' my pleasing little slave had meant it just that way, too.
The last proposed change, was to Article C of Section V:
V)   Miscellaneous:      
C. Session Codes: The slave may be given a session code prior to the beginning of a session to insure that all proper equipment is available for the Master's use.  However, it is understood that the slave’s experience is enhanced by uncertainty.  Notice may be given orally, manually written, or electronically sent. 
That was at least the third time she'd emphasized that.  Now, slow I might be at times but I weren't no idjut.  Besides, I had a pretty shrewd hunch she would have, if she hadn't already, felt like that.  Wanted matters conducted that way.  Based on quite a bit of experience I'd learned that when a submissive or slave truly trusted their Dominant then, yes, they rarely, if ever, wanted to know or, for that matter, even receive hints.
Opening up her email again I hit reply.
My dearest, my one and only pleasing little slave,
I have read and reviewed your counter offer and your Master is extremely pleased with the forethought, maturity and perspicuity his pleasing little slave has shown.  Not only do I find it acceptable, but if it was at all possible I'd sign it this instant.
Very well done my little one!
All my love and admiration,
Your Master.
Hitting send I then went to the site to —finally! — read her post.
I'm not sure if my playtoy had drifted off, but I sure must have dozed off.  First thing I became aware of was a warm, soft body next to mine.  Lazily I opened my eyes and gazed to the side, where I had her snuggled up against me.  By the time I'd peered down her eyes were already open, so I couldn't tell if she'd nodded off or not.
We both needed to bathe, or at least grab a shower, but I wasn't quite in the mood to move at the moment.  Shifting a bit, rolling a bit to the side on a cot that was ridiculously small for my size, I nestled her even closer to me.
I gazed deeper into her eyes, seeking confirmation.  I wanted —needed— to verify if she'd been broken, or bent.  I didn't want her broken; not now, anyway.  Bent, yes.  I wanted —needed— for her to finally yield, at last surrender.  No resistance.  No thoughts of escape.  No desire to manipulate.  And, based upon her tragic “I just want to be a good slave.” that had finally happened.
Only time would tell, of course.
Regrettably, time was something I had in short supply, especially since my lovely, sexy Kylie would be joining her downstairs come tomorrow.
My fingers indolently drifted their way up and down and around her chest, smooth belly, small shoulders and slender arms.  Leaning my head down I languidly kissed her; soft, tender kisses, true, but ones I immensely enjoyed.
"We'll be bathing in a bit," I softly murmured in a small ear as I lightly nibble-suckled a diminutive lobe.  "I think we both need one."
Nestling her closer I murmured in her other ear, "You just want to be a good slave.  That pleases your Master a very great deal.  Wanting to be a good slave means you won't, any longer, resist, or refuse, or balk.  You won't try and figure out ways of escaping, or leaving.  Instead you'll be working hard at obeying.  At being pleasing.  And not just working hard, but being sincere and earnest about learning and pleasing and obeying."
A wide, strong palm began idly caressing her belly, circling and stroking.  "However, a fu . . . a pla . . . a slave can't really be obedient and pleasing if she doesn't know what to do.  True?"  I didn't wait for an answer, as it was basically rhetorical anyway, not to mention blatantly obvious.
"So tomorrow Master will begin his slave's training.  And, as long as she tries, Master will give his slave the benefit of the doubt if she goofs at first.  But she has to try, and try very hard, understand?"
I left it at that for now, and for several reasons, although the biggest one was that I was, pure and simply, enjoying her nestled at my side.  Finally, though, it really was time to shower up, and I might as well bring her along with me.
Sitting up on one elbow I gazed down at her.  Then, out of the blue, I cocked my head and asked, my tone quite curious, "I've been meaning to ask my slave this for quite some time.  Just why did you take those naked photos of Kylie?"
KENNA
Winry, Monday Afternoon, 25 May
Sir, I told you before that if you challenge me, I try even harder though probably not possible on finals. Anyway, since there was extra credit on the final, what would I get for every point over 100?
I guess if I’d thought about it, Just Desserts does answer the question, sir. It was just a thought I had when I Mr. Eric mentioned Kelly. Didn’t mean it like it was a big thing and not sure I want to RP about it. I was just being a smart aleck, especially about spraying your keyboard again. You know what? When I think you will, you don’t and when I’m not even thinking about it, that’s when you do. 
Maybe I don’t know my Master as well as I think I do. At least I don’t know his sense of humor and that spray the keyboard reflex. And maybe he doesn’t know mine either. Joke or not, I’d have taken his spanking for every point under 100 as a challenge, even after he said it was a joke. 
After I send the IMs, I just have to run through my math one more time. Heck, I’ve got it down cold, but it’s your above average math class, two years squeezed into one. To catch up, I’m taking geometry and trig at the same time. There’s me and two others in the class, so the small class size helps a lot. The other two kids in the class are both juniors who are tying to catch up, too. Katie (a.k.a. Fat Kat) is probably my best friend at school and I’m the only one in the world that can her Fat Kat and she doesn’t take it as an insult and I only do it when there’s not another soul around. Hey, she calls me Flat Kat and you better believe she’s the only one who can call me that. It’s kinda cool and we have a deal. When I get boobs, she has to lose weight. She’s cheating because she’s already lost 10 pounds and I haven’t made any progress on my end. Brendon is the other one in the class. He’s quiet, shy, and really hard to pump for information, so I don’t know much about him. 
So, it’s math tomorrow morning and English (an essay test, yuck) in the afternoon. It’s not that essay tests are hard. I can write pretty good and get my point across, but I always think the question is vague, like ‘Describe creativity as it applies to writing.” OK, I can do that, but to do it right, it would take about a dozen pages to talk about creativity; another dozen to talk about writing, fiction, and non-fiction; and then a dozen to talk about how creativity can be enhanced; and another dozen on… And Mr. Fletcher wants a paragraph. It’s saying what needs to be said in just a paragraph that bothers me. 
When I get an email from him, I read it and get all excited about getting an anklet and collar. Mostly I like the idea of an outside collar. That way I’ll never be uncollared. I’m not at all concerned about what either the anklet or pendant will look like. If it’s from my OTM, then it will be perfect. 
I hope you know how much it means to me to be able to wear your collar full-time, sir. 
Yeah, I wish he could be a counselor at my summer camp. He could teach knot tying and… nah, I don’t want to go there. Knot tying is about the only clean thing I can think of. I mean, I know he could teach a lot of things, but where does my mind go? If only he could be a counselor and if only we could do more than eye each other at arm’s length without arousing the suspicions of everybody else. I mean, he’s so good looking all the girls would have a crush on him and that would only mean they’d be watching the competition like a hawk. “Hey, Mr. Masterius touched Kylie’s arm.” Jeez, he’d get my real name then. Well, he’d get it for sure. It’s kind of fuzzy, but I remember dad calling me Kylie yesterday. I’m just not sure if the mike was still on then. 
So, until the rules change, there’s no point in him being a counselor or any other way I can think of for us to meet. Really, I think it would suck to be with him and then not get to do anything. Like the biggest tease in the world. For that matter, I’m still not happy about being at camp for two months without any contact… and I don’t count cell phone. Without dad to tie me… it just makes me depressed to think about it. There’s always the idea of running away from camp, but they’d have an Amber alert before you could say Amber alert.  
At that moment, something else comes to mind. It’s like the last thing I’d ever think would solve my problems with being long distance, but in a way, it makes sense. What if… hmm… what if I didn’t contact him at summer camp. Let’s say my cell phone doesn’t work up there. Or there’s no cell phones and no email. He wouldn’t know the difference. I mean, no contact at all. And then, when I come back from camp, I just act like I’m a changed girl, not interested in D/s anymore. Just forget about him. That is what dad’s expecting. No more of this tantalizing long distance, wish you were here or I was there. No more of this punch in the gut feeling of something missing. At least not after a while. 
Then when I turn 16, I email him and tell him I’m ready for the real thing. Jeez, you know what? It actually sounds better to me than four years of this. I just don’t know. There are really super things about what we do now and I’d miss weekends being his decoration or listening for him to cum or spankings and ice cubes and crotch ropes. Damn this summer camp! On summer break we’d have all day every day. Dad could tie me in the morning and my Master could talk, go on coffee breaks, or whatever… all freaking day long, every day. I wonder how many positions he knows? I’ll bet it’s more than ten weeks worth. 
I get another email from him and it makes me feel so good that he is pleased with my counter offer. Getting a lump in my throat, I feel like we’ve already signed it. Most of it doesn’t even apply, but there are things we could do right now, like the anklet or different modes or even teaching me how to use a plug. Yeah, right, like I could think of a way to ask him for that without dad finding out. Not sure how dad would react if I asked him, but I’d probably drop dead from embarrassment and then we wouldn’t have to worry about a plug at all. 
Sir, I’d sign it, too, and we could follow the parts that make sense. Guess what makes sense right now though is our agreement for you to train me. It gives us room to grow because it’s not so formal. 
Dang, even I don’t understand me. Am I happy with our verbal agreement? Do I want to just forget about him? Can I handle four more years like this and do I even want to try? 
I can’t believe he fell asleep on me… except that I kinda feel like that, too. Not exhausted, but just relaxed and content and happy. Just that now I’m not sure if he heard me thank him. I think about things I could say to test if he’s really asleep or just faking it. Master, I… Master, what if… Master, you know what? … and all that comes to me is what I’ve already told him. Master, I just want to be a good slave. Then I think about Master, was I a good slave? That just sounds like trouble because I’m fishing and I’m not supposed to talk and pointless, because I know I was. It surprises me how sure I am of that. 
My thoughts are interrupted when I realize he’s awake and looking at me. Just looking in my eyes, but not that lustful gaze he has sometimes. It’s like he’s reading my mind. So, I help him out. Good slave. Good fucktoy. Your slave wants to be good. Your slave wants to obey you. Your slave is sorry she’s been aggravating, annoying, and frustrating. I know beaming my thoughts to him probably isn’t working, but as I’m doing it, I realize there are deeper feelings. It’s like there’s a melody of good slave, good fucktoy… and there’s a drum beat of Master, Master, Master… more than that though… even deeper there’s a feeling about my Master… powerful, controlling, sexual, owning, mine. 
Then he mentions bath. The last one was so nice. I nod my head ever so slightly. Your good slave would like to bathe with you, Master. Yes, he even says he understands I want to be a good slave. Then he says something that rocks me to the core. “Wanting to be a good slave means you won't, any longer, resist, or refuse, or balk.  You won't try and figure out ways of escaping, or leaving.  Instead you'll be working hard at obeying.  At being pleasing.  And not just working hard, but being sincere and earnest about learning and pleasing and obeying." Yeah, I get that’s what it means, but what rocks me is that for the first time I realize I haven’t resisted, refused, balked, or thought of escaping. I haven’t even thought about earning privileges. I’ve only thought about obeying, pleasing, working sorta hard… just how hard is hard? … and being sincere. Not that I even thought about being sincere, I just was. I am a good slave and that makes me feel good. 
The word escape doesn’t even sound as good anymore. Just look at me. I’ve been stripped, tied, spanked, raped in my mouth and pussy, and forced to live in a dungeon. I’ll never be the same. If I got away, everybody would know what happened. Hush, there’s that girl who was kidnapped. I heard she was a sex slave who did everything you could imagine. My parents would look at me like I’m a slut because I gave in. How much trouble would I be in because this is really my fault? I couldn’t show my face at school. I could never trust a man again. I’d think about what Master has done to me. Took me this morning on his bed just because I looked sexy. Chained me to my horse and did more that I could imagine. Made me beg for… that’s humiliating just to think about. I can’t go. Not don’t want to go… I can’t. 
Slowly caressing me, he tells me he’s going to train me. Huh? What more do I need to know than how to get on my horse, how to hold still, and how to obey instantly. He speaks, I do. I’ve already got that down. Well, not that I’ve shown that, but I will. Allowed to goof at what? Try very, very hard at what? I get a bad feeling about “training”. And then I get a very good feeling about it. Bad because I don’t know what to expect, but good because this moment to moment, good Master-bad Master is driving me nuts. Training means I’ll know what to do when. I’ll know what he wants. I’ll know how to be a good slave. 
“Yes, Master,” I say when he asks if I understand. So much more I’d like to say, but I’m cautious about speaking. Not gonna say more than I have to right now. 
He props himself up and I assume we’re about to go take that bath and then he asks me, “Just why did you take those naked photos of Kylie?" Wow, does my face turn red in record time. It’s my biggest dilemma, the most confusing thing in my life prior to becoming a slave. How could I have a crush on Mr. Eric and on Kylie? And what story can I make up in three seconds so I don’t have to admit what I’d been thinking about Kylie that spurred me to take those pictures. It was a prank. I don’t know. Just wanted to see if my cell phone camera worked and she happened to be naked. 
The fact is that for several months I had this feeling for her that went beyond best friends. It wasn’t specific at the start. It was just this warm feeling of closeness. I thought about hugging her so tight that we were like one person. I thought about being with her all the time. A couple of months ago, I started thinking about kissing her, being naked with her, and caressing her all over. I was ashamed and embarrassed that I could get excited by that. I know how two girls can make each other feel good, but I didn’t go that far in my fantasy. All I wanted that fateful day was to get pictures I could keep, look at when I wanted, and play with myself. Wanting to make love to your best friend when you know she isn’t like that is not something I wanted to tell anyone. I don’t know what Kylie would have done if I suggested what I wanted to do with her. I just couldn’t lose her. 
After racking my brain so now it looks like I’m going to lie, I can’t lie to him. There are consequences to lying and a good slave wouldn’t lie ever if there weren’t. I look at his chest. “Umm, it’s…” I look back into his eyes. “You know it’s OK. I’ve heard about girls like me. I mean…” I sigh heavily, “you know…” I look down and back up at him. “You’re… ummm… not the only one I had a cah-cah- crush on.” Holy cow! It hits me. Peeking through that window, I didn’t just see Kylie getting Master. I saw Master getting Kylie. I saw my two crushes with me nowhere in the picture. They were both cheating on me! With each other!
I knew Kylie had a crush on Mr. Eric, but I didn’t know he had a crush on her right back. She and I had something in common and Master and me have something in common, too. Despair hits me as I think about him kidnapping her and bringing her down here. I’ll be here, too. I’ll watch him make love to her. She’ll be tied and naked… God, that sounds sexy… and a good slave will only get to watch Master and Kylie… I’ll watch and never get to touch her. Jeez, I haven’t even thought about privileges. Being a good slave is all about pleasing her Master, not about earning privileges. Now for the first time since I was left alone on my horse, I think about earning a privilege… Kylie. 
MASTERIUS
Masterius, Monday Afternoon - Monday Evening, 25 May
Before I did anything else today I had a bit of shopping to do.  I did like the idea of an 'outside', permanent anklet, as well as an 'outside' collar, so I re-visited some stores that I had in the past.  Fact is, I'd actually been 'window-shopping' for the last couple of weeks specifically looking for collars, necklaces and anklets, so that my little slave would have something to wear while we were out, so it was only a matter now of actually ordering them.  I'm glad I hadn't, as yet, done so ahead of time, otherwise I would have had to re-ship the doggone things to her.
Before two o'clock I'd already made my purchases and had them shipped overnight express, which should —and had better— have them arrive by Tuesday morning; mid-afternoon at the latest.  I suppose I could have waited until she was with me, but I really was touched by her wanting both so badly.  Besides, I softly chuckled, a wicked little gleam in my eyes, this way she'd be given them Tuesday evening, and she'd be wearing them that night . . . and next morning, too, while doing her rituals . . . and before going to school, pantyless under her skirt . . . all revved up and knowing she will 'pop' that night.
Next I fired off an email to Ken, asking him to check their P.O. Box tomorrow, because I was sending something for Winry.
The necklace (aka collar) was made of coiled and wrapped sterling silver thin wire, accented with spiral carved beads.  It was distinct enough to stand out, yet wasn't so outré as to attract undue attention.
The anklet was . . . well, quite interesting.  Picture a miniature, perfect 12K sphere about twice the size of a grain of sand.  Take said sphere and bore a tiny hole through the center.  Now take a lot of those little spheres and string them onto thin wire.  Finally, take between thirty and forty of those beaded wires and weave them into a loose cable, their ends gathered into little 12K aglet-type terminations, with the ends of those being your typical necklace/bracelet/anklet clasp.
It didn't take me very long at all to order them and have them ready for shipment, although I did have to pay extra for overnighting, a fee I was quite happy to pay.  Less happily it was then back to chores.  I figured I wouldn't hear anything back from her until after school, which did give me several hours to get on the stick and get some things done.
Sir, I told you before that if you challenge me, I try even harder though probably not possible on finals.  Anyway, since there was extra credit on the final, what would I get for every point over 100?
I guess if I’d thought about it, Just Desserts does answer the question, sir.  It was just a thought I had when I Mr. Eric mentioned Kelly.  Didn’t mean it like it was a big thing and not sure I want to RP about it.  I was just being a smart aleck, especially about spraying your keyboard again.  You know what?  When I think you will, you don’t and when I’m not even thinking about it, that’s when you do. 
Taking a break I checked Messenger and grinned as I read the first two IMs.  
Oh, I could think of a lot of things I'd like her to get for every point over one hundred, oh yes!  Kisses.  Cuddles.  Extra-special sessions.  Wistfully sighing I knew there was no way that would be possible right now, and mentioning to her more 'what-could-be-if-only' would only cause her more pain and disappointment.  However . . .
Well, since I'm not sure just how many possible points above one hundred you could potentially earn, I couldn't say with anything definite.  Howsoever, I can think of two things right off the bat.  
One would be to get a book of your choosing for X number of points above one hundred, and the other would be being able to pick one item from a certain online catalogue (subject to dad's approval, of course) my little slave might desire, for Y number of points.
Unless my little slave has anything special in mind?: :smiles::
Master loves his little slave's sense of humor and wit.  I wouldn't ever call you a 'smart-aleck'.  Now, impish?  Oh yes!: :smiles::
I have to admit that Kelly's 'intro' wouldn't have made me shower my keyboard.  Alas, however . . .
I must admit that my little slave's postscript of "Seriously, dad, if you want to read about what makes my motor run, open the attachment and read it," did cause your Master to spray a significant amount of coffee over his keyboard.
His monitor
Click and send . . . .
His desk
Click and send . . . .
His floor
Click and send . . . .
His shirt
Click and send . . . .
His pants
Click and send . . . .
Dear God but Master loves his little slave so much!
Her next two IMs were dated a bit after the first two, and these had me feeling so warm inside, softly flushing as I read them.  
I hope you know how much it means to me to be able to wear your collar full-time, sir. 
Sir, I’d sign it, too, and we could follow the parts that make sense. Guess what makes sense right now though is our agreement for you to train me. It gives us room to grow because it’s not so formal. 
I hope you know how much it will mean to me to have my little slave wearing my collar full-time.  And speaking of which . . .

Do you have any idea just how giddy that makes me, knowing you would sign?  I just want to float up to the sky! : :smiles::  And, yes, what makes the best sense of all right now, my pleasing and obedient little slave, is for me to continue with your training.  And growing is something any healthy Master/slave relationship should do.  Well, at least in my humble opinion. : P
Grinning I waited a few minutes before sending one last message for now.
Oh, almost forgot. : :mischievous grin::  Speaking of which, it might be a very good idea if Dad checks a certain  P.O. Box tomorrow.
Now, if I knew my little slave as well as I thought I did, that first 'And speaking of which . . . ," would have her wild with curiosity . . . and most likely inventively cursing me, too.  Which also had me grin.
Checking the site I was pleased to see she had also posted.  And as I read my brows slowly lifted until, at the last sentence, I felt a wide smile creasing my face.
Idly brushing my fingers over her belly I was exceedingly surprised at her reaction to what was, I'd thought, a reasonable (and reasonably innocent) question, and one I'd asked merely out of curiosity.  All of a sudden her entire face turned a bright crimson, actually brighter than she had at any point so far with me.  
And it wasn't just her face, either.  My lips curved into an indolent, slightly amused smile as I followed that flush down down down all the way to her chest.  That smile was in no way at all mocking or mocking; indeed, I was pure and simply charmed and enchanted.
Something was certainly going on, and it sure looked like to me that my pla . . . slave was frantically trying to come up with a suitable answer.  A good teacher can 'read' his students, and I was a very good teacher.  As the seconds passed I could 'see' the furious mental struggle going on inside her.
Finally that internal battle was resolved.  Dropping her eyes and staring at my chest she faltered, then trailed off, “Umm, it’s…”
Pausing a moment she took a deep breath then unflinchingly gazed up into my eyes.  Not audaciously or challenging, simply valiantly, and I felt my approval of her go up a notch.  I simply returned her gaze, peering deeply into her pretty, soft brown eyes.  “You know it’s OK.  I’ve heard about girls like me.  I mean…,” she paused a moment then heavily sighed, “you know…,”  
Trailing off again this time her eyes dropped, but only for a moment before meeting mine again.  “You’re… ummm… not the only one I had a cah-cah- crush on.”
I slowly nodded, my expression nonjudgmental; neither approving nor disapproving.  But the two expressions that were visible are the two she most likely least expected:  understanding, and pleasure.
I had to admit: I was really impressed at her honesty, especially seeing what it cost her.  That had to be the most, the most, embarrassing thing she could have admitted to anyone, yet she'd honestly done so to me.
I did have to wonder, though, what prompted that honesty: the desire to continue being a good slave, or the understanding that lying to her Master would be a Very Bad Thing.  'Ah well, only time will tell,' I mentally shrugged.
After a minute or two I simply nodded, then leaned down and gently kissed her forehead.  Shifting and sitting up on the cot I guided her up and onto her feet before standing upright.  "Follow," I murmured, this time not so much as a command as an instruction.  Padding over to the cabinet next to the horse I selected a blindfold and two small padlocks.  Drawing her arms behind her back I locked the wrist cuffs together, then crouched down and did the same to the ankle ones before finishing up with the blindfold.  
Standing up I then gathered into a small carry sack the things I'd need for later tonight, not wanting to make multiple trips like I had last night, then crouched down and gathered her up in my arms and against my chest, just as I had last night.  Feeling her tense I softly murmured, "Relax.  Master isn't going to drop his sexy slave.  Promise."
Minutes later and we were both in the bathroom again, having first dropped off the carry sack atop the bed on the way to the bath.  Setting her carefully down onto small, perfect feet I first removed the blindfold, and then unlocked the cuffs from each other, then finally unlocked and removed the cuffs, leaving her in just the collar.  Turning the taps on and adjusting the temperature I added bubble bath to the swirling water.
I should point out that this entire time, from the cuddling to now, I'd never actually been flaccid.  My cock might not have been at full mast the whole time, but it had certainly achieved that state several times already, with the remainder of the time being at least partially swollen.  I'm not sure what slave thought of that; based upon past performance she most likely expected to get fucked at any moment!
Once the tub was full I motioned her over to me then gently lifted her up and in before following after her.  Reclining back I relaxed, drawing slave over against my chest and along my side, and lightly cuddling her there.  
I didn't say anything.  There was nothing I needed to say right now.  I simply relaxed back, very much enjoying soaking with slave.  
After around fifteen minutes I deeply inhaled, which had slave tense for some reason. Can't imagine why.  Sitting upright I guided her the same, then helped her stand up even as I stood.  Like last night I washed her.  Unlike last night, however, this time I simply poured a little liquid soap atop one palm before rubbing them together.  Once I'd done that . . . I gently started washing her, laving her sexy, naked body using my soapy, lathered hands.  Oh, and let me tell you . . . I was rock hard and rampant within moments of doing that!
Starting at her throat I gently washed there, and under the collar locked about her throat, smiling as I did so.  And, very slowly, very sensually I continued my way down down down, until I was hunkered down in front of her.  Even jutting hard as I was, cock visibly throbbing in time to my pulse, this wasn't sexual.  Not to me, anyway, not this time.  Sensuous?  Fucking A-right it was that!  Erotic as hell.  Quite delicious and delectable.  Was I enjoying this?  Hell yes!  But that didn't mean I wanted —or needed— to take it any further that this.
Even when I gently lathered her pussy and between her ass cheeks.
On the other hand, my gently lathering and soaping her wasn't at all businesslike; clinical and detached.  Nope.  Not at all like washing my car or doing the dishes.  Nowhere close at all, in fact nowhere in the universe.  
Upon reaching little knees I gazed up at her and patted the top of my knee.  "Hold onto my shoulders" I murmured.  She looked puzzled, but only for a moment, then slowly reached out, placed small hands atop my shoulders then rested one dainty foot atop my knee.
I finished laving slender calf, then exquisite foot then, softly smiling up at her, I very carefully soaped the bottom.  Nodding I tapped her knee and murmured, "Now the other," and, this time she did so with very little, if any, hesitation.
When I finished lathering her stem to stern I stood back up again, opening up the drain then turning the water back on.  Adjusting it to warm I took down the showerhead then rinsed her clean, watching as the last bubbles of lather foamed over tiny toes before swirling down the drain.
"Eyes closed," I rumbled, waiting for her to do so before playing the spray over her hair, thoroughly wetting that gorgeous mass.  The rich, thick auburn darkened as I soaked it, the tumbling curls straightening out a bit.  Shutting off the shower and rehanging the head I gently turned her around.  "Keep your eyes closed," I rumbled, a bit firmer this time, as I poured a good dollop of shampoo in one palm before gently working it into her hair, lathering it up into a thick foamy mass.
I wasn't just shampooing; I was scalp massaging as well, something I very much enjoyed when I had my hair shampooed before getting it cut.  Working my fingers along her scalp, then gathering up that cascaded mane and lathering there, I also stepped closer . . . then closer . . .
. . . until my belly was against her back . . . and a very noticeable, very hard and throbbing cock pressed against the small of her back.
 I just kept shampooing and massaging, like this was an innocent, everyday affair.  Finally I rinsed the foamy lather off, making sure to thoroughly rinse it completely out, then once more turned the shower off before rebracketing the head.
Pouring out conditioner I then started working it through her shining, soaked, shimmering tresses.  After about half a minute I just seemingly idly said, "I think I'd really enjoy watching you do this to my Kylie."
A minute later I rinsed out the conditioner, then again shut off the shower and replaced the head.  Gazing down at slave I rumbled, "Master would like it very much if slave now washed Him."  
KENNA
Winry, Monday Afternoon, 25 May
After I post, I go fix dinner – breaded pork chops and spaghetti with my homemade sauce. I know he missed more about her, but dad once mentioned how much he missed mom’s spaghetti sauce. So, I made some. He was so astonished I didn’t bother to tell him about recipe cards, duh. I mean he knows about them, but they’re like Greek to him. The sauce was so good that he didn’t say much about the huge mess. Mom would make a big pot of it and then freeze most of it. I froze what I managed to get into the plastic containers and dad helped me clean up what didn’t make it in. Yikes, I was 9 and I didn’t think a ladle was that hard to work. Now I can do a big pot without even looking at the recipe or making a mess, just like mom did. And her breaded pork chops are an extra. He didn’t even say he missed them until after I fixed them the first time. Little things like that helped me get over missing mom. I could fill in part of what we missed about her. 
Fixing a “fancy” dinner isn’t all that hard. Bread the chops and put them in the oven. Go to computer. With dinner in the oven, I plop down and see some IMs from him. I scroll up to read them in order. How many extra points? There were 10 extra points on World History and it’s just a guess, but I’m thinking I’ll get around 103-105. A spanking for under 100 and a book for over? Jeez, how about I get to satisfy myself an extra time? I mean, a book is always great, but just doesn’t feel like the flip side of a spanking. Now the certain online catalog sounds interesting. I just wonder what catalog. Could I pick out my own anklet? Maybe a new outfit? That’s pretty blah, too. Maybe something sexy? Oh yeah, shopping at Victoria’s Secret. Oh my God! Does he mean a bondage sex toy site? The first thing I think of is a recently mentioned plug. Which catalog and where do I go to find out what my choices are? What am I thinking? I was just kidding about getting something from him like he was kidding about the spanking. Hey, dad, is it OK if I get this plastic Christmas tree? I wonder if they come in red and green.
Thanks, sir, you know that I do my best for me. I don’t really want a reward for blowing the curve and getting A’s. Maybe a punishment spanking for under 100 and a playtime spanking for over 100… 
I think about that for a few seconds. Maybe it’s that I just read the contract or something… I just forgot all about dad. So then I say.
Forget the playtime spanking, sir. Playtime spanking from dad is a bad idea. Just embarrassed the heck out of myself. 
Then I read the part about spraying his keyboard. Dang it, I did it again. My little joke to dad got him to spray everything. Looks like it would have been better if I’d actually been here while he was sending it bit by bit. Must have been an extra good one because he sprayed everything. As I read, I think about a reply of, Not the kitchen sink? Then I get to the last part. Dear God but Master loves his little slave so much! I made him spray everything but the kitchen sink and he loves me so much! Wow, I just melt there on the chair. Smart aleck isn’t such a good thing, but he turned it into impish and that made me feel special. He likes my sense of humor. That’s cool. Then he comes out with he loves me so much. Not gonna make a joke back at him now. 
Master, a slave got all warm and melty inside when you said you loved me so much. I have your shirt with me so I can cuddle with part of you. I clarify what made me feel that way since there’s even more IMs and I want to make sure he knows exactly which one made me get up and fetch his shirt. I put it on my shoulder where I can smell him. That’s what makes me feel closest to him. 
Nobody ever said anything like that (parents excluded). Nobody ever made me feel this way. He’s said it before, but it’s the Dear God that really gets me. How special I feel. There’s nothing sexual about it. Just love. That’s how it makes me feel about him. I’d do anything for him and not just because of a contract. Which, by the way, makes him feel giddy just to know that I’d sign it. Makes me a little of that I guess, but that’s sexual, too. For a moment I just bask in the idea of being loved just because I’m me. 
Ding! I turn the chops when the timer goes off. Return to computer. Sit down. Jump for joy. Yeah, check the P. O. Box tomorrow! He’s sending them overnight express! What a Master! I just know he already had them or at least already knew what he wanted for me. I only just asked and they’ll be here tomorrow. I wasn’t sure if I should even ask, but now I know he wants me to have them.  
Thank you, sir. Your lbps is very happy to get anything from her OTM, but especially so to get a sign of our special relationship that I can wear outside. 
No more IMs and no post yet, so I lay down on my bed and just think about a pendant and an anklet. I can tell the girls at camp that I’ve got a boyfriend and I wear them for him. They don’t have to know the whole truth. All the while I’ll know what they mean. Dear God, I’ve got a man who loves me! Wouldn’t that throw the other girls. Which brings me back to that idea of just forgetting all about him at camp. This just really complicates things. I mean, I just asked for something special to remember him by and how can I even consider making a clean break of things?
Ding! I hop up and go remove pork chops. Then I boil some spaghetti, set the table, and microwave some sauce. The spaghetti is still boiling when Dad comes home, like clockwork. He calls if traffic sucks, but otherwise he’s home pretty much the same time every night. I meet him at the door and almost tackle him. “Dad, sir, you gotta check the PO Box tomorrow, OK?” Which then means I have to explain why and by the time dinner is over, there’s just a “Let me check the IMs” between me and some special items. And a few minutes later I get a promise to check it on the way home. Dad likes to pull my chain because he’s seen the contract, so he understands anklet and collar and values his life. 
After that distraction, dad fixes me up in my RP area and I get on line and read an incredible post. Wow, do I want a bath or what?
I don’t know what to make of his reaction. I spill my guts about something that I haven’t ever told anyone before and he’s like no big deal. Just this nod that almost looks like he knew it already. I could have said, Master, I’m a redhead or something, and gotten the same reaction. Did I do something at school that gave it away? Does anybody else know? Nah, I suppose that’s just how he is and I should get used to it. I just don’t get to know how he feels after I just shared my feelings… because I had to… because I finally had to tell somebody and he’s the only one who matters anymore. At least I get a kiss that’s feels like approval, but I can’t be sure. 
Left to wonder what he’s thinking, I follow him over to some cabinets. “Follow,” sounds like a one word command you give to a dog… a way to tell a slave, “Come with me.” It’s sorta insulting, but it’s what I am. Follow means we… we! … are going to do something. I imagine “Stay,” is just the opposite. Hope I never hear that. There’s a promise of a bath and since it’s the second time, I think I know the drill. Watching him get out a blindfold and padlocks, I’m sure I know the drill. As he pulls my arms back I figure there’s three ways to do this. Fight, make it hard for him, or just put my arms back for him. It feels right to make the third choice and this time there’s a feeling of trust. We’re doing something together and he’s told me in advance. I don’t think he’s ever lied to me.  Changed his mind when I changed it for him, but never lied. I do get some comfort from being a good slave. Even good slaves get nervous when they’re bound and Master picks them up. It’s a natural reaction and he notices because he tells me to relax. 
No problem. I almost apologize for acting nervous. Instead, I nestled against him and say, “Yes, Master.”  We go up one flight of stairs and I say, “I know you won’t drop me. I trust you, Master.” That’s the truth. I do trust him not to drop me or seriously hurt me. I feel safe in his arms. 
As he carries me, I think about what I said about Kylie. Haven’t thought of her like that since Tuesday and now it came out of nowhere. I think about having her in the basement with me and I hope just saying that changed his mind about kidnapping her, too. If he thinks I’d like to have her here… well, I’ve learned that what a slave wants doesn’t matter, so maybe he won’t bring her. Really though, I don’t want her here. Don’t want the competition. Don’t wish this on my best friend. Don’t want the competition… that means two things to me. I don’t want to watch him with her and I don’t want to spend more time alone because he’s with her. 
Up stairs, around corners, backtracking, and ending up in the bathroom, I have no idea how his house is laid out. It didn’t take this long last time to get to the bathroom, so I wonder if he’s doing it on purpose to confuse me. Anyway, he finally sets me down and takes off the blindfold and everything. Looking around the bathroom, I’m amazed at how nice it is. I’ve been here before, but I was really too scared to notice much. Watching him start the bath, I notice that his cock is not soft… not ready to use on me, but not soft either. At least he didn’t say I couldn’t look at him, so I do. He’s everything I imagined and more. He’s filled in the details where my imagination left off. I’d like to touch him, but that’s not the way it works. 
Through all this I wait patiently. We’ve only done this once, but I’m sure bath time is not a threat. Then he gets in and I join him, cuddled to his chest in a calm, relaxed, and almost romantic way. Not that I’m relaxed enough to do anything like run a hand over his chest much as I’d like to. I’m relaxed and enjoying his arms around me… my impression of what a good slave does in the bath. This is what I want (I don’t even consider that two days ago what I wanted was escape). Now I’m super content to be taking a bath with my Master. How nice it would be to make this last. He’s now stumbled a couple of times on what to call me, ending up with slave. It makes me feel good that he’s making an effort to upgrade me and let me know it. 
So, there I am musing about how nice it is to be his slave when I’m a good slave… almost drifting off. Then he inhales deep and I rouse from my stupor, tensing in a moment of confusion as I take the inhalation as a sign that something is about to happen. Ah, something is going to happen. He’s going to wash me. I watch his hands as he soaps them up and lays them on me. Holy cow! His cock just stands right up… right there in front of me… what a view. I’m more amazed than anything at first. Not like I see that every day. Then I realize I feel sexy. He touched me and got hard. Curiosity, amazement, and warmth… no worry or fear because it’s not the right time to use it. And, even if it was, I’ve enjoyed his cock in me… cumming several times tonight. Nope, no fear for his erection. 
I like this! He touches me everywhere, but it’s with a gentle purpose. How odd. I feel sexy, but this isn’t sexual. He washes me from top to bottom, kneeling in front of me as he moves down my body. Even when he touches my breasts, my pussy, and my bottom, I don’t mind it. That first time I thought of it as a cheap feel, but if that’s what they were, he’s had some expensive feels since then. This is nothing. Well, not nothing. This is way special in a different way. It’s like he really cares about me. At least he enjoys it, so I expect I’ll get more of it.  I figure there’s ways to wash a bad slave that aren’t nearly this nice. 
“Hold on to my shoulders,” he says and I get the idea pretty quick, but making it work is a little awkward. Using his shoulders for balance I lift up my foot and put it on his knee. OK, wasn’t as awkward as I thought. He can make washing my feet just as special as anything. 
When he lets the water out, I think, what about him? Not that I argue, but “We'll be bathing in a bit” sounds like we’ll be bathing, not just he’ll be bathing me. He washed himself last time, so I guess he’s already taken a bath or a shower. This was just for me. Wow. After he rinses me, he shows me a whole new level of shampooing. “Mmmm,” I rumble as he massages my scalp while washing my hair. Where did he learn to do this? Then I feel him against me, both of them… Master and Master’s cock. Jeez, he’s got a hard on from shampooing me. And just when did I get tingly? I’m not sure, but I know it’s at least since I put my foot on his knee while he washed my leg with my pussy inches from him and not before he started washing me. 
I know what I’m getting when we’re done here. I don’t mind at all that he is ready to fuck me. Except there’s that threat that I’d have to beg to cum and maybe not get permission. “A slave may cum,” he’d said. He could just as easily say, “A slave is not allowed to cum.” And just how does that work when he’s so good and drives me crazy. I couldn’t stop from cumming if I tried. Hmmm, “A Master may not fuck so good that his slave cums.” God, it’s just impossible. 
As he applies the conditioner, he says something that absolutely shocks me. "I think I'd really enjoy watching you do this to my Kylie." Me washing Kylie? He hasn’t given up the idea of having us both! Me washing Kylie? He wants to watch two girls touching like he did me? Washing her breasts and… me washing Kylie! Holy cow! I feel this weird tumble in my stomach. I could touch her like I want to. I said I had a crush on her and he’s going to let me wash her! Privilege!! My God, he has the best things that I never even thought to put on a list. I mean, I didn’t even ask, but now I feel like I asked and he’s giving me what a slave wants. What else would Master like to see me do with, to, for Kylie? So, that’s why about 15 seconds after he dropped that bomb, I blush from nipples up. 
Shortly after that, he gives me another thrill, one that doesn’t take 15 seconds to settle in. "Master would like it very much if slave now washed Him." 
Turning to face him, I look up and meet his gorgeous eyes with my wide eyes brimming with excitement. “Really? Yes, Master, a slave would very much like to…” wash you all over is what I’m thinking, but I finish it cautiously “… make her Master happy.” God, I can’t make it sound too excited. What if he changes his mind? No, he won’t do that. I’ve been good. 
Soaping up my hands, I start at his neck and throat. His broad shoulders. His firm, muscular chest. Yeah, firm, muscular chest. Oops, I’m doing it wrong. I mean, I’m not so much washing him as I am caressing him with soapy hands. Well, I’m wet and tingly, so why not? OK, he was hard enough to pound nails and just washed me. Looking guiltily up at him, I see his eyes twinkling with… is that delight? Or mischief? Or maybe he’s thinking about what he’s gonna do to me for getting distracted. So, I settle down and wash his stomach and hips. As I gaze at his cock it looks like it’s jumping for joy. Well, I’ll be damned. I could take his pulse just watching it. It’s no fooling throbbing. And it’s been what… 10 seconds since I stopped washing him? With a shuddering sigh, I take his cock in one hand and his balls in the other. Another guilty glance and I swear he’s enjoying more than the bath. I blush because I think he’s enjoying my consternation. How can giving somebody a bath be this complicated? As I gently wash my handfuls, it’s a mix of washing and brief exploration. I’d keeping doing it, but that would be more than washing Master. After washing him down to his knees, I get him to turn and wash his back and butt… even between his cheeks like he did me. That’s about the opposite of washing his cock. I mean, I know what comes out back here. Nothing a little soap won’t wash up, but there’s still the thought of it. Yet, he’s not only washed mine, he’s played with it. 
Finally, I get him to put his hands on my head for balance to wash his feet one at a time. Kneeling in front of him, I’m inches from his throbbing cock and looking up at it. Quick glance and then I get him to put a foot on my knee and wash it. I felt a little nervous standing on one leg in a slippery tub and now I’ve got him like that… which makes me extra careful. If he slipped, he might be really hurt and it would be my fault. At least nothing bad like that happens while I wash his feet. 
Following his routine, I get the shower head down and rinse him good. Grabbing the shampoo, I ask, “Would Master please kneel down?” Then I proceed to wash his hair, focusing on a scalp massage like he did for me. When I think I’ve done it as long as he did me, I rinse his hair and add conditioner. I wouldn’t bother because he’s got short hair, but he had it before he had me, so I assume he uses it. 
Only when I’m almost done with his hair do I say, “Master, a slave would be happy to wash his Kylie for him.” A slave would be happy doing a lot more than that, but a bath is a nice start. Don’t want to be presumptuous. That hasn’t worked well for me. 
By the time I’m done washing him, I’m not tingly anymore. Warm, content, and happy, yes. Horny, no. I really, really enjoyed pampering my Master like that. He deserved it. I wonder if this is how he felt when he washed me. It’s all about him. Cleaning him. Taking care of him. Making him happy. And now if he uses his cock on me, he’s clean all over. I almost step out of the tub to get him a towel, but stop. That’s what I want to do. I don’t know what he wants and so I wait for him to command me rather than assume permission.
MASTERIUS
Masterius, Monday late afternoon - late evening, 25 May

