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Author’s Note:  This is a continuation of a marvelous story by Masterius.  The story was stopped unfinished.  Masterius has recently resurfaced and the first 17 chapters of the story are posted on ASSTR with his permission.  This is my (semi-authorized) continuation of the story.  Masterius has kindly given me permission to post it with a name change so as to not confuse it with his original.  
Given that I didn’t expect Masterius to return after three years, I attempted to emulate his writing style to make the story flow as smoothly as possible.  I’ve always considered it a tribute to him to take his work to completion.  
Courtney was so lost in her own pleasure that she didn’t hear her Mom.  She might have had Samantha not cut herself off, stunned at the sight of Twerp gently, rhythmically pressing at her Mistress’ panties.  The nine year old was drifting in her own mind, letting the tingle running through her body build, though she didn’t know quite yet where this was leading.  It was the bestest ever.  Tiny toes clenched and little fists squeezed on empty air, including even the most distant parts of her body in her arousal.  
Slender thighs parted just as wide as the chair would allow, as her body naturally invited Twerp to continue.  Her eyes were closed.  Perched so close to the edge of the chair that her little bottom hung part ways in midair.  The feelings had started almost like pressing against the washing machine, more intense that the gentle kisses on her pussy.  But that was long past now. Vaguely she was aware that this was how Twerp must feel during pussy petting.  Totally unaware of just how wet she was becoming. Unaware of how her hips had started moving with a life of their own, rising up to meet the press and falling back with each release.  The Mistress and slave worked as an unthinking team, blissfully luring Courtney deeper and deeper into her arousal.  
Press ... relax ... rise ... fall ... press ... relax ... rise ... fall ... press ... relax...
Courtney didn’t notice the slight moans that escaped her lips.  Her only conscious thought was, ‘So this is what a slave is for.’  She’d learned the burden of responsibility.  She’d felt the joy of training, spanking, embarrassing, and even pleasing her slave.  Her most primal instincts knew that this was why she’d taken the time.  But her only thought was Twerp had a purpose.  Playtime was for both of them, but it was insistently for her right now.  
Rising from tingles to a fiery sensation that filled every delicious part her, Courtney slipped deeper into the haze of her passion.  It was the first time her young body had gone this far in this direction.  It was feeling of the washing machine thrum between her legs, only a bazillion times better.  
Press… relax… rise… fall… press… relax… rise… fall…
Her face flushed as the fire in her body grew, grew into bolts of electricity telling her that something special was going to happen.  Toes clenched ever tighter.  Her thighs were wet with Twerp’s spit and her own juices.  Tiny nipples on her chest puckered unbidden and unseen under her shirt.  Little hands went to the hem of her tented skirt and tugged it gently.  It had fallen over Twerp which, for a few moments, had been just fine.  But no longer.  She wanted to peek, to see her slave perform for her.  Slowly she raised it, lifting her bottom ever so slightly to pull the skirt higher.  The waist of the skirt stayed where it was as she pulled it inside out, sliding the hem up over her sleek hips until it was completely inverted.  
That was better.  It was so kewl to watch Twerp burrowing into her panties over and over.  She couldn’t decide if it was better than watching her give kisses there, but she knew it felt much better.  She wondered if there was a way to combine pussy kissing and this novel idea of pussy pressing.  How wild that would be!
 Her hands rose to her chest, clutching at the sensation she could feel there. ‘Just like Twerp does when she gets excited,’ thought Courtney. ‘Hard, tight nipples on her own chest. Amazement as she tweaked the hard little points between her thumb and forefinger. Fingers interlaced as she pressed the heel of her palms against her hardening nipples.  Courtney’s breath was coming in low, breathy gasps now as her slave took her farther into the unexplored sensations.  Jolts rippled through her body.  
Of the two, only Sasha heard her Aunt Samantha’s brief interruption.  It was no cause to stop, especially when she saw no reaction from Courtney.  Her cousin would have started if she’d heard.  She remembered just how ‘out of it’ she’d been when she’d felt what she knew Courtney was feeling now.  It would be her secret… not a sinister secret, but an arousing secret.  For not only was it no cause for stopping, Sasha felt a renewed thrill as she pressed into Courtney’s panties.  Already puckered nipples tensed more.  Aunt Samantha was watching!  There wasn’t a conscious joy that she was being watched, rather her conscious thought was how embarrassing this made it.  
Though she had the permission of her Mistress to press so personally against her most private area, Sasha felt a little guilty, caught in the act by her Aunt… by Courtney’s Mom.  True, Aunt Samantha hadn’t stopped them, but there was still a feeling of naughtiness.  Getting away with something.    Body tingling. Pussy wet.  Enraptured at the knowledge of her Aunt’s tacit approval.
She couldn’t see her Aunt, not with her face buried between Courtney’s slender thighs, but she didn’t need to see her.  She knew she had an audience and she wondered only if Aunt Samantha had a good view.  
Sasha looked, figuratively speaking at least, at herself in disbelief.  Her gagged mouth pressed against her little cousin’s panties.   Forward and back she rocked, knowing just what Courtney was feeling.  The disbelief was on several levels.  That she’d even attempt this on Courtney was a stretch of her imagination that she knew the Sasha of four days ago would never think of.  Worse, she was enjoying it.  At least the feel of her own tightened nipples and soaking pussy told her that she was immensely excited by the vision of her Mistress, her head thrown back, her breath ragged and raspy, her chest rising and falling, and her legs wantonly spread.  And that vision was the next level of disbelief.  Her little cousin was about to have her first orgasm.  Sasha shuddered in excitement just at the thought of watching that.  The thought of watching that from this kneeling, submissive vantage point.  The thought of doing it to Courtney.  The wonderfully warm feeling of pleasing her Mistress with the ultimate pleasure.  With that realization came the final level of disbelief.  She wanted to rub her face in Courtney’s pussy, pressing and releasing until her Mistress came.  The idea of having such an effect on her Mistress was intoxicating.  
There was a sense of amusement in the sight, too.  Hello Kitty was a dark patch on Courtney’s panties, darkened with spit and with pussy juice.  Sasha knew it wasn’t just her spit because she could smell the difference.  It was an exciting smell, making her enjoy squeezing that juice out.  Her motion was like pumping it from Courtney, teasing it out.  Hello Kitty would never be that same again.  No wonder that Sasha would later be aroused just at the sight of that innocent little figure, especially when it was bunched up in the precious V atop Courtney’s sleek thighs.  
The skirt that lay over her head shifted.  Bright light surprised her as she realized Courtney was pulling her skirt up.  It made the dark spot on Hello Kitty even more apparent.  ‘My Mistress wants to watch.’  It was better that way.  She knew it was impossible for Courtney to ignore what she was doing, but this was an extra acknowledgement.  
Neck muscles straining, Sasha kept the rhythm going.  Despite the strain she knew the reward would be worth it.   The reward would simply be the knowledge that she’d pleasured her Mistress.  It was then, even as her neck tired, that she realized she wasn’t doing enough.  She remembered the frenzied pace of Courtney’s fingers as they’d petted her pussy.  Petting it had started as, but petting was hardly the word for the end of.  Determined to make her Mistress cum, Sasha forced herself to press and release faster, more insistent, harder, almost thrusting inside Courtney, though she was, of course, too high and way too big to actually penetrate.  The effort was nothing compared to the effort of struggling to untie herself.  She shuddered anew as she remembered just how she and her young Mistress had arrived at this state of excitement.  
Sleek thighs tightened as Sasha squeezed her own pussy.  It felt nice, but she knew it wasn’t enough, would never be enough to take her where she desperately wanted to go.  But she wasn’t frustrated.  This was all about her Mistress.  Her own pleasure would be derived from that of her Mistress.  She thought how nice it would be to see her Mistress jerking in orgasm the way she had once.  She was wistfully imagining however.  How nice it would feel to have her own orgasm at the same time, driven to that height by the knowledge that she’d knelt before her Mistress and pleasured her.  How wonderful that orgasm would be.  
‘Oh, gawd,’ thought Sasha as little hands firmly gripped her hair, taking her by surprise, and forcing her even harder and faster into the soaked pussy.  Utterly helpless in the hands of her Mistress, her body wriggled in pleasure.  
Samantha stood with her hand clapped over her mouth.  Relief filled her as she realized that she hadn’t interrupted the special moment.  She’d know this was coming someday, but to have it happen now was earlier than she’d anticipated.  She also hadn’t been sure that she would get to watch.  She could just as easily have taken an extra 10 minutes to prepare dinner and missed it now or whenever it had happened.  It didn’t occur to her that this was a private moment that she ought not to witness, treating it as she had Twerp’s first.  
Silently she took a few more steps, circling around from behind Courtney to get a profile view of Twerp as she face fucked Courtney.  There was no other way to describe the incredible sight as the little gagged face humped against the white panties.  Now she regretted missing the entire afternoon.  It would have been wondrous to watch the Mistress and slave as they’d aroused each other to this moment.  It had taken all afternoon.  The dance of desire and arousal the two had shared must have been slow… tantalizingly slow and, she imagined, taken them by surprise.  She’d had no idea when she’d arranged this that it would turn out this way.  
It gave way to the wonder of how her sexually innocent young daughter had the knowledge that Twerp could bring her pleasure with her gagged mouth pressing and releasing against her clit. For she didn’t guess, couldn’t guess that Twerp had initiated the action.  How did Courtney know what to do and what would eventually happen?  The idea of using Twerp’s face was nothing like pussy petting, though by the way Twerp was tied, it was the only way she could stimulate her Mistress’ pussy.  
She swallowed hard, letting the excitement of the moment spill over into her.  She only assumed that neither girl knew she was watching.  There had been no response from either of them and no acknowledgement of her presence in the slightest.  The ropes wrapped firmly around Twerp gave the slave no range of motion except the steady pace of pressing forward and back.  Even when Courtney pulled her skirt up, Twerp couldn’t see around her thighs.
Dinner was going to be cold.  But, dinner was on no one’s mind at the moment.  Samantha was the only one who knew dinner was cooling and she wasn’t going to stop them.  The idea dashed through her head that she was watching her little girl become a woman.  She’d still be a little girl for years to come, but she was taking a big step right now.  
Samantha had crossed the line already.  Fallen back to a neutral position and crossed it again.  Many times now.  She stared at the alluring sexual creature so intent on Courtney’s pussy.  The scene was not unlike watching a slave using a double ended dildo to satisfy her Mistress, a scene the experienced mistress had seen and felt many, many times.  But this scene was an 11-year-old, almost innocent, girl… her niece.  
The brazen sexuality of the moment, between two preteen girls was arousing her more than she ever would have imagined.  Her daughter and her niece.  How she wanted to be sitting in that chair right now.  She was waayyyy far gone.  And this was just the fourth day.  With over nine weeks of the summer remaining.  
She imagined training Twerp to use a double ended dildo gag.  Not for Courtney.  Courtney was too small, undeveloped and would be for another year or two at least.  No, this time she was imagining Sasha between her own legs, press and release, in and out.  Could she do that to Sasha?  How could she not?
Shaking herself out of that line of thought, she tried to take control of her feelings.  She had to stay objective.  In control.  
She had just started to think that this was going to take a while when she saw Twerp’s head move forward and back faster and harder.  That would do it.  She’d noticed the way Courtney’s hands and feet were clenched in excitement.  There was no way to miss the labored breathing and the dramatic rise and fall of the little girl’s chest.  Then Courtney’s eyes shot open and tiny hands reached out and took firm control of Twerp’s head.  They interlaced in Twerp’s hair, telling Samantha that Courtney was on the verge.  The insistence of the hands and the intensity of the gray eyes as they bore into Twerp’s green eyes told her what she needed to know.  The gaze that passed between Mistress and slave made her shudder with desire herself.  She knew what they were feeling and that they were sharing that feeling through their eyes.  She’d shared that same feeling with many a slave in training or otherwise.  It was binding the two together in way that nothing else could.  It was dominance and submission, Courtney and Twerp.  It was pleasure in their mutually exclusive roles.  It was realization of their mutual dependency.  
Courtney had been drifting in a gradually intensifying dream world.  The tingles built to fire which gave way to tiny jolts of pleasure filling every fiber.  Everything changed when Twerp increased the pace.  There was no casual drifting anymore.  It was replaced with an intense need.  ‘Gawd,’ she thought as the need consumed her.  ‘Nothing ever felt this good before.’  Truly, there was no comparable experience that combined all the senses toward one goal, one release.  She opened her eyes and saw green pools of desire staring back at her.  Those eyes, backlighting tawny lashes.  Those eyes that wanted to please.  Those eyes that belonged to her slave… no, now they belonged to her.  Those eyes that begged her to take that final step.  
She knew what that final step was and despite the look of submission and desire that emanated from Twerp, she was afraid the moment would pass unrequited.  Without thinking, her hands seized Twerp’s hair, pulling her harder and faster against her pussy, that center of her being for the moment.  She never moved her glittering gray eyes from the green pools that stared up at her.  Then the green eyes said I’m yours forever and her world exploded.  
There was no more press and release, rise and fall.  Her hips rose and her slender arms pulled Twerp’s gagged mouth hard against her clit, buried under Hello Kitty and her swollen pussy lips.  She rotated her hips and Twerp’s compliant head, forcing her pussy lips to spread and stripping away one layer between her and her slave.  It intensified the feeling and her body shook from the intensity.  Waves of pleasure rippled through her young body and sparks danced before her eyes.  Beyond her control, her body tensed and jerked. There was nothing in the world except her and Twerp.  She felt as if she were about to burst as the waves of pleasure ran from head to toe, toe to head.  The exquisite feeling went on for several seconds, making her wonder if it would ever end, but then it did.  Gradually fading from intense to just a warm feeling that filled her.  
And she wasn’t finished.  There was something else left to do.  She wanted to relax, remembering how she’d held Twerp after her first and how Twerp had this dreamy look on her face for minutes afterwards.  She wanted that.  But, she had responsibilities.  She pushed Twerp back as she rose from the chair.  Holding her slave still by the hair, mainly so that neither would totter over and fall, she stepped around Twerp and then laid her on her back.  She didn’t know what to say and by the by, she thought nothing needed to be said.  She just put two fingers between Twerp’s pussy lips and found her clit.  
As Courtney grabbed her hair and forced her even faster and harder into the soaked pussy, Sasha felt a sense of relief.  There was no doubt that her Mistress was seconds away from her orgasm.  She’d done it!  She was so pleased with herself.  The feeling of pleasure and the look in her Mistress’ eyes were her rewards.  She stared up at the gray eyes, backlighting the dark lashes of her Mistress.  The dreamy look that had started in those gray eyes was gone, replaced by an insistent need.  Then the look was replaced again, confusing Sasha for a moment.  At first she thought she’d done something wrong as a commanding look filled the wide open eyes.  It frightened her to think that after all this effort her Mistress would be angry instead of pleased.  
The slave quivered inside under that brief gaze as she tried to sort out what was going on. Her motion of press and release had not stopped, so she knew that Courtney couldn’t be displeased, couldn’t be dissatisfied with her.  Then she realized that the look was not anger.  It was simply the look of a Mistress as she took her slave.  It was an acknowledgement that a slave had done well.  She felt the warm wash of praise ripple through her body, making her tingle with pleasure in a way like the spanking had.   That she could get such intense pleasure from such a degrading act only told her that she was a slave.  That was the ultimate message that was driven into her from those powerful gray eyes.  She was a slave.  ‘Yes, I am,’ she thought, feeling satisfied in her new place for the first time.  
Just when Sasha thought she could derive no greater pleasure, short of her own orgasm, Courtney’s thighs tensed around her.  She felt her head pulled forward with an incredible urgency.  Her Mistress’ body tensed and jerked in a frightening fashion… was that how she’d looked when she’d had an orgasm?  For a moment she’d been wrapped so in her own feelings that she’d almost forgotten about Courtney’s orgasm.  But now it was upon her.  The sight of Courtney heaving in orgasm made Sasha’s toes curl in pleasure and bolts of electricity shoot through her.  Thinking her own orgasm was imminent, she squeezed her slender thighs together, but she still couldn’t squeeze out an orgasm so easily.   It amazed her that she was so excited by Courtney’s reaction and wondered if this was how Courtney felt when her slave had shuddered in her arms.  Her already wet pussy felt like a flood and her pert nipples were ready to burst in ecstasy.  
She was a helpless rag doll as Courtney ground her face into Hello Kitty.  The smell of Courtney was overpowering, sensually and sexually.  There was no way to express it except that she knew how it was to be owned and used by her owner.  Though she hated it, she had to accept that it was her nature to find pleasure in being owned.  That her owner was a tiny slip of a girl that she’d despised only days ago was… no way, it couldn’t be even better, could it?
Even as she struggled with that idea, Sasha could tell that Courtney’s orgasm was subsiding.  To her surprise, her Mistress stood and put her on her back.  It happened so fast she couldn’t react, not that she could have done anything anyway.  The lack of control struck her yet again as Courtney handled her so easily.  In fact, falling backwards, even in the hands of her Mistress was scary.  Her frightened eyes sought out her Mistress’ eyes.  Seeing an earnest look of purpose on Courtney’s face, her fright was replaced with trust… trust that Courtney knew what she was doing and wouldn’t let her be harmed.  Once she was firmly down, she trembled in anticipation for half a second.  Then, her eyes shot open as Courtney’s fingers parted her pussy lips.  She’d already had her reward and now she was going to have another at the hands, err fingers, of her wonderful Mistress.  
Though her own tense thighs had not been enough, Courtney’s fingers were just what Sasha needed.  So close was she that her body exploded almost at Courtney’s touch.  There had been no gentle foreplay of pussy petting or violent foreplay of spanking.  The sight of her Mistress’ orgasm was foreplay enough for the slave.  That exquisite, divine feeling she remembered from her first time filled her body as waves of pleasure radiated out from her clit to consume the rest of her body.  Her body arched up into the air, just the opposite of when she’d been hogtied.  Only her head and her heels touched the floor for a few seconds as her muscles strained in release.  She squirmed and wriggled, letting the joy of bondage intensify the orgasm.  Struggling against the ropes had excited her before, and now it made the fire in her body even hotter.  Even tiny toes and little hands tensed in that glorious feeling.  
When her body relaxed, Sasha lay helpless on her back.  Courtney climbed on top of her slave, feeling the need to cuddle in her post orgasmic bliss that she finally acknowledged.  Hold something, hold it tight and precious, her instincts told her.  Cuddle and share the warmth of the feeling with her… slave.  She knew Twerp would want to feel an embrace, too.  Tied as she was, Twerp couldn’t return the hug that Courtney gave her.  The two girls just relished the closeness and warmth of their bodies as they pressed together.  
Not even thinking about what she was doing, Courtney pressed her lips to Twerp’s lips in a clumsy, adolescent kiss.  She wouldn’t have done more than press her lips to Twerp’s; she never kissed anybody any other way than to just pucker her lips and give a quick peck.  This was hardly a peck as she pressed her lips to her slave’s lips in an extended expression of her love.  But, Sasha knew better.  She’d already started daydreaming about kissing.  Her dreams were about kissing a boy, but at this moment that was immaterial.  When it was clear the kiss was more than a peck, Sasha pressed her tongue out and between Courtney’s lips.  
Courtney jerked back in surprise at the brief excursion of Twerp’s tongue.  ‘What the heck?’ She looked slantwise at her cousin, curious about what had just happened.  It had felt good.  At least as good as holding Twerp’s warm body.  Overcoming her surprise, Courtney put her lips back to Twerp’s lips, but this time opened her mouth and let Twerp’s tongue enter.  Unconsciously, her tongue played with Twerp’s briefly and then invaded Twerp’s mouth.  That felt even better.  The slave’s tongue retreated back into its own mouth, letting the Mistress probe with her tongue.  ‘Wow!’ thought Courtney, ‘who’d’ve thought?’
They kissed like that for a few more seconds before Courtney slid to the side.  She lay on her side next to Twerp.  Her arm still lay across her slave’s chest, languorously resting there until she began to toy with her nipples, sending new ripples through Twerp’s body.  But this time the ripples had a calming, soothing effect.  She felt her slave relax completely.  
At about the same time she became conscious of the third presence in the room.  She looked up to see her Mom standing over them with a soft smile on her face.  
“How long have you been here?” asked Courtney.
“Oh, I’d say for about two of the most beautiful orgasms I’ve ever seen,” replied her Mom.  
Both Mistress and slave blushed right down to their cute little toes at those words.  Courtney had never known and the sheer intensity of the moment had driven thoughts of Aunt Samantha from Sasha’s mind.  
“When you’re ready, Courtney,” said her Mom gently, “untie Twerp and bring her to the kitchen.  It’s time for dinner.”
“Dinner? Already?” exclaimed Courtney.  It couldn’t possibly be that late.  Where had the afternoon gone?  She reached for the harness that held Twerp’s gag in place.  
The sudden rush of Courtney’s fingers made Samantha repeat, “I said when you’re ready, Courtney.  Don’t hurry.  You may want to take more time and I’ll leave the two of you alone now.”
But, the truth was, that moment of post-orgasmic pleasure had passed.  She was embarrassed now at being observed in such a private act.  She’d wanted, needed to share with Twerp, but not with her Mom.  Ugh!  And, at the mention of food, she realized she was famished.  
With slower fingers, she reached for Twerp’s gag and unfastened it, pulling it free and setting it aside.  It fell out with a rush of Twerp’s spit with it.  After being in place all afternoon, the gag was slimy and even a bit smelly.  ‘Ick,’ she thought as she dropped it to the floor.  Her Mom had shown her how to clean the gag and prepare it for its next use.  That would come after Twerp was put away for the evening.  
“Does that feel better, Twerp?” she asked.
Twerp nodded.  She wanted to thank her mistress.  But she distinctly remembered that she was told not to speak, even to say thank you.   A slave isn’t even to say ‘Thank you’.  A smile will be just fine in place of that.  Sasha smiled at her Mistress, a genuinely happy smile.  ‘Thank you.’   
Then, Courtney rolled her slave onto her stomach.  Her Mom had told her that she’d have to untie Twerp in reverse order from how she’d been tied.  One by one she loosened the knots.  The six foot rope to her upper knee bonds.  The knee bonds.  Her fingers fumbled with the tight knots of the ropes around her slave’s knees, eventually loosening them enough to unwrap Twerp’s knees.  She gazed at the pattern of red and white striping that marked where the ropes had been all day.  
From her own experience, she knew the redness did not correspond to pain.  Now she was glad her Mom had tied her. She understood why her Mom had done it more than she had before.  The look of the marks on Twerp were scary, but she knew that she’d neither hurt nor harmed her slave in the process.  
She undid the rope that held the ring on Twerp’s ankles.  Bit by bit, Twerp’s red striped legs came into view.  Then she moved to Twerp’s upper body.  
Again there was fumbling at the knot between Twerp’s elbows.  It was placed awkwardly and her Mom had tied it tightly.  “I’m going as fast as I can, Twerp,” she said calmly, though her slave had shown no sign of impatience.  It was more out of frustration with her own little fingers than anything that caused her to excuse herself to her slave.  
Then there was the fact that her mind was too many places all once.  She was trying to make sense of the feelings that she’d just experienced.  Her first orgasm!  She was two years younger than her cousin, but they’d had their first ever orgasm on the very same day.  That was so kewl! She was very proud of herself, though Twerp was ahead of her by two.  She was amazed at Twerp for knowing how to give her that orgasm, communicating it despite being gagged, and having the determination to see it through.  It made her proud of her slave.  And she’d rightfully rewarded her slave.  
The young Mistress hadn’t missed the enthusiasm that her slave had shown either.  ‘She really, really wanted to show me what it was like,’ thought Courtney.  It was more than simple obedience.  It was loyalty, something she recalled her cousin having in past years, but had found missing this summer.  ‘I did it for her this morning and she wanted to give it back to me.’ Put that way, it was a bit like her slave had rewarded her for the morning’s activities.  Yet, at the same time, Courtney had never surrendered control to her slave.  In that she saw how their roles meshed.  They met each other’s different needs it different ways.
She’d been considering how else to reward her slave for the exquisite feelings, but that would no longer be necessary.  In fact, to do more would be overdoing it.  Kindness toward Twerp was one thing, but generosity, particularly this early in her training, would be wrong.  Rewards could be bestowed, but too much would send the wrong message.  
Yep, she knew that Twerp’s sole reward would be the third orgasm that she’d experienced today.  The slave had simply been doing her duty, fulfilling her purpose, and nothing more. The orgasm Twerp given her had been wonderful.  As her first orgasm, Courtney considered it wonderful gift, but it was little more than Twerp’s role and there would be many more such orgasms to come.  She knew instinctively that none would be as especially memorable as her first.  Courtney saw her response of fingering Twerp to that same pleasure as simply her role.  It was a done deal.  
She had noticed, however, that Twerp’s third orgasm had not brought the same thrill to her as the other two.  She’d tingled at the sight of Twerp squirming, getting all breathy, moaning, and eventually having an orgasm.  The power to make Twerp squirm and cum made her feel all warm and tingly… powerful… in control.  Yet, this last time it was like she had no more tingles left.  
Perhaps it had just happened too fast.  Perhaps her own orgasm had used up the tingles.  She’d have to ask Mom about that.   
“Hah,” she gasped as the knot came free in her fingers.  She untwisted the ends of the rope until they were free and then unwrapped Twerp’s arms, again noticing the red and white stripes.  She glanced at Twerp’s legs and saw the stripes there were already fading.  Only Twerp’s wrists remained to be untied and that knot came loose pretty easy.  
She rose and collected the leash.  Everything else stayed in place.  She would clean up later.  “Stand,” she told her slave.  Then, she clipped the leash to Twerp’s collar and led her to the kitchen.  
Samantha acknowledged their arrival for dinner with a smile.  “Good, everything is just about ready,” she said. “Now, would you please take a slave to the next room and have her kneel.  I’d like to speak to you for a couple of minutes.”
The request was made simply and straightforward.  Sensing no anger or disappointment in her Mom’s voice, Courtney took Twerp to the far side of the octagonal room.  She fastened Twerp’s wrists together behind her back.  “Tower relaxed,” she commanded.  She returned to the kitchen.  
“That was very good of you to give Twerp another orgasm today,” said Samantha.  Truth was, she was quite proud and surprised at her daughter.  The natural tendency would be to relax and enjoy that afterglow that filled her, yet she hadn’t succumbed to that tendency.  
“It just seemed right,” said Courtney.  “She’d worked so hard.”
“Yes, she had,” agreed her Mom.  “But there are other things you should consider as well.  For one thing, you had given her two orgasms this morning with no thought of yourself in return.  Perhaps she considered that and perhaps not.  This may have simply been her way of, shall we say, returning the favor?” She paused to make sure her daughter understood her meaning.  Then, just as Courtney opened her mouth to respond, Samantha continued, “Nevertheless, today I think it was marvelously perceptive of you and showed remarkable control.”
“I did right?” asked Courtney.
“Yes, baby, you did,” said her Mom.  “The second thing to consider is that not every one of your orgasms is to be paid back in kind or even paid back at all.  She is a slave. She does not get rewarded for following each and every command or for each and every time she pleases you.  Understand?”  She didn’t want to get too deep into the mysteries of training a slave at this point.  But, her experience, and indeed studies with animals, showed that training was more successful if the rewards were sporadic and random.  
When Courtney nodded, her Mom continued.  “The third thing to consider is that she very obviously wanted to do that.  It was quite an effort and she enjoyed it.  Did you see that in her eyes?”
“Uh huh.”
“Then, perhaps your orgasm, your pleasure, your praise is reward enough.”
“You’re right, Mom,” said Courtney.  “She was just kneeling in front of me and then suddenly she told me, you know, not with words, but by pushing under my skirt.  Gawd,” the thought of Twerp’s urgent need to tell her Mistress what she wanted to do suddenly struck Courtney.  In the aftermath, she’d forgotten how Twerp’s mouth had ended up on her panties in the first place.  “She really, really wanted to do it, Mom. I could tell.  She was excited, you know, leaking again and her nipples.  Oh, now it feels like I messed up, Mom.  I missed what her body was telling me.”
“Good,” said her Mom, “but you didn’t mess up.  The mess up happens if you don’t learn from what happens.  Read her body, know what’s going on in her mind.  Give her what she needs.  Discipline and training, punishment and occasional rewards.  Those are what she needs.”
Her voice got stern as she came to the last point.  “The last thing to consider is that I know how good an orgasm feels.  Ewwww,” she added, mimicking what she though would be Courtney’s reaction, “your Mom has orgasms, too.”  Courtney smiled at the teasing, but she heard the stern tone of voice return.  “I don’t want my daughter to become a slave to her own body.  It feels good, but you… you, not Twerp, must have the control to decide when and when not to have an orgasm.  And it should not be daily.”
“Yes, Mom,” said Courtney meekly.  Then she added, making her own voice firm.  “Mom? Please don’t watch again.”
Samantha froze.  She’d been stirring a pot on the stove, but she stopped and turned to look at her daughter.  “I’m sorry, baby.  That was so rude of me.  I won’t do that again.  It seemed like… I’m just sorry.  Can you forgive me?”
“Of course, Mom.  I’ll bet it surprised you.”
“Sure did, baby,” said her Mom, giving her a kiss on the forehead.  “Now, call your slave.  We’ll see if she remembers to scamper properly.  When she gets here, put her in Display while we eat.”
“Display?”
“Yes, my dear,” said Samantha.  “You’ve still got that glow about you, feeling good about yourself and about Twerp, huh? I’ll bet you let her relax in the other room.”  She could tell from Courtney’s expression that she was right.  “Time to start thinking about Twerp’s discipline again.”
“Twerp, come here,” called out Courtney.
The slave knew a test when she saw one.  Standing, she rose up on the balls of her feet and scampered.  It felt silly, but she actually scampered into the kitchen.  So intent on showing off was she that she nearly knocked her Mistress down.  She awkwardly stumbled to a halt learning that it was harder to stop scampering than to stop regular running.  Taking a step backwards for some room, she knelt in Tower.  
Courtney didn’t so much as acknowledge her slave’s fine performance marred by a clumsy ending, but said, “Display.”  She was surprised that there was no hesitation, no sign of rebellion as Twerp sank into the position and arched her head back, thrusting her small breasts toward the ceiling.  She watched with awe as Twerp’s nipples, the highest point of her body, puckered.  
“A slave will need more training in scampering tomorrow,” said Aunt Samantha.  
Sasha blushed hotly as her faux pas was acknowledged.  Yet, it was done in a quiet and concerned manner.  She was not chastised for stumbling, but her Mistress was told to give her more training.  It said it wasn’t her fault for stumbling without actually saying that.  Curiously it felt good to know she would be better trained next time she was expected to scamper.  
Holding that position, Sasha felt a bit miffed.  It was not a comfortable position.  It wasn’t meant to be and both her and her Mistress knew that.  It was to be on display… duh, it was called Display.  But, she couldn’t tell if Courtney or Aunt Samantha were paying the least bit of attention to her.  In fact, she was willing to bet that they weren’t.  The clinking of dishes told her their attention was elsewhere.  She just wasn’t willing to bet so much that she dared to relax in the slightest.  
After dinner was served, Courtney dug into her food.  She’d been famished for a while now and the food was delicious.  Her Mom took a bite and then said, “I see that this was a big day for both Mistress and slave.  Now that the Mistress knows how good an orgasm feels, she will no doubt be expecting more.”
After their talk just a few minutes earlier, Courtney knew that her Mom’s comments were for Twerp’s benefit.  “Sometimes,” she said.  “When it suits me.”
“And I know that a slave understands what reward may lie in store for her obedience.”
Sasha caught the emphasis on may.  It sounded odd to have it said quite like that.  Of course, she didn’t expect to have her pussy petted for following each command.  Of course, there were other rewards that she could earn… like better food. But, then she reconsidered the words.  She knew her Aunt was an expert at training slaves and figured that no word escaped her lips without some significance.  She couldn’t figure out the point behind the comment and let it slide.  Instead she was listening to what else was being said. 
“Courtney, if I ever intrude on you again, I will not say a word, but simply leave. What you do with your slave is your business, your responsibility.  You will train her and decide when playtime is.  For me, a Mistress and your mother, to spy on you, another Mistress, at your most private times is unacceptable.  However, may I assume that I may watch when Twerp has an orgasm?”
“Sure Mom,” said Courtney.  Her ban on Mom watching was not intended for that.  She looked over the edge of that table at the stretched body of her slave.  “She is so sexy when she does it and I do think she enjoys an audience.”  She noticed her Mom lean to look at Twerp at the same time.  Both of them smiled at the rosy color that swept up from her face, over her prominent breasts, and down her tummy, arcing like a mono-colored rainbow.  
‘Dang it!’ thought Sasha as she felt the spread of the blush over her body as if she’d taken a drink of hot chocolate, warming her from the inside out.  She willed her breasts to stay calm, but even as she did, she felt the now familiar crinkle of her nipples as they stood up even higher in embarrassment.  Now she knew that their eyes were on her.  There was no way to confirm it, she just felt them dancing across her exposed body, practically daring her errant nipples to betray her.  Which they gladly did.
That little tw… her Mistress was going to get privacy and a slave would not? The thought irritated her that their status would be that different, different in a way that she hadn’t expected.  It didn’t occur to her at the moment that an audience heightened her excitement.  It simply galled her that she’d lost even that level of respect that Courtney and Aunt Samantha could casually discuss whether or not she’d have an audience for her orgasms.  Like she was for their entertainment.  Duh.  You’re a slave.  You’re property.  You’re a play toy when the Mistress wants a play toy.  
Then there was that nagging thought.  It had occurred to her before and leaped to her mind again.  ‘Just how big of an audience?  And who?  They wouldn’t, would they?’  This time the reference had been distinctly to Aunt Samantha, but the word audience was daunting in its vagueness.  
Stretched in the uncomfortable and very revealing display position, she knew that the brief intimacy with her Mistress had passed and she was back to her life of discipline.  It had been exciting, thrilling, and even fun to watch Courtney have her orgasm.  She’d come to accept that fact after having several minutes to think about her feelings. 
After all, she couldn’t deny that it had been her that initiated the chain of events and she couldn’t deny that she’d done so with the full knowledge that Courtney would cum from her modified banister pressing.  It had been those damned ropes, tied so that everything was on display.  Tied so she couldn’t move, save to struggle before the eager eyes of her Mistress.  The memory of how hot that made her was not hard to recall. Neither was it hard to recall the entire sequence of events in a flash that belied the time it had actually taken.  Right down to Courtney’s beguiling request for kissing her pussy.   
What had surprised her most was how quickly Courtney had shaken off that languorous feeling that she knew followed an orgasm.  The little squirt had practically leaped out of the chair and driven her crazy with those two exquisite fingers.  The slave felt a sense of admiration for her Mistress for the control she knew that must have taken.  
She’d felt almost rebellious during the cuddling afterwards as Courtney had attempted that juvenile kiss of hers.  Audacious was a better word for the way she’d dared to push her tongue into the mouth of her Mistress.  Apparently it had not struck Courtney the same way, or at least she wasn’t feeling the repercussions of it yet, but Sasha thought of it as violating her mouth.  Even in her audacity though, she hadn’t been able to withstand her Mistress. Once Courtney had learned that the tongue could be used in that fashion, she’d taken the initiative and claimed the slave’s mouth for her own.  
‘It better not be oatmeal again tonight,’ she thought as she smelled the aroma of Aunt Samantha’s cooking.  ‘I was a good slave today.’  There was certainly no need for punishment; that much she was certain of.  What was uncertain was whether there was more reward in store for her tonight.  Up until she’d heard the word – display – she’d thought she was due more.  She even made sure to enter the position without so much as a snort of disapproval, hoping that her obedience would earn her something.  Now she was reminded that what she thought, what she hoped was of no consequence.
Samantha glanced at her watch occasionally and at the five minute mark, caught Courtney’s attention.  “Relax,” she mouthed to her daughter and nodded toward Twerp.
“Twerp, relax,” said Courtney.  She made a mental note that her Mom had told her at five minutes to change the position.  She didn’t want to be told next time.    
When dinner was over, Sasha waited patiently for her dinner.  Her head was down, so she was forced to not pay attention to what was happening around her.  Still, she smelled the distinct aroma of a grilling cheese sandwich.  Hot diggity.  She was thrilled over the idea that she would get her favorite sandwich for dinner.  It didn’t bother her that the aromas from earlier had smelled even better or that her Mistress had eaten her fill while the slave could only eat the portion given to her.  
By the time Courtney sat down with a plate to feed her, Sasha was neither happy nor sad, just expectant, that grilled cheese was on the menu.  She was simply ready to eat.  Her Mistress’ little hand reached out a one-inch square of toasted sandwich with gooey mozzarella cheese oozing from between the bread.  She opened her mouth and let Courtney put it in and chewed the just right crunchy bread with the delicious melted cheese.  It went without saying this time that Courtney had made it herself.  
Both Courtney and Sasha counted out the 18 little squares of sandwich.  Sasha counted so she could savor each bit, knowing which one would be her last.  Courtney counted because there were more than 18 little squares on the plate.  “Twerp, you had a busy day today,” said Courtney solemnly.  “You exercised, we played, you practiced, and we played again.  You spent a lot of energy today.  Because of that, I have more for you.  A slave must stay well nourished and full of energy for her Mistress.”
‘More,’ Sasha perked up as she heard the word.  First, Courtney handed her a glass of milk.  She took the offered glass and drank it all, feeling the cold milk refresh her.  Then Courtney held out another square of grilled cheese.  She took it between her lips and chewed it carefully.  
Her Mistress had been quite clear in her explanation.  She needed food to keep up her strength.  She needed her strength to please her Mistress.  Ergo, the extra portion was for her Mistress’ benefit, not a slave’s benefit.  
By clear omission, she knew this was not a reward for anything that had occurred today.  She understood that she would be told when she was rewarded and why and when she was punished and why.  This extra helping was no more reward than the spanking during playtime had been punishment.  
In all there were nine more pieces, a half a sandwich worth.  Surprisingly, Sasha felt very full despite the fact that the meal was, by her normal standards, quite meager.  She wrote it off to the fact that this was the biggest meal she’d had in four days.  She expected the meal to be over when Courtney offered her a second… two in one meal... glass of milk.  The slave looked so grateful that Courtney had to add, “You’re a growing girl.  You need your milk,” just so Twerp would remember this wasn’t a reward.  
Afterwards, Courtney took her slave to the basement and gave her time to use the bathroom and clean up.  Then she put Twerp in her cage.  She sighed at the work that still remained.  She trudged off to the theater room where she’d left a mess.  Then there would be lessons from her Mom in preparation for another day.  She remembered Twerp burying her face in her crotch and perked up at the memory.  
Samantha had a difficult time getting to sleep that night.  She lay awake, obsessed with the vision of Twerp nuzzling her face between Courtney’s thighs, pressing back and forth against her panties.  It had been many years since she’d done the equivalent of banister or washing machine pressing.  The innocence of young girls, discovering their bodies and the wonderful sensations they could experience.  She could vaguely recall those days of her own youth.  
They were tenuous entries into a sensual and sexual world that she’d never known existed then.  Careful steps, cautiously wondering if it was right, proper, and normal to feel that way.  And every child must share those same uncertainties.  Courtney had mentioned the washing machine.  Surely Sasha had something similar in her repertoire.  Samantha remembered her bed, straddling the corner of the mattress and pressing against it.  But that was years ago.  
The sight of Twerp pressing forward and back brought up more vivid, more recent images than simply pressing against an inanimate object.  Or of tentative excursions in a world of unknown.  For the experienced Mistress, the image was deeply sexual with a driving purpose.  She knew the objective.  And in her vision, Twerp wasn’t wearing an inflatable gag.  She was wearing a double headed dildo gag.  Seated firmly in the child’s mouth and deep in the pussy of the Mistress.  And the Mistress was not Courtney.  The Mistress was Samantha.  
Tossing and turning, sighing and snorting, desiring and needing.  Samantha could clearly picture the wondrous sexual creature that she’d witnessed today.  Long auburn hair tossing.  Beautiful green eyes.  Soft, nascent breasts with beguiling and telling nipples.  Slender body.  Sleek hips.  Coltish legs.  All of that.  And all of it helpless to do anything but please her.  Tied, gagged, eyes wide with their own desire to please.  
Oh, how she envied Courtney.  It had been her decision to let Courtney train Sasha.  Did she regret letting that role slip from her own fingers?  Could she keep her mind off Twerp?  Stay focused and train Courtney to train Twerp?  Deep in her heart she knew changing that decision was impossible.  Owning and training Twerp herself was beyond her grasp.  
What remained within her grasp was to take every opportunity offered by Courtney to share Twerp.  Her heart thudded in her chest and her pussy was slick with cream at the thought of what Twerp could do for her.  She sought the aid of a vibrator to finish her fantasy for the night and then drifted off to sleep.  
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 “Mo-om?” asked Courtney over breakfast the next morning.
“What, baby?” 
“I’ve been wondering, thinking… what does Twerp do down in her cage while I’m cleaning up and getting ready for tomorrow and stuff, you know, after I put her away at night?”
“I don’t know, baby,” said her Mom.  “I’m not down there.”
“Mom! You know what I mean.”
“Yes, baby,” sighed Samantha.  “I imagine she sleeps a lot.  She spends some time thinking about being a slave.  It’s part of the training for her to be alone and kind of miserable, but safe.  You may not see it that way, especially because of how she acted so scared the first time.  But she already thinks of the cage as her place… her safe place.  She’s not scared about going there anymore.” She watched her daughter carefully, feeling she wasn’t convincing Courtney.
Little feet swung off the edge of her chair, inches above the floor.  Elbows on the table, little hands cradled her chin.  Courtney’s face was scrunched up as she tried to convey her concern.  “She’s not an adult, Mom.  She’s 11. I think she’s bored and I don’t think that’s good for her.”
“She’s supposed to be bored, Courtney.  On the very first day I told you.  Remember?  She’ll want to be out of her cage.  Even if it’s to polish your boots.  It’s something other than doing nothing, unable to stretch out, and being bored.”  
“I still think it’s… well, it’s mean to put a kid on idle like that,” said Courtney.  “In school they told us we need to keep our brains busy.”
“Want to put a TV in the room for her?” asked her Mom.  
“No, Mom,” scowled Courtney, not happy that her Mom wasn’t taking this seriously.  “I don’t want her to have fun.  I just thought she ought to have something to do.  ‘Specially if it’s something not fun.”
“And you have an idea how we do that?”
“Sasha teased me about being a bookworm.  She reads, too, but she doesn’t read much.  And she made fun of me reading Jane Eyre.  Said it was a stoopid book,” said Courtney, rather pleased with herself all the way ‘round. “Can we give her a book?”
‘It was a good sign,’ Courtney thought, ‘that Mom paused in thoughtful contemplation.’  
Samantha regretted teasing Courtney with that sarcastic reply about a TV in the room.  She hadn’t taken her seriously, now she knew Courtney had been very serious.  Amazingly, her daughter not only saw a problem, but she saw a solution.  Even more amazing, the more she thought about it the more it made damned good sense.  What if they could send her back home after the summer able to read better, with a few good books in her head, and maybe even a joy of reading?  “You want to make her read at night?”
Courtney dropped her hands to the table, letting out a sigh of disapproval.  How could Mom be so dense? “That’s not what I said,” she retorted.  “I think you’re thinking like a grown up.” Disgust at the mere idea, though how else was her Mom supposed to think?  “You made it sound like punishment.  All I said was give her a book.  She can read it or not.  She can be bored or not.  I think she’ll read it.  And I think she’ll enjoy it.”
‘Brilliant,’ thought Samantha with a little gasp of surprise.  “Baby, you’re right, you’re right, you’re doubly right.  I’m thinking like a grown up.  And you’re right that giving her a choice may just make her enjoy reading by the end of the summer.  You’re a genius, Courtney.  How’d you come up that idea?”
She felt warm inside from her Mom’s praise.  Was that how Twerp felt when Courtney praised her? 
“Well, I almost started last summer, kind of… thinking about it, I mean” said Courtney.  “She’s never liked to read good books and I always thought she was missing something.  I didn’t understand why somebody wouldn’t like to those books in our library, the ones you call the classics.  Even then I wished there was a way to get her to like them.  Now I have one.” 
Samantha smiled at Courtney’s concern.  She liked that her daughter was a bookworm (not that she’d ever use that word with Courtney).  Courtney had read many of the books in the house, including ones that were way above her age level.  She could see how Courtney would project her own love of books onto Sasha and it wasn’t a bad idea.  A couple of hours with a book would still leave Twerp several empty hours to go stir crazy.  
“I think giving your slave a book to read every evening is a good idea, Courtney,” said Samantha.  “She must have rules with that as well.  Have you thought this through?”
“A little bit,” said Courtney.  The idea had just come to her last night, so she wasn’t sure she’d covered all the angles.  “She’ll need a better light.  She reads the book I give her and gets a new one when that one’s done.”  She looked to her Mom for approval.  
“She needs more discipline, too,” said Samantha. “Maybe you’re taking these rules for granted, but maybe not.  She gets a book every night, no exceptions.  The book is neither reward not punishment.  She gets exactly two hours.  You give her the book at 6:30 and take it at 8:30.  She doesn’t get to finish the chapter or even the sentence.  She stops and gives you the book when you tell her to.”
“I hate that,” said Courtney, “not being able to finish the chapter, I mean.  But I understand.  I thought I’d give her Jane Eyre tonight. What do you think?”
“That’s a good choice,” smiled Samantha.  Once again Sasha had named her own sentence by teasing Courtney about that book.  “It’s a classic and it’s not difficult reading, but it will challenge her, I think.  You do her training like we discussed last night.  I’ll set up a good light for her.”
Sasha wasn’t all that bored down in her kennel.  She was there for 12 hours and couldn’t possibly sleep for the entire time.  When she was awake, her mind would wander over the events of the day, remembering lessons she’d learned.  In the wee hours of the morning… she didn’t know what time it was… she lay awake thinking about Courtney’s first orgasm.  
On one level she could recall the events, like playing it back on a video, watching as a detached observer.  She’d been excited enough to want to do it.  She’d enjoyed it.  It had been as exciting as that spanking she’d received during playtime.  Or maybe even more.  On that level she knew she’d do it again when the time was right.  
But on a gut level, she rebelled against the memory.  Why did I do that? What came over me?  She couldn’t quite recall the physical and mental state she’d been in that would coerce her to want to pleasure her Mistress is such a demeaning fashion.  My mouth… I used my mouth on her pussy to make her cum.  It just seemed wrong.  
Her mind went back to Aunt Samantha’s careful and detailed explanation of desire and arousal.  It made her feel better to know that there was an explanation for her behavior.  Her inhibitions (she thought she knew what those were) were lowered when she was aroused.  It explained why she’d kissed Courtney pussy yesterday.  That explanation also told her that she’d lose control like that again.  What she was searching for was how that had happened.  When did it happen?  At what precise moment in time did she go from normal (like I am now) to wanting to push her face in Courtney’s panties (like I was then)?  
She sighed in resignation… literally resigning herself to her fate.  But it wasn’t a disgusted resignation.  She simply resigned herself to her role, to her feelings, and to the inevitability of her next arousal.  It had felt good.  It would feel good again.  She wouldn’t fight it when it did come.  
Opening the door to the cage, Courtney clipped a leash in place and let Twerp climb from the cage.  It made her feel giddy to see her slave stand and stretch, unabashedly nude, and then sink to her knees.  Courtney tugged at the leash and Twerp rose and followed her Mistress.  
The two padded to the main room where Courtney unfastened the leash. Looking down at the floor as usual, Sasha couldn’t miss the changes to the main room.  There were strips of blue tape on the floor.  She could only assume that when the time was right she would understand why.  
After an hour of calisthenics, Courtney removed Twerp’s cuffs and said, “A slave has five minutes to wash and rinse.  She is to be finished, but with the shower still running.”
Huh? Sasha wondered at the odd command.  It was less time than she was used to being given, but she also wasn’t expected to be dried, cuffed, hair brushed, and ready for training.  Five minutes wasn’t much, so she hurried into the shower where she found real soap and shampoo again.  She washed herself quickly, shampooed her hair, and rinsed, taking less time than allotted.  She was finished and waiting with the shower still running with time to spare.  She used the extra time to just soak under the hot spray.  It felt good on her stiff muscles.  
Courtney reentered the shower area at precisely five minutes.  She carried a waterproof stool and she was naked.  Twerp was surprised at the sight of Courtney and gaped for a second before kneeling in Nadu.  For her part, Courtney ignored her property.  Being naked in front of her slave was no big deal.  She set the stool down right dead center in the hot spray and reached up to cant the spray to the side.  Then, she sat down in it, her back to the shower head.
“Wash me,” she said simply.    
Sasha gritted her teeth at the presumptuous command.  It was massaging and boot polishing all over again.  She lumped those two very different tasks together just because they’d both seemed so menial.  It irked her for her little cousin to say something like, ‘Wash me,’ but at the same time it was… she couldn’t quite wrap her mind around the thought.  She didn’t want to risk punishment by delaying, so she picked up the soap and lathered up her hands.  She started on Courtney’s back since that was what was pointed at the shower head.  She ran her hands over the smooth skin, lathering it up good.  
It was about that time that Sasha understood how she felt.  She hadn’t been ordered to wash her Mistress.  She’d been allowed to.  She suddenly unlumped boot polishing and massaging.  It wasn’t boot polishing where she’d had to do a chore while her mistress watched.  Washing was like a massage where her mistress participated.  Washing was touching the smooth, delicate skin of her Mistress. 
She ran her hands gently over her Mistress, enjoying the feel of her softness.  She stepped behind Courtney, her hands soaping up Courtney’s neck, massaging it as she washed it.  Her hands ran over Courtney’s sleek shoulders, down her back, and over her sides.  She took her time, wanting to make the shower luxurious for her Mistress.  When she was finished with her back, Sasha pointed the showerhead at the soapy back and rinsed it off, again using her hands to make sure the soap was all gone.  
“A slave may speak,” said Courtney, “but only to tell her Mistress what she wishes to wash next.”
“Mistress, this one wishes to wash your… bottom and the back of your legs,” said Twerp.  
For that, Courtney stood, still with her back to the shower.  Twerp pulled the stool clear, directed the spray away from Courtney, and lathered her hands again.  She started at Courtney’s feet and worked her way up to her calves and thighs.  When she got to Courtney’s bottom, she washed the firm cheeks then stared at the vertical split between them.  
“A slave better not miss anything,” said Courtney sternly.  
Twerp took the less than subtle hint and ran a hand between Courtney’s cheeks.  She was thinking about what came out of that area of Courtney’s body.  But after that first pass, she figured it was pretty clean, so she firmly washed between the cheeks, even making sure her lathered hand washed Courtney’s little puckered hole.  She remembered Courtney touching her there and how good it felt and Courtney hadn’t even washed her first.  That memory made her feel bad about hesitating.  
She pointed the spray back at Courtney and rinsed her off thoroughly.  “Mistress, this slave wishes to wash the front of your legs and between them.”
Courtney turned to face the spray and again Twerp pointed the spray away.  As Twerp started to lather up her feet, Courtney said, “My slave was very presumptuous yesterday.  You touched me without instruction.”
Twerp continued washing, but listened intently.  She understood she was not being reprimanded.  The tone of her Mistress’ voice told her that new rules were being explained.  
“Don’t misunderstand me, you had permission since I didn’t stop you, but since no one had done that before, I didn’t know what to expect.  Now I do.  In the future, you may not touch me on my pussy, my tits, and my ass without being so instructed.  You may also not touch me with your lips without instruction.  That means you may not ask or give me any sign that you want to touch me.  Does my slave understand?”
Twerp nodded. She’d enjoyed the control over Courtney’s body yesterday and now she understood that Courtney had just limited that control.   
“Look at me,” said Courtney.
Twerp stopped what she was doing and looked up.  
“There is a very important part of that rule, Twerp.  You have been instructed to wash me.  You have not been instructed to do anything else.  Does my slave understand that?”
Twerp nodded.  She hadn’t considered touching her Mistress in any other fashion in the shower, but she got the message.
As Twerp worked her way up to washing Courtney’s thighs, her young Mistress added, “I want you to spend some time thinking about what I just said, Twerp.  At the end of this shower, you will tell me what I just said… but, you will use your own words.”
Nod.  Sasha’s mind was already thinking about what Courtney had told her and what it really meant.  Quite simply it meant she couldn’t touch Courtney’s private areas without being told to and then she could only touch in the manner instructed.  Wash meant wash.  Massage meant massage.  Kiss pussy meant kiss pussy.  It took away any initiative from the slave to expand on her instructions.  
When Twerp did a rushed job of washing her pussy, Courtney said, “It is a fine line between washing and touching in other ways, but a slave must learn that her Mistress expects proper hygiene.”
Again the less than subtle hint made Twerp do a better job. Her hands returned to Courtney’s pussy and washed it more thoroughly.  
Twerp rinsed Courtney’s legs and pussy, taking great care to make sure there was no soap left between her lips.  The great care was necessary so that she didn’t touch her Mistress inappropriately.  
“This slave wishes to wash the front of her Mistress,” said Twerp.
At that, Courtney sat in stool chair again, facing the showerhead this time.  Twerp lathered up her hands and then turned to face her Mistress.  With her in a sitting position, washing her would be awkward.  
Thankfully, Courtney’s Mom had given her good advice.  “My slave should kneel behind me, reach around, and wash me,” said Courtney.  
“Yes, Mistress,” said Twerp, thinking her Mistress wise.  She went behind her Mistress and reached around to soap up her tummy first.  It was much easier than trying to wash her from the front.  She did that tenderly as she’d done the rest of Courtney’s body and then ran her hands higher over hard little nipples.  
What was that? Sasha ran her hands back down, feeling the excitement of her Mistress. Inwardly, only inwardly, she dared to smile.  Her Mistress also gave away her desires.  But, she reminded herself that to take advantage of her Mistress’ desires was specifically what Mistress had just forbid her.  She continued washing, trying not to spend undue attention to Courtney’s erect nipples.  
It was hard for Sasha.  Her own body told her of her excitement with a tingle that she knew could lead to pleasure if indulged.  Knowing Courtney was as excited as she was made it seem natural to indulge.  
When it came time to rinse her Mistress off, Twerp took great care to ensure the spray didn’t hit her Mistress in the face.  It was no big deal, but she didn’t want to annoy Courtney. 
“Mistress, this slave wishes to wash your face,” said Twerp.  She wasn’t quite sure how she would do that, but that was all that was left.  
Again, Courtney had been prepared by her more experienced Mother.  “Twerp, there is a wash cloth on the bench outside the shower.  Go get it.  And, walk so a slave doesn’t damage herself.”
Damage herself.  The walk part was fine and made sense, but her Mistress had once again reminded her that she was not concerned with her as a person.   Damage sounded like she was just a piece of property.  ‘You are,’ she reminded herself.  But it still sounded odd.  She wondered if she’d get used to being treated that way.  
Twerp heard the words and obeyed.  In her desire to please her Mistress, she just might have scampered to get the wash cloth.  But, she not only had permission, she was instructed to take care.  She walked carefully out of the shower, spotted the wash cloth, and returned to the shower.  
Courtney watched for Twerp’s return, noting the erect nipples as her mother had suggested.  It had only been mentioned so that these nipples wouldn’t be confused with excited nipples.  She couldn’t tell the difference.  And if I know Twerp, she’s already excited.  Her nipples were hard from a mixture of the cool air and excitement.  
“Lather the rag, Twerp, and wash my face.  I will rinse,” said Courtney.  She sat still while Twerp washed her carefully.  Then she stood and rinsed the soap off herself.  
She sat back down and Twerp washed her hair.  For Courtney the experience was pure pleasure.  The feel of Twerp’s hands in her soapy hair was sheer indulgence.  Even Twerp enjoyed washing the long, blond hair and massaging her Mistress’ scalp.  When she was finished, Courtney rose and rinsed her own hair.  
“In the future, Twerp, I will expect this stool to be sitting right where it is now for your morning shower five minutes after your shower starts.  I may or may not wish to be washed, but you should always be ready.”  Courtney hoped that Sasha didn’t notice the quick little shudder that ran through her body as she made that imperious commend.  It felt so warm and wonderful to tell her slave that she had to anticipate her Mistress’ desires.  
Courtney turned off the shower and said, “Get my towel, Twerp.”  Again she felt so warm and wonderful as Twerp disappeared, remembering to walk, and then returned with her large and fluffy towel.  “Dry me off now and when you are ready, tell me what my command means to you.”  Twerp wrapped the towel around Courtney trying to stave off the cool feeling of water evaporating on her Mistress’ body while suffering that same fate herself without complaint. 
As she’d washed her Mistress, Sasha washed without thinking.  Her hands moved automatically.  Her mind was occupied elsewhere by command of her Mistress.  For brief moments, she accepted interruptions, but she’d been told to frame her new instructions in her own words.  She didn’t want to disappoint her Mistress.  
It actually wasn’t hard for her to pick entirely new words.  She knew exactly what Courtney meant, because she knew exactly what line she’d crossed yesterday.  It hadn’t occurred to her until Courtney said she’d been ‘presumptuous.’  From there, everything else made sense.  
She hadn’t ever presumed she could touch any part of her Mistress, even her shoulder or hand, without permission.  This new rule was not intended so much to say she couldn’t touch her Mistress’ private parts as much as it was to say she couldn’t touch her Mistress’ private parts in ways she hadn’t been instructed.  
By omission, it meant if she had permission to manicure her Mistress’ hands, she could touch her hands in other ways… a caress perhaps.  
What was off limits now was escalating permission to touch to permission to touch sexually.  
In her mind, a slave had four kinds of activities… at least based on her four whole days of experience.  Punishment.  Training.  Working.  Playtime.  Playtime meant many things, but it was the only activity that so far had involved sexual touching that led to sexual release.  In all those activities, the Mistress determined what a slave did and when.  Playtime, however, had blurred lines when desire and arousal took control.  In her state of mind, Twerp had presumed to give her Mistress an orgasm without being so instructed.  
The slave and not the Mistress had made a choice, taken control.  
What she spent time thinking about was whether she had the right words or not.  
She quavered at the idea of having an independent thought.  What if I’m wrong?  She wants me to speak my mind, but what if I’m wrong?  She finished drying off Courtney and then wrapped the big towel around Courtney’s shoulders.  She knelt and looked up.  She thought nothing of the fact that she was shivering in the cool air.  “Mistress, I am ready to tell you in my own words what you have commanded me.”  With just those words, she felt a shock run through her body.  Mistress.  Command.  They were words that made her excited.  
“You may speak, Twerp.”
“My Mistress controls her orgasms.”
Courtney stared at her slave in surprise for a moment and then realized there were impending tears in her eyes.  No! That was days away.  Mom had said it was days away.  Twerp wasn’t supposed to say that.  There were days of lessons to come before she said that.  
She needed a moment to compose herself.  “Twerp, dry yourself off and then kneel again.”
Sasha noted a difference in her Mistress.  ‘What happened? Did I do something wrong?’ It was the preeminent question that had run through her mind so many times in the past week.  She wanted to please so badly.  She wanted… she collapsed on the floor of the locker room, out of Courtney’s vision.  Tears came to her eyes as she realized how much she wanted to please her Mistress.  She figured just how long her Mistress might expect her to take to get her towel and dry off.  It only gave her a few seconds to gather her wits.  Then she rose, toweled off, and knelt before her Mistress.  
She was surprised when Courtney took her chin gently in her hand and lifted her face so they looked in each other’s eyes.  “Twerp, I haven’t told you just how smart you are.  You are a wonderful slave and you learn quickly.”
Twerp didn’t remember the words that Aunt Samantha had spoken days ago. Her Aunt had said she could make Sasha melt with a look. What she did know was that Courtney could melt her with a word.  She fought to control her composure.  Her heart pounded loudly in her chest as she gazed up at her face of her Mistress.
Was this to be her fate?  Wondering by night what madness befell her only to face the day and remember the madness?
As Courtney sat back, removing her hand from Twerp’s chin, she debated how to reward her slave.  How would Twerp react?  Was praise enough for Twerp’s incredible insight.  For that was really what her command had been all about.  A slave never initiated arousal.  A slave never had the choice to arouse her Mistress with a touch.  Courtney, never Twerp, would determine when the Mistress would want to play with her slave, when desire would surrender to arousal, and, now that Courtney knew what playing was all about, when the Mistress would cum.  
What will Mom say?  Courtney knew what her Mom would say.  What is Twerp’s body telling me?  Green eyes looked up at her practically glowing.  Gentle smile on her face.  Nipples that were puckered.  Body kneeling.  Taut muscles holding her in perfect position.  Twerp looked serenely happy, eager to please.  The young Mistress decided that Twerp was content with the praise.  It had clearly touched her slave deeply.  
Her praise had touched Twerp, but she also felt deep inside just how much Twerp’s obedience touched her.  After four days, her cousin had taken to slavery like a fish to water.  A warm feeling filled her as she felt the power she had over Twerp. With mere words she could put that look on Twerp’s face.  “I am lucky to have such a slave,” said Courtney.  
Green pools of surrender stared up at Courtney.  How can I tell her?  What should I do?  Her stomach was doing flip flops.  She was not allowed to speak, move, or anything.  Yet, she wanted to tell her Mistress just how lucky she felt as well.  There was only one way to say it.  She had to say it by being the best slave ever.    
Courtney had to take deep breaths to control her feelings.  “Tower, display,” she blurted out to give her time to think.  So much emotion had passed between them in so short a time.  Her pussy tingled and she wanted… oh, yes, she wanted desperately for Twerp to… There was training to attend to.  
For a couple of minutes she breathed deep, making the desire go away.  She remembered the lesson she’s had with her mother the night before.  It had singly been the most embarrassing moment of her life and she hoped that she’d look back on it years from now and it would still be the most embarrassing moment.  
“Take off all your clothes, Courtney,” her Mom said.  Courtney had been so busy taking off her own clothes that she hadn’t noticed her Mom stripping as well.  When she was finished, she gaped at her Mom with a sudden odd feeling in her tummy.  
“Lie down on the bed,” said her Mom.  “Now that you know what an orgasm is all about, we’re going to explore your limits and teach you control.”  Her Mom straddled her body, lowering her tits until they were right in her face. “Does my body excite you?”  She knew this would embarrass Courtney as it embarrassed her, but Courtney had to learn this.  
“Nooo,” said Courtney.  “You’re my Mom.”
“But Twerp’s body excites you, doesn’t it?”
“Yes,” said Courtney, admitting the obvious.  
“Good, then, close your eyes and imagine this is Twerp doing this.”  She slid off the bed and knelt beside it.  She put one finger between Courtney’s pussy lips and started rubbing.  
The 9-year-old wanted to protest, but she knew her Mom wanted to make a point.  She tried to imagine that this was Twerp’s finger, teasing her toward that wonderful feeling she’d had earlier today.  Twerp had used her mouth, but now Courtney realized there were many things, including fingers that could be used.  A feeling of bliss came over her body as she let the feeling overcome her.  
Samantha watched the body of her daughter react to her touch.  It was almost as arousing as Sasha’s reaction, but it was her daughter.  There was a lesson here.  The experienced Mistress was teaching her daughter all about control and that meant the teacher must have even more control.  Her control settled in effortlessly.  
Tingles danced through Courtney’s body, little fists and toes clenching with desire.  Nipples puckered, rising to hard points.  Her breathing sped up as she floated, letting her body’s natural reaction take over.  
It wasn’t long before Courtney gave a little gasp of pleasure.  Samantha knew well how to please a woman.  She knew well how to tease a slave.  This would be somewhere in between.  She brought her daughter close to climax and then stopped.  
Courtney’s eyes shot open at the interruption.  She looked at her Mom and blushed.  
“You have to be willing to stop there,” said her Mom.  “That’s what control means.  Now, breathe deep and relax.  Take control of your mind and body.”  
She put her finger to Courtney’s pulsing clit.  “Cum for me, Courtney,” she said as she stroked it fast and hard.  She even used two fingers, knowing that her daughter was so close.  It wouldn’t take much.  She saw the excitement in Courtney’s eyes and pulled her fingers away.  “You have to be willing to stop there.” Again she said, “Breathe deep and relax, you must take control of your mind and body.”
“Hooohhh,” gasped Courtney, her body trembling with lust. “Don’t, Mom,” she said as she saw her Mom reach for her pussy again. She’d surely cum if her Mom did anymore.  
It only took a few seconds before Courtney’s eyes glazed over.  Then, Samantha pulled her hand away again.  “You have to be willing to stop there.”
With that, she pulled Courtney’s hands behind her and tied them together. “Good night, sweetheart,” said Samantha. “Think about control over your mind and body.”  She left her frustrated daughter to fall asleep, unable to get herself off.  
Having gathered her thoughts, Courtney rose and said, “A slave has fifteen minutes to dry, brush her hair, and be ready for lessons.”  She put Twerp’s cuffs back on her and left.  
Upstairs, Courtney got dressed.  The mere act of dressing was special now because she knew her slave was in the basement, naked, and preparing for lessons.  Twerp would be naked until she was allowed clothes.  Courtney wriggled with pleasure at that thought.  
Twerp heard the footsteps of her Mistress and rolled to her knees in anticipation.  When she saw the two bowls, one of oatmeal and one of water, she didn’t feel disappointed.  In fact, this oatmeal had strawberries in it, actual pieces of red juicy strawberries and it was still steaming.  Her eyes gleamed with anticipation as the bowls and a spoon were set inside her cage.    
Courtney didn’t need to tell Twerp that she had five minutes.  She watched as her slave spooned oatmeal greedily into her mouth, eating quickly, and then licking the bowl with undisguised pleasure.  It was odd to see her do that.  It had just been a few days ago that she’d refused the oatmeal altogether.  When the oatmeal and water were gone, she removed the two dishes and gently wiped Twerp’s cheeks clean.  
Fifteen minutes later, Courtney returned as promised.  The first thing she did was to select a gag for the morning.  Actually, she’d already decided, so she picked up the penis gag and held it up to Twerp’s mouth.  She particularly liked this one because it embarrassed Twerp so much.  She also knew that it excited them both whether Twerp would ever admit it or not.  
‘Her favorite gag,’ thought Sasha.  The idea of wearing any gag was discomforting, but to wear her little cousin’s favorite one, one shaped like a penis was demeaning.  But, Sasha was slowly learning that didn’t mean she didn’t like it.  A week ago wearing her Mistress’ favorite gag was only slightly better than a sharp stick in the eye.  Now wearing her favorite gag had a different meaning.  It made her Mistress happy, so it made her feel good.
She didn’t hesitate to open her mouth wide enough for the gag and let her Mistress seat it in place.  She wrapped her lips around the base of the penis while Courtney fastened and double checked the strap.      
With Twerp prepared the way she wanted, Courtney handed her hairbrush to Twerp and said, “Brush my hair.”  She sat down in a chair without a second thought.  
Taking the hairbrush, Sasha recalled the times that they’d brushed each other’s hair in previous summers.  She’d enjoyed that.  She hadn’t just enjoyed having her hair brushed.  She enjoyed brushing Courtney’s long honey blond hair.  She started brushing her Mistress’ hair, wistfully remembering those times.  It made her feel good to remember how much she liked doing this.  It was no less fun now and with her change in status, it was nice that her Mistress had given her a pleasurable task.  Not that Courtney cared.  
The hair brushing also reminded Sasha just how badly she’d treated her cousin this summer.  Brushing hair she’d deemed a little girl activity.  She wouldn’t stoop to brushing Courtney’s hair.  She hadn’t missed having her own hair brushed, though Courtney had missed the reciprocal. Stupid, she thought.  Missing out on this.  But, now she was brushing Courtney.  Now she wasn’t missing out on this fun.  It only made her appreciate her Mistress more.  She needed her Mistress to give her purpose. 
The slave made sure she did a good job, brushing Courtney’s hair until the tangles were gone and it glistened like gold.  When she was finished, she stopped.  Uncertain whether she was to brush until Courtney said stop or stop when it had been done right.  For in the past there had always been a tacit agreement that hair brushing reached a point when the hair looked and felt right and then it was done.    
Courtney stood up from the chair and took the hair brush back.  Sasha had always done a good job in the past, so she had no reason to doubt a good job had been done this time. Setting the brush aside, she said, “There’s no mirror here, but I’m certain a slave has done a good job.”  It came out as casual remark, but it was a prepared casual remark intended to praise Twerp ever so slightly and tell her the task had ended.  The Mistress ended the task when she was satisfied, not the slave.  
Courtney clipped the leash to Sasha’s collar.  At the gentle tug, Sasha followed, but they didn’t have far to do.  They went to the main room where Courtney had spent the previous evening preparing for scamper training.  There were four strips of blue masking tape on the floor, forming a quadrilateral.  One strip ran from the wall to the stocks, another from the stocks to the rack, a third from the rack to the Y rack, and the fourth back to the wall where it completed the four sided figure.     
Leading Twerp to the stocks, Courtney positioned her slave right on the junction of two strips of tape.  “See how the tape makes a square inside the room,” said the Mistress. It wasn’t quite a square, but close enough.  “I want you to scamper down one strip of tape, stop, turn and scamper down the next strip, and keep doing that until I say stop.  When you are training, imagine that I am the wall or piece of equipment at the end of the strip.  If you run into the equipment, you run into me. If you run into me… tower for punishment, extend.  Do not make me say the words. Do you understand?”
‘No’ indicated Twerp, shaking her head, much to Courtney’s surprise.
‘If the wall is you and I hit the wall, do I tower for punishment, extend?’  She couldn’t ask the question.  
“Hmm, I wonder what you don’t understand, Twerp.  You are to scamper down the taped line, stop, turn, and scamper again until I say to stop.  Understand?”
Twerp nodded.  
“Do not run into the equipment.  Pretend the equipment is me and you may not run into me.  Understand?”
Again a nod.  
“If you hit me or the equipment that’s me today, go to tower for punishment, extend.  Understand?”
Again a nod.  A more vigorous nod.  
“You understand it all now?”
Nod.  She understood that perfection was required of the slave even in practice.  
“Go,” said Courtney.  She’d brought the hairbrush paddle with her just in case.  
It was just on the second leg that Twerp put out her hands, using the rack to stop herself.  She dropped to the position for punishment.  She was sure that using her hands to stop herself violated her Mistress’ command.  
Without a word, Courtney walked over to her slave.  She looked at the quivering ass and raised the paddle.  Poised to deliver the blow, she felt a rush and then an even greater rush as she followed through.  “I will add one for each time you fail,” she said.  “Scamper.”
Sasha rose to a standing position again and then rose up on her toes.  She turned and ran the next strip of tape successfully.  She made two entire passes around the square before she stumbled and ran into the wall.  Dropping to tower for punishment, she waited.  She knew there would be two swats to her bottom.  What she didn’t count on were the words of disappointment.  
Smack!  Smack! She bore the brunt of the punishment.  “I just told my slave she was so smart.  Are you going to disappoint me now?”
Twerp felt crushed at the comment.  All her praise from the morning was wiped away.  It wasn’t that there would be no chance for a cheeseburger for lunch.  The mere fact that Courtney had scolded her was crushing enough.  
Courtney paid attention to every step that her slave scampered.  She’d tried it herself.  It wasn’t easy.  Twerp made three entire passes around the room without hitting the wall, but it still wasn’t always perfect.  “Stop,” said Courtney.  
Twerp froze in her tracks.  “I noticed a few missteps by my slave,” said Courtney.  “Scamper sounds fast.  Scamper does not need to be done fast.  It needs to be done right.  It needs to be done so that a slave’s… boobs… bounce.”  She emphasized the last two words and enjoyed the color that came to Twerp’s face, running all the way down to her boobies.  “Now scamper.”
Twerp ran into the next wall and collapsed, ready for punishment.  My boobs aren’t big enough to bounce, she told herself… are they?  Am I bouncing?  The quick look down at her own chest had been costly.  Smack! Smack! Smack!
“Scamper, Twerp.”
She rose and scampered, trying to keep her mind off her boobs.  
When Twerp had made five successful circuits around the square, Courtney told her to stop.  “Does my slave think she can scamper without error?”
‘No, not perfectly like my Mistress wants.’  Twerp shook her head.  
“The slave may practice all morning.”  But the rules would change.  “Move to the wall,” said her Mistress.  Courtney took up a position near the rack.  There was no equipment between her and Twerp. “My slave will scamper to me, turn and scamper back to the corner of the square.  Go.”  Now she would be scampering on the diagonal of the square and one end of the practice run really was her Mistress.  
Twerp ran on the balls of her feet toward Courtney.  This time there was no line telling her where to stop. But, she stopped easily right in front of her Mistress.  She turned and scampered away to the wall.  It was on her third trip toward her Mistress that Courtney said, “My slave’s ass bounces nicely when she scampers.”  
Blushing brightly, Twerp came to a halt in front of her Mistress, turned, and scampered headlong into the wall.  
When her slave dropped quickly to the tower for punishment position, Courtney was briefly alarmed.  Twerp had hit the wall quite solidly.  Yet, the position was perfect, so she had no reason to believe Twerp was hurt.  Still, she was not fully convinced.  “Stand,” she said. 
Twerp rose and Courtney looked into her eyes.  “Can a slave stand on one foot?” she asked.  
Twerp raised one leg and balanced on one foot.  “Tower for punishment, extended.”  Twerp knelt and extended.  She felt the four swats on her bottom, but there were inconsequential in the face of the knowledge that her Mistress cared.  For the rest of the lesson, she redoubled her efforts and made no more errors.  It wasn’t that the next error would bring five strokes of the strap.  It wasn’t about her sore bottom.  It was all about her Mistress.  
