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By Kenna
Chapter One (mf, fm, oral, bd)
“How much farther, daddy?” asked Nina.  
“About ten less minutes less than last time you asked,” said George Lamont.  He had expected this family trip might go a bit different considering that both kids were in their teens now.  But Nina had been bugging him just like a five-year-old.  
“Nina, leave your father alone,” said Lauren Lamont.  “Just let him drive.”  She was in the passenger seat, keeping an eye on her husband’s driving.  The more Nina bothered him the more agitated he got and he was already speeding in the massive motor coach.  
The 14-year-old girl made a face.  She was bored and just wanted to get to the doulos ranch.  The ranch was way out in the middle of Texas, a two day drive from Indiana.  She knew there wasn’t a decent doulos ranch in Indiana, but why did they have to drive all the way to Texas?
“I’m going back to play with Hannah,” said Kevin.  
“Already?  Again?” said Nina.  Her brother seemed to be fiddling with his doulo, Hannah, every hour.  Though she sounded annoyed, she rose and followed her 15-year-old brother to the back of the motor coach.  It had been a while since she’d spent some time with her doulo, Pete, and she liked watching her brother take advantage of his pretty redheaded doulo.  
The two teens walked down the narrow, central hall of the motor coach, bracing themselves against the counters and walls to keep from falling as the motor coach lurched along.  In the back of the coach was the playroom.  A queen size bed was crammed into the small room, along with a few small cabinets, and four stalls – one for each of the family’s doulos.  The stalls were only three feet high and six feet deep, just enough room for a doulo to lie down.  
Kevin opened the door for his doulo.  He was greeted with the beaming smile of the 15-year-old doulo.  Nina wondered how the silly girl could always have a smile on her face, but of course, she was trained that way.  No amount of abuse could wipe the smile off her.  Kevin reached in and grabbed a handful of red hair and pulled the girl out.  She used her hands and feet to help her master as he pulled her clear and stood her on her feet.  “I missed you,” said Hannah, though she’d only been shoved into her stall barely an hour ago.  
“That’s sweet,” said Kevin.  He ran his eyes over the form of his doulo.  He never tired of her body.  Though her treasures were covered, there was little left to the imagination.  She was wearing a tight, short crop top that barely covered her prominent nipples.  A pair of tight shorts clung to her hips.  
Just seconds behind her brother, Nina opened up Pete’s stall.  He, too, beamed a smile at his mistress.  “Hi, beautiful,” he said as he pulled himself from the stall.  There was no question in his mind that he belonged to the girl and therefore that made her the most beautiful girl in the world.  To believe anything else was unthinkable.  
The 13-year-old boy had a tight little halter on his upper torso and wore a tight pair of shorts.  Though he was able to satisfy her with his growing cock, Nina longed for the days when her doulo hadn’t filled out his shorts quite so well.  She’d thought his cock was so cute and hadn’t minded occasionally licking or sucking it.  Now it shot out disgusting stuff if she spent too much time teasing him and it was too big for her mouth.  She’d had him for three years now and her doulo’s time was about up.  She was looking forward to the doulos refresh.  
Testing her doulo, Nina just stared at him for a few seconds and then turned to watch Kevin with Hannah.  The female doulo was waiting patiently for her master’s signal.  When he gave her a quick nod, she grinned and reached for the hem of her brief top.  She pulled it off without taking her eyes off Kevin.  Hannah’s tits bounced a few times as she held her arms up over her head and then tossed the top aside.  Another quick nod from Kevin and she skinned off her shorts to reveal her smooth pussy.  
As Hannah pulled off Kevin’s shirt, Nina glanced back at Pete.  He was still staring at her with adoring eyes.  Even though Hannah was baring her sexy body, Pete wasn’t distracted from his mistress.  Hannah turned back to watch Kevin.  
Hannah knelt to pull down Kevin’s jeans and then his underwear.  She gasped with admiration as if she’d never seen it before.  She took his balls in her hand and licked up the length of his cock.  Hannah looked over at Nina and Pete as she relished her master’s cock.  Then she looked back up at Kevin’s face.  
Waiting a few seconds, Nina turned to look at Pete again.  He was still staring at her.  It was a game she played with him.  His cock bulged in his shorts, but he had to wait until Nina was ready for him.  
A third time Nina turned to watch her brother as Hannah sucked his entire cock down her throat.  She still had his balls gently in one hand and the other hand rested on his ass, pulling him to her.  Hannah knew the game that Nina played with her doulo.  She’d watched it many times before.  Her mouth full of cock, she turned her eyes and looked at the pair again.  This time she cocked an eyebrow and nodded ever so slightly to Nina.  Without words, Hannah told Nina that Pete was cheating.  
Acting surprised, Nina turned to Pete for the third time.  This time his eyes were averted to the side, watching Hannah out of the corner of his eye.  As Nina turned to him, he knew he was caught and snapped his gaze back to Nina.  
“What are you looking at?” said Nina, feigning indignation.  It was, of course, the way the game was played.  As Pete opened his mouth to explain, she popped a red ball between his lips.  He didn’t fight as she pulled his clothes off, flipped him on his stomach, and tied his hands behind him.  
As Kevin tossed Hannah on the bed and took her roughly, Nina spanked her helpless doulo.  She rolled him onto his back and grabbed his cock.  “You ready to make me happy?” taunted the girl as she stroked his cock.  After three years of experience, she knew when she was too slow and too soft to do anything but make him more excited.  She could (and would) drive him crazy for hours with her touch.  But, this time she let him whine, beg with his eyes, and earn her forgiveness.  Then, she reached under the skirt, pulled off her panties, and rode him hard and fast.  
After a short nap, the two teens were back in the front compartment with their parents.  They had tucked their doulos back into their stalls.  Lauren looked back as she heard her kids coming forward.  “There, that killed almost an hour, didn’t it,” she said.  “And look, we’re almost there.”
The kids sat in the couch, watching the billboards go by.  ‘Just 10 minutes to the BIGGEST DOULOS RANCH in the BIGGEST STATE in the UNION,’ claimed the first one.  The artwork on the sign made it clear that there were huge herds of doulos to choose from.  
The next sign invited them to, ‘See Our NUDISTS.’  The sign had a boy and girl around 16 naked and smiling.  It was cleverly designed so that as they approached, the image changed to a rear view of the two with them peering invitingly over their shoulders at the passing cars.  The next sign was, ‘Don’t Miss Our SWIMMERS.’  This pair of doulos, around 10-years-old, was wearing skimpy swimsuits.  The boy’s suit was barely a G-string and the girl’s suit was a network of straps criss crossing her body, but open to show her hairless slit and pink nipples.  Again the pair turned as the car approached to show their almost bare asses to the passersby.  
‘Everybody’s Favorite –SCHOOL KIDS,’ said the next sign.  A pretty little girl and boy, barely 8-years-old smiled at them from that sign.  They wore brief little school outfits, a short skirt for her and shorts for him.  In the rear view, they were bent forward ever so slightly, revealing ruffled panties on the girl.  ‘Choose a HAREM GIRL – Our Local Specialty,’ emblazoned the fifth sign.  This had two girls, one in her twenties and the other in her teens.  Their veiled faces showed only pretty eyes and left nearly everything else hidden.  ‘COWGIRLS & COWBOYS,’ claimed the next sign, though the 20-year-olds on the sign weren’t wearing clothes suitable for horseback riding.  Their western looking outfits were little more than hats, chaps, boots, and six shooters on their hips.  
“Maybe you’d like one of those, Nina,” teased Kevin, noticing that the cowboy was particularly well hung.  Though hung wasn’t quite the right description. It was more like a flagpole between his legs than a hanging appendage.  
“One what?” asked Nina, missing the point.  
“Kevin, mind your manners,” said his mom, giving him a stern look.  She shifted in her seat, hoping that Kevin’s comment had distracted everyone from noticing her own fixation.  She’d swiveled her head on her shoulders so fast trying to follow the image of the hunky cowboy that she’d bumped her head on the window.    
The final sign came into view.  “Our Most Popular Doulos – HOTTIES!”  The attire on the boy and girl resembled Hannah and Pete, a clear indication of which corral Kevin and Nina had chosen from on their last visit three years ago.  
“Now that’s what I’m talking about,” said Kevin.
“Oh, I thought you weren’t doing a refresh like the rest of us,” said his dad with a smile.  He hadn’t expected Kevin to hold to his promise to keep his doulo.  
“Well, you know, maybe,” stammered Kevin.  “I mean, you all seem so excited about a trade in, so maybe I will, too.”  He really like Hannah’s body, but the idea of a new doulo was exciting, too.  
“Whatever,” said George.  “It was all part of the original contract, so it doesn’t cost extra to get a new one.”  He turned on his blinker and then steered the motor coach off the highway and into the busy parking lot.  An attendant waved him toward the campground where he could park for the week long vacation.  
As soon as they stopped, Lauren started issuing orders.  “Nina, you get the doulos out and give them a potty break.  Then tether them outside for some fresh air.  Kevin, help your dad get unpacked.”  She climbed between the seats and started unpacking the linens to make their beds.  
Nina went back and opened the doors to all four stalls.  Hannah and Pete hung back as Ursula and Michael pulled themselves from the upper stalls.  The 16-year-old Ursula worn the cute little dress of a schoolgirl and the 17-year-old Michael wore nothing but a tight swimsuit.  After Hannah and Pete came out, the four doulos took their turns in the toilet and then Nina took them outside.  
Up and down the row of motor coaches and trailers there were people out enjoying themselves.  Some were trailed by doulos and some were alone.  Many of the vehicles had doulos tied to the back end.  Nina led the family’s four doulos around to the back of their coach and tied them out where everyone could see them.  The Lamont’s doulos stretched, glad to be out of the confines of their cramped stalls.  One by one they took a turn sucking on the nipple on the back of the coach, slaking their thirst.  
“Hello, new arrivals,” called out a man in a golf shirt and slacks as he approached them.  “Welcome to the Abilene Doulos Ranch.  I’m Carl Patterson.  Can I get your name?”
“Lamont,” said George.  “George Lamont.  My wife, Lauren, and this is Kevin and Nina.”
Carl scanned his list.  “Ahh, yes, I got you.  Here for a refresh, I see.  Always glad to have return customers.  Have you enjoyed your doulos?”
“Absolutely,” said George.  “Nice having a little piece of tail around the house whenever you want it.  Lauren enjoyed her boy toy, too.”
“And the kids?”
“Kevin was a little reluctant to trade his little Hannah in, but I think he’s come around now.”  George lowered his voice as he said, “She’s got a mouth like a Hoover, if you know what I mean.  Don’t blame Kevin for wanting to keep her.”
“We got a special on a second ownership,” said Carl.  “He can keep the one he’s got and get a new one, too.”
“Yeah, right,” said George.  “You may have a special, but I can’t afford the tax on a second one.”
“Yeah, yeah,” nodded Carl.  “I know what you mean.”  The government allowed one doulo per person.  They allowed additional, but the tax on a second or third or more was 25% of the purchase price every year.  Owning a doulo was the mark of the upper middle class.  Multiple doulos were an extravagance beyond most people.  
“Well, here’s the deal,” said Carl.  “I need to take your doulos to the vet for a checkup.  In the morning, I’ll meet you at the club house between 7 and 8.  We have breakfast for you and we’ll start the tour of the facilities.”
“Great,” said George.  “Give us time to get settled in.”
“When do we get our doulos back?” asked Kevin.
“If you want to trade in, you don’t get them back,” said Carl.  “We take them, check ‘em out, and put them back in training.  You’ll get a new one as soon as you pick her out.”
“No doulo tonight?” said Kevin.  He’d grown so used to having her around.
“You’ll survive,” said his dad.  
“Of course, if you want to keep her, you can,” said Carl.  “I heard you might not want to trade her in.”
“No, I guess I’ll trade in,” said Kevin.  “Kind of looking forward to a new one.”
Nina noticed for the first time in three years, the smile was gone from Hannah’s face.  It was replaced by a look of shock and disappointment as her master gave her up so easily.  “Silly little doulo,” said Nina under her breath so only Hannah could hear.  “Maybe you thought he loved you and would set you free someday.”  The girl got a sense of satisfaction as she could see just how deep her words cut.  
Carl took the leads of the four doulos and led them off toward the barns where they would start their deprogramming and retraining in preparation for being resold.  The Lamont family thought no more of their recently departed doulos than they would have of an old car they were trading in for a new one.  
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Chapter Two (Mg, bdsm, oral)
The next morning, the Lamonts went down to the club house for their complimentary breakfast.  As they finished, Carl was waiting for them.  He sat them down at a table and laid out a few brochures.  “You’ve got the lifetime doulos program with a three year refresh,” he said, scanning the fact sheet he had for them.  
Of course his job was to try to sell them more.  He explained the new options.  They could upgrade to a one year refresh, getting new doulos every year.  Or, they could take advantage of the new doulos time share option.  A clever loophole in the tax laws allowed them to own twelve doulos each as long as they only had one at a time.  The time share option allowed them to have the same doulo every January, then a different one for February, and so on.  “Kind of a doulo of the month club,” added Carl.  
George and Lauren politely refused each new offer.  They’d come knowing there would be a sales pitch.  They were determined to just stay with the program they had and spend no additional money.   
“Please, daddy, that sounds like fun,” pleaded Nina.  She wanted more variety.  
George turned to his daughter and said, “When you’re making your own money, you can do what you want with it.  Now be quiet or wait outside.”
When it became apparent that his sales pitch was to no avail, Carl got down to explaining the options for their current program.  Again he referred to his fact sheet.  “You’ve all chosen the Lolita age group,” he said.  “That’s means you’ll be looking at the 6 to 21 year old age group.  Is that right?”
“Sure,” said George.  But, Carl looked at each of the Lamonts in turn, getting a nod from each of them.  It was the most popular choice, but the four didn’t all have to choose from the same age range and he wanted to make sure.  
“OK then, you only have two more choices to make.  Which corral do you want to pick from and how do you want to make your choice.”  He paused and smiled.  “Then, of course, comes the big choice… which pretty little doulo do you want to go home with you for the next three years.
“So, let me just run down the basics of the corrals.  The less clothes the doulo wears, the more randy he or she will be.  You pick from the nudists, you’re going to get a doulo that tries to seduce you all the time.  It’s the corral of nymphomaniacs.  The swimmers are only a little bit less ready to go all the time.”  He winked at Lauren, knowing that she had just traded in a swimmer.  “They don’t need much of an invitation.”
“The hotties and the cowboys and cowgirls are pretty much the same as far as the randy meter goes.  They’re teases.  They dress hot, but come across reluctant.”
Kevin and Nina could remember the early days of owning their doulos.  Hannah and Pete had been reluctant, but that had faded over the years.  
“Now, you need to remember, of course, that you can dress your doulo anyway you want once you own it.  You can put clothes on a nudist or dress a hottie like a school kid.  That doesn’t change their basic sexual orientation.  So, let’s see, we have school kids.  This is the only corral where we guarantee a virgin.  She or he will not even know what sex is about.  You’ll have to show her, take her, and make her… or him.”
“Yeah, I had one of those,” said George.  “They’re only innocent for the first couple of weeks.”
“Sure you don’t want the one year refresh, George,” asked Carl, seizing the opportunity for a sale.  “Get a new innocent one every year.”
“I’m sure,” said George, even though he wasn’t.  He just couldn’t afford the upgrade right now.  Besides, he’d decided not to take a school girl this time.  
“OK,” said Carl.  “Let’s talk about harem girls.  Not so innocent, but I will guarantee you that for the next three years, she will blush every time you take off her veil… not to mention the rest of her clothes.  Sorry, ladies,” he added to Lauren and Nina, “we don’t have harem boys.”  He looked back at George and Kevin. “But, for you, the harem girls know about sex, they just don’t like to give it up.”  He focused on George as he added.  “You want one you have to take every time, try a harem girl.”  He paused to let his words sink in.  
Then Carl continued.  “I know about 95% of our repeat customers have already made up their minds.  So, what will it be…? George, you want to go first?”
“A swimmer this time,” said George.  
“Lauren?”
“Cowboy,” she said, looking straight at Carl.  She couldn’t bring herself to look at the rest of the family as she said it.  
“Great choice,” said Carl.  “Kevin?”
“Do I have to decide right now?”
“Absolutely not,” said Carl.  “You have until noon Thursday to pick one.  If you don’t pick one by then, you’re going back home with…” he glanced down at his sheet, “… Hannah.”
He turned to the youngest of the family.  “How about you, Nina?”  
“A nudist,” said Nina.
Beside her Kevin snickered.  Her dad choked off a laugh, turning it into a cough.  “Shut up,” said Nina, punching her brother.  
“Ah, the pleasure of being multi-orgasmic,” said Carl, which only made Nina blush more.  
“Now the next choice,” he quickly added, turning attention away from Nina.  “How to pick your doulo.  We offer three exciting options.  First, the auction setting.  We will parade every doulo in the corral – 200 of them altogether – before you very eyes and let you pick the one of your dreams.  Imagine, 200 girls between 6 and 21 for your approval.  Or,” he turned his attention to Lauren and Nina, “200 boys between 6 and 21 parading just for you.  That’s option number 1.  Very popular with the women.” He looked knowingly at Lauren and Nina as he said, “A chance to check out the goods before buying.
“Option number 2 is the safari.  Quite popular with the men, but available to men and women alike.”  His voice got hushed as he described the hunt.  “You enter the corral armed with a paintball gun.  The doulos see you coming and scatter like wild beasts.  The hunt begins.  Maybe you’ve already seen the one of your desires or maybe you have hunt down each one until you see the perfect specimen.  Your guide takes you deeper and deeper into the wilderness until you spot your choice.  Bam!  A single shot marks the prey and you’ve got yourself a doulo.”
His voice returned to normal.  “Of course, if you shoot the wrong one, you’re not bound to the single shot.  You can either just pick one or keep up the hunt until you shoot the right one.  Shooting the wrong one though is a $75 vet bill to fix the welt.  We treat the welt on the right one for free.”
He looked at Lauren as he said, “And then there’s the old fashioned roundup.  Most popular with owners who’ve chosen a cowboy.  You enter the corral on horseback with a couple of our wranglers.  They’ll keep the doulos in a herd as you circle and pick out the one of your desires.  Once you pick him out…” he paused and looked at the rest of the family, “… of course you can choose this option too, so once you pick her out, our wranglers will rope him or her and bring the doulo back to you.”
Carl scanned his sales brochure quickly.  “Oh, and I forgot to mention… let’s see, not really important except for Kevin.  If you pick a harem girl, the only way to choose her is by auction.  So, George, how do you want to choose your swimmer?”
“Auction.”
“Lauren?”
“I gotta cowboy,” said the woman.  “He’s gonna get his ass roped.”
“Perfect,” said Carl.  “Nina?”
“Auction.”
“I want a hottie,” said Kevin, abruptly.  He’d noticed that the rest of the family had changed their choice from the previous doulos they’d had, so he felt he had to explain his choice.  “I liked the one I had and I want another.”
“Fine, hottie it is,” said Carl.  “And you want to pick her how?”
“Hunt,” said Kevin.  
“Great! We’re set then,” said Carl.  “I just have a couple more questions.  You marked down the answer to this question on your pre-visit form, but I just want to confirm that the boys want girls and the girls want boys.”
Again the four Lamonts nodded.
“Just checking,” said Carl. “Sometimes we have boys that want a boy or girls that want a girl.”  He looked specifically at Nina as he added.  “Girls have more stamina than boys.  They don’t ever go soft on you and need time to regenerate.”
After sinking that idea in Nina’s head, he didn’t miss a beat as he continued, “Shall we say the games begin at 1 this afternoon, after lunch?”
“Yes,” said Lauren.  She looked at her family as she took the maternal control.  “We’ll have lunch and then be back by 1.  Oh, and, we can change our minds between now and then, can’t we?”
“Yes,” said Carl.  “But, I’m going to go have things set up.  If you change your mind, then you’ll be picking tomorrow morning instead of this afternoon.”
After lunch, the family was split up to make their choices.  George found himself in a comfortable chair, sitting ten feet back from a large stage.  “Good afternoon, Mr. Lamont,” said a giant voice that filled the room.  “We have assembled the finest little swimmer girls in the whole of North America.  Please take your time.  We have three days for you to make your choice.  The sooner you make your pick, the sooner you’ll have a little bed warmer… but take your time.  She’s yours for the next three years.
“What we’re going to do first is show you ten at a time. Just tell me which ones to keep.  This first round is just to find your favorites, not to make a final selection.  Feel free to get up and feel up the merchandise.  Now, here’s the first ten.”
George could tell without getting out of his seat that none of the first ten was right for him.  They were going in age order, oldest first.  The 21-year-old swimmers didn’t look quite as cute in their revealing swimsuits when they had full grown tits and wide asses.  “None of them,” said George.
“We thought so,” said the voice.  “That’s why we have you look at them 10 at time for starters.  You have an age range, don’t you?”
“Yeah.”
“Want to skip right to it?’
“No, let’s see them all.”  Perhaps one of the older ones would catch his attention.  Yet, as the worked from 21 through the older teens, the next six groups all met with disapproval and were quickly dismissed.  
The seventh group to come on stage had a petite brunette that caught George’s attention.  “Number five can stay,” he said.  She was around 15, but looked even younger.  Having second thoughts, he almost dismissed her.  She’d be 18 after three years and he wasn’t sure she’d still have that same young appearance by then. 
With the next group, he wondered that girls that age could be so full breasted.  “Nope,” he said.  As the ninth group came on stage, he finally started to see the right body type.  These were around 13-years-old.  He kept a pretty little blond and a brunette.  
It wasn’t until the fourteenth group came up on stage that he got up out of his seat.  The girls lined up in front of him now were around 9-10 years old.  He climbed up the steps to get a closer look at them.  Any one of them would be perfect.  Doulos were bred to be beautiful, so he hadn’t seen a single one so far that had failed that simple test.  But, this prepubescent bunch really tickled his fancy.  He walked down the line of the perfect little preteens, admiring their flat chests, their taut nipples, and their bulging, bald pussies.  Stopping in front of a girl with short blond hair, he asked, “How are you at cock sucking?”
“Master, if you shoved a banana down my throat, I could peel it, suck out the good parts, and give you back the skin.”
George stared at the girl.  She had hard, little pink nipples, barely the size of his little fingernail.  The suit she wore revealed her ribs, her slender waist, her narrow hips, and her smooth pussy.  He put his hand on her head and turned her around to see the pert little ass.  
“What’s your name?” asked George, feeling a little giddy.
“Marcia.”
“How old are you?”
“Nine.”
George turned his attention to the nameless voice.  “I’m done,” he said.  “I’ll take her.”  He looked at his watch.  He’d been there for 22 minutes.  
It wasn’t until the next day that the Lamont family actually got their doulos.  There were titles, health advisories, disclaimers, and endless paperwork to be signed.  
At 9 on Tuesday morning, George met his little 9-year-old Marcia as her owner for the first time.  The hot swimmer was wearing just the skimpy suit she’d been wearing the day before.  It gave George pause as he stared at the slender girl.  Straps ran around her neck and split over her collarbone.  One strap on each side ran under her armpit to her back while another ran down her chest and directly over her nipple.  Nothing was hidden though as the strap over her nipple split in two to neatly frame her pink nipple.  