"Hmmmm . . . ,"
I'd gone downstairs after dinner —and I mean the downstairs downstairs— to do some more finishing work on the items I'd built to use on, and with, my pleasing, sexy little bondage playtoy slave.  All the woodwork was basically completed, having been surface prepared by rough, then finish sanding, with edges (where appropriate, of course!) being smoothly rounded.  A barrier coat of one to two coats of shellac had then been applied until every surface was evenly finished in a thin coat.  
Now some of the items I left simply sanded and shellacked: the rack, torture stand, Spanish donkey and the St. Andrew's cross.  The others, however, I first stained, then applied protective, finishing overcoats of either nitrocellulose lacquer or conversion varnish.  
There were several types of wood I use, depending upon the application of the finished item and the desired visual appeal: Pine, Fir, Spruce, Cherry, Oak, Birch and Maple.  As I'd already mentioned everything received one to two shellac coats, that either being used as a finish coat (as a straight shellac finish provides a visually appealing surface), or as a primer (as it makes an excellent barrier coat, and it permits other stains or finishes to firmly adhere).  The stains I preferred (and kept in stock) were Golden Oak, Puritan Pine, Red Mahogany and Ebony. After staining items that then required that those surfaces were then protected with either nitrocellulose lacquer or conversion varnish.  For the most part nitrocellulose lacquer and conversion varnish shared the same properties, majorly differing in only two areas:  the lacquer provided decent protection with an excellent soft finish, although its finished surface was soft and somewhat durable, while the varnish granted excellent protection against many substances, had an excellent hard finish with a surface that was hard and durable. 
Some of the furniture used metal —either aluminum or steel— the obvious ones, of course, being the various cages and the jail cell.  But some of the others also utilized metal; for instance, the U-shaped adjustable base of the frontwards spanking bench, and the entire base of the vaulting horse.  Aluminum parts were black hard anodized, while steel ones were wax-impregnated black oxide finished. 
The exceptions to those finishes were the jail cell and the cages, which I kept as smooth-sanded but unfinished stainless steel, and the bird cage.  That one I'd made of 6061 aluminum alloy and had it hard anodized, but dyed a deep, rich purple.
Chewing the inside surface of my cheek I slowly turned around and around, as if really noticing the contents of the dungeon for the very first time, then felt my face momentarily grimace.  Quite a few of the items now down here were duplicates; for instance, both spanking horses and both spanking benches.  I hadn't gone to the not-inconsiderable trouble (not to mention the expense) of duplicating those for a lark: my little bondage playtoy slave would have never properly fit, or would have badly fit, on the grown-up sizes (as I was coming to think of them), and so, on-and-off (mostly on) the last nineteen days I'd either been retrofitting what I could, or building completely new ones from scratch.
I felt a little bubble of sardonic mirth inside me.  Just over two weeks ago I'd responded to an email of Ken's regarding picking up Winry a week earlier than we'd originally planned.  I'd written —and I quote: "From my end I'm already as prepared as I can get.  I'm really not going to need anything special for her."
Insofar as to what I'd been referencing at the time that declaration had been quite correct.  I hadn't needed to do anything special.  I could have made use of quite a few of the equipment —for example, the spanking horse, spanking bench, rack, vacuum bed, Spanish Donkey, and various cages— with minimal to no modifications.  Admittedly, there were several things that couldn't easily —or at all— be resized for her (for instance, the rearwards spanking/exam table, the frontwards spanking bench, and the bondage box).  And the dungeon had a kitchen, and bedrooms and bathrooms, as did, of course, the main house.  
But there had been one thing in particular that I did want made exactly for her and precisely her size: the spanking horse.
Actually, I'd already had two of them, but I'd made another, third one, especial for her.  
Well, that's how it had started out anyway.  Alas, I really and truly enjoyed woodworking and refinishing, and once I'd gotten started . . . 
I'd had over two weeks to make things, and after finishing the spanking horse I decided it might be nice to also have one of the spanking benches . . . then, after that, the other spanking bench . . .
The end result was that by this point in time I'd fashioned duplicates of virtually everything I'd already had down here with the exceptions of the rack, vacuum bed, vaulting horse, various and sundry cages, and the sensory deprivation cabinet.  Once I'd finished the first horse I'd placed it alongside the 'grown-up' one, enjoying the quite obvious contrast between the two.  And, since I'd been planning that the very first thing my little bondage playtoy slave would see after arrival down here would be her very own spanking horse . . . and (hopefully!) be remembering little Brittany coming to call Mr. Eric's one 'my horse' . . .
Unfortunately, once I'd gotten started making the others I hadn't really focused on the overall picture.  I do that a lot, sometimes: grow extremely monofocused, even if I'm also multitasking.  But now I was paying close attention, carefully scrutinizing the current situation.
"Crap."
Three thousand and six hundred square feet sounds like a lot of area . . . mostly because it is.  But a good third of that footage had been utilized for bedrooms, bathrooms, work and play areas, and kitchen and food storage areas.  There was an approximate area of twelve hundred feet clear space about right in the middle of all that, and that's where I'd allocated space for the majority of the, ah . . . 'specialized' furnishing and furniture.  That was a large enough area to give plenty of adequate room around each without feeling confined.  Now, however . . .
Now it rather resembled the inside of a Planet Fitness gym, where the exercise equipment stood in orderly but close, adjacent, rank and file lines.  
That wasn't the only thing having me grimacing and chewing my inner cheek even more.  At first I'd really enjoyed the similarity between each set, as well as the patently distinct differences between them, and had hugely grinned picturing her expression upon seeing that.  But now I was coming to the conclusion that perhaps that wasn't a very good idea after all.  
It took me a couple of minutes to actually dredge up from my subconscious what was troubling me and, once I had . . . I felt quite odd inside.
Logically, I wanted only lbps-sized items here to free up space and have more room.  And objectively I wanted only lbps-sized items as now I was contemplating the effect on her upon seeing only lbps-sized items.  Now, if it had only been those two  . . . .
My face felt quite warm as a more powerful, subjective, and very personal reason rose to the forefront of my consciousness, rudely shouldering aside the first two; I didn't want the other, 'grown-up' sized things in here because I didn't want there to be any obvious signs or overt indications that I'd ever had any other women down here with me before.  
On one hand, imagining her arrival here, with me, I was feeling very much like a young teenager about to go out on his first date.  On the other hand . . . I was feeling even more like I had when I'd been dating, and I was going to be bringing my date to my home for the first time: nervous as hell, hoping that I'd gotten rid of any signs I'd ever entertained another girl at my place before, and feeling anxious and apprehensive, worried about what her opinion would be when she came in and saw things.
My cheeks and ears grew even hotter as that revelation struck me; my knees grew weak and wobbly, and I looked around for a chair to drop onto.  Crap.  No chairs of course.  So I plopped down atop the padded top of the nearby torture stand.  
"Wow," I whispered, still feeling shocked and stunned, my arms slightly goose bumping.  I mean, I knew I was extraordinarily fond of my Winry, but I hadn't realized just how profoundly I'd felt about her.  "Wow," I whispered again, feeling utterly gobsmacked, a silly grin on my face.  I mean, just how foolish was this?  Being smitten by a twelve-year-old?  A fiendishly precocious, devoted to her Master, little bondage playtoy slave-in-training, twelve-year-old at that?
"Be careful what you wish for, you may receive it"
OK, OK.  I'll admit it.  Although I was perfectly happy with the relationships I'd had with submissives and slaves my age and younger, I suppose I would never have been writing —and posting— the stories I had been if, somewhere deep inside, I hadn't fantasized about even younger slaves and/or bondage playtoys.  And I really couldn't have dreamed, or wished for, any relationship superior to the one I had with my Winry: a bright, clever, gifted girl with a genuine desire to learn and explore, and who also had a built-in, live-in 'check' to her enthusiasm in the person of her father.  So perhaps I really should be looking at this the way James Baldwin did:
Then there are:
Be careful what you
set your heart upon--
for it will surely be yours.
Yep.  That sounded much more positive!  
Then I deeply chuckled as I rose to head upstairs and work a little bit more on my little bondage playtoy slave's next continuing education lesson, as yet another proverb came to mind:
"May you live in interesting times."
I already felt that way on occasion, and I was pretty sure that, starting late evening of June fourth they were going to get even more interesting!
"Mmmmmrrrrrrrrr . . ." Straightening up and leaning back I deeply stretched, feeling a couple of burgeoning kinks in my back pop and loosen up.  Glancing about I wryly smiled.  This week was going to be a little bit busy, I grinned even more sardonically.  So far I'd dismantled both full-sized spanking benches and the frontwards spanking bench.  The first two had been the easiest to do, requiring, for the most part, simply removing nuts from bolts then drawing the bolts free, or using the power screwdriver to back out the structural screws.  And for both of them the side arm and leg pad supports were designed from the get-go to be easily removable, so those didn't take much time or effort.  And for the one spanking horse, once the side pad supports were removed the remainder was designed to be folded up instead of being further broken down.  The frontwards spanking bench, on the other hand . . .
Their disassembly wasn't, however, why I was so kinked up.  No, that had been left to the transport and storage of the now-separated pieces.
When I'd first discovered this 'bunker' it had been chock full of what could only be considered survival supplies, so I'd deduced that had been why the ceiling was ten feet high instead of the more typical —and modern— eight feet: the designers/builders had probably nursed concerns that a lower ceiling would make this feel more of a bunker or cave, making occupants feel a bit claustrophobic should they have to reside here for any great length of time.
Well, whatever reason they may have had the additional two feet hadn't distressed me at all.  It simply took a bit more framing lumber and drywall when I'd built walls than an eight foot ceiling would have required.
I mentally winced, though, when recalling the drywall issue.  See, your typical drywall is four foot by eight foot and a half-inch thick (see, there's that eight feet again!), but you could get it up to fifty-four inches wide, and up to sixteen feet long, and up to five-eighths inch thick.
I'd really wanted the five-eighths inch thick drywall.  It's less likely to sag when used for ceilings, and it provides more fire resistance than half-inch drywall.  The fire resistance wasn't the main reason I'd wanted to use it.  No, I'd wanted to use it because it offered better sound resistance and stood up to impact better than the thinner drywall did.
Alas, thicker meant heavier, and so did longer and/or wider.  And since I couldn't have a helper on this particular job, I finally decided on the standard four foot by eight foot but in the thicker five-eights.  
It wasn't just the heavier that made that decision necessary.  First I'd have to pass the drywall through the back of the woodhouse and inside.  Then it was a tight, left-hand turn into a narrow, two-foot wide passage, followed by a short distance to another hard, left-hand turn down a flight of steps whose staircase was also a bit tight.
And the fun was just beginning.
Next it had been a ninety-degree right-hand turn down a two foot wide, twenty foot long passage, then through a narrow doorway immediately followed by yet another hard, ninety-degree right-hand turn into the utility room.
Starting to get the picture yet?
It had been sheer hell getting in all the drywall and framing lumber I'd needed.  No wonder the original builders had left the space wide open!  It had taken me over three weeks (and a lot of sore, aching muscles) to transfer everything down.  But I'd managed it.
By the time I'd finished designing the rooms only three of them utilized the full, ten-foot ceiling height:  the Master bedroom, the Master bathroom, and the privileged slave quarters.  For the workroom and medical exam room I went with the more-standard eight-foot tall, with the standard slave quarters and the semi-Spartan bathroom having seven-foot tall ones (to give a more confining 'feel' to them).  For the sensory deprivation and isolation cell I'd done something different: The exterior ceiling was eight feet but the interior was six-and-a-half, with the middle filled with acoustical, heavy-duty sound-deadening foam.  The walls were the same design: eighteen inch hollows filled with the same foam.
And when I said sound-deadening I meant it:  Standing six inches from the wall I couldn't hear a hundred-decibel sound source from inside.  Nor, when I was inside and the sound source outside could I hear a whisper of sound.
Part of the reason I'd lowered the ceilings on some of the rooms was for aesthetics, and another part had been functionality.  The fact that doing so also gave me storage space atop the ceilings had been the icing on the cake as far as I was concerned.  
It was atop some of those ceilings that I'd stored my bulk supplies:  leather, wood, and drywall.  It was also where I was now storing the recently-disassembled, superfluous furniture, and it was that which was causing my lower back to complain.
Looking about I decided I'd gotten enough done for today, especially since I hadn't, as yet, eaten, plus I needed a shower quite badly.  And I hadn't checked for any email, messages or posts, either!
Stretching again one last time I exited the dungeon, turning off the lights and securely closing the door before heading upstairs to the kitchen.  
Vigorously toweling my hair I padded out of the bathroom, then down the hall and into the office, sitting down at my desk.  Since I wasn't planning on going anywhere right off the bat tomorrow morning I simply finished fluffing dry with the towel as I sat there.
The one thing I disliked about the Ivy League style cut I currently 'favored' was that, unlike the brush cut I'd worn for over ten years, I couldn't just towel dry and still look presentable.  Then again, I did have to admit that this style worked very well with straight, thick volume and medium textured hair.  
Well, that —I deprecatingly grinned, admitting to a touch of conceit— and the additional mass of the Ivy League showed off the rich, sable hair far better than the brush cut ever did.
Giving a final tousle I draped the damp towel around my neck then, out of habit, brought the PC out of standby.  
I say out of habit because, as much as I'd been looking forward to checking for messages, email and/or posts, I was still lost deep in thought about something I'd suddenly thought of while showering.  
I'd been standing there in the huge corner shower, slowly rotating, eyes closed, and enjoying the heavenly sensation of the multiple body sprays drenching me with heavy streams of very warm water, relaxing and just letting my mind wander.  Much like running, I tend to free associate when showering (and especially when soaking in the Jacuzzi tub) except, of course, when it's just a quick in-and-out merely to rinse off.  
What to do tomorrow; what order to do it.  Go over my checklist.  Continue working on my little slave's next continuing education assignment, then 'polishing' it once the draft was finished.  How to treat her during transport; how to initially treat her once 'unpacking' her downstairs.  At what point do I tell her that this is actually her 'summer camp'?  That her dad and I had agreed on this?  And how was she going to take that news?  And take the news that this was only for two months and, at the end, she'd be going back home?  
Abruptly I paused, holding still as the warm sprays deluged me.  
However . . . I haven't once given thought to what's going to happen when the time comes for her to go home at the end of two months.  Have you?  And, if so, any ideas what that's likely to be like?  
Yep; I'd considered that already.  But what just hit me like a bolt out of the blue was the corollary:  How was I going to feel at the end of two months, watching her walk away from me and back over to her dad, to go home with him?
Snorting a soft, sardonic chuckle I recalled a little bit of research I'd recently performed; out of the fifty states, ten of them permitted under-eighteen marriages: Arizona, California, Colorado, Connecticut, Massachusetts, Michigan, Mississippi, Ohio, Washington, and West Virginia.  All but two of them required parental consent and judicial consent.  
As it happened, those two were California and Ohio.  
For California, there was no statutory minimum; those under eighteen had to receive approval of a superior court judge, or parental consent, while for Ohio, although the minimum age was sixteen for females, it was less with parental consent.
Alas, West Virginia was not quite so enlightened: there the minimum age was sixteen with parental consent, and under sixteen (with no unspecified limit) with parental and judicial consent.
Gee your Honor, would you please give consent so that I, her Master, may marry my slave?
Now that did make me chuckle out loud.
Deeply sighing I just shook my head, wryly grinning.  No use putting the cart before the horse after all, especially when Ken was hoping that, between my ongoing training of her and this summer with me, I would both provide her the discipline she needed as well as —as he'd put it— help her "outgrow her own avalanche".  Considering what I knew of her formidable will I sincerely suspected that whatever course my little bondage playtoy slave chose would be her choice and no one else's. 
Leaning back I finally checked first for emails, then for messages and then finally for posts.  
There were precisely four messages, and reading them made me both chuckle out loud and feel incredibly warm inside.
Ah . . . yes.  I think forgetting a playtime spanking is a very good idea.  Right up there with orgettingfay icklingtay.
::wistfully sighs:: I wish I had something of yours, you know.  To cuddle up against my chest when I sleep, to enjoy the unique, special fragrance that is my little bondage playtoy slave.
Well, as much as I hope my little slave will enjoy wearing my special necklace and anklet when outside, as a symbol of our special relationship, never forget that I, your Master, will also be quite thrilled, excited and delighted knowing that you are wearing them.
Master is also working on his little slave's next continuing education lessen.  I think that I will send that to you this Friday afternoon.
Next I went to check for any posts.  A wide smile spread across my face seeing one and I began to read.  However, the more I read the more stunned —and aroused, flushed and excited— I became.
I read it through once . . . then twice . . . then three times until, finally, with a shuddering sigh I rose up, rigid cock bobbing as I walked, and headed down to the kitchen for some coffee.  For some reason this post effected me quite intensely.  Filling up a mug then adding sugar and cream I took several cautious sips as I headed back upstairs.  I was going to read it a fourth time before beginning a reply.  

A post like this one deserved that.
I'd lost track of the times I'd told slave not to speak unless spoken to first.  But as I started up the hidden staircase with her in my arms damned if she didn't speak up again, and then a second time once I'd reached the top!
Oddly enough her disobedience, instead of aggravating and enraging me as it had before, barely affected me at all.  I think that was for two reasons: one being I was virtually positive slave was trying very hard to obey and please, and the other, well . . . the other being that both instances seemed ingenuous and natural.

Having her cuddle against me and murmur, "Yes Master," after I'd promised not to drop her had startled and stunned me, as well as charmed and thrilled me.  Adding “I know you won’t drop me.  I trust you, Master," only enhanced those feelings.  Slave was trying to reassure me!
Washing her had been a delight, all the more so seeing how much more relaxed slave was this time.  Not just relaxed, either; she was quite obviously enjoying my washing her.  And when I'd started shampooing her hair, massaging as I did . . .
I didn't even try to hide my smile as she literally purred as I did.
She wasn't just enjoying my washing her, she was also, quite clearly enjoying my attentions and the sensations that brought her.  I wasn't sure if she was consciously aware of that pleasure or not and, frankly, that didn't matter to me.  What did please me was seeing her softly flushed face and little hard pebbles.

A face that did a great deal more than just softly flush when I oh-so-casually told her that I'd enjoy watching her wash and shampoo my Kylie.  In fact it rather charming blazed, and it wasn't just her face this time!

However, even with all of that I'd never expected, or imagined, the reaction I saw when I told slave that I would like it very much if she now washed me.  Not this soon, this fast, anyway.  She immediately turned around to face me; that I would have expected.  But I sure as fucking hell never expected to see those gorgeous umber orbs of hers gleaming up at me chock full of anticipation and excitement!
“Really?" slave enthused, sounding very much like a kid being told yes, they really could keep the puppy or kitten they'd 'found' and brought home.  "Yes, Master, a slave would very much like to . . . ," slave paused, and I swear I could see wheels whirring in her head, yet I had no idea what it was she was mentally debating before she finished with,". . .  make her Master happy.” 
Oh, and sweet Jesus on a fucking pogo stick did she proceed to do just that!  
First she started at my neck; I assumed she did so because that's how I'd started with her.  But whatever the rationale I didn't mind at all, especially when that meant slave had to stand all the way up on tiptoes to reach there.  
And I definitely didn't mind when it felt more as if she was caressing me than simply washing me.  Hell no!  Peering down I realized it was more than just felt, it felt and looked, like caressing.  Gazing down I stifled a groan as I watched small, dainty hands trailing lather across my chest and the silky fur that covered there.  And when she finally reached my cock . . .
Jesus, Mary and Joseph!  It was all I could do to keep bursting out laughing.  She just stared at it, literally scrutinizing the thick, pulsing column that was mesmerizing her.  And the fact that slave was so fixated like that only made me throb even harder, the crown flushing a slightly darker purple for several seconds.  Finally, with a stuttered inhale, slave finally grasped my cock in one hand and my balls in the other, a sensation that engendered a deep frisson coursing through me. 
Again slave seemed to be duplicating the exact steps I'd taken with her.  I suppose I could have viewed that as being unimaginative or dull, but I knew better.  She was simply trying to be a good slave and do as she was told.  So, knowing that, I was reasonably sure that it took some gumption for slave to ask if I'd kneel down.  Considering she was holding the shampoo bottle, and also taking into account which 'step' of the bath we were at, it was a more than reasonable and understandable question to ask.
Sunnuvabitch but I was really and truly enjoying this.  Which, once again, was making me re-re-reconsider certain plans for her, especially the one for tonight.  Ever since the breakthrough earlier this evening —just an hour or two ago, if that— slave had been a changed girl, and I was very much pleased with those changes.
 “Master, a slave would be happy to wash his Kylie for him.” 
 Where the hell did that come from? was my stunned thought, startled out of my reverie.  I'd mentioned that in passing quite some time ago, back when I'd still been bathing her! 
"Mmmmm," I rumbled, "Somehow Master suspects slave might wish to do more —a lot more, no?— than only washing my Kylie."
I hadn't overlooked slave's use of 'his Kylie'.  A bit surprised, fuck yes.  Pleased?  Damnbetcha!
Slave had just finished rinsing the conditioner out of my hair, then had turned off the taps and had rebracketed the showerhead.  She'd started to step out of the tub then froze, darting a glance my way.  I simply nodded, although a quite pleased expression spread across my face and my eyes. Eyes which smoldered quite a bit warmer as I blatantly admired slave's sexy ass as she stepped out of the tub!
Being dried off by her was an exquisite experience.  Unlike being bathed, this time I sat down atop the closed commode when it was time to dry my hair and, later on, dry my feet.  
And once slave had me nice and dry, well . . . hooded eyes partially concealed the fire burning beneath their lids as I then took a towel —a quite long, very soft and luxurious one— and then proceeded to dry slave off.  Only, instead of doing it quite the way I'd bathed her, I was being a good deal more sensual with her drying.

Once I'd dried slave I handed her the towel, motioned to the one she'd used on me, and then pointed to the hamper.  "Used towels go there," I rumbled as I turned to the sink.  Opening the medicine cabinet I took down a tube of toothpaste and one of my unopened toothbrushes.  I regularly replace them and I still had three of them left; well, two now.  Then I brushed my teeth and flossed before rinsing with an anti-plaque mouthwash before replacing the brush and glass and then turning to face her.  "Brush and floss.  Then brush your hair.  Then kneel and wait for me."  
Carrying the removed cuffs and locks with me I padded into the Master bedroom, closing the door behind me.  As I laid out what I'd be using on her tonight I realized there did exist a very small chance that she might still try and escape.  The bathroom did have a small, heavily frosted window that levered out a bit for ventilation.  But I really wasn't worried about an escape attempt, for two reasons.  The lesser of the two was that I'd clearly hear any attempt to pry the window wide enough to slip through.  But the main reason I wasn't particularly worried is that slave had changed.  
Plus the fact, I softly chuckled, that if she did successfully escape there would be no washing of my Kylie for her!
I did blink, startled, at hearing the hair dryer start up.  For an instant I wondered if, perhaps, I might be wrong, and that she was using the noise of the dryer to hide any racket she might make with the window.  But before I could change my mind (which is where I was headed anyway) I heard the rise and fall shifting sounds that indicated slave was actually using the dryer and wasn't simply letting it run as a source of background noise.
A few minutes later and the dryer shut off; after waiting half a minute I returned to the bathroom, carrying in what I needed, warmly smiling at seeing slave obediently kneeling.  I was going to have to start teaching her the correct way to kneel, as well as the other postures and positions, but that could wait for a little while longer.
Reaching down I gently played with slave's gorgeous auburn tresses, admiring the way those softly wavy tresses gently cascaded down to small, freckled shoulders, luxuriating in the silken plush sensation as I ran my fingers through that stunning mass.  "I'll make sure slave blow-dries her hair from now on," I deeply —nay, huskily!— rumbled.  "Your Master likes the way it feels and looks when you do."
Motioning for slave to rise I then started off by tying wrists and arms behind her, just as I had last night.  Then I set out the large sponge ball and a roll of duct tape.  Taking the ball I thoroughly soaked it before squeezing the water out.  I wanted it moistened, not sopping and dripping.  Only when I sat the ball back down, then filled a glass to the top with water and then held it to her lips did I see the first sign of hesitation.  Not refusal, no; no balking.  Just . . . uncertainty.
Warmly gazing into slave's eyes I nodded, then softly murmured, "Your Master remembers."  
And I did.  I most decidedly did remember:
A toy is sorry about waking Master up last night.  I can go the night without going to the bathroom, but I shouldn’t have anything to drink after 8:00 P.M. and I should go to the bathroom right before I go to bed.  I really don’t want to bother Master at night.  Please let me go to the bathroom before you tie me for the night.
Well, it was most definitely after eight PM, and so far I sure hadn't let her pee before tying her and taking her to bed.  Then again I hadn't exactly finished tying her nor, for that matter, was she in bed with me yet.

There was a moment's more of hesitation, and then a flash of something in her eyes before she started slowly sipping as I held the glass to her lips.  "Slave doesn't have to finish the entire glass," I murmured, "although your Master does want slave to drink as much as she can comfortably hold.
Slave had almost emptied the glass when I sensed she'd reached her limit, so I'd simply drew the glass back and away before sitting it atop the sink.  Then I held the sponge ball up to her lips, and my lips curved into a proud smile as slave immediately opened for it.  Carefully pressing it all the way inside I then placed three strips of tape over her ball-gaped mouth.  Each strip I first carefully folded back one end, creating a quarter-inch non-sticking tab, before firmly smoothing it in place.
Next came the blindfold, which I was sure confused her a bit, as this wasn't the same sequence as last night.  And I was sure slave felt even more confused and unsure when I rumbled, "Sit," before carefully guiding her down to sit atop the closed commode lid. 
Gently nudging her legs apart by pressing the inside of her knees I brought down the next thing I wanted.  Lifting up a dainty foot I then started drawing up the Tranquility ATN Fitted Briefs slowly up one slender, lithe calf.
Carefully proofreading it —which, nonetheless, still guaranteed I'd missed at least one— I then posted.  Leaning back and smiling, eyes gleaming, I wondered just how my little bondage playtoy slave would react and feel about this?
Master hopes his pleasing little bondage playtoy slaves enjoys his post!
KENNA
Winry, Monday Evening, 25 May
Sir, if you had a place I could send something, I’d talk to dad about sending you something of mine to cuddle with. Do you?
It makes me feel so special just that you would ask. Wonder if I could Fedex me.
Homework again?: :whining like the clueless kids in school:: Just kidding, sir. I know I sounded a little surprised last time, but I really did enjoy it and I hope from my paper you know just how much I learned from it. 
After I post, I get dad to get me down. This is the only RP I do anymore, so no sense in just standing here on my toes while he makes a post. Then, I go looking for something to read. Jeez, I’ve gotten so wrapped up in being an lbps and doing this incredible RP, that I don’t do much of anything else anymore, aside from school. Perusing the books, I come across Black Beauty. I read it first when I was 7 or 8 and now I pull it off the shelf remembering it’s written from the horse’s point of view. 
Back then I thought it was a nice story, but now I read it in a different light. First, it’s like a one-sided RP where the author tries to think like a horse to tell the story, an autobiography of a horse. Only I don’t think she did a very good job of being a horse. I mean, “While I was young I lived upon my mother’s milk, as I could not eat grass,” sounds like somebody just saying what a horse does. I’d write it more like,
The world was so huge that it frightened me. Just a few feet from my mother and I’d see things I didn’t understand, so I stayed very close to her. Not only that, but she made me feel good. I was content next to her and when I was hungry, I’d nuzzle under her and her delicious milk would make me feel better. Sometimes I could drink until I wanted no more and sometimes she would move restlessly so I had to keep following her and working for more. Usually at times like this, she’d be chewing the soft green grass underfoot, moving from place to place to new grass. It took me several weeks to realize she was eating the grass like I was eating her milk. When I tried to mimic her, I only pulled a few blades up and they stuck to my tongue and I couldn’t get rid of them until I forgot about them.
But, then again, it would probably go from a 200 page book to 1000 pages, War and Peace for horses. 
Second, Chapter 6, Liberty, makes me stop and think. “What more could I want? Why, liberty! For three years and a half of my life I had had all the liberty I could wish for; but now, week after week, month after month, and no doubt, year after year, I must stand up in a stable night and day except when I am wanted… Now I’m not complaining, for I know it must be so…” Jeez, that sounds like where my life is headed. For sixteen years, I had had all the liberty I could wish for, but now… And would I think, for I know it must be so?
I get through Part One in about an hour with all the musing. The whole thing makes me think of D/s over and over, like how gentle Black Beauty’s breaking is compared to Ginger’s (mine vs. Brittany’s). Wow! Am I being broken in? How Merrylegs wants to make his master proud. How Black Beauty’s life is all decided for him. It sounds so much like Master/slave, except horses don’t get Free Time… horses aren’t Significant Others… horses can’t ask to go shopping with a friend. And… heavy sigh… horses don’t have my OTM. 
Jeez, nowadays it seems everything reminds me about Master and me. Shaking off those thoughts, I figure I have time for one more post if he’s sent me one, so I go back to check. Right off the bat there’s an IM.
Master hopes his pleasing little bondage playtoy slaves enjoys his post! 
Hang on, just how many pleasing little bondage playtoy slaves does he have? I might be really suspicious except the subject and verb don’t agree. Heck, where would he find the time for more slaves? OK, maybe I am a little suspicious. 
I enjoy all my Masters’ posts. Oops, I misplaced the apostrophe. 
“Dad, I need to RP again,” I say and we’ve done this so many time, it takes just a couple of minutes to get me fixed up. 
I have no fear that I’ve spoken out of turn. Each time I think it was in response to something he said, though I delayed my response more than once. Hey, it takes a few seconds to think up the right response that a good slave would make. Still getting in the groove. Anyway, he said he wouldn’t drop me and it wasn’t a question, but he had spoken directly to me. Then I told him I’d like to wash Kylie (well, I’d like to make him happy). I just waited until I was at the same point washing him as he was at washing me when he mentioned it. No blush from him, though. Instead, he ups the ante. "Somehow Master suspects slave might wish to do more —a lot more, no?— than only washing my Kylie." 
There was definitely a question in there this time. I shiver just at the thought of doing more – a lot more. I’ve had a few days of lowering my inhibitions (what inhibitions?) and enjoying pleasures I’d only dreamed of before. The pictures that run through my head now may have run eventually run through Brittany’s head, but I’m not her anymore. He’s used ‘slave’ like a name, not ‘a slave’, but ‘slave’. That’s who I am now. Way better than fucktoy, though I’ve come to understand all he needs to do is ask (or command) slave to be fucktoy and I will. Just that being ‘fucktoy’ instead of ‘slave’ is a permanent thing. A slave can be a fucktoy, but a fucktoy can’t be a slave. Who would have thought there was something lower than slave?
So, he’s asked a question and this time I’m speechless. I do say, “Yes, Master.” But, dang it, I want to say more. Instead, I blush as bright as I did when he mentioned me washing her. I suppose that says it all… guilty as charged. I’ll do what Master wants when Master wants, but at least he knows I’ll enjoy it. What’s more, it occurs to me that Master knows more things for me to do to his Kylie than I do. 
With permission to leave the tub, I don’t miss that he watches me. Without even thinking, I give a little wiggle. I pick up a big towel and dry Master off. God, when did I stop calling him my Master and start calling him just Master? He’s not Mr. Eric being my Master. He’s Master. It’s his name and it’s what he is. Yeah, he’s said that before, but this time he doesn’t have to say it. Deep down, I believe he is Master and I am slave. And it doesn’t bother me that much. It feels… well, not right, but… in tune… in balance. 
Drying Master off is almost as much fun as washing him. I get to touch him all over again, but with a towel between my hands and him. I don’t dry myself off this good after a shower, but for him, I get every nook and cranny, even between his toes when he sits down. It’s enjoyable to dry him because I do get to touch him and because he clearly enjoys it. When he dries me off, it’s the same; we both enjoy it. I tell myself he enjoys touching me all over, but he doesn’t care that I enjoy him doing it. That’s a pretty tough sell because really I do think he wants me to enjoy it. I think he enjoys that he makes me enjoy things I wouldn’t have enjoyed just a few days ago. 
When he’s finished I toss the towels into the hamper. Master gets out a toothbrush and toothpaste and then, to my delight, he gets out a second, brand new toothbrush. Ah, it’s little privileges that make me feel secure with him. He will take care of me, though I have to wait for him to finish. I guess that makes sense. To my surprise, he leaves me alone. Not that there’s anything I could or would do just because I’m alone. It’s just that I’m alone, unbound, unwatched in the bathroom instead of alone, bound, and locked in the basement. 
For God’s sake, as much as I begrudgingly brush my teeth at home, it’s like heavenly to brush them now. I feel like I’m scrubbing away days worth of gunk, because I am. I am so never taking brushing my teeth for granted again. I even do it for two minutes like mom says and I never do. And floss? Now there’s something I don’t do unless mom’s watching me to make sure I do it. Maybe he wouldn’t know the difference, but that’s not the point. Getting a length of floss, I do it like I know I’m supposed to. Between spankings and this super good treatment, Master sure makes it hard to be bratty and defiant. I mean, I’m doing it because I owe him this and more for letting me be a good slave and it only occurs to me halfway through that a) if I didn’t do it, Master wouldn’t find a second strand of floss in the waste basket, b) Master would know slave didn’t floss, and c) bad slave would regret it in a big way. When I’m finished, I put the toothbrush and toothpaste back where they came from. 
Then I start brushing my long, wet hair. Blow dryer. That’s how I always brush my hair after a shower. You just can’t brush long hair without a blow dryer. He used  a blow dryer last time when he brushed out my hair after the bath. I find it and start blow drying my hair. I remember asking him for a brush with holes it in so I can brush and blow dry at the same time, but I’m just happy doing it with a regular brush. It’s not long before my hair is brushed and dry with a full, rich body and a shine to it.
Knowing he likes my hair, I kneel down and fluff it and arrange it to rest on my shoulders and back, like spreading open a fan. At the same time, I make sure it doesn’t hide my front. I have nothing to hide from Master. He times it perfectly, opening the door just seconds after I’m ready for him. Oh, yeah, probably the blow dryer tipped him off. I get just what I need from him… approval. His eyes run over me and he toys with my hair. Then he says the oddest thing. "I'll make sure slave blow-dries her hair from now on." Huh? I just did. Did he miss it? Or… crap, did I need permission to use it? He said brush and that means blow dryer and brush, but maybe he meant just use the brush. Whatever. He likes it like this. 
Yeah, yeah, tie my hands behind me and my ankles together. The sponge ball gag is comfortable as far as gags go and I think it means I’m sleeping upstairs again. Not gonna jump to conclusions, though. Last time I was tied at ankles, knees, elbows, and wrists and had a ball gag. I take this lesser bondage and the sponge ball as a step up. He gives me a drink of water and I realize it’s not as late as I thought. It takes me a second to look him in the eye and decide it’s OK. I mean, he knows what time it is and I don’t. He even says he remembers, so with that I relax, showing him I trust him with my eyes… and drink almost the whole glass. Jeez, maybe I should have been more specific and told him not so much water, but I was thirsty.  
After he gags me and blindfolds me, I wonder if I am going to sleep with Master. It’s too early for bed and I’m not tied just like last night. I didn’t expect I’d be tied the same every night, so that doesn’t worry me much. What does worry me is what is he going to do between now and bedtime? I sit when he tells me to. The commode is right behind me, right? He helps me sit and starts dressing me. What the heck? They’re not panties, but thick and soft and holy shit! It’s a diaper! “Your Master remembers.” No, no, no, he can’t really be doing this. It is bedtime. He remembers and he’s not just going to make sure I don’t have to wake him up, but he’s going to make me pee myself. That last glass of water assured that. 
As he picks me up, I squirm a little. God, how I want to say something, but he hasn’t said a word and there’s definitely not been a question. Don’t do this, Master. Please. Do you know how humiliating this is? Just like that I relax. Of course he knows that. It’s why he’s doing it. I’m going to wake up in the middle of the night and then… lying right next to him… I’m going to pee my pants. I wonder if I should wake him up so we can share the moment. 
He sets me in bed and I feel him settle next to me. I’m in shock at this betrayal. He says good night and I say, “Good night, Master,” as well as a sponge ball lets me. A minute later, I roll away from him and start crying softly. I trusted him. I told him something personal and private so he wouldn’t give me water after 8 and would let me go to the bathroom at bedtime. Now he’s done just the opposite. Master has violated my trust and now I’ll never tell him anything about me again. 
OH MY GOD! I told him about Kylie! Shocked, I’m silent for a couple seconds and then start seriously crying. Now he’s teased me about washing her and more. I don’t know what would have happened if I’d said nothing, but now I’m sure I’ll never get to touch her. Maybe I won’t even get to see her naked. I can imagine him blindfolding me and leaving me that way while Kylie lies next to me in the basement or while he makes love to her. He’ll make me listen, but never see or touch. Oh how he can twist me around with his cruelty. I can’t even let my guard down. He plays at being nice, but deep down he’s a monster looking for more evil and I helped him find it. And he didn’t even put Desitin on my privates.
Good night, sir. Hope you like my post. 
Dad gets me down from my RP area and I hurry off to my room. While I get ready for bed, I wonder what I’ve told Master about me and how it will be used against me. Tickling… he’d have found that out sooner or later. Things I’ve done at camp and at school. Can he use those against me? Yeah, he could call me stupid and then not leave around the stuff I need to shoot him 30 feet up into a tree. Damn, he knows I like to read. Will I be allowed books? At least, I haven’t told him about my ADHD. 
I’m pretty sure my OTM wouldn’t be mean to me like Mr. Eric is to Brittany. He won’t use my secrets against me. However, I’m dry as a bone after 5 minutes of scratching. I know Master won’t be like Mr. Eric, but the thought lingers. It feels like I was betrayed in the RP and then suddenly I’m fine. Brittany was betrayed, not me. I am not Brittany and Master is not Mr. Eric. It’s an RP… a game. Yet, after I’m tied and in bed, I still think about ways Brittany could get even. Brittany is not me. Brittany is not me. Brittany is not me. Brittany will keep being a good slave to a Master she can’t trust. And I’ll trust Master. 
Masterius receives an email:
Masterius, 
I’ve attached Winry’s 9 year old pictures. The first one is a candid shot of her cooking dinner. It helped us both get over the loss of her mother when she stepped up to some more responsibility. The second one is at the beach wearing a two piece suit. She didn’t like it much. “It might as  well be one piece,” she said with her hands on her hips. The next one is standing on top of Cathedral Rock in Sedona. That hike wore me out and she looks like she’s ready to scale the vertical face behind her. And, of course, the obligatory fourth grade picture. 
I remember you asking if there were any medical conditions you need to know about. My mind immediately went to serious, life threatening conditions like diabetes. I apologize for not even thinking about this then, but she has ADHD and takes Ritalin every morning. I’ll include enough pills to get her through the summer. Believe me, you’ll know if she forgets to take it. Given that and the training I suspect you have in mind, it would be counterproductive to withhold her medication. I just say that because I’m not sure how familiar you are with the condition. In case you’re tempted to try, it’s not something you can discipline or train out of her. Sometimes she gets a little down over it. Just remind her that Einstein had ADD. 
Ken
MASTERIUS
Masterius, Monday, late Evening, 25 May 


Later that evening I checked to see if my little slave had sent any messages and/or had posted.  Considering the time I really didn't expect that quick a reply and, considering it was getting close to bedtime I wasn't sure if she'd even be able to reply.
Funny how seeing I'd gotten messages from her always brought a smile to my face and a lift to me spirits!  And, as it happened sometimes, a heart chuckle as I read her second of four messages.
Actually, my pleasing little slave, as it happens I do have a P.O. Box.  If your dad is alright with the idea I'd love to have something of yours to cuddle with and to hold.  However: :grins:: and especially in light of your second IM: :teases:: I think what we'd do is have you give the selected item to your dad to mail me.  It's not that I don't trust you …
It's just that you'd never fit into my P.O. Box! : :winks::
Little slave, Master was extremely impressed by your last homework assignment.  Really and truly.  If I'd ever had any doubt (which, I hasten to assure you, I never have had any) about how serious you were taking your training, your homework would have squashed it like a neutron star landing atop it.
I enjoy all my little slave's posts, too, you know…even if, at times, they make it a little, umm, hard for Master to sleep at night.
There hadn't been a post as yet so, as it was still a bit too early for bed I decided to relax a bit, especially since I had some intense thinking to do.  Padding out of the office and zigzagging over to my bedroom I slipped on one of my robes, this one a charcoal grey, satin silk, kimono robe edged in wide Xanadu borders, then wriggled my feet into a pair of UGG ascot wool slippers before ambling downstairs to the library.
Turning on one of the gasoliers I moseyed over to the bar and poured myself a small tot of Old Tawny Porto before settling deep into one of the sinfully comfortable chairs.  First I gently inhaled, eyes closed and basking in the aroma of nuts, raisins and vanilla, before taking a small sip.  Deeply sighing, rolling it around my tongue for a bit before swallowing, luxuriating in the flavors of dried fruits and walnuts that then gradually lead to a long, complex finish.
For quite some time I sat there like that, eyes closed, antique, leaded glass snifter between both hands, occasionally inhaling before taking a small sip, just…well, just being.  Not thinking of anything in particular, just relaxed and unwinding.  Finally, though . . .
Deeply sighing I sat upright, placing the snifter on the side table.  I was about to face two different transitions, one important and the other vitally critical.
Very shortly 'Mr. Eric' was going to be meeting up with his Kylie.  Thankfully things had settled down quite a bit —and in a very pleasing, satisfying fashion, too— with Brittany (aka slave).  But I still hadn't, as yet, decided just how things would go with Kylie.  'Tomorrow' Mr. Eric would be 'dropping off some trash' and, if everything went according to plan (grinning I mentally recited a phrase I'd certainly come to know very well: "The best laid schemes o' mice an' men / Gang aft agley") he'd be returning home with a certain little sexy stowaway craving 'motivation'.  That part I was extraordinarily confident about.  
It was what to do once they both arrived home and were inside that was the conundrum.  
I could just choose to play with her all that Saturday and let her go home afterwards.  I could cunningly guide her into stating she wished she could stay with me forever, in which case as it started to grow late and she was getting nervous about being untied so she could go home… that's when I'd take her downstairs, telling her I wanted her to stay with me forever, too…and she would be doing just that.  I could 'motivate' her a bit upstairs then, after some time (and while she was thoroughly bound, gagged and blindfolded) take her downstairs where we could "play even better"…and perhaps see her gradually grow a wee bit more apprehensive as time went by.
There were several variations on those themes, and I still hadn't as yet decided how I was going to be introducing Kylie to Brittany!
That was the important transition.  Yet it was the critically crucial one that was concerning me the most.
And that was how to handle the transition with my Winry.
Although she'd teased me quite often about 'finding me' or 'wondering if she could FedEx herself', I also felt quite confident she hadn't been entirely joking at all.  I knew she was extremely upset (read that as pissed) at having to go to summer camp as that would abruptly put our relationship —and training—  on hold for two entire months.  I also knew she was more than a little frustrated (and unfulfilled) at said relationship being long-distance when what she was craving more and more was a more personal, 'hands-on' relationship…and I do mean 'hands-on'!
I had no doubt at all that if she could deduce, figure out, or etgay emay otay elltay erhay, where I lived, she'd very shortly be on my doorstep.  
But no matter how she'd manage to con, wheedle or inveigle herself onto my doorstep I knew that her doing so would —whether she'd consciously recognized it or not— involve three caveats:
· She would have one way or another left some sort of message, note, etc for her dad, letting him know what she'd done, where she was going and that she'd be home in time for school,
· She would have accepted that showing up on my doorstep was her also consenting by implication to having signed our contract, and,
· She would have made sure that the contract expired in time for her to make it home for the start of the school year.
Now my little slave was certainly going to be startled, shocked and stunned when I showed up to pick her up on Thursday the fourth.  It probably wasn't going to take her long at all, perhaps seconds, to realize it was me.  And considering I was going to be 'introducing myself' that recognition was a given.  OK so far.
The next biggest —and in most ways the most important— step was informing her that, yes, dad suggested it, approved it and knew all about it.  The problem with that was deciding when I elected to inform her of that little factoid (and, of course, assuming she hadn't cleverly deduced that for herself). 
No matter what I'd already firmly decided that the 'beans would be spilled' once I had her downstairs in the dungeon.  I had to do so, and for a couple of extremely important reasons, the first being to positively assure her that dad did know, and had approved.  Running away from home (or camp) was one thing; being really 'kidnapped' quite another, with her dad very much the central, pivotal reason.
Secondly, although I do enjoy situations like those that involved Twerp, or Tiffany, there was no way on God's green Earth that I'd start anything with my little slave until she'd given me full, informed and voluntary consent.  I simply wouldn't betray the trust she'd given me by doing so heinous a thing.
So I was quite satisfied with the initial step of 'kidnapping' her, and the concluding step of fully informing her.  It was the in-between that had me a bit worrisome.  You know: that dreaded "Gang aft agley" thing.  Especially since there is never a chance of a first impression do-over after the first first impression.  It was one thing to make a major faux pas in a roleplay, and quite another to do so in real life.  
Reaching my hand to the side I picked up the snifter, swirling it a bit as I nosed the aromatic bouquet of the port.  Hooded eyes gleamed through half-closed lids as I peered deeper into the library.  I pictured my little slave kneeling at my side as I stroked her silky hair.  I pictured her in the middle of the room, on her tummy, tightly hogtied and gagged, as a little bullet vibe deep inside kept her frenzied and snorty.  Oh, I was picturing a lot of things!
Tipping the snifter back and letting the last few drops anoint my tongue I then rose and ambled into the kitchen, rinsing it out then setting it upside down in the dish drainer before heading back upstairs to my office.  Settling down at my desk I went through the usual routine of checking for IMs, then email, and then posts.
Good night, sir.  Hope you like my post.
Good night, my very special little slave.  I'm very much looking forward to having my little slave bound as she will be tonight!
And: :wicked grin:: also very much looking forward to your wake-up call!
Master loves his little slave very much!
Sending that off I then checked the email, smiling when I saw it was from Ken and had attached pictures to it as well.  A wide smile spread across my face as I began reading the body text before downloading them, but that faded as I continued reading, and I have to confess I winced a bit at the second paragraph.
I really didn't know much about ADHD, and I suspected the little I did 'know' probably wasn't at all accurate.  Well, I had six days to get a crash-course lesson on the 'care-and-feeding' of an ADHD child…a horrifically precocious, fiendishly stubborn, ADHD child at that!
I actually wasn't worried all that much and I suspected that explained her long-ago concern.  In fact, if I remembered correctly…
Well, yeah, I suppose so.  Yeah, I do.  It's just that I can't hold still for even 5 minutes.  This is really be... different.  