The mention of her boobs and her ass had a profound effect on Twerp’s scampering.  It wasn’t about running on her toes.  It was about how she displayed her body for her Mistress.  Boobs and ass were to bounce.  That alone gave her an entirely different perspective and an appreciation for the art of scampering.  
Tucked away in the safety of her cage, Sasha’s biggest concern for the rest of the morning was what was on the lunch menu.  It wasn’t really clear to her at what point she’d earn a cheeseburger or better.    
Rather than focus on the negative, Sasha dwelt on the praise she’d received. There had been no definite praise at the end of scampering, but the thought of her boobs and ass bouncing for her Mistress made her feel warm.  At least it felt like a compliment.  And it made her feel excited to know she was naked, scampering for her Mistress, with parts of her body bouncing.   
Then there was that look in the eyes of her Mistress as she was momentarily stunned by her absolute lack of attention.  She’d run into the wall, banging her head so hard she saw stars.  Cursing her clumsiness, she automatically fell into the position for punishment.  When she’d been commanded to stand, she did so, wobbly.  That’s when she’d seen the look in her Mistress’ eyes.  It may have been no more than the concern an owner might have for an injured pet, but it was concern.  
Tracing backward through the day, she recalled that Courtney had called her smart.  She still wasn’t quite sure why Courtney had called her smart, but it had to do with her answer.  What had been so special about that?  Wouldn’t be clear to anyone that what Courtney meant was she couldn’t touch her Mistress in a sexual, sensual manner that might lead to… ooo, her Mistress’ orgasm.  Sasha bit her pouty lower lip in frustration.  If she couldn’t start an orgasm, then that meant she couldn’t start an orgasm.  It meant she might be all excited and eager, but … it … meant… frustration.  What was she to do when she felt like she had yesterday?  She had no answer to that question.  
Finally, her mind backtracked to the shower.  She curled up in a warm ball remembering the shower.  Caressing her Mistress with soapy hands was almost playtime.  That slim bottom and sleek hips.  The pussy that belonged to her Mistress.  The way her Mistress’ nipples had hardened at her touch.  
Sasha dozed off, but in her sleep it was her Mistress stroking her nipples, her ass, and her pussy.  She smiled in her sleep as she imagined the soft touch of her Mistress.  
Courtney made no secret of her arrival in Sasha’s room, but her slave was still asleep with a beautiful smile on her face. It was almost painful to wake Twerp.  She paused for a moment, loving the serenity that was on Twerp’s face.  But, she had to waken the sleeping beauty.  She banged on the cage door, “Lunch time, Twerp,” she announced.  
Twerp rolled over lazily, shaken from her dream, and then stiffened to a position of submission. 
It was the first time she’d seen her slave so relaxed.  Courtney would have given anything to know what Twerp had been thinking of, but she opened the door and clipped the leash to her slave’s collar.  There was a temptation to make Twerp wait until they got to the kitchen, but she’d thought this through and discussed it with her Mom.  “You’ve been good today, Twerp,” she said.  “The shower was nice.  You were so smart to come up with the right answer to my challenge.  And, I think you will never make a misstep in scampering again.  I cooked you a cheeseburger,” she finished with a triumphant announcement.  It had been no small task, yet it had been a labor of love and well worth the effort.  
She looked back to see tears in Twerp’s eyes.  Her slave’s mouth moved, but no words came out.  Courtney stopped and turned.  She wiped a tear from Twerp’s cheek. “Don’t get all mushy on me, Twerp,” she said sternly. “I told you if you did good, someday you’d get a cheeseburger.  This isn’t anything you don’t deserve.”
Twerp nodded, still fighting back tears of joy.  It was so warm and cozy to know she’d pleased her Mistress so very, very much.  It wasn’t joy over getting to eat a cheeseburger.  It was joy that she’d earned a cheeseburger.  
In the kitchen, Twerp knelt in front of a low table.  It was just big enough for a plate of food.  It wasn’t the big table and she wasn’t allowed a chair, but she was grateful just for the table in front of her.  She felt like there ought to be a ceremony, but there wasn’t as Courtney just set a plate with a cheeseburger and a few fries in front of her.
Tentatively she looked up at her Mistress and then picked up the treasure.  She bit into it, feeling the warm juices run down her throat.  It was almost too much to bear.  Courtney had never been mean to her and there had been no time limit imposed, so she had no reason to believe the cheeseburger would be taken from her.  She ate slowly, savoring each bite.  The fries were gone too soon, but she took her time with the burger.  She licked her fingers as she pushed the last bite into her mouth.  
As she’d come to expect after lunch, Courtney gave her a full glass of milk that she downed quickly.  She handed the glass back to Courtney and looked down.  She wanted another, but there was no way to ask.  
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Right after lunch, Sasha spent time in the tanning booth.  It also gave her time for her big lunch to settle.  Out of the booth, Courtney gave her time for the bathroom and then she was in the theater room again.  She remembered what happened here the previous day.  
This afternoon was similar to the previous one.  The one big difference was that Courtney did the wrapping of the ropes and tied the knots while her Mom watched.  Yesterday had been instruction.  Today was practice.  To Sasha, the binding felt a little looser, but she knew she still would be unable to escape.  
It had taken longer to be tied, but Sasha also noticed that the last few ropes and knots from the previous day weren’t tied.  She was pretty sure those were the ropes that pulled her into that awful hogtie.  Only time would tell.  
The other difference was that Courtney set an alarm clock for 4:30.  She didn’t want to be interrupted by her Mom again.  It wasn’t that her Mom didn’t know what was going on; in fact Courtney planned to tell her all about it later.  Well, mostly about it.  She was going to do the one thing she was pretty sure Mom would say no to without a  good reason to say no.    
Courtney got a thrill in her tummy as she looked at her helpless slave.  Today was sooo different than yesterday.  Only Twerp didn’t know the difference… yet.  Yesterday Courtney had come prepared to do some work of her own, to ignore her slave just for the point of ignoring her.  Today, she would not ignore Twerp.  
The 9-year-old took some deep breaths as she’d learned the night before.  She wanted to control herself, though she was terribly excited.  With Twerp tied and immobile, she started by putting the same gag from yesterday in her mouth.  She noticed that Twerp didn’t fight nearly so much today as she had yesterday, trying to avoid the needle that would eventually seat in her gag.  When it was in place, Courtney pumped it up carefully, watching Twerp’s reaction as she counted each pump of the rubber ball in her hand.  
From her perspective, Twerp knew she had the same gag in her mouth.  She knew she’d lost the battle the day before on whether the needle would be inserted or not.  She put up a brief fight, but her Mistress would win eventually.  The slave had made note of the position of the gag’s harness the day before as well.  Today it was not loose as it had started yesterday.  It was tight as it had finished yesterday.  She lay in dreadful anticipation of what that meant. 
Twerp watched as Courtney started pumping on the bulb in her hand.  Each squish on the rubber bulb sent more air into the balloon in her mouth.  She remembered the feeling from the previous day as it fully filled the front two-thirds of her mouth.  She didn’t like the way it molded against the roof of her mouth and forced her little tongue down.  She knew she was right about the straps of the gag when the inflated gag pressed against her teeth.
For a moment Courtney paused, examining Twerp as a doctor might examine an unconscious patient.  For Twerp, gagged as she was, was little more help to her Mistress than an unconscious patient was to a doctor.  Then she pumped it again and paused.  Pump and pause.  Twerp felt the gag expand against the back of her mouth.  There was no more room.  She tried to write the little words on her eyes.  No more room.  No more room.
Twerp thought that her Mistress got the message and then, pump.  She held her breath, trying to control the odd feeling at the back of her throat.  Her tongue was squashed and she took a deep breath through her nose, assuring herself that breath was there to be had.  
Pump.  The bulb in her mouth pressed deeper.  It wasn’t that much different than just a second ago, but it was different.  She fought against the feeling that it was going to choke her.  Courtney’s eyes were so… so… so interested, so concerned, so eager, so encouraging, so demanding.  Courtney wanted her to take more. 
Pump.  Twerp’s throat gave a spasm.  She remembered the feeling from yesterday.  It was the beginning of the end.  One more pump and she’d gag.  She fought to relax, taking a deep breath through her nose again.  It worked.  She took another deep breath through her nose and relaxed her throat.  Her focus went to slow and deep breaths through her nose.  
Pump.  Now the gag clearly pressed against the back of her throat.  Breathe and relax.  Mistress wants.  Breathe and relax.  She wanted to make her Mistress happy.  She didn’t know how much more she could take, but she’d do what she could.  
Pump.  Her eyes opened wide.  Breathe relax.  Breathe relax.  Now she was certain that the bulb in her mouth had just shot a little extension into her throat.  Her mouth was as full as it could get and now the bulb had nowhere to go, but down her throat.  Yet, she could still breathe.  It hadn’t cut that off yet.  It took effort, so much mental effort to force herself to relax.  Then, just as she felt comfortable…
Pump.  Green eyes gazed up into gray eyes as the slave tried to tell her Mistress what was happening.  Twerp felt so curiously tingly at the feel of the bulb in her mouth.  It was submission.  It was surrender.  It was a violation so profound that it made her pussy wet.  It was that same instant that Courtney felt her pussy start to tingle.  Twerp’s eyes told her that she was at her limit.  But it wasn’t Twerp holding the pump in her hand.  
Pump. Courtney was spring loaded to release the air from the gag, but Twerp didn’t make a sound.  She watched Twerp’s slow, controlled breathing.  It was just like her Mom had shown her the night before.  Control through relaxation.  Twerp was in control of her body.  She understood the look in Twerp’s eyes now.  Twerp was doing this for her.  Little thighs pressed together as tingles ran through her.  
With that last pump of air, Twerp felt the bulb expand further down her throat.  Her breathing told her she was still not obstructed.  There was no life threatening danger, just big time discomfort.  It was a struggle, mentally at least, to keep her throat from spasming.  If a physical struggle ensued, her throat would fight to expel the intruder, so she had to relax, surrender, no struggle.  And if Courtney pumped one more damned time, she’d better be ready to catch a load of vomit that would come spewing out Twerp’s nose because there was no other release.  
Courtney knew somehow that Twerp had reached her limit.  She’d counted the previous day and then today.  This was two more pumps than she’d done yesterday when Twerp had bailed on her.  She let the bulb stay inflated like that while she counted to ten and then released just a bit.
Twerp knew and Courtney estimated that the bulb was now just as full as it had been yesterday when Twerp’s throat had rebelled.  For Courtney that was success.  “I’m so proud of you, Twerp,” she said.  She sat back to let Twerp get used to that feeling.  
For a couple of minutes, Sasha fought the mental battle, forcing herself to ignore the pressure on the back of her mouth.  Then, gradually it wasn’t so bad.  Her mouth was getting used to it.  She didn’t think that was possible, but the uncomfortable feeling of gagging was fading.  There was still an issue of spit, or more correctly no room for it.  She found with a little movement of her mouth she could squeeze her saliva outside her teeth and expand her cheeks to make room, but there was no way she could swallow and she didn’t think any was leaking out of her mouth either.  The gag was just too much.  
As the gag reflex faded, she let her mind relax, thinking about the ropes around her arms.  Quickly she discovered that she needed her mental focus on her throat as the urge to gag returned.  She had to concentrate hard to make her throat accept the unnatural pressure.   So, for the next few minutes that was all that was on her mind.  
Courtney noticed the level of concentration on her slave’s face.  Twerp wasn’t struggling with the ropes and she had her eyes closed.  She watched the soft rise and fall of Twerp’s chest to make sure she was OK.  At precisely 10 minutes, she released the air from the gag.  Twerp’s eyes flew open in relief as the gag deflated.  To her surprise, Courtney even went farther, removing the gag from her mouth altogether.  
“Wow, that was neat,” said Courtney as she pulled the gag free.  She was pleased that her slave had lasted the entire 10 minutes.  It made her feel warm inside to know that she could make Twerp do something like that.  “Makes me excited to see my slave gagged,” she told Twerp.  “I think I know something else that will make me excited.”
With that, she straddled Twerp’s tummy, making Twerp squirm and wriggle.  Green eyes looked up pleading with her Mistress.  She didn’t know what was coming, but the mischievous look in Courtney’s eyes told her she wasn’t going to like it.   And then it got worse…
“A slave may beg for mercy,” said Courtney.
‘Beg for mercy?’  She’d never been allowed to beg for mercy.  ‘Mercy from what?  Oh, gawd.  I am so screwed.’  But, just thought of begging was arousing.  It was like in her daydreams.  She was captured, about to be tortured. She’d have to beg for mercy.  But, there was no mercy to be had in her daydreams.  ‘Oh, I am so screwed.’  
By now Sasha knew there were ways to be screwed that weren’t bad.  Already her tummy felt funny.  The look in Courtney’s eyes.  The offer to beg for mercy.  Nipples puckered in anticipation of a dreaded torture.  She had nothing to beg about yet, but her eyes still pleaded for mercy from what she did not know.  
Just watching Twerp’s reaction made Courtney excited.  She could tell that Twerp was nervous… no she was scared, but she couldn’t do anything about it.  Scared about the unknown.  Then the 9-year-old reached out with her fingers and ran them lightly over Twerp’s ribs.  “Nooooo,” said Twerp, involuntarily.  She broke into a fit of giggles and laughter as Courtney tickled her.  They’d played this game before too, but Courtney, being smaller, always lost.  Over the years, they’d both discovered every one of each other’s ticklish areas.  
Courtney grinned with delight as Twerp squirmed more than she’d ever squirmed before.  Her helpless victim couldn’t stop herself from laughing or for that matter begging.  “Pleeeassse, nooooo, do-do-don’t,” she wailed.    Shocks went through her body as Twerp pleaded.  The plaintive, helpless voice begging for mercy that wouldn’t come.  Courtney was glad she’d permitted Twerp to beg.  It made it sooo much better.  
As Twerp’s body was wracked with laughter, Courtney showed her no mercy.  It was too much fun watching Twerp squirm, wriggle, and wiggle.  Jolts of electricity shot through her body.  It was so cool to have this control.  It was exhilarating to make Twerp jerk and squirm uncontrollably  
When Twerp looked like she couldn’t take it anymore, Courtney stopped to give her a breather.  “I don’t know about you, Twerp,” she said, “but I’m having fun.”  
 “It’s not fair, Mistress,” accused Twerp, gasping for air. It wasn’t quite begging, but she felt free to speak.  She wanted to get even, but there was no way that was going to happen.  Of course, the most exciting part for Courtney was that Twerp couldn’t get even.  
While she was being tormented with Courtney’s gentle touch, Twerp was too preoccupied to notice how her body was reacting to the tickling.  But now that she had a moment to recover, she noticed the way her body tingled.  It was just like being spanked during playtime.  Her little chest heaved with excitement.  Her nipples were hard and she felt the wetness between her legs.  She’d never thought of tickling as being so exciting before.  Surely she’d never felt this way when she’d had tickle fights with Courtney in previous summers.  
Courtney rose and walked down to Twerp’s feet.  Lifting Twerp’s tied feet, Courtney ran her fingers over Twerp’s soles.  “No, no, oh, for God’s sake” gasped Twerp in dreaded anticipation.  She jerked in surprise as tingles rocked her body.   Begging made it better!  “Please, mercy, Mistress, not my feet.”  Then she burst into uncontrolled giggles again as Courtney tickled her full blown.  Gawd! She was wriggling and squirming just the way she knew Courtney liked to see.  It was horribly embarrassing to be wriggling and squirming and naked to boot.
Now that she’d noticed how the tickling affected her, Sasha couldn’t miss the way her shrieks of laughter were like bolts of electricity running through her body.  It was very, very thrilling.  Her sleek hips tossed back and forth.  Capped by hard and tingling nipples, her chest rose and fell quickly, excitedly, breathlessly.  She begged and pleaded, feeling even more exhilarated by Courtney’s complete lack of concern.  
When Courtney stopped for a second breather, Sasha could feel the wetness between her legs.  She saw her Mistress looking there as well and blushed a nice rosy pink.  She saw an odd look in Courtney’s eyes, a mixture of uncertainty and mischievous glinted in gray eyes.  Her Mistress stared at her chest with that odd look and then settled herself down astraddle her tummy again.  
Courtney was transfixed by her sudden inspiration.  It was part tickle and part spanking, touching and hurting.  How would her slave react?  Slowly, still wondering if she dared, she reached out with thumb and forefinger of each hand, aimed directly at Twerp’s nipples. 
Huh?
Twerp didn’t know if she should squirm or what.  She didn’t know if she was going to like this or not.  She held her breath, waiting for Courtney to touch her.  The slow motion of Courtney’s hands was almost like torture, tortuous anticipation of what naughty thing her Mistress had in mind.  
Then bam, Courtney made up her mind for sure.  Her hands moved quickly over the last four inches, striking like a cobra, grabbing Twerp’s nipples between her thumb and forefinger.  She pulled up on them, making Twerp arch up off the floor. 
“Haah,” gasped Twerp in pain and surprise.  Explosions of arousal went off in her head.  She felt more helpless than she’d ever felt before.  Her Mistress had just told her this morning that she may not touch her Mistress there, but now Courtney was showing loud and clear that Twerp’s body was property.  Green eyes stared in disbelief that Courtney would touch her there, like that.  Her Mistress had washed her and touched them.  Her Mistress had touched them gently, tweaked them, but never rough and firm like this.  And all she could do was watch.  
The small mounds that she was so proud of were stretched into cones.  She felt the wetness of her pussy run between her thighs, puddling on the floor under her.  
Any uncertainty Courtney might have had when the idea had formed in her head vanished as she saw the look in Twerp’s eyes.  It was the counterpoint to tickling.  Instead of gently tormenting, she could hurt Twerp and know that Twerp liked it.  Moreover, the rush she felt from showing Twerp how little control a slave had over her body was overwhelming.  She shuddered at the wave of pleasure that ran through her.  
Courtney let go of Twerp’s nipples.  Her slave relaxed again, but with anxiety written on her face.  The 9-year-old stood, reached under her skirt, and pulled down her sodden panties.  Ick!  They were practically dripping and she didn’t quite know what to do with them.  For a moment she wondered how to dispose of them and then she simply dropped them on Twerp’s face.  
Twerp froze, not even daring to breathe.  She wanted to jerk her head to the side and toss the panties away from her face.  But Courtney had not done that on accident.  Her Mistress sat down on her tummy again.  This time Twerp felt the bare pussy of her Mistress against her skin.  
Courtney leaned forward so she was inches from Twerp’s face.  “Breathe,” said Courtney.  “Smell them for me, Twerp.  Smell my pussy.” Oh, her whole body trembled as she said those words.  She swallowed hard, gray eyes watching Twerp intently.  
A slave’s little toes curled and she squeezed her thighs together.  Then, she took a deep breath through her nose, smelling what she’d smelled yesterday.  But this time it wasn’t her choice.  This time the only purpose was to smell the panties, to learn her Mistress’ scent.  She inhaled and exhaled and inhaled again.  Each breath took her higher and higher.  It wasn’t a physical helplessness.  It was her Mistress’ overpowering will that made her helpless, unable to resist.  She could have rebelled.  She could have turned her head and let gravity do its job.  But she couldn’t bring herself to do that
The intensity was incredible for both Mistress and slave.  Courtney feeling the power, Twerp feeling the surrender. “That was so hot,” said Courtney.  “I’ve got a slave that will smell my panties.”  She had a slave that was going to do a lot more.  
Courtney stood and pulled her shirt over her head and then pulled her skirt down and stepped out of it.  Both being naked was not like leveling the playing field.  The difference was still vast.  Twerp was naked because she had to be.  Her Mistress wanted to see her naked body.  Courtney was naked because she wanted to be.  She was naked in front of a piece of property.   
The little Mistress was very aroused, but she wanted to play a bit more before getting her slave to satisfy the tingle that filled her.  With Twerp so powerless, it was fun and easy.  She simply straddled Twerp again and started tickling.  Courtney didn’t miss the feel and the sight of her bare pussy on Twerp’s tummy.  Moreover, she didn’t miss the feel of Twerp’s bucking body against her pussy.  
After that tickle session, she played with Twerp’s nipples again.  This time she was more gentle, being satisfied to just tweak them between her thumb and forefinger until they were as hard as they could be.  She giggled at the rosy glow that colored Twerp’s face as her nipples got fully erect and excited.  
Then there was one more tickle session that left Twerp breathless from exertion and Courtney breathless with lust. OK, Twerp was breathless from exertion and lust.  It was time for the rest of Courtney’s plan.  She pulled Twerp over to kneel in front of the chair and sat down with her little hips over the edge of the chair and her pussy easily available to her slave.  “Kiss it,” said the Mistress.  
Courtney had planned this and washed herself before playtime.  
But her pussy wasn’t as clean and freshly scented as the last time Twerp had done this.  It smelled like Courtney’s panties, which hadn’t been half bad.  Twerp inhaled the aroma, with the swollen, puffy lips just inches from her face.  This was a tad more than smelling.  She was about to taste a juicy cootchie.  
Other kisses had been soft, tentative requests urging Twerp to kiss.  This time it had been a command.  
Twerp’s body told her how much she wanted to kiss, to taste.  Her nipples tingled mightily and her own pussy was begging for attention.  There was really no doubt that she was going to kiss that wet pussy.  She just took her time admiring the swollen, rosy lips.  The slight view of pink within.    
Courtney sensed Twerp’s hesitation was not defiance.  There was no trace of that in her eyes.  When Twerp finally did lean forward and plant a dainty kiss on her pussy, Courtney felt a little spark.  As Twerp kissed lightly up and down, showering kissed on her lips and the juicy slit, she left a spark with each one.  The excitement built in Courtney as she floated in a dreamy world.  
She’d seen this done in one of the bondage books she’d flipped through.  Her Mom had tried to censor them, but there were some suggestive pictures that made it through.  “Lick it,” said Courtney softly, “please?”  
Huh?  Lick it?  With, like, my tongue?  Sasha was appalled at the idea.  I am not a lesbian, she insisted.  She turned her eyes up at Courtney and saw the gray eyes not commanding, but asking.  Twerp licked her lips.  What was the difference between licking and kissing anyway?  She had Courtney’s juice on her lips.  The taste was already in her.  
“Go ahead, Twerp,” said Courtney.  “Give it a try.  I’d really, really like to see how it feels.”
And Twerp really, really wanted to make her Mistress happy.  The soft, polite way that Courtney asked was disarming.  The slave leaned forward and licked at the swollen pussy lips.  It wasn’t bad.  Like she’d thought it was no different than kissing.  Her tongue felt the warm skin and tasted her Mistress.  She ran her tongue up and down several times and then looked up at her Mistress.  She felt a warm shudder at the look of pleasure in Courtney’s eyes.  It felt so good to make Courtney look like that.  
“Twerp,” said Courtney, still softly.  “You’re supposed to put your tongue between, you know, in the slit.”  She was sure that’s what she’d seen in the picture.  “Use it like a finger on my clit.”
Sasha felt silly when Courtney said that.  Since when did Courtney know more about anything than her?  But, it was true, licking the outside of Courtney’s pussy while messy was little different than licking her kneecap.  She knew that she wanted to make Courtney’s little body get all tense and tingly and warm and wonderful like she had yesterday.  And she couldn’t very well do it with her hands tied, unless she used her tongue like a finger.
The 11-year-old was cornered, outwitted by the 9-year-old.  She’d gone this far and now she felt silly.  She had to prove that she knew something about this.  ‘Humph,’ she thought, ‘I’ll show her.’  She pushed her tongue between those fat pussy lips, getting the full taste of her Mistress.  As she did, she saw the pink inside of Courtney’s pussy and the swollen clit.  She knew that was her target.  
Using her lips and tongue, Sasha burrowed between Courtney’s lips and licked the little girl’s clit.  Oh, my, how Courtney tensed when she did that.  It made her tingle all over again.  It wasn’t as disgusting as she’d thought.  It was exciting if she could make Courtney move like that.  She did it again, feeling the slender thighs around her jerk.  For a few licks she focused her vision on her target, just to make sure she was doing it right.  But that was awkward.  She couldn’t see inside Courtney and lick the same place.  So she’d have to do it by feel and she turned her vision to Courtney’s body.  
Her eyes ran up her Mistress’ body and saw the puckered little nipples on her chest.  With a few firm and sure strokes of her tongue, she was sure the nipples had hardened even more.  Green eyes swept even higher and were trapped by the compelling gray eyes of her Mistress.  Little toes curled and slender thighs tightened as Sasha saw the desire in Courtney’s eyes.  
Sasha stiffened her tongue, making it like a finger and rubbed Courtney’s clit.  She pressed her mouth to the sensitive spot and nibbled it between soft lips.  
Hah! Courtney’s sudden gasp surprised them both.  “Yeah, like that Twerp,” said Courtney all breathy and excited.  Wow, it hadn’t looked that good in the picture.  She reached for her nipples and played with them, letting that tingle add to her arousal.  The sight of Twerp’s little pink tongue actually licking her down there was only second to the feeling that it gave her.  
Courtney spiraled higher and higher with each passing second.  Twerp was hitting the right spot, but after a while it still wasn’t enough.  Yesterday Twerp had done it harder and faster with her gagged mouth.  “Do it faster, Twerp, harder, too, you know, like yesterday.  Like I did with my fingers in yours.”
Twerp was too far gone to care what she looked like.  Her body was on fire and she desperately wanted to see her Mistress have an orgasm.  A hiss escaped her lips.  She didn’t even think, just felt and reacted, pushing her face hard into Courtney’s juicy pussy and nibbling/licking as hard and fast as she could.  She wanted that reward of seeing Courtney cum.
Just like yesterday, when the feeling became undeniable, Courtney seized Twerp’s head, pulling her hard into her crotch.  Twerp knew what that meant.  She was ready to explode herself from the sheer bliss of pleasing her Mistress.  
Courtney’s sleek hips bucked upwards and her whole body tensed as the marvelous feeling shot through her.  It was even better than yesterday.  She watched Twerp’s little lips mouthing her clit, her face practically smothered in her pussy.  She saw Twerp’s eyes glitter with pleasure as her body surrendered to the magnificent orgasm.  Her body jerked and shuddered, and it went on longer than yesterday.  She had this feeling that it would last forever, or at least until Twerp stopped that incredible nibbling.  Then she felt her body relax.  “Thank you, Twerp,” she said softly.  “You made me feel really good.”
The slave basked in the thanks and praise of her Mistress.  She rested her cheek on Courtney’s smooth thigh, content to kneel and watch her Mistress for now.  The smell of Courtney was still inches away and her taste filled her mouth.  Every sense had been stimulated, making it an even more profound experience.  
As she waited patiently, Sasha felt her own excitement subsiding.  Yesterday her Mistress had immediately rubbed her pussy and she’d cum almost as soon as she’d been touched.  She was there again today, on the verge of orgasm, but it was slowly slipping away.  Her body betrayed her, letting that feeling disappear when it had been so close.  She was sorry, not sorry for herself, but for her Mistress.  It would have been so easy, so convenient for Courtney if she’d just attended to Sasha right away.  Now Courtney was going to have to work a little harder.  
In fact, by the time Courtney roused herself, Sasha felt little of that excitement left.  Courtney stood, petted Twerp on the head, and said, “I have such a good slave.”  She stepped around Twerp and collected her clothes and got dressed.  
Without much effort, Courtney rolled Twerp onto her stomach and untied the ropes around her arms and legs.  Since she’d tied the knots, they were not as difficult as her Mom’s knots had been.  
Sasha kept waiting for Courtney to pet her pussy or something.  So, it was unbelievable when Courtney snapped the leash in place and led her out of the room.  What about me? What indeed, she thought.  What about the slave?  She knew the answer to that.  It was crushing.  She’d licked Courtney down there.  Sure there had been praise and sure it felt good to please her Mistress and sure she’d wanted to lick Courtney, but for just a little bit more she could have cum, too.  
Her Mistress had done it on purpose, she huffed to herself.  That she knew.  It was a clear message.  And Sasha considered that she had little to complain about.  She’d had three orgasms the day before, two with no thought of her Mistress. Two where her Mistress had obviously received such pleasure from giving that she hadn’t felt compelled to receive.  By the time they’d reached her cage, Twerp was miserable.  She hated herself for being so ungrateful.  
As they arrived at the cage, Twerp fell to her knees and looked up beseechingly at her Mistress.  
Courtney knew right away what Twerp wanted.  She debated whether to give her slave permission to speak.  She was very worried that Twerp would say something that would get her in a lot of trouble… like asking why or asking for a pussy petting. There were any number of things that Twerp could say to really mess up this lesson and earn herself Courtney’s wrath, not to mention the spanking she’d get.  
Oh, well, thought Courtney, if that’s what she wants to do, then she’d give Twerp enough rope to hang herself.  “Does a slave wish to speak?”
Nod.
“A slave may speak.”
“This slave wishes to thank her Mistress for letting this slave lick her pussy.”
Courtney was stunned.  It was about the last thing she expected Twerp to say.  Stunned indeed.  She stared down at her slave, wondering how she could possibly respond to that.  It took her several seconds to gather her wits.  Then she leaned down, kissed Twerp on the forehead, tousled her hair, and said, “That is so sweet, honey.”  Oops.  That last word just popped out.  She was so proud of her slave that it had just popped out.  Well, that would just have to be her special name for Twerp when she did something really, really special… like she’d just done.  
“Stand,” said Courtney.  She pointed at the cage and Twerp got in without hesitation.  “Scoot closer,” said Courtney when Twerp had settled in just out of reach.   “Lie on your stomach.”  Courtney reached in and hooked Twerp’s wrist cuffs together.  It almost hurt to do that, but she’d agreed with her Mom that Twerp might play with herself.  The lesson would stick only if Twerp didn’t get to have an orgasm at all.  She shut the door and walked away.  
Once she was clear of the secret room, Courtney let her feelings pour out.  Tears ran down her cheeks as she ran up the stairs.  They were tears of joy and of pride.  “Mom, Mom,” she called out.  When she found her Mom, she buried her face in her chest and sobbed.  When it was all out, she looked up beaming despite her red eyes.  “Guess what Twerp just did.”
Unfortunately, to tell the story right, she let it slip that Twerp had licked her.  After all the best part of the story was that Twerp had thanked her letting her lick her.  She was supposed to do the press and release thing again, and she hadn’t planned on letting that detail out.  She wasn’t sure how her Mom would react. 
When she got to the punch line, what Twerp said, her Mom immediately asked, “What did you say back?”
“I um… said,” her little nose crinkled as she made the admission, “that’s so sweet, honey.”
“Honey?  You said honey?”
“Yeah, was that bad?”
“No, baby,” said Samantha.  “Do you think you’ll always remember the first time you got your pussy licked?”
“Yeah.”
“Well, Twerp will always remember the day you called her honey.”  She smiled at Courtney.  “Just make sure don’t use it too often.”
Then Mom’s voice changed to that instructional tone she used.  “Now, about the pussy licking.  That’s called cunnilingus technically.  It’s called oral sex when you use your mouth on a woman or a man.  You may hear it called going down on a woman or a man.  It’s also called eating out a woman.”
She’d heard this lecture before, but this time she’d actually seen it.  Courtney giggled, “That’s what it looked like.”
“In your case, it’s also called more trouble than you can handle, young lady.”
Giggle instantly stifled.  
“I thought we agreed you’d ask before you did something new.  I understood that yesterday was a surprise.  But, I will never believe that Twerp took it upon herself to eat your pussy.  You planned it.  Am I right?” 
“Yes, Ma’am,” said Courtney.  
“Why didn’t you ask me first?”
“Because I thought you’d say no,” admitted Courtney, her eyes were brimming with tears again and this time it wasn’t for joy.  
“You’re darn right I would have,” said Samantha.  “You’re 9-years-old.  This is going way too fast.”
Courtney chewed on a pouty little lip.  She wanted to say I’m 9-years-old with an 11-year-old slave, but she was in way too much trouble to talk back and she was afraid her Mom might just call the whole thing off.  In fact, she still wasn’t sure Mom wouldn’t.  
“Number one of your punishment is that I will oversee your training of Twerp for the next two days.  You will not be alone with Twerp.  I will be kind enough to make sure Twerp doesn’t know you’re being punished.  You understand that this is not how I expected to spend my day?  You understand how you are inconveniencing me?”
“Yes, Ma’am.”  The relief was just a tiny bit of relief as she knew that meant Twerp’s training would continue.  
“I’ll decide on the rest of your punishment later.”
“Yes, Ma’am,” said Courtney.  
Sasha basked in the glow of approval from the one person she wanted to please more than anything.  Honey.  She called me honey.  Not Twerp.  Cuffed with her hands behind her, she couldn’t have felt much better than having this warm comfortable feeling deep inside her.  She lay on her side just recalling the scent and taste of her Mistress.  The sight of her clenching her muscles so tight.  A sigh of contented pleasure.  A smile of bliss.  
A Sasha of old might have thought, you done good, girl.  But that same Sasha of old would have tossed the incident casually aside, not experiencing the deep, emotional feeling that came from success, praise, and reward. This new Sasha relished the moment, tucking it away as a special memory that would last forever.  
Dinner for Sasha was a grilled cheese sandwich and a half.  Nothing terribly special, but nothing disgusting either.  It was, in fact, exactly what she expected.  It was right in line with the message that Courtney had been sending ever since her orgasm.  There would be no special reward for licking her Mistress.  And she didn’t mind.  
The surprise came after dinner and after she’d been allowed to use the toilet.  Now it was time to be locked in her cage only to be awakened in the morning.  Instead, her Mistress turned on the light that had appeared in the cage room sometime during the day.  It was a bright light that would keep her awake and she thought at first it was some kind of new torment.  Like a prisoner sitting under a bright light for interrogation.  
It wasn’t much better when Courtney opened the cage door and set a book inside.  For Sasha that was practically torture.  The sight of the book brought an instant association with school.  Read the book.  Your assignment is the first bazillion chapters.  Write a book report.  Ugh.
“A slave may read if she wants,” said Courtney. 
Huh?  May, she did say may.  Twerp looked down at the book.  Jane Eyre, double ugh.  She hadn’t liked the movie.  She remembered teasing Courtney about the book.  She didn’t mind reading and kind of wanted something to do beside lay in her cage and rot.  But Jane Eyre?  What was worse was Sasha knew exactly why Jane Eyre was resting inside her cage.  Like all the rest of her summer fate, she’d picked her own poison. 
“I will return and turn out the light in two hours.  Does a slave understand that she is not required to read?”
“Yes, Mistress,” said Twerp.  That made it pretty darned clear.  After Courtney left, she stared at the book, but she wasn’t about to open it and read it.  No way.  She curled up and closed her eyes, but the dang light made it hard to nap.  
Upstairs, Courtney was facing the music. 
“I was planning on teaching you some more things next week, Courtney,” said her Mom.  “Since I am spending the next two days with you, I will teach them to you earlier.  We’ll start tonight.  You are being punished tonight for breaking my trust.  It makes me question whether you are ready to have a slave.  It would be very unfair to Sasha to stop her training now.  My only other alternative is to finish her training myself and, make no mistake, Courtney, if I resort to that, then I will train you right along side her.”
Gulp.  Me be a slave, too?  Courtney hadn’t seen that one coming.  “Yes, Ma’am.”
“For the next two hours, you will be my slave.  I want to give you a taste of it so you’ll know the stakes. Understand?”
“Yes, Ma’am.”
“Say yes, Mistress,” scowled her Mom.  
“Yes, Mistress,” said Courtney.
“Strip.”
Courtney peeled off her clothes quickly.  It was already different than just taking off her clothes for another lesson with Mom.  Her Mom had never looked at her like that.  The stern eyes of her Mistress appraised her body, making her blush from head to toe.  The color deepened as she thought about what she thought when she looked at Twerp that way.  Was her Mistress thinking about her nipples and her pussy?
“These are for you,” said her Mistress and promptly put cuffs on her wrists and ankles.  
“Give me your hands,” said the Mistress.  
Courtney put her hands out and her Mistress clipped the cuffs together.  She watched in amazement as her Mistress even put a lock on the clips so that she couldn’t undo them herself.  She’d been tied before, but again this was different.  To be tied as a slave.  
Oh no!  A collar, too?  Isn’t that going a bit too far?  Courtney hadn’t expected that finishing touch as well.  She steeled herself as the slender band was placed around her neck and snapped into place.  ‘I’m a slave.’  And it didn’t feel very good.  
The Mistress clipped a leash to the collar and led her slave downstairs to where all the training equipment was.  Courtney shuddered as she walked down the steps, frightened of the possibilities that lay ahead.  
The room where Twerp was reading or not reading was soundproof, but that only worked if the door was securely shut, so Samantha double checked it.  It wouldn’t do to have Twerp overhear what was about to happen.  
“Spread your legs,” said Samantha.  
Courtney put her feet about shoulder width apart.  
“Wider, wider,” said her Mistress until her feet were three feet apart.  It felt really odd, vulnerable to have her legs that wide and be naked.  
Samantha knelt down and pulled over the spreader bar she’d put there for Courtney’s punishment.  Clipping each end of the bar to an ankle cuff, she stood and admired Courtney’s awkward and helpless position.  She even reached out and slapped her slave soundly on her pussy, an upward stroke with her open palm.  
“Owwww,” squeaked Courtney, more in surprise than pain.  It was embarrassing as well, terribly embarrassing the way her Mistress had so pointedly drawn attention to her spread legs and vulnerable pussy.  
As the final measure, Samantha ran a rope through a hook in the ceiling.  She clipped the end of the rope to Courtney’s wrist cuffs and pulled her slave into the air.  Right up onto tiny little toes.  
Parents sometimes have to do things for their children that they find distasteful.  As a mother, Samantha didn’t enjoy seeing her daughter’s young body stretched and naked.  But, as her Mistress, she had to give that appearance.  She slapped Courtney’s pussy again with her open palm, looking her slave right in the eyes as she did.  The little gray eyes showed the slave’s surprise.  
Forcing herself to say in control, Samantha ran her hands up Courtney’s body, from smooth thighs and over sleek hips.  She felt Courtney recoil as her hands ran up her tummy and over her nipples.  “My slave is beautiful like this,” said her Mistress.  
Little fingers and toes clenched in frustration.  Courtney blushed bright scarlet.  
“You displeased me today by breaking my trust.  We had a deal that you would ask before trying something new.  You did not.  You did not honor our deal.  We have another deal that once you do something to your slave, then you no longer need to ask permission.  It was right that you asked for a butt plug and now you may use it as you wish.  It was wrong that you didn’t ask if you could have Twerp perform cunnilingus on you.  But, I will still honor our deal.  You no longer need to ask permission for cunnilingus.”
That made Courtney feel even more terrible.  Her Mistress had specially stressed the she, Courtney, hadn’t lived up to their deal, but that her Mistress would.  As a Mistress Courtney was without honor.  She deserved to be a slave.  
“Does a slave understand what it would take to calibrate you for pussy licking?”
Courtney didn’t see the big deal… at first.  She’d already had her pussy licked.  What calibration could possibly be required?  And then she thought a bit more about it.  Calibration meant learning how the slave felt.  Ohmigod!  She looked at her Mistress with suddenly frightened and distressed eyes.  ‘Oh yeah, I know now and no way do I wanna do that.’  She nodded slowly.  
“Until I can think of a way to calibrate you without involving me, I would suggest, not require, that you not have your slave perform cunnilingus on you again.”  
Twerp was her slave and she had the final say, but she didn’t like to buck her Mom when the instructions were that clear.  
How much longer was she going to be on her toes?  This wasn’t very comfortable. In fact, her feet and calves were starting to ache.  She tried pulling herself up so put some of her weight on her arms, but those muscles were sore, too.  There was no way to get comfortable.  
Samantha noted the way her slave had started to squirm.  Arms and legs were starting to feel the purpose of the position. 
“I believe you understand that tying, spanking, and using the tools in the basement could hurt Twerp and you understand the need for permission.  What you don’t understand is that the pleasurable, sexual activities that you may want to try can also be harmful, in ways you don’t understand.  And today you showed me that you will sneak behind my back rather than ask permission.  My slave is only 9-years-old…”
“And a half,” said Courtney.
Samantha was surprised that her slave would speak, but she was prepared for it.  She picked up the penis gag that Courtney liked so much, showed it to her slave, and said, “Open wide.”
Big, gray eyes stared at the awful gag.  She’d held in her hands.  She’d put it in Twerp’s mouth.  She knew where it was going.  She didn’t want to, but Courtney opened her mouth wide enough for the gag to fit.  There was no point in arguing or resisting.  She shuddered as the penis slid into her mouth.  Then it was strapped in place.  
“My slave, my daughter, is only 9-years-old.  You are not ready to explore the full range of sexuality.  Now I don’t know if my nine and a half daughter is ready to be a Mistress.”
With her words thrown back at her in that tone of voice, Courtney had an epiphany.  It came from the way her Mistress had just made her feel with those three words.  And a half.  Courtney had used them as a boast, proud that she was almost ten as if that was a magic age that made a difference.  Her Mistress had used them with disdain, telling her slave that the few months were meaningless.  It made Courtney feel awful.  And Courtney knew her Mistress meant to do exactly that with just three words.  
The epiphany, like most epiphanies, was plainly obvious once she’d seen it.  There was a Mom and a daughter.  There was a head Mistress and an apprentice Mistress.  Mom kept up the house, fixed meals, went shopping, and took care of her daughter.  The head Mistress taught her apprentice Mistress how to be a Mistress.  Mom wanted Courtney to grow up slowly.  A daughter could stretch some of Mom’s rules.  After all (not that Courtney saw it this way) what 9-year-old didn’t think she knew more than her Mom.  The head Mistress wanted Courtney to learn to handle a slave.  The apprentice Mistress could violate none of the head Mistress’ rules.   Period.  The apprentice knew she didn’t know more than the head Mistress.  As long as she treated the head Mistress like Mom, Courtney wouldn’t learn what she needed to learn.  She wouldn’t make that mistake again.  
“... think she deserves?”  Courtney tuned back into what her Mom had been saying with a fright.  She hadn’t been listening.  Her mind had been tossing her epiphany around.  
Ummm, what was the question?  Courtney hung in silence.  How was she supposed to answer with the gag in her mouth anyway?  Was she supposed to answer?
Her Mistress stepped closer.  “You can talk with the gag in.  How many swats does a slave think she deserves?” she asked again.  
Courtney looked at the wooden paddle in her Mom’s hand.  What she was going to be spanked with made a difference in her answer.  The paddle would hurt like the dickens.  Five swats with the paddle was about all she could possible stand.  “Iiife,” was about what her word sounded like.  
“Five?” snorted her Mistress. “Did a slave say five?”
Courtney nodded.  A chill ran up her spine.  That snort didn’t sound promising.  
“Oh, my poor silly slave,” said Samantha.  “You’re going to really be surprised then.”
Oh, gawd!  How many am I going to get? 
And what about my arms and legs?  They hurt, too.  How long before I get down?
“There’s only one right answer to that question, you know?  How many swats does a slave deserve?  The answer is as many as the Mistress thinks a slave deserves.  Because since when does a slave decide anything?”
Courtney pleaded with her eyes.  How many?  At least tell me what to expect.  She groaned into the gag at her complete and utter helplessness.  No way did she want this full time.  I promise, promise, promise to be a good Mistress from now on.  Cross my heart. Hope to die.  
“How do your arms feel, slave?” asked the Mistress.  She pushed Courtney, making her swing and her feet leave the ground. 
Courtney swung back and forth, her toes only touching as the bottom of the arc. They ache, that’s how they feel.  Dang it.  There was no comfortable way to handle this position. Arms, legs, hands, feet, shoulders.  Everything ached and her calves and toes were starting to burn.  
As her Mistress walked around her, Courtney used her toes to turn herself, wanting to protect her poor bottom.  It was an involuntary reaction, the only way the helpless slave could protect the one part of her body that didn’t hurt yet.  
“Now a slave deserves one more than before,” said her Mistress.
Oh, gawd! Oh, gawd! Courtney turned herself back around, exposing herself to her Mistress.  
“My slave has such a pretty, spankable ass,” said Samantha.  
Ass?  My Mo-Mistress just called it an ass.  And it’s spankable?  Spankings before had been accompanied by a platitude that Courtney didn’t appreciate yet.  Mom almost always said, ‘This is going to hurt me more that it hurts you.’  That platitude was not only not spoken this time; it was pretty clear that her Mistress was going to enjoy the spanking.  
Smack! Courtney jumped and grunted in surprise.  One.  Smack!  Again she jumped and grunted.  Two. It stung a little, but not bad yet.  Smack! “Aaaahhh,” she groaned as this one burned.  Three.  Smack!  She squealed, surprising herself with how shrill it sounded.  Four.  Smack!  She squealed again and felt her eyes start to tear.  Five.  Smack!  She started to sob, feeling a tear course down her cheek.  Six.  
There was a pause, making her wonder if it was over.  Her ass burned now even worse than the rest of her body and that was pretty dang sore.  The pain in her ass didn’t go away quickly, so she just hung there sobbing.  
It wasn’t over and she knew it.  She’d just been given the five she’d said and one more for avoiding the punishment. And her Mistress had said, ‘Oh, my poor silly slave.  You’re going to really be surprised then.’  That sounded like lots more than five or six.  
Samantha had only paused to judge the reaction of her daughter, not her slave.  She couldn’t forget that the girl was both.  It was so very hard to spank her, but she deserved every bit of it.  Moreover, she needed to know how it felt before she did the same to Twerp.  
Courtney was moving, shifting continuously, a sure sign that she was in considerable discomfort, but it wasn’t pain yet.  
Smack! Courtney’s sobs had almost faded, but came back with greater vigor.  Seven.  Her cheeks were wet with tears.  The Mistress waited.  Now that Courtney’s bottom was fiery red, she wanted to space the swats out more, keep her on the edge.  
“A slave’s ass is such a pretty shade of red,” said Samantha.  
“Unnhhh, unnh, unnh,” grunted Courtney, stomping a tiny foot in frustration.  Stomping was the intent at least.  It looked little more than tensing already sore muscles.  
‘Well, that settles that,’ thought Samantha.  It would be too great an injustice to train this girl as a slave.  In the midst of punishment, when she was most vulnerable, Courtney still dared to be defiant.  
Samantha ran her hand over Courtney’s bottom.  “Oooo, so hot, too.”  She slapped it lightly with her open palm and then squeezed an ass cheek.  
“Aaaahhhh,” Courtney even tossed her head back at her Mistress.  Steely gray eyes flashed fire back at her Mistress.  ‘Don’t touch me!’
Smack! “Owwwooooo,” wailed Courtney, breaking into sobs again.  Eight.  ‘Stop it!’
The Mistress walked around the slave, running her eyes over her property.  Part of the lesson was to make Courtney feel owned, so she tweaked her nipples and smacked her pussy with her open palm.  “This is so kewl,” she said, making sure it sounded the way Courtney said it.  “It’s so exciting to see you naked.  It’s so exciting to know I can touch you anywhere and you can’t do anything about it.”
She reached forward slowly, ever so slowly, her thumb and forefingers poised to seize tiny nipples.  It was just like she’d done with Twerp today.  Déjà vu, but with the roles reversed.  It reminded her that her Mom… umm, the head Mistress had told her that slow movements led to anticipation that was almost as bad as the act itself.  
Courtney backed away, but the hands kept coming.  She backed away more, but was at the very limit of her stretch.  She was panting furiously with frustration as her Mistress casually closed her fingers on her nipples.  But they weren’t excited nipples.  Perhaps they were angry nipples.  But they weren’t puckered.  
“See?” said Samantha.  
Then she circled back behind Courtney.  Smack! “Aaahhhhooowww,” screamed Courtney into her gag.  Nine. Smack! “Eeeeeeee.”  Surprise.   Ten.  Smack!  Oh, gawd, no more, no more, please, no more.  Eleven. She sobbed uncontrollably.  The shock of three more in rapid succession was horrible.  Just when she thought they were being spaced out.  
Samantha stepped back to watch her slave.  As the sobbing died down, she could still hear a low, constant moan coming from Courtney.  Her body sagged in the bonds, no longer shifting as it had been earlier.  That was enough.  She lowered Courtney just a few inches so her full weight on was on her feet and her feet were firmly on the ground. 
After two minutes, Samantha stepped back into her slave’s vision. “How’s that cock feel in a slave’s mouth?”
“Huuhh unnh,” said Courtney.  Gray eyes fiery.  
“Suck it for me,” said Samantha.  “Suck that cock for me.”
Courtney felt a shudder course through her body.  It was doubly, triply bad.  It was something Twerp would do, but not something she would.  For her Mom to use those words even if she was being her Mistress was worse.  And to actually do it front of her Mom.  No damn way!
“I’ll tell you what,” said Samantha.  “I think a slave has three more swats coming and then I’m done spanking her.  If you suck on that for me, I won’t spank you anymore.”
Courtney ran her eyes up and down her Mistress.  ‘Who are you to make me suck this gag?  No way am I doing it.’  She didn’t have much slack in the rope, but she used what slack she had to push her ass out.  “Aannk eeeee,” she said.  
“No, I don’t think so,” said Samantha.  She unbuckled the gag and pulled it out.  “A slave is reminded that she is still not to speak or this will go back in.”
‘We’re done?’ Courtney was surprised.  The spanking was over?  No sucking and no spanking?
“I’m going to lower you down.  As I do, kneel and then I’ll lower you so you’re laying on your stomach.”  Samantha used the rope to help Courtney get down slowly to her knees and then to her stomach.  Once there, she unhooked the spreader bar and unhooked the rope on her wrists.  
Courtney spent the rest of her two hours of slavery on the floor upstairs.  Her wrists were clipped behind her and short chain connected her wrists and ankles to a hogtie.  She and her Mistress watched TV like that.  
When the two hours were up, Samantha unclipped, uncuffed, and uncollared her daughter.  “Go get ready for bed.  Don’t forget about Twerp.  She has 20 more minutes of light.”
Courtney rushed through getting ready for bed and came back out.  “Mom?”
“If you want to talk about what just happened in the basement, let’s wait until after you take care of Twerp. I don’t want you to get distracted and miss that.”
“OK.”  Courtney padded down to the basement and checked her watch.  At precisely 8:29 she went into the cage room.  
Twerp was asleep and Jane Eyre was right where she’d left it.  Disappointed, Courtney carefully opened the cage and took out the book. She turned off the light and left. 
Back upstairs, Samantha held her open arms out to her daughter and let the little girl snuggle onto her lap.  “I want to be Mommy again,” she said.  “I didn’t like that.”
“Me neither,” said Courtney.  Deep sigh.  
“I didn’t like touching your private places or talking about them the way I did.”
“It was weird.”
“And I’m proud of you for not sucking on that gag.”
“That was creepy, Mom!  That was way too creepy.  You made it sound like I oughta.”  Accusing.  Angry.  
“I had a feeling you wouldn’t,” said her Mom.  “And I have to make an admission.  I don’t believe in threatening you with a punishment that I can’t really follow through on.  You understand?  Like telling you I’d cut off your hand if I caught you stealing.  Of course I wouldn’t do that, so I couldn’t threaten it.”
“Yeah?”
“Well, you’d make a rotten slave,” said Samantha. “So I’m just going to have to make you a better Mistress.”
“I promise, oh, Mom, I so really promise to do everything you tell me from now on.  Cross my heart.  Hope to die.”  She recalled the silent promise she’d made earlier.  This time she was actually able to make the motion of crossing her heart.  
“Being a Mistress is like acting, huh, Mom?” Big eyes staring up at her Mom.  
“It’s all about acting, baby,” said Samantha.  “I thought you’d figured that out already.  Of course I’m not the same person with a slave as I am with others, especially you.  This is me, the real me.  But, I’ve been in the role of Mistress so long, that in a way that’s me, too.”
“I had figured it out, but I really got it tonight.”
“Then it was time well spent.”
“Umm, Mom?”
“Yeah?”
“Twerp didn’t read.”
Samantha patted her daughter.  “Don’t be disappointed, baby.  She may just take some time to decide it’s better than nothing.  And remember, you can’t show any disappointment to her.  You made it her choice.”
“Yeah, Mom.”
“You need to really understand that important part of being a Mistress, Courtney.  She wants to please you so bad, that even a hint of what you want will bend her will.  Anytime you truly want her to make a choice, you can’t help at all.”
“Pretty cool,” said Courtney, resting her head on her Mom’s chest.  
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Sasha had spent the first hour or so of the previous evening cursing the bright light.  Even through closed eyelids it poured into her eyes.  For a few minutes she’d considered picking up the damned book.  Courtney had brought it down for a reason.  Maybe she was supposed to read it.  Would it make her Mistress happy?  She grumbled silently over her dilemma and finally decided that her Mistress had stressed the ‘may’ and the ‘didn’t have to’ part enough that she really didn’t care.  
It wasn’t like she could turn around in the cage, so she couldn’t turn her back to the light.  The best she could do was turn her head away from it and eventually she got to sleep.  When she woke up, the book was gone and the light was out.  
It seemed like hours that she lay in her cage, half awake and totally bored in the wee hours of the morning.  It was then that she thought of the book again.  Maybe if it was in the cage right now she’d open it and flip through.  Maybe it had pictures.  Maybe it was big print and easy to read.  She wasn’t a good reader and God knows Courtney rubbed it in enough the past two summers.  Maybe it was an easy book.  But right now it was on the outside of her cage and it was dark.  
That morning Courtney fed Twerp and got her out of her cage.  “A slave has 30 minutes to get ready,” she said as she removed Twerp’s cuffs.  
Twerp padded into the shower.  Turning on the spray, she looked at the stool leaning against the wall.  The command yesterday had been pretty clear, but today Courtney had made it sound like she wouldn’t be joining her in the shower, expecting to be washed.  
‘Better to be safe than sorry,’ thought Twerp as she showered quickly.  She set the stool down in the center of the spray, which meant she couldn’t very well stand and soak like she wanted.  Duh!  She canted the spray to the side and then let the hot water soak her stiff body.  
Samantha had actually backed down ever so slightly on Courtney’s punishment.  She didn’t need to be present for all the time that Courtney spent with Twerp.  She allowed that Courtney could shower alone with Twerp.  “But I might peek in on you, so behave.”
Courtney walked into the shower at exactly five minutes.  She smiled at the sight of the stool sitting right where it should be. “You remembered, Twerp, thank you,” she said.
Sitting in the stool, Courtney waited.  For a minute or so, she waited and nothing happened.  She turned to look at Twerp.  “Something wrong?”
“No, Mistress,” said Twerp.  “This slave thinks she is being tested.”
“What?”
“You didn’t instruct me to wash you, to touch you.”
Courtney giggled.  Oops.  “I’m sorry, Twerp, I’m not laughing at you.  I just wasn’t thinking.  Wash me, please.”  
As she felt Twerp’s soapy hands on her back, Courtney said, “That was very good of you, Twerp.  You obeyed as you should have.  I didn’t mean to test you.”
Twerp nodded though her Mistress was paying no attention to her.  It had been a nerve wracking minute for her to stand idly by while her Mistress presumed a command was understood.  
“Mistress, this slave will be gagged today,” said Twerp.  It wasn’t a question.  It was a pure statement of fact.  She had to speak and it was worth being gagged for.
“Well, you will now,” said Courtney.  “But what is so important?”
“This slave is confused.”
“About what?”
“This slave is gagged as punishment for talking.  But this slave was gagged yesterday when this slave didn’t speak.”
Stony silence.  Courtney felt incredibly stupid.  She could clearly see the double message she’d sent to her slave.  How was the slave to accept it as punishment if it could be meted out at any time?  Why be silent at all?  On the other hand, ‘I like to gag my slave.’  She enjoyed the feeling of power it gave her.  And she had the right to gag Twerp anytime she felt like it.  Yet, if she did it daily, then Twerp would think she might as well earn it.  It didn’t make for a very good form of discipline.  
In fact… “Mistress?”
‘It’s like, as long as she’s being gagged, why not talk all she wants,’ thought Courtney.  “Yes, Twerp?”  Mild annoyance.  
“This slave has forgotten something.  That makes part of the problem.”  She hated to admit it, but she had. It in fact made up most of the problem, but she wasn’t going to go that far with her admission.  
“What have you forgotten, Twerp?” Courtney was surprised at the admission.  She wondered if this would require additional punishment.  
 “This slave believes there is a proper way to gain her Mistress’ permission to speak that a slave will not be punished for, but has forgotten what that is.”
‘Ah, so that was it.’  Courtney could see Twerp’s dilemma.  Punished for asking to speak when she needed to speak because she’d forgotten how to ask to speak without being punished.    
“This slave wishes to wash my Mistress’ legs and bottom,” said Twerp. 
Courtney stood.  “A slave is reminded that if she needs to speak, she will look at her Mistress’ face, silently, instead of casting her eyes down.”  She looked to Twerp for acknowledgement.
Twerp nodded.  
“A slave is also reminded that her Mistress will then decide when a slave may speak.  And it may not be right then.”
Again Twerp nodded.  
The rest of the shower was perfunctory.  Twerp asked.  Courtney moved.  Twerp washed.  Twerp rinsed.  No more words than were necessary were spoken.  
The slave understood the same thing that Courtney had suddenly realized the night before.  Only it had come more gradually for Twerp.  Like she’d always known it.  Or like she couldn’t put her finger on when she’d realized it. On day one, at minute one, Sasha knew there was a head Mistress.  It wasn’t Aunt Samantha anymore.  For her, it was easier because Aunt Samantha never showed her face again.  All Sasha saw was the head Mistress.  
She’d fought it at first, but now she understood that Courtney was her Mistress.  Again all she ever saw was the Mistress, never Courtney the cousin.  What had taken time was for her to stop seeing her diminutive cousin as Courtney even though Courtney never appeared again.  Somewhere along the line she’d accepted the idea of a Mistress and then the idea of a head Mistress came naturally.  When she saw the head Mistress, it was usually when she was instructing the Mistress.
Knowing the relationship between head Mistress and Mistress, Sasha also understood that her Mistress now needed to consult the head Mistress.  There was a question still outstanding.  Sasha knew she was right to be confused.  Courtney’s silence told her that, because her Mistress was confused, too.  
Curiously barely more than a week ago, Sasha would have laughed at her cousin for running to Mommy, a little girl who needed her Mommy.  She would have poked fun at her little cousin at the drop of a hat.  Now in the shower there was no such disdain for the idea that the Mistress needed to consult with the head Mistress.  
Even more curiously, Sasha felt bad.  She hadn’t said it mean, like, ha ha, you were wrong and I’m right.  Still, it didn’t seem right to point out her Mistress’ mistakes.  It had been very, very important though because she truly was confused.  What was the point?  Why not jabber all day long?  Gag me, you are going to anyway.  It wasn’t the afternoon gag.  She wasn’t confused about that.  The afternoon was playtime and Sasha had to admit she got a rush from playtime.  The playtime spanking had been different and the playtime gag was different.  But that penis gag in the morning, during training, was confusing.
Then to be so very, very right that Courtney was subdued, just made Sasha feel bad.  Huh?  Figure that.  
After she’d dried off her Mistress and been given 15 more minutes to finish, Sasha thought about the consequences of correcting her Mistress.  At least that’s how she saw it.  She didn’t like it.  What she really didn’t like was that her Mistress had a chink in her armor.  My Mistress is supposed to be perfect.  No, that wasn’t right.  It befuddled her to think the way she was headed with that thought.  Oh, my Mistress is all powerful.  That’s different from perfect.  
With that thought it was suddenly OK for her to correct her Mistress… very carefully.  She felt better.  All that remained was how her Mistress would handle it and that was not the slave’s problem.  Decisions were never a slave’s problem.    
Sasha was placidly kneeling, ready for her Mistress’ return. She heard footsteps.  She was ready to accept whatever fate had been determined for her… just so long as she wasn’t confused anymore.  Given her concerns, she didn’t understand why the head Mistress was right behind the Mistress. Oh, gawd almighty.  I have screwed up soooo bad.  Tears came to her eyes.  
Samantha caught Courtney by the arm.  Change of plans.  “Twerp?” she said softly.
“Yes, Ma’am?”
“A slave should always be happy to see her Mistress, with a smile on her face.  Tears will do no good.  A slave’s fate is already determined by your Mistress and it may not be as bad as a slave thinks.”  She pulled out a handkerchief and wiped Twerp’s moist eyes.  
Sasha closed her eyes and recalled that placid feeling she’d just had and lost.  A graceful smile came to her face and she looked up at her Mistress.  
“Twerp, your confusion in the shower is my fault,” said Courtney.  “I have four things to tell you regarding gags.  First, I want to clear up your confusion with when you are gagged and when you are not.  You will be gagged for talking without permission.  You will be gagged whenever your mistress wants to gag you.  As I did yesterday, just ‘cuz I wanted to.  In that case, when I have already decided to gag you and you speak, there are other forms of punishment.”
Sasha blanched at the clear message.  She’d only considered gagging as the natural consequence of speaking.  Why hadn’t she considered that any punishment could be used for any offense?  She’d lobbed a question over the net to her Mistress and her Mistress had returned with an overhead slam.  Game.  Set.  Match.  To the Mistress.  Every time.  
Courtney had had the same understanding… speak and a slave is gagged.  It wasn’t until a quick chat with the head Mistress did she see the obvious.  Speak and a slave is punished… which might be gagging or not.  
“Second, you will be gagged this morning.  Not for speaking without permission, but for forgetting how to ask for permission properly.  Does a slave understand that?”
Twerp nodded.  
“Third, my slave is an inquisitive and intelligent slave, I know that.  You will need to ask questions at times that I do not expect them.  A slave is again reminded you will kneel and look up at my face.  No speaking until I grant you permission.  I may not!  Do not presume to speak then.  If I do not, then I will later when it is appropriate.  When and if you speak is always my choice.”  
Twerp’s smile broadened.  Inquisitive and intelligent.  She picked the nugget of a compliment from her Mistress’ words.    
“Fourth and last,” said Courtney.  “Does a slave understand that during playtime anything goes?”
It damned well better, was Sasha’s instant thought.  That wasn’t suitable to say to her Mistress. Neither was a nod enough.  “Mistress, this slave understands that playtime is… special.”  The last word floated from Sasha’s mouth, a dreamy, undisguised invitation.  
Kewl, oh so kewl, thought Courtney.  It made her feel all warm and tingly just to hear Twerp say that.  Anything goes and Twerp enjoyed it as much as she did.  She looked over her shoulder at her Mom and grinned.  
Turning back to Twerp, she said, “A slave must understand then that this morning is somewhere between training and playtime.  A slave has done nothing wrong, but your Mistress is being trained on a new form of punishment for her slave.”
Twerp’s reaction was nothing like either the Mistress or head Mistress expected.  “If Mistress wishes, a slave can be naughty for her first.”
“Not necessary, Twerp,” said her Mistress, brushing aside the fact that Twerp had broken at least two rules in one fell swoop. Impertinence.  Speaking again without permission.  “What’s about to happen is bad enough already.  Don’t make it worse.”  She almost came from the look of fright in Twerp’s eyes.  Instead, she turned away quickly and picked up the gag of the day.  
Sasha looked at the gag.  Hah, the same old one, she thought.  She’d gotten used to the penis gag.  It was embarrassing, but hell, she was about to do something, she knew not what, that was pretty damned bad.  The stupid little gag wasn’t part of it. She almost dared Courtney to gag her, but… hey… that one’s bigger… longer.  She hadn’t seen that one before.  
Courtney was quite proud of herself as she watched Twerp respond to the sight of the gag. Normal penis gag was how she presented it at first, pointed directly at her slave.  Then, she turned it in profile.  Oh, wow, that was so hot.  Twerp’s reaction was so hot.  
“Do you know, Twerp, that an average cock is 6 inches long?  I don’t care if you know or not.  It is.”  She looked at the one in her hand and presented it close to Twerp’s face.  “This one you’ve been using is half that.  This is 4 inches long.”
Twerp nodded.
“Since there was only one out when you were caught, I assume you only found one.”
Nod.
“You didn’t see the 12-inch one?”
Furious head shaking.  That was impossible, wasn’t it?  She didn’t have much time to think about it.  
“Oh… pen… wide,” said Courtney
Twerp opened her mouth as wide as she could, her only concern that she’d disappoint her Mistress.  
Courtney inserted the first two inches quickly and then stopped.  She gauged the reaction of her slave as she slowly pushed the rest of the 4-inch penis gag into her mouth.  It should press against the back of her slave’s small mouth.  
With just half an inch left to go, Sasha’s throat rejected the gag.  “Gaaakkkk.”  She’d tried to relax and let it go all the way in, but her dang throat was just too sensitive.  Her upper body tensed in its natural reflex to defend the throat.  
She was relieved when her Mistress quickly pulled the gag back out.  But she also saw the disappointment in Courtney’s eyes.  She wanted to tell her how hard she’d tried, but she couldn’t.  It hurt to know that she’d disappointed her Mistress.  
“We’ll keep working on it, Twerp,” said Courtney, putting aside the failure.  She picked up the 3 inch gag and put in place.  
When her Mistress bent close to fasten the strap, Twerp sucked on the cock.  She wanted her Mistress to hear.  She sought her Mistress’ approval.   She was about ready to cum just from the look on Courtney’s face. It was playtime and a half as far as she was concerned.  
Courtney tore her face from Twerp.  The head Mistress had mentioned this during breakfast.  Twerp might, would dare her for more.  If she did, there would be no more. The plan was the plan.  
“Lay back, Twerp,” she commanded.  
Sasha was more interested than afraid. She lay back as instructed.  Hmmm, she thought as Courtney fastened one end of a three foot bar to her right ankle.  She understood when the other end of the bar was connected to her left ankle.  She understood even better when her Mistress leaned over her and gave her a firm, hooo, swat right on her pussy.  It excited her just to think that she’d cooperated to put herself in such a vulnerable position.  
Still wondering what the whole point was, Sasha looked up and to her right as Courtney fastened the end of a rope to her right wrist cuff.  It looked like she was about to be bound on the floor, spread eagle.  That was much better, easier on her than the hogtie position she’d already experienced.  A misplaced sense of confidence ran through her.  
Even as her left wrist was attached to a rope, she wasn’t much concerned.  Until she thought to look at the other end of the ropes.  How does that work? They were running up to the ceiling.  That didn’t make sense to her.  But, it was also clear that her predicament had already been defined.  Struggle or not… would she struggle against her Mistress? … she was screwed.  
Sasha couldn’t see Courtney anymore as her little Mistress pulled on ropes above her head.  What she felt was her arms going up into the air. Pulling on a modified block and tackle, the little 9-year-old had no problem raising her bigger slave to an upright position.  Confidently, she pulled Twerp right up to where her toes barely touched the floor.  Then, she tied the loose ends of the rope to hooks in the wall.  
Courtney smiled with pleasure as she watched Twerp dance uncomfortably on her toes. So that’s what I looked like last night.  It was so much more kewl to watch Twerp do it.  
Sasha was still relatively unconcerned as she stood on her tiptoes.  She’d never been forced to stand on them for an extended period of time.  A penis gag, hah.  That was easy.  One my toes, hah.  No problem.  When does it get bad?
“This is the next size up,” said Courtney, making it very clear as she held up a butt plug.  
Great green eyes widened and stared at the slender, short item in Courtney’s hand.  Slender and short for anywhere but her butt.  It was an inch and a half around and five inches long.  The additional advantage to this larger size was that it would stay seated with or without Courtney’s held or Twerp’s permission.  
A bigger gag and now a bigger plug!
The last one had been embarrassing, intrusive… heck it had been too big.  This one was not going when Courtney thought it was going.  No way.  
Her Mistress held it inches from her face and then she slapped Twerp’s pussy again, this time putting her finger between the lips, checking for cream.  Then she lowered the plug to Twerp’s pussy.  
For a couple of interesting seconds, Twerp thought the plug was going into her vagina.  Big green eyes opened wide as she steeled herself for that intrusion.  But, then she felt the plug rubbing sideways between her pussy lips.  
“Needs to be slick to go where it’s going, Twerp.” Rub, turn, rub turn, using her own cream to make it slick.  “Know where it’s going, Twerp?”  Turn, rub.  
Courtney examined the butt plug.  It was ready.  She walked past Twerp’s hip.  
“Hunnnhhh,” grunted Twerp into her gag.  She danced on her toes, trying to keep her ass from Courtney, just as Courtney had tried to protect herself from the paddle the previous night.  And, like Courtney it was an involuntary reaction.  Unlike Courtney as soon as she did it, she knew it was wrong.  
“There’s a bigger one, Twerp,” said Courtney. “You know you want it.  You just made it all slick and nice, just ‘cuz you know it’s going to feel good.”
‘Do not.  Did not.   Will not,’ argued Twerp’s mind, but her body betrayed her, jerking and squirming with the thrill of surrender and embarrassment.  Her own cream had been used.  Cream that she made when she was excited.  That butt plug was going just where Courtney wanted it to go.  She turned her vulnerable ass to her Mistress.  
With Twerp ‘cooperating,’ Courtney pushed the plug into Twerp’s tight ass.  She could feel the resistance and it only excited her more as she violated her slave’s ass.   In fact, she made a point of pushing slowly, irresistibly into Twerp’s asshole.  Twerp resisted, trying to squeeze it out, but just like last time she could only hold her own and only for short periods.  Whenever she relaxed, it went deeper.  Plop.  It was there until Courtney decided it would come out.  The flare at the base of it was too large for Twerp to push it out herself.  
Courtney walked back in front of her slave.  “A slave’s ass is so tight and perfect,” said Courtney.  “That plug fits well and looks so good where it is.”  She smacked Twerp’s bare, spread pussy like her Mom had yesterday.  “A slave has no pussy of her own.  It’s my pussy and I’ll…” smack “…spank it when I want.”
“And guess what else belongs to me,” said Courtney as she reached slowly, very slowly for Twerp’s nipples.  Gawd! Did I look like that last night?  The Mistress couldn’t believe how hot it looked to watch Twerp dance away to the very limit of her ability and still not be able to avoid…
“Aaaahh,” gasped Twerp as Courtney’s finger grabbed her nipples.  She looked at Courtney and then at her nipples.  Courtney and nipples.  Courtney and nipples.  Her nostrils flared and her toes clenched.  Why? Why? Why? Why did that feel so good?  She had this feeling that if Courtney were to bodily remove her nipples with her fingers right now, it would feel even better.  
Courtney turned away from her slave.  The worst dang part of having her Mom around to supervise was that right now she really, really wanted Twerp to lick her.  That wouldn’t happen for at least today and tomorrow.  
Samantha knew every feeling that her daughter was having practically before she felt it.  The punishment last night had been severe and made its point.  She couldn’t back down on her promise/threat of two days of supervision.  The frustration in Courtney’s eyes told her that the whole lesson might be undone if she did.  
The head Mistress had been sitting and observing.  Now she rose and walked behind Twerp.  Courtney understood and followed.  “Her arms are still rigid and she’s not moving much,” whispered the head Mistress.  “She’s not in any distress at all.  Watch for her to start twitching and dancing.  When she can’t hold still, that’s still not bad.  It just means…” 
Courtney understood the unfinished sentence was a question. “… that her muscles hurt, but she can take more.  She’s trying to relieve the pressure, which means she has some place to put the pressure.”
“And?”
“And then, when she stops moving, she’s done.  She’s out of places to put the pressure.”
“And?”
“And then I take her down.”
“She’s been very good, so far,” said Samantha.  
Twerp was in pain.  The two Mistress’ had all the time in the world.  They whispered back and forth, irritating Twerp because they were talking about her.  The head Mistress pointed at her arms and whispered something.  Her arms were trembling and she tried to shift from one arm to the other arm to a leg barely balanced on a toe to the other leg.  Nothing was comfortable.  But by moving she could make it bearable.  
The head Mistress and Mistress exchanged whispers so that Twerp couldn’t hear what they were talking about.  Samantha was pointing out the tells that Twerp showed indicating her level of pain.  She’d told Courtney in advance that this was called passive punishment.  Passive because the Mistress need do nothing for slave to be punished.  
“We’re using her own body to punish her,” was the way the head Mistress explained it.  “And if she knows what you’re looking for, she could fake it and make you think she’s done before she’s done.”
Hence the whispers.  
Courtney also had been told that she had to stay with Twerp while she was being passively punished like this for at least the first three times.  Her job was to observe Twerp and learn how her body reacted.  Most important was she was to learn how long Twerp could stand this position.  “She’s light and she’s strong,” the head Mistress had told her.  “She may last an hour.  Once you learn how long, you can leave her alone.”
“All alone like that?” Courtney had been surprised.  
“Yes, and believe me, the punishment is much worse for the slave if you’re not watching.  She has to deal with the thoughts that maybe you forgot about her, how long has it been, and is she really so unimportant that you don’t even want to watch.  
“Oh, yeah,” agreed Courtney.  
Sasha was finally starting to understand the point of her position.  At the start all she’d known was it was punishment and it was bad.  Her initial confidence had faded as the strain in her muscles grew.  There’d been a time when she thought she could just shift her weight from her arms to her legs and back, but those intervals got shorter and shorter.  
Then there was the constant, nagging feeling that she had to poop.  She didn’t know that she couldn’t expel the plug on her own.  She wasn’t willing to try.  All she could picture was the awful mess she’d make if she was successful.  
The slave ignored the whispers as best she could.  But they did have an effect on her.  The effect was to make her very conscious of her nudity and the vulnerability that went along with that.  Unable to hear what was being said, she just assumed they were talking about her body.  Of course, they were, she just thought the comments were sexual.  
It didn’t help matters at all when Courtney’s voice would purposely rise to audible and say, “Her nipples are pretty hard.  Looks like she’s enjoying it as much as we are.”
Or when the head Mistress said, “Remember the first time you saw her leak like that?  You didn’t know what it was all about.  Now you know that a girl does that when she gets excited.”
Or when the two walked around her, whispering as they did… three times.  
