Summer Slave

Masterius



Summer Slave







21 January 2012
By Masterius
Edited by Kenna








Send comments to cpwm_kenna@hotmail.com. Feel free to repost this story, with proper credit given to the authors (copyright and all, you know), in any forum where it will be appreciated and money is not involved. Fixed a few typos and this is my new email. If you have an undated copy or one dated earlier than this, replace it with this one and repost wherever you posted.  Please. 
Editor’s Note: I edited this wonderful story just to clean up some of the little typos in the story.  I wouldn’t dare change any of the words since I consider it one of the best Lolita bondage stories ever written.  
Part 1
Soft, nervous, barely audible whisper: “This is wrong.  We shouldn’t be doing this!”
Soft in return, but thick with derision and sneering disdain: “Don’t be such a ‘fraidy cat!  I don’t care if you don’t want to do this, but you’re gonna.  Or else!”  
The two girls were close together, down in the basement.  One of them wanted to be there, while the other wanted to be far, far away.  But she’d been given no choice about being involved this enterprise.  
Actually, that wasn’t true.  She had been given a choice: help her cousin explore, or have her Mom told that she’d broken a very firm rule.  Given that choice, well, Courtney just didn’t see any other option.  So, there she was, along with her cousin Sasha, down in the basement.  Not that they weren’t allowed down there to play, because they were.  What wasn’t allowed, not at all, under any circumstances, was to enter inside the door Sasha was about to open.  Not that Sasha seemed to care at all about breaking such a firm, strict rule!  Courtney nervously nibbled her full, soft, pouty lower lip, watching as her cousin slipped the concealed panel back, revealing the inside.  Nothing about this summer vacation was going right, not from the moment her cousin first arrived at their home.  
She didn’t know why that was so, either.  Or why her cousin seemed to have changed so.  Every summer, for the past five years, Sasha had spent a month there with Courtney and her Mom, and they’d always had heaps of fun together.  It was the high point of Courtney’s summer vacation, in fact, and one that she’d looked forwards to each year.  
She’d looked forward to it this year, too.  Even more so when Samantha, her Mom, had told her Sasha would be spending, not just the one month with them, but the entire three months of vacation.  Courtney didn’t know all the details of why that was, or why Sasha was flying this time instead of her parents driving her.  But she knew enough to be only a teensy bit envious of her cousin getting to fly, instead of being green with jealousy.  
Samantha had sat her daughter down about two months ago, explaining that her cousin might be spending the entire summer with them this year.  Courtney had been quite ecstatic, then settled down, soberly listening as her Mom had explained some things to her.  Sasha was likely to be sad or unhappy, she’d said.  There was quite a bit of trouble going on in her family, between her parents.  Courtney had nodded; not as surprised as her Mom might have thought for, only last vacation, Sasha had secretly confided in her, telling her some things that had been going on at home.  
Courtney felt real bad for her cousin.  She, herself, had never had a father.  Her Mom would never talk about him, except to gently explain that her father had been a bad man, a very bad man indeed.  That they’d never been married.  In fact, Mommy had never seen him before, or since, that one time.  
The time that had resulted in Samantha becoming pregnant with her daughter.  
Now, that didn’t make a great deal of sense to Courtney.  She couldn’t, at all, understand.  What she did understand, beyond any doubt, was just how much her Mommy loved, and wanted, her.  It wasn’t just her words, her assurance.  Her every action loudly shouted out to Courtney how much her Mommy loved and wanted her, and really, that was all that mattered to her.  
Still, sometimes she secretly yearned for a Daddy.  Wondered what that might be like to have one.  Everyone else she knew had one.  Well, some might be married, or just living together, or divorced, or even a stepdad.  But, they had somebody.  And in the rare case when they didn’t - two girls in her class, their fathers had died - at least they had had one for part of their lives.  
Sasha had both a Mom and a Dad, and sometimes Courtney would, in the dark of night while they lay in their beds, ask her what it was like to have a Dad.  It had always sounded nice, from what Sasha had said.  
At least, it had always sounded nice, until last year, anyways.  
Sasha had been reluctant, at first, to talk about things.  And Courtney hadn’t wanted to push or pry.  But, during that last summer, Sasha had confided that things at home weren’t at all nice any more.  Her parents were starting to get into more and more fights, with her Dad becoming really violent, throwing and breaking things, and threatening them both.  Courtney had actually been scared for her cousin.  That all sounded so awful!  Scary and frightening!  
Things had gotten much worse, too, although Courtney hadn’t been told all the details.  Precocious and bright as she was, there were some things Samantha felt that no nine year old should know in detail, not even her daughter.  Between that last summer and this one, things had taken a terrible turn with her sister’s family.  Ruth was calling several times a week, often in tears, sometimes semi-hysterical, just to talk with her sister, having no idea what to do.  Things were turning intolerable between her and Mike, her husband.  He’d lost his job, started drinking, and would snap and explode at the least little thing.  
What no one had known was that he’d also be dead by late April, of a massive brain tumor.  The autopsy had found that, and only then did the true cause of his Jekyll and Hyde behavior been revealed.  But, by then the damage had been done.  Ruth was bordering on both a nervous breakdown and deep depression, and needed professional help, while Sasha...  
Sasha had been changed, too: from a formerly biddable, polite and mannered, cheery and bright child, to a sulky, belligerent preteen of eleven.  Not too bad, no, but more then Ruth, in her current condition, could handle.  Which was why Samantha had offered to take her for the whole summer, which Ruth had tearfully yet deeply gratefully accepted.  
Now, Courtney hadn’t been told all the details, only that Sasha would be spending the whole summer; that she was a bit ‘stressed out’ and needed to relax, have fun, and recover; that Mike, her Dad, had suddenly died, without warning, and that Sasha was deeply grieving and hurting inside.  That Courtney should do all she could to help her cousin’s pain and hurt.  
Courtney felt awful, truly horrid, to hear all that, and grieved for Sasha as deeply, perhaps, as Sasha did herself.  And she’d been more then happy to do just as Mom asked.  She’d spent the entire month before the visit, making plans, coming up with ideas to help her cousin heal from her sorrow and grief.  
Plans which barely lasted days, let alone the first week.  
For Sasha had changed, indeed.  And not at all in ways Courtney, at nine, was prepared to handle, no matter how bright and clever she was.  
Not in terribly obvious ways, either.  At least, Courtney thought sullenly and resentfully, in ways her Mom seemed not to notice.  Or at least overlook.  Which irritated Courtney no end.  Her Mom, while not overly strict, was quite firm when it came to rules, obedience and discipline.  Punishment, too, if and when that was deserved, ranging from scolds and lectures, to ‘time-outs’ and groundings, to writing lines or essays, and even to spankings and paddlings.  Courtney could push a rule or limit or, more intelligently, talk and try to negotiate one but, if she broke a limit or rule, well, by now, she knew that if she did, she shouldn’t be surprised at what happened after!  
From former talks with Sasha over the years, her Mom seemed the same way, too.  Which was why Courtney was furious and angry over things as they currently stood.  Logically she could accept that Sasha was hurting inside, was acting out because of that, and Mom was going easy, trying to gently heal, gently guide Sasha back into proper behavior.  But, emotionally, Courtney was growing quite bitter and resentful inside.  
If she had snapped back at her Mom like Sasha had done, she’d’ve had her mouth soaped!  Sent to her room without eating if she’d’ve complained about the ‘crappy food’ Mom had made for dinner.  Or, frankly, punished because of any of the many things Sasha had done, not done, or said when she first had arrived.  
But...  Sasha hadn’t been.  Soaped.  Or punished.  Or anything!  Well, other then having several quite firm, severe lectures and scolds anyway.  And they seemed to have had some effect, since Sasha ceased being quite as, well, bratty when around her Aunt.  
But, while she might have chosen discretion over valor when it came to her Aunt, she sure as heck didn’t change at all where it came to her cousin!  
And, in some ways, that was even worse.  Nor was it even terribly obvious, either.  Just little things; well, seemingly little things, for they were anything but little to Courtney!  Rather then the closeness they’d had, Sasha was now acting quite the snob and bully.  Complaining to Courtney about being ‘stuck’ with a ‘little kid’ all summer.  Pert little nose lifted in the air, sniffing at Courtney, lording it over her because she was eleven and Courtney only nine.  Sneering at her clothes, calling them little kid clothes, while she had more grown up ones.  Which she did, too!  Ordinarily Courtney would have oohed and ahhed over her cousin’s good fortune, but not this time!  
The list when on and on.  Anything that Courtney wanted to do, or play, was for ‘little kids’.  Sasha insisted - always!  - on doing what she wanted to do, and would brook no argument or negotiation.  Every chance she got she took to snipe, insult, bully and humiliate her little cousin until, by now, Courtney was sick and tired of dealing with Sasha, heartily wishing her far, far away.  
And she’d only been here two weeks, too!  
Courtney had come to her Mom several times, near tears, protesting about things.  But her Mom, after cuddling and listening to her complaints, just asked her to be more patient.  That Sasha was just hurting inside, and needed time to heal.  That she was counting on Courtney to help her with her cousin.  
Now, that did make her quite proud, that Mom was counting on her so, and it did make her more determined to deal with Sasha.  But there was only so much more of this she could take!  
Worse, instead of her helping Sasha get better; it seemed she was being corrupted instead!  Helplessly, against her will, slowly but surely.  Somehow Sasha could always pick just the right things to say or do to get under her skin, and thus provoke an action from Courtney.  Actions that, even at the time she did them, she knew were wrong yet seemed unable to refuse to do.  
So far they’d simply been mild ones: sneaking cookies or snacks; staying up way past their bedtimes, reading by flashlight under the sheets; watching stuff on cable Courtney knew Mom wouldn’t approve of them watching.  Little things like that.  Nothing terribly serious.  
Until now.  
Last week they’d been playing in the basement together, while Mom was upstairs vacuuming.  Sasha had started in on her again, a disdainful sneer on her face, calling her a ‘little kid’.  It had started there, anyway, and had only gotten worse.  Courtney couldn’t exactly remember what her cousin had said, but she’d basically accused her of being such a little kid that her own Mom couldn’t or wouldn’t trust her with anything.  
And that’s when Courtney had made her mistake, breaking at that, hotly returning that her Mom did, in fact, trust her.  Sasha had jeered, calling her a liar, and that was when Courtney had stormed over to the wall.  ‘I’ll prove it!’ she’d virtually snarled, seething.  
The basement was quite nice, the floor carpeted and the walls paneled in a dark brown veneer.  More a combination family and rumpus room and den, with couches, chairs, an excellent stereo, and TV system.  There certainly didn’t seem anything out of the ordinary down here, at any rate.  At least, until Courtney had gently pressed with tiny fingers against the paneling, and a small section had slid back, revealing a circular push-button combination lock and chromed twist handle in the now-open recess.  ‘See!’ she’d triumphantly caroled.  
‘Big deal!’  Sasha had snorted, trying to look bored and miserably failing as she padded over.  ‘What’s that got to do with anything?’ 
Courtney had compounded her mistake by explaining: three years ago she’d woken up late at night, feeling very sick, and went looking for her Mom.  But she hadn’t been in bed, asleep, so she padded downstairs to look for her.  She hadn’t been on the first floor either, so down to the basement she’d gone, just in time to see Mom opening a doorway that Courtney had never knew existed, the recessed panel already opened and visible.  
Mom hadn’t been pleased at that, but neither had she been angry, once Courtney had explained how sick she was.  Nor had she dodged the obvious, expectant questions about the door, explaining that, yes, the door was hidden and secret, and that, yes, there was rooms back there.  But that Courtney wasn’t allowed back there, and that she was to promise both never to try and open that door, nor to tell anyone else about it.  That it was their secret, and no one else’s.  
Unfortunately for Courtney, Sasha was quick to pick up on one important point, latching onto it like a starving Doberman onto a mailman’s leg.  Courtney found out about that moments later, when her cousin sAuntered over and peeked inside the recess then boldly started testing out the numbered buttons, trying to unlock the still-unseen door.  Courtney, of course, immediately squawked, telling her to stop, then her already fair, flawless complexion turned pale as milk when Sasha threatened to tell on her.  For hadn’t she’d broken her promise to her Mom by showing Sasha the recess behind the panel?  She’d get her butt paddled for sure for that!  
Courtney’s tummy lurched; she felt sick inside, realizing what she’d done.  It wasn’t just that she’d get paddled for her disobedience, she felt worse knowing she’d broken trust with her Mom, broken a promise made.  Not that that seemed to bother Sasha a darned bit!  
Sasha had been quick to use that as a threat over her head this whole week, in fact.  Courtney wasn’t sure if she should just come clean and confess, or not.  The problem was, more then anything else, her resentment over the difference between how her Mom was handling her versus Sasha.  Courtney was positive that Sasha wouldn’t be punished at all about this, only her, and that, no matter what, just didn’t seem fair at all!  
Much worse was that Sasha was every bit as clever as Courtney was.  How she’d managed the feat Courtney never did figure out, but during that next hour she’d patiently kept trying out the lock, testing different number combinations until, at last, she gave a smothered cry of glee.  A horrified look came over Courtney’s face as, adjacent to the panel recess, a door-sized section of panel silently opened a crack.  
Her expression grew even more horrified as Sasha slipped small fingers inside, levering the door wide open.  ‘What are you doing?!’  Courtney had gasped, her whisper aghast and dismayed.  ‘Going exploring’ Sasha had disdainfully sneered back.  ‘I’m not a little bitty kid too scared to go look around!  You just stay out here and watch out for Aunt Samantha.  I’m going exploring!’ 
And with that Sasha had slipped inside, closing the door behind her.  
Courtney didn’t know what to do.  Part of her wanted to run right up and get her Mom.  But, if she did, not only would she have to confess her part in this, but Sasha would only become more intolerable.  She’d use her tattling as just more proof that Courtney was just a little kid, much too little for the likes of her.  Too little to show any independence, any ability to just do something because she wanted to, rather then having to get permission for everything like a little baby.  
She’d almost cried out with relief when Sasha had finally stepped back out, closing the door carefully behind her.  Then blinked, looked at Sasha closely, curious at her expression: thoughtful, pensive, almost dreamy.  That quickly changed, soon as her cousin saw her, reverting right back to her lordly dismissive disdain.  ‘What are you looking at, twerp?’ she’d sneered.  
Courtney quickly reclosed the panel, fervently praying her Mom never found out about this little ‘adventure’.  Unfortunately for her, however, the nightmare was only just beginning, not ending.  
For Sasha wasn’t satisfied with just one visit.  Oh no!  Nor would she talk about what was inside nor, for that matter, permit Courtney to accompany her in her following visits, using the threat of telling on her to keep Courtney obedient to her will.  
Each and every day after, the two had sneaked downstairs, Sasha sometimes contriving excuses to her Aunt.  Well, outright lying, more precisely, like saying they were going out to play and then quietly padding downstairs.  Sometimes she’d be inside for only fifteen minutes, and sometimes for as long as two hours, depending on what her Aunt was doing and how much time she safely thought they had.  
And then there was today.  
Courtney’s Mom had gotten a phone call last night.  Miss Annette, an elderly neighbor, was confined to her bed with a broken hip, and her daughter had asked if Samantha could watch her tomorrow.  She apologized for the short notice, but a work emergency had come up and she needed to make a quick one-day business trip.  Normally Samantha wouldn’t leave Courtney home alone, but as Annette’s was only five minutes away, and with Sasha also there, she felt reasonably comfortable leaving the two of them home together.  
Samantha explained the rules both that night and before she left that morning: no going outside (which, considering it was pouring cats and dogs outside was no prison sentence), no answering or opening the door to anyone, call every hour...  the usual, normal rules.  
Sasha, needless to say, was delighted.  The entire day to explore!  And, finally, a chance to do more, much more, then just merely explore!  
Courtney was, as one might imagine, much less then pleased.  All the more so when Sasha had imperiously commanded her, given Courtney her orders.  Which, in effect, was to keep her nose clean, stay outside and don’t pester her.  
So now they were, once again, down in the basement together.  Why they were still conspiratorially whispering when it was just the two of them together seemed, well, silly.  But, it also felt right, so they did.  
Sasha had the oddest gleam in her grass-green eyes, the tiny gold flecks there seemed more brilliant then ever before.  Even her smooth soft cheeks seemed a little flushed, a soft pink there.  “I’m going to be a few hours so don’t freak out twerp.  Just go watch a video or something,” she told Courtney.  “If Aunt Samantha wants to talk to me, just tell her I’m sleeping or in the bathroom or something.  Got it?”  she demanded.  
“Yeah, I got it,” Courtney replied in a soft, low, sulky, and surly tone.  
“Good!  Now, take a hike,” Sasha ordered, as small fingers unerringly punched out the numbered combination then turned the handle, opening the door to the one side.  Without another word she drew the door open, slipped inside, and then closed it, leaving Courtney alone outside.  
More and more Courtney was regretting her decision to not come clean with her Mom.  It was making her feel, not independent and self-reliant, but, rather, dirty and soiled.  Quite guilty and unclean.  Inside, where it counted.  
And instead of her cousin appreciating this illicit confidence between the two of them, of that drawing them back closer together, Sasha remained just as aloof and disdainful as ever.  Courtney deeply sighed, wanting to cry.  The only vestige of pride she kept about this whole affair was, no matter how curious she was about what lay inside - and she was, no mistake or doubt about that!  - she refused to ask Sasha about that, or to explore herself, wishing to keep at least that little part of her promise to her Mom still alive and intact.  
Well, there was no need or reason this time to remain down here, so Courtney, with another deep sigh, padded back upstairs.  She knew she really wasn’t doing the right thing, and just prayed this wouldn’t blow up in her face.  
Unfortunately, prayers like that usually aren’t answered.  And hers was to be no exception.  
It couldn’t have been more then forty-five minutes from the time her Mom left until she heard the sound of a key in the front door.  Her tummy got the most incredibly horrifying, sickening feeling as she looked up from her book to see her walk back inside, fumbling her soaked umbrella closed.  
“Hello sweetheart!”  she called out.  
“M-m-m-om!”  she blurted, fumbling.  “W-w-what are you doing home?”  
“Change in plans baby,” Samantha replied, closing the door behind her once the umbrella was closed.  “Miss Eloise’s business trip was cancelled at the last minute, so she didn’t have to go after all.  Good thing she has a cell phone,” she said, smiling at her daughter, “Otherwise she’d’ve been at the airport and on her flight, never knowing the meeting was called off.”  
Poor Courtney was in a panic, heart thumping against her little ribs, tummy feeling incredibly nauseous.  Sasha was still downstairs, in the forbidden room, not knowing - or having any way of telling - Mom was now home.  Nor, for that matter, did Courtney have any way of telling Sasha, as she’d never been shown the combination to unlock the door!  What was she gonna do?!  
As if her mind had been read, Samantha asked as she put the umbrella away, “Reading a book, I see.  Where’s Sasha?”  
“Ummmm...  ahhh...  “ Courtney mumbled, furiously thinking while struggling to remain calm and innocent.  “I’m not sure.  She’s around somewhere, I guess.”  What could she say, after all?  She sure couldn’t explain her absence inside by saying she’d gone out to play, not when they’d been told to stay inside.  Although...  now that she thought about it, considering how bratty Sasha had been, that probably would be believable after all.  Then again, how could Courtney make sure to ‘tip off’ Sasha with that explanation before Mom came down on her like an avalanche?  Not to mention Sasha being dry as a bone while it was pouring down outside!  
Alas for Courtney, no matter how mightily she struggled for composure, she might as well have a brilliantly glowing ‘GUILTY!’ sign emblazoned on her forehead.  Samantha had no sooner glanced at her daughter before the smile left her face, replaced by a quite stern, no nonsense look Courtney was quite sickly familiar with.  Clear as day was the Up To Something Sneaky look in her daughter’s eyes.  
“What’s going on Courtney?  Where’s Sasha, and what’s up?”  she asked quite firmly.  Well, asking was actually too mild; demanding was much closer, in fact.  
Courtney wilted in her chair, feeling as if she was shrinking, feeling utterly trapped.  Huge, sea gray orbs flickered left, right, down...  anywhere but at her Mom as her tiny, 4’ 2”, 56 pound form fidgeted and squirmed.  
“Courtney?”  Samantha repeated, her tone rising from start to finish.  
“Oh Mom!”  she abruptly blurted out, tears already filling her huge woeful eyes.  “I messed up!  I really messed up bad!”  before truly bursting out in tears.  
The heavy door, cunningly balanced to move at just a light nudge, closed firmly behind her.  Sasha licked her full, soft lips with the tip of a tiny, moist, pink tongue tip as she stood there a moment.  The pit of her tummy, already tingly and warm, grew even more so.  
She couldn’t hear a blessed thing, but that no longer surprised her, made her nervous.  Not like it had the very first time, anyway, when her first, atavistic sensation was feeling like in a tomb.  
Especially when it had closed that first time, before she’d had a chance to turn on the lights inside, leaving her alone in utter absolute darkness and silence.  She’d almost wet herself, she’d been so scared.  And, if she’d had any doubts about the soundproofing, the fact that her cousin hadn’t ever mentioned hearing Sasha’s high-pitched, panicked shrieks that first time proved how good that soundproofing was.  
Since then she’d turned the lights on before the door was fully closed, having found by touch that first time the switches on the wall next to the door.  This wasn’t a particularly big room.  Actually looked more like a combination coatroom and sitting room then anything else.  It was, perhaps, ten by ten feet, one wall with hangers screwed to the paneling, with two small couches against the opposite wall, plus a small coffee table and some padded chairs.  
Sasha remembered her first time exploring inside.  She just couldn’t figure out what the big deal was, hiding something like this.  Heck, didn’t look all that different from some parlor sitting rooms she’d seen before.  Well, except for the glaringly obvious coat hooks, anyway.  There had to be more then just this, and sure enough, there was.  
Opposite from the door she came in through was yet another door, this one, in no way, concealed at all.  Not even a lock, per se, although there was a vault-like bolt arrangement that held the door closed.  Which she discovered once she spun the spoked wheel in the center of the door and opened it.  
Looked like a vault door, too.  About three inches thick, a series of shiny bolts now recessed in the door itself.  As the interior was in shrouded gloom, Sasha wisely decided to explore that door closer, not wanting to get a horrid shock finding out she couldn’t get it open from the inside if she closed it.  It looked so massive she was very surprised she could move it as easily as she did.  And yes, once gazing at the back of the door, she could discern no apparent way of opening it again, so she toed off her sandals, using them to block the door from closing before she slipped past the opening and inside.  
Small fingers blindly patted the inside walls, gliding up and down, seeking any switches.  There were, she was surprised to discover, quite a few, and not just the normal, expected one, two or even three.  Nor would they be the only switches inside, either, as she would discover during her explorations.  
They didn’t make a sound when she flicked them, but the sudden blaze of light from inside make a soundless explosion on her eyes.  Startled, Sasha blinked several times at the brightness, and then her little jaw dropped as she could, finally, clearly see inside.  
That first time she’d walked about inside as if in a daze, a dream.  Nothing truly seemed real, even as she delicately touched many of the things there as if to reassure herself of their substance, their reality, their existence.  
As she padded about the surface changed beneath her bare little feet.  Sometimes thick plush carpet, sometimes smooth, highly polished wood, marble, or tile.  In a couple of areas rougher, bare cement or plain old hard-packed dirt.  
The same for the walls: sometimes light or dark wood paneling.  Sometimes glistening, gleaming tile.  Sometimes bare cinderblock.  
There was just so much to see, so much down here!  It was as big...  no, bigger, much bigger!  ...  than the outside basement was!  And so many things inside!  
Sasha remained in a daze for most of that day, trying to assimilate everything that she’d seen inside, most of that she’d no idea what it was called, some of it no idea what it was for or how it was used.  And there was quite a bit more down there she hadn’t really had the time to examine or poke and peek around and into.  
But, she sure intended to do just that!  
Also trying to assimilate, absorb and grasp feelings inside her that had abruptly, explosively erupted; powerfully enough to have almost dropped her to her knees at times.  
She spent a mostly sleepless night that night, restlessly shifting in bed, mind chaotically whirling with everything she’d seen...  and felt.  She’d never suspected anything like that had existed; hadn’t dreamed anything like that existed!  
Nor had she any idea why that made her feel inside the way it had.  The way it was, even now, just thinking about, just picturing, inside that room!  
She wasn’t silly, or naive, or immature.  Or uneducated, for that matter.  Between her Mom and school, with Health Class, she had a pretty decent understanding of her body, of the incipient changes in store.  Some no longer incipient or impending, but actually happening, in fact, well aware and quite pleased and proud of her budding, nascent breasts.  Small they might be, but undeniably breasts they were, firm pert swells topped by small, pale pink puffy peaks.  
Peaks that had abruptly tightened to hard nubs had begun oddly tingly as she explored.  
As they were even now as she lay there in bed, pondering, thinking.  
That hadn’t happened before.  Not like that, anyway.  But that tingling in her tummy sure had.  Real low down, an odd tight/tingle/warmth that, well, was such a wonderful feeling to have!  Felt better than even well the times she’d just lazily press up against the banister at home, or her bedpost, and just gently rock against it.  Sometimes for a long, long time, not really thinking of anything, just gently rocking, eyes closed, her breathing at times growing short and funny.  
She’d felt that very same breathless wonderful dreamy feeling today, but without ever pressing against anything!  Just because of the things she’d seen!  
Sasha couldn’t wait to explore again tomorrow, and there was nothing she’d let stop her, either!  
She kicked the sheet off, feeling somewhat warm, even in just the light cotton nightgown, then just laid there sprawled atop the bed.  ‘What would it be like to do that stuff?’ she thought, ‘and not just look?’ 
Ooooh!  How that made her tummy tighten even more!  Oh yes, tomorrow she’d explore even more.  Peek into those cabinets and drawers, see what was inside.  
Courtney had a better chance of commanding the Earth to stop spinning then she had stopping her cousin’s continuing exploration.  The very next day Sasha had demanded Courtney come with her again downstairs, to play guard during her clandestine examination.  
Sasha’s tummy had already started tingling before she’d gotten the door opened, and that tightness only increased once inside.  She barely gave the first room a glance; nothing interesting there, after all.  The really cool stuff was inside!  
This time she paid more attention to details as she wandered about.  The main room, once past that cloak/sitting room, was octagonal shaped, and rather big, as she’d discovered the day before.  There was a door in each of the eight walls, with most of those doors just as sturdy as the entrance one was.  
She decided to check out what was behind those doors another day, as there certainly was quite enough here to keep her busy, so she just started wandering around, eyes wide and feeling a bit breathless.  Scattered about were a few comfy looking chairs, a loveseat and sofa, some small end- and coffee tables.  Those she didn’t give a second look at.  Not with everything else here!  
This, she was sure, standing in front of it, running small fingertips over the surface, had to be a stock.  It sure looked just like the pictures and drawings she’d seen of them in her history books, anyway!  Nothing fancy, just a vertical post of wood, with a crossbar hinged to permit wrists and neck to be placed inside and secured.  But there were two more placed in this big room, in different places, and they didn’t look quite the same.  One, in addition to the crossbar for head and hands had a second one at the base.  Obviously for feet, she thought.  While the third had, in addition for the crossbars for both feet, head and hands also had a second post, more a bench top, padded in black leather that smelt so heavenly!  It took her only a few moments to discern the purpose: the bench supported the body, probably out to the hips (she wasn’t sure; at 4’ 10” she didn’t quite fir, although she tried) and then the legs bent straight down to have the feet locked below.  
Sasha wished she fit it better, if only to see what that felt like.  But there were sure far more things down here to examine!  Like that.  This had to be a rack; it couldn’t be anything else.  Again it looked far too close like illustrations she’d seen to confuse it with anything else, even if this one - like the third stocks - had the top covered in padded black leather.  
There again seemed to be a variation to that, finding another that looked the same, except one end was split, so that the top looked like a ‘Y’, but laying on its side.  She wriggled up on top, until small sleek hips rested at the juncture of the three padded surfaces, then laid her small slender arms up towards the cuffs at that end, then lithe bare legs down the other, split two, small bare feet close to the cuffs there.  
A sudden, abrupt deep hard shiver rippled through her little body at that, tummy tingling even worse then ever before, especially when she imagined her small wrists and ankles actually locked in those leather cuffs!  Stretched out taut, unable to move or anything!  
Sasha lay there for several very long moments, relishing that wonderful sensation, again surprised at feeling it without pressing against a dog gone thing!  It was the most awesome, marvelous of feelings!  
She finally, reluctantly slithered down then explored some more.  Over there was a smooth wooden X-shaped cross thing, with attached leather straps, while over there was another, looking more like a T-shaped one.  Oohh, there was so much down here!  
She finally crept back out, ignoring her cousin as she shut the door closed behind her.  Courtney would never understand any of that, she was way too little.  
That night, Sasha again found it difficult to drift off to sleep, her mind whirling and churning.  Again the sheet was kicked off, this time with her laying atop her sheets, small hands gripping the head rail of the bed, little bare legs spread wide, just as she had been atop the Y-rack thingy.  ‘What would it be like,’ she wondered, ‘To be strapped down to that?  Unable to move?’ 
Her thoughts continued down that path.  Well, backed up a bit, first, before doing so.  Obviously she couldn’t do that to herself, so someone else must do it for her, no?  So her thoughts picked up from there, imagining laying down atop it as someone else (just a nebulous, vague image, Sasha didn’t picture anyone special, or even picture a gender, just a sort of unspecific, shadowy ‘someone’) tightened the cuffs around her small wrists and ankles, then drew the attached chains slowly tighter and tighter, helplessly stretching her out.  
Her breathing started getting faster at that, short and rapid.  Tummy much tighter, almost throbbing.  Small nipples tightened, turning into hard little flushed points.  Nubs that tingled and throbbed with each breath as her small heaving breasts grazed those now-sensitive tips long the inside of her nightgown.  Sasha was literally gently writhing atop her bed, eyes closed, bathing in those blissful sensations which seemed to grow more and more.  
Then her eyes abruptly flew open, her face bright and hot as she literally flew to the bathroom, mortified.  Once inside she yanked her panties down and hopped up onto the commode...  then grew more and more puzzled.  She was certain she’d had to badly pee!  Hadn’t she started to?  
Peeling off some toilet paper she gingerly blotted herself down there.  Yes.  She was a little wet.  But...  it wasn’t pee.  And it wasn’t sweat?  So, what was it?  
Her smooth forehead wrinkled quite a bit as she puzzled over that, all the while blotting herself and her panties dry.  None of her classes had ever said anything about this!  It sure wasn’t her period, that was for sure, because it wasn’t blood.  So, what could it be?  
Well, where classes and parenting fail, giggling whispered gossip came to the rescue.  Tawny-gold brows lifted in astonishment.  She’d gotten a juicy cootchie!  
Well, that’s what her friends called it, anyway.  Something that happened to a girl when she got excited.  Although Sasha hadn’t been very clear then what had been meant by ‘excited’.  She was still puzzling that out when she padded back to bed, when sleep finally overcame her.  
Her explorations over the next few days certainly helped clear the matter up, a great deal in fact.  For, in addition to the items and furnishings, she’d also found pictures, magazines and movies.  Those were in the first room to the right, once you walked in.  Rather an odd-shaped room, a triangular one.  Probably because there wasn’t much room there because of the outside basement.  Inside there, though, was a big TV, a movie screen, a projector, speakers on the walls, a VCR, and a big dresser full of videos, movie reels, and magazines.  
Bold as she was Sasha didn’t dare play with either the videos or the movies.  The reels she had no idea how to play and the videos she was apprehensive about possibly messing one up by accident.  The magazines, however, were an entirely different story, and she spent a long hour just paging through piles of them.  
Almost every one dealt with the same thing: women being tied up.  Usually by other women, but sometimes by men.  Normally the women were quite naked, something that made Sasha blush a bit.  The naked men had her blushing quite hotly...  not that that kept her from avidly looking.  
The magazines also helped explain what a lot of the stuff she was finding was used for.  Some made her quite curious, like the things called ‘vibrators’.  Others made her shiver with dread, like those evil-looking clothespins she saw at times clipped on nipples...  or worse!  While others, like the whips and stuff made her really nervous, swallowing hard with sheer anxiety and alarm thinking of those things!  
But...  there were other things, too.  Like blindfolds and hoods.  Gags, too.  Sasha didn’t much like the thought of being unable to see.  But the thought, the image, of being gagged, being unable to say a word or nothing, made her sensations feel even stronger.  
By the end of the week she’d pretty much thoroughly explored the entire area.  Some she still didn’t understand.  Why have a shower area down here when there were showers and baths in the main house?  Why have doggie kennel cages when you didn’t have pets?  What were some of those rooms used for?  And some of the stuff she’d found?  
She’d probably never find out.  It wasn’t like she could ask, after all!  Still, she’d certainly found out more then enough.  
More then enough for her to want to try some of this out.  
Unfortunately, it seemed that almost everything in here was either not her size, or needed someone else to do the tying.  Which wasn’t going to do at all, oh no!  
Sasha finally did discover one thing she could probably do on her own.  It wasn’t going to be as tight or as taut as she’d prefer, wasn’t going to do her whole body, but for a first time it should be just right.  At least until she figured out how to use some of the other things.  
In one area of the main room was a circular spot of polished, light gray tiled floor.  From floor to ceiling ran two steel poles about four feet apart.  There were also two more steel poles running from those, sort of making a square.  The upper pole had two sleeves that permitted it to freely move upwards along the upright poles, but not downwards unless you pressed in a stud on each sleeve first, and then you could move them back down again.  
The bottom pole was slipped through double sleeves, permitting it to move freely up and down as well as back and forth.  This pole wasn’t solid like the other three; there was a knurled sleeve in the middle, like for a microphone stand that allowed it to expand wider or shrink smaller.  Sasha assumed, based on some of the pictures she’d seen, that that was to adjust how wide you had your feet go.  Which was good, for her plans.  
All she needed was a set of four cuffs that would fit her wrists and ankles, and those were much harder to find.  She didn’t think she’d ever find any that fit, despaired of that, in fact, before finally stumbling over some in one of the smaller dressers.  
Now all she needed was a few hours to try this stuff out.  And, as if her prayers had been answered, not two days later Aunt Samantha told them they’d have the day to themselves.  
Sasha could hardly sleep at all that night, she was so excited!  Over and over again she rehearsed what she’d do, how to do it...  
...What she’d be daydreaming about as she did.  
By the time she entered the main room - again barefoot, using her sandals to block the door from closing - her heart was racing, she felt so warm and flushed, tummy tingling and tight.  There was a touch of anxiousness and nervousness, too, yes, but mostly she was filling to bursting with eager anticipation.  
First she gathered the cuffs from the drawer, small hands trembling a bit as she did, the smooth soft palms feeling the teeniest bit sweaty.  Those she placed over by the pole thing before small bare feet flashed, scurrying off for more.  None of which she needed, or was going to use, but oh!  how they’d make things ever so much more exciting!  
She carefully moved a small little table to one side, in front, where she could easily see the top if she looked down and to the side a little.  Before too long, sitting atop the table, lay several carefully chosen items.  First was a very smooth, polished inch-thick wooden paddle that looked very much like a hairbrush, but without any bristles.  Next to that lay a leather strap, made of belting leather, three inches wide and eighteen long, with a smooth polished lacquered wood handle.  Then there was a riding crop.  As well there was a flogger, the thongs like bootlaces, twenty of them two foot in length attached to a braided leather handle.  And, finally, a gag.  
Not just any gag, either.  And, boy!  Were there lots to choose from down here, too!  Sasha’s cheeks were quite a bright rose as she sat this gag down, laying the rectangular leather piece carefully flat so that the mouthpiece part was sticking straight up.  If she hadn’t known just what a penis looked like from Health Class, she’d gotten a much better, more vivid picture, from those magazines!  So she had a very good idea just what that mouthpiece was supposed to resemble!  
It was just way too embarrassing to actually use that, but something about the image of being threatened with that being used on her was terribly exciting.  Unable to resist, do anything about having that thing put in her mouth, knowing that she and whoever did that to her knew exactly what it looked like.  What it resembled, would mean with it in her mouth.  
Still, she did want to be gagged during this, but she was a bit nervous about using most of what she’d found.  Thankfully one of the magazine layouts had shown a woman being gagged with a sponge and tape.  Which helped her to decide as, in the dresser she’d found chock full of gags, which is where she got the penis one from, she’d also found a roll of wide white bandage tape and several sizes of spongy balls.  Some of them were soft, some quite firm, with quite a size range.  She picked out one that she felt would, with a little effort, fit just right, then brought those back with her.  
Now she had everything she needed, and her heart really started to race.  She’d debated all night as to what to wear...  or, not wear...  as the case might be.  Part of her wanted to be naked, but somehow, even by herself, she felt too nervously shy to do that.  Maybe another time, after she’d gotten more used to this.  Still, she hadn’t wanted to be fully dressed, either, so last night she’d made the perfect mental compromise.  
It was a matter of moments to shimmy out of her shorts and top, tossing them carefully aside, as if someone had taken them off and didn’t care at all where they fell.  All she was wearing now was her swimsuit.  Her other swimsuit, the one Mom had expressly refused to buy for her.  So-o-o-o...  Sasha had simply used her own money and bought it anyway, without her Mom knowing anything about it.  
Or Aunt Samantha or her baby cousin either.  Although she had described it to Courtney, who had, predictably, agreed with her Mom’s idea about it.  
Personally, Sasha didn’t see a darn thing wrong with it.  It wasn’t like a thong, or anything, even if it was a bikini.  
A string bikini.  The top two small triangles of pale blue that completely covered her nascent budding breasts, the bottoms of the same color, also triangles that covered for and aft, leaving the sides of her sleek hips bare save for the connecting strings.  All the important parts were covered, after all!  So what was all this crap about ‘modesty’ and stuff?  Sheesh!  She wasn’t a baby any more; she was eleven, after all!  
Sasha lifted the upper bar to just over her head, and then adjusted the bottom one so that the cuff connector rings were just shoulder width to her.  Then came the cuffs themselves.  Little fingers trembled with excitement as she picked them up.  Two inch wide bands of gleaming black leather, the buckles and rings bright shining chrome.  Jolting little thrills rippled through her little bikini-clad body as she carefully buckled on all four, drawing them quite snug, especially the two at her wrists.  
Then came the gag.  
From the pictures she’d seen she’d need three or four pieces of tape, so she carefully tore off those first.  Then she picked up the ball and opened her small mouth wide.  It took a little bit to press it inside, but it did fit.  Tasted funny, too; she’d never had a sponge in her mouth before, and wasn’t sure she liked how it tasted or felt.  It filled her mouth a lot, too, gradually expanding inside after being pressed smaller to get inside.  Sasha wasn’t sure the tape was really needed, after all, to keep it inside but, as she’d already prepared the pieces...  
She carefully placed the one right over her mouth - well, actually over the sponge and her lips, as she couldn’t close her mouth shut - before smoothing it down with her small palm.  The second went just under that one, ear to ear as the first, covering a bit under her little chin whereas the first had reached up to just under her pert little nose.  The final two went diagonally, just as in the pictures had shown, with all four being firmly, smoothly pressed against her skin.  
Sasha tried to breathe through her mouth after that, pretty sure she couldn’t but test-trying anyway.  Then tried to push the sponge ball out with her small tongue, and felt a rippling tingle as it didn’t even budge, let alone move.  It only took a few tries before she clearly understood that the only way that ball was coming out was when she used her fingers to pry off the tape and draw it out.  
Huge grass-green eyes grew wide and round, little knees almost buckled when she tried talking...  then making a loud noise...  then yelling.  Talking was right out; she couldn’t make a single noise that sounded at all like a word.  That wasn’t even mentioning the volume: trying to make a sound at her normal speaking volume was quieter then a whisper.  And even a full-throated yell could barely be heard at all.  Sasha couldn’t be sure, but she thought that, if she was in her bedroom like this and someone was outside in the hall, she could try yelling her head off and she wouldn’t be heard.  Although she was pretty certain that she’d be heard if they were both in the same room together.  