The front straps ran from her nipples, met briefly above her navel, and then split to straddle her cute little outie belly button, before disappearing between her legs… framing, but not hiding her bulging pussy lips as they did.  The strap from behind reappeared between her nipples and her belly, crossed over her body and disappeared again behind her.  In the process, it joined with the straps between her nipples and navel, keeping them in place.    
Bewildered, George asked, “Does that suit come off?” It looked so complicated, he wondered if it would come off without cutting it off.
“Why?” asked Marcia. 
Why indeed, thought George.  Her pussy, her mouth, and her prepubescent tits were available to him even while she wore the suit.  He reached for her, running his hands over the youngest girl he’d ever touched like this in his life.  As he did, he felt his cock growing in his pants.  
The first meeting between master and doulo was done in the privacy of a soundproofed room at the ranch.  George had a certain level of decorum he expected of himself in the presence of his family, but now there were no rules.  Now he could ensure the obedience of his doulo for the next three years.  
“Do you know what it means to be a doulo?” he asked the girl.
“Yes, master,” she answered.  “A doulo is a piece of property.  I have no reason for being except to please you.  I must obey every command.  And my master may do whatever pleases him.”
“Turn your back to me,” he said.  
She turned her back to him, but looked over her shoulder. “Look forward,” he said. “It won’t do you any good to watch.  You can’t resist me or stop me.  You must trust me and obey everything.”
“Yes, master,” said her little voice.  
“Put your hands behind your back.”
Marcia put her hands back, even crossing her slender wrists for him as if she knew what he had planned.  He looped a rope around her wrists and tied it tight.  He tied her legs to opposite sides of the bed in the room, forcing her flexible body to do the splits.  For a moment she lay on her back, her legs spread and her arms useless.  Then, he tied another rope to her hair and ran it through a hook on the ceiling.  When he pulled it tight, she rose up off her back, stretching into the air.  
“You’re going to suck my cock, aren’t you?” he asked.  


“Yes, master, I’m good at that,” she answered.  
“I have an important lesson for you before you do that,” he said.  
“Yes, master?”
“The lesson is quite simple.  You will do everything and anything I tell you to do.  You will do it without question.  You will do it without complaint.”
“Of course, master.”
“No matter what it is.  No matter if you don’t want to do it.  No matter if it will hurt.  You will do it.”
“What will you make me do, master?”
“You see,” he pointed out.  “You’re already questioning me.  This is why we have to have this lesson.  It doesn’t matter what I make you do.  You will not even hesitate.  You will just do it.  And do you know why?”
“Because I’m a doulo?”
“Because you’re a doulo and because if you don’t obey, there are terrible things I can do to you.”  He picked up a leather paddle and slapped it firmly across her exposed tummy.  
“Eeeeeeee,” she squealed in pain and surprise.  Her eyes were suddenly wide with fear.  
“Stick out your tongue,” he commanded.  She stuck out her little pink tongue.  “Keep it there,” he said as he reached for it with his thumb and forefinger.  
Despite her training, Marcia was surprised as he reached for her tongue.  It was a natural reflex to pull her tongue back in.  
He picked up the paddle again and slapped her exposed ass, once, twice, three times.  The 9-year-old screamed in fright and pain.  There was nothing she could do to protect herself.  Though she was prepared to serve her new master, she’d never even thought it might mean cruel punishment.  
“Stick out your tongue,” demanded George.  
The doulo stuck out her tongue.  This time when he reached for it, she kept it out.  When he grabbed it, he pulled it out.  “Uunnnnhhhh,” she moaned as he pulled.  
When he let go, he said, “Now, that wasn’t so bad, was it?”
“No, master,” she said. 
“Remember the lesson… you will do everything and anything without question and without complaint.”
“Yes, master.”
“Now, I’m going to punish you for not doing it right the first time.  I want you to say thank you each time I spank you.  If you don’t, you’ll get punished double.”
“Yes, master.”  The little girl’s head was reeling from the abuse.  But she knew she must obey.  Already she’d suffered more than she’d imagined.  
George raised the paddle and slapped her hard across her inner thigh.  “Eeeeee,” she squealed, her eyes bulging in shock. “Thank you, master.”  He slapped her on the other thigh. “Eeeeaaaa,” she screamed.  “Thank you, master.”
“You’re a smart doulo,” said George.  “You learn fast.  I’m going to pinch your nipples.  Tell me you want me to pinch them.”
“Yes, master, pinch my nipples,” she gasped.  
He grabbed each nipple between thumb and forefinger and pinched hard.  Not satisfied with just that, he pulled them out from her body.  Her whole body arched forward, trying to move with the tension.  But, she couldn’t move very far with her legs and her hair tied.  Soon her tiny little nipples were stretched an inch from her chest.  
“Owww, owww, owww,” she gasped as he pulled.  She looked at him, her eyes begging for release.  
“What do you say?” asked George.
“Th-thank you, master,” she said.  
“Very nice,” said George.  “Now you can suck my cock.”
The young doulo was every bit as good as she’d promised the previous afternoon.  Tied as she was, she could use nothing but her sweet little mouth to satisfy her new master.  She caught the familiar taste of precum as he slid it into her mouth.  Even when he pushed it deep into her throat, she was comfortable with the full sized cock.  
George watched Marcia’s pretty little lips wrapped around his cock.  As he thrust in and out of her mouth, her cheeks puffed in and out.  Spanking the hot little girl had taken him to the edge.  It wasn’t long before her filled her compliant little mouth with cum.  He had all week to train her to be perfectly obedient.  She had passed his first round of tests.  
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Lauren was not quite so fast in making her selection.  By the time she’d signed the waiver to let her ride a horse, met her wranglers, and swung her leg over her horse’s back, her husband had already made his choice.  She rode out into the corral of cowboys.  At about a square kilometer, the corral gave the 200 cowboys plenty of room.  The expert wranglers quickly rounded them up while she rode through the herd.  
The process was not unlike the way George had selected his doulo.  Surveying the herd for the right age group, she narrowed the number quickly.  As she discarded the ones she didn’t want, the wranglers cut them out of the herd.  After about an hour of working, she had the herd down to only about 15 cowboys, all in the range of 14-16 years old.  She wanted one with the energy to go anytime she wanted and with a cock that would satisfy her.  
The cowboys milled around looking for escape from the tightening circle.  Yet, whenever she rode past, they straightened up and strutted for her, trying to catch her attention.  Now she changed her strategy, picking out the five that pleased her the most.  Again the wranglers did their job, letting the remainder go while keeping her chosen five in a tight bunch.  
Dismounting, she walked into the small herd.  With their future owner on the ground with them, the doulos’ behavior changed.  They’d been trained to fear the horses, bunching into a herd for protection.  Now they were on more familiar territory with the woman as she eyed them closely.  She walked up to the first one and took his cock in her hand.  With just a few strokes, she enticed the cowboy’s cock to hardness.  She did each one in turn, finally selecting the one with the biggest young cock.  
With the selection done, she remounted her horse.  There was still the challenge and fun of the final moment.  She pointed at her choice.  “I want that one.”
As the wranglers moved into action, the five cowboys broke for cover.  The doulos were no match for the speed of the horses.  Swinging their ropes over their heads, the wranglers closed in.  “Yee haw,” yelled one as he closed on the stampeding doulos.  He tossed his rope, letting it settle in over the cowboy’s shoulders before yanking it tight.  The doulo was pulled off his feet with a yank.  The second wrangler leaped off his horse and hit the ground running.  With a short rope in hand, he jumped on the struggling cowboy and pulled his hands together.  The wrangler wrapped his rope around the doulo’s wrists, pulled the doulo’s ankles up and tied them to the doulo’s wrists.  The quick motion done, the wrangler stood and held up his hands to signal the event was over, just like roping a cow in a rodeo.  
Lauren licked her lips as she eyed her new hogtied prize.  She was going to have a good time breaking her new cowboy.  
“Time to brand him,” said the first wrangler, still seated on his horse.  He reached into a saddlebag and pulled out a branding iron.  He handed it down to Lauren, who eyed it curiously.
“Be careful with it,” he cautioned her.  “Don’t touch the big end.”  He slid down off his horse.  
The branding iron was about a foot and a half long rod with a button at one end and her brand at the other end.   She held the rod in the center as she examined the “big end.”  It was a circle about 3 inches in diameter with the letter L in the center – her brand.  
“Not a permanent mark,” the wrangler assured her.  “But it takes a couple years to fade.  In the meantime, he’s marked as yours.  Just press the brand against his ass and press the button at the other end.”  Then, lowering his voice he said, “It’s an electronic branding iron.  Gives him a shock and puts a chemical brand on him.  That’s why he’s tied.  He’s gonna jump when you brand him.”
Lauren smiled at the idea.  This was an extra bonus to picking out a cowboy.  The cowboy was still hogtied and struggling as she approached.  His ass was easily available to her.  She pressed the brand against his bare cheek and pressed the button.  “Haaaaahhhhh,” yelled the startled cowboy.  His whole body bucked in response to the sudden pain.  She pulled the branding iron from his butt and admired the circle with an L on it that now marked him as owned.  
With the branding finished, the wranglers untied the cowboy’s wrists and ankles.  He stood, but with the lasso still around his waist, he wasn’t going anywhere.  The first wrangler took him by the hair and pulled him in front of Lauren. The second one put the doulos’ hat back on his head.  “You’ve got her brand now.  You belong to her.  Got it?”
“Yes, sir,” said the doulo.  He looked at Lauren, touched the brim of his hat, and said, “Howdy, ma’am, just tell me what you want and I’ll do anything.”
“What’s your name?” asked Lauren.
“Jake,” said the doulo.  
“How old are you?”
“15, ma’am.”
Like her husband, Lauren found out that actual transfer of the doulo and her first chance to ride him would be the next morning.  After the paperwork was all done, the sales rep talked to her on the side.  “Normally we don’t discuss a doulo’s past with his new owner, but yours is very interesting.  I think you’ll really enjoy him.  He’s quite an intelligent doulo and can do more than just follow instructions.”
“How’s that?” asked Lauren.
“He’ll contribute to your fantasies, play an active part.  He may even come up with ideas that you’ll enjoy.”
When Lauren looked at him with a quizzical gaze, he said, “He was first owned when he was 7.  His mistress home schooled her children and he learned to read and write.  Quite unusual for a doulo.  His second mistress enjoyed him to much she swore she’d never let him go.  She had him for 4 years, but then she was killed in a tragic accident and we got him back.”
“So… I have a smart and fun doulo?”
“You should think of him more as a partner than a doulo.  At least that’s what his previous mistress said before she died.” 
Lauren could only wonder at those words.  She didn’t’ have the slightest idea what the sales rep was talking about.  He was cute, well hung, and apparently very smart.  All she had was her afternoon experience to go by.  So, for the evening, she delighted in telling her family how much fun it was to brand a cowboy.  
When Lauren did meet her doulo the next day, he was wearing just what the cowboy had been wearing on the sign by the road.  He had a hat, boots, vest, chaps, and gun belt with a toy six shooter on his hip.  Though he was 15-years-old, well into puberty, and well endowed, he had no pubic hair.  For the sake of cleanliness, doulos were bred to have virtually no hair below the neck.  Even a full grown male would never have more than a fine covering of hair on his face.  
His circumcised cock hung flaccid for now.  Lauren walked around him, stopping to admire the black circle and L on the white skin of his ass.  She traced the circle and then the L with her finger.  He tensed as she touched him.  “Does it still hurt?” she asked.
“No, ma’am,” said Jake.  
She slapped the brand with her open palm.  He jumped in surprise, but didn’t complain.  There was little in the life of a male doulo to complain about.  He was trained to be a sex toy for the woman.  He would cum when she desired.  The worst thing he could expect was to be ignored.  Spanking, teasing, or anything else were better than being ignored or stuck in a corral with 199 other male doulos.  Jake looked over his shoulder at his new mistress.  “That didn’t hurt,” he said.  
The last thing that Lauren expected from her boy toy was back talk.  Surprised, she swatted him again with her hand.  When the boy didn’t even react at all, she pulled her hand back for a third swat.  Jake turned quickly and caught her arm before she could strike. “Is that the best you can do?” he asked.  
“Let go of me,” she demanded.  
“Or else what?” asked Jake.  He took her other wrist firmly in his grasp. “You own me for the next three years.  You can’t send me back now.  You think you can make my life miserable, but I can make sure you don’t cum for the next three years.”
“Bullshit,” spat Lauren.  “Let go of me you doulo.”
Jake let go of both of Lauren’s wrists. “Yes, mistress,” he said.  “Now what?” asked the doulo.
Lauren was totally out of her league as she faced her new property.  Compliance was the norm.  This doulo had a will that hadn’t been crushed in his training.  
Her hesitation only fed the doulo.  “That’s what I thought,” he said.  “You know what makes me hard?  What gets me ready to please you?”
“What?” asked Lauren, not even thinking that she shouldn’t be giving her doulos the satisfaction of an answer.  
“Tits,” said Jake.  “Your tits.”  He touched her softly on the forehead.  “If you were naked from here to here,” he moved his hand to her waist, “I’d probably get hard.”
Lauren had come ready to have sex with a young boy.  She’d thought about it all night.  She’d thought about that brand on his ass and the size of his cut cock.  She pulled off her shirt and then her bra, revealing her full tits to the doulo.  “Does that do it for you?” she asked.  
Tempted to arousal by the D cup tits and swollen nipples, Jake’s eyes went down to his cock, still non-responsive.  Her eyes followed his.  “I guess not,” he said.  “Maybe if you took everything off.”
Stripping completely in front of her doulo was no big deal for Lauren.  She expected that he would see her often without clothes.  He was nothing more than property.  The fact that he was in control didn’t even occur to her.  She removed the rest of her clothes.  Full of anticipation, she was tingling, wet, and ready for him.  Yet, she still faced a soft cock.  
“Get hard for me,” she demanded.  
“Not that easy,” said Jake. “I mean, mistress, you have a great body.  But…”
“What?  But what?” asked Lauren.
“I’m thinking about your daughter,” said Jake.  He’d paid attention to the final hours of his training when he’d been told about his mistress and her family.  “Is she hot?”
“What?” said Lauren in surprise.  She wasn’t expecting anything out of her doulo besides three years of great sex.  “You’re mine.  You’ll fuck me and keep your mind off Nina.”
Though he was only 15, Jake was the same height as Lauren.  He was also stronger.  He moved quickly to seize her wrists again and press her against the wall.  “That’s what I want to hear,” he hissed.  “I’m yours.  But, I have to tell you something.”  He paused.
“What?” said Lauren. She was sinking into desperation.  
“What really makes me hot is when… no, never mind, I can’t do that with you, mistress.”
“What?” said Lauren again.  
“During my training, I found that…” he looked away.
“Damn you, tell me,” insisted Lauren. 
“My cock doesn’t get hard unless…”
She looked at his cock, still soft.  Lauren was a beautiful woman with a great body.  She’d never had a problem arousing her husband, though he was hardly worth the trouble.  “What makes your cock hard?” she asked.  
The doulo picked up a length of rope.  It was a tool she’d considered using on him.  He swung it invitingly.  
“You can’t be serious,” she said.  
He simply let out a big sigh.  “Even a doulo can have a fetish,” he said.  His eyes drew her attention to his soft cock again.  
“This better be worth it,” she said.  She turned her back to him and put her arms back.  “What gets tied?”
“Ever done this before?”
“No,” said Lauren.  
He took her wrists and lashed them together.  Once he had her bound simply and securely, he said, “We’re going to pretend you’re the slave.  You *will* see fireworks.  You *will* cum long and hard. You *will* want to do this again.  But right now, I want to hear one thing.”
He turned her to face him.  Lauren was trembling with anticipation as she once again said, “What?”
“Take me master.”
Lauren gasped as a shudder went through her body.  She stared at the handsome young boy for a moment.  “Take me, master,” she said.  
Being about the same size as Lauren, Jake took his time to remove his cowboy clothes and slip on the shirt and pants she had just removed.  Now she was naked and he was clothed.  He pulled her toward the door.  He pointed at the intercom and said, “When I push the button I want you to say you want a brand with the letter J on it.”
“You wouldn’t really,” she said.  
He pushed the button.  “Yes, ma’am,” said a voice on the other end. 
She looked at her doulo and then back at the intercom.  “I… I… um…Can you send in one of those branding things, but this time with the… uh… the letter… ummm … J on it.”
“Certainly, ma’am.”  The intercom went dead.  
“Now, you think I wouldn’t really?” said Jake.  He carefully laid her down on the floor, untied her wrist, and then tied her wrists and ankles together in front of her.  “Much nicer than what they did to me out in the corral,” he said.  “A bit rough on me.”  He reached around and copped a feel of her tits.  “Nice.  You do have nice tits.”
There was a knock on the door.  Jake pulled the door open.  “Just set it inside the door,” said Lauren.  She watched in detached disbelief as the branding iron was set inside the door.  Jake pushed the door shut again.  Lauren realized that not only was she an accomplice to the events unfolding, but she was getting extremely excite at the thought of what Jake was threatening/ promising.  She could tell Jake was excited, too, as he removed his clothes to show his growing erection.  
As Jake picked up the electronic branding iron, Lauren thought there was only one thing missing from the situation – her opposition.  “Don’t you dare,” she said sternly.  Even as she said it, she noticed that Jake’s cock had grown.  At half staff, the young boy had the promise of a sizeable cock.  
“Don’t even start,” said Jake.  “I know what you want.”  He held the branding iron menacingly.  
Before her eyes, his cock grew.  
“Jake… master…” her voice failed her. 
“Fuck, this is going to be quick,” said Jake.  He set down the branding iron and untied her ankles.  For a moment, Lauren felt disappointment that Jake was backing down.  But, he left her wrists tied.  He positioned her so her head was against the wall and tied her ankles to hooks on the wall.  Her legs were spread and her pussy available.  With her legs up over her head, Lauren knew her ass was readily available to her doulo.  
Jake picked up the branding iron.  Now his cock was a full 8-inches, but he turned his back to her quickly and said, “See this on my ass.  I belong to you.  You did this to me.  Now, you’re going to belong to me, too.”  He pressed the ‘J’ against her ass.  “Say please.”
Lauren stared at her doulo for five incredulous seconds before she said, “Pleeeeeeeeeeeeeeee.”  He pulled the branding iron away and admired the J burned into her ass for half a second.  Then he knelt quickly and plunged his cock into her spread pussy.  He was right.  It was quick for her.  She was amazed that his cock hit the right spot almost immediately.  He thrust hard and deep, making stars appear before her eyes as she came.  
The doulo pulled his cock out as she started to come down from her sudden orgasm.  He still hadn’t cum yet.  “Hot for another round?”  He asked.  
“Not yet,” said Lauren.  She was still recovering from her first.  Past experience told her she wasn’t multi-orgasmic.  Maybe in another hour or so she’d be ready again.  
But, Jake didn’t take no for an answer.  She was helplessly tied.  He pushed his cock back into her sopping pussy.  “What?” she said in surprise.  This time he not only fucked her, he put his thumb to her clit and rubbed.  The motion of his big cock deep inside her and the direct stimulation on her clit took her breath away.  “Aaahhhh,” she gasped as she felt the rushing approach of another orgasm.  The feeling was so foreign that she didn’t know what to expect.  But, then her whole body shuddered in orgasm.  
“That was… that was…” she panted, “… incredible.”  She looked between her spread legs at his still hard cock, realizing he hadn’t cum yet.  
He rubbed his cock between her slick pussy lips, eliciting a moan of pleasure at the touch.  Then he pulled back.  His cock was slick with her juices.  He put his cock against her asshole, only pausing for a second.  It was long enough for her to understand what was about to happen, but not long enough to object.  Then he leaned forward, sinking his cock up her ass.  Again he stroked with hard, deep strokes as he thumb diddled her pussy.  She was amazed at his dexterity to fuck her with one motion and use his thumb with a most effective circular motion at the same time.    
“Haaaahhhhh,” she gasped as she felt yet another orgasm hit her.  This time the feeling consumed her, making her feel that she was going to pass out and miss the best part.  But it just kept building and building.  She held her breath as her body tensed and every fiber felt as if it was part of the orgasm. “Sheeeeeeesus,” she squealed abruptly as the feeling peaked and her body unwound.  She was vaguely aware that Jake was cumming, too, filling her ass with his spunk.  
“Sweet,” said Jake, leering down at her trembling body.  And, he wasn’t finished yet.  Now he put his face to her soaked pussy and lapped at her slit.  He rubbed his face all over her lips and for a brief, surrealistic moment, Lauren though he might shove his entire head inside her and she wondered what that would feel like.  But, he looked up at her with a grin. His nose, his cheeks, his chin, and his lips all glistened with her juices.  
The woman could hear her breath coming in deep gulps and feel her heart pounding in her chest.  She didn’t think she could take anymore.  “No…no,” she gasped.  “No more… wait.”
Jake just smiled at her.  “Make me stop,” he said, pointing out her predicament.  She looked at her ankles and back at him.  She’d surrendered to control to her doulo.  He put his face back to her pussy and licked her clit.  “You say no, but your pussy says lick me,” said Jake.  Not satisfied with just licking, he took her throbbing clit between his lips and nibbled on it.  
Incredibly, Lauren felt her body tingling again (still?) with the promise of an orgasm.  Her breathing was strained and it felt like her lungs and heart would explode.  She wanted to tell him to stop, but she couldn’t get any words out between her gasps.  She saw stars and she wasn’t even cumming yet.  Then a massive orgasm hit her.  She was vaguely aware that she was wildly humping Jake’s face as the wonderful feeling filled her.  
Moments later, Lauren found her breathing eased as Jake finally untied her ankles from the wall.  He lay beside her, one arm cradling her head and his free hand casually stroking her tits.  He leaned over her and kissed her.  She responded, letting the young stud show he had a tender side as well. 
The mistress and doulo lay together for several minutes until Lauren’s breathing returned to normal.  Jake had done most of the work, but he’d hardly broken a sweat.  Lauren was wondering what to say to her doulo when he’s just given her the ride of her life.  He’d branded her – she should be outraged.  He’d disobeyed her – he should be punished.  He’d fucked her in the ass – she should send him back and get a new one.
“Wait ‘til you see what I have planned for tomorrow,” said Jake.  
Lauren decided she’d just have to see what he had planned and maybe she’d be outraged after that.  
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At about the same time that Lauren was entering the corral of cowboys, Kevin was approaching the corral of hottie girls.  He, too, had taken some time to get prepared for his method of choosing.  He was equipped with a pith helmet and jacket, looking every bit like a safari hunter.  He took a few practice shots with the paintball gun just to get the feel of it.  Satisfied with his accuracy, his guide took the boy to the corral.  
They didn’t enter right away.  Instead, they stayed outside, observing the doulos for a moment.  “As soon as they see the guns, they’re going to head for the bushes,” said his guide.  “It’s best to see if you can pick out the right one before we go in.  Then, we’ll send in the beaters to try to chase her out into the open so you can get a shot.”
Kevin took his time.  A couple of hotties caught his attention right away, but he kept looking.  Finally he told his guide, “There’s about three of them that look pretty nice.  I don’t care which one of those.  Whichever one I shoot will do.”  He pointed them out to the beaters.  “See that blond in the red top and red shorts.  Yeah, her.  And then the one over there… short brown hair and gold top.  And the redhead in the middle.  She’s got a yellow top.”