The sum total of the position, her nudity, her vulnerability, the pain, the staring, the whispered comments, and the damned butt plug was to take her on a gradual upward spiral of arousal.  She could feel the build up like heat from a fire.  Each of the sensual feelings and thoughts felt like throwing another stick on the fire, heck more like pouring gasoline on it.  
When she finally reached her limit, a point where everything hurt and there were no reserves to call on to ease the pain, she let out a low groan.  Any more and the pain would just spiral up through every muscle in her body driving the arousal from her body.  It was frustrating that she could do nothing.  She felt the arousal fade as her body surrendered.  There was a limit to the pleasure of pain.  Her mind was screaming for relief and she didn’t even see Courtney get up.
Sasha felt her arms fall and her heels touch the ground.  A tremendous sigh escaped, accompanied by a flood of spit.  It poured out onto her chest and ran down her stomach.  She hardly noticed and didn’t care.  After two minutes on her feet, a dull ache was all that was left of the pain, a memory of how her Mistress might punish her in the future.  
Courtney removed the butt plug and gag and then unbound her slave, leaving just her cuffs on.  Twerp was a little wobbly as she assumed the tower position.  
“Your slave was very cooperative with your training today,” said the head Mistress.  “You have done a good job training her.’
“Thank you, Ma’am,” said her Mistress.  
Since that was all that was planned for the morning, Courtney put her slave in her cage to wait for lunch.  Sasha lay in her cage, recalling those last words.  Her Mistress had been praised for a well trained slave.  The slave had not been praised or thanked.  She wasn’t surprised. 
By the time Courtney came to get her for lunch, Sasha was feeling rested from the morning’s ordeal.  Her body still ached, but she moved without effort.  She followed behind Courtney, leashed as usual. 
Courtney stopped well inside the octagonal room.  She unhooked Twerp’s leash.  “Tower.”
Sasha understood she was mistaken.  It was not lunch time.  So what was it?
“How many swats should a slave receive for her impertinence this morning?  Speak.”
Huh?  Impertinence?  Did she mean asking about the gag?  Wasn’t that settled?  “Mistress, this slave doesn’t understand.”
“My slave doesn’t know when she was impertinent.”  It wasn’t a question. 
“This slave was gagged for speaking, Mistress.”
“My slave doesn’t know when she was impertinent,” said Courtney again.  “Does a slave recall offering to be naughty prior to the training session today?”
‘Oh, dang it.  Thought I slipped that one by.’  It had just seemed funny at the time.  She was about to be gagged and about to be pretend punished, if there was such a thing.  So why not deserve it?
She knew the answer to her own question.  The head Mistress had said that a slave’s fate was already determined by her Mistress.  That meant just by being there she was going to get the pretend punishment.  Impertinent… she hated being called that by her little Mistress.  Being impertinent deserved additional punishment and… damn, now she saw why her punishment hadn’t happened then.  Spanking her then would have interfered with the training. 
She hadn’t forgotten that there had been a question asked a while ago.  Now she understood the reason for swats.  Impertinence sounded pretty bad.  “Mistress, this slave deserves 10 swats.”
“I don’t really care what you think,” said Courtney.  She was a little surprised that Twerp had named a number higher than what she was about to get.  She thought it was a natural tendency to try to lighten one’s own punishment.  At least that’s what she’d done the previous evening.  However, Twerp also didn’t know which implement was to be used or where the swats would take place.  
“Tower display,” said Courtney.  
What on earth?  Twerp bent back, pushing her chest into the air.  This was not the right position for punishment.  
Courtney picked up the riding crop and took careful aim.  With her head bent back, Twerp couldn’t see the target.  But then, she didn’t need to.  Pop!  Courtney snapped the end of the crop on Twerp’s left nipple. 
Twerp jumped and gasped, but stayed in position.  
Courtney watched Twerp’s nipples pucker.  She smacked Twerp’s left nipple again. It was so kewl to watch Twerp’s nipples now come fully erect.  Little peaks pointed at the ceiling.   She popped the left nipple again and the circled around to Twerp’s right.  She cropped Twerp’s right nipple three times.  
“Stand,” said Courtney.  She tugged on the leash again and led Twerp toward the kitchen with a grin on her face.  She knew she had to punish her slave somehow.  She’d made her point without really hurting Twerp, giving her the minimum punishment she thought was proper.  She’d almost giggled at Twerp’s offer to be naughty first.  It had been funny.  Her slave was witty.  She just hoped that Twerp enjoyed the pops on her sensitive nipples as much as she’d enjoyed delivering them.  
“A slave will prepare four tuna salad sandwiches,” said Courtney when they arrived in the kitchen.  “One for Aunt Samantha, one and a half for your Mistress, and one and a half for a slave.  There is no cooking involved.  Does a slave have any questions?”
Sasha shook her head no.  She felt even better.  Tuna salad was variety.  It wasn’t that she didn’t still like grilled cheese sandwiches. It wasn’t that she liked tuna better than cheese, but the variety felt like a reward in its own way.  She’d made tuna salad sandwiches dozens of times.  She gathered the bread, the tuna, the mayonnaise, and the sweet pickle relish that she knew Courtney liked.  She could do without the relish, but she wasn’t going to make Courtney’s tuna sandwiches without it.   
She prepared the four sandwiches and cut them each in half, wondering if she should cut her portion into bite size pieces for Courtney to feed her.  She had three choices.  The head Mistress had given her things she could say while being taught to cook a cheeseburger.  This was similar and though she didn’t like the phrasing, ‘Mistress, this one has a question, Mistress,’ seemed to fit.  .  She could kneel and look at Courtney to indicate she had a question.  She took the third option and stepped back to indicate she was finished. 
Courtney set three plates on the counter next to where Twerp had prepared the sandwiches.  “Put the sandwiches on these plates.”
That was settled.  She did as she was told.  Then Courtney put two plates on the big table and one on the little, low table.  
“A slave may kneel and wait for permission to eat,” said Courtney.  She filled two glasses with milk and set them on the big table.  
Aunt Samantha had a cup of coffee already.  
Once Twerp had knelt and Courtney was seated, Courtney said, “How did a slave feel when Aunt Samantha told me I had trained my slave well?”
Huh? Twerp looked up at her Mistress with a puzzled expression.  How was I supposed to feel?  “Mistress, this slave did not feel anything.”
“A slave should feel good when her Mistress is praised about a slave’s good behavior.  Were you not called cooperative?  Did you not bring credit to me for your good behavior?”
Yes, nodded Twerp.  
“A slave should not be self-centered, expecting praise for herself.  A slave should understand when her Mistress is complimented, then the Mistress is proud of her slave.”
Oh, I hadn’t thought of it that way.  She blushed lightly as she understood she’d been complimented by the head Mistress.  Just a bit dense.  Her Mistress had to point it out to her.  She nodded her understanding.  It kinda took the fun out of being praised when it had to be explained to you.  
Courtney set a glass of milk down on her Twerp’s table.  “A slave may eat now.”
Little legs swung from the chair happily.  Courtney picked up her sandwich and took a bite, smiling down without trying to look like she was looking.  Twerp was staring in awe at the glass of milk that was hers to enjoy during the meal.  
After Twerp had cleaned the dishes, it was the head Mistress that told her, “Your Mistress wants her room cleaned.”
‘Hey, that’s out of bounds. What does she think I am… her slave?’  Deep sigh.  
“Does a slave remember the phrases she was allowed to use while cooking?”
“Yes, Mistr…Ma’am.”  
“Good.  You may use those same phrases while learning how to clean.  Although it is the room of your Mistress, the cleanliness of it must meet my standards.  I will instruct you on the proper cleaning of the room.  That will be your job once a week or whenever your Mistress commands.”
Sasha and Courtney had one thing in common.  The entire afternoon was blown.  There was no time for playtime.  
Alone in her cage after dinner, Sasha glared at the bright light.  She looked at the book lying in a corner of her cage.  Remembering she wished she’d had the book this morning in the dark, she picked it up and flipped through it.  No pictures.  And the print is small.  
Sasha read the first two paragraphs.  Hmmm, a walk outdoors would be nice, no matter how chilly it is.  She hadn’t been outside since she’d been caught in the basement.  She imagined herself taking a walk on a chilly day and discovered she was imagining herself naked, outside on a chilly day.  Shivering, she read more.  
She finished the first page and felt sorry for Jane.  Jane was a character that she felt a bond with, sitting in her cage, cast out until such time as she learned to behave.  
She wondered at the language.  It was archaic, making it more difficult to read.  And there were big words that she had to navigate around.  
Sasha finished two chapters and put the book down, carefully placing it just where it had been.  Her eyes were heavy.  It had been a long and exhausting day.  Reading had made her sleepy.  
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 “Twerp? Twerp?  Wake up,” called Courtney.  It was the first time that Twerp had been asleep when she came down with breakfast.  
Twerp rolled to her knees.  The book was gone as it had been the previous morning.  She devoured her breakfast without thought.  
The shower had become routine on this, the third day in a row that Courtney had wanted to be washed.  It was clear to Sasha that Courtney enjoyed it as much as she did.  
The morning training found Twerp in the exact same position that she’d been in the morning before.  This time it was without explanation.  For a few minutes, Courtney and Samantha sat and watched as Twerp balanced on her toes.  They were just giving her time to warm up.  
Sasha watched her Mistress playing idly with something in her hands.  It looked like a microphone with a handle less than a foot long to hold and a bulbous end to talk into.  She couldn’t make out all the details, but there was a switch on the side where the microphone could be turned on.  A microphone in a soundproof room didn’t make much sense.  One could stand at one of the basement and easily be heard on the far side.  
After a few minutes, Courtney rose and walked behind Twerp.  “I noticed yesterday, Twerp, just how nice your long legs look when you’re up on your tiptoes.”  Gentle fingers ran up her calves and thighs.  Little circles were traced on her bottom.  “Your ass looks cute when it’s so tensed up like this.”
Twerp shivered at the soft, teasing touch.  ‘Oooo, playtime.’
Courtney reached between Twerp’s ass cheeks and grabbed the protruding end of the butt plug. She spun it.
“Oooohhh,” gasped Twerp as the plug inside her stimulated her in ways it hadn’t the day before.  The motion made her butt hole tingle and her nipples pucker.  
Like the press and release that Twerp had done for her a few days ago, Courtney started a pull and push with the butt plug.  Never hard enough to pull it out, the motion of the plug moved Twerp’s sphincter out an inch and back in, sending tingles from her sensitive ass up her spine.  Twerp was surprised it could feel that good and that she was suddenly panting with desire.  
Oh, how Sasha had wished for someone to touch her yesterday.  Now she could anticipate, combining the pleasure of the pain from yesterday with a pussy petting.  Disappointment filled her as the push and pull on her bottom stopped, but then light fingers danced sensuously up her bare back.  
What?  Was she imagining things?  Or was Courtney actually kissing her back ever so lightly.  Haaah, she shuddered and gasped aloud at the incredible feeling of the light touches and kisses on a part of her body she never considered that sensitive.  
“I wonder,” said Courtney’s voice softly behind her.  “I wonder if a slave would stop her Mistress if she could.  I’ll bet not.  All I know for sure that she can’t stop her Mistress.”
Hands came around her sides and cupped her tits.  “Is Aunt Samantha watching?”
Sasha blushed hotly.  She was watching.  The head Mistress was watching intently as small hands cupped and kneaded her tits.  
“She probably wants to see your nipples hard.”  The hands tweaked her already puckered nipples to their full stiffness and sending more tingles shooting through Sasha.  “And I’ll bet anything that a slave’s thighs are wet with her own juices.”
Gawd! Sasha felt the burn in her arms and legs like yesterday.  She warmed from her helpless exposure.  Everything that had happened the day before was happening again. And more.   Courtney’s words went into her ears, tickled her mind, and made her more aware of just how aroused she was becoming.  Soft hands stroked her belly and slipped past her anxious pussy.
Then Courtney walked in front of Twerp.  She was wearing a halter top and short skirt, not that black outfit that Twerp had come to think of as the Mistress outfit. It didn’t make any difference anymore.  Courtney was the Mistress no matter what.  
 Standing a few feet from her slave, Courtney raised her skirt.  (Her Mom was behind her and couldn’t see.)  She slipped her hand into her panties, making sure that Twerp saw what she was doing.  Pulling her hand back out, she slinked up to Twerp and put her finger into Twerp’s mouth.  Her slave sucked greedily on the finger, tasting and smelling her Mistress again.  
Samantha knew what Courtney was doing, but as long as Courtney had a semblance of privacy as she’d fingered herself, she wasn’t embarrassed.  They talked about everything that Courtney was doing.  The idea was to touch every one of Twerp’s senses.  
Courtney was no less excited that her slave. The look in those beautiful green eyes was enough alone to fill her with a thousand tingles.  The way she could touch Twerp anywhere, the power was exhilarating.  It seemed so right when she put her finger in Twerp’s pussy, coating it with juices and then put it in her own mouth.  It must have been right when Twerp’s eyes shot open and she gasped, “Oh, oh, oh.”
Mistress tasted me!  Bolts of electricity shot through her body, drowning out the pain for a moment as she felt hotter than she’d ever felt.  She watched the finger as Courtney sucked on it, lingering in her mouth.  
Twerp’s reaction took Courtney by surprise. She’d expected it to excite her slave, but wow!  She kept sucking on it after the taste was gone.  Then, she had another idea.  She put her finger back in Twerp’s juices and put it to her lips, painting it on like she was putting on lipstick instead of Twerp’s cream.  Standing on her own tip toes, Courtney put a hand behind Twerp’s head and bent it to her, pressing her lips to Twerp’s.  
It was Courtney’s turn to gasp in hot surprise as Twerp’s tongue licked her lips.  The rush that she felt almost made her cry.  She wasn’t going to get to cum today because Mom was watching.  And she so badly wanted to take this all the way now.  
Courtney forced herself to step back, to assess Twerp’s arousal.  Her slave was shifting her weight only occasionally.  There was still time to let the pain build and to let Twerp’s excitement build with it.  The Mistress kept running her hands over her slave’s body and then remembered what her Mom had done to her.  She slapped Twerp’s bare, spread pussy with her open palm.  She rubbed her palm against the hot, swollen pussy lips and then smacked it again.  Twerp hissed from the sudden stimulation.  It took her by surprise, satisfying her drive for embarrassment and pain.  Courtney spanked her pussy two more times.  
“How’s that for pussy petting?” hissed Courtney.  
Sasha’s reply was clenched teeth and slitted eyes.  ‘Touch me and I’ll cum.’  
When she thought Twerp had only 10 minutes of endurance left, she picked up the wooden paddle.    
The young Mistress strolled in front of her slave, making the paddle obvious.  Swinging it so it caught her slave’s attention.  She made a complete circle around Twerp and then pressed the paddle vertically between Twerp’s clenched ass cheeks.  “Hold that for me, will you?” she said casually.  
Courtney took the chair beside her Mom, sitting beside the head Mistress as they waited for Twerp to drop the paddle. 
“Watching the two of you it so hot,” said her Mom.
Courtney looked in surprise.  Moms weren’t supposed to say that.  
“I said I’d be here all day,” said Samantha.  “I didn’t say I’d watch.”  She picked up her chair and turned it around to face the wall and sat down.  “I don’t care what I hear, I’m not turning around.”
‘Holy cow!  Does that mean what I think it means?  Can I?  Do I dare to it with her right there?’  She was clearly hot enough.  So hot that the idea of not having an orgasm was painful.  
Sasha struggled to hold the paddle.  There was an implied threat there.  She thought about how Mistress had said her ass was cute when it was tense.  Now it was doubly tense, trying to keep the paddle from slipping.  She figured she could hold it for quite a while.  Though she had an idea that dropping it would be more fun.  
Her confidence lasted another five minutes.  Then, her arm cramped.  She had to work with one less limb to support her weight.  Then her leg cramped and … boink… the paddle fell.  It hardly made a sound, but she jumped, wishing she could suck it back up with her ass. 
‘Oh, gawd,’ she gasped as Courtney rose quickly.  She hadn’t expected that.  Twerp danced back and to her right as Courtney moved behind her and to her left.  It happened so fast, Twerp couldn’t keep up.  The slave danced forward to the limit of her strained muscles.  The paddle wasn’t on the floor anymore!  She hadn’t seen it get picked up, but it wasn’t there anymore.  She looked around desperately and couldn’t see her Mistress.  Smack!  Smack!  Smack!  She inhaled in sudden shock and pain, trying to get the breath to scream.  She danced to her right and caught a view of her Mistress out of the corner of her eye.  “Eeeeeaaaaahhhhh,” she finally let loose.  
‘Oh, I am so screwed,’ thought Sasha as she danced on her aching toes.  Every muscle hurt.  It was so hard to move, but she was moving faster than she thought she could.  Where was her Mistress?  She’d vanished again.  Sasha moved left and right, but Courtney anticipated every move and stayed out of sight.  Smack!  Smack! Eeeeeaaaaa!  Smack!  Tears poured from her eyes as she screamed in pain.  Her breath came in ragged gasps, somewhere between the fright and incredible excitement of the moment.  Her pussy tingled and she felt juices running down her thigh.  
Her Mistress stepped in front of her and pointed with the paddle at a point a few inches in front of her left foot.  Twerp put her left foot there.  Then her Mistress pointed two feet to the right, slightly in front of her right foot.  Twerp put her right foot there. 
‘Oh, oh, oh,’ panted the slave, ‘no, it can’t work that way, oh.’  She froze, unable to move as her Mistress disappeared behind her again.  Jeez, the mere thought of what was coming made her body twitch with desire.  She looked in the eyes of the head Mistress, the only sign she thought might give her a clue, but all she saw was the back of her head.  Smack!  She jumped and squealed into her gag.  ‘OK, so it did work that way.’ Smack!  Tears poured down her cheeks.  The blows were more spaced as her Mistress took her time.  It was like she was being dared to move.  She willed left foot and right foot. ‘Stay… right… there.’  Smack!  “Eeeeehhheeee ooowwww,” she screamed, but her feet didn’t move.  
Heart hammering in her chest.  Breath gasping through her nose.  Fire burning in every muscle and the fire wasn’t from pain.  
Twerp’s body heaved in sobs as her ass burned in pain.  “Wow, now that’s red,” said Courtney behind her.  She felt a soft touch. “And hot,” added Courtney.  She was following her Mom’s example.  The example the Mistress painfully remembered.  
There was just one more thing to make Twerp perform.  Courtney untied the knot that secured the ropes to the anchors on the wall.  She lowered Twerp until her wrists were a few inches below her shoulders.  Twerp sank to her feet with sigh of relief.  Her arms fell down limply, supported by the ropes.  Warm waves pulsed through her body.  
Courtney stepped in front of Twerp and pointed with the paddle again.  
Hunh? We’re not done? Twerp shivered.
This time the point was a foot behind her left foot.  She put her left foot there.  She put her right foot where her Mistress pointed next.  Courtney took her head and pushed it down to waist level.  ‘Oh, my, gawd… my ass is hers.’  She was trembling with lust, wiggling her ass for her Mistress.  Her head ducked lower, pushing her ass out even more.  
Smack!  Smack!  Smack!  Hah, hah, hah, gasped Twerp in desperate, silent inhalations.  Trying to capture enough breath to say exactly what she meant.  The ropes suddenly went slack as Courtney loosened them from the wall entirely.  Twerp fell to her knees.  “Beeee jeeeeezzzz uusssss, ohhhhh, eeeeeee,” screamed Twerp.  
Again things happened too fast for her to understand.  Courtney fell on her, pinning her down to that hands and knees position.  The microphone was buzzing between her legs.  Her body spasmed in pain, ecstasy, and everything in between.  She came hard and fast, feeling the exhilarating rush of pain and pleasure shoot through her body.  
Any doubt that Courtney might have had vanished as she looked at Twerp wriggling and jerking in pleasure.  She pulled down her own panties and skirt.  Twerp was lying on her stomach, gasping for air.  She saw what Courtney was doing and crawled to her, confident that this wouldn’t take long.  It better not, because she was worn out.  
Sasha cupped Courtney’s ass in her hands, raising that puffy pussy to her mouth.  She pressed her lips between pussy lips and sucked on the little throbbing button.  Taking it between her lips, she nibbled on it the way she knew Courtney liked.  About 30 seconds later, the world exploded for Courtney, too.  
The two lay in each other arms, rules temporarily suspended by tacit agreement.  Floating in euphoria.  Their hammering hearts slowing and their breathing returning to normal.  Soft sighs of pleasure.  Hugging a warm body that hugged back with love.  Drifting down from the more pleasurable thing the preteens had ever experienced.  
As they untangled themselves, Courtney noticed that her Mom was gone.  She pulled her skirt and panties back on.  
Samantha had in fact, left before Courtney pulled her clothes off.  She’d decided that in the few minutes of privacy she left them nothing bad could happen. It wasn’t like Courtney had planned to disobey again, so the worst that could happen was Twerp would eat out Courtney again.  She didn’t want to see or hear that.  
Sasha picked up the microphone and examined it.  She flipped the switch and stared at the buzzing bulbous head.  “Aahh,” she said in sudden understanding.  She tossed it on the floor like it had bitten her. It was a vibrator!  She blushed as she realized what it was and what it was for.  And where it had been.  
Courtney picked it up and turned it off.  Amused at Twerp’s reaction. “Mom calls it a girl’s best friend.”
Courtney led her slave back to her cage and put her there to wait for lunch.  “My slave is beautiful when she cums,” said the Mistress. 
“So is my Mistress,” said her slave.  It was worth being gagged for, but she rather doubted that would happen.  
Courtney bounced into the kitchen, lighter than air with a big smile on her face.  Samantha thought the 9-year-old might as well be wearing a T-shirt that said, “I just had an orgasm.”  
“Twerp had a good time?” asked Samantha.  
“Yeah, it was great.  That was fun.”  She related Twerp’s surprise at discovering the vibrator.  Courtney hadn’t known what it was at first either, but after a few minutes of private practice, she knew what it could do.  Still, it felt so cool to know something that Twerp didn’t or at least before Twerp did.  She felt so grown up when she watched Twerp’s naïve reaction to the device.  
Samantha poured Courtney a cup of coffee, laced with heavy cream as usual.  “Sit,” she said.  
When Courtney sat, gray eyes innocently staring across the kitchen table, her Mom said, “You and I have been learning a lot about each other, too.  I mean, besides you learning about being a Mistress and us learning about Twerp.  One thing I think we’ve both been figuring out is that being a Mistress is different that being a mother or a daughter.”
“Uh huh,” nodded Courtney.  Big time.  
“The one thing a mother doesn’t want is for her daughter to become sexually active, especially at nine. But, on the other hand, when I train a Mistress, I expect there will be a sexual element to it.  What I’m trying to say is you should have asked me about oral sex, but I also should have said yes when you asked.  It doesn’t hurt anybody.  It just wasn’t something I wanted my daughter doing yet.
“It’s kind of my fault,” admitted Samantha.  “If I put a bowl of ice cream in front of you, I wouldn’t tell you not to touch it.  Putting Twerp in your hands and then expecting you not to explore sex is about the same thing.  Besides, just putting Twerp in your hands says you’re more mature than most 9-year-olds.  It’s a big responsibility.  Mostly you’ve done very well.  But Mom’s do worry.”
“It’s OK, Mom, I understand,” said Courtney.
“It’s OK as long as we have it straight that you’ll ask.  I mean, there are things you might see or read about in a book that could kill Twerp.  No kidding.”  She appreciated the sober look in her daughter’s eyes.  “When you ask, we’ll discuss what you want to do.  By the time I say no, if I say no, you will understand why it’s no.  If I say yes, you’ll understand how to do in properly so it won’t harm Twerp.”
“I don’t want to harm her,” said Courtney.  “You’ll still be there this afternoon?”
“Oh, yes, young lady.  You’re punishment isn’t over yet.  Now go find something to do.  Lunch is in about an hour and then we’re going to work Twerp.  But it will be fun.”
It did sound like fun.  Twerp would absolutely hate it at first, but she figured Twerp would get excited by it, too.  She couldn’t help herself.  
After lunch, Courtney told Twerp, “A slave has 15 minutes to use the toilet, shower, and clean up.  A slave may not get her hair wet.  Take out the pony tail after you shower.”
Hunh?  I just showered this morning.  What’s up?  But Sasha didn’t dare argue.  She just peed and showered quickly to make sure she was ready in the allotted time.   She even had time to brush her hair.  
At 15 minutes, Samantha and Courtney returned for Twerp.  While she was showering, they’d set up a backdrop of a dark gray, rolled out a gray carpet as well, and put out two bright lights pointed at the backdrop.  “Stand in the center of the carpet,” said Courtney.
Taking her place on the carpet, Sasha wondered what was up.  
Handing a hair brush to Twerp, she said, “Brush your hair while I put this on you.”  It was a bottle of body oil.  She poured a little in the palm of her hair, set down the bottle, and rubbed her hands together.  Then she started coating Twerp with a thin sheen of oil.  She started at Twerp’s shoulders and worked down her front.  Of course it required touching every inch of her slave’s body.  Nipples were puckered by the time she was done with her chest.  The time spent on her pussy was too brief to matter.  Pretty soon Twerp’s entire front was shiny with oil.  Then, Courtney started on her back.  
“I’ll expect you to do as much of this as you can in the future,” said Courtney.  “I’ll do your back and places you can’t reach, but you can oil up most of yourself.”  She was enjoying the suspense, but it was time prepare Twerp mentally for the session.  
“This is a work session, neither playtime nor training.  A slave is expected to follow every command, of course, and to smile throughout the session.  The oil makes your body shiny and pretty for the camera.  I’m going to take photos of you.”
Naked pictures?  Of me?  No way.  She’s kidding.  But, the backdrop, the lights, and the carpet looked like the room had been set up as a photography studio.  Why would she want pictures of me?
Her question was answered quickly. “I want to remember my slave as she is forever.  We will often have photo sessions to capture your beauty as you grow.  This is just the first of many.”
The explanation made sense to Sasha.  But, there was the issue that pictures could be shared as well.  Who else might see the pictures?  Surely not her Mom.  Where would the pictures be kept?  An image of a photo album sitting on the coffee table.  They just weren’t questions worth wearing a gag for.  
“A slave is expected to follow some simple procedures.  A slave will pose as instructed.  When I am ready to take a picture, I will say, blink.  A slave will blink several times, so she won’t accidently blink during the picture.  A slave will then smile and keep her eye’s open, smiling face until the flash goes off.  Understand?”
“Yes, Mistress,” said Twerp.  Trying to sound a bit put out.  
“And nobody cares what a slave thinks,” was the response to her tone of voice. 
Courtney handed the bottle of oil to Twerp.  “A slave will oil up her face and neck herself.  Don’t miss any spots.”
The camera was a high end digital camera.  Light weight, the heaviest part was the flash perched a top it.  The memory card was big enough to hold 500 pictures, so Courtney wouldn’t need to reload all afternoon.  The answer to Sasha’s unspoken questions, not that Sasha needed to know, was that the pictures would be kept on an encrypted hard drive and seen by nobody but Courtney and her Mom.  This was not an event they wanted to record for the benefit of the prosecution at Samantha’s child abuse trial.  
Ready, Courtney’s first command was to pose standing, facing the camera, relaxed.  “Blink,” she said.  Twerp blinked several times.  Courtney lowered the camera.  “A slave will repeat the instructions she was given.”
“This slave will blink when told to blink, smile, and…” Dang, I forgot to smile, “... hold still until the flash.”
“And a slave knows what she did wrong?”  The strategic pause told Courtney that.
Nod.
Courtney raised the camera again.  Focus.  “Blink.”  Blink, blink, blink, smile, flash.  Courtney zoomed in on Twerp’s boobs.  Flash.  
Twerp blinked in surprise after the fact.  
“When a picture doesn’t include a slave’s face, you don’t have to blink,” said Courtney.
From her perspective, Sasha didn’t know Courtney had zoomed and now she didn’t know what part of her body had been photographed that didn’t include her face.  She pretty much figured out the next one when the camera aimed lower and flashed again. My pussy?  Holy cow.  Maybe this wasn’t so bad.  It felt pretty sexy.  
The head Mistress whispered to her Mistress.  “Play with your nipples, Twerp,” said Courtney.
Sasha blushed pink at the command.  She reached up and rolled her nipples between thumb and forefinger until they were hard.  Without being told to stop, she put her hands back to her sides.  She knew they were as hard as they could be.  Flash.  Sasha felt tingles start in her pussy and her nipples.  
Courtney had her slave turn in profile and then face directly away from the camera, clicking away to get every angle.  There was one picture she particularly wanted to get.  With Twerp facing away from the camera, she said, “Get up on your toes, Twerp.”  Not satisfied, she said, “Up like you were this morning or else I’ll tie you up like this morning.”  Twerp rose up just as high as she could.  Her legs looked long and sexy and her ass was tight. Flash.  “Stay like that.”  Zoom.  Flash.  
Before long, Sasha was preening for the camera, enjoying the feel of being captured on film.  It was embarrassing which only made her tingle more.  It was sexy, making her feel like a model.  And, it was something unusual to do.  It didn’t involve a cage, a paddle, a rope, or chores.  It was actually a lot of fun.  That made it easier to smile for each shot.  
She posed for innocent shots, with hands poised to hide her treasures.  She posed with a finger over her lips, as if to say, don’t tell anyone what we’re doing.  That one felt pretty naughty. 
Then there were the ones that didn’t just feel naughty.  They were the ones where the head Mistress started to pose her.  On her hands and knees from behind and from the front.  On her back with her legs spread.  Courtney low, shooting her face smiling over her pussy and boobs.  Another one in the same pose but with her tongue stuck out, suggesting she wanted to be licked.  On her back, holding one leg high.  Spread so wide it made her want to touch herself.  Holy shamoly, there were some spreading her pussy lips to show the pink insides of it.  More than one, which told her Courtney had zoomed in for a close up.  Facing away from the camera and holding her ass open with her hands.  
Twerp even tried ad libbing a few poses when Courtney and Aunt Samantha seemed to run out of ideas.  Sitting with her knees drawn up to her chest, legs spread just a hint to give a peek at her pussy.  Sitting with her knees down, cupping her tits with her hands.  The reward for offering a good pose was the flash of the camera.  
Then right at the end of the photo session, Courtney said, “How much do you think we can make by selling these?”
Sasha sat straight up with a gasp of shock and surprise.  That wasn’t the deal!  They had to be kidding.
“A lot,” said Aunt Samantha, staring straight at Twerp.  The words and the look made the slave excited.   Her pictures.  Worth a lot of money.  Kewl.
“Don’t worry, Twerp,” said Courtney.  “I’m not going to share you with anybody, no matter how much they pay.”
‘Well, it is at least an idea I can fantasize about later,’ Sasha told herself.  ‘Me on the stage ready for auction.  People taking pictures.  Pictures posted on the Internet.  Everybody looking.’  
When the photo session was over, Sasha found herself back in her cage.  Alone, she played with her pussy, but found it just wasn’t right without Courtney doing it and watching.  When she imagined Courtney up on the stage with her during her auction, playing with her pussy to show off her charms, Sasha came in a nice quiet orgasm. 
Dinner that night for Sasha was the last of the tuna that she’d prepared the day before.  And again she got to have a glass of milk with the meal.   
That evening Twerp read three more chapters and put the book back where it had been placed.  Courtney found her asleep and removed the book she thought was remaining untouched.  
Liquid sex.  That was Samantha’s vision of Twerp.  It was another night of tossing and turning, considering what was caged in the basement below.  Liquid sex that you could dip a finger into, a sampling of what pure bliss might be.  That was all she’d been entitled to so far.  Chaperoned dips into a wading pool of pure, unadulterated sex.  Only enough to taunt her with what she was missing.  
Because Twerp was ever so much more than a wading pool.  She was a pool that you could jump head first into, letting the sex soak you, fill every pore of your body, and quench the fire in you.  She was a boundless ocean, with depths that Samantha wanted to explore.  She was soft and gentle waves that could caress you or she could be a hurricane rushing ashore to swamp your senses.  
Most of all, Samantha feared Twerp was a Siren, luring her into that liquid sex, toward a watery, blissful doom.    
In the morning, Courtney was practically stumbling from being so tired.  It was getting worse and worse.  Her bedtime was later than Twerp’s and she was up before Twerp in the morning.  But, she had responsibilities.  
“I’ll be back before you know it,” Samantha told her daughter.  Though it was early, she was going to run to the supermarket for a few things.  It would be the first time that she’d allowed Courtney to have Sasha up and out of her cage while she was out of the house.  For the first few days, she’d worried that Sasha might rebel and end up stuffing the much smaller Courtney into a cage just for spite. She didn’t worry about it as long as Sasha knew she was in the house, but if Sasha suspected she was alone with Courtney… well, she just didn’t trust Sasha enough for that.   
“You can exercise, shower with her, put her away, and feed her.  Make sure I’m back before you do anything else.”  She expected to be back before the shower was over.  
Courtney went down to start Twerp’s day.  She opened the door and… ohmigod, what is that smell?  She stepped back as the offensive smell coming from Twerp’s room was so strong it made her eyes water.  Quickly setting down the bowls, she gritted her teeth and entered the room.  
Twerp gave a low groan as light seeped into the room.  She looked up, pale and trembling.  
“What’s wrong, Twerp?” asked Courtney, her voice full of motherly concern.  It was clear that Twerp had thrown up, getting most of the puke outside the cage.  She’d also suffered from diarrhea, with all of the runny poop puddled in the rear of the cage.  
“Ooooooh,” groaned Twerp.
“A slave will speak to tell me what’s wrong.”
“I don’t feel very good,” groaned Twerp. 
Duh! 
‘Mom’s gone!’ Courtney was horrified.  She gathered her wits.  ‘What would Mom do if it was me that was sick?’  She opened the cage.  “Let’s get you out of there, Twerp,” she said.  It was messy and smelly, but she grabbed Twerp’s ankles and helped her out of the cage and to her feet.  
“We’re going to the toilet, Twerp.  Can you walk?”
“Uh huh, Mistress,” said Twerp.  She practically looked green.  
That uh huh Mistress turned out to be, yes, but only if I can lean on you all the way.  Courtney walked her slave to the bathroom whereupon Twerp promptly deposited another load of puke into the toilet.  Courtney forced herself to watch, feeling like retching herself at the sound and smell.  ‘Mom would watch and see what came out.’  Ugh.  Nothing but a greenish brown liquid came out.  
“You need to poop, too, Twerp?”
“Not now, Mistress.”  Her voice was hoarse and low.  
“Into the shower.  You need to get cleaned up.  Stay there until I get back.”  She helped her slave into the shower and turned on the warm water.  “I’ll be right back,” she said.  She had to prove to her Mom that she could take care of Twerp.  
Courtney ran to the cage room and pulled the soiled blanket from the Twerp’s cage.  That would have to go into the washer.  She used the blanket to mop up some of the puke.  There was a bed in the outer room.  Courtney had always assumed it was for her Mom to use, but for now it was going to be Twerp’s.  Maybe it was there just in case a slave got sick.  She wasn’t sure.  
She put a fresh sheet on the mattress and a fresh blanket, too.  When she got back to the shower, Twerp was at least not hanging her head in misery anymore.  “Feeling a little better, Twerp?” asked Courtney.
“Yes, Mistress.”
“A slave must speak to tell me how she feels,” said Courtney, changing the will to must, making it a command.
“Queasy, Mistress, and achy all over.”  She wasn’t quite sure which aches were from being tied in uncomfortable positions and which were from being sick, but the aches were worse than normal. 
Courtney thought to put her hand on Twerp’s forehead.  “Doesn’t feel like you have a temperature,” she said.  “You’re going to lie down now.” She turned off the shower and dried Twerp off with a soft towel.  “Do you need the toilet?”
“Nu-uh, Mistress,” said Twerp.  
Courtney took Twerp back to the bed and laid her down on the mattress.  She pulled the blanket over her.  “A slave may use the toilet whenever she needs to,” she said.  “I’ll be gone for 5 minutes.”  
The 9-year-old collected the messy blankets and ran to the laundry.  She stuffed them into the washing machine, added soap, and turned it on.  Then she went into the kitchen and poured some Sprite into a plastic cup.  She grabbed a bucket from the closet of cleaning supplies and took both cup and bucket back to Twerp.  
Twerp was right where she’d left her, looking miserable on the bed.  “Drink some of this, Twerp,” she ordered.  “It always helps settle my stomach.” 
As she raised the cup to take a drink, the bubbles tickled her nose.  Soda!  Real soda.  ‘Yeah, that’s what my Mom always gives me, too.’  She sipped a bit.  Her stomach didn’t feel like it would hold much, but the relief was almost instant.  She smiled weakly up at Courtney.
“And the bucket is for throwing up,” said Courtney.  “In case you can’t make it to the toilet.”  She knew from experience that when it was time to throw up, there was no stopping it.  
The Mistress stroked her slave gently.  She looked around.  She was pretty sure she’d thought of everything.  When Twerp shivered, she went and got another blanket for her.  
“I’m sorry, Mistress,” said Twerp.
“Hush, Twerp,” said Courtney.  “Being sick isn’t your fault.”  She patted Twerp on the head and then kissed her forehead.  
“I’m going right next door to clean your cage,” said Courtney.  “A slave is to yell if she needs anything.”
Ugh. Courtney returned to the cage room, fighting the desire to throw up from the stench.  She sized up the job.  There were rags and cleaning supplies in a cabinet by the toilet area.  She went and fetched a bucket of water with Pine-Sol and a few rags.  It made the cage room smell much better when she mopped up the puke and the poop.  She even had to crawl into Twerp’s cage to get a little bit of half dried puke out of the far corner.  But, she had to.  This was Twerp’s safe place and it wasn’t going to be smelly if she had anything to say about it.  
After washing her hands, Courtney came back to check on Twerp.  “Feeling better?” She noticed the soda was gone.
“Yes, Mistress, a little.  My stomach isn’t going flip flop anymore.  Is… is Aunt Samantha going to come down?”
“In a little bit,” said Courtney.  “I’m taking care of you for now.”  Little frown on her young face.  Was she missing something?  Would Mom do something more?  
“I’m going to get some more soda for you.  Does a slave feel like soup?  Or some tea?”   Those were the first things that she always got to eat when she was sick. 
“Soup, Mistress,” said Twerp and then changed her mind.  “No, maybe later.”
Wow! Twerp’s stomach had just rumbled.  It sounded to Courtney like a truck going by.  
When Samantha got home she instantly noticed the smell.  By now the blankets had been brought through the basement and the basement stench had wafted upstairs.  But only slightly.   What is going on?  She set down her packages and went downstairs in a hurry.  “Courtney, what’s going on?” she called out.  
“Oh, Mom,” Courtney called out with relief.  “Twerp’s been sick.  She threw up and pooped in her cage.”
Her Mom surveyed the scene.  “You’ve taken good care of her, I see.  Smells better down here than it does upstairs.”  She stuck her head into the cage room.  “I’m impressed, Courtney.”  
Sasha felt the weight of her Aunt settled on the side of the bed.  A big warm hand caressed her forehead like her Mistress had done.  “No fever,” said Samantha.  She thought about what might have caused this.  “I wonder if the mayo in the tuna went bad.  Twerp, it doesn’t look like you’re got the flu or anything.  Just something you ate made your tummy upset.  You’ll feel better by tonight.”
“Thank you, Ma’am,” mumbled Twerp.  
Samantha pulled Courtney aside. “Did you wash her?”  Nod.  “Let her use the toilet?”  Nod.  “Feed her.”  Shake.  “I saw the soda cup.  That’s perfect.”
“Mom?  Twerp has permission to use the toilet whenever she needs to and permission to talk to tell us how she feels.”  Seeking approval for her decision. 
“Good idea,” said her Mom.  “I’m curious.  Has she called you Courtney?  Or forgotten to call you Mistress?”
“No, well maybe forgot the Mistress a couple of times.  She was pretty sick.”
“Not blaming her,” said her Mom.  “I’m just wondering how well her training is drummed into her.  A time of stress like this is when she’d forget and call you Courtney or think that she didn’t have to call you Mistress.  If she’s doing it most of the time, then things are going well.”
“Oh, yeah,” said Courtney, remembering one slip.  “She did ask for Aunt Samantha.”
“Hmm,” said her Mom.  “She doesn’t very well have another name for me, like she has for you.  I suppose that’s to be expected.”
“I can fix that,” said Courtney.  “You’re the Head Mistress.  I’ll tell her to call you that.”  It was the term she’d started to use to separate Mom from the Mistress that trained her to be a Mistress.  
“Perfect.”  Samantha hugged her daughter tight.  “This is a wonderful opportunity for you, baby. I’m so very, very impressed how you handled it.”
“Opportunity?”
“Oh, yes,” said her Mom.  “Twerp will remember this for a long time.  You’ve taken good care of her when she needed good care.  This is special.  Maybe more than you know right now.  You sit with her and let me know if she needs soup or anything.  Where are her cuffs?”  Please don’t say they are still on her.
“By the toilet. They got some puke on them and they’re leather.  I didn’t know how to clean them.”
“That’s fine.  I’ll get them and clean them up.”
“They’re my slave’s cuffs,” said Courtney firmly.  
“OK,” said her Mom, her eyes praising her daughter again.  “I’ll show you how to clean them later.”
Mom’s praise meant a lot to Courtney.  She hadn’t even thought of how Twerp would see this.  
Samantha left the two, keeping the other half of the equation secret.  Taking care of Twerp would also bond Courtney more tightly with her slave.  Courtney would remember this for a long time and be a much better, more confident and caring Mistress than ever before.
Washed, warm, and loved, Sasha fell asleep as Courtney watched over her. With her slave peacefully sleeping, Courtney tiptoed out of the room, then dashed upstairs, grabbed a book, and rushed back down.  Tiptoeing in, she sat down and opened the book, How Green Was My Valley.  
Courtney read a few pages and then looked over at her slave.  Contented sigh.  It was more than fun having a slave.  She liked the feeling she got when Twerp polished her boots, wriggled helplessly in ropes, showered her, or massaged her.  That feeling of control made her feel warm.  But even now, looking down at the peaceful face, she felt special about her slave.  
Her nose crinkled and the book rested in her lap.  Soft gray eyes gazed down at Twerp.  She’d always loved her cousin.  They were close enough in age that she hadn’t actually looked up to her like an older sister.  She was just a great friend and playmate. Until this summer they’d gotten along very well.  Then suddenly this.  Their relationship had changed to Mistress and slave.  It had changed in more ways than she’d guessed.  
The 9-year-old had a fantasy view of what love was.  She imagined someday how she’d love a man and get married.  That love was sentimental, different than the love she had for her mother.  And the love she had for her mother was different from the love she had for Twerp.  Until recently.  Now it was more like the love between mother and daughter, except that she was the mother and Twerp was the daughter.  It was a maternal love that she knew would never go away.  
And it was also not unlike the sentimental love she imagined with her future husband.  She wanted to caress Twerp, kiss her, and play with her in ways she hadn’t even imagined with a man yet.  There was no thought of whether it was right or wrong.  No wonder whether she was gay or straight.  She’d simply found her soul mate in place she hadn’t expected.  
She hadn’t even taken note of the date that Twerp had first been stripped and cuffed.  Now she took the time to think back. It had been June 22nd, the day she’d remember as their anniversary.  
The blend of romantic and maternal love was nowhere near a conscious level for her.  Yet, it explained at once how she could command Twerp, give her the discipline she needed, and punish her when she faltered and care for her so much that she never wanted to lose her.  
Sasha awoke to find those soft gray eyes still staring at her face.  She smiled serenely, never having felt as safe as she did right now.  It was worth it to be sick just to see that look on the face of her Mistress.  
“A slave’s stomach has been quiet for a while now,” said Courtney.  “Is a slave ready for soup?”
“Yes, Mistress,” said Twerp.  She started to rise.  To follow as a slave should.  
“You will stay in bed, Twerp,” said Courtney.  “Until I say you’re ready.  I’ll be back with soup and a slave will still be in bed.”
Courtney found her Mom already had a pot of soup warmed in anticipation.  Her Mom ladled chicken broth into a mug and poured a glass of juice.  
“When someone is sick like Twerp, throwing up and loose stools, they lose a lot of fluids,” said her Mom.  “You need to make sure she drinks a lot.  Soup, juice, soda, water.  It’s the best thing for her.”
“OK, Mom,” said Courtney.
“And Courtney?”
“Yeah?”
“She’ll mostly likely apologize sometime for being sick or making a mess or being a lot of trouble.  It’s not her fault and you should let her know that.  She can’t be allowed to feel bad about being sick.”
‘Been there, done that,’ thought Courtney.  “OK, Mom,” she said.
After soup, Twerp napped again.  Samantha brought her cuffs and leather cleaner to Courtney and showed her daughter how to clean and condition the leather cuffs.  It turned out to be much easier than Courtney had thought.  The end result was that when Twerp awakened, she was recuffed with clean and polished cuffs.  
Much refreshed and feeling pretty normal, Sasha was ready to get up.  She didn’t want to be bed bound anymore than she wanted to be caged.  But, then it was pretty nice for a change to just lie down and stretch out.    
Lay here and relax.  [But you’re the slave.]  Let Courtney take care of me, it’s about time. [She’s your mistress.  It’s not her job.]  It is her job to take care of me.  I’m just her property.  She makes it clear over and over that’s what I am.  [And now you’re not sick anymore.  You don’t need her care.]  I haven’t been in a bed in days.  [Don’t overdo it.  You were sick and now you’re not.]  I still could use some rest.  [Maybe she’s planned some playtime.  You don’t know what you’re missing by lazing around.]  Am not lazing.  Besides, I might feel OK, but I don’t feel like playtime. [It doesn’t matter what the slave feels like.  Don’t lie to the Mistress.]
The inner battle lasted only a few seconds.  The deciding factor was a gag that had slipped loose with some help from a slave.  She’d tricked her Mistress then and felt bad about it.  Lying down, being pampered when she was no longer sick was no less a trick.  And she’d feel bad in the end if she kept it up.  
“Mistress, this slave is feeling much better,” said Twerp.  “Ready to serve you.”  She wasn’t quite sure if that was what she really wanted to say, but she couldn’t think of another way to say, ‘Get me outta this bed.’
“That’s nice, Twerp,” said Courtney.  “Your mistress understands that a slave is eager to please her.  But, understand also, that your Mistress doesn’t care what you think.  You’re fate today has already been determined.  First, now that you are better, you may not longer speak without permission.  There is no need for you to tell me how you feel anymore.  Second, a slave will drink everything given to her and a slave may continue to use the toilet without permission until caged tonight.  And finally, you will not leave this bed without permission until dinner.  You are weak from throwing up and pooping so much.  A slave will have no activities today.  My choices for what to do with you are to cage you or leave you in bed.  I have chosen to leave you in bed.” 
Twerp nodded.  She felt relieved.  She’d been honest with her Mistress and the reward was she felt good and she got to stay in bed a bit longer.  
“A slave will have a bland dinner and breakfast,” said her Mistress.  “This is for a slave’s own good.  Your stomach may not be ready for more.  Oatmeal and juice for dinner and breakfast.  A slave is not to feel punished.  In fact, a slave will be given extra portions to help her recover.”
She reached out and stroked Twerp’s forehead.  “Does a slave need to use the toilet?”
Twerp shook her head.  
Courtney handed Twerp a cup of juice.  “Drink this.”  
Twerp took the sippy cup and drained it.  The idea of a sippy cup no longer insulted her.  Drinking and lying down was hard enough without worrying about spilling the juice all over the bed.  
When Courtney left her alone, Twerp stretched out under the warm blanket.  She’d spent a sleepless night in misery, both physically and mentally.  The physical part was obvious to her Mistress, puke and poop enough to prove that.  But, she’d fretted all night.  ‘What a mess I’m making.  Who’s going to clean this up?  I’m going to be punished for sure.’  She’d heave again and relax.  ‘It’s all over the floor.  Mistress is going to be so upset.’   Sasha was in tears more from what would happen in the morning than for the miserable night she was having.  
Puke.  Poop.  And the poop itched because she couldn’t wipe or rinse.  Her butt got sore.  Her mouth tasted horrible.  The room smelled bad, though after a while she didn’t notice.  Her bedding was a mess and so was she.  She was failing as a slave.  Her Mistress had plans for the next day.  
Oh, heavens.  What if she was expected to exercise in the morning?  Massage her Mistress?  
Puke and poop.  She’d be to weak to do anything.  She’d fail at everything.  Disappointment.  She could see it in her Mistress’ eyes even now, in the dark.  And she’d deserve the punishment strap.  
Hours of fear and misery.  Only to be awaken to the pleasant surprise of forgiveness and gentle care.  Not prepared for that, Sasha felt gratitude toward her Mistress.  Mercy had been granted.  And the eyes of her Mistress were loving, not disappointed.  
Twerp was asleep when Courtney brought her dinner to her.  She almost hated to wake her, but Twerp would have a long, lonely sleepless night if she slept too much now.  It wasn’t harsh, but it also wasn’t a gentle shake.  Courtney called Twerp’s name and her slave woke quickly.  
Twerp devoured the bowl of oatmeal, getting her fill, and leaving some uneaten.  Then she drank the glass of juice. 
Ten minutes for toilet and cleaning up.  Then the slave was caged.  It felt like she belonged there, safe and secure.  Tucked away with no further worries that she was being a bother.  The light was on and the book was in her cage.  
“A slave has had a lot to drink this afternoon.  In case a slave needs to use the toilet tonight, a slave may use this,” said Courtney.  She put a bedpan into the cage with Twerp.  
The slave goggled at the bedpan.  Disbelieving green saucer sized eyes looked up at her Mistress.  ‘You’ve got to be kidding,’ thought Sasha.  ‘Pee in the bedpan?  In this cage?’  She blushed at the embarrassing idea of presenting a used bedpan to her Mistress in the morning.  Miffed at the idea that she might ‘wet the bed.’  She hadn’t wet the bed in years.  ‘I’m not a little kid, yanno.’
She waited until Courtney left and picked up the book to read.  She wasn’t quite sure why she wanted to keep the reading a secret.  In a way she figured that if Courtney discovered she was enjoying it, then the privilege would be taken away.  
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Marcie was on a quest.  She had the cover story, but that still didn’t eliminate the risk.  It was a four hour drive to Samantha’s house and she’d been on the road since 4 this Saturday morning.  The risk was that one did not show up unannounced at Samantha’s house and expect a warm welcome.  
Samantha was the premier dom in her neck of the woods.  She trained slaves for others and others in how to train slaves and handle their slaves.  Marcie suspected there was rarely a time when her basement wasn’t in use some way or another.  And Samantha would not be happy at the intrusion into her schedule.  
Sure Marcie had spent many a day in that basement as both dom and sub, but it had always been by invitation. But she specifically wanted to surprise Samantha this time.  Risking business, pleasure, and friendship in the process.  For she’d become convinced that a preteen girl was being trained.  She didn’t want to ask for an invitation and be turned down.  She didn’t want to give Samantha a chance to cover her tracks.  
Discretion was an important part of her hobby and her entire relationship with Samantha and the rest of her clientele.  Yet, discretion didn’t mean she had to stick her head in the sand and ignore events around her.  Didn’t mean she couldn’t get involved.  It just meant it had to be done carefully.  
The more she’d thought about the sizes of the bondage accessories that Samantha had ordered, the more Marcie became concerned.  If, and it was a big if, Courtney had asked for or deserved the level of training that Samantha was capable of and that this equipment suggested, then so be it.  But two thoughts nagged at Marcie.  
What if, and it seemed a smaller if than the former, Courtney hadn’t earned the training through misbehavior?  What really was going on in Samantha’s basement?  What if it wasn’t Courtney?  Would someone engage Samantha’s services for their daughter?  And would Samantha accept such a task?  It was more than curiosity.  There were a young girl’s sensitivities to consider.  
Which led to the second thought that nagged her.  Samantha needed an outside opinion.  If a young girl was in her basement being trained right now then Marcie intended to be the voice of reason.  
It wasn’t that she didn’t trust Samantha’s judgment.  But did Samantha trust her own judgment?  Samantha was walking a dangerous line and if the woman didn’t question herself daily about the path she’d chosen, then Marcie didn’t know her as well as she thought she did.  
By Thursday afternoon it was obvious to Marcie that she wouldn’t have the order ready in time to overnight the shipment for weekend arrival.  From there she derived her cover story.  She was personally delivering the order so that it would arrive on time.  That she might poke around as to the use of the equipment… well, she wanted to make that look like an aside, that she hadn’t traveled four hours there and four hours back just to see it in use.  And, then there was always the chance to squeeze in a session of subbing for her favorite dom.  Unlikely given the circumstances, but less unlikely if she was wrong.  
On that Saturday morning, Courtney was showering with her slave.  It had become the one thing that she indulged in daily.  A simple, enjoyable routine with her slave.  
Since mid-afternoon on Friday, Samantha had been fretting over the lack of a package.  She’d specifically told Marcie she wanted it for the weekend and Marcie was always on time.  By the evening it had become apparent the delivery would be late.  Though Marcie could indeed arrange for a Saturday delivery and Samantha would gladly pay the premium for that.  
Still, when the doorbell rang at 8 in the morning, it was too early for a commercial delivery company.  “Marcie!” she said, her blue eyes showing her surprise.  
“So good to see you again, Samantha,” said Marcie, giving her friend a hug.  “I was just in the neighborhood…”
“Yeah, right, big neighborhood,” said Samantha.  
“”Well, it was either bring it myself or it would be late and who’s my best and favorite customer.”
“You have everything?” Excitement in Samantha’s voice.  
“In my van,” said Marcie.  “Would be a bundle to ship, so…”
“I’ll give you a hand.”  The two women went to the back of the van where two medium sized boxes sat.   
The welcome was warmer than Marcie had expected.  Samantha displayed no signs of annoyance, concern, or rush as they unloaded the van.  Back inside, Samantha offered her friend a cup of coffee.  
After a few minutes of catching up, Marcie worked up to her covert purpose.  “That’s an interesting selection of bondage equipment you’ve ordered this time.”
“I thought I’d just get a few undersized items as a curiosity,” said Samantha, using the lie she’d planned in case anyone asked.  Though it was odd that Marcie would ask at all.  She knew it was none of her business once the equipment was delivered.  
“It was hard to miss that everything is too small,” laughed Marcie.  “Like it was all child sized.”
“Oh, my,” said Samantha, acting surprised.  “I hadn’t even thought of it like that.”
‘Hmm,’ thought Marcie.  She knew Samantha could put on a good act when she needed to.  But was this an act?  “Just got me to thinking,” said Marcie.  “Sometimes I wish someone had taken the time to give me that kind of discipline when I was a kid.   Oh yeah, I had no idea where I was going and no one who really cared.”
“I think you’d be hard pressed to find single sleeve gloves mentioned in a child rearing book,” chuckled Samantha.  “Not that I haven’t see a few children who might benefit from a good spanking or some time on the rack.” 
Samantha didn’t miss the message that Marcie was sending.  While it didn’t seem an intentional message, she also knew that Marcie could put on an act.  It was part of the business.  Secrets were kept behind masks.  Characters were invented to hide feelings.  Words were chosen carefully.  Were they verbally fencing or just chatting?
Marcie’s words were sympathetic to the idea of strict discipline for children.  Sympathetic to Twerp’s training.  Samantha also recalled her own feelings from the past few days, yearning for someone to talk to about Sasha.  It was too soon to confide in Marcie.  She needed to know more.
They were interrupted by Courtney.  “Mom?” she called as she approached.  “I was just… oh, hello.”  She stopped as she saw Marcie sipping coffee at the table.  Courtney was wearing her dark blue, satin robe, fresh from showering with Twerp.  
“Hello, Courtney,” said Marcie.  “I’m Marcie.  We’ve met before, but you probably don’t remember.  My how you’ve grown.”
“Hi, Marcie,” said Courtney.  She eyed the woman in a new light.  This was one of Mom’s overnight guests from out of town.  This was someone who’d seen and used the basement.  In the young girl’s eyes, that meant only one thing.  This was a part time slave for her Mom. 
Less experienced that either her Mom or Marcie at keeping secrets, Courtney’s appraisal of Marcie spoke volumes to the woman.  Marcie was mentally stripped, cuffed, and kneeling before Courtney in the two seconds the young Mistress spent looking her up and down.  
“Courtney, you can call her Ms. Oates,” said Samantha sternly.  
Courtney cocked her head at her Mom.  ‘Why?  She’s just a slave.’  The stern blue eyes reminded her she was just 9 and speaking to an adult.  “Sorry, hello, Ms. Oates,” she said.  
“That’s OK, Courtney,” said Marcie.  “I don’t mind.”
“Courtney, run up and put some play clothes on.  Maybe we’ll go to the park later.”
Courtney nodded.  She understood the need for secrecy and the little white lie.  She padded away to get dressed in her play clothes and not the black leather playtime with Twerp clothes.  Twerp was stored away for now and may be that way all day if Marcie was going to stay.  
After she was gone, Marcie looked Samantha right in the eye and said, “I had it wrong.  She’s the mistress.”
“What?” asked Samantha, her voice turning cold for the first time since Marcie’s arrival.
“I thought the equipment was to be used on Courtney.  It’s to be used by her, isn’t it?”
“You think that equipment is actually going to be used on a young girl?  In the basement right now?”   Samantha tiptoed up to the line.  It was hard to keep the secret when Marcie had outright guessed it.  But, she still wasn’t convinced that Marcie was safe.  
“You and I have masks that hide what we really are and what we really think.  Courtney has the wide open eyes of an innocent that tell tales more than she knows.  And, more than you see in her.”
Samantha well knew, had seen the message that Courtney had passed so clearly.  She hadn’t wanted to even treat Marcie like an adult.  “So, hypothetically, if I were training Courtney to be a mistress, then you think it logical that she’d be doing it with a slave her own age?”
“I’ve nothing against that idea,” said Marcie.  “Let me tell you my story.”  She took a deep breath, steeling herself to lower one layer of her mask.  The story was of a young girl who at 10 learned that rules were made to be broken and that while the meek might inherit the earth, the bold and the risk takers enjoyed life more.  At 11 she’d discovered drugs and sex so that by 12 she knew how to use her body to gain popularity.  The girl, Marcie, learned nothing in middle or high school, dropping out at 15.  At 24, she’d been saved from a life of pointless wandering by a dom who’d brought discipline to her.  
“Look at me now,” said Marcie.  “Two college degrees, a successful business, friends more dear than I had during my first 24 years.  Look at me and you’ll understand why I wish someone had taught me at 10 what I’d learned at 24.  I missed 14 years of my life.”
Very sympathetic to Twerp’s training.  Samantha decided that she’d take the step.  Marcie had done practically everything except to name the girl in the basement.  “There’s a price for seeing what’s in the basement,” she said.  “You spend the weekend as my slave.”
“I’d do that anyway,” said Marcie with a smile.  “You know that.”
“And you’ll be the example for the slave in training in the basement.”
“Sounds like fun.”  It was actually something she’d done for Samantha before, but with adult slaves in training.  
“I need to tell you what’s going on then,” said Samantha, taking Marcie’s words as acceptance of the terms.  “But first, I need to talk to Courtney.”
It was time to get Courtney back on track training Twerp as they’d planned.  Marcie would no longer be an impediment to the training.  
Courtney was dismally pondering a lost day of fun with her slave.  Yesterday had been a loss because of Twerp’s illness.  Now another day lost… it just wasn’t fair.  She doubted they’d actually go to the park ‘cuz they didn’t often leave Twerp alone.  
Samantha found Courtney still sulking in her room.  “Back on track, baby,” she said.  “Change into your leathers and go give Twerp some attention as planned.  Only difference is since I won’t be there, put her on the Y rack.  You’ve seen how that works once, so go ahead and use it.”
“Kewl, is Marcie going soon?”  Courtney pulled her T-shirt and shorts off.  
“So to speak,” said Samantha cryptically.  Marcie, the person, would be replaced by Butterfly, the slave.  She quickly explained the deal she’d just made with Marcie, preparing Courtney for the arrival of Butterfly into the basement.  “Just don’t tell Twerp.  She’s not going to like it and I want her tied securely to the Y rack when she finds out.”
“Awesome,” said Courtney.  “She is going to turn soooo red.  I can’t wait.”
“Finish changing and go get Twerp ready.  It’ll be at last half an hour.  Oh, and Courtney?  Two slaves and two mistresses can be confusing.  Use names, not titles like slave, mistress, and mom.  I’m Samantha until Butterfly leaves.”
“Kewl,” said Courtney again.  That made her feel so grown up.  
Pouring another cup of coffee for them both, Samantha started, “Here’s the story of another girl.”  She wanted to make sure that Marcie understood why Sasha was being trained, being given the discipline that she needed… that Marcie hadn’t had.  She talked about the problems at home, the willful behavior during the summer, the deceit about finding and exploring the basement, and finally about Sasha’s incredible desire to be a slave.  She also told Marcie just how well Courtney had slipped into the role of Mistress.  
“Just like her mom,” said Marcie. 
Sasha knew she’d lost track of time before.  There were no clocks anywhere in the basement… on purpose.  There was no way to tell how long she’d spent in her cage or tied to the punishment horse or any of a number of activities that a slave was required to perform.  Heck, she wasn’t even sure what day of the week it was.
But this time it was different.  Her mistress had said she’d be back in five minutes.  She may not know exactly how much time had passed, but it was way more than five minutes.  And there was nothing a slave could do about it.  Except worry.  Locked in a cage in a soundproof room in a soundproof, secret basement.  Naked.  That alone made her body tingle.  A slave who only got out at the whim of her Mistress.  
Worry or daydream.  Worry and daydream.  What if something had happened?  A buyer had arrived unexpectedly and made them an offer. She was being sold right now.  A faceless stranger was taking her away.  She shifted in her cage, aware of how her thoughts only made her more excited.  
Yet, reality was more exciting than any daydream.  She’d been helplessly bound and stripped.  Never to see clothes again.  She’d been whipped, spanked, and tickled without mercy.  She’d polished boots with a gag, massaged her Mistress, washed her Mistress, and cleaned her room.  She had actually been hogtied.  She’d licked her Mistress pussy.  Wriggling in her cage, she teased herself with memories of pain and pleasure, give and take.  
Sasha jumped when she heard the boots of her Mistress.  She hated that the door opened without a sound and then suddenly she wasn’t alone anymore.  
When the cage opened in the rear, she crawled out backwards.  Halfway out, she saw the wet spot she’d left behind and blushed.  Her Mistress wouldn’t miss it either.  
“Stand,” said Courtney.  She bent low, making sure that Twerp saw her notice the wet spot, but said nothing.  She just looked up at her slave’s downcast eyes and smiled.  “Follow,” she said as she rose and walked out of the room.  She walked right up to the Y rack.  “Up,” she said, patting the center of the rack.  
Twerp let out a soft whimper as she got up on the rack.  The last time had been embarrassing, but exciting.  The absolute vulnerability of the position was frightening with options that ranged from pleasurable to painful, all exciting.  All embarrassing.  
Reluctantly she let Courtney’s firm pressure guide her to her back.  She blinked, big green pools of trust looking up at her Mistress.  It was so much that she trusted her Mistress as it was that she had to trust.  There was no other option.  Without instruction, she put her hands over her head, stretching herself out.  
“Oooo,” said Courtney, looking at Twerp’s puckered nipples.  Her slave was learning to accept her role, but it was still exciting for both of them.  More exciting for Courtney.  To have the power to command was one thing, but to have her slave anticipate her commands and obey without a word was even better.  She fastened chains to Twerp’s wrist cuffs.  
When she stepped to the junction of the Y to restrain Twerp’s ankles, she again felt the tingle of power as Twerp spread her legs, positioning them ready for her bondage.  
Click, she snapped a chain on one ankle and then click, Twerp was trapped in position.  Twerp wriggled as much as she could wriggle stretched as she was.  She liked the feel of her Mistress’ eyes on her.  And now every inch of her body was exposed and available to her hands, her eyes, and her implements of pain and pleasure.  
Going to the head of the rack, Courtney slowly turned the wheel as she’d been shown.  Click.  Click.  Click.  Twerp whimpered again as her muscles were stretched.  It wasn’t uncomfortable.  She could lay there all day.  And if her Mistress wanted, she would lay there all day.   It was simply confining, the way she liked to be confined.  She mewled, the uncertainty sending tingles through her body.  
Courtney went to fetch what she planned to use on her slave.  It had worked so well in the past that she used the same approach, getting one implement at a time.  Making sure that Twerp saw what was on the menu for the day.  She brought over the 3-inch penis gag and held it out.  “I love the way you whine, whimper, and scream. I want to hear my slave’s sounds without a gag today,” she said.  “But if a slave speaks, this will be ready.”
Then she unhooked the riding crop from the chain around her waist, showed it to Twerp, and laid it on the table.  It was one of her favorites because of its pin point accuracy, the sound, and the reaction it got.  Next, she got the flogger, capable of both gentle and rough treatment.  And last, she picked up the hairbrush paddle.  
Twerp jerked and whined at the sight of the paddle.  Her bottom was not available for spanking and the thought of that being used on her anywhere else was scary.  Whimpering, she tugged at the chains that held her down, making them jingle softly.  
The Mistress felt her own pussy tingle and dampen just from Twerp’s reaction.  It was exciting that she could scare Twerp… not drive her into unreasoned panic, but just remind her that she had no control whatsoever.  
It went without saying, but she said it anyway.  “I’m going to make you squirm.”  She said it because it sent a renewed bout of tingles racing through her body to see Twerp already squirm at the thought of squirming.  
“My slave is beautiful like this,” she said as she circled Twerp.  She watched Twerp’s reaction, green eyes following her as she circled.  Twerp’s breathing increased just from anticipation.  Courtney wondered if she kept circling and circling if Twerp might hyperventilate or would her breathing plateau at some point.  She didn’t want to take the time to find out.  
Done teasing Twerp with inaction, Courtney stepped up beside Twerp, even with her nascent breasts.  She reached out slowly as she had just before she grabbed Twerp’s nipples, but this time she touched softly.  Running her fingers around the base of Twerp’s boobs.  It brought a gasp and a shudder from Twerp.  
The only thing that Twerp had that Courtney didn’t was fascinating to the younger girl.  Cupping them, she felt their firmness and grinned as Twerp blushed a soft shade of pink.  It had been ages, it seemed, since she’d first shyly touched them.  They were becoming more familiar, but still held her in awe.  Little pink tongue darted out to lick her lips as she planned her next move.  
She reminded herself that Twerp belonged to her.  She could do anything.  Then she leaned forward, and kissed the very tip of Twerp’s left breast.  The nipple puckered and quivered, hardening quickly at the touch of her lips.  The rosy blush turned scarlet.  A mournful mewl escaped from Twerp, disappointed that the touch had been so brief.  
“Ooooo,” said Courtney, not surprised at Twerp’s reaction, but excited by it.  That had felt incredible.  To both of them.  She felt tingles in her own nipples as she kissed the hard nipple again, longer and then sucked on it.  
“Gaaahhhh,” gasped Twerp as her nipple rose up into Courtney’s mouth, between those little lips.  She bucked, thrusting her chest higher.  More.  Again.  Please.  
Gray eyes locked on green eyes, each feeding each other’s desire.  Courtney’s tongue ran out and around Twerp’s nipple.  Again a gasp from Twerp and again her chest begged for more.  This time she got what she wanted.  In fact, Courtney had never stopped this time.  Her tongue circled the soft base of the nipple and licked at the hard point in the center.  Her hand cupped the top of Twerp’s breast.  Then she suckled on it again, taking advantage of Twerp’s offer.  
Reluctantly she straightened and ran her fingers over Twerp’s breast as she stepped away.  Only to move to the other side and begin all over again.  This time even as she reached with dainty fingers to touch Twerp’s eager breast, she heard the gasp of pleasure and saw the offer of the rising chest.  Touch me.  Please.  If anything the second breast was more responsive, bringing louder gasps and mewls of pleasure from her captive.  
Courtney went to the table and picked up the riding crop.  She used the tip end to caress Twerp’s left nipple.  And watched Twerp’s reaction.  As the crop rose up, Twerp’s chest rose to follow.  When the crop rose higher, her eyes followed it, begging for its return.  Though she knew the crop would pop across her helpless nipple, she still craved the touch.  Pop.  
Twerp hissed as the crop fell on her nipple.  She looked at her Mistress.  Again?  It wasn’t a question, asking whether it was going to happen again.  It was a request.  Please.  Courtney obliged her with a second pop squarely on her erect nipple and then moved to the other side.  But this time, Courtney stopped after one pop and stepped away.  The whine that rose from Twerp was a plea for more.  
Courtney paused and turned back.  “Would my slave like another?”  The crop was poised and ready.  There was no doubt what ‘another’ meant.  
Twerp froze.  She badly wanted another and another and another.  But did she want it bad enough to ask for it?  She looked down at her engorged nipple and then back at her Mistress.  She blushed as she slowly nodded her head.  Pop.  Her whole body wriggled with pleasure.  That last pop felt like a bolt of electricity shooting from her nipple through her body.  
Courtney set down the crop and picked up the flogger.  She started by dragging it slowly and softly across Twerp’s chest, tummy, and pussy.  
Samantha and Marcie entered the sitting room/coat room just outside the main room where Courtney and Twerp were playing.  Samantha reached into a cabinet and picked up a collar that was perfectly sized for Marcie.  She held it out as Marcie stretched her neck, offering it to her Mistress.  The collar was the symbol of the change, transforming Marcie into Butterfly.  
The slave’s name was her second given slave name.  Her first Mistress had named her Loser, finding the beautiful woman at the low point of her life.  She’d seen the potential and taken the time to train Loser, give her the discipline she needed to succeed.  It had only seemed natural that the metamorphosis that the slave went through had turned her into a butterfly.  
Click!
“Strip, Butterfly,” said Samantha.  Butterfly neither dawdled nor rushed.  Each piece of clothing came off gracefully as if choreographed.  
Naked, Butterfly knelt in perfect Nadu.  At 180 pounds, Butterfly did not look overweight.  Muscle weighs more than fat and Butterfly was a compact, well muscled woman.  She was neither slender nor fat.  Her breasts were the size of grapefruits with nipples three inches across.  Her body was bronze, with no tan lines.  Just how Courtney wanted her slave to look soon.  There was no hair below her neck.  Her mistress handed her a scrunchie and she pulled her long blond hair into a ponytail.  
Samantha turned to the door.  Butterfly rose soundlessly, eyes downcast, arms crossed behind her.  
It was Samantha that took a deep nervous breath for the both of them and then punched in the code and pushed open the last door separating them from Twerp.  As she stepped through, she saw Courtney’s body blocking Twerp’s view of the door.  Just as well, that would give them time to get in before Twerp saw the new arrival.  
Courtney dragged the flogger across Twerp’s chest.  Hearing footsteps, she turned and watched her Mom stride into the room.  Wow!  Her Mom was wearing black leather, too.  A black leather corset that slimmed her already slender waist even more.  It was high enough to cover her nipples and low enough to cover her navel.  Like Courtney, she wore a short, black leather skirt and knee high boots.  With heels that made Courtney stare.  Four inches of heel that made her Mom look even taller, more slender, and more beautiful than ever.  
Behind her came Butterfly, taller than Courtney or Twerp, but ever so much shorter than her Mom.  Courtney was speechless at the sight of the naked woman following her Mom so obediently.  She’d been prepared for this moment, but how could she be prepared for the sight of her first fully trained slave?  She thought Marcie a big woman, but such grace.  The way she walked and how proudly she pushed out her chest.  Courtney swallowed hard at the sight of the slave’s full breasts. 
Twerp saw something catch her Mistress’ attention.  She figured it was simply the head Mistress coming in, but then wow was her reaction as well when she saw her Aunt looking like a Mistress for the first time ever.  Not that the head Mistress needed to wear anything more than a scowl to look like a Mistress.  
And there was more.  Another figure.  Twerp jerked against the chains and straps that held her down.  Somebody else was in the room!  She was naked.  Tied.  ‘Holy cow, my legs are wide open.  My boobs are excited.’  “No way!” she blurted.  
Like a blast of cold water running through her veins, the tingles, the jolts, the gasps and mewls vanished in an instant.  The cold, cruel knife of betrayal cut through her.  
Then the woman simply disappeared.  
As her Mistress stopped, Butterfly knelt.  Kneeling barely described what the experienced slave did.  She folded.  She melted.  With a grace that belied her size, yet reflected her absolute control.  The motion was so fluid that Courtney had to lean and look over the edge of the rack to make sure she hadn’t imagined it.  For Twerp, the woman just disappeared.
But, there had been someone there.  A strange face.  Naked or at least topless since that was all Twerp could see.  She struggled against the chains, making them rattle louder than ever before.  Her eyes were frightened, and she was scarlet from head to toe.    
“Hush, Twerp,” said Courtney, putting a hand across Twerp’s mouth.  Leaving the hand there, she turned and picked up the gag she had at the ready.  She’d expected Twerp’s surprised outburst, but that was still no excuse for an outburst.  She held the gag in front of Twerp’s face, caressing her hair with her free hand.  Saying nothing, she simply coaxed the fear from her slave’s eyes.  Patience.  The tense body relaxed.  The struggling ceased.  It was a full 30 seconds that she just stroked her slave’s soft auburn hair.  
Sasha heard the two soft spoken words and said no more.  She felt betrayed.  Tied and helpless and now exposed to a stranger.  It was reminiscent of the first day.  The first moment that Courtney had pulled the strings of her scanty bikini and let it flutter to the floor.  Embarrassed and outraged.  