It was a shivery-scary-exciting feeling, being gagged, and she couldn’t wait to find out just how much better it all felt once she was finished!  Stepping over, she stood between the two upright poles, shifted her small feet back against the bottom pole, and then crouched down.  Small fingers moved the rings at the ankle cuffs, slipping and clipping them in place to the attachment rings of the pole.  She then stood up, feeling her tummy quiver and throb at seeing and feeling her small feet cuffed and held by the pole down below.  
She did a few test moves.  She couldn’t move forwards or backwards, nor open or close or legs at all.  Nor could she lift her feet.  Well, either foot, anyway.  If she held onto the overhead pole she could lift both feet at the same time.  Not that that was all that easy, but it could be done.  About all she could do was wriggle and shift her feet, using the little play that existed with the attached rings there.  
Her wrists were next.  And Sasha couldn’t secure them the same way she’d done her ankles.  For two reasons.  One was that she didn’t have three hands; once she attached one wrist, she’d have no way to attach the other.  More importantly, however, was she needed to get back down again, after.  She’d no desire to get stuck!  
So she’d thought of a plan.  Instead of using rings that firmly closed once clipped, she’d found some that looked like what mountain climbers used.  Those, too, also would close once clipped.  But, not with their springy middle pieces taped open!  Instead of looking like an oval D shape, they now looked more like a C.  Sasha slipped one each through the attachment rings of the pole, then lifted it carefully upwards, hearing the little ‘click’ sounds as it moved, well aware of once up, it wasn’t coming back down again, not until she could walk to each pole and press those buttons again.  
She lifted it higher and higher until, with her small bare feet pressed flat against the cool tile beneath, the bar was several inches lower then the height of her small wrists when she lifted her arms up high.  It took a bit of work and effort but she was then able, by carefully jerking her wrists, to flick the wrist cuff wrings through the opening of the taped connector clips.  Keeping her feet perfectly flat, Sasha took a deep breath...  then another...  then yet another...  before shoving the pole up another click higher.  There was still some slack left so, with another breath, upwards went the pole with yet another click.  
Sasha softly frowned.  There was still some slack left, more then she really wanted.  Especially when she lifted all the way up on tiptoes.  But she’d need that slack in order to jerk the rings back up and out of the connectors so, whether she liked it or not, better to be a bit looser then she wanted, then tighter then she’d later need for her escape.  
She wished she could see what she looked like.  But she couldn’t have everything, after all.  Besides, regardless what she might look like (and she could, rather easily, picture that anyway in her mind) she certainly knew what she felt like!  Ohmahgawd, did she ever know how she felt!  
Sasha looked around for a few minutes.  Up at her cuffed and secured hands up over her head, held shoulder width to the pole.  Then down to her cuffed small ankles, held just as securely.  Gazed at her bare tummy, so taut and flat.  At the small, hard peaks so terribly obviously pressed against the bikini top, like small pebbles.  If she really had been captured, why, anyone looking at her could tell just how she felt, how this made her feel!  She wouldn’t be able to hide that, at all!  
The sensation that jolted Sasha at that was powerful, so intense her little knees actually did buckle.  She would have stumbled, if not outright fallen, if her wrists hadn’t been cuffed and fastened above.  She felt that, of course.  No way to miss that.  Which, somehow, only made those quickly growing tingles and throbs grow even worse.  She moaned at that realization, one of startled dismay.  Then her eyes grew rounder at that sound, not even realizing she had made a sound to begin with, then at the very muffled noise she had made from behind her gag.  
Her mind started racing.  She had been captured.  Kidnapped.  Mightily struggled but to no avail, partially stripped before being tied up like this.  Gagged to keep silent, no way to call for help, to plead for mercy or release.  Literally stretched out as if on display, no way to cover herself, no way to stop anything that might happen.  She had to escape, just had to!  
Her huge eyes darted down to the table, she whimpered at seeing the paddle, the strap, and crop, ‘remembering’ hearing the voice of her captor, with great delight, promising to use them on her helpless body, to teach her not to fight, not to struggle or resist.  Then moaned at hearing that weird, almost inaudibly muffled involuntary whimper, her tummy throbbing so badly, tight, hot, and tingly.  Then jerked at hearing that muffled moan.  
Her eyes flickered at that gag, the mouthpiece upright and, unbeknownst to her, looking much lifelike, quite rampant.  Again she ‘remembered’ being told that, soon, very soon, she’d have that in her mouth.  After all, she’d have to get used to what that was like, for her to be sold.  
It was almost too much, almost overwhelming, the sensations that rippled, throbbed, seethed inside her.  She’d thought she’d understood, been prepared, but was finding out that it was one thing to daydream, and quite another to experience.  Actually being helplessly secured, being gagged, was adding an intensity to all this that was almost frightening in its power.  Much more so then even the last couple of days had been.  
Her small nipples were so hard and taut, so puckered, that, even through the swimsuit fabric Sasha could clearly see their outline and shape.  And, although she couldn’t clearly see down below, she could certainly feel how the bottoms were sticking to her, as if they were wet from swimming.  
Except...  she hadn’t been swimming.  Which meant she must be juicy again!  And, from what she was feeling, a whole lot more then before!  
Again she ‘fought’ the cuffs that held her.  Jerking and tugging, ‘struggling’ to escape.  There was just...  something...  about that, about being completely helpless, totally in another’s control, that made those tingling feelings so wonderfully marvelous!  She couldn’t explain it, not even to herself.  She didn’t understand it, not at all.  And she didn’t care, either.  
All she cared about was reveling in the sensations, glorying in them, drinking them in like a thirsty sponge, and shamelessly wallowing in them.  
She jerked her small wrists, trying - and failing - to wriggle them loose from the cuffs.  Tugged and pulled her small feet, failing in that, too.  Heard her muffled little sounds as she desperately ‘called for help’.  Every motion - and lack thereof - every sound, every sensation, only increased that seething throbbing in the bit of her tummy.  
Then Sasha started imagining her captor returning, grinning at her still being there, unable to escape.  Knowing that she was about to have the last of her clothes stripped from her, leaving her totally naked.  She had to stop that from happening.  She just had to!  
So she struggled even harder, twisting and jerking her little body, smooth skin now softly flushed, now shining in a thin film of perspiration.  Struggled, writhed, twisted, jerked, kicked out...  
Sasha jerked to a halt, gleaming, fiery-aroused emerald orbs wide and huge as she felt her feet shift wider, heard a soft raspy ‘clickety’ sound from below.  Her head dropped, gazing down at her small feet...  which were now at least six inches further apart then when she’d started.  Which didn’t sound all that much, until she realized that, with her small bare feet fully flat on the tiles, her wrists were quite firmly pulling against the upper pole, not a jot of slack there.  
Somehow the pole had slipped wider.  Sasha tried pulling her ankles together, but the pole didn’t budge.  Then tried harder and harder to pull them together, then gave a hard jerk with her one foot, thinking that maybe the pole was jammed and needed a good hard push.  
It still didn’t move, so Sasha jerked again and again, harder each time.  Then went to give a mighty jerk...  
She didn’t realize just what she’d done, until after.  But, much like pushing against something really stuck, when you go to really push hard, you draw back first.  And, while the pole refused to move at all more closed...  
It seemed quite eager to move in the opposite direction; more open.  With another series of soft raspy clicks the bottom pole extended again, moving as if it was greased.  Sasha gasped, felt her tummy drop.  This time when she regained her balance her small feet were a good eighteen inches wider then when she’d started.  Wide enough apart that, no matter how she shifted and squirmed, her small heels were up off the tiles.  She wasn’t quite up onto the balls of her feet, no.  But, with her full weight onto her cuffed wrists, she couldn’t get her feet flat on the floor again.  
Her heart started racing again, this time not from excitement but from nervous, slowly growing fear.  She carefully rose all the way up onto her tiny toes, taking the weight off her wrists, then started trying to flick and jiggle the rings off the taped connectors.  It was hard going, she had to crane her neck to watch what she was doing, and worse, she could only stay up on tiptoes for a little bit before her slender calves started quivering with the strain.  
She had to get those rings flicked off.  At least one of them, anyway!  Otherwise she’d be stuck here!  
For hours, too!  All day!  she suddenly realized with acute dismay, for she’d never told Courtney the door combination, so her cousin had no way of getting in to help free her, even assuming she’d want to do that!  And if Courtney couldn’t come in to free her that meant she’d be stuck there all day until Aunt Samantha came home!  
That was just too awful to contemplate!  Both being stuck here like this for hours and hours, and being found like this by her Aunt!  She’d die of embarrassment for one and, for another, somehow Sasha didn’t think her Aunt would just let this little indiscretion slide by like she had been doing the others.  
The helpless preteen unconsciously gulped, eyes involuntarily darting down to the stuff on the table, especially the strap and paddle ones.  Aunt Samantha sure as heck wouldn’t have to go far to find anything to punish her with, oh no!  
She finally had to rest, her little muscled calves quivering with the strain.  Which sure didn’t help her slender arms any, not with them then taking her weight fully on her cuffed small wrists.  It wasn’t painful, no, but it also wasn’t at all comfortable, either.  Downright uncomfortable, in fact.  
Just as bad were her lithe trembling legs.  Sasha had to consciously keep them drawn together, afraid that if she relaxed any she might accidentally open them further, with that fiendish pole down there just gleefully letting them open even wider.  It was truly, undoubtedly the oddest sensation, feeling her arms high overhead, fully extended and stretched, while unable to touch the floor with her heels no matter how hard she strained, unable to close her legs and not daring to open them any.  
Now that she wasn’t struggling so hard - either for play or for real - the air felt cool on her bare, sweaty skin.  She also felt very sticky and juicy below still, the bottoms sticking and clinging to smooth bare mound.  
Her small jaws were starting to ache a little, too, not used to being held that open, that wide, for this long.  The ball felt different, too, more, well, wetly squishy.  She silently cursed herself for doing such a splendid job with the gag, for now she wanted nothing more then to rid her mouth of that thing.  She pushed and prodded the ball with her small tongue, tried working her jaws and lips to get rid of the tape, even tried rubbing her face against her small shoulders, but she couldn’t get anything to budge.  
Not that getting ungagged would do a thing to release her from her confinement, but at least that would be one less slowly-growing ache to worry about.  Besides, if she could get ungagged, maybe she could lift herself high enough to reach the cuffs with her mouth and undo one of the buckles with her teeth!  
Alas, that was not to be, for as Sasha had already discovered, she’d done too excellent a job gagging herself.  She was going to have to figure something out, and soon, too!  She still had hours left before Aunt Samantha came home, true.  But she was getting more and more tired, and Sasha was afraid that, not much longer, and she’d be too exhausted to get on tippy toes and keep trying.  
So, once again she lifted up, feeling her little firm calves quivering as she did, and started trying to escape.
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Samantha held her daughter close to her chest, embracing her as she bawled and sobbed.  Elegant fingers lightly stroked Courtney’s long, thick silky honey-blonde hair, rocking her tiny finger atop her lap.
She’d only heard a little so far before Courtney had erupted in semi-hysterical sobs, but what little Samantha had heard hadn’t made her happy in the least, and she had a very unsettling feeling things were worse even then it seemed.  But, until Courtney calmed down enough to talk with, there was no use scolding or getting angry.  
Finally, after several minutes of tears, ranging from deep, gulping, racking sobs to finally sniffles Samantha quietly asked, “Courtney, just what is going on?”  
“Oh Mom, I really messed up!  I’m so sorry!”  the little child miserably said.  
Still lightly stroking her little shoulders and back Samantha replied, “How Courtney?  I still don’t know exactly what’s going on?  And where is Sasha?”  
The tiny form huddled on her lap seemed to curl in upon herself even tighter.  “I messed up bad Mom.  Real bad!  I...  I broke my promise to you.”  
Samantha just kept stroking her back, patiently waiting.  
“Sasha was bullying me last week.  Calling me a baby and stuff.  She made me so mad Mom!”  Courtney said, “I hate her!”  she said with sheer venom, deeply startling Samantha.  “I wish she’d go home!”  
Samantha knew that things had been, well, rocky, between the girls.  But she hadn’t thought things had degenerated so badly as to evoke that degree of anger and spleen in her daughter.  Obviously she’d been mistaken, and she’d have to do something right quick to start correcting that oversight.  But, not right now.  Right now, Samantha needed to find out just what was going on.  “Go on,” she softly murmured.  
“She said I was such a baby that you wouldn’t trust me with anything important.  That you couldn’t count on me for anything, specially not something important like a secret or anything,” Courtney continued, her tone both miserable and fierce.  Slowly, gradually, all the while wishing the ground would just open up and swallow her forever, Courtney explained what had happened.  How she had, in a fit of anger, showed Sasha the hidden recess.  How Sasha had threatened to tell on her, blackmailing her to keep Courtney silent.  
How Sasha had figured out the lock combination.  
That Sasha had been, all week long, exploring inside.  
How she’d gone down that morning, right after Mom had left, imperiously commanding Courtney, ordering her around, calling her ‘twerp’, telling her to get lost and leave her alone.  Just as she had been ever since she’d arrived.  
Samantha was shocked at the confession and explanation.  Angry and coldly furious, too.  The damned child had gotten inside the playroom?  Been exploring inside all week long?  Damn!  There wasn’t any way of mistaking what her playroom was used for, and far too many things in there, well, definitely weren’t for a child to see.  How she was going to explain this screw up to her sister-who needed this additional worry and concern like she needed fifteen extra holes in her head-wasn’t something Samantha wanted to contemplate.  
Sasha had gone too far, that was for sure.  Not that her behavior absolved Courtney’s behavior any!  
“Mom, I’m really sorry,” Courtney miserably whispered.  And she was, too, Samantha could tell.  And sorry in the only way that really mattered; not sorry that she got caught, but sorry that she’d acted irresponsibly, sorry that she broke a rule and a promise.  “I...  I deserve to be punished, and I won’t argue about anything you decide.”  
Good thing, that.  Because arguing never did accomplish anything.  But, still, it did only serve to prove just how awful, how guilty, Courtney really did feel.  “I know you’re sorry baby,” Samantha murmured.  “And you’re right.  You do deserve to be punished, and you will be.  I’m not sure, yet, just what that will be, but it’s going to be something.”  
Courtney just nodded, so miserable and hurting inside she really didn’t care what that was, as long as Mom would, at some point, forgive her for her messing up so badly.  
“I really did try with Sasha Mom.  I mean, I really, really did !  But...  she’s changed Mom!  A lot!  She’s nothing but a spoiled, mean bully now.  I’ve tried to be nice, gave in, and did things she wanted to do.  Everything.  But, it’s like she’s cold and mad and spoiled and...  I dunno,” she finally trailed off, shrugging.  “I hate how she is now.  I wish she was like the Sasha of old.  My friend !”  
“I know baby, I know,” Samantha whispered, softly kissing her daughter’s cheek before rooting in her purse and handing Courtney several tissues.  While she blotted eyes and cheeks dry and blew her small nose Samantha considered things.  Maybe she had been too soft on the girl.  Granted, she’d only taken so much from her herself, cracking down after that first day.  She’d thought that had done the trick, as Sasha had seemed to settle down.  Which, she supposed, she had...  with Samantha .  
But, obviously, not with Courtney .  Instead, it appeared as if Sasha had merely redirected her brattiness onto Courtney, in a cunning, devious way.  And that angered Samantha as much as it did discovering just where the little scoundrel was at this very moment.  
Giving Courtney a hug Samantha quietly said, “Go to your room for now Courtney, and wait for me there.”  
Nodding, Courtney whispered, “Yes Ma’am,” then meekly, without any fuss at all, slipped off her lap and padded forlornly and miserably upstairs without a single backwards glance.  Samantha then rose, dusted off her hands and, with her jaw set and clenched, marched down the steps to the basement.  When she got her hands on that child, she was going to be a very sorry little girl indeed!  
Thick, wavy, shoulder-blade length tresses, their rich auburn color looking deeper with dampness, stuck and clung to her sweaty back, small shoulders and face.  It itched, but there was nothing she could do about that, other then try rubbing her cheeks against her shoulders.  And, right now, she was too tired to do even that, simply hanging there by her small wrists, trying not to moan with discomfort.  
Perspiration trickled down her skin, itching, too.  And again there wasn’t a blessed thing she could do about that.  Or about the growing ache in her shoulders, or the way slender, bare, lithe legs were trembling with fatigue and exhaustion.  
She’d almost, almost gotten one of the rings to flick off a connector, but that had been some time ago.  Right now, there was no way she had the energy to try again for a while.  She needed to rest and recover and, unfortunately, her position in no way encouraged either.  When her legs grew too tired to keep her supported on the balls of her small bare feet so that her wrists and arms could rest, her weight then settled fully onto her arms and wrists, tiring them and making them ache all the more.  And, the more tired they grew, the harder and harder it became to struggle, to try and flip at least one ring free.  
Sasha was in deep doo-doo, and she knew it.  No doubt about it.  It was so frustrating, too!  Like a tease!  She’d been so close, so close!  to getting those cuffs free.  It wasn’t like they were clipped shut like her ankle ones were, after all.  And that closeness to escape was an awful torment.  In fact, it had made her struggle all the more furious, she thought, knowing that she could somehow get loose if she tried hard enough, rather then knowing for sure that she couldn’t !  
Oh, she’d get loose at some point.  She knew that.  Had to believe it.  It would just be too silly and stupid for her to get stuck, after all.  Well, not to mention mortifying, embarrassing and humiliating...  which she mightily refused to contemplate.  She’d just have to be more careful next time, that’s all.  
Now that she’d stopped struggling, now that she’d convinced herself that she would, in fact, get free, those tingling feelings were slowly coming back.  Not as quickly, not as intensely as before, no.  No surprise there, she thought, not as achy and uncomfortable as she was.  But, still, they were coming back.  At least, now she had a really better idea what it was like to really be captured and helpless, she thought with a wry, exhausted grin, trying to find something light about her predicament.  
If only that stinky ankle pole thing hadn’t messed up, today would have been perfect!  she mentally groused.  Everything had gone just perfect up to then!  
Sasha groaned again, reflexively shivering hearing, once more, how muffled that sounded due to the gag, as her shoulders and arms quivered anew with strain.  Thankfully the wrist cuffs seemed wide enough not to actually dig into the skin, which was a good thing considering her full weight was on her wrists at the moment.  She’d just rest a moment, that’s all, she thought as she closed her eyes and rolled her head forwards.  Just rest a bit before trying again.  And, this time, she’d get loose for sure!  
She didn’t actually doze; it was too uncomfortable for that.  But, it did take a few moments to filter through her exhausted mind that she’d heard something.  The first sound, really, she’d ever heard when down here, unless she’d made it herself.  Sasha lifted her head back upright then tossed it, flipping her hair from off her face...  then froze.  
Implacably marching her way towards her was Aunt Samantha!  
Sasha felt her blood freeze, turn to ice.  She whimpered, huge enormous grass-green eyes flicked all around as if seeking some miraculous avenue of escape.  But there was nothing she could do, nothing at all.  Just stand there, horribly exposed, helpless to move or anything.  Even try and make an excuse!  
Samantha’s expression didn’t help any, either.  A cold, stern, furious expression that made her whimper again.  Somehow she didn’t think she was gonna wriggle out of this!  But, even so, her mind started rapidly whirring, trying to come up with a believable excuse...  assuming she’d ever be able to talk and use it!  
And Samantha was furious, no doubt about it, glaring at the child as she stalked over towards her, stopping at last mere feet in front of her, deep blue orbs cold as a glacier, furnace-hot as molten glass glancing at the discarded clothing, the table with the items.  Everywhere, it seemed, but at the errant child immediately before her.  
Sasha visibly shivered as Samantha simply dropped her sandals atop the pile of clothes on the floor.  Gulping she looked up, seeing the door at the far end now firmly closed.  Then gave a visible swallow seeing her Aunt gazing at the table again, a fingertip stroking along some of the items...  including that embarrassing gag Sasha had put there!  
Sasha paled, skin turning almost translucent, tiny gold freckles standing out in stark relief as her Aunt finally looked up, right into her eyes and (seemingly) mildly, idly said, “Enjoying yourself, hmmm?”  
“Nnnnnh hhhhhh!”  Sasha shook her head, denying that she was, beseeching and imploring with her huge eyes for release.  
“Really?”  Samantha returned.  “How...  odd.  Considering that you’ve been coming down here every day for a week.  If you’re not enjoying yourself, what are you, then?  A glutton for punishment?”  she said, a fingertip stroking along the leather strap on the table.  
Sasha groaned, then furiously blushed at hearing that odd muffled noise.  ‘Busted!’ she thought.  ‘In a big way!’ 
Make no mistake about it, Samantha was angry.  Coldly furious.  There would be no excusing this misadventure, oh no!  But, justifiably incensed or not, she couldn’t help but also objectively, clinically, appraise the situation either.  
Or, more properly, the disobedient child herself.  
Glittering cool deep blue orbs slowly drifted from head to toe, missing not a thing.  Most certainly she didn’t miss how the bikini bottoms, in front, were now soaked, the fabric a dark midnight blue rather then the pale blue of the rest of the swimsuit.  
Nor, did it seem, did Sasha miss that deep examination of her helpless body so prominently displayed.  For her pale, alabaster skin slowly flushed, turning a soft rose all the way down to her toes.  Then moaned in dismay, ducking her head, tiny toes tightly curling and wriggling as her Aunt mildly said, “Sure seems as if you were enjoying yourself.”  
‘She knows!’  Sasha mentally groaned in mortification.  ‘She saw!’ 
And indeed she did, and had.  Samantha continued her examination, discerning how the child had been secured as well as Sasha herself.  She silently snorted, seeing the pole the girl had used.  ‘No wonder she’s stuck,’ Samantha thought.  The adjustment sleeve of that pole used to have three workable settings: fully slideable, fully locked, and slide-open only.  But the sleeve had broken some time ago, and even when in the ‘fully locked’ position would slip into the ‘slide-open’ one.  Samantha had never bothered to have that fixed, as she never really used the locked position.  Of course, poor little Sasha hadn’t known that.  
Sasha moaned again, feeling the strain and ache in her little arms and legs.  “Ppffhh lllhhttt mmhhh ddhhnn!”  Then huge eyes grew even rounder, little stretched out body trembled more as Samantha just ignored her, didn’t even seem to acknowledge hearing her!  Instead, she simply, very slowly, walked around her as she hung there.  Sasha flushed even more, feeling very helpless and exposed, very much on display, and there wasn’t a thing she could do about it.  
Samantha noted the clever way Sasha had fixed the wrist cuffs to the upper pole, nodding to herself as she saw the taped open connectors.  Obviously she’d been taken by surprise by the ankle pole slipping open, for as taut as she currently was there was no way she could have gotten the cuffs attached.  
“So, you like being tied up, hmmm?”  she asked from behind the girl.  There was a frantic headshaking of denial accompanied by muffled negation too.  Samantha said nothing, simply walked over to a nearby dresser and removed two sturdy clips.  Sasha’s eyes grew wide at that.  She struggled anew, rapid muffled plaints as she helplessly watched her Aunt affix them to the cuffs and pole.  
Firmly, inescapably securing her now.  No way to wriggle the cuffs free!  
Standing in front of the child again Samantha gazed at her with a firm stern mien, folding her arms across her chest.  “You’re in a great deal of trouble little miss,” she grimly said.  “I’m sure you’re aware of that, though, aren’t you?”  
Sasha just cringed and whimpered, wanting to just fall right through the floor into a bottomless pit.  Sharing, although she didn’t know it, the same feeling her cousin did just a short while ago.  Enormous green eyes flickered up to the new clips holding her small wrists fast then back to her Aunt, wide, nervous, apprehensive-and, yes, a touch of fear-orbs looking at her, wondering what that meant.  
The barest corner of Samantha’s lip curved.  “You aren’t properly tied up unless you can’t get free.  Don’t you agree?”  
Sasha gulped again, feeling her tummy flutter.  She softly whimpered, the sound muted almost into silence.  Small fingers tightened into fists, tiny toes tightly clenched.  Her little, stretched-out body shivered and trembled.  
Samantha was no stranger to youthful daydreams and fantasies.  After all, she’d had them as a child.  Experienced eyes took in the tableau before her, particularly the items on the table.  Which, obviously enough, weren’t exactly needed for the actual securing so, most likely, were there as, well, ‘window dressing’.  To make the daydream more exciting for the child.  
She was still furious with her niece, for several reasons.  The bullying of her daughter, the lies and deceits, and the breaking into her private room.  But, anger notwithstanding, she was more then mildly curious about just how deep Sasha was into things.  Being an experienced Mistress, she supposed that just came naturally to her, the desire to appraise and explore another’s desires.  
There were certain ‘stock’ fantasies.  Those that were shared by the majority of people.  So Samantha started testing the waters, as it were, with those.  “So,” she seemingly idly asked, “Now that I have you captured and helpless, I wonder what I should do next, hmm?”  as she picked up the riding crop and caressed it length.  
‘My my my!’ she thought, noting Sasha’s reaction.  The child’s eyes flew wide open, staring at Samantha in wide-eyed horror, dread, and stunned shock.  She literally jerked in the cuffs, moaned and flushed, then rapidly started shaking her head as she twisted and squirmed, as if by doing so able to change what was happening.  
That, however, was not all that happened.  Samantha was quick to notice the twin points that abruptly tented against the swimsuit top.  The child’s blush deepened further, turned hotter as she noticed just where her Aunt was gazing.  What she was gazing at .  But she was incapable of stopping that reaction and, indeed, they simply puckered all the tighter at her embarrassment at that.  
Oh yes, this went beyond mere childish fascination and fun, Samantha thought.  This is actually arousing to her.  Stimulating.  
Which made her eminently trainable, in fact.  
That thought just popped out of nowhere, it seemed, taking Samantha quite by surprise.  She grew deeply thoughtful, an expression that only made Sasha feel more nervous.  Objectively, it didn’t bother her that this was her niece.  Samantha had no difficulty with the concept of teaching or explaining such things as bondage, submission or the like with either her daughter or her niece.  How else would they, should they become curious, safely satisfy that curiosity?  Have their questions answered?  Better that she answer them, than risk them finding out the wrong answers.  Worse, at the hands of evil people who meant them no good.  
So, no, Samantha had no real objections, no problems, with speaking to either of them about matters.  At the proper time, that is.  
However, Sasha was only eleven.  Extremely young, by any standard, no matter that it was clearly obvious by the gentle swells concealed beneath the bikini top that she was maturing.  
Maturing into a misbehaving brat, too, she abruptly recalled, remembering, pensive eyes suddenly hardening again.  
Poor Sasha had no idea what was going on, what was going to happen.  She’d thought...  hoped, prayed...  that her Aunt would release her and, no matter how embarrassed she was at being caught, no matter how nervous and scared she was of whatever punishment was likely to be meted out, at least she’d be let down from this!  
But, instead of being freed, her Aunt had clipped her cuffs so she couldn’t ever get loose on her own!  
And then had said what she had, which made that soft little tingle in her tummy (that had started to rapidly disappear once she’d been caught) suddenly, abruptly, furiously grow again.  She swallowed hard, well aware that Samantha still held that riding crop, tensing already, wondering if she was gonna spank her with it!  
Her face and chest felt on fire as her Aunt had looked at her little breasts.  Sasha didn’t have to look down herself to know what she had to be looking at, and the embarrassment of knowing she was brazenly showing off those peaks only made the tingles worse and, she was sure, made them look even harder too!  
And then she really moaned in mortified dismay as a sudden thought hit her.  This was worse, far worse, than simply being caught.  This was Aunt Samantha’s place, after all.  And all these things were hers .  She must know how all of them were used.  
And why they were used.  Why they made girls feel the way they did when they were used.  
Which meant she had to know how Sasha felt!  Not guess, but know!  
Aunt Samantha would know (even if Sasha didn’t!) what pointy hard nipples meant for a girl.  Would know what a juicy cootchie meant!  Sasha couldn’t hide either of them from Samantha, certainly not the way she was forced to stand like this!  
It was all horribly embarrassing, but there was nothing Sasha could do about her predicament.  And she had no one to blame for this but herself!  
Aunt Samantha continued just gazing at her, making Sasha feel rather like a bug in a jar.  She just wanted to run; to hide; to shrink away; to vanish and disappear from that intense scrutiny.  But, of course, she couldn’t do any of that.  All she could do was just stand there, exposed and unable to hide or escape in any way.  Nor, for that matter, could she try making an excuse or, as she had been doing lately, bluster, bluff, or have histrionics.  
Had Sasha any real clue what thoughts were going through her Aunt’s mind at that moment, she would have quailed quite a bit more then she actually was doing.  As far as Samantha was concerned, the child well and truly deserved punishment for her disobedience and misbehavior.  However, punishment would only take care of the immediate ‘crimes’...  of which, granted, she’d racked up quite a few.  There was still the problem of what to do about the inherent cause of that conduct.  Changing that wasn’t going to be a simple matter of laying the well-deserved hammer down this once.  No.  No, to change her niece’s conduct and behavior was a matter of discipline, and not just punishment.  
Samantha continued intently gazing at Sasha, glittering deep blue orbs quite pensive and thoughtful, as the child helplessly stood there before her.  There were, of course, quite a few ways in which a regiment of firm discipline could be introduced.  However, now that Sasha had discovered the playroom and Samantha had, in turn, discovered Sasha’s reactions to certain things because of that, an entirely new set of options had opened up.  
There was, after all, far more to D/s then just sex.  Or even just control.  It was, in many ways, at its most basic level, a matter of discipline .  For both the Mistress and the slave.  And discipline was certainly what this little bratty rascal needed.  
Samantha didn’t know how long Sasha had been changing.  To the best of her recollection it had to have been within the year - she hadn’t been like this last summer, anyway - and goodness knew she’d gone through a lot during the last twelve months.  Plus, if she was hitting puberty early, that was adding additional complications to her behavior, the physical changes, and emotional upheavals unsettling enough to a child in a stable environment.  So, simply correcting her as she’d always been before in the past, requiring her to ‘toe the line’, might not be sufficient in and of itself.  Very likely the child needed, well, quite the ‘wake up call’ .  
Enormous emerald orbs, wide with consternation, apprehension and embarrassment dropped down, Sasha watching as Samantha squatted, crouching down at her wide-spread small cuffed feet.  “I’ m going to adjust your feet closer together,” Samantha said, never looking up or meeting the girl’s staring eyes.  “This time.  If you move them apart again, you’ll just have to deal with the result.”  Twisting the knurled sleeve to the free-sliding position Samantha then moved the pole inwards until Sasha’s small feet were just a little closer together than shoulder width.  Although she heard the sigh of relief she acted as if she hadn’t.  
She then set the adjustment sleeve back to the ‘slide-open only’ position before straightening back up.  Gazing deeply into Sasha’s eyes she said, “I’ m going to take this off, for now,” as she lightly tapped with a forefinger tip the tape firmly sealed over small lips.  And again she acted as if she didn’t notice - or deigned not to notice - the deep gusty sigh of relief and hope as she said that.  Samantha carefully pried up the ends with a tapered nail before gently peeling them back and off, simply wadding them into a ball before laying that on the tabletop along with the other items there.  
“Quite a large ball you chose to use,” she noted, struggling to keep her lips from twitching at the abrupt crimson tide flooding her skin at that.  “I’ll have to remember, next time, you can handle ones that size,” she added, and this time the child paled and nervously trembled.  
‘Next time?’  Sasha fretted, trying not to groan in dismay.  ‘What does she mean, next time?’ even as she held her head very still, little chin lifted upwards, doing whatever she could to make it easier for her Aunt to remove the tape and ball.  She winced a little as the tape was peeled back, even as she felt her Aunt trying to be gentle doing so, quite grateful that she didn’t just yank the pieces off like she easily could have done.  Once the last piece was off she urgently tried pushing the sponge ball out with her little tongue but, as the ball had expanded once inside, it wasn’t moving much at all.  
“Mmppfh?  Ppffhh?”  she whined, jiggling her chin, impatiently wanting that ball out, and now!  Aunt Samantha didn’t bother hurrying or anything, just took her sweet time rolling up the tape pieces first.  At last!  she started working the ball out and Sasha helped as best she could, pushing along with her small tongue as Samantha carefully drew the spongy sphere out.  
“Phaw!  Ick!”  Sasha worked her small, aching jaws, trying to work the kinks out.  Hotly blushed too, for, as the now-sodden ball was withdrawn a great deal of puddled saliva came along with it, trickling down her little chin.  Samantha ignored the soaked sponge ball, just sat it down on the table next to the balled up tape before folding her arms across her chest again and fixing the girl with a stern, focused gaze.  
“You have some explaining to do, I think, little girl,” she sternly said.  
“It...  it wasn’t my fault!”  Sasha blurted, saying the first (reasonably believable) excuse that popped into her head.  “Honest!  Courtney dared me!  Dared me to come in and play in here.  Then, after she had me like this she just left!  Said she’d be back in a couple of hours...  to...  let...  me...  “ 
Her hasty explanation tapered off into a deathly silence, she swallowed hard, turning pale as ice at the snapping, furious, fiery anger in her Aunt’s eyes.  It was far too late to take her words back, she realized with growing fearful dread.  And that was the absolutely wrong excuse to use.  Normally of late she’d simply defiantly bluff her way through an awful situation like this, even with her Aunt.  But, this time...  
Sasha actually whimpered, cringing back from that glare.  She hated herself for whimpering, for feeling like she did, but she couldn’t help herself.  Not when she was still firmly secured as she was, immobile and helpless.  Somehow, in a way she didn’t fathom or understand, that seemed to break down, to breach, every defiant, bold, mutinous wall inside her.  
Sasha expected to be yelled at.  Harshly scolded.  Called out, branded a liar.  Something .  But, what was happening felt far, far worse, for her Aunt just kept looking at her with that awful furious, scornful glare.  Her disdain for Sasha literally pulsed out in palpable waves, making Sasha feel smaller, more ashamed of herself, then she had in a very long time.  
And then, she just turned away.  Started walking off, leaving her there.  
“Aunt S-s-s-Samantha?”  she stuttered.  “W-w-wha...  what are you d-d-d-doing?  You’ re not g-g-g-gonna leave me, are y-y-you?  Aunt Samantha?  Aunt Samantha!”  
Her Aunt just kept walking, paying her no mind or heed.  “Aunt Samantha!  Lemme down!  I wanna get off this!  Lemme down!”  Sasha’s voice changed from soft pleadings to strident demands but she might as well have kept quiet, for nothing she said or did made a difference.  She started jerking, tugging, yanking at the cuffs, twisting and turning to no avail.  All she could do was helplessly watch as her Aunt opened the door, walked out, then firmly closed it behind, sealing her inside the room, still helplessly secured and unable to get free.  
The seeds of an idea were beginning to germinate in Samantha’s mind and she needed a bit of time to deliberate on it.  Ignoring the pleads and then indignant squawks and demands of her niece she closed the main playroom door behind her, reflexively spinning the wheel and shooting the securing bolts home before re-entering the basement proper and closing that door as well.  Her deeply thoughtful look remained as she slowly paced upstairs to speak with her daughter.  Opening the bedroom door she started, “Courtney, baby, I’d like to...  “ 
Her words tapered off as she saw her daughter.  Sitting on the edge of her bed, cutoffs and panties removed and neatly folded, laying at the one end of the mattress.  At her side was her sturdy maple hairbrush.  Courtney glanced up at her Mom as she entered, a truly woebegone, miserable expression on her face, eyes puffy and red from crying, little pert nose pink, before lowering her gaze again to stare at her folded tiny hands on her bare lap.  
Samantha’s heart melted.  Without being told Courtney had (understandably so) assumed being sent to her room was the precursor to her being punished.  And had obviously assumed that her misdeeds had been serious enough to justify a bare-bottom hairbrush paddling.  So, without a complaint, without any tearful pleadings, she’d simply gotten ready for just that.  
Sasha very rarely hairbrushed her daughter.  Especially on the bare.  In fact, it was unusual for her even to spank Courtney; well, unusual once she’d grown enough to become more responsible, mature enough that other forms of punishment were effective as discipline.  Still, ‘unusual’ was not the same as ‘not at all’ and, on those rare occasions when Courtney truly deserved and earned a bare bottom paddling, she’d gotten one.  No ifs, and or buts...  other then her butt, of course.  
Truth be told, what she’d done did deserve a paddling.  Not so much for breaking her promise by showing her cousin what she had, but for the deceit that followed.  Considering the degree of provocation - and Samantha was slowly growing to understand she’d seriously underestimated how severely things had degenerated between those two - Samantha most likely would have firmly scolded Courtney, and perhaps grounded her for a week along with extra chores, had her daughter come to her right afterwards and confessed.  
But, by hiding what she’d done, and compounding that by saying nothing at all about Sasha’s unauthorized excursions, she’d grossly compounded her original error.  Courtney was quite perceptive in deciding she had a bare-bottom hairbrushing coming.  At the very least!  
But...  not at the moment.  
Samantha sat down next to her daughter and patted her lap.  Like a streak of lightning, before she could blink, the tiny child was perched atop, little arms fastened around her torso like an octopus, clutching tightly.  Samantha cuddled her daughter for a while, gently rocking back and forth as she made wordless, crooning soothing sounds.  Courtney was more then a bit surprised.  Not at being cuddled like this; she always was...  after her spankings.  Just not before one!  
“I’ m sorry I didn’t listen, pay closer attention to you, before, baby,” Samantha softly murmured.  “I should have, and I didn’t, and I’ m sorry.”  
Courtney nodded against her chest and mumbled, “It’s OK Mom.”  And it really was, too.  Courtney never doubted how much her Mom loved her.  Never doubted how hard her Mom tried to be fair, just and understanding.  But, she was old enough now to also understand her Mom was human, too and, just like Courtney, could make mistakes at times.  Any misunderstanding about things wasn’t because her Mom didn’t care, but were true accidental oversights.  
“Sasha has changed baby.  You were right about that.  I just didn’t see how deep those changes had gone,” Samantha explained.  
“Did you find her?”  Courtney asked.  
Samantha nodded.  “Ummm...  yes.  I did.  And that’s something I want to talk to you about, too.”  
Courtney peeked up at her Mom at that, huge sea gray eyes peeping up through long, thick, feathery, very pale sooty-tipped lashes.  “Sasha needs help baby,” Samantha continued.  “She’s had a rough time, it seems, this last year.  I think, with all that’s been going on at home, she’s felt neglected.  Lost.  Confused.  And that’s coming out with her being rebellious and misbehaving.”  Samantha gave a little shrug.  “That’s understandable, but, it isn’t acceptable .  I wouldn’t accept that with you, and I certainly won’t accept that with her .  Nor will I send her back to Aunt Ruth the same way.”  
Courtney perked up at that.  It seemed as if Sasha would finally be getting what she deserved, at long last!  Which was good, as far as she was concerned.  But, what was confusing her was what part she was expected to play in this.  She sure hoped it wasn’t to be nice and kind and understanding to her cousin.  She’d already been doing that and had a tummy full of doing so!  
“Where is Sasha?”  she finally asked, wondering (actually, hoping !) if Mom had already blistered her butt.  
Samantha didn’t answer right away, a thoughtful look on her face.  “That’s both a simple and a complicated answer baby,” she finally replied.  “And, because I’ll be wanting your help with Sasha, and I hope you’ll be willing to help me, I’ve got quite a bit to tell you first.  To begin with, let me tell you about where she is, and why that is down there...  “ 
Sasha was not, in some ways, a happy camper.  Granted, that awful ball was no longer in her mouth, and her small jaws were finally no longer aching.  And, true, the strain on her slender little arms and legs were a whole lot less.  But she was still stuck here and, now that her Aunt had fastened those other clips to the wrist cuffs, she’d no way at all of getting down.  Which didn’t stop her from trying, anyway.  