Well, that certainly explained things much more clearly!
The two parts that really saddened me were, "The first one is a candid shot of her cooking dinner.  It helped us both get over the loss of her mother when she stepped up to some more responsibility.", and "Sometimes she gets a little down over it.".  All I wanted to do at that moment was hug her very close and tight and tell her I loved her, no matter what.
Tomorrow I'd start researching ADHD on the Internet (gotta love Google!) as well as speak with Missus Simpson.  Maude Simpson was one of the teachers at the combined elementary and high school who epitomized "schoolmarm".  I felt positive that if there was anyone at all I could talk to about learning to live with an ADHD child she'd be the one.
Tomorrow I'd also go into town and find the absolute best, most perfect, photo album, because I was going to begin photo printing out all the pictures Ken had been sending me.  Well, almost all of them; the jury was still out about two of them: the one where she was vet-wrapped like a mummy, and the one of her freshly-spanked-for-punishment bottom.  Actually, right at that moment the jury foreman stated that they'd reached a verdict: no, I wasn't going to include them.  Not in this album, anyway.  No, I wanted this album to mirror as closely as possible the one that her mother had started as a scrapbook and that Ken kept up afterwards, intending to share it with her husband.
That legacy I had no desire to tamper with or demean in any form or fashion.
Ken,
Thank you again for the photos.  I'm really enjoying seeing her growing up over the years.: :smiles::
Please don't apologize.  I can certainly understand why you didn't think of it at the time; after all, that fell more into the category of "That's just how she is" than it did something life-threatening, like a peanut allergy or Stage II diabetes.  
I'd also never, under any circumstances, withhold necessary medication from her. 
I'm also going to be researching ADHD to familiarize myself more with the condition.  It's not only the least I can do but it's also, as far as I'm concerned, a vital prerequisite and requirement.
I also have two requests of you:
I'm planning on sending Winry another continuing education lesson this Friday.  It's the names and descriptions of some beginning slave positions.  I've, ah…revised it for her, as my original also had accompanying photographs, and I've attached it.  I just want to run it past you before sending it to her.
I'd like to send her some photographs of me.  I've zipped four of them into one file and have also attached them.  If you give me the OK I'll then send them to Winry tomorrow.
Take care,
Masterius
Sending that off I leaned back, cracked my knuckles then checked to see if my little slave had posted.
Voilā!
Grinning I headed downstairs for coffee, eagerly looking forward to reading our next installment.
"The best laid schemes o' mice an' men / Gang aft agley"
Remember that?  I was certainly recalling that at the moment, jaw dropped after reading my little slave's post.
"Shit," I softly murmured under my breath.  How did this go so horribly wrong??
Making it worse, naturally I'd have to have 'Mr. Eric' respond without 'the 'knowledge' contained in the closing two paragraphs.
Good night, sir.  Hope you like my post.
Thoughtfully grimacing I rose up then plodded about my office, deeply considering.  Just how would Mr. Eric react?  
Well, how would I?
"Mmmmmmm…," I rumbled, gently lipping her hair.  "Good night," and smiling at hearing her —albeit very muffled— "Good night, Master," in response.
Wriggling a bit and getting comfy I nestled slave closer to me and closed my eyes.  Unfortunately sleep wasn't going to come easily to me tonight, not with the images I kept picturing.  
However, I could have been deep asleep and what happened next would have woken me right up.  
I felt her wriggle a bit and the first thing that popped into my head was that slave was squirming a bit to get more comfy.  But she kept moving to the side…and then started softly weeping.
"What the fuck?"  I bolted upright, one hand snaking to the side and snapping the end table lamp on before turning to slave, picking her up even as I sat up and to the side, legs dangling off the side as I perched her atop my lap.
"What's wrong?"  You could clearly hear the alarm and consternation in my voice, but even as I asked I wasn't waiting for an answer.  The blindfold was quickly flipped off, falling to the floor even as I started peeling the tape strips off.  Slate grey eyes that normally gleam and glitter whenever I look at her are missing that now-typical blaze, filled only with worry.
I was peeling the last strip of tape as I deeply gazed into her eyes, seeing them shimmer, unshed tears making her lashes sparkle as if dusted with diamonds.  But, more than that, what instantly caught my attention was the stricken gaze those normally gorgeous umber orbs displayed.
"What is it?  What's wrong?"  I repeated as the final piece of tape was removed followed by my gently withdrawing the sponge ball.  My immediate thought that something was hurting her vanished as soon as I'd seen those eyes; well, something physically hurting, anyway.  She tensed and pulled away (well, as best she could tied as she was) a bit as I went to nestle her closer, and at that point I knew something was really bothering her.  And I was pretty sure I knew what it was, too.  Now, how did I handle that?  If this had been the old Brittany I'd just go ahead and ignore her, letting her come to grips with what it meant to be a playtoy.  But this wasn't the old Brittany; not now, anyway.
In many ways this would be easier if this had been the old Brittany: I'd've just told her tough, deal with it.  You're just a fucktoy, and what you like or want doesn't matter.  Instead…
Still keeping her atop my lap, pert ass beneath the Tranquility briefs nestled atop my flaccid cock, I drew her closer to me, tucking her bound upper body against my chest, ignoring any resistance — if any— on her part.  For roughly a minute I just held her, one wide hand lightly stroking up and down one slender little arm.
"Last night was such a wonderful night for me," I softly murmured.  "I can't begin to tell you just how wonderful it was to snuggle you —all bound and gagged and helpless— against me.  It was terribly erotic; wonderfully sensual.  I really really enjoyed it.  And I didn't even mind being woken up last night; it's not like I asked slave if she needed to use the bathroom before I tied her up.
"I really was teasing you about using Pampers next time," I continued, still soothingly stroking and caressing.  But, very abruptly, at the mention of Pampers my cock sprang to instant, throbbing rigidity, so fast and so hard I winced a moment as it was trapped beneath slave's ass.  Lifting her up a bit so my cock would properly jut, I then eased her back down, Tranquility briefs lightly crinkling, atop me.  
"So many images suddenly flashed through my mind right then," softly murmuring I started gently stroking her soft, silky hair.  "So many, and so intense!  I made up my mind right then and there to make a stop on the way home and pick up a box.  But I really don't think you understand why…except for the obvious, of course.
"Master is pretty damn sure slave thinks Master just wanted to critically humiliate her.  But that isn't the case at all.  No, really," I added, feeling her tighten a bit.  Quite obviously she did believe I just wanted to shame and humiliate her.  "Think about it slave; has anything Master has done so far strike you as impulsive?  Well, any of his preparations, that is," I clarified, especially considering a great deal of what I'd done to, and with, slave the first two days had most certainly been impulsive!
"Master already had this room prepared…well, partially prepared, to be honest.  I'm afraid kidnapping you pushed the decorating a bit.  Master already had the necessary items to kidnap you, didn't He?  Except we both know that wasn't meant for you at all, was it?"
Snuggling her closer I continued, "Considering the fact that everyone is still wound tight about Brittany's kidnapping, don't you think doing something suspicious —like, oh, for a bachelor with no children to be seen buying kids-sized diapers, for instance— would be a bit risky?  More than a bit risky, in fact?  So do you really think I would risk everything —risk losing you, and my Kylie— just to humiliate you with a diaper??  Come now slave; Master knows you're smarter than that!  Do you really believe I don't have enough downstairs, in addition to my imagination, to punish you, to humiliate you, really badly?"
I paused there, letting her ruminate on what I'd said so far, as I continued holding her close.  I really didn't have to explain jack shit to her, and she and I both knew it.  But ever since slave had had her ephiphanic breakthrough I was being a bit more understanding towards her.
"Now, embarrass you?  Fuck yeah!" as my cock powerfully throbbed beneath her ass in agreement.  "Master loves how slave looks when she's embarrassed: all wriggly and squirmy and shy, her beautiful porcelain skin, so warm and smooth and soft, flushing a deeper rose.  Sometimes quite a bit far down, too!"  I enthused, sounding quite pleased…because I was.  Damn but I loved watching her blush!
"So, yes: I was looking forward to slave's waking up in the middle of the night, squirming with a full bladder and hoping Master was just teasing about the diaper being needed.  But, actually, Master was looking forwards to two more things a lot more."
There was a long pause while I continued cuddling and stroking, and then I tipped slave's head to gaze deeply into her eyes.  "Actually, Master was really looking for the intimacy of tenderly changing slave tonight."
A few moments later, and in a slightly huskier murmur: "And Master was also looking forward to watching as slave changed his Kylie, too."
KENNA
Winry, Tuesday Morning, 26 May
I’m a rotisserie. That’s what it feels like anyway. With my wrists tied to the headboard and my ankles tied to the footboard, rolling over is not easy. The pillows under my hips are an early casualty, at least they’re not under me pretty quickly. I prefer sleeping on my back which is how I started, but I swap between back and right side. It’s not a natural motion, so I come half awake each time. I have a fitful dream about my Master and me. It’s really a pretty good one, though I don’t remember many details. Just that I was trying to get him to be rough with me and he wouldn’t do it. Seems like there was more than one thing, but I do remember wanting him to brand me because I wanted to show it off at school … sheesh, where’d that come from? I think I was testing him and he passed.  
In the morning, I feel daddy turn me on my back and I slowly open my… quickly open my eyes! “Eeeeee, aaaaaeeee!” What the heck? Ice! It’s ice on my belly. He put ice in bed with me! The ice, those half round cubes from the ice maker, do not sit politely on my belly. The insidious ice devils jump off and squeeze under me, aided no doubt by my squirming. “Cold, cold, cold,” I say, thinking with a gag it sounds a lot like “Gold, gold, gold.”
“You awake?” asks dad with a totally reprehensible smothered smile. Then he plucks the ice cubes off the bed and out from under me. 
When he ungags me, I say, “Did he tell you to do that? He didn’t say anything to me about ice.”
“He has surprises for you all week,” says dad. 
“Did he tell you to smile?”
“Smiles are extra,” says dad and then he gets serious. “Sorry, Pumpkin, but you should have seen your face.” 
Oh yeah? I’ll see my face and raise you a… “Thank you, sir, for doing it right, I guess.”
Once I’m untied and he’s gone, I curl up in a ball. God, I can’t wait for my Master to do that to me for real. He says he likes squirming, well, ice and tickling will make him a happy Master. By the time I kneel and play with myself, I spend probably 4 minutes and 45 seconds right on the edge… add another thing that makes me squirmy for my Master. Yeah, the ice did make me excited, but not when it happened, so it’s OK for dad to do it. It was thinking about my Master doing it that got me. 
I shoot off a quick IM before I go to school. Ice? Did my OTM enjoy watching his lbps squirming while she was all tied up?
Then I consider one more IM. It’s kinda like should I or shouldn’t I? Do I want to mention that I enjoyed it? How much I enjoyed it? Then I decide not to tell him. He’ll do ice many times over the next few years. No point in getting him to do it even more. It’s about that point in my internal discussion when I realize I haven’t really said anything about any of the other wake ups and just mentioning it probably screwed me. 
I actually enjoy school today more than yesterday. One final for 38 minutes worth of effort is not my idea of keeping busy. On the other hand, a two hour geometry final (and three minutes to be precise) and a three hour English essay test (yes, I was still proofing and tweaking when the test ended). Then there was my observation, “I didn’t see any trig on the final…” 
“Oh, yeah, I decided last night to give you more time on each subject. You three have Thursday morning free, so I’ll give you the trig final then.” Mr. Gupta, who’s like 60 and still has an odd accent, looks over my test quickly and adds, “You could skip it and still get an A, Kylie.” 
Like that’s gonna happen. I shrug and say, “I hafta be at school all day anyway, so it’ll give me something to do.”
When I get home, I find a post waiting for me. As I’m reading it, I’m thinking… aren’t I supposed to have a god’s eye view of the RP… know things that Brittany doesn’t know. How the heck did I not see that coming? Change her diaper intimately and tenderly. Wow. I like to try to get my post going in my head even before I read his next one. Doesn’t usually work because my Master is always surprising me. I was thinking he’d make her explain why she was crying and here he goes and is so understanding and soothing. So, scratch one tearful explanation. 
Same thing happened on the previous post. I was just gonna have Brittany cry a little bit, but then he threw in that part about washing Kylie and I think he meant it but Brittany wasn’t sure if he meant it and it got her more upset than I planned. Then it dawns on me that I’ve been playing around with this idea that Brittany wants Kylie and I’m not just writing about it, I’m eager to have it happen. What’s more, I think it’s inevitable that I’ll make out with another girl for my Master… and all that goes with it… and I don’t mind that. I’ll initial that part of the contract when we’re comfortable together. What’s even more, I think I want to be Kylie. Crap, maybe I am a submissive because I don’t want to be in charge. 
Gotta think about this. Maybe my OTM will sort it out for me. Anyway, just thinking about my Master makes me want to be with him.  
An lbps loves her OTM. 
I don’t know what to expect. I mean, I’m not crying loud, but the room is quiet and so it sounds like I’m really bawling. For all I’ve done tonight, he’s totally crushed me. Then, I just about jump out of my skin as he says, “What the fuck?” And he wasn’t quiet about it either. I was already trying not to cry and now it’s pretty damn easy to stop as fear replaces my despair. Then, he surprises me again with a more controlled, very sincere,  “What’s wrong?” while scooping me up into his lap. 
My blindfold’s off and he’s peeling the tape off my mouth. Still sniffing, I wish I could wipe away the tears. Now I’m going to have to explain why I was crying and I just don’t know how I can say it diplomatically. With big shiny, frightened eyes, I look into his eyes and try to figure out what he’s going to do. One more time he asks me what’s wrong, removing the last of the tape as he does. I just haven’t had enough time to decide what to say. 
There I am on his lap and he’s trying to cuddle me and I’m trying to get away from the monster who’s going to use everything against me. Only he isn’t a dang monster right now. Actually, he wasn’t exactly a monster… I just overreacted. Just that the diaper is exactly the opposite of what he should have done. Now, I know what I think he should do and what he thinks he should do are two way different things. So, what’s the big deal about a diaper? I’ve already peed my pants right in front of him. What’s the big deal about peeing a diaper in the middle of the night? It’s what it means about Kylie… and that’s the one thing I am NOT going to mention to him. 
I sniff a few times, trying to regain my composure and maybe it’s to buy some time, too. What I have to tell him is that I trusted him with a personal piece of information so he’d know what to do tonight. Does he expect me to share more with him? After this? I mean, if I told him I’m afraid of heights (actually of falling), would he tied me and stand me on a stool and wait for me to fall? No, I trust him and I know he won’t hurt me like that, but what else do I think isn’t so important that he’ll twist around?
To my relief, he doesn’t really press me for an answer and then he starts talking. Oh, yes, being tied in your bed was so wonderful for me, too, I think sarcastically. It was a step up… big step up… from the basement, but there was the tied and never going home again aspect of it. God, he makes it sound… don’t go there… it was not wonderful, erotic, and sensual… not gonna let him convince me either even if I do feel a lot better already. The fear in my eyes fades, replaced by puzzlement and curiosity, which leaves me with big shiny eyes begging for him to console me more. Make sense of all this, please.
Then he mentions Pampers again and even through my diaper I can feel his cock grow and he even has to shift me to make room for it. He’s turned on by me in diapers? I don’t get it. He likes me in a diaper better than naked? Too weird. He’s turned on and so he bought some to put on me. What’s somebody gonna say when a single man buys diapers for a girl? 
No, I did not think he was trying to humiliate me, but I tense at the thought. I think he has humiliated me from the very start. I hadn’t even thought about the humiliation. He goes on about not being impulsive and then how he prepared the room for Kylie. Yeah, but he didn’t have diapers for Kylie. He got them special for me! I’d push away from him if I could, but he snuggles me even closer. So, I just hold still. His eyes and his voice tell me he’s trying to make me feel better, so I’ll wait until he’s done. Just his arms, eyes, and voice make me feel better… don’t go there… I aim to be hurt and pissed a little longer. Buying diapers “would be a bit risky?” I nod. “More than a bit risky, in fact.” I nod emphatically. My point exactly. “… just to humiliate you with a diaper?” I shake my head. No, but you bought them anyway. So why?
“Now embarrass you? Fuck yeah?” OK, when does the feel better part start? I don’t see the difference between embarrassment and humiliation until he explains He likes embarrassing me because of how I … crap, I’m blushing, squirming, and cuddling closer. I look at my toes. Not that far down… how far down? Eeek, I can’t tell if I’ve actually changed color, but my chest is warmer. That far down? For God’s sake, how can he make blushing sound so kewl. I’m sexy when I’m embarrassed. He didn’t quite say that, but I felt it under my butt. 
Then he shoots me down… bye-bye hurt and pissed. Intimacy. Tenderly. It’s not about peeing, it’s about changing me. “Ohhhhh,” I moan softly and tenderly, feeling like I’ve ruined a surprise. How can he make something so mundane sound sexy? How can he touch me so deeply with a damn diaper? Oh well, I wasn’t having fun being hurt and pissed anyway. He stops talking and I just melt in his arms. Jesus, I feel like wearing a diaper is a privilege or something. I feel stupid over the whole thing. It wasn’t even about him betraying me. It was his own idea. I feel like I should apologize, but he’s got more to say, so I wait
It takes him a few seconds before he says, “… looking forward to a slave changing his Kylie,too.” What the…? I gasp with surprise and delight. I can so picture that… even the part about her blushing right down to her nipples. Now from that point of view I can understand the appeal. Peeling down that diaper… cleaning her off… jeez! … she’d be tied and I wouldn’t. Oh my God! I catch myself with a smile on my face. I just tipped my hand again! Is he teasing me? Oh that’s right, the diaper wasn’t about betraying me, so he really means it… I think… I hope. I knew he had better ideas of what to do with Kylie than I did. Intimately, tenderly changing her wet diaper. 
Cuddling with him, I think that he didn’t have to explain anything. In fact, by getting him to explain, I ruined a surprise or two. “I’d like that Master.” I’m taking advantage of the fact that he asked several direct questions during his little speech. I’m not exactly answering one of them, but I do have something important to say. My voice is soft and tentative as say with utmost sincerity,  “Master, you have to keep me.” Got him with that. Wanna know why? Sure he does. I’ve got him curious, but I absolutely do NOT want to sound smug as I use his own words to explain. In fact, I drop my eyes submissively to look at my toes. “Because Master won’t ever humiliate slave and I’d be humiliated if people knew what slave did for Master.” Then I look in his eyes. “You’re the only one who understands now, Master.”
COME PLAY WITH ME
By Kenna and Masterius
Chapter Eleven
MASTERIUS
Masterius, Tuesday morning - Tuesday afternoon, 26 May


Attention deficit hyperactivity disorder (ADHD or AD/HD or ADD) is a developmental disorder.  It is primarily characterized by "the co-existence of attentional problems and hyperactivity, with each behavior occurring infrequently alone" and symptoms starting before seven years of age… 

ADHD is the most commonly studied and diagnosed psychiatric disorder in children, affecting about 3 to 5 percent of children globally and diagnosed in about 2 to 16 percent of school aged children.  It is a chronic disorder with 30 to 50 percent of those individuals diagnosed in childhood continuing to have symptoms into adulthood.  Adolescents and adults with ADHD tend to develop coping mechanisms to compensate for some or all of their impairments …

ADHD is diagnosed two to four times more frequently in boys than in girls, though studies suggest this discrepancy may be partially due to subjective bias of referring teachers.  ADHD management usually involves some combination of medications, behavior modifications, lifestyle changes, and counseling…

ADHD and its diagnosis and treatment have been considered controversial since the 1970s.  The controversies have involved clinicians, teachers, policymakers, parents and the media.  Topics include the actuality of the disorder, its causes, and the use of stimulant medications in its treatment…
Signs and symptoms
Inattention, hyperactivity, and impulsivity are the key behaviors of ADHD.  The symptoms of ADHD are especially difficult to define because it is hard to draw the line at where normal levels of inattention, hyperactivity, and impulsivity end and clinically significant levels requiring intervention begin.  To be diagnosed with ADHD, symptoms must be observed in two different settings for six months or more and to a degree that is greater than other children of the same age.  

The symptom categories of ADHD in children yield three potential classifications of ADHD—predominantly inattentive type, predominantly hyperactive-impulsive type, or combined type if criteria for both subtypes are met: 

Predominantly inattentive type symptoms may include: 

· Be easily distracted, miss details, forget things, and frequently switch from one activity to another

· Have difficulty maintaining focus on one task

· Become bored with a task after only a few minutes, unless doing something enjoyable

· Have difficulty focusing attention on organizing and completing a task or learning something new or trouble completing or turning in homework assignments, often losing things (e. g. , pencils, toys, assignments) needed to complete tasks or activities

· Not seem to listen when spoken to

· Daydream, become easily confused, and move slowly

· Have difficulty processing information as quickly and accurately as others

· Struggle to follow instructions. 

Predominantly hyperactive-impulsive type symptoms may include: 

· Fidget and squirm in their seats

· Talk nonstop

· Dash around, touching or playing with anything and everything in sight

· Have trouble sitting still during dinner, school, and story time

· Be constantly in motion

· Have difficulty doing quiet tasks or activities. 

and also these manifestations primarily of impulsivity: 

· Be very impatient

· Blurt out inappropriate comments, show their emotions without restraint, and act without regard for consequences

· Have difficulty waiting for things they want or waiting their turns in games

Most people exhibit some of these behaviors, but not to the degree where such behaviors significantly interfere with a person's work, relationships, or studies—and in the absence of significant interference or impairment, a diagnosis of ADHD is normally not appropriate…  

A 2009 study found that children with ADHD move around a lot because it helps them stay alert enough to complete challenging tasks.  
Beedlebeedlebeedlebeedle
Turning off the cell phone alarm I reclined back in my chair, fingers laced across my belly, closed my eyes and…smiled.  Just smiled.  But oh! what a smile that was!  Just like I had been doing for weeks now, whenever I had scheduled special 'wake-up' instructions for my little slave, I made sure to be someplace private and still so I could enjoy seeing in my mind's eye her waking up.  And this morning that smile was more an outright wicked grin!    
I'd already been awake for hours, of course.  I'm an early riser (not necessarily by choice or irresistibility, more out of habit and necessity) anyway, and adding the time zone difference between us made sure I was always wide awake by the time my little slave had to wake up.  Honestly though, even if I'd been a morning grouch of Eeyore-ic proportions I'd still have dragged my butt awake just so I could enjoy Zen-communing with her across that distance.
Naturally I did the same thing at night, too, so that I could do the same: picturing my little slave dutifully performing her nighttime training ritual before being bound for bed per my instructions.  Unfortunately that aspect was often less than completely satisfying since I'd far, far rather be the one preparing my little slave for bed!  Ah well, beggars can't be choosers although, the more I considered that, the more accurate proverb would be "Don't look a gift horse in the mouth".  After all, this was absolutely, positively, already far more than any man should ever dream!  And when you added to that the fact that, very shortly, I really was going to be picking up an incredible adorable, enchanting and sexy little 'pony'…
Not until enough time had elapsed that sufficiently covered both her wake-up call and morning ritual did I slowly open my eyes and lean forwards again, still that silly smile on my face.  I was intending to continue my research before my lunch appointment with Missus Simpson, but instead I just leaned back and closed my eyes again, an even bigger smile (OK, shit-eating grin) on my face.  Today was her second day of school this week.  It was also her second day of scratching without relief.  And tonight she'd be doing the same which, hopefully, she'd think of on-and-off throughout the day.  
And, as I strongly suspected, my little slave would be quite impatiently waiting all through school until dismissal, whereupon then she could depart for home, only to have to wait for her dad to get home, too, before she could see what her Master had sent her. 
She'd be wearing them this evening (well, the anklet at least) when she checked for email and messages, and while she bathed, performed her (again, only to the edge and not past) ritual and then was bound for bed.  Now, assuming Ken had no problems with the photos (and I honestly couldn't see any reason), my little slave would also have seen some (hopefully) interesting photos of her Master. The following morning…

My little slave would once again perform her morning ritual and, once again, to the edge but not to completion.  However, unlike the last two school days…
Today she'd be attending school wearing a skirt and no panties…while wearing her Master's outside collar and anklet for the first time outside…with the photos of her Master in her mind…and knowing that, tonight, for her bedtime ritual…she'd be able to, for the first time in three days, climax.  And not just once, but twice!

My grin grew unbelievably even wider as I pictured how my little slave might be responding to all of that all that day at school!
But then that grin faded as I pensively mused, a more reflective one replacing it.  I definitely thought about her each morning and night, when my little slave should be doing her rituals, and, at her 'tuck-in' and wake-up times, too.  And I absolutely, most emphatically thought of her during each and every session and, in fact, prior to and after them as well.
But I also found myself throughout the day picturing her sleeping; tried conjuring images of her eating breakfast…getting dressed for school…studying…taking exams…playing…eating lunch… smiling… laughing… scowling…
I'd no idea when this had started but for quite some time now my little slave had been occupying a large part of my days and nights.  
"Wow," I softly whispered just under my breath, that silly little smile returning.  In a way I was glad my little slave wasn't aware of my attentions, mostly because they could easily be misinterpreted as fixation…which could then lead to obsession… which could then lead to stalking.

Softly smiling, I slowly opened my eyes and leaned forwards again, fully intending to continue my research, but before I could do so there was the chime of an incoming message.
Ice?  Did my OTM enjoy watching his lbps squirming while she was all tied up?
Hmmmm…did your Master enjoy watching his pleasing little bondage playtoy slave squirm while she was all tied up…hmmmmm…lessee…
::VERY wicked grin, eyes brightly smoldering::  Does my lbps remember what her Master sounds like when he's really enjoying something?
You know…that low, deep, almost sub-audible rumbling purr?
Does my little slave remember that sound?
Let's just say you would have been hearing a lot of that as your Master watched!!
Well, I had, after all!
Hugely grinning I went back to what I'd been doing, which was researching ADHD.  It wasn't that I thought it was a big deal but I did want to learn as much about it as possible so I'd be prepared; prepared enough so that it would be obvious to her I considered it no big thing.  For instance, if I matter-of-factly reminded her that she'd forgotten her daily dose, something Ken implied happened now and then.  I had a feeling she was sensitive about having the disorder, especially when Ken mentioned that she occasionally gets a little down over it, so I wanted to be doubly-extra careful.  For instance, if I felt I had to release her early because her immobility was starting to have a really negative effect on her; if she realized I had done that because of her 'disorder'…I had a suspicion that she'd really be down about that…not that that would help my carbonized, charcoaled corpse any!
From what I'd researched so far my little slave seemed to fall into the hyperactive-impulsive category, and as I continued researching what I'd learned just seemed to confirm that conclusion.
Cause

The specific causes of ADHD are not known.  There are, however, a number of factors that may contribute to, or exacerbate ADHD.  They include genetics, diet and the social and physical environments.
Genetics 

Twin studies indicate that the disorder is highly heritable and that genetics are a factor in about 75 percent of all cases.  Hyperactivity also seems to be primarily a genetic condition; however, other causes do have an effect.
Evolutionary theories

See also: Hunter vs. farmer theory
Environmental

Twin studies to date have suggested that approximately 9 to 20 percent of the variance in hyperactive-impulsive-inattentive behavior or ADHD symptoms can be attributed to nonshared environmental (nongenetic) factors.
A 2007 study linked the organophosphate insecticide chlorpyrifos, which is used on some fruits and vegetables, with delays in learning rates, reduced physical coordination, and behavioral problems in children, especially ADHD.
A 2010 study found that pesticide exposure is strongly associated with an increased risk of ADHD in children.
Hmmmmm…interesting.  Well, for the two months she'd be with me that shouldn't be a problem; the extensive garden I had was definitely pesticide-free, and so were the other things I purchased or had gifted to me: poultry, beef, pork and fish, as well as other, supplemental vegetables and fruits that I couldn't grow here.  Like bananas.
Diet

Main article: Diet and attention deficit hyperactivity disorder

A study published in The Lancet in 2007 found a link between children’s ingestion of many commonly used artificial food colors, the preservative sodium benzoate and hyperactivity. 
Well, again that wouldn't be a problem, and for the same reasons as the environmental causes.
Social

The World Health Organization states that the diagnosis of ADHD can represent family dysfunction or inadequacies in the educational system rather than individual psychopathology. 
Oh bull hockey!  I couldn't picture a more functional family than Ken and my Winry, and that was the result after the tragic loss of wife and mother.  And as for” inadequacies in the educational system"??
I snorted as I took a sip of coffee.  Somehow I found that impossible to believe where that involved my little slave! 
Neurodiversity

Main article: Neurodiversity

Proponents of the neurodiversity theory assert that atypical (neurodivergent) neurological development is a normal human difference that is to be tolerated and respected just like any other human difference. 
Social construct theory of ADHD

Main article: Social construct theory of ADHD

Social construction theory states that it is societies that determine where the line between normal and abnormal behavior is drawn.  Thomas Szasz, an extreme proponent of this theory, has gone so far as to state that ADHD was "invented and not discovered."
Hmmmm…that, actually, I could believe.  It sure wouldn't be the first time a society defined what was 'normal' and what wasn't.
Low arousal theory

Main article: Low arousal theory

According to the low arousal theory, people with ADHD need excessive activity as self-stimulation because of their state of abnormally low arousal.  The theory states that those with ADHD cannot self-moderate, and their attention can only be gained by means of environmental stimuli, which in turn results in disruption of attentional capacity and an increase in hyperactive behaviour.
Now that had me burst out laughing!  There was no way in this universe —heck, multiverse, for that matter— that my little slave had "abnormally low arousal"!!
Based on the DSM-IV criteria listed below, three types of ADHD are classified:
1. ADHD, Combined Type: if both criteria 1A and 1B are met for the past 6 months

2. ADHD Predominantly Inattentive Type: if criterion 1A is met but criterion 1B is not met for the past six months

3. ADHD, Predominantly Hyperactive-Impulsive Type: if criterion 1B is met but criterion 1A is not met for the past six months.

The previously used term ADD expired with the most recent revision of the DSM.  Consequently, ADHD is the current nomenclature used to describe the disorder as one distinct disorder which can manifest itself as being a primary deficit resulting in hyperactivity/impulsivity (ADHD, predominately hyperactive-impulsive type) or inattention (ADHD predominately inattentive type) or both (ADHD combined type).
DSM-IVIA.  Six or more of the following signs of inattention have been present for at least 6 months to a point that is disruptive and inappropriate for developmental level:
Inattention:

1. Often does not give close attention to details or makes careless mistakes in schoolwork, work, or other activities.

2. Often has trouble keeping attention on tasks or play activities.

3. Often does not seem to listen when spoken to directly.

4. Often does not follow instructions and fails to finish schoolwork, chores, or duties in the workplace (not due to oppositional behavior or failure to understand instructions).

5. Often has trouble organizing activities.

6. Often avoids, dislikes, or doesn't want to do things that take a lot of mental effort for a long period of time (such as schoolwork or homework).

7. Often loses things needed for tasks and activities (such as toys, school assignments, pencils, books, or tools).

8. Is often easily distracted.

9. Often forgetful in daily activities.
IB. Six or more of the following signs of hyperactivity-impulsivity have been present for at least 6 months to an extent that is disruptive and inappropriate for developmental level:
Hyperactivity:

1. Often fidgets with hands or feet or squirms in seat.

2. Often gets up from seat when remaining in seat is expected.

3. Often runs about or climbs when and where it is not appropriate (adolescents or adults may feel very restless).

4. Often has trouble playing or enjoying leisure activities quietly.

5. Is often "on the go" or often acts as if "driven by a motor".

6. Often talks excessively.
Impulsiveness:

1. Often blurts out answers before questions have been finished.

2. Often has trouble waiting one's turn.

3. Often interrupts or intrudes on others (example: butts into conversations or games).
II. Some signs that cause impairment were present before age 7 years.
III. Some impairment from the signs is present in two or more settings (such as at school/work and at home).
IV. There must be clear evidence of significant impairment in social, school, or work functioning.
V. The signs do not happen only during the course of a Pervasive Developmental Disorder, Schizophrenia, or other Psychotic Disorder.  The signs are not better accounted for by another mental disorder (such as Mood Disorder, Anxiety Disorder, Dissociative Identity Disorder, or a Personality Disorder).
The behaviors must appear before age 7.

They must continue for at least six months.

The symptoms must also create a real handicap in at least two of the following areas of the child’s life: 

1. in the classroom,

2. on the playground,

3. at home,

4. in the community, or

5. in social settings.

If a child seems too active on the playground but not elsewhere, the problem might not be ADHD.  It might also not be ADHD if the behaviors occur in the classroom but nowhere else.  A child who shows some symptoms would not be diagnosed with ADHD if his or her schoolwork or friendships are not impaired by the behaviors.
Shutting the windows then deeply sighing, I gently rubbed closed lids with thumb and forefinger.  As far as I could conclude my little slave was most probably hyperactive and impulsive.  And, again, I really didn't see this being an issue, especially since both of us were aware she was ADHD, and being medicinally treated for that.
I was also pretty doggone sure my little slave loathed being ADHD, if for no other reason than it was something totally out of her control.  I know I would should the situation be reversed.
Leaning the chair way back I deeply stretched, arms overhead and corded.  "MmmmMMmmm," softly groaning I felt a couple of vertebrae pop.  Snapping the chair upright I glanced at the clock; it was too early to meet up with Missus Simpson and, alas, too late to head out to the garden and do any meaningful work…assuming I didn't want to arrive for lunch drenched in sweat and grubby hand to foot!  However —and the reason for the "alas"— I did have two full hours to do more —ugh— domestic chores downstairs.
((

((
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Do you know how much dust can find its way atop books stacked on bookshelves?  Apparently quite a lot as I was coming to discover.  And you could forget using feather dusters; although they were great at getting in small and irregular spaces (which made them good at dusting things like shelves and, oh, books on bookshelves) without having to move everything, they also scattered as much dust back into the air as they did catching it in the feathers.  Lambswool dusters were almost as bad, with the addition of requiring frequent cleaning added to the bill. 
For the most part I usually used a Dyson DC07 all-floors cyclone upright vacuum cleaner as it was extremely reliable, very powerful and efficient, plus was equipped with a HEPA filter.  That plus was important, too; without that a vacuum blows as much dust around as it picks it up.  For the smaller jobs I either used an Oreck Edge cordless handheld vacuum or their Little Helper Vac.  
Unfortunately none of the vacuums were able to effectively reach the irregular surfaces that books created, and I deeply sighed as I succumbed to the inevitable:  While I'd found most of their commercials amusing, I'd never thought I'd actually become a "Swifferer".  
Once back upstairs I did a little bit of research about the products, and decided upon three of them: the Sweeper Professional, the Wet Jet and the 360° Dusters.  And in the highest spirit of "In for a penny in for a pound," I also decided to get the duster extender, the Dust & Shine spray, and refill packs for everything (although I was also crossing my fingers hoping this wouldn't turn out to be "Throwing good money after bad")
Placing the PC on standby I trotted to the bathroom, took a quick shave and a shower, then dressed.  I figured I had enough time to hit the Dollar General Store and pick up the cleaning supplies before meeting Missus Simpson for lunch. 
((

((

((

((
"Here you go.  And keep the change," I said, smiling as I handed the waitress several bills.  
"Thank you Mr. Eric!"  Amelia said, smiling back as she tucked the bills into the front of the apron.  "Freshen up your cup?"
"Yes, please."  I said.  "And thank you."
"Come here a bit, don't you?"
Grinning across the table I nodded.  "I've been in here a few times, yes."
Missus Simpsons' eyes crinkled, almost disappearing in leathery folds.  Although seventy-two, needing a cane, a bit stooped over, and crowned with a ball of extremely curly bluish hair, there was absolutely nothing old or feeble about her mind or wits.  She still taught at school and, in fact (and something I wasn't aware of) on her own time she helped tutor those children who had 'special needs' (i.e. who required assistance due to disabilities that may be medical, mental, or psychological)
I'd invited her to lunch at Grandma's Country Kitchen so I could ask her for information about ADHD.  Had she previously encountered children with that?  What was that like?  What did she do?  How did she handle them?  
And so, over lunch, she gave me the low down.  While I tucked into my Yankee pot roast —slow-cooked beef chuck served up with root vegetables— Missus Simpson savored the grilled cheese sandwich and tomato soup she'd ordered.  I'd never had that before (mostly because it wasn't near enough to stoke the furnace of my metabolism) but the aroma sure had me regretting that choice.  All the more so since the cheese wasn't just plain, old, ordinary Cheddar or American but, instead, was a blend of three cheeses: Gruyere, White Cheddar and Muenster.  And the soup was Roasted Tomato, and not your jay-average tomato soup.
One of the most surprising things she told me was about coffee.  It seemed that she knew several children who had been diagnosed as ADHD (she hated it being called a 'disorder' and, in her own inimitable style, always revered to that as having a 'disadvantage' instead) and the parents, not wanting to medicate their child, had heard old wives tale concerning ADHD and coffee.
Seems that having one cup of coffee in the morning and, if necessary, a half cup in the afternoon, worked just as effectively at calming and focusing as did the usually-prescribed prescription medicines.  Medicines like methylphenidate drugs (like Concerta), the extended release methylphenidates (like Ritalin), and/or other types, like the amphetamines (such as Adderall), the mixed amphetamine salts (Adderall XR), or the mixed amphetamine salts XR (Dexedrine).  (I didn't have to remember all that as she'd thoughtfully handed me a printout on ADHD information…which, based upon what I was reading, she'd done sometime last night or this morning, after I'd invited her to lunch to talk about ADHD!)
Missus Simpson also suggested watching just how much sugar was consumed, as sugar seemed to exacerbate the hyperactivity.  Her eyes had crinkled again at that, especially as she'd waited to drop those two little factoids for the exact moment when I'd added two teaspoons of sugar to my freshly-filled mug of coffee.
We nattered for a bit over nothing in particular, lingering over coffee and Earl Grey.  She did grin, eyes almost disappearing in her wrinkled face, when I'd oh-so-nonchalantly asked if she had any opinion about the Swiffer products.  I felt my ears grow warm as she good-naturedly —and quite expertly!— needled me about bachelors and housework, and hiring a maid or two for that big old barn. 
I offered to drive her home, seeing as it was six blocks away, but she waved off the offer, saying that she needed the exercise to burn off that grilled cheese.  So we said our good-byes, then it was off to the Dollar General Store. 
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Sitting at the desk I woke up the PC, impatiently waiting for it to do so.  I knew it was too early for a post reply, but I was hoping I might have a message or two, or an email, from my little slave.  
Darn.
Sighing as I rose I headed back downstairs, leaving Messenger live…just in case.  Unbagging then unwrapping the items I'd earlier purchased I then carefully stored them in the small, under-the-stairs cupboard on the first floor.  The bags, being plastic (and having no choice about paper versus plastic there) I wadded up then placed in the recycling container on my way out to the garden.
Several hours later, and after a relaxing as well as necessary shower, I was once again in my office, and quite delighted to discover both an IM and a post!
::warmly smiles, softly nuzzles behind your ear::  And your Master loves his pleasing little bondage playtoy slave!
And then it was off to read her post.  And as I finished I felt my jaw drop a little.  Now that I would never have expected!
"Master, you have to keep me."
After the tears, the tension, the tightness in her lithe figure…after all she'd been through, after all I'd put her through, after all I'd done to and with her…that was the absolute dead last thing I'd ever have expected to hear from slave!  I had no idea where that had come from, nor why she'd decided to say that at this particular moment, especially after having started off by weeping and pulling away.
Before I could marshal my thoughts slave had lowered her eyes.  Not ducked her head forwards as if shy, ashamed or embarrassed.  Just her eyes, and only her eyes, and my cock throbbed quite powerfully beneath her pert, firm, diapered ass at that.  
I was still trying to come to grips with the "Master, you have to keep me," statement when slave shocked and stunned me like never before.  
“Because Master won’t ever humiliate slave and I’d be humiliated if people knew what slave did for Master,” she softly said, then looked me dead in the eyes before finishing.  “You’re the only one who understands now, Master.”
My mouth opened, then closed.  Opened again, then closed.  Opened again, then closed.  A distant part of my mind was snidely pointing out that resembling a carp wasn't exactly making me appear cool, calm, collected and in control.  Then again, I wasn't cool, calm, collected and in control.  Far from it!
My first, kneejerk, teacher-professional-ish reaction to that was to comfort her; tell her that she shouldn't ever feel humiliated because of what she'd done, or had done to her.  That was, after all, what I would tell my Kylie if she suddenly felt humiliated about something.  That was the source of the carp expression of mine.
Then four things hit me, like a board in the back of the head, and in rapid succession at that:
Because Master won’t ever humiliate slave

I’d be humiliated if people knew what slave did for Master

You’re the only one who understands now, Master

'ever humiliate slave' ' what slave did for Master'
The first three were the most profound, for with those she'd literally handed over to me the keys to her soul.  She trusted me, as her Master, to never humiliate her, basing that trust on what I'd just told her.  And, since I'd never humiliate her, and since she'd be humiliated if anyone found out about what she'd done to me…

That was certainly why I'd have to keep her.
Almost as profound was the very latter.  I hadn't been making a direct point of it, but I'd been calling her 'slave', and not as a title or position but as her name.  I'd also been saying things in a fashion that made speaking to, or about, her come across as third person and, much to my surprise —and delight— she seemed to not only have picked up on that, but also had accepted it.  And accepted it so far as to substitute 'slave' for 'I' and 'me'.
All of a sudden I felt such a rush of warmth and affection, of fondness, of desire, of passion, for her.  It started as a tiny spot deep inside my core that instantly expanded outwards until my skin felt stretched and tingling.  Drawing her even closer I tightly snuggled her to me, a low, deep, rumbling purr from deep inside my chest. 
A few seconds later and I started softly chuckling.  Feeling her tense I leaned her back a bit then gazed into her eyes, gorgeous orbs that now look hurt. "Shhhh," I whispered.  "Shhhh. Master wasn't laughing at you."  She didn't look all that reassured, but that instantly changed at my next words.  "I was just thinking it's a very good thing that slave and my Kylie are best friends." I chuckled again, eyes dancing.  "Otherwise I'm afraid she'd try pulling your hair and scratching your eyes out!"
It took slave a couple of seconds to work her way through that but, after she had, well, her expression was priceless!
Lightly stroking her hair —playing with it, actually— I let her work her way through that for a couple of minutes before gently coughing.  Almost instantly her attention snapped to me.
"Master most likely wouldn't bother explaining this to a playtoy," I softly rumbled, "And most certainly would not to a fucktoy…or worse.  But Master wants slave to understand something a bit better, for future occasions."
Still lightly caressing her I continued.  "Master didn't want slave to be humiliated, true.  Embarrassed, yes, as I've already explained.  But I wish to explain further, for other times, for there will be other times.  When, in the future, slave finds herself being diapered, understand that Master desires slave to be dry when Master wakes and/or comes for her."  Not surprisingly slave looked a bit confused.  "That means Master expects, and greatly desires, slave not to wet herself." Now she looked a bit worried.  "However, if it happens that slave does wet herself, Master is not —repeat, not— going to punish slave for that.  "Tease her?  Yep!  Make her blush and squirm?  You bet.  Embarrass her so that she turns red as a beet?  Damn straight!