The five men designated as beaters entered the corral and started through the hotties.  Though they hadn’t seen the guns yet, the hotties knew something was up.  They started moving away from the beaters.  As some slipped past the line of men, they huddled in the near corner of the corral.  
“Let’s go,” said the guide, leading Kevin in.  Just as predicted the last of the hotties slipped into the bushes and moved to the back of the corral at the sight of the hunters.  The few that had already been left behind had no place to go, but they quickly realized they were to be spared today.  
As they entered the scrub, Kevin saw hotties darting past him to safety behind him.  He eyed them closely to make sure one of his three targets wasn’t getting past him.  He gripped his rifle tensely, eager to take the shot.  It seemed the beaters knew their job well, keeping the three special hotties in front of them.  
They stepped into a clearing about halfway through the corral.  In front of him, Kevin caught a glimpse of the beaters still pressing forward.  There was a flash of red clothing as the blond dashed further back into the closing trap.  She looked nice in the tight clothes and Kevin imagined having her for the first time tonight.  Hannah had teased him at first, but that had been fun.  Even after she’d learned to surrender to him, there had been a flash of fire in her eyes.  
It was no mistake that the three girls he was pursuing all had small mounds and slender hips.  They were all about 12-years-old with the same body type that Hannah had when he first saw her.  He wanted that experience again; teaching a preteen, watching her body grow, and sating his lust on her.  The first time he’d been 12 himself.  He and Hannah had grown up together.  This time he’d clearly be the master.  
They stepped into the brush again on the other side of the clearing.  A flash of yellow darted past him and he almost swung to take a shot before he realized it was a brunette in yellow, not his chosen redhead.  Again they broke from the brush and he saw that the very back of the corral had little cover for the hotties.  There were about 20 of them left, crouching behind rocks and bushes.  
“Hold up just a minute, Kevin,” said his guide.  “You’ve got the time to take your shot carefully now.”
The boy scanned the remaining hotties.  The blond was half hidden behind a small boulder.  The brunette was behind a sparse bush, giving him an easy shot if he wanted it.  The redhead was simply lying flat on the ground, using a small swell as cover.  He knew he could take his pick.  
As his guide handed him a pair of binoculars, he realized he hadn’t really had a good look at them.  He’d spotted them from 50 feet away and even now they were about that same distance.  
The boy put the binoculars to his eyes, focused them, and looked over his choices.  All three had the same body type.  The blond was tanned, but pale compared to the brunette.  “I can’t see much of the blond,” he said.  
The guide spoke into his radio.  “Flush the blond.”
Two of the beaters shifted position and the blond moved from behind the rock.  There was no place for her to go, so she pressed against the back fence of the corral.  Kevin scanned her with the glasses.  She was perfect.  He’d take her in a second, but he had other choices.  
He turned his attention on the brunette and saw she had a cute face with a few freckles.  Her deep tan spoke of her time in the sun and the promise of prominent tan lines under her tight clothes.  He looked back and forth between the blond and the brunette, comparing the two.  Either one would keep him happy for the next three years.    
Finally, he turned to the redhead.  “Can you flush the redhead?” he asked the guide.  The guide spoke into the radio and soon the redhead had no place to hide.  He could see the freckles on her face and upper chest.  They daintily dotted her skin, right between her tits.  She stood frozen as he gazed at her.  Again he ran the glasses over the three girls and saw the redhead was the only one trembling.   
He raised his rifle and sighted at the redhead.  She was only 50 feet away and he had a clear shot.  Carefully he squeezed the trigger and bam! a spot of red appeared right between her little tits.  She squealed in surprise and started to run.  He followed her with the rifle, taking aim at her back as she fled.  
Just then, the guide grabbed the barrel of his gun and yanked it into the air.  “She’s marked,” said the guide. “Don’t be cruel about it.”  
“Sorry,” said Kevin.
“Besides,” said the guide, “she’s not yours yet.  If you change your mind, every welt on her body is $75.”   
When the family met back with Carl at 4 in the afternoon, the sales rep shook his head and said, “I thought I’d seen everything, but this is simply amazing.”  He looked at Kevin and asked. “Do you know who you shot today?”
“Not really,” said Kevin.  He wasn’t sure what Carl was referring to, but he was thinking… a cute redhead… a perfect little girl… my next doulo.  
Carl told him what was so remarkable.  “Her name is Heather.  She’s Hannah’s little sister.”
That evening, Kevin was the most impatient of the Lamont family.  The thought of reliving the past three years with a younger version of Hannah was incredible.  He lay awake with his cock in his hand, jerking off.  As he started in for the third time, he heard his sister’s voice from across the small compartment.  “If you’re not going to sleep, at least turn on the light.”
Instead, Kevin just rolled over to face away from his sister.  He didn’t mind her watching him with his doulo, but he wasn’t going to put on a show for her while they were waiting for tomorrow.  
Despite being horny and impatient, Kevin planned to take his time once he took possession of his doulo.  He’d picked a hottie and that meant she was a tease.  He could rip her clothes off her and take her, but he wanted to take advantage of her reluctance and relish the first time.  Though he, too, had a soundproof room for the morning, he didn’t want to use it right away.  
She was wearing a tight yellow halter top.  It fully covered her small mounds, but it was so tight and so thin that every detail of her nipples was obvious.  The top looked like a coat of paint rather than clothing.  Her white shorts were little different, giving a great view of her pert little ass.  It was clear she had nothing on underneath her top and shorts. 
“You’re very pretty,” said Kevin, caressing her soft cheek.  
“Thank you, master,” said Heather.  
Kevin put a white leather collar around her neck.  Her skin was fair and dotted with freckles and the white collar made a nice contrast.  “We’re going for a walk,” he told her.  
“Yes, master.”
“I want to show off my new doulo to everyone,” he said.  He wanted to play into her hottie mentality.  She was hot and she knew it.  He wanted to remind her of that, make her feel special, before he took her.  
She reacted just as he expected.  “Oooo, thank you, master,” she answered, straightening up so that her young tits were thrust forward even a bit more than usual. She thought nothing of the leash as he attached it to her collar.  
He led Heather out of the building and into the morning sun.  He walked proudly, not even looking back at her despite how much he wanted to admire her.  He could only imagine how she was soaking up the gazes of men and boys as she pranced by.  What he could see was the way heads turned to watch her.  
After a few minutes he looked back at her, giving her the satisfaction of his eyes on her body.  He watched her for a few steps.  She had a delicious wiggle to her slender hips and her chest was thrust out invitingly.  He waited a few more steps before he said, “You look nice when you walk that way.”
“Thank you, master,” she said.  
He stopped.  “I especially like your tits.”  She blushed, casting her eyes downward as he complimented her.  Looking around, he caught sight of a girl in her mid-teens who was topless.  “Look at her,” he said.  “How would you like to be showing off your tits like that?”
“Oh, no, master,” she said.  
“I’d like that,” he added.  
“I shouldn’t,” said Heather.  “I’ve never done that before.”
“How about that one?” said Kevin, drawing her attention to a totally nude girl. 
“She’s a slut,” said Heather.  “I wouldn’t want to do that.”
“Perhaps she’s a slut or perhaps her master ordered her to take everything off.”  Heather stared at him in disbelief.  “I could order you to do that.”
“Outside?” she asked.  
“In front of everybody,” added Kevin, watching her squirm in embarrassment.  He was enjoying her discomfort, but he wanted to lead her along slowly.  It was enough to create the mental image for her.  .  “But not now,” he added.  She relaxed as he assured her she could keep her clothes.  
Kevin unsnapped the leash from her collar.  “Let’s walk back now, but I want you to go first.”  
She didn’t question him as she headed back toward the club house.  The doulo did peek over her shoulder at him to make sure he was following her and then proceeded to walk back without a care in the world.  Kevin, of course, was watching her sweet, young body as it wiggled wonderfully.  
“That’s it,” he said to her.  “Wiggle your ass.”  He heard her giggle with the delight of teasing him.  “Show everybody how hot you are.  Show them what belongs to me.”
He stopped her about 100 feet from the club house and pulled her to him.  “Kiss me,” he said. 
“Outside?” she asked again, looking around at the people wandering by.  
“Right now,” said Kevin.  He pressed his lips to hers and felt her tense as he took his first liberties with her.  His hands went to the small of her back, touching bare skin and pulling her close.  She kissed him back, tentatively.  He broke the kiss and asked, “You know how hot you’re making me?”
“No,” she lied.  Now that he was making even these meager demands on her she was in over her head.  She wanted to cool him down.      
“Of course you do,” said Kevin.  “It’s what you do best.  Your body is hot.  You walk like you want it.”
“Want what?”
“Let’s go inside and I’ll show you what you’re asking for.”  He snapped the leash back on her collar and led her the remaining distance into the club house and then into their private room.  
Heather regained her composure when they were alone.  Her eyes twinkled with delight as he ran his eyes over her body.  She was trained to use her body to arouse.  She was trained to see the signs of arousal.  She was trained to enjoy a man’s eyes on her body.  But, for her, that was the end of the game.  She just didn’t know what to do once she got Kevin to this point of arousal.  
Fortunately, Kevin knew what to do now that he was there.  Relief was only minutes away.  He found a wooden paddle in one of the cabinets.  Then, he walked to one of the padded walls and swung the paddle hard against the padding.  It made a loud noise and Heather jumped at the sound.  “I’ll bet that would hurt if I spanked your cute ass with this,” said Kevin.  
“Yes, master,” said Heather.  It was more than the polite agreement with whatever her master said.  This time she agreed with him and sounded like it.  “You… you wouldn’t do that, would you?” she asked cautiously.  
“That depends,” said Kevin.  “You wouldn’t ever disobey me, would you?”
“No, master,” said Heather.  
“Then, if you never disobey me, I’ll never have to spank you.”  He let that thought sink into the dull witted hottie’s mind. 
“Yes, master,” she said.  
“Good then,” he said.  He took a couple of practice swings at an imaginary doulo.  “Bam!” he yelled after the second swing.  Out of the corner of his eye he could see Heather jump again.  He turned to face her.  
“You’ve been teasing me with those cute little tits of yours all morning.  Take off your top and show me the real things.”  He stared at her sternly, fighting to keep from laughing as he watched her react to the threat.  She looked at her chest, then at the paddle.  Her hands moved to cover her ass, protecting it from promised spanking.  She looked at her chest again and then at him.  
It took her nearly 10 seconds to put the simple pieces together.  Top off or spanked ass.  As mere property, she’d had no other choices.  She bit her lip as her small hands grabbed the elastic hem of her top.   
“Whoa,” said Kevin, getting her to pause just as she was about to reveal her precious tits.  “Smile, Heather,” he reminded her.  “Always smile when you do what I say.” He put on a smile as he added.  “It makes me happy.  It should make you happy to make me happy.”
The 12-year-old beamed a smile as she pulled her top up and over her head.  With her arms extended up in the air in the midst of stripping, Kevin again said, “Whoa.”  She stopped, her body clearly on display for him for the very first time.  He took two steps toward her and she took one step back.  Another step forward and she stepped back.  With the next step, she was pressed against the wall and his hands reached for her soft mounds.  
Cupping her tits tenderly, he said, “This should feel good, Heather.  My hands feel good on you wherever they touch.  Nobody else gets to see you like this.  Nobody else gets to touch you like this.  But it feels good when you let me see and touch.”  He kept one hand on her tits and reached up with his other hand to take her tiny top from her hands.  He tossed it aside before returning both hands to her tits.  This time when he pressed his lips to hers, there was less reluctance.  He still felt the uncertainty from her lack of experience, but she didn’t fight him.  
“Take off my shirt,” he told her.  She showed no hesitation as she pulled his shirt up and over his head.  “Now my shoes.”  She knelt and removed his shoes.  “Socks.”  She complied.  “Pants.”  She looked at him, her eyes briefly telling him that she didn’t want to, but she didn’t argue.  She unfastened his belt, unzipped his pants, and slid them down his legs.  
“Well, look at that,” said Kevin in mock surprise, indicating the tent in his underwear.  “What do you suppose is in there?”
“I don’t know,” said Heather.  She was beginning to believe that the stories she’d heard were true.  She was afraid she did know what was hiding in there.  
“Take them off and see,” said Kevin.  He watched with delight as she pulled down his underwear to reveal his hard cock.  Her eyes were big as saucers as she stared at his raging hard on.  
“Now take off your shorts,” he told her.  
She struggled mentally for two seconds, but he’d left her no alternative.  He’d carefully planned this moment so she couldn’t say no.  The little tease slid her shorts down her long legs and stepped out of them.  Her hands went to cover her pussy and her tits.  
“Stick your fingers in your ears,” he said.  
Heather didn’t even realize that the only point of sticking her fingers in her ears was to get her hands someplace where they weren’t in the way.  She just knew she had to obey.  The 12-year-old stood naked in front of her master as effectively helpless as if her hands were tied behind her.  She trembled as his eyes roamed over every inch of her young body.  
He held up the paddle.  “I don’t need this anymore, do I?”
“No, master,” said Heather.  
He tossed the paddle to the side.  “You can put your hands down now.  But, remember this.  The next time you use your hands to cover yourself from me, I’ll use the paddle on you.  Lie down on your back.  Spread your legs wide.  Say, ‘come and get me, master’.”
“Come and get me, master.”
So he did.  
The Abilene Doulos Ranch 
By Kenna
Chapter Five (fb, bdsm, oral)
Nina was the most direct of the family.  When asked if she wanted to see them all or just some of them, she said, “Little boys with little cocks.  But, not too small.  Show me the 10, 11, and 12 year olds.”
Faced with about 40 naked little doulos, Nina wasted no time in paring her choices down to the top ten.  Instead of a disembodied voice as her father had, Nina had an in the flesh woman to help her make her decision. Nina told the woman she wanted to see them one at a time.
With the first nudist, Nina cupped his little cock and balls.  “If I were naked right now, what would you do with me?” she asked the doulo.  
“I’d lick you all over,” replied the boy, his cock hardening in Nina’s hand.  “Then I’d show you what my cock is for.”  His hands reached for her.  “Wanna see?” he asked.  
“Later,” said Nina.  Wow, she thought to herself.  They weren’t kidding when they said the nudists were randy little boys.  
She asked the same question of each boy.  The next doulo replied, “Well, I’m naked right now, so the question is, what are you going to do with me?”
“Not waste time talking,” said the third doulo.  He reached for her, pulling her shirt up a few inches before she could stop him.  
After ten questions and ten very forward answers, Nina hadn’t made up her mind.  It was, in fact, even more confusing.  The doulos were all pretty boys.  They were all hot and ready for her.  She wasn’t sure how she could make the choice.  
“May I make a suggestion?” asked the woman.  
“What?”
“Can you narrow it down to just five?”
“I suppose.  Then what?”
“Then we’ll have the five rejects blow the five finalists.  The one that holds out the longest is the winner.  That will be the one that can satisfy you the best.”
“Oooo, yeah,” said Nina.  She picked her five favorites.  She really liked this idea.  The winner would be the one she could tease the longest and the one that could ride her to as many orgasms as she could stand.  
She watched closely as the five losers knelt in front of the five finalists.  “Ready, set, go,” said the woman.  Nina watched with glee as the five losers each took a cock in their mouth.  There was something especially naughty about watching a boy do a boy.  She really liked demeaning her doulo, so this was a real treat for her.  She felt her pussy getting wet as the boys performed on each other.  One by one the finalists blew their wad, filling the mouth of the other boy.  In just about 2 minutes, four of the doulos were done.  She didn’t call a halt to the contest, though.  It was fun watching the last boy trying to entice the winner to cum in his mouth.  It was even better than watching Hannah do her brother.  
When the winner finally came, she was tingly all over as she imagined how long he would hold out with her deliberately teasing him.  She was disappointed that she couldn’t take him away right on the spot.  But, there was paperwork to be done.  
Like her father, mother, and brother, Nina’s first time with her doulo was in a sound proof room.  She ran her eyes up and down the nude, 11-year-old Rory.  His cock was just starting its journey into manhood.  Though he didn’t yet have all the equipment he needed, Rory was still bred and trained to be a horny male.  “Hey, beautiful,” he said as the two were left alone.  “Want me to put a smile on your face?”
“In due time,” said Nina.  She would get her pleasure from teasing the randy boy first.  “Don’t move,” she told him as she circled him.  His entire body was deeply tanned with no tan lines.  Nina admired the strong, firm chest and his flat stomach. His 3-inch-cock was hard, standing out straight.  From behind, she saw his firm ass, ready for a spanking.  He was a perfect little stud, ready and eager to please her.  
When she finished her appraisal, Nina went to the cabinet and gathered some rope.  Her doulo cocked his head, curious about what she was doing.  It didn’t occur to him that the rope was for him.  There would never be a need to punish a nudist for not pleasing his mistress or to restrain him to force him to please her.  In fact, he didn’t want to waste time putting that promised smile on the face of his mistress.  
Then the mistress stepped behind her doulo.  “Put your arms behind your back and grab your elbows.”  He did as he was told.
When Rory felt the ropes wrap around his forearms, he didn’t struggle.  “Why are you doing that?” he asked.  
“Don’t question me,” snapped Nina.  
“Sorry, mistress.  I was just… you don’t need to.”
“I want to,” said Nina.  “You’ll see when the time comes.”
“Yes, mistress.”  And Rory stood silent with his hard little cock and well trained tongue idle for the moment.  
Satisfied that her doulo was restrained, Nina stepped in front of him.  She reached around him, putting her hands firmly on his ass and sank her nails into his cheeks.  At the same time she pressed her lips to his, pushing her tongue into his eager mouth.  The 11-year-old knew how to kiss.  This was more familiar territory, though he would have like to put his arms around her, hold her the way he knew women liked to be held.  
Nina broke the kiss knowing she’d started his already hot little motor.  Then she reached for his cock and gently stroked it.  Though he was ready to take his mistress to orgasm, the doulo didn’t complain that she seemed intent on getting him there first.  But she had three years of experience teasing young boys and this one was no different from the doulo she’d just traded in.  She watched his face as she stroked his cock.  She knelt before him and took it in her warm mouth, smiling inwardly at the look of surprised satisfaction that crossed the boy’s face.  Then she traded off again, using her hand to tease him.  
Even when Rory started to moan in pleasure, she kept up the languorous stroking that would keep him forever on the edge.  The nudist boy had never seen sex at this pace before.  He wanted to tell her that she was doing it wrong.  He desperately wanted her to speed up her hand and let him cum.  But he knew he wasn’t there for his own pleasure.  He just didn’t understand what she was doing.  Then there was that sly smile on the face of his mistress that told him maybe she did know just what she was doing.  
When Nina stopped stroking him, Rory let out a gasp of frustration, but otherwise held his tongue.  She rose and said, “Want to see me naked?”
“Yes, beautiful,” said Rory.  “Then I’ll put a smile on your face.”
“You already have,” pointed out Nina as she shed her blouse and bra.  His eyes went to her tits, feasting on them like the randy boy he was.  She stripped completely and let him look at her for a few moments, reveling in the feel of his eyes on her body.  
When Nina went to get a wooden paddle, Rory knew what that was for.  “Tell me what you want,” he said, thinking he’d displeased her in some way.  
“I want you to scream,” said Nina as she pulled the paddle back for the first swat.  She got her wish as she followed through with a firm blow.  Even better, she liked the way he jumped.  After five blows, the confused doulo had tears running down his cheeks.  He heard the paddle hit floor as it slid from Nina’s hands and saw her step in front of him. 
“God, that makes me hot,” said Nina, pressing her body against his and her lips against his again.  
Still confused over what had just happened, the doulo found himself back on familiar ground.  He kissed her back, feeling the difference between the first kiss and the fire of passion in his mistress this time.  The confusion faded from his mind as his training and animal instincts came alive.  
Nina lay back with her legs spread and said, “Lick my pussy, boy toy.  Make me cum.”  Tied as he was, Rory clumsily knelt and pressed his face to his mistress’ cunt.  He ran his tongue up her juicy slit, again noting the sudden lust that his spanking had sparked in her.  The taste and smell of her pussy was evidence of that.  
Rory knew what to do with his tongue, slowly licking her pussy to bring her gradually up to an orgasm.  He knew the point of slow teasing as she’d done with him earlier, but he didn’t see the point of not finishing what he started.  As her moans increased, he attacked her clit, licking and nibbling on it until she came long and hard.  
For a few minutes, Nina let herself recover from the orgasm and then she untied Rory’s arms.  She sucked his cock back to hardness and then lay back again.  “Fuck me this time,” she commanded.  
Rory lay on top of his mistress and slid his cock into her pussy.  He fucked her slow and gentle, but she demanded hard and fast.  She came quickly and said, “Now lick me.”
Merely a doulo, Rory still felt the unfairness of being denied his own orgasm.  He hadn’t even been close when she’d come her second time.  Now she came a third time on his tongue.  
“Fuck me,” she said.  Her orgasm seemed to be non-stop, with only a slight break to change out her instrument of pleasure.  She switched to his tongue again and then his cock.  With his cock in her for the third time, she was still cumming.  This time she saw the look in his eyes and the change in his breathing.  He might be a well trained sex doulo, but she was a well trained mistress as well.  “Cum inside me, stud,” she said.  He filled her with his cum, and slid his sweaty, gasping body off of his beautiful mistress.  Both of them had a smile on their face.  
The Abilene Doulos Ranch
By Kenna
Chapter Six
At home the Lamont’s doulos wouldn’t all expect a daily sex session, but this was vacation and the new doulos were still a novelty.  Lauren knew that her husband, son, and daughter would all take their doulos out to show off and to use.  She simply waited until they were all gone before she got her doulo out of his stall.  
“Good morning, my beautiful mistress,” he said as he saw her.  
“Plotting?” she asked him, still curious what he had planned for the day.  
“Reciting the multiplication tables in my head, mistress,” he said.  
“Not long division?” she teased him.  
“Hard to do without paper,” he answered, missing her sarcasm.      
She realized that unlike a normal doulo who would lay in its stall with its dull mind in idle, her doulo was always thinking.  The stall must be torture for him.  It would be unusual, but she decided she wouldn’t keep him there anymore. 
He broke her train of thought, “Mistress, before we do what I promised yesterday, we need to set some rules.”
“Rules?” she said, slightly amused.  “Rules for me?”  He already had all the rules he needed.  Do what you’re told.  Period.  No questions.  
“No, rules for me,” he said.  “Like when I take charge like yesterday, how far may I go?”
“You’re taking charge again today?”
“Yes, mistress, you enjoyed it yesterday, didn’t you?”  When she seemed to be tossing her answer around in her head in silence, he said, “Mistress, it’s a fantasy that you can command me to fulfill for you.  I will never forget who is the true mistress.  Be honest with yourself and I can, when you wish, take you to that fantasy world.”
“I did enjoy it, Jake,” she admitted openly, though it had been obvious to both of them.  
“Then you should also consider that here at the ranch you are able to fulfill that fantasy easier than at home with your family close and your normal routine.”
“So I should take advantage of you and command you to… command me?”  Jake only smiled.  “OK,” she nodded.  “You may command me today.”
“Not yet, mistress, my rules?” he reminded her.  “May I spank you?”