She didn’t know how much longer she’d have to stand here, either.  It had been quite a while, and she was more then ready to be let down.  No matter what Aunt Samantha had implied, Sasha, by now, had reasoned out that she’d just been trying to put a scare into her.  Well, she was way too grown up for that to work!  Maybe at the time she’d been scared.  A little.  But, now that she’d had some time to think on things, there was no way her Aunt would really leave her like this all day long.  
It wasn’t as exciting right now as it had been.  Part of that was knowing she’d been busted, that her Aunt knew she was down here, held like this.  It was kinda hard to daydream, and enjoy those daydreams, when reality was rudely intruding.  The only confusing thing, though, was that, while it wasn’t as exciting as before, it still was, now and then, making her tummy feel funny inside.  
It was way different daydreaming being captured by a shadowy, vague, faceless figure, and of being found out by her own Aunt, after all!  In some ways, it was even more embarrassing being like this with her Aunt, then some unknown ‘person’ .  And that didn’t even take into account what she was likely to face after all this was over, either!  
In many ways her Mom and her Aunt Samantha were alike.  And one of those ways was their ideas on how to raise children.  Firm yet just, loving yet constant.  Rules were set, limits were defined, lines were drawn, and held to.  Not out of meanness (although at times it sure seemed that way!) but, instead, out of love.  Sasha could understand that, now, at an instinctive level.  Until she was much older, maturer, of course, she’d never really understand.  No child could.  Not on the conscious, aware plane an adult could and would.  And as much as she might grouse and complain about rules she thought were silly and stifling, she’d always, before, obeyed them.  
But, not now.  And, not for a long while now.  Why should she, when her parents were too concerned about themselves to pay any heed to her?  On one level Sasha knew that was being selfish, unkind, and thoughtless.  She knew her parents had still loved her, still cared.  But they’d always been her bedrock, and discovering that solid foundation was nothing but crumbling sand had been terribly traumatizing.  She didn’t dare act up around her Dad, not with him so suddenly turning as hostile and violent as he had (and oh, how awful and terribly guilty she’d felt when he died, as if she’d been solely responsible for that!).  She had, however, done so around her Mom.  
Little things at first, then increasingly so, as her Mom seemed oblivious to the smaller infractions.  And, towards the end, even big things didn’t result in anything meaningful in return, just scolds and yells that Sasha had returned with equal vigor, with blazing hot defiance.  More and more, until her attitude became the rule rather then the exception.  With everyone.  Friends, teachers, everyone.  And, rather then anyone putting their foot down, yanking her up short, all of them simply caved in to her.  Well then, if no one else cared about any silly old damned rules, then why should she ?  What Sasha didn’t, and couldn’t, understand was that everyone was aware of the strife and troubles in her family.  Their patience and kindness were well meant, just misguided.  
Even her own Aunt and goody-two-shoes little cousin were just as icky sweet and nice.  Aunt Samantha might have, after the first few days, put her foot down, but she sure hadn’t done it in any real, meaningful fashion.  Not like she would have last year, anyways!  Which all just proved rules were pretty pointless and unimportant.  Why should she bother to follow them if they didn’t mean crap?  
Sasha was pretty positive violating the rule about this room was a biggie, especially considering what was in here.  And Aunt Samantha sure didn’t look all that pleased at her lame excuse, especially when she’d stupidly tried sharing the blame with her twerp cousin.  Small shoulders shrugged.  Big deal.  She’d been paddled before.  She didn’t like it, nope, nope!  But, she’d live.  Heck, if she played her cards right she might not even be paddled.  
Yeah.  That was the ticket!  Head her Aunt off at the pass.  Be sniffling and teary before .  Sobbing and so, so sorry.  She didn’t really mean to act up.  It’s just that, well, she was hurting so bad inside, what with all that had been going on.  Yeah, that was it.  Heck, if she did it right, she probably wouldn’t even get spanked!  Nothing more then a lecture.  Probably a kind, nice, caring one too, she snorted.  
Of course, if her Aunt did decide to paddle her, Sasha was uncomfortably aware of the stuff on the table she’d sat there herself.  Then small bare shoulders rolled in another dismissive shrug.  They might be ‘used’ on her in her daydreams, but no way would they be used on her.  Not for real, not on a kid.  Well, except for that one paddle that looked like a hairbrush.  But Sasha was supremely confidant she’d be able to play her Aunt like she’d been playing everyone else lately.  
Dog gone it, why did her Aunt have to go and ruin everything!  What the heck was she doing home this early anyway?  Sasha quietly started fuming.  And if she was gonna come in and spoil her fun why the heck just leave her alone like this?  The more she thought about that the more annoyed and piqued Sasha got.  There was no good reason for Aunt Samantha to have come home early, and all Sasha could think of was that that twerp Courtney must have called her Mom and tattled.  Boy!  If she had, was Sasha ever gonna take it out on her butt for sure!  She was gonna make her Aunt pay, too, for ruining her fun.  She just wasn’t sure how, yet, but, she promised herself she would.  
Although her little arms and legs weren’t aching and trembling with strain anymore from her weight or posture, they were starting to ache again, but in a different way.  Sasha was discovering that a person could only stand immobile for so long, with their arms upraised, before their muscled started complaining about that.  Adding to that was the fact that Sasha, much as her little cousin, was an active child, and wasn’t at all used to remaining motionless like this for any length of time.  Little, firm, sleekly-toned muscles used to running, playing soccer and other athletic endeavors started gently quivering again from being held in that unnatural posture and stillness.  Sasha just wanted to move, darn it!  
As the minutes slowly passed, Sasha’s original chagrin, embarrassment, fright and humiliation at being found shifted.  Now she was growing impatient, unhappy and quite upset and annoyed.  When the inner door finally opened an hour later (although, to Sasha, it seemed much longer then that) she was quite ticked off at her Aunt.  Just not enough to ruin her Oscar-winning performance she’d planned.  
“Hey!”  she abruptly blurted, jerking in the cuffs, as she saw the second, much smaller, figure pad in behind her Aunt.  It was her twerp of a cousin, Courtney!  Sasha turned beet-red as she saw her cousin peek out from behind her Mom from across the room to stare at her.  How dare Aunt Samantha bring that baby in here with her!?  Sasha was furious, and, just as bad, no little embarrassed and self-conscious at having that twerp see her like this.  That also ruined her plans, for there was no way she was gonna act all crybaby-ish in front of Courtney!  
Courtney, for her part, was looking around in wide-eyed wonder.  It was one thing for Mom to explain all about this room and the stuff inside, and quite another to actually see it!  She actually gave Sasha a passing glance (after all, it wasn’t as if she was gonna be going anywhere, she thought with a silent nervous giggle) before gazing all around with huge, enormous gray eyes.  
She wasn’t as scared at this stuff as she would have been had Mom not patiently explained all about it, and she - reluctantly - had to give her cousin points for her own bravery.  Courtney didn’t think she could have, all by herself, all alone, explored in here while having no idea what was up.  She still wasn’t sure what people found ‘fun’ and ‘pleasurable’ about it, as it didn’t seem at all fun to her.  But, evidently people did .  Otherwise Mom wouldn’t have stuff like this down here.  Nor, for that matter, would Mom have fibbed to her about that, either.  
Finding out about all this was one thing.  Being told that Sasha was one of those who liked it quite another.  That seemed so, well...  weird .  But, again Courtney believed her Mom about that.  Besides, all she had to do was look forwards and see her cousin.  Even Courtney couldn’t believe Sasha would do something like that to herself if it hadn’t been fun for her to do so.  
Besides, Mom had promised to illustrate that point to Courtney, using Sasha as an example.  So, while she might not really understand the stuff down here - yet - she was really looking forward to seeing her bratty, bullying cousin taken down a peg or three.  Mom had taken time upstairs, not only talking about Sasha, what she was found doing - and the reasons why - but what she had in mind, and the part Courtney could play if she wished.  
Wished?  Wished ??  Was Mom kidding ?!  Courtney would give up her beloved horseback riding lessons, her gymnastics classes, heck, everything!  to be included in her cousin’s comeuppance!  
Courtney knew that she’d need lots more coaching and teaching to do things right, and desperately hoped the little bit of rehearsal she’d had would be enough for now.  It was hard, so terribly hard, keeping her face expressionless as they walked up closer to her squirming, hotly blushing, obviously angry and embarrassed cousin, when all she wanted to do was gawk and giggle.  But Mom had stressed how important it was to look, well, not bored, just indifferent.  
About halfway across to Sasha Mom nodded, whispered to her to go ahead while she got something.  Courtney nodded then kept walking, tiny sneakered feet padding across the carpet, stopping once just in front of her cousin.  “Get lost twerp!  This is none of your business!”  Sasha softly hissed, furious beyond belief.  Courtney just ignored her, reveling inside at finally being able to do just that.  There wasn’t a single thing, after all, Sasha could do, other then impotently threaten.  
Then Courtney’s little jaw dropped, unable to stop gawking, as she finally really noticed the swimsuit.  “Aunt Ruth said you couldn’t have that!”  she indignantly blurted.  
“Shut up, you little tattletale!”  Sasha hissed back.  “And go away!  Scram!”  
Courtney bit her little lower lip, angry with herself for loosing control like that.  But she couldn’t help it, this was just one more example of how naughty, fractious, and contrary Sasha had become.  She was positive Aunt Ruth didn’t know Sasha had that!  Nor would permit her to wear it either.  Of course that went without saying she giggled to herself.  You couldn’t very well wear something you weren’t allowed to have.  
Sasha was furious, but there wasn’t much she could do.  But wait, oh yes, just wait until she was let down!  She’d make that little twerp pay for this!  Gritting her teeth Sasha disdainfully looked away, ignoring her little cousin.  She’d make her life living hell from now on, just you wait and see!  
By now Samantha had found what she’d been looking for and was standing next to her daughter.  “I’d thought that looked a little ‘racy’ for Aunt Ruth to approve of,” she noted to her daughter.  Courtney nodded, quite gleeful.  Samantha just shrugged.  “No matter; she won’t be wearing it shortly.”  
Sasha had shuddered a bit at the iron condemnation in her Aunt’s tone, then shuddered again at her words.  She couldn’t put her finger on anything, but she sensed something was up, she just didn’t know what.  
Courtney, meanwhile, was looking quite curiously at the stuff on the tabletop.  Mom had explained what she’d see there, and their purpose.  Her jaw had dropped at that, stunned that there had been so many different things one could use to spank with.  Jeez, adults were sillier then she’d ever thought!  
She’d gotten an even bigger shock when Mom had told her that, properly and carefully used, each and every one of them could, in fact, be used on her cousin.  That shock had quickly disappeared, replaced instead by an eager, speculative gleam.  Oh yes!  Her nasty cousin was really in for it!  
“Well Sasha, I see you’ re still hanging around,” Samantha murmured.  
“Very funny!”  Sasha sullenly replied, yanking at the cuffs, the rings making a soft jingling sound.  “Now let me down!”  
Samantha just lightly shook her head.  “No.  No dear.  I don’t think so.  Not for a while yet.  Certainly not until I’ve explained some things to you first.”  
“Fine then!”  Sasha huffed, tipping her head up and away, salvaging what little dignity she still possessed.  She flat out refused to beg or whine in front of her baby cousin, no matter what.  She persisted ignoring her Aunt as she continued.  At first.  
“Whatever reasons you might have for your behavior, little girl,” and Sasha visibly seethed at that, “They are inexcusable.  I know your mother, and I know she’d never raise you to be such a spoiled, wicked child.  And I know you know better, too.  However you may currently be acting up.  I won’t accept that from Courtney, and I sure won’t accept that from you.  Nor, for that matter, will I allow you to return home at the end of summer the way you are.”  
Sasha simply shrugged, doing her best I-don’t-care-what-you-want-or-think attitude.  
“Your behavior has been inexcusable.  And you will be punished for that, yes.  But, that’s not what this little ‘chat’ is going to be about.”  
Still keeping her head turned to the side Sasha nevertheless curiously peeped at her Aunt from the corner of her eye, feeling a slowly growing unsure nervousness.  
“You seem to think that you can do whatever you like, no matter what.  That rules don’t matter and, if and when you break them, nothing will happen.  Well, little girl, you are dead wrong about that!”  Samantha said in a soft, clear cold voice.  “You aren’t free to do just whatever pleases you.  You don’t have any ‘rights’ .  Just privileges.  Privileges that need to be earned, and not just assumed or taken for granted...  as you seem to think you can do,” she continued in that frosty tone.  “You’ve also, I see, have forgotten another, very basic, principle: Actions beget consequences.  If you think you can do whatever pleases you and not have to deal with the resulting consequences, you are very much in error, little miss.”  
‘Oh great, another boring lecture!’  Sasha groaned to herself.  Then her blood chilled as her Aunt continued.  
“Since you’ve taken it upon yourself to go exploring down here,” and Aunt Samantha’s voice took on an odd, velvety tone that in no way concealed the iron beneath, “I see no reason not to utilize this room, and all that it means, in correcting you.”  
At that Sasha’s head snapped around, looking at her Aunt with nervous, enormous, slowly-growing fearful eyes.  “Wha...  what do you mean?”  she faltered.  
Samantha’s eyes narrowed, while Courtney’s sharpened, gazing very closely at her cousin just as Mom had said to do.  “Exactly what I said, little girl.  You’ve taken privileges for granted.  Abused them.  Well, as of now, you have none.  Not one.  Including those you’ve always taken for granted.  Like food, water, a bed.  Clothes.”  
Sasha’s eyes widened to saucers, she started nervously shifting, dancing back and forth on her small, bare, cuffed feet.  They grew even rounder when her Aunt brought her hands out from behind her back and Sasha saw what she held in one.  
Bright, silver-shiny metal.  An open band of one.  Sasha convulsively swallowed, huge green eyes dropping down to that then back up to her Aunt’s.  That couldn’t be what she thought it was!  Could it?  
There was the barest hint of a knowing smile on her Aunt’s face at Sasha’s stunned expression.  “I see you have an idea what this is, hmmm?’ she almost purred.  
Again Sasha swallowed.  Having spent an entire week exploring, it would have been nigh impossible not to have found collars down here.  And that wasn’t even counting the magazines she’d looked at and read through!  And, while she might not be at all clear about the difference between the terms ‘submissive’ and ‘slave’, quite a bit of what she’d seen and read clearly indicated that most collars, unlike everything else down here, meant something very specific in addition to having a purpose.  Wearing a collar was a sign that someone was a slave!  
Aunt Samantha couldn’t mean what Sasha thought she did!  Could she?  
Samantha’s expression never changed, but Courtney’s sure did!  Her small jaw dropped a little, dusky eyes widened as she saw one of the signs Mom had told her to watch out for.  Beneath the covering triangles of Sasha’s top (and Courtney was more then a little envious of Sasha for actually having breasts, tiny though they might be) Courtney could visibly see the small, soft puffy nipples abruptly stiffen; pucker and tighten until pressing proudly against the fabric.  Oh my!  
Courtney couldn’t smother her gleeful smirk at that, a grin that grew even wider when Sasha, noticing her cousin’s stare, realized what she was staring at, and why.  Sasha furiously blushed, instinctively sought to cover her chest with her arms and couldn’t, then blushed even brighter at the audible jingle of the rings and the visible jerk of her cuffed and held arms.  
As far as Samantha was concerned, that was just another ‘test’ that needed to be passed before she’d truly contemplate continuing further.  Plain as day Sasha had some inkling what a collar meant, and just as clear was how her subconscious felt about that.  
Sasha nervously licked her lips, feeling terribly out of control.  She couldn’t seem to tear her wide eyes away from that polished band of steel, and her Aunt helpfully lifted her hand, holding it clearly before her face.  Sasha hadn’t seen this particular one before and she gently shivered as she got a very close look at it.  It was very polished, literally gleaming in the lights.  Perhaps an inch wide, as thick as a floppy disk, with a riveted hinge in the middle.  It was currently open and, where the two open ends were exposed, Sasha could see what looked like a vending machine style of lock at one end.  The kind of lock that used a circular key rather then a long flat one like for a door or car lock.  She swallowed again, quite audibly.  If that thing was put around her neck it wasn’t coming off unless and until someone - most likely her Aunt - unlocked it.  Sasha sure didn’t see any way she could pick it open.  Even if she knew how to pick a lock!  
Tiny bare toes clenched.  Her tummy got that achy tingly throb again.  Surely Aunt Samantha didn’t mean what Sasha thought she did!  
“Since you’ve shown you can’t be trusted with even the most basic of privileges, you now have none,” her Aunt declared in a voice of doom, repeating her earlier statement.  “You’ re no longer our guest.  My niece, or Courtney’s cousin, either,” she stated.  
“Wha...  what do you mean?”  Sasha asked in a wavering voice.  
Samantha jiggled the collar, the highlights dancing on the smooth polished surface.  “I think you know exactly what I mean.  Don’t you...  little slave ?”  she literally purred.  
Rings jingled again as Sasha’s full weight hit the wrist cuffs, little knees giving out on her.  She looked as if she’d been punched in the gut, and it felt just as if she’d been, too.  She struggled back upright, looked wildly around as if desperately seeking escape, huge green eyes like rounded saucers.  Her smooth skin alternately paled to marble then flushed a hot glowing scarlet, again and again.  ‘This can’t be happening!’ she wildly thought.  ‘She...  she can’t be serious !  She can’t get away with this!’ 
But...  she could, Sasha abruptly realized.  Get away with it, that is.  It wasn’t as if anyone could hear her down here, after all.  Even if there were a crowd of people in the outside basement, Sasha could scream her head off, holler her lungs out, and no one would ever hear her.  Nor, considering how impossible it was to even find the door panel, would anyone ever accidentally stumble across her down here.  No one would miss her, no one was expecting to see or hear from her.  Not even Mom, Sasha remembered.  In fact, Sasha had made a point of telling her Mom outright that she didn’t care to talk to her on the phone, or write letters, or anything at all.  And Aunt Samantha had decided that her Mom needed the rest anyway, and had told her not to worry, that she’d call if anything happened.  
Sasha gulped again.  
Meanwhile Samantha just watched, observing in silence, very aware of the fleeting expressions that flickered across her niece’s face.  Watching as the reality of the situation came crashing down.  Sasha stared at her with wide, pleading, imploring eyes, rapidly shaking her head with tiny jerking motions.  Yet still those twin hard peaks were proudly poking against the swimsuit.  
Samantha ignored the pleading looks, the headshakes of negation and denial.  Not out of cruelty or malice, but for two major reasons.  One, of course, was that the child was, very badly, in need of correction and discipline.  No mistake about that and, no matter what form that ultimately took, it would, with the implacability of an avalanche, happen.  The second was no less pragmatic: Sasha’s subconscious desires were to be captured and forced.  To be a helpless captive.  Not one that willingly, happily, eagerly volunteered to ‘go along with the flow’.  
“You...  you can’t do this!”  she finally wailed, still twisting back and forth as she stood there.  Aunt Samantha said nothing, just lifted up one brow in a very clear ‘Oh?  I can’t ?’ expression.  Sasha looked left, right, up down, anywhere but at her Aunt or cousin.  Quite obviously she could, after all, and Sasha knew that.  Just as obvious was that Sasha really didn’t have any options.  She couldn’t move, run, or anything else.  Then again, she didn’t have to go along with this, either, no matter what her Aunt thought.  
Still not meeting her Aunt’s eyes Sasha defiantly huffed, “Fine then.  See if that matters.  You can try to do whatever you want do.  Doesn’t make any difference to me what you think or say.  I’ m not going to go along with this stupid idea of yours.  I’ m not a little kid yanno.  To play silly games like that.”  
Her stomach dropped down right into her tummy as Aunt Samantha just softly chuckled, and not a kindly one at that.  “Oh, you poor, silly little slave!”  she said with a smile.  “You are so wrong, and on so many levels, too!”  Then her voice changed, sharpened to a blade of sub-zero ice as her fingers firmly grasped Sasha’s small chin, forcing the child to meet her snapping, glittering cold eyes.  “For one, this isn’t a game,” she grimly murmured in a firm, no-nonsense voice.  “And it really doesn’t matter to me at all if you chose to ‘go along’ or not.  You no longer have any choice in that.  Or in anything else.  The only single, remaining choice left to you is this: you either simply will obey, immediately and without hesitation or fault.  Or not.  I warn you now, however, be prepared to accept the consequences of your failure to obey.  Because, little slave, there will be consequences.”  
Sasha swallowed as her Aunt spoke, taken aback, rather stunned and no little frightened at her intensity, unlike anything she’d ever seen before from anyone.  She started trembling, hating herself for showing that weakness, as Samantha continued.  
“More to the point, little slave, is whether or not you choose to ‘play along’, I’ve spent years training other slaves.  I know exactly what works, and why.  And you, my defiant little dear, are absolutely clueless about that, and so completely defenseless.  If I truly wanted to do so, by the end of this summer I’d have you so conditioned and trained you’d truly belong to me, heart, mind, body, and soul.  You’d melt with just a look from me.”  
Considering her Aunt had significantly cut her coldly glittering eyes down to her bikini bottoms at the word ‘melt’ Sasha had no difficulty understanding just what she’d meant by that.  Once again Sasha was reminded all this stuff belonged to her Aunt.  That, without a doubt she knew exactly, just as she’d said, how all this stuff was used.  How it did, and would, make Sasha feel inside.  
Samantha simply nodded, seeing Sasha start trembling as that understanding hit her.  “Lie to me all you want little slave.  Your words say one thing, your body says something else entirely.  And don’t think I don’t know that.”  
Sasha whimpered, she couldn’t help it.  Defiant as she was, angry, embarrassed, mortified, frightened as she was, she couldn’t ignore how her tummy was, once again, tingling and throbbing almost the very same way as it had been all this week.  Whenever she’d been down here, whenever she’d thought or daydreamed about down here.  
And then Sasha glowed like a sunset as her Aunt leaned forwards to whisper in her ear, “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.”  
That last wasn’t even a question and Sasha knew it.  Somehow her Aunt knew, wasn’t guessing, but knew what she felt and thought, like she was reading her mind!  
Courtney couldn’t overhear what her Mom was saying to Sasha, but she certainly could see how her cousin was reacting!  Her tremblings grew worse, the attaching rings audibly jingling as she shivered.  Her normally fair skin was a bright pink all the way down to her small toes, which were wriggling and clenching.  And her nipples, oh my!  Courtney didn’t know they could get that small and hard!  They looked like pencil eraser nubs pushing out under the fabric!  From what Mom had said that must mean Sasha was really excited about something!  
That hadn’t, and still didn’t, seem exactly fair or right.  That Sasha got to be excited and have fun with something that was supposed to be a punishment, but she trusted her Mom in this.  Besides, even Courtney could tell that Sasha wasn’t thrilled, for the most part, about what Mom had decided to do.  
Samantha continued softly whispering in Sasha’s little ear, scarlet with her blushes.  “But, it really doesn’t matter whether you do or not,” which wasn’t the absolute truth, and Samantha knew that, although she wasn’t about to tell Sasha that.  Had the child truly reacted revolted and sickened she wouldn’t forge onwards as she intended.  “The moment you chose to break into these rooms, you sealed your fate.  You decided the very means your own punishment would take.”  
At that Samantha released Sasha’s chin and took a step back, gazing at the girl with cool, stern glittering eyes.  All Sasha could do was swallow hard, feeling every last choice taken from her.  She’d known, the instant she’d decided to figure out the lock combination, that she was doing something grievously wrong.  That, if she was caught, she stood to be really punished.  That even if she was never caught she still was doing something very wrong.  At the time that hadn’t bothered her much at all, even as a distant, old part of her cried inside, remembering a time when she’d never have done something that awful.  Well, now it seemed as if she was going to pay for what she’d done, and in a way she’d never, ever considered.  
“Courtney,” Aunt Samantha said, lowering the hand that held the collar.  “Put this on her.”  
Sasha whimpered.  “Please Aunt Samantha!  Don’t!”  Sasha squirmed and wriggled, then squeaked as she felt her little feet abruptly slip a few inches wider.  Samantha couldn’t tell for sure if Sasha was pleading to have things stop, for her to change her mind, to give her another chance, or entreating not to have Courtney do the actual collaring.  In either case, it made no difference to Samantha.  Courtney took the collar with a gleeful grin then stepped behind her cousin.  
Sasha looked wildly about, but really couldn’t see behind her.  “Hey!  Get away from me with that thing!  You hear me!  I said get away!”  
“Oh, just shut up slave!”  Courtney chided, ignoring anything Sasha said or tried to do.  Her cousin was quite a bit taller then her, eight inches in fact, so Courtney stood up on her toes to easily reach and lifted up Sasha’s shoulder length, thick wavy, deep auburn tresses.  
“I mean it twerp!  Get away from me with that thing!”  she snapped, struggling to get away, feeling the cold metal touch her skin.  Then yelped, freezing as her small feet slipped further apart.  Courtney just slipped the collar carefully around Sasha’s neck, then pushed the ends together.  Sasha moaned, hearing the click as it locked, feeling the weight around her throat.  Her tummy throbbed horribly, again feeling like she’d been punched in her gut.  
“There now.  Collared like a slave should be,” Samantha noted with a pleased smile.  “And a slave is what you are now.  Nothing more then property.  A possession of your Owner and Mistress.”  
Sasha refused to react, to give in, to give either of them any satisfaction.  Unfortunately for her, neither one really cared one way or the other.  
“Now, listen very closely, little slave,” Samantha told her.  “Your lessons start right now.  And you’d best pay attention, unless you want to suffer.”  Sasha looked away, disdainfully, defiantly, even as her heart thumped with both fear as well as some nameless sensation; a sensation that seemed directly connected between her tingly tummy and that collar locked around her throat.  “You’ll eat, only when your Mistress decides to feed you.  And what and how she decides to feed you.  That might be cold, plain oatmeal for the rest of the summer if a slave keeps being disobedient.  You’ll drink, only when your Mistress decides her slave needs to drink.  And drink whatever a slave is given.  That might just be tepid water.  A slave might not like just cold oatmeal and water, but you’ll live on that.  And that’s all a slave can expect: the bare minimum to live on.  Anything more then that will be up to your Mistress and, at the very least, will need to be earned .”  
Aunt Samantha was deadly serious, Sasha could tell.  There was no humor, no kindness at all in her voice.  Inside Sasha quailed.  This wasn’t, she was figuring out, going to be anything she could talk, bluster or tantrum her way out of this time.  She couldn’t help the trembles that shook her as her Aunt just continued on.  
“A slave will sleep when her Mistress decides her slave should sleep.  And don’t expect a bed, either.  You’ll be lucky not to be caged the first month, unless you start listening up and obeying.”  Sasha’s little jaw dropped.  ‘Caged ?’ she thought, then paled a bit, suddenly remembering the doggie kennel cages she’d seen the day before.  ‘She...  she wouldn’t really make me sleep in a cage, would she?’ 
From the grim, determined expression on her face Sasha had the most awful, sinking feeling that, yes indeed, her Aunt would do just that.  
“A slave doesn’t speak unless spoken to.  You’ll remain quiet at all times, unless given specific permission to speak.  If a slave has a question, you’ll stand attentively and wait until noticed and given permission to speak.”  Samantha’s deep blue eyes cut meaningfully to the penis gag laying out on the table, and Sasha swallowed, clearly understanding the message: if she couldn’t stay quiet on her own, there were plenty of ways to keep her quiet.  
“Forget about playtime and relaxation.  When a slave isn’t doing chores or otherwise being used, like as not she’ll be kept tied up.  Bound, or secured in other ways.”  Sasha shivered at that, unable to keep the sudden flush from flooding her body, a blush that grew hotter at the little knowing smirk on her Aunt’s face.  
“If a slave needs to address me, a slave will do so by calling me ‘Ma’ am’,” Samantha continued.  Not ‘Aunt Samantha’, not ‘Aunt’, or anything else.  Just ‘Ma’ am’.  As in ‘Yes Ma’am’ or ‘No Ma’am’.  Understood, slave?”  
Sasha numbly nodded, too overwhelmed at the moment with everything.  Then jumped, squeaked as her Aunt snapped, “I said, understood slave?  I don’t hear nods!”  
“Yes Ma’ am,” Sasha managed to get out, green eyes huge and enormous, more then a bit dazed, stunned, bewildered and a little frightened at what was happening.  
“Good,” Samantha softly replied, nodding.  “Come here Courtney,” she then said, and waited for her daughter to come forward again and stand at her side.  This was the moment Courtney had been eagerly looking forward to since her Mom talked to her upstairs, and it was impossible not to keep that enthusiasm hidden.  
“A slave also has no name, unless her Mistress chooses to give her one,” Samantha softly informed Sasha.  Then she glanced at Courtney.  “Have you chosen a name for your slave yet Courtney?”  
“Huh?!”  Sasha blurted, then bit her lip as both of them glared at her, then at that gag.  Aunt Samantha had to be joking!  She couldn’t possibly mean what Sasha thought she’d said!  
“Hmmmm...  “  Courtney looked quite thoughtful, even though she’d decided almost right away what to call her new slave.  She thought it would be more...  fitting...  to make it appear as if she was deeply thinking.  Sasha just looked at her goggle-eyed, astonished, and stunned, which made everything even better as far as Courtney was concerned.  “Yeah!”  she finally said with a huge grin.  “Twerp!”  
Samantha had to fight back a grin herself at that, while Sasha looked as if she’d been hit with a board at the back of her head.  “Her name is ‘Twerp’ !”  Courtney gleefully restated, cheerfully staring at Sasha as she did.  Sasha opened her mouth for a retort then wisely thought better.  She just impotently fumed, swearing to get even with the little jerk first chance she got.  
“Very well then,” Samantha said.  “Twerp, this is your Mistress,” she stated, motioning to her daughter.  “Not your cousin, not Courtney, not anything else.  You will address her as your Mistress, and obey her as such.”  
“You’ve got to be kidding!”  Sasha blurted, outraged, trying to stamp her foot and unable to do so.  “She’s the twerp!  She’s just a little kid !  No way am I gonna listen to her!  No!  Hey!  Wait a minute!  You can’t !”  Her shrill, indignant voice rose higher at the end as both their expressions turned stony and grim.  Courtney looked up at her Mom, who simply nodded, then Courtney picked up the hairbrush shaped paddle and stepped behind Sasha.  
Samantha just stood there, arms folded across her chest, saying and doing nothing, while Sasha started dancing in place, feeling a frisson of fear race through her as Courtney stepped behind her with that paddle.  “Don’t you dare twerp!”  she exclaimed, “Or else !”  
*whack!* 
The impact of the paddle echoed in the room, followed instantly by a shrill squeal from Sasha, who leaped forwards (well, as far as the restraints allowed, anyway) then danced on her toes.  
*whack* 
A second one followed seconds later and Sasha’s eyes flew wide as she squealed and jumped.  Both cheeks hotly throbbed from the paddle and tears abruptly stung and filled her eyes.  “Or else, what?”  Courtney said from behind her.  Sasha looked imploringly at her Aunt, and visibly quailed and wilted at what she saw there.  
Courtney hadn’t been sure she could go through with this.  She’d never paddled anyone before and, having been on the receiving end quite a few times was rather hesitant about being the giver, as it were.  But Mom had said that, if Courtney agreed to be Sasha’s Mistress, in total charge of her cousin that meant punishing her when punishment was needed.  
When Mom had first brought up the idea of Courtney being in charge of Sasha, well, she’d grinned so wide her face almost split in two.  The thought of being able to boss Sasha around with complete impunity was indescribable.  Mom had said that was only fair, after all, since Sasha had been bossing Courtney around for weeks now.  And Courtney certainly didn’t disagree about that, oh no!  Not even when Mom had explained this would be a lot of work, a lot of responsibility, had that dissuaded or disillusioned her.  
It certainly had been great fun seeing Sasha’s expression when Courtney had told Sasha her new slave name.  And fun watching Sasha helplessly writhe as her sentence was pronounced.  It was even fun watching her expression as Courtney picked up the paddle and stepped behind her.  But, when suddenly confronted with her cousin’s tightly covered swimsuited bottom, Courtney’s tummy gave an abrupt sickly lurch.  It was one thing to think about paddling her cousin, and yet another to actually do that!  
‘I wonder if this is how Mom feels, when she has to paddle me?’  Courtney suddenly wondered.  If it was, then Courtney vowed to make sure never to give me Mom another reason to have to do that, ever again!  
Courtney wondered if she’d have ever succeeded actually paddling Sasha, if Sasha had managed to keep her big mouth shut.  But, as usual, Sasha hadn’t, and made the grave mistake of telling Courtney she didn’t dare, or else.  She might as well waved a red flag in front of an already really pissed-off bull by saying that.  
Gritting her small gleaming white teeth Courtney gave a hefty swing, and was startled at the sound and the reaction in Sasha at that.  Somehow it never sounded that loud when she’d been the one being paddled!  
Just as startling was the sensation that caused in her.  Like a flood of tingling warmth in her body.  At seeing Sasha jump and dance.  Hearing her squeal.  Seeing the tensing and flexing of her bikini-clad pert rump.  
At the sensation of power and command that abruptly filled her from hair to tiny toes.  
Sasha was powerless to stop Courtney.  There was nothing she could do, or say, or threaten.  Restrained as she was, Courtney could do whatever she pleased, and there wasn’t a gosh darned thing Sasha could do about it!  It didn’t matter that her cousin was older, or bigger, taller or stronger.  Courtney was in control!  “Or else, what?”  Courtney gleefully asked after that second swat - which was much easier to do, and actually fun that time!  - filled with that sense of mastery and control.  
Courtney waited to see what her Mom would do or say, glancing her way to make sure she hadn’t smacked Sasha too hard, as she’d never paddled someone before.  Mom didn’t seem upset, relieving Courtney of that worry.  But, now what?  
Sasha finally stopped dancing and squirming, and Mom still hadn’t said anything so Courtney piped up, “What’s your name, slave?”  
Sasha fumed.  She didn’t want to give her cousin the satisfaction of answering, but she also didn’t want to get nailed again.  That had hurt !  Not as bad, maybe, as being paddled by Mom or Aunt Samantha, but, still!  It hadn’t been fun, either!  
“Please Courtney, don’t hit me again!  I’ m...  I’ m sorry!”  she pleaded, trying to wriggle out of things by apologizing, a tearful, quavering tone to her voice.  Then squealed again, almost leaping, as two more, one right after the other, landed on her already tender rump.  “Owww!”  she squeaked.  “Hey, stop it!  No!”  
This was fun!  Courtney thought, hugely grinning as she landed two more on her cousin.  And she didn’t even have to feel guilty about it, either.  Mom had been very clear about that, on both counts.  One, if she wound up punishing Sasha it would only be on account of Sasha deserving it by her own actions.  And, two, if Courtney decided Sasha needed punishment, then she’d have to go through with it.  Otherwise, she’d be failing in her duty, obligation, and responsibility as Sasha’s Mistress.  
Of course, Mom had also explained that, until she was confidant that Courtney understood how to properly punish, if need be, that she could only do that when Mom was there to oversee.  But that hadn’t bothered Courtney at all, in fact, that was very much a relief.  All the more so since Courtney hadn’t been sure at all she could actually punish Sasha if required.  
Then again, Courtney hadn’t any idea how good this would feel, either, finally paying back her mean cousin for everything she’d done to her.  Nor had she taken into account - there’d been no way she could have, after all - just how thrilling having this power actually was!  
Courtney waited until Sasha had stopped dancing on her toes again, waited until the inevitable sniffles eased, then asked again, “What’s your name, slave?”  
Sasha tearfully stared at her Aunt with imploring eyes, nothing artificial now about those glistening tears, then sniffled harder, seeing no hope there.  Her Aunt just continued gazing back at her with implacable eyes.  Sasha wanted to just die.  She couldn’t answer Courtney, she just couldn’t!  It would be too humiliating!  But she had the most awful feeling that Courtney would continue smacking her until she finally did answer.  
What Sasha couldn’t understand, not at all, was why her tummy started tingling even worse then ever before.  It wasn’t just being helpless.  It wasn’t even the tingling heated throb of her rump.  It was, somehow, being backed into a corner, no way out, faced with a choice between mortification and paddling.  The smaller she felt, the worse that tingling was getting.  Sasha started shuddering, trembling hard.  She hadn’t felt this helpless since she was real little, and the sensation was overwhelming.  
And then the paddle landed again, and Sasha jumped and howled.  “Twerp!”  she hollered out, dignity dissolving under the repeated swats.  “It’s Twerp!”  
At that Aunt Samantha gave a little nod, the barest of smiles.  Moments later Courtney strolled around, a bright cheery grin on her face, and placed the paddle back on the table before standing next to her Mom again.  They both waited for Sasha to settle down then Samantha spoke up.  “Who is this?”  she asked, pointing to her daughter.  
Sasha visibly fumed, but knew better then to sass.  “Mistress,” she sullenly replied, somehow making that sound like ‘dog shit’ instead.  Courtney brightly smiled at the answer, and Samantha simply chose to overlook the sulkiness which, after all, wasn’t unexpected.  
“One last thing, for now,” Samantha stated.  “Since you’ve shown that you can’t be trusted to use proper discretion when it comes to clothing,” motioning to the forbidden swimsuit Sasha was currently wearing, “And to be a constant reminder that you are, after all, only a slave, you’ll no longer be permitted clothing at all.”  
Sasha’s jaw dropped.  They had to be kidding !  But, one look at their expressions and Sasha knew, beyond any doubt, that they weren’t at all kidding.  Not for a moment.  There wasn’t any way Sasha was going to strip for them, then she swallowed hard.  They didn’t need for her to strip, they could certainly do that to her easily enough themselves!  
The images in the magazines she’d seen popped up in her head, as did the feelings in her tummy that they’d evoked.  Sasha felt herself blushing, hotter then ever.  Both at the image of her being stripped naked, having to remain naked, just as those women had been, and at seeing both of them staring at her chest again.  Sasha didn’t have to look down herself to know her nipples must be puckered and hard again, and that they must easily be able to see that themselves.  
And, if they stripped her naked like they said they were going to do, they’d not only always be able to see when that happened but, far worse!  notice when her cootchie got juicy, too!  
Which, Sasha silently moaned in dismay, would most certainly happen if they also really meant what they said about keeping her tied up a lot!  
“Courtney, she’s your slave,” Samantha murmured to her daughter.  “Strip her.”  
Sasha’s eyes rounded to saucers.  Slender little arms jerked down, lithe bare legs tried to close; neither could move an inch.  There was no way to cover herself, no way to prevent her swimsuit from being removed, and Sasha knew it.  She hadn’t thought it was possible to blush worse then she had been doing, but she rapidly found out she was wrong about that.  
Courtney, in the meantime, was softly blushing herself.  She’d known she’d be doing this at some point, and it wasn’t as if she hadn’t seen her cousin naked before.  Up to this summer they’d taken showers together.  Heck, they’d even scrubbed each others back!  So why she felt nervous and shy about this she didn’t really understand.  Then again, she’d never undressed her cousin before.  And, last year, Sasha hadn’t been so tall.  Or developed, either.  Last year Sasha had been just as boyishly flat as Courtney still was.  Still, Mom had said that this was important, too, so Courtney was determined to go through with it.  
Besides, the way Sasha was glowing, she didn’t seem overly thrilled herself, which just made this another way to get even with her cousin for all the misery and torment she’d put Courtney through so far.  
Courtney stepped up in front of Sasha, took a moment to compose herself before looking up at her cousin - now her slave; and that was going to take some getting used to!  “I’ll let you choose which one first twerp.  Tops or bottoms?”  
That did it!  Enough was enough!  Sasha jerked forward, her face puce with congested, impotent fury.  “Get away from me twerp!  Don’t you dare touch me again you jerk!  I’ve had enough of this doofwad!”  