Then my voice lowered, softened, grew husky.  "And, of course, Master would then have to care for slave; see that she is changed.  And that, too, will be something Master enjoys: taking tender care of my helpless slave who needs a changing that only Master can do for her.
"The reason Master wants it this way is because feeling —and/or seeing, and/or hearing— slave fidget and squirm and softly whine as she struggles harder and harder to hold it in excites, arouses and turns Master on like you wouldn't believe.  And as for watching slave turn a bright, vibrant scarlet as the dam finally bursts, well…"
I couldn't have held back the expression that lit up my face as I pictured that, and I didn't even bother trying.  Besides, even if I had, by some impossible chance, managed to do that, I'm pretty sure feeling my cock throb as hard as it did beneath slave would have informed her of my feelings!
"And Master also wants it this way because, as He's said, changing slave will be so tender and intimate, and He wants that as much as He wants the other."
Softly kissing her forehead I laid slave back down on the bed, facing up, then padded to the bathroom, returning within a few moments with the roll of duct tape.  And a minute or so after that I was back in bed, lights out, with slave once again gagged and blindfolded as well as bound, and once more nestled against my side. 
KENNA
Winry, Tuesday Afternoon and Evening, 26 May
I’m not sure I believe my Master when he says he would have done that deep rumbling purr as I squirmed in a bed full of ice. If he did, I wouldn’t have heard him. Shrieking trumps purring. Gleefully rubbing his hands together? Chuckling… more like laughing… and teasing while I squirm. And I’ll bet he wouldn’t have saved me from the ice like dad. At least I know he’d enjoy the squirming. Waste his time if he tried purring. Afterwards when he tells me about it… then he’d purr and I’d hear him. 
Was my OTM purring? Sorry, but I couldn’t hear you. Somebody was shrieking too loud, sir.: p
After I post, I fix dinner. Hamburgers on the grill. Toasted buns. Sliced onion and tomato. Lettuce, mustard, and Masterpiece barbeque sauce, hot ‘n spicy. Tater tots. And broccoli. Dad can be so dang manipulative. Pisses me off sometimes. I was 9 when he said, “Kylie, it’s OK if you don’t like broccoli.” Dammit, I was eating it just to spite him for a couple of months before I realized he’d tricked me. So, I stopped, but… I missed it. Mom said I was allergic to green. Not anymore. And it’s dad’s fault.
Usually when I hear the garage door go up, I start putting food on the table, but not tonight. I’m out the door into the garage so fast that I open dad’s door for him. “Where… ?” I start but he’s already got the package in his hands and holds it out to me. “Thanks, sir,” I say and run back inside with my treasure. 
We keep an exacto knife in the kitchen junk drawer, so dad finds me in the kitchen just lifting the flaps on the top of the box. As I reach in, his cell phone camera flashes. Taking pictures of me because I’m so excited? He takes two more as I lift out each little box. After that he just holds the camera up as if he’s going to take a picture at any moment, but he doesn’t take anymore. I don’t care. “Wow,” I pick up the anklet and admire it. “It’s beautiful. How can he do this? Pick out something so… perfect.” It’s intricate, beautiful, and so unique. Probably expensive, too. I’d’ve been happy with a piece of string around my ankle, but he went all out. 
I hold the anklet out toward dad. “You gonna take a picture?”
“I’m recording it all, Pumpkin. Making a movie.”
Ohmigod, all of it, sound and action and all. Something to remember this moment by. Something I could send my OTM if dad would let me. Yeah, fat chance. Well, he’ll see it someday, so I put my foot up on a chair and put the anklet so dad can film it. “Master, I love it. I’ll be yours forever now.”
Picking up the other little box, I pull out the necklace and hold it up. “Ohh,” I say softly with my eyes a little damp. My very own outside collar. I’m a little choked up as I say, “It’s beautiful, sir.” Looking right at the camera, I take off my collar and put on the necklace. “I’ll never be without you, Master. I’m so happy… so proud to wear this for you.” Then I unhook it and take it off. “Only for outside, though,” I smile as I put my inside collar back on. 
Dad lowers the camera. “He’ll like that someday.”
“Can I watch it now?”
“Dinner?” he says, looking past me toward the cooling food. 
OK, we can eat first. As I put everything out, he downloads the file to his iPad and then after we start eating he lets me watch it. Jeez, I look like I’m six and getting the collector’s set of Harry Potter, a trip to the moon, and a Porsche all at once. I think about those stupid looking anime girls with big eyes and a mouth that opens wider than their face. I’m grinning and excited up until I pull out the necklace. I didn’t realize how important an outside collar was to me until I see myself full of awe, eyes brimming with tears, and so sentimental up I can barely say, “It’s beautiful, sir.” Dang it, beautiful is not the right word, but then I can’t think of a single word that says what it is, what it means, and how it makes me feel. 
We’re almost finished with dinner when dad ruins the mood. He tells me he told Masterius that I have ADHD. “He should know since he’s training you. Don’t give me that look, Kylie Ann. He needs to know if you lose focus and why.”
“Sir, I do not lose focus at school or with him.” All those other things, like impulsive, fidgety (but not the kind my OTM likes, I think), don’t listen, forgetful, and easily distracted are true about everything else. I used to go to a therapist who explained that I don’t do the ADHD thing with something I enjoy. It went something like… ‘You don’t have a problem at school because… Kylie, are you listening to me? You don’t have a problem at school because you enjoy school. Say it back to me…’ ‘What?’ ‘You don’t have a problem at school because you enjoy it.’ So I said it back to her to prove I heard her. Then I told dad I didn’t enjoy my therapist and so I found her hard to pay attention to. See, I did listen. 
“You do too lose it at school,” he says. “It was your 2nd grade teacher who picked up on it first. And you’ve made a trip to the library and a few other impulsive things with Masterius.”
Excuse me, do I look like I’m in the mood for facts and logic? “Your point, sir?”
“Don’t lie to yourself, Pumpkin. 
“You had no right to tell him. Jeez, dad, when did you tell him? Was he mad? Will he still train me?” Does he think I lied to him because I didn’t tell him? Am I getting tied butt up to the bed tonight to wait for a spanking? 
“I emailed him last night. He was not mad. He will still train you. And if he was mad and stopped your training, then he doesn’t deserve you.” His voice changes so that I realize he’s been talking to me like I’m 12, but now he isn’t. “Kylie, he’s not in this on a whim. He cares a great deal about you. If I thought it would make a difference to him, I wouldn’t have told him.” 
Why didn’t I put rat poison in his spaghetti last night? Oh, that’s right, I needed him to pick up my Master’s present. “That doesn’t make it OK. You should have told me first. I should have told him.”
He looks like he’s about to smack himself on the forehead. Oh, hadn’t thought of that? “You’re right,” he says. “I should have given you the chance to tell him yourself.” 
“Did it for my own good, I suppose,” I say begrudgingly. “He never suspected though. I’ve been on task with him all the time, right?”
“It’s intense and interesting stimulation,” says dad. 
Jeez, the word stimulation just hits me wrong. I think about tickling, scratching, ice, on my toes for hours, and spankings, you know, physical stimulation. You try playing with yourself twice a day with no relief until tomorrow night and see where your mind goes. That’s why I blush. How could dad even go there? I think about the sexual stimulation and then I realize that’s not what he’s talking about. “Yeah, it does keep my mind busy on something unique,” I mumble. “You’ll do the dishes tonight?”
“Yes,” he sighs. I named his penance and he agreed. 
After dinner, dad’s sitting at his computer and sipping wine, Tulip Hill Cabernet Savignon. “Sir, am I a submissive?” I was planning on asking my OTM, but dad knows what’s going on, he’s seen my homework, and I’ve decided to trust him with my feelings. 
“I hate labels, Pumpkin,” he says. “I saw the paper you wrote for him. If you don’t think you’re a submissive, that’s fine. If you do, that’s fine, too. What’s important is how the two of you mesh.”
That’s not an answer, but it is at the same time. What’s in a name? “I can’t be a submissive,” I argue. “Am I? I’m like outgoing and in charge and all.”
“What do you remember about your mother?” he asks. 
Huh? What’s with the sudden change of subject? Maybe he’s uncomfortable about this? “What do you mean?”
“She was super mom, right?”
“Yeah, I suppose, sir. Yeah, I that’s how I remember her. She was always there for me… for us.” She was the only person in the world who understood me and could rein me in. Dad couldn’t, though he can now. She was a doctor and still had time for her family. “Yeah, super mom.”
“Outgoing and in charge?”
“Yes, sir.” Holy shit, that’s just what I said about myself. “Umm, dad… are you saying she was a… a… sub… submissive?” I turn pink… maybe closer to red, but I stand my ground. “I don’t want to know about that.”
Dad shrugs. “Maybe she was. Maybe she wasn’t.” He smugly sits back and takes a sip of wine. 
Well, was she or wasn’t she? I don’t want to know, but he’s implying my larger than life role model was one thing in public and a different thing in private. Maybe it’s enough to know that she could have been. Outgoing and in charge and very successful describes both mom and dad and I think something that I don’t want to hear even more. Impulsively, I ask, “Dad, are you submissive?” Holy cow! So that’s what it looks like when somebody sprays their keyboard… with expensive wine at that… and chokes… and coughs… and turns redder than me. If he hadn’t been leaning back, he would have actually gotten his keyboard, but I get the idea. 
He shakes his head while coughing and finally says, “No, not…” He coughs some more.
“Because it could go both ways, you know.” Jeez, I’m glad he said no. I mean, it sounded like an OK question until I picture… no, I did not picture that… I just thought about picturing that. “She was, wasn’t she?”
He nods. “Yes, sorry. Hang on a sec.” I hang on about ten secs before he can speak a whole sentence without coughing. “I just think that you admire your mother and you know what she was like and she was…”
“I got it!” I cut him off and then turn to leave. I stop in the door of his office. “Yes, sir, I’m OK. Don’t come up and check on me. I’m O… K…” Information overload, but OK otherwise. My mom was a submissive and I’m absolutely sure who was her… the guy in charge of her… the dom. 
Up in my room, I take about ten minutes to think about what I’ve just learned. I don’t know why it would bother me. Why shouldn’t they share the same passion that my Master and I do? I knew other people did. I knew they made stuff just for D/s. I knew my dad had rope and knew how to tie knots. I suspected, but I didn’t want it spelled out. I wonder if they had a contract. How long did they do it? How did they do it with me around? Then I remember my Master saying people wish they’d started at my age. Crap, does dad regret not starting younger? Is this why he’s encouraging me? Is he making sure I won’t have any regrets about not starting young? Am I going to marry Masterius? Wow, where did that come from? The contract said Significant Others, but I hadn’t imagined that a married couple who treat each other as equals most of the time could be Master/slave at other times. How does that work? 
I’m not set up for RPing, but I check to see if there’s a post. Yes! Without reading his post, I get myself back in Brittany’s head. Time for Kylie to post again, too. Then I go down and have dad fix me up on the stool since it’s Tuesday.
After he gags me, dad says, “I previewed some pictures of Masterius and I’m going to allow him to send them to you.”
Pictures? Like of him? His face? I can see him? Gag me and then tell me. “Huh? Wha ickurs?” 
“Pictures of him. I decided it would be OK if you had a picture of him.”
“Kaa I he em. Hoe ee.”
“No, I’ll let him send them to you.”
Dang it. Pictures right here on dad’s computer and I’m assuming they’re more than the head shot that I don’t officially have. Dad has them, but I have to wait for my Master to send them. 
Send me the pictures. Dad says it’s OK. 
Sir, I was going to make a joke, but didn’t want you to get all concerned, so I won’t say that I killed dad and you have to come get me. IM punch lines take too long. 
I can’t believe he told you about my ADHD without telling me first. Wish I could have told you myself. Just that I don’t think I have an attention problem with you. Dad even agrees, but had to go and say something anyway. 
Now, for the big news… 
Your lbps is wearing her anklet and I tried on the necklace (but I’m wearing my regular collar now). Dad recorded it all. Bet he won’t let me send it, but it’s recorded and I’ll save it for you. 
An lbps is thrilled beyond words to have such beautiful gifts from her OTM. 
Oh yeah, I forgot something. Jeez, now I’m going to key on ADHD every time I slip up. I send dad an IM. He’s right there and appears to understand gagged daughter, but I IM him anyway. Dad, if we had Masterius’ post office box, could I send him something like a shirt  like he sent me? I’m thinking more like the panties I wore today, but I’ll bet dad will oversee the packing of the item. 
“I don’t see why not,” says dad. “I’ll get the PO box number from him. Don’t you ask him for it.”
“Yeah, Ohay.” Guess I won’t be mailing myself out any time soon. 
So, then I finally read his post and think back to the time I was tied up, standing over a towel, and ended up peeing without even a diaper. I know he enjoyed that, but it still surprises me he can make peeing sound so worthwhile. For that matter, why do I find the idea of peeing with him watching and turning that shade of scarlet myself so appealing? Well, I know the answer to that question, but it still seems weird.  
Masterius gets an email from Winry’s dad. 
Masterius,
I approve of the pictures. Winry is excited about seeing your picture. I refused to send them to her so that you can do the honors. 
As for the various positions, I’ve edited your attachment. With you not present, I see no point in her practicing positions for punishment or display. Let her practice the basic positions and you can expand her horizons soon enough. I’m concerned that having special positions that she knows I’m not about to put her in might either a) upset her because she can’t do them for you in person or b) give her the idea that she might soon be doing them for you in person. 
FYI, it’s my impression that she’s not only clueless about her ‘summer camp’ but it’s such an implausible scenario that it would probably take a concerted effort to convince her. Still, she has surprised me before. 
She’d like to send you a shirt. That’s fine with me. Can you send me your PO Box? Please don’t send it to her or else you’ll be getting more than a shirt I’m sure. 
Ken
I don’t know what I expected. A little worried that I wasn’t supposed to speak despite how I’d convinced myself it was OK. A little worried that it would look like I was using his words to my own purpose. A lot worried I was being presumptuous. Definitely did not expect him to be speechless. He’s going to say something. He’s not. He is. He’s not. He is. He’s not. If it was Mr. Eric, I’d laugh. I don’t expect ever to laugh at Master though the thought did occur to me that if it was just about anybody else, I would. 
All of a sudden I get this warm feeling all over, I feel weak, my stomach flip flops like a fish on dry land, and my heart is pounding. He got it! He didn’t know what to say and then he got it! His expression is incredible, different than I’ve seen before. He’s looking at me like I think he’d look at his Kylie. There’s a lot more than an ‘eat me alive’ look (which I’ve discovered I like as opposed to the ‘I’m gonna regret that’ look). For all the times he’s said he owns me, now I feel like I belong to him. It’s even better when he snuggles me close and does that deep rumble that means approval. That sound means everything to me. It’s what tells me I’m a good slave. I’m safe in his arms. 
It’s such a perfect moment, I wouldn’t think he could spoil it, but then he starts laughing. I mean, it’s not diabolical, sinister laughing, so I’m not worried… but Jesus, does it ruin the moment. What did I do? Not laughing at me? Bullshit! All your attention is on me. 
"I was just thinking it's a very good thing that slave and my Kylie are best friends. Otherwise I'm afraid she'd try pulling your hair and scratching your eyes out!" What the heck does that mean? Why would she pull my hair and scratch my eyes out? Talk about a bolt from the blue. Are we sharing the same moment or what? 
He keeps looking at me and then it’s my turn to get it. Ohhhh, I do I ever get it. Jesus H. Christ on a pogo stick! She’d be green with envy if she could see me now. I’m sitting in the catbird seat… well, better than that. I’m sitting on Master’s cock, in his arms, with those eyes, his hand caressing my hair. Have I replaced Kylie as his fave? Bsf… best slave forever. I feel like I made a…
Pictures! Holy cow, they’re here! Stop everything. I open them one by one, accompanying each with a heavy sigh. How to describe him? Gorgeous… hunky… stud… manly… a dream come true.  If this is what Mr. Eric looks like, I won’t worry about him dropping Brittany ever again. Heck, I should be there defending my territory. He’s mine!!
The pictures are wonderful, sir. I didn’t think anything could look better than the anklet and necklace, but you do. 
I can’t believe dad let you send these. I mean, they want me to run away or something? Just look at what I’m freaking missing.
I’d love you even if you weren’t so gorgeous. But it makes it a helluva a lot easier. Icing on the cake. 
Need to discuss where summer camp is and when and where you’ll pick me up or just give me an address and I’ll walk all the way myself. 
Just kidding, dad. I send that IM to Masterius, but it’s for when dad reads it. 
There’s also a word doc with slave positions. I don’t see the point. Doesn’t he know what I’ve read?
My OTM, an lbps has read Summer Slave. I’ve practiced all the positions including punishment and display. Don’t you picture an lbps in Nadu when I atchscray? 
Only one hand behind my back, though. Sometimes neither. 
Sometimes not sitting so straight. 
Really, I suppose I knelt in Nadu before I started scratching and now it’s a new position – Nadu for squirming. 
… big score… not like I was trying… but I’ve been a good slave and does it feel good to be a good slave. Still a slave. Still a slave. Laughing may have spoiled the moment, but a slip by me would destroy it. 
Kylie arrives tomorrow. I don’t know how he’s going to trap her, but she’s getting trapped. Since she lets him tie her up without batting an eye, I figure she’ll just let him do it again and then bingo, she’s in the basement. No chloroform. Having the time of her life until she sees me. The little cheat (oops, my best friend, I mean) was doing it with him. She thinks she’s his one and only and when she’s finally here, she’ll find out she’s not only not his one and only but in second place behind the good slave. Yeah, that’s hair pulling, eye scratching material. Right then and there I think of how to handle her. We’re gonna play a game and she won’t even know the rules. We’re gonna play good slave, bad slave. Good slave played by yours truly. Bad slave played by the newcomer who thinks her best friend is giving her good advice. Best friends or not, there’s only one Master. Remember in 5th grade when she sat with Brian McCourt at the school play instead of me? Remember in 7th grade when she was making it with Mr. Eric and wouldn’t even tell me. When it comes to boys (and men and Masters) there’s different rules. 
He interrupts my thoughts with light coughing, so I look up at him. He talks about me holding off, squirming, and then letting loose because I can’t hold it any longer and how much he’ll enjoy that. So does he want me to wake him up in the middle of the night? Hey, Master, I’m dying for some embarrassment. Wanna watch? Hell no, he’s gonna diaper in the middle of the day, too. Pour water down my throat. And then watch me try to keep from peeing. Which, now that he’s explained it to me, I could avoid just by peeing when I feel the urge and before the pee dance starts. Screw his sick pleasure. No squirming. No embarrassment. No blushing. Which, right now, sounds like the stupidest plan I could imagine. I think I’ve got him figured out. I’ll play it his way. I’ll hold off until the dam bursts because he’ll like that. Any questions? Yes, you underneath me trying to raise your hand. Oh, you think it’s a good idea, too? Three to nothing… we all agree. He just made wetting myself sound wonderful. In fact, it makes a lot of things… tickling… spanking… teasing… squirming… all sound a lot better. Holy cow, do I own his cock or what?
Gag, blindfold, lights out and this time I snuggle right back. Sometime during the night, I wake up needing to pee. My first thought is to wait for morning. “Master expects, and greatly desires, slave not to wet herself.” I could hold off. He’d like that. Ten minutes or so go by and I know I’m going to disappoint him in that regard. I toy with the idea of squirming enough that he wakes up, but I just can’t bring myself to set myself up for the embarrassment of him knowing. Not to mention I’m pretty sure he doesn’t want that. So, I’m pretty desperate and about to give it up when I realize he’s propped up on an elbow and watching. He’s breathing heavy and it’s coming from too high for him to be asleep.
Blindly I look up at the sound of his breathing and have no problem imagining his expression.His eyes blazing in the dark, unblinking and full of desire. His face otherwise unscrutable since all his passion is in his eyes. Looming over me. Maybe leaning toward me. Under that scrutiny, I can’t bring myself to pee. I was just about to do it, but now I couldn’t if I tried. Squeezing my thighs together even tighter than the ropes make them, I start squirming. Not on purpose and when I realize it, I stop. Just not for long. As I start squirming again, he starts rumbling just like he said he would. In response, I squirm more and I lightly blush because he knows what’s going on. He’s set me up. It’s only a matter of time. 
It’s an odd feeling to be so much under his control that he could set this up hours ago. It’s frustrating and galling to be his pee toy. It’s annoying to be this easy to play. There’s a first time for everything, so let’s just wait and see what happens. Let’s see how long slave can hold it. Let’s see just how much he enjoys it. I add whines and whimpers to go along with the squirms. Stop looking at me. Stop rumbling. You’re awake now, so just take me to the toilet. “Master, may slave use the toilet,” I say through the sponge ball. I’m expecting the answer to be no, but then I wasn’t expecting him to wake up and share the moment. 
“Does somebody need something?” he teases. 
Sure, yeah, I need you to tease me. “Slave needs the toilet.”
“Slave doesn’t enjoy squirming for Master?”
Having a ball. How about you? I mean, seriously, yes, slave does enjoy that rumble, just not the indignity of how I have to work for it this time. “Does a good slave get to use the toilet? Please?” 
“Doesn’t slave appreciate her Master diapering her?”
I just shut up after that because he was quiet until I spoke. Unfortunately, it appears once he’s started, he’s not going to stop. “Master is very hard right now. He’s quite excited just watching you squirm and knowing what’s going to happen. Unless…” Unless what? Do I have an out? “Unless well…  Master doesn't think slave really needs to go quite yet. I could be mistaken though. Hmmm? Perhaps slave could be a bit more... sincere and convincing."  I can feel him practically shaking as he looks down on me squirming, helpless, and about to wet myself. In fact, he is responding to my squirms and whines and whimpers. That part of my ordeal is just too hard to stop. Even trying to keep from whimpering excites him, because not whimpering takes a different kind of vocal sound so it’s pretty obvious that I’m working doubly hard not to make embarrassing sounds. 
Amidst the rumbles, he groans. “Oh, gawwd,” I say in response to the audible evidence of his arousal. For God’s sake, he groans even louder. There is nothing I can do that won’t turn him on. Sincere and convincing. “Master, a slave would like to…” Wet herself. Too late… the dam is ready to… “Ohhhhhhh,” I moan as the warm liquid bubbles over my labia and then down between my legs to be wicked away quite thoroughly. It’s not two seconds worth of “Ohhh,” but about 30 seconds worth of it. The relief just feels that good. Blushing, damn straight. At least it’s in the dark unless… dang it, I can’t tell if he’s turned on a light. It’s all dark to me. Finally I’m just getting the last of it out and not moaning anymore. 
“Did slave have an accident?” I know he just said that because he wants scarlet. 
Holy shit! Does Master want to change me or fuck me? I’m very aware of his throbbing cock with it spanning the inches between us to say hi. “Slave wet herself,” I say just to be cute. Not like it was a secret after all. “Would Master please change slave?” 
MASTERIUS
Masterius, Tuesday afternoon - Tuesday evening, 26 May
((

((

((

((
Hitting submit I leaned back, tipping the chair back a bit.  The relationship between Mr. Eric and Brittany was turning out way, way different than I'd originally imagined, driven entirely by how Brittany had been reacting and responding.  Sometimes I wondered what my little slave was making of this.  In a lot of ways the current status quo between Mr. Eric and Brittany was very much what I'd been envisioning with him and Kylie, and I had a strong, sneaky suspicion Winry had been picturing it the same way, too.  
I had no idea just how things were going to develop vis-à-vis Kylie and Mr. Eric.  I also wasn't at all sure how my little slave was taking the direction things had that 'night' with Brittany.  My pleasing little slave was certainly shrewd enough to understand that things that Mr. Eric liked and enjoyed I liked and enjoyed.

It was still rather early and I did have a couple of things I needed to get done today.  So while I waited for a reply of any sort —IM, email and/or post— I decided to start taking care of those.
((

((

((

((
"What?  You're not serious are you?"  Crap, seems they are.  Sighing: "OK.  Then what are my choices?  Uh-huh.  Uh-huh.  Uh-huh.  Uh-huh."  Another sigh.  "OK, I guess I'll go with the Chevrolet Silverado."  Lordy lordy but I dislike Chevys.  I'm a pure, 100% dyed-in-the-wool Ford man.  "I'll need it dropped off at the Santa Monica Airport by late afternoon."
"What do you mean you don't do drop-offs!?"
Covering the handset with my hand I uttered a few pungent oaths before uncovering it.  "I'm going to be flying into Santa Monica," I explained in a quite calm voice.  "It's a bit of a hike to your rental agency from there.  I'd really appreciate it if you could somehow find your way to having it dropped off."
After hinting that my 'appreciation' would take the form of simoleons —purely gratis, of course— we managed to come to a mutually agreeable compromise.  Then it was the ye-old application, credit charge, deposit, yada yada yada.  Hanging up the phone I just wanted to bang my head against the desk.  It was bad enough going through all that crap, but for a Chevy no less!
Tomorrow I'd have to take a drive up to Hancock, Maryland.  About an hour drive, it was the closest city which had a (Ugh) Chevy dealership, and I was going to have to scope out the interior of a 2011 4WD Silverado 1500 Crew Cab.  I sure as heck didn't want to arrive at Santa Monica only to discover, once there, that it wasn't at all suitable for caching a kidnapped little bondage playtoy slave!
Considering it was a ridiculously short distance from Winry's home to Santa Monica Municipal Airport —1.6 miles, or about four minutes— I might be a bit paranoid about the choice of transportation.  Then again, I wasn't about to take any chances, so if I was going a bit overboard and being more than a tad obsessed…so be it.  As the proverb goes: better to be safe than sorry.
The vehicle I'd be using to transport her from Greater Cumberland Regional Airport was guaranteed to keep her safe and secure…and utterly undetectable.  I'd gotten quite lucky getting it, too…although I suspect that the locals might have had something to do with me being steered in the correct direction.  A customized, Off Road Canopy Bed, built atop a 2009 Ford F350 56" CA DRW chassis, it had twelve external (and lockable) compartments and an eight-foot deep interior space accessed through a pair of locking butterfly doors.  Usually the interior was a bit cluttered with various toolboxes and supplies, but I'd have most of that cleared out before I drove it to the airport.
Then it was time to (re)confirm my reservation for a deluxe ocean view room at the Fairmont Miramar Hotel & Bungalows.  Trust me, they weren't giving away those!  And I highly doubted even Mr. Shatner's friend, "Big Deal", would have had any better success at dickering.  I could have gone less expensive (and I do mean less expensive!) but it had been ages since I'd taken a real vacation so I decided to pamper myself a bit.
Next I logged onto my account at DUAT and checked up on the weather.  Granted my flight was still six days away but I was going to keep a very close eye on developing weather systems.  The FAA's Direct User Access Terminal service for pilots provided direct access to weather briefings, flight planning, and flight plan filing information, allowing certified pilots to obtain self briefings and file flight plans prior to flying.  And, trust me (again), I was making good use of that information, too!
Speaking of flight plans…
My baby had a maximum speed of 240 knots, which was nothing to sneeze at.  With a total flight distance of approximately 2,600 miles that meant a necessary mid-flight refueling, as the safe range of 1,700 miles definitely fell short of the mark.  Unfortunately since I had no way of arranging an in-flight refueling…

I'd rough-drafted most of this over two weeks ago but now, as I was finalizing the nuts-and-bolts, I was having to consider some things.  
Airspeed of 240 knots was roughly equivalent to 280 MPH groundspeed.  Rounding that down to 270 MPH that meant it would take just about 9.6 hours.  So let's round that up to 10 hours total (in-air) flight time.

Unfortunately I had to take into account preflighting at Santa Monica, as well as time to start-up, taxi, takeoff and reach cruising altitude and speed; let's call that thirty minutes.  
Wichita Mid-Continent Airport was just less than 1,400 miles, so let's just round up to 1,400 miles.  That gave me a generous three hundred mile safety.  I wasn't overly thrilled with using Wichita as it was a large, commercial, controlled airport.  But that also meant that 1) I wouldn't have to get out and refuel; I could just taxi over to the tank farm to refuel, and, 2) it was highly unlikely anyone would take the time to try snooping and sneaking peeks inside.  That became important because flight and airport safety rules generally prohibit refueling with passengers on board the aircraft.  The key words there were "generally" and "passengers".  Quite often due to the type of fuel my Cessna 421 used and her limited tankage I could get refueled while sitting in the aircraft while parked and shut down.  But in the event Wichita got priggish with me I'd feel (reasonably) comfortable with deplaning and standing right there while they refueled.  And I most certainly was not going to hint that I had a 'passenger' on board!
So, let's figure on an hour and a half to land, taxi, shut down, refuel, start-up, taxi, takeoff then reach cruising altitude and speed.
It was 1,160 from Wichita Mid-Continent Airport to Greater Cumberland Regional Airport, well within the safe range of 1,700 miles.  Let's figure on half an hour again to land, taxi, and park and shut down.  
"Crap."  Scowling at the pad of paper I felt like smacking my forehead and going "D'oh!"  There were two things I really hadn't considered.
One was the total elapsed time, and not just the total in-flight elapsed time.  That was a difference between ten hours and twelve-and-a-half.  And the other…
I'd guesstimated picking my little slave up around 9PM that night, and arriving at Cumberland around 7AM the following morning.  Adding the additional two-and-a-half hours meant arriving at 9:30AM.  And…
Adding the three hour time zone difference meant arriving at 12:30PM.
There was just a wee, tad bit of difference between 7AM and 12:30PM, I mentally grumbled.  
I hadn't been planning on leaving my little slave transportation-bound for ten hours, let alone twelve-and-a-half.  One way or another I'd been planning on relaxing some of her restraints.  How many and how much would totally depend on her reactions and responses.  
Ding
Smiling I looked up as Messenger chimed then broadly grinned.
That's why they make gags, oh shrieking little one!: :grins::
Chuckling as I sent that off I pictured that wake-up call again, then softly groaned feeling a warm glow spread through me again…as well as growing aroused, too.  
Of course, now that I had a positive sign that my little slave was home I was wondering which of us was the more impatient for her dad to come home: me, or her.  Shaking my head as I deeply chuckled I accepted the loss; my little slave would win this one hands down!
When I didn't get a reply right away I assumed she'd sent that then went off, either to study or for dinner.  And speaking of dinner…
((

((

((

((
ding
ding 
ding
ding
ding
ding
When my PC started chiming like Big Ben striking the hour I broadly grinned.  It seemed as if someone had finished her studying and dinner!
That grin faded, though, upon reading the first of several IMs: Send me the pictures.  Dad says it’s OK.
I'd shrewdly deduced that my little slave was rather excited about things, and I found myself starting to knee-jerk overlook it, but then I paused and looked at it objectively.  That wouldn't be considered polite for an ordinary child, let alone my slave.  Excited or not it simply wasn't excusable and I would be making that point clear to her; just not immediately, right now.
I was baffled at the second message but that quickly changed.
I can’t believe he told you about my ADHD without telling me first.  Wish I could have told you myself.  Just that I don’t think I have an attention problem with you.  Dad even agrees, but had to go and say something anyway.
I started replying that he felt it was necessary for me to know but I quickly deleted that!  ADHD or not my little slave would put Sherlock Holmes to shame!  Mentioning that dad had thought it was necessary I knew would start her wondering why he'd thought it was so important that he had to go ahead and tell me instead of having her tell me.  
Thankfully the last three messages were of an entirely different caliber, and I hoped that my little slave wouldn't get suspicious over why I hadn't replied about the former ones. 
Now, for the big news… 
I swear I could hear the drums rolling! 
Your lbps is wearing her anklet and I tried on the necklace (but I’m wearing my regular collar now).  Dad recorded it all.  Bet he won’t let me send it, but it’s recorded and I’ll save it for you. 
An lbps is thrilled beyond words to have such beautiful gifts from her OTM. 
I'm surprised the grin didn't split my face in two.  I could easily picture her excitement and expression opening the boxes then trying them on.  And I was proud that, even with being that excited, she'd remembered that the anklet was for always but the outside collar was for outside only.  
I must also profess to being very curious about that recording.  Was this another 'milestone' in her life to be preserved for posterity, like the scrapbook photos were?  Feeling warmth deep inside me I realized that this was something I wish I could have been face-to-face with my little slave for, and I had a pretty sharp hunch that Ken knew, and understood, that, too.  
::softly murmurs, eyes warmly gleaming::  Your Master is delighted that my little slave is pleased with her Master's little tokens of his affection and ownership of you.  And I'm not saying 'little' to denigrate those gifts or the meanings behind them.  Not at all!  But, compared to the trust you have placed in me, the devotion you have shown me, and your willing submission to me, as your Master…
There isn't anything in the entire world more valuable, more priceless, than those. : :very warmly smiles::
::huskily whispers::  Master loves his very pleasing, very devoted, little bondage playtoy slave very, very much!
Taking a deep breath then gustily exhaling I waited about a minute before sending one more IM:
However, a little slave might want to reflect upon how she asked her Master to send his pictures, because her Master...ah...could very easily, based upon her phrasing, conclude his little slave was ordering her Master to do something for her.
When a few minutes had passed with no additional responses I assumed my little slave was off, either studying or (I hoped!) reading, and then replying, to my last post, so I'd started returning to plan finalization (whilst trying to forget yet another proverb, this one by the German military strategist Helmuth von Moltke: “No battle plan,” he'd sagely noted, “survives contact with the enemy.”
Well, this wasn't a battle plan, and I wasn't (hopefully) going to be facing any enemies (excepting, perhaps, a little wildcat spitfire once I had her home and unbound).  Alas, von Moltke's perceptive insight did have some real-world variations:
When your plan meets the real world, the real world wins.  Nothing goes as planned.  Errors pile up.  Mistaken suppositions come back to bite you.  The most brilliant plan loses touch with reality.
Dang.
Grinning at my thoughts I was suddenly jerked back to the here-and-now by Outlook chime-announcing new mail.  And once I'd started reading I began deeply chuckling, especially at the very end!
Ken,
Thank you for letting me 'do the honors' as you'd put it, all the more so as it did mean a great deal to me.
I've edited the positions as you'd requested, leaving only the basic positions.  Avoiding both (a) and (b) seems like a very wise precaution to me!
The fact that my little slave still had no idea about her real 'summer camp' had me smile, but I really lost it at the end!  I could hear the resigned, parental semi-exasperated sigh in his "Please".  In fact, the entire "Please don’t send it to her or else you’ll be getting more than a shirt I’m sure," broke me up, and all the more so since I knew he was serious.  Stubborn, determined, willful, obstinate, obdurate…well, those might come close to describing my little slave I thought with a grin.
She would?: :smiles:: I'd very much like that, yes.  Here is my address: Coldspring Farms, P.O. Box 12, Paw Paw, WV  25434.  The truly hysterical thing is that my P.O. Box is more than big enough to hold her!: :grins::
~Masterius
After sending that off I went to the drafts folder then emailed my little slave the prepped email with the photos and the revised positions document attached.  I wish I could have seen her expression when she first saw the photos, although I realized how vain that was when I felt my cheeks warming up.
It wasn't very long at all after that that Big Ben started announcing the hour again.
ding
ding 
ding
ding
ding
ding
ding 
ding
ding
The pictures are wonderful, sir. I didn’t think anything could look better than the anklet and necklace, but you do. 
I can’t believe dad let you send these.
 I’d love you even if you weren’t so gorgeous.  
Need to discuss where summer camp is and when and where you’ll pick me up or just give me an address and I’ll walk all the way myself. 
Just kidding, dad.
The first three had me blushing and wriggling like a preteen boy whose first ever crush just called him 'cute', while the next two had me chuckling again.  Oh she was so not kidding!  My little slave might not be 200% seriously determined to figure out where I lived and then show up on my doorstep, but she also wasn't totally joking either.
My OTM, an lbps has read Summer Slave.  I’ve practiced all the positions including punishment and display.  Don’t you picture an lbps in Nadu when I atchscray?
Only one hand behind my back, though. Sometimes neither. 
Sometimes not sitting so straight. 
Really, I suppose I knelt in Nadu before I started scratching and now it’s a new position – Nadu for squirming. 
Oh good lord!
Torn between laughing and shaking my head at the first one, the last three most certainly caught my attention!
With you not present, I see no point in her practicing positions for punishment or display.  Well, quite obviously my little slave saw some point to practicing them!  And although I'd agreed with Ken's rationale for the edited slave positions we'd both just received an object lesson from von Moltke!
Well, of course Master pictures his lbps in Nadu, both for her rituals and for atchingscray.  After all, wasn't that the position I'd taught you to use?  Well: :smiles:: now you know why.
The last three had me chuckling once again.  Lordy lordy how I loved my little slave's sense of humor!
Well then…since my little slave has said she has been practicing more advanced positions in addition to the basics, Master has a wonderful idea for you!
I waited three entire minutes before sending the next message.
For tonight's and tomorrow morning's rituals my little slave will do them in Nadu for Display.  And you will picture Master sitting in front of his little slave and gazing at her very intently as she scratches while displayed for her Master.
Oh, to be a fly on the wall when she saw that!
((

((

((

((
My lips curved in a lazy, very heated smile as I watched slave's lithe thighs tense and squeeze.  It was readily apparent that there was no way slave would last the night and, based upon the evidence, most likely wouldn't last another twenty minutes, a time I would be more than pleased to stay awake and enraptured.
Squirms then stops.  Squirms again then stops.  Squirms again, and this time a wordless purr rumbled from deep in my chest, a sound that deepens even more as I watch the soft flow of rose down her cheeks.  And when she started adding muffled whines and whimpers, well…
This was far more arousing than I'd expected; everything slave did, every sound she made, only inflamed, provoked and aroused me even more.  Dangerously aroused in fact.
There was no mistaking the moment slave lost her battle: a low, soft moan that lasted and lasted; as the tenseness drained from her even as did her urine; as she vividly blushed all the way down to the tops of her beasts.
"Did slave have an accident?"  I asked, knowing damn right well she had, and was rewarded with an even brighter blush…just as I'd wanted when I'd asked.
"Slave wet herself.  Would Master please change slave?"  Even past the sponge ball and tape I could fairly easily make out what slave had said.  Now, on the one hand I had made it quite clear that a slave did not ask for anything.  On the other hand, considering the circumstances and the fact that I had asked a question of her, I was willing to be forgiving.  
Languorously sprawling alongside her I licked the tip of a forefinger before lightly, lazily circling a little nipple, wetting that luscious tip as I so so softly stroked around and around.  Leaning forwards I drew my hand back…then blew a soft, steady stream of air across that glistening tip, smiling as I watched it stiffen and tighten, as it puckered into an erect peak.
Then I treated the other to the same ministrations, alternating back and forth between them until I'd made four repetitions.  Lightly nuzzling her bellybutton I then slipped up and off the bad, padding off and into the bathroom, leaving her there bound, gagged and blindfolded…and wet.
I wasn't gone very long, just long enough to gather and bring back what I needed, setting them alongside her.  But before I started I reached up and gently removed the blindfold so that she could see.  Leaning down I softly kissed her forehead.  "It's alright slave," I softly murmured, "Master will take care of you."  My voice almost sounded, in tone and cadence, as if I'd said, "It's OK, Daddy will take care of you," to my daughter.  Almost.  There wasn't anything 'babyish' about it.
Reaching down I lifted bound ankles up, sliding the changing mat underneath then lowering ankles back down and shifting her further down the mat until her ass was resting in the middle.  Wordless crooning, almost under my breath, I untied ankles and knees, placing the ropes on the far nightstand.  Still murmuring I gently tugged the Tranquility briefs down, lifting up her ankles until they were almost down, then lowering her ankles and easing the briefs off.
Briefs that were significantly heavier now then when I'd earlier put them on her.
Placing the briefs into the small waste pail I then took a Wet Nap and tenderly —yet thoroughly— wiped slave down, including her pussy, being very careful to follow the 'front-to-back' rule when wiping there, continuing that wordless soft soothing croon.  I took my time, not rushing; I wasn't being intentionally arousing, or even erotic for that matter.  Just tender and soothing and intimate.
I used a second one, again being careful yet thorough.  And once I was finally finished…
Rolling slave onto her belly I untied arms and wrists, placing those ropes with the others before rolling her onto her back again.  Smoldering, gleaming eyes deeply gazed into hers as I reached down and started carefully peeling the tape free from her cheeks and lips then, just as carefully, withdrew the sodden sponge ball from within.
Sliding into bed I drew slave against me, tucking her head under my chin and resting her cheek atop my chest.  Reaching to the side I turned the lamp off…drew the silky satin sheet up and over us, then kissed the top of her head before softly yet deeply rumbling, "Good night and sweet dreams my slave."
KENNA

Winry, Tuesday Afternoon and Evening, 26 May

We’re trading IMs faster than usual and I’m trying to keep up with them, but I’m done with my post when I read his last one. Nadu for display? Tonight and tomorrow morning? Oh my God, I hadn’t even thought of that. I mean, I thought ‘for display’ was just me there holding still for him to stare at… no action on my part, but the idea of scratching for him while on display is thrilling. I mean being on display is thrilling and scratching is thrilling, so put them together and thrilling doesn’t quite say it anymore. 

Yes, sir, that sounds perfectly wonderful. 

Now I even have pictures so I can imagine you watching me. 

I’m so certain that my Master is at his computer and, therefore, working on a post, that I don’t even ask dad to get me down. Instead, I go back to earlier in the RP and just read. What I get is a renewed sense of how far Brittany has come. Right away there were moments when she wanted to do things right, but those were out of fear. She was confused (and I remember I was, too) over his changes in mood. So, even as she tried to be good, she’d more often be bad. Testing her limits. And she finally learned her limits are very constraining. She has to be a good slave and what’s really cool is that Mr. Eric is rewarding her for that. 

The fact is, I want Brittany to get good treatment. She was supposed to be my experiment in being defiant and seeing what that got her, but it takes my breath away to see how Mr. Eric punished her. Could a girl in real life stand up to that and be defiant over and over? What if it was me that was in some stranger’s house? Except I have to think what if it was me in a handsome teacher’s house, one that I had a crush on? I don’t have to think about it very long. Brittany is the answer. She’s trying to make the best of a bad situation and that’s what I’d do. Though I’d be conniving for escape. Humiliation or not, I’d run out of the house naked if I had to. 

What I decide then is since Brittany got there first, she’s going to be a cooperative good slave. And, I’m going to make another run at being defiant with Kylie. Really backwards from how I planned it originally, but when I think about how Kylie will react when she goes there for a day of fun and ends up a slave for life… well, let’s just say Brittany was confused and apprehensive with no idea of what Mr. Eric was like. Kylie knows he’s a great teacher, great motivator, and kind, yet firm. She knows him better than Brittany did on her first day in the basement, so she’s going to feel betrayed and more comfortable in telling her lover what she thinks of him. 

When Masterius posts, I see it right away and read it. Oh wow, would my OTM please change his lbps? Oops, except I can’t ask that. At least Brittany gets forgiven for the transgression. So, I scroll back up to when I asked for the pictures to see just how politely I asked. Crap, not polite at all, but apparently my Master missed it. That’s when I see a few IMs that I totally missed. How excited was I? Too excited, I guess. Rapping off IMs to him and I didn’t see his or didn’t pay attention to them or… jeez, I missed this one:

However, a little slave might want to reflect upon how she asked her Master to send his pictures, because her Master...ah...could very easily, based upon her phrasing, conclude his little slave was ordering her Master to do something for her.

Brittany got forgiven and I got reprimanded. He still sent the pictures, but I think he easily could have held them to punish me. That sobers me up quick. I’d have been crushed if something I did kept those pictures away from me. I just don’t know what to do. There are later IMs from him that I read, including the one about scratching in Nadu for display, so it sounds like everything is OK.  So, I’ll just ignore it. If everything is fine, then I don’t want to rock the boat. 

No sooner do I ask if he’d change me than I get a look of disapproval from him. It dashes across his face quick and then it’s gone. What the heck? He asked a question, so I was allowed to speak. I know he’s going to change me, so all I did was ask if he was going to do it now or would he wait until morning. Jesus, I shouldn’t have asked anything. It’s his choice and he’ll do it when he wants. It wasn’t like I was prompting him to do it now… OK, it sorta was just like that. 

He stretches out next to me and starts playing with my nipple with a fingertip. Jeez, he is going to fuck me. I can’t feel his cock against me at the moment, but it was huge and hard just seconds ago. Now I know there’s a light on because he didn’t have to search in the dark for his target.

Where was I? It was just that he was going to change me it anyway. Which puts it in the class of a slave squirms great when she’s tickled. Presumptuous got me in trouble. 

Hoo, boy, what the heck was that? I feel his breath across my nipple and it’s cool. How did he do that?  I can feel my nipple harden from the cool air. He have a fan blowing cool air? No, I’m sure I heard him inhale and then slowly exhale across my nipple. 

Where was I? And then there’s the fact that he asked me what a slave needed to take care of herself and I told him a hairbrush and… mmm… other stuff, but he made it clear I wasn’t to ask for anything myself. 

He circles my other nipple and I notice this time that his fingertip is wet. 

Where was I? Hmm… thinking about… oh yeah, which puts my question in the class of asking for something when I shouldn’t. Is he gonna blow on that nipple, too? When is he going to… OK, his finger is gone and… and… blow… mmm, feels special. I hope he’s enjoying himself as he hardens that one. Then back to the other one… not really touching my breast, just the nipple.