Her mistress held the gag in front of her face and she added shame to her feelings.  She’d spoken!  No matter that it had been provoked.  No matter that she would do it again.  She’d disappointed her mistress.  She fought contradictory feelings, letting the calm eyes and gentle hand of her mistress soundlessly speak reason to her mind and body.  
‘You are just a slave,’ she reminded herself.  Mistress had spoken of an audience.  Today she had an extra audience of one.  It didn’t seem right.  Yet, calm gray eyes soothed that feeling of betrayal and warmed her ice water veins again.  
‘What’s the big deal, Twerp?’  The eyes silently, softly chided her.  Reminded her that she was mere property.  Reminded her that just moments ago she’d trusted her Mistress.  And drew that trust back out.  
Twerp felt her body relax and her mind accept the inevitable.  She opened her mouth wide and let the gag slide between her lips.  Her mistress fastened the strap behind her head.  Twerp even raised her head to help.  She wanted to suck on the gag, like a child might suck on a pacifier.  But not with a stranger in the room.  She couldn’t bring herself to do that.  
As the gag was seated and secured, Courtney looked back down into the green pools of trust.  Soft sigh.  “Twerp, a slave has forgotten everything a slave should know.”  
Disappointment in gray eyes was met with shame in green eyes.  “A slave spoke without permission.  A slave acts as if a slave’s feelings matter.  A slave should know that there is but another piece of property in the room… the slave of the Head Mistress, no one at all.”
Twerp shuddered as she heard the obvious.  It had not been so obvious moment ago when she was filled with shock.  Now, the list of transgressions was long and getting longer.  She felt terrible.  
“The slave of the Head Mistress would not know you are here at all, save for the noises you made when she entered.”  Courtney counted to five as she let Twerp consider that, then explained.  “A slave’s eyes are downcast when she walks.  A slave kneels when she stops.  How could the Head Mistress’ slave have even seen you?  All that one has done is heard you.”
Courtney ran her eyes down to Twerp’s toes and back up, slowly back up.  Lingering on the junction of her legs and the soft swell of her nascent breasts.  Then back to her face.  “Most of all, my slave has forgotten to be proud of her beauty.  If I brought a hundred people to gaze on you, then the fire in your body should consume you.  
Twerp remembered the words the Head Mistress had spoken on that very first day.  Besides, little slave, you and I both know you want this.  Being tied up.  Being helpless.  Having no choice, being made to do things.  You want all of that.  And more.  Even the things you don’t have any idea that exist.  Yet .  You can’t get this, any of this, out of your mind.  You think about it all day, dream about it all night, don’t you. 
They knew her so very well.  She’d dreamed of being on display, never really expecting it to happen.  She blushed again, but this time it was from the return of the tingles.  Her nipples puckered.  She was slick between her legs and the renewed tingles there told her that she’d soon be even wetter.  A soft whimper.  
Courtney looked at her mom and nodded.
Samantha had watched her daughter calm her slave and take control with awe.  None of this had been planned.  Yet, Courtney acted as if she had been coached by an expert, was an expert herself.  So much had been said with so few words.  She’d never raised her voice or made a threat.  Yet, Twerp’s surrender was obvious.  Surrender to the power of Courtney’s will.  Then came the nod.  ‘You may proceed.’
Butterfly could be nothing but a slave while she was in this mode.  She could switch between dom and sub, but when she made the switch to sub, she was 100% sub.  There was no appraisal of Courtney from the point of view of a mistress, admiring her talent as an equal.  Only the slave, Butterfly, appraised the other mistress.  The voice was young and high, fluting yet commanding.  There was an incongruity in this mistress.  Butterfly had never been in the presence of a mistress so young, but she had been in the presence of many a mistress less suited to be a mistress than this young one.   
“Stand,” said Samantha.  
This time Courtney watched with interest as the well trained slave rose from kneeling to standing.  Her body was straight.  There was no wasted motion.  It was as if a string was tied to the top of her head and that string just pulled her to her feet.  
“Come and see what’s in my basement, Butterfly,” said Samantha, guiding her slave around the rack to stand opposite Courtney.  
Sasha squirmed under the scrutiny of three sets of eyes.  Chains rattled softly.  Her body turned a lovely shade of pink.  
‘Oh, yeah,’ thought Courtney as she watched Twerp’s body react to her exposure.  It gave her a thrill to see her slave wriggle, color, and pucker in embarrassment.  Without even thinking, she pressed her thighs together, squeezing the tingle to a higher plane.  
For a few moments, Sasha struggled with her feelings.  It was clearly exciting to have this strange woman, property or not, staring at her.  It was such a fantasy come true that she could scarcely believe it.  Like Courtney could see inside her mind and create the perfect situation.  Naked.  Tied.  Helpless.  How many times had she imagined this in the days of exploration in the basement and in her bed?  With faceless strangers ogling her.  Now one of the strangers had a face.  It took several seconds to control her breathing as it seemed to take a life of its own.  
Only then did Sasha think to take her own opportunity to see what was new in the basement.  Her eyes fell to the other slave’s full breasts and big nipples.  She’d never seen boobs like this, up close.  Butterfly had no worries about her nudity, no modesty.  In fact, she stood with her hands behind her back.  Wrists crossed, Twerp knew that even though she couldn’t see.  Her chest was thrust out, looking like she was offering her boobs to Courtney.  But Butterfly’s eyes were on Sasha’s body. 
Butterfly was prepared to find a preteen girl in the basement.  She’d guessed it.  Her mistress had told her the story of how this new slave had offered herself up for training.  But, she wasn’t fully prepared for the sight of a naked, tied 11-year-old beauty like Sasha.  Her legs felt weak and an ache filled her stomach as she gazed upon the flawless skin, the sleek hips, and the small breasts of youth.  The girl would be so sexy wearing a bathing suit.  More if she was in scanty lingerie.  More if she was naked.  But naked, tied, and so very, very helpless.  It was almost too much to believe.  
It was clear to the experienced slave that the two of them would eventually touch, caress, kiss, and cum.  She knew her mistress well enough to know that two slaves in one room would lead to that.  Her mistress was aroused by the sight of two slaves making love.  It made her shiver to think that she’d touch this young body and feel it shudder in pleasure.  It made it doubly exciting because she knew Sasha had no idea what was going to happen.  
Tearing her eyes from Twerp’s body, Butterfly gazed serenely at the face of her Mistress.  
“Speak, Butterfly,” said Samantha.  
Both Twerp and Courtney noted the familiarity mistress and slave shared.  A look from Butterfly told Samantha that she wished to speak.  Between Twerp and Courtney, the interaction was more tentative.  
“May this one touch that one?”
“You have my permission,” said Samantha.  
Courtney expected Butterfly’s hands to reach out for Twerp, but instead, Butterfly’s face turned to Courtney.  ‘Oh, it’s my slave,’ she remembered.  She’d need my permission as well.  There was no doubt that she wanted to see Butterfly touch Twerp.  She could only guess how Twerp would react.  
Instinctively she looked at Twerp’s face.  She didn’t need Twerp’s approval, but she just wondered what Twerp thought of that idea.  Twerp’s eyes were pleading.  ‘Please?’  An ever so slight nod of her head.  
Courtney leaned over and whispered in Twerp’s ear.  “My slave is such a naughty girl.”
“Haaahhhh,” gasped Twerp, an explosive breath escaping from around the tight gag.  Her body twitched and jerked.  Her nipples hardened.  She thrust her chest up.  
“You have my permission,” said Courtney.  
Butterfly rested her fingers gently on Twerp’s tummy.  That touch alone brought a whimper and a jerk from Twerp.  The fingers made light circles on the light tan skin.  Touches that Twerp at first tried to magnify by rising up, but soon found that soft and gentle was nicer by far.  Despite the tales of her Mistress, Butterfly was surprised at the responsiveness of the girl.  She adored the mewls and whines that came from Twerp, seeking more.  
Skilled at arousing a woman, Butterfly used the same techniques, slowly caressing, slowly expanding.  She avoided the most sensitive parts of Twerp’s body, much to Twerp’s frustration.  Over the span of several minutes, the woman ran her fingers over Twerp’s face, chest, stomach, thighs, calves, feet, and arms.  Never once did she touch a nipple or a pussy, but seemed as if she had.  Wriggles.  Squirms.  Whines of frustration that might easily be mistaken for sounds of pleasure.  
Even as Butterfly was caressing Twerp’s feet, Courtney noticed her slave’s nipples erect and excited.  There was no need to even look between Twerp’s legs to see if she was wet.  The musky smell filled the room.  
Twerp went from demanding, wanting, and needing to wet noodle limp.  Her tense body had yearned for more touches, thrusting up to meet the talented fingers.  But that wasn’t right.  The fingers needed her to lie still so they could determine the pressure and location of each touch.  As she learned that, Twerp gradually ceased her movement.  Her mind was drifting in an incredibly peaceful place.  The fire in her body was a slow burn that could be stoked forever.  
Floating, drifting, boneless.  Unaware if she was awake or dreaming.  Angelic smile.
She wanted to learn this.  Do this for Butterfly just as it was being done for her.  Yet, even more, she wanted to touch Courtney this way.  It was completely new.  For all she knew, she may have been the first person ever to be touched like this.  Ever to feel this way.  Sensual, barely sexual.  Somewhere between a massage and sex.  
And then the hands were gone.  At first she wasn’t aware of it.  As if her body remembered so well that it was able to imagine the fingers still there.  Slowly she rose from that feeling of bliss.  There was, surprisingly, no sense of loss.  Of missing that wonderful touch.  It was simply over.  
Where at first she’d thought an orgasm was the eventual end of Butterfly’s skilled hands, now it was plain that the end had been reached as a river reaches the ocean.  There was no climax.  
When she opened her eyes, Twerp looked up at the face of her Mistress, detecting interest and wonder.  She focused her eyes serenely on her Mistress.
Courtney saw the look in Twerp’s eyes.  She’d always asked now if a slave wanted to speak, but she’d seen how her Mom had known when her slave wanted to speak.  “Speak,” she said to Twerp.
“This one wants to know how to do that,” said Twerp, her voice still dreamy from the experience.  
‘You bet,’ thought Courtney. ‘I want you to know how to do that.’  She turned to her Mom.  “Samantha, will you and your slave help me train my slave?”  She knew the answer would be yes.  That was one of the few things her Mom had mentioned earlier this morning.  That they’d use her slave as an example for Twerp.  
“Of course, Courtney,” said Samantha.  
The brief exchange wasn’t missed by Sasha.  So, now it was Samantha and Courtney, not Mom anymore.  The two mistresses spoke as equals and her training was entering a new stage.
Samantha knew just what she wanted Twerp to get from the exchange.  “While you get Twerp unchained, shall we discuss what she will learn?”
“I’d appreciate your advice, Samantha,” said Courtney.  Click, click, click, the rack relaxed it’s hold on Twerp.  
“I’d suggest we start simple.  More than anything, Butterfly can teach Twerp the correct posture and carriage of a slave.  You’d like Twerp to move like Butterfly, wouldn’t you?”
“Yes, absolutely,” said Courtney.  She loosened and removed the straps holding Twerp to the rack.  “Butterfly moves so gracefully.”
There was also the fact that just by observing Butterfly, Twerp would gain an appreciation for her role as slave.  Butterfly obviously was comfortable with her role, never questioning the authority of her Mistress.  She knew the proper behavior of a slave in any situation.  
“After that, Twerp can learn how to use her hands like Butterfly,” said Samantha.  “That is no small task, so then it should be time for lunch.  Twerp can assist Butterfly in the preparation of lunch.”  She smiled at her student.  “After lunch, I suggest some playtime.  Some new toys were delivered this morning.  I would like to show you how some of them work.”
Courtney nodded.  There was so much to do and she didn’t know how long Butterfly would be staying.  Work and then play sounded exciting.  She unclipped Twerp’s ankles and moved to the upper end of the rack.  “Then dinner and we store our slaves?” she asked, trying to guess how the day would end.  
“You store Twerp,” said Samantha.  “Butterfly has earned the right to… share my bed.”  Samantha found herself cornered into that admission and blushed as she said it.  She slipped past the embarrassment by adding, “A bed, perhaps your bed, is a reward that Twerp may earn for herself someday.”
Courtney’s hands stopped on the chains at Twerp’s wrists.  That idea really, really made her tummy feel funny.  In a good kind of way.  For several seconds she was lost in thought.  What would it be like to have Twerp in bed with her?  And did it actually imply what she thought it implied.  She was pretty sure it did and blushed.  She’d like that.  And wished that Twerp would earn that right soon.  
The young mistress could scarcely bring herself to look up at Twerp’s face, feeling the hot blush on her own face.  She saw Twerp looking back at her, a matching blush gracing her as the two shared a shy glance.  Courtney quickly got her hands moving again and unchained Twerp’s wrists.  “Get down, Twerp,” she said.  
Twerp slid off the rack and knelt as soon as her feet hit the ground.  Samantha cocked an eyebrow at Twerp and looked at Courtney.  When Courtney looked back in confusion, Samantha made a motion with her fingers, reminding Courtney that Twerp should not be in Nadu.  
“Tower,” said Courtney.  “A slave is reminded that Nadu is for me and me alone.  Or if I instruct you to be in Nadu for someone else.”
Twerp snapped her knees together in embarrassment.  She’d been wide open when she hadn’t needed to be so.  
Then at another hint from her Mom, Courtney removed Twerp’s gag.  “That’s a good idea, Courtney,” said Samantha, giving her daughter credit for the thought. “I think the slave’s should both be able to speak for this lesson.  Butterfly, you may speak to Twerp to guide her on how to move.”
She looked at Courtney.  “May I instruct your slave?”
“Yes, Samantha.”
“Stand, Twerp.  You have five things you may say when you are being instructed.  The same five things a slave was allowed when cooking and cleaning.  A slave may use those same five phrases.  But, you need not begin and end each sentence with Ma’am when you are addressing another slave.  If you like, you may call my slave by her name.”
Looking to her slave, Samantha said, “Butterfly, please begin by showing Twerp how a slave walks.”
‘I know how to walk,’ thought Sasha.  
But then she watched as Butterfly rose from Tower and flowed across the room.  Her steps were smooth and graceful.  Her upper body hardly bobbled.  Her head was erect, back straight, posture perfect.  She walked away, turned 90 degrees and walked in profile, turned 180 degrees and walked back in profile, and then turned and walked toward them.  Her hands, crossed at mid back did not seem to be awkwardly placed, but rather as if they belonged where they were and always had.  
As she returned, Butterfly said, “Twerp, let’s begin by standing.  Just standing.”
‘I am standing.’
She felt Butterfly’s hands on her again, but firmly pressing her into position.  A single finger under her chin pulled her head up and straightened her back.  “Heels stay on the floor,” said Butterfly as Twerp started to rise up on her toes.  Still there was pressure in the soft spot under her chin. Twerp found she could coax a bit more stretch and stand even taller and straighter.  
A gentle touch to her bottom and it moved forward half an inch, stopped by the other hand on her front pelvis. The hands rose up her body and pushed on her back.  She pressed her chest out until her breast touched Butterfly’s other hand. “Feel this position,” said Butterfly.  “This is your posture.  This posture is how a slave shows her pride.”  
Butterfly stepped behind Twerp and placed her index finger in the V formed by her crossed wrists so that her finger would support Twerp’s hands.  “Relax your arms.  For a moment, rest your wrists on my finger.  Relax your muscles.  Let your arms fall naturally.  This is where your hands belong.  We’ll hold this for 10 seconds.  Just feel the position.  Remember the angle of your arms and the placement of your hands.”  She paused to let the 10 seconds expire.  
“Now, I will remove my finger.  Your arms should not move.  But, they should only be as tense as needed to hold them in position.  You want the illusion of being totally relaxed, yet in control.”
“Yes, Butterfly,” said Twerp.  
“Do not move,” said Butterfly.  She circled the young slave, seeing nothing but the position of her body.  She slowly counted to 100.  At 45 she put her finger under Twerp’s chin and brought her back to fully stretched… again.  At 60 she pushed Twerp’s bottom forward half an inch.  At 80, she ran her hands down Twerp’s arms.  “Relax them,” she said.  
“Not bad,” Butterfly finally said as she reached 100.  “You look like you have some pride.”
“Yes, Butterfly,” said Twerp.
“Now when you walk, nothing above the waist moves.  Imagine a movie camera recording you from the waist up.  It should look like you are gliding as if perhaps on a skateboard.  Moving is no excuse for poor posture.  Pick up your feet and set them down with a purpose.  Do not shuffle.  Observe.”  
Gracefully, Butterfly walked away.  Turned and stopped.  “Walk to me.”  
Twerp walked, careful to stay rigid from the waist up.  It wasn’t so hard.  
“Good start,” said Butterfly.  “Walk 8 paces.”  She pointed along the same path she’d traced for her demonstration.  Twerp walked away.  “Shoulders forward a bit.”  Twerp stopped.  
“Turn to me.”  Twerp turned 180 degrees.  She faced Butterfly to see the other slave kneeling, facing her Mistress.  
“Speak, Butterfly,” said Samantha.  
“This slave would suggest ballet lessons for Twerp,” said Butterfly.  “She is not clumsy, but her body lacks the muscle control for grace.”
‘Say what?  Ballet?  I hate ballet.  That’s for sissies.  And there ain’t no ballet teacher in the basement.’
“Thank you, Butterfly,” said Courtney.  “I will consider that.”
Sasha cast a quick glare at her Mistress.  She wasn’t too keen on ballet, but then it also gave the glimmer of hope that she might one day again see the outside of the basement.  She about jumped out of her skin as Butterfly closed her distance of 8 paces in 5 of her own.  The other slave’s face was inches from hers and it wasn’t friendly anymore.  
It was a low whisper that neither Samantha nor Courtney could hear.  “I am proud to be a slave,” hissed Butterfly.  “When you disfigure your face so, it insults me, my Mistress, and your Mistress.  Next time I will ask our Mistresses for permission to punish a slave.” Twerp blanched white as sheet, her freckles glowing on her face.  Butterfly almost turned away and then added, still low and menacing.  “And your Mistress will never punish you as I will.”  
Twerp peed herself on the spot.  Scarlet from head to toe, tears came to her eyes from the sheer embarrassment of losing control.  
Courtney jumped, almost ready to go to Twerp’s rescue.  She didn’t know what had been said, but it had been ding dang awful to make Twerp do that.  Samantha caught her arm and shook her head.  
It was Butterfly who had the look of horror on her face as she first felt the warm liquid spattering on her feet and then looked at what was happening. “Do not move,” she said gently.  She waited until Twerp was no longer peeing.  Without a word to the young slave, she walked purposefully to the two Mistresses and knelt, her eyes on Courtney.  
“Speak,” said Courtney.  
“This slave will clean up the mess and begs you not to punish your slave.  This slave will accept the punishment strap for her.”  She cast her eyes down to Courtney’s feet.  
‘Huh?’  The same thought came to Twerp and Courtney.  Courtney looked to her Mom.  Both slaves had their eyes down, so neither saw the look.  Samantha nodded.  
“Twerp, go to the toilet,” said Courtney.  “Finish what you started and clean yourself.”  She almost stepped away, expecting Butterfly to follow, but froze before her feet actually move.  “Samantha, may I punish your slave?”
“Yes, Courtney,” said Samantha. 
‘How many?’  Courtney mouthed.  
Samantha held up three fingers.  Courtney’s eyes were wide with surprise.  That was gonna hurt.
Courtney stepped to the side.  “Clean up and be ready for punishment when I return.”  She went to get the strap.  She made sure she gave Butterfly time to clean the pee and be in position.  
When Courtney returned with the strap, Butterfly was in the extended position for punishment.  Twerp was kneeling four feet to Butterfly’s right and facing her fellow slave.  Samantha stood behind Twerp.  Courtney took her position to Butterfly’s left and glanced at her Mom.  Her Mom pantomimed a swat, indicating it should be just as hard as Courtney could deliver.  
Unlike Twerp’s first and only strapping, Butterfly was calmly awaiting her punishment.  And also unlike Twerp’s strapping, Courtney had no doubt that she not only could strap Butterfly, but that she would enjoy it.  She pulled back, her tummy felt that familiar ache just from the wind up.  She took careful aim and swung as hard as she could.  
*CRACK*
The sound was every bit as frightening as Courtney remembered it, soaked up by the walls, but made no less by them.  Her tummy felt a surge of power as the exposed bottom in front of her suddenly grew a vivid red stripe.  It had looked ominous on Twerp’s pale white bottom and was every bit as ominous on the tan of Butterfly.  But, Butterfly didn’t move and didn’t make a sound.  
Instead, Twerp sobbed.  A deep and mournful sob.  Tears welled up in her eyes.  It was her fault.  She’d peed and now Butterfly was being strapped for it.  
Surprised that Butterfly was still in position, Courtney prepared for the next stroke.  Her body tingled from the feeling of power.  This was not Twerp’s little bottom.  This was Butterfly’s much more sizeable bottom and the stripe still looked awesome.  She looked over at her Mom who was holding up fingers.  It looked like she had started with all ten fingers raised and now only four remained.  She lowered the fingers one by one and when there were no fingers left, she nodded to Courtney.  
Aiming an inch higher, Courtney swung again.  The breath rushed giddily out of her as she followed through.
*CRACK*  
The sound exploded through the room.  Twerp jumped and sobbed louder.  Butterfly was implacable.  Courtney looked quickly at her Mom and saw ten fingers in the air.  She nodded.  
Courtney turned her attention to Butterfly’s bottom.  She’d placed the second one right where she wanted.  It made the single red stripe look wider.  She trembled with the feeling of control.  She closed her eyes and let that powerful feeling fill her.  It was actually disappointing that Butterfly had no reaction.  
At the end of the ten count, Courtney raised the strap and brought it down again, an inch higher than the second.  
*CRACK*
Again, Twerp jumped and sobbed.  Hot tears had burned streaks down her cheeks.  Courtney noticed that Butterfly relaxed just a tad.  
‘Huh?’  The slight relaxation was an unmistakable message that Courtney didn’t miss.  ‘How did she know it was going to be three swats?’  She doubted that Mom had told her slave while she was out of the room.  Was there just a standard punishment for peeing on the floor?  So standard that Butterfly knew when it was over.  
“Stand,” said Courtney.  
Butterfly stood just as gracefully as ever.  
“Butterfly?” said Samantha, nodding toward Twerp.  She crooked a finger to Courtney.  While Butterfly consoled Twerp, Samantha spoke to Courtney.
“Butterfly has been an example for other slaves in my training,” said Samantha.  “This is a most effective example.”
“This is planned?” asked Courtney.
“Not the peeing part,” said Samantha.  “But Butterfly was bound to coerce some major error from Twerp and take the blame.  We’ll discuss later.”  She nodded toward the two slaves.  Watch.
“Stand, little one,” said Butterfly.  Twerp rose and fell into Butterfly’s arms.  “Punishment was due and it was not your fault.  It was mine.  Do not fret.  I deserved it.”
“Th-th-three,” sobbed Twerp.  “I couldn’t have stood three.”
“You will when your Mistress decides on three,” said Butterfly.  “I’ve received five before.”
“H-h-how do you hold still?”
“Why move?”
For a moment there was silence.  Then Butterfly spoke more softly, just for Twerp, “Do not confuse my acceptance of punishment as a promise of leniency should I need to punish you.”
And Twerp understood that if Butterfly could withstand three blows from the strap without a sound or movement, then she would expect no less of her.  It also reminded the young slave that she was the root cause of Butterfly’s strapping.  It had been her angry glare at her Mistress that had precipitated events. 
A dichotomy of impressions confused Twerp.  On one hand she had great respect and awe for the polished slave.  She was everything that Twerp aspired to.  Disciplined.  Graceful.  Proud.  Humble, yet powerful in her own way.  And she’d earned a place in her Mistress’ bed.  Yet, the other side of her frightened Twerp.  It was that same power and how thoroughly she accepted her role of slave.  So thoroughly that she would punish another slave for not accepting the role as willingly and perfectly.  As if it wasn’t bad enough to have two sets of eyes watching her, now there was a third set of eyes.  Eyes that she had trusted as a peer.  Eyes that would see her slightest infraction at her most unguarded moments.  
There could be no slight infractions or unguarded moments. 
Courtney clapped her hands together, a sharp report that sounded louder than she intended.  Twerp jumped and both slaves turned to face the Mistresses and knelt in Tower.  “Butterfly, please continue with Twerp’s lesson,” said Courtney.
For a few minutes, Butterfly worked with Twerp on graceful turns, getting the most out of Twerp’s inexperienced muscle control.  Then it was walking again.  Forty five minutes later, Butterfly was satisfied she’d wrung the most out of that exercise.  
Courtney would have considered the lesson over much earlier.  There was a distinct improvement in Twerp’s posture and grace very quickly.  But by watching Butterfly work with Twerp, she learned a level of detail that she hadn’t considered.  Every body part… hand, arm, foot, head, breast… had to be positioned just so.
Then the two started working on kneeling and rising, kneeling and rising.  “Think of someone holding you by the ears,” said Butterfly. “Your Mistress perhaps.  She lowers you by the ears and raises you by the ears.  Your head goes straight up and straight down.”  
Butterfly knelt, folding her legs under her in a fluid motion as her head and torso sank straight down.  Her chest, her chin, her arms and hands, everything above the waist remained as if welded in position.  “Use caution, Twerp,” advised Butterfly. “Note how by kneeling I shifted forward.  My whole body rotated around the tips of my toes.  Do not kneel into your Mistress.  Leave space.”
Twerp thought the move was impossible.  She’d always had an intermediate step and neither the Head Mistress nor Mistress had complained.  The intermediate step was to place a foot out as she bent to one knee and then collect the second knee under her.  But, Butterfly had made it look so easy.  
Butterfly had also made sure that Twerp’s first attempt was on thick carpet, not tile or wood.  As Twerp bent both knees to match Butterfly’s example, she lost balance and came down quickly, banging her knees on the carpet and falling forward, catching herself with her arms.  “Unnhhh,” grunted Twerp in pain.  She pushed herself up into a kneeling position, blushing.  So clumsy compared to the big woman next to her. 
“Stand,” said Butterfly, rising with Twerp.  She put her hands in Twerp’s armpits and said, “Let’s take it slowly.  You need to get the feel of the motion without falling.  Kneel.”  This time Twerp knelt, supported by Butterfly.  The more experienced slave gauged the amount of support she had to give Twerp.  They ran through it several more times, with Twerp feeling more graceful with each attempt.  There was the ever present support from Butterfly, however.
“This afternoon I will show you exercises for your legs to build up your strength.  It will be at least two months before you can do this on your own.  It the meantime, show me how you usually kneel.”  She watched Twerp fall to one knee and then go to both knees.  
“Room for improvement there,” said Butterfly, “but you have the idea.  Don’t think of it as two motions.  One knee, two knees.  Think of it as flowing from standing to two knees.  There is no pause in the middle.  Begin to tuck the second leg even before your first knee touches the floor.”  
Flowing in a continuous movement.  Twerp immediately saw the difference and quickly mastered the technique.  It felt good to prove herself to Butterfly and to her Mistress.  
“Now, show me Nadu,” said Butterfly.  “But first, think that Nadu begins at the top.  You are in Nadu the instant you begin to kneel.  Your first knee goes out wide and your other foot goes out wide, so that when you tuck that second knee, it is already aligned properly.”  She demonstrated the fluid movement into Nadu.  
Twerp had always made Nadu a three step process… the two steps of kneeling and then a third step of spreading.  The new suggestion was obvious and easy.  She wasn’t even aware that Butterfly had planned that the training would end on a success, leaving her feeling good about herself.  
It wasn’t just Twerp that was impressed with Butterfly.  Where Twerp was slender and supple, Butterfly was big and graceful.  She didn’t think the two attributes could go together, but Butterfly proved her wrong.  It was a joy to watch her move.  Courtney had a vision of what Twerp would be like someday.  Obedient and quick to respond.  Graceful and proud of herself.  Disciplined.  Oh yes, incredibly disciplined.  
Courtney noticed the patience that the woman had with Twerp.  ‘She really, really cares about how good a slave Twerp is,’ thought Courtney.  That much was obvious at the start.  But the why took her more time. She had to work through several thoughts.  For one thing, Butterfly didn’t know and shouldn’t care about Twerp.  This was a one day, one weekend arrangement and then Butterfly would flit away.  And she thought Butterfly should be so much above Twerp that she shouldn’t be so patient, so willing to teach.  
The image of Marcie drinking coffee with her Mom and that self same woman kneeling naked, following her Mistress’ commands so quickly was incongruous.  Yet it was that incongruity that gave Courtney the answer to the why.  The person that was Marcie enjoyed being the slave that was Butterfly so much that she could make the choice to put on a collar and obey.  Marcie was pleased and proud to be Butterfly.  Those feelings didn’t vanish when she became Butterfly.  Marcie was a free woman with choices.  Butterfly was her choice.  
Butterfly simply wanted to share her pride and joy of slavery.  It was just as important to her that another slave be well trained, comfortable in the role, proud, and happy as it was to the Mistress to have such a slave.  
Courtney reminded herself that Twerp was a natural.  All the signs pointed toward Twerp wanting to be a slave.  To her Butterfly was a vision of what Twerp would one day become.  
“Follow,” said Samantha, turning and walked into the bathroom.  Butterfly followed on her heels.  
“Twerp, follow Butterfly,” said Courtney.  She fell in behind the procession, watching Twerp’s new found elegant posture and grace.  
Samantha led them into the executive bathroom.  “Butterfly, you may use the facilities here to show Twerp how to use her hands as you do.”
Courtney added, “My slave has learned a lot this morning.  I like the way my slave walks.  There is much more to learn.  Pay attention and make me even more proud of you.”
As the two Mistresses left the slaves alone, Courtney said, “Thank you, Samantha, for letting Butterfly instruct Twerp.”
Alone with Butterfly, Sasha breathed a sigh of relief and relaxed.  Slouching to ease her muscles.  She looked at Butterfly and opened her mouth to speak.  
Butterfly’s eyes had no trace of amusement or relaxation.  She put a finger to her lips and then pointed up.  Sasha stiffened back to her full erect posture and shut her mouth.  
“Has your mistress led you to believe this is a game?”
“No.”
“Have I led you to believe this is a game?”
“No.”
“Do not be a slave out of fear.  Show your Mistress respect even when she is not present.”
“Well, if a slave won’t obey out of gratitude and respect, then I’ll make sure she obeys out of fear.”  Sasha clearly remembered those words and the strapping that went with them.  Reminded that she was a slave 100% of the time, Sasha stood as she’d been trained.  
“Now, lie down on the table, face up and we’ll begin.”
Butterfly was allowed to speak to instruct.  Twerp held her tongue.  She was allowed only five phrases.  If she didn’t abide by those rules, then she knew Butterfly would enforce them.  
“I call this massaging the skin,” explained Butterfly as she rested her fingers lightly on Twerp’s stomach.  “A regular massage reaches deep under the skin to the muscle.  Massaging the skin stimulates only the very surface of your Mistress’ body.  It is so light that it does not tickle.  Observe.”  
Caresses lighter than a feather.  Twerp wondered that it was possible to have so light a touch.  She doubted she could ever do that.  Yet, she badly wanted to see her Mistress as relaxed as she’d felt this morning.  
Demonstration, then practice.  Demonstration, then practice.  Butterfly showed, then Twerp tried.  “Imagine you are teasing the very essence of what I am to the surface,” said Butterfly.  “Gently luring my being to your fingers.  Too heavy a touch will chase it back to my core.  Massaging the skin is hypnotic, emptying the mind of everything but feeling.”
Toward the end of the lesson, Twerp was massaging Butterfly’s skin.  “Butterfly, this one has a question.”
Butterfly opened relaxed brown eyes.  “Do not ever speak to your Mistress when massaging the skin.  It chases her essence back to the shadows.  But, you may ask now.”
“Why do you enjoy being a slave?” asked Twerp.
“This one suggests that it is obvious your questions should be related to the task at hand,” said Butterfly.  
Hmmm.  It wasn’t all that obvious to Twerp.  What seemed obvious was that Butterfly had avoided answering the question.  She pondered how to coax an answer from the other slave.
A couple of minutes later, Twerp said, “This one has a question.”
Butterfly opened one eye and cocked an eyebrow.  “Yes?”
“This one believes she is to learn all she can from you, shouldn’t she?” said Twerp.  
“And you want to know why I enjoy being a slave,” said Butterfly.  “Why do you?”
Twerp opened her mouth to speak, but Butterfly put a finger to the girl’s lips, silencing her.  “That was not a question.  That was my answer.”
‘Huh?  What kind of answer was that?’  It was like something from a Chinese martial arts film where the Buddhist master says, “What is the sound of one hand clapping?”  ‘Figure it out yourself, Twerp.’  She’d been trying to do that for days now.  ‘What makes me tick?  Why does it feel good?’  Now she was no closer to an answer than five minutes ago.  
Kneeling at Courtney’s feet made her tummy ache.  Squirming for Courtney made her incredibly excited.  A word or a look of praise from her little cousin sent warm ripples through her body.  Why?  And did Butterfly feel the same way about the Head Mistress.  
She recalled that the Head Mistress had said Butterfly shared her bed.  And imagined the same with her Mistress.  A light gasp.  Her fingers stopped massaging.  In bed with her Mistress.  That sounded so naughty, yet so dreamy.  
“A penny for that thought,” said Butterfly, drawn to the gasp and the pause.  
“How, umm, how does a slave earn the right to sleep with her Mistress?”
“It’s always the choice of your Mistress,” said Butterfly. “I cannot give you a certain answer.  Please her.  Obey her.  Make her proud of you and be proud of being her slave.  But this I caution.  Never ask for that or any reward.  Not with words anyway.”
‘What is she a Buddhist monk now?’ Twerp wondered about Butterfly.  ‘Not with words anyway.’  Another one of those enigmatic answers that was left to her to divine.
Samantha had plans for the afternoon, but she wasn’t quite sure if Courtney would go along with the plans.  Before the plans could come to fruition, there had to be an admission and an agreement.  The admission wasn’t all that hard, so long as she treated Courtney as a Mistress and not as her daughter.  
“For this afternoon,” she started.  “I suggested playtime and a chance to try out some new toys.  That’s why Marcie came in the first place.  To deliver the toys I’d ordered last week.”
“OK,” said Courtney.  “I’d like that.”
“It’s not unusual for two or more mistresses to gather together with two or more slaves and play,” said Samantha.  “When that happens, it’s the norm that…”  This was hard.  Harder than she’d thought.  “How would you feel about… well, I’m not bashful about having an orgasm in a crowd.”  There, she’d said it.  
Courtney’s heart was suddenly pounding in her chest, almost drowning out her thoughts.  She hadn’t quite pictured it that way.  No, not at all.  Her idea of playtime was play together and then split up for the finale.  Now she tried to picture the finale with four naked bodies in the main room.  
“The thing is…” said Samantha, “… when you get aroused, it’s a little bit of a distraction to move to another room just to have your orgasm.  So, with other Mistresses… adults… not my daughter… I… we just all do it in the same room.”
Courtney didn’t think she’d ever heard her mom sounding so nervous, ill at ease.  But then, she’d never suggested having sex in the same room with her daughter either.  
Samantha was still nervously explaining.  “It’s not like I’d be watching or you’d be watching.  We’d just be in the same room.”
“I understand, Samantha,” said Courtney.  One Mistress to another.  “That sounds fine.”  More calmly than she felt.  “If it becomes a problem for me, Twerp and I will just move.  But, I guess, as long as it’s Samantha and not Mom… it’s OK.”
“There’s one more thing, Courtney,” said Samantha.  “How would you feel about having sex with Butterfly?”
Wow!  Now that came out of nowhere.  Courtney was momentarily stunned by the idea.  The big breasts at her fingertips.  Another slave.  A much more experienced slave who was probably better at pussy licking.  She liked having an orgasm with Twerp, but the chance to try another was exciting as well  
Wait a minute!  That meant Twerp and Mo… Samantha.  She got that funny ache in her tummy and her legs felt wobbly.  Trying to imagine Twerp’s reaction.  ‘Hey, Twerp, your Aunt wants to borrow your tongue for a while.’  As tingles filled her body, Courtney knew she wanted that.  She wanted to see that.  It pretty much put the seal of approval on having sex in the same room as Samantha.  
An offer had been made.  She owed the return.  “OK, Samantha.  I’d like that.  How would you feel about having sex with Twerp?”
‘Yes!  That was the goal!  Oh, heavenly Nirvana!’  Samantha hid her excitement with a neutral reply.  “That’s how it usually works when I get together with other Mistresses.  We share and we enjoy.”
She took a deep breath, calming herself.  “Now about tomorrow.  I’d like you to spend 4 hours with Marcie, not Butterfly.  She will calibrate you on a few things that I don’t particularly want to do with you.  Three things to be specific.  Pussy licking.  Intercourse.  And rimming.”
“What’s rimming?” asked Courtney.
“I’ll let her describe it to you,” said Samantha.  
Courtney raised her eyebrows.  There was something so kinky, so taboo, so kewl that her Mom couldn’t talk about it?
“What about intercourse?” asked Courtney.  “I mean, I know what it is, but how do two girls do it?”
“It’s not exactly a lesson in intercourse,” said Samantha.  “For one thing, you’re too young to have something inserted into your vagina.  You need… and this is not Mom talking… you really need to reach puberty, to start developing more before something will fit there.  So Marcie isn’t sticking anything in your vagina.  What she’ll do is coach you on how to insert something in her, and later into Twerp’s, vagina safely and so it feels good.  To Twerp.”
‘Kewl!’  Then there’d be nothing she couldn’t do to Twerp, except some of those really nasty looking bondage positions.  “Doing it with Marcie sounds like a good idea,” she said.  Those were things she didn’t want to do with her Mom.  
“And I’d like some time with Twerp, those same 4 hours,” said Samantha.  “If you don’t mind.”
“No,” said Courtney.  “We can trade again.  That’s fine.”
Samantha had to mentally take a big eraser and wipe the image from the whiteboard of her mind.  The image of Courtney wearing a strap on and learning how to use it with Marcie.  It was so much better to imagine herself wearing the strap on while Twerp’s big eyes said, “You’re gonna stick that where?”  Tomorrow.  Today, breathe deep and relax.  
Lunch made Twerp green with envy all over again.  She and Butterfly fixed pizza for all.  Yum.  Her most favorite food in the world.  But then Butterfly sat at the table!  With the Mistresses!  While Twerp knelt at the little table, eating alone.  True, Butterfly didn’t join in the conversation.  And Twerp assumed she sat with her eyes cast down, but it was the big table.  Yet another thing Twerp could only aspire to.  
It was like Butterfly had come to rub her nose in it.  Look what I can do and you can’t. It was a reminder of the punishment she’d deserved for her bad behavior this summer.  That she and she alone was to blame for her predicament.  And right now it was a very lonely predicament.  
Really though she knew it wasn’t intended as a reminder of that.  It was just another example of a reward that she could earn.  And dang it, she would earn those privileges by the end of the summer.  
After the lunch dishes were clean, Twerp got her 20 minutes in the tanning booth.  She was already starting to turn a light shade of tan, working toward the bronze skin that Courtney pictured in her mind.  As her cuffs were removed, she didn’t realize that these extra large cuffs were coming off for the last time.  The next time she wore cuffs, they would be sized just for her.  
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After her tan, Twerp returned to the main room to see two boxes sitting open.  Samantha was carefully going through the first box, handing items to Courtney and telling her where to set them.  Twerp knelt beside Butterfly as instructed.   As the second box was opened, Samantha exclaimed, “This is what I’m looking for.”  She held up a black leather garment.  Samantha and Butterfly knew what it was, but the girls didn’t.  
Samantha had laid out Butterfly’s matching ensemble so that now she’d found what she wanted for Twerp, she had it for both slaves.  “Stand,” she told Butterfly.  
“Stand,” said Courtney.  As Twerp rose also, her Mistress said, “For this afternoon, my slave will follow the commands of the Head Mistress as if they were mine.”
Samantha handed the black garment to Courtney and picked up the matching one for Butterfly.  Courtney watched as Samantha went behind Butterfly and held out the corset for the slave to step into.  Twerp watched as well so that when Courtney held out her corset, she knew to step into it.  Courtney then pulled the corset up as Twerp wriggled her sleek hips and slender body to help.  
“Hold it,” said Samantha and Butterfly reached in front with both hands to hold the corset in place so it wouldn’t slip back down.  
Courtney repeated the command and Twerp held hers to match Butterfly’s example.  The top of the corset was about 2 inches below Twerp’s nipples, resting right at the base of her boobs.  While Butterfly’s was at the same height, the bottom of their respective corsets fell differently.  Butterfly’s was just above the flare of her wide hips. Twerp’s had room to grow and fell just above the top of her pussy slit.  
Samantha tightened the laces of the corset in back and Courtney followed suit, tugging the laces tight until Twerp squirmed for air.  Then the pair of Mistresses tied the laces.  
Courtney walked in front of Twerp to admire the effect of the corset.  It was stunning.  It was more than awesome.  It pushed Twerp’s nascent breasts up and out, making them larger.  It slimmed her already slender waist, giving her more of a figure.  “Wow!” she said, “lookit her boobs.”  Which of course got the desired response of a brilliant flush of red from forehead to the top of the corset… and possibly farther, but that was covered.  
It was worth a glance at Butterfly’s boobs to see how they had reacted to the binding corset.  It was no less than awesome as well so see the firm, full tits standing up even higher and larger.  
Twerp squirmed in the tight garment.  It was more effort to breathe with the corset hugging her waist and chest tightly.  And with the tight bondage came the beginnings of a tingle.  It didn’t confine her arms or legs, but it was bondage of a sorts.  It still gave her the same feeling of constriction and the same thrill.  But this also accentuated her nudity, pushing up her breasts and covering nothing of import.  She didn’t need Courtney’s words or eyes to tell she was sexy like this.  
Samantha handed a pair of shoes to Courtney and picked up a pair for Butterfly.  The shoes were black leather, with 2 inch heels.  ‘Ooo, heels’ thought Twerp as they were slipped onto her feet.  These were taller than her Mistress’ heels and slender, like a grown up’s heels.  Not the squat little heels on Courtney’s boots.  Just when she thought she was hot stuff, she looked at Butterfly’s feet.  
Oh, my gawd!  The heels were 5 inches long, putting Butterfly practically dancing on her toes like a ballerina.  It made Butterfly absolutely impressive.  Tall, slender, ding dang beautiful.  And those legs.  Oh how Twerp wanted a pair of those shoes.  
Next was a collar, but nothing like the silver metal collar she wore now.  This was black leather and tall.  Tall.  Really tall.  Taller than her neck was long.  As Courtney seated the stiff collar on her shoulders, Twerp had to stretch her neck, lifting her chin so the collar would close around her throat.  She was stretched to the limit as Courtney snapped the hooks in place behind her neck.  Her chin rested in a curve of the collar, but rested is a relative term.  The leather collar was not tight around her throat and neck, but her neck was stretched longer than she thought possible.  The lesson in posture this morning was nothing compared to the posture collar she wore now.  
Then there was more.  Twerp could hardly move as it was.  Walking in the heels was hard.  Her body was straight as a ramrod, with just as much flexibility.  Only her arms were free.  Then she saw the single sleeve leather glove in Courtney’s hands.  She couldn’t figure out what it was, but it was going on her.  
Again Courtney watched Samantha start on Butterfly.  Then she followed right behind.  Pulling Twerp’s hands behind her.  Sliding the glove over both hands and up her arms.  Squeezing slender arms together and pulling the sleeve even higher.  She put the leather straps over Twerp’s shoulders and fastened them back to the sleeve.  Now the sleeve would not slip off.  Twerp could tell the glove was loose enough to just slide off if it hadn’t been for the straps.  Now her arms were trapped behind her.  
Ziiiip.  The sound of the zipper was accompanied by pressure on her arms.  Her forearms pressed together as the zipper rose.  Then her elbows.  She felt her shoulders bend backwards to give her arms the flexibility to touch.  Uh oh, the sleeve was no longer loose enough to slide off on its own.  She struggled against the tight leather, wriggling for purchase and found none.  
Ironically, she had clothes.  A corset, a glove, and shoes.  Yet, at the same time, nothing was hidden that she wanted to hide.  If anything, her private parts were even more on display simply because there was almost no other place to look.  
Samantha pointed out the niceties of the new toys.  “The collar, the corset, and the heels can be used while she is standing, kneeling, or walking to help her with her posture and grace.   It’s the glove that makes this fun.”  She grabbed the ring sewn into the end of the glove.  With little effort she pulled the ring up and Butterfly bent at the waist.  
When Courtney did the same with Twerp, she couldn’t help but say, “That makes her ass stick out for a spanking.  Kewl.”
Twerp gave a little whimper at the announcement.  It was playtime and she was helpless.  Her nipples tingled and she could tell her thighs were slick.  She just hoped that dress up was finished and the playing would start.  
“That’s one way to use this, Courtney,” said Samantha.  “Now you can hook the ring to her ankle cuffs and she’s hogtied.  I’m sure you can figure that one out.”
Then Samantha let Butterfly straighten up and removed the stiff leather collar.  “Now that you know how and when to use the collar, we don’t need it for now.  We’re not going to be practicing posture.”
Courtney removed Twerp’s collar, hearing the sigh of relief as her slave’s neck was no longer stretched so far.  She was pleased to see that Twerp’s posture still remained perfect.  
“Now watch this.”  Samantha walked across the room and called Butterfly to her.  
It was cool to watch Butterfly tip toe her way over.  
Samantha had a rope with a clip at the end.  She clipped that to Butterfly’s glove and then ran the rope through a ring on the floor.  Pulling the rope tight, she forced Butterfly to bend backwards, thrusting her chest into the air.  
“Ooo,” cooed Courtney.  “Come over here, Twerp.”  
Moments later, Twerp was standing with her hands back and down, almost to her knees and her body arched to thrust her chest into the air.  It was difficult to stay balanced, but the alternative was to fall over backwards, out of control.  
With her head back, staring at the ceiling, she couldn’t see what happened next except that the Head Mistress was on a stool and ran a rope through a ring on the ceiling.  She watched curiously as the rope then was pulled through the ring.  “Kewl,” she heard Courtney’s voice and then her Mistress clapped with glee.  
‘Oh, gawd, what now?’
Twerp knew she was about to find out.  Courtney tied a rope around her waist, then hey! The rope ran down her butt crack, between her legs and into her pussy, and then out the top.  Her Mistress even took the time to part her pussy lips to tuck the coarse rope when it didn’t belong.  Again the rope was run through a ceiling ring and Twerp tried to imagine the effect.  It didn’t take long for reality to catch up with imagination.  The rope tightened, pulling her hips and ass forward and up.  Pulled down in back and up in front, she was at least balanced now, but feeling no less awkward.  She was outraged at the thought of a rope buried in the slit between her legs.  
Courtney watched in stunned silence as Samantha stepped up to Butterfly and sucked on her nipples.  She half shuddered at the sight, and then tore her eyes away.  She’d noticed Butterfly’s slick thighs and hard nipples.  She’d noticed the same on Twerp.  She’d noticed her own growing arousal, but still had not considered that her Mom was feeling the same way.  
But she also wasn’t going to miss out on any fun.  She took one of Twerp’s nipples in her mouth and sucked it between her lips.  Twerp’s little whimpers of uncertainty suddenly gave way to mewls of excitement.  She was pretty much stuck where she was, unable to resist or help.  She didn’t want to resist.  
Hands on her bare ass helped to support her and to arouse her even further.  Oh, yes, Mistress, touch me.  Play with me.  The position she was in was impossible for any kind of sex.  The nasty rope was right across her sensitive clit, preventing access to her.  Her head and hands were useless to stimulate her Mistress to orgasm.  This had to be a temporary position.  Armed with that thought, she could simply surrender to the thrilling touches and kisses of her Mistress.  She was being taken as surely as any of those faceless strangers, men in fact, had taken her.  The little hands and Cupid’s bow mouth of her cousin were taking her… against her will.  
“Now I know you and Twerp will like this,” said Samantha.  
Courtney hadn’t realized her Mo… Samantha was finished and was standing right behind her.  She blushed as she stepped back, pulling her lips from Twerp’s hard, begging nipples.  
Twerp felt her hands untied, allowing her to straighten some, but the rope between her legs was still restrictive.  Then that rope went slack and she was able to stand erect again.  That very same rope was untied from her waist and then tied to the ring in her glove.  This time when it was pulled tight, she bent forward until her upper body was parallel to the floor.  
Now this position has promise, thought Twerp.  At least for her orgasm.  
Courtney picked up the hairbrush paddle.  She walked behind Twerp and stopped dumbfounded.  “Samantha,” she said, almost calling her Mom instead.  “Look at that ass.”  It was the most beautiful sight that Courtney had ever seen.  The heels made Twerp’s legs look longer, so it wasn’t just her ass.  It was the long slender legs that led up to the tight, tense ass.  It was the way it was thrust out so boldly begging for a spanking.  And now that she’d spoken, it was the way the ass wiggled, inviting the paddle.  
Even before she started spanking, Courtney eyed the knot in the rope that held Twerp in that position.  That knot lay between her and pure pleasure.  ‘Cuz Twerp wasn’t doing anything for Courtney the way she was right now.  Except driving her crazy.  Then she stepped up to the swinging position.  Smack.  Smack.  Smack. Smack.  She delivered four quick swats, alternating cheeks.  
She heard Twerp whine in frustration.  Her slave was excited and wanted more.  She rubbed the paddle against a hot cheek and then swatted it firmly.  As she rubbed the paddle against her other cheek, Twerp mewled with desire.  Shudders ran through Courtney as she felt the power of the Mistress.  The power to punish or as now, the power to arouse.  The ass twitched in undisguised invitation.  
The Mistress delivered four quick swats again.  Quick, but hard.  Bringing a squeal from Twerp, but not interrupting the tantalizing sway of her ass.  From behind, Courtney could see Twerp’s rosy, swollen pussy lips.  They were spread, with long tendrils of cream running down her thighs.  
Courtney stopped long enough to pull off her boots and socks.  Barefoot, she was one step closer to her orgasm.  She took the time to give Twerp six slow swats, mixing up the pace so the helpless slave wouldn’t know what was coming next.  Then she pulled off her vest.  
A little self-conscious now at being topless.  She cast a glance toward the other pair.  Butterfly’s ass was a nice rosy red and her thighs were wet with excitement.  The older slave was more vocal than Twerp, moaning out, “Oh, God, yes,” and “Oh, fuck,” as blows landed on her sore ass.  
Courtney looked at her Mom.  She was completely naked.  Grinning with pleasure as she landed blows on Butterfly’s wide bottom.  As if suddenly aware she was being watched, she looked at Courtney and winked.  Then returned to tanning Butterfly’s already tan hide.  
For a few seconds she stared at her Mom who was unabashedly nude, aroused, and enjoying the sounds of Butterfly’s torment.  Her breasts were swinging with abandon.  Her pussy, which had hair just a couple of day ago, was bare.  She had a slender, muscular body that Courtney hadn’t dared to look at with such interest before.  Her Mom was hot.  It was exciting to watch a woman so thoroughly engaged in spanking her slave, so completely aroused.  
And Courtney was behind.  She pulled down her skirt and pulled off her panties.  If Mom could be nude, then she would also.  It felt good.  She was ready.  Smack.  Smack.  Smack.  Smack.  She listened to Twerp’s whines and moans.  Then as the moans faded, there was still the ragged breathing.  Twerp was ready, but Courtney gave her a few more swats just for good measure.  Her body rocked with jolts of electricity as each blow landed.  
Courtney dropped the paddle and put two fingers on the juicy, spread pussy between Twerp’s legs.  Rubbing furiously she said, “Who’s your Mistress”?
“You are,” said Twerp.  “You are my Mistress.”  It was all the more thrilling ‘cuz there was an implied threat in her Mistress’ question.  ‘Answer me.  Tell me.  Or I’ll stop.’  
“Tell me you want to cum.”
“Oh, please, Mistress, yes, I want to cum.  I love your … fingers.  They’re like magic.”  
“You want to eat me?”
“More than… more than… anything,” panted Twerp.  Her body was on fire.  The spanking had driven her crazy with lust.  Now Courtney’s fingers were doing their magic.  Little sparks of electricity emanated from her clit, running through her body.  The feeling was demanding, taking her mind and body.  Tied, exposed, and now her Mistress was playing with her pussy.  It was so deeply personal, yet so incredibly public, complete with audience. 
 “Mistress, make me cum,” she gasped as the explosion took her.  She rose up even higher on her toes, straining against the leather, the ropes, and the fingers that consumed her.  Just when she thought she might collapse from the exertion, she felt an arm around her hips, under her waist, holding her.  
And still the fingers buzzed between her legs like a human vibrator.  
As Twerp’s orgasm passed, Courtney moved quickly to untie the knot that held her orgasm captive.  It came loose quickly and Twerp felt to her knees.  The young Mistress sat and pulled Twerp’s head to her pussy.  Just before she let Twerp bend to the task, she pulled Twerp’s head back so they locked eyes.  And she licked her fingers clean.  
“Ohhhh,” gasped Twerp, a surprised gasp.  Feeling for a moment that her orgasm might return spontaneously.  She licked those magic fingers.  It meant so much to her.  Now her head fell forward.  Her tongue tasted her Mistress’ juices.  Running up the slit between the swollen lips.  Finding the now familiar clit with her tongue.  She pressed deep to take the throbbing little clit between her lips and chewed on it, ever so gently, yet ever so insistently.  The mewls of pleasure from her Mistress were the slave’s reward at having found the center of her bliss.  
She wanted to hold her Mistress, pull her pussy to her.  But her arms were bound.  It only made the feeling more intense for her as she slurped noisily and messily between the rosy lips.  Her Mistress’ hands supported her head, guided her tongue.  Fingers laced through her hair.  There was nothing she could do but eat pussy.  She could almost feel the orgasm as if it were her own as Courtney tensed and thrust her hips up, asking for more.  
Then there was silence.  Courtney took a glance toward her Mom.  The two were cuddling, paying no attention to her and Twerp.  A wash of relief.  Then she rose to her knees, flipped Twerp to her back, and lay down beside her.  Cradling her head in one arm, Courtney rested the other arm across Twerp’s chest.  And held her until both were relaxed, breathing normal.  
Sensing Courtney was ready for the next step, Samantha pulled herself away from Butterfly.  The slave stood as her Mistress stood.  Samantha unzipped the leather glove and removed the straps.  Pulling it free, she set it aside.  Then she removed Butterfly’s high heeled shoes.  Finally the corset came off, leaving her nude except for her collar.
Courtney was right behind Samantha, removing Twerp’s clothes.  About a minute after Samantha had finished, Twerp was nude.  
Samantha and Courtney walked back to the boxes across the room.  The slaves knelt as their Mistresses walked away.  
Courtney joined Samantha by the collection of new toys.  Samantha gathered up Butterfly’s cuffs.  ‘Kewl,’ thought Courtney as she picked up Twerp’s brand new cuffs.  The smell of new leather was pungent on them as it was on all the new toys.  She wanted to make a bit of a ceremony out of this moment.  
Returning to her slave, Courtney said, “Stand.”  She watched as Twerp rose.  It had only been this morning that she’d had a lesson in movement.  It was nice to watch her slave move from kneeling to standing.  So much more graceful.  “Look at me,” she said, getting Twerp’s eyes to look at her face.  
“On the day we first found you in the basement, you were wearing cuffs that didn’t really fit.  You’ve been wearing those same cuffs since then.  Cuffs made for someone else.”  She held up the prize.  Brand new cuffs, fitted to the wrists of an 11-year-old slave.  “These, Twerp, these are your cuffs.  They were made for you.” 
Courtney knelt and slipped a leather cuff around Twerp’s right ankle.  She buckled it and locked it in place.  It looked much nicer than the old one.  There was less excess cuff sticking out of the buckle.  It was narrower, looking like it belonged on the slender ankle.  Then she put the second cuff in place and locked it.  
Twerp couldn’t help but notice the reverent way that Courtney handled the cuffs.  The way they were presented to her, as her very own.  Or the way Courtney admired them on her ankles.  As her Mistress stood, she offered her wrists.  A feeling of warmth filled her.  Her very own cuffs.  Made just for her.  Brand new.  They were beautiful.  
It was an awesome feeling as her wrists were cuffed.  The first time, on the day of Discovery, she’d cuffed herself.  Ever since then, her Mistress had cuffed her without a big to do about it.  Now, this was special.  Like being cuffed for the first time.  
“They look perfect, Twerp,” said Courtney.
They looked perfect to Twerp as well.  Her body tingled at the thought of how proud she was to wear these cuffs and nothing but the cuffs.  She had her collar and her cuffs.  A slave needed nothing else.  Grass green eyes, slightly watery, glistened as they thanked their Mistress.  
“Twerp, playtime isn’t over yet,” said Courtney.  “I think you’ll enjoy the entire afternoon, but I don’t care if you do or not.  I’m really looking forward to it.  I only want you to know that what’s planned for the rest of playtime is different.  Beyond your imagination.  You will be surprised and shocked.  Just relax and enjoy it.”
Twerp felt butterflies in her tummy.  Excited and scared at the same time.  Her Mistress’ words were intended to prepare her, but only in a vague way.  How ironic.  Don’t be surprised when you’re surprised.  It was useless to try to guess… her Mistress said it was beyond her imagination.  She shivered in anticipation.  Hoping she’d like this game.  
There was no point in resisting anyway.  If this was what her Mistress wanted, then it was going to happen.  Trembling, she let her Mistress lead her to Butterfly.  The two slaves stood face to face.  
Twerp could tell in the serene brown eyes that looked into hers that Butterfly knew what was about to happen.  It gave her a sense of security to know that Butterfly could look calm.  Her right wrist cuff was clipped to Butterfly’s left wrist cuff.  Then her left cuff was clipped to Butterfly’s right cuff.  Face to face, breast to breast.  
“The two slaves may speak to each other.  The two slaves will play together,” said Courtney.  “The two slaves will make each other cum with their tongues.”
‘Huh?  Say what?  Oh, gawd.’  The words sank into Twerp’s mind.  Surprise.  Shock.  Yes, it was indeed beyond her imagination.  She looked at Butterfly.  Her Mistress wanted her to ‘play,’ to make love to a woman she’d only just met.  She looked at the two Mistresses.  They were seated on a couch 15 feet away, on the opposite ends of a couch.  Watching.  But, clearly not planning on playing with each other.  
She looked again at Butterfly, the shock gradually easing.  Butterfly was a beautiful and sexy woman.  She’d shown a kind and protective side, yet a single minded pride in her status as a slave that was intimidating.  Her eyes took in the big breasts, clean and smooth shaven pussy, and the… well, the bulk of the woman.   As she looked back up into the soft brown eyes, Butterfly ran her eyes down and back up and smiled.  “You’re beautiful, precious.”
Butterfly had watched Twerp’s reaction as they were cuffed together.  Shock in the green eyes.  The brief confusion.  Looking to her, then the Mistresses, and then back.  She read the tense muscles, but also saw the puckered nipples.  The idea excited Twerp, though she had to come to terms with the surprise.  The tense muscles relaxed.  Nipples were fully erect.  
She smiled as Twerp’s eyes ran over her.  As Twerp looked back at her face, Butterfly pointedly ran her eyes over Twerp.  Twerp had already blushed a rosy pink as her body was inspected.  When Butterfly told her what she thought of the sight, Twerp turned from pink to a vivid red.  Without waiting for Twerp to speak, she leaned forward and put her lips on Twerp’s lips. She pushed her tongue between Twerp’s lips, feeling them yield eagerly.  
Cuffed as they were, there was little they couldn’t do.  It just meant that when one set of hands went, the other followed.  It was simply a means to remind them, especially Twerp, that they were slaves.  Butterfly put her hands to cup Twerp’s face, caress her cheeks.  Twerp’s hands followed limply.  Then Butterfly put Twerp’s hands to her cheeks and let Twerp’s hands have control.  
For a moment Twerp caressed Butterfly’s cheeks, returning the soft touch that she’d enjoyed.  But as she figured out that her hands were now in control, she reached for the one thing she really wanted to touch… Butterfly’s boobs.  She was captivated by the size and wanted… needed to know how they felt in her hands.  She cupped them, weighed them, and caressed them.  Softer than she’d thought… softer than hers.  The nipples were as big around as her palm.
The older slave let Twerp feel her up, understanding the young girl’s curiosity.  She only let that go on for a couple of minutes before she assuaged her own curiosity.  She hadn’t touched a girl this young before, at least not since she was about that same age.  Gently she pulled Twerp’s hands from her tits and reached out for the pert nipples across from hers.  She rolled them between her thumb and forefinger, feeling them stiffen.  With a gasp of pleasure, the young girl thrust her chest closer.  
She kissed the soft, sweet neck and throat.  Felt the shiver of the girl.  Then kissed her way down Twerp’s chest to her tits and licked the hard nipples.  Butterfly was amazed at how responsive Twerp was.  Each touch, each kiss sent another shiver through her.  The feel of the quivering girl was exciting.  It told her of Twerp’s innocence.  As if the girl had never been touched in these places before.  
Twerp’s soft hands had sent tingles through Butterfly as she caressed her tits.  Now those tingles were building as Butterfly fondled the small tits.  She wanted to possess Twerp’s body, but she knew she needed to go slowly.  She’d observed enough of Twerp in just this one day to know one way to arouse her even more, faster.  
Pulling away from Twerp’s tits, Butterfly whispered in her ear.  “You know this excites them.  Watching us.”  She felt the largest tremor so far in Twerp’s body as she said that.  “I’m going to make you cum.  And they’re going to watch it all.”
“Ohhhh, yesss,” hissed Twerp.  The look in her eyes made Butterfly think she was about to cum right now.  
“We’re going to put on a show for them.  You’re going to squirm and make noises and cum while I lick that hot little pussy,” said Butterfly.  She ran her hands down Twerp’s sides and back to her ass, cupping it hard, sinking her fingers into the firm ass.  Handling Twerp’s arms like she was rag doll.  She picked up Twerp and felt the slender legs wrap around her waist.  Already the girl was mewling in helpless abandon.  
“I know you want me to eat your messy pussy,” said Butterfly, deliberately talking dirty.  “But you know what you’re going to do first?”
“Nu-uh,” said Twerp.  Her voice was tentative, almost pleading.  Tell me what to do?  She was ready to take orders even from another slave.  
“You’re going to make love to my tits and then you’re going to tongue fuck my pussy.  While they watch.  Right in front of them.  When you’ve done that, then I’ll show you how a woman eats pussy.”
“Oh, God,” moaned Twerp.  “Yes.  Right in front of them.”  She felt thrilled that Butterfly had caressed her, kissed her, and promised her so much.  Her body was on fire, demanding release.  If there was but one way to that release, then she’d do it.  The fact that the two Mistresses would watch was only gravy.  It would be magnificently embarrassing to do all those things knowing that Courtney wanted to see her do it.  Knowing that she had no choice in the matter.  
Then, Butterfly carried Twerp over toward the couch and lay down on her back.  Now Butterfly’s head was pointed at the couch, with a just a foot between her and the couch.  As she lay down that put Twerp lying on top of her, between her spread legs.  She took Twerp’s head and guided it toward her aching nipples.  The young girl’s mouth only made the ache deeper.  
Twerp was embarrassed by the thought of performing for the audience even when the audience was 15 feet away.  Now that Butterfly had placed them right in front of the couch, she burned with excitement.  They had a front row seat to her performance.  It only made it better.  She attacked Butterfly’s huge nipples with wild abandon, licking and sucking them.  ‘Look at me,’ she thought, tingling all the more.  Her tummy was pressed against Butterfly’s pussy and she could feel the juices rubbing on her.  
She buried her face between the huge tits and felt Butterfly squeeze them against her cheeks.  Gawd, the tits were amazing.  Soft, sensual, and erotic.  So big.  She couldn’t get it out of her mind that she was having sex with a woman old enough to be her mother.  A beautiful woman who wanted to make love to her.  They were being forced to do this for and by their Mistresses, but Twerp had no doubt that Butterfly wanted this as much as she did.  
The words that Butterfly had used to describe what she was doing and about to do were shocking and arousing.  So much so that when she decided she was done with the big tits, she said, “Are you ready for me to tongue fuck your pussy?”
She heard a high pitched gasp.  Butterfly’s mouth hadn’t moved.  It could only be her Mistress that had sounded so excited by the words.  Twerp shuddered, jolts of electricity shooting through her body.  She looked up at her Mistress and said, “I’m gonna eat some pussy.”
“Oh, fuck yeah,” breathed her Mistress.  Twerp couldn’t believe the words.  Or the fact that her Mistress was playing with own pussy.  Furiously.  Sitting three feet from her Mom and playing with herself.  
She looked at the Head Mistress.  Playing with herself just as unabashedly.  “Watch me,” she said.  Oh, gawd, the Head Mistress arched up in orgasm as she watched.  It was the hottest thing she’d ever seen.  ‘For me.  I did that.’
Enough talk.  She put her face in Butterfly’s pussy and lapped at the juices.  It was indeed a messy pussy, just like hers.  But she was too far gone to care about anything except making Butterfly cum so that then she could cum.  As she spread Butterfly’s pussy lips with her tongue and found her clit, she heard Butterfly say, “No, no, precious, not yet.  That’s not tongue fucking.  Put your tongue up inside me, inside my pussy.”
Huh?  She looked at the juicy, spread pussy and remembered the anatomy lesson.  There was only one place Butterfly could be talking about.  Butterfly wanted her to put her tongue when a penis was supposed to go.  She eyed it, finding the hole below the clit.  Pressing her face to her pussy again, Twerp pushed her tongue up that tunnel.  Her cheeks were slick with juices and her nose was pressed right into the pink inner flesh of Butterfly’s pussy.  Her tongue was nothing compared to a penis, but she felt Butterfly’s hips thrust up in ecstasy.  She poked it in and out, figuring that’s what a penis was supposed to do.  
Just when she was wondering how long she was supposed to do that Twerp felt Butterfly’s hands guide her higher.  Aiming Twerp at her sensitive clit. The girl took the invitation and licked at the hard button.  She circled it with her tongue and then caught it between her lips.  “Oh, yeah,” gasped Butterfly.  “Fucking eat it, precious.”  She felt a warm rush from the excited words of encouragement.  She was doing it right!
She only had one thing on her mind.  An orgasm.  She needed someone to touch her, lick her, eat her.  She needed Butterfly to fulfill her promise.  For that, she needed to make Butterfly cum first.  Her body burned with desire.  Ached with the need.  Was driven to satisfy.  She almost screamed in relief as Butterfly’s body tensed, shuddered, and bucked in orgasm.  
“Oh, yeah, precious,” gasped Butterfly.  “Eat my fucking pussy.  I’m cumming.”  She squeezed her thighs around Twerp’s head, taking away her breath.  It was just a few seconds before Butterfly relaxed again.  “Now that’s how my Mistress likes her pussy eaten,” said Butterfly.  
‘Why would she say that?’ Twerp wondered.  
Then Butterfly rolled, taking Twerp with her so that the girl was now on her back, legs spread, staring down at Butterfly.  “Aaaaahhh,” she moaned half in pleasure and half in frustration as Butterfly took a nipple in her mouth.  She was so ready to cum right now.  ‘Don’t play with those.  Just eat me.’  Then Butterfly took a nipple between her teeth and bit lightly, sending new jolts through Twerp’s body.  She bit it and pulled it up, stretching it as Twerp squealed in delight.  
She hadn’t thought she could get any higher, but her arousal spun up, spiraling higher and higher as Butterfly teased her.  Then she felt Butterfly’s weight shift, moving down to finally, finally make her cum.  She glanced down at the woman, smiling up at her.  Butterfly put her hands on the inside of her knees and pushed her legs apart.  She was as wide as she could be.  
Then Butterfly’s wide tongue lapped at her thigh.  “Mmmm,” rumbled Butterfly. “My precious is wet everywhere.”  She licked at the other thigh, seeming to savor the taste.  
Twerp squirmed, trying to move her pussy under that tongue.  She didn’t want it where it was.  Then, when it did lap juices from her pussy, the tongue only ran up the outer lips, cleaning them, savoring the juices found there.  ‘Oh, gawd, lick my clit, make me cum,’ pleaded Twerp silently.  Yet, the next tease was when Butterfly slipped her tongue up inside her, tongue fucking her.  ‘Oh, wow, that was nice.’ Better than she’d thought.  
She was just enjoying that different feeling when Butterfly’s tongue flicked across her clit, finally.  “Yes, eat me,” she gasped.  “Make me cum.  Lick my hot little pussy.”  
Butterfly’s stiff tongue poked her clit, each touch sending rivers of pleasure running through her body.  She felt incredible.  Thrusting her hips up to get more.  Her whole being seemed centered around her hips, her pussy, and the bull’s-eye of her clit.  When the woman sucked her clit up between her lips and the rolled it around, Twerp exploded in orgasm.  She saw stars, fireworks.  Every muscle in her body was afire with pleasure  
As she came down from that wonderful feeling, she felt Butterfly’s hands gently stroking her sides and tummy.  It wasn’t anything sexual, just a calming touch that made her feel good.  
Samantha watched Twerp and Butterfly perform, filled with lust.  She wanted Twerp so bad, her body ached.  Yet, it had to be this way… slowly, covertly.  Twerp had not balked at eating out the older Butterfly.  For Samantha that was just a step, the final step, toward getting Twerp between her own legs. 
The little girl had surprised her with her lust and ferocity.  She’d more than followed her orders to make Butterfly cum.  Every inch of Twerp exuded sexuality.  Now every move and every word did the same.  Such a sexual creature.  Samantha was less than patient, her body burning, as she waited the last few minutes.  She came twice using her own fingers, but it just wasn’t the same as having Twerp do it.  
When Twerp finally came, Samantha slid from the couch and knelt beside them.  Her fingers fumbled nervously with the clips to separate the two slaves.  Once they were separated, she lay down with her legs spread.  There would be no more delay.  “Now eat me,” she said to Twerp.  
‘Oh,’ thought Twerp, suddenly taking a detached observer’s view of the situation.  So shocked and surprised that she couldn’t feel for a moment.  The world moved in slow motion.  ‘Courtney knew this was going to happen.  This is what I’m shocked and surprised about.’  How odd her new world felt.  
Now this really was a woman old enough to be her mother.  The older sister of her mother.  Her Aunt.  There was a family resemblance.  The face not unlike the face of her mother.  
Twerp’s heart pounded in her chest.  She’d been ordered to eat the Head Mistress by the Head Mistress.  There was not a trace of doubt in the mind that she would.  To refuse would be… unthinkable.  She even knew that she wanted to eat her.  Touch her.  Kiss her.  And she wanted to be touched and kissed by her.  
But that brief moment of detached observer had sucked all the desire and arousal from her.  She crawled up on top of the Head Mistress, watching the surprise and disappointment in her blue eyes.  Twerp could tell that the Head Mistress thought she would refuse, but there was still uncertainty in her eyes.  She was waiting for Twerp to do something.  
“Ma’am, this one has a question, Ma’am,” said Twerp softly.  
“What is it, Twerp?” asked Samantha.  This close.  Was Twerp about to balk when she was this close?  She felt her own arousal slip away.  
“Would the Head Mistress please spank me?”  It was all she wanted.  To have her bottom spanked and the fire rekindled.  Was it too much to ask?  Was she in more trouble than she could handle?
No, it wasn’t too much to ask.  Samantha could see the dead look in Twerp’s eyes.  Now she understood just how much this had thrown Twerp.  If she spanked Twerp, then the girl’s inhibitions would fade again and she’d want to do it.  Make me want to.   It was a simple request.  It wasn’t a bad compromise for this first time.  To grant the slave’s request. Just this once.  Because once the deed had been done, she wouldn’t be shocked next time.  
It became Samantha’s last chance to step back from the brink.  The moment of need had faded.  She knew it would come again.  But now, her head was clear and she could think rationally.  Did she really want her niece to make her cum with her tongue?  If she said no, she’d be tormented with the same decision day after day for the rest of the summer.  If she said yes, she’d be free to enjoy Twerp whenever Courtney allowed her.  
Samantha picked up the light girl and laid her across her lap, butt up.  ‘Hell yeah, I’ll spank you,’ she thought.  She brought her open palm down on Twerp’s bottom.  There were already the red marks of the earlier paddling.  Twerp squealed deliciously as she hit the hot, red flesh.  Her hand stung, but it was clearly worse for Twerp.  
Three to one cheek and then three to the other cheek.  Twerp was wriggling in her lap, but not trying to cover her poor, red ass.  Toes curled.   She’d brought her hands up and clasped them behind her head, an unspoken promise not to avoid the spanking.  
“Damn, it’s such a spankable ass,” said Samantha.  Twerp’s slow deep breathing abruptly turned ragged.  She whined, actually straining against the artificial bonds of her own fingers.  Tensed, as if trying to pull her hands apart.  Samantha delivered six more blows, earning whimpers with a growing insistence.  Her hand burned, but she didn’t care.  She rubbed it across Twerp’s hot skin.  
“I want to see a slave’s hot little tongue in my pussy,” said Samantha.  
Twerp wriggled, whining her agreement.  Then she squealed in surprise, pain, and oh, yes, pleasure as Samantha gave her four more quick swats, two to each burning cheek.  
Samantha could feel the heat from Twerp’s pussy as it returned.  Fresh cream flowed out and rubbed on her thighs as Twerp started humping on her lap.  She put her hand between Twerp’s legs, forcing them apart so she could put a finger inside the girl.  Her long, slender finger slipped up inside Twerp, deeper than Butterfly’s tongue had been able to go.  She used her finger to fuck the 11-year-old, humping and bucking on her lap.  