Whatever else she might have wanted to add went unsaid as Courtney suddenly exploded, shocking Sasha into silence with her venom and virulence.  “You’ve had enough?  You’ve had enough??”  she shrilled, her high-pitched voice echoing painfully in the room.  “All year long I’ve waited for your visit!  All school year long I’ve waited!  You’ re my bestest friend, like a sister to me!  Or, were !!”  Courtney stood there, little hands tightly fisted at her side, snarling up at a stunned Sasha.  “But ever since you showed up you’ve treated me like crap!  I’ve had to do your share of the chores, play your games, do what you want to do, watch what you want to watch!”  she continued snapping, dusky eyes blazing with anger, “Because you were my friend !  Because I wanted to make you happy, and all you did in return was be mean and nasty to me, was bully me around!  You blackmailed me into breaking my promise to my Mom, and didn’t care how hurt, awful and miserable that made me!  You broke into here, you broke that rule, too!  I’ m gonna get paddled and punished for what I did, but with everything you did, instead of getting just punished, you’ re also getting what you wanted!  You’re getting to have fun with your punishment!  Well, I’ve had it with you!”  she literally screeched, the tone strident and painful.  “You really are just a twerp!  Have fun with this, twerp!!”  she snarled.  
With that Courtney placed her small foot against the inside of Sasha’s one ankle...  then heaved.  Sasha shrilly squealed as her foot went flying, the pole slipping wide.  She grunted with pain as her full weight came down on her cuffed wrists.  Courtney just turned and stalked away, snapping over her shoulder, “Enjoy that all day!”  before storming out of the room.  
Sasha scrabbled with her small feet, trying to regain her footing, and was horrified to discover that Courtney had pushed them further apart then ever before.  Stretching out as far as she could, pointing her feet as much as possible Sasha could, just, barely get the tips of her toes to touch the tiles.  Every ache, strain and discomfort from earlier came throbbing back as strongly as before.  Panicked Sasha struggled for several moments before realizing that struggles were useless.  There was no way to take the weight, the strain, off of her cuffed wrists, no way to draw her small feet back together enough to do that.  
She wasn’t in pain, but she was certainly in acute discomfort.  “Aunt Samantha!”  she tearfully cried out, “Help me!”  
Her Aunt just stood there, as she had throughout most of this.  “Aunt Samantha, please!”  she implored.  “I...  I can’t reach the floor!  Ple-eease...  get me down!  Do something !”  
Samantha finally spoke, her words shocking Sasha into wordless sniffled groans.  “You’ re your Mistress’ slave Twerp,” she softly said.  “I don’t interfere with another Mistress’ slave.  If she wants to leave you like that all day, then you’ll remain that way all day.”  
Sasha just gaped at her with stunned horror.  “A word of advice,” Samantha coolly added.  “You’d better start taking this for real Twerp, because it is.  And, I assure you, both your Mistress and I are taking this for real.”  With that Samantha turned and started walking off.  
Sasha looked up at her cuffed small wrists.  Then down to her small ankles, also firmly held by cuffs, lithe bare legs quite wide apart.  At tiny toes that strained to find footing on the tiles just below.  She stared at her Aunt’s back as she walked off.  
“Please Aunt Samantha!  Don’t leave me like this!  Come back!  No!  Don’t!”  
And then there was silence as the door was closed, save for the creaking of leather and the soft sobs of a brand new slave.
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Courtney was sitting at the kitchen table when Samantha walked up from the basement, fiercely scowling as she held a tall glass of chocolate milk between tiny hands.  Her little jaw was tightly clenched and her gray eyes brightly glittered.  
Closing the top basement door behind her Samantha walked over to the coffeepot, snagged a mug, and poured herself a cup.  Opening the refrigerator she removed a pint carton of ultra heavy cream then closed the door, taking it over with her.  Adding a touch of cream to her coffee and two rounded spoons of sugar she stirred her cup.  
“Mom?”  Courtney softly called out from behind her.  “Are you mad at me?”  
Looking over her shoulder as she fixed her coffee Samantha replied in a surprised tone that took Courtney aback, “Mad at you?  Sweetheart, why would you think I was mad at you?  
“You know.  Because,” she waved a small hand at nothing in particular, tiny fingers fluttering.  
“You mean because of what happened downstairs?”  Samantha clarified for her daughter.  
“Uh-huh,” Courtney somewhat sullenly answered.  
“No, I’m not mad,” Samantha said.  “Not even disappointed.  Twerp’s your slave, after all.  You can do pretty much whatever you want with her,” she added, walking over and setting her mug down on the table then, pondering a moment, walking back and taking down a second mug.  
Courtney’s tight little jaw relaxed a bit.  Leaning forward, propping small elbows on the table she digested that.  Hearing Mom bluntly refer to her cousin as ‘Twerp’, no matter that that had been the name Courtney had chosen for her slave, came as somewhat as a surprise.  As did being told she had carte blanche to do with her slave as she pleased.  Even though Mom had already said as much, before, up in her bedroom.  Quite the heady sensation, that.  
Still, she did catch the qualifier.  “Pretty much?”  she probed, looking at her Mom.  
Samantha nodded, pouring a second cup, this one only halfway.  “Yes sweetheart.  ‘Pretty much’.  Don’t forget, you’re responsible for your slave.  Her health and well-being.  You don’t want to be doing anything, or have her do anything, that winds up, or could wind up, injuring, hurting, wounding, or damaging her, after all.”  
Courtney slowly nodded at that.  “Isn’t paddling her hurting?”  she asked, a bit puzzled and curious.  
Samantha topped off the half-filled mug with the heavy cream then added a spoonful of sugar, stirring it well as she responded.  “Well baby, there’s hurting, and then there’s harming.  Yes, a paddling hurts.  As you’re well aware of.”  Courtney softly blushed, fidgeted a little.  Oh yes, she was well aware that paddlings hurt!  “But harming, well, would be more like doing something such as breaking a bone, deeply bruising muscle, burning the skin, cutting off her circulation, damaging a nerve.  Things like that.  Which is why you need to use care with those things used to spank and paddle with, and to bind, restrain and gag her.  You could easily harm Twerp by accident if they aren’t used correctly.”  
Again Courtney softly nodded, starting to understand.  It was one thing to use a hefty swing to land a sturdy swat to Twerp’s bottom, and another to have swung that paddle like a baseball bat.  
Her soft, feathery, tawny pale brows lifted as her Mom sat the second mug in front of her.  “What’s this?”  she asked, gazing into the light tan liquid.  They lifted even higher as she replied, “It’s coffee.”  Mom never gave her coffee!!  Said it wasn’t good for someone as young as she was.  
Samantha’s lips softly curved.  “If you’re old enough, responsible enough, to train and take care of a slave, you’re old enough for coffee.  Assuming you like it, of course.”  
Courtney’s face lit up like a bonfire, a huge grin on her face.  She eagerly picked up the cup between both tiny hands and carefully sniffed it before taking a cautious sip.  Samantha smothered a grin as her daughter’s face wrinkled at the taste, but there was no way Courtney was going to refuse to drink such an adult thing, no matter how bitter or nasty it might taste.  
Sitting down at the table Samantha sipped her own coffee, gazing at Courtney over the rim.  “Do you really intend to leave your slave like that all day?”  she asked.  
Courtney opened her mouth to immediately retort ‘Darn right!’ but something about how her Mom phrased that made her pause.  “Why?”  she finally asked, instead.  
In a completely neutral, didactic tone Samantha answered, “The cuffs she’s wearing on her wrists, although they fit reasonably well, aren’t really fitted for her size wrists.  Nor are they suspension cuffs.  Cuffs made intentionally to support someone to hang from their wrists,” she clarified for Courtney.  “Twerp’s full weight is on her wrists, as she can’t reach the floor with her feet.  I’m sure it’s very acutely uncomfortable for her already.  Very shortly it’s going to become painful.  To be honest, hanging like that, with those cuffs, could become damaging very shortly.”  
Courtney really didn’t care if Twerp was badly uncomfortable, or even, for that matter, aching badly enough to cry and sob.  Goodness knew that Courtney had gone to sleep most of the last two weeks crying because of what her cousin had said or did to her!  Still, she hadn’t realized that hanging that way might injure Sasha.  She’d thought, from what she’d seen, that hanging from her wrists was all right.  
“Are you telling me to let her down, then?”  she asked.  
“Telling you?  No,” her Mom said, truly surprising Courtney.  “Not yet, anyway,” she honestly added.  “But you do need to know that, very shortly, in fact, Twerp’s going to have to be lowered.”  
Courtney looked sullen and resentful for a long moment as she took another sip of her coffee.  She didn’t want to have to lower Twerp back down, she was still highly incensed at her.  She gazed down at her mug, feeling quite the grown-up at the moment.  Here she was, with her Mom, having coffee at the kitchen table, just like she’d seen her Mom and other grown-ups do, having quite the serious conversation too.  
She took a deep breath at last, puffing air out past small pursed lips.  “Should I go now, then, and let her down?”  she asked.  
Resentful though she might be at having to change her plan, Courtney couldn’t help but feel good at the proud, approving smile her Mom gave her.  “Not right now, no,” she said, shaking her head.  “But no longer, I’d say, then another fifteen minutes.”  
Courtney’s eyes widened at that.  She hadn’t guessed things would get so bad for Twerp in such a very short time, if Mom didn’t think leaving her hanging like that for more then twenty-five minutes was a good idea.  Jeez!  And Courtney had wanted to leave her like that for another six hours!  
She finally nodded, looking up at the clock to make sure she’d go right down when she should.  “I’m sorry I lost my temper like I did,” she softly confessed.  
Again, in a non-condemning, neutral tone her Mom replied, “Good.  You should be.  Getting mad about something is perfectly natural and understandable.  Loosing your temper with your slave is not.  For several reasons.”  Courtney listened closely, sensing a lesson rather then a lecture or scold.  “A large part of being a Mistress is a matter of control and discipline.  Not just over, and with, your slave.  But of yourself, too.  A slave really can’t respect your control if you show no self-control yourself.  Also, your slave is totally at your command, completely helpless.  You literally can do whatever you wish.  Which means if you lose your temper you could easily wind up doing something you’ll deeply regret later on.”  
Courtney nodded as she listened, feeling quite guilty as she grasped what Mom was saying.  What hadn’t been said but she suddenly comprehended on her own, was, truly, how important not loosing her temper would be.  How many times in the past had she herself gotten in trouble?  Well-deserved trouble at that.  But Mom, no matter how angry she’d been - and, make no mistake about it, Courtney knew her Mom had been, at times, utterly furious - had never lost her temper with her daughter.  Consciously looking back on those times now, really thinking about them Courtney realized that, although she’d been unhappy, miserable and anxious about the impending punishment, she’d never been scared or frightened of her Mom.  
And this wasn’t, really, supposed to be a game with Sasha.  Or even a way for Courtney to get even with her for being so mean.  All of this was meant both as punishment and correction.  To teach Sasha manners, responsibility and to behave as she should.  As she used to do.  
“Jeez,” Courtney muttered at last.  “This sounds almost like I’m going to be her Mom!”  
Samantha laughed at that, deep blue eyes merrily twinkling.  “In a lot of ways, that’s very much what it’s like, yes.  A parent does have total control, complete decision-making, for their child, true.  The duty and obligation of teaching their child manners, rules, a sense of responsibility.  Of being responsible for their child’s health and well-being; physical, mental and emotional.  All of which you, as Twerp’s Mistress, are also responsible for.  Too much for you baby?”  she asked in a softer tone.  
“I dunno,” Courtney honestly replied.  “It sounded more, well, fun, when you first explained things to me.  Having a chance to get even with Sasha for all her meanness and bullying.”  
Samantha nodded, taking another sip.  “Well, that is a plus side to your being her Mistress, you know.”  Courtney looked up, curious at that.  “As long as you’re fulfilling your main obligations and duties, there’s nothing stopping you from, well, ‘having fun’ with your slave.”  Now Courtney looked really intrigued at that.  “For instance, you can command her to fix your baths.  Rub your feet.  Lotion you.  Brush and fix your hair.  Lay out your clothes.  Keep your room clean,” Samantha said, giving a few examples.  Courtney nodded, listening.  “You can also have her do things, or do things to her, that embarrass her a lot.”  
Courtney really perked up at that, taking another sip, finding latter ones tasting better then that first one.  “Like, how?”  
“Well, it seems that Twerp likes to be tied up,” Samantha said.  “That excites her.  She can’t help that.  So, imagine watching TV or a video with her tightly tied up on the living room floor.  Right where you can clearly see her.  And she can’t hide her excitement from you.  Not at all.”  
A huge grin split Courtney’s face at that.  Oh boy!  She rubbed her tiny hands together in glee, Samantha laughing at her enthusiasm.  “Trust me baby,” Samantha assured her daughter, “Although this will be a lot of hard work for you - and I’ll be helping you, don’t forget - you’ll also get a lot of fun and enjoyment from owning your own slave.”  
“Did you ever own your own slaves Mom?”  Courtney asked.  Samantha blinked, nonplused, startled by the question, and taken a bit aback.  She took several sips of her coffee before answering, but, really, there wasn’t ever any chance she’d answer other then honestly.  Samantha had never lied to her daughter; although that hadn’t meant she’d answered every question posed to her, though.  But this was an understandable question for her daughter - a Mistress-in-training, for all intents - to ask.  
“Yes.  And no, sweetheart,” she finally answered.  “I’ve never owned one 24/7,” she said, then explained, “That means twenty-four hours a day, seven days a week.  Another way of saying ‘full-time’,” she said with a smile.  “Not like you’ll be doing with Twerp, which will be 24/7.  But, I’ve both played scenes with slaves, and I’ve taught and trained ones, too.”  
“Why haven’t you, then?”  Courtney ingeniously asked.  
“Well, for a number of reasons,” Samantha replied.  “At first, I’d never met anyone that I wanted that level of commitment with.  Then, later, I had you,” warmly smiling as she said that.  “So it wasn’t reasonable to look for someone to keep, when I had you to take care of.”  
Courtney looked a little sad.  “Did having me ruin things for you then?”  
“Oh baby, no!”  Samantha tenderly, softly said.  “Not at all!  I’d rather have you then a hundred slaves of my own.”  
Courtney smiled at that, wriggling a little in her chair.  “Besides, I haven’t stopped playing.  Or training.  I just stopped looking for a potential 24/7 slave, that’s all.  I still have some that come by and have fun with them.”  
That probably explained some of the visitors Mom had, Courtney thought.  They weren’t neighbors, she knew that, and Mom explained they were friends, usually ‘out-of-town’ ones.  They’d be there when Courtney went to bed, and gone the next morning, and Courtney was wondering now if they’d truly ‘gone’, or, instead, had been downstairs, like Twerp was now, in the secret rooms.  If so, Courtney sure had never known they’d been.  She lightly shivered, realizing that Twerp was now in that same position: held downstairs, and no way, ever, anyone ever able to guess or tell that she was!  How exciting!!  
“Do you mind if I make some suggestions as what to do with Twerp for now?”  her Mom asked, changing the subject.  
Shaking her head Courtney replied, “Nu-uh.  I don’t mind, no.”  
“Well, to start with, I know I’ve told you that until I’m sure you know what you’re doing you’re not to punish Twerp using anything other then your hand on her bottom unless I’m there to oversee.”  Courtney nodded, understanding that better, now that she’d seen some of those things and had this conversation.  “You should be fine using that paddle.  As long as you don’t hit any harder than you had been.”  In fact, Samantha knew that Courtney had been a bit lighter with it then Samantha herself would have been, but that was actually a good thing for now.  “You’re limited to a total of ten swats, no more then five to each cheek.  And nowhere else but her bottom.  Understood?”  Courtney nodded.  “In addition, you may also use the riding crop on your own.”  
Courtney’s dusky eyes widened at that, she sucked in her breath.  “Really?”  she asked in a hushed tone.  
“Yes.  Really,” Samantha said with a smile.  “You’ve enough experience using them for equitation to understand how to properly use one.  With a horse, they don’t really feel it as much as react to the sharp popping sound when the leather tip lands.  Slaves react the same way except that, on bared skin, it also stings.  Quite a bit.  It doesn’t really leave a much of a mark, normally no more then a very light pink one.  But it will make her jump, I’m sure,” she added with a knowing smile.  
Courtney grinned again, quite gleeful and delighted, picturing just that.  “Goodie!”  she said, clapping her small hands together.  
“Make sure you only ever strike with the tip,” Samantha warned.  “And never with the shaft itself.  If you aren’t positive - say, because of how your slave is twisting or struggling - that only the tip will land, then don’t try.  If you do wind up hitting Twerp with the shaft by accident, or on purpose, I’ll show you exactly how that feels, by giving you twice as many as Twerp got.  Understand?”  
Courtney shuddered at that.  “Yes Ma’am,” she meekly said, vowing to herself to never ever have the shaft hit Twerp, no matter what!  
“Good girl!”  Samantha smiled.  “Now, unlike the paddle, you can use the crop anywhere.  Except the neck or face.”  
Again Courtney’s eyes grew huge.  “Anywhere?”  she whispered, awed.  
“Yes sweetheart.  Anywhere.  Bottom.  Tummy.  Inner thighs.  Chest.  Wherever you decide.”  
“Oh wow!”  she whispered, still awed.  “Won’t that hurt, though?”  she then asked, looking much more serious.  
Samantha replied, “Go bring me yours.”  
Courtney gulped at that.  Then swallowed, nodding before slithering out of the chair and padding up to her room to fetch her own riding crop she used for equitation.  She had the awfullest feeling Mom was going to show her just what that felt like.  A personal demonstration, and she wasn’t at all sure she wanted such a lesson!  
A minute later Courtney came back, nervously entering the kitchen, riding crop in hand.  Holding it out her Mom took it.  “Turn around,” she told her daughter.  Swallowing Courtney did just that.  “Don’t be afraid baby,” Samantha soothingly said.  “This isn’t at all like a spanking or hairbrushing.  OK?”  
Courtney didn’t trust her voice so she simply nodded.  Then yelped, hopping, as the crop licked across the back of one thigh, expertly popped by Samantha.  A tiny hand reached back, rubbing, as she turned around in mid-hop to face her Mom.  Samantha struggled not to grin at her expression.  “That wasn’t so bad, was it?”  
Courtney started to vehemently exclaim it sure was!  when she paused.  Actually, now that the surprise was over, it really hadn’t been all that awful.  Stingy, yes.  Kinda like being snapped with a big rubber band.  Or having a thin branch whip back and catch you while hiking or riding.  “We-e-elll...  no-o-o-o,” she finally replied.  “Not really.”  
Samantha nodded.  “Now, lift up your shirt and bare your tummy.”  Courtney’s small jaw dropped, her eyes got huge again.  “If you’re going to want to use things on your slave,” Samantha softly informed, “first you’re going to have to understand just what they feel like.”  Courtney swallowed at that, then gave a tiny, very reluctant, yet understanding nod.  Hadn’t she thought something the same, before, with the hairbrush paddling she gave Twerp?  That she knew what that felt like, herself?  If she hadn’t known, would she, maybe, have hit lots harder, not knowing any better?  
Courtney could see the wisdom behind this, but that didn’t mean she liked it any!  
“You don’t have to baby,” Samantha softly said.  “I’m not making you.  But, if you want to have the option to use the riding crop, you’ll need to bare your tummy.”  
She really didn’t want to do this.  And it showed, too.  But, really, the one on the back of her little leg really hadn’t hurt.  In fact, she could barely feel it now.  Just a real, light sting left, if that.  And now that she thought about it, the image of her using a riding crop all over Twerp as she hung by her wrists, restrained as she was, was incredibly intriguing.  So, with a little bit of nervous hesitation Courtney lifted up her shirt until her tummy was bared, then closed her eyes and gritted her small, perfect teeth.  
Braced as she was and having some idea what to expect, this time she didn’t hop or yelp.  Instead she rather sharply hissed as it popped on her tummy.  It wasn’t pleasant, no, but it also wasn’t terrible, either.  She peeped through slitted lids at her Mom.  “Is that it?”  she hopefully asked, then deeply puffed out through her lips when Mom nodded yes.  “Phew!”  
Samantha softly chuckled, then sipped her coffee.  “Sit back down and I’ll continue where we left off, OK?”  
Courtney nodded, quickly sitting back down and eagerly listening.  “Now, you don’t have to do any of this but, I think this would be a good start...” 
Sasha hurt.  Was beyond tears by now.  Her throat felt raw from uselessly screaming for help, howling for them to return.  Tearful, despairing pleas; earnest begging to be let down...  not that anyone had heard her strident cries.  
From her back and shoulder blades up through small shoulders and neck all the way up slender little arms, and most especially little wrists, she acutely ached.  It wasn’t even discomfort but a profound, throbbing, muscle-burning anguish and distress.  Physically drained and exhausted.  
Emotionally drained as well, having run the gamut from shock and surprise to alarm and anxiety, then to impotent fury, rage and anger, then to fright and dismay, fear and dread.  Until, at last, a deep, intense, hopeless despair.  They weren’t coming back for her.  No one was.  No one could hear her, no one knew where she was and, it seemed, the only two that did know...  didn’t care about her at all.  
It was all her fault.  All of this.  Everything that had happened.  Sasha didn’t want to acknowledge that, didn’t want to accept it.  She wanted it to be someone else’s fault, wanted the blame placed on another’s shoulders.  But, as the time slowly, agonizingly passed, the true reality kept hammering at her until she couldn’t continue denying the truth any longer.  
Even now she could feel the collar locked around her neck.  Where Aunt Samantha had found one her size Sasha didn’t know.  But, find one she had and it was there to stay, until they chose to remove it.  They, and not Sasha herself.  That, and everything that meant, everything that locked metal collar symbolized and represented, was the direct result of Sasha’s own behavior.  Of her illicit, forbidden exploration down here.  As her Aunt had told Sasha to her face, the moment she’d chosen to break into these rooms she’d sealed her fate.  She’d decided the very means her own punishment would take, whether she’d known that or not.  
Even the awful torment she was experiencing right now was her own fault.  If she’d just kept her mouth shut, held her temper, hadn’t snapped at Courtney she wouldn’t be hanging here like this.  Sasha choked back a sob; she couldn’t stay like this all day, she just couldn’t!  
But that, too, was no longer her choice to make.  Whether she thought she could or not, if they did leave her she’d have to stay just like this.  Puffy, red, bloodshot eyes stared down at the gleaming tile below, just beneath her tiny toes.  At slender little bare legs held stretched so wide, restrained by the cuffs at her small ankles.  Sasha didn’t bother glancing up at those cuffs; for one thing, she was too exhausted to make the effort and, for another, seeing them only hammered her helplessness home all the harder.  
There wasn’t anything exciting about this any longer.  Not from the moment her Aunt simply walked off, ignoring her increasingly strident pleas and Sasha realized, absolutely and completely, this wasn’t a joke.  This wasn’t a ‘scare’, a shock tactic to ‘straighten her out’.  That they really meant what they’d said about her being a slave.  
That she really was a slave.  
She never heard the inner door open.  The first inkling she had she wasn’t alone was catching a glimpse of motion before her.  Sasha weakly looked up, then literally caught the sob that lumped in her throat at seeing someone here with her.  
“Courtney,” she croaked in a wavering, weak, suffering voice.  “Please.  I’m hurting.  Please let me down!  I’m sorry.  For everything!  I won’t ever do any of that again!  Oh please!  Just let me down and I’ll do anything you want.  Anything!”  
Courtney looked up from placing a small plastic pail atop the nearby table.  She’d already sat down a thick phone book, a plastic cup, and a towel there.  She was shocked at how distressed her cousin looked, how her voice sounded, and felt truly awful inside at being the cause of that.  She also didn’t think Sasha was just saying what she did just to say it, she was positive Sasha was utterly contrite and sorry.  
For now.  
Standing right in front of Sasha Courtney placed small fists on her sleek little hips.  “Listen to me Twerp.  Don’t say another word.  Not one, until I say you can speak.  I know you’re hurting and tired, but I won’t hesitate to gag you if you say another word.  Understand me?”  
Sasha couldn’t keep this little sob from breaking out at that.  Numbly, miserably she just nodded.  She didn’t dare risk Courtney following through with that threat.  If it was a threat.  Indeed, the way Courtney had spoken it sounded very much like a solemn promise, instead.  
At Twerp’s nod Courtney walked closer, kneeling on the tiles almost between her slave’s cuffed and spread small feet.  Mom had explained the working of the pole thing, and it didn’t take very long at all before tiny fingers had moved the sleeve properly to the slideable position.  “Bring your feet together Twerp,” Courtney said.  
Sasha didn’t hesitate at all.  With a groan she tensed her slender little thighs and brought her feet closer together.  Courtney helped, aiding that movement along.  Sasha groaned again as she - finally!  - was able to take the strain off her little arms and small cuffed wrists by, once more, balancing on her feet and taking the weight on them.  Courtney left the adjustment sleeve at that position then stood up, walking over to the table and picking up the phone book with both hands before kneeling back down again.  
She nibbled her full, soft lower lip as she laid the book down at Twerp’s feet.  There wasn’t any way for Twerp to lift one foot at a time, and Courtney was pretty sure Twerp was too exhausted to do anything like a chin-up.  “Huh,” she muttered.  “Ok Twerp, listen up,” she finally said.  “I’m gonna lift you up some and push this book under your feet.  So you got more room to wriggle your arms.”  
Sasha couldn’t keep from moaning in anticipation at that.  To be able to move her arms even just a little seemed like a divine gift.  Courtney stood up then wrapped her little arms around Twerp’s tummy, then heaved.  
Or tried to, anyway.  It wasn’t that Courtney was weak, because she wasn’t.  But her cousin outweighed her by 42 pounds, almost twice her weight, in fact.  So it wasn’t an easy thing at all to do, lifting her even a little.  She finally managed it, but not without a struggle, and not without a few whimpers, cries and groans from Twerp, whose arms and wrists were already aching and hurting.  
But, oh!  How blessedly wonderful that felt, once she was standing on that book!  Sasha started rolling her small shoulders, feeling the quivering of strained exhausted muscles.  She’d much rather be let all the way down, and started to say so, but one glance at that gag on the table and she decided perhaps it was better to just keep her yap shut for now.  
She watched as Courtney walked back over to the table and picked up a small, pink plastic cup, then padded back over to stand in front of her to hold the cup up to her lips.  Sasha’s cheeks turned a vivid rose then, recognizing the cup as a sippy cup, one used for toddlers and little kids.  Courtney held the spout to Twerp’s lips.  “Drink.”  
It wasn’t a suggestion Sasha numbly realized.  Nor even a request or offer.  It was nothing less then an order, a command.  It was also horribly embarrassing, too.  But Sasha was too thirsty to worry about the embarrassment of drinking from a little kid sippy cup or from just meekly following her little cousin’s order.  Once the spout touched her small pouty lips Sasha parted them, slipped them over the spout, and started eagerly suckling.  
The water was room temperature and bland.  But, right then, nothing tasted sweeter to Sasha then the liquid dribbling into her parched, gummy mouth.  She suckled and swallowed, suckled and swallowed, basking in the wetness, distantly aware that Courtney wasn’t teasing her with the cup, wasn’t pulling it back and away, making her struggle for her drink, or even making her beg for it.  
Her cheeks grew hot again, though, as she noticed Courtney’s expression as she kept tipping the cup back and helping Sasha drink.  She looked delighted, fascinated, enchanted; softly grinning, dusky eyes sparkling and bright.  
She finished the whole cup before Courtney finally lowered and took it away, then she simply turned and walked off, setting the now-empty cup down on the table.  Next she picked up the small plastic pail before walking to stand behind Sasha, who nervously stood there, still restrained and helpless.  Sasha clearly had no idea what Courtney was up to, and just as clearly was extremely apprehensive.  
Setting the pail down Courtney reached up and carefully gathered Twerp’s hair together, making a ponytail before using a scrunchie to keep it together, then picked up the sponge floating inside the pail.  Squeezing the excess water out she then started sponging down Twerp’s back.  She initially jerked at the first touch of the cool, moist sponge then relaxed, making a soft sigh as she did.  
It felt very good, very nice, and soothing, easing the itching from her sweaty skin.  Sasha’s pert little snub nose wrinkled, scenting a somewhat astringent odor with whatever it was Courtney was sponging her with.  It wasn’t a bad or nasty smell, no.  And, in fact, felt very nice, helping ease the jumpy quiveriness of her overtaxed, strained muscles.  
Courtney sponged Twerp from the back of her neck down to the bikini bottoms, frequently dipping and remoistening the sponge.  Then did her slender arms, up as high as she could reach before crouching and sponging lithe little legs from the bikini bottoms to the insteps of small bare feet.  Now came the hard part, she thought, leaving the sponge in the pail as she straightened up.  Small hands, the tiny fingers trembling a little, reached up and grasped the tied knot at the back of Twerp’s neck.  
No sooner did Sasha feel that then she lightly gasped, jerking forward.  “No Courtney, please don’t!”  she softly implored, pleading.  Then stiffened, unable to stifle the soft whimper as she heard from behind, “Hush slave.  I told you what would happen if you said anything.  “ At that Courtney walked around from behind, over to the table and picked up the gag before marching to stand in front of Twerp.  
Sasha’s eyes widened, grew huge.  She shook her head back and forth in rapid little shakes of denial.  Before she could plead anew not to have that put in her mouth Courtney firmly said, “Listen to me very carefully Twerp.  One way or another this is going in your mouth.  You were warned, and you chose not to obey.  You were also warned that any disobedience was gonna be punished.”  There was absolutely no give in her voice but, Sasha noticed, there also wasn’t any gleeful gloating either.  
“I don’t have to be nice about this Twerp.  Or make any deals,” she informed, gazing right into her slave’s wide green eyes as she held the very tip of the gag to Twerp’s tightly closed lips.  “If you open your mouth, right now, though, I’ll take it out once I’m through with you and before I go back upstairs.  Give me a hassle about it and you’ll wear it until I feed you dinner tonight.”  
Sasha whimpered again.  She did not, most positively did not, want that in her mouth.  Especially knowing what it was supposed to resemble which, she now well know, it did to an astonishingly life-like degree, even down to molded veins running across the surface.  She didn’t dare compound her error by vocally pleading, but her huge, entreating eyes were certainly eloquent enough.  They rapidly filled, glistening like pools, and a single tear trickled down her cheek.  
But Courtney seemed immune to her distress.  In fact, her small heart-shaped face tightened into a deep frown.  Sasha whimpered again, hating herself for being so weak, but seeing no other option.  She parted her lips, just a little, hoping that Courtney, seeing that she was trying, would change her mind.  
“Good slave,” Courtney softly murmured.  “Wider.  Now!”  The last was quite sharp, and Sasha jerked at the tone.  This...  this just couldn’t be happening to her!  She couldn’t really be forced to obey, to have to listen to a little girl like her cousin!  To really be her property, her slave!  
But, it was.  And she did.  And she was.  Sasha shivered, little body trembling, goose bumps racing up and down little arms and legs as she capitulated with another whimper, opening her mouth wide enough for the gag.  Her entire body flushed a bright hot scarlet as Courtney gently slipped the mouthpiece in, as Sasha felt the soft yet firm latex glide past her gaped small lips then deeper inside, as she felt the texture and detail of the shaft filling her small mouth.  
“Good slave!”  Courtney said with approval, which only heightened Sasha’s color.  Once the rectangular black leather section the mouthpiece was attached to was firmly pressing against Twerp’s lips Courtney held it there for a few moments, just like Mom said to do, making sure that Twerp wasn’t going to actually gag or choke on it.  Gags were supposed to silence, she’d been told, not actually make someone gag.  Mom hadn’t thought Twerp would have trouble with it - the penis part wasn’t that long, only three inches in length - but had warned Courtney to be extremely careful if she needed - or wanted - to use it.  
It might not have been all that long but, to Sasha, it felt like her whole mouth was filled.  Not like the ball had done, no, for that had evenly expanded inside her mouth, filling it top to bottom and side to side.  This one felt like she was sucking on a giant popsicle, then moaned no sooner had she thought that.  ‘Sucking’ was not, she decided, the word she wanted, at all, to be thinking of right now!  
Courtney slipped the two securing straps behind Twerp’s head, threaded one end by touch through the buckle, and then very snugly fastened them together.  Again, remembering her Mom’s instructions, she slipped a tiny forefinger beneath the strap at Twerp’s one cheek and lightly pulled, seeing how far, if at all, she could tug the wide strap part over Twerp’s mouth.  It moved a little, but not much, so that should be fine from what she’d understood.  
“Just because you’re gagged now Twerp,” Courtney firmly announced, “Doesn’t mean a slave can just go ahead now and make noises.  I still don’t want to hear a peep out of you.”  
Sasha was mortified.  Humiliated beyond belief.  And it wasn’t just at being bossed around by a littler girl.  Or at being utterly helpless about what was happening.  Or even at that nasty awful gag in her mouth.  Although all of that played a significant part in how she felt.  No, what was truly embarrassing was how all this was making her feel again.  Inside.  Deep in the pit of her tummy.  
Oddly enough, that had started when Courtney had given her water.  Even through the embarrassment of that, something about having the cup held to her lips, carefully tipped back so she could drink when she couldn’t drink on her own, had started those feelings again.  Then, when Sasha had noticed the expression in her cousin’s eyes, she’d felt the oddest, sharp little jolt at that and the tingles started growing more.  While she certainly wasn’t being pampered, she was being taken care of, when Sasha certainly was in no position to care for her own self.  Cared for gently, nicely and kindly.  Even the sponging had been gentle and tender, when it could have simply been brusque and efficient.  
That had never been part of her daydreams.  She’d never even considered that possibility.  Yet she couldn’t deny how that was making her feel inside, any more then she could have denied how everything else had been making her feel and react.  
Like what was happening, right now, even as she struggled to push that awful thing out and had no more success doing so then she had had with the ball before.  Watching as Courtney walked behind her again, knowing what was about to happen.  
She didn’t want to be stripped, she really, really didn’t!  Sasha didn’t care that she’d daydreamed of exactly that happening to her.  As she’d already found out, daydreams were one thing, reality another.  She didn’t understand why knowing she was about to be undressed was upsetting her as much as it was.  It wasn’t as if her cousin hadn’t seen her naked before, after all.  But sharing a shower together, both bare as the day they were born, and being helplessly stripped naked by her cousin was wildly different.  
And there wasn’t anything she could do about it.  She could try to twist and struggle, but Sasha didn’t think that would accomplish much.  It certainly wouldn’t prevent anything, either.  Nor could she forget being paddled before, and was horribly certain that if she didn’t just docilely stand there, Courtney would be more then happy to paddle her until she did.  And with that gag now in her mouth she couldn’t say anything.  Couldn’t plead or beg or threaten or anything.  Then again, Sasha thought, threatening would be a stupid thing to do, she’d already learned that today.  And, she was dismally aware, even if she wasn’t gagged she didn’t think she’d dare talk.  Not and risk being punished for speaking when she’d expressly been told -twice now - to keep quiet.  
Courtney stepped behind Twerp again then, without saying a word, without too much fumbling, reached up again for the top string knot.  It was the work of a moment to undo the ends and, when she let go, the strings slithered over and off Twerp’s small tensed shoulders, accompanied the instant they slipped free by a muffled whimper from her slave.  
Sasha glanced down, horrified.  Her top was now dangling just below small nascent breasts, now revealed, as were twin small nipples, taut and puckered, rosy and erect.  Again she blushed, that crimson tide flooding even brighter as she saw them visibly tighten even more even as she watched.  Little toes clenched, she fidgeted and squirmed feeling Courtney’s fingers tugging at the bottom knot and, moments later, Sasha moaned, watching as her top fluttered down to the tiles at her feet.  
When she felt those fingers fumbling at the ties to her bottom Sasha squirmed, wriggled, and twisted sleek hips.  Then squealed, jerking, as Courtney’s tiny hand sharply swatted her butt.  She never said a word but, then again, she didn’t have to; her message was crystal clear.  Trembling hard Sasha struggled to hold still as she felt Courtney tugging at the ties at either hip.  Moments later the back half fluttered down but, Sasha was dismayed to notice, the front half seemed stuck; adhered to her mound.  It didn’t stay stuck there long, as Courtney just gave the back a little jerk, pulling her bottoms free and off.  
Sasha softly moaned and whimpered, now standing there fully naked, utterly exposed.  The rings at her wrist cuffs jingled as she reflexively, instinctively, went to cover herself with her arms, those at her ankles chimed as she tried to cross her legs...  and couldn’t.  She desperately prayed Courtney would let her down now, for there was no way she or Aunt Samantha could possibly miss how she reacted to certain things.  
Instead, Courtney simply sAuntered in front, dropping the tops and bottoms of her swimsuit atop her other clothes, then set the pail she carried down.  Taking sponge in hand again, Courtney continued swabbing off Sasha, this time her front.  
It hadn’t been as hard to strip Twerp as she’d thought it would be.  It certainly hadn’t been difficult sponging off her back, as that was very much like when they’d soap each other’s backs when they’d showered together.  However, Courtney had never soaped her cousin’s front before nor, for that matter, had seen Sasha’s breasts bared.  Well, not since they’d grown as they had.  So her cheeks were quite pink as she started sponging Twerp’s upper chest, just above those gently budding swells, feeling extremely shy and self-conscious.  She didn’t want to get caught peeking, or seem as if she was curious...  even though she was.  
Then she blinked, a startled look on her face as her clever mind considered something.  It was only naughty peeking if Sasha didn’t know Courtney was looking.  If Sasha hadn’t permitted that.  Sasha, after all, had the right to privacy and modesty, the right to decide who could or could not look at her.  
Sasha had that right.  But Twerp was a slave, who had no rights.  Including the rights to privacy or modesty.  And Twerp was Courtney’s slave.  To do with as she pleased.  Which included peeking.  Heck, outright staring, for that matter!  
Twerp turned even brighter as Courtney took a step back, and boldly looked at her slave’s now-bared chest.  Hotly blushed, yes, but Courtney’s huge gray eyes widened as she saw Twerp’s nipples pucker even more then they already had been.  ‘She gets excited being stared at!’  Courtney thought in undisguised glee.  ‘How kewl!’ 
She avidly stared at Twerp’s little budding breasts and small, hard nipples.  She mentally contrasted what she saw now versus what they’d looked like last summer, as well as compared them to her own.  They weren’t very big, no, but they were definitely boobies and not just muscle.  And the nipples looked different, too.  A little wider and bigger.  Certainly more of the center part then Courtney’s were, or Sasha had had last year.  
Sasha, wishing she could just sink into the floor and disappear forever whimpered again, tried twisting to the side to hide her exposed front from that intense appraising look of her cousin’s.  Then froze as Courtney simply said, never even looking up, “Oh, hold still.  Before I paddle you.”  
Tiny toes wriggled and clenched, small hands tightened into little fists.  All Sasha could do was stand there and be helplessly examined like an anatomical model.  
Or, she imagined, examined just like the slave she was.  
Sasha made an appalling discovery a few moments later while Courtney was busy, preoccupied staring at and studying her chest.  
Like the ball in her mouth before, this gag, too, also filled her mouth, rendering her speech useless.  And, like that ball, made her helplessly salivate.  However, unlike the ball, which was porous sponge and soaked up the saliva, this one wasn’t absorbent.  Not at all.  And her spit was slowly building up in her mouth, pooling, and puddling.  She tried swallowing but, with that shaft in her mouth holding down her little tongue, she couldn’t easily do so.  What was at the very back of her throat she could swallow, but not the stuff that was steadily pooling in the front.  Already she had to keep her small lips firmly pressed around the rod to keep from drooling.  She had exactly two choices, and neither appealed to her.  She could either, at some point, lose the battle to hold her spit inside and wind up slobbering down her chin, or try sucking the stuff back to where she could swallow it.  