What the heck was I thinking about? God, it’s weird how different his finger feels when my nipple is hard already. Kinda sends little sparks through my nipple. Feels good. Circle… circle… and… and… blow. He’s just playing with me. Making my body respond just how he wants. Wish I could see. Like to see his eyes. Just like to watch him. He could do anything and he’s being… “Ohhhh”… nice… naughty. Kinda nice to know he enjoys me… likes my body… he likes spending time with me. 

Over and over he teases my nipples. It’s naughty… it’s taking advantage of me… it’s exciting. There’s just instants… the way he touches me or something… that feel especially nice and I moan softly each time. I’ve got a wet diaper, don’t I? Is he gonna change me? Oh, that’s right, I asked that already. This is what I get. Teased instead of chaned. The light little touch and the soft blowing have me squirming a little. God, I like what he’s doing. If this is punishment… I’ll still be a good slave. 

Then he stops and gets up. So help me, if he’s gotten up to use the toilet just to tease me… I’ll… I’ll just lie here and do nothing. That’ll show him. When he comes back, he takes off my blindfold. Excuse me, but the first place I look is between his legs and he’s not hard. "It's alright slave. Master will take care of you." It’s not like he’s teasing me or treating me like a baby. He’s just taking care of his slave and I hope I look at him like a slave should… content in the knowledge that he’s taking care of me. And wow, does he take care of me. 

OK, I’ve babysat a few times and changed diapers, but he sets a new standard for gentleness and care. I don’t think I was this gentle with a baby and I know I didn’t change diapers with a look like he has on his face. For God’s sake, it’s not a chore to him! On a mat. Untie my legs. Pull down my diaper. So gently. Wiping me right. And doing it twice. All the while I feel like a treasure instead of a slave. None of that look in his eyes like he’s excited. 

Then he unties my elbows and wrists. I’m instantly suspicious. Is he going to retie me a different way? Am I expected to do something? He didn’t need to do this to have sex. He takes off the tape and removes the sponge ball, all with the same care. And he does the last thing I’m expecting. He pulls me to him and I snuggle against him. This is a moment I won’t ever forget as he kisses me and says, “Good night and sweet dreams my slave."

I’m still collared and leashed to the bed. Honestly, I don’t begrudge him the collar and leash. I’m still a slave and shouldn’t expect anything less. As I drift off to sleep, I’m thinking this is all I ever wanted from him. 

Saturday morning, I force myself to look calm and collected. Just another morning… just the morning of the day that I lose my virginity to Mr. Eric! Not that I’m sure we’re going all the way today, but it’s not gonna be me that stands in the way. He always sets the tone, so it’s up to him though I’ll make sure he knows I’m ready. I expect to get tied, receive some motivation, and have him touch me all over. It’s all day though, so there’s plenty of time for just about anything he wants. At his house. Alone. I’ve covered all the bases so nobody will know where I am so there’s no chance of getting him in trouble. 

After breakfast, I put on my nearly matching pink bra and panties, shorts, and a top. Nothing fancy, but I pack my school skirt and blouse. I’ll leave home looking like I’m out for a bike ride and get in his truck looking like I’m ready for school. Not like I have a choice of sexy things to wear, so I decided we’ll start looking like student and teacher. If anybody notices, at least we can say I’m getting tutored. After that, I have to wait an hour and a half before I leave. That makes for a long morning. 

Sir, give me ten minutes and then picture me doing what you said. 
Dad gets me down and I brush my teeth. I kneel down and then pop back up. This is so wrong that I can’t stand it anymore. I shouldn’t have ignored Master’s IM and now I feel guilty. I quick get on Messenger in my room. 
Sir, an lbps is so very, very sorry she was so excited that she sounded like she was ordering you to send the pictures. An lbps loves her OTM and loves being his lbps. An lbps didn’t deserve those wonderful pictures. 

I even almost suggest punishment, but that’s his call. I don’t feel like scratching or going to bed. It feels like I should be doing more than just apologizing, but I don’t know what. Lingering a minute to see if he responds, I perk up at the arrival of an IM. 
Little love, 

Yes, just that makes me feel better. 

Master said " a little slave might want to reflect upon how she asked her Master".  If I was truly upset, or if I thought my little slave didn't care, that would be a different matter indeed.  This is not a scold or reprimand.  Alright?

Your Master

Yeah, OK… all right. I still think I should have responded sooner and if I had, I would have felt better sooner. 

Your little slave did reflect, sir, and thinks she had bad manners with her OTM. Good night, sir.

Sir, an lbps is now about to scratch… 5… 4… 3…  

2… 1… scratch. It takes me more than 2 seconds to get from my chair into Nadu for squirmy display. It’s less than a smooth, practiced motion, but I have plenty of time to work on it. Once there, I start scratching with a clearer picture of my Master in my head than ever and the distinct feeling that he’s watching me. Guilt is not very sexy, so it takes me nearly two minutes, I guess… should have moved the clock and stood it upside down behind me… to get on the edge with my chest the highest point of the arch. I’d say breasts, but there’s nothing like a good stretch to make those disappear. I could probably pass for 10 like this… scratching even more and then backing off… wow, got almost too close that time… way, way back my Master said, A 12 year old girl is fine.  A bit older than my personal preference, but I'm quite fine with that.  I used to wish for boobs, but now sometimes I hope I stay like this forever. 
I keep myself on the edge for three minutes and then stop with a big sigh. It hurt to stop this time. I wanted to cum so bad. A quick check of the clock that I couldn’t see… don’t want to cheat… says I was scratching for seven minutes. Where’s the time go when you’re not allowed to cum? Time flies when you’re having fun, right. Was I having fun? Never thought of it like that before, but I was having fun squirming for my Master. Like how I feel when I give somebody the perfect Christmas gift. Hmm, mail myself to him at Christmas? All wrapped up in pretty paper and bows. Gives me a reason to wait a few months. 

Tonight I’m tied in what I’ve come to think of as the standard. Tied at elbows, wrists, knees, and ankles is the most comforting bondage. I fall asleep fast and unlike last night, I don’t toss and turn. In the morning, I feel dad cuddle me. Yikes! Oh, he put a sheet over me first. Just about jumped out of my skin and would have if that’s what he was cuddling. So, I relax and let dad cuddle me. Not my Master, but dad. Nothing erotic about dad and daughter, but it’s nice. 

After relocating the clock, I display for my Master and drive myself crazy for most of five minutes. Yeah, I am having fun and getting pretty good at staying right there at the point of need. Not fun like riding a roller coaster or playing soccer, but deep down enjoyable. Then I dress without panties. Only biology final today and I better stay focused. 
MASTERIUS
Masterius, Tuesday Evening, 26 May - Wednesday Morning, 27 May
Sir, give me ten minutes and then picture me doing what you said.
I was a bit surprised that my little slave hadn't responded to my earlier admonition.  Well, not so much the lack of response as the lack of acknowledgement at least.  Checking my log I reread the IM then pensively pursed my lips before mentally shrugging.  The phraseology didn't exactly lend itself to requiring a response.  I had no doubt that my little slave was penitent upon reading it and, again with no doubt, sure she wouldn't repeat that error again.
I was quite surprised hearing the chime of an incoming message, and even more surprised —and quite pleased and proud— at the contents.  
Sir, an lbps is so very, very sorry she was so excited that she sounded like she was ordering you to send the pictures.  An lbps loves her OTM and loves being his lbps.  An lbps didn’t deserve those wonderful pictures. 

Little love 

Master said "a little slave might want to reflect upon how she asked her Master".  If I was truly upset, or if I thought my little slave didn't care, that would be a different matter indeed.  This is not a scold or reprimand.  Alright?

Your Master
A very soft smile spread across my face.  My little slave had, several times, questioned whether or not she was submissive.  Although I hadn't intended it that way tomorrow I'd be having a little chat with her because of her response.  The absolute worst penalty, bar none, for a submissive is to disappoint her Master; it's a self-inflicted punishment at that.  And I was very, very certain that she was, at present, self-castigating herself quite severely.  

Your little slave did reflect, sir, and thinks she had bad manners with her OTM.  Good night, sir.

Smiling a bit wider and warmer I nodded, my conviction being undeniably confirmed.

Sir, an lbps is now about to scratch… 5… 4… 3…  

Closing my eyes and leaning back I felt a very warm flush spread throughout me as I pictured my little slave 'scratching' in Nadu, Displayed.  Unlike her, I most certainly knew what that position looked like, and imagining her that way was sending heated ripples through me, and was making me very hard indeed.  Achingly so.

After five or so minutes I deeply sighed, body tense and lightly vibrating from tension and arousal.  Straightening up I softly chuckled; somehow I didn't think my little slave would have a lot of sympathy for her Master being all hot, lathered and bothered!  Especially when she was even worse off!

Wickedly chuckling I fired off three quick messages for her to see in the morning.  Somehow I had a feeling my ears were going to be burning after she'd read them!

Tonight master wants his little slave to scratch in Nadu, and she is to climax twice.  No more, no less. 
Oh, and while you're at school today…
Picture every little zephyr you feel breezing up your skirt and against your pantyless mound is actually your Master's breath, as he leans down preparing to nuzzle his little bondage playtoy slave's pussy.
((

((

((

((
I'm usually an early riser, especially during the school year, but this morning I took care not to oversleep.  Waking to the chime of the alarm I rolled to one side and smacked the off button with my palm then rolled back again.  I should —and needed to— wake up and get started, but for some reason I wasn't in any hurry to do so after all.  
Snuggling that some reason close to me I started lightly nuzzling behind a small ear…delicately  suckled a little lobe…lipped her silky hair, exhaling in a contented sigh at her fragrance.  My hands gently caressed, fingertips softly brushed over smooth, pert ass…glided up and down in lazy, languid circles over her back and one arm…
Basking in her warmth, her delicate scent, the play of muscles beneath her silken skin, a low yet deep rumble vibrated from deep in my chest…and a very definitely aroused, jutting cock pulsed and throbbed against her.
I had no idea how much time I spent that way, in that dreamy, languid, languorous state.  I do know that I wasn't really thinking, instead just feeling, and luxuriating in that sensation.  But there was a thread of thought that was there, perched on the edge of consciousness:  I liked this.  I wanted this.
I wanted slave.
It wasn't the same 'want' that I felt with my Kylie.  With slave I wanted to possess her, fully and completely.  I had no desire to cosset or please; to be concerned about her wants or likes.  I had no wish to care about her.  I wanted her to be nothing more than a pure possession, a toy, her obedience out of fear of punishment (which, by now, she had a good taste of).  I wanted her bent but not broken, off-balance; confused, scared and disoriented, with the only sense of security being pleasing me, her Master.  I was no ingénue to BDSM or to D/s.  But I'd never before had someone like slave, who was —absolutely, utterly, completely— a real slave.  A one-hundred-percent pure possession which was indisputably, incontestably nonconsensual.   
And I was getting all of that.
And because slave had undergone the breakthrough she'd had, because her entire attitude had undergone such an extreme sea change…
I found myself becoming quite enamored of her.
"If I don't watch out," I deeply, huskily rumbled against a little ear as I lightly traced the inner whorl with the barest tip of my tongue, "I'll wind up spending the entire day like this in bed with slave."  Giving a final little nuzzle behind her ear I unlocked the leash from her collar then leaned up on an elbow, stretched out and reclined alongside her. I gazed down at her for quite some time, my eyes gleaming as I did.  They glittered quite warmly, quite possessively, a flicker of hunger in their depths.  But they also glowed warmly and richly, evocative of fondness and admiration, of wonder and awe. 
 "Go and take a shower.  It might be the last one Master can arrange for slave for the next few days."
Glittering eyes smoldered as I watched slave slide out of bed and start padding into the bathroom.  "Slave has the sexiest ass," I rumbled, blatantly admiring said pert ass as it flexed and jiggled.  I didn't need to see slave's face to picture the vibrant blush that must have blossomed at my words, and my lips curved into a wide grin at that image.
Deeply stretching then rising I slipped on a bathrobe before heading downstairs.   Thankfully I'd showered last night and so would only need to shave this morning, especially as I'd already wasted quite a bit of time this morning.  Well, I chuckled, not wasted, no.  In fact, I'd come to the conclusion that any time spent with slave was time well spent…and also looked forwards to.
Once in the kitchen I started making breakfast for two plus lunch and dinner for slave, as well as a couple of fruit snacks.  I didn't know how long it might be before I brought my Kylie downstairs and I didn't want slave to grow hungry or thirsty if my absence was prolonged.  Had this been yesterday morning I would have worried about 'spoiling' slave; concerned she might assume she was being pampered, that she no longer needed to worry about working towards being granted the privileges she'd so earnestly written for me.  And although those could still be legitimate concerns, I sensed that whatever reversal she'd undergone wasn't a temporary, surface transformation.  
That didn't mean I was planning on suddenly mollycoddling her, oh no.  Not only would that send slave the wrong message, but what I'd begun picturing with slave wasn't a pampered hareem girl. 
Packing up all but her breakfast in a little basket I then ambled upstairs.  Much to my delight (and not, I was startled to discover, to my surprise) slave had not only finished showering, but had tidied up the bathroom and was waiting, patiently kneeling.  Warmly smiling I clipped a leash to her collar before leading slave out into the bedroom before having her kneel again while I got dressed.  Sliding the bathrobe off, slave got to see just how hard and jutting I'd gotten, and from nothing more than her obedient behavior and sexy body.  
Dressing quickly but neatly and casually I then led slave downstairs to the kitchen, settling her atop my lap as I had breakfast and I fed slave hers.  I didn't rush but I didn't dawdle either so, shortly thereafter, slave found herself being blindfolded and carried back downstairs.  Settling her on her feet and removing the blindfold I unlocked the little jail cell before motioning her inside.  
"Slave is to remain silent and still no matter what she hears," I firmly rumbled in a very clear command.  "Is Master going to have to tie and gag slave so she remains that way?"
Gazing down at her toes slave softly replied, "No Master.  Slave will stay silent and still, no matter what slave hears."
"Good girl," I rumbled, tone clearly approving as I shut, then locked the barred door.  
Turning about I exited the room, returning several minutes later with the little basket containing slave's lunch, dinner, snacks, and thermos bottles of milk and orange juice, along with several heavy, white cotton bed sheets.  Unlocking the cell door I sat the basket inside then closed and relocked the door before  beginning to secure the sheets to the outside of the cell in order to conceal the interior.  While I was doing so I noticed slave was…well, not exactly fidgeting, but obviously bursting with the need to say something and not daring to make a peep.  And since that was exactly how a good slave should behave…
"Ye-ess?"  I drawled, pausing hanging a sheet and locking my eyes on her.  "Does slave have something she wishes to say?"
A tiny nod was the only response she made, although she seemed to pale a bit, too.
"Slave may speak."
"Master," slave softly replied, still gazing at her toes, "May slave have something to do?"
Returning to hanging up the last sheet I rumbled, "And what is it that slave wishes to do?"
There was a bit of silence before slave answered, her tone sounding a little…odd.  "May slave do math homework?"
It was a really good thing that I'd just finished hanging up the last sheet, because if slave could have seen the amused, hilarious look on my face she would have been devastated.  All I could think of was tutoring my Kylie in math, and just how those tutoring sessions had evolved!
I didn't reply to her at all, instead I just finished securing the sheets to completely conceal the cell interior then exited the basement dungeon.  
Slave did receive an answer, though, when I returned five minutes later. Hunkering down then lifting up the edge of a sheet I held out two magazine-sized books.  "Slave may read, and begin learning, these," I said as I passed them through to her.  Letting the sheet drape back down I rose up then exited again, this time locking the door as I did.  
As I ascended the stairs I wondered what slave would make of those books.  One was a beginning 'Cooking Techniques' book, and the other was a 'Beginners Guide to Massage" one.
Fifteen minutes later I pulled into the Elmyra drop-off, parking the truck but leaving the doors opened, and began placing trash bags into one of the dumpsters there.
KENNA

Winry, Wednesday Morning and Afternoon, 27 May

Just before I go to school, I check my IMs.  
Picture every little zephyr you feel breezing up your skirt and against your pantyless mound is actually your Master's breath, as he leans down preparing to nuzzle his little bondage playtoy slave's pussy.

And I was just telling myself I have to stay focused during my final. Dad drives me to school so from the house to the garage to the car there’s no zephyrs. However, at school… you just never notice that sea breeze that blows in from the ocean until you’re not wearing any panties. Morning is a little chilly on the coast and I sure hope my Master’s breath is warmer than the breeze. Somehow my Master manages to breathe on my pussy and my ass at the same time… naughty little zephyr. It’s not that breezy, but I walk with my hands nervously close to my skirt because I can imagine what a little gust would do to me. 
How much do I feel like a slave out in the real world? No panties at my Master’s order. Wearing my Master’s collar in public for the first time… outside collar, but still a collar. Wearing an anklet for my Master that will never come off. Unable to forget that I have permission to cum twice tonight. Where’s a hammer when you need one. I’ve got 15 minutes before class and I should have hit my thumb at least three times. Probably more. I spend most of the time in the deserted library, but that only gives me plenty of time to think about how all of this is going to make double orgasms so much better. 

Waiting for the biology final to start, I get my mind back in the game and use my geometry to calculate angles. I sit in the second row back and my calculations tell me that Greg, Byron, and Tessa can’t turn and look up my skirt. Their heads are too high. Likewise, when Ms. Tucker stands in the front of the class, she can’t see either. But, you know… sometimes logic isn’t good enough. It still feels like my skirt is way too short. Ankle length would be more comfortable. 
There is one thing I know about me and it’s that I can focus to the point of tuning everything else out. That’s the ADD in me. Not that I’m easily distracted and lose focus; it’s that I can’t be distracted. Both look the same to teachers. I’m not paying attention to them. Anyway, the biology final drops on my desk and a little over two hours I’m done. Missing panties? Forgot about them. Heck, I could have flashed the whole class and not noticed… OK, that I would have noticed. Scratching tonight to two long awaited orgasms? No problem. Non-existent classroom zephyrs? I wonder what I’d do with a biology final in front of me and my Master really blowing on me down there. There just might be something in this world that trumps grades. 
Finally satisfied that I’ve checked everything twice, I sit back with a smile and then quickly lean forward again. Jeez, that felt like I’d not only leaned back, but put my feet on the desk. For nearly an hour I try to re-re-recheck my answers, but it goes like this… how’d I do on the extra credit? Hmm, draw and label the parts of a cell. Let’s see I’ve got the nucleus, the membrane… anybody looking at me funny? Are my legs together? How obvious are my collar and anklet? Can’t hide them. Where’s Ms. Tucker? Is it hot in here? I could get caught, so why is this exciting? Do not… I repeat, do not get excited. Start at question 1 and make sure I didn’t mismark any of the little circles. Number one is A and I colored that one in good. Number two B and I missed the very center of the circle. Kinda looks like a negative image of a boob, dark with a white nipple. Are my nipples hard? God forbid Master would make me go to school with no bra. That was the rest of my morning… 20% study, 60% wind up, and 20% try to unwind. 
I eat lunch with Fat Kat and Brendan who commiserate over being only halfway through the math final and how unfair it is to have an extra final tomorrow morning. I think it’s great that they’re taking the double math class with me. It’s hard work and they don’t have to do it, but I just want to slap them when they make the split final sound like a chore. “I have to be here all day anyway. Better to have something to do and like Mr. Gupta said, it gives us more time,” I point out cheerfully amidst the funereal discussion. 
“That just means he can make it a longer test,” Brendan grumbles at his food. He hardly ever looks at me except when I’m not looking at him. He’s either really creepy or has a crush on me. Hmm, let’s see, hunky Special Forces Master vs. high school geek. 

“And he said you don’t even have to take it to get an A,” Kat reminds me. “I gotta max it to get an A minus or maybe just a B plus.”

“I can help you study this afternoon,” I suggest. I’m stuck here with nothing to think about but panties and zephyrs, so I figure that will keep me from screwing through the ceiling. “Both of you.”

“I could use some more studying,” says Kat. 
Brendan glances up and then back down at his food. “I was gonna just go home, but I could, too.”

“You have an A, don’t you?” asks Kat. 

“I could blow it,” says Brendan with a shrug. 

Sweet, I’ve maneuvered myself into another distraction for the afternoon. Between being Nervous Nelly and Horny Hannah Montana, I need something else to do. 

We meet in one of the study rooms off the library. “That a new necklace? It’s beautiful, ” says Kat. 

Yes, it is, but it’s really a collar. I have this urge to tell her the truth, but that would get my Master in trouble and I’m not gonna do it in front of Brendan. I’ve already thought this through. If I say it’s a gift from a boyfriend, she’ll want to know who. I thought about saying it’s a gift from dad or grandma, but would it be odd to wear it every day? “Not really,” I say. “It was my mom’s. Dad just gave it to me to remind me of her. I’m gonna wear it everywhere all the time.” 

After that, the study session goes nothing like I expected. I think Kat and Brendan got something out of it, but tutoring is not the kind of thing that grabs and holds my focus. Brendan may be a timid geek, but he is cute. I’m sitting in a room with him and thinking about no panties. The air conditioning kicks in and the breeze on my face gives me images of my Master. The panty-less part of me is under the table and feeling no little zephyr at all, but there’s still this image. I show them some little tips I’ve picked up like, it’s not so hard when you think of it this way, and we work some sample problems with me showing them how to picture the problem before they get started. 

“You OK, Kylie?” asks Kat. 

“Yeah, why?” Besides the fact that I just worked the problem wrong, was imagining one of them dropping a pencil and then noticing that I have no panties, was thinking about tonight in Nadu, and am a little wet and tingly. Sitting across the table from them, I think my collar is so conspicuous. Master might as well gotten me a neon sign collar. 
“You’re doing that thing,” she says. 

“Nobody home,” says Brendan to my math book. 

“No, it’s like she’s somewhere else,” Kat corrects him. 

Having just asked dad if he was a submissive, I wonder if Brendan is and whether I could be his Mistress. The way he never looks at me is like a slave looking submissively down all the time. Would that be an educational experience my Master would indulge? “Hey, you’re doing it again,” says Kat. 
“Sorry, just thinking about… I think I forgot to defrost something for dinner.” Sounds good anyway. Which leads to 10 or 15 minutes of me explaining how with just dad and me, I do the cooking and a few other things that most kids don’t do. Kat knows it already, but it was Brendan that was surprised I could cook. 

The percentages are better this afternoon… 75% studying, 20% winding up, and 5% winding down. I think tutoring is better than nothing because I have this occasional image of things I’d do if I was killing time alone. Like taking a walk outside to check for zephyrs, whirlwinds, or hurricanes, though that image only involves my Master’s eyes, not a whole high school. Like doing something my Master is good at – using his imagination alone to picture me and get excited. Just how far could I go imagining him breathing on my pussy?  

Whew! I finally get home. I was so keyed up all afternoon that I just collapse in a chair for a few minutes. Kylie’s about to be kidnapped and discover Brittany is there already. I’m gonna play both of them. Kylie’s shock and surprise at being kidnapped and her reluctance to play the games Mr. Eric wants Brittany to play with her. Brittany’s delight at getting to play those games. 
Logging on to my computer, I find a post waiting for me. First, I dash off an IM. 

Sir, your lbps thinks today was incredible. I was so proud to wear your collar even though nobody knows it isn’t just a necklace. And the anklet is so special, too. It was along day though and still hours to go before I can scratch. 

Hope you enjoyed the sea breeze that reminded me of you. Just don’t imagine me so excited I blew the biology final. I aced that. 

Hang on, this sounds like Brittany and Kylie won’t meet right away. Brittany locked away where she can only listen? Kylie gets his time while Brittany is the one who craves it? It sounds like Brittany will be ignored all day or all week and he wants her to stay quiet? My Master has started to play my character more and more, which is OK because he knows me well enough to know that Brittany won’t try to escape and will agree to stay quiet and would ask for math homework. Clean up the bathroom? I think he’s giving me tips on how a good slave behaves because ‘tidy up’ isn’t in my vocabulary. 

So nice to sleep without being tied up. I have a dream about being home with mom and dad and everything is perfect. Then I wake up to reality. Cuddled up with Master as his hands caress me gently, I remember thinking as I drifted off to sleep that this was all I ever wanted. How my perspective has changed. This is not all I ever wanted a week ago. I wanted, in a little girl fantasy, to have Mr. Eric make love to me and send me home afterwards. We could do it more, but I’d go home every time. Cuddled in bed with Master is not all I ever wanted until the past few days. 
His manner is so possessive. His hands claim me as his without getting sexual and it makes me both happy and sad. Happy to be something besides his sex toy and sad because it tells me how permanent I am. I am not just his sex toy; I’m his slave in every way. His sounds are contented and while I associate that rumble with approval, this morning I’ve done nothing except wake up naked in his arms. It’s not approval now, it’s just pleasure at having a naked 13-year-old to wake up next to. 

Yet, despite how much I want to be home, I know that’s not gonna happen and I’m going to have to make the best of this. Which brings me back to this is all I ever wanted. After Tuesday night, I didn’t think this was possible. On the start of my fourth full day of slavery, here I am and I don’t think there’s anything better than this in my future. He nuzzles me, caresses me, and rumbles and well, it is Mr. Eric. "If I don't watch out…" I shiver at the low voice and then at the tongue that licks my ear… jeez, since when can a man do that to me with just his tongue in my ear. “... "I'll wind up spending the entire day like this in bed with slave,” he finishes like that’s a bad thing. 
That pronouncement turns out to be his way of saying, let’s get up. He unchains me from the bed and I’m totally free and basking in his eyes as they claim me, admire me, and desire me. It’s hard to meet his gaze, but I do. My eyes are softer yet share the same message. He claims me and I submit to him. He admires and desires me and my eyes glow with appreciation, desire, and contentment. 
"Go and take a shower.  It might be the last one Master can arrange for slave for the next few days." Alone? Just me in the shower? No tricks? Color me surprised. “Yes, Master,” I say, worrying about the part where I won’t get to shower for a few days. Just what does that mean? I get up and head to the bathroom and he says I have a sexy ass. Well, color me embarrassed, oh wait, I just did that. What’s sexy about the part of me I sit on? And why does that turn me red and cover me with goosebumps? What turns me on is that he’s serious about the sexy ass he poked with a cone shaped plug while he drove me crazy with his fingers. 
Turning on the water, I assume I’m to take a quick shower. If I’m not going to get one for a few days, I wash my hair even though he washed it last night. He’s getting Kylie today. And then what? He won’t pay attention to me for a few days? Not even to let me shower? I put him in a good mood and so help me, Kylie better not reap the rewards. I can imagine her getting all his attention. ‘Ooo, Mr. Eric, it’s just like at school only forever. Brittany tried to steal you away? We can just leave her in the basement, can’t we?’ How can I think that of her? She has this thing going with him, but she’ll still be pissed when he makes it forever. Master, on the other hand, I can imagine setting me aside to play with his Kylie. I was thinking bathtime tonight with the three of us, but no… no showers for second place for a few days. 

As I dry off and blow dry my hair, I consider my moment of freedom. Where is the front door and where is he in relation to it? Could I get out? Maybe, but I can’t bear the consequences of getting caught. I’ve come a long way and he’s happy with me. I may be second rate, but I don’t want to learn about true misery. Tossing the towel into the hamper, I look around and then put things away and wipe down the counter. Leaving the bathroom looking better than when I came in, I kneel down to wait for him. I consider going to find him, but decide I shouldn’t. A good slave would shower, clean the bathroom, and kneel down to wait. A good slave would straighten up the bed, too, but I just think of that as he walks in. 
Leashed, I kneel again in the bedroom and watch him dress. Well, first I watch him drop his robe and proudly show his hard on. Jeez, does it ever get a rest? I know it did while he was out doing whatever and now it’s back in its full glory. I take it as a different sign of approval. He’s not looking at me like I’m sexy and he wants to devour me. He’s just happy and proud (?). Me kneeling and waiting for him, not trying to escape made him erect. No, there’s got to be more to it than that. He’s not hard just because I was a good slave, but I still think it’s not because I’m sexy either. 

Now I knew he liked feeding me, but breakfast is still weird. I’m unfettered and I could feed myself. I could sit next to him. I could take care of myself, but he puts me on his lap and feeds me. Sort of endearing, but irritating at the same time. I can feed myself, yanno. I’m only a quadriplegic when you tie me up. Even with him feeding us both, breakfast goes pretty quick. He’s in a hurry to get to his Kylie. 
With me blindfolded, he carries me down to the dungeon. I just was free in the bathroom and ate breakfast perched on his lap in the kitchen with a window and sunshine, so what’s so special about the path to the dungeon that I’m not allowed to see. I pay close attention and realize that he takes me down a flight of stairs, stops and does something, and takes me down another flight of stairs, stops and does something, opens a door and sets me down. Hidden basement behind hidden doors. Now why would I want to break in to the dungeon? 

Master takes off my blindfold as soon as he sets me down and then leads me into the cage. "Slave is to remain silent and still no matter what she hears, Is Master going to have to tie and gag slave so she remains that way?"

I look down at my feet. What am I going to hear? Doesn’t matter, I’m not saying yes, please tie and gag me.  "No, Master.  Slave will stay silent and still, no matter what slave hears." Not like I’m hiding here. I’ll not only hear, but I’ll see. If I’m a secret, then I assume Kylie will be blindfolded so she won’t see me. Then he just leaves. I look in the basket that he locked in the cell with me. Looks like lunch and dinner. I’m gonna be here for a long time with nothing to do except stay still and silent while he plays with Kylie right in front of me. Just how much trouble would I get into for asking for something to do. This space is too small to do anything. Too late anyway since he’s gone. 

To my surprise, he returns a few minutes later and solves the problem of me seeing what’s going on. For Chrissakes, he has to hang sheets so I can’t see? Nothing to do and can’t watch. I can’t take it. I gotta ask for something to do, but I’m not allowed. 

"Ye-ess?"  he says, dragging it out like he’s a little upset. I didn’t know I was that obvious.  "Does slave have something she wishes to say?"
Yeah. I nod, afraid I still have to be careful about what I say.
"Slave may speak." 
I hesitate because I’m going out on a limb here. "Master, may slave have something to do?"
Still hanging the last sheet, he rumbles, "And what is it that slave wishes to do?"
Good question. Hadn’t thought that far ahead because I hadn’t expected him to come back so I could even ask the first question. What will he let me do? Really good ideas flash through my head like iPod, video game, or cell phone (now how stupid is that? Hi, Kylie, what’s up? I’m just hanging around in Mr. Eric’s basement. No, no, don’t tell anybody or I’ll be humiliated as hell. Why don’t you come over and see me?). It comes to me real quick. I can’t ask for something really good. Master is my former math teacher. What will he let me do. “Master, may slave do math homework?” Which is slightly better than may slave have a bare electric wire to play with? Dang it, even that seems beyond reach (math, not the bare electric wire). He leaves me again. 

I blew my chance. For a second there I thought he’d give me something to do. So what could I have asked to do? What would have been acceptable? I sit down on the cot feeling miserable. I could take down the sheets and tell him they worked their way off themselves. I could take them down and put them back up and down and up and down… until the tape wears out and they won’t stay up anymore. He didn’t need to tell me not to touch the sheets for me to know that idea is really bad. 

Thinking about hours of boredom, I hear him come back. He lifts the sheet and passes in magazines! Seventeen? Comso? “…read, and begin learning…” When he says that, I don’t even need to see the cover to know it’s not something good. Hmm, Cooking Techniques and Beginners Guide to Massage. Better than math homework. After an hour, I decide they’re even better than Seventeen and Cosmo. They’re part of my’ training’… part of my future… a purpose. And they make me think. Cooking, yeah, I can follow a recipe. I skim it and see there’s a lot more to cooking than that. It’s the massage book that really interests me. Like washing him without the soap. Touching him all over. No cock massaging anywhere in the magazine, but everything else. Muscles here. Knead like this. Check out muscles with fingers. Right down to playing with… I mean, massaging… his toes. He liked doing mine, so how much will he like me doing his? Which makes me wonder if he’d like massaging me as much as he likes bathing me. Fat chance. Massages sound like work and slave massages Master, not the other way around. Still, he bathes me, feeds me, and shocked me by eating me. He does things I think slaves do, not masters. 

I sit for a few minutes and just think about how things have changed. I’m not left alone with nothing to do. Magazines and massages are privileges and not for the first time or the last, I’m sure, I think about how pathetic my first list was. 

An hour before our meeting time, I hop on my bike, telling mom I’m going to Chelsea’s house. She looks concerned, but Chelsea lives just two blocks away and the streets have enough traffic that I won’t ever be out of sight of someone. I know what happened to Brittany, but I’m going to be safe with Mr. Eric, not that mom would consider that safe. Chelsea’s house is on the way and I pedal right on by it to Gumwood Park. There’s a few people around to see me as I park my bike, but nobody’s watching as I slip into the woods and walk the mile to the trash dropoff. It’s perfect. Nobody on the trail. Only one truck comes to the dropoff and I hide from it. I’m so excited I can hardly stand it. Alone with Mr. Eric and no chance of getting caught. He can motivate me as much as he wants.
When his truck pulls up, I turn off my cell and slip around a dumpster and over to the passenger door. Nobody around. He knows I’m here, but I still play the game of sneaking in quietly and settling down in the back where he’d have to go out of his way to see me. I hear the door open and the seat creak and the door shut. I’m grinning so wide I cover my mouth so I don’t giggle. At least when he starts the truck I’m sure he won’t hear my heart beating. 

He was pretty clear about not finding me until he got home, so I take advantage of the time to get ready for him. Slowly and quietly, I pull off my T-shirt and shorts. For a second I think about taking off my bra and panties and leyting him find me naked. Instead, I follow my plan and put my school skirt and blouse on. I like the idea of stripping for him more than surprising him with a naked girl in the back of his truck. I suppose I shouldn’t be too blatant. He knows what I’m here for. 
Tammy Scheming, Wednesday, 27 May

Much as I hated it, I had to stay close to home for a coupla days. After mom said I could take a bath every day, I didn’t wanna run right over to his house an’ be suspississ. An’ I’m outta broken bike stories, so I can’t do that no more. No fresh bruises to show him and I ain’t gonna get one on purpose. Plenty of purple/yellow splotches from old ones. Anyways, it gives me time to thinka what to do. 

I pedal my tuned up bike over to his driveway an’ coast on in, lookin’ for him. Truck’s here, but he ain’t out. So, I park my bike outta sight, but not zactly hidden neither. Goin’ to a flower bed, I start pullin’ weeds. He keeps ever’thing nice, but there’s still a few to pull. I’m goin’ for Cinderella with wicked stepfather and stepbrothers instead on accounta Sleeping Beauty didn’t work an’ I couldn’t thinka nothin’ else Cinderella could do for him. I ain’t here for nothin’ ‘cept to pay him back for fixin’ my bike an’ feedin’ me lunch, so if I pull weeds for an hour and go and he never sees me, that’s fine. I’ll jus’ keep tryin’. On the other hand, if he catches me, it’s close to lunch time an’ if he feeds me again, I’ll jus’ hafta come back again to weed some more an’ he’ll catch me an’ feed me an’ I’ll hafta come back again. 
MASTERIUS
Masterius, Wednesday morning and afternoon, 27 May
“Dang.”
Softly swearing under my breath I closed the phone as I left the stable.  I liked the Carters; in fact they were one of my regular customers.  But I really wish they hadn’t needed me today!  But a broken hot water heater waits for no man.
Chip had just called me, sounding panicked; no real surprise there I fondly smiled.  He’d be the first to tell you he was fumble-fingered where it came to things like plumbing and electric…and Imogene would be a very close second!  But although they were both (officially) retired and in their sixties they still kept quite active.  And, in Chip’s case, that meant accounting.  And whatever he may have lacked in the more ‘manly’ skills of home repair he sure made up for it when it came to numbers and tax laws!
In fact, Chip did my taxes…which were no longer just a quick-and-dirty 1040EZ!  He not only did my taxes but refused payment, out of gratitude for the many times I’d dropped everything and headed right over.  Actually, I’d always suspected Chip had been the one mostly responsible for the head’s-up about the customized 2009 Ford F350 off road canopy bed utility truck I’d purchased.  I had a hunch that sale had been someone’s hastily-needed tax write-off and, well…Chip just made sure it wound up with a good friend and neighbor.
Additionally the Carters insisted on paying me for my time and labor over and beyond the cost of materials and parts.  Most of my payment was “in kind”: food, materials and labor (like cutting and baling hay) in exchange for my work.  It was almost always cash on the barrel head for parts and materials although, depending on the part —and even more so on the financial state of my customer— I’d often cover that cost out-of-pocket as well.
I’d already had a semi-busy day today: up at five-thirty, then ninety minutes of stretches, warm-ups, calisthenics and weight training, followed by a quick shave and shower, then dressing before having a hearty breakfast prior to heading to Hancock at eight AM.  
By nine thirty I’d returned, satisfied by my curt but efficient examination of the Silverado 1500 Crew Cab.  I’d almost felt like I’d cheated on my wife: for a Chevy it wasn’t bad a’tall.  In fact…
No.  No, no.  I’ll stick with Fords.
It was now a little past eleven-thirty and I’d already daydreamed about my little slave’s wake-up call…and getting dressed in a short skirt sans panties along with wearing her collar and anklet for the very first time outdoors…and, of course, I wickedly smiled, eyes dancing, after also having read my, ah…’motivational’ IMs!  Needless to say those had been very sweet and pleasant reveries!
Nor had they stopped there, certainly not with what I’d been doing the last two hours.  I’d been out in the stable, making some, ah…alterations there.  Revisions such as modifying the two ‘pony’ stalls: one for pampering a pony and another for harsher discipline and punishment.  Altering the two pony harnesses: one more for show and the heavier, functional harness.  The other pony accoutrements —horsehair ended buttplugs, crops, bells and the like— didn’t need any changes but —sigh— once again my ‘let’s make something’ nature had reared up its head so, upstairs in the small loft of the stable were three pieces of furniture: a spanking horse, a torture stand and a Spanish donkey…all, naturally, sized for my little slave.  Well, resized was more accurate; those three had been up here for quite some time as had, of course, the two modified stalls, tack room, and indoor and outdoor wash stalls.  The remaining ‘standard equipment’ —leather cuffs, gags, blindfolds and the like— were lovingly stored in the tack room.  
In fact I’d been in the tack room when Chip had called, surrounded in the heady, mingled scents of Lexol leather cleaner, leather conditioner and neatsfoot leather dressing as I worked on the new ponygirl harness I’d finished last night for my little slave.  But no sooner had I answered the phone and heard Chip’s semi-panicked tone then I was jerked out of that captivating fragrance and back to reality.  I talked him through how to shut off the house supply then, once he’d done that I’d told him I was on the way to the hardware store then right over to their home.  Chip said he’d start on the clean-up (“Might not be able to plumb but I sure can mop!” he’d said with a chagrined tone) in the meantime.
Hustling over the green grass to the front of the house where I’d parked the Ford F350 utility truck I was so deep into my mental planning and rehearsing that I almost dashed right past her.  
Eh??
Kneeling next to one of the two flowerbeds was a girl.  A girl patiently yet meticulously weeding.   
A girl, moreover, that I recognized.
“Ah…Hello Tammy,” I said as I rapidly slowed then slowly ambled over towards her.  Two things that I semi-peripherally noticed right off the bat were her hair and her skin.  Both were clean.
Well, not Grandma-clean, no.  But it was an immeasurable improvement over the last time I’d seen her, so much so that, at the moment, she didn’t look any grubbier than any other child her age might get.
And the one thing I absolutely checked for —and was extremely relieved not seeing— were any signs of fresh bruising.
“Ah…what are you doing?”  Then I smacked my forehead with the heel of my hand.  “D’oh!  I mean, other than the obvious.” 
For some reason the confident motion of her hands and expression just up and disappeared the moment I spoke to her, just like before.  However, unlike before, this time I more intently gazed, sizing her up.  She didn’t seem afraid of me.  But whatever it was she was feeling and expressing was certainly quite powerful.
Taking a closer look at the flower bed I softly whistled.  “That’s a very good job there Tammy!  I’m very proud of you.”  For some reason that made her grow even more awkward and flustered.  
‘Damn!’  I silently swore to myself.  I simply couldn’t dawdle, not with the Carters depending on me, yet I also didn’t want to rush right off and give the poor waif the idea I simply didn’t care to spend time with her…or care for her at all.
Hunkering down a bit I gazed into her eyes…or tried to, anyway.  She kept her gaze mostly down although, now and then, she did peep up at me, but even those fleeting glimpses rocked me, for she had the most gorgeous eyes I’d ever seen: large but not abnormally so, with the most amazing crystal blue irises.  “Hey Princess,” I softly murmured, “You’re doing a really good job weeding.  I have to run right now I’m afraid; the Carters hot water heater is busted and flooding their house.  But I just had a thought.”
Tammy cautiously peeped up at me, both wary but also frankly curious.  Warmly smiling I continued, “If you’re interested, here’s what I have in mind.  You finish weeding this flower bed, and that one,” I motioned to the far side flower bed, “Plus the ones over there in the circle,” motioning across the way to the wide circular grassy area with the pool in the middle, “And I’ll pay you twenty dollars.  Plus, since it’ll most likely take all day tomorrow, too, come over early enough and I’ll make you both breakfast and lunch.  Deal?”
Huge eyes rounded a bit at that then she tremulously nodded, a truly endearing little smile on her lips.
“Good!”  I said as I rose.  “I’ll see you later today or, if not, then tomorrow morning.  But I really do have to go now, Princess,” I softly finished, real regret in my voice.
I waved at her through the driver’s window as I slowly pulled away, heading off first to Central Hardware and then the Carters.
It wasn’t until much later that I remembered I hadn’t locked up the stable.
((

((

((

((
Pulling around the house I parked outside the garage then just leaned forwards against the steering wheel for a bit.  What should have been a two-hour job had taken five, and had become a lot more complicated once I’d gotten started.  Of the many times I’d been to Chip and Imogene’s I’d never had occasion to deeply delve into the utility room —although calling that space a ‘room’ was insulting perfectly good rooms everywhere— where the furnace and hot water heater were.
I was bone-tired and filthy.  I wanted a shower and food and I wasn’t sure which I wanted first.  With a weary sigh I stepped out of the cab, closed the door and plodded into the ice house, pausing just long enough to removes boots and socks then strip to the skin before passing through the dairy room, turning left then heading towards the washroom adjacent to the kitchen.  There was just no way I was going to trek all this much upstairs, and it wasn’t the first time I’d stripped in the ice house before using the first floor wash room.  I’d take a much more leisurely soak later on, but for now I just wanted to get cleaned up.  And, since the kitchen was immediately adjacent…

((

((

((

((
A bit after six-thirty I settled down at my computer, clean, fed, soaked and re-cleaned.  For now I was in bathrobe and slippers; depending on how the rest of the evening evolved I might stay this way or I might get dressed and do more work.  But, for now…
Rubbing my hands together I checked for messages, and a broad smile spread across my face as I saw I’d had two.
Master had hoped very much that his little slave would find today thrilling for her.  And Master is so proud and pleased that his little bondage playtoy slave now wears her outside collar when outdoors.  And all that really matters, you know, is that I —your Master— and you —my lbps— know what the ‘necklace’ stands for.

::grins:: I have a feeling these last few hours are going to feel the longest!

They certainly will be for your Master!  Who will be lounging in his comfy chair…sipping coffee…in a deep blue satin silk bathrobe, which just happens, mind you, to be unbelted and opened a bit…staring right at his little slave…who is naked save for collar and anklet…who is kneeling in Nadu, displayed…ogling her…gazing ve-eeery intently…  ::wicked, heated smile::

I certainly enjoyed that sea breeze, oh my yes!  And I never imagined that you’d be so excited that you’d flub any exam, final or not.

Had a long day today.  Did a side job that should have taken 2 hours and took over 5 instead.  Master is pooped, and really wished his little slave were here to give him an all-body massage…

With a ‘happy ending’, of course! ::grins::

I wasn’t sure if she knew what a ‘happy ending’ was.  What I was sure about was that, if she didn’t know, by tonight she’d have found out the meaning!