Twerp’s fire was burning hot again.  It was embarrassing that pain could bring such arousal, so quickly.  But she was beginning to know herself well enough to expect it.  She couldn’t believe the feel of the Mistress’ finger up her pussy.  It was just like a little penis.  Fucking her.  
She was ready to lick the Head Mistress’ pussy, but she was still pinned down, more spanking yet to come.  Or at least, she thought so.  Instead, the strong hands reached under her armpits and lifted her, turned her, and sat her on the Head Mistress’ lap, facing away.  The hands reached around her and cupped her tits.  She liked that word.  Butterfly had called them tits.  Now her Aunt… the Head Mistress was fondling them and it felt wonderful.  Her hard nipples tingled with the touch.
For a moment, Twerp contemplated how she might fondle the Head Mistress’ tits as well, but they were behind her, out of reach.  What she did know what that she could lean to the right and turn her head to the left and then… the Head Mistress took the hint and kissed her hard and passionately.  Oh, gawd, she felt like she had a faucet between her legs.  
She struggled lightly, ready to kneel and eat the pussy as commanded.  But, the Head Mistress held her firm.  Twerp relaxed, content to let the Head Mistress set the pace.  
Samantha decided that since Twerp had dropped to a dead cold state in seconds that she’d bring her back up all the way, not rushing the matter at hand.  A few slaps to that pretty little ass had started Twerp up nicely.  It had also done the same for her.  The desire was returning.  And with Twerp in her hands, literally, she knew this time she’d get what she wanted.  
She’d watched Courtney play with Twerp before and seen how the girl could squirm.  She’d even used her fingers to get Twerp off once in a gentle orgasm.  But this was the first she’d had the squirming, squealing girl in her grasp at the peak of her arousal.  It was intoxicating.  Every swat, every tweak of a nipple, every touch brought ripples in the slender body.  
Samantha turned Twerp and pulled the slave’s lips to her breasts.  The sweet, lovely face sucking on her nipples was thrilling.  She’d felt Twerp struggle briefly, not quite knowing why.  Now she watched as Twerp sank down, kissing her belly, and then kissing her pussy.  Samantha slid down, letting her ass rest on the edge of the couch, giving Twerp easy access to her pussy.  
Just the way she liked it, Twerp put her tongue up inside her pussy.  It was stiff, but oh so dainty.  The tiny tongue acted like a little cock inside her, fucking in and out.  The pleasure was magnified by the innocent face behind the tongue.  She lay back, eyes closed, letting the pleasure wash over her as Twerp sought out her clit and started teasing it.  It was every bit as good as she’d imagined it over the past few days.  
Her orgasm was warm and pleasant.  She wished hers were tumultuous like she’d seen from Butterfly or Twerp.  But warm and pleasant was as good as they came for her.  
Rising, she picked up Twerp and laid her on her stomach.  Clipped her wrists together.  Ankles together.  And then ankles to wrists.  Hogtied.  She flipped the helpless slave onto her back, noting the nice arch that pushed the young tits up.  She knelt over Twerp’s head, facing her legs and leaned forward.  
Clearly Twerp didn’t have faintest idea what was happening.  She wasn’t cooperating at bit.  Samantha had to push the slender legs apart and put her head between Twerp’s thighs and lick the soaking pussy.  A gasp of astonishment came from under her as the hips leaped up to meet her tongue.  “Fuck, Twerp, you are one hot little piece,” said Samantha before she attacked the slit and the clit.  
Twerp wriggled in pleasure, panting.  Courtney had always used fingers.  She hadn’t expected anything like this. It was heavenly.  Especially for the Head Mistress to be doing it.  
She was approaching an orgasm, now comfortable enough with the feeling to know what was coming and that it was close.  Then the Head Mistress stopped.  She peeked down the length of their bodies, looking at her.  Their eyes met.  “Tied.  Helpless.  You can’t stop me, can you?  I’m going to make you cum and you can’t stop me.”
Well, Twerp didn’t want to stop the Head Mistress right now.  But the words were taunting, teasing.  The words that her young mind needed to hear.  Tied.  Helpless.  Can’t stop me.  It was her fantasy and the Head Mistress knew her so well.  She struggled against the hog tie, hopelessly struggled.  When that failed, she tried to worm her way out from under the Head Mistress.  It was impossible as the Head Mistress gripped her thighs, held them wide, and took advantage of her.  
“No, please, don’t,” she said, her voice high and pleading.  Gawd, it felt incredible just to do that.  She looked around, desperately and saw Courtney’s feet and Butterfly’s knees, inches away, watching.  “Help me, please,” she said.  Her eyes rolled back in her head and she came harder than she’d ever before.  
Nobody saw Twerp’s face, tucked as it was between Samantha’s knees.  It would have been a frightening view.  All their attention was on the bucking hips, the thrashing body.  Toes and fingers clenched.  Samantha bore down on the vulnerable clit.  There was nothing Twerp could do to control her own orgasm.  She sucked it hard, pulling it away from the pink insides of Twerp’s pussy.  She even took it between her teeth, gently biting it.  
The slight form under her kept squirming, muscles tensed.  Hands and feet twitched, fighting for escape.  Samantha was relentless, wondering just how long Twerp could go.  
Finally as Twerp relaxed, Samantha rolled to the side.  
Voice full of awe.  “Now I want to learn how to do that,” said Courtney.  Then with concern, “Is she alright?” Twerp wasn’t moving. 
Just a gentle rise and fall of her chest.  “She’s fine, baby,” said Samantha.  “Better than fine.”
Afterwards, Twerp lay in her cage.  ‘Wow.  Double wow.  That was amazing.’  Every button had been tweaked that could be tweaked.  Under the expert control of the Head Mistress, she hadn’t stood a chance.  Just minutes later, she still had the warm feeling from that orgasm.  Being a slave wasn’t so bad if that’s the kind of thing that could happen.  The one bad thing was that she couldn’t tell anyone about it.  Couldn’t talk to her cousin or her Aunt.   Couldn’t share the wonderful feeling.  
She curled up and took a nap.   
When Twerp woke up from her nap, she lay in her cage thinking about the amazing day.  She felt like she’d learned more in the morning that she’d learn in all the other days combined.  Well, maybe not, but this time she’d wanted to learn it.  Just the lessons in standing, kneeling, and walking made her proud of herself.  Funny, she’d never thought that she’d want to kneel correctly at Courtney’s feet.  
It was like adding a coat of gloss to nail polish.  Kneeling was the base color, but kneeling the way Butterfly showed her was the gloss.  She wanted to shine like that.  Before she could do that, there was hard work ahead.  Ballet lessons.  She hoped that Courtney would let her do that.  Sure the idea hadn’t sat well with her at first, but she did want to be graceful.  And it hadn’t been Courtney’s idea.  It had been Butterfly’s suggestion.  Then there were the exercises that Butterfly had shown her.  Exercises she’d have to do before she could kneel in one smooth motion.  
Everything about Butterfly captivated her.  A grown woman being a slave told her that this was not child’s play.  It was not a game.  It was not weird.  And Butterfly took it so seriously.  Proud to serve her Mistress.  Not to mention the fact that she was so good at it.  Twerp wondered just how long Butterfly had been a slave and how long before she would be that good, too.  
Which only reminded her of the question she’d asked.  Why did Butterfly enjoy it?  And the dang cryptic answer.  ‘Why do I enjoy it?  Does it matter?  Should I just enjoy without wondering why?’  
Enjoying was one thing, but still irked her a little that she enjoyed being Courtney’s slave.  Why couldn’t it have been someone else?  Then again, that same question popped up.  Does it matter?  She bit her pouty lower lip.  
And what the heck was that with Aunt Samantha?  Even now she wriggled, feeling the tingles return.  Her Aunt wanted her… sexually.  Her Aunt, a woman she thought of as beautiful, successful, elegant.  A woman on a pedestal who had patiently taken her crap for two weeks and then slapped her down hard when she deserved it.  Her Aunt, who had just thrilled her within an inch of life.  Wow.  She had to completely rewrite her impression of Aunt Samantha.  
‘Cuz this afternoon was unbelievable.  She’d never even dreamed of playtime with anyone but Courtney.  Butterfly and the Head Mistress were soooo off limits that she’d been knocked back on her heels at the thought.  Making love with a grown woman was awesome.  Not only was the feel of taboo so real that it made her ache, but they were so experienced.  They’d made her feel sooo good.  
Not that Courtney was any less fun.  They were just different.  Her Mistress was enthusiastic, explosive, quick, diminutive, commanding, beautiful, sexy.  Butterfly was soft and hard, cool and warm, big and beautiful, an independent slave, contradiction after contradiction.  But mostly Twerp remembered her as a patient teacher, even in sex.  And the Head Mistress?  She was stern, scary, enigmatic, knowledgeable, beautiful, sexy.  And something else that Twerp couldn’t put her finger on.  She didn’t quite know what had happened that had driven her so crazy.  Why that orgasm had been so much better.  But, that was the Head Mistress.  
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Twerp’s tummy rumbled, reminding her that it had been a busy day and dinner shouldn’t be too far away.  Locked away in her cage, she could but guess.  Hmmph, Butterfly was probably upstairs sipping coffee.  She’d earned so many privileges that Twerp could only hope for someday.  
But she was so very wrong about that last assumption.  It was only a few minutes more before her Mistress slipped into the room and let her out of her cage.  Leashed she was led into the main room.  Stopped dead in her tracks.  The leash went taut when Courtney didn’t stop.  Twerp stumbled forward, ashamed at her break in discipline.  
Butterfly was hanging by her wrists, feet not even touching the ground.  Her back was striped with red that hadn’t been there before.  Angry stripes that looked worse than the punishment strap could deliver.  
Twerp couldn’t tear her eyes away.  She bumped into Courtney, who had now stopped.  She went white as a sheet, took a step back, and knelt in Tower.  
“Does a slave wonder what that feels like so much that she wants some herself?” asked Courtney.  
Twerp furiously shook her head.  
“Perhaps someday you will,” said Courtney.  “This was playtime between the Head Mistress and her slave.”  She refused to look at the sight.  She’d been invited to stay and watch.  But after the first blow of the cane, she’d left, unable to stand the screams.  Somehow it just wasn’t reassuring to know that Butterfly could not only stand the beating, but was aroused by it.  
Twerp shuddered.  A tear ran down her cheek.  The second time she’d cried for Butterfly.  Her Mistress touched her lightly on her head, caressing her hair.  “I’d never do that to you, Twerp.”  
Twerp nodded her head, grateful at the knowledge.  
“What has a slave done wrong?” Courtney’s voice snapped Twerp back to her own errors.  
“This slave stopped when she shouldn’t and bumped into her mistress.”
“No.”
Wide eyes looked up at their Mistress.  What then?
“Think more basic than that, Twerp.”
Twerp thought hard.  What had she done wrong besides that?  What had she done wrong that led to that?  She looked up instead of eyes down.  If she’d kept her eyes down, she wouldn’t even have seen Butterfly.  “Mistress, this slave did not keep her eyes down when following her Mistress.”
“Look at Butterfly’s back and count the stripes.”
Twerp looked back up, her face ashen.  There were ten stripes on the slave’s back.  Each one looking like the skin had nearly broken.  Each one looking like it would take days to heal.  It was horrible.  She looked back at her Mistress. 
“That was your punishment for looking in the first place,” said Courtney.  
Twerp understood.  She’d expected the punishment strap.  But she thought this punishment more fitting and worse.  Particularly when she noticed that Courtney wouldn’t look.  
Courtney stepped away and Twerp followed.  Into the kitchen.  The grilled cheese sandwich was tasteless to her.  The cold milk did not refresh.  Back in her cage, with the light on, the book stayed untouched that night.  
Butterfly had not been hanging by her wrists when Twerp passed through the second time going back to her cage for the night.  She kept her eyes down and didn’t know one way or the other.  
Behind the closed door of the executive bathroom, Butterfly lay on her stomach on the massage table.  Samantha applied liniment to her slave.  No sense in leaving her property marked, she told herself.  No sense in leaving her friend in pain.  Butterfly enjoyed the sharp pain, getting wild with excitement.  But the ache would last for days.  
Upstairs, Samantha cooked dinner for three while Courtney wondered when Butterfly would feel up to eating.  
When Marcie bounded into the kitchen with a big smile, to say Courtney was surprised would be an understatement.  “Wow, that smarts,” said Marcie.  She was again dressed as she’d come, collar removed.  She took one look at Courtney and said, “Pretty scary, huh?”
“You’re Ms. Oates again,” was all Courtney could say.  
“Marcie,” said Marcie.  “Heck, once you’ve been licked by Butterfly, you can call me Marcie.”
“This is too weird,” said Courtney.
“Sorry, baby,” said her Mom.  “We thought you ought to see both sides of Marcie and Butterfly.  Makes the caning less scary.  And, by the end of the summer, we’re going to have to get Sasha and Twerp able to switch back and forth.”
“It’s still weird,” said Courtney.  “I hadn’t thought that far ahead about Sasha.”  
“She’ll have to be able to act like a normal person,” said Marcie.  “No bowing and kneeling.  Mistress this and Ma’am that.”  She pointed at her neck.  “The collar is the symbol.  Collar is Butterfly.  No collar is Marcie.  It’s not so hard.  Except when Butterfly leaves my fu…dang back feeling like this.”  She chuckled.  
Samantha and Marcie chatted through dinner like the two old friends that they were.  They never once said a word that indicated they were Mistress and slave or that either of them was inclined toward that unusual way of life.  Courtney half listened as she ate, but it was grown up talk that bored her.  
After dinner, Courtney went to bed very early.  She had some sleep to catch up on and for once she didn’t have to get ready for the next day.  She didn’t drop off to sleep right away.  Instead, thoughts of the afternoon went through her head.  It was the first time she’d ever seen her Mom as a sexual being.  Over the past few days she’d had hints of it, but this time Mom had been naked and visibly aroused by both Butterfly and Twerp.  And having fun.  
Courtney hadn’t counted her Mom’s orgasms.  She hadn’t even been paying attention.  Assuming that Mom had orgasms this afternoon.  She assumed that her Mom hadn’t paid attention to hers either.  Oh how she had to assume that.  It still made her feel awkward to think of her Mom watching. It was just awkward that she’d been in the same room with Mom and both of them naked, playing with their slaves, and cumming.  
Of all the things that happened, two things stood out among all the awkward, odd, and brand new things that had happened.  She’d stared unabashedly curious at the sight of her Mom eating out Twerp.  At first, just watching had seemed wrong.  It was Twerp’s orgasm, so she didn’t feel weird about watching that.  No, what was wrong was watching her Mom lick a pussy.  That’s what slaves do for their Mistress.  Not something the Mistress does.  Isn’t it?  She’d have to have a talk with Mom about that.  Maybe she’d talk to Marcie.  She kinda wanted to do it for Twerp, but until now she thought that was down right wrong. 
Twerp tasted good down there.  It really made her hot to lick Twerp’s juices from her fingers.  It made Twerp so excited.  ‘Wonder what Twerp would do if I actually licked her?’ It had to be good.  
The other thing that really, really bothered her had been the very last thing in the basement.  She’d just stored Twerp until dinner and her Mom said, “Want to watch what really makes Butterfly squirm?”  With a big, inviting smile.  Like it would be fun to do.  And fun to watch.  Well, she did like watching Twerp squirm, so she wanted to watch what made Butterfly do the same.  
It started out innocently enough.  Not unlike times she’d made Twerp squirm.  Butterfly’s wrists were tied to the ceiling so that she hung down without her toes touching.  Just the position had made Butterfly’s nipples hard and she started to squirm.   Then, when Mom got the cane and showed it to Butterfly, the helpless slave’s breathing got really ragged, her skin flushed, and she wriggled, just the way Twerp did when she was tickled or spanked for playtime.  
Courtney had assumed the cane was for something other than spanking.  She’d had it done once, just to find out.  It had turned out to be the wickedest spanking toy in the basement.  Right then and there she decided she’d never do it to Twerp.  Why would anybody do that to anybody?  
She watched with curiosity as her Mom gave every appearance that she was going to cane Butterfly.  Tap, tap, tap on that broad back, taking aim.  Then *WHACK*!  And the scream that followed! Courtney felt like she was going to throw up.  She almost ran from the room, forcing herself to walk… very quickly out the door and upstairs.  As the door was shutting, she heard the crack of another blow and the horrible scream.  It sent chills down her spine and they weren’t the excited kind of chills.  It was more like when she was little and thought there was a monster under the bed.  Scary, frightening, panicky kind of chills. 
All the way around, Courtney thought Butterfly was a scary slave.  She was sooo good at it.  And she liked it.  Courtney hoped that Twerp would one day be as good and enjoy it like that.  But Butterfly was waaay overboard.  She had a sense that Butterfly was punishing herself as well.  Like she was conniving ways for her Mistress to hurt her.  And then there was the vision of Twerp peeing.  What the heck had Butterfly said to make that happen?  Talk about scary.    
After Courtney was in bed, Marcie finally turned the subject to Twerp.  As Butterfly she did not judge.  It was not the place for the slave to do that.  But, Butterfly did record.  And Marcie processed later.  “I don’t think I’ve ever seen you lose control before,” she said to Samantha.  It was a casual observation, but an accusation as well.  
Samantha took a sip of her wine.  “You think I’ve lost control?  Of Courtney?  Of Twerp?  Of my sanity?”
“Of yourself, Samantha,” said Marcie.  She occasionally trained slaves herself and now it was that perspective she was using.  “And when that happens, then yes, you’ve lost control of Courtney, Twerp, and everything.”
“I know, I know,” said Samantha, shaking her head.  She’d had the feeling of stepping over the line for several days now.  There had just been too much temptation.  “I’m too close to it, Marcie.  I’m not thinking clearly.  Tell me.  Where have I gone wrong and what do I do about it?”
“You gotta go back to the basic rules,” said Marcie.  “This is day 8 of her training and we just had an orgy.  I don’t remember that anywhere in the first two months. Remember.  The first 30 days are work, work, work, and occasional playtime and sex.  You’re supposed to be tearing her down, then building her up.  Looks to me like you’re all just playing.”
“Maybe it was a mistake to let Courtney be her Mistress.”
“Hell, no,” said Marcie. “The mistake is that you want her.  Samantha, she’s your 11-year-old niece.  Courtney is doing her a favor by teaching her discipline.  The role of Mistress is to teach her discipline.  You’re not doing her a favor by fucking her.”
When Samantha opened her mouth, Marcie said, “I’m not finished.  She’s Courtney’s slave.  You can guide, and Lord knows Courtney needs your guidance, but hell, Samantha, a slave can only have one Mistress.  It’ll confuse her if you give her any orders in the first 30 days.  She’s a young girl.  I don’t know how that factors into the equation, but I’m thinking she’ll be confused more easily.
“And the last thing… I’m going to talk to Courtney tomorrow when I’m calibrating her.  She is to have no more than two orgasms a week and Twerp can have one.  This isn’t a school girl sleepover.  It’s slave training.” 
“I told her to take it easy so she doesn’t become a slave to her own orgasms.”
“She’s nine,” said Marcie, exasperated.  “To her taking it easy just might mean only one orgasm a day.”  Her voice softened. “Lookit, I’m not asking you to stop being her Mom.  You can’t do that.  I’m telling you to be the professional Mistress that you are.  Think of Twerp like… what’s her name… Jammy.  Yeah, you remember the first one I trained while you supervised?”
“You’re right, Marcie.  It was going OK until Courtney had her first orgasm.  She’s been like a kid in a candy store ever since and I need to put to stop to that.”
“Jesus, girl,” said Marcie, her anger returning.  “If I have to come over there and poke you in the eye, I will.  Courtney is not the problem.  She doesn’t know any better.  You’ve fucked up.  You have a successful business and a reputation. You are too good at what you do to let this little girl get to you.”
“Isn’t that what I just said?” asked Samantha, her face furrowed.  The words had been different, but she meant the same thing.  Except she hadn’t quite been as hard on herself as Marcie was being.  
“I heard you still blaming Courtney.  I want you hear you say, ‘I fucked up.’
“I fucked up,” said Samantha, finally admitting what her heart was already aware of.  “That ends tonight.  Tomorrow while you’re with Courtney, Twerp will be in her cage.”  She’d had her one and only fling with her niece.  She knew it was the right thing to do.  Not because Twerp was her niece or because Twerp was only 11, but because she had set standards for training any slave.  Twerp deserved no less.  
“Courtney’s right about one thing, you know,” said Marcie.  “This is weird.  I mean she thinks the whole lifestyle is weird and that me switching from Marcie to Butterfly is weird.  But I don’t know of anybody who’s seriously tried to train an 11-year-old.”
Both of them understood Marcie’s words to exclude the predators that preyed on kids.  Young girls disappeared all the time and some of them may be sex slaves to a twisted Master or Mistress.  The slaves that Samantha and Marcie trained were willing participants, eager to try out slavery, but also led normal lives most of the time.  While Sasha’s choice had not been verbalized, it had clearly been her desire.  And she would once again lead a normal, but more disciplined life at the end of the summer.  
“What do you think about me dropping by every other weekend?” asked Marcie.  
“That’s a long drive,” observed Samantha.  
“She’s a precious child.  I think she’s worth it.  You said this morning that you were glad you could finally tell someone and talk about it.  I don’t imagine you expected me to kick your ass back in line, but I’d be willing to talk.  I vill be der Inspector General,” she finished with a bad rendition of a German accent.  
“I’d like that,” said Samantha.  “I’ll pay you, gas and…”
“Gas,” said Marcie.  “I’m doing this as a friend and I don’t want your money.  But I know you.  You’re going to insist until I take your money.  I’ll take gas money and that’s it.”
“Thanks, Marcie.  If you come in two weeks, Butterfly will not make an appearance.”
“And then in four weeks she will?”
“We’ll see how Twerp’s training is going.”
“Good answer,” said Marcie.  It felt odd to be taking a controlling role over Samantha.  Samantha, the icy Mistress, who was always in control.  But as she’d observed, this was an odd case.  Samantha needed her help.  
The next morning, Twerp exercise, showed, and ate her breakfast.  She was used to being stored away after that, but usually it was just a short time until her Mistress returned.  By the time lunch came, she was going crazy wondering what was going on.  She’d been left in her cage for long periods before, but not in the past few days.  
She tried to remember when was the last time.  The days had so blurred, she wasn’t sure what day it was.  It seemed like a month had passed, but she was pretty sure it was less than two weeks.  She would have been surprised to know that the Discovery had just been 9 days ago.  
While Twerp fretted away the morning in her cage, Marcie and Courtney went to the executive bathroom for Courtney’s calibration.  “You’re OK with this, Courtney?  I mean, we’re going to do some very personal things.  So personal that your Mom doesn’t want to do it.”
Courtney nodded.  “Uh huh.  I gotta or else I can’t do them with Twerp.”
“So?  Maybe they’re things you shouldn’t do with Twerp.”
Courtney frowned, her soft brows wrinkling.  “‘Cuz I’m 9?”
“Get over it, kiddo.  You’re 9.  There’s things a 9-year-old can’t handle yet.”
Deep sigh.  “You think I shouldn’t?”
“What I really think is I’m going to show you three things.  One of them, eating pussy, is something you’ve already had done, so we’re going to do it regardless.  The other two, well, I’ll tell you why you shouldn’t do one of them, namely poking things in Twerp’s pussy and the other, you can decide.”
“Rimming?” asked Courtney.  That was the one she was most curious about.  There was nothing like having Mom refuse to tell her that would make her more curious.  
“Rimming,” nodded Marcie.  “Licking someone’s butthole.”
“Ewwww,” said Courtney.  “Why would you do that?”
“A Mistress generally wouldn’t,” said Marcie.  “We’ll do it and you can decide if you want Twerp to do it to you.”
“OK,” said Courtney, not sounding convinced.  
“But first, we need to talk about being a Mistress.”  
Courtney’s shoulders slumped and her pert little nose wrinkled.  
“Don’t give me that,” said Marcie. “This is important.  Here’s the deal.  Sometimes you hear something from someone and you go, yeah, yeah, whatever, and then you do what you want, not what you’re told.  It’s worst when that someone is a parent.  I’m not going to say anything, well, not much of anything, that you haven’t heard before from your Mom, but when you hear it from two people, it better stick in your head.”
She was right.  Courtney listened carefully and didn’t hear much different.  She was doubly right because coming from Marcie, it didn’t sound the same.  This was a Mistress, a slave, an adult (that wasn’t her Mom), and a friend.  She heard the parts about her responsibility.  Taking care of Twerp’s every need.  And those needs included training and discipline, not just food, water, and shelter.  Don’t harm your slave.  Following every instruction from her Mom to the letter.  
“She’s not Mom,” piped up Courtney and then proceeded to describe the difference between Mom and the Head Mistress. “And I always do what the Head Mistress says.  I promised her.  I gotta do it for Twerp.”
Marcie chuckled at the backhanded admission that Courtney didn’t always do what Mom said.  That would just stay their secret, though every Mom in the world already knew the truth.  She was pleasantly surprised that Courtney’s emphasis had been on Twerp’s welfare.  It at least meant the girl had the right focus.  
Since she’d trained under Samantha, it wasn’t surprising that many of the words she said to Courtney were the same that Samantha had already said.  Courtney perked up when she heard the phrase about becoming a slave to her own body.  “Everybody who’s ever had sex knows it’s great,” said Marcie.  “You could do it all day long and enjoy that high.  There’s a scientific explanation for that high, but all you need to know is that sex feels good.  The problem is that if you do it every day, it starts to be all consuming.  That’s what it means to become a slave to your own body.”
“Like you’re following somebody else’s commands,” said Courtney.
“Exactly, your body’s commands instead of your mind’s commands.  You skip going to the store.  You don’t pay the bills.  You’re late for work or school.  You don’t do your slave’s training for the day because you’d rather have playtime.  And, didn’t we just agree that your slave’s training is the most important thing in your life, all summer long?”
“Yeah,” agreed Courtney.  “Sounds like somebody on drugs.”  She’d learned about that in Health class.  
“Good analogy,” said Marcie.  “The scientific explanation for that sexual high is because your body produces a drug that you can get addicted to.  It’s called endorphins.”
“Oh, so that’s how it feels to be on drugs?”
“No!” said Marcie sharply.  This discussion was suddenly going the wrong direction.  “That’s not what I meant to say.  You can have sex.  Don’t ever, ever do drugs.  Trust me.  I’ve done them.  It’s a hell you don’t want to get into.”
She needed to get back on track. “Sex is not as addicting as drugs, but it can take over.  It’s easier to have sex and control your sexual behavior than it is to take drugs and control your drug intake. And here’s how you’re going to control it.  You are only allowed two orgasms a week.  Period.  Twerp is only allowed one per week.”
“That’s it?”
“That’s it.  You said you always did what the Head Mistress said.  You want me to bring her down here and have her tell you?  Because she will.  We talked about it last night.”
“Nu-uh,” said Courtney.  “If that’s what I gotta do, then OK.”
“It all fits together, Courtney,” said Marcie.  “Training comes first.  Not harming your slave.  Limiting the sex.  It’s all for Twerp’s good.  So she gets trained right.”
Courtney processed that information.  “Too much sex is bad for Twerp.”
“You got it.  You said you hadn’t thought about the end of the summer yet.  I’ll bet your haven’t thought about next summer either.  Think about 2 or 3 months next summer with a properly trained slave.  And compare that to a summer of retraining her, doing this all over again.  Or worse, she doesn’t want to do it because it was done wrong.”
Marcie could tell she hit a rich vein with that thought.  Courtney’s eyes lit up and a smile came to her lips.  Running little fantasies of the future through her mind.  Do it right and there will be rewards.  “Think about 10 years from now.  Will Twerp still be your slave?  Will she love and obey her Mistress?  It all hinges on the next two months.”
Wow!  She’d kinda thought of that, but it hadn’t really made an impression.  Twerp could be hers forever.  Or not.  What a responsibility she had.  But there was also a hint of more fun.  “So once she’s trained then we can have sex more?”
‘Oh, to be young again,’ thought Marcie.  All the stamina and nothing but time.  No responsibilities.  That had been her life from 11 to 24.  Sex and drugs.  Fun and games.  No worries.  And it had been hell.  “Let’s put it this way, Courtney.  Once you’re an adult, you’ll have a different perspective about sex.”  And that left the years between now and adulthood wide open. 
The discussion//lecture had gone on longer than she’d planned.  “Let’s get to some calibrating,” she said, using the euphemism that Samantha always used.  In this case, it was nothing but sex… with a 9-year-old girl.  With her Mom’s permission.  It put butterflies in her stomach.  “Let’s start by getting undressed.”
Courtney no longer felt awkward getting undressed in front of Twerp, her Mom, or Marcie.  Butterfly had seen her naked yesterday.  She peeled off her clothes quickly, then waited for Marcie to catch up.  When she was naked, Marcie started filling the big sunken bathtub with hot water.  She added a capful of bubble bath.  “We’re going to get nice and clean,” she said to Courtney.  “But first, here’s why.”
She sat down on the tiled edge of the bathtub and said, “Put your nose an inch away from my pussy and take a good whiff.”
Huh?  She’d smelled pussies before, Twerp’s anyway.  Courtney put her nose close to Marcie’s slit and inhaled.  “Ewww,” she said, looking up at Marcie in surprise.  It smelled of sweat and urine.  Twerp’s sure never smelled like that.   
“You think that’s bad?”  Marcie rose and presented her ample bottom to Courtney.  “Smell my ass.”
“What?” Courtney wrinkled her nose in disgust.  
“You’re going to lick it in a few minutes.  Smell it.”
“How about if I just say I got the message,” said Courtney.  
“What’s the message?”
“Clean up before sex?”
“Bathe or shower before sex,” said Marcie.  “I mean, as a Mistress you can make your slave do anything, including disgusting things like lick something that’s not clean.  But, honestly, that would gross me out. And just for the sake of calibration, I last showered 15 hours ago.  Not that long, but you should shower or bathe no more than a couple of hours before oral sex.”
Courtney felt bad now.  She hadn’t always done that.  What had she smelled like yesterday afternoon?  Nobody had complained, but then… they were slaves.  Would they have complained?  And Twerp.  She’d tasted Twerp.  It hadn’t been disgusting.  “Twerp didn’t smell like that yesterday afternoon,” she pointed out.  “It was six hours after her shower.”
“Twerp is naked,” said Marcie.  “It airs out her pussy better.  Tucked inside panties, a pussy gets ripe pretty fast.”  She stepped into the half full tub and sat down.  “Come on in.  I know you just showered, but come join me.”
Courtney smiled shyly as she stepped into the tub. With all the stuff they were going to do, it still felt funny to bathe with Marcie.  She was about to sit down facing Marcie, but then Marcie said, “No, no, turn around and sit down here,” she indicated she wanted Courtney’s bottom right between her legs.  She blushed as she sat down, her back pressing against Marcie’s crotch and her head resting against the twin pillows on Marcie’s chest.  It felt nice when Marcie wrapped her arms around her.  
“What’s the youngest girl you ever had sex with?” asked Courtney.
“Nine,” said Marcie.  
Courtney looked back up at Marcie’s face.  “You counting me?”
“No,” said Marcie.  “Not one of my favorite memories.  I was 12 and I was pissed at this girl at school, so I seduced her little sister.”  
Hmmm.  Courtney had to think about that one.  Using sex as a weapon.  She wondered if adults ever did that.  Or was that one of the reasons why kids weren’t supposed to have sex.  ‘Cuz they didn’t know how to be responsible about it.  
“Did it harm you to have sex so young?”
Ahh, the $64,000 question.  And, ergo, was it OK for Courtney and Twerp to have sex?  “Yes,” said Marcie, surprising Courtney.  “I haven’t told anyone else this, not even your Mom.  Promise to keep a secret.”
“Uh huh,” nodded Courtney solemnly.
“I had an abortion when I was 13, another one when I was 15, and another one when I was 16.  By then I got smart enough to use a condom every time, but now I can’t ever have children.  I’m too messed up inside.”
“You were having sex with boys?” asked Courtney.  She hadn’t even thought of that, not lately anyway.  
“That’s the way it usually works,” chuckled Marcie at Courtney’s surprise.  “Girls with girls is not the norm.  Which is one way you and Twerp could be harmed.  I don’t know how your Mom feels about this, but I’m worried that the two of you will learn to be lesbians, sexually attracted to only girls.”
“Mom’s a lesbian, isn’t she?”  She’s never seen a man around her Mom.  
“That doesn’t mean she wants you to be one, too,” countered Marcie.  “You see, I’m bisexual, or just bi.  That means I like men and women.  You could be, too.”
“Good,” said Courtney feeling relieved.  She hadn’t even been aware that was something she’d worried about, but it did make her feel better to know that her fantasy of marriage and kids wasn’t lost.  
“Let’s not talk so serious, honey,” said Marcie.  “Just relax and enjoy.”  
As the woman said that, Courtney felt her hands start to move on her body, gently stroking her, washing her.  The gentle hands touched her everywhere, including and especially between her pussy lips and butt cheeks.  When that was done, Marcie said, “Now, you do me.”
It took Courtney a little longer to wash Marcie.  There was more of her.  More of everything.  It made her warm and tingly to touch Marcie, exciting her in a different way than she’d been excited by touching Butterfly.  This lacked the feeling of control and ownership.  But it made up for it in the feel of intimacy.  
When Marcie started the water draining, she held Courtney in that same position, resting back against her.  The water slowly drained, then just as she felt the water tickling past her pussy and butt, Marcie said, “I like the feel of that, how ‘bout you?  The way the water kind of laps at your butt.”
“Yeah, it does feel kinda nice,” said Courtney.  
“You said that Twerp likes a butt plug?”
“Yeah, she always sounds like no, no, don’t, but then wow, she goes nuts.”
“Then you have the answer to your question about why someone likes having their butt hole licked.”
“Oh,” said Courtney simply, as the light went on.  
Next Marcie took her to the shower.  “We’re clean,” she explained, “but I don’t want to taste soapy.  The bath is nice and relaxing, but nothing rinses clean like a shower.”
The shower was quick and then Marcie opened up a cabinet.  It was where Mom kept the scented oils for massaging.  There were more bottles on a different shelf.  “These are a special touch,” said Marcie.  “Not required, but nice.”  She held up a little spray bottle.  “A spritz of lavender in the right place can make you smell even better. Or this,” she held up a bottle.  “A dab of peppermint makes your pussy taste like candy.”  
She set the bottles back on the shelf.  “We’re just going au natural today.  You can play around with scents and tastes later.  Come on,” she took Courtney’s hand and led her out of the bathroom, across the main room, and through one of the three doors that Courtney hadn’t been behind yet.  On the way she picked up two dildos and some K-Y jelly.  
Inside this new room was a big, luxurious bed.  Piled with pillows and soft blankets.  Warm and inviting.  Courtney jumped on the bed with a squeal of delight.  Kewl.  She hadn’t even known it was here.  
Marcie pulled the sheets back and climbed in.  She could easily have just jumped into the calibration like the coldly clinical demonstration that it was supposed to be.  But she didn’t expect Courtney to do the same.  The girl had snuggled nicely during the bath and she’d seen the signs of arousal on her.  Now, she pulled Courtney to her and gave her a soft kiss on her lips.  Using her hands to caress the soft skin, practically feeling it tingle under her fingers.  
Courtney’s eyes were closed.  Nipples puckered.  Little toes clenched.  Just drifting under the soft touch.  The fingers went to her pussy, still touching ever so lightly.  The light touch stopped and Courtney opened her eyes.  “Now, let’s talk about vagina penetration,” said Marcie.  
Holding up her little finger, Marcie said, “This is probably too big for your pussy.  They talk about periods in your Health class?”
“Yeah,” said Courtney, blushing slightly.  ‘I’m not a little girl, yanno.’  But that wasn’t fair.  She’d asked a question, not taunted her like Sasha had done.  
“Good.  Nothing goes into your pussy, girl, until you have your first period.  Then be careful.  If you ask me, a boy or a man doesn’t put his cock in there until you’re married to him, but I know that’s old fashioned.  Twerp can put things in there.  You can put things in there.  Toys like vibrators.  No real cocks.  Understand?”
“Yes, ma’am,” said Courtney.  The tone of Marcie’s voice earned that ma’am.
“Good, now, what I really want to talk about is putting something in Twerp.”
“Yeah, she had a period,” said Courtney.  “About two weeks ago.  She just had to let me know that she was a big girl and I wasn’t.”
“I heard she wasn’t being very nice,” said Marcie.  “You got to see the blood and all?”
“Yeah.”
“Then you won’t be grossed out or surprised when she has another one.  Probably in two more weeks.  And you’ll have to provide her with tampons and pads. She gets panties to hold the pads in.  She doesn’t have to earn tampons, pads, or panties anymore than she had to earn a toothbrush and toothpaste.”  
“OK,” agreed Courtney.  Another thing she hadn’t thought of yet.  “Thanks.”
“You’re welcome.  Now, back to fucking Twerp.”
Courtney snickered.  She was still thinking of it as sticking something in Twerp’s vagina, but fucking was the word for it.  
“Start with small things.  I got one here that’s too big for her, but it’s probably about the same size compared to mine as the smallest one is compared to Twerp’s pussy.  It starts tight, but my pussy will expand to make it easier.  The K-Y is to make it slick.  If she’s really excited, you can use her cream, but the first few times, add a little K-Y.  You hurt her, she’s not going to want to do it again.  Start small, use lubrication. Understand?”
“Uh huh,” nodded Courtney.  The fake cock looked pretty big and she didn’t think even Marcie had that big of a vagina.  She peeked between the woman’s legs and couldn’t find the hole.  
Only now did Marcie think of the logistics.  “You right or left handed?”
“Right,” said Courtney.
“Let’s switch sides.  You be on the side so you’re right hand is the outside hand when you’re on your back.”
Slender little body slid across the belly of her instructor.  The woman scooted under her to reverse positions.  
“You can also do it kneeling between her legs, but let’s start this way. Here, you take the cock,” she handed the dildo to Courtney, amazed at how big it looked in her little hand.  “Take the K-Y, too, and lube it up.  Coat the top 2 inches good.”
As Courtney spread the slick goo on the cock, Marcie said, “I mentioned small and lubed well.  I should also mention slow.  You put that in me fast and I’ll use it as your personal butt plug.”
Courtney stared earnestly at the dildo.  There were butt plugs in the collection that were this big.  Wow, that would hurt.  Wouldn’t it?  Oh, that was the point.  Hmmm, it would hurt Marcie in her vagina.  
Marcie laughed at the serious look on Courtney’s face.  “I’m just kidding.  Just take it slow.  I think you’ll see from the feel of it.  Now, use your left hand to find the hole… lower… lower… yeah, almost straight down… OK, there it is.  Now, fuck me.”  She smiled as Courtney giggled.  
The girl carefully put the head of the fake cock into Marcie’s vagina.  “Like that?”
“Like that,” agreed Marcie.  “Feel some resistance?”
“Uh huh.”
“OK, then here’s how this works the rest of the way.  Don’t do anything until I say so.  First you put it about 2 inches in.  That coats the first two inches of my pussy with K-Y.  Slide it in and out a couple times.  Then go another inch and slide it in and out a couple times.  Then another inch.  Keep doing that until it’s all the way in.  What you’re doing is working the lubrication deeper and deeper.  Any questions?”
Courtney pondered, trying to decide if she had a question.  It seemed pretty simple.
“Hell, girl, just do it.  If a boy can figure it out, then so can you.”
Courtney blushed slightly at her naïveté and then pushed the dildo a couple of inches in.  In and out, then a bit deeper.  Each time it went a little bit farther and felt a little bit easier.  Then, before she knew it, it was all the way in.  “That’s it?”
“That’s how it gets started,” said Marcie.  She showed Courtney how to slide it in and out, all the way out and all the way in, slowly.  Then faster as Twerp got excited.  “This can be enough to make her have an orgasm.  This plus a vibrator is a guarantee.  Better than just a vibrator.”  She took Courtney’s hand away and pulled out the dildo. 
“Just one more point of concern with fucking Twerp,” said Marcie.  “There may be blood the first time you do it.”
“Uh huh,” nodded Courtney, “her hymen.”
“So, that’s really the last point of concern.  You break her hymen, you take her virginity.  Do you want to do that to Twerp?  Do you want to do that to Sasha?  I’m not going to answer that question.”  Marcie didn’t really lean one way or another.  Courtney would probably be gentler than Sasha’s first boy, maybe doing her a favor.   But she also didn’t think that Sasha’s virginity was Courtney’s to take.  
Courtney saw the dilemma.  It seemed like fun to play with Twerp.  She enjoyed the power.  She could do anything she wanted with her slave.  But since last night she’d come to realize that Sasha would be back someday.  Sasha ought to have a say with her virginity, but slaves don’t get a choice.  
“I can’t do it, can I?” said Courtney.  
“That’s not what I said,” said Marcie.  “But if that’s how you feel, then good for you.” She hugged the girl.  “You care about your slave and you care about your cousin.”  She couldn’t help but think that Samantha had probably had Twerp’s virginity in her sights for the morning.  
The woman set aside the slick dildo and picked up the second one.  Courtney eyed this one curiously.  She couldn’t figure out why it had leather straps like a harness attached to it.  
“This is called a strap on,” said Marcie.  “I know you said you didn’t want to do Twerp, but this is part of the calibration today.  I’ll show you how to use it.”  She got out of bed. “C’mere and I’ll show you how it works.”  
Courtney got out of bed and stood in front of Marcie.  She blushed as she figured out what was going on.  It took a couple of minutes for Marcie to get the straps adjusted right so it fit her slender hips, but when it was done, Courtney was sporting an 8 inch cock.  
She giggled.  “I look like a boy.”
Marcie chuckled with her, though for a different reason.  Aside from lovely long blond hair, Courtney didn’t look like just any boy.  She looked like a very well hung 9-year-old.  She guided Courtney back into bed, kneeling between her legs, the fake cock pointed at her pussy.  “This is how a girl fucks a girl.  With a fake cock like this,” she said.  “Put the cock inside me and push with your hips.”
Courtney followed the instructions, watching the cock disappear inside the slick pussy.  She stopped with it all the way in.  
“Now you’re supposed to pull it out and push it in just like I showed you,” instructed Marcie.  “Only now instead of using your hand, you use your hips.”
Courtney tried it for about a minute before she made her judgment.  “Kinda hard work.”  She stopped.  
“Kinda,” agreed Marcie.  “Not so bad for the boy ‘cuz it feels good to him, too.  You don’t get any thrill from it ‘cuz the dildo’s not really part of you.  So, it feels good for the boy and the girl and the effort is worth it.  Some lesbians like to use a strap on like this ‘cuz their partner likes the feel of a cock inside her, but doesn’t want a man doing it.”  ‘Please don’t ask me if your mom’s ever done this for me,’ she prayed silently.    
“Anyway, that’s just what I wanted to show you.  Don’t need to make a big deal out it,” she wanted to move on before Courtney asked any questions about it.  
Marcie slid out of bed, dildos and K-Y in her hands.  “Wait here.  I’ll be right back,” she told Courtney.  “I’m just going to run to the shower and rinse off the K-Y.”
Courtney lay on her back, staring at the ceiling after Marcie left.  She was getting an entirely different impression of the woman this Sunday morning.  Marcie wasn’t scary.  She was thoughtful, patient, and kind.  It was Butterfly that was scary.  Scary because she was so hard on herself and Twerp.  She wondered if it would feel as good to command Butterfly as it was to command Twerp.  It had felt just as good to strap her.  
That reminded her of Butterfly’s caning yesterday.  Marcie had gone out of her way to keep her back turned away from Courtney.  Or at least Courtney hadn’t noticed it yet.  Dang, she hadn’t even thought to look as Marcie left the room.  She knew she’d see it when she had the chance to rim Marcie.  Maybe she could just not look.  
Marcie came back to find Courtney considerably sobered.  She just started stroking the girl again, relaxing her and preparing her for the next event.  Her hands could feel the tension melt away from Courtney.  As she rolled Courtney onto her tummy, there was scarcely any reaction.  Her hands kept caressing, this time the perfect back, firm butt, and sleek thighs.  
She felt Courtney stiffen as she pulled her cheeks apart.  Hard swallow.  Audible even to Marcie.  Here it comes.  She slowly circled the puckered brown hole, feeling Courtney’s butt rise up in pleasure.  
Courtney couldn’t believe how the warm, wet tongue made her tingle.  She’d never have guessed that her butt hole could be so sensitive, could be aroused by the soft touch.  It was so different from having her pussy licked, but it gave the same kind of feeling.  Emanating from her butt to the rest of her body.  Her nipples tingled.  Her pussy started to tingle.  Then, Marcie stopped.  
“Well, you get the idea,” said Marcie.  
‘Huh?  That’s all?’  She wanted more.  She wanted to see how far that could take her.  
Marcie read her mind.  “You can get Twerp to do it longer.  That’s all you need as a demo from me.”
“It felt nice.  Don’t you like doing it?” asked Courtney.
“I said that’s all you get, kiddo,” said Marcie.  “You get two orgasms a week and I’m not going to let you waste one with me today.”  
“You can cum from that?” asked Courtney breathlessly.
“No, but you can get so close that it just wouldn’t be fair.  That would just be plain mean and frustrating.”  She plopped down on her stomach. “You on the other hand are going to lick my ass for a couple of minutes.”  Looking back over her shoulder at Courtney’s scowl.  “Because that will get me hot and then you’re going to eat my pussy until I cum.  Trust me.  You want me warmed up.”
That made sense.  Unfortunately.  She couldn’t deny it.  Courtney looked at Marcie’s butt.  Each cheek was bigger than her head.  ‘This better not be yucky.’  She used her hands to spread Marcie open and then pressed her face to her ass.  Her little tongue darted out to lick the pucker.  She paused to get the taste.  ‘Not bad.  A little salty.  A little tangy, but not bad.’  She ran her tongue around the hole, realizing for the first time why it was called rimming.  
After about 15 seconds, a soft moan of pleasure from Marcie made all the difference.  The knowledge that she was doing it right and exciting the woman was exciting to her as well.  Marcie’s butt rose up off the mattress so she was on her elbows and knees.  It only changed the angle, making it actually easier for Courtney.  She increased the pace, running around clockwise and then counter clockwise.  
“Eat my ass,” said Marcie abruptly and passionately.  
It startled Courtney, but she quickly realized that Marcie had at least one thing in common with Butterfly.  They were both vocal.  Courtney felt tingles run through her body as Marcie started to squirm.  This was fun.  Marcie’s enthusiasm was contagious.  She increased the intensity, licking hard and fast.  Up and down.  Left and right.  In circles.  It didn’t seem to matter.  Everything made Marcie squirm more and more.  
“Fuck, yeah, tongue it, eat it, do it,” said Marcie.  “Lick my ass, honey.”
Then it was time.  “I’m turning,” said Marcie.  When Marcie flipped onto her back, Courtney saw the slick wetness seeping from her pussy and coating her thighs.  Marcie looked down at her, panting, her chest heaving with excitement.  “Eat my pussy now, honey.  Make me cum.”
She’d watched Butterfly do Twerp and learned.  She pressed her face forward, but licked up the juices on Marcie’s thighs.  “Oh, you fucking tease,” said Marcie.  She threw her head back and moaned, “Oh, God.”
Kewl!  She was driving Marcie nuts.  It sent shivers up and down her spine to watch Marcie now writhing in frustration.  Carefully she lapped up the juices on Marcie’s thighs, then her outer lips, all the while enduring glorious expletives from Marcie.  ‘That’s just the way she is,’ thought Courtney.  It was sooo much fun to get her to say those things.  It was like she was begging for it, but not quite.  
“Fucking eat me, you hot little thing.”  Marcie’s eyes bore into her, trying to urge her to finish the job.  Then she’d toss her head back again.  “God damn.”  Again, “You fucking tease, you slut, you whore, you bitch.”  The ache in Courtney’s tummy was incredible.  She felt like she was ready to cum.     
She parted Marcie’s swollen pussy lips and licked at the clit.  Wow!  It felt like Marcie almost jumped out of her skin.  Courtney was an expert recipient of pussy lickings, so she did what she knew worked for her.  She sucked the throbbing clit into her mouth, squeezing it between her lips and tonguing it.  
“Eat me,” squealed Marcie, her voice higher than Courtney had ever heard from her.  “Eat my fucking messy pussy, you little bitch.  Make me cum.”  
Damn!  Courtney wanted to cum so bad herself.  She had to remember those lessons so many days ago.  You’ve got to stop here.  You got to let yourself get excited and then not have the orgasm.  She concentrated on the clit.  It was slick, dancing away from her.  It was hard work to corral the slippery thing and keep at it.  
“Aaaahhh, yeah, fuck, yeah,” wailed Marcie as she finally came from the little mouth and tongue.  She bucked on the bed, trying to stay controlled, but it was no use.  Control was impossible.  Her body shuddered as Courtney kept licking, wrestling with the defiant clit.  And winning.  
Marcie fell limp, panting.  Her heart thudded in her chest.  
Courtney pulled herself away from Marcie’s pussy and crawled up to put her arms around the woman.  She wanted to cum so bad she was about ready to cry, but she took deep breaths and let herself relax.  The feeling faded.  
As her breathing returned to normal, Marcie looked at Courtney.  “You’re scary,” she said. 
‘I’m scary?’  Courtney couldn’t have been more surprised.  
“You learn fast.  No way you should have done that.”
“Done what?”
“A ten on the Richter scale, girl.  That was unbelievable.  I envy Twerp.”
They lay in silence for a few more minutes, just enjoying the embrace.  Courtney felt wonderfully warm from the praise.  She wasn’t sure that she’d share that with Twerp just yet.  Maybe for a special occasion.  
“Umm, Marcie?  Do you know what you say when you get excited?”
“Yeah.”  Then, “Oh, Gawd, honey, I’m so sorry.”
Courtney giggled.  “It was so hot.  It was so much fun.  Don’t be sorry.  I envy Mom.”
Marcie had to replay the words in her mind.  She knew she had no verbal inhibitions when she got excited.  The things she’d called Courtney.  And Courtney thought it was hot!  How interesting.  No wonder she’d done such an enthusiastic pussy licking.  ‘Poor girl,’ thought Marcie as she realized she’d missed the signs.  Courtney had been as excited as she was.  Yet, as she looked at Courtney, there were no signs of arousal now.  ‘Poor girl.’  But it was a lesson well spent if Courtney could just let that feeling pass so easily.  
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Courtney got Twerp out of her cage to feed her lunch.  The slave, as always, took a long stretch before kneeling in Tower.  The Mistress had never given her slave permission for the stretch but it was so beautiful, she allowed it without comment.  If Twerp ever stopped, she’d probably have to order her slave to stretch.  Naked and proud of it.  That tanned, slender body stretching.  It was like Twerp giving her a present.  Kewl!
Twerp had a peanut butter and jelly sandwich for lunch.  As she finished Courtney said, “Twerp, we had tuna salad for lunch, but since you just got sick on it, I didn’t think you’d want any. I mean, you’ll eat what I give you, but it just seemed cruel to give you something that would turn your stomach.  Tell me, how does my slave feel about tuna salad?”
The slave looked up in surprise.  She’d gotten used to eating whatever was given her.  To be asked was… nice… thoughtful... caring.  “This slave thanks her Mistress for asking.  This slave will eat what her Mistress gives her.  Including tuna salad.”
Ignoring the unnecessary verbosity of the response, Courtney thought, ‘Hmmm, maybe a plate of peas?’  She knew that Twerp hated peas.  Naw, that would be mean, too.  She brought the idea up with her Mom later, just as a prank and was surprised by the answer.  
“Next month,” said her Mom.  “You can feed her peas next month.  Not just a plate of peas, but a well balanced meal and she will be expected to eat everything on her plate.  Peas included.”  What Mom didn’t say was that the Mistress would set the example by eating her peas, too.
Of course, after a month of oatmeal and sandwiches, Twerp would probably even eat broccoli.  Yuck!
Twerp got her session in the tanning booth.  Courtney was most pleased with how Twerp’s skin was starting to tan.  The all over tan just made her look so exotic.  Twerp’s tan looked so good, that Courtney had started to take 10 and then 20 minutes in the tanning booth.  Not naked.  She wore Twerp’s string bikini, giving her the beginnings of some very risqué tan lines.  Being a couple of days behind Twerp, she wasn’t as tan.  It was only a matter of days before Twerp noticed the tan lines and figured out what the Mistress was wearing in the tanning booth.  
After the tanning booth, they went to the executive bathroom.  The Head Mistress was already there.  “A slave will manicure and pedicure her Mistress,” said Courtney.  “The Head Mistress will instruct you.”
‘Oh, come on,’ thought Twerp.  It wasn’t the ‘Oh, come on, not my twerp of a cousin.’  It was the ‘Oh, come on, no way can I learn that.  Not like the Head Mistress can do it.’
But there was Courtney sitting and waiting.  The manicure set was out.  Twerp sat opposite Courtney.  She took out the gel and rubbed it into Courtney’s nails.  Big deal.  That wasn’t hard.  Then she watched the Head Mistress do the cuticle on Courtney’s index finger.  Then Twerp did her middle finger with much correction.  The fourth finger with little correction.  The little finger with no correction.  And then her thumb.  Switched to the other hand and did it again.  Not all that hard.  
The Head Mistress took the clippers and did Courtney’s index finger.  Then, Twerp did the other nine.  Not much different than trimming her own nails, just backwards.  She finished by buffing Courtney’s nails to a fine shine.  
Surprise of surprises.  Then, Courtney slid the manicure set to herself and said, “Hands out, palms down.”  And proceeded to manicure her!  Her surprise must have been obvious, because Courtney said, “A slave didn’t think the Head Mistress would always do this, did she?”
Well, yeah, a slave did think that.  Twerp just didn’t nod or shake her head.  The faint blush was answer enough.  What’s more, to her embarrassment, Courtney didn’t require any instruction.  
Duh!  Her Mistress had watched and learned when she was having her nails done.  And there wasn’t much buffing to do because her nails were already buffed, mostly.  
The pedicure turned out the same way.  She did her Mistress, then her Mistress did her.  It was nice, but it was different, too.  It was the Mistress’ choice how her nails were manicured or that they were manicured at all. So, while she was manicuring her Mistress, her Mistress was doing little more than taking care of her property.  
The manicure and pedicure took most of the afternoon, so after that she was back in her cage.  Wondering what happened to playtime.  Looked to her like there wasn’t going to be any today.  By the time her dinner was served, she was certain of it.  
Alone after dinner, Twerp was beginning to consider another thorny issue.  She was within a couple of days of finishing Jane Eyre.  She was going to have to break down and ask for a new book.  Considering how she’d teased her cousin about reading Jane Eyre that would be a tough pill to swallow.  Worse, the next book would probably be Ivanhoe.  She hoped she didn’t enjoy that one as much as Jane Eyre.  That would be something like blasphemy as far as she was concerned.  
And there was that nagging thought that maybe Courtney would not give her a new book.  But, she hadn’t been cruel to her yet, so she rather thought she’d get a new book when this one was finished.  
The routine had kicked in.  Twerp knew what to expect when Courtney came in the next morning.  Exercise.  Quick shower.  Wash Courtney.  Breakfast.  Oatmeal and some fruit.  Milk.  Back in the cage.  The only question was how long.
Thankfully today, it wasn’t long.  Courtney’s boots clip clopped into the room and she opened the cage.  As she stretched, Twerp looked at Courtney out of the corner of her eye.  Trying not to look like she was looking.  Hoping her tingling, puckered nipples weren’t telling on her too much.  It just felt sooo good to have her Mistress watch her stretch.  
There had been a time when Twerp flaunted her boobs in front of her little cousin just for spite.  Now, she felt like she was sharing them with her Mistress.  Heck, they belonged to her Mistress as much as every other part of her did.  
“Follow,” said Courtney.  She led Twerp to the theater room where boot polish was laid out.  So, it was to be boot polishing this morning.  It was better than being caged all morning like yesterday.  
Even when Courtney held up the pear shaped gag, Twerp didn’t worry.  Last time she’d been given the chance to do it right and only been hog tied and forced to polish the boots with the gag as punishment.  She opened her mouth and let Courtney shove in the huge gag, filling her mouth.  ‘Not punishment,’ she reminded herself.  ‘My Mistress just wants me gagged.’  There was a just in case that went along with it. ‘Just in case, I don’t do it right.’  Because there beside the boot polish kit were three attachments for the gag she had in her mouth.  Applicator, brush, and buffer.  
“A slave will polish her Mistress’ boots.”
Twerp knelt and picked up the polish and applicator.  She was determined that she wouldn’t be polishing the boots with her mouth this time.  She worked industriously, spreading the polish over one entire boot.  It had seemed awkward before to do it while the boots were on Courtney’s feet, but no longer.  
The slave breathed deep, not even aware she was enjoying the scent of the boot polish.  Not aware of the slight uplift of her nipples or the slow moistening of her pussy.  
Carefully she appraised the polish application and was satisfied it was smooth and even.  She picked up the cloth and started to buff the polish.  Then, she brushed the boot to a gleaming shine.  Her muscles felt great, good to be active, as she started the second boot.  It was satisfying to have something to do.  Occasionally she glanced at the finished boot, rather proud of how it gleamed.  She’d done that!  
In due time, the second boot was shining just as well.  She put everything away and knelt silently.  For a couple of minutes, she wondered if Courtney was even aware that she was done.  She seemed engrossed in the final chapters of Harry Potter, the book Twerp voted as least likely to end up in her cage over the summer.  
Of course Courtney could have acknowledged her slave’s hard work at any time.  The point was not to.  She’d already finished the book, but as was her usual practice, she was rereading the ending.  How did Dumbledore know all this?  How did all the little plot twists fit together in the end?  It always took her a second reading of the ending.  So, it wasn’t as if she was thoroughly engrossed in finding out what happened.  She knew that already.  After she knew Twerp was done, she read 20 more pages and then set the book aside.  
She admired the beautiful luster of the boots.  She’d gotten them as hand me downs in poor shape, but now they were lovely.  “A slave will put away the boot polish and the attachments to the gag.  And then return.”
Huh?  Not so much as a nice job, Twerp? The slave collected up the stuff and put it in the cabinet where it belonged.  Stewing and chewing on the gag.  Drool dripped down on the floor onto her chest.  No thanks at all and the gag was still in place.  Hmmph.  What more did her Mistress want?
She found out when she returned.  “Kneel down on your hands and knees,” said Courtney.  “Facing the door.”  
When she knelt down like that, Courtney put her feet on her back.  There were 20 more pages until the end.  She took her time reading the book all the way through and then put her feet down.  She stood and said, “Tower.”  Everything was as she’d discussed with her Mom.  Making Twerp wait after she was finished.  Giving her no praise.  Using her as a footstool.  Now the finale.  
Twerp moved gracefully into the Tower position, facing her Mistress.  “A slave will scoot back about 2 feet.”  Twerp scooted back, her eyes still cast down.  
“Now that my boots are so shiny, a slave will kiss them.”
‘Did she just say kiss them?’  Twerp stared at the glossy boots.  ‘My mistress called them shiny.’  It was a nugget of praise that filled her with even more satisfaction than the sight of the shiny boots themselves.  She knew she’d done well.  Now her Mistress had acknowledged it.  
As Twerp leaned forward to press her lips to the boots, this time she was aware of how the smell aroused her.  She inhaled deeply through her nose, savoring the scent.  She pressed her lips to the glossy surface, sniffing the boot polish on leather.  Growing tingles in her pussy kept her going, smelling and pressing her lips to the boots until she really was kissing the boots.  She kissed her way up the boot almost to her Mistress’ bare knee with a ridiculous image of herself banister pressing, but using the toe of the boot instead of a banister.  It wasn’t all that ridiculous either.  She wanted to do that.  
Trembling, she moved to the top of the other boot and kissed her way down.  Now aware of just how ragged her breathing had become.  Gawd, how she wanted to wrap her arms around her Mistress’ legs and hump her pussy against the boots.  
Courtney watched Twerp’s transformation with awe.  It had been a simple request.  One intended to show her slave just who the boss was.  It gave her a thrill to issue the command and an even greater thrill to see Twerp obey.  Her slave was actually kissing her feet, or at least her boots.  It would have been fine if it just stopped there.  
It didn’t stop there.  She couldn’t see any of the visible signs of Twerp’s arousal.  Nipples were underneath her and her pussy was hidden as well.  Yet, she hadn’t expected Twerp to be so enthusiastic, literally smacking her lips on the leather.  The tremble of Twerp’s body was slight and could mean many things.  It was the breathing that was the dead giveaway.  
She wanted to bask in that warm feeling of power.  Enjoy that ache in her tummy.  Why did Twerp have to be so hot?  Why did she find everything that Twerp did arousing?  She didn’t know how long it could go on building, but she didn’t want to find out either.  
“A slave may stop kissing my boots.”
Twerp didn’t take it as command, but she knew it was meant like that.  Still, the operable verb in the sentence was ‘may’ so she took a couple more seconds to kiss and smell and then returned to Tower.  Even as she did, she blushed.  She’d enjoyed kissing the dang boots.
“Lie down on your stomach,” said Courtney.  When Twerp was down, she clipped wrists together, ankles together and wrists to ankles.  Twerp watched the little booted feet pad out of the room.  A whimper of disappointment as they vanished.  
Five minutes later, Twerp watched the booted feet return with the Head Mistress right behind.  ‘What now?’ she wondered.  
Courtney took her out of the hog tie, but left her wrists clipped together.  She rolled her easily onto her back.  “See,” said Courtney.  “She’s already really excited.”
Boom, blush scarlet from head to toe.  ‘Oh, look at the slave all hot and bothered, tied and helpless.  Like I’m here just for her amusement.’  
And the Head Mistress smiled like at an inside joke.  “Well, it won’t take long then, will it?”
Now that sounded promising.  ‘You bet.  An orgasm won’t take long.  Let’s get started.’
Courtney rolled her back onto her stomach and pulled her knees up under her.  ‘Oh, let’s spank the slave until she’s more hot and bothered, tied and helpless.  Please.’
Smack.  Twerp shuddered in pleasure.  It was about time.  Smack.  Her nipples hardened in growing arousal.  Anticipating the inevitable.  Smack.  She wiggled her butt.  Hit it again.  Make me hotter.  Smack.  Oh, yeah, this is good.  Smack.  “Haaah,” she gasped.  Her breathing shifted from first gear to second gear.  Smack.  Touch me.  I’m there.  Just touch it.
“Stand,” said Courtney.  
Twerp scrambled to her feet.  Chest rising and falling rapidly.  Her pussy lips were swollen and rosy.  That pink slit visible, telling the world just how hot she was.  
“Something new to try, Twerp,” said Courtney.  She held out an odd looking something or other.  It was one of the new toys, only this time she hadn’t called it a toy.  Twerp wondered how it worked and what it did.  She was hot and ready and really didn’t want to miss the opportunity.    
Twerp held still as Courtney wrapped the something or other around her waist.  It fitted like a belt and rode pretty high, just above her hip bones.  Now that it was there, it did look like a leather belt, but with a stainless steel band around the outside.  When it was locked, yes, locked in place, it pinched her waist snugly, clearly tight enough that it wasn’t going down over her hips or up either. 
There was an odd looking tail hanging down behind her, attached to the belt and to a couple of chains.  Courtney reached between her legs and pulled the ‘tail’ forward between her legs and over her pussy.  Then that part locked, again, locked in place right in the front center of the belt.  In the process, Twerp could feel the cold metal chains running from the back of the belt over her butt cheeks and to the base of the… well, it wasn’t a tail anymore.  It was a front piece of leather and steel.  It was shaped like a bowling pin, only flat.  The bottom of the bowling pin covered her pussy and the top of the bowling pin was what locked to the belt.  
Twerp looked at it, then at Courtney, then at the front piece again, and then at Courtney.  That smile on Courtney’s face.  She looked at the front piece again, locked in place.  ‘Oh, you gotta be kidding me!  She can’t get to my pussy.  I can’t get to my pussy.  I’m not having an orgasm now.  Am I?’
No way.  The locked belt would keep even her own fingers away from her pussy and clit.  It’s a chastity belt!!
Two second later, Courtney said, “It’s a chastity belt.”
Twerp fought to keep the tears from her eyes.  She’d guessed that her Mistress controlled her own orgasms.  Now she knew that the Mistress controlled her slave’s orgasms, too.  Completely.  
She was in disbelief all the way back to her cage.  Locked in her cage with the belt still on. The only redeeming fact was that she didn’t have her wrists cuffed behind her.  This was just a more comfortable way to keep her from playing with herself.  But, somehow it was more embarrassing to have the steel and leather belt so intimately strapped to her body.  
After lunch, the belt came off for her to use the toilet and cuffs came off next for tanning.  Her 20 minutes in the tanning booth were spent wondering if the belt was going back on when she got out.  
‘What was the point of the belt?’  Obviously it was to keep her from touching herself and having an orgasm, but why that?  Why couldn’t she have a little diversion, a little relaxation when she was all alone in her cage?  What did it hurt?  It just wasn’t fair.  It wasn’t even something she’d considered as part of her punishment.  After all, being a slave was her secret fantasy come true.  It was bound to excite her.  It was pointless to deny that.  
Despair filled her.  She was constantly excited, leaving wet spots on her bedding when she was alone and tingling when her Mistress commanded her.  Now the belt would make sure she couldn’t do anything about it.  That’s when she realized that the belt was annoying because its sole purpose was to deny her private orgasms.  She’d been cuffed with her hands behind her back on many occasions.  That had prevented her from touching herself as well.  She’d taken the cuffs as part of her punishment, left to be tightly bound and uncomfortable for hours.  Was the real point of cuffing so that she couldn’t cum?   
Taken that way, the belt almost seemed like a reward.  It was a more comfortable way to keep her busy little hands from her pussy.  It was also a very clear reminder that her Mistress controlled every part of her body, every activity, and every feeling.  A much more personal way of saying that than simply cuffing her hands back.  
Though the idea of the belt as a reward made the pill a little less bitter to swallow, she still couldn’t have an orgasm when she wanted.  And her Mistress had taken her so close today… then denied her that pleasure.  Yet, she couldn’t believe that this was the first sign of cruelty from her Mistress.  Especially since the belt had been put on her with the Head Mistress supervising.  There was even that brief give and take between Mistress and Head Mistress.  “See, she’s already really excited,” then “Well, it won’t take long then, will it?”  Everything else had a point.  Surely this carefully planned activity also had a point.  
Unfortunately the tanning booth shut off and Courtney raised the cover before Twerp could decide what that point might be.  The cuffs went back on, but the belt was nowhere in sight.  Instead, the posture collar and her high heel shoes were set out for her.  
“A slave will put on the collar and shoes,” said Courtney.  
It took Twerp a few extra seconds to figure out how the collar fastened behind her neck, but it was easier to put the collar on herself than to have Courtney do it.  Once the collar was in place, she was glad she’d put the shoes on first.  It was near impossible to look down to even find the shoes.  
Now that Courtney had discovered that there were fine points to her slave’s posture, she wanted to work on Twerp’s posture a little more.  After Butterfly’s insistence on perfect posture, the young Mistress had spent some time looking at books on the subject.  Today she was ready to show Twerp her new found expertise.  
Circling her slave, Courtney appraised her carefully.  “The collar is a tool like a gag,” she said.  “The gag is to help a slave to remember to be silent.  The collar is to help a slave remember her posture.  I will use it occasionally to remind you.  It may not be that your posture is questionable.  It is simply that you will wear the collar when I want.
“I can already see that the collar helps not only your head position, but your back is straighter when you wear it.”  She put her hands on Twerp’s shoulders and pushed them back slightly.  “No, just your shoulders,” she said.  “Push your chest out, but roll your shoulders back.”  
Looking in profile, she examined the line from her head to her feet.  “Hips forward just a bit.”  Satisfied, she added, “Now, hold that position.”  She looked at her watch and let five minutes tick away.  
“Now walk to the far end of the room and back.” As Twerp returned, she said, “You look so elegant and proud like that.  It’s very lovely.”  
Courtney saw just the slightest change in Twerp as she complimented her.  A bit more pride.  Manifested by an ever so slight lifting of her chin.  “Wow,” she said.  “That’s even better, Twerp.  Keep your chin like that.  I can tell how proud you are to be my slave.  Walk some more.  Out and back.  Keep walking.”
She wouldn’t have believed she could get a rush of warmth just from watching Twerp walk.  It was the simplest of activities, but Twerp truly was showing her pride.  
After the walking practice, Courtney had Twerp practice kneeling and rising.  With a change.  “Twerp, a few days ago I gave you permission to kneel with your feet in a different position.  You may no longer to that.  You must have your feet straight and heels up against your bottom.  I have read that is the correct position for a slave to kneel.  My slave should be no different.”
At that command, Twerp pulled her toes back in from their splayed position.  Courtney was right.  If she was to be a proper slave, then she should kneel like a proper slave.  It was less comfortable, but it was right.  It was also easier than she recalled, the benefit of her flexibility exercises already showing.  
After 45 minutes of training, Courtney called it quits.  She’d noticed how her Mom usually made lessons about 45 minutes, mixing up activities such as manicure and pedicure if they went over 45 minutes.  Then, just yesterday she’d read an article about slave training.  There were actually studies that said teaching should be done in 45-55 minute periods with breaks.  It was why most school classes were around that length… even college classes.  
“Remove the collar and shoes,” she said.  “This will be the cabinet where all your personal equipment is stored.  Put them away in here.  I expect you to keep this cabinet neat so that I can find anything at a glance.”
When Twerp opened the cabinet she saw a wondrous supply of leather clothing and equipment.  She put her collar and shoes in the open spaces obviously reserved for them.  There were her corset, glove, more cuffs, that dang chastity belt, and lots of things she had no idea of their purpose.  Though there was an ominous feeling associated with all the unknowns and some of the known equipment, she also felt special that a whole cabinet was set aside for her.  
Those two big boxes that had arrived a few days ago had been filled with this stuff.  Sized just for her.  There were even smaller paddles.  It was like slave Christmas… her Mistress got all the toys and a slave was just the toy that went with everything.  That was it; the new toys were just accessories for the main toy.  Her worries about how big everything was had vanished.  Except, there were no Twerp sized gags or whips or dildos or ropes or chains.  Those were one size fits all.  
It would take Twerp a few spankings to realize that smaller paddles weren’t a good thing.  The same blow spread across a smaller area hurt more.  For now she was pleased that her little bottom would be spanked by Twerp sized paddles.  
And now Courtney had several items in her hands that Twerp hadn’t seen before and none of them had come from her cabinet.  Her Mistress picked up a short stool and handed it to her.  “Follow and bring that,” she said, leading Twerp into the theater room.  
“Set the stool there,” said Courtney.  As instructed, Twerp set the stool three feet from and right in front of Courtney’s favorite chair.  “Now kneel on the stool, facing the chair.”
The stool was well padded so it didn’t hurt.  It was only a foot high, so though she was concerned about Twerp teetering and falling off, it wasn’t a long drop.  
And she ought to know. She’d spent half an hour on the stool last night in the exact same position that Twerp was about to be in.  Complete with nipple clamps.  Ouch.  In that half hour she hadn’t fallen once, so she knew Twerp could do it, too.  
Her Mom had even made her put everything on herself.  First she had to put a ring gag in her mouth.  After that, she played with her nipples to make them hard.  At least Mom didn’t watch as she did that.  When they were hard, her put a clamp on each one, gritting her teeth as she did.  The clamps were shiny steel that squeezed on one end to open the other end.  And the clamps were connected by a chain.  She’d felt pretty silly wearing it and it hurt besides.  
Then she’d put little metal cuffs on her big toes, trapping them (and of course her feet, too) together.  Finally, she’d put similar little cuffs on her thumbs.  With her hands behind her back!  She could put them on herself, but she couldn’t take them off.  Even with the key, she didn’t think she could get the key in the lock and turn it.  
Finally, her Mom set her on the stool, kneeling.  At least she was facing the TV.  And there she knelt for the entire half hour sitcom.  Perched like she was on display.  Drooling on the mat her Mom had set in front of her.  Looking forward to putting Twerp on display the next day.  
Twerp had similar concerns about falling off the stool.  Her knees were off the front of the stool and her feet hung off the back.  It was barely wide enough for her legs to fit on.  Perched as she was, she couldn’t even see any part of the stool anymore.  
She held still as Courtney disappeared behind her.  Felt Courtney’s hands uncross her wrists and pull her arms down straight behind her back.  Something slid over a thumb and then the other thumb. The ratchet sound told her the device was now locked in position.  The devilish little thing was even more restrictive than having her cuffs locked together.  Her hands could still move up and down her back, giving her some range of motion, but that was quickly fixed.  A strong, wide rubber band was run around her arms and settled in position just above her elbows.  She couldn’t see, but she could tell from the way Courtney struggled with it, that the rubber band wasn’t going to slip down.  If she flexed hard, she could pull her arms a couple of inches apart, but that was tiring.  She really had no choice but to roll her shoulders back and squeeze her elbows together.  Stick her tits out.  And perched on the stool made her feel more vulnerable than ever.  
Twerp couldn’t very well spread her legs apart without falling off the edge of the stool, but then Courtney locked her big toes together just like her thumbs.  Now there was no question about keeping her feet and knees together.  
When Courtney walked in front of her, she wanted to pull back, but that of course was not possible.  Devilish was indeed the word for the cuffs and her position, trying to balance on the stool.  She was minimally restrained, yet couldn’t move a muscle lest she fall off the stool. 
She recognized the ring gag as one she’d played with during her exploration of the basement.  It was also one she’d rejected as being too uncomfortable.  The good news was this was beginning to feel like playtime.  She opened her mouth wide and felt the ring settle in place.  It held her mouth wider than most and left her feeling orally vulnerable as well.  She was gagged, but Courtney could stick things in her mouth.  