“Didn’t you do that already?” she tried to remember what exactly had happened as he had taken her.  There had been pain and bondage.
“I branded you, with your permission, but I did not spank.”
“Yes, you may,” she said.  She felt thrill just from saying he could and wondered if he really would.  
He ticked off a list of things he’d done yesterday, with the tacit assumption that those things were OK to do again.  “Cum in your mouth?”
“No,” said Lauren.  “No oral sex.”  No way was she going to do that for a doulo.
“That’s why I ask,” said Jake.  
“Did your last mistress let you?”
“My last mistress is dead, mistress.  But when she was alive she expected me to keep her secrets as I will yours.”
Lauren was surprised again at how much she had to change her thinking of what a doulo was in order to accept Jake for what he was.  Doulos did not talk back, but they also were not capable of reason.  “Very well,” she acceded.  
When Jake was satisfied that he understood his limitations, he told her.  “Pack some of your son’s clothes in that backpack, something that will fit me.”  She raised her eyebrows and he answered her unspoken question.  “You’re going to have to lead me out of here as the doulo I am.  When we get where we’re going, then we will switch roles.  I’ll need clothes then.”  He paused for two heartbeats and said, “Then we’ll put your clothes in the backpack.”
“You’re going to lead me naked through the ranch?” she asked incredulously.  “I can’t let people see me like that.”
“I can’t very well lead my doulo around dressed like that,” he indicated her current attire.  “Besides, there is another side of the ranch.  Remember this is the Lolita side.  There is an adult side, too.  Your husband, son, and daughter with their Lolita doulos are not allowed there.”
“You really want to lead me naked?”
“Mistress, I would be most proud to lead my beautiful, sexy doulo on a leash for all to see.  The question you should ask is do you want this fantasy?  Do you want to surrender total control to me and see where that leads?”
Lauren began packing clothes for Jake, thinking about what she really wanted as she packed.  A doulo lived to serve its master or mistress.  It obeyed without question.  But they also were not menial servants – they were trained sex partners able to please their master or mistress insatiably.  She knew that placing Jake in control was different, but he was there to sexually please her.  There was no doubt in her mind that he’d done that yesterday and would do so again today.  
Jake stripped and she put him on his leash.  She led him proudly toward the center of the ranch.  She knew where the wall was that separated the Lolita and the adult side.  The clear barrier was there because there were some on the adult side that considered owning a Lolita doulo to be a perversion.  They were not allowed to mingle the different attitudes toward the proper age for a doulo.  
They got to the gate that separated the two sides.  No one was in sight.  The gate was rarely used except by ranch staff.  She turned to Jake.  “Yes.”
“Yes?”
“Yes, I am ready to surrender total control.”  She handed him the backpack.  Without another word, she stripped off her clothes.  He dressed and removed his collar.  She tingled just from the act of him putting the collar around her neck.  She smiled nervously as he snapped the leash onto the collar.  
He opened the gate and tugged on the leash, “Come, Lauren.”
The new doulo took a deep breath and followed Jake through the gate.  He stopped and closed the gate, then turned to her.  “When I speak to you, what do you say, Lauren?”  His voice was stern, indicating his displeasure.  
“Yes, master?” said Lauren.  
“Don’t forget it again,” his voice gave no indication that this was a game.  He tugged on the leash and pulled her toward the crowded adult side of the ranch.  
They came around the corner of a building and Lauren saw the first other people.  In the distance she could see a long promenade lined with hundreds of people.  She knew Jake was going to parade her right down the middle of that.  
But, Jake stopped and turned.  He ran his eyes up and down his property.  “Raise your chin.  Push your tits out.  You know how a female doulo walks?”  He looked into her eyes for recognition.  Not seeing it, he said, “She wiggles her hips like she wants every man to jump her on the spot.  She walks like her tits are treasures and her pussy is owned.  She walks like she is proud to follow her master.  And she never takes her eyes off her master.  They’re all going to be staring at you and you need to know only one thing.”  He paused and waited for those words to sink in.  
“Yes, master?” she finally said.  What one thing did she need to know?
“Know that I am proud to lead my beautiful, sexy doulo for all to see.  Know that I am taking you out to show you off because I am proud of my selection.”
“Yes, master,” said Lauren.  She thrust her chest forward and when he pulled her along, this time she strutted behind him, wiggling her hips, and wanting everyone to look at her.  
He looked back over his shoulder, “And make sure they know you’re proud to be branded.”
She gave a little gasp as he said that.  Lauren had worked so hard last night to make sure her husband hadn’t seen the new brand and now with all the excitement she’d forgotten about it.  His words reminded her that he’d marked her and the situation made her more aware of it than ever.  
“Show ‘em what you got.  You love it and you know it,” called Jake without looking back.  
Lauren smiled.  This was her one chance to be an exhibitionist.  She couldn’t do this out in normal society, but as a doulo she could.  As eyes fell on her, she strutted, not only proud to show off her body, but thrilled at the chance to be something she couldn’t otherwise.  She’d break many barriers today and enjoy every one of them.  Every inch of her tingled as she walked, wondering if a doulo felt like this all the time. 
As they got closer to the knot of people ahead, Lauren got more excited.  The walkway ahead was clearly designed so owners could show off their doulos.  Men and women alike were taking turns leading their property down a long, narrow gauntlet of viewers.  She looked down the length of it, watching beautiful and handsome doulos strut their stuff.  She did a double take as it looked like someone from the line of viewers grabbed a full tit as a doulo walked by.  Startled by the idea, she was also excited.  Being touched by one of them was more than she’d expected.  
Near the open end of the promenade, Jake pulled her to the side.  She felt a brief pang of disappointment that he might not have the guts to walk her down the line.  But, he reached into a pile of ice obviously there for the express purpose of what he intended.  Pulling out an ice cube, he ran it over her left nipple.  It rose and hardened as he ran the cold cube over it.  Then, he switched to the other nipple, his eyes on her eyes as if daring her to object.  “You have beautiful tits.  I want everyone to see them and your hard nipples.  Don’t you?”
“Yes, master,” she said.  “Everyone.”
“Come then, my pretty slut,” he said as he tugged her to the entrance to the gauntlet.  She had no time to react.  She couldn’t break character now without being thoroughly embarrassed.  All she could do was smile, follow, and strut.  They were barely five feet into the crowd when she felt the first pat on her ass.  It was quick, but clearly intentional.  She pretended not to notice, but her pussy tingled more than ever.  It was true, they were going to touch her.  She felt fingers pinch her ass, another quick swat, and then a hand cupped a tit.  Her pussy started to get wet.  This was more than she’d imagined.  And, there was a long way to go to the other end.  
A woman’s hand cupped her tit, surprising her with its insistence.  She hadn’t been able to tell from far away, but now it seemed that every third person reached out to touch her.  I’m a mother of two, strutting my ass naked in front of everybody, she thought to herself.  Every eye was on her.  Every hand seemed ready to touch.  Some couldn’t.  Some didn’t.  But many did.  
The crowd forming the gauntlet along the promenade was an even mix of men and women.  And, both male and female doulos were being led down the center.  The crowd was even a mix of owners and doulos.  The doulos were as naked as Lauren.  Most of the owners were wearing little more than swimsuits, so there was a line of bare skin all along the route.  
Abruptly a female doulo stumbled out of the crowd, right between Lauren and Jake, causing her to pull up short.  As the leash went taut, Jake turned and stepped back, letting the leash go slack again.  He didn’t interfere as the doulo, reached for Lauren’s tits with both hands.  The doulo had obviously been prodded out by her owner.  Without making eye contact with Lauren, the female bent her head to suck on a nipple.  “Getting a little soft, I’d say,” called out the doulo’s owner.  “Can’t have that, can we?”
“Thank you for helping,” said Jake.  “You’re right, I don’t want her nipples anything but hard little buttons.”
“They are nice,” said the owner, a lovely woman around 30.  “Lucy will fix her up.”
Lucy was a blond with a very nice figure and, Lauren noticed, a nice mouth.  Already excited, the sight of the woman taking her nipple between those full, red lips and sucking was incredible.  She began to wonder if she’d make it the length of the gauntlet without cumming.  
“If you want to swap, I’m in C230,” said the woman as Lucy finished her job.  
“Thank you,” said Jake.  He pressed close to Lauren and looked her in the eye while clearly speaking to the man.  “My doulo always likes the feel of a new hand or … whatever.  You’d like that, wouldn’t you, my pretty?”
“Yes, master,” said Lauren, barely able to trust her voice.  She wanted Jake to throw her on the ground and take her right there and then.  She didn’t want this strange woman to touch her, but there was no other answer she could give.  
Jake turned and pulled her along as if nothing out of the ordinary had happened.  Again she felt the hands of men and women alike as they reached for her.  They made it the rest of the way without another delay.  
As they broke into the clear, Lauren heard strange noises coming from her left.  She looked there to see a veritable orgy going on.  There was a mix of owners and doulos fucking, sucking, and everything in between.  There were girl on girl, girl on boy, boy on girl, and boy on boy matchups.  After the long, arousing walk down the gauntlet of hands, the sight, sound, and smell of sex made Lauren even more excited.  
She felt Jake tug her toward the orgy, suddenly worried that she would be lost in the mass, and taken by whomever chose to take her.  Jake didn’t do much to calm her fears as he bent her over a thigh high wooden table and placed her hands firmly on the surface.  The unspoken command was don’t move.  She didn’t.  Even when he pulled hinged metal clamps up over the edge of the table and dropped them in place over her wrists, she didn’t move.  She couldn’t move.  She couldn’t resist her master.  Not now.  He locked them in place, leaving her bent over the table, vulnerable to any cock from behind.  
Jake was behind her.  She could feel his hard cock pressing against her ass.  She looked back to see him stripping off his clothes.  He stripped down to his briefs and pulled his cock out through the fly of the briefs.  It wouldn’t do to show his brand as well.  Then he leaned over Lauren and whispered.  “Holy shit, mistress.  You’re naked with hundreds watching.  Your pussy is dripping.  You are such a slut.  Cum for me. And don’t forget to thank your master when you’re done.”
With that, he plunged his cock into her waiting pussy.  “Oh, master,” sighed Lauren in relief as she felt him enter her.  “Thank you.”  
Jake demonstrated his talent as he thrust his cock in and out of Lauren while reaching around her hip to put his fingers right on her aching clit.  He rubbed in a circular motion while thrusting like a piston.  Lauren had brief thought that this whole situation was insane and then she felt a wave of lust wash over her.  “I’m cumming,” she squealed, surprising herself at how loud and shrill her voice had been.  “Eeeeeeeee,” escaped her lips as her body shuddered with the intensity of the feeling.  “Fuck meeeee,” the words seemed to slip from her involuntarily, then she added, “master.”
She was very aware that half the faces in the orgy had turned toward her squeals.  It only made her hotter.  Lauren couldn’t even get her breath to protest as Jake’s talented fingers and huge cock kept her in the throes of an orgasm.  For some reason she couldn’t stop herself from announcing her orgasm over and over, begging her master to fuck her harder and deeper.  
“Noisy little thing, isn’t she?” said one man as he stepped closer to watch.  “That looks like fun.”
“My … hunnhh … hunhhh … master … …huhhhh … has … mmmm … hunhhh … the …” Lauren couldn’t finish the sentence as she squealed again.  
“Yeah, I know,” said the man.  “The best cock in the world.  Sure as hell looks like it.  Fuck, buddy, I’d love to know where you found her.”  
Without breaking his rhythm with his cock or his fingers, Jake bent over his mistress and whispered again, “Mistress, other men are going to ask to fuck you.  May they?”
He’d promised her a wonderful time, so he felt he had to make the suggestion.  Still he was surprised when she squealed, “Fuck, yeeeaahhhh.”  
It wouldn’t be right for the master not to cum, so Jake sped up his thrusting, much to Lauren’s increased pleasure.  He shot his load deep inside her.  With a huge sigh, he stepped back and patted her ass.  “That’s the way my slut fucks.”
“Do you mind?” asked another man almost before Jake could step clear.  
Jake looked back and eyed the man.  He was big, bigger than Jake in every dimension, including the hard cock that he had pointed at Lauren’s ass.  He smiled, knowing that his mistress would enjoy this.  “Not at all,” he said.  He stepped to Lauren’s left side.  With one hand he grabbed her hair, preventing her from turning to see what was happening.  The other hand went to her pussy, tracing circles on her clit.  
“Holy shit,” breathed Lauren as the new cock filled her.  “Make me cum again.”  The cock was nice.  It filled her more than she’d ever been filled.  But it was Jake’s fingers that did the real magic.  
As she squealed in pleasure, the man in her pussy said, “Yeah, that’s what I’m talking about.  She’s is fucking hot.  Squeeze me baby.”
Jake was momentarily distracted, though his trained fingers didn’t show it, as another man tapped him on the shoulder, “Me next.”
“Sure,” said Jake.  “Looks like she wants it.”
Jake eased off his teasing, letting his mistress catch her breath.  For a couple of minute, the big man pounded into her pussy as she ground her ass back against him.  As he approached his orgasm, Jake sped up his fingers.  Lauren went into a frenzy of squeals and shudders as the two of them came.  
The second man moved quickly into position.  His cock was smaller than the other two, only 6 inches.  Lauren noticed the decrease in size as her stretched pussy almost felt empty.  But again, it wasn’t the cock as much as it was the fingers.  Jake made sure that both Lauren and the man fucking her enjoyed the experience.  After all, he was a well trained doulo.  To the man in her pussy, it seemed he was driving her crazy as she screamed and came for him, too.  
As the second man pulled away, Lauren was panting heavily.  Her breath came in huge gasps and her body was slack, using the table for support.  “No more,” said Jake, turning away other men who wanted to give her a ride. “Don’t want to hurt her,” he said.  
Disappointed, the others had to agree that a master couldn’t abuse his doulo too much.  After Lauren had regained her breath, Jake unclamped her from the table and led her away.  He didn’t want to take her though the gauntlet again and besides, it was one way.  There was another, less direct route back to the break between the two halves of the ranch.  
Lauren was practically staggering as they neared the gate.  “You had fun, mistress,” said Jake.  He hoped she agreed.  She’d done much more than he’d expected and had been silent for their whole walk back.  
“Yes, Jake, more than ever,” she admitted.  
“I’m not sure I can top that,” he said, relieved at her response.  He pulled the gate open.  
“You had fun, too”
“Mistress, every doulo will tell you that it makes me happy to make you happy. But, let me tell you, you made every man in earshot jealous of me today.  Fun doesn’t begin to describe today.”
On the other side, they swapped roles.  Clothed, she looked at her naked doulo.  “I kind of like the number 230, how about you?”  
Jake stared at her for a moment before he realized what she meant.  “230 can be a magical number, mistress,” he said.  “We’ll find out tomorrow.”
“As you wish, master,” she winked at him.  “Now, chin up, stick out your chest, and …” she reached for his cock.  She stroked him to hardness, 8 inches of warm meat.  “Let’s go show off your cock and your brand,” she led him toward the busier part of the ranch.  
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Chapter Seven
After dinner that evening, the family dispersed again.  It cost extra, but George and Nina took their doulos back to a sound proof room for some fun.  Kevin was less particular.  As far as Lauren was concerned he could be banging the little slut right out in front of everybody.  She wondered if Heather would enjoy it as much as she did.  All she cared about was being alone with Jake.  
It was common knowledge that humans and doulos were a different species, but she doubted the common knowledge after meeting her new doulo.  All the male doulos had vasectomies and were considered “geldings”.  All the females had their tubes tied.  The operations were, of course, reversible so that a highly successful doulo could be bred with another later in life to produce a better line.  Yet, there were occasional (quickly denounced) stories of an owner bearing the child of a doulo or a doulo bearing her owner’s child.  Though the stories were reputed never to be true, the common knowledge was also that a half-doulo was still a doulo.  Now she wondered about Jake’s heritage and about the foundation of common knowledge.  
“What would you do if you were human?” Lauren asked her doulo.  She’d never even thought of asking that question to a doulo before, but Jake was different.
He smiled.  He laughed.  “Mistress.”  He paused, becoming serious.  “Human or doulo, I love to fuck.  Fucking you, mistress…” he paused again.  “Mistress, I’m trained to tell you that you are the best in every way.  Forget that.  You are the most adventurous, beautiful, sexy mistress I’ve had.”
“Out of three,” said Lauren.  She knew he was speaking sincerely, not as a trained animal.  
“Out of all those I saw today,” said Jake.  He let her blush, try to stammer out a reply, and then cut her off, “Why would I want to be anything besides your doulo?”
“Indeed,” nodded Lauren.  Free room and board.  No worries.  No job.  No money or need for money.  A simple life.  All he had to do was fuck his mistress when she wanted it.  “Just one question.  Would you fuck my daughter?”
Jake looked surprised, as he was. “Mistress, there are different ways to take that question.  If you commanded it, yes.  If you were not present and she commanded, then yes.  Without permission?  Never.”
“She’s afraid of cocks,” said Lauren.  “Always wants them small.  Maybe someday soon, you can show her otherwise.”
“Do not take my words wrong, mistress.  Your daughter is beautiful and sexy.  I am unsure of adventurous or other traits.  I would enjoy fucking her.  But I would not unless commanded.  She is young, let her take her time.” 
“Yes, I shouldn’t worry about her,” agreed Lauren, taking advice from her doulo without a second thought.  
She changed subject quickly, “Jake, what is your first memory?”
“Mistress,” said Jake holding up his hand.  “I will gladly converse with you at length, but we have other things to discuss while we are alone.”
“Tomorrow?” she ventured.  
“Yes, mistress,” nodded Jake.  “To this dull witted doulo, your reference to 230 meant you wish to visit the woman who wanted to trade today.  The one from C230.”
“That’s what I meant,” said Lauren. 
“Have you ever…?”
“Yes, I have,” said Lauren, cutting him off.  It was ironic that she’d never told another soul, but then, you never lied to your doulo.  There was no point.  “Been with a woman,” she finished.  “That was the question?”
“Yes, mistress.  Between her and her female doulo, I see no other reason for her to propose a meeting than…”
“I understand, Jake,” said Lauren, cutting him off again.  
“I see, mistress, no secrets with your doulo,” he affirmed the age old adage.  But, a doulo didn’t truly understand how that had evolved into an idiom that meant more than it said.  To a doulo it meant simply that there was no point in keeping secrets from a slave who would never betray you.   An owner might say it among other owners though, meaning that if you never asked for what you wanted, then you’d never got it.  
“I have two other concerns, mistress.”
“Speak.”
“In the presence of another owner, you will be unable to refuse a command.  She may request me to command you to do anything.  She may expect… I don’t know what she may expect you to perform, but she will expect instant obedience.”
“How thrilling,” said Lauren.  “Today was more than I expected.  Tomorrow will be also, I hope.  I trust you will protect me from harm as I would protect you.”
“Of course, mistress.  My second concern is that if she wants me to fuck her or her doulo, I can only cum once.  Then I will have to wait 30 minutes.  If you expect something, then…”
“Say no more.  I understand the limits of a male.  I suppose I might expect a stud like you to recover faster.  I’m certain with the right persuasion that wonderful, huge, talented cock of yours would rise to any occasion.”
Jake blushed and ducked his head, “My mistress, for you…”
Lauren had never seen an embarrassed doulo before.  It was a remarkable sign of innocence and honesty that she never expected.  “For me?” she said, feeling her pussy moisten just over his sudden embarrassment. “Right now?”  She pulled him to his feet and led him back to the play room.  As they fucked, the door into the motor coach slammed, once, twice, and three times, but no one came back to intrude on the noisy frolics going on in the play room.  
Finished and having regained her composure, Lauren came out to see the family.  All three of them grinned at her, causing her to blush.  “Sounds like you’re happy with your choice, dear,” said her husband.
“He’ll do,” said Lauren.  “Are you happy with yours?”  Although the rest of the family agreed they had made good choices, too, that didn’t wipe the knowing smiles off their faces.
The next day, Lauren and Jake again traded roles at the gate to the other side.  She’d let him use the phone to make a call and set up their appointment so the trip wouldn’t be in vain.  This time Lauren wasn’t naked.  At Abby’s request, she was dressed as the adult counterpart to a schoolgirl, a school teacher.  Many a man who preferred women his own age wanted to nail a school teacher over and over.  Abby wanted the same.  Lauren had the right clothes for it in her closet and all that needed to be added was a pair of wire rimmed glasses that she could stare through at naughty students.  
Lauren was led on circuitous path to the designated campsite.  It didn’t involve running the gauntlet again, but gave her plenty of exposure.  At precisely the designated time, Jake rapped his knuckles on the door to the motor coach.  It was much larger than the Lamont’s coach, the top of the line.  
The door opened immediately.  The female doulo, Lucy smiled at them.  “I saw you coming,” she said.  “Please come in, master and his doulo.”  She stepped aside, letting Jake lead the naked Lauren into the relatively spacious coach.  
“You travel in luxury,” said Jake, showing his usual ability to grasp his surroundings and make meaningful conversation. 
“I make do,” said the woman.  “We never actually met, did we?  I’m Abby and this is Lucy.”
“Yes, we met Lucy,” said Jake.  “I’m Jake and this is Lauren.”
“She’s quite lovely,” said Abby.  “Isn’t she, Lucy?”
“I’ve only seen one thing lovelier,” said Lucy.  Of course everyone knew the one thing was her mistress.  
Lucy waved her arm toward the interior of the coach, inviting them to enter and explore.  “My ex-husband paid for most of this,” she laughed.  “I don’t suppose you appreciate the divorce laws as much as I do,” she added.  
“Not being married, I haven’t worried about them,” smiled Jake. 
“God,” said Abby, the one word standing alone for a half second, “I find it hard to believe that you have never been married.  What woman, excusing me and all the other lesbians, wouldn’t want you?”
“Abby,” said Jake, speaking lowering his voice pointlessly to a conspiratorial tone.  Everyone in the coach heard him as he said, “I’m 15.”
Abby looked truly surprised.  “I always have a problem with guys.  Can never guess their age.  Is this legal?”
“Abby?” said Jake in feigned indignation.  “Me and my doulo are legal.  Me and your doulo are legal.  If you want me for yourself, then… well, who’s to tell?”
Abby blushed deeply   She chuckled, “You want me?”
“Have you ever been on a rocket to the moon?”
“What?”
“I’ll take you higher than you’ve ever been,” said Jake.  
“That’s what they all say,” said Abby as she got the metaphor.  “No, it’s just that Lucy likes a cock every once in a while and I’ve taken a likeness to the tits on Lauren.”
“They are nice, aren’t they,” said Jake, pausing to admire the full tits on his mistress.  “So much I like to do with them,” he added, winking at Abby.  
“Why don’t you take Lucy to the back bedroom and have fun with her, say two hours worth?  Lauren and I will stay here and play,” said Abby.  
“I’d never dream of taking away your own bedroom” said Jake.  He’d noticed the hooks on the walls and the ceiling and wasn’t sure his mistress would enjoy bondage.  
“Nonsense,” said Abby. “You’re the guest, take the bedroom.”
“If you insist,” agreed Jake.  If he was out of sight, he couldn’t protect his mistress.  But there was nothing he could do except lead the pretty Lucy back to the master bedroom.
As they got back to the bedroom, Jake sat the doulo down on the bed and then sat next to her.  There was little risk in his admission as he said, “I’m a doulo.”  He didn’t want to take advantage of another of his own kind. 