Seeing there was a post as well I went right to it in eager anticipation.
((

((

((

((
Leaning back in my chair, a thoughtful frown on my face and fingers laced atop my belly as I reflected over the latest post.  It was —as usual— flawless; impeccably written with very believable thoughts and actions.  Another outstanding job.

It wasn’t the post, per se, that was weighing on my mind.  It was how I’d respond to it that was troubling me.  I was beginning to foresee that, for the near future at least, our back-and-forth posts were about to get quite a bit shorter if we were to avoid God-moding.  And if the actions were bad enough, dialogue was about to grow even more cumbersome!

Ah well…

Pulling into the dropoff I was quite relieved to see it empty.  I wasn’t sure what my Kylie would have chosen to do should there have been others here as well, so at least that worry was dismissed.

Lugging the trash bags over to the dumpster (and, yes, I really was legitimately dumping my trash and discarding my recyclables, just as I did every other Saturday) I tried ignoring my pickup, which was literally impossible to do.  My heart was racing, adrenaline surging through me, quite like it had the times my Kylie had shown up for detention/tutoring but about a hundred times more intense.  

Although I didn’t notice the passenger door open I did see the gentle sway as someone entered the cab, but I just ‘ignored’ it as I deposited the last two bags.  Walking back to the truck my guts did a heave-ho as someone else pulled into the dropoff.  They waved to me as I kept a very normal expression on my face; having the father of one of my students along with his daughter show up to dump trash right now was absolutely stressful.  

Closing the door I waved to them a final time as I slowly exited the dropoff and began the drive back home.  I was pretty sure my Kylie was here but for the life of me I really couldn’t tell.  I couldn’t see her from where I was, and I also couldn’t hear anything, either.  

Well, either she was, or wasn’t.  Either way I’d find out as soon as I arrived home.

That familiar drive seemed to take forever, but finally I pulled down the long drive at last.  Instead of parking in front of the house though, or in the garage, instead I headed over to the barn, backing up inside it until only the nose of the pickup poked out of the doorway.

Shutting off the engine and opening the door I stepped down and out, closing the door behind me.  Then waited…

Sending that off I looked at the clock: seven-forty-five.  Most likely she was making dinner, or setting down to dinner.  Either way I didn’t expect an immediate reply, so I rose and headed to the bedroom to get dressed.

Several minutes later —and after a quick peek at my pc…just in case, you know— I was heading out to the stable to finish up treating the ponygirl harness, and cleaning some of the other leather items.

KENNA
Winry, Wednesday afternoon, 27 May
I think my Master is working on improving my imagination, not that it needs any help. Or maybe he’s just trying to drive me crazy. Hours to go and he’s talking about being in a slightly open robe. Like I’m not allowed to think of anything else which, by the way, is dang near impossible even without the image of him sitting there exposed and watching me. 
Only hours to go? It feels like days, Sir. 

Last night and this morning, I could picture you watching so much better now that I have pictures of you, Sir. I put the pic of you in a swimsuit on my monitor so you’re looking right at me. Not that I can see it when I’m in display. 
It wasn’t hard to decide which of the four photos to use. The one of him in his uniform looks like wow, but he’s too young. About to hit the ground with all that stuff on – just have to assume it’s him. Breaking ice with his bare hands. Hot, but he’s not looking at anything but the ice. The swimsuit photo is the closest to naked I’ll ever get of him with dad previewing them ahead of time. One of him in a slightly parted deep blue satin silk bathrobe would be perfect. 

I like the one of you in your karate outfit. Made me think of being in the bathtub and you breaking the ice with your bare hands so you can pour it on me. An lbps gets more than a little excited knowing her OTM is so powerful. 
Not to mention the image I get of those same powerful hands delivering a strapping to me some day. That’s so scary, but really exciting. He probably wouldn’t put his full force behind it and I’d probably be glad he didn’t, still… a girl can dream. 
I think about embellishing his description of me. …who is naked save for collar and anklet…who is kneeling in Nadu, displayed… Give him a taste of his own medicine. If a picture is worth a thousand words, then I suppose it would take at least a thousand to do it right. Besides, I think he does pretty good on his own and I don’t want to send much detail with dad in the loop. Anyway, I am trying to keep my mind off tonight, but he’s making it hard. Now I’m getting all wound up again as we share that mental picture of 4 hours and 33 minutes from now. I don’t even have to have much of a picture of me in display and him with an open robe. All I have to think about is how much he’s looking forward to it. Making him happy sends tremors through my body. Doing it sexually makes me tingly and wet. And yes, the promise of two orgasms with him watching makes me look for a hammer again. 
Jeez, I was so much into being Brittany when she read the massage book that I could practically picture myself doing it for my OTM. Now he brings it up and I think about finding a book on beginning massage. But, like so many things I envy Brittany and Kylie for, I’m not there to actually do it, so there’s no point. I suppose I should get one for research so I know what she’s reading. 
Happy ending indeed. For him or for me? Stupid question. It’s a Brittany question, not mine. His happy ending is my happy ending. Brittany’s wrong about one thing. I think there’s such as thing as cock massaging and I can think of at least four parts of my body that could properly massage his. 

Logging on to Amazon, I search for massage books for beginners. Massage for Dummies? No. The Complete Idiot’s Guide to Massage? No. I decide on The Book of Massage: The Complete Stepbystep Guide to Eastern and Western Techniques. Just so happens that there’s a book called Sex for Dummies right there on the same page. One of the reviews says it’s a must have for teens and virgins. Put that in my shopping cart, too. Then I go and search for Gor to do some research on the Gorean slave positions and whatever else is in there and up pops up a few books, starting with Tarnsman of Gor. The cover art has a picture of a naked woman in cuffs! Demurely hiding anything that would keep it off the shelves, but naked nonetheless. Looks like a book all about slavery, so I put that in my shopping cart, too, and then check out. Since I read so much, I’ve got Dad’s credit card on my account so I can order anything I want as long it’s not more than $200 a month. 
I’ll take the class on massage at summer camp, Sir. Maybe they’re looking for volunteers to be our guinea pigs. (If they have a massage class, it’s not in the brochure.)
Tonight is leftovers, so I have a few minutes to work on a post before I have to go nuke dinner. 
So just what got into Master that he’s getting Kylie today. I remember him saying the first or second day that I’d have company in a couple of months. Meaning Kylie I thought. Now it’s less than a week. He doesn’t have to get her now that he has me, but I know now that I’m not good enough. I suppose having me down here he just figured out how much he wants a girl and I’m a disappointment. Yeah, hide me away like I’m nothing and play with Kylie because she’s special. 

I wish I’d said something to him. I wish I’d told him I’d never have sent that video to anyone. It would have ruined it for Kylie and I didn’t want that. Now I have a new perspective on it. I wouldn’t have sent it because it would have humiliated Kylie like I imagine me being if I got out. Everybody would know what she’d been doing with Mr. Eric and I wouldn’t let that happen. Now I understand why Master was so upset with me. I just screwed everything up and look what it got me. 
I open up the massage book and imagine slave massaging Master and Mistress… that’s what Kylie’s gonna be. And I’ll be one slave for both of them. Won’t even get the chance to try to come out on top. Never stood a chance in the first place. 
With Brittany’s post finished, I go nuke the leftovers so dinner’s ready for dad when he gets home. In the process, I think about consequences. What are the consequences that go with being allowed to RP some pretty adult things? Well, what makes me think about it is that now I’m calling dad sir and I’m more focused on making sure dinner is ready on time and I trust dad with things I would never have talked about with him before. The change is not all that obvious, but I’m not fixing dinner to have it ready at dinnertime, I’m fixing it so it’s ready for dad. My Master’s proxy is reaping benefits from what’s going on. So there I am setting dinner on the table with the table set, drinks out, and everything just so and thinking dad’s outsmarted me. I don’t mind doing these things because I can’t do it for my Master, but I can do it for my Master’s proxy. Damn, I do hate being outsmarted though. Heads would roll, well, a specific head, but I can’t even think about that. 

I don’t say anything about it. Talking about it would ruin it.  Tonight, dinner goes pretty quick and quiet. Then I’m back in my RP area and tied to finish my post. 
I’ve never ridden in a car without a seatbelt on, which I notice as soon as I’m done changing clothes. That makes me a little nervous. Then I roll my eyes at myself. Never hidden in the back of a pickup truck either. If he gets stopped by the cops for speeding, which one are they gonna care about most? After what happened to Brittany, they’d probably think Mr. Eric is kidnapping me. 

Finally it sounds like he’s pulled off the road. Stops. Backs up. Stops. Gets out. I’m so excited and I lie there and wait for him to discover me. Will he open the driver’s door or the passenger’s door and peek over the seat? After a minute, I get a little concerned. He knows I’m back here. What’s he waiting for? I stretch up and peek out the front window and both side windows. Where’d he go? C’mon and discover the stowaway. After another minute it occurs to me that if we’re pretending he doesn’t know I’m here, he won’t peek. That’s not how I understood the rules, but maybe I have to take matters into my own hands. I peek again and see him walk by like he’s busy with something else. Finally, I crawl over the back of the seat and open the passenger door and get out. 

Finding him with his back to me, I say, “Surprise! I miss being motivated!” He turns and looks me up and down in my school clothes. Oh, holy cow, what I really missed was that look on his face. Looks like I’m getting something special. Today’s the big day. 
Tammy, Wednesday afternoon, 27 May

I been here half an hour when he comes hurryin’ over. Without lookin’ up or stoppin’, I jus’ hear his footsteps an’ then he stops an’ says hi, soundin’ surprised. Which is what I want, but now I hope it’s OK me weedin’ his garden. ‘Spose it is, but I wanna do it right so’s he likes me. Not sure ‘bout that. Now I feel a little stupid on accounta I ain’t doing it so good with him watchin’. Then he up an’ says he’s proud of me. Oh my, don’t think nobody’s ever said they’s proud of me. I look up quick an’ back down. He means it! Gawd, I can’t hardly even think straight. What do I do now? What should I say? Can’t think of a dam thing. Jus’ makes me so shaky inside. 

When he kneels down, he just stares at me. I look up at him an’ back down. Jus’ staring at me. What’s he want? I peek again an’ then down. What’s he looking at? Prolly got dirt on my face. I wipe my face with the back of my hand an’ look up again… little bit longer this time. How come I can’t look at him? Such a kind face an’ handsome, too. Makes me feel good. Right up ‘til he says he hasta go. I mean, Princess makes me feel special, but he hasta go an’ that sucks. 

Then I look up at him longer when he says he had a thought. Jus’ what’s that mean? Don’t much like it when daddy says that an’ daddy don’t like it at all when mommy says it. Weed here. There. An’ over there? That’s a lotta weedin’. Then I hear him say twenty dollar… for me… jus’ for weedin’? Won’t daddy be surprised. The boys never brought home no money. ‘Cept I can’t tell daddy ‘bout it cuz he’ll ask where I got it. Breakfast an’ lunch, too? Really? I look up at him an’ smile. Yeah, sure, I’ll come over real early for breakfast an’ lunch an’ twenty dollar. 

I wave at him as he drives off. He’s so nice. Not scary, but makes me feel… I dunno… on the spot… like he’s judgin’ me an’ I wanna do ever’thin’ right. An’ I don’t know why I care what he thinks. He’s not my daddy and not ever gonna do nothing but feed me and pay me to work. ‘Cept in my dreams. Gets me so flustered I didn’t say nothing to him. Look. Smile. Nod. But not a word. Like I couldn’t even think. Didn’t even say thanks. Damn me, he’ll think I got no manners. 

I wonder where he’s from. Talks funny, like maybe he’s English or some place far away. “And I’ll pay you twenty dollars.  Plus, since it’ll most likely take all day tomorrow, too, come over early enough and I’ll make you both breakfast and lunch.  Deal?” Not like it’s hard to understand him, but he don’t talk right. Way more edjacated than folks ‘round here, so’ I figger he’s English and jus’ talks proper English. But, he’s not uppity like the queen or nothin’. “Anda I’ll make you both breakfast anda lunch,” I say outloud like he said it.  “Come over early enough anda… and… and… I’ll make you breakfast… and… lunch.” Fuckit, that’s just too dam hard.

As I pull weeds, I think about that money. I can’t take it. What would I do with twenty bucks? Can’t give it to daddy or else he’ll find out I been over here. Can’t spend it myself cuz somebody’d hafta take me to the store. Only store I can ride my bike to, the guy’d prolly say somethin’ to mommy or daddy. 

I finish the flower bed an’. half the next one an’ then hop on my bike. Past lunchtime, so I pedal home an’ have lunch. Not going back tomorrow. Makes me want to cry, but I can’t take his money. I was jus’ doin’ it to be nice back to him and why’d he hafta go and want to pay me? 

After I send that, I go searching for a list of things my Master wanted me to do. At the time there were things I couldn’t do and it got called off. I don’t remember exactly what was on it, but I think if dad is so inclined, I could do it now. I find the list in a email from 3 May. When I look at the list, I remember that I said I couldn’t do the before dinner stuff because I have a nanny. Can’t change that. I don’t want dad to feed me at dinner, so scratch that. Master can do that someday, but Master’s proxy isn’t good enough for me in that regard. After dinner, I’m tied for RP anyway and there’s no time between RP and bedtime. We’ll just have to stick with tying me for RP after dinner and bedtime kneeling ritual. Nothing else on the list works.  
MASTERIUS

Masterius, Wednesday afternoon, 27 May


Only hours to go?  It feels like days, Sir. 

Wryly grinning I chuckled to myself, certainly sympathizing.  After all, eight days to go was feeling like eight years!

Last night and this morning, I could picture you watching so much better now that I have pictures of you, Sir.  I put the pic of you in a swimsuit on my monitor so you’re looking right at me.  Not that I can see it when I’m in display. 

An intense tremble shuddered though me at the vision of seeing my little slave in Nadu displayed before me, my cock aching as it powerfully throbbed at that image.  Holding my head in my hands I deeply groaned, my skin feeling fevered as I deeply flushed.

I like the one of you in your karate outfit.  Made me think of being in the bathtub and you breaking the ice with your bare hands so you can pour it on me.  An lbps gets more than a little excited knowing her OTM is so powerful. 

I’ll take the class on massage at summer camp, Sir.  Maybe they’re looking for volunteers to be our guinea pigs.  (If they have a massage class, it’s not in the brochure.)

Drawing the keyboard to me I began typing.

Well, my pleasing little slave, at least you have a definite end time.  Now just imagine being in light bondage, your hands behind you, for perhaps days, and being lightly teased over and over, even sometimes when you’re sleeping, and having no idea at all when that torment will end…

Or even if it will end.

Well, at least she’ll never be able to accuse me of never having even hinted about that happening!

You’re making your Master blush, you know.  So what is it about that one you like better than the others?  And I certainly would be looking at my pleasing little slave…

Eyes burning, twin gleaming molten orbs bathing you in fire…

Breathing slow and deep, at times almost a heavy rasping growled inhale…

Low, so so deep rumbling purrs of admiration and desire and lust…

And then the low creak of the floorboards as I rise up and, so so so slowly, begin deliberately stalking towards my little slave…

Step by step by step…

Breathing growing even deeper and raspier…

Eyes blazing, and focused on you…

Taking a sip of coffee I grinned, closing my eyes and picturing my little slave’s reaction as she read those.  Then I softly chuckled, feeling the reaction I was having!

That picture was taken during an exhibition, shortly after I’d reached fifth dan in dragon kung fu.  And although I do like the image you’ve described (and am quite flattered hearing how excited my little slave is!)  Master is afraid that, due to the amount of ice I’d use, my hand would wear out before I broke enough!  ::grins::

Really?  That would be wonderful!  I’ll just try very hard to not picture my little slave and her cabin mates practicing their massage homework on each other late at night! ::winks::

Oh!  And before I forget:  Master will very much like his pleasing little slave to wear her outside collar all the times when she is outside.  But I also realize there may be times when wearing it isn’t practical or possible.  So I won’t be upset if you decide that, for a given situation, you shouldn’t wear it.  After all, you’ll always have Master’s anklet on.  ::warmly smiles::

I felt such a rush of fire surge through me as I gazed at my Kylie standing there.  Especially when I saw her expression, heard her enthusiastic “Surprise!  I miss being motivated!”  Although I almost chuckled at the unintentional, quite ingenuous double entendre.  I knew she’d meant it as “Surprise!” the same way as a child might jump out and say “Boo!”.  But I could also picture it without the break between.   More as a teasing “You’ll never guess what!  I miss being motivated!” as if having to point out the obvious.

Either way, just seeing my Kylie’s eager expression and tone, seeing her eyes dancing and sparkling in anticipation, fanned the blaze already inside me.

Suddenly I stopped, almost frozen in my tracks, eyes widening a bit in startled shock.  This was a very familiar feeling indeed…and one I’d just felt within the last twenty-four hours in fact.

And not with my Kylie.

Well, well well.

Admittedly it wasn’t the exact same feelings, but I immediately came up with the perfect metaphor: My Kylie was sweet, while slave was savory.

Yes.  Yes!  That was exactly it!  My Kylie was sweet: someone to tenderly cuddle and hold…gently tease and arouse… caress and fondle…and to do the same in return.  Slave, however…

Slave was someone with which to utilize much more intense pleasures with.  No concerns about if slave wanted those attentions, or enjoyed them.  Slave was someone to be pushed, and pushed, and pushed…yet there was also a softer side I was discovering that I enjoyed just as much as all the rest.

And in that flash of insight I realized that, just as I wanted —and enjoyed— those hinting tastes of sweetness with my savory…

Gazing softly, warmly down at my Kylie I understood that I wanted —and will enjoy— those moments of savory with that sweetness.

Pacing towards her, my eyes barely blinking as I gazed at her, a deep smoldering gleam in their depths promising a much hotter blaze in the near future, I finally stopped a few steps in front of her.  Glittering orbs slowly traveled up, then down, then up again, frankly assessing…appraising…enjoying the view as I deeply rumbled, “I’ve missed motivating you, too, my Kylie,” placing a hint of possessiveness on that ‘my’.  Slowly reaching out and gently cupping her cheek I gazed down at her, tenderly caressing.  “I’ve really missed motivating you,” while the rumble deep in my chest along with my expression showed my pleasure in her choice of outfit.

Giving a final, soft little caress I huskily said, “In fact, I don’t want to wait.  Do you?”  Without waiting for a reply I turned around.  “Hands crossed behind your back,” I instructed somewhat like my ‘teacher’ voice, but one my Kylie would instantly recognize from our earlier ‘motivations’, “And follow me.”  Striding to the middle of the aisle I turned about, giving my Kylie an encouraging smile rich with promise as I stopped next to a twenty-six-inch wide Craftsman five-drawer bottom chest that I’d previously, this morning, had wheeled there.  

My Kylie had the most delicious look on her face as she padded over.  Without my even asking, once she’d reached me she simply turned around and presented already-crossed little hands to me.
 “Mmmmmmm,” I rumbly-purred, clearly displaying how proud —and excited— I was with her for doing so, even as I pulled out one of the drawers.  “However, I have something…special…in mind for us today though.  Hold out your hands to me.”

I got a puzzled glance over her shoulder at me, then she slowly turned around to face me while at the same time holding out her hands, puzzled being replaced by curious.

Her appearance as I snugly buckled the leather cuffs about each little wrist was incredible; her expression as I locked the buckles with small yet sturdy brass padlocks was priceless.

Before she could really absorb that, I’d gently but firmly guided her to the middle of the aisle, reaching up overhead as I did.  Hanging from the overhead block and tackle permanently mounted to one of the massive beams supporting the loft was a single length of three-eights-inch kernmantle rope whose free end terminated in a round ring to which a heavy-duty carabiner had been attached.  

Taking two smaller —but no less strong— carabiners from the drawer I clipped each one to the D-rings of the cuffs before clipping both through the single overhead one.  All three snap links were locking ones and, as my Kylie watched, eyes growing a bit wide, I screwed the knurled lock very tightly closed.  

At the moment her hands were waist-high to her.  Walking over to the far side of where the toolbox rested was a two-speed hand trailer winch (with a brake) also permanently mounted to one of the vertical supports.  The free end of the block and tackle was already threaded around the drum, and as I slowly… deliberately… turned the handle my Kylie’s cuffed hands slowly, inexorably, rose higher and higher, accompanied by the slow, steady ‘click-click-click’ of the ratchet brake. 

I stopped once her hands were mostly vertical.  There was no tension —yet— on arms or legs, and I gave her a minute to assimilate her current situation as I returned to the toolbox, opened another drawer and removed something from within.

Stepping up behind my Kylie I crouched a bit so that my head was level with hers.  Reaching both arms around her, hands just beneath her chin I softly nuzzled the back of her neck, lipping the fine hairs there.  “Open,” I deeply rumbled as I nuzzled behind her ear even as I held the ball up to her lips.  “Mmmmmm…good girl,” I crooned, my tone approving…and heated, like warmed honey.  

Gently but firmly pressing the ball inside I felt her tense a bit, heard a soft but sharp inhale, for this ball wasn’t like the one I’d used before.  This ball wasn’t as large as the other, but what it lacked in size it made up for in firmness.  It could still be compressed, just nowhere near to what the large sponge ball was like.  

It also filled her mouth quite nicely, too.  And while I couldn’t see —again, yet— I could easily picture her mouth halfway closed, gleaming white teeth not quite able to touch top with bottom.  

Gently tipping her head forwards I snugly buckled the leather strap behind her head.  Again this was very different that the other ball had been, although my Kylie has experienced a buckled strap with that nefarious —to her​— ring gag.

Once that was snugly buckled I softly nuzzled behind a diminutive ear before straightening up, then padding around to stand in front of her.  My eyes were gleaming even brighter, my breath deeper.  In a deep, husky croon, “Now Master is going to strip his little slave, one piece at a time.  Slowly revealing his little slave’s sexy body bit by bit.”

Gently cupping her cheek I then promised, “And once your Master has completely stripped his  little slave…He is going to motivate you.  Oh!  How He will motivate you!” 
KENNA

Winry, Wednesday afternoon, 27 May
I never know how much attention dad pays when I’m RPing. Sometimes he’ll hear me make some sound that brings him over. Sometimes I think he’s reading my IMs in real time. Tonight as soon as I hit send, I hear him behind me. “Kylie?” he says in a way that sounds like I’m in big trouble or its bad news. 

Gagged and up on my toes with one finger free to type, I’m betting I’m in big trouble. “Uhhh?” I say. 

“Did you send something to Masterius?”

“Uhhh?” Why would he ask me that? “Uh uh?”

“So, you don’t have his post office box?”

“Uh uh,” I shake my head and then I get it. Big trouble and bad news. “Uhhhh!!” You’d think I wouldn’t be able to bounce on my toes, but I do a couple of times. Dang, that hurts. “Get me down!” Dad got his PO box last night and I was supposed to give him something to send. And I DIDN”T!! Holy crap in a hand basket! My Master always sent something the next day, overnight. He should be getting something from me tomorrow and I forgot.

“Be quiet,” says dad, calmly while I groan and ask him to get me down. “Be quiet!” Like hell, just get me down. I need to take care of something and come a little closer because I just might be able to kick you balanced on one toe and… “QUIET!” 

Glaring at dad, I shut up and stop bemoaning my absolute stupidity. He’s back to being calm. “Kylie, you forgot. It’s what you do. It’s your ADHD. Quiet!” OK, I did start to protest. “Know why you forgot? Explain to me why you forgot to send him something special like your underwear?”
My what? I could send him my panties? “Get me down, please, sir?” Instead, he removes my gag. Bleh, a rush of drool comes out all over myself. I look him in the eye and he looks me in the eye, neither of us looking at where the drool just went. “Because it wasn’t my idea?” That’s the number one reason I forget things. Have to think about that for a second. “No, it was my idea. Because I was just too excited about other things?”

Dad pats my chin dry and does a good job on my chest without looking at it. “Because he sent you pictures and positions and you… got… dis…”
“… tracted,” I finish for him as he draws out the last couple of words for emphasis. “I can’t help it. He’ll hate me now. What can I do?”

“He won’t hate you, Pumpkin, but he may be disappointed.”

“Don’t say that,” I insist. I’d almost rather he hated me. “Don’t ever speak for him, sir.”
“Sorry, Pumpkin. I said may. He may not be. You have more of a reason to focus than ever now. What you do is start asking yourself every day, every hour… what can I do for my Master? What has he taught me? What lessons have I learned? What does he want me to do? And don’t get so down about it.” So help me if he says Einstein… “You remember to kneel every day. You remember to wear his collar all the time. You’ve practiced positions before he told you. You’re doing very good, Kylie, and I’m impressed. He’s never asked for perfection, just that you try. In this relationship, he decides when you’ve failed, not you, and he decides what to do about it. Do not judge yourself.” 

He decides when I’ve failed? Even when I know I have? Could I just let go that much? “That’s not as easy at it sounds,” I say. 

Dad shrugs. “Probably not. Now what you do is get something special and give it to me and I’ll send it tomorrow.”
“Were you serious about…” 

He puts a finger to my lips. “I’ll get you down now. See the envelope on my desk?” He leans to the side so I can see his desk and the big manila envelope there. “You put something in there and seal it. Don’t tell me what it is. I’ll mail out whatever you want. No pictures, no address. Other than that, I’ll send out what you want.”

“Give me a minute,” I tell him. I’ve got IMs from my Master. Lots of them. 

I like the one of you in a swim suit because I can see more of you. The others are super, but when it comes to watching me, the swim suit wins. Since you’re not quite looking at the camera, I turn my monitor so it looks more like you’re looking at me. 
Sir, don’t forget I’ve got a crotch rope tonight. You’re making it hard to keep from being a bad slave. 

But, I suppose that’s the plan. Every time I try to get my mind off bedtime, I hear floorboards creaking, footsteps, or something. If you’re not stalking me, you’re sitting in a nice big chair and watching me. 
Riding a crotch rope. 

Up on my toes.

One hand behind my back. 

Typing with one finger. 

Drooling. 
Don’t break ice just for me. Wouldn’t want you to hurt your hand, sir. With me hogtied and buried in ice, you’d need it for something else, I think. 
Massaging my cabin mates? Really, sir, you’re so wicked. I did just order a book on massage, so even if there isn’t a class at camp, I could start practicing. 

Check your mailbox on Friday, sir. Dad will be overnighting you something. “Dad, you’ll send it overnight, right?” When he nods, I hit send.  

When dad gets me down, I dash up to my room. Seriously? I can send him panties? Send him an empty envelope and tell him it’s the panties I wore today. Just what would he do with my panties? Like I can’t imagine that. The thing is though, I’ll have plenty of opportunities to mail him something, so I decide not to start with my panties from Tuesday. Instead, I put my USC T-shirt from Monday in the envelope. I’m going to Caltech anyway. Guess it smells like me with a hint of Aura. 
Dad hefts the envelope with a look of curiosity. Hah,he expected something lighter. “It’s my left index finger wrapped in a T-shirt. I’m mailing me to him bit by bit,” I say, holding up my left hand with my index finger tucked down. 
He knows me too well and is quick with his reply, “Well, I did say anything but a picture or address.” He bends the envelope a couple of times, checking for paper or a picture I’m sure.  
Dad ties me back up, but I have to wait half an hour before a post comes. Living vicariously through Kylie and Brittany, I see I’m about to get tied out of the house for the first time. It’s one thing for it to be in the contract, and another to try to imagine it for Kylie, who hasn’t seen a contract and doesn’t have any warning that something like this could happen. I think the idea is hot. Kylie doesn’t. 
As I surprise him, he turns with fire in his eyes. For a second, it’s like he’s thinking about something else, but just as quick I’m under a blast furnace of passion and desire as he stalks toward me. Just makes me shiver at how he looks at me. “I’ve missed motivating you, too, my Kylie.” Ooo, I like the sound of that… his Kylie. I’ve got him and he’s got me and it feels pretty good to be his. As he rumbles deep, it feels like he’s undressing me with his eyes. Considering he’s seen what’s there, that doesn’t leave much to his imagination. I think he’s got a nice bulge waiting for me. Jeez, if the girls at school could see me now, they’d be absolutely green. 

 When he says he doesn’t want to wait, I think that sounds perfect. I cross my hands behind my back and follow him to the middle of the aisle. With a glance toward the open barn doors past the truck, I wonder why we’ve gone into the barn instead of his house. He gives me a little smile and I bite my lip. What’s on his mind? I try to peek past him at the chest and then just turn around so he can tie my hands. I mean, jeez, I could wait until we get inside, but he has to tie my hands first and then lead me there? And tie my ankles so I have to hop? 

Change of plans, at least change of what I thought was going to happen, as he asks me to hold out my hands. I cast a glance over my shoulder at him. What’s the something special? Is he gonna tie me or not? The quick look tells me nothing and I turn and hold out my hands. He holds out some leather something and then puts one around my left wrist. A cuff? A sturdy, locked, leather wrist cuff with heavy rings? It’s so… so permanent. Holy cow, it brings a new thrill to motivation. My stomach tumbles as he puts on the second one. He’s always tied me so securely, but these cuffs seem like a step up. He can just clip them together and in a second I’m helpless. Even if he doesn’t clip them together, I’ll wear them all day and he can use them anytime he wants.

I remember when he called me, “My amazing, sexy little slave, my playtoy.” Cuffed like this I feel like his sexy slave, his playtoy, and he hasn’t even done anything yet. I love this game. Playing Master and slave at his house is like motivation on steroids. 

Moving me a bit, he pulls a rope down from the ceiling. My eyes follow the rope to a block and tackle and over to a winch. I’m staring at a puzzle and can’t figure it out. It’s like a disjointed sequence. Cuff me. Grab heavy rope on a winch. Play with playtoy. Get rope and winch for lifting something heavy. What the heck are we doing? I wait to find out and then he clips rings to my cuffs and then to the ring at the end of the rope, tightening them so they won’t come undone. Oh, I get it. Playtoy and winch. Oh, shit! I get it! I look up at the block and tackle and winch and then at him with big, surprised eyes. You’re kidding me! I glance at the open barn doors. What if somebody comes by? This is not private.  

I’m still hoping he’s kidding as the winch starts going ‘click-click-click’ and my hands start going up in the air. The idea of being this helpless is deliciously thrilling, but we’re outside. Just how far is he going to go with this? At least close the barn doors. I look again. I think the front of his truck is too far out to close the door. As the winch stops with my arms straight up, I’m thinking how helpless I am. He could kiss me, touch me, spank me… anything. But even more I’m thinking open door, open door, open door. 

I try to see what’s going on as he gets something, but he goes behind me and nuzzles my ear and neck. “Open.” He holds something to my mouth… a gag, I assume. As if this position isn’t incriminating enough. When I open he purrs, “Mmmmmm…good girl.”  He pushes a ball into my mouth. Hang on, it’s not a sponge ball. It’s not a ring gag. It’s a firm, round ball that fills my mouth. When I bite down, the ball slips behind my teeth, trapping my tongue. Maybe I could push it out, but he buckles it behind my head. I can’t close my mouth all the way. For a second I want to protest, but the tingles that rush through me keep me silent. 

“Now Master is going to strip his little slave, one piece at a time.  Slowly revealing his little slave’s sexy body bit by bit.” Yes, yes… no, no, not here. Is he crazy? I glance at the door. Remember the door is open? We’re practically outside. Someone could come by and catch us. That would ruin everything. Cupping my cheek, he says, “And once your Master has completely stripped his  little slave…He is going to motivate you.  Oh!  How he will motivate you!” 
“Take me inside, my love,” I try to say, tagging on the my love to remind him about making love to me as well as motivating me. Sounds more like, Ay ee ih-hi eye uh. Another glance at the open door. That’s my rational mind speaking. We’re gonna get in trouble. Somebody could catch us. He’ll go to jail and I’ll never see him again. Yet, I know the chance of being caught is slim and my body has a different opinion. I came to strip for him. Now I’m helpless and he’s going to strip me right here and now. 
It’s the, “Oh! How he will motivate you!” that really gets me. It’s how he calls us Master and little slave. It’s a flashback to when he said, "If Master does take his pretty little sexy slave like that, right here, right now... if he does take her right now, as a slave, as a playtoy... she won't be going home today. Not today, not ever. If a little slave begs again for Master to fuck her... he will, God, I so want to do that, you know. But... if I do... you'll be leaving here with your Master. Bound and gagged and naked, carried home with me to be kept. Is that what you want? Really want?" I’m bound and gagged at his home and about to be naked. 

“The door,” I say as he burns me with molten eyes, a fire I can’t quench with my big blue eyes of innocence begging to go inside. This isn’t practical. I have a fire inside as well, but it’s a burning desire to play the Master and slave game inside his house. 

 I go back and read his IMs again. There’s one I didn’t respond to. 
 Well, my pleasing little slave, at least you have a definite end time.  Now just imagine being in light bondage, your hands behind you, for perhaps days, and being lightly teased over and over, even sometimes when you’re sleeping, and having no idea at all when that torment will end…

Or even if it will end.

When I read that, I thought about the seven day limit on withholding orgasms. He assumes I’d like a definite end time. What really bothers me is that if I go six days without an orgasm, I’m guaranteed one on the seventh day. I’d rather not know that. I just don’t know how else to word the contract. I don’t want him to make it weeks, but I don’t want to know it’s tomorrow. 

Sir, when you said, “being lightly teased over and over, even sometimes when you’re sleeping, and having no idea at all when that torment will end.” I think that’s better than a definite end time. 

I look over at dad. What I have to say now just doesn’t cut it in pig Latin or by saying “scratching.” Dad read the contract before and after, so he knows what I added and what I changed. He’s gonna get more now. 
Right now I’d rather say, Master, your slave hasn’t cum for days. Your slave would really, really enjoy playing with herself and cumming for you. Your slave needs to cum so bad she’s shaking just thinking about it. Master, may your little bondage playtoy slave cum tonight?
Then, if somehow my Master could say yes or no after I’ve been kneeling and playing with myself for four and a half minutes… 
But not tonight. There is something to be said about knowing when I can and I don’t want him to get the idea that he could change his mind. Shit!
I mean, your lbps respectfully requests that you not change your mind tonight, sir.

MASTERIUS

Masterius, Wednesday Afternoon to Evening, 27 May


I was flattered —again— by her first IM.  The next seven had me chuckle and grin.  Oh, did she know me so well!  The next one had me burst out laughing, and very grateful I’d just taken a sip of coffee prior to reading it, otherwise I’d be mopping up…again.  The next one had my brows lift in surprise, followed by a warm flush spreading through me.  While the last one…

My little slave knows her Master very well, I see.  ::grins::  What can I say?  Master likes having his pleasing little bondage playtoy slave perpetually wet, inner thighs slick, 24/7, and primed to climax with just a touch from her Master at any time.

Really, what could I say?  That was only the truth after all.

I wouldn’t hurt my hand, honest.  That’s what five bags of crushed ice are for! ::winks::  And I wouldn’t need my hands for anything else right then…

That’s what the ring gag would be for.

I’d rather picture you massaging them than the other way around.  You’re mine, after all.  And I’m exceptionally pleased that you’ve thought to order a book on massage.  Master is very proud and pleased with his pleasing little slave!

Friday? ::pouts::  I have to wait two whole days?

Dang straight I was pouting.  I was quite eager to have something of hers, anything of hers.  A lock of hair, a lipstick impression of a kiss on a postcard, a tee-shirt…it really didn’t matter to me just what my little slave would choose, just as long as I had something of hers to hold, to touch and see.

While I waited for her responses (and hopefully a post as well) I took the time to head out to the stable and continue working on things until dinner.  And if she hadn’t replied by then I’d make, and eat, dinner, check again and, if still nothing, I’d work a little more on the library and parlor.

((

((

((

((
After dinner I checked for messages, posts and/or emails, and was quite animated to see several messages along with a post.  I decided —as usual— to read the messages first.  As much as I was enjoying our roleplay —and I most definitely was— her messages actually meant more to me since it was communication between her and me. 

And boy howdy! did my eyes widen as I read what she’d messaged!

I was literally shivering, feeling flushed, after the first three.  The next two, however…had me feeling quite wicked and even more flushed.

Then I shall make the following modification to Section 1D of our contract: 

START

The Master may withhold sexual gratification from his slave in order to enhance her experience.  He may also do so to just take advantage of her submissiveness which he finds stimulating.  

As it is understood that a slave’s experience is enhanced by uncertainty and being pushed past her limits there will be no pre-defined termination to this withholding.  

But even when doing so he will keep himself aware of his slave’s desires and limits and will at NO TIME require her to do things which he knows as an individual she is unwilling and/or loathe doing. 

END

After four and a half minutes my little bondage playtoy slave may indeed plead to her Master…

I would suggest that my little bondage playtoy slave be extremely sincere and believable when she does.

I would also suggest that my little bondage playtoy slave be just as sincere and convincing to her dad when she requests from him that she be permitted to wear her headset tonight.

Because what Master cannot hear…

He cannot permit.

Somehow I suspected that was going to come as quite a surprise to her!

And then it was off to read her post! 

((

((

((

((
“Oh! How he will motivate you!”  I grinned reading that, because my Winry was certainly able to motivate her Master when it came to posting!  In fact, I read hers three times, savoring it, before I started composing my own response.

I don’t know how I managed it but somehow I smothered an amused chuckle at the stunned expression that spread across her face when I’d told her I was going to strip her.  First her gorgeous blue eyes rounded in surprise, then she darted a glance over my shoulder before gaping at me.  I didn’t react at all —well, not externally at any rate; internally, now…that was an entirely different matter indeed!— to her wide-eyed, anxious look.  Instead I just slowly sauntered, circling around and around her as she stood there.  

“What?  My little slave didn’t expect to be stripped outdoors?  Didn’t imagine being naked outside?”  As I slowly circled I reached out, trailing a fingertip along a smooth, soft cheek, gently brushing fingers down her back, lightly stroking her silky blonde hair.  Stopping behind her and reaching around I lightly yet firmly hugged her, holding her motionless as my lips ever-so-gently nuzzled her neck and just behind her little ear, well remembering her reaction when I’d done so before.  

About ten seconds later, and still nuzzling, I started lightly tugging her blouse up up up, shifting front to back until it pulled free of her skirt, the hem fluttering loosely about dainty hips.  “Mmmmm,” I huskily rumbled in a little ear then, as I suckled a tiny lobe and nuzzled her ear I very slowly, very deliberately —very inexorably— began unbuttoning her blouse, starting from the bottom and working my way up.  I paused only once, and that was to enjoy caressing her belly and sides, wide hands firmly stroking the warm, smooth, now-exposed flesh.

Once every button had been unfastened I drew the halves to the side, baring belly and chest, exposing her bra.  A final nibble-nuzzle to a tiny lobe then I paced around to, once again, stand in front of her.  “Mmmmm…nice,” I crooned, fiery eyes slowly roving up and down, frankly admiring…and desiring.  This time, when apprehensive orbs flickered nervous glances back and forth between the opening past my pickup truck and me, I smiled.  “That’s not going to stop me you know,” idly gesturing towards the halo of sunlight behind me.  “There’s nothing that can stop me from completely stripping my little slave,” my voice resonating, almost a growl.  “And once Master has his little slave stripped and naked…” stepping behind her, murmuring in her ear, my breath hot as a furnace, “Master is going to make his little slave squirm.”  Softly chuckling at her reaction to that I nuzzled behind her other little ear, “Master sees that his little slave remembers what it was like to squirm, hmmm?”
Crouching down behind her my hands firmly glided up and down sleek, lithe legs —front, back, sides— for several minutes then, without saying a word I lifted up a small foot in a grip as gentle as down…and as inescapable as an iron shackle.  First I drew off the shoe, not even untying it, then slowly peeled the sock off before lowering her now-bare little foot to the cement floor.  I’d recently swept it but, like all barn floors, moments after sweeping it always seemed to get a bit gritty.  Next I did the same for the other dainty, perfect foot, then carefully rolled each sock up and stuffed it into its shoe.  Rising up I carried both sock-stuffed shoes over to the toolbox, setting them atop before removing two additional leather cuffs and locks from inside a drawer.

Once behind her again I crouched down and, one at a time, snugly buckled then locked each cuff around a dainty ankle.  Rising up I paced in front of her, my eyes gleaming even brighter, but they didn’t even come close to the fire that was raging inside me. 

“I loved, and love, watching my little slave undress for her Master,” I rumbled, tone so heated it would have charcoaled wood in an instant.  “Watching you strip for me, especially the way you did so last Wednesday, well…”  Closing my eyes a moment I felt a powerful shiver ripple through me, and when I opened my eyes back up they gleamed even brighter.  “But I’ve been wanting to strip naked my little slave for quite some time now,” I didn’t even try to disguise the deep arousal and, yes, lust, that reverberated in my tone and words.  “And now I can.  And will,” stepping behind her I nuzzled behind a little ear then huskily rumbled there, “And there’s nothing a little slave can do about that now, is there?”

Suiting actions to words, as I switched to softly nuzzling the back of her neck I slipped one arm around her, wide palm against her belly, holding her still against me, while my other hand reached down and to the side… unsnapped her skirt…very slowly drew down the zipper…then let the skirt go, watching as it inevitably slithered down to puddle at little bare feet.

Instead of instructing her to kick the skirt free, or me reaching down and lifting up each foot to pull the skirt from underneath, I merely lifted her up, as effortlessly as if she weighed nothing.  Once I’d lifted her up I hooked the skirt with my toe and lofted it to the side, then carefully settled her back onto her feet.  

Reaching down I picked up the skirt, carefully folded it then sat it atop her shoes and socks, then stepped in front of her, several paces away.  Damn but she looked so sexy, standing there in panties, lithe coltish legs bared and exposed, her blouse opened, exposing belly and midriff…and bra.  “Mmmmm,” I rumbled, so intensely I vibrated.  “Didn’t expect to be stripped naked outside like this did you, hmmmm?”  I deeply chuckled at the bright blush that flooded her cheeks, immensely enjoyed her expression and reaction.

Slowly circling her again she pivoted in place, keeping me in sight this time, her cheeks remaining softly spotted rose.  Each time I reached out to her she took a step back; not playfully or coyly, but anxious and uneasy.  

She had good reason to feel that way, too, although I wasn’t aware of that.  I assumed she was a bit embarrassed at being helplessly undressed and, to be honest, I wanted that.  But what I hadn’t considered was the effect my expression would have on her:

Eyes that hungrily gleamed and possessively glittered; that imbibed, then absorbed, her beautiful, sexy, helpless figure; that claimed her as mine.  

Lips that curved in a lazy yet intense smile, rich and full of promise, that expressed the powerful, burning desire I had for her, that effortlessly and clearly spoke of all the things I wanted…desired…dreamed of…and that I would permit nothing —nothing!— to interfere or dissuade me.

Walking over to the toolbox again I removed two more locking carabiners, pocketing one for now as I walked back over to stand right in front of her.  Hunkering down I stared up at her, seeing her blush again at my expression…and at the not-so-insignificant proximity of my head to her cute panty-concealed pussy, which had the corners of my lips curve up in an amused smile.  Dropping my gaze, in a single, smooth motion I nudged dainty ankles close to each other then threaded the snap link through the D-rings of the cuffs before dusting my hands and rising back up.  Before she’d even had time to figure out what was up…I’d already fettered small bare feet.

While my little playtoy was trying to assimilate what had just happened I’d straightened up and moved to stand behind her.  Reaching up I gently but firmly held a small wrist as I unscrewed the lock of the carabiner fastened to that cuff, then implacably drew her arm down to her side.  Once there I slipped the sleeve of the blouse down and off, guided her hand back up and reclipped the carabiner to the D-ring.  Releasing that wrist I shifted over to the other and, in under a minute, both small hands were once again above her head while her blouse was now on the floor.

Reaching down I picked that up, carefully folding it then setting it atop the skirt before standing in front of her again.  

Jesus she looked so sweet standing there in just panties and bra!  And even sweeter, more luscious, with the blush that colored her cheeks; with the way she nervously fidgeted…well, tried to, anyway.  

That blush was replaced by a warmer flush as, over the next five minutes I slowly circled about her… caressing… stroking… fondling.  Everywhere but where bra and panties covered.  And oh! how she wanted me to caress and fondle there!  She wanted that; craved that; hungered for that.  Yet, at the same time, she was embarrassed and fretful, gently shifting and twisting as she stood there.