Both were utterly embarrassing, but for different reasons.  Helplessly slobbering would be so demeaning and humiliating.  And no way could Courtney miss seeing that if that happened.  Yet sucking the spit back would also mean sucking down on that gag, and Sasha just couldn’t forget what it was supposed to look like or represent.  Even though it was only a fake, it would be like sucking on a penis.  One of the magazines had clearly shown a woman doing just that, to a real one, and Sasha couldn’t think of anything nastier or yuckier.  She’d certainly never ever put something like that in her mouth!  Yet, at this moment, she definitely had something very much like a real one inside, and she sure hadn’t had any choice about that.  Another jolting tingle rippled through her as she thought, as she considered all that.  
Maybe if she just tipped her head back she could get her spit to trickle back to where she could swallow it?  Sasha carefully tilted her head back, feeling it shift in her mouth as she did.  She couldn’t see Courtney very well once she had, but in some ways that was a mercy.  
And in some ways not.  For Sasha didn’t see when Courtney dipped the sponge again, this time to lightly run it right over a small nascent breast.  
Samantha glanced up at the wall clock as she sipped her coffee and nibbled on a croissant.  If she was honest with herself - and she was - Samantha knew that her desire to accompany her daughter downstairs to deal with Twerp was as much out of curiosity and interest as it was to assure everything went well.  But it was more important to have Courtney go down, this time, on her own, than it was to satisfy her own urges.  
For one, Samantha was very aware of how unsure her daughter still was in herself.  She needed to start building her self-confidence where it came to handling and training her new slave.  Perhaps nine was a bit young to ask that of a girl but, one thing Samantha had acknowledged early on was that Courtney was a bright, clever, precocious, and responsible child.  And it wasn’t as if Samantha intended to just throw her daughter in the deep end expecting her to start swimming.  
She had no clue how her daughter was going to respond.  Just because Samantha had a dominant nature didn’t mean her daughter would.  And it wasn’t necessary for her daughter to have a Dominant aspect, after all, for her to succeed.  Most likely Courtney would simply deal with the situation just as if she were Sasha’s miniature Mom.  Which would still accomplish the goal of reeducating and disciplining her cousin.  Which was, after all, the main reason Samantha had chosen this course of action.  The fact that Sasha found being tied up and restrained was simply a means to that end.  Something to help accelerate her progress.  
For another, it was crucially important, right from the get go, to firmly establish with Sasha that Courtney really was in charge.  Not a figurehead, a puppet of her Aunt, but really and truly in charge.  So having Courtney go downstairs to do what she’d gone down to do - which was, by all accounts, fairly simple and uncomplicated - was a very good way of doing just that.  Samantha wouldn’t be hovering in the background, her presence wouldn’t be giving Sasha the sensation that Courtney was being monitored, that Sasha had an alternative superior to supplicate to.  There’d be no ‘lifeline’ that Sasha would feel she could seek out.  
Samantha chuckled to herself as she took another sip.  The expression on Sasha’s face as Courtney announced her slave’s new name was priceless.  She didn’t like hearing kids use demeaning or insulting names on each other, and had been about to call Sasha to task for doing just that to her daughter, having overheard her calling Courtney ‘twerp’ several times.  But Sasha had, by her own actions, supplied the means to resolving that little problem herself.  Samantha had no doubt that, after this summer, she’d learn better then to use demeaning nicknames as she’d seemed to have developed the habit of doing.  
Then her expression became more serious, more thoughtful, and pensive.  She didn’t know how, if even if, her daughter was going to respond to things, true.  Nor, really, did she know how Sasha - well, Twerp - was, either.  Granted, the child obviously was excited about being restrained and helpless.  What Samantha didn’t know was just how long she’d had feelings like those.  What forms, if anything other then nebulous vague images, those feelings, and dreams took.  
Or whether Samantha should pursue that avenue as part of her reeducation and training.  
Samantha sipped her coffee, deeply thinking.  There was no immediate need to make a decision about that, but, soon, she would have to determine whether or not to do so.  Just as she’d informed her daughter, this could easily be kept more like a parent/child relationship, just a bit more intense and with a few additional options a parent wouldn’t utilize with their child.  However, if Twerp really did respond to bondage, to submission, if those truly did arouse and stimulate her, then, the longer this continued, the more intense, the more those feelings would burgeon and flower deep inside her.  
With no idea what, how or why that was happening to her.  The normal sensations accompanying puberty, as a child’s body started to mature, to feel, to want sensations, was confusing enough for them.  Discovering that being tied up, being helpless, having no control over things, being ordered about, required to obey, being embarrassed and, possibly, even humiliated - Samantha wasn’t sure about that, yet - was exciting, stimulating and arousing would be tremendously overwhelming, confusing, unsettling and possibly even traumatic.  It was one thing for Twerp’s logical conscious to understand those things might evoke those feelings - assuming, of course, Twerp understood even that much - and quite another for her subconscious, her mind and emotions, to accept that, too.  
Normally when Samantha trained and taught another submissive or slave, they’d already come to understand, accept, and embrace their own feelings and desires, both consciously and unconsciously.  They’d wanted, earnestly sought out, those who, too, understood and accepted that.  They’d desired and consented, with full understanding and comprehension, what was involved with that willing compliance.  Oh, there were always aspects they balked at; they varied from person to person, and for different reasons.  But a good Mistress understood the difference between hard limits, and areas that could, and should, be pushed.  Explored and expanded.  
But Twerp hadn’t consented.  
Regarding disciplining Twerp, her inappropriate and unacceptable behavior being firmly corrected, naturally enough no consent was needed.  Or would be sought, either.  But that wasn’t the issue, not at all.  Like it or not, what was the issue was how Twerp was responding to matters.  
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.  
That was what she’d whispered to Twerp.  As much to test her reaction, as it was to make clear to Twerp Samantha knew.  Wasn’t guessing, but knew what Twerp felt inside.  And in doing so, whether Samantha knew it or not at the time, made visible to them both a door, as it were, that, once opened, would expose an entire new world for her niece.  
It was very possible that, now aware of that possibility Twerp would, over time, eagerly seek what lay there.  But it would be Samantha’s responsibility, her decision, whether to allow or permit that door to actually be unlocked, be opened.  
Knowing full well that, if she did, she’d be laying the immutable foundation of Twerp’s future life.  Once started down that path, undergoing the expert training Samantha knew she was capable of, never to leave it.  A child her age, poised right on the brink of budding maturation, was so very malleable.  And every child, no matter how well behaved or unmanageable, sought approval on some level.  They wanted, needed, craved to be wanted, to be approved of.  
So, too, did true submissives and slaves.  No small part of their training and modification was using their need for approval.  
Right now, at this moment, the lines between retraining an errant child and training a new slave were quite blurred, overlapped, and indistinct.  They could remain that way, too.  
Possibly.  
But, if Twerp really was responding as it appeared she was, becoming aroused, then Samantha would have to make, and quite soon, a very important decision.  Did she ‘tone down’ some aspects, those that excited Twerp, and concentrate on more neutral issues?  Or begin training her in all aspects?  
Making that harder to decide was that Samantha was finding it extremely difficult to remain purely objective on the matter.  Not when her own Dominant nature was licking her chops at the opportunity.  There was a not-so-minor war going on inside her at the moment, a battle between a loving Aunt who’d had enough of her bratty, bullying, misbehaving niece and fully intended to correct and discipline her, and of a natural Dominant who hungered at the unique opportunity to train such a young, innocent, pliant girl as a slave.  
A nonconsenting one, at that.  But who, nonetheless, subconsciously craved exactly that: to be enslaved against her will, trained no matter how much she resisted and struggled.  
Samantha had played that very role many times with others.  But they’d always been roles.  Always been play.  Imaginary scenes.  But there wasn’t anything imaginary, anything pretend, about this now.  Not if she truly followed through with what she’d intimated to Twerp earlier.  
As far as her daughter knew or understood, this was just punishment of sorts.  A rather unusual and severe form of grounding.  Which, in its way, it was.  But, it could easily become more, and Samantha knew that.  
She glanced up at the clock again, wondering how things were going downstairs, then gazed into her mug again, her thoughts quite deep and intense.  
Courtney took a deep breath as she dipped the sponge into the pail again then squeezed the extra water out.  It was one thing to look at Twerp’s breasts, and another to touch them.  Which she was about to do, albeit via using a sponge rather then her hand.  But, still!  
She admitted to herself she was kinda curious to do just that.  Touch them.  In a naughty-exciting-inquisitive way.  But it was also a ‘no-touch’ place, too.  Not to mention something she’d never thought about before.  Touching another girl there, that is.  
But Twerp was her slave now, she reasoned, which meant she didn’t have the right to any ‘no-touch’ places.  And besides, Courtney was supposed to wash down all of her slave, not just the places that weren’t embarrassing to touch.  Besides, it was obvious Twerp was even less happy about this then she was, if that hot blush meant anything.  So that made it lots easier for Courtney to do.  
The sponge glided gently down one budding breast...  and the world irrevocably changed for both of them at that moment.  
Twerp’s eyes flew wide open, huge and round.  She sharply inhaled, let out a hissed breath as the moist, slippery sponge glided across her little breast, the grainy texture of the sponge rubbing over a tiny, hard, puckered rosy peak.  
That sensation was powerful.  Intense.  Totally unexpected.  Sasha was utterly unprepared for the electrifying, sharp tingling jolts that rippled through her at that.  Her small body helplessly jerked and shivered.  Her small chest, without conscious thought, pushed out.  Tiny toes clenched hard and wriggled.  
Courtney squeaked and leapt back, her own eyes no less round, paling a bit at Twerp’s reaction, having no more idea to expect that then Twerp had, and frightened she’d somehow inadvertently hurt Twerp.  
Twerp stared at Courtney with rounded, shocked, stunned eyes.  Although the immediate powerful tingling sensation stopped as soon as the gliding sponge did, the remaining tingles left behind were stronger then ever, even if a great deal less then that instant had been.  Nor did they seem in a hurry to disappear either.  
For the life of her Courtney couldn’t see how that could have hurt Twerp.  Granted, she didn’t have breasts yet, nor did her own tiny nipples look anything like Twerp’s did, so she couldn’t be sure, but, still!  
She stepped closer again, her eyes locked onto Twerp’s.  Her slave whimpered as the sponge was slowly lifted back up again, looked at Courtney with huge pleading eyes.  But, Courtney noticed, those nipples stayed hard and pointy.  According to her Mom, that was a good sign, not a bad one.  So, whatever had happened, it couldn’t have been that awful!  
The jury was still out on that as far as Sasha was concerned, however.  Never in her wildest dreams had she ever before felt anything like that.  And it had happened so fast, so unexpectedly, had been so powerful and intense she really couldn’t say if it had been nice or not.  Her tummy was getting more and more achy tingly, and her nipples were tingling so intensely they almost throbbed.  She didn’t, not at all, want Courtney to do that again, and whimpered at the understanding that it didn’t matter at all what she wanted.  
Still, she leaned back as far as the restraints permitted as Courtney brought the sponge closer and closer, frantically shaking her head side to side, imploringly.  Then almost collapsed, small knees buckling as Courtney lightly swabbed her little breast again.  
‘Oh my!’  Courtney thought with delight, seeing the reaction.  Again there’d been that swift sharp inhale, that jerking forwards of her chest.  In a flash of precocious insight Courtney decided this couldn’t hurt after all.  One didn’t jerk a hand deeper into a fire, after all.  You jerked it out!  
Again and again Courtney gently glided the sponge over Twerp’s breasts, fascinated with the reactions that produced.  Reactions that increased the longer she laved.  
Odd, panted breaths that whuffled through tiny flaring nostrils.  Flushed skin.  Eyes closed, head lolled back.  Odd soft muffled humming muted by the gag.  Small nipples that visibly tightened harder, smaller and more erect.  Goosebumps on her little arms and legs.  Small feet that shifted in the ankle cuffs, making the rings chime.  Tiny toes that flexed, wriggled, clenched.  Little naked body twisting and squirming.  
And with every glide of the sponge over those rosy little peaks seeing Twerp’s chest push out.  
She didn’t want to.  Push out, that is.  That was plain as day to Courtney.  Twerp was frantically struggling to stay still, embarrassed and humiliated at her inability to do so.  Courtney felt a sudden, abrupt and intense warmth flood her at that.  As, again, the sensation of power and command filled her inside.  Not only could she order Twerp around, she could make her body do things!  Things Twerp didn’t want to do, fought not to do!  
The tide of sensation that filled Courtney at that moment was intoxicating.  Stimulating.  Addictive.  Her skin felt tight and very warm.  As did her insides, her tummy.  Like gold, warm sunshine filling her head to toe.  She liked this feeling!  Liked it a lot!!  
Courtney sponged Twerp’s little breasts for several minutes, until her slave was a panting, weakly trembling, hotly blushing mess.  ‘Oh, this was fun!’ she thought.  But, she still had to finish washing Twerp down.  
And then there was the punishment still to come, which, now, was even more exciting to think about.  
Sasha, meanwhile, was a dazed, reeling, stunned wreck.  Her little legs were quivering; no, vibrating.  She couldn’t seem to catch her breath, her heart was pounding, literally thudding in her chest.  Her ears were ringing, her pulse thundering.  She couldn’t hold still, just kept writhing and twisting.  For the life of her, if Courtney had threatened to paddle her senseless if she kept moving she couldn’t have held still.  
Nor could she keep from thrusting her chest out at each and every glide of that sponge.  She’d tried at first.  Oh, how she had tried!  Horribly embarrassed at doing so, right there in front of her little cousin, because of what her little cousin was doing!  But she could no more keep from thrusting out then she could have held still if given an electric shock.  It was impossible!  
It was like nothing she’d felt before.  Or, so she’d thought at first.  It wasn’t until the fourth or fifth sponge-down that it finally percolated through her growing inchoate thoughts what that felt like.  It was very much like when she rubbed or pressed up against the banister or bedpost.  Not quite the same, no.  And feeling more, well, ‘distant’.  But the tingles, the gentle yet growing warmth and throbbing was very close to being the same as that.  
Sasha didn’t know that was possible.  To have feelings like that from rubbing her nipples.  She’d never rubbed them before.  Never even thought to try.  And they were growing more and more sensitive, more responsive, the longer Courtney kept gliding the sponge over them.  The tingles growing more intense, that warmth filling her more and more.  
Worse, much worse, was when Sasha realized that, somehow, she was also starting to tingle in her tummy.  Real low down.  Just like she did when she banister rubbed.  Just like how she felt when she daydreamed about this stuff.  When she’d first gagged and cuffed herself from the poles.  She couldn’t tell if she was getting juicy again, as her entire tummy and crotch was wet from the water dribbling down from the sponging, but she was hideously certain that she was getting juicy.  These feelings felt way too much the same.  And she’d no idea how that was possible.  
She tried to hold still.  To resist those growing heated tingles.  Tried to figure out what was going on, what was happening to her.  She was dismayed to discover her body was slipping out of her control, responding to what Courtney was doing regardless of what Sasha wanted.  As if Sasha was just a bystander in her own body, able to watch and feel but nothing else.  As if she was Courtney’s toy, and being played with as Courtney wanted.  
Her thoughts started to tatter and shred, growing as ragged as her breathing.  She desperately sought to hold onto them but they disintegrated like tissue in a hurricane until, by the time Courtney stopped sponging, all Sasha could do was feel.  
Feel.  And want.  
Badly want.  As she’d never wanted anything so ardently before in her life.  She whimpered when the sponging stopped, pushed her little chest out, futilely seeking even more, sightlessly staring down at Courtney with enormous, grass-green eyes that seemed to burn in their depths.  
Then furiously blushed as conscious thought abruptly snapped back into focus.  As little tingles still rippled and coursed through her restrained, small, naked, panting body.  At seeing Courtney staring at her.  Gazing up with huge, wide gray eyes that gleamed.  No, glowed.  Radiant with delight, with pleasure, with satisfaction.  
“I like making you squirm,” she brightly chirped in her fluting, melodious, high-pitched piping voice.  “I’m gonna make you squirm again, too,” she added, then a wide grin split her face at Sasha’s soft muffled dismayed moan.  “Just not right now,” she stated.  “I’ve got to finish first.”  
Sasha moaned again, tiny toes clenching.  No doubt at all in her mind that, if Courtney chose to make her squirm again, squirm she would indeed do!  She’d been helpless to keep still before, and she didn’t question she’d be helpless again the next time!  And Courtney looked so eager to do that to her again, too!  
Another hot tide of crimson flooded Sasha as Courtney reached up and sponged her small chin and the top of her chest.  Only then did Sasha realize she’d started slobbering past the gag, and an utterly mortified muffled moan came from her.  But Courtney didn’t tease her about that happening.  She didn’t giggle or poke fun at her and, for some reason that sent gentle warmth rippling through Sasha.  She just matter-of-factly sponged the slobber off, then dipped the sponge in the bucket, and started laving Sasha’s tummy, sides, flanks, and sleek hips.  She didn’t even look up, or giggle or grin, at the slurping sounds Sasha made as she struggled to get the growing pool of saliva where she could swallow it, sucking it to the back of her mouth.  
She tensed as Courtney’s sponging got lower and lower, then relaxed, heaving a sigh of deep relief, as Courtney bypassed her groin and started sponging down the front of her slender legs.  Her relief was short-lived, however, as, once she’d washed all the way down then remoistened the sponge, Courtney gently rubbed it over her rump, washing off both firm, pert cheeks, then very gently traced the sponge between her legs, right over her mound.  
Sasha only had moments to brace herself for that.  But if she’d had a lifetime it wouldn’t have mattered or helped.  She’d barely had time to tense, to make a muffled squeal of rejection before the sponge gently rubbed over her mound.  
And then her little legs quivered, small knees buckled as she gave a sharp breathy hiss.  Courtney jerked her hand back, startled again, and then beamed, looking up with a grin of delight again.  This had been a very difficult for her to do.  After all, this was her most private, most personal of parts, and she was very shy and self-conscious about actually looking at Twerp there, let alone touch her there!  But she was supposed to sponge all of Twerp down, and all meant all.  “Oooohhh!”  she airily murmured.  “That makes you squirm too?”  she said with awed delight as she rubbed the sponge down a second time, a little firmer then before.  
Courtney didn’t need Twerp to answer, not the way her sleek little hips abruptly bucked out when she glided the sponge down over Twerp’s smooth bare mound.  Sasha’s emerald eyes were huge, rounding out like saucers at the touch.  It wasn’t like banister pressing, but...  it was, too.  Deep little shivers rippled through her body at that slippery firm caress of the sponge, and her tummy tingled worse then ever before.  She stared down at Courtney with huge, disbelieving eyes, then shuddered worse seeing her cousin’s eager, joyful delighted expression, a dismayed moan at that.  “Oooh, this is so kewl!”  Courtney exclaimed.  
Sasha was mortified, embarrassed beyond words and belief.  She heartily wished Courtney - and that sponge--far, far away.  Yet, even as she stood there, futilely trying to close her legs, there was no small part of her that yearned to push outwards, craved to press against that sponge again.  Sasha hoped, prayed that Courtney couldn’t sense that.  That would just be too awful to happen, having Courtney figure out how that actually made Sasha feel inside.  
Courtney stood up, her urchin grin fading as she somewhat reluctantly yet wistfully sighed.  “Maybe later,” she promised, dropping the sponge into the pail then taking the soft fluffy towel and patting Twerp dry.  Sasha’s tiny toes clenched and wriggled at that, a deep sigh of relief and unexpected escape gusting through tiny flared nostrils.  The torment - if it could actually be called that; she wasn’t quite sure if she could - was almost over, it seemed.  She closed her eyes, relaxing as she was gently toweled off.  
She had so much to think about.  Things like being gently taken care of while she was utterly helpless.  That was...  odd.  Weird.  But nice.  It was almost like being pampered.  Almost.  Being restrained and naked against her will and wishes put a far different ‘spin’ on that, though.  What she really had to think about, however, was how all this was making her feel inside.  Making her feel, again, against her wishes and will.  
It was an extremely difficult mental struggle and conundrum.  On the one hand, try as she might, Sasha couldn’t deny how most of this was feeling.  Nice.  Very nice.  Wonderful.  The tingles, the heat, the shivery throbbing in her tummy.  Her nipples.  The soft, warm glowiness in her body.  Very much like banister pressing, in fact, and she never minded that!  
On the other hand, she’d no choice in what was being done.  How it was being done.  No choice in wanting, or seeking, those nice feelings herself.  They either were just happening on their own, it seemed, or being pressed and pushed onto her no matter how she might resist them.  And, somehow, simply by trying to resist and then failing, by understanding she had no choice that only seemed to make those shivery tingles even worse.  
Her ruminations came to an abrupt, screeching shocking halt moments later as Courtney folded up the towel and replaced it on the table before standing in front of Sasha again.  “Now that I’m done with that,” she said, “it’s time to start ‘discussing’ your punishments.”  
Wide shocked eyes stared down at Courtney.  Then, for an instant a bubble of mirth jiggled inside Sasha at what she saw before her.  Standing there, tiny fists on sleek curveless hips was Courtney, in a pose identical to that of her Aunt or Mom when they were really pee-oed and about to read the riot act.  Ordinarily seeing her cousin doing something that ludicrous would have had Sasha braying in scornful, derisive laughter, sputtering in contempt at her theatrics.  
But that momentary touch of merriment died at birth.  Sasha gulped, deeply shuddered.  Courtney didn’t look at all playful, at all facetious.  Her expression was utterly solemn and serious, and Sasha felt a wave of dread rush through her.  Exactly the same feeling she’d felt in the past when called on the carpet.  It didn’t matter that she had to look down at those grim, implacable eyes rather then up.  It didn’t matter that Courtney was so much smaller and tinier.  Somehow, at this very moment, it was Sasha that felt about an inch tall.  
“Bhhh ahh dhhhnnhh uuhhh hhnnhhffpphh!”  she wailed, panicked and protesting.  She hadn’t done anything wrong!  Then paled, her blushes disappearing like draining water, tensing like steel, realizing she’d spoken.  She shuddered harder seeing Courtney’s eyes narrow in displeasure.  Sasha wildly looked around, as if seeking escape, looking anywhere but at Courtney.  
Courtney took a deep breath.  She’d been mentally rehearsing this speech ever since she’d started downstairs and, except for the few minutes she’d been distracted making Twerp helplessly squirm, she’d continued that mental recitation.  She knew she’d be punishing Twerp after sponging her down and was determined to do everything properly.  
The stance.  The look.  The tone of voice.  
Everything.  
A little tingly shiver raced through Courtney at Twerp’s reaction.  It was everything she dreamed this could be.  Her big, older cousin was trembling!  Scared of Courtney!  Well, more properly, scared of what Courtney might do, rather then Courtney herself.  
“I’m very mad at what you’ve done to me ever since you came here,” she said in a stern, soft voice that still sounded piping.  Still glaring at Twerp with a cold hard gaze she continued.  “You’ve been a mean bully to me.  Treated me like crap.  Poked fun at me, called me names.  Made me choose between lying to my Mom or telling her what happened, knowing I’d get punished if I told her.  You could have been nice, just pretended I hadn’t shown you what I did but, oh no!  You had to be wicked and blackmail me!”  
Throughout all this Sasha kept shuddering, remained pale as ice.  She desperately tried avoiding looking at either Courtney or the stuff on the tabletop but she couldn’t keep from glancing at either now and then.  She was horribly aware that Courtney was really pissed at her, and that her Aunt was nowhere around to keep Courtney from using anything on that table she wanted to use on Sasha.  
Courtney closed her eyes a moment then took a deep breath before looking back up at her slave.  “But that’s not what these punishments are gonna be about.”  Sasha gulped again at hearing the plural there, a soft muffled whine that she couldn’t stop at her words.  
“You’re already being punished for all that.  And will be all this summer, by being a slave instead of our guest,” Courtney stated, then fixed Twerp with a very serious look.  There was a long, dreadful pause and then, “You were told, slave, not to speak without being spoken to first, weren’t you?  That a slave was to call my Mom ‘Ma’am’.  And me ‘Mistress’.  Instead you insist on calling Mom ‘Aunt Samantha’ and me ‘Courtney’.”  
“And twerp, and jerk, and doofwad,” she added, her piping voice getting softer yet more menacing.  “Then you went ahead and yelled at me.  You tried to give me orders.  Tried to tell me what to do.  Well Twerp, you were told the rules.  And what would happen if you broke them.  Maybe you thought all this was nothing but a joke but, if you did...,” 
Sasha’s tummy got an awful, fluttery-hollow feeling, the same she got in the past when the ‘moment of truth’ had arrived and, like it or not, understood there was going to be no reprieve.  Courtney walked over and, with quite a bit of straining, huffing and puffing, lifted Sasha high enough up to push the thick phone book back out from under Sasha’s small bare feet.  Setting her back down on the cool gleaming tiles then crouching down she ordered, “Spread your feet apart Twerp.  Slowly.  Until I say to stop.”  
Sasha didn’t want to move her feet apart.  She’d only just started feeling the strain in her neck, arms, and shoulders easing up.  However, with the memory of how Courtney had ‘helped’ move her feet apart last time - with a hard shove against the inside of an ankle - still vivid in her mind, Sasha was very aware that, if she didn’t move her own feet apart as she was just told to do, Courtney sure had ways of moving them apart.  Painful ways!  
With little halting, fumbling, squirming wriggles of her feet, Sasha was able to carefully move them apart.  The tiled floor helped, the surface of the glazed little squares quite smooth and slick.  Too slick, she recalled with chagrin, remembering her misfortune, the calamity of her feet sliding apart unexpectedly and thus trapping her in her current predicament.  
As her feet started getting further and further apart, as lithe little legs started opening wider and wider Sasha started nervously whimpering.  Then gave a sigh of relief when Courtney muttered, “OK Twerp.  You can stop there now.”  Her little heels were still on the floor.  Barely, but still there, so her weight wasn’t all on her small cuffed wrists again like before.  
Then Sasha stiffened in shock, paling.  Huge rounded eyes helplessly gazed down as Courtney simply picked the hairbrushed-shaped paddle up and marched to stand behind her.  Attachment rings chimed and jingled as she jerked, Sasha gave a little muted mewl of dismay.  
Standing behind Twerp Courtney took another deep breath, preparing herself.  She still felt a bit nervous about truly paddling Twerp but, unlike the first time she’d done that, this time she felt a little tingly shiver of excitement and power racing through her.  A tiny, pink tongue tip peeked out past small, soft, warm lips, glided back and forth moistening them.  Courtney couldn’t tear her gaze from Twerp’s bottom, now totally bare and naked before her.  Unlike before, when the swimsuit bottoms had still covered and concealed.  A bottom whose cheeks were, even now, reflexively tightening.  Clenching as Twerp braced for the impending paddling she couldn’t do a thing about preventing or avoiding.  
*whack* *smack* *crack* *smack* *whack* *whack* *smack* *crack* 
One after another, like a metronome of doom, the paddle sharply landed, the impact echoing in the room.  Sasha shrieked and cried, hollered and bawled, those pained cries muted, saliva drooling down her chin and dripping onto her chest as she howled.  Hopping up and down on her toes, unable to truly dance or kick her legs, not with her ankles still firmly cuffed and secured.  
Courtney winced a little with each impact.  No matter that she wasn’t on the receiving end, she certainly could empathize with how they must feel!  Yet, her huge gray eyes were sparkling, brightly gleaming.  Electric little shivery tingles were racing through her.  She felt breathless.  A mile high.  Floating on clouds.  
She didn’t rush the paddling.  She took her time, waiting to land the next one until Twerp stopped jerking and bucking, waited until her slave’s small, firm, pert cheeks stopped tightening.  With every swat she avidly watched, seeing how the flat, sturdy paddle flattened Twerp’s cheek when it landed.  How it changed the hue of her skin from creamy fair to a ruddy glow.  
The paddle was wide enough, and Twerp’s butt small enough, that Courtney could have fully covered a cheek, top to bottom, with three overlapped ovals.  But she was too unsure of her skill with the paddle to chance that.  She didn’t want to risk accidentally hitting too high and smacking bone, nor too low and hitting thigh.  Mom had been very clear about that point: the paddle was for her slave’s bottom, and bottom only.  So Courtney simply placed each following swat right atop the other.  By the time she’d finished all eight - and she’d decided to do two less then the maximum; she didn’t want Mom to think she went overboard her first time punishing Twerp on her own - Twerp’s bottom was a bright, hot scarlet in the middle, the outline of the paddle quite vividly contrasted against the cool white of the rest of her butt.  
By the second swat Twerp was squealing.  By the fourth, crying out.  By the sixth, desperately pleading and begging, sounds of woe, sorrow, contrition and appeals for mercy.  
At least that’s what Courtney guessed they were.  It was awful hard to tell.  That gag thing in her mouth really muffled her noises, she hadn’t a clue what Twerp was trying to say, everything just sounded so faint, mushy and mumbled.  However, having been paddled herself, Courtney had a fairly good idea what Twerp was trying to say.  
She was quite breathless by the end, feeling flushed, very warm and tingly inside.  Courtney liked how she felt.  How it felt to paddle her slave.  Especially on the bare!  How it felt knowing she had the right to do that!  
Courtney closed her eyes and lightly shivered at the strength of sensations flooding her.  And she was only just getting started!  
Twerp had ceased trying to form words, right now was just bawling and sobbing.  Courtney licked her lips again, feeling like she’d just rode a hunter course.  She decided to stand there a little while, her legs felt rubbery wobbly and she wasn’t sure she could walk without falling down.  While she tried to regain her composure she wondered what, if anything, she should do about Twerp’s vocal cries during the paddling.  On the one hand she’d been told to keep quiet.  On the other hand, much as Courtney liked the idea of calling Twerp on that, she wasn’t sure if that would really be fair.  She thoughtfully nibbled her small lower lip between gleaming, tiny white teeth as she pondered that.  
When Mom punished her, Courtney recalled, there came a time when Mom would firmly tell Courtney ‘Enough is enough.  Not another word.’  That was usually right before she either was given her ‘marching orders - as in told to go to her room, stand in the corner, and so on - or wound up over Mom’s lap.  Fussing after that did earn extra punishment.  But crying out as Twerp had done during a spanking or paddling never did.  
‘I guess Mom doesn’t expect me to be able to keep quiet during that,’ Courtney reasoned.  ‘So I guess I shouldn’t expect for, or make, Twerp to remain quiet either.’  She’d double check with Mom, later, to see if she figured things right.  Just in case.  But, this time, she wasn’t going to add extra because Twerp spoke up.  
She stared with fascination at Twerp’s glowing, ruddy rump.  She’d never seen a paddling from this viewpoint before, and it was way kewl.  Everything had been, from watching her butt flatten out as she whacked it to seeing it change colors.  She couldn’t wait to paddle Twerp again and, knowing her slave, she figured it wouldn’t be long at all before she had a real, legitimate reason to do just that.  
She took a test step, making sure her legs weren’t wobbly, before padding back around.  She put the paddle down on the table before turning to face Twerp, again consciously posing like her Mom did.  Twerp was a mess.  Her face glistened with the track of hot, scalding tears, and she’d started drooling again, sticky threads of slobber trickling down her small chin and dripping onto her chest.  Mom had told her that would probably happen if she wound up gagging Twerp, so she wasn’t surprised.  
What did surprise her was how that made her feel inside.  When Mom had told her about it, upstairs in the kitchen, she’d giggled at the thought, thinking that extremely funny.  And, in an itsy-bitsy way it was still funny to see Twerp helplessly slobbering like a baby.  But, more then anything, it made Courtney feel...  powerful.  That wasn’t really the right word, but Courtney couldn’t think of a better one.  It was kinda like knowing that Courtney had the power to put that in Twerp’s mouth, and so had the power of deciding whether to make Twerp drool against her will, or not.  
Awesome!  
Twerp was looking at her with enormous pleading eyes.  Courtney had no doubt that, at this moment, Twerp was utterly repentant, truly sorry.  She also had no doubt that, once she recovered, she’d be furious with Courtney and wanting nothing more then revenge.  Well, that was just too bad, because she wasn’t going to ever get that chance.  
When Courtney picked up the riding crop Twerp tensed, shuddered hard enough to rattle the rings, making them chime like sleigh bells.  She paled so badly her veins were visible, little pale blue threads just under her translucent skin.  Huge panicked eyes wildly darted all around, seeking escape, rescue, anything.  
Lightly tapping the folded, stitched leather tip against a tiny palm Courtney said, “I’m going to make sure you have a very good idea what to expect the next time you’re stupid enough to break rules, Twerp,” then again stepped behind her slave.  
Sasha’s heart thundered in her chest.  She felt faint.  Queasy.  She felt her blood drain from her face; from her body, it seemed, all the way down to her toes.  She whimpered.  Heard herself whimper and didn’t care that she sounded like a frightened baby.  
Because she was frightened.  Terribly so.  Other then the paddle (which closely resembled hairbrushes which she’d regrettably had the displeasure and misfortune of having been used on her before) Sasha had selected things which looked wicked.  However, there had been plenty of other items whose appearance were much nastier looking that she’d passed over, not even wanting to daydream imagine those things used on her.  But the three she had chosen - the wide leather strap, the lash thingy and the riding crop - had all been things that weren’t exceedingly scary.  
To daydream imagine about, that is.  
However, at this very moment her cousin was holding that riding crop in her hand, with obviously every intention of using it on Sasha, and daydreams abruptly, once again, snapped into sickening reality.  
The handle was thin, braided black leather topped with a shiny chrome cap and a small leather carrying loop.  The body was even more slender, a rippled length of semi-flexible fiberglass rod ending twenty-four inches away in a triangular flat section of folded leather about two inches wide at its furthest edge.  All of it was black, and the color seemed, somehow, threatening even as it softly gleamed under the lights.  
Sasha didn’t know what that would feel like used on her.  Had, flat out, absolutely no desire to find out.  It looked frightening.  Terrifying.  She whimpered again, her tummy feeling even more unsettled and nauseous.  Small hands and ankles jerked at the cuffs.  Then jerked harder, almost violently, as Courtney took another step, clearly intending to walk behind Sasha and use that thing on her!  
She felt herself bordering on mindless panic, poised on the threshold of hysterically breaking.  Ice coursed through her as adrenaline pumped into her, igniting fight-or-flight.  But...  she could do neither.  
Had Sasha not been at the end of her resources, if she hadn’t been pushed as far as she already had been, she wouldn’t have reacted as profoundly as she did.  But, she was, and she had been.  
Her violent, unexpected recoil certainly took Courtney by surprise as she started padding behind her.  It was much more extreme that Courtney had expected, much more so then when facing being paddled.  Courtney’s first flush of pleased excitement seeing Twerp so wildly apprehensive faded as it slowly dawned on her just how extreme that really was.  Backpedaling Courtney stood in front of her slave again, looking up with now-concerned eyes.  
“Jeez Twerp, don’t freak out!”  she said.  “It’s not gonna be that bad!”  
Twerp’s expression showed utter disbelief.  She whimpered again, louder, shuddered harder.  
Courtney deeply sighed, perching a tiny fist on one little hip as she stood hipshot, still holding the crop in her other small hand.  “Twerp, I’m not gonna harm you,” she reassured.  “Honest.  It’s nowhere near as bad as the paddle is,” she stated.  
Again Twerp didn’t seem to believe that.  After all, how the heck would Courtney know that?  
Her expression took a slightly stunned cast as Courtney explained just how she would know that fact.  “Mom made sure I’d know what it felt like first,” she explained to her shivering, trembling slave.  “It’s not nice, no,” she continued, “but it isn’t awful terrible either.  I can tell you don’t want me to,” she gave a little shrug, “but I’m gonna anyway.”  
Sasha felt a moment of bewildered disbelief.  Courtney had been cropped by her Mom?  Even through her fright she could see the concern in Courtney’s eyes.  That made her feel a little bit better, as did knowing Courtney knew what this would feel like.  A little bit better, anyway.  But her tummy dropped down to her toes again as Courtney simply stated that, whether or not Sasha wanted this to happen, she was just gonna do it anyway.  
Sasha couldn’t do a thing at all about what was happening.  A sensation she was rapidly, and very unhappily, growing accustomed to.  All she could do was stare with wide, imploring eyes as Courtney stepped behind her again.  Whimper, jerk, squirm, and tense in preparation for that awful horrifying pain.  
*pop* 
“Mmffpphh!”  Sasha rocked all the way up on tiptoes, a muffled squeal as the tip sharply struck just below her left butt cheek, right at the top of a little, slender, muscled thigh.  That stung!!  
Quite a few seconds passed as Sasha danced, jerked, whimpered and twisted.  She finally settled down, breathing hard and quivering, only to hear Courtney confirm from behind, “See?  Toldya it wasn’t that awful!”  
Actually...  it really wasn’t, Sasha considered.  It assuredly wasn’t pleasant, no.  Not by any means.  But it wasn’t anywhere near as horrible as she’d expected it to be.  It had quite sharply stung, almost fiercely so, at the moment of impact.  But that intensity had quickly eased, leaving behind little more then a gently throbbing, stinging sensation.  It wasn’t something she wanted to feel again, certainly not on bare skin, but neither was it horrendous.  
She’d just settled down, her breathing slowing from its semi-hysterical pants, when...  
*pop* 
Another one landed, the exact same spot just on her other leg.  Taken by surprise she reacted the same way, squealing, jerking, rocking up on her toes.  
Only a few seconds passed this time, not quite enough for her to fully calm back down, when another one landed, this one at the very top of her pert right cheek, then another at the top of her left.  
*pop* *pop* *pip* *pop* *pip* *pop* *pop* *pip* *pip* *pop* *pop* *pip* 
One after another the crop licked Sasha’s bare skin.  Sometimes one right after the other, sometimes a second between, sometimes several long seconds.  Sasha couldn’t tell when, or where, the next would land.  And they were striking over a much broader range then the paddle had, or that Sasha had ever experienced before as punishment.  
Her bottom, most assuredly.  The back of slender lithe legs.  The outside, and inside, of trembling muscled thighs.  Her flanks and the sides of her sleek hips.  Each new strike created an immediate intense sting which quickly blended into the gradually growing, overall tingling, heated sensation covering her skin, where the others had landed.  
And, somehow, her inner tingling heat had reignited again.  The unavoidable popping stings, her helplessness to stop or get away, the growing tingling burny feeling of her skin, the sensation of the cuffs locked about her wrists and ankles, the awareness of being naked, of being cropped...  all that somehow was joining in with her inner tingly fire.  Making that grow more and more intense.  
Not like it had been, earlier, with the sponge, no.  But, not unlike it, either, she realized, shivering, wanting nothing more at this moment then the ability to banister press and rub, to do something to ease that achy feeling in the pit of her tummy.  
Courtney’s eyes glowed with delight and glee as she cropped her slave.  This was great fun!  she exulted, thoroughly enjoying watching Twerp as she danced and squirmed, whimpered and writhed As her bare, naked skin turned a light, soft pink everywhere the crop licked, hearing Twerp’s little muffled squeals and squeaks each time the crop landed.  With enthusiastic delight Courtney continued popping the crop all over Twerp, as her own breathing grew fast and shallow, feeling quite a bit warm inside.  
Twerp was breathing a bit fast, too, she noted.  Odd panty moans interrupted by squeals when the crop landed.  Obviously she couldn’t figure out where or how to squirm to try avoiding the crop, Courtney assumed, seeing how Twerp was now rocking, rolling and circling her hips in an odd way.  Actually, her whole body was sorta writhing in an odd way, she noticed.  Kinda snakelike and wriggly.  
Taking a breather Courtney gazed at Twerp, admiring her work, very pleased and delighted at how she’d pinkened pretty much everything from her butt down to the backs of her knees.  She couldn’t wait to move in front, where she could also do Twerp’s tummy from there.  Not to mention Twerp’s squeals when she realized her front was gonna be cropped now, too!  
Courtney was a little disappointed when she finally did move to stand in front.  Twerp’s eyes were closed, her head lolled back a bit, so she couldn’t very well see Courtney move to stand up front.  Oh well.  She’d sure figure things out real quick when the first one landed, after all!  