“Duh,” said Lucy.  “Think I’d miss that?  What are you doing?”
Jake was taken aback at Lucy’s obvious knowledge that he and his mistress had been playing a game.  “How did you know?”
“Damn, I don’t have much fun, but sucking Lauren’s tits was at the top of my list,” said the doulo.  “When I stepped in front of her and looked in her eyes, I knew she wasn’t the doulo.  She didn’t want me to.  No, I guess she wanted me to, but it surprised her.  She jumped when my mouth touched her nipple.”
“It’s a game she likes to play,” said Jake. “It excites her to pretend to be a doulo, to be forced to have sex.”
“You asshole,” said Lucy.  “You’re playing the smart boy, showing her new stuff?”
“What?” protested Jake as if he didn’t know what was wrong with that.
“You know the doulo creed,” she said, lowering her voice.  “You’re supposed to act stupid.”
“I messed up a few years ago, I was young,” said Jake.  “My mistress wanted me to learn reading and writing with her kids.  I had a crush on her little girl.  I fucked the little girl by day and my mistress by night.  I let my cock rule me.  My mistress never found out and after all that schooling, I got a reputation as the unusually smart doulo.  It stuck.”
“Well I for one would appreciate it if you didn’t show off how smart doulos really are.  I mean, shit, you’ll get us freed, then I’ll have a fucking husband.  I’ll get pregnant, fat, and stuck with a bunch of kids.  All I want is that stupid bitch to lick me once in a while and let me have a cock on occasion.  You want the same worries they all have?  Damn you, if you blow that, I’ll personally strangle you.”
“I don’t think we’re in danger of discovery,” said Jake.  “I’m her personal secret.  I know things she doesn’t want anyone else to know and I’ve only been with her for three days now.  She gets turned on by playing doulo.  You think she wants that to get out?”
“Weird,” said Lucy.  “You gonna fuck me?”
“I didn’t want to make you,” said Jake.
“Shit,” said Lucy. “I haven’t had a good fuck since I left training.  She pairs me up with some… owner,” she spat out the word like it was an obscenity, “and I pretend to enjoy it, you know, like they train us.  She doesn’t like men, but would you take *me* to the moon?”
Jake looked at the clock on the wall.  In two hours he could cum several times, “I can take you to the moon and back, and to the moon and back, and maybe to the moon again.” He climbed on top of the pretty doulo and sank his cock into her.  “The only question is did you want warp speed, runaway truck, Sunday drive, or slow boat?”
She laughed as she spread her legs.  “Let’s start with Sunday drive.  Show me the town, stud.”
In the main compartment, Lauren smiled at her temporary mistress as she expected a doulo would.  “You know what I hate,” said Abby in a voice that made Lauren wonder if she’d made a mistake.  It somehow conveyed that Lauren was what Abby hated without really saying that.  
“No, mistress,” said Lauren.  
Then Abby smiled, making a joke of what she’d said, “I hate it when a doulo wears clothes.”
Though Abby had sat, Lauren had not allowed herself the privilege.  She stood in front of Abby and said, “Did you want me to do it fast or slow, mistress?”
Abby pressed a button and slow music started.  “You decide,” she said, though the music had already decided for her.  
“Yes, mistress,” said Lauren as she removed her glasses and set them on the counter.  The slow, sensuous motion was enough to set the mood.  Then Lauren began to dance, slowly as the music led her.  
After about 30 seconds, Abby said, “Now why would my son’s teacher be dancing like that for me?”
Dressed as she was, Lauren realized she was supposed to be playing a part.  “Abby, I’m sorry…”
“Mrs. Wilkins,” corrected Abby.  “Call me Mrs. Wilkins. Remember my son is Billy Wilkins.”
“Mrs. Wilkins,” said Lauren, submissively.  “I’m sorry that I asked Billy to remove his shirt.  Please don’t tell the principal what I asked him to do.”
“I won’t if you do everything I tell you,” said Abby.  She sat back with a smile and a look of satisfaction.  
“Thank you, Mrs. Wilkins,” said Lauren.  “Please tell me what you want and I’ll do it.  Anything.”
“That’s right you stupid cunt,” said Abby.  “Now take off your shoes and stockings.”
Lauren slipped off her low heeled shoes and then sat down to slide the stockings down her legs.  “Is this OK, Mrs. Wilkins?” she asked.  She slid them down slowly, teasing her mistress.  When her legs were bare, she stood again and resumed dancing.  
Another minute passed and Lauren asked, “Is this what you want, Mrs. Wilkins.  You like my legs?”
“They are nice.  Let’s see what Billy thinks.”  She rose and walked past the dancing ‘school teacher.’  She opened the door and looked outside.  Lauren kept dancing, knowing that she’d shown a lot more yesterday than she was showing now.  She wondered how far this was going to go.  Was there really a Billy?  
“There you are,” said Abby to someone outside.  “Come on in, we’re ready for you.”
Lauren was facing away from Abby as she gritted her teeth and told herself that she was allowed to show no surprise, no reluctance.  A doulo would perform anything for anyone.  In fact, she felt herself get wet as she danced, waiting for the unseen audience to appear.  Abby came back into view and sat down.  “I thought the perfect punishment for you was to let you dance for Billy,” said Abby.  She waved someone forward and Lauren saw an 11-year-old boy walk into view.  
“H-h-hi, Billy,” she stammered, just as flustered as she sounded.  She realized that there was more going on than she’d suspected.  Just as Jake had warned her, neither he nor she could anticipate what Abby had planned.  Her nephew Billy had come on vacation with her.  He was getting his first doulo and learning about them before he made his choice. Today they were playing one of his fantasies.  “Want to… want to…” she couldn’t bring herself to finish the question.  
Abby admired the way Lauren was playing the part.  It was more than she’d expected from a doulo.  Lauren was actually surprised.  She let the thought slide and enjoyed her nephew’s fantasy as it played out for him.  “I think he wants to see some tit, Lauren.”
“Yeah,” said Billy as he sat down on the sofa and slid next to his ‘mom.’  “I want you to take off your dress.”
 “Mrs. Wilkins, I couldn’t,” said Lauren.  “I’ve never…  Not for a student.”  She felt a tingle build in her body.  Her children were older than this boy.  She was a mature woman, stripping for a preteen.  It thrilled her to the core.  
“Do it,” said Abby.  “Or I’ll go to the principal.”
“Yes, Mrs. Wilkins,” said Lauren.  She unzipped the dress down the back and let it fall slowly to the ground.  She enjoyed the look on Billy’s face as she slowly exposed herself.  “Are you going to make me…?”
“What, Lauren?” said Billy, calling his teacher by her first name.  
“… take more off?”
“Oh, of course, but just keep dancing for now,” said Abby.  “Turn and waggle your ass at Billy.”
As Lauren turned she heard Abby say, “Isn’t it great, Billy.  She’ll do whatever you want.  Just like Lucy, but with bigger tits.”
“Yeah, I wanna see ‘em,” said Billy.  
“Tell her,” said Abby.  Then Lauren heard her say, “And call her…” the rest of the sentence was too soft for her to hear.  
“Show me your tits, Mrs. Anderson,” said Billy.  He grinned as he said it and then glanced self-consciously at his ‘mom.’
“Do I have to?” asked Lauren, looking at Abby.  
“Ask him,” said Abby.  “He’s the one that wants to see them.”
Lauren had to steady herself as she looked at the young boy.  His eager eyes were already on her tits.  “D-do-do I have to, Billy?”
“Do it, Mrs. Anderson.”
Lauren reached behind her back and unhooked the bra she was wearing.  She pulled it forward and tossed it to the side.  Her eyes never left Billy’s face as she obeyed his command.  It was so naughty for her to strip for the little boy.  And it felt so delicious to be so naughty.  
Billy turned to his ‘mom’ and said, “Yeah, they are bigger than Lucy’s.  I like them.”  He turned back to Lauren.  “Now take off your panties, Mrs. Anderson.”
“Billy, I shouldn’t,” said Lauren.  Then before the command had to be repeated she added, “But… if that’s what you want.”  She reached for the waistband of her panties and slid them down her legs. For a moment she stopped dancing and just posed, totally naked for the boy.  
Abby punched the button again and the music stopped.  “What… what will make you happy now, Billy?” asked Lauren.  
“Use this on her,” said Abby, handing Billy a leather paddle.  “Make some noise.”
The mother of two stared at the nasty looking paddle as Billy hefted it in his hand.  She wondered just how hard a boy his age could swing that thing.  Like Jake had warned her though, there was no backing out now.  “Don’t you think so?” said Abby.  “Shouldn’t the student get to spank his teacher?”
“Yes, Mrs. Wilkins,” said Lauren.  “Billy,” she took a deep breath, “Mrs. Anderson’s been a bad teacher.  You’re going to have to …”
“Turn around and bend over,” interrupted Billy.  He knew what he was going to ‘have’ to do.  Mrs. Anderson, the namesake of his prettiest, but least favorite teacher, bent over for him.  He took off his own shirt and dropped his pants, sporting a three-inch cock that was at full staff.  Then he gave his teacher a firm swat.  
“Ahhhh, Billy, please, not so hard,” said Lauren.  She felt another swat even harder than the first.  “Please, Billy,” she pleaded.  “Don’t be mad at me.”
In the back bedroom, Jake and Lucy were resting after their first fuck.  “She’s getting spanked?” he said in surprise.  
“Yeah,” said Lucy.  “Probably by her nephew.”
“Nephew?” said Jake.  He didn’t know there was a boy involved.  
“He’s 11,” said Lucy.  “She’s buying him his first doulo and letting him try some out before he makes his choice.”
“That is so hot,” said Jake.  “My mistress getting her ass spanked by an 11-year-old.  And there ain’t a damn thing she can do about it.  I wish I could see that.”
“Really?” said Lucy.  She stood and turned on the TV in the room.  The picture came on, showing a perfect view of the other room from a hidden camera.  Lauren was almost facing the camera, her face distorted in pain with each swat.  Her tits hung down, bouncing in rhythm to her spanking.  Lucy turned back to Jake.  “Oh, so that makes you hot,” she said in feigned jealousy as his cock rose.  “At least we can put it to good use,” she added.  
Jake got up, his eyes glued to the TV.  Lucy got on her hands and knees, facing the TV.  Jake entered her from behind, his cock in her pussy and his fingers on her clit.  “Watch her get her ass spanked,” said Lucy.  They both had a great view. 
After ten swats, tears were rolling down Lauren’s cheeks and she was wondering just how she could end her torture.  It was more than she’d ever expected.  Just as she’d reached her limit, the spanking stopped.  “I want a blow job,” said Billy.  
Relieved that her ass was safe for a while, Lauren turned.  “Yes, Billy.”  She knelt down in front of the boy.  Luckily his cock was just the right size to fill her mouth.  A true doulo would be able to take a 10-inch cock down her throat.  The less talented Lauren could still deep throat a 3-incher.  What’s more, by now she wanted to.
She looked up at Billy, “You won’t tell anyone, will you?”  She still was playing the role.  
“So what if I do?” said Billy.  Then he added, “I won’t tell if you swallow.”
“Fuck, Billy, it’s the most beautiful cock in the world.  You can tell anyone that Mrs. Anderson blew it, swallowed, and loved it,” she sucked his cock into her mouth.  The young boy was spring loaded to cum and filled her mouth quickly.  Lauren did two things she’d never done before.  She let him cum in her mouth and she swallowed his cum with a smile.  “Yummy, Billy,” she added.  “Can we do it again?”
“Later,” said Abby.  “Show Billy how you eat pussy, Mrs. Anderson.”  She’d removed her clothes while Billy was getting his blow job.  
“Of course, Mrs. Wilkins,” said Lauren.  She knelt between Abby’s legs and licked at the woman’s clean shaven pussy.  Now she felt the most pressure ever.  A doulo would do this very well and she didn’t want to be exposed for what she was, so she slurped at the juicy pussy and teased her way around Abby’s clit.  Gradually she worked her way to the center of Abby’s being, making the other woman’s clit stand up hard and proud before she nibbled Abby to orgasm.  
Abby lay back and let Lauren relax for a brief moment.  When she’d regained her breath she asked Billy, “What next?”
“I liked the rim job I got yesterday,” said Billy.  “Do that to me, Mrs. Anderson,” he ordered.  Then he lay down on her stomach and pulled his ass cheeks apart.  
“Yeah, that’ll make you hard again, Billy and then you can fuck her,” added Abby with a chuckle.  
Lauren again had to remind herself that she couldn’t hesitate.  She smiled at Abby and said, “Here I come, Billy.  Mrs. Anderson is going to rim you good.”  She pushed his hands aside, spreading his ass cheeks herself and running her tongue around the little pink bud.  “How’s that Billy?  You gonna tell everyone that Mrs. Anderson licked your ass?”  She returned to running her tongue around and around the young boy’s asshole.  
Billy mumbled something into the pillow he had his face buried in.  “Yeah, I think you’re right, Billy,” said Abby.  She leaned closer to Lauren.  “He liked it yesterday when the other doulo got some penetration with her tongue.”
Oh my God, thought Lauren.  It was so forbidden as she entered territory she’d never been in before.  Her pussy was wet and her whole body was on fire, but she was beginning to think she’d be frustrated for the whole two hours.  She ran her tongue around the boy’s ass again and then stiffened it as much as she could.  She pressed her tongue right at the center of the pucker and pushed.  His sphincter gave some and she pushed in, getting a nasty taste on her tongue.  Despite the taste, she felt even more excited and tongued him deep.  
“Holy shit,” said Billy.  “She’s better than the other one.”  He twisted over on his back, his cock hard and pointed at the ceiling.  “Do Aunt Abby,” he said.  “Show her how good you are.”
Lauren totally missed Billy’s break from the fantasy.  She turned to Abby and watched the woman lay down on her stomach.  Burrowing between the woman’s fuller ass cheeks, she found her asshole and ran her tongue around it.  After lubricating it, she pushed her tongue as deep as she could.  Even when Abby rose to her knees, Lauren kept tonguing her ass.  Abby brought her fingers to her pussy and brought herself off as Lauren rimmed her.  
The false doulo didn’t get a break as Abby shuddered to an orgasm.  Billy lay on his back and said, “Come ride me, now.”  Lauren shifted her attention to the little boy.  She straddled him and sank his cock into her pussy.  
“Fuck me, Billy,” said Lauren.  “Fuck me and tell everyone how good I am.”  The cock barely filled her, but she was going to make the best of it.  She leaned over him, dangling her tits in the face of the 11-year-old.  “Want to suck my tits?” she asked.  
Billy’s tongue darted out and licked at her nipples as she rode his cock slowly.  She used her own fingers to tease her clit.  “Fuck me, Billy,” she moaned again.  “If I’d known one of my students could fuck me like this, I’d have let you do it a long time ago.”  
With Billy’s tongue on her tits and his cock inside her, Lauren managed to get herself to a small orgasm with her fingers.  It wasn’t anything like what Jake could do for her, but it would have to do.  She sped up the pace, riding Billy’s cock and felt him squirt his cum inside her.  Again she was overcome with the naughty thought that she was the mother of two, not too different in age from Billy, and letting him fuck her.  
Lauren got a few minutes of rest when she was done with Billy this time.  She lay on her back, relishing the thought that she could be anything, do anything and no one would find out.  This was her chance to enjoy a forbidden fantasy and she was going to make the most of it.  Hands, both Billy’s and Abby’s, roamed over her body.  One set of hands belonged to an 11-year-old boy, thrilling her that the boy would cup her tits and fondle her with abandon.  The other set of hands were almost as forbidden, a woman’s hands that were just as eager as Billy’s hands.  
“What else do you want to do, Billy?” asked Abby.
“How much time?”
“Plenty,” said his aunt.  “You little stud, you can get it up over and over.  You do what you want with her.”
“Cool,” said Billy.  “Another blow job and then I want to fuck again.  Me on top this time.”
His cock was semi-hard as Lauren took it in her mouth.  She got his balls and his cock in and sucked on them.  As his cock hardened, she released it and licked up and down the slender shaft.  She never liked blowjobs, but doing the little boy was exciting and his cock wasn’t big enough to make her gag.  She began to understand why Nina liked little cocks.  But it was even more exciting about the illicit act of doing this to a boy rather than a doulo.  When he came in her mouth she swallowed every drop.  
Then both Billy and Abby sucked on Lauren’s tits.  They’d suck on a nipple, then grin at each other as if they were sharing an ice cream sundae instead of woman.  It wasn’t long before Billy was hard again.  He got between Lauren’s legs and slid his cock into her pussy.  Though his cock wasn’t very big, Lauren was already hot just from the boy’s attentions.  She felt his little cock sliding in and out and a quick orgasm shot through her as Billy filled her with his young seed.  
With the little boy sated, Abby told him to get dressed and go outside.  Billy nodded and did as he was told.  He was used to this after a few days vacationing with his aunt.  They’d share the doulo and then she’d have some time with the doulo to herself.  
Alone with Abby, Lauren had the feeling that the stakes were higher now.  What would the lesbian want that she couldn’t do in front of Billy?  Abby sat and smiled at Lauren. “Stand up, Lauren,” she said.  Lauren rose to stand in front of her mistress.  “Interesting little fantasy you have going here,” said Abby.
“What, mistress?” asked Lauren.  How could Abby know?
“Letting your doulo play the master while you be the doulo.  I wonder how many women have that fantasy.”
“Mistress, you must be mistaken,” said Lauren, hoping to bluff her way through. 
Abby just smiled.  “I followed you yesterday down to the sharing circle,” she told Lauren.  Lauren hadn’t known the name of the place, but sharing circle made sense since everyone had been sharing.  “Your master fucked you and then instead of going to find another to share, he stayed with you.  His hands never left you.  He kept bringing you off, over and over.  That’s when I suspected that he was your doulo.  He was so attentive.
“So I followed some more.  All the way to the gate.  After you went through, I peeked through a hole and watched you change back.  Then yesterday evening I went for a stroll on your side of the park.  I watched your husband and kids go out with their doulos and I wondered if the family knew what mommy was doing during the day.”
Lauren’s shoulders slumped.  She’d been caught and she knew it.  She started to sit down.  “Keep standing,” said Abby.  “This is your fucking fantasy.  It’s not over yet.  In fact, I’d say it’s taking on a whole new life.”  Lauren stiffened to attention again as a doulo would.  “The dead giveaway was when you ate me out.   You’d have flunked out of doulo pussy eating school.  The good news is at least you made up with enthusiasm what you lacked in technique.”
Abby smiled a naughty smile.  “It was fun watching you rim Billy.  I’ll bet that was a first for you, but you were caught by then.  No way out.”  With a little chuckle she added, “The penetration idea was mine, not his.  He doesn’t know you’re not a doulo, but for me it was fun making you do naughty, naughty things.  You enjoyed it, didn’t you?” 
Lauren didn’t quite know how to answer.  Her fantasy was in shambles, but at the same time it seemed to still be going strong.  “Yes, mistress,” she said.  “A doulo always enjoys making her young master happy.”
“And a woman like yourself enjoys being a pedophile?”  Just like that the two shared the true impact of what had just happened.  What was legal for Lauren to do to an 11-year-old doulo or for a doulo to do for an 11-year-old boy was not legal for Lauren to do to Billy.  Neither of them was a doulo.
“So, we’re both going to enjoy this game for the rest of the week,” said Abby.  “In exchange for my silence, you have to come here tomorrow, Friday, and Saturday.  I suppose you’re leaving on Sunday like me.”
“Yes, mistress,” said Lauren.  Perhaps this wasn’t going to turn out so bad.  Today had been thrilling.  She didn’t know what else Abby might have planned, but she was more than having her fantasy fulfilled.  
“Good then, I’ll expect to see you at 10 tomorrow morning and you’ll stay until 4.”
“Yes, mistress,” said Lauren.  
“And one other thing,” said Abby.  For some reason, Lauren felt a chill run down her spine.  The look in Abby’s eyes said she’d saved the worst for last.  “Tomorrow I want you to bring that lovely young daughter of yours.  Nina?  Was that her name?”
“Yes, Nina, mistress,” agreed Lauren.  “I can’t let her see me like this.”
“Let’s be perfectly clear, Lauren,” said Abby.  “You can’t afford to let the rest of the world see you like this.  You’re going to have to let your little girl see this side of you and you’ve got to convince her to be Billy’s doulo for the day.”
As Lauren digested that last bit of news, Abby said, “Now where is that pretty doulo smile that you should have on your face right now?”
Lauren forced a smile; it was less than pretty.  “She’s just 14,” she said.  “You can’t mean…”
“Billy can’t decide whether he wants an adult doulo or one closer to his age.  I thought Nina would be the perfect chance for him to find out what a little swimmer is like.”
“I can’t,” said Lauren.  
“Fine, then,” said Abby.  “Did I mention that I have the whole morning on tape?  See the camera lens right there?  I figured I’d start by selling it on the Internet and then let the authorities find out who is blowing an 11-year-old boy.”  She let the words hang for a moment as Lauren’s face showed her desperation. “Now I would think a mother could convince her loving daughter to make one little sacrifice to save her reputation.  I suggest you give it a try.  Tomorrow I’ll meet you at the gate.”
“Yes, mistress,” said Lauren.  
Abby looked at the camera lens and crooked a finger at it as if beckoning the camera to come closer.  Back in the playroom, Lucy jumped to her feet.  “Shit, she knows we’re watching.  I’m going to get a spanking now.”
“No she doesn’t,” said Jake.  “She only knows if we act that we saw what she just did.”
“She summoned me.  I gotta go,” said Lucy.  She pushed open the door and walked out.  
“Did you have fun, Lucy?” asked Abby.
“Yes, mistress, Jake is a great master.”
“I meant did you have fun watching us?”
“Yes, mistress,” said Lucy, ducking her head in shame.  “It made Jake excited to see his doulo with Billy.”
“Did you have the sound turned down?”
“Yes, mistress.”
“Then you missed the last part.”  She looked exasperated.  Part of the point was to let Jake know that the ruse had been uncovered.  “Tell them, Lauren.”
“Jake, she knows that you’re the doulo and I’m the mistress,” said Lauren.  
“That’s OK, so does Lucy,” said Jake.  
“Hah,” chuckled Abby.  “When it comes to sex, the body doesn’t lie.  He was too good, wasn’t he?”
“Yes, mistress,” said Lucy.  
“Then you won’t mind entertaining him the rest of the week.  He and Lauren will be coming to play the same game every day.  He will play your master and fuck you silly.  I will be Lauren’s mistress.  Neither of you will breathe a word of this, is that understood?”
“Yes, mistress,” they both said at once.  
“Jake, get dressed and take your mistress back home.  But, before you go I have one more request.  Go get dressed and I’ll tell you then.”
While Jake was dressing, Abby turned Lauren around and rubbed the brand on her smooth ass.  “You let him brand you?  How overboard is that?”
“I… I wanted to see what it was like,” said Lauren. 
“And how was it?”
“It was great,” said Lauren.  “It’s what started this whole fantasy going.”