Her nipples were already tingling, giving away her excitement.  She could feel the wetness seeping from her pussy.  There was no escape from Courtney’s thumb and forefinger as they pinched and rolled her excited nipples to the full hardness.  It sent jolts through her body as they were teased.  Her chest was already thrust out, offering her tits for whatever Courtney wanted.  So, she could only watch as Courtney held out the awful looking clamp and then crushed her sensitive nipple. 
Whining in pain, she squirmed, feeling her body waver and then froze.  She wanted to wriggle and squirm.  The feeling was so exciting, but she couldn’t move.  The tingle in her pussy got even stronger just at the sight of the second clamp.  This time she knew where it was going.  The knowledge did nothing for her.  She still couldn’t do anything to keep Courtney from clamping the next one on her other nipple.  
With the clamp almost in place, Courtney paused.  “Nothing a slave can do to protect her precious nipple, is there?”
“Hunnhh,” grunted Twerp, her body jerking as the words sent a thrill through her body.  There was nothing she could do.  It was frustrating, but exciting, too.  She was helpless at the hands of her Mistress.  Try though she might, she could only prove that whining and whimpering couldn’t stop Courtney.  
What now?  Courtney disappeared behind her again.  She felt the scrunchie removed from her pony tail and her hair fell down around her shoulders.  She had to sit still, unable to see what Courtney was up to.  Then Courtney started brushing her hair.  Hmmm. That was unexpected.  ‘Cuz it felt nice.  The only problem was that each stroke through her hair messed with her balance.  It made it a little scary as she tried to stay on the stool with the varying pressure.  
Then Courtney hit a snag, pulling a little harder to get the brush through.  Twerp leaned forward to counter the backward pull, then whoops… the brush pulled free and she teetered forward.  A gasp of fright.  Then a hand caught her arm and pulled her back.  A gentle hand caressed her hair.  “Don’t worry, Twerp, I won’t let you fall,” said Courtney.  And she returned to brushing.  
When she was finished, Courtney sat down in the chair and picked up one of the magazines she’d set by the chair.  She looked up at Twerp.  Her slave’s long auburn hair was still hanging free, down her back.  “I don’t want a slave’s hair to cover up her pretty tits,” said Courtney.  And proceeded to ignore her slave.
Meanwhile, Twerp tried to get her Mistress’ attention. She whimpered and squirmed… a little bit anyway.  Squirming was scary.  
Ten minutes later, Courtney rose from the chair and Twerp froze in silence.  She wanted her Mistress’ attention, but now that she had it, she wasn’t so sure that was a good idea.  Courtney circled her, only making her more nervous.  Then her Mistress grabbed the chain between the nipple clamps and pulled it out away from her tits.  The chain extended, pulling the clamps, pulling her nipples.  And she didn’t dare lean forward.  All she could do was watch her nipples stretch out.  
“Kewl,” said Courtney.  “Nothing a slave can do.  Tied.  Helpless.”
“Eeeeee,” squealed Twerp, her body tensing suddenly.  She was almost bouncing up and down, but clearly didn’t dare.  Squeezing her thighs together in frustration.  
Courtney couldn’t believe how much fun this was.  Or how exciting it was.  Each new sound from her slave drove her crazy.  Each tiny little move that she was working so hard to ignore was exciting.  Twerp was ready to burst from arousal and frustration.  And then, to top it off, all she had to do was point out how helpless Twerp was and her slave screwed herself up another notch of excitement.  
One of her two weekly orgasms was soon to come.  The only question was could she hold out through the entire plan?  She was pretty sure she could, if only because making Twerp hold out was just too good.  
“You know what you look like, Twerp?” asked Courtney.  “You look like one of those carvings on the bow of an old sailing ship.  You know, the carving of a half naked woman.  Only you’re all naked.  Just imagine being tied to the front of a ship and sailing into harbor.  Everyone is watching…” She grabbed Twerp as her slave actually did bounce up and down and nearly fall off.  
“Unhh, unhh, uhhh,” panted Twerp, her green eyes wild with desire.  
“Oh, look at you,” said Courtney, caressing her cheek.  “Getting all excited.  I guess I’ll just have to sit back down.”  And she did, ignoring Twerp again.  
Mournful whimpers of disappointment.  Twerp was frozen in position atop the stool again.  Barely able to move.  Being caught by her Mistress just as she was falling had reminded her just how precarious her position was.  
After another ten minutes, Courtney rose again.  She went and picked up her favorite gag, the 3 inch fake cock.  Walking back in front of Twerp, she said, “I was just thinking of something else I could do with this gag.”  She put it to the ring in Twerp’s wide open mouth.  Then she pushed it through the ring and into Twerp’s mouth, all the way.  
“I know how much a slave likes to suck it for me, but have you ever seen a real blow job,” she asked. “It’s more like this.” She pulled the penis out and pushed it back.  Out and in.  Out and in.  Faster and faster.  She had to hold Twerp by the arm to steady her or else she would have bucked right off the stool.  As she pulled it out for the last time, Courtney said, “I’ll bet you didn’t find that tape when you were exploring.”
She eyed her slave, gauging the signs.  By now Twerp’s body was glistening with a fine sheen of sweat.  Her thighs, squeezed tightly together were visibly slick and her nipples were hard.  She panted through the gag.  The fact of the matter was that she was every bit as excited as Courtney was.  Or vice versa.  Mutually exciting each other.  
Twerp whimpered again as Courtney sat down.  But this time, Courtney pulled off her boots and socks.  Unlaced her vest and tossed it aside.  Skinned off her skirt.  And then teasingly pulled down her panties.  She put a finger to her creamy pussy and then put the finger to Twerp’s nose.  Paused while Twerp inhaled and then put the finger in Twerp’s mouth.  
As Courtney reached for the nipple clamps, Twerp gave a sigh of relief, only to discover that removing them was as painful as putting them one.  “Aaahhh,” she gasped through the gag as the feeling returned to her tortured nipples.  One by one Courtney removed the implements that restrained her.  The gag was next.  Then the toe cuffs and last the thumb cuffs.  
She lay down on the floor, legs spread.  “Come and eat me,” she said to Twerp.  Her slave stretched up slowly, easing stiff muscles before descending on her pussy with an eager tongue.  Too eager.  “Lick my thighs first,” she said.  When her thighs were cleaned, she said, “Now lick the juices around my pussy.”  It was hard to be so restrained, but if she wanted it done right in the future, she had to train her slave.  She wrestled with the burning desire, letting Twerp’s tongue bring her slowly, teasingly higher rather than abruptly satisfy her.  
By the time Twerp got to her clit, Courtney was more than ready.  Every fiber of her body was taut, ready to explode.  An afternoon of teasing her slave had been wonderful arousing and now the coup de grace was the insistent tongue of her slave.  Her hips thrust up to meet the tongue as it touched her swollen clit.  Thrusting up out of control, finally letting go.  The firm, warm hands of her slave gripped her ass, pulling it up to the feast.  She could hear and feel Twerp sucking on her clit, sending bolts of electricity through her.  
When it was time, she took control of Twerp’s head, holding it, guiding, and forcing it firmly to her pussy.  “Fucking eat me, Twerp,” she moaned.  “Eat your Mistress.”  She felt the orgasm ripple through her body, tensing her muscles beyond her control.  The wonderful feeling peaked, held for a moment, and then waned, leaving her warm and content.  
When Twerp lay gazing up from between her legs, Courtney said, “Come hold me, Twerp.  Always come hold me when you’re done.”  Her voice was languorous, inviting.   Yet it was still a command she expected to be followed now and forever.  She drifted off peacefully with Twerp’s arms around her.  It was just for a few minutes and then she awakened. 
“That’s the way I want my pussy eaten,” she told her slave.  “Don’t go right for my clit.  Do it just the way I showed you.  Understand?”
Twerp nodded.  She recognized Butterfly’s influence in the new technique.  
Now was the real test for Twerp.  Courtney stood and told Twerp to follow her.  Over to Twerp’s cabinet.  She took out the chastity belt and locked it around Twerp’s waist.  She locked the front flap in place, covering Twerp’s pussy.  Only then did she look at Twerp’s face.  She was surprised that there was no look of disappointment, just the look of a slave who was accepting her Mistress’ will.  
Now it wasn’t like Twerp was keeping score.  But as she lay in her cage after being stored, she was aware that she’d had more orgasms than her Mistress.  How many more?  Well, she wasn’t counting.  At this rate, she may not be able to say that much longer.  She wasn’t competing with her Mistress.  That would be fruitless and frustrating.  
There was one simple fact that would rule her at least for the rest of the summer.  On the day of her first orgasm, she’d had two from Courtney.  Without so much as lifting a finger to do the same for Courtney.  Until later than same afternoon.  Courtney had asked for nothing and given so much.  In the face of that, Twerp knew she could never ask for an orgasm, never even expect one.  
She’d been so selfish that she was ashamed of herself now.  For the first two weeks of the summer she’d been selfish, rude, and bratty.  Now even in her punishment she’d been selfish.  It was slowly being ground into her that her Mistress was the focus of her life.  She needed to care for her Mistress, please her Mistress, serve her Mistress.  
The cage was too small to kick herself, so she had to be content to mentally do it.  Somehow Courtney, a little girl she’d despised a couple of weeks ago, had already made her slave the focus of her life.  Her Mistress had cared for her while she was sick.  Manicured her.  Pedicured her.  Brushed her hair.  Kept her from falling (no matter it was her Mistress that had put her there in the first place).  She’d given her that first orgasm.  Fed her.  Cared so much for her in so many ways.  
And then there was Twerp, selfish little slave who’d felt that pang of disappointment when there was no orgasm today.  Selfish, selfish, selfish.  She’d swallowed that disappointment and accepted that her Mistress cared for her in many, many ways.  An orgasm should be the least of her worries.  She deserved the chastity belt that she was wearing.  She hoped that one day she wouldn’t even feel that first pang of disappointment.  That giving would really be better than receiving.  Someday she’d live up to the example of her Mistress.  Until then, she had room to grow. 
That evening after dinner, Twerp knelt to go back in her cage.  Hesitated and then looked up at her Mistress.  It was now or never.  When she was allowed to speak, she said, “This slave will need a new book tomorrow.”
“You’ve been reading?” asked Courtney, hoping she contained her happiness.  “The book is always where I left it, so I wasn’t sure.”
“Yes, Mistress, I always put it back where you put it.  Just the way you put it.  For me.”  She sniffed, wiped back the tears that suddenly sprang up.  ‘From where?  What was that for?  It was just a dang book.  Why would it be so special?’  Embarrassed, she ducked her head and crawled into the cage, still sniffling.  
Courtney stood for a moment, stunned.  Twerp was crying over a book?  Over Jane Eyre?  She’d had no idea it would have that effect on her.  But it also clearly embarrassed Twerp.  She didn’t want to rub it in, but the moment called for something.  She shut the door of the cage and then opened the top of the cage.  Reached in and patted Twerp’s head.  “Of course you’ll have another book tomorrow, honey,” she said.  Walked six steps.  Shut the door and skipped the rest of the way upstairs.  
The next morning, Twerp discovered she really appreciated the routine.  It made her feel comfortable when she knew what was going to happen.  Exercise, shower, breakfast.  Then the uncertainty set in.  This part she didn’t like.  Well, OK, she did like it once she found out what was planned for the morning.  It was a massage for Courtney and then a massage for her, from Courtney.  She liked that.  It wasn’t as good a massage, technical speaking, as the Head Mistress gave, but it was better in other ways.  Personal ways that made her feel warm and special.  
Lunch, tanning, and then uncertainty again.  It could be playtime.  It could be work.  It could be hours in her cage.  But, it wasn’t hours in her cage.  Courtney never even put her away in her cage.  Didn’t put her cuffs or chastity belt on her.  Instead, there were interesting new and different cuffs.  “Suspension cuffs,” said Courtney.  The ones they’d used to hang her from the ceiling before weren’t the right ones.  These were better.  
For her wrists, the cuffs fit snugly over her lower forearm, covering four inches instead of the two that her usual cuffs covered.  And they were lined with soft fur, padding them for extra comfort.  The cuff ended at the back of her hand.  A thick, ropelike strand of leather ran across her palm, between her thumb and fingers and ended with a metal ring.  She could hang limply with the cuff pulled tightly and comfortably against the heel her hand.  Or, she could grip the strand like a handle and hold herself up.  All in all, she was surprised that her Mistress had bothered with a comfortable cuff when it was her shoulders, arms, legs, and feet that really hurt when she was hanging.  
The cuffs on her ankles were even more curious, if only because they so closely resembled the ones for her hands.  They fit securely around her ankles and extended with soft leather over her feet.  The only difference being that there was no handle to grip for her feet.  Hmmm.  It was like they planned to hang her by her feet, too.  Now that was not in her fantasy.  
Courtney took her over to the wall of hooks.  That’s what she’d called it during her exploring.  There were tie points, rings, not really hooks all over the wall.  In nice neat rows, a foot apart from floor to ceiling and neat columns again a foot apart for about ten feet.  The rings were recessed into the wall so they wouldn’t snag on something going by.  
The slave was pretty sure she knew what the wall was for.  You could tie a person every which way on this wall.  The plethora of hooks made sure there was one wherever it was needed.  “Back against the wall,” ordered Courtney.  She used a stool to hook a rope to the ring on a wrist cuff, threaded it through a ring on the wall and pulled it up taut.  It pulled Twerp’s hand up at a 45 degree angle over her head.  So far it wasn’t a strain.  Even when Courtney tied her other arm up the same, she was still standing flatfooted on the floor.  She couldn’t do much standing there, except maybe play the part of the Y in YMCA.  Village people.  No M, C, or A like this.  She felt a little silly just thinking that.  
Courtney stared at her slave.  She was actually humming?  She burst out laughing.  Making Twerp blush bright red as she realized she’d been humming that stupid song.  It was perhaps the first time she’d blushed in two weeks that wasn’t also accompanied by hardening nipples.  No, no, this was not an exciting kind of embarrassing.  
The Mistress returned to what she was doing.  Now she tied a rope to the ring an ankle cuff, threaded it through a ring and pulled Twerp’s leg to the side.  On to her toe.  OK, now, one more leg and then she was in trouble.  The good news was she’d be an X instead of Y.  Courtney finished by pulling that second leg wide, leaving Twerp standing on her tip toes, sharing some weight between toes and wrists.  
Twerp watched with interest.  There was nothing else she could do.  Watched as Courtney untied the first knot, holding her arm up and then pulled it more.  She rose up off her toe and stayed that way when Courtney retied the knot.  Then her other arm was tugged higher and she was completely off the ground.  Tied to the wall.  Looking like she’d been super glued to it.  
Tugs on the ankle cuffs spread her wider, giving easy and embarrassing access to her pussy.  And her Mistress didn’t help any by slapping her pussy with her open palm.  She grimaced at the pain, but felt her pussy get wet from the attention.  
“Oh yeah,” said Courtney.  “I do like my slave when she’s tied up like this.  Oh, what I have planned for her.  And nothing she can do to stop me.”  The finishing touch was a full head hood.  Twerp made a brief and futile attempt to avoid being hooded.  But, Courtney got it started over the thick auburn hair and then it slid easily the rest of the way.  She tugged the hood down over Twerp’s head, locking her in darkness.  Twerp whimpered.  
Twerp’s head now was encased in leather from top to neck.  Courtney cinched the neck closed.  Then, she zipped down the back, making it dark and snug.  The slave tossed her head back and forth as if trying to find some light inside the leather mask.  
Courtney had, as always, tried this out the night before.  She knew that Twerp could hear muffled sounds and make sounds as well.  She and her Mom had debated whether to gag Twerp and decided not.  
In the blackness, Twerp felt a little scared.  Not that she didn’t trust her Mistress, but what was the point of the mask?  What was going to happen?  It was that uncertainty all over again.  Only magnified by how helpless she was to boot.  
She gasped as Courtney’s fingers touched her.  Surprise that faded to pleasure as the hands stroked her arms and legs, tummy, tits, and pussy.  Gently, not enough to arouse, but enough to delight.  “I almost feel bad about this, Twerp,” said Courtney.  She stiffened.  Bad about what?  “I wasn’t sure I was ready to share you like this yet.”
Huh?  She struggled at the bindings.  Held fast.  Share me with… whom?  “Oh, gawwd,” she moaned through the mask.  That was why she was masked.  She wouldn’t even be allowed to see with whom.  With faceless strangers.  She squirmed, feeling her body tingle.  It’s fantasy, she wanted to scream.  I don’t really want it.  “Please, no,” she whimpered softly.  The words only made her more excited.  
She wriggled on the wall, helpless and tied.  There was silence for a moment and Courtney’s hands were gone.  Then, pop!  She felt the riding crop on her thigh.  And jumped more from surprise than pain.  She hadn’t even seen the riding crop.  Now she was on alert.  It could fall anywhere.  All she wanted was to see.  To know where it would fall next.  Pop, the next one was on her tummy.  “Haahh,” she gasped.  
With Twerp squirming deliciously, Courtney was having a great time.  The best part was that today would be Twerp’s day to cum.  She so much wanted to do that.  Play with her slave.  Make her squirm.  And make her cum.
Her Mom had such clever ideas.  Today would be sooo special, sooo hot.  Even now her Mom was padding around in bare feet, soundlessly setting up speakers in a semi circle around Twerp.  She wondered just how Twerp would react to the sound of strange voices in the room.  
Pop, pop, pop, Courtney worked Twerp’s trembling body.  A nipple, a thigh, a hip, an arm.  She made sure she never hit the same place twice.  It was obviously working because Twerp’s nipples were hard and long tendrils of cream ran down her thighs.  She squirmed and moaned.  
Her Mom gave her a nod.  Courtney stopped cropping Twerp and just ran the soft leather tip over her skin.  “Can everyone see her nipples?” she asked.  
“Pretty hard, aren’t they,” said a man’s voice.  
“No,” gasped Twerp, muffled through the mask.  She twisted her head around as if trying to find Courtney.  Her arms knotted as she pulled at the wrist cuffs.  Her breath was ragged and raspy, her chest rising and falling quickly.  
“And notice this,” said Courtney, dragging the crop down across Twerp’s wide open pussy.  
“I like them when they’re wet like that,” said a woman.  
Twerp shuddered at the sound of the second voice.  The man’s voice had shocked her.  Naked in front of a man.  And now a woman.  How many were there?  She was sure the woman wasn’t Aunt Samantha.  This wasn’t a game.  She was actually on display.  Like an auction.  
The crop dragged across her body some more, feeling like a pointer drawing their attention to each part of her body.  But there were no sounds.  For a couple of minutes, she was left just with her own thoughts, wondering what was going to happen next.  By now she was convinced the ropes and cuffs would hold her until Courtney wanted her down again.  That didn’t keep her from tugging, writhing, and squirming in frustration.  Embarrassment.  And growing arousal.  
Thoughts of why faded.  There was no why is Courtney doing this?  No more why do I feel so excited?  Never a why are they here?  It all became feeling.  She could feel the eyes on her.  Squeezing her legs together to hide herself was impossible.  She could feel the crop showing her off.  She could practically feel the hot breath of the people around her.  And it all led to one thing.  Her mind and body were on fire.  Senselessly aroused.  Tied to the wall.
A body pressed against her and she tried to recoil.  Then Courtney’s voice, “How’s it feel, Twerp?   Tied.  Helpless.  Now I’ve really got you.  Want to stop?  Want to hide?  That’s too bad.”
“What’s next,” said Courtney as she stepped away from Twerp.  
“Use this on her,” said a man.  This one different than the first, from a different direction.  
‘Use what?’ she moaned.  “Please…” she wasn’t sure if that was please do it or please don’t do it.  It didn’t matter.  It was going to happen and she couldn’t stop it.  She couldn’t even stop her own pussy from begging for a touch.  
The flogger caressed her belly softly.  She jerked in surprise.  Squirmed pointlessly to escape.  Again and again, with increasing urgency, the flogger ran over her.  Until it was whipping her thighs and her stomach.  Painfully.  Turning her skin red.  “Stop it,” she wailed.  “Don’t.  No more.”  But no one paid attention.  
The flogger kept going until the owner, Courtney (?), stopped.  It wasn’t in answer to her pleas.  It just stopped.  Finally.  
“May I?” asked the woman.  
Oh, gawd!  What?  What is she going to do?  
“Sure,” said Courtney’s voice, lower and to her right.  Courtney’s hands caressed her calf.  And then there were lips on her nipple, sucking it and playing with it.  
“Oh, God, God, God,” panted Twerp, her body vibrating on the wall.  It couldn’t really be happening.  Somebody was sucking her tit.  In front of everybody.  The lips sucked her other nipple.  And it responded, tingling and standing up, begging for more attention.  Attention that her rational mind recoiled from, but her body embraced.  
Then the mouth was gone and the woman said, “Now that made them hard.  She is a hot one.  I like them wet and squirmy.”
Now it was time.  Courtney didn’t think Twerp could take anymore. She asked, “Who wants to see her cum?”  
“Yeah, do it,” said the first man.  
“How ‘bout it, Twerp?” asked Courtney.  “You ready to put on a real show for the nice people?  Ready to cum?  I don’t care.  You’re going to cum and not a damn thing you can do about it.”  She put the vibrator to Twerp’s pussy. “Cum for me.  Cum for them all.”
Twerp’s voice was a low growl behind the mask.  Gradually growing in intensity.  Her hips thrust out from the wall, meeting the vibrator.  The vibrator pulled away and she whined in disappointment.  Her hips rotated, searching for it.  ‘Don’t stop now.’
“Ooo, I think she wants it,” said Courtney.  “Tell me, Twerp.  Ask for it.  Hell, you’re gonna cum for me anyway.  So, beg for it.”
“Please!” she burst out, loud even from behind the mask.  “Make me cum.  Show them.  Show them how I cum.  Let me do it.  Please… fuck!  Make me cum!”
The vibrator returned, pressing firmly, continuing where it had left off.  She humped against the tool, wishing it would slide up inside her.  Fuck her.  Take her.  “Oooooooo, yeah,” she gasped.  “Please, let me cum.”  It rotated around.  On her clit.  Off her clit.  On her clit.  “For God’s sake!” she screamed.  “Fuck me!”  
A slender finger slid up her pussy as the vibrator thrummed on her clit.  Courtney’s finger.  It had to be.  Her Mistress had her finger in her and was using the vibrator.  It was glorious.  ‘Everybody watch.’  She thrust her hips forward one more time, feeling the wave of ecstasy fill her and overflow.  The vibrator bore down on her, pressing her back against the wall.  A finger was in her pussy, her clit was on fire, and then teeth gripped her nipple.  “FUCKYEAH!” she screamed as the wave rolled through her and then out.  
Courtney looked at the limp figure on the wall.  It had been a great one for Twerp.  She looked at the glistening end of the vibrator and ran her tongue over it.  Mmmm.  She liked that.  ‘Oh, what the heck.  Twerp is unconscious.’  She leaned forward and ran her tongue up the dripping slit, getting the full taste of her slave.  She did taste good.  So good she licked a few more times.  And to think she’d thought it was gross the first time she’d seen it.  
Stepping back, she wiped her chin.  Her Mom was already picking up the speakers, cleaning up so that Twerp would never really know what had happened.  Courtney folded up her script and tucked it in her panties.  She didn’t have any pockets.  
Then she undid the knots on Twerp’s ankles, letting her limp legs touch the ground.  She untied Twerp’s wrists and put some slack in the ropes before securing them again.  Her Mom was done picking up and gone.  She waited until Twerp was awake and then unzipped and removed the hood.  
“That was neat,” said Courtney.  “Everybody loved it.  We’ll do it again sometime.”
‘Everybody loved it,’ thought Twerp. She looked around in a daze.  But nobody was here anymore.  Courtney lowered her to wobbly legs and she collapsed to her knees and then onto her chest.  
Courtney just dropped everything else and lay down to hold Twerp.  She rolled her onto her back and held her in her arms.  She let the time slip by.  Thirty minutes passed before she got up and finished untying all the ropes and removing Twerp’s suspension cuffs.  She put Twerp’s own cuffs on.  “Time to go, Twerp,” she said.  
Twerp rolled to her knees and then stood, still a little wobbly.  She followed her Mistress to the cage room and gratefully crawled into the cage.  Curled up and went to sleep.  
“I don’t think we should do that to Twerp again,” said Courtney, upstairs with her Mom afterwards.  
“You just finishing with her?” asked her Mom. Courtney had just come from the basement.  She’d wondered what was taking her daughter so long.  
“Yeah, she is wiped out, Mom.”
“Ok, well, now we know what her upper limit is.  We’ll make a note of that and take it down a notch next week.”
“A couple of notches, Mom.”
Twerp woke up from her nap refreshed.  She was pretty convinced that the entire experience had been a setup.  She wasn’t sure how they’d done it, but there weren’t really people there.  There couldn’t have been.  But, she wasn’t fully convinced.  In fact, she was aware that she didn’t want to be fully convinced.  The incredible intensity of having her fantasy fulfilled so vividly was not something she wanted to lose.  She wanted to believe.  If there was a next time, she needed to believe.  
So, the truth would remain right where it was.  Just beyond her grasp.  She didn’t dare ask.  She didn’t want to know.  ‘Yep, there were people there,’ she told herself.  Let her mind wonder about the truth, never getting the answer.  Her heart and her body knew there were people there.  
And put another feather in Courtney’s cap.  Her Mistress was wonderful.  She’d gone to so much trouble to make this afternoon, her afternoon, so special.  Yesterday had been all about her Mistress.  Today was all about her, a slave who deserved nothing.  Yesterday she’d been disappointed not to have an orgasm.  Today, Courtney was excited not to have one.  
She almost cried when she saw dinner.  It was beef stew.  Hot, steaming beef stew with potatoes and carrots.  And a knife and fork to eat it with.  A buttered biscuit.  A glass of milk.  She ate carefully, watching her posture as she knelt at the little table.  Now was not the time to disappoint her Mistress.  Now was the time to show just how proud she was to be a slave.  How happy she was.  Ugh.  She was.  Go figure.  
That evening she gratefully accepted Ivanhoe.  She knew it was coming.  Her Mistress liked the book.  Maybe it wouldn’t be so bad.  
Thursday slipped by.  Another day of contented slavery for Twerp.  Then it was Thursday night.  Actually the wee hours of Friday morning where Twerp lay awake just thinking.  That’s when it came to her.  She was no longer judging a day by how she’d put down her cousin.  Or how she’d tricked her Mistress.  Or how many orgasms she’d had.  And she’d gone through all those phases.  Yep, there was a time when a good put down of Courtney put a big smile on her face.  But now, she judged a day by how much time she was allowed to spend with her Mistress.  The activity didn’t matter.  
Of course, by now she was convinced that half the summer was gone.  It had only been 13 days, well, now that it was technically Friday morning it had been a full two weeks since the Discovery.  She was at peace with her punishment.  Her new role as a slave.  Like there’d never been a doubt in her mind.  
She smiled at the sound of Courtney’s feet.  Bare feet slapping on the hard floor.  The feet of a Mistress who no longer needed boots and black leather to be a Mistress.  She backed out of the cage and stretched.  This time facing her Mistress, hoping it wasn’t too obvious how much she enjoyed doing that for Courtney.  
She knelt and felt the soft caress of Courtney’s hand on her hair.  That was nice.  It usually meant something good was going to happen.  “Twerp, I’ve decided that you’ve earned a special reward.  You’ve been an excellent slave lately and I’m proud of how hard you’ve worked.”  
Twerp looked up with dazzling green eyes, into the twinkling gray of her Mistress.  “You will no longer be required to be silent.  Starting now, you do not require permission to say, Yes, Mistress.  No, Mistress.  Mistress, this one has a question.  Mistress, this one does not understand.  And Mistress, this one does not know.”
Twerp nodded.  Courtney cocked her head.  “Yes, Mistress,” said Twerp at the subtle prompt.  She smiled.  There was still no, thank you, Mistress.  A smile had to do.  “Mistress, this one has a question.”
“And I don’t expect that I just created a chatterbox,” said Courtney with a smile.  “Ask the question.”
Twerp blushed.  “Is the slave to speak only to her Mistress or may the slave also speak to the Head Mistress and use Ma’am instead of Mistress?”
“Yes, you may speak to anyone.  Use Mistress with me.  Ma’am with a woman or girl and sir with a man or boy.”  Courtney turned and walked away, “Follow,” she said over her shoulder.  Smiling and letting Twerp stew over that man or boy part.
Over the next week, Twerp worked so hard to be a better slave.  At every turn, the one thing she drummed into her own head was how much her Mistress cared.  And she was determined to care as much or more for her Mistress.  
The days blended together, a routine falling in place that went beyond the morning routine.  After breakfast there was work.  She cleaned a room, polished boots, manicured, pedicured, massaged, and practiced being a slave.  Whenever she did a manicure, pedicure, or massage, she got one in return.  It wasn’t a big deal.  It wasn’t a reward.  It was just the way it was.  In the afternoon, there was usually playtime.  That the playtime ended in frustration more often than not was the way it was, also.  
The routine was broken only by Twerp’s period.  Conveniently it occurred almost at the end of the exercise hour.  Twerp noticed the blood and when she did, so did Courtney.  Then, Courtney surprised her by having the supplies she needed right at hand.  She’d prepared for it.  It was so like her Mistress.  
For two days she got panties and pads.  No fuss.  She needed them so she got them.  For two days playtime was suspended.  That was frustrating because she never treated her period like a big deal.  And the alternative to playtime was sitting in her cage.  Phooey.  
Then there was the moment she figured out the whole point of no orgasm during playtime was to discipline her further.  Figured out or was led to that conclusion.  There was a conversation, more of Courtney thinking out loud because it was a one sided conversation.  Twerp metered her words carefully, making sure there was a point behind speaking.  Today she just listened.  
“I read an interesting article today,” said Courtney, to no one in particular.  At least there was no one in the room, but her slave.  And her slave was polishing boots.  “How funny language can be.  You know you think two words mean the same thing and then you learn the fine points.  And they mean different things.”
She pretended not to notice that Twerp was paying attention to her words.  “Take for example punishment and discipline.  I thought they were the same. You punish someone with a spanking or you discipline someone with a spanking.  But that’s not the right meaning for discipline. 
“It’s because punishment always happens after someone does something bad or wrong.  They get punished.  But discipline happens before someone does something wrong.  You teach them to have the discipline to behave properly and not get into trouble in the first place.  The article was about teachers and keeping discipline in the classroom, but it applies outside the classroom, too.”
Gray eyes stared off into space as her boots were being shined. “The best part of the article was at the end.  Where it talked about teaching someone discipline.  Teaching them to avoid temptation and do the wrong thing.  And then they develop self-discipline.  They want to do the right thing because they know it’s the right thing.  Like having the discipline to spend your money on food instead of drugs.  Or having the discipline to do something hard for someone else instead of something easy and pleasing yourself only.”
Courtney rambled on a bit more, but Twerp tuned her out as soon as she got the message as she was wont to do on these occasions.  She never got in trouble for not listening.  After all, she hadn’t been ordered or even asked to listen.  She was just a nobody slave who happened to be in the room. There was never a test afterwards when Courtney went on one of these oratorical free-for-alls.  
She wasn’t really sure if she was supposed to get a message, but easy and pleasing sure described an orgasm to her.  And it answered the question she’d been tossing around about why Courtney kept cutting her off at the last second.  It sure as hell described her situation nowadays.  She was learning to do the hard things for someone else and to enjoy it.  Enjoy it partly because someone else was doing hard things for her.  
‘Wouldn’t that be funny,’ she thought. Courtney is learning to do the hard things for someone else.  Was Aunt Samantha really teaching them both about discipline, just in different ways?  And was Courtney even aware she was being taught discipline by her Mom.  
Twerp remembered comments that the Head Mistress had made days ago, or was it weeks?  It hasn’t been easy for Courtney either.  ‘She’s given up so much to train me.  What was the difference between Mistress and slave when they both sacrificed for each other?  Whoa, now I’m sounding like that Buddhist monk master guy.’
Courtney noticed the slight shudder.  The look of deep thought faded to a peaceful look as Twerp went from the profound to polishing boots again.    
The Mistress had decided that Friday would be a special day.  Rewards would be bestowed on Friday.  So long as Twerp kept doing well.  This Friday would be doubly special.  She wanted to reward Twerp and say something that she’d been thinking about for a while.  Something she felt needed to be said, but needed to be said right. 
First thing in the morning, as Twerp slid from her cage and stretched, Courtney reached out and caressed Twerp’s shoulder.  Twerp’s arms were raised high, stretching as she did.  She was up on her toes, her sleek legs flexing to wake her up.  She froze with the hand on her shoulder and slowly relaxed, looking at the hand and then at her Mistress’ face.  Her Mistress had never interrupted the stretch before.  
“Honey, I wanted to thank you for a special gift that you give me every day,” her eyes were already glistening with impending tears.  “Every day, every morning, you stretch like that.  You never asked for permission and I never gave it.  None was needed.  It’s the most beautiful sight of my day. I relish the moment as a gift and hope that you will always give me that gift.”  
Twerp took the hand and knelt.  She kissed Courtney’s hand and then pressed it to her cheek, wanting her Mistress to feel the hot tears that rolled down her cheeks.  
The two gazed at each other, tears falling freely, but letting the gulf between Mistress and slave keep them apart.  When she’d regained her composure, Courtney said, “And I have a reward for my wonderful slave.  Like every privilege, it can be taken away again if slave no longer deserves the privilege.  But you have well deserved this one.  A slave may use the bed at night and not the cage.”  
A bed.  She’d almost forgotten how good that could feel.  She’d be able to stretch out, under a blanket, on a soft mattress.  ‘Thank you, Mistress,’ her eyes said. ‘I won’t let you regret it’
“And you’ll only wear the chastity belt at night.  A slave is still not to touch her own pussy or have an orgasm without permission during the day.  I expect my slave to deserve my trust.”
She hadn’t thought about the whole consequences of getting a bed.  It meant that right after the shower, the Head Mistress showed her how to make a bed.  And it wasn’t just throwing a spread over the sheets like she’d done at home… or stopped doing at home.  She learned about hospital corners and how to make the sheet and blanket so tight a coin would bounce on it.  She had to wash the sheets herself every third day.  So, then she had to learn how to work the washer and dryer, how much soap, softener, and bleach to put in.  But that night it was worth it.  
And there were other privileges that went with the bed.  Free run of the main room and the toilet.  Hot dang.  No more need to get permission to use the toilet.  Her entertainment options were still limited, but she wasn’t cooped up in that small space anymore.  
In the morning when Courtney came to get her up, Twerp didn’t need to stretch like she always did.  She hadn’t been cramped up in the cage all night.  But she stretched anyway.  For her Mistress.  It was as much fun as always and felt even better.  
Like Twerp, Courtney had lost track of the days of the week mostly.  Just like any kid on summer vacation.  And her Mom didn’t keep a regular schedule of working on weekends and weekends off, so it didn’t matter. She only knew it was a weekend because Marcie came to visit, to “inspect.”  For Twerp, it only meant her Mistress was “studying” more and there was less time to spend together.   It was too soon for her to know about Marcie.  
Courtney had seen the change in her Mom after Marcie’s first visit.  Her Mom had backed away, giving Courtney more freedom with her slave.  It would be years before she fully understood how Marcie had pulled her Mom back from crossing the line and how it important that act had been.  For now she was just content to know that there were two Head Mistresses who shared the same opinions about slave training.  And that both thought she and her slave were doing well.  
Marcie was also a reminder that her Mom was part of a network of mistresses and slaves.  There was a whole community that shared ideas and slaves.  And her Mom was a highly respective slave trainer.  ‘Sheesh, that was how Mom made her money.’  All those visitors that disappeared and many she never saw at all went into the basement and came out weeks or months later as trained slaves.  And the slaves paid to be trained!  
Sunday evening, after Marcie had left, Courtney asked her Mom, “Can I be a mistress like you when I grow up?”
“Baby, you are a mistress like me, already,” said her Mom.  
“I mean, like be paid to train slaves like you.”
Samantha sighed.  Her daughter did have the inclination and natural talent for it.  She’d just hoped to put this discussion off about ten years.  “We’ll see what you think about it when it’s time.  You may change your mind.  But, the answer is yes, I would love to have you follow in my footsteps and even be my business partner.  All this, the house, the basement, could be yours someday.”
Now that the discussion had started, she felt like she owed Courtney a little bit more.  “That’s how I got started in this business.  I partnered with a woman who had her own business.  Aunt Paula was my partner.  She retired and I bought her share of the business, including this house.”
“Aunt Paula?  Is a Mistress?”  Courtney had a big smile, happy to learn a ‘family’ secret. 
“She’s not really your Aunt, of course,” said Samantha.  “Just a close friend.  And don’t you dare say a word to her about it, either.  She’s content to be retired.”
“I promise.” Courtney crossed her heart.  
“And for that matter none of this can be shared with anyone.  You understand that?”  A nod.  “If your teacher asks everybody what their parents do?”
“I say my Mom writes for a magazine.”
“You know they say the basement has always had those secret rooms.  Back in the days of slavery this house was a stop on the Underground Railway.”
“Really? We just studied that last year in school,” said Courtney. 
“And I wanted to share that with you then.  Your house is an important part of history.  But I couldn’t very well tell you about the rooms back then.
“And then, over the years we’ve added electricity, plumbing, fancier doors, and lots of equipment.  Ironically, it used to be a safe haven for escaped slaves.  Now it’s a training area for them.”
With a big, old house and a secret basement, Courtney had another question.  This wasn’t the kind of thing that most people had.  Timidly, because she didn’t know if it was OK to ask, she said, “Mom, are you rich?”
“Absolutely, baby,” said her Mom.  “I’ve got you.  What more do I need?”  She smiled.  “And I’m doing something I love and yes, baby, it pays very well.  Think about it.  Riding lessons aren’t cheap.  This house wasn’t cheap.  I’ve got a Porsche when I want to go fast and a Lexus when I want luxury.  How many single moms do you think have two cars in their garage, let alone a Porsche and a Lexus?”
“Kewl,” said Courtney.  “I just wanted to know.  You know, if it was a good job.”
“Like I said, if you enjoy what you’re doing, that’s important.  And if it pays well, that’s even better.”
Samantha got up and poured herself a glass of wine.  She poured a glass of soda for Courtney and brought it to her.  They were sitting in the living room, having an adult discussion.  It was time to tell Courtney a bit more.  She’d set three criteria for when she’d tell Courtney about her father.  Courtney had to know about the basement.  She had to know her Mom was a lesbian.  And she had to be emotionally ready.  The third was always a toss up, but she definitely had learned the first two this summer.  
“Courtney, would you like to know more about your dad?”
The little girl sat up straighter.  It was a subject that her Mom had always avoided.  “Sure,” she said.  “If you’re ready to talk about it.”
“You’re not going to find out a whole lot about him tonight.  Just some of the basic facts about how you were born.  I was on a business trip to St. Louis.  A man broke into my hotel room and raped me.  That was the one and only time I’ve ever had sex with a man.  That was your father.  Not my choice.  Rape is not a pretty thing, but I got a special prize from it.  You, baby.
“Now, for most women that might have been the end of it.  I’d never have a clue who your father was, besides just some bad man who attacked me in St. Louis.  But, I’m not most women.  I have friends.  Some of my friends are nice, like Marcie.  Some of my friends are not.  The business of training slaves has a shady side that I avoid, but… well, I run into the shady characters from time to time.”
Courtney was listened intently.  Sipping her soda.  Gray eyes wide with interest.  This sounded way to good to miss a word of.  
“A couple of them found the man and he spent three months in my basement before I sold him.”
“You sold my dad?” said Courtney.  
“And I let him go cheap,” said Samantha.  “I was assured he’d never put that cock in another woman.  That’s all I cared about.”  
“You know where he is?”
“It was another condition of that sale, that he not be harmed or killed.  Let’s just say that on your 18th birthday I’ll tell you how to find him.  If you want.”  Her voice got stern. “Now, baby, it’s important that you understand.  This was an evil man.  He didn’t care about me and he doesn’t care about you.  There is no love being lost if you never meet him and I think that’s the best. 
“I did my homework.  There were five hotel rapes in four months in St. Louis.  I was the fifth.  After he was in my basement, there weren’t any more.  I believe in letting the punishment fit the crime.  He was a serial rapist and now he gets nothing ever again.”
“I didn’t even know you could sell people,” said Courtney.  
“Not legally,” said Samantha.  “So this has to stay a secret. Like everything else we’ve talked about tonight.”
“Mom?  You know that boy at school, Larry, that picks on me all the time.”
“Don’t even think about it,” said Samantha.  
But it was too late for that. Courtney had already thought about it.  Luckily for Larry, that’s all the Courtney did.  That and wondered why it felt so tingly when she thought about having a slave who didn’t want to be a slave.  It was an exciting fantasy for the young mistress.  
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Courtney had spent some time on Sunday reviewing her magazines and planning out the next week.  She was down in the main room.  Normally Twerp had free run of the area, but with her Mistress present, she had to kneel.  And Courtney had her kneel by her bed so her slave would be out of the way as she perused the cabinets looking for what she’d need and getting new ideas.  
She needed new ideas because she’d tried out most of the stuff in the basement.  By now Twerp had been in the stocks.  For reasons she hadn’t foreseen, Courtney really liked the stocks.  The thing was that there was Twerp’s body on one side of the stocks and she could play with that all she wanted and this time Twerp couldn’t even watch what was happening.  And then on the other side of the stocks was Twerp’s head.  For some reason she was just drawn to that helpless head.  All by itself.  She tried all the gags in Twerp’s mouth.  She used a hook in her nose to turn her nose up like pig.  She’d even done it a second day and took the time to paint Twerp’s face with special face paint.  And just like always, there wasn’t a thing Twerp could do about it.  
Twerp had been on the rack, on the Y rack, tied to the wall of hooks a couple of times, suspended from the ceiling a couple of times, and hog tied a bunch.  Courtney like hogtying ‘cuz it was easy and looked awesome.  Of course there were easy versions and hard versions of hog tied.  Easy and hard defined by how quickly she could get Twerp into the hogtie.  
There was a short, but growing list of things she couldn’t do.  Could, but wouldn’t actually.  Hanging upside down was now on that list.  She’d tried it and lasted less than 5 minutes.  All the blood rushed to her head it wasn’t comfortable at all.  She didn’t even want to try that with Twerp.  Caning.  Fucking Twerp’s pussy.  
Tomorrow, Monday afternoon, she definitely wanted to try the full body harness.  She’d been putting that off in favor of simply restraining her naked slave.  Then on Tuesday, she planned an orgasm for herself with Twerp in the strait jacket.  Twerp would like it, being all bound up like that.  Courtney didn’t think she’d like it ‘cuz the view sucked.  She just liked Twerp naked.  Wednesday she wanted to try that metal thing she’d found in a cabinet.  It would make Twerp so helpless… like she wasn’t all the other times (giggle)… but also sooo wide open for her orgasm.  
Thursday she planned to mummify Twerp in rope.  That was a picture that fascinated her.  True, the view would really, really suck with nothing of Twerp visible except a breathing tube.  But she thought that Twerp would like it a lot.  She wanted to see just how Twerp would react.  Then on Friday, she’d take Twerp to the big bed in the other room and she’d find out how Twerp felt about not being tied up, just cuddled and made love to.  For that matter, she’d find out how she felt about it, too.  ‘Specially ‘cuz Friday was her day for an orgasm.  
Twerp was in her fourth week of slavery.  She trusted her Mistress implicitly.  Any independent thought, any doubt about her Mistress, and any thought of herself was placed deep inside her.  Back where it could be found when needed.  It just wasn’t needed.  Monday afternoon, the full body harness looked tame compared to many things she’d endured.  There was always something new and different every day.  Every day was exciting.  Often scary, but always exciting.  
The harness was nothing but leather straps, metal buckles, and shiny rings… attachment points.  Courtney started at the top, like her Mom showed her.  Once the top was in place everything else would follow.  The ‘top’ was a leather collar that fit below Twerp’s metal collar.  As she moved the metal collar up and out of the way, Courtney noticed the even tan of her slave’s neck.  “Twerp?  Why don’t you have a tan line under your collar?” she asked.  She didn’t want one there, but she’d been wondering how to avoid it.  She was afraid she’d have to let Twerp tan without it a few times.  
“Mistress, some days this one slides it all the way up and some days this one slides it all the way down.  This one can’t see if it’s working, but it must be.”
“It looks nice and even, Twerp,” said Courtney.  She continued fastening the leather collar.  From there, a strap hung down the center, between Twerp’s lovely tits, with 8 straps (4 belts) hanging loose from it and a strap hung down the center of her back.  Courtney pulled the top two straps from the front around to the back and cinched them tightly, forming a single belt around her body.  That belt fell just above Twerp’s tits.  
The next set of straps wrapped around Twerp just below her tits and pulled tight.  The third was around her waist and the fourth just above her hips.  The final touch, for the body harness anyway, was for the two vertical straps, front and rear, to be buckled together low on Twerp’s back.  With a whimper, Twerp endured the indignity of her Mistress parting her pussy lips so the inch wide leather strap could seat between them.  “Ummpp,” she grunted as Courtney pulled it tight and buckled it. 
The Mistress stepped back to admire the view.  She liked that way the black leather straps looked on Twerp’s slender body.  Accentuating her breasts.  And digging deep, very personally deep, between her legs.  
With the body harness in place, Courtney started with the head harness.  Her Mom had pointed out that they could be used separately, but looked nice together.  The head harness also started from the top.  She wrapped the leather headband around Twerp’s forehead and back behind her head, where it buckled.  A single strap ran across the top of Twerp’s head from front to back, with a ring in the center of it.  Aligned with the corners of her mouth, was a second strap that pulled back and buckled behind her head.  Two more straps, which needed no further attention, ran from a ring dead center on Twerp’s forehead to rings at the corners of her mouth.  These straps formed an upside down V and were snug already.  The final touch for head harness was a chin strap that buckled (tightly) under her chin.  
Next, Courtney pulled Twerp’s arms behind her and put a leather strap around them, cinching it tight and then one around her wrists.  She added a black leather strap around Twerp thighs, calves, and ankles. 
For moment Courtney stepped back to admire the completed work of art.  “Yanno, Twerp, black is your color,” she said.  “That is so sexy.” 
Twerp teetered precariously, worse than being on that stool several days ago.  She couldn’t put out a hand to catch herself, or move a foot to stay balanced.  While it was scary, she noted with some comfort that Courtney watched her carefully and never moved out of arm’s length.  Her Mistress would catch her if she fell.  That was her Mistress.  Trusted to the core.  
But scary, too.  Just scary enough to make her excited.  Courtney leaned her and pulled her back upright.  She pushed her gently and then caught her.  “Please,” said Twerp.  
Courtney looked at her slave in surprise.  She’d spoken.  Of course, she was bound to speak, to beg.  But this was playtime.  She needed no excuse to gag her slave, even a fabricated one.  She held up a huge red ball and then said, “Open up, Twerp.”  Twerp whined as she opened wide, even wider as the ball approached. It was a big ball.  It fit tightly between her teeth and then fastened to the rings at the corners of her mouth.  
Teasing her helpless slave, Courtney pushed her again and caught her.  The wild eyes were intoxicating.  “Make me stop, Twerp,” she said.  Of course, that was impossible.  Then, she caught Twerp’s arms and pulled her back.  She’d practiced this with her Mom (who outweighed Twerp by a few pounds), so she knew she could do it.  For six long seconds, Twerp screamed into her gag.   Totally out of control, falling backwards.  Courtney supported her, gradually lowering her and laying her down softly on the floor.  
“Well, at least you didn’t pee yourself,” said Courtney.  No, she hadn’t done that, but her nipples were swollen and pointy.  Her pussy and thighs were slick.  And she was talking into the gag like she was trying to set some rules of her own.  Something about, if you ever do that again I’ll… I’ll… fuck, I’ll love the hell of it.  Damn you!
Courtney hooked a rope to the ring at the very top of Twerp’s head and started pulling.  As the rope was pulled, her head had to go up.  With her head, her whole body followed.  Pulling her slave to her feet.  With Twerp standing flat footed, Courtney moved behind her.  There was more to the harness and she wanted to try it all.  “I like having your elbows touch behind you, Twerp,” she said.  “Cuz it makes your tits push out.”
They sure did.  Stick out.  Twerp had been proud of them when they were inside a bra and tight shirt.  Now she was learning to be proud of them in their naked glory.  
Courtney had to undo the straps that pulled Twerp’s arms back so deliciously.  There were leather cuffs in two different places on the body harness.  First, she pulled Twerp’s arms straight down to her sides and on the bottom strap, by her hips, there was a cuff for each wrist.  Once buckled, the cuffs secured her arms right down her sides.  That looked OK to Courtney.  It really made Twerp look like a stiff ramrod.  
Unfastening the hip cuffs, Courtney then pulled an arm back and high up on Twerp’s back.  There was a cuff there as well, attached to the center strap on her back, and she caught Twerp’s wrist there and buckled the cuff.  She did the same with the other arm, cuffing it just below the first.  
When she appraised Twerp, she saw that this one had promise.  With her arms trapped high on her back, Twerp was again forced to push her chest and her tits out on display.  
Happy with that, Courtney untied the rope from the ring on the wall.  She sat down facing the wall, placing her feet firmly against the wall and hauled the rope another six inches through the ring.  She couldn’t see, but Twerp’s squeals of surprise and fear told her she’d been successful. She tied the rope off to a cleat.  Rose and looked at her slave.  Toes scrambling for purchase, but two inches above the floor.  Twerp was hanging by her head harness.  
As her Mom had instructed her, Courtney walked around her slave.  Not looking at the signs of arousal. Not looking at Twerp’s oozing sexuality.  Looking to make sure Twerp was not in danger.  Scared was OK.  Scared was fun.  Scared was exciting.  But she wasn’t in danger.  
Courtney liked the riding crop.  She liked the hairbrush paddle.  The punishment strap was lovely, but was reserved for punishment, not fun.  Today, she wanted to try something new.  The new paddle was a slender foot of sturdy leather with a flexible metal core (the handle) with a three by three patch of leather at the end (Twerp’s favorite part).  Not unlike a riding crop.  Just a little wider at the business end. 
She walked in front of Twerp, making sure the slave saw the new paddle.  Just by wiggling the handle, she could make the business end move dramatically.  To get Twerp’s attention.  Then, she paused, took a deep breath.  Then she moved fast.  Smacking Twerp’s outer calves, a slap each, bam, bam.  Inner thighs, bam, bam.  Ass, bam, bam.  The flexibility of this paddle was great, enough to reach around and smack her bottom from the front.  Bam.  Her tummy.  Dead center.  And bam, bam, her tits.  
It happened to fast that Twerp was still trying to figure out how to react to slaps on her calves as the Courtney turned, done with all nine blows and threw it across the room.  The pain rolled up Twerp’s body, seeming to hit her brain all at once.  Whatever she said about it was lost in the gag.  All Courtney could tell was that Twerp’s body loved it, wanted more.  
But, she’d purposely thrown the paddle to the far end of the room.  She couldn’t tell if Twerp knew it wasn’t in her hand anymore or, if she knew, whether she knew where it was.  She stepped up to Twerp and grabbed her hanging legs.   Twerp was screaming from the pain by then.  Surprise, shock, and pain.  So fast.  
“Look at me, slave bitch,” said Courtney.
Twerp took a final sniff, shocked even more by Courtney’s voice and words. She looked down.  Green eyes locking to, surrendering to gray eyes.  “A slave has a choice today.  I promise.  You choose.  That’s what we do.  Does a slave want me to walk over, pick up that paddle, and spank her more?  Or does a slave want down, so her Mistress can be soft and gentle?  Now be careful, slave bitch.  What you do next.  I want you to wiggle your perfect little toes, if you want to be spanked.  And you wiggle those wonderful fingers if you want gentle instead.”
Several seconds ticked by as Twerp considered her options.  First, she had no right to make choice.  She could only assume that her Mistress wasn’t tricking her.  So, if she truly had a choice, then… what did she want?  Pain, pain, pain was all that she’d known so far.  Yet, it seemed to be what she wanted and needed.  The paddle was her.  Or was it?  Go for the sure thing or something different?
She wiggled her fingers.  Wondering what she’d asked for.  Did a slave deserve gentle? Would this one appreciate gentle?  
Her mistress’ eyes, face, and body told her nothing.  Clearly Courtney cared neither way.  Helpless. At the mercy of the little girl, Twerp watched as Courtney unhooked the rope from the cleat, lowered her to her feet, and then lowered her ever so gently to her back.  Two things had changed.  She was horizontal instead of vertical.  And she was within her Mistress’ grasp.  
The next thing she knew, Courtney was straddling her.  Sitting on her tummy and looking down.  Pondering what to do.  Though she’d never known her Mistress to be at a loss for words or actions. 
Her Mistress reached down and unhooked one side of the nasty, big gag in her mouth.  Then, she put a towel to her mouth as she unclipped the other side.  Catching the spit and the drool before it was embarrassing.  Wiped her mouth, gently.  Leaned forward and kissed her, gently.  
She kissed back, though Courtney danced away, as if teasing her.  She took a chance, “I love you, Mistress.”
Courtney put a finger to her lips.  “Don’t say that.  I don’t need to hear it,” she said.  “Your actions say it louder than your words, my love.”  
‘So do yours,’ thought Twerp.  ‘So do yours.’  When Courtney leaned forward, she kissed her Mistress with a passion.  Every fiber of her body loved her Mistress, but only her lips could say it right now.  They had to speak for all of her.  
Courtney broke the kiss.  Her Mistress controlled her completely.  A kiss.  A touch.  A glance.  It was all up to her Mistress to kiss, to touch, to notice.  Then fingers danced over her skin.  So much like Butterfly had taught her.  And she hadn’t had a chance to do this for her Mistress.  “No, don’t,” she said. “Let me.”  It wasn’t right.  “Mistress.”
“Silly little slave,” said Courtney, not the least bit mean or sarcastic.  “You asked for gentle.  That’s all the choices a slave gets.”  She ran her fingers lightly over Twerp’s tummy, between the leather straps.  Breasts, tummy, thighs, arms. Every inch of Twerp.  Her eyes were closed.  She may have well been asleep, but Courtney knew she was lost in pleasure.  Smiling at how she owned her slave in every way.  
She’d asked Marcie, just yesterday, how to do this.  What she’d seen Butterfly do to Twerp.  It had been two weeks, but she hadn’t forgotten the wonderful look of bliss on Twerp’s face.  “Show me,” she’d said to Marcie and the woman had been glad to show.  In the past two weeks, she’d never asked for it from Twerp.  Not wanting anything to be one sided.  
She rolled Twerp helplessly onto her tummy and Courtney massaged the skin of her back and legs.  Great sighs of pleasure from Twerp.  When she was finished, Courtney rolled her slave onto her back again.  Placid green eyes looked back at her as she ran her eyes over Twerp’s body, noting the signs of arousal were less than if she’d been spanked.  Puckered, not hard and pointy, nipples.  Slick pussy and swollen pussy, without the flood onto her thighs.  Gentle, relaxed breathing.  Much like she’d been for her second orgasm on that very first day.  
Then, one by one, she undid every strap holding Twerp.  And lay face down.  “Do me,” she said.  Her slave knelt and started the gentle touches on her Mistress.  Now it was Courtney’s turn to feel how the light touches drew her senses to the surface, making her skin tingle with delight.  How it was her skin under Twerp’s fingers that built her desire rather than centered on her nipples and pussy.  And that desire spread, not like a wildfire, but more like hot lava bubbling slowly up inside her.  
When Twerp was done, Courtney found it much easier to deny herself the final pleasure.  Easier than that frantic, wildfire pace to which she’d grown accustomed.  That was all sexual.  This was a balance of sensual and sexual. That was abrupt and exciting.  This was loving and gentle.  They both had their merits.  
By Wednesday, Courtney was ready to have some real fun with Twerp. The previous day she’d given the strait jacket a shot.  While Twerp seemed to enjoy any form of restraint just as much as any other, Courtney sure didn’t see much point in hiding Twerp’s body inside a bulky garment.  
Today, Courtney had a simple looking device that she’d seen pictures of.  Simple, but effective.  It wasn’t something she felt she could have tried early in Twerp’s training because this one definitely couldn’t be done without Twerp’s cooperation.  The device was two metal bands two feet long and two inches wide.  The bands were hinged together at one end.  When closed and then latched at the other end, they formed a set of metal stocks.  With four holes, there was a place for two ankles and two wrists.  The devilish thing about this device was that the captive was forced to keep her ankles and wrists aligned.  Aligned and spread.  And oh so helpless.  
Twerp had seen the contraption during her exploration days, but hadn’t figured it out.  She couldn’t quite picture how a person fit into the stocks.  They were kinda scary ‘cuz of the cold unbending look of the metal.  Leather cuffs were comfortable yet binding.  Ropes were flexible. Even the racks were wood padded with leather.  There was not a bit of padding on the metal bands.  
Fresh out of the tanning booth, she had only her collar.  Nervous, she knew that if Courtney had set her mind on this, then she’d soon be demonstrating just how effective the cold steel was.  
Courtney ordered her to sit on the floor, knees up.  The stocks would go on quite easily.  And Twerp would discover just how deceptive her current position was.  Butt and heels on the floor, she didn’t feel very exposed.  All she had to do was reach between her legs and line up her wrists and ankles in the half circles of the bottom metal band.  Courtney swung the top band into position, trapping her arms and legs.  When it was latched, Twerp was still sitting on her bottom, heels on the floor, bent forward so her wrists were by her ankles.  
A few tugs against the metal bars told her that there was no point in struggling.  She was held fast.  With the latch unreachable and the metal inflexible, she could do nothing.  But she also was feeling very vulnerable.  Her pussy was spread.  Heck, her face was a foot from it, so she had a good view.  But it was also unreachable and virtually hidden from anyone but her.  Likewise her tits were fairly well protected.  And her bottom… well, she was sitting on it so it was safe.  
“A slave may beg,” said Courtney.  Her smile said she knew a secret.  A secret that Twerp hadn’t figured out yet.  So, secure was Twerp that she wondered just what she was to beg for.  
She watched as Courtney checked out the fit around her ankles and wrists, making sure she couldn’t escape.  Not aware that Courtney was also making sure her skin wasn’t pinched between the metal bands.  All in all, she was bound, but feeling pretty comfortable.  Until Courtney pulled her head forward, over her feet.  Her whole body pivoted around her feet until she was face first on the floor.  This was entirely different.  Her feet and knees were on the floor and so were her shoulders and face.  But, that put her ass sticking up in the air, totally unprotected.  The turn around gave a new meaning to head over heels.  She’d just tumbled head over heels, going from safe to wide open.  
Turning her head to side was the only way she could bear the position.  So, she was looking to her right when Courtney dropped a butt plug in front of her face.  She focused.  Good.  It was the smallest one.  Then another dropped… the next size up.  Dang her.  Her mistress was just making sure she knew the smallest one wasn’t going in her butt.  That’s when a third fell on the floor.  She whimpered.  Gawd!  This was the biggest one yet.  It looked like a Christmas tree.  Conical, slowly flaring to an inch and a half around and six inches long.  Then it dropped off to narrow stem, like the trunk of the tree and then a round 2 inch disk at the base.  
All she could see of Courtney was her bare feet.  Her Mistress stood over her and then bent down to pick up the largest of the three butt plugs, leaving the two smaller in plain sight. 
It was right then that she figured out what she was to beg for.  Not that it would do any good.  “Please, not that one,” she begged.  In the minute that followed, Twerp prayed that Courtney was using the time to lubricate the plug.  ‘Cuz she sure wasn’t going to stop her.  In fact, she could tuck her chin to her shoulder and peer between her legs.  Courtney was kneeling there and lubing the plug.  Waving it so she could see it one last time.  
As it pressed against her butt hole, Twerp tried her usual trick of tensing, trying to deny access.  She didn’t want to be violated like that.  Especially with that size.  Try as she might, she knew almost at once that she’d fail again.  At the first opportunity, Courtney pushed the conical tip inside her.  With that leverage, it was inevitable. “Please don’t,” she said again.  And then realized that she’d relaxed her butt while she spoke and the plug slid another inch in.  
As the plug slid in, filling her, she got that urge to poop.  At the same time, her butt hole tingled.  How could something like that feel good?  This plug was longer and wider than the last time she’d been plugged.  She felt it spread her open, an odd, exciting feeling.  Exciting because she knew her Mistress was right behind her.  Watching her butt hole open up.  Pushing relentlessly.  It felt like she was going to split, but she just kept expanding.  “Please, it hurts,” she moaned.  Then pop, it was in.  The base of the flare was in and her butt hole closed around the narrow stem, sealing the plug deep inside her.  
Courtney watched in amazement as the puckered butt hole seemed to swallow the plug.  If not for the disk at the base of the plug, it might disappear inside Twerp.  She tugged at the disk, pulling the plug toward her.  The plug stayed inside Twerp, but her butt hole came out a couple of inches.  She pushed it back in, and out, and in.  Listening to Twerp mewl.  It was kewl to pull and push on the plug.  She didn’t pull hard enough to get it to come out, just enough to make Twerp’s butt hole flex.  And it sounded like it was driving Twerp nuts.  
Just pushing the butt plug in make her tingle all over.  Her tummy ached as she put it to the puckered hole and listened to Twerp beg.  It was an awesome feeling of power to have Twerp so helpless.  Like a tug o’ war, only this was push ‘o war.  And she’d always win.  ‘Cuz Twerp had to relax for brief moments.  And at each relaxation, Courtney pushed and Twerp opened.  
She didn’t know what she liked better, hearing Twerp beg for mercy or listening to her mewl with pleasure.  Both were intoxicating.  Both were stunning examples of the power and control she had over her slave.  Twerp may have been dismayed to know that her Mistress was learning her every secret.  Every button to push.  How to control this particular slave better and better each day.  
Dismay would have been the wrong feeling to have though.  Courtney had no desire to learn Twerp’s secrets and use them against her.  Nothing pleased the young Mistress more than pleasing her slave.  She was learning how to drive Twerp crazy with her own body.  In the nicest possible way.  
For several minutes she slowly and gently fucked Twerp’s ass, never removing the plug, just using it to stimulate her sensitive butt hole.  When she thought Twerp had had enough of that, she pulled it out.  It was a brief struggle to get the wide flare out, and then it slid easily.  She took the time to take the plug to the bathroom area and left it to clean later.  Washed her hands and brought back a warm rag.  She used the rag to wipe Twerp’s butt, hearing more sounds of pleasure as she did that.  
Now Twerp was in for another surprise.  Courtney picked up Twerp’s left knee and rolled her to her right side and then onto her back.  Her slave squealed in surprise, not enjoying this helpless feeling of being manhandled by her Mistress.  The sound only encouraged Courtney.  
Now Twerp was on her back, with her feet and hands in the air.  Courtney pulled her by her feet, slowly across the carpet so that she didn’t get a rug burn and over to the marbled floor.  There, she used Twerp’s feet as a handle to spin the helpless girl around on her back.  Only a couple of times.  She didn’t want to make Twerp dizzy.  Just wanted to feel that control.  She could feel her pussy getting wet.  The last position had made Twerp’s butt very accessible.  This position made her pussy and tits accessible.  
Courtney reached in with nipple clamps, grinning at Twerp’s attempts to hide her nipples.  Her arms were outside her tits, squeezing them together and pushing them out.  Her futile efforts to use her biceps to cover her nipples were amusing.  The result was Twerp was squirming in the metal bonds for the first time.  And oh how Courtney liked to watch her squirm.  It was even better to watch her squirm and lose.  In short order, her nipples were hard and then clamped.  This time Courtney took the chain between them and put in Twerp’s mouth.  “Bite it,” she said.  When Twerp’s teeth clamped on it, she said, “Hold it.”  
Ouch!  There was just enough tension on the chain to pull Twerp’s nipples up, giving her tits a cute little upturn.  Cute, but uncomfortable.  And it got worse when Courtney grabbed Twerp’s ponytail and pulled her head back.  The chain stretched, pulling her nipples up even higher.  Painfully higher.  Then her head went farther back.  “Aahhh,” she gasped, letting the chain go.  It felt like she was about to pull her nipples off.  
“Uh oh,” said Courtney.  “Somebody’s been a bad girl.”  
Twerp whimpered.  ‘But it hurt too much.  I had to let the chain go or else.’  
Courtney was near the climax of her plan.  And the climax of her plan was a climax for Twerp.  By now her slave was dripping and this final position made her pussy so available.  Her nipples were crushed, the pain only making her hotter.  The Mistress knelt at Twerp’s bottom, facing her and spanked her pussy with her open palm.  It made her pussy tingle so much when Twerp jumped and squealed.  
It was easier to deny herself that climax when she’d planned it out.  When she knew this was all for Twerp.  Her arousal built.  That much she couldn’t stop.  She could control that final urge, deny herself.  If only there was a way to arouse her slave without arousing herself.  Alas, they were a perfect match.  Driving each other crazy.
Smack!  She swatted Twerp’s pussy again, letting her hand linger long enough that her middle finger slipped between the slick lips.  
Gasp! Twerp jerked as the finger brushed her clit.  Courtney smiled, enigmatically.  Twerp didn’t know if she was going to get to climax or not.  
She smacked the pussy again.  “It’s my pussy,” she said.  “I own this and every inch of you body.”
Twerp nodded.  “Please, Mistress, I need to cum.”
“Oh, you naughty slave,” said Courtney.  “You’ll cum if I decide you can cum.”  She used her open palm to swat Twerp’s butt, the right cheek.  Then the left cheek.  “But I did say you can beg, didn’t I?”
“Uh huh,” whined Twerp.  
Then both hands in a simultaneous slap on both cheeks and again.  Twerp whimpered, feeling the burn spread from her cheeks to her pussy, through her body to her nipples.  “Make me cum, Mistress.  Please?”
Courtney moved to the side to take better swing.  Still using just her open palm, stinging herself as well as her target.  Smack, smack, smack, smack.  She shifted to the other side and delivered four more swats to the other cheek.  Little red hand prints adorned Twerp’s ass.  
“You want me to touch you here?” asked Courtney, coyly dipping her finger between the rosy lips again.  
“Haaah,” said Twerp as her clit sent jolts of electricity through her body at the slight touch.  “Yes, Mistress, this slave wants that.”
Courtney pulled the slick finger back and sucked on it.  Twerp’s body bucked at the sight of her Mistress taking a taste again.  Courtney leaned forward, inches from the soaked pussy and sniffed.  “Mmmmm, my slave is tasty and smells nice, too.”
Twerp was suddenly frozen.  She was still on fire, maybe even more.  Her Mistress was so close to licking her, she couldn’t move.  She wanted that so bad.  Afraid the slightest sound or movement would give her away.  So very afraid that her Mistress would come this close and then not.  She shuddered as Courtney’s little pink tongue came out and licked her thigh.  The tongue was almost at her knee.  Definitely licking thigh, but not where there were any juices.  Teasing.  Almost there.  
Then she licked the other thigh.  Too high.  This time the tongue dragged down toward her pussy, tasting the cream on her slick inner thigh.  “Oh, God, Mistress, oh, God, p-please?” 
Courtney ran her tongue over the other thigh, tasting cream again.  “Please what, Twerp?” she asked, pausing.  
“Please make me cum, Mistress, oh God, please.”
“I can do that with my finger, Twerp… tell me what you want.  What you really want.”
“Eat me,” said Twerp, her voice almost too soft to hear.  Scared that she didn’t deserve it.  Knowing that she’d get it only if her Mistress had already planned it.  
“Say it again.”
“Eat me.”  A little louder this time.  Surely Courtney wouldn’t get her this close.  Tease her.  Taunt her.  Make her say it.  And then not do it.  
“Say, ‘Please eat this slut’s pussy, Mistress.’  Say that for me.”
“Please eat this slut’s pussy, Mistress,” said Twerp, her voice pleading.  ‘Don’t say no.  Please.  You can’t say no.’  
Courtney bent forward and licked at Twerp’s thighs, with more purpose than before.  Tasting.  Cleaning.  Enjoying.  “Mmmmm,” she rumbled as her tongue ran across the smooth thighs.  Lower and lower, working toward the bottom of the V formed by those sleek thighs.  It was every bit as thrilling as she’d imagined.  Doing this for Twerp.  Making her shiver and shudder with frustration.  She could tell if Twerp had her way, she’d be cumming right now.  But that was not to be… yet.  
She’d seen Twerp’s reaction when she licked her fingers clean on several occasions now.  She knew how much her slave wanted this.  It was one of the few things that stimulated Twerp’s visual senses so profoundly.  Gray eyes looked up at Twerp’s green eyes, watching the lust build there and everywhere.  There was still a trace of uncertainty, muscles tense.  
“Relax and enjoy, Twerp.  Cum for me,” she said, watching that last bit of uncertainty fade.  
Even then, she licked only at the outside of Twerp’s pussy.  They both knew where Courtney had learned that.  Courtney just hoped that this technique was as good for Twerp as it was for her.  Little pink tongue slowly, languorously caressing, lapping, teasing.  
“Oh, fuck, Mistress,” burst out Twerp. “Eat this slut’s fucking pussy.”
Courtney slipped a hand up and grabbed the chain lying on Twerp’s chest.  She parted the lips and touched her tongue to the swollen clit as she pulled on the chain, stretching nipples painfully.  Lapping up the juices at their source.  Making her slave’s nipples part of the pending orgasm.  Her other hand grabbed a handful of taut ass and squeezed, sinking little nails into the skin.  
Now that she’d reached her goal, she stiffened her tongue, using it as she’d used her fingers in the past.  Then sucked on the clit and rolled it between her lips.  Knowing that Twerp would want it, need it to be hard and fast, she chewed on the rubbery clit with her lips, squeezing it hard.  Moving her face back and forth, massaging, jerking, rubbing the clit furiously.  Smearing juices on her face.  
“Fucking eat me,” squealed Twerp, over and over.  Then her hips bucked up and stayed up, wanting as much of that wonderful touch as she could get.  Her nipples ached with pleasure.  The cruel grip on her ass was exquisite.  Her clit exploded, sending hot blasts of fire rippling through her entire body.  She watched her Mistress, that incredible little tongue thrilling her.  And it wasn’t stopping.  
Muscles tense.  Not with uncertainty.  With the pleasure of a climax.  Her orgasm was ferocious, owning her body for the few seconds that it lasted.  
As it faded, she lay gasping for air.  Muscles relaxing again.  A sense of peace.  Best of all, she felt this time she deserved that climax.  Yesterday she’d pleasured her Mistress to an orgasm.  Trapped in that nasty strait jacket, squirming herself helplessly to arousal.  She wanted that orgasm then so bad.  But instead, she’d done it for her Mistress and hadn’t been disappointed that hers never happened.  That day she’d finally accepted that giving was better than, well maybe just as good as, receiving.  
And now she awaited one of her favorite moments of all.  Courtney unlatched the metal bands, freeing her arms and legs for the first time in an hour.  She slowly stretched stiff muscles.  And felt Courtney’s arms around her.  Ahhh, yes, she hoped Courtney would hold her forever.  
Holding Twerp as her breathing went from gasps to calm, as her body relaxed, and as her passion faded was one of Courtney’s most pleasurable moments as well.  The two had, in many ways, become closer than ever.  Past summers they’d shared secrets.  Played games.  Slept in the same bed.  Showered together.  But never had the sense of intimacy and love that they shared now.  They’d never spent so much time together.  They’d never learned the true essence of each other.  
Mistress and slave.  Opposites.  Soul mates.  Lovers.  
After Wednesday, Twerp started to put a sense of time together.  Those first days had been so harrowing that she’d completely lost track.  With the routine setting in, she’d figured a few things out.  She didn’t know what day of the week it was, but she knew that was the third orgasm she’d had on the same day of the week.  And that Courtney planned hers for the day before and two days after.  And that two days after her orgasm, she got a reward. 
Her theory was proven correct on Friday.  She stretched under Courtney’s watchful eyes.  Knelt in Nadu.  Ready for her exercise routine, but Courtney paused.  “My slave has come a long way since her first days.  I am very pleased and proud of how hard you worked to be such a good slave.  Today marks four weeks since you became a slave.”
What?  Four weeks?  No way!!  Summer must be almost over.  Twerp had to struggle to keep from bursting out.  Was her Mistress kidding?
Courtney noticed the shock that rippled through Twerp.  It had never occurred to her that Twerp wouldn’t know what day of the week it was.  She cocked her head, wondering what had gotten into her slave. “Is something wrong, Twerp?”  She thought perhaps Twerp was suddenly in pain.  
Twerp had to think for a moment.  She couldn’t just ask if her Mistress was joking.  She couldn’t argue with her Mistress.  And, she couldn’t change the day of the week.  “Mistress, this one thought more time had passed.”
“Oh, you thought it was more than four weeks?  I suppose that could happen.  You don’t have a calendar or a clock down here.”  Now that she knew what was going on in Twerp’s head, she could understand the reaction.  “It’s just been four weeks, Twerp.  Another six weeks until the end of summer.”
“Yes, Mistress,” said Twerp, clearly disappointed.  And she was.  Not because she wasn’t happy as a slave.  In one way she wasn’t looking forward to the end of summer anymore.  What bothered her was she hadn’t been out of the basement except to clean and vacuum.  She wanted to see the outside again. Didn’t slaves get to go outside?  