Then her little jaw dropped when she spotted Twerp’s nipples.  Hard, tightly puckered, quite rosy tiny peaks.  Just like they’d been when Courtney had been sponging her slave before.  How the heck did that happen?  she wondered, puzzled.  She reached out with the crop and lightly caressed the tip over one of them, then jumped as Twerp squeaked, gave an airy, breathy moan and bucked her chest out.  
Oh my!  
Courtney was quite confused.  From what Mom had said they got hard like then when Twerp was excited, when something felt real good.  But Courtney had been cropping her, punishing her, not doing something nice!  That didn’t make any sense; she’d have to ask Mom about that later.  
Twerp was gazing down at her with enormous, glazed eyes.  They seemed huge, bigger then Courtney remembered, as they stared down at her.  She didn’t even seem to see Courtney standing there, just kept her chest pushed out, kept wriggling in that odd snaky way.  
Shrugging little shoulders Courtney dismissed the mystery for another time.  After all, she still had the thrill of cropping the front of her slave to look forward to.  She lowered her eyes, brought the crop back for a smack...  
Her little jaw dropped again, a look of fright and horror in her eyes.  Dropping the crop she turned around then raced for the door.  “Mom!  Mom!!  Come quick!”  she was yelling as she pelted towards the exit, her voice shrill and panicked.
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“Mom!  Mom!!  Come quick!”  
It was the keening sound every parent fears.  Samantha felt an icy chill hearing Courtney’s shrieks.  In one fluid motion the coffee mug was on the table, the chair pushed back and then she was on her feet, heading to the basement doorway.  
“What is it Courtney?  What’s wrong?”  she called out in alarm, already taking the steps two at a time.  
“Oh Mom!  Come quick!  It’s Sasha!  I...  I...  I dunno what happened!  Hurry!!”  Courtney wailed, dancing from one tiny foot to the other, using Twerp’s real name in her distress.  She looked pale as a ghost and was so alarmed she was trembling.  No sooner had Samantha reached the basement then her daughter grabbed her hand and started pulling her along back to the secret rooms.  
“Courtney!”  Samantha said with consternation as she rapidly followed behind.  “Is Sasha hurt?  What is it?”  All sorts of dire visions popped into her head, ranging from Sasha getting a charley horse and in severe agony as she cramped all the way to her choking and no longer breathing.  
“I...  she...  that is...,” Courtney stuttered.  “She’s leaking!”  she finally blurted, towing Samantha past the secret door, through the cloak/sitting room and into the main room proper.  
“Leaking?”  Samantha repeated, confused.  But also extremely relieved, too, seeing Sasha appearing perfectly fine just ahead, still restrained to the poles as she had been when Samantha had gone upstairs.  The only difference she could see is that, not unexpectedly, Sasha had been gagged.  
“Uh-huh!  Leaking!  Look!”  Courtney demanded, stopping just in front of Sasha and pointing right at her mound.  “See!  Her cunny is leaking!”  
Sasha had already been blushing as they’d entered but, at that, she flushed an even brighter crimson, a vivid flood starting at her face and ending all the way down to her tiny, clenched toes.  She looked left.  Right.  Up.  Down.  Any- and everywhere except at her Aunt and cousin.  She visibly jerked, instinctively trying to cover herself and, of course, failing.  
Samantha mightily struggled not to laugh.  That was terribly difficult not to do, too, both from the utter intense relief at finding out nothing was really the matter, that Sasha - well, Twerp - was all right, and at the expression on her daughter’s face.  However, if she burst out laughing Twerp would misunderstand the reasons of her humor.  And that would be terribly cruel to Twerp and she knew it.  
For, while it was obvious Courtney had no idea what was happening, Twerp certainly seemed to understand.  And, right now, it was far more important to assure Twerp that there wasn’t anything naughty, nasty, or wrong about what had happened.  That it was perfectly natural and normal.  
“Baby,” Samantha finally murmured, once she was sure she had her voice under control.  “I told you Twerp might get wet, didn’t I?”  
Courtney’s eyes goggled.  Mom had said just that.  But, well, when Mom had explained that Twerp’s cunny might get wet, she pictured it looking like Twerp had been swimming, or just out of the shower.  The skin damp and shining with moisture.  She certainly hadn’t expected to see what she had seen.  
Nothing at all like beads of water or shimmering, slick skin.  Instead, thick, viscous tendrils of...  something.  Threads of that stuff that dangled downwards, rivulets trickling down Twerp’s inner thighs.  Her cunny slit absolutely thickly coated with the slimy looking stuff.  
Not just that either, for Twerp’s cunny had looked different, too.  Rosier in hue.  Puffier and swollen.  Visibly so, enough so that that cleft wasn’t a slit anymore but a parted, opened crevice, revealing a gleaming pink interior.  With her legs helplessly held open as they were Courtney had gotten a very clear picture, and it wasn’t anything at all like she’d expected.  Mom hadn’t prepared her for that, and neither had Health Class.  
“That’s what being wet means?”  she incredulously blurted.  “Ewwww!  Yuck!”  
Twerp blushed even brighter, looking humiliated beyond words.  Courtney had been out the door, hollering for her Mom before she’d figured out what must have shocked and startled her.  Sasha had been so lost in a strange, odd, new world in her mind that she hadn’t realized she’d been getting juicy.  Very juicy, in fact.  Very.  
Now, however, as she’d started rising from the depths of that odd place in her mind that Courtney had sent her, Sasha became very aware of just how juicy she was.  She could feel that warm stickiness trickling down the inside of her legs.  Legs that were helplessly spread rather wide, firmly held that way by the ankle cuffs below.  She hotly blushed, utterly aware of how open, how exposed she was.  Literally on display, with no way to hide that from anyone that looked at her.  
And Courtney had run off to fetch Aunt Samantha before Sasha could stop her (not, she realized, that there was any way of stopping her!) and Sasha had just wanted to die of crucial embarrassment and shame.  She’d never live this down.  Never!  
They both came back inside, Courtney dragging her Mom along behind her.  Sasha almost burst into tears she was so ashamed and humiliated.  She couldn’t figure out why Courtney was freaking out, and was starting to panic herself, thinking that maybe something was horribly wrong.  But her Aunt didn’t seem worried and she couldn’t figure out what the problem really was after all.  
Until Courtney blurted out what she had.  
See!  Her cunny is leaking!  
Sasha felt herself turn into an enormous blushing bonfire at that.  She couldn’t look at either of them she was so utterly mortified.  But Aunt Samantha didn’t seem upset.  Or surprised.  Or disgusted at Sasha for what she’d done.  In fact...  it almost sounded like she’d expected this to happen!  
Courtney’s next words had Sasha blushing even hotter.  She made getting juicy sound like something very nasty and revolting.  It didn’t help that her Aunt chuckled at that, either.  
Except it wasn’t, not at all, a mocking or ridiculing laugh.  
“Yes baby,” she softly replied, smiling down at her daughter.  “That’s what ‘getting wet’ means.”  
Courtney nodded, then stared harder at Twerp’s cunny.  “It looks different now,” she exclaimed.  
“Different?”  Samantha inquired.  “Different, how?”  
“We-e-elll...,” Courtney started, thinking hard to remember.  “Before, her cunny looked swollen.  Puffy.”  Tiny hands fluttered as she tried to put what she’d seen into words.  “Both sides were raised up a little, and looked pinker.  Well, rosier.  Like Twerp’s face when she blushes,” which, at that, made Twerp do just exactly that very thing, her face blooming a bright rose.  
Samantha nodded, listening.  And also watching both Twerp, and appraising her mound.  She was surprised, very astonished, to see those signs of deep arousal.  
“And this wasn’t together.  It was, well, opened apart,” Courtney said as she pointed a tiny finger at Twerp’s exposed, displayed cunny, right at her now-closed slit.  “Oh, hold still!”  she scolded her slave, who’d gave a little squeal and tried pulling back as Courtney went to point.  “That’s better,” she muttered as Twerp deeply shivered, gave a muffled whimper, and fought to remain motionless.  
Courtney traced Twerp’s cleft with a tiny fingertip, not quite touching.  “Here, I mean.  It was more open before.  I could see inside.  All pink and glisteny-shiny,” she said.  “It looked like all this goopy stuff was coming from inside, too.  But, it’s closed now.”  Frowning, Courtney peered closer.  “But the icky stuff is still coming out, I think.”  
Samantha gently chided her daughter.  “It’s not ‘icky stuff’ Courtney.  It’s called ‘cream’, and it’s something that happens when a girl gets excited and it’s perfectly natural.”  
“Cream?”  she incredulously said while making an icky face, thinking of the stuff Mom put in her coffee.  “Well, it doesn’t happen to me when I get excited,” Courtney chirped, returning back to her main puzzlement.  “I mean, I don’t get wet when I do fun and exciting things!”  
Samantha softly chuckled.  “That’s not what I mean when I say ‘excited’ baby.”  Courtney looked confused and no little inquisitive.  And, when Samantha glanced up at Twerp, she looked curious as well.  Which, she supposed, wasn’t all that surprising.  
“Well sweetheart,” Samantha said, gazing at her daughter, “I think it’s time for an advanced anatomy class.”  She motioned for Courtney to stand at one side of Twerp and Samantha stood at the other.  “First off,” she began explaining, “Let’s start off with learning about the parts of your slave’s body.”  
Courtney eagerly nodded, and even Twerp seemed to be listening.  Samantha began lightly caressing Twerp’s flank and sleek hip with her fingertips as she began teaching.  When Courtney noticed her doing that Samantha gave a barely noticeable head tip to her daughter, indicating she should start doing the same.  Twerp softly flinched when Samantha first touched her side, then started again when Courtney did the same on her other side.  But, when all they did was simply ever so lightly stroke and caress, her tensed little naked and restrained body relaxed.  
“I’m going to give you both the medical terms as well as the slang ones,” she informed her daughter.  “Then also explain what they do; what their purpose are.”  Courtney nodded, huge dusky eyes flicking back and forth between watching - and listening to - her Mom and looking at her slave.  
“This entire area is called the vulva,” Samantha said, tracing in the air just above Twerp’s cootchie with her fingertip.  “Or the external genitals.  It’s also called a lot of other things, too,” she said with a grin.  “Like pussy.”  
Both girls’ eyes opened wide.  They’d heard that word before, you bet, but sure as heck weren’t allowed to use it!  They knew that without even asking!  They just hadn’t known exactly what it had meant, only that it was quite naughty.  
Samantha flicked a glance up at Twerp, then noticed the gradually spreading sticky trails of drool trickling down from Twerp’s gag, coating her little chin and dripping onto her small chest.  Dropping her eyes Samantha met Courtney’s, then again gave a little twitch of her head.  Courtney then glanced up and spotted the same thing.  When she looked back down at her Mom Samantha meaningfully cut her eyes to the pail on the table.  
Without a word Courtney padded over to the table, reached inside the pail and took the sponge.  Firmly squeezing the excess water out she walked back over to Twerp, then reached up a little arm and started gently wiping the sticky slobber off.  Twerp turned a brilliant fuscia but held still; embarrassing and humiliating as it was, helplessly slobbering like this, she was more then eager and anxious to have it wiped clean and off of her.  
Courtney couldn’t keep an amused look off her face this time.  It really was funny seeing Twerp drooling down her chin.  It was also exciting knowing that she’d put that gag thing in her mouth, too, and buckled it up nice and snug so Twerp couldn’t push it back out again.  As well as how it made her slave sound ridiculous and silly when she made sounds and noises.  But she was more eager to get back to the lessons then she was to make Twerp blush harder so she simply cleaned off her slave, gently yet efficiently, returning the sponge to the pail when finished, then standing back at Twerp’s side again.  As soon as she was there she started caressing Twerp’s side and flank again with soft tiny fingertips, looking at her Mom and waiting for her to continue.  
“Now, you can call this ‘pussy’ if you like Courtney,” informed Samantha.  “But, only when no one else is around but the two of us.”  
Courtney looked puzzled.  “Two of us?”  she repeated.  “What about when I’m around Twerp?”  
“Twerp’s just your slave sweetheart,” Samantha said.  “She’s your property.  We don’t include her when we’re talking about people.”  
Both of them felt the shiver that rippled through Twerp at that.  
“Now, as I said, this is called the vulva.  Or pussy,” Samantha said with a smile.  “In young girls it sits more upward.  Like it looks on you or Twerp.  As a girl gets older it starts shifting more, downwards.  Later I’ll show you a picture of an adult woman so you can see what I mean.”  
Courtney nodded, paying close attention.  “This area, at the top, is called the mons pubis, or mons.  And these here are called labia.  The slang term is lips, or pussy lips.”  Again Courtney nodded.  “There are two outer ones, and two inner ones.  The ones you see here are just the outer lips.  When a girl reaches puberty - that’s when a girl starts changing from a child into an adult - she’ll start to grow hair here.  At her mons and outer labia.  Puberty usually starts around your teenage years but, with girls, can start as early as nine or ten.  And it’s usually over by the time you reach sixteen or seventeen.”  
So far neither of them had touched Twerp anywhere but at her sides, sleek hips, flank or outer spread thighs.  And the caresses had been very soft, light, and gentle.  They felt very nice, in fact.  Very pleasant.  While unlike the intensity of her breasts and nipples being sponged, and different compared to the pleasurable tingles from banister pressing and rubbing, nevertheless the caresses were making Sasha’s tummy tingle inside.  A gentle, light, tight, achy tingle.  
Her skin was already super-sensitive to touch from everything that had happened so far, so every feathery brush of their fingertips felt shivery-wonderful.  And the delightful, stimulating caresses somehow, some way, seemed to travel from her skin right through to her once-again taut, erect nipples and her aching, tingling tummy.  
More bizarre, however, extremely so, was how being talked about like an object, as if she wasn’t even there although her body was, was adding to that nice, achy, tight warmth.  That ought to be humiliating and, to some degree it was.  But instead of making Sasha feel like shriveling up and dying inside there was a growing impetus to start gently squirming.  
Courtney was listening very closely to her Mom, while being very attentive to her slave, too.  Feathery, pale brows lifted up as she noted Twerp starting to respond.  Looking at Samantha she mouthed in an awed sounding, breathy whisper, “Look Mom!  She’s doing it again!”  
Sasha felt her face heat up once more, feeling herself, against her will and desire, start getting juicy again.  Or, ‘wet’, as her Aunt called it.  But the tone of her cousin’s voice - that of delight and awed, pleased wonder - coupled with her gleaming thrilled, enchanted eyes and the look of approval and understanding in her Aunt’s sent soft, gentle waves of warmth all through her, too.  
“So I see,” Samantha softly murmured, smiling up at Twerp as she continued softly caressing the helpless child’s smooth, warm, flushed silky skin.  
“Why?”  Courtney asked, curious, her tiny fingers never stopping caressing either, brushing and gliding up and down, side to side, and in gentle lazy circles.  
“Because this feels good to her,” Samantha explained.  
“Well, I don’t get wet when things feel good to me,” Courtney countered.  
“Well baby, there’s a difference between things that feel good, like riding a horse or getting an ‘A’ on a test, and this kind of ‘feel good’.”  Samantha paused a moment, considering how to explain better.  “This kind of ‘feel good’ is what’s known as ‘sensual’.  Something that stimulates the senses.  Sensual doesn’t have to also include sexual.  Massages, for example, can be quite sensual.  But it often does.”  
Courtney’s ears perked up at the word ‘sexual’.  Oh!  This sounded as if it was gonna get interesting!  
Twerp’s ears also perked up as well.  Not just out of curiosity - which was there, naturally enough - but for a more personal, intimate reason.  After all, it was her body they were discussing and playing with!  
“A girl’s body is, well, sort of programmed to like certain things being done to it.  Special areas are very sensitive to being touched, and touches in those places feel very nice.”  
“Like her nippies?”  Courtney piped up, remembering Twerp’s squirmings being sponged there.  
“Nipples, yes,” Samantha corrected, giving her the adult term.  “And yes, like there.”  
“Oh kewl!”  Courtney burbled in delight.  “Will mine ever feel that nice being touched?”  she asked.  
“Yes baby,” Samantha warmly smiled at her daughter.  “They will.  In fact,” she paused a moment before continuing, “they might feel that way even now if touched and rubbed.  A girl doesn’t have to start puberty like Twerp has in order for touches in some places to feel good.”  
Courtney pondered that as she continued caressing Twerp.  Neither of them was paying a bit of attention to the slave, a fact that she was very well aware of, talking about her but never to her.  As if she wasn’t even there, as if she didn’t matter.  And that, too, for reasons Sasha couldn’t explain or understand, was making the achy tight tingles in her tummy increase.  
Special areas meant more then one place Courtney reasoned, and her fertile, inquisitive, sharp-as-a-tack mind started reasoning, trying to think of what other places might exist.  It was only a matter of moments before several things clicked into place.  Breasts were a ‘no-touch’ place.  And so was a cunny.  Well, pussy, that is.  Twerp had squirmed when her breasts had been sponged, and had done the same when Courtney had sponged her pussy.  Then Courtney’s face flamed as bright as Twerp’s had done when she thought of something she herself did.  
“What is it baby?”  Samantha asked, seeing that hot blush.  
Courtney leaned close to her Mom and whispered.  “Ummm...  is it a ‘feel good’ sensual thing when I, umm, that is...,” she trailed off, blushing worse, actually fidgeting.  Samantha whispered back, smiling in encouragement, “When what baby?”  
“When I press against the washer when it’s doing clothes?”  Courtney whispered back, so softly Samantha almost didn’t hear her.  Samantha smothered a grin.  No wonder the little scamp was so happy to help out with the laundry lately!  
“Yes baby.  It is.  I’ll talk to you more about that later, if you’d like?”  
Courtney eagerly nodded, her blushes fading as Mom didn’t seem upset or anything.  “So that means it will feel good to Twerp to have her pussy rubbed?”  
Both felt Twerp’s little, naked, helplessly restrained body tense and shiver at that, heard a soft, barely audible moan of dismay and embarrassment.  Neither paid any attention to that, other then to savor her reaction.  
“Want to find out?”  Samantha asked.  
Well, yes!  Kinda, she thought.  On the one hand Courtney was very eager, quite enthusiastic to try.  On the other hand, she was also quite a bit shy and self-conscious about actually touching Twerp there.  Not to mention all that yucky stuff all over down there.  
While Courtney’s jury was still out deliberating, Twerp’s was a confirmed, unanimous ‘No!’  But she was also dreadfully aware that her opinion not only didn’t count but wouldn’t even be solicited.  
Samantha gave her daughter an encouraging smile and nod.  Courtney swallowed, took a deep breath, and then shifted a little, until she was gazing right at Twerp’s smooth, bare slick mound.  With Twerp’s lithe slender legs held open as they were she had a clear unobstructed view.  Courtney felt a little heated, tingly shiver knowing that; understanding that Twerp was helplessly held wide open.  Exposed.  Displayed.  Because Courtney had decided to do that to her.  Had put her slave in that position.  
She just looked for several long seconds, could literally see more of that stuff trickle and ooze from her slave.  Again a feeling of power came over her.  She was making Twerp do that!  A small hand hesitantly reached up, tiny fingers extended.  Twerp stiffened more, pulled back, gave another muffled moan of dismay.  
“Stop that,” Courtney softly scolded, landing a sharp, open-palm swat on Twerp’s rear.  “And hold still.  I’m not gonna hurt you.”  
Samantha’s eyes widened at Courtney’s unconscious response to Twerp’s moving about.  She was taking to this, it seemed, like a duck to water!  
Twerp wasn’t afraid of being hurt.  That wasn’t what was worrying her, not at all.  Instead, she had the most incredibly sinking feeling that, if Courtney started touching her there, she wouldn’t be able to keep still.  Or quiet.  And she was very aware that both her Aunt and cousin were watching her like hawks.  They wouldn’t miss a thing!  
Tiny fingers lightly trembling, feeling both terribly shy yet curiously eager, Courtney reached out again.  Softer than down, lighter then a feather, she tremulously brushed the tips of her fingers down Twerp’s pussy, feeling a sensation of wicked naughtiness doing so.  Her eyes lit up, sparkled like gems at Twerp’s reaction: a soft, breathy, sharply hissed inhale; small naked body tensing then quivering; sleek little hips giving a gentle buck outwards.  “Oooooohh!”  she airily whispered.  “She likes this!”  
Again and again, her nervousness and hesitancy vanishing in moments, Courtney kept ever so softly stroking the smooth bare skin of her slave’s pussy.  Watching as Twerp shivered and trembled harder, listening to her breathy inhales and muffled little sounds.  Huge dusky eyes widened as the skin beneath her tiny fingertips started darkening, turning a soft rose.  As Twerp’s pussy started slowly swelling again.  “Mom, look!”  she loudly whispered.  “It’s doing it again!”  
Utter bewilderment, dismay, and confusion was filling Sasha.  This was horribly embarrassing and humiliating.  Held wide open and exposed, having her cootchie helplessly played with and no way to stop, prevent, or avoid that.  Yet, embarrassing and mortifying as that was, she couldn’t ignore or deny what that was doing to her.  
Or resist, prevent or stop those sensations from growing and increasing.  
Samantha nodded, smiling at her daughter, having seen the same thing.  Rather surprised, too, she hadn’t expected Twerp to be this responsive.  But, she obviously was and, just as obviously, like it or not, wanted even more.  It was very apparent that Twerp was struggling to resist, and just as clear she was failing in that effort.  
“Why does it do that Mom?”  Courtney asked, still lightly, softly caressing, an enchanted, fascinated look in her eyes.  
“She’s becoming aroused baby,” Samantha softly replied.  Courtney looked at her curiously at that.  “There are several steps to ‘excitement’ and ‘feeling good’,” she explained, still caressing Twerp’s side, hip, thigh and now bottom.  “And one’s body - and mind and thoughts - play a part in each step.  The first step is called desire.”  Courtney nodded as she listened, continuing, so very softly, brushing tiny fingertips over her slave’s pussy.  Twerp was trying to listen, too, hoping this would help explain things to her.  But it was getting harder and harder to concentrate as those tingles and tight achiness grew worse, more demanding.  
“Desire is, well, basically wanting to do something.  Or have things done to you.  Things that, when you think about doing them or having them done to you, make you feel tingly inside.  Warm and breathless.  An odd achy tightness low down in the pit of your tummy.  Right about here,” she added, lightly pressing a fingertip just at Twerp’s pubis.  
Twerp groaned at that press, struggled to press outwards, harder against it.  That little press made the achiness in her feel so much better!  And she wanted more.  
“Oooooohh!”  Courtney airily breathed again, enchanted and fascinated by her slave’s reaction to that.  
“Daydreams, pretend and fantasy also play a part in desire,” Samantha continued.  “They can make your body fidget and squirm, without any touches at all.  Make you want to do, instead of just think or dream about them.  And they can also lead to the second step.  Arousal.”  
Twerp wished her mind wasn’t whirling as it was.  She could only dimly perceive what her Aunt was saying, but it sounded very important, very applicable to her own case.  But the gently stroking, caressing fingers of her Aunt, and especially her cousin, were turning her mind to goo and her body to mush.  
“Arousal can happen from just daydreaming about things,” Samantha explained.  “Also from being touched, or doing the touching.  Having things done to her, or doing things to another.  When a girl becomes aroused, her skin sometimes will flush, her nipples get hard and erect.  Her pussy will swell and flush and, when really aroused, get wet.  Sometimes very wet.  As you can see.”  
“Why do girls get wet Mom?”  Courtney asked, her gaze alternating between watching her tiny fingers caressing her slave’s pussy - which was, indeed, swelling more and turning a deeper rose - and looking at her Mom.  
“I can’t remember, if I ever knew it to start,” she chuckled, “what the biology term is for that.  I’ve always heard it called cream.  Or cum.  Which is what I call it.  Basically it’s lubrication.”  
“Lubrication?”  Courtney asked, curious.  “For what?”  
Quite matter-of-factly Samantha answered.  “It makes the inside, the vagina, slippery and slick.  To make it easier for the man to insert his penis into her.”  
Courtney’s eyes rounded at that.  They hadn’t quite explained things that detailed in Health Class before!  “His penis into her?”  she blurted.  “Like that thing I put into Twerp’s mouth?”  
Sasha groaned in humiliation.  Courtney knew what that thing gagging her mouth was supposed to resemble after all!  
“Yes baby.  Just like that.  When a man does that with a girl that’s called intercourse.  Or mating, sex, or making love.  There are lots of other expressions for that, including the F-word, which I better not hear you ever use!”  she warned.  
“Yes Ma’am,” Courtney meekly replied, knowing just what naughty word Mom meant, too.  
“If a penis is supposed to go there, why do they make a gag thing so a penis goes into her mouth?”  she cleverly asked.  
Samantha glanced up, seeing Twerp’s bright, furious scarlet blush.  “Men find it feels good to have their penis sucked on,” she finally replied.  “That’s called oral sex.  The proper term for a girl doing that to a man is fellatio.  The slang for that is a blow job, or BJ.  And when a man licks a girl’s pussy it’s called cunnilingus.  And the slang for that is ‘eating out’.  You don’t have to worry about remembering the proper words, though.  And, like pussy, don’t let me catch you using the slang ones except when it’s just us.”  
Courtney was glad to hear she didn’t have to remember the proper words, they didn’t sound awful easy to remember or say!  Then her little jaw dropped as Mom continued.  “Of course, a man can do it to a man...  and a girl can do it to a girl, too.”  Her huge eyes darted to Twerp’s pussy then back to her Mom, who simply gave a little nod and a smile.  “I’ll tell you more about that, too, later sweetheart, OK?”  
Courtney thought that was a very good idea, because if Mom expected her to lick Twerp there, no way!!  The thought that she could make Twerp lick her there never crossed her mind.  
“So the reason they make gags like that,” Samantha returned to the original question, “has several answers.  One is because some girls like sucking a man, and having that in their mouth is like doing that.  And some girls don’t like doing that, so it’s very embarrassing for them to know something like that is in their mouth.”  
Courtney nodded, understanding that.  “That’s why Twerp blushed so much when I went to put it in?”  she asked.  
Considering the brilliant glow Twerp had at the moment, Courtney realized she really didn’t need that answered, grinning at her Mom as Twerp gave a moan of mortification and embarrassment.  
Samantha nodded, smiling at her daughter.  She considered a moment before finally adding, “There’s also another reason to make gags like that.”  
“Oh?  What?”  Courtney asked, very curious.  
“To train a girl to suck a penis,” she replied.  “Especially one that doesn’t want to do that.  So they get used to having one in their mouth.”  
“Oooooooooh!”  Courtney said in an awed whisper, gazing up at Twerp who’d suddenly tensed and deeply shuddered and trembled.  “I don’t think Twerp wants a penis in her mouth,” she shrewdly perceived.  
Samantha shrugged.  “What she wants or doesn’t want doesn’t really matter Courtney,” she said.  “She’s your slave, and you can do what you want with her.”  
Courtney looked up, meeting Twerp’s enormous, wide, grass-green eyes.  She looked so kewl with that gag thing in her mouth, with that black leather strap covering over her lips and cheeks firmly holding the penis thing inside.  And, now knowing what else it was for, made seeing it even more exciting.  
“Suck on that penis,” Courtney told her.  “I want to see and hear you sucking on that.”  Twerp’s face ignited into a scarlet blaze.  She whimpered and shook her head.  Courtney scowled, about to swat her slave on the rump again but, instead, after a moment, her face turned softer.  “C’mon Twerp.  You can do it,” Courtney said in a soft, wheedling, coaxing murmur.  “It’s not that bad.  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.  You can do it.  That’s it.  Oh yes!  That’s my good slave!”  she breathily murmured, dusky eyes sparkling and bright as, slowly at first, Twerp started sucking on the firm, lifelike latex penis filling her small mouth.  
Unmistakably Sasha didn’t want to suck on that, certainly not with the two of them there.  And most definitely not because she’d been told, ordered, to do that.  She’d tensed seeing Courtney abruptly frown and glare, bracing for another spank.  Or, worse, the paddle again.  But then Courtney did something totally unexpected.  Something that, for some unknown reason, utterly disarmed Sasha’s resistance.  
Courtney’s eyes looking up at her had been soft yet excited.  Brimming full of eager anticipation and expectant delight.  Her low, encouraging croons hit her harder then loud, sharp scolds would have done.  Her gentle, soft words caressed her mind and emotions, her approval and delight feeling just like her brushing tiny fingers did down below.  Without consciously realizing she’d done so Sasha had started sucking, hesitantly and reluctantly at first, on that penis filling her mouth.  Then, seeing how delighted Courtney became at that, and again as if against conscious thought or will, she started sucking more rhythmically, less faltering.  Until, at last, she was steadily, smoothly sucking on it.  
Samantha tried to conceal her stunned reaction at what she’d seen, both at her daughter’s adroit handling of her slave, coaxing and cajoling rather then scolding and punishing, and at how Twerp had responded to that.  It was fascinating to watch.  And very insightful, too, giving her more to ponder about each child, more to work with, to plan with.  
Courtney just stared up at Twerp with rapt, fascinated, and spellbound eyes.  Seeing her sucking on that penis thing filling her mouth, hidden behind the securing leather strap.  Listening to the sounds as she did that.  Knowing that Twerp was doing that only because Courtney had told her to do so.  This was all so terribly exciting!  Even more so seeing how Twerp was reacting.  Understanding better now what her slave’s little squirms, what her wetness, her soft panted breaths meant.  
Understanding she had that power over Twerp.  The power to induce the ecstasy of pleasure as well as inflict the discomfort of punishment.  
“She likes this Mom.  She really, really likes this!”  she softly whispered, enchanted.  
Samantha warmly smiled back.  Just as softly she whispered, “Yes baby.  Yes.  She really, really does.”  
Courtney was no longer nervous about touching Twerp where she was.  And her shyness about caressing there was rapidly dwindling, too.  Between Twerp’s obvious ardor at those touches and the approving looks her Mom kept bestowing on her Courtney was relaxing more and more.  If Mom was all right with this, if Mom approved - heck, encouraged!  - what Courtney was doing, then it must be OK!  
This was way different then what she’d done before.  Way different.  She’d enjoyed punishing Twerp, oh yes.  It felt good to finally get her own back for what Twerp had done and said.  It felt good seeing her jump and dance and twist.  Hearing her muffled squeals, cries, pleas, and sobs.  She’d enjoyed everything about paddling and cropping Twerp, once she’d gotten over the squeamishness of actually doing that.  After all, she still had her own punishment paddling coming, and she couldn’t forget her own personal, painful experiences with that.  But, once she’d landed the first couple of swats that queasiness went away and, so far, hadn’t returned.  She’d also liked making Twerp helplessly squirm by sponging her boobies.  Knowing that was embarrassing and humiliating Twerp by doing that.  
But making her squirm this way was different.  She didn’t know, exactly, how to explain that, but, it just was.  Maybe it was because, this time, it wasn’t to make Twerp ashamed or mortified.  Instead of being a mean sort of thing to do to her it was intended to make Twerp feel good.  Nice.  That excited nice Mom called arousal.  Something good instead of something awful.  Whatever it really was Courtney didn’t know and, right now, she didn’t really care, either.  Mom would help explain it all later, she was sure.  
For now all Courtney cared about was watching Twerp as she responded to what Courtney was doing to her.  Watching and listening as her slave started squirming more and more, wriggling like a snake.  Sleek little hips gently rocking, circling, rolling.  Pressing out more firmly against Courtney’s tiny stroking fingertips.  Her cream glistening thicker, even more oozing out.  Her pussy looking more puffy and rosy then ever before.  
Slowly but surely, as inexorable as the rising sun, Twerp was loosing her ability to think, to object, to reason, to resist, to rationalize.  An upwelling tide of golden, tingly, heated, achy warmth - of sheer, undiluted, unadulterated pleasure - was gradually, inexorably, expanding inside her.  Her skin felt stretched and taut from the inflating sensations.  
This wasn’t like before, when those feelings had been forced upon her, quickly and implacably.  This time...  this time...  it had been slow.  Gentle.  Tender.  Giving her time to adjust and accommodate.  To actually luxuriate in the progressively increasing sensations.  
And different, much different, was how she was being treated.  Looked at.  Oh yes, still undeniably treated as a slave, virtually an object.  Heck, simply the way they were talking about her, in the third person even though she was right there, made all that clear.  But this time they weren’t looking at her, or treating her, as if she was a brat.  A mean, bullying, naughty girl getting what she deserved.  Instead they - especially Courtney - were looking at her as if she was something precious.  Expressions of awe and delight, wonderment and elation.  Defenses that had already been harshly tattered before were now sundered, collapsing under the fact that she didn’t have any reason to feel defensive.  
Embarrassed?  Oh yes.  That she still felt.  A bit of humiliation, too.  But nothing at all of a misbehaving child automatically becoming guarded and defensive once confronted with their misdeeds.  And still, without letup, continued those light, gentle caresses and touches that constantly, unceasingly fanned the growing flames deep within her.  
Courtney watched with awed huge eyes as Twerp’s gradually closed.  As her head lolled back.  As her smooth, soft silky skin gradually turned a soft rosy hue, tiny beads of perspiration dotting her like a cold glass during a muggy summer.  Little hands fisted in their cuffs, twisted, and wriggled.  Small feet twisted back and forth in their cuffs, as tiny toes extended, clenched, wriggled, and curled.  She was breathing funny again, too: short rapid pants through tiny nostrils that flared with each one.  And her whole naked body was in constant motion, gently writhing like a snake.  
Especially her hips.  Which rolled and circled, rocked and bucked.  
Courtney forgot all about the lesson.  Even the questions that she’d really wanted to ask.  Like, just where, exactly, did a penis go down there?  She forgot about everything, simply concentrated on the fascinating awesome sight before her.  
Even Samantha found it difficult to remain purely objective.  Not when, right before her very eyes - right beneath her fingertips, for that matter - was the picture and image of pure, one hundred and ten percent, absolute, unbridled, consuming lust.  All concentrated into a small, lithe, nubile, athletic muscled, barely pubescent, innocently vulnerable package.  Completely naked, helplessly secured and confined with restraints, exposed and displayed, gagged with a penis gag that filled her small mouth and that she continued rhythmically sucking.  
The most incredibly erotic image she’d ever seen.  
Her niece.  
Wide, vivid, deep blue eyes cut to Courtney.  Seeing another child, younger and quite smaller then the first.  Yet by her own expression also deeply submerged in the depths of enthusiasm, desire, and excitement.  
Her daughter.  
Inexorably drawn like a moth to a flickering candle flame Samantha had slipped past the line.  Past the demarcation separating an appropriate - if somewhat extreme and outré - punishment from that of training a slave.  
Really training.  
That realization struck home like a thunderbolt.  And, once it did, and Samantha drew herself back into the pure objectivity she’d intended to maintain, she comprehended something else.  
Watching this, watching Twerp as she writhed and panted, was exciting her.  Was arousing her.  And she didn’t know, right at that moment, if that was a bad thing or not.  
How much of subsequent decisions might be colored by that?  What of her responsibility to Twerp?  Errr, Sasha, she mentally corrected.  And to Ruth, her sister and Sasha’s mother?  Of the trust her sister placed in Samantha’s hands?  Her duty and obligation to watch over, to care for, to shelter, and nurture Sasha?  
Forget the law and those possible repercussions.  Disregard society’s morals and expectations.  Samantha wasn’t debating the possible consequences to herself.  No, she cared, truly cared, about her niece.  Desired what was best for her, strove to help reeducate her so she’d learn and mature.  Develop into a responsible, self-reliant, capable young woman.  That was, after all, why she’d chosen the punishment that she had: to deeply shock Sasha back into sensibility.  Break through her barriers and strike right to the heart of the matter.  
Oh, this was very dangerous ground, a treacherous quagmire.  No small part of maturity was being honest with oneself.  Recognizing one’s strengths and abilities as well as one’s weaknesses and limits.  Being responsible for one’s decisions and the consequences of both action and inaction.  And accepting self-accountability rather then seeking blame everywhere else but on oneself.  
And Samantha knew it was very human to justify, with perfectly rationality, actions a person desired and wanted even when knowing they shouldn’t act on them.  
How much of that, she wondered, was shading her own thoughts right at this very moment?  And would color her actions as time passed?  Could she truly stay objective?  Steer things back onto a less intimate, less erotic, footing?  When the child herself was only now discovering just how deep, how intense, her daydreams could be once they became real?  
She’d certainly have to have a serious, heart-to-heart talk with herself very soon.  For now, however, Twerp needed a break.  It was almost eleven o’clock, which meant she’d been restrained like this for about three hours, easy.  Even with the ‘rest breaks’ she’d gotten that was starting to push her limits.  
Courtney was so utterly engrossed with Twerp Samantha had to reach across and tap her on her shoulder.  Catching her eye Samantha gave a little backwards tip of her head.  Nodding Courtney leaned back and looked at her Mom, wondering what was gonna be next.  Moments after the stroking fingers stopped caressing her Twerp pushed her sleek little hips out, blindly seeking that contact as she gave an odd, muffled keening mewl of mingled abandonment, entreaty and yearning untamed lust.  Those keens rose in volume, urgency and fervor as the seconds passed and no more touches were forthcoming.  Finally her eyes, enormous emerald pools brimming with desire and need, opened, gazed down imploringly at Samantha and Courtney.  Again and again she wantonly arched her hips out, wiggling them, circling and rolling them, soundlessly, shamelessly begging and pleading for more.  
While she didn’t know yet what her Mom intended, Courtney understood that the touches were to stop for now, so she simply reached out and lightly patted Twerp on one little writhing hip.  “It’s OK Twerp.  Maybe more later.”  
Twerp whimpered, wanting more now!  Her eyes silently begged, pleaded, implored for more.  Her sinuously gyrating body made that perfectly clear as well.  She noisily whimpered as Samantha, and then Courtney, turned and started walking off.  Fighting and struggling to reach them rather then draw back, resist and escape as before.  
Samantha remained silent until they were across the main room and standing just outside one of the other remaining seven doors, this one just to the right when facing the door leading back out.  “Twerp needs to rest now,” she softly murmured to her daughter.  “Do you mind if I make some suggestions?”  
Courtney was smart and clever enough to understand her Mom was, in effect, phrasing what should be done as ‘suggestions’.  She was also bright enough to understand and accept that, until she really learned and mastered enough to make her own decisions, she needed her Mom to ‘coach’ her along.  Shaking her head she murmured back, just as softly, “Nu-uh.  I don’t mind Mom.  Can I ask a question though first?”  
“Of course you can,” Samantha reassured.  
Displaying again her precocious perspicuity Courtney asked, “Am I allowed the final word on stuff?  I mean, like, you can say what you think I should or shouldn’t do and suggest stuff, but I still get to decide what I finally do?”  
“That’s a very good question,” Samantha said with a warm, approving smile.  “Twerp is your slave.  I wasn’t just saying that.  So, how about this then?  Unless what you want to do is dangerous or will harm Twerp, or has the risk of being dangerous or harmful, I’ll accept whatever you finally choose and decide.  I’ll still require you to tell me ahead of time what you want to do before you do it, though,” she cautioned.  “Don’t just go ahead and do something without letting me know, first, what it is you intend to do.  You don’t have to be detailed about it; a general idea of what you have in mind should be fine.”  
Courtney nodded.  “I mean, I know I still hafta learn about a lot of stuff yet, first.  I just wanted to know if I got to decide or you were gonna just tell me what to do next.”  
“I understand,” Sasha smiled.  “And yes, you do have a lot to learn still.  But you’re doing extremely well so far.  I’m quite proud of you.”  
Courtney wriggled with pleasure at the praise, shyly smiling up at her Mom.  “Really?  I am?”  
“Yes.  Really,” Sasha hugged her daughter.  “Twerp’s very lucky to belong to a Mistress like you.”  