Jake came back and Abby made sure they all understood the rules.  The two doulos knew their place in life, but they needed to understand Lauren’s place with them.  “For the next three days, when you are with me, Lucy and Lauren are my doulos.  Jake you must play the role of master, but know that to me you are also a doulo.  You all three will do what I tell you with a smile on your face.  Jake, I especially warn you that you should not think of her as your mistress.  You should not think of protecting her.  Outside this coach, you are her master.  Inside you will obey me.”
“Yes, mistress,” all three intoned.  
“Good,” said Abby.  “Lauren has been bad.  Her punishment is that she must play doulo for three days.  But, Jake, you have been bad, too.  You have played at being a master when you know you are nothing but a doulo.”
“Yes, mistress,” said Jake. 
But Lauren jumped in immediately. “He was only doing what I commanded.”
“That’s why I have a special punishment for him” said Abby.  “It’s time for the two of you to go and when you do, you’ll leave the way you came – with Jake as the master and Lauren as the doulo.  Before you leave, you have to give your doulo a spanking.  Outside.  In front of everybody.  And you better not take it easy on her.  I want to see five swats that make her jump and I want her to let everybody know she’s getting spanked.”  She handed Jake the leather paddle.  
“It’s OK, Jake,” said Lauren.  
“Make that 10 swats,” said Abby.  “Your doulo spoke without permission.”
“Yes, she did, didn’t she?” said Jake.  He eyed her sternly.  “She’ll be lucky if it’s only ten.”  He pushed open the door and turned back to Lauren.  He sank his fingers into her hair and practically dragged her outside.  “Over the chair,” he said gruffly.  
Lauren bent as ordered, but not before noticing how the commotion had made heads turn.  There were at least two dozen people in sight.  “Don’t forget to count and thank me, you insolent doulo,” said Jake loudly.  Lauren shuddered as his voice carried, only bringing more attention to her.  
Jake brought the paddle down in a swift, strong stroke.  If Lauren hadn’t been holding onto the chair she was bent over, she might have been knocked off her feet.  “Aaaahhhhh,” she moaned.  “One, thank you, master.”
“That’s the way, Jake,” said Abby.  “Nine more like that and she won’t be so insolent next time.”
After the fourth swat, Lauren screamed so loud that Abby stopped Jake while she put a ball gag in her mouth.  Jake finished the spanking to the muffled screams of his mistress.  Then he removed the ball gag and handed both gag and paddle to Abby.  “Thank you for the loan of your toys,” he said to her.  “Now we must be off.”  He turned and pulled Lauren behind him.  He couldn’t bring himself to look at her tear streaked face.  
Back safely on her own turf, dressed and with Jake naked, she turned and slapped him soundly.  “You insolent doulo,” she said throwing his words back at him.  “You are going to be whipped within an inch of your life.”
“Yes, mistress, I know I deserve that,” said Jake.  “But you should know…”
“Don’t speak,” shouted Lauren.  She tugged roughly on the leash, taking her turn to be firmly in control.  
It wasn’t a long walk back to the site where the coach was parked.  Halfway there, Jake dared to speak again.  He did it quickly so Lauren couldn’t stop him.  “Mistress, you can’t go back like that.”
She turned with an angry glare and then wiped her eyes.  “I look a mess, don’t I?”
“My mistress is the most beautiful woman in the world,” said Jake.  “But right now she looks like she’s been spanked hard.”
“No wonder,” said Lauren.  She detoured to a rest room where she washed off the tear streaks and primped herself.  Looking more presentable they made their way back to the motor coach.  By the time they were back, Lauren had cooled down considerably.  
“I should thank you, Jake,” said Lauren.  She knew that he’d had to be rough with her or else Abby might have demanded even more punishment.  
“You should never thank your insolent doulo, mistress,” said Jake.  “I ache from what I had to do to my mistress.”
The Lamonts had their dinner as a family and afterwards Lauren pulled Nina off so the two could speak in private.  Nina showed surprise, amusement, and consternation at various times as Lauren unfolded her story.  Then she dropped the bombshell on her daughter, telling Nina that she would be a participant tomorrow.
“No way, mom,” said Nina at first.  “This is your fantasy.”  After going over the consequences of not joining in, Lauren eventually managed to get a reluctant agreement from Nina.  
“This is going to cost you,” said Nina.  
“How’s that,” asked Lauren.  Wasn’t it enough that Abby had her over a barrel?  Now Nina was getting the same attitude.  
“I want to borrow Jake,” said Nina.  
“OK,” said Lauren.  
“Anytime I want for the next three years,” added Nina.  After listening to her mother the night before she’d decided that little cocks may not be the best.  “Starting tonight.  And if I like him, I get to swap Jeffrey for a new doulo, one with a big cock.”
“That’s $500,” said Lauren in shock.  That was the cost of trading in after you’d made your selection and signed the papers.  “Your father will never…”
“You’ll just have to talk him into it,” said Nina. “God knows what I’m going to have to do tomorrow.  You need my help; I think $500 is nothing.”
“You’re right, Nina,” agreed Lauren.  “I’ll talk to him, but make sure you want one like Jake.  Give him a ride tonight.”  She couldn’t believe she was offering a cock that size to her daughter.  
“And I want to watch you,” said Nina.
“Watch me what?” asked Lauren.  
“Watch you and Jake, you know, fuck.  I want to watch you make that noise like you did last night.”
“Nina, I know you’re mad at me, but you’re embarrassing me.”  She knew her family had heard her, but she hadn’t realized it had made that much of an impression.  
“Yeah, mom,” said Nina.  “I guess that’s exactly what I want to do to you more than anything else.  Tomorrow is going to be mega embarrassing for me.  I want to make you feel the same way.”
“Fine, Nina,” said Lauren.  She deserved that.  “Not tonight.  I’m not in the mood tonight.”
“You can’t have him tonight anyway,” said Nina. “I’m taking him.”  Making good on her claim, she went back to the bedroom and got Jake from his stall.  She left her little boy, Rory, alone in his stall as she took advantage of her new position of power over her mother.  
Jake hadn’t expected this turn of events, but he didn’t show his surprise.  He was at the command of any of the family and he knew that Nina wouldn’t be taking him out with permission.  “How may I please you, mistress,” he said with a smile.  
There was barely any difference in age between the two, but plenty of difference in status.  Nina wanted Jake to know just where he stood, because she didn’t want any of the attitude that he showed with her mom. “I know what you’ve done with my mom and you’re not going to get away with it with me,” she said.  She took out leather cuffs and put one on each of his wrists and ankles.  “Get on the bed, face down,” she told him.  “Pull your knees under you and grab your ankles.”  Once he was in that position, she hooked the cuff on his left ankle to his left wrist and right ankle to right wrist.  
Nina got a leather paddle and gave Jake a swat just as hard as she could.  The doulo had been spanked before.  It was something a doulo just learned to live with.  Sometimes it was for a reason and sometimes it wasn’t.  He knew there was a reason this time, but it didn’t matter.  He gritted his teeth and didn’t make a sound.  She swatted him again and again.  His ass reddened and his body jumped with each swat, but he kept his silence.  Finally on the eleventh swat, he let out a strangled, “Aaaahhhh.”  
The young mistress tossed the paddle aside.  She knew she’s really gotten the 15-year-old doulo’s attention if he had finally broken down and cried out.  “Now roll over and spread your legs.”  When he rolled over with his wrists cuffed to ankles, there was nothing he could do but spread his legs.  Freshly spanked, his cock was hard.  
Facing away from the doulo, she stripped off her clothes.  She wasn’t even going to give him the satisfaction of seeing her naked from the front.  As she got on the bed, she backed up and squatted down, letting his cock slide up her pussy.  It took a while to work the huge cock inside her pussy.  She’d never had anything like it inside her before.  At first she was only taking an inch or two, but gradually she managed to force more of it in her tight cunt.  Once she had it all in, she started sliding up and down.  “Don’t you dare cum inside me,” she warned him. That was another bit of satisfaction she intended to deny him.  
This was far better than a little cock.  She hadn’t realized what a real cock could do for her.  It not only stretched her out more, but it sank deeper inside her.  It was an incredible feeling.  She used her fingers to play with her clit as she bounced up and down on the cock.  It took several minutes to work herself up to an orgasm, mainly because she wanted to take her time. She wanted her mom’s naughty doulo to suffer, fucking her, but not allowed to cum.  When she finally did cum, it was the best ever, but she didn’t let on.  Then she rose and dressed, still without facing him.  
Once she was dressed, the 14-year-old turned back to face Jake.  She unhooked his wrists and ankles and removed the cuffs.  Then she put him back in his stall.  His cock was still hard, so she said, “Don’t cum inside your stall either or I’ll make you lick it up.”
Jake shrugged at the odd command.  What did she think a doulo did anyway, he wondered as he jerked off.  Then, as usual, he licked it up so no one was the wiser. 
The Abilene Doulos Ranch
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Chapter Eight
After breakfast the next morning, George asked his wife what she had planned for the day.  It was the first time he’d bothered to ask since their arrival.  “Why, dear?” responded Lauren.  “Getting tired of your little Marcia?”  She didn’t particularly want to answer his question and besides they had agreed that the week was no questions asked for them all.  
“Not at all,” said George.  “Sorry, I know I shouldn’t have asked, but you’re acting like something’s up.”
“Well, I do have a favor to ask you,” she said.  She didn’t want to give him too much information, but she could leak a little bit carefully. “Would you mind taking Rory out for a walk later?  Nina is spending the day with me and he ought to get some fresh air.”
“Not a problem” said George.  He completely missed the implication that his wife would be sharing her doulo with his daughter.  His mind had already leaped ahead to his own fantasy and an opportunity to pair the little boy and girl together in bed.  It made his cock hard just to think of the two little ones naked and playing with each other.  
Just before 10 o’clock, Lauren, Nina, and Jake were at the gate to the adult side of the park.  Lauren stripped quickly as Jake got dressed.  “Don’t dawdle, Nina,” she had to say to her daughter as she took her time.  
Nina glared at her mom and finished stripping.  It felt humiliating to be naked outside.  Though they were hidden from sight for now, they soon would be out where hundreds of eyes could see her. Jake removed his collar and put it around Lauren’s neck.  Then he pulled out an extra collar and stepped toward the nude 14-year-old.  She fixed him with a nasty stare, but allowed him to collar her.  He clipped a leash to her collar.  
“Mistress Nina,” said Jake.  “You must smile.  The whole game depends on you acting…”
“Yeah, I know,” said Nina.  
When she attempted to turn away, Jake used her leash to hold her facing him.  “My doulo is the prettiest doulo in the world,” he said, looking at her face.  “She should be proud of how lovely she is.  She should strut in front of everyone, telling them all how proud she is to belong to me.  Your tits are lovely and round, show them to the world.  You are proud to show your body.”  Then he said the same thing he’d said to Lauren on her first day.  “They’re all going to be staring at you and you need to know only one thing.”  He paused and waited for those words to sink in.  
“Yes, master?” asked Nina.  His words had all made sense.  If she was going to play along, then she had to do all of that.  But she wondered what he thought was the most important thing to tell her.  
“Know that I am proud to lead my beautiful, sexy doulo for all to see.  Know that I am taking you out to show you off because I am proud of my selection.”  
He looked at them both and said, “Smile like a silly little doulo smiles all the time.”  He opened the gate and led them through.  
Right on the other side of the gate, Abby was waiting. She took Lauren’s leash.  “Let’s walk,” she said, tugging Lauren along behind her.  She led the adult doulo and let the boy lead the young doulo.  With that pairing, it wouldn’t look as awkward to have an underage doulo in the park.  
As they turned a corner, several people came in sight.  Jake casually glanced over his shoulder at Nina and saw her looking at the people.  He stopped and turned to face her.  His voice was low as he said, “The other doulo likes having people look at her.  She takes it as a compliment.  So should you.  But, you must not acknowledge it.  Do not take your eyes off me.  And when I stop talking, please say, yes, master.” 
“Yes, master,” said Nina.  When Jake turned and led her along, she remembered to keep her eyes on him.  She thought about how she’d ridden him the night before.  She thought about how she was going to spank him and ride him again tonight.  She thought about how she was going to make him pay night after night.  It wasn’t so hard to smile and look at him when she thought about it. 
Another hundred yards and suddenly they were in a crowd of people, Nina felt her body tingle in embarrassment, but she forced herself to smile and keep her eyes on Jake.  Without looking directly at them, she could tell she was getting more attention than her mother was.  Everyone seemed interested in the young doulo that paraded in front of them.  Some thought it scandalous and some thought it naughty, but nice.  Whatever their thoughts, they all stared.  She wanted to just die.  
Abby slowed her pace and waved Jake on ahead.  As he passed, she said to him, “I’d like to see how the young one walks.  Everyone is staring at her.  Walk her around a bit more, let’s let everyone get a look at those pretty young tits.”  
Nina knew Abby had spoken for her benefit.  Then, as she passed Abby, the woman said, “Those look so precious, dear.  I’ll bet every man here wants to touch them.”  
Nina didn’t like Abby already.  Jake had been helpful, but Abby was just being mean.  And Nina knew there was nothing she could do but smile and say, “Thank you, mistress.”  
The path they took wove back and forth and Nina figured that they were taking almost every path in the park, going the long way around to their destination.  They were doing it just to humiliate her.  What was worse, she was starting to feel a tingle in her tummy, like she did when she got sexually excited.  It was about that time that they arrived at Abby’s motor coach.  
The two masters led the two doulos inside the coach.  Going from the bright sunlight to the darker coach, Nina had to do a double take when she saw a small figure waiting.  Her eyes got wide and she had to force herself to keep a smile as she saw the 11-year-old Billy.  Her mom hadn’t warned her about that.  
“Oh, good,” said Billy as he ran his eyes up and down Nina’s body.  “She’s got tits.  I was worried you were going to bring me one with no tits.”  His aunt had promised him a younger one so he could see if he liked young ones better.  He didn’t want one his own age.  His hands reached out and grabbed Nina’s tits.  He squeezed them.  “I like these,” he told his aunt. He reached over and squeezed one of Lauren’s.  Then he squeezed Nina’s again.  “She’s firmer,” he said of Nina.  
Then the boy stepped behind Nina to check her out from behind.  “I like this better, too,” he said. “It’s not as big.”  He went to a drawer and pulled out a paddle.  “Bend over,” he told Nina.  
This was Nina’s worst nightmare.  The little boy had a mean looking paddle and she had to bend over for him.  “Yes, master,” she said as she bent to offer him her ass.  This was going to be a long day.  
Billy took a good swing and swatted Nina.  “Aaahhh,” gasped the young girl  
“Oooo,” said Billy, surprised that the doulo had made any sound at all.  It sounded good to have her make that noise.  
He swatted her again.  “Aaaahhh,” said Nina again.  A third time and her voice went up in pitch, “Aaaeeeee,” she moaned.  
“Cool,” said Billy.  “I like it when she makes that noise.”  His little cock was getting hard from spanking the girl.  He swatted her three more times, enjoying the increasing pitch and volume that he got with each one.
As Nina was getting paddled, Abby put leather cuffs on Lauren’s wrists.  Then she clipped the cuffs to rings in the ceiling of the coach.  Lauren’s hands were spread three feet apart with her arms in the air.  By the time Billy was done paddling his 14-year-old doulo, Lauren was helpless to do anything for her daughter if things got out of hand.  
The 11-year-old dropped the paddle and took his clothes off.  He lay back on the sofa in the coach and said, “Suck me now.”  
Nina hadn’t notice as Jake left, going back to entertain Lucy in the back bedroom.  He couldn’t wait to turn on the TV and watch what happened.  The two doulos watched Nina getting spanked by Billy. “Damn, that is so sweet,” said Jake.  “She spanked me last night.  I fucking wish that was me doing her.”

“Want to do me?” asked Lucy.
“Spank you?”
“Yeah,” she said.  “I could squeal like she’s doing.”
“Thanks, but no, I just want to watch her for a minute.  She’s really hating this.”  He wasn’t disappointed as she had to start blowing Billy, too.  
“Yes, master,” said Nina.  She smiled at Billy, but what she really wanted to do was tell her mother what she thought of this insane idea.  Kneeling in front of him, she started the way she’d seen Hannah and Heather do her brother.  She licked the little cock a few times and then started sucking on it.  It wasn’t that she minded sucking a cock.  She did it for her doulos, but she didn’t like being forced to do it.  And she liked to tease her boys.  She knew she couldn’t do that.  It took her about a minute of sucking before she realized in horror that there was something else about to happen.  She was going to have to swallow the boy’s cum.
“Suck me good.  Here it comes,” announced Billy.  He shot his load in Nina’s mouth.  She sucked the cum out of his cock and swallowed the disgusting stuff.  Fuck, her mom was going to pay for this.  She hadn’t imagined all the things that could go on with her acting like a doulo.  She could only hope the boy was satisfied and it was over for now.  
“You don’t mind if I give her a try, do you?” Abby asked Billy.  Nina was kneeling between Billy’s legs, watching his chest rise and fall.  She didn’t dare look at Abby as she heard the terrible question.  
“It’s OK,” said Billy.  “I want to watch anyway.”  
Abby stripped off her clothes and spread her legs.  “Come on, Nina, I want to cum, too,” she smiled sinisterly.  Nina rose and turned.  Halfway through the turn, her eyes locked with her mom’s eyes.  It was ever so brief, but she passed her horror and anger before facing her mistress with a smile.  “Yes, mistress,” she said.  
When Nina knelt and stretched out her tongue, Abby reached down with her thumb and forefinger and caught the girl’s tongue.  She pulled it out as far as she could before Nina’s eyes started to water.  “Put it that far up my pussy, little girl,” she said and let go.  
“Yes, mistress,” said Nina.  She pushed her tongue out as far as she could and poked it between her mistress’ pussy lips.  The taste was unlike anything she’d ever tasted before.  It wasn’t totally repulsive, but it was unpleasant.  She willed herself to poke around between the pussy lips until she found the entrance to Abby’s pussy.  Then she pushed her tongue in until her nose was buried between the lips.  Just as she was about to pull back out, Abby’s hands grabbed her head and held her face tight to her pussy.  “Smell it, taste it,” said Abby.  “Enjoy my pussy.”  But, Nina’ couldn’t smell, she couldn’t breathe at all.  Abby held Nina’s face in place until Nina started to struggle.  When she let go, Nina pulled away and took a deep breath.  
“God damn, that makes me hot,” said Abby.  “Now lick me and make me cum, little girl.”  Nina pressed her tongue between Abby’s pussy lips and found her clit.  She found that Abby was indeed excited.  Doing what she knew she liked, she licked and nibbled on Abby’s pussy until the woman came.  
Billy had recovered and when the action was over, he stood up and walked around behind Lauren.  He picked up the paddle that he’d used on Nina.  “Can I?” he asked his aunt. 
“That would be nice,” said Abby.  “See if she’ll make some noise for us, OK, sweetie?”
It only took about five swats before Lauren started making some noise for them.  She squirmed under the firm swats and gasped out with each one.  After the tenth one, she said, “Thank you, Billy, spank me all you want.”  She felt her pussy getting wet just from the pain and the knowledge that an 11-year-old boy was playing with her ass.  
Though he wanted to watch some more, Jake also knew he was supposed to get Lucy out of the coach.  He turned off the TV after watching both his mistresses be abused and fucking Lucy twice.  He dressed and came out, leading the naked Lucy.  “We’re going for a walk,” he said.  “Maybe we’ll drop by the sharing circle.”  
“Fine,” said Abby.  “Back well before 4 o’clock, though,” she added.  
“Hey, Billy, how about doing some more with Nina,” suggested Abby.  “Don’t want her to feel left out.  I need to fix up Lauren anyway.”  Billy watched as she put a spreader bar on Lauren’s ankles.  By spreading her legs, Abby forced Lauren up onto her tiptoes.  
“Lay down on your stomach, Billy, I know what you want now.”
“Yeah,” said Billy as he remembered on of his favorite feelings.  He looked back over at Nina and said, “Lick my ass.”
Abby kept an eye on Nina; she wasn’t sure the girl knew what was expected.  She was right.  She bent down and pulled Billy’s ass cheeks apart and whispered, “Lick his asshole, doulo bitch.  That’s what he likes.”
After everything else, Nina couldn’t believe what she’d just been told.  She hesitated, starting at the pink asshole.  Abby whispered some more, “Do it for mommy.  Lick his asshole or I’ll send her to jail.  If Billy finds out, I’ll send you both to jail.”  
Nina hadn’t been lost in the doulo fantasy, so it didn’t shock her to hear those words.  She knew what was on the line.  Reminded of the stakes, she stuck her tongue out and licked the little boy’s ass.  She heard him moan in pleasure and forced herself to keep it up, going around and around the puckered asshole.  
“Now,” said Abby so everyone could hear.  “As far up my pussy as you stuck your tongue, I want to see it up his ass.”  Then she leaned forward and whispered, “Do it my little mommy’s girl.  Do it for mommy and do it for me.”
Nina shivered at the words.  Abby was meaner than she’d first thought.  She stiffened her tongue and pushed it past Billy’s tight sphincter.  She pressed her face forward, getting her tongue just as far up his ass as she could.  “Hey,” said Billy in surprise, “not that far.”  He squirmed out from under her.  “Jeez,” he said looking at her. “You really like ass licking, don’t you?”
He looked up at his aunt and said, “Can we keep this one?  I like her.”
“I don’t think she’s available to take home,” said Abby.  She looked at Lauren as she said, “I can check but I’ll bet we can’t keep her.”  
Lauren looked back in horror.  Abby had said just 6 hours.  Of course they couldn’t keep her, but if Billy liked Nina, would they ask for her back tomorrow and Saturday?
“Well, I want to fuck her now,” said the boy.  
Nina felt relief that finally the boy wanted to do something that she didn’t mind.  His cock was not much bigger than Rory’s and she liked having him fuck her.  She lay back and let Billy stick his cock inside her.  He fucked her quick and came inside her pussy.  
“Why don’t you get dressed and go play outside for a bit,” said Abby.  “I want to play with them for a while.”
“OK,” said Billy.  “After lunch I want to do it all over again.  I like her.”
“Sure, sweetie,” said Abby.  She helped him gather up his clothes and get dressed.  
As the door slammed behind him, Abby said, “This is more fun than I imagined.”
“This is gross,” said Nina, knowing she was finally alone with the woman who knew she really wasn’t a doulo.  
“Say, this is gross, mistress,” said Abby, staring down at the little girl.
Nina swallowed hard and said, “This is gross, mistress.”
“That’s right, you’ve got six hours of being my doulo and I didn’t say you could talk back.  But it is fun to know that neither of you really are.  It’s fun to know that I’ve got a 14-year-old girl and her mommy at my command for the day.  It’s more fun than making a doulo lick my pussy.  It’s more fun than watching a doulo stick her tongue up an 11-year-old boy’s ass.  It’s more fun than listening to a doulo squeal as she gets her tight little ass spanked.  And now, it’s going to be fun to watch you get down on your knees and make your mommy cum with your tongue.”
Nina looked at her mom, stretched spread eagle and waiting.  She knew she had no choice, but that didn’t make it any better.  She started to kneel down, but Abby grabbed her by the hair and pulled her painfully back to her feet.  “You better thank your mistress,” said Abby with a laugh. 
“Thank you, mistress,” said Nina.  She knelt down in front of her mom.  
“You know what’s really funny about this,” taunted Abby.  
“No, mistress,” said Nina.  