Those five minutes undoubtedly seemed an eternity to her at the time, but when she felt me unsnap her bra it probably seemed like the blink of an eye.  Again, just as I had for her blouse, one at a time I brought a small hand down; one at a time I slipped a bra strap free; one at a time I refastened a hand back up, this time screwing the locking barrels tight.  Reaching down I picked up the bra, still warm from the intimate contact with her body, then placed it atop the blouse before returning to her.  
Standing behind her I slipped strong arms around her waist as I returned to nuzzling the nape of her neck, furnace-hot breath puffing like a bellows against silken skin.  A few seconds later and I simply glided my hands upward and cupped little puffies, caressing, fondling, kneading.  They seemed even flatter than usual due to her arms being extended overhead, unlike when I had her arms tied behind her which made them appear fuller.  

I kept kneading and stroking those enticing little swells, as well as playing with tiny nipples, rolling and tweaking, stroking and gently tugging, a low deep growl against the nape of her neck as I felt them tighten and harden.  Continued until I felt her skin grow warmer, heard her breathing rasp and stutter through flaring nostrils, felt her twitch and squirm beneath my hands and against my chest.  

Continued with one hand while I slowly, so slowly, glided the other down her belly…lower…then lower yet…then deliberately drew a fingertip upwards along the front gusset of her panties, pressing just enough that I could feel her slit just beneath the fabric.

Fabric that was obviously damp.

“Mmmmm,” I purred against a little ear, “Master hasn’t even begun to motivate his little playtoy slave, and already her little pussy is wet.”

I had to smother a chuckle at her reaction.  I had no idea what her face looked like, but cute little ears suddenly turned a vibrant crimson!

Of course, when I drew that fingertip upwards a second time, only to hook it into the waistband and in one, slow, steady, relentless motion slid her panties down over sleek little hips…

Suckling a tiny lobe I huskily purred, then chuckled in obvious amusement and delight as lithe legs slammed together to keep panties from falling all the way down.  Clasping her sides with wide, strong hands I started slowly nuzzling my way downwards along her spine, crouching as I did, hands following along with my nuzzles until they were grasping sleek hips, thumbs firmly kneading ass cheeks, and my lips were barely brushing the small of her back just above the cleft of her sexy ass.

With no warning at all, not even a hint, I quickly slid my hands downwards, hooking my thumbs into the waistband of her panties.  Before my little slave even realized what was going on I had her panties all the way down to hobbled ankles, and her reaction had me hugely grinning.   Patting her bare ass I stood back up and padded over to the toolbox one more time, removing two, twenty-foot lengths of three-sixteenths braided nylon rope, one end of each length terminating in a figure-eight loop.

Down the sides of the aisle marched a series of support posts that also delineated the stall widths.  To each side of her were a set of those posts, in line with the overhead block and tackle.  Five inches above the floor were screwed heavy-duty eyebolts, one to each post, and attached to each one were rope ratchets.  As well, also in line with her, were two swivel hoist rings screwed into the cement floor.

Feeding the free ends of the rope first through the swivel hoist rings and then through the rope ratchets I then crouched down in front of her, gazing up with glittering, brightly gleaming eyes, her now-naked, sweet little pussy only scant inches in front of my face.  She twisted and squirmed a little, which only made me smile even wider which, in turn, had her blush even brighter, especially when I made quite a show out of unclipping her ankles from each other, leaving the carabiner attached to one cuff, and, quite slowly and deliberately, drew her panties down and off.

Rising I strolled over to the toolbox, placed the folded up panties atop the bra there, then returned to her, standing in front of her now totally naked and helpless body.  I didn’t just gaze.  I didn’t just stare.  I ogled.  I blatantly ogled.  I deliberately, unashamedly, purposefully ogled.  

And hot damn did I like what I saw!

And watching her reaction, her expression, made this even hotter, made me even harder, more aroused and excited!

Crouching once more I firmly grasped one dainty cuffed ankle, the one with the carabiner attached.  Taking hold of the carabiner I threaded the figure-eight loop of one rope onto it, then removed from my pocket the second carabiner, first fastening it to the other cuff before slipping the figure-eight loop of the other rope onto it.

Standing up I strode over to the first rope ratchet, took hold of the free end of the rope…then tugged…which drew her foot a bit to the side, then marched over to the other side, took hold of the free end of the rope there…then tugged…which drew that foot a bit to the side.

Back and forth I went, drawing each one a bit further and further, until her little bare feet were about shoulder-width apart.  There was nothing at all she could to stop me, to prevent that.  Nothing she (tried to) say, nothing she did, nothing she looked like.  I didn’t stop until I was finished.

And I didn’t stop there, either.  Leisurely strolling to the winch…‘click-click-click’…inexorably raising slender arms higher and higher overhead with each ominous ratchet.  I didn’t raise them as high as I absolutely could have done, no.  But they were high enough that little slave felt ever so much more helpless.

Slowly ambling I circled around her, my eyes glowing even brighter, even hotter, all the more so since I wasn’t at all disguising the sheer, absolute pleasure I was feeling…or what I was anticipating!

“My little slave didn’t expect to be stripped naked outside, did she?”  I rumbled, sounding oh-so-wickedly pleased.  “My little slave didn’t picture being naked out in her Master’s barn.  So helplessly tied.  So exposed…” my purr trailed off into a sibilance of sheer pleasure;  satisfaction and delight spiced with a sense of concupiscent naughtiness.  “Can my little slave feel the air brushing against her naked body?  The cool morning outdoors air?  Mmmmmm…Master sees his little slave can!”  I chuckled, amusement and arousal clear in my tone.

Walking over to my pickup truck I opened the doors and looked around.  Yep; thought so.  I really couldn’t picture my little slave leaving home wearing her school uniform, of all things.  I had to grin, imagining the contortions she must have performed changing back there!

As I was picking up her shorts and top I abruptly stilled.  Huh.  When did she change from being “my Kylie” to “my little slave”?  Thoughtfully frowning as I walked over to the toolbox I pondered that as I folded the shorts and top and placed them atop her other clothes.  Somehow that had changed.  Was owning slave somehow inadvertent influencing me?  Opening up a large Ziploc Big Bag clothes storage bag I carefully placed all her clothing, including shoes and socks inside then secured the double zipper seal.  I don’t remember playing “Master and slave” with Kylie until after I’d kidnapped and enslaved slave.  Then again, I think I’d always had a subconscious image of playing with Kylie as my slave, especially once I’d actually started playing with her, back when she’d thought she was seducing me and that her punishments were protecting her friend from big trouble.

Mentally shrugging I dismissed those musings for now, and perhaps for forever.  What, really, did it matter?  The moment I’d clipped those cuffs to the ring and winched her arms up she was mine.  For whatever I wanted, and however I wanted her.  And that, really, was all that mattered.

While I’d been packing up all her clothes I’d kept peripherally aware of my little slave’s expression as she watched me doing so, and once again her expression was priceless, especially when I retuned to my pickup truck and just casually tossed the storage bag inside the cab.

A storage bag that contained all her clothes.  Every last stitch.

Her reaction as I opened up the driver’s side door was even better.  Gazing at her and lifting a brow I mildly inquired, “Hmmm?  Now you don’t want the doors closed?”
KENNA

Winry, Wednesday evening, 27 May
As I read my Master’s IMs, out of the first four what I get is… five bags of crushed ice?!! I mean yeah, it’s incredible just to try and imagine being on the edge for 24 hours, I know what the ring gag is for, and I also didn’t picture them massaging me, but five bags of crushed ice?!! If dad used a whole bag on me over the span of two hours, I’d be surprised… are those five pound or ten pound bags? … and now my Master is talking about fifty pounds of ice!! And by the time I’m buried under that, I won’t be able to enunciate the different between cold and gold or snap my fingers. Well, maybe I exaggerate, but he better talk, rumble, or whatever the whole time because that’s the only way it’ll be fun for me. 
Sir, it took me a while to figure out what to send. 

Sir, dad forgot to mail out the package today. 

Sir, I didn’t have time last night or this morning. 

I give the backspace key a workout. He doesn’t want excuses and definitely not lies. 

Sir, I got distracted by your pictures. An lbps is mortified that the package didn’t get mailed out today and so, so sorry that she made her Master pout. I know that you know that your disappointment is a terrible, effective punishment. An lbps begs for your forgiveness. 
Reading the change to the contract, I don’t like the wording. As it is understood that a slave’s experience is enhanced by uncertainty and being pushed past her limits there will be no pre-defined termination to this withholding.  It’s kind of what I asked for but, being pushed past my limits and no pre-defined termination together in the same sentence sucks. Hold me off for a day, oh, that was a slave’s limit, push her past her limits, oh, two days is her new limit, push her past her limits, oh… seventy four days is her new limit, push her past that. But even when doing so he will keep himself aware of his slave’s desires and limits and will at NO TIME require her to do things which he knows as an individual she is unwilling and/or loathe doing. That doesn’t make me feel much better. I think I’d always desire to cum every time he takes me to the edge and I’d be unwilling to forego even one orgasm. 
I consider suggesting a change to the contract about him being as likely allow orgasms a day apart as deny me orgasms for a week, but I decide I trust him. I don’t think he would always deny me orgasms. 

My OTM, an lbps would be very unhappy if there was always an extended period between orgasms. I think that is not your intention. Could an lbps expect to cum on consecutive days on occasion to keep it really uncertain?  
The series of IMs takes more than the usual time to compose. Now I have to take care of some other business. “Sir, the gag…” I say and turn my head. Where the hell is dad and when did he leave? “DAAAAD!” Pretty effective considering his daughter just yelled something more like, “AHHHH,”
“What’s wrong, Kylie,” he says with his voice full of fatherly concern. 

“Need to talk.” Which gets the gag out. “Sorry, didn’t mean to scare you, sir, but you weren’t here,” I say contritely. “Anyway, I’d like to ask two favors, please.” Could he look a little less suspicious? Dubious? “First, could you not read my IMs tonight and second, could I have the headset on tonight when I… umm… kneel before bedtime?”
He thinks about it for a few seconds and then firmly says, “No.” He glances at my monitor, but the part I don’t want him to read is already scrolled off the top. “One or the other. I will agree to not read your IMs, but no headset or I’ll read the IMs to find out why you want the headset tonight.”

Translation: what am I hiding? I almost argue just on principle, but he just makes too damn much sense and I know I’ve been caught. “Read the IMs, sir,” I say. “He wants to hear me tonight.” Hopefully, I scroll up just as far as his latest IMs where my Master mentioned the headset and dad moves behind me. 
“Higher. All the way to the top,” says dad, dashing my hopes of embarrassment control. All the way from me mentioning a certain sea breeze, past the part where I mention begging to cum in no uncertain terms, and then to the suggestion of a headset. I know just how fast dad reads. I read a screenful twice and scroll. Twice and scroll. And he reads fast.
“I don’t think so,” said dad. “Now that I know why, I’m not too keen on the idea.” He walks to his desk and sits, his hands gliding to the mouse and keyboard with practiced ease as his attention goes to his monitor.
“Sir, please, it would mean a lot to me. I mean, I know it’s asking a lot… it’s risqué… it’s something a girl my age shouldn’t do, but we’ve come so far. He knows what’s going on and it won’t be the first time I’ve… he’s listened… we’ve shared a moment. I sorta begged already, but now he wants to do it in real time. It’s like the next logical step.” Jeez, I feel like I’m begging to dad. “It’s not like I need to, but I really, really want to use the headset. Please, may I?”

“OK,” he says with a smug smile. “I guess that was sincere and convincing enough.”

Sonofabitch, that’s just what my Master said. I would also suggest that my little bondage playtoy slave be just as sincere and convincing to her dad when she requests from him that she be permitted to wear her headset tonight. It’s like he was acting as my Master’s proxy to make sure I met my Master’s suggestion. What if I’d accepted his no and not tried harder? Which is kind of funny just to think about, because when did I ever do that? 
“I’ll set you up with the headset and then take a walk for ten minutes or so,” he says. “To give you some privacy.”

“Thanks, sir.” I suspect the other reason for the walk is so he won’t be embarrassed. I mean, I wasn’t planning on being noisy, but now I can be. 

“Oh, and Kylie?”

“Yes, sir?”

“It doesn’t make a difference to me whether you calling scratching or anything else. It’s not a secret. It doesn’t embarrass me and it shouldn’t embarrass you.”

Yeah, but I did notice he said “scratching or anything else” and not “scratching or playing with myself and cumming.” That’s fine with me. 

Sir, dad read my IMs to know why I asked for the headset. He says I was sincere and convincing and yes, I can wear the headset. 

So, at 8:50PM, I’ll be on audio and waiting. Don’t be late. 

Sorry, did it again. Your lbps will be waiting at 8:50 and off at 9:00 by decree of dad. If you don’t make it, what should I do? 

Not that I think you’d miss it.

And, it’s post time. And what a post. Gawd, how I hate living vicariously through Kylie. Tie me in your garage and strip me, Master. It’s sexy, it’s erotic, it’s food for two orgasms tonight and… am I weird or what… it’s romantic. I’ve had various thoughts on how I’ll first get naked for my Master, but nothing beats this. Actually, nothing beats knowing that he’ll decide and it will probably be the last thing I expect. 
“What?  My little slave didn’t expect to be stripped outdoors?  Didn’t imagine being naked outside?”  Well, we’re in a barn, but yeah, I didn’t expect to be stripped here or outside. That’s not the same as saying I don’t want to be stripped in the barn. I do and I don’t. It sounds so naughty, but he knows what he’s doing, doesn’t he? We won’t be caught, will we? I try to watch him as he circles me. It’s just thrilling to watch him and see how much he enjoys me at his mercy. Wow, how much I enjoy him nibbling at my ears and neck. His manner is changed from fiery desire to teasing which makes no difference in how I feel. Quivery. Tumbly. Vulnerable and safe. He calls me a slave, but I can feel his love. 

I didn’t doubt he meant to strip me right here, but I’m still apprehensive when he starts by tugging my blouse up, taking his time to pull it up here and there and all around. My attention’s divided between his lips and his hands. Both add to my growing excitement and shrinking concern about an open door. How could I ever imagine what it would feel like to have a man strip me? Just the word strip makes me shiver. It’s not the same as undress. And to have him do it so slowly and methodically, drawing it out to heighten my desire. And to be unable to stop him. I wouldn’t but, neither did I expect to be a helpless non-participant. I didn’t expect just standing here with my arms up could be so sexy. I didn’t expect to be a sex object – little skinny ol’ 12-year-old me a sex object. If I had expected any of that, I wouldn’t have thought it would be this much fun. And so far I’ve only got my shirttail out. Honestly, if he stopped now, I’d be disappointed, especially if it was because I’m too nervous. 

Reaching around me, he starts undoing buttons from bottom to top. His hands briefly caress my now exposed tummy and sides and then he resumes unbuttoning me. All the way to the top. His pace is killing me. I want to be stripped. I look back at him as he parts my blouse and at the open doors. “That’s not going to stop me you know,” Yes, I know now. I know he’s serious and I know he wouldn’t gamble with our love. I assure myself that he thinks there’s zero chance of discovery and almost assure myself of the same thing. But I’m the one that’s getting naked and this huge open space feels virtually like an arena with me at center stage. As long as it’s an audience of one, I’m fine… well, quivery and excited, but fine. That hint of being caught polishes the keen edge of my desire. 

As he says he’ll make me squirm, I practically do. Yes, I remember squirming and I know there’s more than one way to make me squirm. It’s not what I’m here for, but it is what I’m here for. Not like I’d ask for squirming the way I’ve asked for a spanking, but I knew he would make me squirm. 

Then he crouches behind me and practically makes love to my legs with his hands. Strong but gentle hands run lightly up and down my legs. Caressing my calves and thighs. Not for the first time, but yes, for the first time outside and that has a first time feel to it as his hands slide up under my skirt. I get lost in the sensation and then he lifts my foot with his powerful hands and takes off my shoe and sock and sets my foot back down; it’s another reminder we’re outside. The floor is a little dirty and gritty under my bare foot which now I stand on as he removes the other shoe and sock. His patience is a tease as he neatly sets my shoes and socks to the side. I nervously chew on the gag since I can’t bite my lip. 
With my shoes and socks gone, he brings out two more leather cuffs and affixes them with the same level of permanence around each ankle. Little padlocks that I have no doubt are sturdy despite their size. Of course they’ll be off by the time I leave, but in the meantime, I wonder how he intends to use these. Hope it’s not to suspend me by my feet! 

I feel a warmth, almost a blush as he recalls watching me strip. I stripped so much faster than he’s doing it now. I had to work up the nerve to do it. It’s not the kind of thing I’d do except that I thought he deserved it. I pushed myself for him and the reward was worth it. “But I’ve been wanting to strip naked my little slave for quite some time now.” The words come with an exciting image, his voice of arousal, and the eyes that see deep into me to find my own desire. I shake my head slowly as he says there’s nothing I can do about it. Involuntarily I look at the door again. That little sliver of doubt is the only thing that keeps me from telling him I wouldn’t stop him if I could. And the big ball in my mouth. 

As he unsnaps my skirt, I gasp, a muffled wet sound that reminds me I can’t swallow very well. I’m torn between tilting my head back so gravity will keep me from drooling and watching every move he makes. Even removing my skirt is an exercise in patience. The speed of my zipper is like a snail going uphill and then it flutters to the floor, catching once near my knees which I solve by brings my legs together. I tell myself it would have found it’s way to the floor on its own, so all I did was help the inevitable. Besides, it was my own natural reaction that caught it in the first place. He sweeps me up, kicks my skirt away, sets me down, and then folds my skirt. It’s OK, really, I’ll wear my shorts and shirt home anyway, but it’s nice that he cares for my clothes. 

Just in case I didn’t feel exposed, he stops and looks me up and down. He can see my bra and panties as I stand in the arena basking in his undisguised arousal and waiting for his next move.  “Didn’t expect to be stripped naked outside like this did you, hmmmm?” No, definitely not. I feel my face warm in a telltale blush as he chuckles at my predicament. I expected what? Walking hand in hand into his house. Kissing, touching, and making love. I was here to be motivated, but it was the making love part that I’d pictured for the past couple of days. Now I’m being prepared for motivation outside. Oh my, I’ll have to keep quiet and I don’t know if I can. Except for the big ball in my mouth. 

As the predator circles, the prey turns to keep an eye on him. Much as I want him to strip me, each time he reaches for me, I step back. I’m not teasing him as he’s teasing me. I’m thinking about open doors, an arera, and the last of my clothes. It’s instinctive as I move back a step, pointlessly because I can’t escape. It’s the look in his eyes of unbridled possession, desire, and passion. In the classroom it was bridled, but now I’m in the full power of his eyes. It’s more than a little intense. It’s a lot more than a little scary. What keeps me from making the slightest sound was it was even more than a little exciting. 

If he is the predator with that gaze, then I’m most certainly the prey with how I warily watch him, pull away from him, and in the end let him take what he wanted. I try for intense, but probably look like a deer in the headlights. Not frozen in fear, but held in place by ropes. Either way, I know what it means to be helpless. 

I learn the purpose of the ankle cuffs as he clips them together. Bit by bit he’s taking my mobility. Not a moment goes by that he isn’t admiring me despite his focus on the nefarious binding of his trembling captive. I’m looking at my feet as he reaches up and frees an arm. Crap, I am going to be hung upside down. No, not really. He wouldn’t. I wasn’t worried about that. I swear I wasn’t but I feel relief as he takes my blouse off my free arm and hooks my arm to the ceiling again and removes the other sleeve just as deftly. Amidst all this, I know this time that he’s going to fold it and put it with the rest, like a time out from the intensity. 

And here I am in my almost matching bra and panties, nearly forgetting about open barn doors as he circles me. I try to follow him as he circles, but end up just holding still as he caresses every inch of my body that isn’t covered. By now I’m beyond those initial signs of excitement like butterflies in my tummy and fidgeting. Those are a child’s reaction to flirting. I’m sexually aroused and I know what’s coming eventually. I know he’ll build my arousal and his, consummating it in sweet bliss. And I know he’ll take his time no matter what I want. 

With the initial shock of being stripped outside gone, I take in my surroundings as he circles and caresses and rumbles. It’s not big by barn standards, but big enough… maybe the size of my back yard. Stalls line the sides, making it look more like a stable now that I see it all. Empty except for me, Mr. Eric, his truck, and a chest and lots of smaller tools and stuff. A partial loft that, when I think of an arena, is like a skybox. I don’t get it though… being outside or in an imaginary arena ought to be like pouring cold water on me, right? But I swear it has the opposite effect. 

Hands all over me, but treating my bra and panties and what’s under them as off limits. As much as I can, I invite him to touch me there, too. Just minutes ago I was shrinking from him and now because of his teasing I thrust out my chest, squirm, and whine. I feel my nipples harden and my cunny has to be wet. It’s like I can’t help it. It’s downright embarrassing that he can make me feel like this. I wanted to coyly strip for him, but now I want him to… well, not quite rip my underwear off, but finish the job. 

Without a word, he unhooks my bra. I know I wanted him to do that, but so help me I blush. Me nearly naked. Him clothed. How that makes my heart pound. He takes off my bra one arm at a time with me thinking about the difference between lover and slave. I’m certain I’d be equally excited if he called me lover and stripped me in his bedroom, but therein lies the rub. Why would the Master/slave game be this exciting? When the bra folding time out is done, I’ve decided it doesn’t matter because I also haven’t figured out why a spanking is so exciting. 

Oh God, it feels so good when he wraps his arms around me. His hands finally reach my boobs and there’s no doubt whether I do or don’t… I do want this. Underneath my bra, my nipples felt hard, but as his fingers toy with them, they really get hard. Rolling and tweaking them is like dialing up my arousal. Neither direction turns down the volume, there’s nothing but up. The sound of my breathing surprises and embarrasses me. Sniff, sniff, sniff, snort. It’s really one long inhalation, but I’m squirming, excited, and shaky, so I end up with three staccato sniffs and one clear snort. If he knows me well (and I think he does), he knows I’m ready. If I know him well (and I think I do), I’m gonna be ready for a while. Concentrating on my breathing, I can make it smoother. Now, if only it was possible to concentrate for more than two seconds. 

I’m a little surprised that he runs a finger up the front of my panties rather than remove them first. It feels incredible, physically and emotionally, as he touches me where I want him. Today’s going to be special and I’m just getting a hint of it. “Master hasn’t even begun to motivate his little playtoy slave, and already her little pussy is wet.” I knew that, but announcing it makes me blush from chest to forehead and everywhere in between. Yes, it is wet and what’s embarrassing is that I had no part in its wetness. He’s wrong about one thing though, I think he’s started to motivate me already. Spankings are motivating, but I’d do a ton of math homework just to get this feeling, too. 
As he slides my panties down, I reflexively do my best to keep them up. It’s the only control I have and it feels naughty to fight him even that little bit. Yeah, naughty to try to stay dressed. Not naughty as he takes charge and works them down. Powerfully, intensely exciting as he kisses his way down my back and then in a rush he strips off the last of my clothes and I gasp at the suddenness. A gasp and a way too late squirm away from him. Followed immediately by the feeling of being the sexiest thing in the world, on display for one and only one man. He’s been hiding behind me, but I know he’s aroused, too. But where I’m up quick and wondering when it will end, he’s pacing himself with the knowledge of when to peak. Cuz if he was like me, I wouldn’t be a virgin anymore. 
For the next couple of minutes, I watch his preparations of ropes and rings. I can’t get the picture of his plans in my head. Wrists together and pulled up to the ceiling. Ankles together and pulled to the side? Why would he pull my feet out from under me? A question that vanishes from my mind as he crouches down inches from my cunny. I look at him as he looks at my cunny and blush. Blush twice because of how close he is and the thought that dashes through my head of how close I’ve been to his penis. Whether it’s me inches from his crotch or him inches from mine, I feel dominated. It was by his design either way. Then he removes my panties, a mere technicality considering they hid nothing but my feet. As he puts them away, both ankles are free. I cast a glance at the hook where he ran the rope and then the other side of the aisle. While I don’t see the point of pulling both feet in one direction, I do see the point in pulling them in opposite directions. 

I’m thinking about ropes and posts and ankles and suddenly I’m aware that he’s staring… ogling… with no shame at all. I’ve seen guys look away quickly when you look at them and I assume they’ve been checking me out, but Mr. Eric doesn’t look away. Leaves no doubt that he’s checking me out. Almost daring me to try to hide and I blush, almost turn away, and end up self-consciously, completely on display. I’ve never had someone just stare, let alone stare at me when I’m naked. It’s not polite, but it is awesome. So, I don’t know what to do about it. Not counting squirming, moaning, and willing him to just blink. Gawd, I feel so helpless.

And yet, he’s able to make me feel even more helpless. Attaching ropes to my ankles, he draws them apart. I wasn’t immobilized before. I wasn’t helpless before. I wasn’t on display before. Not like he’s making me now as the ratchets click and my legs spread. I look at the open doors again. For crying out loud! Try to hide me now if somebody wanders by! “Uh uh, uh uh,” I grunt at him while he implacably positions me how he wants anyway. Just the look on his face raises my volume. Then I get the thought of him keeping me like this for a while, even walking out the door. “Haahhh,” I gasp. He raises my arms even more! Gawd, I can’t take it anymore. I need to stop. I want down. But first, I want him to touch me. 

No, don’t look at me like that. Gawd, it makes me want to be like this. “My little slave didn’t picture being naked out in her Master’s barn.  So helplessly tied.  So exposed… Can my little slave feel the air brushing against her naked body?  The cool morning outdoors air?  Mmmmmm…Master sees his little slave can!”  Hell, yes. I nod my head, the only part of me I can move. I didn’t expect this. I can feel the cool air. And I can feel your eyes burning me with desire. Let’s be over with this game and go inside. 

I look over my shoulder and watch him walk toward the door with trepidation and then he stops at the truck and gets the rest of my clothes. Get back here! Don’t leave me! There’s an air of finality as he puts all my clothes in a storage bag. The pensive look on his face, setting aside his desire for now, makes me think again of his words about taking me home for good. “Bound and gagged and naked, carried home with me to be kept.” 

Hearing the truck door, I look back again, this time in horror. If he moves the truck, nothing blocks the door. If he drives off, how long before he comes back? I’ve been playing the game until now. “Hmmm?  Now you don’t want the doors closed?” I wrench at the ropes on my wrist cuffs and tug at one leg and then the other. Just by walking to the truck and suggesting (I think) that he might drive off scares me. I stomp my foot. I want you back here. Five silent syllables. Five stomps. Then I yank defiantly at the ropes that hold me in place. 

When did it stop being fun? When he packed up my clothes and his demeanor changed. When it looks like he’s plotting his next move and I don’t think it’s about motivating me anymore. He’s got a bound, naked, 12-year-old girl in his barn and he’s not ogling me anymore. He’s gonna leave. Maybe he’s trying to tease me, but I certainly don’t get the same feeling of playing a game. 
That didn’t end the way I’d expected. The first time I read his post it sounded tempting, tantalizing, and teasing when Mr. Eric looked like he might leave. I reread my Master’s post a few times to make sure I’m not god-modding. I know she’s going to be kidnapped and kept, but did she really just get the first hint of that? Yeah, I think so. Mr. Eric is definitely tipping his hand sooner than I expected. 
Getting late, sir. I’ll be offline and then up on audio at 8:50. 
Masterius

Masterius, Wednesday evening, 27 May
When I did my standard message / email / post check I found several messages waiting for me; six, to be precise.  There was a bit of time separation between the first two and the latter four and, as I read them in sequence, I rather guessed why.

The first IM had me going two ways at once.  The “Sir, I got distracted by your pictures” seemed a cunning, sly, clever way of neutralizing, then recovering from, a potentially serious, grave blunder.  In fact, that entire first message had me immediately, unthinkingly react as if a child was trying to conceal messing up by deflecting attention away from the goof.  

But by now I knew my little slave too well to believe that’s what was really happening here.  That she was capable of such artifice I had no doubt at all; devious would have made a good middle name for her, I thought with a grin.  But I’d already had ample evidence that she was honest with me, no matter what the probable consequences were likely to be.  So if she said she was sidetracked by my pictures —which, I have to admit, made me flush and even wriggle like a schoolboy having his crush smile at him— then she had been distracted.  If she said she was mortified then she was truly so.  And if she was begging for my forgiveness, well, then…

She’d be doing that in person if she could, and would if she could, of that I had no doubt.

Just as I had no doubt that her ADHD had played some role in her distraction.  

However, something deep inside me —instinctively so— advised me not to mention to her that I’d considered that.  But I also made sure to jot a mental note to myself to never fall into the mistake of justifying and/or excusing errors or oversights because of her ADHD.  For instance, replying to her message by sending “That’s all right.  It was probably your ADHD that had you forget.”  Not only wasn’t that fair to her, as my lbps-in-training, but that would, I was sure, quite royally piss her off to boot.

While she was physically with me this summer I wasn’t going to pretend her ADHD didn’t exist, because that would also be unfair.  I’d just have to —with all the Wisdom of Solomon, I hoped— temper my judgments with that knowledge.  Not make excuses for her, no, but also not reflexively lay the hammer down, either.

Master forgives you —this time— my little slave.  But do try and keep in mind that seeing a pout on your Master’s face usually won’t be good news for you.  ::softly smiles::

Now her second message had me cracking up; well, perhaps a commiserating chuckling was more accurate.  I sure as heck remembered what it was like when I was twelve.  Nor was I so chauvinistic as to believe girls weren’t, or couldn’t get, just as revved up as any boy ever had.  

I more deeply chuckled as the word ‘revved’ popped up, because popping right up along with that was a very succinct: Seriously, dad, if you want to read about what makes my motor run, open the attachment and read it.

Dear God but I loved my Winry.  Well, Winry…Kylie…whichever her real name was.  The name wasn’t anywhere near as important to me as the personality inside her was, and good Lord could she make me smile like no one else I’d ever known before.

Hmmmm…greedy little minx aren’t you?

Seriously though: Master never had any intention of niggardly doling out orgasms to his pleasing little bondage playtoy slave.  Fact of the matter is I’d never considered “withholding sexual gratification” on a regular basis; withholding would be the exception and not the rule.  If truth be told —and it is at the moment ::smiles::…

Master greatly anticipates, and is most certainly intending —and picturing!— having my little slave climax at least once a day, and sometimes quite a few times a day.  Master rather likes picturing his little slave as nothing more than a limp noodle or melting jello.  ::wide and somewhat wicked smile::

Now the next four were just as interesting in their way as the first two.  I had a sneaky suspicion that my little slave resembled a beet as her dad had meticulously read the IMs to determine just why she was asking for the headset tonight.  In fact, I was quite sure a particular set of IMs had set off a fire alarm blush:

Right now I’d rather say, Master, your slave hasn’t cum for days.  Your slave would really, really enjoy playing with herself and cumming for you.  Your slave needs to cum so bad she’s shaking just thinking about it.  Master, may your little bondage playtoy slave cum tonight?

Then, if somehow my Master could say yes or no after I’ve been kneeling and playing with myself for four and a half minutes… 

Yep yep yep, if having dad reading those IMs of hers hadn’t had her face emblazoned scarlet than nothing in this world could do so.

And Lordy Lordy did I wish I could have been a fly on the wall during her ”He says I was sincere and convincing” appeal!

Master will be there at 8:45.  If, for some reason —fire, flood, act of God— I do not make it tonight, I’m very much afraid my little slave will have to wait until tomorrow night to ask again.

I had a feeling that my reply was going to be less than satisfactory —and satisfying— to my little slave.  In fact, I thought about getting ice for my ears, because they should be burning in a bit!

Based upon the timestamps I figured (well, hoped, too!) that my little slave was working on a reply to my last post.  I sure hoped she enjoyed it, because I sure as shootin’ had!  

Picking up my mug I took a sip then leaned back, cradling the cup between both hands and closing my eyes.  I mean, I really enjoyed writing that scene.  It hadn’t been the first ‘helplessly-stripped’ scene I’d ever written; one of the ones I’d always liked was Courtney stripping her new slave, Twerp, in Chapter Three of Summer Slave.  But Mr. Eric, implacably stripping his utterly helpless, justifiably naive Kylie, well…

Smiling again, I took another sip, shamelessly wallowing in wickedly wonderful reverie.  Moreover, the fact that I’d also been imagining stripping my little slave her first time just like that had been…well, if not icing on the cake it had definitely been gasoline on a bonfire!  

Suddenly, shockingly, staggeringly…

Like upright dominoes whose first one had been tipped over towards the next in line and thus initiated the majestic, inexorable collapse of all the others, I had just experienced an epiphanic domino effect.

· I would not ever experience such an extremely intense, ‘first-time helpless stripping’ of my little slave, because she’d already be naked when I picked her up.

· My little slave would never experience the extremely intense thrill of being implacably, helplessly stripped naked, because I would have already seen her bound, gagged and naked.

· My little slave would already be helplessly bound, gagged, collared, and naked the very first time I set my eyes on her, face-to-face.

My little slave would already be naked the very first time I set my eyes on her, face-to-face…

My little slave would already be naked the very first time I set my eyes on her …

…already be naked the very first time I set my eyes on her …

Snapping upright, I smacked the mug down atop the desk, took my head in both hands, and deeply groaned.  Out of all the many, various scenarios, scenes, and assorted et cetera I’d envisioned and had planned for, I’d rather blindly missed one crucial element: the very first time we’d meet together, face to face, my little slave would not only be helplessly bound and gagged…but would also be without a single stitch; completely naked and utterly exposed…and vulnerable.

“Mother Fuck,” I whispered, so softly it barely made it past my cupped hands.  I’d been so focused on the mechanics—‘sneaking’ in, carrying the travel kennel inside (along with the small bolt cutters I’d better not forget to pack!), making sure I picked up the overnight bag containing the signed and notarized Temporary Guardianship Agreement, her ADHD medicine, her grandma’s dress, basic toiletries, and definitely the keys for her collar—and the technicalities—airport selections, rental cards, flight plans, etc.—that I’d missed one, all-important, vital, critical fact:

The very first time I’d set my eyes on my little slave she’d be kneeling in a forcibly restrained, modified Tower position, stark naked.  Naked as a jaybird.  Without a stitch.  In a state of nature.  In her birthday suit.  In the buff.  In the nuddy.  In the raw.  Starkers.  Wearing only a smile.

Well, OK, OK, so that last one wasn’t totally accurate; she’d be wearing her collar, anklet, vetrap bindings and a gag after all.  Big deal!

Deeply groaning I felt shivers rippling up and down my arms and my back.  There wasn’t enough potassium nitrate in the world that would keep me from freezing up and resembling a deer pinned by headlights.  A rather randy, horny-as-hell buck at that!

Rising up in one smooth motion, like a cougar unwinding from a sun-warmed boulder, I stalked downstairs heading towards the kitchen.  I definitely needed a refill!  Topping off the mug added some sugar and a hefty dollop of heavy whipping cream, then sat down at the table and, well…not quite brooding over matters.  Nope!  I preferred to consider this as pondering.  Meditating.  Deliberating.  Yep!  Those sounded much more mature and wiser than saying I was brooding!

Taking a sip, brows furrowed as I mulled over matters.  I’d only just about finished plotting out what to do regarding Winry during her kidnapping.  There were, as I saw things, three important phases:

1. My little slave positively indentifying me, her Master, as her kidnapper,

2. My little slave positively accepting that, yes indeed, her dad knew about this and, more importantly, was OK with this, and,

3. My little slave choosing between giving permission to proceed, literally verbally accepting the contract —and all that doing so entailed— or verbally rejecting doing so.

Phase One I had no problem with; the moment I announced that I’d ‘come to pick up my pleasing little bondage playtoy slave’ she’d instantly know whom it was!

Phase Two I also had no difficulty with.  I was all but positive that, by the time I unpacked her in my dungeon, she’d have come to that conclusion herself, and if she hadn’t by then she certainly would have by the time I’d finished explaining Phase Three.

Phase Two had presented some unique challenges in and of itself.  What I’d finally decided on (subject, of course, to that “The best laid schemes o' mice an' men / Gang aft agley” thing) was that if she point-blank asked me anywhere between the pick-up and unpacking stages if her dad knew about this I’d confirm and assure her that yes, he did.  Granted she’d be gagged virtually the entire trip —especially if she became ‘fussy’ or argumentative— but I was fairly competent at interpreting ‘gag-speak’, so even if her attitude resulted in the gag staying in the whole trip I’d still be able to translate her grunts.
Nevertheless, no matter how much she might wheedle, plead, ask, insist, demand, or order to be released…that wasn’t happening.  Regardless that dad knew —knew, plotted, schemed, whatever— and supported this…as far as I was concerned, in actuality I, honest-to-God no foolin’, had kidnapped her. 

Moreover, I wouldn’t be joking or kidding, pretending or being facetious at all about that either…because I truly would be kidnapping her.

Now, what I had in mind for Phase Three was rather simple and uncomplicated in its way.  I was planning to place her carrier so that she’d be facing the one spanking horse…a horse that should be quite familiar to her, in fact.  A horse that was unmistakably her size.  A horse that was exuding the distinctive scent only new, freshly treated, leather had.  I’d unbuckle the Y-strap that held her down into a ball so that she could kneel upright, and then I’d lay out the facts to her.

That was that she had been kidnapped, yes, with her dad’s consent.  Kidnapped for the intention of her spending the summer with me instead of summer camp.  That I’d be teaching and training her during that summer, and that I’d be doing so with her as my little bondage playtoy slave.  In all ways.
However, although I was perfectly fine —as well as turned on like never before in my life, spending almost the entire time so hard I could have drilled for oil— with nonconsensually kidnapping her, I wasn’t at all OK with nonconsensually enslaving her.  And so I would tell her just that.  And inform her, in addition, that I was presuming neither yea nor nay until she made a decision: either she’d spend her summer here, with me as her ‘Uncle’ and her as my ‘niece’…

Or she’d spend the summer with me as my little bondage playtoy slave, and with me as her Master, subject to our Slave Contract, exactly as if she’d signed it…because if she chose this option she would be signing it once I’d fully released her.

There would be no negotiating: it would be one choice or the other, with no going back, and that would be it.  

I’d been quite proud —not to mention relieved— at having finally working out those not-so-little details.  But now I had another complication dropped onto my lap!

OK.  Let’s break this one down into its simplest components.  Which was actually quite easy: somehow, one way or another, my little slave would have to be prepared for bed that night while dressed.  Alas —for me, anyway— that was going to be the only ‘simple part’ of the entire potential debacle.   

I had her entire wardrobe list —well, the list my little slave had supplied me with, anyway, almost exactly a full month ago, and that I had no doubt was entirely accurate and up-to-date— upstairs, both printed out and e-filed, but I really didn’t need to reference either.  Although she certainly had several items that would work —for example: matching the pink tank top with the jeans skirt, pink bikini panties, white bra, heart-patterned ankle socks and running shoes, or selecting the two-piece swimsuit— there was one glaring, fly-in-the-ointment to the entire affair:

I’d never, ever required my little slave to be bound while dressed, or even half-dressed.  Therefore, the moment I’d nonchalantly require she be prepared for bed next Thursday wearing anything, anything at all, alarm bells would go ding-a-ling-a-ling.

“Hmmmmm…,” rubbing my chin as I took another sip of coffee I racked my brain.  I was beginning to have a glimmer of an idea but I needed to do some research, so with a scrape I pushed back the chair, stood up, topped off my mug, then headed upstairs.

((

((

((

((
When life hands you a lemon, make lemonade.  

Grunting I took another sip of cooled coffee before rubbing the back of my neck.  I greatly preferred another variation of that: When life gives you lemons, paint them dark green and throw them in crowded areas.  Then again, I have a rather warped sense of humor at times.

About the only “Wile E. Coyote, Super Genius” idea I’d managed to come up with so far was purchasing an article, or multiple articles, of clothing and mailing them to her, explaining that, in addition to wearing her outside collar and anklet to remember her Master by at summer camp, now she’d have something else, too.  Unfortunately, I had no real idea what her summer camp would be like but, considering it was lasting two full months, I had a suspicion that there would be opportunities to swim, sunbathe or just enjoy the outdoors.  

Which meant a swimsuit.

Alas, I was also aware how my little slave felt about swimsuits; well, two-piece ones, anyway.  And while I had no intrinsic objection to one-piece swimsuits they were, well…

One piece.

Not a lot of options there for a slow, inexorable, extremely erotic, sensual and helpless stripping.  No, nope, nopers.

Unfortunately, the vast majority of two-piece swimsuits were completely unsuitable (if you’ll pardon the pun).  Either they were too childish, or they looked as if manufactured by “Hookers-‘R’-Us”.  I was about to throw in the towel for the night when I happened across one that I thought would possibly work.  Heck, to be honest it was something I would really love to see my little slave wear just to relax and lounge about in!  However…

Bi-iiiiiig however…

Just because I liked it, and just because I thought my little slave would like it, too…didn’t mean she would like it.  So, wise, smart and clever man that I am…

Ken,

Attached please find a pic of a swimsuit I’d like to get for Winry for “summer camp”.  I have no idea what her honest opinion of it would be and I’m pretty sure she’d tell me she loved it even if she didn’t, just to spare my feelings.  So I’m hoping you can let me no if this is a fail or not.

~Masterius

I’d just attached the file and sent it on its way when Messenger chimed.

Getting late, sir.  I’ll be offline and then up on audio at 8:50.

Whoa!  Where did the time go?  

Glancing at the clock, I saw it was close to the appointed time.  After first making sure everything was set up at my end, I checked for posts and, yes indeedy, my little slave had just posted.  However, instead of reading it I copied and pasted it into Word for later reading.  I had no intention of being sidetracked or distracted by a post, no matter how well written, enticing, or erotic that might be.

After saving the file, I slipped on the headset, adjusted the boom then leaned back and closed my eyes.  I didn’t intend to deny my little slave her orgasms.  I’d already established parameters, limits and requirements, so arbitrarily changing them at the very end wouldn’t be fair.  Although, actually, ‘fair’ really didn’t come into play very often in a true D/s relationship.  Now, just?  Oh yeah; just certainly did.  But there was a subtle, albeit big, difference between fair and just, and while a slave should expect rules and requirements, penalties and punishments to be just, there was no way she should ever expect them to be fair.

That was a tricky contrast for most people to understand, and I was pretty sure my little slave would also run afoul of that, too.  But I’d rather take care of explaining this particular not-so-little distinction when she was with me.  Briefly, however, the basic difference between the two was rather simple:

Fair did not exist in a D/s relationship.  Fair meant equality, and equal treatment.  Fair meant taking turns and sharing.  Fair meant explaining the reason for different treatment.  Fair meant playing by societal rules.  
Just existed in a D/s relationship.  Just did not mean being equal. Just did not mean taking turns and sharing.  Just did not always explain the reason for different treatment.  Just did not mean playing by societal rules.  Just did mean: Impartial.  Appropriate.  Befitting.  Dispassionate.

Besides, I lopsidedly grinned, I was looking forward to listening to her!

Eyes closed and leaning back in my chair I was so relaxed.  Well, mostly relaxed.  Since I could reasonably picture what my little slave would look like in Nadu, Displayed… 

The moment I heard the chime of a video chat request I snapped instantly alert, rocking upright in the blink of an eye, feeling a heated flush already spreading inside…and at the same time felt my already hard cock rapidly swelling and powerfully throbbing.

Clicking <accept> I leaned back and closed my eyes again.  This might have been a video chat request but I wasn’t expecting video; like usual this was how we normally spoke, since Messenger didn’t have just voice chat.  

The soft sound of breathing told me I could hear her but, just to assure she knew I was there…

Low deep rumble: Master is here little slave.  And in his bathrobe I might add, just as I’d earlier described.

light, soft inhale, followed by: Master, your little bondage playtoy slave hasn’t cum for days. 

A little bondage playtoy slave would really enjoy playing with herself and cumming for her One True Master.  Would Master like to see that? 

I could hear the rhythm of her breathing begin to alter.

Really, really enjoy playing with herself.

Really, really, really enjoy cumming for Master.

Her breathing was noticeably different now, more rapid and shallow.