Courtney wriggled like a petted puppy at that.  “Thanks Mom!”  she piped up, eyes bright and sparkling.  
“You’re welcome,” Samantha replied.  “Now, this is what I had in mind...  “ 
It took several minutes before Sasha could get her mind to start working again.  And she wasn’t sure if she wanted to actually do that.  She’d been floating in a wonderful, exquisite fog, immersed in nothing but absolute sheer, luxurious indulgence.  But, now that the touches had stopped she was slowly floating back down to earth again, feeling an odd achy emptiness deep in the pit of her tummy.  Now and then she uncontrollably shivered, little sharp twitching tremors that made her jerk.  She still felt so full inside of golden, honeyed warmth.  But that was slowly, inexorably fading, albeit nowhere near as fast as when she’d stopped after banister rubbing.  And, as those exquisite sensations eased she started becoming conscious of other aches.  
Her little arms and small wrists, for one.  Her lithe, slender thighs, for another.  They might not be splayed as wide as they had been earlier, but she certainly was growing more aware of the aching, strained soreness at her stretched inner thighs.  Her small jaws were starting to ache again, too, a dull, distant throb that hinted at becoming worse very shortly.  Although the penis thing didn’t force her mouth open wide like the ball had, still she wasn’t used to having her mouth fixedly held open for this long.  And her tongue was feeling a little worn out, too, from sucking on that for so long.  
She was also starting to feel chilled as the inner heat of her body started to cool, as well as the sticky sweat coating her evaporated.  Of course, feeling the cool air all over her bare skin only forcibly reminded her that she was totally naked.  
Sasha wasn’t hurting, nor was she as badly aching and extremely uncomfortable as she had been earlier, when Courtney had left her alone down here.  But that could change, she realized, if Courtney decided, once more, to just leave her again.  
So she was very relieved to see her padding back over towards her.  Sasha wished she risked making some sound to catch Courtney’s eye and attention, but she didn’t dare try that.  It wasn’t as if Courtney was totally ignoring her; Sasha noticed Courtney glance a few times her direction as she gathered up Sasha’s clothing where they lay on the floor.  She tucked the removed shorts, top, swimsuit and sandals under one little arm then picked up the pail and sippy cup, too, before walking away again.  She couldn’t help making a soft mewl of trepidation at that, thinking she was being left alone again.  Not to mention all of her clothing was being taken away, leaving her nothing to wear when - or if - she was ever let go.  
But...  she wasn’t being left alone again.  For several minutes later Courtney came back, setting the pail and sippy cup once more atop the table.  Standing in front of Twerp Courtney folded her arms across her little, boyish chest again, but this time she had a soft smile on her face instead of a hard, cold scowl.  
“You were a very good slave, Twerp,” she said in her soft piping voice.  “I’m very pleased with you.”  
Sasha felt her face delicately warm at that, gently wriggled like a puppy at the clear, sincere praise in Courtney’s voice.  She was surprised at how she reacted to that, but her astonishment didn’t spoil or lessen her pleasure one iota.  
“You didn’t fuss at being gagged.  Well, not too much, anyway,” she amended, “and you tried real hard to keep quiet like I told you.  That’s being a very good slave!”  
Again another gentle shivery wave of warmth and pleasure rippled through Sasha at that.  
“Now, I’m gonna take that gag out,” Courtney said.  “You still don’t have permission to speak, don’t forget.  I’ll put it right back in if you do.  And punish you more, too,” she warned.  
Sasha lightly shivered at that but quickly nodded, anything to get that back out of her mouth.  It was still making her slobber, and her little chin and small chest was, once again, sticky with the drooled mess that had dribbled free.  
Courtney stepped closer, then stood on tiptoes as she reached up and around, tiny fingers blindly fumbling at the buckle.  It took a few seconds before she worked the strap free of the buckle, then she carefully drew the front part away, watching the penis thing - now slippery and glistening, soaked with saliva - slip back out from Twerp’s wide-open small mouth.  That looked so awesomely kewl!  
Twerp furiously blushed as a huge mouthful of spit followed the gag out, dribbling in sticky threads down her chin and onto her chest.  She softly moaned, both at the ache in her small jaws as she worked the stiffness out, as well as at the twinkle and delighted sparkle in Courtney’s eyes as that happened.  Courtney was certainly amused, oh yes.  But it wasn’t a derisive, gleeful jeer.  More as if she liked what she saw but paid no heed to the person it was happening to.  
Courtney carefully set the gag back on the table then picked up the towel, turning back to Twerp and gently blotting her face, chin, and chest dry.  Placing the towel down she then picked up the sippy cup before holding it to Twerp’s small, full, pouty lips.  “Drink,” she said, and again, as before, Twerp understood that to be nothing less then a command.  
And, as before, no sooner did the spout touch her lips then she slipped them over it.  Not only was she terribly thirsty but her mouth felt like it was full of thick, slimy goo.  She suckled, sucked and swallowed, eagerly drinking.  This time the water was cold.  Not frigid or icy, just an utterly refreshing cold cut through the gum in her mouth and tasted so rejuvenating.  
“Drink as much as you like,” Courtney encouraged.  “Nod when a slave is finished.”  
Sasha didn’t nod until the last of the water gurgled out of the cup with a final suckle.  Leaning her head back from the cup she sighed, licking her lips, the tiny, gliding point of her pink tongue moistening them.  Courtney sat the now-empty cup down then reached into the pail.  She fumbled for about twenty seconds before removing her tiny hands from the inside.  
Instead of holding a sponge like before, now her diminutive hands were covered in gloves.  Not the mesh fabric, scrubbing, bath-type gloves, but soft, pink, terrycloth ones.  Rather like wearing a washcloth on one’s hands, Courtney had thought as she’d slipped them on.  “A slave is rather sweaty and messy,” she said, neither accusing nor condemning nor, for that matter, mocking or scorning.  It was quite the matter-of-fact statement, making a simple observation.  “Hold still while I clean you off,” she ordered, then stepped right up to Twerp.  
It felt a lot like the sponge did, Sasha thought.  Cool and soothing, but this time without that slight astringent odor.  And it eased the fierce itching the drying sweat was producing, too.  That was sheer torture, having itches you couldn’t scratch!  
But, it also felt different from the sponge, too.  Because Sasha could clearly feel Courtney’s tiny glove-covered hands gliding all over her naked body.  It wasn’t like the sponge, wasn’t even like a plain washcloth, either.  Not when she could, so very clearly, feel those tiny hands against her skin as they glided over her.  She couldn’t help lightly shivering, her skin was still acutely sensitive to being touched.  And it felt so good having her sweat wiped off!  
She also couldn’t help sharply jerking, or at making soft little breathy inhales, when Courtney laved down her breasts and coot...  pussy.  Both were very supersensitive, still.  But, again Sasha was very grateful and glad to have that drying, sticky, itchy stuff - cream, she mentally corrected - cleaned off from down there.  
Now and then Courtney redipped her gloves back in the pail before continuing washing down her slave.  Once she’d washed every little bit save for the very bottoms of her small feet she peeled the gloves off, dropping them in the pail before picking up the towel and gently blotting Twerp thoroughly dry again.  Once that was finished she put the towel on the table then faced Twerp again.  
“I’m going to take you down in a minute Twerp,” she said, and Twerp gave an intense sigh of eager, anticipative relief.  “You’re going to do exactly what I say, when I say it.  Don’t try anything funny.  You won’t like what happens if you do,” she warned.  “Understand?”  
Sasha started to open her mouth to reply, then caught herself at the last moment, nodding instead.  
“Good!”  Courtney said with a smile.  Stepping even closer she reached up as far as she could, all the way up on tiptoes, tiny fingers seeking, then finding, the little button things Mom told her about on the pole thing.  She pressed one, then walked over to the other side and rose all the way up and found that one, too, and pressed it.  
With an audible ratcheting sound the upper pole descended.  Sasha groaned as, for the first time in what seemed like ages, she could lower her arms from over her head.  Courtney reached into the pocket of her jeans cutoffs, coming out with four small, luggage-sized, brass padlocks.  Sasha swallowed at seeing them but obediently remained quiet and still, watching with enormous, nervous eyes as Courtney locked one on each cuff, slipping the shackle through the buckle tongue.  
Courtney had been very surprised being told that those buckles could be locked.  She’d never seen, or heard, of lockable buckles before!  And by the look in Twerp’s eyes she hadn’t been aware of they could be locked on, either!  She gave a soft, barely audible whimper as the first cuff was locked, then gently trembled as the remaining three were then locked as well.  
No way to get them off, now.  Just like that collar.  All of them on to stay, unless and until Courtney or her Aunt decided to take them off.  
Courtney stood back up from locking the ankle cuffs, then reached into another pocket to remove yet another small padlock.  “OK Twerp.  Listen up.  I’m going to unclip the wrist cuffs from the pole.  Soon as each hand is free put it right behind your back.  Understood?”  
Sasha swallowed hard, nodding again.  It seemed she wasn’t going to be freed freed after all.  Then again, hadn’t they said she’d stay this way all summer?  
She could have fought once her wrists were released.  She was bigger then her cousin, after all.  Stronger and older.  But...  she was also exhausted.  Tired and drained.  Plus her little, slender legs were still firmly held more then shoulder-width open, which didn’t do miracles for her balance.  She didn’t think she could wrestle a mosquito right now and win, let alone her little cousin.  Plus, even if she did manage, by some incredible stroke of fortune, to overpower Courtney, she’d still have to deal with her Aunt Samantha!  
The first clips of one cuff were removed.  “Hand behind your back,” Courtney told her and, with the slightest of hesitation Sasha did so.  Reaching back up Courtney removed the second set of two clips holding her remaining wrist to the pole.  “That one behind your back now, too,” Courtney said.  With a touch more nervous hesitation Sasha slowly moved that hand behind her back.  
Courtney padded around behind her slave, then guided her cuffed wrists just so, tiny tongue tip just barely peeking out past her small lips as she concentrated on correctly positioning them.  So that the metal rings on the outside - the same ones that the attachment clips had been fastened - faced and touched each other.  Courtney then threaded the shackle of the little padlock through both before firmly closing it with a click.  
Sasha lightly shuddered hearing that, reflexively tried drawing her cuffed hands apart...  and, not unexpectedly, found she couldn’t.  The position abruptly recalled a memory from long ago, when she was much younger, a much littler girl, oh, around six-and-a-half or so.  One of her friends had just gotten a Sheriff Toy Set containing - along with a plastic fake sheriff star, a toy gun, and holster - a pair of plastic toy handcuffs and had ‘arrested’ Sasha.  She remembered the weird, shivery feeling as she’d put her hands behind her back and felt the cuffs placed around her wrists.  Oh, she’d known she wasn’t really handcuffed; the whole thing was just plastic, after all.  Even as little as she’d been she could have probably just yanked and broke the chain apart.  Not to mention that, being a toy, they didn’t really even lock.  Plus they even had easily-reached safety buttons that opened them.  But, still, the sensation of having her tiny hands ‘cuffed’ behind her had been weirdly intense and intriguing.  
She hadn’t thought about that in years.  Had forgotten all about it, in fact.  Until now.  When, feeling her hands locked behind her back brought that memory - and the associated feelings - vividly back again to her consciousness.  There were, however, two things she immediately sensed were different: the toy cuffs had had a connecting chain, permitting quite a bit of movement to her hands, but there was no chain connecting these cuffs.  Just a little padlock that severely restricted any motion.  
And that, unlike the toy handcuffs...  she’d not be getting out of these on her own!  
“I’m gonna undo your feet now,” Courtney said as she crouched in front of Twerp.  “Before I do, move them together when I say so.”  Twerp looked down as she nodded, watching as Courtney twisted the sleeve to the freely moving position then looked up at her.  Twerp couldn’t miss the fact that, from Courtney’s position, she was getting the proverbial bird’s eye view of her utterly naked body but, at the moment, simply being released from the pole at last seemed more important.  
“Move them together now,” Courtney ordered, holding Twerp at the hips to assist her balance.  Very carefully Twerp wriggled her small bare feet, squirming them closer and closer together as the pole slipped shorter along with that motion.  “Stop there,” Courtney said once her feet were about six inches apart.  It was the work of a few seconds for those attaching clips to be removed, and Twerp breathed a sigh of relief as those cuffs weren’t locked together.  She didn’t know how she’d manage to remain poised and standing if Courtney had done that!  
Straightening back up Courtney stared her slave right in the eye as she reached into her back pocket.  Twerp’s grew quite wide as Courtney extended her little hand, showing what she’d removed.  
A leash.  
A three-foot long, metal chain leash.  The links quite small and delicate, chromed and gleaming in the lights.  At one end a small metal clip and a leather loop handle at the other.  Before Twerp could do more then blink in shocked surprise Courtney smoothly attached the clip part to the ring at Twerp’s locked metal collar.  “Come with me,” she ordered, then turned around and started walking off.  
Slowly started walking off.  Mom had been very clear on that point.  Twerp’s legs were probably going to feel weak and rubbery from the strain of her position all morning, and Courtney was to walk her slave very slowly, and be ready to instantly lend a hand if she seemed about to fall.  There were a few whimpers and smothered moans of discomfort as Twerp started walking, as slender little legs, strained and stressed, were made to flex and move again.  Courtney didn’t insist Twerp keep up, she moved no faster then Twerp was readily able to adjust to doing.  “Good slave,” she encouraged.  “That’s it.  You’ll be able to rest soon.”  
Sasha wanted nothing more at the moment then to rest.  To be able to just collapse in a limp, boneless, sprawled heap and virtually pass out.  Perhaps, even, to wake up and discover the entire morning had been just a particularly extremely vivid dream.  
Then she halted, freezing in mid-step as she realized where Courtney was leading her.  Very aware of what lay behind that particular door!  
Courtney felt the chain leash grow taut.  She, too, stopped, looking over her shoulder at her slave.  “Come on Twerp,” she said with a touch of impatient asperity, wide gray eyes glinting with firmness.  
Sasha took an unconscious step back, her eyes enormous and pleading.  She softly whimpered, tiny little rapid shakes of her head as she stared imploringly at Courtney.  Behind that seemingly normal door was what she mentally called the cell room.  The door itself was quite thick, perhaps four inches.  The inside of the door, as well as the floor, ceiling and all four walls inside, were covered in acoustical foam.  Once the door was closed, somehow the room seemed to muffle any sounds.  You could scream inside and it sounded like a soft murmur.  And that wasn’t all of it, either.  
For inside that triangular-shaped room was nothing but cages and cells.  Some looking like doggy kennel cages, and three - one in each of the acute corners - looking like real jail cells.  And one, right in the middle, a hanging cage like from the Middle Ages or something.  
Courtney gave the leash a little tug.  “Come on Twerp.  You don’t have a choice and you know it.  Don’t make things any harder on yourself then you already have.”  Twerp just stood there, like a pale marble statue, still staring at Courtney with huge eyes.  “Please.  No,” she softly whispered, her words barely audible.  
“Hush!”  she lightly scolded.  Then, gently, “I’m not gonna harm you Twerp.  I’m just putting you down for a rest.  Don’t be such a ‘fraidy cat!”  she lightly chided.  
Her words didn’t really reassure Sasha.  She wasn’t afraid of what might happen (even if she was a bit worried about why Courtney was so careful to stress the word ‘harm’, as if that had a certain, special meaning) as she was simply about that room itself.  And it wasn’t even exactly she feared the room, either.  It was...  she really didn’t know how to explain it, even to herself.  Just something about the stark, severe simplicity of the cages coupled with their unmistakable inescapability that sent ripples of involuntary uneasiness through her.  
Yet, even so, hearing her little cousin call her a ‘‘fraidy cat’ (which, Sasha reluctantly admitted to herself, was something she’d been mockingly calling Courtney in order to get her to bend to her will, wants and desires) sparked a flicker of pride in Sasha.  Not defiance, no.  Her resources were too depleted, her will too battered, for bravado to kindle.  But, she still had some shredded remnants of pride left, and these she somehow wrapped around herself like a beggar’s tattered rags.  
This time when Courtney gently tugged the leash Sasha took a little step forwards.  “That’s it!  Good slave!”  Courtney praised, her frowny expression at Sasha’s having balked instantly changing into a warm, bright smile.  One slow step after another she was led, closer and closer, to that door.  And that dreadful room within.  
It was exactly like she remembered, Sasha thought, shivering and trembling as Courtney opened the door and walked her inside.  Except for two things.  One she immediately noticed: her Aunt standing near one wall, tucking her cell phone into a pocket as they entered.  And the other she beheld as Courtney walked her over to it.  
It was the smallest of the doggy kennel cages.  Not much wider then she was, and not a whole lot longer, either.  And only about two foot tall, too.  The entire cage was made of very thick, heavy steel wire while the outline of the cage was actual rod.  The wires were interwove into a lattice, their openings about two inches square.  All in all, an extremely sturdy design.  Certainly more then a doggy needed, anyway, Sasha had thought when she’d seen it.  Looked downright uncomfortable, too, as the bottom had been the same bare, stark wire weave, too.  The top was opened, Sasha noticed with a swallowed gulp as Courtney led her right over to it.  But she spotted something different about the cage now then she had before.  The bottom was now lined with what looked like a thick folded blanket.  
Samantha strolled over at that point.  “Any problems sweetheart?”  she asked her daughter, ignoring Sasha completely.  
“Nope!”  Courtney brightly answered.  Then honestly amended, “Well, not really, no.”  
Sasha jerked, deeply shivered at the sudden cool expression on her Aunt’s face.  “What happened?”  Samantha questioned, her tone severe and unforgiving.  
Courtney just shrugged.  “Twerp’s just afraid of the room, that’s all.  She froze up for a little.”  
She was feeling pretty froze right now, abruptly coming under the stern, forbidding gaze of her Aunt.  She felt herself shrinking and cringing under that intense gaze.  “She disobeyed you?”  she asked, and Sasha felt like her bladder wanted to let go.  There was nothing kind or friendly about her Aunt’s expression.  It didn’t seem as if she was prepared to accept any balking, hesitancy or anything from Sasha, and she felt like Juggernaut was about to descend upon her helpless head, to implacably roll right over her.  
“No Mom,” Courtney responded.  Which, even through her petrifaction Sasha thought was very brave of her, correcting her Mom when she looked like that.  “Twerp didn’t disobey.  She just got scared and froze a little.  She didn’t run, fight or nothing.”  
“Very well,” her Aunt replied and, if her expression didn’t exactly soften and become kind, it sure as heck wasn’t scowling as hard and fierce as it had been.  Sasha shot Courtney a grateful, indebted glance, so thankful to her for jumping to her defense and explaining things.  All the more so at doing that when Aunt Samantha looked so stern and cold.  A little spot of warmth blossomed in her tummy at that, at Courtney standing up for her when she didn’t dare do so for herself.  
“I can’t lift her up; she’s too heavy for me,” Courtney said.  “Can you put her inside for me, please?”  she asked her Mom.  Sasha trembled again at that, licked suddenly dry lips, feeling her tummy hold a butterfly convention.  
“Sure thing baby,” Samantha warmly replied.  “Just take her leash off first.”  
Sasha felt the gentle tug as Courtney reached up and undid the snap.  Her Aunt took two steps then, before Sasha could really brace herself, could accept the reality of the situation, she firmly took Sasha in her arms, easily lifted her up...  and placed her tummy down atop the folded blankets...  inside the cage.  
She was distantly aware of the two of them softly murmuring to each other.  Distantly aware that that had to be more then just a blanket beneath her.  It was too soft for just that.  (And, indeed, Samantha had placed a precut, already-sized, foam mattress pad inside first before covering that over with the blanket)  It also wasn’t perfectly flat, either; just enough of a rise at her chest so that her face wasn’t squished if she looked down, wasn’t forced to keep her head to the side to keep from getting a crick in her neck or smothering herself in the blanket.  
All of that she was distantly, peripherally aware of.  What she was starkly focused on was the thick mesh of wire right before her enormous eyes.  The awareness of that unyielding grid at her sides and behind her.  She jerked as her Aunt leaned down and pressed her cuffed ankles together, as Courtney reached through the mesh, her hands tiny enough to do that, and slipped another little padlock through the rings there and locked her ankles together.  Then deeply shivered as, while they still just softly murmured to each other, utterly ignoring the helplessly cuffed, naked little girl inside the cage, Courtney lowered the top in place, then secured a larger padlock through the hasp.  
They walked out together, paying no heed to Sasha.  Samantha adjusted the dimmer switch until the room was in a soft twilight, then the door was closed behind them as they left.  
Leaving Sasha alone...  
Totally naked and exposed, utterly vulnerable...  
Small wrists and ankles firmly enclosed with sturdy, black leather cuffs Sasha herself had placed there.  Buckled down too snug to wriggle out from within their embrace...  and now locked.  No way to remove them...  
Laying in a solidly-made, heavy wire cage.  Not much bigger then she was.  Unable to reach the latch even if she hadn’t been cuffed up.  The latch incapable of being opened if she could reach it, the gleaming padlock securing it quite visible to her...  
Inside of a soundproofed, locked room...  
Inside of an equally soundproofed, equally locked, hidden basement, where no one knew where she was, couldn’t find her if they looked for her, couldn’t hear her if she called out...  
A single, glistening tear trickled down her cheek as all that came crashing down upon her.  Yet, even as she shivered and trembled, moaned and sniffled...  a core of gentle tingling warmth remained in her tummy.
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...and she kept wriggling and squirming, kinda like she was dancing but way different,” Courtney described as she licked the last crumbs of her tuna salad sandwich from tiny fingers.  Samantha nodded, listening as she filled her mug from the pot on the counter.  All through making lunch and then sitting down to eat she’d gently encouraged her daughter to talk about what had gone on when she’d been alone with her slave.  Not an interrogation of any kind, just a semi-sort of parental curiosity mingled with that of a teacher.  
“It was like she wasn’t really feeling the crop any more,” she said, sipping her milk, “‘Cept right when it landed.  Then she’d sorta squeak and squeal.  Just not jump or kick or stuff like she did at first.”  
Again Samantha nodded, rinsing out Courtney’s mug from earlier, then pouring another cup of half-coffee/half-heavy cream before adding a spoon of sugar to it.  Considering Courtney barely had had time to touch her ‘coffee’ from before, Samantha didn’t think another ‘cup’ was going to be detrimental.  Besides, Courtney was showing a great deal of maturity and responsibility, and this was one way to show her approval of her daughter.  
“Thanks Mom!”  Courtney piped up in a pleased tone, shy yet flattered at Mom giving her another cup!  
“You’re welcome baby,” Samantha warmly smiled at her daughter.  “Enjoy it, though.  That’s all for today.”  
Courtney nodded, not at all bothered or sulky by the restriction...  considering she hadn’t ever been allowed coffee before today, getting two cups was special!  She took a hesitant sip; the beverage was quite warm and needed blowing off to cool and, well...  the flavor still took some getting used to.  Tiny feet gently swung back and forth quite a bit above the floor as she sat and sipped.  
That wasn’t all, Samantha had noticed.  Throughout the recitation, once Courtney had gotten into it, she’d been unconsciously pressing her little legs together; a light, almost inconspicuous, tensing and shifting of little thighs and hips.  In fact, if Samantha hadn’t actually looked for reactions from Courtney, she doubted she’d have noticed that at all.  
Sitting back down she gazed at her daughter.  “So baby...  what did you think about paddling and cropping your slave?”  
Holding her mug between tiny hands Courtney looked very thoughtful.  Unlike past conversations with her Mom of similar character, this one had very little, if any, undertones of a cross-examining nature.  It was very much as if Mom was asking the questions she posed to help her think.  To puzzle and ponder on specific points she might never have, on her own, considered reflecting upon.  
“It’s...  it’s sorta hard to say Mom,” she finally said in a soft voice.  “Part of me felt bad, paddling her, cuz I know what that feels like.  And it felt weird, too, being the one punishing her, too.  Specially since I know what it feels like, inside, to have earned a punishment like that.  Sometimes just knowing I’ve done something so bad I need punishing is worse then the punishment itself.”  
Samantha just listened, sipping along with her.  Courtney softly nibbled her small, full, soft lip before continuing.  “But, it also felt...  awesome,” she said in a soft, somewhat wondrous tone, “being the one to punish her.  I felt so...  so...  big inside at that!”  
Courtney was obviously struggling for words to explain her feelings so Samantha helpfully suggested, “Powerful?  Commanding?  In control?”  
Her face lit up as she exclaimed, “Yeah!  That’s it!  Like that!”  
“Do you like how that made you feel?”  Samantha probed.  
Courtney nodded after a few moments.  “Uh-huh!  With Twerp I did, anyway.  Dunno how I’d feel doing that with anyone else.  If I’d feel like that with anyone else.  I mean, I guess I feel better about it with Twerp cuz I know she has it coming to her.”  
“Is that why you cropped her as much as you did?  Because she deserved it?  Had earned it?”  Samantha asked.  
Courtney’s face abruptly turned red as a beet.  She stared down into her coffee like there was gold and precious gems somewhere down inside.  Samantha patiently waited, said nothing more, and finally Courtney peeked over the rim of her mug, glancing up at her Mom through thick, soot-dusted tawny lashes.  “No,” she finally whispered.  
Samantha tipped her head in a silent invitation to continue.  
As Mom didn’t seem upset or unhappy at that confession Courtney continued in a low undertone.  “At first it was just for punishment.  But, after a little bit I started liking seeing her jump, wriggle, squirm, and dance.  I liked hearing the sounds she was making.  Specially with that gag thingy in her mouth.  And I wanted to see and hear her do more of all that.  It was fun and exciting to do.”  
Her small jaw dropped as Mom simply nodded.  “I’m glad you enjoyed yourself then.  You got the punishment out of the way first, and then you had fun with your slave.”  
Samantha had to struggle not to laugh at Courtney’s expression at that.  “I did tell you that as long as you’re fulfilling your main obligations and duties, there’s nothing stopping you from having fun with your slave, didn’t I?”  
Courtney dumbly nodded, quite taken aback and surprised.  Punishing Twerp could be counted as having fun, too?  Obviously so, for Mom continued explaining, “Normally a Mistress wouldn’t explain in detail to her slave what was going on, or why.  Because, being more grown-up, they understand that a Mistress can discipline - like with a paddle or crop - both for punishment and for the Mistress’ own pleasure.  Simply because she likes doing that to her slave.  However, Twerp is brand new, and doesn’t know, or understand, that yet.  I think it would be a good idea to let her know, when you discipline her in the future, if you’re doing that to punish her, or simply because you want to have fun with her.”  
Wide gray eyes goggled as Courtney blurted, “I can do that?  Just paddle her and stuff because I wanna do that?”  
At that Samantha did chuckle.  Nodding she confirmed, “You sure can baby.  Any time you want, in fact.  Just as long as you check with me first.”  
“Oh, wow!”  Courtney dreamily murmured, giving Samantha a sudden light chill.  It seemed as if Twerp was going to have a rough time for a while!  
Then again, she mused, sipping her coffee, from the way Courtney had described things, it didn’t seem as if Twerp had responded negatively to what had happened.  Nor, for that matter, did Samantha’s own, personal observation indicate otherwise.  Twerp had been exceptionally aroused, very wet, when she’d seen her.  
Which reminded her, once again, of her current conundrum: what to do about, and how far to take, Twerp’s training.  And now, adding to that poser was Samantha’s observations of her own daughter.  She was very aware that a child didn’t have to reach puberty, or even start it, to have things ‘feel good’ to them.  Certainly Samantha herself had enjoyed ‘feeling good’ long before puberty.  Even if she, like both Courtney and Twerp, hadn’t understand what those feeling truly were.  A child’s mind wasn’t geared to ask questions about things like that.  They simply unconsciously accepted, without ever being cognizant they had, that certain things -- whether seeing, feeling, or thinking about them -- ‘felt good’.  
Courtney certainly wasn’t probing things.  To her, cropping Twerp had been fun.  And, if her little pressed-legged squirms were any indication, that had also felt good to her.  But she didn’t realize it had felt good, only that it had been fun.  And, even if she was subliminally aware of it having felt good, she’d certainly never even think to question why it did, why that might, feel good or be fun.  She’d only thought to question if it was OK to do what she had done.  Even after the aborted lesson with her slave, Courtney most likely wouldn’t recognize signs of her own desire and arousal, although Samantha was positive she’d be sharp enough from now on to spot Twerp’s.  
“Remember, your first priority is fulfilling your obligations and duties when and where it comes to training Twerp,” Samantha reiterated, “but, after that, you can have all the fun with her you like.  Within reason,” she clarified.  “You can’t expect to paddle and crop her morning, noon and night when she isn’t busy doing tasks or lessons.”  
Courtney giggled at that, imagining doing just that, picturing the expression on Twerp’s face should that happen.  Not that she intended to do so, but the daydream sure was fun!  
Samantha was at a loss to determine just what to do from this point onwards.  Oh, she knew perfectly well what to do in order to simply retrain Twerp back into an obedient, polite, biddable, responsible child.  And what to do in order to truly train Twerp as a real, bona fide slave (including, a little voice in the back of her mind whispered, all the sensual and erotic aspects of that training).  What she didn’t know, hadn’t decided or determined yet, was which one of the two to choose, or whether to create a blend of each.  
Or what to do if Courtney started getting aroused at being a disciplinarian, at truly being a real Mistress to her slave.  
Her musings were interrupted by the front door bell chiming.  Courtney jerked; looked paralyzed, resembling a fawn trapped in blazing headlights in the middle of an expressway, unsure whether to freeze or bolt.  Huge dusky eyes cut to the basement door, and Samantha clearly understood her thoughts as if reading her mind.  
Putting her mug down and rising to her feet Samantha calmed her daughter.  “Don’t worry baby.  No one knows she’s down there.  They can’t possibly know, or tell, that she is.  Everything’s perfectly fine.”  
Courtney brightly blushed, not realizing her panic had been that transparent.  Then she sheepishly grinned, nervously giggled.  “Sorry Mom.”  
Warmly smiling Samantha ruffled Courtney’s long, thick, silky, honey blonde tresses.  “It’s all right baby.  I understand.  I sweated the first few times when I had ‘guests’ downstairs and you were old enough to start walking around.”  
A louder giggle this time, a wide grin.  
Courtney sipped her coffee, much more relaxed, as Mom walked off to answer the door.  It was, she thought, real silly to panic.  And it was very exciting, too, knowing Twerp was locked up downstairs the way she was!  Courtney squirmed, picturing in her head just that image.  Twerp all cuffed up and locked in that little cage!  A real prisoner, no joke, or fake!  Heck, she’d die, unable to ever free herself, if they just left her like that!  
Courtney almost grunted, feeling like she’d been punched in the tummy as that thought hit her.  Hard.  As, for the first time, Courtney truly realized that Twerp’s life, literally as well as figuratively, lay in her hands.  Well, Mom’s and Courtney’s hands, anyway.  But that didn’t lessen the impact one little bit.  Twerp was utterly dependent on the two of them for everything.  Including her very own life.  
That was, in some ways, a very scary feeling.  Not that they would, of course, just forget about Twerp being down there.  But...  if they did...  there wasn’t a blessed thing Twerp could do to save herself.  
And no one would ever know.  
But, for all that it was, indubitably, a scary feeling, accepting that for the reality it was also terribly...  something.  Something else other then scary.  A something that made her insides shiver.  Get warm and tingly glowy.  Kinda like when she’d been paddling and cropping Twerp.  Kinda, just not quite the same.  Different, but Courtney couldn’t figure out just what that difference was, only that it was there.  
And that it felt...  nice!  
She still hadn’t puzzled that out when Mom came back, holding an opaque blue plastic grocery bag in one hand.  Something was in there, she could tell, seeing the bulky outline.  She didn’t have to wait long for her curiosity to be sated, though.  “Let’s get you ready to feed your slave, OK?”  Samantha said with a smile.  “But first, I’ve got something here I think both of you will like.”  
It was utterly soundless in here.  Silent as a tomb, although Sasha shied away from that simile after the first time she’d pictured it.  She couldn’t hear a single noise that she, herself, didn’t produce.  The susurration of her breathing sounded loud as a bellows to her although she sensed that, mere inches away, that soft gentle sound was swallowed up like a little birthday candle in the depths of ebony space.  The slow, steady throb of her heart sounded like the rhythmic pounding of tympani in her ears.  Her pulse was even audible, a gentle background hiss like that of a seashell held against an ear.  The times she’d shifted about, seeking to get comfortable, the chime of the locks and rings at her cuffs had seemed shockingly loud and jarring.  
She hadn’t thought she could get comfortable.  To start with, she hated lying on her tummy.  Her side was her preferred position, followed by her back.  But never on her tummy.  But her back was right out.  There was no way she could possibly lay on her back, not with her arms held behind there, secured by cuffed wrists.  That would be painful!  Lying on her side wouldn’t be much better, and for the same reason.  And that was even assuming she could, somehow, manage to wriggle and squirm onto her side, let alone her back.  There really wasn’t all that much room to either side of her.  
And then there were her aches.  Granted, far fewer of those then she’d had when fastened to that pole thing, with her arms all the way overhead, her legs spread wide and most - when not all - of her weight supported by her cuffed wrists.  Most of those aches had faded into a dull, distant, mild soreness.  Especially her wrists, which now felt lots better.  Her shoulders, however, still ached quite a bit, and being positioned as they were due to her arms being confined behind her wasn’t helping ease that ache at all, just changed the way the joints and muscles throbbed.  What she wanted to do most of all was move; to be able to stretch, to work out the achy stiff soreness.  Just the sheer luxury of being able to move!  What she could do was little more then fidget and wriggle.  
And then there was this room.  Sasha didn’t know why it affected her like it did.  She only knew that it did.  And that actually being caged was much more intense then just picturing that.  She was far too exhausted and drained -- physically, mentally, and emotionally -- to struggle and attempt escape.  But, even if she had been in peak performance Sasha wouldn’t have even bothered trying.  The very room seemed to emanate the raw, sheer aura of unyielding inescapable confinement.  Being cuffed and caged only exacerbated, only amplified, that sensation.  
And then there were her feelings.  One in particular.  One she couldn’t ignore, couldn’t stop.  Didn’t know if it could be stopped and, even if it could, how to stop it.  
Sasha had expected that, once she was left alone, once things stopped happening, being done to her, once she caught her breath and composure, she’d settle down.  That tingly, warm, achy tightness in her tummy would cool.  Would ease, fade, then vanish.  It always had, before.  When she’d banister rubbed and pressed, and even when she’d had all those incredibly vivid daydreams all this week, ever since she’d discovered these hidden, underground set of rooms.  
But, although it had eased quite a bit, it had never really truly gone away.  Even now, even after all this time (and Sasha had no idea if half an hour or the rest of the day had passed; time seemed to stand still in here, with her being this helpless and alone) she was very aware of that lingering, persistent tingling.  It was rather like an itch.  But an itch inside her.  Real down low in her tummy.  At her pussy, too, she thought, soft cheeks growing hot both at mentally using the new word for her cootchie in addition to the realization just where that itch seemed to be located.  
A niggling, dogged itch that she couldn’t reach and couldn’t scratch.  Couldn’t ease, and didn’t know how to ease even if she could reach it.  
And then there were her thoughts.  Which, in many ways, were worse then that tormenting itchiness.  And just as implacable and unavoidable, too.  
First and foremost, no matter how hard she wanted to deny it -- and she tried very hard to do just that, and miserably failed -- Sasha knew everything that had happened -- was still happening -- had been her own fault.  She desperately wanted to place the blame on someone else, on anyone else, on anything other then her.  Just like she’d been doing for almost a year now.  But no matter how hard she tried she kept coming back to the same horrible truth.  It was like being at the bottom of a deep conical pit of sand; no matter which way you tried climbing up and out, you just kept slipping and slithering right back down to the bottom.  And the bottom, in this case, was that Sasha, and Sasha alone, was responsible for her predicament.  
If she hadn’t gone sneaking into these rooms, she wouldn’t be in trouble for doing that.  If she hadn’t been so awful and nasty to her cousin, if she hadn’t deceived, lied, and blackmailed, Aunt Samantha might not have decided to take the extreme action she had.  And Sasha wouldn’t have found herself made a slave, the literal property and possession of her little cousin, with utterly no say in what happened, absolutely no rights at all.  
The fact that Aunt Samantha thought so poorly of Sasha and her behavior that she chose this punishment made her want to just shrivel up and fade away.  It wasn’t as if her Aunt had just thrown her hands up in disgust, giving up on Sasha as a lost cause and not worth her time and effort, but it felt very close to that.  Yet, even as miserable and despondent as Sasha felt at the moment, she couldn’t seem to shake the feeling that there was more to Aunt Samantha’s decisions and plans for Sasha then just simple -- if somewhat extreme, excessive and outré -- punishment.  
She didn’t want this.  She didn’t want what was happening.  Not at all!  Yet she could still vividly recall Aunt Samantha’ expression as she stared into her eyes.  Clearly recall those whispered words.  ‘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.’ 
But she didn’t really want that!  
Did she?  
Sasha was feeling very confused and bewildered, on top of everything else she was feeling.  It was one thing to daydream about some of this stuff.  And quite another to have it actually happen to you.  And against your will, at that!  Especially, dog gone it, when she might very well have volunteered for some of this if she’d just been asked!  
Her little, naked, cuffed body gently wriggled as she pondered and considered everything that had happened to her.  And all the things that might happen.  She tried to get comfy and just relax, but that lingering, niggling, itchy tingle just wouldn’t go away.  Sleek little hips, of their own volition, gently lifted and pressed down, very lightly rocked and shifted as her body mindlessly sought to ease that peripheral tingling itch.  
She was a seething bundle of commingled emotions: embarrassment, humiliation, fear, dread, outrage, anger, mortification, shame, anxiety, fear, horror, shock...  she’d never before felt so much, so intensely, at one time.  Her thoughts shifted from one subject to the next like a wild bird frantically flying in a small cage, wings battering at the bars.  
There was anger and affront at this gross miscarriage of justice...  if one could call this punishment sentence that.  This just wasn’t fair!  Not at all!  How dare they do something like this!  If Aunt Samantha really thought Sasha’s possible little lapse of good judgment was wrong, surely there were better, more proper, more appropriate ways of dealing with that then treating her this way!  Didn’t they know how wrong this was?  When Mom found out about this there’d be heck to pay!  That didn’t even take into account what kind of trouble they’d be in if, or when, Sasha told the authorities!  
That was innate, instinctive defiance, sassiness, and bravado talking.  But it wasn’t talking very bold and brassy at the moment.  Closer to a murmur.  More accurately, on sober reflection, a barely audible, unconvinced whisper.  Because, no matter how strongly she tried to mutinously protest the unfairness and unjustness of this all, that they simply couldn’t do this to her because it wasn’t allowed...  
...the locked cuffs securing her wrists and ankles, the locked metal cage surrounding her, the utter silence of this locked room...  all of that belied her protests, made them nothing more then paper tigers in a raging blast furnace.  
They could do this...  because they already had.  And as long as she remained confined down here, the only two people Sasha could protest to, appeal to, petition to, weren’t very likely to have a sympathetic ear to any complaints and disputes.  
Snuffling back a tear Sasha shifted again, refusing to lose the war, but, at the moment, surrendering this specific skirmish.  She wasn’t about to give either of them the satisfaction of caving in, oh no!  She’d show them she was made of sterner stuff then that!  
Darn it, why did Aunt Samantha have to come home so early and spoil everything!?  Sasha had been tremendously enjoying herself, and she hadn’t been harming anyone or anything, after all!  It had been ever-so-much fun making her daydreams seem and feel more real by tying herself to that pole thing!  
Of their own volition her daydreams started playing again in her mind, until Sasha became conscious she’d started thinking again about them.  Then she gently nibbled her full, soft, warm pouty lower lip, deeply thoughtful and reflective.  She hadn’t really considered it at first, not with so much going on at the time but, now that she thought over things, laying here like this was extremely close to some of her most intense daydreams.  