“Your mom likes to play doulo.  It makes her excited to be on display, to be spanked, to be naked, even in front of Billy.  She likes to be forced to do things.  Don’t you, mommy.”
“Yes, mistress,” said Lauren.  
“That means right now she is so excited.  She’s excited because her 14-year-old daughter is going to lick her helpless pussy until she screams in orgasm.  Aren’t you, slut?”
“Y-yes, mistress,” said Lauren, her body shuddering from the anticipation.  
“She’s excited because it’s embarrassing.  She’s going to cum right in front of you, right on your precious little tongue, and she’s going to enjoy it.  Now, you may lick pussy.”
Nina believed every word that Abby had just said.  Her mom was in her fantasy world and enjoying herself.  She, on the other hand, was not enjoying a minute of this.  Still, she reached out with her tongue and ran it up her mother’s slit.  She looked up at her mother’s excited eyes as she did.  “Yessss, Nina,” hissed her mother.  
At least Nina knew it wouldn’t take long.  She pressed her face to her mom’s pussy and licked up and down.  Using her hands, she spread the pussy lips and tongued the swollen clit that she’d exposed.  She kissed it and then took it between her lips.  Feeling a little mean, she took the sensitive little nub between her teeth and bit down lightly.  “Aaahhhh, God, yesssss,” said her mom.  It surprised the girl to hear her mom react to that with pleasure.  She bit harder and got a louder gasp.  She kept that up, chewing on the clit, until her mom moaned, “Fucking eat me, Nina.  God damn it, girl, mommy is going to cum.  Please, make mommy cum.” 
Nina heard Abby’s voice join in.  “Cum for us, slut.  Do it for your little girl.  Look at that, Nina.  Mommy is begging for it.”
Lauren responded, “Oh, fuck, yeah, please Nina, please make mommy cum. Make me do it.  Watch me cum.  Make me scream.  Oh, fuck, fuck, fuck.”  She focused her eyes on Abby.  “Make her.  Make my little girl eat pussy, my pussy.” She started panting like a wild animal. 
“Come on,” urged Abby.  “Show us how good her little tongue is.”  She picked up the paddle and swatted Lauren’s bare ass.  
“Eeeeee, for God’s sake,” squealed Lauren.  “I’m fucking cumming now.”  Her voice got louder and she yelled, “Eat me, Nina, make me cum.  Make mommy cum.  I’m cumming for you.  Watch me, watch me.” Her hips bucked forward and back, fucking herself on Nina’s tongue.  Nina kept licking and nibbling, amazed at how her mom was reacting to the role playing.  Her mom really was a slut who liked playing this game.  She really was more excited than Nina could have believed.  It was almost fun to watch her mom squirm around, trying to get more tongue.  She kept licking despite her disgust.  Finally Lauren’s body relaxed, hanging limp in the restraints.  “Thank you, mistress,” she said to Abby.  “The little slut did me good.”
Nina seethed at her mother’s words.  She was on her knees, doing the most disgusting things and it was because her mom really enjoyed herself.  She began to wonder if her mom had been a willing party to recruiting her to join in the fantasy.  
Abby unbound Lauren’s feet and let her rest flat footed on the floor.  Then she unhooked the restraints at the ceiling.  “Thank the little slut,” she told Lauren.  “Nina, get up on the sofa and spread your legs.  Mommy’s coming to say hi.”
The 14-year-old girl did as she was told.  Her mom crawled between her spread legs, but didn’t stop at her pussy.  She came higher and licked and sucked on Nina’s firm tits.  “Thank you, Nina,” she said as she suckled on her daughter’s tits.  “That was the best.  Now mommy wants to see you cum.”  
“I’d imagine you don’t really want to cum right now,” said Abby.  “Your mommy’s pretty damn good with her tongue, so just relax and let it happen.  The alternative is I’ll bring Billy back in and let him spank you and fuck you.  You can lick his ass, his cock, and any other part of his body that he wants.  So, just relax and let mommy thank you properly.”
Abby was right.  Nina was not turned on by what was happening, not like her mom.  In an odd way it had been exciting to watch her mom abase herself by begging and screaming.  But the idea of cumming while her mom ate her just was wrong.  Still, there was now a threat of punishment if she didn’t cum.  She watched as her mom slipped down between her legs and started licking her pussy.  She closed her eyes, imagining it was someone else.  It was Rory, her doulo, licking her pussy.  He was eager and exciting.  He was good with his tongue.  
Their mistress watched her two captives as mother licked daughter.  She could tell what Nina was doing.  She was in another world, letting herself be taken to an orgasm.  But, Abby had plans to embarrass Nina anyway.  She watched carefully as Lauren enthusiastically ate the young girl’s pussy.  There came a moment when Nina gave a quick intake of breath and Abby knew that Nina was on her way.  
Nina’s breath started to come in ragged gasps as she approached her orgasm.  “Hunnnh,” she moaned and her hips twitched, reaching for the tongue that teased her.  
Abby leaned forward and spoke. “Do it for me, Nina.  Let me watch you cum.  Let mommy make you cum now.”
Nina’s eyes opened at the first word.  Her private world was gone and she looked again at her mom’s tongue furiously working on her pussy.  Abby had timed it right.  She was seconds from her orgasm.  There was no turning back.  She stared down at her mom and knew she was going to cum.  “Huhh, haaahhh, hunnh,” she panted.  “Yeah.”  
“Say it, Nina, say it for me, say make me cum, mommy.”  She was so close, but her mom had slowed.  Her mom was going to make her.  She heard Abby say, “Beg for it.  Tell her what you want.”
“Please, mommy,” she said.  “Make me cum.”  Her mother attacked her clit and she felt the wave of an orgasm sweep through her.  It was strong, stronger than she’d have thought.  “Do it, mommy,” she said, and the feeling intensified.  “Haaaah,” she gasped a quick surprised inhalation.  She hadn’t expected that it would feel this way.  “Make me, mommy,” she said.  She locked eyes with Abby.  “Watch me, mistress.” She’d never felt an orgasm last this long before and it was still building.  “Fucking eat me, mommy,” she said insistently.  “Lick your little girl’s pussy for mistress, and… haaaahhhh.  Tongue fuck me, bitch, make me squeeeeaaaaalll.”  
The orgasm passed and she lay there trembling.  It was embarrassing to the core, but it been incredible.  She couldn’t speak as she tried to understand her feelings. 
Finally Abby said, “Well, I don’t know who’s more surprised, me, you, or mommy.”
“Me neither, mistress,” said Nina.  
“Well, I trust I won’t have any more problems from you for the rest of the day,” said Abby.  “I’m going to take Billy for lunch and leave you two here.  I’ll bring back lunch for you.”  
The two doulos thought they were getting a reward for their good behavior, but that wasn’t on Abby’s agenda.  “Stand up,” she told them.  The two stood side by side and she hooked a chain to each of their collars.  It wasn’t a very heavy chain, but it was sturdy and would hold them in place.  Then she cuffed their hands behind their backs.  She opened the door and pulled them out into the daylight.  
Nina looked around as she stepped out.  There were a few people in sight, but it was different now.  She didn’t mind it as much.  Abby fixed the two chains to a post and put a padlock on it.  “Wouldn’t want anyone to walk off with my doulos,” she joked.  
Great, thought Nina.  Now they were chained out in front of everybody.  But, it got worse.  Abby picked up a sign that she’d printed earlier.  She showed it to her two doulos.  The neatly printed letters said, “NAUGHTY DOULOS.  PLEASE SPANK.”  She leaned a paddle against the post they were chained to.  Then, it got worse.  She showed them two ball gags.  
“Open up,” she said to Lauren.  Lauren opened her mouth and let Abby put the ball in her mouth.  It filled her mouth as she bit down on it.  Abby fastened the strap behind her head and looked at Nina. “You too, little one,” she said.  Nina opened her mouth and let herself be gagged as well. 
The two doulos watched as Abby and Billy walked down the lane to get some lunch.  Already a couple came up and read the sign.  The woman laughed and picked up the paddle.  She gave Lauren a swat, making her jump and then gave one to Nina, who jumped and squeaked through her gag.  The man took his turn, swatting them both soundly.  Then the couple left.  Lauren and Nina looked at each other.  Lauren was wondering how long lunch would be.  Nina was wondering if the word got out about a 14-year-old tied and ready for a spanking, would a crowd show up?
A few more people wandered by and gave the naughty doulos a swat.  Nobody did more than one swat, but they were adding up.  Nina turned and showed her sore ass to her mom, and Lauren did the same.  They both correctly assumed their ass was just as red as the other’s.  Being lunchtime, it seemed like most people were inside so they felt a little bit lucky.  
Just then a motor coach lumbered down the lane, looking for a campsite.  The one next to Abby’s coach happened to be free, but the coach stopped right in front of the two doulos.  A man stepped out of the side door, just a few feet from Lauren and Nina.  He walked around the coach once.  As he completed his circle, he pounded on the door.  The door popped open and two more men jumped out.  One held some bolt cutters that he quickly applied to Lauren’s chain. It snipped through the chain without much effort.  He did the same to Nina’s chain.  The first man grabbed Lauren and pulled her toward the open door of the coach.  She struggled, but she was cuffed and gagged and he was stronger than her.  Nina watched her mom disappear through the door.  She looked with frightened eyes at the man who grabbed her.  “Uh uh, uh uh, uh uh,” she argued, shaking her head.  He pulled her into the coach, too.  The third man climbed in and shut the door.  Then the coach started up again.  
Nina was dragged to the back of the coach.  She saw her mom was already backed up against the side wall and the man was clipping her cuffed wrists to a ring set into the wall.  The young girl struggled, trying to break free.  Through her gag she tried to argue.  The man dragging her, set her down on her feet, and grabbed her by the hair with one hand.  Holding her firmly, he slowly pulled back his other hand. She saw it coming, but couldn’t do anything about it.  He slapped her hard, making her see stars.  Groggily, she felt her wrists being attached to the wall opposite her mom.  
“Let’s get ‘em put away,” said one of the men.  Two of them pulled open a false wall in the back of the coach.  The third opened a narrow door.  There was a naked young girl in there, younger than Nina.  “Oops,” he said and shut the door.  He opened the next one and it was empty.  The two men unhooked Lauren’s wrists from the wall and moved her toward the door.  She struggled, but they pushed her to her knees with her back to the open stall.  They pulled her arms up cruelly and clipped her wrists to a ring in the back of the stall.  They stood her up and she had to step right back into the stall to keep her arms from breaking.  The door closed on her.  
One of the men laughed as he turned away from Lauren’s stall. “I fucking love the look in a doulos eyes when you put ‘em away.  It’s that stupid look that says she ain’t got the faintest idea what’s going on, but she doesn’t like it.”  He turned to Nina. “Do you, honey?” He unhooked her wrists and the two men pulled her toward the last empty stall.  The process was repeated with Nina.  Her wrists were hooked inside the stall and she was stood up and back into the stall.  “Well, what’s going on is you ain’t gonna see your master ever again.  You’re getting a new one.”  He slammed the door on her.  
Nina’s hands were chained against the wall.  She could feel it right behind her.  There was no room to back up.  Her ass pressed against her hands and the door pressed against her tits.  It was a tight squeeze, but it kept her from being bounced around as the coach moved through the park toward the exit.  
Lauren wondered if Abby staged this.  It couldn’t possibly be really happening.   For her the stall was a very tight fit.  Her tits were squashed against the door.  She listened to the voices through thin wall that separated them.  “You see the fight that little one put up?  I don’t think I’ve ever seen a doulo do that before.”
“They never surprise me anymore,” said another voice.  “Funny, though, you gotta wonder why she’d do that.  I’m betting she had a kind master who pretended to love her.  I’ll tell you what, though, what ever it was, she didn’t want to leave.”
Nina heard the same thing and tears ran down her cheeks.  She had no doubt that these were real doulos rustlers and she’d been mistaken for a doulo.  She cursed her mom for getting her into this mess.  From the conversation she gathered that the rustlers had a full load now and were headed home.  A few minutes later the sound of tires humming on pavement told her that they were on the highway.  
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The ride in the tight stalls wasn’t as long as Lauren or Nina expected.  Though it seemed forever to the frightened mother and daughter, it was less than an hour.  Trapped inside their stalls, they discovered how a doulo felt when she was locked away and forgotten.  The men had removed neither their gags nor their cuffs.  The sound of the highway faded and they could tell the coach was going slower, stopping on occasion.  Finally, it stopped.  
A feeling of relief filled them both, but it quickly faded as they were not released from their stalls as they expected.  The time drug on longer with the sound of banging, distant voices, and then the voice of a man who was in charge.  “Got a full load so quick?”
“Yeah, Spook,” said another voice.  “Went fucking smooth.  Bam, bam, bam, and we were outta there.”
“Get ‘em out and get this out of sight,” said Spook.  “You know where to put ‘em.  I pay after I see what you brought.”
“Got you some good ones, Spook.  Top dollar.”
There was no response.  Nina heard a stall door bang open.  She could hear the faint rattle of chains as the doulo was unchained.  Not a sound came from the doulo that was led from the stall.  Another door opened and the same routine followed.  She counted, as the sounds got closer.  Six doors opened and then the stall next to her opened.  She knew that’s where her mother was.  There was a brief sound of her mom’s gagged protests and then a very distinctive slap.  Then, silence.  
Nina’s door opened and she blinked in the bright sunlight.  One man shoved her to her knees, giving him access to the ring behind her.  He unhooked her chain from the ring and pulled her to her feet by her hair.  She’d heard what had happened to her mom.  Nina let herself be led away by a second man without a sound.  
The 14-year-old was beside herself as she was pulled from the motor coach.  There were five men staring at her, watching her naked body walk barefoot across the dirt to a post where she was chained.  The motor coach in which they’d arrived was already pulling away.  She looked down the line of girls.  Six of them had their hands cuffed in front and a chain that ran from their cuffs to a hook high up on a pole.  She and her mom still had their hands behind their back and a much shorter chain was hooked low on a pole.  
The man she knew was Spook was examining the second girl in line.  Another man, bringing the total of men in sight to seven, was right on Spook’s heels.  He was trying to point out the girl’s attributes while Spook turned the girl this way and that.  She was 12-years-old, offering herself freely for inspection.  The doulo may not have known what was going on, but she knew a master when she saw one.  
Spook came down the line, inspecting each doulo in turn.  Nina figured he’d already checked out the 10-year-old that was first in line.  Aside from the first two, she didn’t have to guess ages.  The man following Spook told him they were 25, 14, 8, and 10.  When he got to Lauren, Spook stopped short.  “A bit old, isn’t she?” he observed.  
“35,” said the man.  “But, look at the next one.  You could pass them off as mother-daughter.”
“Fuck,” said Spook.  “Without papers, I couldn’t pass ‘em off as squat.  Still,” he grabbed Lauren’s chin and turned her face back and forth, “pretty and not a bad body.  Somebody will want her.  Teen boys like older women. Take her gag out.”  
The man reached behind Lauren’s head and unfastened the strap, and then he pulled the ball free.  “I’m no…” was all that Lauren got out before Spook slapped her hard.  It was hard enough that her head snapped back and banged against the wooden pole that she was chained to.  She wobbled and nearly fell, but Spook deftly grabbed her by her hair and kept her on her feet.  “Put the fucking gag back in,” he said.  
Spook turned to look at Nina. “So this is the daughter,” he said, not sounding convinced.  He laced his fingers into Nina’s hair and turned her around.  “Not bad, but I don’t like the look in her eye.” He turned to look at the man behind him, “You bring me a couple of problem doulos?”
“No, Spook, least ways I just grab ‘em and we ain’t got time to figure out their little minds.  These only got grabbed an hour ago.”
Spook reached out and grabbed Nina’ nipples.  He pulled on them, making Nina step toward him until her chain reached its limit.  He pulled more until her nipples were standing out an inch and she moaned through her gag.  He caught Lauren’s motion out of the corner of his eye as she stepped toward him and then came up against her own chain.  
The boss caught the arm of the man behind him as he swung to strike Lauren. “How interesting,” said Spook.  “Even a dog has a maternal instinct.”  He looked between the two doulos. “If this is her daughter, then…” he let his thought trail off.  
Spook turned and said, “I’ll give you 15 grand for the lot.”
“You shorting me on the old one?” 
“She’ll be harder to unload and you know it,” said Spook.
The other man showed his business savvy when responded, “14 grand and 10% of their sale price.”  He pointed at Lauren and Nina.  
“12 grand and 10%,” said Spook.  
“Done,” said the head rustler.  The two shook hands to seal the deal.  
“Put ‘em away,” said Spook, speaking to a badly scarred man who’d been standing to side until now.  He put his hand to Nina’s cheek and said, “You can put her in the chair.”
Lauren watched as the men broke into two groups.  The rustlers left, leaving Spook, the scarred foreman, and two ranch hands.  They took the doulos quickly inside the barn.  Seven of them, including Lauren, were put in a cage in the corner of the barn.  When Nina was led in, the foreman sat her in a wooden chair that backed up against a wall of the barn.  She wasn’t attached to the chair, but she was left cuffed and gagged.  To her right she could see her mom and the six other doulos in their cage.  
The frightened teen didn’t dare move.  Her jaw still hurt from the slap she’d gotten.  She’d heard her mom get slapped and seen her get slapped a second time.  She’d have never done that to her doulo, but these men meant business.  She didn’t even feel safe looking around, but she cautiously appraised her situation.  The chair was bolted to the floor.  There was a cage to her right, an open door and one man to her left, and two men straight ahead of her.  She wouldn’t get far.  
The two ranch hands gathered up rope and approached her.  They uncuffed her hands for the first time in a couple of hours, but pulled her right hand up high on the back of the chair.  One man tied her wrist to the outside of the back of the chair.  Then they pulled her left arm up and tied it to the left side of the chair back.  She had to lean forward, with her arms fully extended.  The way they’d tied her arms, she couldn’t bend her elbows.  She was leaning forward about 30 degrees, looking like a hood ornament on a sports car.  They tied her ankles to the outside of the back legs.  When they were done, she was leaning forward thrusting her tits out as if she wanted someone to touch them.  
The foreman dismissed the two ranch hands.  Now, he removed the ball gag.  Nina saw no point in making a sound and she didn’t have much of a chance anyway.  He only replaced the ball with a complex bit gag that he fixed firmly between her teeth.  Pulling the leather Y up over her face, and a strap around her head, he fastened the bit firmly in place.  Then, he tied a rope from the back strap of the gag to the back of the chair, which left her forced to stare straight ahead.  
She was helpless at the hands of a very disgusting looking man.  He reached above the helpless girl and pulled down some wires.  Nina hadn’t noticed them dangling over her head earlier.  Each pair of wires had a red and a black wire with a copper clamp at the end.  Without heed to Nina’s comfort, he clamped one on her left nipple its mate an inch away on the firm flesh of her tit.  She grunted into the gag in pain and surprise, but she couldn’t move a muscle the way she was tied.  He clipped another one to her right nipple and its mate to her right tit.  The third pair he pulled farther down and reached between her legs.  She jumped as she felt a clip bite into her pussy lip and then one into the other side of her tender pussy.  He pulled down more wires and clamped one to her left ear and its mate to the bottom of her left ear.  The final pair was clamped to her upper lip and lower lip.  
The 14-year-old had no idea what to expect.  She looked in disgust as the foreman put his face inches from her.  She’d made cruel jokes about an unattractive classmate, saying he’d been beaten by an ugly stick.  The face in front of her had invented the ugly stick.  He stared at her, acting as if he wanted to say something, but then he retreated.  He pulled out a chair and sat it down a few feet from her.  Then he walked to a panel on the wall behind her and pressed a button.  
Nothing happened right away.  He went back to the chair he’d put out and sat down, watching her.  Suddenly Nina felt a shock to her left ear.  It made her jump and shake her head, but the clamps stayed in place.  The foreman’s lip crinkled into a sneer.  A shock to her right tit made her jump and grunt in pain.  Her eyes were wide in shock and surprise.  She realized all the wires were charged.  She prayed that it wouldn’t happen again, but then she jerked as pain shot through her pussy.  “Aaagghhh,” she made a strangled sound into her gag.  
The foreman had a smile on his face now as he watched her jump and twist in pain.  Each moan into the gag made his smile wider until he outright laughed at her predicament.  Nina realized from her completely helpless position that she was being tortured for his pleasure.  She could do nothing, but scream into her gag and jump with each unexpected bolt of electricity.  Some times the shocks were a second apart and sometimes ten seconds.  The anticipation was almost as bad as the shock.  It struck at random intervals, her pussy, her left tit, her mouth, her pussy, her ear, her right tit, her mouth.  It was endless.  She never knew what was going to be shocked next.  “Eeeeee,” she squealed, trying to control herself.  It was obvious that the more noise she made and the more she jumped, the more excited the foreman got.  But, she couldn’t stop it.  
After a couple of minutes, he leaned back in the chair, unzipped his fly, and pulled out his cock.  He had a hard time with it because he had a full erection.  Once it was free, he started stroking it.  He didn’t say a word.  He didn’t have to.  Nina knew that he was going to cum.  She was going to get him off.  The screams, the twitches, and the fright in her eyes were the source of his sexual excitement.  She tried hard to stop, but each shock brought another squeak and another twitch.  It was humiliating and horrible, but she knew she was jacking him off with her body.  
For several minutes, he stroked his cock slowly, just enjoying the sight of her young body in torment.  When he couldn’t wait any longer, his hand stroked hard and fast, up and down his huge cock.  Then, a long rope of cum shot out, nearly covering the distance between them.  Nina watched as it arced toward her and fell at her feet.  “Eeeeek,” she squealed yet again as the fire shot through her pussy.  He pumped his cock as more cum came out, but not nearly as far as that first burst.  When he was finished, he leisurely tucked his cock away.  He watched her jump and scream a couple more times and then turned off the electricity.  
The young girl, totally humiliated, her muscles aching from the strained position and various tender parts throbbing from torture, felt her bonds finally being removed.  Her body was like jelly as he pulled her from the chair and shoved her into the cage with the other doulos.  Locking the door, he left them alone.  
Lauren knelt down and gathered her daughter up in her arms.  “Oh, Nina, I’m so sorry I got us into this.  I never expected anything like this.”  She cradled her Nina as the girl sobbed in pain and frustration.  
The 12-year-old doulo knelt down and applied her tongue to Nina’s pussy. “Don’t,” said the oldest of the other doulos.  The 12-year-old stopped, rose, and stepped away.  
“It felt nice,” murmured Nina.  She’d thought the young doulo was just trying to make her feel better.  
“What are you two doing here?” asked the oldest of the other doulos.
“We’re not really doulos,” said Lauren, getting the words out for the first time since their capture.
“Oh, you are now,” said the doulo.  “Ever hear the saying, ‘Once a doulo, always a doulo?’  You’re one now and forever.”
“She’s branded, Maddy” said the 14-year-old doulo.  “She’s not an owner.”
“I don’t know about the brand, Wish” countered Maddy. Lauren was clearly not a doulo, but the doulos were confused about the brand.  She knelt down to be at Lauren’s level.  “You may think I’m a stupid doulo, but I’ve been around a few years.  These are doulo rustlers.  We’re going to be sold to the highest bidder.  Black market doulo trading is not right.  They can’t get caught.  If you make trouble, they will kill you.  You’re either a doulo or you’re dead.”