Since her announcement had turned sour, Courtney wanted to turn it back to good news.  Back to the rewards part.  “My slave has been very good and I want to give you some more privileges as a reward.  First, from now on, when you go out of the basement, you will have clothes.” Even on her forays upstairs to clean, Twerp had been naked.  Courtney didn’t want to tell Twerp that she’d decided her slave would always be naked in the basement.  The Mistress just enjoyed her naked slave too much to give her clothes when they were in the privacy of the hidden rooms.  “A slave probably has noticed the first room inside the door has hooks on the wall.  There are clothes there for you.  There will always be one set of clean clothes.  A slave is to put on what is there.  A slave is to take off her clothes when returning to the basement and hang them neatly where they were.”
“Yes, Mistress,” said Twerp.  She was pleased, but still a little shaken by the revelation that it had only been four weeks.  
“Second, a slave will spend some time upstairs not working.  Specifically, a slave will be upstairs from 5:00 PM to 6:30 PM and will eat dinner at the table with your Mistress and the Head Mistress.”
Kewl!   Now that was really something.  Eating at the big table upstairs.  Such a little thing, but it was the one thing that she so wanted.  Like Butterfly, eating at the big table.  
“If my slave has lost track of days, then I guess that my slave doesn’t know the time of day either.  You have had reading light from 6:30 to 8:30 every night.  That will continue.  Lights out at 8:30.”
“Yes, Mistress.  Mistress, this one has a question.”
“Yes?”
“What will this one be doing upstairs from 5:00 to 6:00?”  She knew that Aunt Samantha’s tradition was dinner from 6:00 to 6:30.  
“Some days my slave will be learning to cook dinner.  Most days my slave will play with me.”  When Twerp smiled, she added, “And a slave is advised that play upstairs is different than playtime in the basement.  We’ll play games.”
“Yes, Mistress,” said Twerp.  She hadn’t forgotten how cruel she’d been in the first two weeks of the summer.  Putting down Courtney’s games as kid stuff.  Now she’d like nothing better than to play those very same games.  It was something to do besides being in the basement alone and it would be time spent with Courtney.  
“And Twerp.” Courtney said with her voice stern.  “A slave is not to let her Mistress win games.”
“Yes, Mistress.”  Smile.  
Courtney didn’t move.  Twerp sensed there was more.  “I have selected a new name for my slave,” said her Mistress.  “Twerp was the name I gave you out of anger.  You deserved it.  I just don’t think you deserve it anymore.”  To tell the truth, she wasn’t sure how Twerp would react.  This wasn’t intended as a reward, though Twerp might take it that way.  She wondered if her slave had gotten used to the name, accepted the name.  Would she be happy with a change?
Twerp had, in fact, gotten used to the name.  Even forgotten its significance.  Now she remembered.  Calling her annoying little cousin a twerp had earned her this name.   She was ashamed that she’d put her cousin down so cruelly.  She’d accepted the name as part of her punishment.  Yet, it wasn’t with reluctance that she looked forward to a name change.  This would truly mark her atonement for that sin.  
She always tried to have a smile for her Mistress since Butterfly had been adamant about it.  She knew there still times when she ‘disfigured’ her face, as Butterfly had put it.  Emotions were hard to ignore.  Disappointment.  Anger.  Frustration.  All disfigured her face on occasion.  Now her happiness was equally hard to disguise and she didn’t try.  Beaming smile.  Eager eyes.  Her Mistress was happy with her.  The name ought to be good.  At least better than Twerp.  
“My slave is sleek, sexy, and hot,” said her Mistress.  Twerp could hardly believe her ears.  This sounded waaayy better than she’d expected.  “Zero to hot in seconds.  Racy and beautiful.”  Twerp’s smile told her that she liked the idea of a new name.  That the lead in had the desired effect of making the name sound desirable.  However, she was also going to be clear that she didn’t care if Twerp liked it or not. “I’ve decided your new name will be Porsche.”  She said it like Por-sha, just like the commercials said it. 
Even as she said the name, Courtney turned on her heel, pointedly not looking for Porsche’s reaction.  Slight pause and then said, “Follow.”  Porsche had no chance to react, just follow her Mistress to the exercise area. She was ecstatic at the name.  Sleek and sexy.  Like her Aunt’s sports car.  It was a two seater, so she and Courtney had always sat together in the passenger seat.  Going fast and laughing all the way.  But not this summer.  
It was sooo hard not to speak, to thank her Mistress.  Hard not to bounce up and down with joy as she followed.  She forced herself to walk slowly, keeping her posture perfect.  This was what had earned her the wonderful name, so she wasn’t going to blow it now.  She knew the point that Courtney was making.  A slave’s opinion didn’t matter a bit.  But, she also knew that Courtney had chosen a really kewl name and had to know how much she’d like it.  
As she went through her stretching exercises, Porsche tried to think from the perspective of her Mistress.  A manicure of her slave was not being nice to the slave.  It was taking care of her property.  So how would Mistress think about giving her slave a kewl name?  
First off, it hadn’t been offered as a reward like speaking, a bed, clothes, and eating at the table.  No, Courtney had distinctly said, I have selected a new name for my slave.  Twerp was the name I gave you out of anger.  You deserved it.  I just don’t think you deserve it anymore.    Her Mistress had chosen a new name because the name Twerp no longer fit her.  Leaving her as Twerp would be like buying a thoroughbred and naming it Ol’ Paint.  The name wasn’t to please her; it was merely to be accurate.  
It was no doubt, also pleasing to the Mistress to be able to say she had a Porsche, not a battered and beaten, naughty old Twerp.  Which made her wonder just how ashamed her Mistress had been to have a Twerp.  And how proud she was now to have a Porsche.  And now that Porsche knew how her Mistress felt about her, she would just have to work all that much harder to be a Porsche.
As usual, Courtney stretched with her slave.  There were exercises the two did together and some they just kept pace with one another.  It was about 15 minutes into this routine when she noticed Porsche attacking the exercises with more determination.  She wondered what had come over her slave.  Porsche was clearly more flexible than she had been four weeks ago, but all of a sudden she was pushing even harder.  
Then, in the shower, Courtney noticed her slave taking more time, washing her more thoroughly, yet gently.  Enjoying the mere act of soaping and rinsing her Mistress.  By the time she brought breakfast to Porsche she was wondering which of the rewards, clothes or time upstairs had made her so attentive.  She watched with amazement as, for the first time ever, Porsche took her time with her oatmeal and fruit.  Savoring it and eating with dignity instead of shoveling the food into her mouth. It didn’t occur to her that the one thing she didn’t mean as a reward was the one thing that meant the most to the former Twerp.  
Afterwards, Porsche was commanded to vacuum the first floor of the house.  She’d done it a couple of times already, but this was her first chance to wear clothes in a month.  In the outer room, she found a pair of plain white panties, a pair of mid-thigh shorts, and a bulky T-shirt.  Clothes designed for utility, not for style.  And, she noted pointedly, no bra.  Not that her tits were that big.  She could do without.  ‘Duh, dummy.  You’ve done without for the past four weeks.’  It was just that with clothes she expected a bra.  
It felt weird to wear clothes again.  Restrictive.  She’d gotten use to the feel of air around her private parts.  Now the panties and shorts just felt wrong.   
That afternoon, Courtney took her slave to the big bed in the basement.  Soft and warm.  Monday had been an interesting experience, showing her that they both could enjoy some gentle time together.  Slow and loving instead of fast and furious.  Today would be all slow, gentle, loving.  
Porsche saw the room in a different light.  This was her second visit to the room.  The last time, just last week, had been another bondage session.  The bed had simply been a convenient platform for the Head Mistress to use to show her Mistress how some of the new equipment worked.  That time she’d had her cuffs on and then more cuffs.  Wrists and ankles she was used to having cuffed.  But they added cuffs on her elbows, thighs, and knees.  All the better to pin her to the bed.  All the better to spread her wide.  All the better to render her helpless.  And, of course, all the better to make her squirm.  
It had started with wrists and ankles cuffed to the corners of the bed.  That had seemed scary enough, though the ropes weren’t pulled tight.  Then her knee cuffs were attached to ropes tied tight to the edge of the bed.  It pulled her knees apart.  The addition of ropes on her thigh cuffs d that pulled her legs even wider, feeling like she was doing the splits.  And now the ropes on her wrists and ankles were taut.  The final touch was ropes from her elbows to the side of the bed, pulling down while her wrists were pulled up.  It was like a rack, except being pulled in four directions instead of two.  
In the middle of the huge bed.  A tiny figure by comparison.  With plenty of room around her for Courtney to crawl about and attack her from every possible angle.  For two hours she’d been in that position, feeling alternating pain and pleasure.  Tickling and caresses.  Enough to drive her crazy.  Crazy with lust.  Lust that was unsatisfied.  Untied and put in her chastity belt for good measure.  
Now Porsche looked at the king sized bed as just another toy for playtime.  Just another way for her to be helpless and aroused.  She was kneeling because her Mistress had stopped and given her no other direction.  Kneeling and waiting for the binding and torment to begin.  
This time though, her Mistress stood by the bed and stripped off all her clothes.  How odd.  Mistress never started naked.  She always enjoyed that advantage of having clothes while her slave had none.  Porsche watched as Courtney pulled back the covers and jumped up on the bed, snuggling on the soft mattress.  
She wondered what the trick was when Courtney patted the space beside herself and said, “I want my Porsche right here, lying beside me.”  Tentatively she crawled up onto the bed and lay down.  Her cage had nothing but a foam pad as a mattress.  The bed she slept in now had a poor excuse for a mattress.  This bed was heaven.  It felt like she was going to sink right in and never be found again.  When Courtney pulled the covers up over them, it was warm and toasty.  She wanted to ask what was going on, but it seemed like something she’d find out pretty soon anyway.  
Then Courtney giggled.  Her sparkling, mischievous eyes looked at Porsche.  The slave raised her eyebrows.  What’s going on?  
“I wonder what it would be like to have a slave share my bed,” said Courtney shyly.  “I’ve wondered since I heard that Butterfly sleeps with her Mistress.”  Her eyes sparkled again.  “And I bet they don’t just sleep.”
Porsche tensed as a small hand ran under the covers and then rested gently on her tummy.  She relaxed at the soft touch.  Sensing that Courtney was trying something different.  All the signs were there.  Her Mistress was naked.  There were laying together, hips and shoulders touching.  Soft, suggestive words from her Mistress.  And now the light touch.  A tentative, shy look from Courtney as if she didn’t know how to proceed.  
And Porsche didn’t know either.  She hadn’t been invited to touch, not in words anyway.  The hand on her tummy reached all the way across and took her far hand.  Pulled it back across and set her hand on her Mistress’ tummy.  It rested there where it had been put until Courtney put her hand back on Porsche’s tummy and made small, soft circles.  She took the hint, mimicking the motion.  Soft, slow circles.  Touching a safe, sensual place. 
“My slave may touch me the way I touch her,” said Courtney.  Soft and breathy.  Her hand made bigger circles.  She could have any part of her slave at any time, but right now she seemed to be testing the waters.  Almost asking for permission.  
As the circles got bigger, Courtney’s hand brushed the bottom of Porsche’s nascent breasts.  A couple more circles and Courtney’s hand lingered, cupping a breast.  Caressing a nipple.  She looked into Porsche’s eyes and felt a hand on her own nipple.  That felt so nice.  It wasn’t the jolting thrill that came from fast and furious.  It was barely a tingle even.  A special tingle.  
She threw a leg over her slave, half on top of Porsche and leaned her head to kiss the perfect mouth.  Lips parted to meet.  Courtney pushed her tongue into Porsche’s mouth as their hands took liberties with each other’s body.  The slave following the lead of her Mistress.  This was how Porsche imagined sharing her Mistress’ bed.  There were play rooms for playtime.  Places for the ropes and whips.  The bed was special.  
When Courtney rose up and started massaging her skin, Porsche didn’t argue as she had last time.  She knew she’d get her turn to do the same to her Mistress.  Her hands fell to her sides, letting the wonderful feeling fill her.  Letting her Mistress drawn her to a sensual world.  Drifting peacefully as her Mistress wished.  
Porsche knew that for massages, manicures, and pedicures the slave always did her Mistress first.  Then the Mistress took care of her property.  For Courtney to do the skin massage first sent a special message.  A message that the Mistress liked to do this for her slave.  A message that she would never forget.  
She rolled easily to her stomach.  Nothing but feeling.  Surrendering to the control.  Floating on a cloud with hands soft as a breeze caressing her skin.  She licked her lips, realizing that she was in such a state of bliss that she was drooling on the sheet. Almost asleep, but not daring to sleep.  To sleep would be to miss this wonderful feeling.  To sleep would be to deny her Mistress the pleasure of pleasing her slave.  
As Courtney finished, Porsche lay still, not even aware that the touches had stopped.  It was true; the fingers had teased the sense right out of her.  Left her somewhere that the body ruled the mind.  Not in that wild, passionate way that a climax ruled it, burning out in a brief super nova of pleasure.  This was a gentle, peaceful way that could last forever.  But, without Courtney’s fingers, it did end.  She slowly drifted back, her mind registering that the massage had stopped and then clearing.  It was her turn to do Courtney.  
Porsche shook the lethargy off herself, suddenly aware that she had no right to laze around while her Mistress was expecting a return massage.  Mentally cursing herself, disappointed at her lack of discipline, she turned to Courtney.  Soft gray eyes were watching her with interest.  “Wow,” said Courtney.  “My slave was really out of it.”  Her voice pleased rather than scolding.  
Noting that Porsche was hastily recovering, looking like she’d done something wrong, Courtney said, “Relax, Porsche.  This afternoon is all about relaxing.  I expect my slave to enjoy my touch.  And after I spent so much time, it would be a pity if it was wasted.”  She was lying on her back.  “Just relax and do me just as good.”
Porsche leaned over her Mistress and ran her hands lightly over her feet, working her way up the tanned legs.  Watching her Mistress’ eyes shut and her face relax into that peaceful world.  It was almost as peaceful to do it as it was to have it done.  Pleasing to watch her Mistress enjoy.  
She traced the ephemeral tan lines.  The lines that marked the edge of what she knew was her blue bikini.  It made a perfect little triangle of white over Courtney’s pussy and two smaller triangles over her nipples.  An exotic look.  The lines so contrasting, yet so distinct that the white skin seemed painted on.  She wondered if Courtney envied her all over tan the way she envied Courtney’s white triangles.  Did her Mistress wish for an all over tan, but she was too timid to try?  Unwilling to be seen by her friends that way?
As she finished the front, it was almost a shame to stop long enough to roll Courtney over onto her tummy.  The interruption was minor and soon Courtney was drifting again.  
Courtney didn’t let herself surrender totally to the feelings of bliss.  She kept focused enough to know when Porsche was almost done.  Then she said, “I’d like to have my slave kiss me.  My bottom.”
There was a brief hesitation.  The hands stopped massaging.  Nothing happened.  “Kiss my bottom,” said Courtney.  “I want to feel you kiss and lick me.”  Then in her soft, wheedling voice that had worked so well to disarm her slave in the past, “C’mon, Porsche.  You can do it for me.  Go ahead and kiss it.  I made it nice and clean just for this.”
She had taken the time to prepare.  Showering quickly while Porsche tanned in the booth.  Giving her bottom a spritz of mint and even putting a fingerful of peppermint flavor right on her butt hole.  
“Yes, you can do it,” she said as she felt Porsche’s weight shift, lowering to her.  “Yes, that’s my good slave.”  She felt the touch of lips on her butt.  Softly kissing first one cheek and then the other.  
Porsche hadn’t delayed out of disgust.  She hadn’t had that thought of, ‘No way am I doing that for her.’  Those times were passed.  The delay was simply that she couldn’t believe the request.  Wasn’t sure she’d heard correctly.  And didn’t want to do the wrong thing.  The words kiss and lick were pretty clear, yet it took a couple seconds to understand that she’d been requested, commanded to do something she’d never done before.  It didn’t matter if her Mistress had specially cleaned it or not. She bent without question or concern and pressed her lips to the soft skin of her Mistress’ ass.  Kissing it and running her tongue over it.  Smelling the mint.  Hiding the scent of her Mistress.   
Up to now Porsche had been just enjoying the slow pace of the afternoon.  As she started kissing such a personal part of her body, a place where she’d never kiss a girl without the command, she felt the first tingles of excitement.  It reminded her that this was an orgasm day for her Mistress.  Assuming she stayed on schedule.  That thought alone was enough to turn her kisses from purely mechanical to excited.  Kisses went from simply putting her lips on bare skin to open mouth, licking, sucking, even daring to bite, softly.  
Sounds from her Mistress told her that Courtney was getting excited as well.  How strange that kissing here could be so exciting.  
For Courtney, it wasn’t the feel of the lips on her butt.  It was the feeling of power that she got from having Porsche obey the command.  She knew this was something that her slave would never do in a million years unless she was commanded.  That the lips were on her butt only because she owned a slave made her pussy and nipples tingle wildly.  
“Now, between my cheeks,” she said.  “Kiss my butt hole.”  As she said the words, she pondered the words she would use to wheedle Porsche to comply.  She could order it more gruffly, but Porsche responded so much better to kind words.  Especially in a sexual situation like this.  She pondered the inevitable words, only to be completely taken by surprise.  
There was no delay this time as hands parted her cheeks and she felt Porsche’s soft lips on her butt hole.  She’d done it!  She’d done it with just one command.  The touch and the thought struck her at the same time, sending a jolt of electricity from her butt hole to her pussy and nipples.  Accentuating the tingle quicker, higher than she’d imagined.  In seconds it sounded and felt like Porsche was not just obeying… she was enjoying.  Enjoying her submissive position.  
“Use your tongue,” said Courtney as she rose up on her knees.  Now she knew why Marcie had done the same.  It was virtually impossible to stay in that relaxed, prone position.  She had to be up, offering herself to the eager tongue.   Her butt started to sway, too excited to hold still.  She felt the soft, moist tongue lap at her butt.  Then it traced circles around her little pink butt hole.  
Marcie had only done it for a few seconds.  Now Courtney could understand why.  The sensation was exhilarating.  It was like having her pussy licked, except that licking her pussy did nothing for her butt while licking her butt was making her pussy wet and on fire.  Her body jerked embarrassingly out of control with each insistent circle around her pucker.  “Hunnh,” she gasped as Porsche’s thumbs sank firmly into her ass cheeks, prying her even wider.  Fingers dug into her ass.  Hands lifted her slender hips higher.  And she felt Porsche’s face pressing back and forth, accompanied by the same sounds of pleasure that Porsche made when she was eating pussy.  
It was waaayy hot in so many ways.  The power.  The feel.  The sounds.  The incredible ache in her tummy and the growing tingles.  Growing out of control.  
Courtney turned her head, looking back.  “Turn.  Turn,” she panted.  “Turn me over.  Eat my pussy.”
She felt Porsche’s hands relax their death grip from her ass, but her tongue stayed just as busy.  ‘What’s going on?’  She could but wonder in confusion.  Porsche’s hands went down between her thighs, under her to grip her hips from underneath.  Her world was tumbling, but the tongue was still there.  Porsche stood, picking up her Mistress by the hips, hanging her upside down, not wanting to let the fire die in her Mistress.  They were in a vertical 69 position and then Porsche laid the slight girl down on her back.  The move had been by instinct, flipping her Mistress so she could get at the dripping pussy.  As she lay Courtney down, all Porsche had to do was lay on top of her, moving her attentions from ass to pussy by moving her tongue just a few inches.  
The movement took them both by surprise.  Courtney’s surprise?  She’d expect to roll to her back, not be flipped head over heels, thrown to the bed by a mad woman, stimulated in one continuous exquisite tonguing.  The tongue was now in her pussy, teasing her clit for a few seconds.  
Porsche’s surprise?  After she flipped her Mistress, she discovered that her pussy was right over her Mistress’ mouth.  Completely unintended.  She might not have realized it at all, but she gasped as a tongue stroked between her pussy lips.  Her Mistress was eating her as she was eating her Mistress.  Shock rippled through her.  Followed immediately by bolts of electricity.  The tongue between her legs slipped teasingly to her thighs.  
‘Oh yeah, two can play that game.’  She retreated from her assault on Courtney’s hard little clit and licked the tasty juices from the slender thighs of her Mistress.  Smiled inwardly as she heard a gasp of frustration.  She’d felt the impending orgasm building in her Mistress, seconds away.  Now postponed.  The two lapped each other’s thighs clean.  Finished with that, they started to lick the outer lips of the pussy in front of them.  Who knows who moved first or was it just a bond between them so tight that they knew and moved as one?  
Each had a pink cleft between swollen pussy lips, begging for a tongue to dive in.  When it was time to dive, they did so like a synchronized team.  Parting lips and seeking each other’s clit.  Hands digging into each other’s asses as leverage to pull their faces to their goals.  Finally cumming as one.  Hips jerking and squirming as the fire erupted in them. Yet, each insistently licking, uninterrupted by the orgasm that rocked their body.  Needing to satisfy and be satisfied.  
Porsche collapsed to her right onto her back.  Her head was at the head of the bed.  Courtney’s head down by Porsche’s feet.  Little bodies panting, gasping for air.  Tense muscles relaxing in the aftermath of a wonderful climax. 
Wow! They both thought the same thought.  Together was better than one at a time.  Giving might be better than receiving but giving and receiving was the best.   
Porsche relished the thought that this was an unplanned orgasm for her.  She was sure Courtney hadn’t planned this.  She’d just done such a good job of pleasuring her Mistress that her Mistress had rewarded her with an unplanned one.  It was either that or her Mistress had lost control.  It didn’t matter to Porsche whether the act was on purpose or not.  The end result was that warm and wonderful feeling… twice in one week.  
Courtney considered it neither.  She hadn’t consciously rewarded her slave and hadn’t lost control so completely that she’d licked the available pussy.  No, neither of those.  She’d just sensed that it would make her own experience more pleasurable.  She’d proven herself right.  Her slave’s pussy had been the means to a better orgasm.  
That evening at dinner was a special occasion.  Not only Porsche’s first time sitting at the table upstairs in the kitchen, but also she’d helped prepare the meal… spaghetti and meatballs.  Perhaps the most complicated meal she’d ever prepared.  It felt good to be eating with her Mistress.  She was still a slave, not allowed to talk (save for her five allowed phrases) or even to look up.  
So, imagine her dilemma.  She was drinking soda for the first time since she’d been sick.  Aside from that time, the first time since she’d become a slave.  Then, she belched.  Quite surprising herself and her Mistress and the Head Mistress.  She colored scarlet at the faux pas, but there was nothing she could do.  Hoping that the moment would pass, but gawd, it had been loud.  
“Ahem,” said her Mistress.  
Porsche looked up.  At the stern gray eyes, raised eyebrows.  ‘What?’ she thought.  ‘I don’t get to say excuse me.’  Still bright red, she said, “Mistress, may this one ask a question?”
Consternation on Courtney’s face.  “Yes,” she said, her voice impatient.  
“May this one excuse herself, Mistress?” she said, her voice quavering.  
Courtney just stared at her for a second and then a light went on in those intense eyes.  She looked at the Head Mistress as if blaming her for something.  Which she was… ‘Why didn’t you prepare me for this?’  Then looked back at Porsche.  “My slave has permission from now on to show her manners.  You may say, and are expected to say, please, thank you, excuse me, and pardon me.”
Porsche smiled.  “Thank you, Mistress.  And excuse me, Mistress.”
Saturday, after lunch, Courtney told her slave she’d see her at 5:00.  It was the worst possible news for Porsche, though she showed no sign of it.  Time alone had always been boring.  But, since she’d realized how much she enjoyed time with her Mistress, it was doubly bad.  And an entire afternoon.  
It was a little after 3:00 that afternoon that Courtney came back down.  She wanted to get a particular magazine and take another look at the interrogation room.  As she walked into the main room, however, she expected to see Porsche.  She was nowhere to be found.  “Porsche!” she called out.  ‘Now where did that naughty slave go?’  It had been a mistake to tell her she had hours alone.  Now she was getting into mischief.  First thing, Courtney checked the theater room.  If was strictly off limits because of the tapes, films, and magazines.  No entertainment allowed for the slave.  
No sign of her there, the place that would get her in the most trouble.  “Porsche,” she called again in the main room.  Courtney checked the toilet area, the one place that she was allowed to go.  Again no sign.  ‘If she’s in the big bathroom…’ Courtney looked in there.  Again no sign.  By now she was getting worried. Had Porsche figured out how to open the main door from the inside and escaped?  
She stomped back into the main room, ready to check every room and then… boy, was Porsche going to get it.  As she came into the room, she saw Porsche.  The slave was closing the door to the cage room.  She knelt quickly in Nadu.  
Courtney stomped up to her slave, mad as a hornet.  Then she saw the beet red blush on her slave.  That calmed her a bit. “What has my slave been doing?” she asked, her voice still cutting.  
“Mistress, this one has been napping,” said Porsche. 
Courtney looked at the bed in room that Porsche was supposed to be using to sleep.  There was no sign of use.  “In the cage room?” she asked.  Thoroughly confused.  
Porsche was still pink, now tears of embarrassment ran down her cheeks.  She looked up at her Mistress and burst into great sobs.  So great was her embarrassment that it took Courtney a couple of minutes to calm her slave down enough to make sense.  Then the story was pieced together.  
Bored out of her skull and looking for something productive to do, she’d gone back to her old cage.  She’d left the door to the room propped open so she could get out again and hear in case someone came down.  The plan was to figure out a way to get in and out of her cage gracefully.  That plan had failed miserably.  There was simply no way in or out that didn’t look like she was an animal crawling on her belly forwards or backwards.  
“Then,” she said, miserably, “I-I-I just felt w-warm and nice in my c-cage and took a nap.”
As Porsche said the words warm and nice, Courtney recalled her Mom’s words. You may not see it that way, especially because of how she acted so scared the first time.  But she already thinks of the cage as her place… her safe place.  She’s not scared about going there anymore.  
Courtney patted her slave on the head.  “That’s OK, Porsche.  I was just worried about you when I couldn’t find you.  You can go finish your nap, if you want.  I just came to get some things I forgot.”  She turned, dismissing her slave.  Not wanting to make a big deal out of it.  In fact, a bit upset that it had been blown out of proportion in the first place.  She looked back over her shoulder and said, “The cage room is not off limits.  You can go there anytime you want.”  It had never been specified in or off limits.  She just hadn’t guessed Porsche would want to go back.  
Porsche stared at the floor, trying to reconcile the conflicts in her head.  The conflicts parted to leave just one clear message.  Her Mistress thought it was OK to be in her cage.  There had been no ridicule.  No snickers.  And even permission granted.  
“Thank you, Mistress,” she said softly.  
Sounds carried well in that room.  Courtney heard the thanks.  Soft as it was, she decided she wasn’t supposed to hear it and went about her business.  
After considering her options for nearly 48 hours, Courtney decided to act on her desire Monday afternoon.  To make her slave totally unprepared for the afternoon, she again told Porsche that she’d be alone for the entire afternoon.  And waited half an hour.  Shock and surprise were the keys to making this exciting.  If it was to be exciting to either of them.  This was an experiment to find out.  
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When Courtney appeared again in the basement, totally surprising her slave, she was not wearing anything the slave had seen before.  The pants and shirt were military, olive drab green.  Not the least bit attractive, but authoritative in their own way.  Heavy boots.  A stern face.  And behind her, the Head Mistress, dressed exactly the same.  
Confused, Porsche sank to her knees and looked at the floor. 
“What are you doing?” demanded her Mistress in voice that she’d never heard before.  Icy… emotionless… distant.  It wasn’t Courtney that spoke to her   She was somebody different now. 
“Nothing, Mistress” said Porsche, not sure what was about. That word was a pretty good summation of her entire afternoon.  Suddenly that word didn’t fit anymore.  
“Mistress?” yelled Courtney.  “What does that mean?  Do you see this?”  She waited until Porsche looked up, confused. Pointing at an emblem on her shoulder.  “This says I’m a Captain in the Bergonian Army!  Not a mistress!”  She turned and pointed at the Head Mistress.  “And this is Colonel Walla.  We are here to interrogate you!”
‘Oh gawd!’  The word interrogate instantly told her which room they were going to.  Which fantasy they were playing.  It was a room they’d never ventured into… yet.  Sure, she’d seen it during her explorations, but not since the day of Discovery.  It was a scary room.  The Colonel turned and opened the door.  It was all she could to hold her bladder.  
She wasn’t a slave anymore.  She was a prisoner.  No obedience was required.  Turning, she ran for the cage door.  The only door she was closer to than the Captain.  
Courtney felt an incredible rush as Porsche turned and ran.  It was better than begging.  A desperate measure that was fruitless.  The Colonel had prepared her for this.  She launched herself right after the escaping prisoner.  Even as the door swung open, she threw her slight body against the prisoner. Knocking the wind out of her.  Forcing her to her knees.  Cuffing her quickly.  Oh, how she’d practiced that the night before.  Hoping that Porsche would run.  
Then, it was easy.  She pulled the cuffs up high, bending the prisoner forward and walked her into the interrogation room.  As they stepped through the door, the Colonel roughly grabbed her chin, forced her fingers into her mouth and felt around.  “Got to be careful,” she said to the Captain.  “Sometimes they give them suicide pills in their teeth.  What’s going to happen to her is worse than she can imagine.”
Porsche’s bladder surrendered to the fear, splattering her pee on the floor and the boots.  They showed a total disregard for the mess, as if it happened daily.  Not a glance.  Not a word.  
The Colonel outweighed her by a lot.  She tossed her slight body into the chair.
“Ooomphf.”  The second time the wind had been knocked out of her.  Unaware that the rough treatment was also carefully controlled to make sure she wasn’t harmed, she found it very frightening.  They didn’t care a bit about her.  
The chair was more contraption than chair.  The back of the chair tilted back about 10 degrees and the seat of the chair was also tilted 10 degrees, so the angle between seat and back was still 90 degrees.  There were three holes in the back of the chair, one head high and two shoulder high.  There was also a semicircular cut out in the front edge of the chair.  
What made the object more of a contraption than a chair were the heavy metal arms that stuck out from the back of the chair to the right and left.  They were parallel to the ground and each about two feet long.  Altogether, from the tip of one arm to the tip of the other was about six feet.  A rope dangled from very end of each metal arm.  The chair was very sturdy, sitting on thick metal legs. 
During her exploration, Porsche had never figured out the whole purpose of the chair.  It just looked waaayyy too scary.  It wasn’t built for comfort.  
As the Colonel held the prisoner in position, the Captain walked behind the prisoner, pulled her arms through the holes in the back of the chair, and secured her wrists cuffs to links on the backside of the chair.  Her arms were fully extended straight down, pinning her against the back of the chair.  Then, the Captain grabbed Porsche’s right leg and pulled it as far to the right as she could.  She tied the rope hanging from the end of the metal arm to her ankle cuff.  Then she repeated the action with her left leg.  Now the prisoner was spread as wide as she could be, her hands useless, and her pussy hanging over the semi-circular cutout in the front of the seat.  
The Captain popped a ball gag in place, then fastened the strap behind Porsche’s head.  Finally, she propped Porsche’s head forward with a pillow so that she was looking down at her own helpless body.  
From her helpless vantage point, Porsche looked over her prominent tits.  The small mounds had never looked ‘prominent’ before.  With her hands back, she was thrusting her tits forward, making them look incredibly vulnerable to anything her captors might want to do to them.  That she was forced to stare at them was what made them seem more vulnerable than any other position.  Below that was her pussy, spread just as wide open as possible.  She couldn’t move a muscle. 
“Where is the secret base?” spat the Captain. 
‘I am so fucked,’ thought Porsche.  There was no right answer to the question, because, of course, there was no secret base.  They’d planned the fantasy.  She had no idea how to respond.  Scared as she was, she also wanted to experiment.  Was there something to be frightened of?  Was this another pathway to excitement?  “I’m not telling you a thing,” she said into the gag.  The sounds were unintelligible, but the sound of her voice was defiant.  She was proud of how it sounded.  
The Captain picked up a rod about 2 feet long.  It split into a forked end like the letter U, with the tips of the U about an inch apart.  That was clearly the business end as the other end of the rod had a handle and a button. The Captain pressed the end of the cattle prod to Porsche’s extended foot and pushed the button.  
Courtney knew exactly how that felt.  The calibration had been Friday night, nearly 48 hours ago.  That event alone had given her pause, making her wait until now to try it.  Tied to a chair upstairs, she’d been subject to the poking and shocking of the same cattle prod in the hands of her Mom.  Begging, pleading, and crying.  No mercy.  Though she wanted desperately to call an end to the calibration, she got the treatment for the time she’d agreed to in advance.  The five minutes had seemed like an eternity.  
Some things she tried and found distasteful.  Some she found just pointless.  This scared her to the core because she was so helpless and this was so painful.  She had taken the time to think about how Porsche would react to the feeling.  And decided that while it had been terrible beyond her limits, it would another level of excitement for her slave.  The slave would have no say in the matter.  That was how it worked.  But, Courtney always took into account just how her cousin… slave would feel.  It was important to her.  This first time was an experiment… to see if there could be more interrogations in the future.  
“Eeeeoowww,” squealed Porsche as a spark leaped from the cattle prod to her foot.  
“Oh, fuck yeah,” said the Captain as she had the key to every Mistress’ dream, a helpless slave and a way to make her squeal.  
“Where is the secret base?”  Without waiting for an answer, she put her cattle prod to Porsche’s soft inner thigh and pressed the button.  
“Eeeeee,” Porsche squealed in pain.  She wanted to pull her leg away, but she couldn’t move at all.  Cursing her captors, the frustration was so intense that she ached from it.  Her Mistress… the Captain was clearly excited by her squeaks and she didn’t want to excite her.  She didn’t want to be on full display for her, completely at her mercy.  The thought of enduring this for hours made her shudder.  Watching the cattle prod rest on her tender skin, she could only wait for the snap and jolt of the spark.  There was no more glare in her eyes, instead she beseeched her tormentor to stop.  Yet, deep inside she knew they weren’t going to stop soon.  
“Who’s your commander?” asked the Colonel.  
Porsche looked with wild eyes.  “I’m not telling,” she yelled into the gag.  
The Captain shocked her inner thigh, worked down her leg to her calf, and even shocked her all the way to her toes.  Then, she worked on her other leg.  For now there was an unspoken understanding that her more sensitive spots were for later.  Mistress and slave had always worked from less sensitive to more sensitive.  By the time she was done with her legs for now, the Captain had a wet spot between her legs.  
The captive’s squeals were intoxicating, but Porsche was past that.  She was sobbing in great gasps and tears ran down her cheeks.  She cried from pain and from frustration.  She’d wail for a few seconds, and then take a deep wet breath, and wail some more.  
Her body tensed more as she saw them turn their attention elsewhere.  As the Captain was already pointing her prod at her belly.  She pressed it against her and pushed the button.  Her body jerked as the spark shot across her skin.  Barely formed thoughts coursed through her, all she could wish for was, please, please, please, stop, oh God, not more, please, oh God, again.  
There were no more questions.  Just torture.  
As the Captain worked on her belly, the Colonel picked up another prod and poked her left tit.  That was even worse.  She hated herself for giving it away, but her wail cut off as the spark jumped to her sensitive tit.  That little extra gasp of pain told her captors that her tits were a better target.  It was only for a brief second and then the briefly interrupted wail continued.  “Kewl,” said the Captain with a giggle.  
The little giggle was cold and cruel as it told her the nameless Captain was enjoying her pain and suffering.  It also reminded her that her captors were excited and wouldn’t stop soon.  They turned their attention on her tits, bringing new meaning to torment.  They even placed the U at the end on either side of a nipple and let the charge dance through her hardened nipple.  For the dang nipples reacted as if excited, rising up to points that made even better targets.  Both her captors laughed now as her body betrayed her.  She writhed in pain, but it was limited motion that didn’t prevent them from shocking her over and over.  
Her cheeks were wet with tears and her eyes couldn’t focus.  Her pussy was equally wet, for reasons that the prisoner couldn’t understand (though a slave knew exactly why).  Then, it got even worse as the Captain decided if she reacted that way to her tit, then it would be even better on her pussy.  She jerked in pain again as the stakes went up even higher.  The damp and sensitive skin of her pussy seemed the perfect target for a cattle prod.  And she was offering it so blatantly to them.  Her dang pussy was leaking like a faucet as her body jerked in helpless torment.  While the Captain worked on her pussy, the Colonel worked on her ass.  While she found her ass less sensitive, it was still painful.  
For about 30 seconds there was relief.  Even the aroused captors had become concerned over the intensity of her gagged screams.  The gasps for air sounded labored and longer.  She lay panting, gasping for air as her body burned.  Burned in pain from the outside.  Burned in desire from the inside.  The shocks were one thing and they faded quickly.  But the exertion of holding herself so tense and of jerking with each shock was tiring her muscles.  The burn in her limbs and the ache in her chest were more long lived than the shocks.  
After 30 seconds, she felt the end of a cattle prod poke at her lips, running around the ball gag as if searching for a place to light.  Disbelief filled her as the threat of a shock had moved to her face.  She didn’t even think of moving her head.  The prods were placed accurately, painfully.  Bad as it was, even more she feared what an errant shock might do if she were to move.  “Eeeee,” she squealed as the Captain shocked her lips.  She shocked her nose and then she felt the Colonel’s prod at her ear.  Oh, God, no, please, please, please, stop, not there, not my face.  She felt the frustration even more solid as they took liberties with her bound body.  
The Colonel left her face to the Captain, who continued to shock her mouth, nose, ears, and cheeks with giggles of glee.  Now the Colonel worked randomly, poking a tit, her pussy, her foot, her thigh, her pussy.  She never knew where she was going to strike next.  Sometimes she’d rest the prod for a few seconds before shocking her.  Sometimes she didn’t warn her at all.  And sometimes she’d rest the prod, then withdraw it without a shock.  Somehow that made it all the worse. Her muscles strained against the bonds, trying to escape though she knew it impossible.  Her body still had to try.  
Her captors stopped two more times during the torture, giving her brief seconds to recover before driving her crazy with pain again.  The rest was simply a chance regain her breath and anticipate the next round.  
During the last session, the Captain discovered a new target.  “Stick it out,” she said to her, as she ran the prod around her lips.  She couldn’t believe what her tormentor wanted or that she wanted her cooperation.  When she didn’t stick out her tongue, the Captain shocked her rapidly on her ear.  The sound was worse there and the pain was no less, so her ear had become her least favorite target and somehow she’d conveyed that to her captors.  The next time when she was asked to stick it out, she pushed her tongue past the ball gag and let the Captain touch the prod to her tongue.  She bucked in pain, but kept sticking it out for her every time she asked.  She didn’t want to, but she had to.  
In the never ending supply of torture devices, the Colonel and Captain put a clothespin on the very apex of her tits, clamping her tender nipple and earning a renewed gasp of surprise and pain.  With many clothespins at their disposal, soon each tit had a ring of a dozen pins around it, about halfway from nipple to base.  They worked down her tummy, taking fingerfuls of skin and then pinching it in a clothespin.  Her thighs became adorned with the little clamps and they saved the last few for her pussy lips.  
Through this new torment she heard her captors laughing with the sheer joy of abusing her.  She could also hear herself sobbing uncontrollably, feeding their pleasure.  Pulling the clips off was just as painful for her and brought gales of laughter from the officers.  They didn’t just unclamp them as they could have.  No, they pulled them off, stretching the trapped skin up and then slowly, painfully sliding the clamp off until with a final, special pinch it leaped free.  No, her captors didn’t miss a trick when it came to torturing her. 
“She’s not going to tell us anything,” said the Captain, turning and leaving the room.  The Colonel followed on the heels of the junior officer.  
Leaving Porsche to her aching body.  Her skin burned.  Her muscles were sore. Her damned nipples were hard and tingling and her pussy was begging for a touch… any thing.  Those desires faded… slowly… so slowly.  She watched the door.  Hoping that it would open again.  They’d want more information.  They’d torture her more.  She’d tell them anything if they did and then let her cum.  
Fifteen futile minutes passed.  No more thrills.  No more torture.  Her breathing went from frantic to the background.  The tingles faded.  The only sensation was her sore butt sitting on the wooden seat.  Another fifteen minutes passed. The fantasy had faded.  She was simply sitting in a basement room, unable to move.  
When the door opened again, it was her Mistress.  Porsche was untied, unhooked, and released from the chair.  There was no mention of the session.  It had been intense, but now it was over.  So surreal.  Her Mistress went out and left her alone.  Came back at 5:00 and took her upstairs.  By then, it was if the interrogation (?) had never happened.  
After dinner, Porsche had her two hours of light to read.  Courtney had time to think about the day.  About the past month, in fact.  Today was simply the clearest example of her own frustration.  She understood the idea of Mistress and slave.  That she could command anything of her property.  But, she’d also come to understand the mutual dependency they shared… at least she understood on the gut level.  What excited her excited Porsche.  The frustration came from the barrier between them.  Mistress and slave did not discuss things.  ‘Oh, how did that feel, Porsche?  Was that as exciting for you as it was for me?  Or did it hurt too much?’
And Porsche never volunteered that information.  She wasn’t allowed.  ‘Oh, by the way, Mistress, shocking my tongue was no fun… not exciting… it just hurt.’  Or, ‘Don’t put me in the strait jacket again.  It was OK, but neither of us really enjoyed it.  Did you?’
Sure there were signs.  Porsche had enjoyed the shocks to her tongue.  It made Courtney wet just to think of her slave sticking her tongue out again and again.  Jumping.  Whining.  Pleading with her eyes.  Oh how she had struggled to keep that tongue in her mouth.  Oh, how she’d fought to hide her desire.  It was impossible.  She’d shown every sign that she wanted it done.  She’d fought to control her tongue and then out it came again.  
Torturing one you loved so much was an inexact art.  What was her cousin’s limit?  When, if ever, had she exceeded it?  Were they still below her limit? Was there still room for more thrills?  For them both.  ‘So, Porsche, should we use the cattle prod for another 30 minutes or were those real tears?  How many more swats with the paddle?  How many more minutes hanging by your wrists?’ 
It was nerve wracking for the 9-year-old.  She wanted to keep the same level of excitement, day after day.  Each new day meant a new way to excite her and her slave.  Yet, there were limits to the number of positions in her magazine.  And worse, she understood the concept of becoming used to something.  Even at the tender age of 9, she knew that she’d tire of a roller coaster and want bigger, better, faster.  Wouldn’t Porsche want more and more pain?  When she confided in her Mom, she got a suggestion that made too much sense to ignore.  
Tone down.  Not every day needs to be special.  Pick some days to be special.  She even further, saying, “Bore your slave most of the time.”
Huh?
“You’re too close to it, baby,” said Samantha.  “You don’t see the way she looks at you every minute of every day that you’re together.  All she wants is to be with you.  Let that alone make her happy.  Do things that are not exciting… maybe not quite boring.  Then, the special moments will be more special.”
When her daughter still seemed uncertain of what she meant, Samantha said, “If this was a typical summer, we wouldn’t go to the amusement park every day, would we?”  Courtney shook her head no.  “Her pussy.  Your pussy.  Are the amusement parks.  Don’t go there everyday.”
Oh… that was a different way to look at it.  Put that way, they were having waaayy too much fun this summer.  And she sure didn’t want this new found fun to get boring.  It made her remember that her Mom was an expert at this.  Her Mom wasn’t stupid.  
And, unfortunately, her Mom didn’t miss a thing.  Courtney had mentioned just how much fun it had been to cum at the same time as Porsche.  Her Mom was not only not stupid, her Mom was strict.  One too many orgasms for Porsche that week.  Hmmm.  How to handle that?  
“I could just not let her have one this week,” said Courtney.
“Oh, no,” said her Mom. “You’re not getting off that easy.  It wasn’t her fault.  Nope, the punishment is that you gave her one of yours for the next week.  She still gets hers next week.  You only get one.”
Dang it.  She knew her Mom was right.  She knew her Mom knew she knew her Mom was right.  The thought never occurred to her to deceive her Mom and have two anyway.  Deception hadn’t worked out too well this summer.  
“And baby, I know you had a plan of Tuesdays and Fridays for you and Wednesdays for her.  That makes it easy to keep track.  But, part of exciting is being unpredictable.  Before too long she’s going to figure out that Wednesday is her day.”
OK, she was right.  But did she have to right all the time?  
She was so right that the orgasm Porsche had on Tuesday obviously surprised her.  And was a sensational one.  The bondage for her slave had been elaborate.  Reminiscent of the time she’d been hogtied in the theater room.  And then even more so.  Her arms were bound securely behind her.  Her legs bound with several wraps of rope.  Using the rings at her shoulders, thighs, and calves, Courtney had pulled Porsche’s body into an arched, hog tie.  
This time though, they weren’t in the theater room.  They were in the main room, by the wall of hooks.  Courtney had run another rope through the rings on Porsche’s shoulders and then run that rope through hooks on the wall.  Pulled her slave to a vertical position so she was on her knees.  Feet, back, hands, and shoulders pressed against the wall in a vertical hog tie.  Tits and tan belly pushed out from the wall.  So available.  So helpless.  Nothing Porsche could do, but watch as Courtney picked up a thin whip.  
From several feet away, Courtney started making little, vertical circles with the handle of the whip.  She’d practiced this.  The business end of the whip, several feet long, traced much bigger circles in the air.  Whistling menacingly.  
Porsche whimpered even as the whip cut vicious circles through the air two feet from her.  She knew what was going to happen.  Her Mistress moved closer.  A few inches and the end of the whip moved closer.  The sound grew, giving her goose bumps… among other things.  
It wasn’t long before she could feel the wind coming off the whirling whip.  Inches from her tits and belly.  She tried to shrink back.  All she could do was pull her head and chest back, pushing her tummy out even more.  She’d been forced to pick the target.  Offering her tummy as the sacrifice.  The end of whip circled about once every second.  ‘Just do it,’ she wanted to scream.  The anticipation was terrible.  
As the final inches were closed, she felt the first sting of the whip.  Tick, tick, tick.  It cut 3 inch pink stripes down her tummy.  Faint pink stripes.  And it didn’t hurt as much as she’d feared.  Tick, tick tick.  It was relentless.  Annoying.  Tick, tick, tick.  It was about then she realized she was getting a pink belly.  Only instead of slaps with a cupped palm, this was a leather whip.  Instead of pats that seemed harmless at first, these were slashes that stung.  This would be an unforgettable pink belly.  
Had she not been the recipient of the pink belly, she might have been amazed at her Mistress’ proficiency with the whip.  Courtney had practiced for quite a while for one purpose.  The touch of the whip never varied much beyond the 3 inch strip.  Never too close or too far.  The height of the whip never varied much.  But the whip did move slowly right and left on Porsche’s tummy.  Forward and back, from Courtney’s perspective.  Slowly turning a three inch high, six inch wide strip of her slave’s tummy a stinging pink.  
Pink turned darker.  To red.  From stinging to angry.  Tick, tick, tick.  Nipples above the target were hard and erect.  Pussy and thighs below the target were slick and wet.  Delicious noises were surrendered from the helpless slave.  The target tummy tried to squirm away.  There was simply no room for squirming.  As the tick, tick, tick went on, Porsche’s knees started to ache.  Her whole body was perched atop them.  Her shoulders, back, and legs burned from the tension of the position.  
Whimpers.  Whines.  Mewls.  Though she was not gagged, only unintelligible sounds came from the slave.  She hadn’t been given permission to beg.  Tears ran down her cheeks.  The sounds and the tears were the only signs that the whipping was painful.  The rest of Porsche’s body sang a different tune.  And even the sounds were debatable… pain or pleasure?  
When Courtney stopped, she did two things.  First, she set up a camcorder on a low tripod.  It had been sitting just inside the big bedroom, hidden from Porsche.  Setting it up was quick.  She pushed a button and Porsche knew what the red light meant.  Second, Courtney walked across the room and picked up a vibrator.  Slowly paced back to her slave.  “What’s a slave want?” she asked.  “A slave may beg.”
Porsche looked at the camcorder, obviously filming her.  It wasn’t Wednesday.  Had she miscounted the days?  Was this a trick?  “This slave wants to cum,” she said.  
Courtney looked at her.  The look said, ‘That’s the best you got?’  She turned away.  
“Mistress, this slave needs to cum.  Please,” she took a deep breath.  “Please, let me cum.”  At least Courtney turned back, eyebrows raised.  ‘More?  She wants more?” Porsche thought. Then an idea came to her.  “Mistress, I don’t want to cum.  You can’t make me cum.  Don’t you dare touch me with that thing.”
Ooo, now this sounded like fun.  Courtney smiled and took a step toward Porsche.  She hadn’t thought about this.  
“No, really,” said Porsche.  Her eyes were frantic.  She looked straight at the camera. “Not with the camera going.  Please, don’t make me cum.  Turn it off, please, Mistress?”  Getting that camera involved… having an audience made it more exciting.  
Courtney knelt beside her slave, making sure she didn’t block the view of the camera.  The vibrator was still a silent threat in her hand.  Poised, but not on yet.  
“For God’s sake, not on camera,” pleaded Porsche.  She was so helpless.  And the words only made her more excited.  Not in front of everybody.  In Courtney’s hand, the vibrator started to buzz.  She looked at the camera.  “Please, if anybody can see this.  Help me.  I’m being held… gaaahhhhh,” she gasped as the vibrator touched her between the legs.  It pressed deep, parting her pussy lips to make intense, personal contact with her clit.  
Her eyes were glued to the camera lens, imagining people watching.  Imagining the lens was their eyes.  The vibrator buzzed, jolting her clit and building her passion.  The whip, the pain, the position, and now the camera had all taken her as high as she could get without having her pussy played with.  
“Fuck me, Mistress,” she yelled.  “Make me cum for them.  Make this naughty slave squeal.”  Gawd, how those words made it even more exciting.  She managed to get some motion despite her severe bondage, humping her hips up and down against the vibrator.  
Jolts of pleasure shot through her body.  Her pussy was ready to explode.  Everything physical was magnified by her mind.  Her fantasy.  Performing helplessly for an audience.  As the now familiar feeling of an orgasm hit her, she screamed, “Oh, for God’s sake, make this hot little bitch cum.  Right in front of everybody.”  There was no hiding.  There were no secrets from the camera.  She convulsed on camera.  And it wasn’t even Wednesday.  
Later that afternoon, Courtney showed the tape to the one and only person who would ever see it.  Samantha watched her niece with lust, hoping she hid it from her daughter.  She popped the tape out of the VCR.  “I’ll erase this later,” she said.  And she did after Courtney went to bed.  After doing a video capture onto her encrypted hard drive.  Two hours and three orgasms after.  
Wednesday after lunch, Courtney left her slave alone for a couple of hours.  When she came back, Porsche had a beaming smile to greet her.  Over the past week Courtney had noticed the change in Porsche.  More willing.  More eager.  Never the slightest hesitation in complying with an order.  It was time to up the ante.  
As with so many of her ideas, she got this one from a magazine.  Only the magazine had the submissive tied, giving the appearance of no choice whatsoever.  Courtney didn’t tie Porsche.  She didn’t want her slave to feel any reason to obey other than simply to obey.  No threat of punishment.  No bondage that trapped her.  
The selection of dildos in the cabinet ranged from a meager five inches up to 12 inches in length.  They all had a threaded base, able to be screwed into several kinds of attachment points, such as a strap on, a double ended dildo gag, or even into the wall.  Samantha had them custom made to give her the flexibility to use the dildos in several ways without the need to buy several sizes of strap ons and several sizes of double ended gags.  
Courtney selected the smallest one.  Five inches long and just an inch in diameter.  Longer than the penis gag or the smallest butt plug, but not as big around.  Like all the dildos, it was very lifelike, including veins and the head of a circumcised cock.  She took it just to the right of the wall of hooks, where there was a place to screw the base into the wall.  When she finished screwing it in place, she stepped back, letting Porsche see the cock sticking out of the wall about three feet high.  
“Kneel down in front of the cock,” she said to Porsche.  The slave knelt, inches from her face.  “A slave is to suck the cock.”
Porsche blushed as she heard the words.  She’d done this many times to the penis gag, all three inches of it.  But, this was different.  Not only was there more of it, but she didn’t think sucking alone was what Courtney had in mind.  Not since she’d worn the ring gag and Courtney had fucked her mouth with the penis gag.  
Even as she blushed and considered the full meaning of Courtney’s words, Porsche leaned forward and slid the cock between her lips.  She took the three inches she was used to taking and started sucking on it.  Like she’d sucked on the gag.  Like a baby might suck on a pacifier.  It was embarrassing, but she had no inclination to disobey.  This slave was past that stage.  Even when Courtney knelt beside her and watched from inches away, she kept sucking.  Just sucking.  It made her body tingle to do it for her Mistress.  Demeaning, embarrassing, and exciting.  
“Can you get more in your mouth?” asked Courtney.  “I’d like to see you try.  Do it for me, Porsche.”  She understood the difference between couldn’t and wouldn’t.  Her slave had just proved that she would suck the cock, but it was probable that she couldn’t suck much more than what she had right now.  Over the past two weeks there had been a few more abortive attempts at a longer gag and at pumping up the pump gag farther.  There was a limit to what Porsche could take in her throat.  
Porsche already felt the cock almost to the back of her throat.  She eased her lips farther onto the cock, half an inch.  Just a hair more and it touched the back of her throat.  Her throat spasmed, rejecting the intrusion.  “Gakkk,” she said as she slid back out.  She hated the feeling.  She hated the fact that she was disappointing her Mistress.  And wished she could take it all for her.  Her pert little nose was almost touching the wall.  
It had been several weeks since she’d explored on her own.  There had been so much to see that she hadn’t spent much time with the videos and magazines.  She was pretty sure she’d seen some pictures of women with more than three inches of cock in their mouth.  Couldn’t quite recall for sure.  And couldn’t go back and check now.  It just bothered her that it might be possible to take more than what she was.  But how?
“That was good, Porsche,” said Courtney, pleased with the attempt.  She hadn’t expected more than that.  “Now, do it like I showed you with the ring gag.  Do it like a real blow job.”
Porsche remembered the words that Courtney had spoken so long ago when she’d first sucked the gag.  And I wanna see and hear you do it.  I won’t ever make you suck on a real one.  You’re mine.  You belong to me and I’m not gonna share you with no nasty boy.  This still wasn’t a real one.  She hoped it would be the closest she ever got to that.  She pulled her head back, sucking as she did.  Knowing that Courtney wanted to see and hear it.  Then pushed it in again, paused and sucked, purposely making slurping noises.  In and out she took the cock.  Tingling all over, ‘cuz it wasn’t real, but it sure was close.  In and out.  In and out.  
“Oh, yeah,” Courtney whispered in her ear.  “Suck him good.”
The words sent new, sharper tingles through her body.  It wasn’t a disembodied cock anymore.  It was a ‘him.’  A faceless him, but the cock belonged to him.  
Courtney put a finger on the cock at the farthest point of wetness.  The line where Porsche had stopped.  The limit of her slave.  “Suck him and touch my finger with your lips,” she said.  
Porsche let her lips touch the delicate finger and felt the brief touch of the cock on the back of her throat.  Again.  And again.  It wasn’t so bad when she did it quick.  After several successful thrusts, she felt more comfortable with the touch of the cock in her throat.  As long as it quick in and out.  
“Close your eyes and imagine it’s a real boy,” said Courtney.  “I want you to suck him and make him happy.  Do it for me.”  She watched as her slave closed her eyes.  Shuddered with embarrassment and excitement.  The young Mistress felt herself getting excited as her slave performed just for her.  
Courtney slipped her finger ever so slightly farther away.  Porsche still pushed her head forward enough to touch her lips to the finger.  A few more strokes and she moved it again.  
The first time it happened, Porsche thought she was imagining it.  The cockhead hit her throat just a little deeper.  But, it wasn’t enough to be sure.  The second time the finger moved, she was pretty sure it had moved.  That was the real reason Courtney wanted her to close her eyes.  She wanted to complain about the treachery, but it was working.  She was going deeper and it still didn’t bother her.  The feeling of betrayal was nothing compared to the joy of pleasing her Mistress.  
The finger moved a third time.  Porsche still touched it, though this time it was barely tolerable.  On the very next stroke, she slid her body back just a bit, giving herself more room.  She straightened her neck, so her throat wasn’t 90 degrees to the thrust of the cock.  More like 60 degrees.  The difference was that now the cock didn’t hit the back of her throat.  It kinda went past it.  Deeper before it hit her throat.  
On the next stroke, she couldn’t find the finger.  Like maybe Courtney had moved it away all together.  Her nose bumped the wall and her eyes shot open.  She practically had the whole thing in her mouth!  She was so surprised that she sat back, completely letting the cock free of her mouth.  Sat back and looked at the grinning face of her Mistress.  
“That was so kewl,” said Courtney.  “You did it for me.”
She couldn’t help but grin back.  Yes, she had!  It was so worth it to see how happy her Mistress was.  She wanted to try it again, like she still couldn’t believe it.  Before she could return to the task, Courtney cut her off.  “That’s enough for now, Porsche.”  She removed the dildo from the wall and put it away.  She left her slave alone for the rest of the afternoon until it was time to go upstairs.  
The very next day, Courtney upped the ante again.  Making Porsche suck the cock on the wall had just been the lead in to this day.  Making sure that Porsche was ready.   
She started with some simple bondage for her slave.  She put on a partial body harness.  It was about half what the full body harness was… the top half.  A leather collar went around Porsche’s neck.  A vertical strap ran just a foot down between her breasts and another down her back.  Attached to those straps were two sets of straps that belted above and below the small breasts, fitting snug around her upper body.  
The whole point of a harness was that Courtney wanted the cuffs that sat now at the middle of Porsche’s back.  Pulling up an arm, she secured it in the cuff and then the other arm.  Porsche’s forearms were parallel to the floor and high up on her back, out of the way, making her helpless.  Yet the other point was that unlike the full body harness, this harness left Porsche’s butt and pussy uncovered.   
She wanted Porsche helpless not because her slave would refuse her anything.  She could use cuffs, ropes, stocks, and any other tool in the basement to secure her slave and her slave held still for every position and torment.  Her slave had sucked a cock without being bound.  She’d licked her ass at just a command.  Courtney had no doubt that Porsche would obey today, letting her take advantage of her again today with or without bondage.  She just liked seeing her slave helpless as much as her slave like being helpless.  
“Follow,” she said and led her slave to the theater room.  “Kneel.”  She helped Porsche stay balanced as she knelt with her arms tied.  Being ‘helped’ was pretty demeaning for Porsche as her Mistress seized her by the hair and guided her to a kneeling position.  
“When I come back, a slave may beg.”  She watched her Mistress walk out of the room.  Alone and helpless.  Not even a hint from her Mistress of how long.  A minute?  An hour?  How long would she wait?  As long as it took.  
And that ever cryptic, ‘a slave may beg.’  Beg for mercy?  Beg for more?  It made her imagination run wild.  She was spankable.  She was touchable.  She was excitable.  She was anything her Mistress wanted.  But, what would she beg for today?
As the door shut behind her, Courtney trembled with excitement.  She could hardly wait to see the look on Porsche’s face when she came back.  Wearing a strap on dildo.  The very same dildo that she’d sucked yesterday.  But with a big difference.  This time it would be in her crotch.  The anatomically correct place for a cock if she were a boy.  ‘Now, suck this, Porsche.’  She was already tingling.  
When she’d told her Mom what she had planned for the afternoon, her Mom had nodded, accepting her decision of what to do with her slave for the afternoon.  “Want some help getting the straps tight?” her Mom had asked.  “They need to be very tight so it won’t slip.”
The straps didn’t need to be particularly tight for the blow job part.  But when it came time to fuck Porsche’s ass… that tight ass would fight.  It would deny entry and then deny exit.  At least until it loosened up.  Until Porsche relaxed and let herself be taken.  
“No,” said Courtney.  “I want to do it myself.”  Not to mention that she was embarrassed at the idea of wearing a cock.  At least in front of her mom.  In front of Porsche would be hot.  ‘Cuz then it would be Porsche, not her, that was embarrassed.  
Given the sound advice of her Mom, she made doubly sure the straps were tight and the dildo wasn’t going to slip down, up, or sideways.  Then she got dressed.  Tied up her hair in a ponytail and tucked the ponytail up under a baseball cap.  And pushed open the door to the theater room. 
Porsche was fairly confident that her Mistress wouldn’t be gone too long.  Not for any particular reason.  Maybe it was just positive thinking.  But, she was proven right when the door opened after maybe 10 minutes.  The sight threw for a loop, though.  Her little cousin had always been so feminine, wearing dresses sometimes and wearing girlie colored play clothes other times.  She’d teased her cousin (faint memories of those days) about the little girl clothes that she wore.  Looking like a girl wasn’t bad unless it was compared to looking like a woman… as Sasha had considered herself.  
Now Courtney looked like neither girl nor woman.  It was clearly Courtney’s face, but her long blond hair was gone.  Obviously tucked inside the cap, perched backwards on her head.  She wore jeans and sneakers, sneakers that belonged on a boy’s feet.  And a muscle shirt.  She’d never seen Courtney dress like a tomboy before, but that was just how she looked right now.  
Her Mistress stepped into the room, put her hands on her hips.  A macho pose she’d practiced in front of the mirror.  “Well, what have we here,” she said.  Eyes ran up and down the naked, tied form.  
The warm flush of blood rushed to her face as Porsche understood.  Courtney was not just dressed like a boy.  She was pretending to be one.  And the thought of a boy standing over her, staring at her… dang it, why did that excite her?  She saw Courtney’s eyes on her chest and felt her nipples crinkle, giving away her excitement.  Oh, gawd.  Dressed as she was, it wasn’t hard at all to imagine Courtney was a boy.  
“Get out of here,” she said.  “Please, don’t look at me.”  Oh, yeah, look at me.  On her knees, she backed away.  Thought about turning, but she couldn’t tear herself away from the eyes. 
Courtney smiled at the reaction.  It could have gone many ways.  Hey, it’s just Courtney dressed up funny.  Or, hey, it’s a boy and what’s he doing here?  Or somewhere in between.  It seemed Porsche was going with her fantasy.  To be tied up, stared at, and at the mercy of strangers.  Courtney may think it was an odd fantasy because she didn’t share it, but she was sure going to make use of it.  If it made her Porsche run hot and fast, then she’d put the high octane gas in her tank any day.  
“Oh, I don’t think so, little girl,” said Courtney. “I think I’m going to stay and play with you.  And, you know what?”
“Nu-uh,” said Porsche in a timid, frightened voice. What?  What are you going to do?  
“There’s not a thing you can do it about, is there?”
“Nu-uh,” agreed Porsche.  Not a thing I can do to stop you.  Not even begging would make a difference, except inside her.  “Please, don’t hurt me.”  Much.  
Courtney knelt down in front of Porsche and ran her hands over the small tits.  She learned that words could be as stimulating as anything for her slave.  They added to her excitement and to the fantasy.  “Ooo, those feel neat,” she said.  “Ever had a boy feel you up before?”
“Haaah,” gasped Porsche with a sudden intake of breath.  The words were perfect, feeding her imagination.  A boy had his hands on her tits.  “Don’t, please.”  Do.  Do.  She moved back, tried to turn.  
Then Courtney smacked her bottom with her open hand.  “Stop that and hold still, or I will hurt you.” When Porsche struggled more, Courtney asked, “Do you want me to put you over my knee and spank you?”
Yeah, that sounds hot.  But in her fantasy she was reluctant.  Taken against her will, frightened and timid, not cooperative and eager.  “No, please don’t” she said.  And held still while the hands fondled her tits and then touched her pussy.  Trapped between hands that would fondle her gently or spank her roughly.  Lately rough had been good, but her fantasy was of a helpless girl forced to surrendered to her captors.  She knew she was wet down there and the fingers that came back up were shiny with juices.  She shuddered as Courtney licked her fingers.  Inches from her face.  
“Mmmm, what a tasty little girl.”  Courtney had the feeling that Porsche was ready to cum right now.  She practically only just arrived, but Porsche’s fantasy was so intense that she was hot already.  The Mistress didn’t plan on making it that easy.  Not to mention that Porsche had already had her weekly orgasm.  
She moved around the helpless girl, touching in private places.  Occasionally swatting her just for fun.  Taking several minutes to tease Porsche.  
When she was ready, Courtney stood in front of Porsche.  “Know what I want now?”
“Nu-uh,” whined Porsche.  
“I want a blow job,” she said.  Courtney unzipped her jeans and fished around in her pants.  Then she pulled out the plastic cock, right in Porsche’s face.  
The slave stared at the cock,  trying to make sense of what she was seeing.  She knew it was the plastic one that she’d sucked just yesterday, but that’s not where it belonged.  Well, yeah, it did belong there on a boy.  Sticking right out of his pants.  It just didn’t belong there on Courtney.  Yet it was there.  How it could be, she didn’t know.  
It looked so real.  The head of the cock, round and smooth.  The sides veined and swollen to hardness.  Even a little hole in the end of it.  It had looked real yesterday, but then it had just been sticking out of the wall.  Today it not only looked real, it looked like it belonged.  
Reality was better than fantasy all of a sudden.  All this elaborate set up was for her to suck a cock for her Mistress again.  Do it like it was for real.  That cock looked so incredibly hot poking out at her like that.  “Jesus Christ,” she said.  “Make me suck that cock, Mistress.”  It was just out of reach.  “Please, put the cock in my mouth.  Let me suck it for you.  I can do it.  For you.”
The fantasy was blown, but Courtney really liked Porsche’s reaction.  The enthusiasm and the submission was waayyy hot.  Her slave really, really wanted to please her.  She stepped forward and put the cock to Porsche’s wide open mouth.  
Porsche leaned forward to take the first couple of inches of plastic into her mouth, gauging the feel of it.  She looked up at her Mistress.  So this was what a blow job really looked like.  A cock in her mouth and looking up at the boy’s face as he smiled in satisfaction.  But, this wasn’t a disgusting boy.  This was her wonderful Mistress.  And while she’d sooner bite a boy’s off than suck it, she’d do this for Courtney.  
The cock pressed against the back of her throat a couple of times as she bobbed up and down on the cock.  Then, she remembered to straighten out her neck, letting it sink straight in past the back of her mouth.  The cock slid easily in and out.  She sucked on it as it went out and pursed her lips around it as it went in.  The front of Courtney’s jeans brushed her nose and she knew she had almost all of the 5 inch cock in her mouth.  
“That’s my good slave,” said Courtney.  As Butterfly had pointed out, she felt no thrill from Porsche’s mouth on the fake cock.  But, just the thought of it had given her tingles.  The sight of it gave her a greater rush.  The power that she felt to be able to command her slave suck a cock sent jolts of electricity through her body.  And to do it when it was sticking out of her pants, looking so real to both of them.  It was the ultimate power trip.  
Courtney let Porsche bob up and down on the cock for a couple of minutes, watching how the slave could take the whole thing in her mouth.  She’d worked her way up to it.  She’d done it all just for her Mistress.  
Porsche had a look of disappointment as Courtney pulled the cock away.  She chased it briefly with her mouth, leaning forward until it was clearly out of reach.  Then Courtney went behind her and pushed her forward.  Bending her until she was on her chest and knees.  Her ass sticking up in the air.  
An excited gasp broke through Porsche’s ragged breathing as she realized what was next.  At least, she hoped it she knew what was coming.  Her ass was sticking up in the air, just like Courtney would do for a butt plug.  Only the butt plug was sticking out of Courtney’s pants.  
Courtney reached between Porsche’s legs, getting as much of the cream from her pussy as she could.  The plastic cock was already slick with spit, but she rubbed cream on it.  Wanting it to be a slick as possible.  Then she put the head of the cock to the tight puckered hole in the center of Porsche’s ass.  The cock was more slender than even the smallest butt plug, but what it lacked in size, it made up for in appearance.  
Leaning forward, she pushed the cock into the tight sphincter.  Porsche resisted the inevitable.  She even knew that it would feel good once it was in, but she still fought the entry.  This time she only resisted the first couple of inches.  By then it was starting to feel good.  She was getting used to the feeling.  Relaxing, she felt the cock slide smoothly and easily to its full depth.  
As Courtney started to fuck her ass, Porsche humped back against her.  Thrusting and wiggling her ass.  Eager to get the full stimulation of a cock inside her.  Wanting more.  It felt so naughty.  The cock was fucking her, but she could also feel the thrust of Courtney’s hips pressing against her butt.  Making it so easy to imagine that it was real cock, attached to a real boy that was fucking her.  
If anything, Courtney was enjoying the obscene act more than her slave.  It was so real to her as well.  She could see the cock pounding into Porsche’s ass.  And it was her that was doing it!  Listening to Porsche pant with lust and thrust her body back with such desperation, she was as aroused as she’d ever been.  Her slave was reacting with all her animal instincts to enjoy.
When she couldn’t take it any longer, Courtney pulled the cock free.  She stood and pulled down her pants and took them and the strap on cock off.  Then she lay down.  Legs spread, she pulled Porsche’s face into her pussy.  After raping her slave’s mouth and ass, this would be her one orgasm of the week.  
As the halfway point of the summer came close, Samantha was very happy with the progress of Porsche’s training.  It had been days since there had been any signs of disobedience or even reluctance.  She’d known very few slaves, even those that paid for the experience, that settled in this fast.  Now it would just be a simple matter of repetition.  Another couple of weeks and Porsche would be so socialized to her status that she wouldn’t question it ever again.  
The Head Mistress’ only concern then was the last two weeks of the summer.  Bringing Sasha back while keeping Porsche. Teaching the girl when to be Sasha and when to be Porsche.  Making sure that Sasha retained the discipline she’d learned over the summer yet became a ‘normal’ girl again.  Making sure that Porsche didn’t forget she was a slave.  A balancing act that even some adults found difficult.  
That Friday, Porsche’s reward was another expansion of her privileges.  Courtney told her that she could use the theater room when she was alone during the day.  She was allowed to watch any of the films or videos that were marked with a little round green sticky and with the letter F written on the sticky.  It wasn’t hard to guess that the F stood for female, since the only markings were F and M.  What she didn’t know was the meaning of the green dot.
While not blatantly so, the green dot indicated the video was a training film for the slave.  Offering her ways to please her mistress.  Showing her new ideas and techniques.  Broadening her horizons to make her more accepting of commands that she might be given.  She would watch and learn by example.  All under the guise of entertainment to fill her otherwise boring days.  
There was still one room that Courtney had not made use of.  From the entrance, the sitting/coat room, counter clockwise around the octagonal room, first came the theater room.  Next was the exercise area, laundry room where Porsche washed her linens, and the kitchen, where they ate most meals.  Third came the showers and toilets.  Then directly across from the entrance, at the far end of the room, was the cage room.  Then, the interrogation room.  Sixth was the big bedroom.  And last was the medical exam room.  
She’d walked around the medical exam room more than once.  Wondering just why it was there.  Her Mom’s simple explanation was that some slaves found it exciting to undergo a medical exam at the hands of their Mistress.  But it was more than medical exam.  There were implements there that Courtney couldn’t believe would be used during any normal exam.  Every time she perused the room, she came to the same conclusion.  There was nothing there she or Porsche would find exciting.  
In a few years, after her first GYN exam, she might know the point of the room and its implements.  For now, she saw no point and didn’t think her opinion would change.  
For Courtney the sixth week of Porsche’s enslavement went by without event.  Exercise.  Shower.  Work in the morning.  Tying her slave in various positions in the afternoon.  Two orgasms for her.  One for Porsche.  It was exciting, sure.  But she didn’t try any new positions.  She was following the advice of the Head Mistress to be a little boring some times.  
Her focus was not on this week, but on the upcoming Friday.  For at the end of the fifth week, Marcie… der Inspector General… had returned.  Courtney didn’t know that Marcie’s main concern was to make sure that Samantha kept her hands off the sexy little girl slave in the basement.  She didn’t need to know that.  The one bit of advice that was shared with her was that Porsche should get out of the house. To see how she would react.  So then they could plan the last two weeks of ‘deprogramming’ to have a Sasha that could go back home.  
Porsche hadn’t seen ‘Marcie’ in four weeks.  Even then, it had been Butterfly, not the person.  This time she’d met Marcie… a reservedly shocking experience.  Scantily dressed as she was allowed (shorts, shirt, and panties), Porsche was about to kneel when she did a double take.  Looking at the face with discerning eyes.  Clothed, this was still Butterfly.  “Aren’t you…?”
“Sit down, Porsche,” said Marcie.  The voice was inviting, friendly.  A sound she hadn’t heard in weeks.  When she said, “Relax,” it was the first time that Porsche felt it was really meant.  She sank into the chair offered.  Bewildered.  
Marcie was straight forward as was her way.  “Am I Butterfly?  Do you see a collar ‘round my neck?  Well, then, I’m not Butterfly…” She paused, daring Porsche to object.  “… today,” she added.  
“You planning on being Porsche for the rest of your life, girl?  Locked in the basement and nothing else?”  She shrugged.  “I admit that has a certain appeal.  Doesn’t it? Dumb as dirt and doing only what the Mistress says.”
Porsche cocked her head.  Exactly how did that sound appealing?
“Is your Mistress here?” asked Marcie. “Have I said you can’t speak to me? What’s on your mind, girl?”
“Umm... umm… buh, buh, buh,” said Porsche, guiltily glancing around for prying eyes and ears.  “Who are you?”
Who turned into what and why.  It was the first inkling that Porsche had of life after the summer. She’d go back home and be Sasha again.  Even at the thought of that, she felt the ache in her heart.  Missing Courtney.  Missing the basement.  Missing her life as a slave.  Hoping to visit just so she could kneel again at her Mistress’ feet.  And hoping she could visit without her Mom coming, too.  ‘Cuz her Mom wouldn’t understand and couldn’t ever know.  
It made her feel funny to know that she trusted Aunt Samantha and Courtney more than her own Mom.  Shared more in common with them.  Her Mistress had become like her Mom.  Taking care of her.  Teaching her discipline.  Loving her.  Understanding her more than she understood herself.  