Your slave is on the edge, Master. 

My brows lifted a bit even as I smiled.  That was fast!  It hadn’t even been a full sixty seconds!  I couldn’t help it: my next exhalation was a low, deep, rumbly purr.  Not very long after that… 
A little bondage playtoy slave needs to cum so bad she’s shaking.  

You like watching me squirm? ...for you?

A very low, deep, vibrating: Mmm-Hmm! 

snort, sniff, sniff, SNIFF

A flood of liquid fire surged through my veins as I heard the familiar cadence of an aroused little bondage playtoy slave.  I savored that sound like an exquisite vintage that only I had in my cellar.

snort, sniff, sniff, SNIFF

snort, sniff, sniff, SNIFF

A few minutes later, perhaps about three minutes after she’d first started:

Master, may your little... umm... little bondage playtoy... slave cum tonight? 

I didn’t make a sound.  I just continued listening, and you can bet the whole nine yards that I was listening ve-eeery intently!

Now I could tell by her breathing that, yes, my little slave had been aroused right from the beginning, and that she would have been quite pleased to have cum already.  However, as seconds elapsed, and as she continued stroking and rubbing, driving herself higher and higher…

Up to this point my little slave had been asking for permission.  But as the seconds continued rolling past and no permission was forthcoming she started getting a bit desperate.

Master, a slave doesn't... doesn't beg well. 

I had to smother a smile at that.  From everything that I had learned about my little slave so far, I wasn’t at all surprised that she wasn’t good at begging! 

snort, sniff, sniff, SNIFF

Master, a slave... (soft gasp) ... has been so g-good allll... umm... week.  snort, sniff, sniff, SNIFF  Playing and not... (gasp)... not cumming.  May I cum now?
Master promised his slave two times.  Please, Master, I neeeed to cum. 

I started to say something right then: a firm reminder that a slave doesn’t need anything.  But before I could do more than take a breath…

Master doesn't have to let his little bondage playtoy slave cum.

Her breathing was still ragged with arousal and need, but there was no mistaking her apologetic, repentant tone: 

Just watch me squirm.

A low, basso profondo rumble of pleasure vibrated and echoed:  mmm-HMM!  Mmmmmmmm…
About another minute later, I felt another blazing surge of fire inside as her already ragged breathing changed, exhalations no longer a sharp snort but now a prolonged moan.

ohhhhhhh, sniff, sniff, SNIFF

ohhhhhhh, sniff, sniff, SNIFF

Less than a minute later and —finally!— my little slave began genuinely, earnestly pleading.

Please…please… please…Master…may…I…cum? 

Each cut off, quivery word was soft and breathy yet also sharp, with a fluttering gasp between each word. 

Now.

Low and incredibly deep, that wasn’t permission; it was a command.

ohhhhhhh, sniff, sniff, SNIFF…oooooohhhhhhh…

I gripped the chair arms so hard upon hearing my little slave cum that I accidentally snapped off one of them.  I’d heard my little slave climax before, but this was an order of magnitude different than those times had been!

Breathy, trembly, vibrant moans interspersed with heavy, hoarse pants.  Easy to describe, but the effects they had on me was anything but simple.  My skin felt on fire, my limbs trembled as if I had palsy, my breathing grew hot and ragged, my pulse thundered and throbbed…and that wasn’t the only thing throbbing either!  My cock was so hard it hurt, and thank gawd it wasn’t confined beneath a zipper!  The head was swollen and a deep purple, and visibly bobbed up and down like a metronome.

And that was just from listening to her!

It was hard for me to determine accurately where the first one left off and the second had started.  In fact, I wasn’t really sure there had been an actual division.  But at some point I heard the transition of her breathing shift, altering from acute arousal towards blissful, exhausted satiation. 
A slave loves her One True Master.

Mmmmm…Your One True Master loves you, too, you know.  My pleasing, sexy, obedient, and devoted little bondage playtoy slave.  My love.  And I’m not just saying that to say it.  Now just relax: Settle, Rest.  Picture your Master curling up alongside you, resting your head in his lap, fingers soothingly, tenderly stroking your damp hair.  Just relax.  Don’t think.  Don’t reason.  Don’t worry.  Just relax, and feel.  Bask in the gentle radiance of both afterglow and the knowledge that you’ve exceptionally pleased your Master.  You’ve done very well my pleasing little slave!

I'm proud to be your slave.

softly, tenderly, yet also fervently: I’m proud, pleased, and thrilled to be your Master

I do it all for you, Master.

gentle, soothing croon: I know you do my little slave.  I know you do.  And I simply can’t put into words just how wonderful, how awe-struck, that is to me knowing that my little slave does that.

But now it is time for my little slave to unwind and settle down.  I don’t want you to force that; instead, just draw that inside you then gently clasp it within, to savor it again when, in a few minutes, you drift off to sleep.  

For the next few minutes, I alternated between wordless croons and low, soothing murmurs before hearing another voice in the background.  

Master?  Dad wants to know if he can remove the headset now.

soft sigh  Just a couple more minutes?

Dad?  Master asked ‘Just a couple more minutes?’  OK.  Master?  Dad says two more minutes but no more.

Little slave, Master is so proud of you.  You keep pushing and pushing yourself, expanding your experiences while making sure your Master will be proud of his little slave.  You strive to make sure all that you do is for me, your Master, and that is truly awesome, exciting and thrilling for me.  

I could hear her breathing gradually slow, and I was trembling as I pictured what she must look like: naked save for collar and anklet, sprawled boneless on the floor, hair perhaps damp, skin perhaps lightly sheened, a look of sheer blissful satisfaction and satiation on her face.

I can get myself up, dad.

Master?  a low soft sigh  Your little slave has to go to bed now.  Good night my One True Master.  Your little bondage playtoy slave loves you.

Your Master loves his pleasing, sexy little slave, too!  Good night and sweet dreams!

There came the soft rustle-rattle as the headset was removed, then…silence. 

((

((

((

((
Drawing the chair back I sat down, cradling the mug of Irish coffee between both hands.  Raising it up I deeply inhaled, the heady aroma of freshly –ground and –brewed coffee a heavenly perfume that wreathed about my head, then took a careful sip, drawing the coffee through the thick layer of heavy cream floating on the top.  The coffee was heavenly all on its own; the 16-year-old Bushmills as it rolled across the tongue raised it to an even higher plateau. 

To the naked eye, I was rather relaxed and content looking.  And, in many ways, I felt the same inside.  At least until I mentally replayed those twelve minutes with my little slave.

OK, I guess that wasn’t entirely correct; simply picturing her was enough to play havoc with my neurons.

Closing my eyes and taking another sip, head enveloped in commingled steam and aroma, I felt warmth of a different sort simmer then begin slowly spreading within me…felt, as well, my cock start swelling once again.

I wasn’t sure I could explain how I was feeling at the moment to her, or to anyone else for that matter, especially when I was having difficulty sorting that out myself.  It wasn’t that I’d been picturing her naked…which I had been.  Nor was it that I’d been visualizing my sexy, naked little slave in Nadu Displayed playing with herself…which I also had been.  Nor had it been listening to my little slave as she masturbated to climax…again, which I had been.  Nor had it been that my little slave had been doing all of that at my direction, instruction and command.

While all of those had been exquisitely delightful, as well as powerfully arousing and intensely exciting, those were not the reason for the warmth that was growing —expanding— inside me the longer I mentally replayed things.

Back when I was her age, every Friday afternoon my parents would go grocery shopping.  They usually weren’t gone long; sixty to ninety minutes was the norm.  However, a twelve-year-old boy could get an awful lot done in that length of time, particularly when he’d been waiting all blessed week for that time by himself.  Especially when that was the only time, all week long, he could count on total, complete privacy…

Which, trust me, I’d absolutely needed.

By the time Friday rolled around, I was so horny it hurt.  Watching them through the curtains as they —finally!— drove off Friday afternoon to go shopping was sheer agony; by then I’d already been hard and rigid, as only a twelve-year-old boy could get, for quite some time.  And I certainly hadn’t wasted any time getting down to the ‘festivities’ either!

I could easily remember how I’d felt on the atypical occasions when they’d cancelled going shopping at virtually the last minute.  And I could, just as easily, remember how I’d felt when, after having already gotten into the, ah, ‘festivities’, having them being rudely —and me being panicky!— interrupted and subsequently aborted.  

Right now I’d rather say, Master, your slave hasn’t cum for days.  Your slave would really, really enjoy playing with herself and cumming for you.  Your slave needs to cum so bad she’s shaking just thinking about it.  Master, may your little bondage playtoy slave cum tonight?

Then, if somehow my Master could say yes or no after I’ve been kneeling and playing with myself for four and a half minutes… 

But not tonight. 

I mean, your lbps respectfully requests that you not change your mind tonight, sir.

That had immediately followed her “I think that’s better than a definite end time,” message and, being completely honest, I’d totally agreed with my little slave.  Which is why, of course, I’d replied with:

After four and a half minutes my little bondage playtoy slave may indeed plead to her Master…

I would suggest that my little bondage playtoy slave be extremely sincere and believable when she does.

I would also suggest that my little bondage playtoy slave be just as sincere and convincing to her dad when she requests from him that she be permitted to wear her headset tonight.

Because what Master cannot hear…

He cannot permit.

If I’d had the least suspicion that her dad would have put the kibosh on the headset requirement I would never have made it a precondition for permission to climax; I’d already given her permission.  But since I was positive (well, virtually positive, anyway) he’d permit the headset use I saw no reason not to subsequently add that as a prerequisite.  And as I’d no intention of denying what had been promised, the nature of this change was two-fold.  One was to have my little slave experience, first-hand, what orgasm denial and begging were truly like.  And the other?

Well hell!  I’d enormously enjoy hearing her!

But my little slave had had no idea that her Master might not be changing his mind and deciding to deny her the two orgasms she’d certainly been looking forward to since Sunday.  And she’d certainly hadn’t intended to get her One True Master thinking in that direction either!

Then, if somehow my Master could say yes or no after I’ve been kneeling and playing with myself for four and a half minutes… 

But not tonight. 

The only thing missing was the screech of locked up brakes between those two.  I could easily picture her expression and hear her “Oh crap!” the moment she’d hit the send key on that first one, and just as easily picture her expression at the attempt at damage control with the latter.

So going into tonight’s ritual my little slave no longer had any assurance as to the outcome, a suspicion that grew stronger and stronger as the seconds had elapsed.  But even with whatever misgivings my little slave might have had, right from the start she hadn’t hesitated putting her entire focus and effort into driving herself right up to the edge and holding it there…just as she’d been instructed —nay, commanded!— to do.

I had a hunch that my pleasing little slave hadn’t really believed I was going to change my mind and deny her the promised orgasms.  At least not in the very beginning, anyway.  But as the seconds had passed she’d obviously started to feel desperation.

"Master, a slave doesn't...doesn't beg well." 

"Master, a slave…has been so g-good allll... umm... week.  Playing and not…not cumming.  May I cum now?"

"Master promised his slave two times.  Please, Master, I neeeed to cum."

But while acute, burning need was one thing, “sincere begging” was another, and I’d made it perfectly clear to her that while “my little bondage playtoy slave may indeed plead to her Master”, she also had to “be extremely sincere and believable when she does”. 

Up to this point my little slave had been just —although admittedly ‘just’ really didn’t accurately describe it— frantic: close to the edge of climax and holding herself there, all the while passionately craving the blissful release and idyllic pleasure that only an orgasm would provide; an orgasm she was going to have but needed to patiently wait until allowed.

But it wasn’t too long afterwards that I could hear the hesitant uncertainty in her voice, the escalating apprehension, no longer sure that she’d be permitted to cum: the change from when…to if at all.

"Please………please………please………Master………may………I………cum?" 

Seven simple words, each one punctuated by an intense pant.

Seven simple words…that were anything but simple.

I hadn’t heard “This isn’t fair!”

I hadn’t heard “But you promised!”

I hadn’t heard “Oops!  I’m sorry Master.  I tried not to cum.”

Closing my eyes and leaning back, as I took another sip of Irish coffee, the Bushmills sending tendrils of warmth coiling down into my belly, I realized that I really and truly was the luckiest Master in the whole wide world. 

((

((

((

((
Softly whistling I took a sip of Joy’s Teaspoon Lemon Zest tea (what?  You thought coffee was the only hot beverage I enjoyed?).  I’d really enjoyed writing my last post, but my little slave’s response had taken my meager attempt to a much higher level.  I’d read it three times already and still got goose bumps on my arms…and let’s not even talk about things further south!

Her post made me even more determined to fashion a means by which the first time I’d ever see my little slave naked —which meant, of course, the first time my little slave would have her Master look at her naked— would be the culmination of my having slowly, inexorably, stripping her.

The look of sheer horror on her face was like having a bucket of ice water dumped on me.  That was a countenance I’d never desired to see her display (although, deep in the back part of my mind I realized this expression was something I’d enjoy seeing on slave). 

What had provoked the transformation was so obvious I didn’t even have to puzzle it out. Leaving the truck door open I warmly, soothingly smiled as I paced back to her.  “Shhhhhh,” I gently cupped her cheek, feeling the leather beneath my palm.  “It’s OK.  Honest.  Master didn’t mean to scare his little slave.  I’m just moving the truck out so I can close and lock the doors.  It was fun and exciting and thrilling to strip my little slave that way,” indicating the sunlight gleaming past the twin openings, “But there’s no way I want anyone interrupting us today,” I finished with a low, almost growl, my eyes glittering brighter.

Suiting action to words I returned to the truck, climbed up inside and pulled it just far enough forwards that I could close the barn doors behind me.  This was one of three spots that I usually parked, the other two being in the garage or all the way inside the barn.  So should someone happen to see my truck where it was, why, they’d know I was home all day.

Stepping inside the barn I pulled first one, then the other, door closed, the thump they made as the edges met sounding a bit ominous.  Setting the two by six plank on the hooks I securely barred the door, then turned to face my little slave again.

This time when I walked back to her I didn’t pace.  I didn’t amble or stroll.  I stalked.  One relentless step at a time, eyes fixed and focused on her and leaving no doubt at all as to where the center of my attention was locked.

Or, more properly…who.

Slowly I circled around her, a deliberate, inexorable circuit, my expression fiery and anticipative, yet also unhurried and serene.  After all, I had no need to hurry, did I?  I could do what I wanted, when I wanted, how I wanted.

And I didn’t bother hiding that either in my expression or eyes.

After several circuits about I stopped behind her, slipping arms low down around her belly and pressing her body firmly back against me.  Lowering my head I began so very softly nuzzling the nape of her neck as well as behind a little ear, now and then suckling a tiny lobe.  I could feel my hard cock throbbing against her, and my breath was more a low rumbling growl than anything else.
I hadn’t chosen that location merely by blind chance, oh no!  I was very much aware that my little slave got very excited and turned on when nuzzled there.

After a couple of minutes nuzzling I slid my arms upwards, eagerly cupping, then kneading, diminutive breasts with wide, strong hands.  I kept nuzzling the nape of her neck until I felt my little slave’s breathing begin to shift, and then I stopped and stepped back…

Over to the toolbox.

Reaching inside a drawer, I removed a cat-o-nine tails I’d made: fourteen strands of leather boot lace eighteen inches long, with a suede-lace wrapped handle nine inches long, and topped with a chrome plated D-ring.  I walked that over and hung it on a nail peg on one of the stalls…which just happened to be several feet in front of, and to the right side of, my little slave.  Perfectly placed for a clear and unobstructed view.

Returning to her again I picked up where I’d left off, nuzzling and lobe-suckling except, this time, instead of kneading diminutive breasts I went right for those luscious nipples, rolling and stroking, tweaking and tugging them, deep rumbles as I felt them stiffen and harden, turning into tight, erect peaks.

Again, after four to five minutes, it was back over to the toolbox, this time retrieving a flogger.  This one, too, was hand-made, constructed of three-eights-inch soft nylon sash cord dyed a rich, deep purple.  Instead of single strands, this was fashioned of eight pieces of sash cord fifty-two inches long, the ends doubled back to make a single loop.  The eight, individual double-backed ends had been placed together then tightly lashed and wrapped with purple-dyed boot lacings, and like the cat, the flogger had a chrome plated D-ring at the top.

I went through this pattern seven complete times, until hanging from nail pegs were the cat-o-nine tails, the light flogger, a leather strap resembling a strop, and a heavy flogger.  Atop the toolbox rested the remaining three items.

After placing the last item atop the toolbox, this time when I returned to my little slave it was to stand at her front.  Although I didn’t stand long at all, just long enough to deeply, and very intently, gaze into her gorgeous blue eyes.

Hunkering down I started stroking my hands up and down the outside of slender, lithe legs, while my face was so close to her she could feel every exhalation like the bellows-pump gust of a forge against her pussy.  

Stroking…caressing…patting and petting…fingertips barely grazing the surface of silky-smooth, soft skin.  And then…

Wide, strong hands cupped sleek hips, gently but firmly holding them completely motionless.  Leaning just that last little bit closer…

Warm, soft, pursed lips very lightly brushed against her skin, roving up and down either side of that alluring slit, softly hovering at the apex, feathery brushes along the crease of belly and thigh.  Until coltish legs were visibly trembling and quivering.

Gazing up, my eyes molten, I deeply rumbled, “And now, I think, it’s time to begin…motivating my little slave.”
KENNA

Winry, Wednesday evening, 27 May – Thursday afternoon, 28 May

Just before I sign off and get ready for special time with my OTM, I check for IMs. The first is a big relief. 

Master forgives you —this time— my little slave.  But do try and keep in mind that seeing a pout on your Master’s face usually won’t be good news for you.  ::softly smiles::

His forgiveness means so much to me. Screwing up so bad that he pouts means so much to me in a bad way and his forgiveness is like a return to almost normal. I feel better, but there’s still that lingering feeling of doing something that needed to be forgiven. And the little reminder that making Master pout has consequences is a warning even if he softly smiles as he delivers it. I don’t expect a second chance. 
Hmmmm…greedy little minx aren’t you?

What? What did I say? I scroll up to see what brought me that admonishment. Oh crap, I said I’d be unhappy if I didn’t cum on consecutive days once in a while. And that makes me greedy? I don’t know how that fits on the scale of proud Master and pouting Master, but greedy slave isn’t usually a good thing. All I wanted was some assurance that taking away the time limit wasn’t something I’d regret. Now I’m greedy for wanting them back to back some days? That sucks. After getting all worked up, I scroll back down and see I jumped the gun. 

Master greatly anticipates, and is most certainly intending —and picturing!— having my little slave climax at least once a day, and sometimes quite a few times a day.

Well, if he insists, I suppose a greedy little minx can make him happy quite a few times a day. However, the part about being jello gives me pause. He’s made references to that before and he’s made reference to being on the edge for extended periods of time. Just how hard would I have to work before he let me cum? I could go for jello for an hour or two if it means being with him. Hard to make jello from a couple of thousand miles away. 

Dang it, he’ll be ready at 8:45 and he sent that a while ago. I’m gonna be late for my own party if I don’t get going. “Sir, can you set up the headset?” I ask as I head upstairs to my room. I can set it up myself, but dad keeps the headset in his desk and I believe him when he says he has ways of knowing. I don’t believe him anymore when he says he’ll shut us down if I break the rules, but I’m not gonna mess with dad as long as the rules are tolerable. There used to be a time when I was afraid he’d cut me off from my OTM. Now I see dad as my Master’s proxy and accomplice. No way would I have thought dad would encourage me, let me have pictures, or let me have the headset tonight. He knows I want this too much and he’s been in front of an avalanche before. 

Turns out I’m ready in plenty of time. Shower, brush teeth, final pee, and put on my robe. All the while I’ve got one thing on my mind… kneeling and playing with myself for my Master. So, I start primed and ready, a little damp and tingly just from thinking about it. Dad’s waiting in my bedroom and hands me the headset as the clock ticks toward 8:50. I put it on and he leaves. Then I drop my robe and kneel in Nadu. I imagine my Master watching me smoothly kneel. In front of him, naked with my legs spread, on display, eagerly waiting for him to say I must start teasing myself. His eyes blaze as he looks from my knees, up my legs to their juncture and lingering on my almost bare pussy. Can he tell I’m wet? Up my flat tummy to my small breasts as I push them out and lingering there. Up to my slight smile and excited blue eyes. Oops, I look down. Now he looks at my submissive face in proper Nadu. Then I turn on the headset. 

His low deep rumble starts so fast that I wonder if his motor’s been idling for the past five minutes. Master is here little slave.  And in his bathrobe I might add, just as I’d earlier described.

Gawd, the swimsuit picture doesn’t do him justice now. Blue bathrobe hanging open and I just might get a glimpse. Ahhhh, what a picture. Master, your little bondage playtoy slave hasn’t cum for days. 

A little bondage playtoy slave would really enjoy playing with herself and cumming for her One True Master.  Would Master like to see that? 

Really, really enjoy playing with herself.

Really, really, really enjoy cumming for Master.

I stretch those out over the span of about a minute as I set the tone with a little reminder, a little tease, and the acknowledgement that I’m doing this for him. Knowing he’s listening and wants to hear me beg heightens my arousal. Begging with the uncertainty of the answer is sublimely erotic. Quicker than usual, I’m at the point where with a little more effort I could cum and I let him know it. Your slave is on the edge, Master. 

The announcement that I’m on the edge is different than what comes half a minute later. There’s being on the edge and there’s staring into the abyss. Gawd, I feel shaky… like jello? A little bondage playtoy slave needs to cum so bad she’s shaking.  

You like watching me squirm? ...for you? Cuz that’s what I’m doing. 

His response is a very low, deep, vibrating: Mmm-Hmm! 

snort, sniff, sniff, SNIFF

With him listening, I’m more aware of the stages of my arousal. Shaky feeling turns to shaky breathing, the embarrassing sound that I try unsuccessfully to control just like Kylie does. Wonder where she got that from? My nipples are hard and my pussy is wet and tingling. Master notices both. Perched on the edge of the abyss, I have to slow my fingers to keep from losing it. Have to keep it just right. 
Houston, we have a problem. Where the heck is my clock? I moved it and put it… over there… facing my bed, not me. How long has it been? Uncertain of the time, I know I don’t have much left and I’m not going to get to cum unless I beg. So, here goes nothing. Master, may your little... umm... little bondage playtoy... slave cum tonight? I’m not stuttering – my plea is punctuated by light, inaudible gasps. 
Silence. How about a not yet? How about soon? Nope, nothing. How about heavy breathing, I want Master to beat me to a climax and it’s like he’s not even there. He won’t let the time slip by without letting me cum, will he? Maybe I was too soon. Maybe I’m not doing it good enough. Maybe I won’t get to cum. Dang it, for sure I won’t unless I beg better… which I suck at. Master, a slave doesn't... doesn't beg well. Please take that into consideration as I blather on here. 
Maybe he’s forgotten the stakes? I distinctly said I didn’t want to do this tonight. I don’t want to beg tonight after he promised. Haven’t I already earned it? Master, a slave... (soft gasp) ... has been so g-good allll... umm... week.  snort, sniff, sniff, SNIFF…  playing and not... (gasp)... not cumming.  May I cum now?
Master promised his slave two times.  Please, Master, I neeeed to cum.
I whine softly as I realize what I just said. How desperate am I that I could possibly think he’s forgotten the stakes or his promise? Master doesn't have to let his little bondage playtoy slave cum.

Just that his silence is killing me. Hello, is this thing on? I try to calm my breathing so I can hear him. Now if he’s going, snort, sniff, sniff, SNIFF, then I can hear him, but that’s not him, is it? Oh, he’s there all right. Just driving me crazy. Remember what I’m here for. Him. It’s only for him. What does he like? Just watch me squirm.

A low, basso profondo rumble of pleasure vibrated and echoed:  mmm-HMM!  Mmmmmmmm…
SWEET! I got that loud and clear. The details start to blur as I keep myself on the edge, pacing my fingers so I never quite fall into the abyss. Tight rope walking down the edge. I don’t notice the change in my breathing, just the change in my need. Not need. Want. Desire. Feels like need. For God’s sake, I could reach out and touch it. C’mere little orgasm. Just one thing between me and it. Please…please… please…Master…may…I…cum? I manage to gasp out amidst snorts, sniffs, moans, and pants. 
Now. Oh God, the way his voice comes out… not yes you may… but don’t you dare not cum. All my mental images of edges and abysseseses vanish as I lock eyes with Master in his swimsuit and pour pure pleasure over myself like warm honey. Gawd, I’m pinching a nipple while I arch up in orgasm. Watch this, Master. For you and only you. My preteen, nearly prepubescent body squirms as my fingers massage the electric feeling in my body. When my orgasm starts to fade, I rub faster, trying to get it back… and back it comes… to hell with the sounds I’m making… Master appreciates them, so I don’t try to restrain the moans and pants. 

When my orgasm finally passes, I remember I’m supposed to cum twice. Guess I did. Maybe. If it was just one long one, I’m counting it as two. Could I really do that again right now? 
A slave loves her One True Master, I say as I wonder if I should bring up the question about a second one. Hope he doesn’t want another. 

Mmmmm…Your One True Master loves you, too, you know.  My pleasing, sexy, obedient, and devoted little bondage playtoy slave.  My love.  And I’m not just saying that to say it.  Now just relax: Settle, Rest.  Picture your Master curling up alongside you, resting your head in his lap, fingers soothingly, tenderly stroking your damp hair.  Just relax.  Don’t think.  Don’t reason.  Don’t worry.  Just relax, and feel.  Bask in the gentle radiance of both afterglow and the knowledge that you’ve exceptionally pleased your Master.  You’ve done very well my pleasing little slave!

Ahh, there we go. Cuddle me. Love me. Share with me. I’ll take that to mean I’m done. He knows me well. Maybe I did have two. Long as he’s happy. I'm proud to be your slave.

I feel a flush of warmth at his response.  I’m proud, pleased, and thrilled to be your Master

I do it all for you, Master. You do the talking now. 

He croons, I know you do my little slave.  I know you do.  And I simply can’t put into words just how wonderful, how awe-struck, that is to me knowing that my little slave does that.

But now it is time for my little slave to unwind and settle down.  I don’t want you to force that; instead, just draw that inside you then gently clasp it within, to savor it again when, in a few minutes, you drift off to sleep.  

For the next few minutes, I drift, slowly going from mindless to… Obi-wan, we’ve dropped out of subspace. 

In disappointment, I hear dad come. Time’s up. Then he tells me to ask Master if we’re done.  Since when…? Oh yeah, last time he did that, too… Master knows best. Master?  Dad wants to know if he can remove the headset now.

Just a couple more minutes? sighs Master. Sweet. 
“Dad?  Master asked ‘Just a couple more minutes?” 
“Two more minutes. No more,” says dad. 
“OK,” I say as he leaves.  Master?  Dad says two more minutes but no more.

Little slave, Master is so proud of you.  You keep pushing and pushing yourself, expanding your experiences while making sure your Master will be proud of his little slave.  You strive to make sure all that you do is for me, your Master, and that is truly awesome, exciting and thrilling for me.  

I’m so happy that I’ve made him proud. I lie there without wondering what happened to Nadu. Just sprawled out and imagining his words and hands caressing me. I need his words now. From afar I can’t see how excited and thrilled he is, but he can tell me. If he just rumbled I’d be happy, but his words make me feel so special, so loved, and so content. 

Totally relaxed, I hear the door open. “Ask Masterius if I can pick you up,” says dad, announcing the end of the two minutes. And just why would he want to do that? Do I look that wasted? Maybe Master would pick me up and put me in bed, but dad would be like… well, I love dad, but no touching right now.  

“I can get myself up, dad.”

Master?  I sigh in reluctance.  Your little slave has to go to bed now.  Good night, my One True Master.  Your little bondage playtoy slave loves you.

Your Master loves his pleasing, sexy little slave, too!  Good night and sweet dreams!

Click. Silence. I can get myself up; I just choose not to right now. “Give me ten minutes, dad?” Once he goes, I use the time to shower. Five minutes of masturbating and I’m all sweaty. What a workout!

It’s past bedtime when Dad ties my wrists crossed behind my back and my ankles crossed. Then he blindfolds me and I swear five seconds later he cuddles me. “Go ‘way, dad,” I complain. Despite my recent workout and his untimely interruption, I feel refreshed.  

“This is how your Master wants you awakened this morning,” says dad. He has me mostly wrapped in a sheet as he cuddles me. 

“Fine, come back in the morning.” Dad takes off the blindfold. “Oh,” is all I say to the bright light streaming through the window. “You don’t have to stop,” I say when he starts to pull away. “I’m not too old for a cuddle, daddy.” So he does for a couple of minutes. Hey, a girl doesn’t mind a cuddle from daddy as long as I pointedly call him daddy. 

((

((

((

((
Dad emails Masterius with an attachment named: Do not read first.pdf

Masterius,

I was going to email you tonight anyway. Read this before the attachment, unless it’s too late for that. ( I want you to answer two questions now that we’re just a week away from K-Day. Are you ready for her to stay with you for two months… preparations in order, emotionally ready, and fully aware of the life altering experience you’ll be giving my daughter. Second, is she ready to spend two months with you and all that entails? Will she be OK with a surprise kidnapping? 
I don’t need you to directly answer the questions. The attachment is a temporary guardianship letter that I’ve signed. I’m sending it now so you’ll be confident and assured that you’ll have no legal problems with her in your care. There will still be a notarized hardcopy in her bag. Your signature on it, scanned and returned to me, is all the answer I need. All you’re signing is an acknowledgement, so you do not need your signature notarized. I hope you’re not alarmed that I made it effective from now until her 18th birthday. It just seems easiest if she’ll spend summers with you. At the moment, I reserve the claim to knowing her better than anyone else. After the summer that may not be true. I also reserve the right to raise her the best I can. If something were to happen to me, have you considered assuming that role? She’s on a challenging path and I know that’s a lot to ask, so if you’re not fully confident you can handle that role, I’ll understand. (Not that I expect anything to happen to me.)

Be aware that if you say yes, you’ll have to start coming for holidays and meet the family as my dear old friend. Her grandparents, aunts, and uncles would throw a fit if Winry went off to some stranger they didn’t know and didn’t trust. They’ll still throw a fit, but it won’t be a surprise. 
Naturally, Winry would say she loves the swimsuit. She’d wear it to the beach if she wasn’t planning on swimming. If you mean something you’d send her to arrive before next Thursday that she’d wear if she was going to summer camp, I’d suggest a two piece suit where the top is like a halter top that covers from upper chest to above her navel and a modest bikini bottom. Brochure pictures of camp show girls in one-piece suits or two piece suits that suggest girls compete for boys even when it’s an all girls’ camp, if you get my drift. To pull off the ruse of summer camp, you’d be better off with something without ruffles and a skirt. 

On the other hand, if you’re referring to summer camp with you, she’ll wear and truly love whatever you buy her. 
I’ve attached her 10-year-old pictures. With a soccer ball under her arm, it’s pretty obvious the first one is her end of season picture. The next one is a candid of her gardening. She likes to garden, but I wouldn’t put her in charge of the family vegetable garden. It wouldn’t fare well since she only gets around to it about once a month. The third picture is her after missing a catch in softball and getting a black eye for it. And her school picture. This was her first year ahead of her peers. She’s in 7th grade. As you can see, she got braces that year. She managed a smile though she wishes cameras were temporarily banned while she had braces. She likes the black eye picture better than the one with braces. 

Preparations at my end are fairly easy. I’m packing her bag Thursday and it will be outside her door. So far the contents will include; 

· Grandma’s dress

· Emergency kit – a note from me saying I’m aware of her predicament, your T-shirt, and the latest copy of Scientific American (closest thing to sending along a stuffed animal)
· Keys for the collar
· Outside collar
· Toiletries – she hasn’t started her period yet, but I’m sending supplies just in case
· Ritalin – enough for two months

· Guardianship letter
· Copy of the video file of her putting on her outside collar and anklet for the first time
Let me know if you need anything else in the bag or need anything else on this end. 

Ken
((

((

((
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I masturbate for five minutes in the morning. With no additional instructions, I just take myself to the edge and keep myself there. I don’t go to the abyss because I think I’d jump in if I did. I don’t have direct permission, but I have implied permission since he did say quite a few times a day.  I know the difference between direct permission and implied permission. I just don’t think Kylie hanging over the abyss will have the same understanding. 

Pausing at the door on the way out and off to school, I swap out collars. Outside collar on, inside collar off so I’m never without one of them. The trig final is about what I expected, long and tedious with only one challenging problem. The afternoon is the PE final on nutrition, exercise, and rules of sports we did this semester.  I’ll get an A in PE based on the final and on how hard I tried during the semester. Basketball… who can’t block my shot? Soccer… who can’t outrun me? Actually the answer to that one is not nobody. Tennis… not so bad. Softball… let’s just say they don’t call me Home Run Kylie. But I try. 

Back home, I swap collars again and then settle down to read my Master’s post. 
((

((

((
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I’m instantly relieved as he shuts the truck door and hurries back to me. Hurry is a relative term with him. He paces, he stalks, he strolls… all ways to make me more impatient and eager, the opposite of how he appears. This time he paces quicker and his voice is soft and soothing. OK, moving the truck and closing the doors makes sense. Just that look he had when he sealed up my clothes and that remark about me not wanting the doors closed now. The former was out of place and he delivered the latter with a wicked look. I did want the doors closed and I couldn’t figure out why he thought I didn’t unless he was up to something… something I couldn’t discern in my innocence like I’d missed the punch line and the joke was on me. So, I shrug off the question of what he was thinking when he had that sober, pensive look and nod my agreement that we’re better off with the doors closed… as long as he comes back. 

Warily peering over my shoulder, I watch as he moves the truck just enough. He steps in and closes both doors… and bars them! I am absolutely helpless as it is, but I still have this picture in my head of me frantically running to the door with him on my heels and finding it barred. Oh my, he caught me. How exciting to think of the Master/slave game with a little defiance and a little risk. Maybe some other time. I’m not playing hard to get today. He enjoyed stripping me and I enjoyed being stripped. Now he stalks and I shiver. I feel so exposed in the big space. Naked and helpless and at his mercy. Oh my, the look in his eyes… it’s hard to believe that’s for me. 

The feeling of fun returns as he circles me. This is backwards. I should be coy and reluctant. He should be eager and demanding. Not that he’s coy or I’m demanding, but I’m the one yearning for his touch and he’s the one not touching me. You know the Meatloaf song…

Girl:
Stop right there!
I gotta know right now!
Before we go any further--!

Do you love me?
Will you love me forever?
Do you need me?
Will you never leave me?
Will you make me so happy for the rest of my life?
Will you take me away and will you make me your wife?
Do you love me!?
Will you love me forever!?
Do you need me!?
Will you never leave me!?
Will you make me so happy for the rest of my life!?
Will you take me away and will you make me your wife!?
I gotta know right now
Before we go any further
Do you love me!!!?
Will you love me forever!!!?

Boy:
Let me sleep on it
Baby, baby let me sleep on it
Let me sleep on it
And I'll give you my answer in the morning

Let me sleep on it
Baby, baby let me sleep on it
Let me sleep on it
And I'll give you my answer in the morning

Let me sleep on it
Baby, baby let me sleep on it
Let me sleep on it
And I'll give you my answer in the morning

Girl:
I gotta know right now!
Do you love me?
Will you love me forever?
Do you need me?
Will you never leave me?
Will you make me so happy for the rest of my life?
Will you take me away and will you make me your wife?
I gotta know right now!
Before we go any further
Do you love me?
And will you love me forever?

Boy:
Let me sleep on it
Baby, baby let me sleep on it
Let me sleep on it
And I'll give you my answer in the morning
Let me sleep on it!!!

The Boy wants and the Girl can hold off forever. Instead, it’s me that wants and him that can hold off forever – apparently. Big difference though… I have no leverage. He’s not asking for promises. I don’t get the chance to sleep on it. Heh heh, like I would. He’s just taking. Please, take faster, Mr. Eric, my love, my Master. 

Circling me, he shows me his desire. The predator has returned and the prey is in sweet, sweet trouble. I can’t believe how exciting it is to be the center of his attention, how arousing it is for him to circle me with no end in sight, how alive I feel to be naked… he stripped me! … in front of him and know what’s on his mind. 

Finally, he presses against me from behind, holding me as he nuzzles my neck and ear. It sends shivers down my spine. His rumbles of approval warm me. Gawd, he makes no effort to hide how hard he is. I’m going to lose my virginity today. I don’t think it’s going to be snuggled in his bed, but I do know I’ll enjoy it. Would he do it in the barn. In the hayloft? That would be cool.  

First, I’m gonna get nuzzled and caressed and cuddled and that’s just gonna make me want him more. I push back against his cock. It’s so big… bigger when it’s right in my face… I imagine even bigger when he tries to enter me. Face it, my mouth is bigger than my cunny. Pressing his cock against me. I feel so sexy and grown up when I’ve got a grown man who wants me… and when he nuzzles right there… “Ohhhh,” I gasp. I’m hours away from losing my virginity. Ear, neck, boobs, squeeze, and nuzzle are driving me crazy. Then I start breathing heavy, which turns into sniffs and snorts. Right where he wants me because as soon as that starts, he steps away. 
I turn my head and try to peer right through him as he goes to his toolbox and picks out something like he knew exactly where it was. It’s not exactly a secret because he walks it right over and hangs it on a hook. A cute little black squid with an ominous aura. I don’t even know what it is, but he hangs it with a look that says, what do you think about that? He returns to me and it’s back to driving the helpless slave crazy. I’ll bet he knows that moving to my nipples is only gonna get me wet… wetter. As he torments me with gentle touches, my eyes keep going to the squid. You know what? I’d say that was a whip except it looks too nasty. Not something he’d use on me, so what is it? 

Everything makes me so aware that I’m naked and at his mercy. My arms up in the air where they can’t cover me or protect me. My legs parted so I can’t hide anything. The cool air in the barn. His eyes devouring me. His hands wandering wherever he wants. A glance down at my skinny body and the knowledge that he’s still dressed. The big open space makes me more self-conscious, like I expect somebody to be hiding in a corner, peering through a crack, or hiding in the loft. He can see everything, but the soles of my feet and my… no, he can see that… and my… he can see that… if I put my palms together he can’t see them. I’m naked. Nude. Stripped. Bare. I’ve still got my watch on. He can’t see that half inch strip around my wrist where my watch band is. I’ve still got the gold balls in my pierced ears. Just thinking about the little parts of me he can’t see accentuates my nudity. He can see and touch me anywhere. 

This time he works on my nipples, making them hard and sending tingles through my body. Those little round nubbins were just another part of me until he laid his hands on them. He can make them feel so much more than just another part of me. He makes every part of me feel special… my neck… my ears… my cunny… but it’s the nipples that really surprise me. I watch his fingers enjoy them and savor the excitement. 

Back to the toolbox and he comes up with another squid. I pay attention to how he carries it… wields it… and decide it’s a freaking whip. Both of them. Wicked looking flail the skin off your back whips like from pirate movies. I don’t know if it’s fair to say they’re gentler versions of those because how gentle can a whip be? Gentler because I know he won’t flail the skin off my bones. 

I keep watching as he sets out one thing at a time even though he’s making it hard to concentrate. His hands and lips work me higher and higher, about as high as I can get without touching you know where… my cunny. In between he hangs three whips and a leather strap that better never touch my bare bottom and then sets a paddle on the toolbox. Four or five inches wide and solid wood. Gulp. I could imagine him using that on me. Five minutes later, another paddle just three inches wide. Hang on, smaller paddles hurt more. I vote for the big one. Then five minutes later a paddle that looks like a stick. Less than two inches wide, it looks more to me like a club. Yet, there it sits next to two paddles, all solid, polished wood with handles coated in black rubber. With motivation like that, I think we’re beyond math and up to rocket science or brain surgery. 

Except I’m more concerned about getting his hands back to me. The words sweet agony come to mind. It feels heavenly with a twist of devilish torment. I want more, but I’m not gonna get it. My legs are shaking and some of my weight is on my straining arms. Between moans, snorts, sniffs, pants, and whines, I’m getting pretty noisy. 

When he finally squats down and starts caressing my thighs, his breath on my pussy is so tantalizing. Don’t just breath on it. Touch it. You have my permission. Touch it. No, no, that doesn’t count. Don’t kiss around it. Kiss it. Don’t just butterfly kiss. Rub it. Want me to show you how? Jeez, how frustrating can he make it? How about you get naked and you lift me up and set me down on your penis? “And now, I think, it’s time to begin…” Yes, about time! “…motivating my little slave.” Oh crap, I look at the whips and strap and then over my shoulder at the paddles. None of those are high on my list of motivators.  

I look at the whips, strap, and paddles one more time, back at him, and then suggest, “With your bare hand?” Oh, double crap. He heard and understood and the look on his face… I’m gonna get motivated like never before. Triple crap. I didn’t think there was anything higher than where I am, but motivation opens up a whole new level. 

((
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I’ve got three things to do – read about massages or cooking, eat my basket of food (good for an entire day, dang it), and wonder what the hell is going on with Master and Mistress. The first one passes the time and is interesting. The second is a nice break and I eat some snacks and drink some milk. Then… how come I’m in here and the toilet is out there? Won’t be the first time I’ve peed on the dirt floor and sooner or later (later is fine with me), I’ll do it again. 

It’s the third thing that keeps drawing my attention. I imagine them bathing, making love, and then talking about me. No, that’s not right. Her naked and tied while he caresses her and she blows him. No, they can do that in the classroom, so that’s not why he brought her here. Bathing, making love, and talking about me. Master would enjoy watching slave wash his Kylie. You mean my Mistress. Dang it, I’m letting my imagination run wild. She’ll be a slave like me, but with a better name than slave and better treatment. Another slave, not my Mistress.

Will he bring her down soon? The second she sees the basement or the second he mentions me, she’ll know she’s fucked. He didn’t waste time with me, but will he play nice with her until... hmm, I’m assuming she came on her own for a day of fun and sex, not even thinking about never leaving. Did she come on her own or did he snatch her? Can he play nice with her or should I expect company soon? Duh, lunch and dinner with me in the cage? Maybe she’s not even coming down here. She won’t ride my horse or hang on my cross. 

No, no, she is coming down here. I have orders to stay still and silent no matter what I hear. Lunch, dinner, and a movie… silent movie… duh, the other way around… sound and no picture… How long will I be here? Hang on, did I just eat my breakfast for tomorrow? 

I pick up the book on cooking, but it’s hard to keep my mind off Kylie. I keep telling myself not to guess. I haven’t been very good at guessing Master’s intentions so far, so why try now. Eventually, I manage to convince myself that I’ll find out when Master wants me to find out. Know what? Cooking doesn’t sound so easy. This book makes it sound more complicated than I thought. 
Tammy, Thursday Morning, 28 May
Guess it’s OK to change my mind if I didn’t tell nobody. Anyways I ain’t gonna miss breakfast at his house, so I take a quick bath, look in the mirror an’ brush my hair, get dressed, an’ wave to mommy as I go out. “Take some toast er somethin’ “ says mommy. Jus’ to keep her happy an’ not suspisess, I take two burnt slices, hop on my bike, an’ toss ‘em to the birds halfway there. Never like I got lotsa clothes, so what I’m wearin’ is sorta bottom of the drawer. Prolly outgrew it months ago, but it was my favorite an’ I can still squeeze inta the pink tank top an’ shorts. Can’t wear underwear with the shorts on accounta it looks like I’m wearing them on the outside. You can see the outline clear as day. Anyways, nobody can tell I ain’t got on underwear an’ I think it looks better’n baggy hand me downs from Mike. 

Coastin’ on in, I park my bike an’ knock on the door. Pull my hair outta my eyes. Check my clothes. Try to stop breathing so heavy… shoulda ridden slower. Prolly look like I’m starvin’. When he opens the door, I look him in the eye… not so easy to do… an’ say, “Uh… uh… uh…” Not what I expected, but saying something is harder than looking him in the eye. Finally I look down and it’s easier. “Mornin’, Mr. Banyan. Don’t want no money. Jus’ doin’ it to be nice.” Then I quick look up at him to make sure he heard. It always came out louder an’ slower an’ damn sure o’ myself when I practiced. 
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