Nina spoke softly, “We’ll never go home again, mom?”
“You must have made somebody real mad,” said Wish.
“More like somebody’s idea of a sick joke,” said Lauren.  “It’s either a big mistake or she set us up.”  She explained quickly how her fantasy had led to this.
“Be careful what you wish for,” said Wish. “I wished my name wasn’t Beatrice and my master named me Wish.  Then he’d say, be careful what you wish for, Wish.  But I still like it better than Beatrice.  Maybe you’ll like being a doulo.”
Lauren wasn’t sure if she wanted to live out the rest of her life in her fantasy.  She’d never seen anything like the chair Nina had just taken a ride in.  “I hate it,” said Nina.
“Well, I love it,” said the 12-year-old.  “There were bad times, but my master couldn’t keep his hands off me.  He made me feel like I was a woman.”
“He made you feel like the sex toy doulo you are, Julie,” said Maddy.  “Which isn’t bad,” she added.  “But, you two, well, it’s none of my business.  But I’m warning you.  Doulo or dead.  You smile when he smacks your face.  You don’t argue.  Hell, you know the rules, you’re just on the other side now.  If he finds out, you’re dead.  If your new owner complains, you’re dead.  Doulo or dead.”
Lauren looked around the small cell at the other, younger girls.  There were no smiles, but there were no masters in sight either.  “Is it true about being sold?” Julie asked the older and wiser Maddy.  “Is it better than the ranch?”
“You can decide if it’s better,” said Maddy.  “The people that rent you a few years at a time from the ranch are the poor owners.  They can’t buy a doulo.  They don’t take good care of their doulo.  The good part is they have rules.  They can’t leave marks.  They can’t use electricity like Nina got in the chair.  They have to bring you back looking good.  Somebody that buys you has more money, more stuff, a bigger house, and maybe more than one doulo.  I’ve heard a rich owner treats his doulos nice.  But, once you’re sold, your owner can do anything except kill you or cut off fingers and toes and stuff.  If the guy with the scars bought you, you can guess what it would be like.” 
Lauren knew Maddy was right, especially about the last part.  A dog had more rights than a doulo.  Technically she could have beaten Jake bad enough to leave marks, but it would have been expensive.  “Depends on who buys you, I guess,” she said.  
“You’re really her mother?” asked one of the 10-year-olds.  Doulos never knew who their mother was.  
“Yes,” said Lauren.  “And I shouldn’t have gotten her into this.”
“Some owners like exotics,” said Maddy.  “Mother-daughter could be worth a lot of money.  Ought to get you into a nice place where the owner likes to show you off.”
Lauren didn’t have the same positive outlook.  “You heard him.  There’s no proof.  Nobody’s going to pay much on our word, the word of a doulo.”
“You’re right about that,” said Maddy.
“You all know each other?” asked Lauren.  She’d noticed that they knew each other’s names though she’d heard no introductions.  
“One day now,” said Maddy.  “Julie, Lilo, Aggie, and Ellen all got picked up two days ago.  All from one family that wasn’t watching their doulos very close.  Wish came from the little doulo park yesterday and I got rustled yesterday afternoon from the big doulo side.  Spend some time in stalls and you learn names and stories.”
Maddy glanced over at the younger girls she’d just named off and made a quick hand motion.  Lauren didn’t quite catch what she’d done, but the four girls lay down in a snuggle of bodies for warmth and pulled a blanket over themselves.  “Long day,” she said to Lauren.  “They need to sleep.  You should, too,” she said to Nina. 
Lauren surveyed the cage, wondering how they could sleep in these conditions.  The floor was hard and there were just a few blankets.  Aside from that, there was a toilet, a sink, and some nipples on the wall for drinking water.  
“I can’t sleep,” said Nina.  “Not after that.”
“Listen,” said Maddy.  “You got a place for that.”  She tapped her head.  “You put it back here and you lock it away. Maybe you bring it out for story time, but other than that, lock it away.”
“You mean just forget about it, just like that?” asked Nina.
“Forget about it, just like that,” said Maddy.  “Or go crazy.  Now, you two gonna join us or not?”
“Join you?” asked Lauren.  
The 25-year-old doulo was taking charge since Lauren wasn’t living up to her responsibility as the eldest doulo.  She rolled her eyes at Lauren, showing her disdain for Lauren’s shortcomings.  “Little ones in the middle.  Wish and then me on one end.  Nina and then you on the other end.  Keeps the demons away.”
Neither Nina nor Lauren knew whether to take the threat of demons seriously, but the doulos apparently did. “Join you,” said Lauren.  “Come on, Nina.  We’ll stay warm that way.”  She got Nina to her feet and led her to the end of the girls opposite Wish and Maddy.  She looked down at the four little ones.  The 8-year-old and one 10-year-old were in the center, facing each other, arms around each other.  Behind the 8-year-old was the other 10-year-old, facing the center so she was cuddling the young girl beside her.  Julie, the 12-year-old, was similarly cuddling her bed partner.  As Wish lay down, she faced center, putting an arm over the outer 10-year-old.  Following suit, Maddy spooned up with Julie.  
Following the pattern, Lauren got Nina to lay down facing center right behind Julie.  And she lay down cuddling up to Nina.  Unused to this position, Nina didn’t know what to do with her arms.  Julie half sat up, pulling Nina’s bottom arm under her and then Nina’s upper arm over her.  She lay back down.  Feeling awkward with her arm across the naked 12-year-old’s body, Nina started to pull it back.  But, Julie caught her wrist.  The girl looked back over her shoulder and said, “Watch me, please.”  She pulled Nina’s arm back across her and lay down again. Though she wasn’t quite sure what Julie meant by that, she did understand that Julie felt better with older arms around her.  
To her surprise, Nina dropped off to sleep quickly.  She slept through the night, only waking when Julie rose.  Without a second thought, Nina scooted forward, taking Julie’s place to cuddle the still sleeping Lilo.  
A loud noise woke Nina the next time as the barn door slammed open.  She was vaguely aware of the scrambling little bodies in front of her.  Surprised, she looked up to see the 7 doulos standing in a row and motioning her to get up quickly.  Remembering where she was, she leaped to her feet and got in line.  A ranch hand walked through the door and 8 doulos beamed a smile at him.    
The man came over with a bucket of food. He opened the door and set the bucket in, then set 8 bowls, and 8 spoons.  With that, he turned and walked away.  Maddy motioned Lauren toward the food.  For a second, Lauren thought the eldest got to eat first.  Then she saw the others were lined up in age order, youngest first.  Maddy said, “Serve us.”  Lauren picked up the ladle in the bucket of oatmeal and dropped a gob in a bowl.  She handed it to Ellen.  
“Thank you, Lauren,” said Ellen as she stepped away to eat.  One by one, Lauren did her duty as the eldest and served the others.  She was amazed at the bits of doulo culture that she’d missed as an owner.  Or was it just when there was no owner present that the doulos behaved this way?  She sat next to Maddy with her bowl of oatmeal and asked questions.  There was so much she needed to know.  
Among the things she learned was that Julie’s attempt to console Nina the night before had been very wrong.  Some doulos were trained to be pain sluts.  Lauren hadn’t heard the term because the Abilene Doulos Ranch didn’t offer that line of product.  The training for a pain slut consisted of pain followed by reward.  Repeated often enough, any doulo came to associate the pain with pleasure and learned to enjoy the pain.  One ride in the chair followed by a comforting tongue and orgasm wouldn’t turn Nina into a pain slut, but it could be the first step.  
When everyone had eaten, Maddy told Lauren to hold out her right hand palm up, stroke her other hand forward across her open palm briskly and then point at Ellen and Aggie.  When she did, the two youngest girls took the bowls, went to the sink, and washed the dishes.  “At lunch, Lilo and Julie clean.  At dinner, Wish and Nina clean.  You and I don’t clean, ever.”  At Lauren’s unspoken question, Maddy said, “Sixteen and under clean.  Over sixteen don’t clean.”  Watching the two girls clean, Lauren observed that cleaning included cleaning bowls, spoons and ladle; stacking the bowls and spoons; and cleaning the bucket as well.  
“Do you think we’ll be alone long?” Maddy asked Lauren.  
Lauren almost asked how would she know, but then realized her new friend wanted or needed an answer.  How would she know?  They were being held illegally, out of sight, waiting to be sold.  There couldn’t be too much commotion surrounding their presence and there had to be some time for their availability to be advertised.  “I think until lunch,” she answered.
 “This then,” said Maddy.  She put her fingers near the corners of her mouth and stroked them up her cheeks to her ears.  When Lauren repeated the motion, the doulos sat in a circle.  “Story time,” said Maddy to Lauren.  
Maddy began with a story about a kind master that she’d once had.  She never used the word kind, but there were many details to the story that led Lauren and Nina to know Maddy’s treatment was unusually gentle and thoughtful.  The story took about 30 minutes to relay.  Wish picked up with her own story of her recent “capture” as a cowgirl.  She plied exquisite detail to the story, making them all feel as if they had experienced the panic of the chase, the pain of the roping and branding, and then the pleasure of meeting her new owner in better circumstances. 
Up until then Lauren just listened.  This was another part of doulo culture and she understood this was the oral history of the doulos.  The next story seemed out of place.  Julie, a mere 12-years-old, told a heartbreaking story of how she hadn’t seen even the face of her third child.  She didn’t know whether it was a boy or a girl. She’d never know.  
Confused at the apparent contradiction, Lauren whispered to Maddy, “She’s not old enough to have one child, let alone three.”
“I’ve heard that story many times,” said Maddy.  “Julie told it well.  That doesn’t mean it was her that had the child.  It means it was a story given to her to share as we give all these to share.  
“Then Julie may share the story of your kind master or Wish’s capture?”
“Yes, but it wasn’t my kind master.  It was just my story.  Perhaps that was Wish’s capture since she was taken by a new owner recently, but that is not important.  Now you have three stories to share.” 
Lauren half listened to the next two stories. She was thinking about what to tell when it was her turn.  But she did listen to the 8-year-old as her small voice told of her first and only night with her new master.  The story was sexually graphic beyond anything Lauren imagined could come from an 8-year-old’s mouth.  And it was no doubt not just her story; it had happened to her just a few days earlier.  
Now that her turn came, Lauren told the story of how she’d been chained to a post and left for spankings.  She described the strange motor coach that stopped and her abduction, full of the surprise and fear that she felt.  The story was still unfolding when the barn door banged open again.  The circle of doulos leaped to their feet.  To the ranch hand that came in it might have seemed as if they’d always been standing in a neat row, facing the door, and smiling.  
“You two,” said the hand, pointing at Lauren and Nina.  He opened the door.  Lauren noticed something that hadn’t been apparent the night before.  He didn’t have to unlock the door.  It was a simple latch that she could have worked.  And it made sense.  They didn’t have to lock the doulos in.  No doulo would escape.  The cage only served to define their space.  
Lauren and Nina stepped out of the cage.  Two more men had followed the first in.  The three of them put bit gags in the mother and daughter’s mouth, pulling the Y of leather up over their faces and fastening it behind their heads.  Nina was terrified that she was going back in the chair, but she held her ground.  The men cuffed the two doulos’ hands behind them and led them out on a leash.  
Abby had arrived at the rustlers’ ranch half an hour earlier.  Spook greeted her with suspicion.  For her to come to the ranch the day after delivery was dangerous.  But, she had something that she needed to give him right away.  “Papers,” she said.  “To make the deal even sweeter.”  She showed him official papers for Lauren and Nina, showing their lineage and clearly listing them as mother and daughter.  They were, of course, forged, and Spook knew it.  
“You do good work, Abby,” he said looking them over.  “I can’t tell they’re fake.  But there’s one problem.  Anybody that pays that much for an exotic wants proof.  He’ll ask for a DNA test.”
“And they’ll pass it,” said Abby.  “I guarantee it.  They really are mother and daughter.  I just thought the papers would help.”
“You’re really sure?” said Spook. “I’ll tell you what.  You remember what I did to that doulo that said she’d tell her new master about being rustled?”
“Yeah,” said Abby.  He made sure everyone who worked for him knew it.
“You stick around the ranch and if they fail the DNA test, then I’ll do that to you.”
“They’ll pass,” said Abby, though the thought of that happening to her made her stomach turn.  
“You can bunk in with the rest of the girls,” he said, nodding toward the bunk house for the female ranch hands.  “You leave before the test, I’ll hunt you down.”  He punched some numbers on his cell phone.  “Yeah, get the vet down here pronto,” he said into the phone and then closed it up.  
“I just want one favor,” said Abby.  When Spook cocked an eyebrow, she said, “A few minutes to talk to them.”
“Talk to the doulos?” said Spook, his tone showing Abby just how absurd he thought the idea.  “Fine.”
A few minutes later, Lauren and Nina were led from the barn and over to Abby.  She’d had them gagged and cuffed so there would be no outburst and there was none from either of the two new doulos.  
After the ranch hands had moved out of earshot, Abby said, “It’s what I do.  My team and I go from ranch to ranch, park to park searching for doulos that are unattended.  My job is to scout for them and make sure the pickup happens. Nobody pays attention to a lone woman introducing her young nephew to the joys of doulo ownership.  I have to admit there is a certain amount of irony to adding you to the string of doulos.  It was too good to pass up.  Fuck, the best part was getting mommy to bring her little girl over.  
“I did you a favor, oh, not by picking you up.  No, after you were gone, I forged papers that say you’re mother and daughter.  That guarantees somebody with big bucks will buy you.  And you will be his prized possession.  You’ll be doulos, but you might even have a better life than you had as owners.  Just the one thing,” added Abby with a sneer.  “I would imagine that the highlight of any showing of his mother-daughter duo would include mother and daughter tongue fucking each other.”
Lauren and Nina took Abby’s taunting stoically.  There was no other way to react.  They were doulos… or they were dead.  Gagged, there was no intelligible response.  Cuffed, there was no violent response.  
“I kept Jake,” said Abby.  “Spook doesn’t take males, but I have connections.  I’ll get him sold.  Couldn’t leave him around the park to tell anyone what was going on.  So, nobody knows you were playing doulo for a day.  Nobody knows you were on the wrong side of the park.  The park knows six doulos got nabbed and when I left there wasn’t even any word of a missing woman and her 14-year-old daughter.”
“Ta ta,” she said as she took their leashes and led them toward the waiting ranch hands.  She didn’t look back at them.  Handing the leashes to a hand, she headed for the bunkhouse.  
“Abby?” called out Spook, coming up behind her.  “Just one more thing.”
“What’s that?” asked Abby.
“Gets my curiosity up when somebody asks to have a conversation with stolen doulos.  So, I put a wire on one of the leashes.  You want to tell me what the fuck you’ve gotten me into?”
“Just a little prank,” said Abby, figuring she could talk her way out this new development.  “You see how funny it is, don’t you?  She wanted to play doulo and now she is one for good.”
“A couple of fucking humans cuffed and gagged and caged and… fuck, the young one rode the chair last night.”
“Ooo, I’d love to see that,” said Abby.  
“You stupid cunt,” said Spook.  “This puts my whole operation at risk.  All they have to do is start talking and what if somebody believes ‘em?”
“Nobody believes…”
“Shut up!” snapped Spook.  He fumed for a moment, pondering how to handle this predicament.  When he finally made up his mind he said, “I’ll give you something you didn’t give them… a choice.  You can either take the same punishment I promised you earlier if they fail the test or you can join them as doulos for the rest of *your* life.”
“Spook, please,” said Abby, suddenly realizing just how pissed Spook really was.  “I didn’t… it wasn’t… you’re kidding, right?”  But she knew he wasn’t.  Neither option was very appealing.  Between one that repulsed her and one that offered some hope, she knew which one she’d pick.  Her pride made her hesitate.  If she took the option to be a doulo, she’d be stuffed in the same cage with Lauren and Nina.  She didn’t want to let them see her lowered to the same level as she’d lowered them.  
“Or, I could just kill you,” said Spook.  
“A doulo,” said Lauren.  “I’ll be a doulo.”  She felt her knees get weak as Spook motioned over Scar and his two most trusted ranch hands.  Her prank had turned on her.  It wasn’t funny anymore. 
“Take off your clothes, jewelry, everything,” said Spook.  
She knew he didn’t mean later.  Standing outside in front of the four men, she stripped down, feeling the loss of control that went with becoming a doulo.  She was losing more than her clothes as she bared herself in front of them.  No more possessions.  No more freedom.  No more control.  
The ranch hands had come prepared to take her from human to doulo.  Scar shoved a bit gag into her mouth and fastened it behind her head.  He put a collar around her neck.  With a rough rag he rubbed her face hard, smearing and removing the makeup she’d put on this morning.  There was a ranch hand on each arm, making sure she didn’t fight.  Then, Spook looked her up and down and said, “Put her in the chair for 5 minutes.”
Abby felt cold fear fill her, worse than just the loss of control.  Her new master was demanding even more punishment.  As a doulo, she couldn’t object.  But she wasn’t there yet mentally.  She jerked her arms, trying to pull away from the men holding her.  The expletive she spat at Spook was lost in the gag, but the intent was not.  “I hate a difficult doulo,” said Spook.  “Make it 10 minutes.  That ought to teach her some manners.”
The new doulo stared in disbelief at Spook, but she got the message.  Fight and she might end up on the chair even longer.  Seeing the surrender in her eyes, Spook added, “You give them any more trouble, they have my permission to double the time again.  I expect a doulo to sit in the chair and let herself be tied in position.  You’ve been a naughty doulo, so take the punishment that you know you deserve.”
Defeated, the formerly free woman allowed herself to be led into the barn.  Horror filled her at the thought of what happened to a doulo in the chair, but there was worse.  She sat limply, allowing them to pull her arms back and tie them, tie her legs, and attach the wires to various sensitive parts of her body.  
The initial surprise that Lauren, Nina, and the other doulos had when they saw Abby led in naked gave way to the understanding that she’d somehow angered Spook.  Hating the woman, they got a sense of satisfaction at seeing her strapped into the wooden chair.  Another doulo came silently into the barn, opened the cage door, and let herself in.  She latched the door again and looked around the crowded cage.  
Even Lauren could tell this new doulo was not ‘one of them.’  There was the smell of perfume on the freshly washed doulo.  “What are you doing here?” she asked, wondering if the new one was a spy.  
“I am Wasabi.  I’m to give her pleasure after the chair,” said the doulo.  “She will be in the chair every hour for five minutes, 12 hours a day and I am to make her cum after each ride.”
“Pain slut,” said Wish softly, though everyone in the cage already knew exactly what was going to happen to Abby. 
Wasabi was the most beautiful doulo that Lauren had ever seen, a beauty among beauties.  It would only make sense that a man who dealt in doulos would keep the best for himself.  Apparently it was more than her beauty that made her special.  “My master named me Wasabi because he says at my mere touch he feels an exquisite burn that brings tears to his eyes.”
When they turned on the power to the chair, the three men didn’t even stay to watch.  They just left Abby tied and immobile, jerking and grunting with each bolt of electricity that coursed through her body.  She couldn’t even so much as turn her head to see the looks of satisfaction on Lauren and Nina as she put on a show for them all.  
After ten minutes, Abby was freed and put in the cage with the rest of them.  Three minutes later she sighed in orgasm from the tongue of the exquisite Wasabi.  
The eight recently rustled doulos were taken from the cage after lunch.  After days of neglect, they were allowed to shower and prepare themselves for display. They learned that every Friday afternoon was an auction of the recent arrivals.  
The auction was practically a let down to Lauren and Nina.  The two had been through so much in the past 24 hours that being on a platform with 20 or so men and women appraising them seemed mundane.  The buyers were mostly brokers, buying for other clients.  There were also unseen buyers as Lauren noticed bids coming in when no one in the audience made a bid.  Cameras near the stage told her that their images were being shared on the Internet for a wider range of bidders.  
The six lone doulos were auctioned first, from youngest to oldest.  The doulos were going for around $30,000 to $50,000.  When Lauren and Nina were presented for bidding, the bids started at $100,000.  By then, Spook had not only papers, but the results of the vet’s DNA test to verify their unique status.  The bidders in the live audience stopped bidding when the amount passed $200,000.  
When the bidding slowed around $275,000, Spook ordered Lauren to start licking Nina’s pussy.  Figuring that a higher bid meant a better owner, she knelt and ran her tongue up her daughter’s slit.  She reached up to cup Nina’s firm young tits, accentuating them for the online audience.  The result was immediate with the bidding shooting over $300,000.  The final bid was for $360,000.  For now the mother and daughter could only speculate on the nature of an owner who could afford that much for them.  
On Monday, three days after her first ride in the chair, Abby was presented to Spook again.  “How is my naughty doulo doing?” he asked. 
She had a silly smile on her face, pleased to see her owner.  “Master, how may this doulo please you?”
“I would like to see you ride the chair,” said Spook.  
“Ooo, yes, master,” said Abby.  “Thank you.  I would do anything you command, but I especially enjoy the chair.”
“So I heard,” said Spook.  He watched as she attached the leads to her own body and sat in the chair.  She affixed the bit gag to her head.  She reached back and gripped the back of the chair.  There were no ropes on her as the first shock rocked through her body.  The squeal from her was more of pleasure than of pain.  
Abby appreciated irony, but Spook doubted that she appreciated the irony of her current situation.  He’d given her a choice between becoming a doulo or of being turned into Scar’s pain slut.  Since she was nothing but a doulo anymore, she had no choices.  So, he’d taken away the last choice she’d made.  He was turning her into a pain slut.  In a couple more days, he would give her to Scar and then her punishment would be just beginning.  
He watched her for a few more minutes.  Her body rocked back and forth, giving more meaning to taking a ride in the chair.  She used the pressure of the hard wooden seat against her pussy for the stimulation she craved.  There was a distant part of her that wished she could stop the humiliating display, but most of her didn’t care.  It just felt too good.  She humped herself against the chair until her body spasmed in orgasm from the pain coursing through her body.  As her orgasm shuddered to an end, she removed the clips on her body.  
Spook was wrong when he suspected she didn’t appreciate the irony.  She found the irony of fucking Lauren and Nina, figuratively speaking, sexually arousing.  Curiously, the irony that Spook was fucking her, figuratively speaking, was no less thrilling.  The only thing that would have made it better was for Lauren and Nina watch her ride the chair.  She did it so well that she wanted to show them and cum even harder.  Alone in the cage after her ride, she played with her pussy, cumming again just from the humiliation of her new status.  There was only one thing left for her master to do to complete the irony.  She wondered why she’d ever thought of being Scar’s pain slut as repulsive.  In fact, she was looking forward to the inevitable.  
Lauren and Nina found their new life much different than Abby’s new life.  In their master’s mansion, they were ‘forced’ to wear clothes most of the time.  One or two times a week he would show them off at social events in his ballroom, out by his huge pool, or out in the spacious gardens.  For those events, they were dressed in various sexy clothes, chained together at the wrist since they were a special set, and told to mingle with the guests.  
After an adequate amount of time for the guests to converse with the well educated, very exotic mother-daughter pair, Lauren and Nina removed the chains that bound them, stripped, and ate each other to wonderful orgasms.  It was the highlight of many evenings because, of course, the many owners were aroused by the forbidden, incestuous relationship, something only a doulo would do.  
And they slept in each other’s arms every night, just in case the demons came. 
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