She got a view of her life as an adult.  Able to be Sasha or Porsche as her choice.  Or, she could be a 24/7 slave, with not even the choice of being free again.  Wicked.  
The talk with Marcie was over too soon.  Whetted her appetite for knowledge about her future.  Gave her some ideas, but also left her with thoughts to toss around over the next few weeks, months, and years.  Though she wanted more answers, she understood that many of the answers lay within her.  Marcie may not have been a Buddhist master, but she had a way of making you look within for answers.  
The ‘outing,’ as if became known, would happen on Friday.  It would be Porsche’s next reward.  A view of the outside again.  A trip to her favorite fast food restaurant.  What planning could be needed?  Courtney was swamped by the answer.  So many ways that Porsche could decompensate in the midst of the activity.  So many things that could go wrong.  So much she had to know to prevent problems and then to deal with them if prevention failed.  The one reassuring thing was that Mom would be there.  Mom could take charge if all else failed.  But, both Mom and Marcie beat it into her.  ‘Mom is the last resort.  You must deal with your slave.’
It hadn’t occurred to her yet that the outing was for her as well.  A chance to see her slave in a different light.  A chance to see what she needed to do in order to take her slave outside.  
The week may have not had anything interesting for Courtney, but Porsche was drawn to an image that she saw in the theater room.  One of the tapes.  She watched it over and over.  It wasn’t one she’d seen during her initial exploration.  It was on Wednesday that she first saw it.  By lights out on Thursday, she’d seen it five times.  She knew she’d been allowed to watch this set of videos for a reason.  But how was she to tell her Mistress that this one was a new fantasy.  This one… she wanted.  
She’d seen some equipment to support this fantasy in the basement, but not all of it.  What was here had been used for other purposes.  That left her with little evidence that this was normal.  How sick was she?  To want this.  This abnormal fantasy.  Yet, it was compelling.  So disciplined.  So elegant.  So… embarrassing.  She doubted even Butterfly had the discipline for this one.  Naïve she was to think that.  It never occurred to her that Aunt Samantha just didn’t go in for pony girls.  And that was the sole reason for a dearth of the specialized equipment.  
She lay awake Wednesday and Thursday night, long hours into the night.  Locked in a fantasy that she’d never imagined before.  Prancing with high knees.  Pulling a cart.  Tied to a rail.  Whinnying on command.  Mostly naked.  Combined with her most enduring fantasy… at an auction.  
Friday morning there was exercise.  Shower.  Breakfast.  By then, Porsche was beside herself.  For the past four weeks, every Friday had been a reward as soon as she woke up.  It was now mid-morning with nothing.  
 As she left, Courtney said, “We’re having an outing today.”  And then she didn’t move.
“Mistress, this one has a question,” said Porsche.  Obviously she was to ask questions.  
“Just one?” teased Courtney.  “A slave may ask as many as she wants regarding the outing.”
“What’s an outing, Mistress?”
“We’re going out of the house.”
“Where, Mistress?”
“We’re going to Jack in the Box for lunch,” said Courtney, thoroughly pleased with herself.  
“We should go to McDonald’s, Mistress,” said Porsche.  That was her Mistress’ favorite place.  They’d gone once in the first two weeks of the summer.  At which Sasha had unmercifully teased her little cousin about going to the play area.  Going to McDonald’s would be a chance to redeem herself.  
Courtney carefully weighed the comment.  It had been nothing more. Not argumentative.  Just a statement.  We ought to please the Mistress before we please the slave.  It was so much like the new Porsche.  There was no punishment due for speaking her mind, when it was done so thoughtfully.  
Her rebuttal to the slave was, “I’ve been to McDonald’s several times this summer.  This outing is for my slave.  Surely, a slave doesn’t think her Mistress had stayed inside all summer?”
Surely a slave has thought that!  And surely a slave has been wrong!!  That would mean… holy cow!  That would mean she’d been left alone in the basement with nobody in the house above.  She settled for a compromise answer.  “My mistress has not mentioned Big Macs all summer.”
Courtney considered a range of answers.  She didn’t’ want to be overbearing.  This was Porsche’s day.  She didn’t want to remind her of her status over and over.  “It wasn’t important,” she said, with her own compromise.  
She handed Porsche her watch, the watch she hadn’t worn since the Discovery.  The first measure of time the slave had aside from an occasionally glance at a clock while cleaning her Mistress’ room, vacuuming, or cooking.  
Wow!  Porsche took it reverently.  She’s been timeless for so long.  This was a big moment.  A memento from the outside world.  It was 9:06.  
“A slave has 30 minutes to think about how a girl… an 11-year-old girl… how Sasha will behave on the outing.  A slave has another 30 minutes to get dressed and ready for the outing.  I’ll be back in an hour.”  She tossed a bag on the floor and left.  
Porsche scrambled to the bag and dumped it out.  Shorts, shirt, panties, bra!  Oh yes, the first bra in six weeks.  Not that it was a big deal, but she didn’t want to go out without one.  Shoes and socks.  Just what she ought to wear to lunch.  Wasn’t it?  She had to think about if that was what she’d worn in the past.  Close enough.
She had an hour to prepare.  It only took her 10 minutes to dress, check her hair (ponytail would do), and make sure she was presentable.  Two months ago she would have preened longer, wanting to impress man and boy alike.  It wasn’t as if her Mistress had lower standards, and God knows she wanted to impress her Mistress. It was simply that her Mistress loved her for what she was.  She knew that her clothes and hair didn’t matter.  Not to Courtney.
That left her (glance at the watch) 49 minutes to think about how Sasha would act.  She shook her head, tossing that concept aside.  She didn’t like Sasha anymore.  To measure herself against that brat was disgraceful and unacceptable.  How would Courtney act?  How would the Sasha of last summer act?    
As she thought about the upcoming outing, it was like climbing from the depths of a deep, dark well.  The bottom of the well was as she was now.  A satisfied, competent, and happy slave.  But not suited to the light of day at the top of the well.  The top of the well was a free willed, yet disciplined and courteous girl with a mind of her own.  The Sasha of six weeks ago wasn’t anywhere near well.  With that image in mind, she found, to her surprise, that she couldn’t reach the top today.  She’d have to be satisfied with somewhere near the top.  A girl who could perform a simple task like ordering curly fries without kneeling, calling the clerk Ma’am, or fearing that she’d be punished for expressing a desire. A girl who could… would she be allowed to?... carry on a conversation with her Mis… Courtney and the… Aunt Samantha. How odd those names seemed now.  How odd the idea of conversation seemed.  
She couldn’t reach the top of the well because she didn’t know all the rules.  What were the expectations of her Mistress?  Would she truly be free willed or just on a longer leash (figuratively speaking?)  Until she knew the rules, she would be timid… unwilling to anger or disappoint her Mistress.  She felt totally unprepared to go out in public.  
As her time came to a close, Porsche realized that she was wearing her cuffs and collar.  Locked in place.  Those would have to come off for the outing.  It had been six weeks since that collar had snapped into place.  Never removed since then.  That would have to come off, too.  
When Courtney came to get her, she was as ready as she could be.  Which wasn’t very ready at all.  On the way out of the basement, Courtney unlocked her cuffs, took them off, and left them in the sitting room.  “We’ll just leave them there for later,” she said, leading Porsche out of the basement.  
There had been no offer to remove the collar.  There was plenty of time for that, so Porsche didn’t bring it up.  With the collar in place, she was still undeniably a slave.  Which was actually comforting.  She understood these rules.  
Courtney led her to the living room where she sat.  Porsche stood uncertainly until her Mistress said, “Kneel.”  She knelt quickly aware that she should have done that immediately, without being told.  But, she was confused about expectations.
Understandably so, and Courtney said, “A slave is forgiven for being confused and not kneeling.  This is why we’re going out.  To show you how a slave behaves out of the house. We’ll leave in about an hour.  Between now and then, we’ll talk about outside rules.”
She pulled out a small box.  “The first outside rule is figuring out when outside rules apply.  It’s not as easy as we’re out the door, so outside rules apply.  When we have visitors inside, then outside rules apply.  To make it simple, I’ve got something for you.”  She handed the box to Porsche.  
The slave opened the box and looked inside.  She looked up with a smile and then pulled out the necklace that was curled up inside.  Holding it up, she saw the letter C hanging on the chain.  A questioning look to her Mistress.
Courtney held out the key to unlock Porsche’s collar.  Porsche extended her neck and felt the collar free for the first time in weeks.  “Put on the necklace,” said Courtney.  “It’s your outside collar.”
“Thank you, Mistress,” said Porsche. She put it around her neck.  Proud to wear the initial of her Mistress Courtney.  
“When that collar is on, then outside rules apply,” said Courtney.  “Which means your name is Sasha and mine is Courtney.”
“I don’t like Sasha,” said Sasha.  Not complaining about the name, but the person who’d she’d been.  
“You’re not that Sasha,” said Courtney.  “Your friends and family know you as Sasha, so your name just changes when you put on the outside collar.  You’re still my slave.  My slave with different rules.  Rules that you will obey or be punished.”
Sasha looked surprised.  “I’m a 24/7, Mistress?” she asked.  
“You’re my 24/7,” corrected Courtney.  “Now and forever.  And if you call me Mistress again with that collar on, we’ll start adding up your punishment.”
“Yes, Courtney, but what about the end of the summer?”  She said Courtney like it was a reverent title.  
“At the end of the summer, you will go home with that collar on.  You will follow outside rules.  You will come back to see me whenever you can.  And I’ll put the inside collar on you, call you Porsche, and take you to the basement.”
Sasha’s heart pounded in her chest.  She hadn’t expected any of this.  It made her feel warm and happy to know that she’d still belong to Courtney at the end of the summer.  It gave her a sense of security that she’d have rules when she was away and that she’d be welcomed back to the basement and all that meant.  So, it wasn’t out of disappointment, but confusion, that she asked, “What about Marcie and Butterfly?  What about having a choice of when to be a slave?”
“Slave’s aren’t given a choice,” said Courtney.  “Butterfly’s Mistress gave her up, let her go free.  She didn’t ask if Butterfly wanted to be free.  Her mistress decided for her.  I simply decided that you won’t be free.”  ‘But, I did it because that’s what you want, too.’  
“Marcie makes a choice to become Butterfly and be a slave.  Butterfly doesn’t choose the other way.  She stays a slave until her Mistress sets her free again.  Ask Marcie sometime.  She’ll tell you that Butterfly would stay as my Mom’s slave forever, if that was Mom’s choice.”
“Why didn’t she say that before, Courtney?” said Sasha.  
Taking it as a rhetorical question, Courtney didn’t answer that.  Just a shrug.  She didn’t know the answer anyway.  
Sasha thought about thanking her Mistress for allowing her to be her 24/7.  But that just didn’t seem right.  It hadn’t been done to please her.  It had just been done.  And, given that it was a complete surprise, she wanted to let the full weight of that decision settle before she celebrated. 
“Now, sit in the chair,” said Courtney.  “In outside rules, you sit in chairs.  Don’t kneel.  Don’t follow right behind.  Don’t scamper when I call you.  Walk, run, skip, but don’t scamper.  Call adults Ma’am or Sir.  Or Ms. Smith or Mr. Jones.”
That was a tough pill for Courtney to swallow.  Not the part about having Sasha use Ma’am and Sir.   There was no doubt in her mind that Sasha ought to call adults Ma’am or Sir.  It was part of her discipline.  It just that then her Mom said, “And why is she calling them that?”
“’Cuz it’s polite,” Courtney had said.  Taking the bait.  
“Then so should you.”
‘Huh?  So should I?’  Oh, she’d been tricked.  Glaring back at her Mom.  “OK, Ma’am.”
She returned her attention to her slave.  “I’ll still give you orders, but they may not sound like orders.  I’d like some more soda means, go get me some more soda.  Or, if you go to get more soda, ask if I want more, too.  Ask if Aunt Samantha wants more, too.  See, it’s just being polite.”
She paused to make sure she wasn’t going to fast for Sasha.  The first rules on that very first day had been rapid fire and Twerp had forgotten some.  Going out into public, she didn’t want Sasha to make mistakes.  “You get choices during outside rules,” said Courtney.  “You still like a spicy chicken sandwich and curly fries?  So, you order that.  Order whatever you want.  If I decide to make a choice for you, you will know.  Otherwise, a slave should assume the choice is hers.”
“Um, Courtney?”
“Yeah?”
“Are you going to call me a slave, Courtney?”
“In outside rules?  No, I’ll use you like I just said you get choices.”  
Courtney cocked her head, bit her pouty lower lip.  Recalling what she’d said.  The question and Sasha’s look made her back track.  Hmmph, she had messed up.  A light went on as she realized she needed practice, too.  “Did I tell you that we’re having an outing so you can practice outside rules?  Well, it’s so I can, too.  Mom said if we mess that up, the best thing to do is just laugh like we made a joke.  If anyone might have heard us.
“Look for subtle hints about what I want,” said Courtney, getting back to outside rules.  “If I take your hand, then we’ll hold hands.  It’s not a request or an option.  If I stop at a door, you open it.
She rattled off more, ticking her fingers off as she did.  “You don’t need permission to talk.  We talk normal. Jokes and stuff are OK.  Questions, polite disagreements are OK.  Don’t insult me, like you did earlier in the summer.  And I won’t do it to you either.
“And Sasha doesn’t talk about Porsche and Porsche doesn’t talk about Sasha.  That’s a tricky one,” said Courtney.  “It means if you, under inside rules, want to ask a question, you can’t wait until outside rules to ask it.  ‘Cuz it’s easier under outside rules to ask questions.  So, you can’t say, can Porsche have another blanket at night.  And you can’t say things for Porsche that Porsche wouldn’t say.  Like Porsche likes to be tied up with ropes rather than cuffs.”
Shoot, there went the idea of saying Porsche likes the pony girl tape, a lot.  But it did seem like cheating to do that.  
So that was it, thought Sasha.  There is a Porsche and a Sasha.  Porsche has a cold, metal collar and inside rules.  Sasha has a necklace and outside rules.  They were two distinct entities. She just didn’t get a choice when she was which one.
Courtney reached over and patted Sasha’s hand.  “Mom’s all worried that this won’t go well.  I think you’ll do just fine.”
“I’m a little worried, too, Courtney,” admitted Sasha.  “Everything that I took for granted is different now.”  Courtney had no idea how hard it was just for Sasha to call her Courtney.  To sit in a chair.  Especially since sitting in the chair made her taller than her Mistress.   Little things like that bothered her.  She slouched a bit so she wasn’t looking down at Courtney.  But, that was worse.  She sat back up straight and proud, accepting that her Mistress was shorter and that said nothing about her authority.  
Aunt Samantha joined them after a few more minutes, bringing a tray with a pitcher of lemonade and three glasses.  She set down the tray and sat.  “How are you feeling about going out, Sasha?” she asked.  
“A little nervous, Ma’am,” said Sasha.  “I haven’t been out all summer.  It seems weird.”
“By the look of your tan, you’d think you’d been out every day,” said her Aunt.    
Sasha admired the bronze skin of her arm.  “Yes, it does.  Thank you, Ma’am, for letting me use the tanning booth.”
“When we get back from lunch, I’d like you to call your Mom,” said Samantha.  “You haven’t spoken to her all summer.  I’d imagine that hurt her feelings and you should set that straight.”
“Yes, Ma’am,” said Sasha.  She’d been locked up for weeks, unable to call even if she’d wanted to, but she knew she’d made it clear that she didn’t want to be bothered with maternal phone calls.  She had no one to blame, but herself.  Not that her attitude toward her Mom had changed.  She saw her Mom as being the source of her discontent.  The root cause for her bad behavior. It was Courtney and her Mom that deserved the credit for turning her around.  
“Which means you need to think about making up a few stories,” said Samantha.  “You can’t tell her that you’ve spent six weeks inside.  So, think about last summer and all the things we did then.  If she asks if you’re having fun?  Tell her you are.  If she asks what you’ve been doing, use the made up stories.”
“Yes, Ma’am,” said Sasha.  
“I’d like some lemonade,” said Courtney.  “How about you, Mom?”
“That’s why I brought it,” said her Mom.  “Thought you two might be thirsty.”
They both looked at the pitcher without moving.  To no one’s surprise, the lemonade didn’t pour itself.  
Sasha blushed and stood up.  Dang it.  She’d missed it.  Missed the hint that she was supposed to be doing something.  Picking up the pitcher, she poured a glass of lemonade and handed it to her Aunt.  Poured a second glass and handed it to Courtney.  She hesitated, looking at the third, empty glass.  “I don’t have to ask for lemonade, do I, Courtney?”  
“Not during outside rules you don’t” said Courtney.  
Pouring herself a glass, Sasha sat.  The ice tinkled in her glass.  Nothing was said about her error.  She took a quick sip and then said, “I made a mistake.”  Feeling guilty, she just had to get it out.  
Courtney put her finger to her own lips, silencing Sasha.  “Think before you say something like that,” she said.  “Think does it sound right for an 11-year-old girl to say I should have poured the lemonade sooner?  Between the three of us it may not sound funny.  But if we were out with others who might hear… would you apologize then?  Acknowledge a mistake?”
“I guess not, Courtney,” said Sasha.  
“We’re practicing today,” said Samantha.  “This just might be the hardest part of your training.  When we get back we’ll tell you how you did and what you could have done better.  This outing is for practice.  On other outings, you’ll be punished for errors.  Otherwise you won’t learn.”
“Yes, Ma’am.”
“As Courtney pointed out, you don’t talk about mistakes and punishment during outside rules.  There will always be a time at the end of an outing when your Mistress will discuss your conduct and punish you as needed.  Only when you’re alone with her.”
“Yes, Ma’am.”
There was an odd principle of punishing a slave under outside rules.  At least Courtney thought it odd until her Mom explained it. Courtney hadn’t thought of it because she hadn’t fully understood the difference between Sasha and Porsche.  She understood the difference between Marcie and Butterfly.  Marcie was a free woman who didn’t get punished… not like a slave did anyway.  And Butterfly got punished if she deserved it.  But, Sasha and Porsche were both slaves.  
Since Sasha was still a slave, she could be punished.  The infractions were different from Porsche’s infractions, but the punishments could be the same… whipping, passive, denial of a privilege.  And if Sasha deserved punishment, then Sasha was punished.  Not Porsche!  
“What’s the difference?” Courtney had asked.  It was the same body getting whipped.  What did it matter?  
“It’s because Sasha will be punished for calling you Mistress.  Porsche is required to call you Mistress.  You can’t punish Porsche for breaking an outside rule.  It helps Sasha and Porsche keep the rules straight and really confuses her if the rules get crossed.”
It made Courtney’s head ache and she started to wish she hadn’t decided that she’d have a 24/7 slave.  For that matter, Samantha wasn’t too happy that she’d allowed her daughter to make that choice.  
They spent a few minutes discussing what was expected at Jack in the Box. Laying out a script for Sasha to follow.  After they ordered, she was to get a drink for her Aunt and herself.  Courtney would get her own drink, because she didn’t want Sasha to worry about carrying three drinks.  Sasha was to get the salt, ketchup, napkins. and straws.  Then, when their order was ready, Sasha was to go and get it.  
In the future, she was to remember which drink to get for her Aunt and Courtney.  That Courtney liked ketchup on her fries.  Pay attention to the details.  
The girls rode in the back seat of the car to lunch.  No sooner had they gotten started than Courtney said, “You keep touching your neck.  Like something is missing.  Your collar isn’t missing, it’s just different.  Don’t fiddle with your neck.  It looks funny.”
“Yes, Courtney.”  She had to agree with that.  It probably looked odd and she hadn’t even been aware she was doing it.  Sasha sat quietly in the car, watching the sights go by.  They didn’t exactly live in town, but it wasn’t very far either.  Though it seemed like she’d been in the basement forever, she realized she hadn’t forgotten how to get to Jack in the Box. 
How nice it was to see trees and sky again.  The basement was so confining.  It made the world seem so much bigger than she’d remembered it.   
Sasha felt uncomfortable trying to be friendly with Courtney.  It was like she was trying to make conversation with an adult.  “Remember how much you liked the roller coaster at the park last summer?” asked Courtney.  And Sasha only nodded and said yes.  Then it was, “Hey, there’s the pool.  We went there a couple times this summer. Remember?”  Yeah, yeah, she remembered.
The problem was she dredged up memories of teasing Courtney along with the memories.  At the pool she’d wanted to hang out with older kids, boys and girls.  And they hadn’t gone to the amusement park this summer because she’d pooh-poohed it as little kid games.  It took some time to work up the nerve to speak.  A couple of blocks past the pool, she finally said, “Maybe we could go swimming again before the summer ends.”  But then, “What would I do with my necklace?”
“Well, you just couldn’t wear it swimming,” said Courtney.  “But, you’d still be mine.  I think that would be cool.  We could show off our tans.”
“Yeah, nobody will believe it,” Sasha agreed.  “We could tell them we’ve been to the Bahamas.”
When they walked into the restaurant, Sasha felt overwhelmed by all the people.  It wasn’t even all that crowded, but she kept wondering if they were staring at her.  Did she look different?  She sure felt different.  And could they tell that she was a slave?  She was so preoccupied that when they sat down, she forgot one of her tasks.  
“Run and get some napkins and straws,” said Courtney.  “And don’t forget ketchup and salt.”  
“Oops, I’m sorry,” she said, looking down in dismay.  She slid back out of the booth and got everything they needed.  At least she didn’t forget when they called their order.  She got up and got the tray of food.  
The food was scrumptious, a reward in itself.  She ate every bit, even snagging one of Courtney’s curly fries when she wasn’t looking.  
And why was Courtney pointing and scratching at her own neck?  She suddenly became aware that she was doing it again, fiddling with her neck.  She didn’t even notice her collar nowadays, but with it missing, she sure did.  And Courtney was just giving her a hint.  She put her hand back down quickly.  
Sasha kept an eye on her Mistress, looking for hints that she might want something.  When she heard the sound of Courtney sucking air through her straw as she sought out the last drops of soda in her cup, she asked, “I’m going for more soda.  Anybody else want some?”  Quite pleased with herself because she didn’t really need more yet.  But Courtney let her get a refill for her, too. 
Back in the car, Courtney again had to remind her not to touch her neck.  “It just feels funny, Courtney,” she said.  
“Get used to it,” said Courtney.  “Just stop doing it.”
Once they got back home, the three of them sat down in the living room again.  “How bad did I do?” asked Sasha, glumly.  Before they started the outing had seemed like a piece of cake.  But once they got going, it seemed to her that everything went wrong.  She hadn’t anticipated how weird it would feel to be out after so long.  
“You did very well, Sasha,” said her Aunt.  “I told you it would be difficult.  Perhaps you didn’t believe me.”
“I did OK, Ma’am?” she asked.  
“You did good, Sasha,” said Courtney.  “You remembered to pick up the order. You got the drinks right.  You got me a refill when I needed one.  I didn’t even have to ask.  Thank you.  I thought it took you some time to feel comfortable, but you looked relaxed when we were eating.”
Her Mom had said to start with the positive things and then go to the negatives.  “When we went back to the car... well, don’t hold the car door open for me.  I thought that was just a little overboard.  I mean, it was nice, but it looked kinda odd.  I just don’t think kids hold car doors open for each other.  What do you think?”
Sasha hesitated, surprised at even being asked.  “Sorry, it didn’t work quite the way I expected, Courtney.  After I did it I felt like a doorman opening the door of a taxi.  And you weren’t expecting it so, yeah, it looked funny.”
“Now, here’s the three things that bothered me,” said Courtney.  “These are things I’ll punish you for next time.  Fingering your missing collar is just wrong.  It looks like you’ve got a rash or something and you can’t keep from scratching it.  Not to mention that I had to tell you three times.  I don’t expect to have to repeat myself.  Second, you said you were sorry when you forgot the napkins and stuff.  Don’t say you’re sorry.  Yes, you did something wrong, but saying sorry sounds like you’re a slave.  Which we don’t want to announce.  And third, don’t ever steal a French fry from me again.”
Sasha felt like ice water had just been pumped through her veins.  She didn’t think Courtney had even seen that.  And it was something that she’d done in the past.  Even last summer when they were good buddies.  But, given Courtney’s tone of voice, it was clear that a slave didn’t get to pull a prank on her Mistress.   
“Did I miss anything, Mom?” asked Courtney.
“Only this,” said Samantha.  “I think you were awfully quiet, Sasha.  It’s not surprising that you were.  You’ve learned not to speak unless it’s necessary, so making small talk is hard.  And, I understand it can be intimidating to talk to your Mistress like a friend.  But, she is your cousin and your friend.  During outside rules, your Mistress simply expects courtesy.  I know you can do that and be talkative, too.”
“Yes, Ma’am,” said Sasha.   
“Now, young lady,” said her Aunt.  “It’s time to call your Mom.”
“Yes, Ma’am.”  Aunt Samantha dialed the phone and handed it to her.  It was clear that both her Aunt and her Mistress were going to sit and listen to her side of the conversation.  Were they worried she tell her Mom that she was a slave?  No way was that coming out of her mouth.  
“Hi, Mom,” she said when her Mom answered the phone.
“Sasha!”  That was loud enough that even Samantha and Courtney could hear it.  The sound of a pleasantly surprised Mom.  
“Yes, Ma’am,” said Sasha.  “Yes, Ma’am, I’m doing good.”  “Yes, Ma’am, I’m having fun.”  She went into a litany of summertime experiences, none of which had actually happened except the ending, “And I’ve got an awesome tan.”
Samantha had planned this phone call like she planned so many other events for every slave that she trained.  In this case, she knew her sister’s work schedule.  They’d caught her right at the end of her lunch hour.  The intent was that it would be a short phone call, but the major point was that Sasha had called her Mom, not the other way around.  Ruth had called several times and Sasha had refused to talk to her.  This would be especially meaningful given that it ended with a, “Yes, Mom, I love you, too. Bye.”
And then the outing was over.  Porsche was collared, cuffed, stripped, and returned to the basement.  
Having stored her slave away in the basement, Courtney came back up to talk to her Mom.  There were things to say that couldn’t be said in front of the slave.  
“First, I want to know what is the best thing you did and what is the worst thing you did?” said her Mom.  
Little feet swinging above the floor.  A cup of coffee and heavy cream in front of her.  “Ummm, the best thing I did was to notice she was worried about her missing collar and keep on her about it.   And the worst thing I did was…” Dang, she didn’t really think she’d done anything terribly wrong on the outing, but then it hadn’t been perfect either.  “… the way I told her to go get the napkins.”
“How so… about the napkins?” prodded her Mom.  
“I think saying run and get them made her sound like a servant or me like an adult.  I could have said, don’t forget the napkins.”
“Or, how about saying, it’s your turn to get the napkins.  You and she know that it’s always her turn, but nobody else knows.  All you need to do is mention napkins and she’ll remember.  Sometimes even a look can remind her.”
“Yes, Ma’am.”
“But no, that wasn’t the worst thing you did.  Care to try again?  I’ll give you a hint.  The worst thing was actually something you didn’t do.”
“In that case, no, I don’t want to try again,” said Courtney.  “What is it?”
“You let her get away with stealing the fry,” said her Mom.  “You should have stopped her on the spot.  I know why you didn’t, baby.  Because all you could think of was a slave doesn’t steal her Mistress’ food.  And you can’t say that.  All you gotta say it, hey, don’t take my fries.  That sounds like a kid complaining to a kid.  But, she hears it as a command from her Mistress.  We’ve talked about how it’s OK to delay punishment, but a reprimand on the spot is best.  The trick is to make it not sound like a reprimand.” 
“I got it, Mom.  Thanks,” said Courtney.
“And I agree that the way you handled the collar was the best thing you did, but for a different reason.  She ought to have stopped the first time you told her.  By the third time, she’s in big trouble.  Biiig trouble.  What you did right was to handle it coolly.  If you let her know she’s in big trouble out in public, then the rest of the outing is a waste.  That’s all she’s going to think about.  She’ll revert to a slave mentality and clam up.  Big trouble gets heavy punishment, but not until you get back home.”
“Kinda confusing me, Mom,” said Courtney.  “I reprimand her for the fry, ‘cuz I can do it lightly.  And I reprimand her for the collar… again just lightly even though she’s been really bad.  OK, so I just always do light reprimands and never get heavy handed?”
“That’s pretty much the message.  That and say the reprimand so it doesn’t sound like you’re scolding her.  She’ll get the message,” said Samantha.  “There’s a time for heavy handed.  If she’s being deliberately disobedient you might have to get tough.  Just be aware that the outing is over and you’re coming home to deal with the problem.”
She eyed her daughter carefully, making sure she was ready for the last bit of information.  It was not necessary, but useful.  “Here’s a bit of psychology for you,” she added.  “You can know she’s in big trouble.  She can know she’s in big trouble.  But if it doesn’t get mentioned aloud, both of you can ignore it and still have a good time.  As soon as either of you says it, the outing is over.  You can’t ignore it anymore once it gets said.  That’s why it’s good to wait until you get home to talk about errors and punishment.”
Samantha considered the outing to be a success.  “All in all, baby, this went great.  She’s going to do well.  Don’t worry.”
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On Sunday, when it was time for Porsche to come upstairs, the slave found just a top and skirt waiting for her in the outer room.  She looked through the clothes a second time, making sure she hadn’t missed the panties.  Courtney waited patiently as she searched.  Well, they just weren’t there.  And rather than accuse her Mistress of forgetting something, she pulled up the skirt and put on the top.  She had an inkling that the panties were missing on purpose since the skirt was too short and, though an elastic top, was too tight as well.  
If that’s what her Mistress wanted, then so be it.  She followed Courtney upstairs, very away of how the skirt fell high up on her thighs, making her feel nearly naked below the waist.  
The inkling became a certainty when they went to the living room and Courtney turned on the TV.  This was the first time Porsche had been able to watch TV in over six weeks.  And, she wasn’t allowed to sit and watch it.  Courtney told her to lie down on her tummy.  Then, cuffed her arms behind her.  Cuffed her ankles together.  And then clipped wrists to ankles.  Hogtied, she felt the skirt on her back, leaving her butt exposed.  
For half an hour, she squirmed, trying to make her skirt fall down to a more modest level.  It just wouldn’t work.  Every time she thought she was about to succeed, the skirt just seemed to have a mind of its own and flop back up on her back.  She couldn’t see a clock, but anyone could tell when one half hour show ended and then next began.  It was a little after half an hour that she finally looked back at Courtney.  Her Mistress wasn’t watching TV.  Her eyes were on the bare butt and pussy squirming on the floor in front of her.  Her attention was on the stick that she held in her hand, keeping the skirt from falling below Porsche’s waist.  
‘Dang her!’  She’d been trying so hard to get the skirt down and Courtney had been working to keep it up.  That made her feel so frustrated.  But, it also made her feel special, too.  
By now Porsche was wet as could be.  Just from the knowledge that she might be exposed.  Seeing the gleam in Courtney’s eye and realizing what the plan had been all along, there was a sudden tingle that sent shudders through her body and turned her pussy on like a faucet.  She spent another 10 minutes, until the next commercial, wriggling and squirming pointlessly.  Well, not pointlessly.  The point was no longer to lower her skirt.  The point was to give her Mistress something to look at.  
Finally, she couldn’t take it any longer.  Dinner would be served soon.  Any she was soaking wet.  She rolled onto her back.  Hogtied, her legs were wide, her pussy exposed.  She looked up at her Mistress. 
She must have been quite a sight because her Mistress sighed and said, “My slave is such a slut.”
She blushed from head to toe.  If she was slut, it was only because her Mistress had posed her this way.  “Mistress, this one has a question.”
“What is it, Porsche?”
“May this one use the toilet?”
“You were just there less than an hour ago,” said Courtney.  
“Mistress, this one is wet and doesn’t want to make a mess on the kitchen chair.”
Duh.  Saying she was wet made the Atlantic Ocean sound like a desert.  Courtney got up out her chair and grabbed Porsche under the arms.  She dragged the bigger girl toward the center of the room.  Then, she knelt down between the spread legs and lapped the juices from Porsche’s thighs.  She licked them from between her legs, cleaning the outer lips thoroughly, but not venturing between her lips to find her aching clit.  It was so messy, she had to wipe her hand across her chin.  And still Porsche was leaking.  
That settled it.  She unclipped Porsche from the hogtie, unclipped ankles and wrists.  “Yes, Porsche.  Go clean up.”  She was only making it worse with her tongue.  
Dinner that night was fried chicken.  Actually, chicken breast fillets dipped in egg and batter and then fried.  Dinner was only two minutes old when Courtney asked her Mom, “Did you use a different breading on this tonight?  It tastes different?”
“No, Courtney, the same recipe I always use,” said her Mom.  
Next to her, Porsche snorted.  Looked shocked and then grabbed her napkin.  Her shoulders convulsed.  Tremors racked her body.  Strange noises came from behind the napkin.  Gurgling, stifled sobs… great sobs of laughter that she couldn’t control.  Oh, gawd, she was in such trouble.  But, she couldn’t help it.  She couldn’t control it.  It was just too funny.  “Haaa, haaaa, haaaa, haaa.”  She tried to choke of the laughter, but she couldn’t.  She cast a glance at her Mistress, trying to say she was appalled at her behavior, but all she could do was laugh.  Tears rolled down her cheeks.  ‘Oh, fuck, I am so dead.’  But that only made it funnier.    
Courtney looked horrified that her slave would suddenly go mad at the dinner table.  What could possibly have broken her mind so that she would carry on so?  All she’d done was ask about the chicken.  It did taste funny to… ‘Oh, oh, oh, gawd,’ she turned bright scarlet and looked at her Mom.  Then she too started to laugh.  In seconds, the laughter had turned nearly painful as she gasped for air.  Tears sprang to her eyes and poured out.  
Samantha stared at the two girls.  And they were indeed two little girls laughing their heads off.  Not a Mistress and a slave.  At some inside joke.  It might have been funny, but she didn’t get the joke.  Still, their laughter was contagious.  She chuckled despite herself.  The sight of them laughing and crying was enjoyable.  
“What are you two laughing at,” she finally asked.  
That only brought renew gales from Porsche.  A girl who hadn’t laughed in weeks.  And now laughed though she seriously suspected her ass would pay for it later.  
Courtney’s peals rang louder and higher for a few seconds before she tried to get under control.  “Mah… mah…mah,” she gasped before surrendering to the laughter again.  She dabbed at her eyes, hopelessly trying to control the flood.  After another few seconds, she gasped out, “Mom, your chicken tastes funny.”  
The two girls just broke up even more.  Porsche fell out of her chair.  Which only made Courtney laugh louder.  All Samantha could see of Porsche was her back, still heaving in laughter.  Mom was still not on the inside for this joke.  Her chicken didn’t taste funny.  It was the same old recipe.  Yet, all she could do was wait for more of an explanation.  
From out of sight, she heard Porsche’s voice.  “Tastes fine to me.”  And the two girls broke back into wild laughter.  Courtney again tried to stifle the laughter long enough to get a few words out.  She dabbed her eyes again and looked at her Mom.  “Tastes like… Porsche’s… pussy,” she gasped and broke into laughter again.  
‘Oh gawd,’ thought Samantha.  She finally got the joke.  A slow chuckle ran through her body, followed by a guffaw that descended into uncontrolled laughter just like the two girls.  The three laughed, feeding each other’s frenzied laughter for several minutes.  
Finally as the laughter tapered off, Samantha gave a final sniff and wiped her eyes.  “You girls sit back at the table and finish your dinner.”  
“Yes, ma’am,” said Courtney.
Porsche popped up from the floor, wiping her eyes.  “Yes, ma’am.”  By now she was pretty sure she wasn’t in trouble.  She glanced at her Mistress, and saw red puffy eyes, twinkling with the last vestiges of laughter.  
Courtney grabbed Porsche by the chin and put her face close.  “My slave is such a slut and I love her so,” she said fiercely.  
“Thank you, Mistress,” said Porsche aloud.  Silently her eyes said, ‘Anything for you, my love.’
The little diversion had been a bright moment in the summer for them all.  The chance to laugh together made them all feel closer.  For Samantha, it was also a reminder that she had two highly charged preteens in the house who were getting all the sex they wanted.  And she was getting almost none.  Marcie’s bi-weekly visits were her only chance, aside from her own fingers.  
She ached to see Porsche around the house.  Spent almost no time in the basement now.  And now that Porsche was clothed upstairs it was more bearable.  But Courtney’s outburst at the table… that she’d just had a taste of Porsche showed just how thoughtless a 9-year-old girl could be.  Courtney had no idea how a simple comment just reminded her mom what she was missing.  Samantha just had to overlook the statement and ignore the temptation.  No easy task.  
At least she was starting to collect photos and videos of the little temptress that came in handy after the girls were in bed.  
With just 4 weeks left in the summer, she already had plans for her own relief.  When school started, she would once again own the basement and her schedule was already filled for the nine months of school.  On the second day of school, she’d booked an 18-year-old who was already convinced she should be a slave.  Eighteen was the closest she could get to Sasha’s age.  On the second week of school, a second client arrived… a 25-year-old.  
She often juggled two at once.  For a while the two wouldn’t know each other was in the basement.  One was stored while the other was trained.  Later, they’d be part of each other’s training.  
Since Courtney had been old enough to walk, the summers had been silent in the basement.  She’d gotten used to three months of abstinence followed by nine months of glut.  This summer, with Porsche in the house, had just made abstinence impossible.  With Courtney now aware of the goings on in the basement, Samantha would just have to limit the glut.  
She’d make nearly a million dollars in the next nine months.  Deposits in off shore accounts that meant no taxes.  It was a lucrative business and she could easily retire if it were only for the money.  And now she had a legacy to pass on to her daughter.  
Tuesday night, the phone rang.  It was after lights out for Porsche and Courtney was in bed, too.  Late phone calls were the norm during business months, but not during the summer.  She checked the caller id and saw it was her sister.  
A late call from her sister happened once in a blue moon.  It usually meant she wanted to talk for a while.  When there was less chance for interruption.  Samantha was a good listener.  She’d stuck by her sister through the tough times of abuse from her husband and after his death.  Listening and occasionally offering advice.  
Tonight was no different.  Ruth wanted to talk about her job.  Her sister had a business degree that used only briefly during the first few years of her marriage.  After Sasha came along, she’d quit in favor of being a full time mom.  Mike’s death had changed all that.  She was now a single, working mom. Struggling to make ends meet.  
The good news was that she’d been offered a promotion. The bad news was it included travel and longer hours.  She couldn’t do it with Sasha around.  That’s when Ruth said, “I couldn’t believe her on the phone last Friday.  Yes, ma’am and no ma’am.  It didn’t sound like my Sasha.  What did you do to her?”
“Just some love and some discipline,” said Samantha.  “She has some pretty firm rules now and she’s learned to follow them or else.”
Heavy sigh.  “You’re so much better at that than me,” said Ruth.  “She was headed the wrong direction and we were becoming distant.  I couldn’t control her any more.”  She sniffed, choking back a sob. “I hope you never know what it’s like to lose a daughter like that.  Courtney’s such a good kid.  But so was Sasha until this last year.  With Mike the way he was, I never noticed what was happening to Sasha until it was too late.”
“It’s never too late,” said Samantha.  She couldn’t believe her sister would give up on Sasha.  
“I knew you’d say that.”  Voice filled with resignation.  “But she wouldn’t listen.  She wasn’t around long enough to talk to.  And when I grounded her, she just slipped out anyway.  And with me working, how could I keep an eye on her.  I was at my wit’s end.  And then that phone call.  It made my day.  She sounded like a different girl, more like she used to be, but even more polite.
“I spent some time thinking about this over the weekend.  And I know it’s a lot to ask, but could you… would you keep Sasha for a bit longer than just the summer?  You’ve done so well with her and I just don’t’ think I can.  Not right now.  There’s so much to sort out.  Mike’s death.  My new job.”  She heard a sigh from the other end of the phone.  “Just for a while longer.”
“I don’t know,” said Samantha, secretly elated.  She just didn’t want to jump on the opportunity too quickly.  The primary factor that went through her head… very first thought… relief.  She wouldn’t have to tell Ruth what was really going on.  It might eventually come to that, but she’d have more time to think about it, prepare for it.  “You know, Sasha and Courtney are closer now than they’ve ever been.”  That was not a stretch by any means. “They’re like sisters.  It’s been a wonderful summer for them.  I know they’d love it.”
“Well, that’s good,” said Ruth.  She still hadn’t heard an answer and it already sounded like Samantha might just talk herself into it.  
“And I suppose having two girls around the house won’t be much worse than having one.  They’ll both be in school at the same time.  Not like it will interfere with my schedule.”  She’d always kept up the ruse that she had consulting business that she could take time off from in the summer.  
“I’ll send you money for food and clothes,” offered Ruth, trying to seal the deal.  
“The hell you will,” snorted Samantha.  “She doesn’t eat that much and I can afford her clothes.”  Her fictional consulting business while not as lucrative as reality was still high paying.  There was no way to hide the Porsche and Lexus in her garage, so she had to have that much of a cover story.  
“So, I’ll keep her on one condition,” said Samantha.
“What’s that?” asked Ruth, ready to agree to just about anything.  
“She stays for at least an entire year.  I’m not sure what you had in mind, but I don’t think it’s fair to start her in school here and then move her.  And, Courtney and I do expect her next summer.  So, she has to stay a year.”
“Samantha!  I don’t know what to say,” said Ruth.  “That’s so generous and so thoughtful.  I… I accept.  Am I invited for Christmas?”
Samantha laughed.  “I’m holding your daughter hostage, sis.  You can come anytime.  Especially Christmas.”
“You don’t think she’ll be disappointed, do you?  I mean, she knows I love her.”
“Don’t worry, sis, she knows her Mom loves her very much.  But I know that she and Courtney will be ecstatic.  Not that she won’t miss you, but like I said, they’re inseparable now.”  Samantha considered that a tactful little white lie.  She didn’t think Sasha would miss her Mom a bit.  At least not at first.  
Now she just had to break the news to Courtney and Sasha.  She’d present it to Courtney first as a decision made by adults that she didn’t get a say in.   Not that she thought Courtney would disagree with it.  Then, Courtney would present it to Porsche as a Mistress informing her slave that her future had changed drastically and a slave didn’t get a say in the matter.  Not that Porsche would want it any other way, either.  
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Courtney came out of the school with Heather and Katie.  There, as always, was Sasha waiting.  It was just two blocks from the middle school where Sasha was in sixth grade to Courtney’s elementary school.  A short walk easily made since her school got out 20 minutes before Courtney’s did.  They waved at each other.
“I wish my big sister would wait for me,” said Heather enviously.  
“She’s my cousin, not my sister,” said Courtney.
“Whatever,” said Heather. “I just think it’s nice.”
Sasha missed the middle school bus to meet Courtney, which required special permission from the school.  Then, she rode the elementary school bus home with her Mistress.  The only sixth grader on the little kid bus, but she didn’t mind.  She was with Courtney.  She also had no choice.  And that didn’t bother her either.  
The slave had built her own mental model of outside rules.  It wasn’t the least bit hard for her to switch from one to the other.  Not nearly as hard as that first day or even as hard as Aunt Samantha had made it sound.  Inside rules she was a slave, beneath her Mistress.  At her command.  Nearly an animal.  And she was happy with that.  Outside rules she was someone who loved Courtney so much that she would do anything and everything for her.  It was that simple.  She was an 11-year-old girl, not a slave.  (Not that she’d tell Courtney that.)  So there were never any problems with inappropriate slavish behavior.  
Today was a special occasion and Sasha could hardly wait to get on the bus to show off her first report card of the school year.  Like a kid eager to show her Mom how well she’d done.  Because she had rules.  She was required to get at least a B in every subject.  For every grade below a B, she got one swat with the punishment strap… one for a C, two for a D, and they hadn’t discussed F’s because they were out of the question.  And, for every A she got, she was tied, spanked, and allowed to cum… one more time than her usual one a week.  
That was a tough challenge for her to face.  Her last report card before the summer had been her worst ever.  She’d been a B student, but with everything going on at home and her miserable attitude, she’d gotten 3 Ds and 4 Cs.  If she did the same this quarter, she’d be getting ten swats with the strap.  Mercifully the promise was that each grade would be punished on a different day.  But that still meant 7 days of punishment strap, 4 days with one each and 3 days with 2 each.  Ouch!
Courtney could tell her slave had done well.  The big smile was a dead giveaway.  She took the card and looked it over.  “My, my,” she said. “Somebody is going have a big smile later tonight, isn’t she?”  Seven classes and seven A’s.  Sasha was going to be smiling an extra day a week for the next seven weeks.  By then it would almost be time for the next report card.  
As they got off the bus, Sasha put her backpack over her shoulders.  Courtney handed her backpack to Sasha and her slave looped her arms through the straps and carried it as a chest pack.  It was another quarter mile from the bus stop to home.  
They came in the door and found a note. “House is yours.  Working late, Love, Mom.”  That second part simply meant the basement was in use and was off limits to the girls.  They had homework to do anyway.  A slave’s first chore of the afternoon was to get her homework done.  It was also the first chore of her Mistress.  
The first line of the note meant no visitors were expected or allowed.  Sasha slipped off the necklace.  Courtney opened a drawer in the table by the door, took out a metal band, and, as Sasha extended her neck, snapped Porsche’s collar in place.  She reached into the same drawer and put ankle and wrist cuffs on Porsche.  “Now homework,” said Courtney.  She took her backpack and went to her room.  Porsche did her homework at the dining room table.  
Forty-five minutes later, Porsche packed up her books, finished with her homework.  She went in search of her Mistress.  It was rare that Courtney took longer to finish her homework than Porsche.  Knocking on the bedroom door, she was invited in.  She knelt in Nadu, waiting for instruction.  Courtney was pondering a sheet of paper.  “I can’t get these three answers,” she said of the worksheet.  
Porsche rose and looked over the paper.  Though she knew the answers to two of them, Porsche had to follow the rules of the Head Mistress in this case.  No giving out the answers.  She patiently explained the concepts to her younger cousin, leading her to the answers, tutoring instead of outright feeding her the answers.  
With homework done, Courtney changed into play clothes.  Tuesdays, Fridays, and Sundays were working days… time for a manicure, pedicure, a massage, or whatever the Mistress wanted.  Wednesday afternoons and Saturday mornings Courtney had gymnastics and Sasha had ballet lessons.  They both had equitation lessons on Saturday afternoon.  Exercise and showers were still every morning before school.  
This being a Monday, she reached into a jar filled with slips of paper.  This was her idea.  A way to make their free afternoons more interesting.  She read the words on the paper.  
“Strip to music,” she told her slave and turned on the CD player.  
Porsche blushed, though she enjoyed the game just as much as Courtney did.  Strip to music was a naughty one where she got to dance sexy and slowly take her clothes off.  She always imagined an audience when she got to do that.   Sometimes it was just strip… boring.  Sometimes there were just bits of clothing allowed, like underwear only or everything but underwear.  
When she was naked, they ran down to the den and watched TV.  Porsche was getting quite used to watching TV while hog tied.  Courtney put a plate in front of her with three chocolate chip cookies cut into quarters.  As she watched TV, she could bend down and lip up a piece of cookie.  And, when Courtney put the remote in front of her, she’d gotten pretty good at working it with her nose.  She had to get pretty good with Courtney holding that dang riding crop and letting her know when she’d pushed a wrong button.  
A five o’clock, Porsche was freed from her hog tie.  The two girls went into the kitchen where a menu awaited them.  Tonight was cheeseburgers, French fries, and broccoli.  Porsche cooked while Courtney watched and even deigned to help sometimes, just out of boredom.  Though there were things like actual cooking that the (now) 10-year-old wasn’t allowed to do.  
The family’s routine was built around the two girls and Samantha’s work.  Porsche started dinner and Samantha came up from the basement to help finish getting dinner ready.  Then there were three plates adorned with a cheeseburger, several fries, and several broccoli florets.  
Every time she saw vegetables on her plate, Courtney remembered how she’d fallen for her Mom’s trick… again.  “Why does Porsche have to eat her vegetables?” “Well, Mom, of course it’s because they’re good for her.”  “Then her Mistress will eat them, too.”  Yeah, yeah.  And smile when I do.  Not!  Smile that is.  She did eat them.  
It had been two weeks before school started that Courtney had first spooned a large serving spoonful of peas onto her slave’s plate with a smile.  ‘Boy, is Porsche going to be surprised.’  It made the young Mistress excited just to think about how she was going to make her slave eat peas.  Total control.  The feel of power was no less than if she was about to spank her slave.  
Seconds later her smile and her sense of power faded.  Tricked again.  She spooned the same amount of peas onto her own plate.  She had no doubt in her mind that vegetables had just become a regular part of their dinner and that every night she would be finishing them all.  Ergo, so would Porsche.  ‘No way am I eating them and not my slave.’
Neither Courtney nor Samantha had expected Porsche’s reaction.  “A slave will eat everything on her plate,” said Courtney as they sat down to dinner.  
“You’re kidding,” said Porsche, the words coming out of her mouth automatically.  ‘Making me eat vegetables is over the line.’  It was her first defiance in weeks.  They’d just found something that was unacceptable for the slave who would hold still for a spanking.  Open her mouth for a gag.  Suck a fake cock between Courtney’s legs.  Lick her Mistress’ asshole.  She looked up at the shocked face of her Mistress.  “I mean, you’re kidding, Mistress.  Aren’t you?”  The last two words pleading, though she already knew the answer.  And if that answer was no, I’m not kidding, then what?  Her mistress was shocked, disappointed, and angry.  A slave was due for some punishment.  
Courtney took a teaspoonful of her own peas.  “Does this look like I’m kidding?” she said as she put the spoonful in her mouth and chewed slowly and swallowed.  The slave blanched at the sound of her Mistress’ voice and then the sight of her eating peas.  Porsche knew that Courtney felt the same way about peas as she did.  
“No, Mistress,” said Porsche.  Tears welled up in her eyes.  She did so deserve whatever punishment her Mistress decided.  
For a moment Courtney pondered the punishment.  She hadn’t even considered in advance that Porsche would talk back.  Sure she expected Porsche to be less than excited about it.  But defiant?  No way.  If a slave didn’t eat her oatmeal, then it was taken away.  So her first inclination was to send Porsche to bed without dinner.  She reached over and took Porsche’s plate away.  Rose from the table with the plate in her hand.  Then she had a better idea.  Conveniently, it never even looked like she changed her mind.  All she did was scrape the macaroni and cheese back into its pot and put the slice of ham back on the platter.  Then she picked up the serving spoon, added two spoonfuls of peas, and set the plate back in front of Porsche.  
“A slave will eat everything on her plate,” said Courtney again.  “What’s left will be your breakfast, lunch, and dinner until they are gone.”
“Thank you, Mistress,” said Porsche without a touch of sarcasm.  Then she ate every pea on her plate.  Followed by some ham and macaroni and cheese.  
Though Courtney frequently reminded herself of that first time, Porsche had simply come to accept it as she did so many other things.  Her Mistress had so commanded.  And just in case anybody wondered, no, Courtney wasn’t kidding and no, Porsche never made that assumption again.  This evening, after a remarkable report card, she still ate her broccoli with no thought of getting off easy just because of a bunch of A’s.  
They talked about Sasha’s report card and Courtney’s as well.  Nothing but A’s between the two of them.  Courtney was a natural, not working too hard to get her A’s.  For Sasha it was not as easy, but the rewards were worth it.  She was a much better student as a slave, this being her first ever straight A report card.  
The Head Mistress knew the rewards and punishment for the report card, so she knew what Porsche had in store for herself over the next seven weeks.  “So, I suppose your slave will be well rewarded for her hard work,” she said to Courtney.  “You should be proud of her.  You have a good slave.”  
“Thank you, Mom,” said Courtney, while Porsche merely beamed at the indirect compliment.  She would indeed get her reward tonight.
“And you should be proud of yourself as well, Courtney,” said her Mom.  “I think a Mistress deserves the same reward as her slave. Just a suggestion.  It’s not up to me to decide.”
“One extra a week?” asked Courtney, in surprise.  
“Well, I believe you did mention at one time how much better it is to climax together.  So, you could make your slave’s extra ones even better for her by joining her.”  ‘And while you two are busy, I’ll just slip down to the basement and let my slave trainee put a smile on my face.’
She’d reluctantly had to graduate that 18-year-old slut puppy that she’d trained first.  That girl had been a sweet one and Samantha had put her through her paces and then some.  The 25-year-old had been sent to her new Mistress as well.  Now there was only had a 28-year-old in training and she’d have to do.  The professional mistress was thinking about offering a discount to young, slender, small breasted girls who wanted slave training.  Something to satisfy a fantasy that she couldn’t satisfy the way she really wanted.  
The girls occasionally got to use the basement, when the current slave trainee was stored.  Just for cases like tonight, Courtney did have a limited assortment of whips, gags, and dildos in her room. And afterwards… well, her slave had earned that oh so coveted reward weeks ago.  She was allowed to sleep in her Mistress’ bed.  It may have been a coveted reward, but her Mistress coveted the idea as much as the slave.  She hardly needed an excuse to bestow it.  
There was one rule that no longer made sense.  Not much.  At least the rule about the Mistress controlling her own and her slave’s orgasms was still in place.  But, in bed, a slave no longer was required to keep her hands away from her Mistress’ body.  Out of the bed, yes, but not in bed.  What fun was it to have a slave in your bed if she was to keep her hands to herself?  
When the rule was first rescinded, Porsche took advantage of it, trying to coerce more sex out of her Mistress.  But when she realized that wasn’t going to happen, the use of her hands became more restrained.  Caresses, touches, and snuggles more suited to two tired girls as they drifted off to sleep.  
There continued to be ‘incidents’ as Porsche/Sasha and Courtney each learned their respective role.  Like a week before school started when Sasha realized she had no money.  It wasn’t like she needed money.  There was always plenty of food, nutritious meals planned by her Aunt and occasional snacks at her Mistress’ discretion.  They’d been shopping for school clothes and Sasha got to choose her clothes, with some Aunt Samantha guidance and limits.  She had hair accessories for school.  And, of course, all the best school supplies including a brand new computer.  
The problem was that Courtney had money.  She got an allowance every week that she could spend any way she wanted.  The explanation that slaves had no possessions was just not adequate for a girl who used to be able to buy her own things.  The idea that slaves had no choices was equally insufficient.  No money of her own meant she couldn’t buy her own makeup, jewelry, clothing, or candy.   No money meant she couldn’t break the rules on occasion.  Like buying that pale blue bikini that Courtney now wore with pride (in the tanning booth only.)  No money just felt wrong.  
And then she learned the incredible truth.  If it hadn’t been just a week after the peas incident, she might have blown a gasket and gotten punished again.  With that still fresh in her memory, she managed to stay under control.  Kneeling in Courtney’s freshly cleaned bedroom, she waited, eyes down, for the Head Mistress to conduct the inspection and approve her work.  Courtney came back with her Mom on her heels and showed off the room.  
“Very nice,” said Aunt Samantha.  
Porsche heard the rustle of money being counted and then handed to Courtney.  Her Mistress was getting her allowance.  Being paid for having a clean room.  Being paid for Porsche’s hard work!  “Thanks, Mom,” said her Mistress.  
“That’s for cleaning your room, vacuuming, dusting, and cooking two meals this week,” said the Head Mistress.
‘Say what?’ thought Porsche.  ‘I did all that!  And she’s getting paid for it?  How unfair.’  She bit her tongue.  Those were her Mistress’ chores before she had a slave, except for the cooking part.  But, her Mistress wasn’t the one doing the work anymore.  Talk about slavery.  She’d done all that work and not a dime to show for it.  Yet another harsh reminder of her status in the house.  
She stewed over that bitter pill for two days, wondering just how much trouble she’d be in if she mentioned her diligent work and questioned her lack of money.  She knew they’d done that on purpose.  Counted out money for work she’d done.  It reminded her of a fable she’d once heard.  One where one man had done all the work and another got all the pay… at first.  In the end, the worker got the money.  That wasn’t the case in this house.  
It was about then that she realized she was getting the benefits of her work.  All that fine leather gear that she looked so dang good in.  It smelled so wonderful, especially that full head mask… she couldn’t help but inhale the smell of leather when she wore than.  Fitted just for her.  Paddles just her size.  Ouch!  Yeah, really thanks, ouchy!  Cuffs that were her own.  And a collar for outside rules.  That Courtney had, no doubt, bought with that allowance.  
There was non-slave stuff.  Clothes, school supplies, and so much more.  She was a member of the family… blood relative… niece and cousin.  But, Courtney didn’t have to treat her slave that way.  Perhaps they were right that she didn’t need her own money. 
That very same afternoon, Courtney came to the basement where she’d been stored.  (It was near the end of summer, one of her last days stored in the basement.)  Courtney was all smiles.  The smile of her Mistress was enough alone to bring a smile to her face.  Porsche approached and knelt in Nadu.  Nothing felt more comfortable than kneeling, spread for her Mistress.  She’d learned this was an offer.  Kneeling and spread.  It could lead to more.  Or not.  
Courtney leaned down and removed an earring from her pierced right ear.  For nearly the whole summer… from Discovery until now, she’d worn gold posts.  Just enough to keep her ears pierced without looking gaudy.  Her Mistress put another in its place.  Then, she swapped out the second earring.  Porsche thought her heart would burst from pleasure.  There was nothing her Mistress would put in her ear that was less than the gold post.  This would have to be more… priceless to a slave.  
She knelt for a minute longer as her Mistress admired her.  Or, was it just that she was teasing her to greater anticipation.  If it was accidental or on purpose, either way, she was squirming with anticipation by the time Courtney said, “Let’s go upstairs and find a mirror.  You can see what you have earned.”
Oh, yeah, it was Friday.  Just later than usual, so she’d dismissed the notion of a reward every Friday.  They went into the sitting room where her clothes awaited.  Courtney opened the door and then cooed, “A slave need not get dressed today.  A slave could scamper to the nearest mirror.”
Porsche cast a glance at her Mistress, both grinning.  Then she scampered out the door.  Naked, with every body part bouncing deliciously.  As she knew her Mistress wanted.  Pounding up the basement stairs, she tried to remember where every mirror in the house was… and which was the closest.  It didn’t matter.  She decided the mirror in Courtney’s bedroom was the one she wanted to use.  At the top of the stairs, she made a right u-turn.  Scampered up the stairs and into the private bedroom.  Paused in front of the mirror and stared at her ears.  Turning one way and then the other.    
She tried to turn, but her Mistress was right behind her.  Peeking over her left shoulder, only her eyes and hair visible.  The earrings were lovely, but all she was allowed to say was, “Thank you, Mistress.”  The words floated breathily out of her mouth.  
Her Mistress’ arms were around her.  At a slight pressure, she turned to look down at her Mistress.  Courtney seized her chin and brought her down, eye to eye.  “I will never give my slave something that she hadn’t already earned.  Thanks are not needed.  These are yours.  My slave.  My love.  My lovely.”
Porsche woke up, lying in the center of her Mistress’ bed.  “You scare me like that again, Porsche, and I will spank that naughty ass of yours until you wake up,” said Courtney.  She was kneeling astride her slave, Aunt Samantha hovering in the background.  
“I’m going now,” said her Aunt.  The door slammed audibly behind her.  
“Did I tell you that they’re a carrot each?’
“A carrot?” asked Porsche.
“A karat diamond,” said Courtney.
“Each?”
“Two ears.  Two carats,” said Courtney.  
“Mistress?”
“And I told you that you earned them.”
“Can I earn them again?” asked Porsche, sticking her tongue out invitingly.  She was still a little woozy, so she appreciated that her Mistress declined until later, after dinner.  
About half an hour later, she thought, ‘Who needs money?’  And that was that.  
At the end of that day, she was laying on her bed in the basement, reading Nicholas and Alexandria.  Several books after the first one, she usually read until Courtney came down to turn out the light.  So, it was no surprise when Courtney came and ‘caught’ her reading.  She reached the book out to Courtney per the usual ritual.  Book to Courtney.  Courtney to door.  Light out.  
“I’d like you to put the book away yourself,” said Courtney slyly.  “C’mon, I’ll show you where.”
Porsche had never seen the book outside the two hours that she had with it, so she was gullible enough to think it was stored some place special.  She followed her Mistress out of the basement, up the stairs, up a second flight of stairs, and into her Mistress bedroom.  
“It goes right there,” said Courtney, pointing at the night stand by her bed.  
Porsche set down where indicated, only to find herself trapped against the bed.  She turned to face her Mistress, curious… not concerned in the least.  Courtney pushed gently against her chest.  She allowed herself to fall back on the bed.  It always felt most comfortable to be looking up at her Mistress.  A position of worship that her Mistress deserved.  
“A slave may read any book in the house,” said Courtney, her voice was stern, as if meting out punishment.  Though the opportunity to read was no longer a punishment.  “Provided she is in my bed by 9:00 PM.”
“Mistress?”
“Yes, my love?”
“Never mind,” said Porsche.  The answer was clear.  She never missed a night in her Mistress’ bed after that.  Whoo hoo.  
It was only 8:34.  Porsche swore she saw 12:00 midnight on the clock on the night stand, though all they did was touch and kiss.  What more did she need?
Two weeks after school started, Porsche could not live with just her fantasy anymore.  She’d watched the pony girl tape until she was cross-eyed.  No longer forced to wear the chastity belt, she also never had opportunity to fantasize and cum on her own.  She was in Courtney’s bed every night.  At school during the day.  With Courtney every afternoon and evening.  With never a regret, but that Courtney didn’t know her secret desire.  
It just wasn’t the slave’s place to suggest a single thing.  That rule had never been spoken.  She probably wasn’t even aware that it hadn’t been spoken.  Yet, she knew that a slave was not allowed, could never express how much she wished to wear the harness, the reins, and the hooves of her Mistress’ pony.  If it was to be, then it was to be.  At her wit’s end, she decided on a drastic strategy.  She left the pony girl tape out on the table in the theater room.  
There it lay for three days until her Mistress chanced upon it.  Courtney and Porsche were making rare use of the basement that afternoon.  When Courtney saw the tape out on the table, her first inclination was simply to put it away.  Ownership of a slave had never spoiled her.  So, picking up and returning items to their place was natural.  The tape was nearly on the shelf when she realized her slave had left it out.  She put the tape away and went back to the main room. 
“The theater room is now off-limits to my slave,” she said.  “If my slave doesn’t know why, then she must crawl on her hands and knees from where she is now, up the stairs, through the house, and to me and ask me why.”  She turned and stomped out of the room, leaving the door cracked open.  
Unfortunately, Porsche knew exactly why.  She went back into the theater room and set the tape out again.  Thumbing her nose at her Mistress was just possibly the hardest thing she’d ever done.  ‘Watch the dang tape!” she wished.  But, she knew it had happened too fast.  Her Mistress simply thought she was untidy.  
The very next day, Samantha brought the tape up to Courtney.  She knew she hadn’t been in the theater room.  The current slave in training hadn’t been there.  “Did you leave this out?” she asked Courtney.  
Courtney took one look at the tape and recognized it instantly.  “Not me,” she said, turning on her heel.  
“Hold up, little Miss Courtney,” said her Mom.  “You think Porsche left it out?”
“She is in such trouble,” said Courtney this time.  “She left it out yesterday.  I told her the room is off limits as her punishment.  Now it’s out again?”  She paused.  “How should I punish her for such willful disobedience?”
Samantha softly stroked her daughter’s cheek.  “Baby, watch the tape.  She’s a good slave.  If she left it out once, she wanted you to watch it.  If she left it out twice, it’s you that deserves the spanking.”
“Me?”
“Learn your slave’s cues,” said Samantha.  “She’s not messy, so the first time wasn’t an accident.  She’s not disobedient, so the second time was desperation.  She went back into the theater room, baby.  She knows that you know that she went back there.  This tape is special to her.”  She knew what was on it, but obviously Courtney didn’t.  “She wants this.  Watch it.  Punish her.  She does deserve punishment for disobeying, though she has her reasons.  Don’t put the tape back in the library. Or else she’ll do it a third time.  We’ll talk later.”
‘What a fucking gem,’ thought Samantha as she went back into the basement to finish the training of the slave down there.  The girl couldn’t bring herself to tell her Mistress what she wanted.  But, she could bring infinite punishment down on her head if that’s what it took.  If she’d found a slave like that closer to her own age, she’d have a 24/7 of her own by now.  If Courtney ever thought about letting Porsche go, she was a fool.  Her daughter wasn’t a fool, so…
When Aunt Samantha arrived in the basement, Porsche was kicked out.  She couldn’t be in the basement during business.  She kinda slunk upstairs, hoping that she wouldn’t be noticed.  And Courtney was about four feet from the basement door.   Waiting.  With a wooden paddle in one hand.  And the tape in the other.  
“How many times have you watched this tape?” spat Courtney.
“Dozens,” said Porsche, hanging her head.  
The paddle touched the wall, about three feet high.  “Put a hand here,” said Courtney.  When Porsche put her left hand there, Courtney pointed three feet to the right.  “Put your other hand here.”  
“Yes, Mistress,” said Porsche.  Standing now with her hands on the wall and her ass readily available for punishment.  
“How long is this tape?”
“Thirty minutes, Mistress.”
“Be here, when I get back.”  She went and popped the tape into the VCR.  Watched and was amazed.  She’d never thought of anything like this.  It opened so many windows.  Ponies.  Yeah, that’s what it was all about.  Harnesses, bits, carts, and stalls.  So many pony things to do and… deep sigh, they all looked so sexy.  It gave way to thoughts of dogs, cats, and rabbits.  How many cute and sexy ways could she dress up Porsche?  Far more ways than she could dress up Butterfly.  That thought alone told her there might be a time limit on how long her 11-year-old slave would be suitable for such escapades. 
Done watching the tape, she still had to remember that Porsche had disobeyed her.  She knew what her Mom had told her was true.  Her slave deserved punishment.  She may have had reason for highlighting the tape.  But, for the Mistress to make it easy for her slave would be wrong.  The slave must be desperate, willing to accept the punishment for her transgression.  Or else the slave was simply wrong.  
Courtney returned to where she’d left Porsche.  The slave was still in the same position.  Her ass was sticking out, available for spanking.  Porsche had never relaxed an inch.  ‘Such dedication,’ thought Courtney.  ‘She really does want this.  So bad, that she’d willing to accept whatever.’  It made her heart ache to know that she had to punish her slave.  
“Why did my slave leave the same tape out on the table two days in a row?” she snapped.  Then, before Porsche could even open her mouth, she added, “And after I’d told my slave the room was off-limits?”
“Mistress,” said Porsche, plaintively, “Eeeeeeyaaaa.’  She squealed in pain as Courtney timed the first swat to interfere with her answer. 
“Was it unclear that I didn’t want the theater room left a mess?”
“No, mistress, eeeeeyyyyyyaaaaa.”
“Was it unclear that the theater room was off-limits?”
“This one is sorrr… eeeeeyyyaaaa.”
Porsche heard the wooden paddle clatter to the floor.    She felt her Mistress press up against her.  Hands slid up her sides, under her arms, and then fingers interlaced behind her head in a full nelson.  She was forced to her knees.  Deep breath.  This was comfortable for her.  Where a slave belonged.  Her tiny Mistress loomed over her.  
“Let’s get his straight, Porsche,” said Courtney, her voice low and menacing.  “You ever leave a tape out, we’ll do whatever is on the tape at the first opportunity.  After your punishment.”  
A moment of confusion swept through Porsche as the words sank in.  The words didn’t seem to go with the tone of voice.  ‘Did I just hear what I think I heard?’  They were going to do the pony girl stuff at the first opportunity!  Kewl!  She was already tingling with delight.  After having reviewed all the tapes in the library that she was allowed, she knew there wasn’t another she’d leave out.  This would be her one desire. 
Without the proper equipment, they had to make due.  That Saturday they were allowed two hours in the basement.  Porsche waited, standing at the ready as a pony should, tingling with excitement, as her Mistress picked out some things from her cabinet. She still wasn’t sure that today was pony day, but this did seem like ‘the first opportunity’ to try the pony girl stuff.  
Courtney had watched the tape several times now, too.  Like Porsche she knew they didn’t have everything, buy she had a reasonable approximation of the outfit.  She brought over the full body harness.  It wasn’t quite right for a pony, but was pretty close.  In a few minutes, Porsche was wearing the harness… collar around her neck, four belts around her body, and a specially personal belt right through her pussy and ass.  
The Mistress made sure her slave saw the next piece of her attire.  She wanted Porsche to know just what was going on her feet.  To be prepared for the challenge of balancing in the unfamiliar shoes.  They were black shoes with four inch heels, the highest heels Porsche had ever worn.  Her eyes bugged out at the sight of them.  ‘Oooo, not quite pony hooves, but I’ll be prancing on my toes.’  
Courtney knelt and slipped the shoes on Porsche’s little feet.  She teetered for a moment, getting the feel of the shoes.  Now Porsche was grateful for the ballet lessons.  Just a couple of weeks into her new activity, she’d spent a lot of time dancing on her toes.  It wasn’t enough to strengthen her arches yet, but it had taught her a bit about balance.  
Her eyes twinkled with delight as Courtney brought out the head harness with a bit gag.  There was no place for plumes on this one like she’d seen in the film, but it was close enough for now.  With the bit in place, she felt very much like a pony.  The pucker of her nipples and dampness of her pussy told her she was going to enjoy this just as much as she’d imagined.  Of course, the finishing touch was her newest fantasy played out in her head.  She was being trained by her Mistress to put on a show for an audience.  When she was good enough, she’d be prancing for a roomful of faceless strangers.  Ready for auction.  Her heart pounded in her chest.  Ready for anything.  
Courtney’s finishing touch was the light whip that she selected.  It looked like the kind of whip she’d use to lunge her horse or that a coachman might use to whip his horses to greater speed.  It was the whip of a horsewoman who wanted the most out of her filly.
She circled her pony, appraising her form.  Even without the leather and heels, Porsche was lovely.  And she knew how stand tall and proud.  Courtney couldn’t believe how long and sleek her legs looked with those incredible heels.  Her body, especially her tits, was set off so well by the restrictive leather, black on bronze skin.  She loved the way the leather strap just disappeared between Porsche’s pussy lips, giving her a very private and personal thrill.  And from behind, she’d never seen Porsche’s butt looking so taut.  
Reaching out with a hand, she patted her pony just as she would pat her horse at riding lessons.  A firm slap that lingered to a gentle stroke accompanied by a soothing voice.  “How’s my girl?” she asked.  “You ready to ride?  Are you going to be a pretty pony for me today?”  She caressed a sleek flank, “That’s my pretty Porsche.”
She wanted to give Porsche a chance to get the feel of the new shoes without making her work too hard, so she didn’t want to make her move just yet.  “You know what?  I think I would like my pony to whinny for me.  I’d like to hear what she sounds like.”
Nipples hardened.  Color came to Porsche’s face.  She snorted first, then whinnied.  Let out a low gasp.  It had sounded so hot to do that.  It felt so exciting to look like and now sound like a pony.  
“I want my pony to whinny every time I say her name.  Can you do that for me, Porsche?”
The pony girl whinnied a second time for her Mistress.  “Porsche,” said Courtney.  Whinny.  “My pretty Porsche,” she stroked Porsche’s mane as her pony whinnied yet again.  “You won’t forget that, will you, Porsche?”  Her pony whinnied her answer.  “I’d hate to have to whip my pony.”  Not really.  
There were no reins, no plumes, no saddle, and no shoes that went clip clop when she walked.  But she was still in heaven.  It felt sexy, naughty, and very embarrassing to be dressed as she was.  Yet, it also felt safe to do it for Courtney.  All her fantasies to the contrary, she wanted to perform only for her Mistress.  
“My pony is a young little filly,” said Courtney.  “She should take careful steps until her legs are strong enough.”  She backed away from Porsche about ten feet.  “Walk to me, Porsche.”  
Porsche whinnied her understanding and took little, wobbly steps toward her Mistress.  She did indeed feel like a newborn pony walking for the first time.  The heels were a bit unsteady.  Short, quick, uncertain steps.  She closed the distance to her Mistress.  It was harder work than she’d expected.  In the film, the pony girl had been receiving what seemed like pretty basic instruction on high stepping and prancing.  Suddenly that looked pretty advanced to the new pony.  
Still, after 15 minutes of walking, she felt much more sure about the heels.  Her arches ached from the strain of being on her toes.  Kind of like they did in the middle of a ballet lesson.  She was thankful that Courtney removed her shoes for the rest of the training.  
Then she did start to practice high stepping just like she’d seen on the tape.  Courtney walking right beside her, watching every move, every muscle.  Each time she raised a leg, her knee was to come up as high as her waist, making her thigh parallel to the floor.  The toe was to be pointed straight down at the floor.  Then back down.  Repeat with the other leg.  She felt so elegant as she pranced proudly for her Mistress.  It wasn’t hard, but it was tiring.  
Courtney saw her pony getting lazy.  The knees weren’t coming up high enough.  She cracked the thin whip across the firm butt.  A whinny of surprise came from her pony and then the knees came up high again.  A few more minutes and another reminder was necessary.  The crack of the whip was thrilling to both Mistress and pony.  Not to mention it kept a pony from being lazy.  
As Porsche was now sweating, Courtney decided to call a halt to the lesson.  It had taken time to tack her pony up and would take a few minutes to remove the tack as well.  Since they had a limited amount of time in the basement, they had to hurry.  Once the lesson was over, they had ten minutes in the Jacuzzi followed by a 15 minute massage for each of them.  Porsche was in heaven as her Mistress spent the entire 15 minutes massaging her sore feet and tired legs.  Taking care of her pony as she could easily imagine what parts of Porsche were hurting the most.  Then they scurried upstairs, turning the secret basement back over to the Head Mistress.  
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