Although those daydreams hadn’t been specific or detailed, there had been similar generalities.  She’d been helpless.  Unable to move, resist or escape.  She’d either been in undies or, in the more intense ones, totally undressed and naked.  Secured someplace, all alone, where she couldn’t be seen, heard, or found.  Waiting.  Nervously, apprehensively, tremulously waiting.  Only able to wait, unable to run or flee.  Knowing, without being told, that once her ‘captor’ returned...  
That nibbling grew more as she thought about that part.  Again the thoughts and images hadn’t been specific or clear but...  she did have some vague ideas about what would ‘happen’.  Like, they’d finish stripping her naked while she was helpless to protest or stop that.  And touch her, again while she was helpless to protest or stop that.  And not just simply touch her, but touch her in very distinct places.  Her boobies.  Her cootc...  pussy.  
Her no-touch places.  Places that were wrong to be touched there.  Places she wasn’t supposed to be touched.  But her captor did, anyway.  
Those daydreams made her feel funny, in several different ways.  Naughty for even thinking stuff like that, picturing that happening, even sorta wanting that to happen, even if just in daydreams.  Kinda scary imagining that, being that helpless, being unable to stop being stripped naked, from being touched those places.  Yet exciting, too, in an odd, new kinda feeling.  
Sasha knew she shouldn’t be touched there, shouldn’t let others see or touch her there.  Hadn’t Mom said that?  And her teachers, too?  Hadn’t Health Class said so?  
But, still, for all that, it had been a wickedly naughty-scary-exciting sensation daydreaming just that happening.  
Huge eyes rounded to enormous stunned emerald pools.  Deep intense tingles abruptly rippled and coursed through her.  Almost against her will Sasha looked around.  Really looked around as she focused on things.  In almost every way this was exactly like some of her daydreams.  She’d been helplessly stripped naked, unable to prevent that from happening.  Was quite securely confined at wrists and ankles by locked leather cuffs, and was still naked.  Incapable of moving, resisting or escaping.  All she could do was lay there and helplessly wait.  
But, unlike her daydreams, most certainly so, she didn’t have to speculate on what being touched and played with in her no-touch places would be like.  
For she’d already been touched there.  
And it had been every bit as embarrassing, humiliating, shameful, and mortifying as she’d envisioned that being.  And her helpless impotence had only intensified that a hundred-fold.  
But...  that hadn’t been all she’d felt.  By no means.  
Even now, in the total privacy of her own mind, Sasha sternly shied away from admitting, even to herself, that being touched there felt nice.  
More then nice.  Much more.  Much, much, much more then ‘just nice’.  Even through and past the embarrassment and humiliation she couldn’t ignore the intense bursts of shivery, tingly, fiery jolts that rocked and raced through her at those touches.  Like nothing she’d ever felt before.  Didn’t know could exist.  Drove her nuts and crazy inside, waiting, yearning, hungering for more and yet more again.  Until she couldn’t think, couldn’t reason.  Could only feel.  
And want.  
That had been momentous enough, shocking enough.  But what added to that, like hosing down a bonfire with a stream of gasoline, was the expressions on her Aunt’s and her cousin’s faces.  
Courtney’s face, in particular.  She’d looked so pleased, so delighted.  Like she was looking at something uniquely precious, exquisitely priceless.  Was looking that way at Sasha.  Because she was touching and playing with her.  
Because of how Sasha was responding.  
There was something even more mystifying and befuddling to Sasha.  Given the circumstances Sasha certainly wasn’t surprised that Courtney had sought revenge.  Heck, had the situation been reversed, Sasha assuredly would have done just that!  It was patently obvious, right from the beginning that Courtney reveled in Sasha’s misfortune and doom.  That she thirsted for vengeance and positively was going to slake that craving.  Her gleeful, gloating expression certainly proved that, as did her fiendish paddling and cropping of Sasha.  Gagging Sasha had been just icing on the cake.  
Yet, for all her desires for seeking revenge, Courtney had shocked and surprised Sasha.  Sasha would have gloated seeing Courtney hanging from that pole.  Would have relished watching Courtney struggle, cry and plead.  Would probably have left her all day, just as Courtney had promised to do to Sasha.  
But, for all of her very valid reasons for revenge, Courtney had been concerned.  Caring.  Had taken care of Sasha when she hurt.  Was so tired and exhausted she was past tears and sobbing.  Had been careful and cautious, patient with Sasha when walking her, understanding how wobbly and weak she’d been.  Had praised Sasha for being good and obedient.  Praise that had, inexplicably, made Sasha feel warm inside, gently flushed with mysterious pleasure and pride.  Had stood up to Aunt Samantha when she’d been furious at Sasha, correcting her Mom and defending Sasha.  When she could have just kept mum and enjoyed watching Sasha get punished yet again.  
Sleek little shifting hips grew more restless.  Sasha gave a moan of frustration, wanting nothing more at the moment then the freedom to banister press, for that achy tingling was growing again.  Just from remembering all that.  
Then she froze.  Well, most of her did, anyway.  Her hips had a mind and will of their own, and pretty much refused to remain motionless.  
She...  she couldn’t...  she couldn’t really want this?  Could she?  
Sasha’s mind was in too much of turmoil to truly reason on that.  But she wasn’t so befuddled to mistake two things.  She was tingling every bit as badly as she’d ever had before when she’d daydreamed, even while knowing this wasn’t any fantasy.  
And she was wet again.  
Her soft smooth cheeks ignited at finally becoming conscious of that warm slipperiness at her pussy.  At remembering the last time that had happened.  And how Aunt Samantha and Courtney made her feel as if burning up inside with tingles.  
She’d only thought she been confused and baffled before.  Now she really knew what that was like!  
Somehow Sasha had actually managed to doze.  That hadn’t been easy, for those tingles had never completely cooled off.  Neither, once it had started, had her wetness.  She couldn’t be certain, of course, but Sasha was a bit dismayed at that.  It was entirely possible, she thought, that, as long as she remained cuffed, remained helpless like this, those tingles might never really go away.  
As long as she remained awake, remained conscious and aware, it was impossible to ignore anything.  There was no way to overlook having her wrists cuffed behind her back.  No way to ignore she was naked, laying tummy down in a locked cage.  Impossible to overlook being held in this locked, soundproofed room, not when that utter silence ponderously weighed down on her like a weight.  And, as long as she couldn’t ignore any of that, it was impossible to get that deep-in-the-tummy achiness, those jolting little tingles, to ease, fade, and vanish.  
And as long as she continued having that deep-in-the-tummy achiness, those jolting little tingles, it was virtually impossible to just close her eyes, ignore them and drift to sleep.  Had Sasha not been as exhausted and depleted of resources as she was, most likely she’d never have managed even dozing.  But, she was, and, somehow, she succeeded nodding off into a drowsy twilight.  
She was dimly aware, deep in her subconscious, of the door opening behind her.  Heavy lids groggily fluttered as the interior lights gradually, over a few seconds, brightened from their dim luminescence.  She softly moaned in mild discomfort as she roused, sleepily blinked.  
“Did you have a nice nap?”  Sasha heard her cousin cheerily pipe up in her high, melodious voice from behind her.  She stiffened at that tone, defiance and outrage starting to bubble up inside her.  How dare Courtney sound so merry and amused!?  
“Don’t bother answering,” Courtney stated before Sasha could open her mouth for a rebuking retort.  “You’re still not permitted to speak.  And I need to make sure you really understand about that, too,” Courtney said as she walked around the cage, standing mere inches away in front of Sasha.  
Sasha’s mouth opened anyway.  But not to make any sort of scathing response.  In fact, not to say anything at all.  No, the real reason her mouth opened -- well, more accurately, her small jaw drop in astonishment -- was because of what she saw.  
Lying as she was Sasha couldn’t crane her head back to look up.  About as far up as she could see was her cousin’s little knees.  But what she could see had stunned her.  For Courtney wasn’t wearing her white cotton ankle socks and sneaks.  What she was wearing...  
...Sasha gaped, staring at the shiny black, brightly gleaming, leather boots right before her rounded eyes.  Boots that went all the way up to just below Courtney’s small knees.  Heeled boots at that, even if the heels were only an inch tall and were rather wide at the base.  
“It’s not that remaining silent is the exception,” Courtney continued, seeming to pay no attention to Sasha’s surprise and shock.  “It’s the rule.  You’re never to speak any more, unless and until given permission by me.  I’m not telling you to keep quiet until it’s OK to speak.  You’re never to speak again unless and until I say you can.”  
Sasha swallowed at that.  She hadn’t been looking at it that way.  She’d been looking at it quite differently.  Like having her Mom tell her to hush up and be quiet for a while.  Looking at it as if having to stay quiet was a temporary, now-and-then sort of thing.  But it was a very distinct contrast, indeed, being told to stay quiet at times compared to never talking again; that speaking would be a treat, rather then a right or expectation!  
She couldn’t see Courtney’s expression, and right now she badly wanted to see what that looked like.  To try and gain some insight as to what Courtney was thinking and feeling.  But she just couldn’t tip her head back any further then it was, and unfortunately Courtney’s knees weren’t telling her a single thing.  
“I told you this morning I was gonna leave you hanging like that all day,” Courtney continued.  “That was wrong of me to say.  I was mad and angry and hurt, and I lost my temper and said I was gonna do something.  And didn’t do it after all.  I’m glad I didn’t, because that would have harmed you, and a Mistress never wants to harm her slave.”  
Sasha lightly shivered, not missing the slight added stress to ‘harmed’ and ‘harm’ nor, for that matter, Courtney emphasizing the words ‘Mistress’ and ‘slave’.  
“But from now on, if I tell you I’m going to do something, that’s exactly what’s going to happen.  And if I tell you what the con...  consequences,” Courtney stumbled over that word, carefully pronouncing it, “of a slave’s disobedience will be, if you disobey, that’s exactly what’s gonna happen.  No ifs, ands, or buts about it.  Understood?”  
Sasha weakly nodded, licking lips that felt terribly dry all of a sudden.  
“Good slave!”  Courtney praised, pleased that she’d nodded rather then answering out loud.  Then returned to that firm, stern tone which, coming from such a tiny girl and considering her fluting voice should have sounded absurd yet was anything but comical, “A slave isn’t even to say ‘Thank you’.  A smile will be just fine in place of that.  And I mean this Twerp: say a single word and I’ll gag you again.  It doesn’t matter if you just forget, or whatever the reason is.  Say a word, make any peep at all, and you’ll be gagged quicker then you can blink.”  
Sasha swallowed again, having yet another butterfly convention in her tummy.  They really started partying down moments later as Courtney added, “You’ll be gagged lots anyway.  Both to help train you to remain silent, help you remember that.  And because I just like seeing you gagged.  I don’t need any reason to gag my slave -- or do anything else, either -- other than I just wanna do something.”  
Sharp little tremors rippled through Sasha as she lay there.  Naked, helplessly cuffed, locked in a cage, lying on her tummy in front of her little cousin.  Her words hitting her like hammer blows.  
Courtney seemed finished speaking.  For now, anyway.  She waited a few moments, just looking down at her slave, before turning and walking directly away from Sasha, the heels of her boots making a soft ‘tock’ on the cream and beige tiles of the floor.  She padded over to another cage atop which, Sasha noticed, a small covered tray that hadn’t been there before was now sitting.  
Then Sasha’s jaw dropped open again.  Much further then before.  
As she finally got to see all of her little cousin.  
Courtney’s long, mid-back length, thick yet silky, slightly wavy honey blonde tresses had been carefully braided into a thick plait down the middle of her back.  But that wasn’t what stunned Sasha, oh no.  That was left to what she was wearing.  
A soft, supple, black leather skirt surrounded her tiny little hips.  A short skirt, at that, reaching down only a little bit past mid-thigh.  Her top was gleaming black leather, too, a sleeveless vest that exposed her midriff and tummy, closed together at the front by crisscrossed leather laces that, even when firmly snugged, left the front of the vest open a little, revealing a line of pale, creamy smooth skin.  Courtney never wore anything like that!  Her Mom wouldn’t let her!  Heck, that was one of the things that Sasha had viciously, maliciously teased Courtney about!  That she was still such a little girl that she couldn’t wear more grown-up things like Sasha could.  
Then Sasha noticed the thin, gold linked chain that circled those little hips.  Hanging from the left was a small ring of keys, while hanging from the right...  
Sasha swallowed.  Hard.  Seeing a riding crop fastened there.  
Courtney simply picked the tray up then carried it over before carefully setting it on the floor just to the side of Sasha’s cage, up by her head.  “This afternoon is going to be real busy,” she informed as she gingerly knelt in front of Sasha’s cage, watchful of the hard tiles on her knees.  “There’s still a lot you need to be shown and taught before tonight.  Plus I wanna play with my slave more later, too,” she said with a happy, eager grin of anticipation.  “But my slave needs feeding first, before all that.”  
Feeding?  Food?  Sasha’s tummy abruptly rumbled.  She hadn’t realized just how empty her tummy was, how hungry she was, until Courtney mentioned food.  But, now that she had, Sasha felt quite ravenous, her tummy feeling like a huge, hollow empty ball.  But how the heck was she supposed to eat like this?  
She found out just that very answer a few moments later, as Courtney removed the key ring, sorted through the keys there until finding the one she sought, then tiny fingers inserted it into a small lock Sasha wasn’t even aware was there.  That wasn’t really surprising, since the lock was built right into the frame of the cage itself.  Once the lock was open Courtney gently tugged the front of the cage, right in front of Sasha’s face, lowering a section of grill and creating an opening about a foot wide and six inches deep.  Far too small to wriggle out of, even if Sasha hadn’t still been cuffed as she was.  
Lifting the tray top off Courtney set it to the side, then picked up the empty plate sitting on the tray, inserting it through the opened grill and placing it right under Sasha’s nose.  The next plate she picked up wasn’t empty.  Sitting atop that one were pieces of grilled cheese.  Eighteen inch by inch pieces, to be exact.  Sasha’s mouth started watering no sooner did that delicious aroma hit her little nose, even as her face hotly, furiously flamed guessing what was supposed to happen.  
Again mutinous defiance reared up inside her.  In addition to everything else, she was supposed to eat like an animal?  No way!  No way was she going to give Courtney that satisfaction!  That victory!  
Except that Courtney didn’t appear tAunting, gloating, or demeaning.  Rather, she looked shyly, quietly pleased, as if this was something precious to her, too, rather then another way to humiliate Sasha.  “I made it myself,” she softly declared.  “It should still be nice and hot,” she said as she placed the first little square on the inside plate, within easy reach of Sasha’s mouth.  
Her tummy rumbled again.  Grilled cheese, especially mozzarella grilled cheese, was a favorite of Sasha’s.  And a piece, still piping hot, lay just at her lips.  She didn’t even have to struggle or look silly trying to reach it.  Literally, all she had to do was open her mouth and lip it right up.  It had even been sectioned up small enough to make it bite-sized.  
“Go ahead.  Eat.  I know you must be hungry,” Courtney gently encouraged, not in any way sounding disparaging or mocking.  
Silently muttering Sasha gingerly lipped up the piece, a bit wary in case it was too hot.  Then almost groaned, eyes closing in bliss, as she carefully chewed.  It was just the way she liked it: thick with mozzarella, the cheese melty and gooey, the bread just a bit crunchy.  It was surprisingly very delicious.  All the more so if Courtney really did make it herself.  Exceptionally surprising because, to the best of Sasha’s knowledge, Courtney wasn’t allowed to cook.  Use the microwave, yes, but not the stove or oven.  Not on her own, anyway.  
That had been another bitter bone of contention between her Aunt and Courtney and herself.  Sasha had gotten used to cooking for herself, making her own meals, whenever she wanted and whatever she wanted.  But Aunt Samantha wouldn’t let her cook.  Not even scrambled eggs!  Sheesh!  Nuke them, yes, but not stove-cook them.  So, unless Courtney was lying about this, stodgy old Aunt Samantha had finally unbent enough to let Courtney cook something on her own.  
She hadn’t even swallowed her first bite before Courtney had daintily placed a second one right where the first piece had been.  It seemed as if she wasn’t going to tease or torment Sasha for her food.  Speaking of which, this sure wasn’t plain old oatmeal, bland and cold like they said her food would be.  Sasha gloated inside.  She just knew they hadn’t been serious about that!  
Swallowing she picked up the second, tummy growling and insistent for more.  There was a momentary pause in her chewing as a thought abruptly popped into her head.  How, exactly, had Aunt Samantha put that?  Oh yes.  That might be cold, plain oatmeal for the rest of the summer if a slave keeps being disobedient.  
Was she having a yummy grilled cheese for lunch, not because they hadn’t been serious, but because Sasha had been obedient?  
She pondered that as she ate the next few pieces, Courtney seeming quite delighted to simply remain kneeling and placing each one down for Sasha to eat.  Was this their way to show they were happy with Sasha being docile and acquiescent?  Sasha wasn’t positive and, in addition, wasn’t sure if she wanted to simply roll over and play dead for them.  Selling her freedom and independence, as it were, for nicer, better treatment.  
Then again, that didn’t help explain the gentle warmth in her tummy at thinking she had been pleasing, nor that self-same warmth at the quiet, possessive pride Sasha saw in Courtney’s eyes.  
She’d just finished the last piece before licking her lips.  That had been sooooo good!  Her tummy felt nice and full.  Neither too much nor too little.  Just enough for satisfied repletion.  That shy possessive smile had never left Courtney’s face, neither had the gleam fade from her huge grey eyes.  Once Sasha was done the last piece Courtney removed the plate from inside the cage.  A good china plate, too, and not a cheap paper disposable one either, Sasha finally noticed.  Then her eyes abruptly snapped and raged, indignant outrage blazing in them as she saw Courtney lift up something else from her tray.  
A bottle.  A baby bottle!  One of those plastic, bent-angled ones.  Filled with what looked like chocolate milk.  Not that Sasha was going to find out, because she flat out refused to drink from that!  How dare Courtney!!  
That blazing, furiously raging fire, however, virtually extinguished in an instant as Courtney spoke.  There was no suggestion of gloating, no indication of malicious, tormenting glee in her voice.  Neither was there any trace of apology in her words.  She simply and plainly explained, “I couldn’t use a sippy cup or much of anything else for your milk.  So it was either this or have you lap from a bowl.  I’m not using a baby bottle to embarrass you.  If I wanted to do that I’d’ve made you eat and drink from little doggy dishes.”  
Sasha still didn’t want to drink from that, having to nurse and suckle like a little baby.  Courtney might think that wouldn’t be embarrassing, but she wasn’t the one doing the drinking!  
Still...  it was chocolate milk.  Cold chocolate milk too, she realized, seeing the beads of dew on the sides.  
Courtney carefully inserted the bottle through the cage grill, then delicately positioned the rubber nipple just at Sasha’s lips.  “I made the hole bigger, so it’d be easier to drink from.  So be careful,” she warned.  
Sasha felt...  she wasn’t quite sure how to describe it.  Like if she drank from that it would be so demeaning, so babyish, and humiliating.  Like she couldn’t drink on her own and needed being bottle fed or something.  
Then again...  she couldn’t drink on her own.  Not like this, not as she was.  And she was thirsty, and cold chocolate milk would taste sooooo good.  And this was heaps better then having to try lapping it from a bowl, even she had to admit that to herself.  
But she could have eaten and drank if they’d just uncuffed her and taken her out of this cage!  So, why leave her like this and make her go through all this indignity just to have lunch?  What was the point?  Sasha was positive there had to be a reason, she was certain of that, but she couldn’t puzzle it out at the moment.  About the only thing she could conclude, with almost perfect instinctive clarity and acceptance, was this hadn’t been done for the express purpose of humiliating and embarrassing her.  
Courtney just patiently kept the nipple tip right at her mouth.  She didn’t order her to drink like she had both times before with the sippy cup.  Nor did she coax and cajole.  She’d said what she had to say, it seemed, and now it was up to Sasha to decide to drink or not.  
Her face heated up when, at last, she gently pursed her full, soft pouty lips around the rubbery tip.  It felt...  weird...  doing that.  Even weirder to draw back and suckle.  Then almost drowned when a tide of chocolate milk -- and oh, it was so icy cold and good!  -- flooded her mouth.  
“Be careful!”  Courtney gently chided, holding the bottle back until Sasha stopped sputtering.  “I said it came out easy.”  Once Sasha swallowed and relaxed Courtney placed the nipple back to her lips again.  
Oh yes, this was a very weird feeling indeed.  Sasha closed her eyes, so she didn’t have to look at Courtney as she -- carefully this time -- drew back on the tip and suckled.  It wasn’t the same as sucking on a straw.  Close, but not the same, not with feeling that nipple in her mouth.  Slowly, steadily, rhythmically she nursed, swallowing after each suckle.  It felt oddly...  comforting.  Calming.  Relaxing.  Until, at last, the bottle noisily gurgled as she sucked in the last of the milk.  
Courtney gently drew the bottle back once it was empty.  Sasha felt the nipple leave her mouth, and she peeped, then, up at Courtney.  A sudden rush of gentle warmth flooded through her at Courtney’s expression.  Shyly pleased.  Quietly delighted.  Possessively proud.  
“Lessons’ll start in half an hour,” Courtney informed as she placed the now-empty baby bottle on the tray before replacing the lid.  “I’ll be back for my slave then.  Rest until I return.”  Tiny hands lifted the grill door back up, firmly closing and relocking it.  Gracefully standing up, her tiny figure fluidly moving, showing clear evidence at her skill in gymnastics, Courtney got to her feet, then leaned over and picked up the tray with both hands.  Without another word, without any further glance down at Sasha, Courtney simply walked over to the door, opened it, stepped out, and firmly closed it behind her.  
Leaving Sasha alone again inside the cell room.  
Lessons?  She thought.  What did she mean by ‘lessons’?  Sasha had no idea what she meant by lessons No guess what they might entail.  In any event, it didn’t sound good, no no no.  Not that it made any difference, because one thing Sasha was very slowly, very reluctantly starting to understand, was that whether she liked something or not, wanted something or not, if they chose to do something, that something would happen, no matter what.  And no matter how Sasha felt about it.  
One thing for sure, this was going to be the fastest thirty minutes Sasha had ever had the misfortune to experience.  
No sooner had she closed the door behind her then Courtney loudly exhaled.  “Phew!”  She leaned back against the cool wood-paneled door, then ever so slowly slid downwards until her tiny firm rump hit the carpet.  Somehow she’d managed to get through all that without a hitch.  Which wasn’t too shabby at all, considering she’d only had about 15 minutes of intensive rehearsal with Mom.  
She almost envied Twerp.  After all, she’d gotten to rest quite a bit.  Unlike Courtney.  She’d barely finished a quick lunch before things started to get very busy.  
Mom had no sooner come back with the mystery bag when off they both went to Courtney’s bedroom.  ‘To change’ Mom had said, which had only further spiked Courtney’s curiosity.  ‘I think we need to start setting the proper “mood” and “atmosphere”,’ Mom had said as they walked together upstairs to her room.  Once inside Courtney had gotten quite a shock, she must have looked real silly because Mom started chuckling at her expression.  Because as soon as they walked inside Mom started taking things out of that mystery bag.  
As she sat there, leaning against the door, Courtney’s thoughts went back to just after lunch, replaying everything again in her mind.  
One after another Mom removed the contents of the bag, laying them out on Courtney’s bed.  
A black leather skirt with matching top.  And black leather knee-high boots.  With heels!  
Mom would never ever let her wear anything like that!  Said it wasn’t ‘appropriate’ for a girl her age.  And neither were heels although, with them, it was more out of concern for her health.  Mom believed that wearing heels at her age wasn’t good for her muscles, joints, bones or posture and so wouldn’t let her have anything with heels.  Even itsy-bitsy heels.  Unless it was for a short time and for something special, like a wedding or something.  
As for that skirt and top, hooooo!  No way!!  Her dresses couldn’t have side slits any further up then just below the bottom of her knees, and skirts had to be at least knee length.  And this was way shorter then that!  And they were leather, too!  
“I remember Mrs.  Thornberg saying something about Amber having outgrown some of her things,” Mom told her.  “So I called to see if they still had these.”  Courtney knew whom she was talking about, too.  Amber went to the same school as Courtney, attended the same class, having been held back a grade last year.  She also knew how Mom felt about how ‘permissive’ Mrs.  Thornberg was regarding how Amber dressed.  Mom didn’t approve.  Nope, not at all.  Why, Mrs.  Thornberg even let Amber wear make up!  
Courtney had thought Mom was gonna wig out the first time she’d seen Amber in this exact same outfit.  She’d been incensed!  But she somehow kept her temper and didn’t say anything to them.  But, ever since Mrs.  Thornberg had started letting Amber ‘show her independence’ Mom didn’t allow Courtney to play with her.  Said she was a ‘bad influence’.  
Yet, now here was that very outfit that had set Mom off like a bomb, and Courtney looked at her with an extremely puzzled yet curious expression.  
“Slip into these sweetheart,” Samantha said, holding out the skirt and top.  “Let’s see how they fit.”  
“Oooooo-K Mom,” she hesitantly replied, taking both from her.  
Samantha smiled.  “It’s OK baby.  I normally don’t approve of children your age wearing clothing like this, as you well know.  But...  this isn’t a ‘normal’ situation.”  
Courtney toed off her sneaks then, lifting one tiny foot up at a time, peeled off her white cotton ankle socks.  “It isn’t?”  she asked.  
“No baby.  It isn’t.  These are for a very special purpose and circumstance.  For when you’re with Twerp.  Trust me on this sweetheart.  The effect you’ll make on your slave wearing these will leave a very good impression on her.  You remember what I’ve told you about clothes?”  
Courtney nodded as she skinned out of her denim cutoffs and top, not at all embarrassed, or even thinking twice, about undressing with Mom there.  She certainly did remember.  Mom had been very patient and understanding, carefully explaining her reasons.  “You said that kids my age don’t really understand the power of clothes.  Of suggestive dress.  That wearing certain styles and kinds of clothes -- makeup and excessive jewelry, too -- is sorta like sending an invitation.  And we’re not really old enough, or mature and experienced enough, to know how to handle things if we get an ‘answer’ to that invitation.  That being modest isn’t that we’re being prudes, dorks, nerds or geeks.  Being modest is just a way to keep people from paying unwanted and inappropriate attention to our bodies.  That we can still dress nice, still dress with style but with safety, too.”  
“Very good sweetheart!”  Samantha said with warm, deep approval.  “That’s absolutely right.”  
Courtney really didn’t understand all of that as she repeated, virtually verbatim, what Mom had told her before.  Which made her think that, if she couldn’t comprehend everything when her Mom was trying very hard to make it understandable, maybe Mom had a point about her not being old enough to conceive how clothes had power and could draw bad attention to herself.  Attention she wouldn’t know how to handle.  Besides, Mom never lied to her.  Never just gave her an answer because she was in a hurry, or didn’t care, or just didn’t want to deal with the issue.  So if Mom had been that patient, that detailed, maybe she really did know what she was talking about.  
And, even if Courtney felt Mom was way out and wrong, she still wouldn’t disobey her and wear things she didn’t allow.  
Unlike Sasha had done, with that swimsuit.  
“So, what does this have to do with Twerp?”  she shrewdly asked, carefully looking at the skirt before stepping into it and slipping it up slender little legs.  She couldn’t help a little shiver at the texture and scent, so drastically unlike anything she’d worn before.  
“Well, this is a very suggestive outfit.  Which is why I’d never permit you to wear it outdoors.  For any reason.  However, what it would suggest to most anyone else is quite different then the implication it will have on Twerp.”  
It wasn’t a perfect fit.  The waist was a bit loose.  It wasn’t so much that Amber was a big girl, as much as Courtney was quite a tiny petite doll of a child.  “What will it suggest to Twerp?”  she asked.  
Samantha came over, checking the size.  “This should be fine for now.  I’ll take it in a bit tonight, so it fits better.  As to what it will suggest to Twerp, when she sees you in this it will only emphasize that you’re her Mistress.  And she’s your slave.”  
“Really?  Kewl!”  Courtney delighted burbled.  
“Yes.  Really,” Samantha indulgently smiled.  “She won’t even realize it, either.  Not consciously, anyway.”  
Courtney looked at the vest thing closely, not quite sure how it went on.  It didn’t take her sharp mind more then a few moments to figure it out, however, and soon she had it draped over her chest.  It took a little bit to lace the front closed, and she grew a bit frustrated as she tugged them.  “What’s the matter baby?”  Samantha asked.  
“It won’t close all the way!”  she grumbled, annoyed.  
“It’s not supposed to sweetheart.  Here,” Samantha waved her daughter over then, once Courtney was standing in front of her she carefully tugged the laces, evenly adjusting them all the way up.  
Courtney tipped her head all the way forward, intently watching.  “Is my skin supposed to show?”  
Samantha nodded.  “Yes, it is.  The way it looks now is how it should look.  Want to see how it looks on you?”  
Her head rapidly bobbing with eagerness and curiosity Courtney blurted, “Uh-huh!!  I sure do!”  
Chuckling, Samantha motioned to the mirror hanging at the back of Courtney’s bedroom door.  “Go take a peek then.”  
Literally hop-skipping over Courtney raced on tiny bare feet over to the mirror.  Her little jaw dropped open, huge gray eyes rounded to enormous astounded saucers.  “Oh, wow!”  she airily exclaimed, stunned at what she saw.  
Courtney couldn’t believe the transformation this made.  It didn’t do a thing for her height, true.  She still looked quite tiny.  And it was plain as day she didn’t have any boobies yet, either.  But, somehow...  somehow she looked...  older.  More grown-up.  
In a flash of blinding insight Courtney suddenly had a clearer understanding of what Mom meant about clothes and the power they had.  How many people, she wondered, if they saw her right now would see only the clothes, and the impression and suggestion they made, and miss seeing a nine year old in them?  
“Oh, this is so kewl!”  she elatedly caroled, dancing in place on tiny bare feet.  “Twerp’s not gonna know what hit her, huh?”  
Softly laughing, deep blue eyes twinkling Sasha nodded.  “Nope!  She sure won’t baby.”  
Turning this way and that Courtney admired how she looked, just this wee step shy of actually preening with vanity, extremely pleased with how she appeared.  Even as a small little voice in her head whispered that she’d never go outside in this, regardless of what her Mom said.  Unless she wanted to look like she had an all-body sunburn, anyway.  It was much more revealing then anything she’d ever worn before.  Especially with that vertical bared slit at her chest!  
“I’m not sure if the boots will fit,” Samantha cautioned.  “You should be about Amber’s old size.  I asked before I got them.  But, even if you both have the same shoe size that doesn’t mean they’ll comfortably fit you.”  
Courtney padded back over to her Mom, gazing wide-eyed down at the boots.  She didn’t really want to mention a certain fact, but she was too conscious of the trust Mom had in her honesty and integrity, and didn’t want to betray that precious bond.  “They have heels, you know.”  
“I know.  I’d rather they were flats.  But they aren’t.  I’ll probably buy you ones with flats soon.  But, until then, these should be all right.  It’s not as if you’ll be wearing them all day.  Sit down and try them on.”  
Plopping down on the edge of her bed Courtney picked up one of them.  They didn’t lace, or zip.  In that they resembled her long leather riding boots.  They’d need socks, though, so she hopped up, barefoot padded over to her dresser, and removed a pair of thin, white cotton, knee length socks.  Then back over to the bed to reperch on the edge.  Drawing the socks all the way up and smoothing them flat -- having learned how uncomfortable bunched up socks can be in riding boots and having no desire to repeat that experience again -- Courtney deeply arched her little foot, steeply pointed tiny toes, then tugged the boot on and up.  It was a little bit of a struggle.  Then again, boots like these always were.  Once she felt her foot ‘pop’ into place she gave an experimental wriggle of her toes.  Not tight, which was a good thing?  She’d have to walk about some, though, to see if they were too loose, though.  
Tiny tongue tip peeking out past small lips Courtney softly grunted as she tugged the other on.  “How do they fit?”  Samantha asked.  
Wriggling the toes on both feet now she replied, “They aren’t tight Mom.  They feel pretty good.”  Then she stood up and took a few experimental steps.  She wasn’t at all concerned about them having heels and her losing her balance.  Her riding boots, after all, had very similar heels.  In fact, in fit and balance they closely resembled riding boots.  The design, however, was quite different.  More...  more...  
She couldn’t think of the right word.  If she could have, ‘provocative’ and ‘sexy’ would have been perfect choices.  Then again, they would have qualified for the outfit, too.  
They were a little loose.  Not so much on the length as the width.  Just not enough to be uncomfortable.  She walked twice around the room, just to make sure, before looking at her Mom, tentatively saying, “They should be OK Mom.  They are a little loose, but not too bad.”  
Samantha, meanwhile, had just suffered an epiphany of sorts.  A revelation.  Her little girl was still a little girl, but she was deeply astounded at the transformation that outfit produced in her daughter.  It wasn’t just visual appearance, either.  Samantha was utterly confident Courtney wasn’t doing so intentionally but, by her second pass around the room she was almost strutting.  Walking with a grace, poise, and verve that were quite astounding.  Making her appear older.  Bolder.  Elegant.  More confident, poised and assured.  
Sexier.  
It was that last that so incredibly stunned and deeply shocked Samantha.  All the more startling because it had come without warning.  Absolutely no hint at all.  Like a bolt of lightning from a clear, cloudless blue sky.  And striking Samantha as powerfully as a multi-billion volt thunderbolt, too.  
In an instant her daughter had changed.  From pure innocence, from naive, unsophisticated, ingenuousness.  To sultry and beguiling, captivating and tempting, enticing and erotic.  
Sexy.  
Samantha might want to deny that.  Might want to pretend she hadn’t seen that abrupt, unexpected metamorphosis.  But she couldn’t.  And she’d be negligent and delinquent if she did either.  One didn’t take care of potential trials and pitfalls by hiding one’s head in the sand and pretending one hadn’t seen it.  
It wasn’t as if Samantha had any real objections to Courtney being attractive, alluring, and sexy...  down the road, in the future.  When she was, oh, eighteen or older.  She certainly didn’t wish for her daughter to be plain and unattractive.  Inhibited regarding passion, indifferent to being seen as lovely and desirable.  
Courtney wasn’t what Samantha would call simply, merely, pretty.  Or cute.  Or adorable.  Lovely, sweet, charming, yes.  A sort of quiet, subdued, elfish grace and elegance, yes, that surpassed simple ‘pretty’ and ‘beauty’.  An appearance and poise that complemented her tiny, doll-like figure and lithe, athletic carriage.  
That wasn’t even considering her imposing precocious intelligence and maturity.  
Yet she was one hundred percent little girl, too.  And it was that dichotomy, the comparison of the child Samantha knew -- held deep in her heart as the most precious thing in her life -- versus what she was seeing now that was so startling.  
“Is something the matter Mom?”  Courtney asked, seeing Samantha looking so deeply pensive.  
“Hmmm?”  Samantha blinked, gave a little headshake as she roused herself from her introspective revere, then reassuringly smiled at her daughter.  “No baby.  Nothing’s wrong.  Just got lost in my thoughts there for a bit.”  
“A senior moment, huh?”  Courtney teased, her wide gray eyes merrily sparkling.  
Samantha laughed at the joke.  As instantly as Courtney had changed from little girl to diminutive coquette, she’d changed right back again to little girl.  Wagging her finger at Courtney she mock-threatened, “Keep that up, young lady, and you’ll regret what happens!”  
“That’s assuming you don’t have another senior moment Mom and forget all about that, too!”  she shot right back, then burst into a gale of giggles.  Samantha laughed again then drew Courtney to her, hugging her close and tight to her chest.  They giggled and laughed together, enjoying the closeness and intimacy of their warm, loving relationship.  
Samantha treasured this moment more then any other like it.  For she’d had a glimmer of what the future -- a nearer one then she realized -- held.  Her little girl was poised, very soon, to start changing.  Gradually maturing into a young woman.  She wouldn’t be a little girl forever.  And so she lived for the moment, this moment, storing up every iota.  Understanding that, one day, all she’d have would be the memories of cuddling and snuggling with her child.  
Bittersweet, in some ways, was that understanding.  But, no matter how much Samantha cherished her precious little girl, there was no way she’d ever want her to remain a little girl forever.  That, she thought, was likely to be the single most difficult aspect of being a parent: understanding and accepting that, one day, your child would become a self-reliant, independent person in their own right.  Making their own decisions, living their own life.  And that your duty, obligation and responsibility was to teach, train and guide them to do just that, knowing all the while the child who idolized and trusted you, looked up at you as the most important person in the world, would one day grow up.  
Ruffling her hair Samantha smiled at her daughter.  “Comedian,” she mock-growled, making Courtney giggle again.  “I oughtta tickle you.”  
Shrieking Courtney leaped back.  “Noooooo!”  Then giggled again.  
Samantha chuckled.  “Go bring me your hairbrush sweetheart,” she said.  “And a plain pony band.  I want to fix your hair for you.”  
Courtney nodded, then turned to get both.  Her heart had almost stopped there for a moment, when Mom said to get the brush, wondering if she was going to get punished now instead of tonight for what she’d done.  No matter how busy and unusual today had turned out, she’d never really forgotten she still had a punishment coming to her.  
But Mom simply brushed her hair, something Courtney enjoyed having done a great deal.  Wallowed in shameless hedonistic bliss, to be utterly accurate.  She hadn’t always enjoyed having her hair brushed.  She could remember when she was littler squawling and fussing at having her hair brushed.  But for the last couple of years she’d discovered she liked having that done now.  A lot!  
Samantha gently brushed the long, mid-back cascade of wavy hair until it crackled with static then carefully braided that thick, silky length of honey-gold into a thick plait before securing the end with the elastic band.  Courtney just sat there, very still, enjoying the attention and sensation, almost purring like a pampered, petted cat.  
Handing her back the brush Samantha stood up from sitting on the bed.  “Wait here,” she said, “I’ll be right back.”  Courtney nodded, patiently waiting as Mom walked out, returning only a few minutes later.  “Stand up sweetheart,” she said, and Courtney immediately hopped up.  Crouching a bit Sasha slipped a slender, delicate linked gold chain belt around Courtney’s tiny waist, fastening it with the clasp.  Courtney looked down with wide, enchanted eyes at the lovely belt.  “It’s pretty!”  she softly admired.  
Samantha warmly smiled.  “I’m glad you like it,” she said.  “But it’s for more then just looking nice.”  Courtney didn’t have to wait long, as she watched Samantha take a small key ring from her pocket and then start attaching the little keys that went to the padlocks of Twerp’s collar, cuffs, and cage, to find out just what Mom meant by that.  Each one of them had, if you knew how to interpret the symbols, little marks that identified what lock they opened, and Samantha patiently explained to her daughter how to tell which key went where.  Once she was finished explaining, Samantha attached the key ring to one side of the chain belt.  
“Go bring me your riding crop,” Samantha told Courtney, who nodded and skipped off, returning with it.  Slipping a little elastic loop with a small attached clip around the handle she then placed it on the belt, as Courtney watched with surprised rounded eyes, opposite the key ring.  “What’s that for?”  Courtney asked.  
“Several reasons,” Samantha explained.  “Part of it is that it ‘completes’ the outfit.  Makes it whole.  Part of it is, like the outfit itself, it will make a certain, vivid impression on Twerp.  And part of it is so you always have it conveniently at hand if you need to ‘make a point’ with your slave.”  
Courtney nodded, thinking to herself that seeing that crop probably would make a rather deep impression on Twerp, who surely couldn’t have forgotten what it was like being cropped this quickly.  Once again showing her precocious perspicuity Courtney asked, “You make it sound like this outfit has a special meaning.  Does it?”  
Samantha nodded, pleased at her daughter’s perception.  “Yes baby.  It does.  It’s very much the proper ‘outfit’ for a Mistress.”  
“Oooooooh!”  Courtney breathlessly replied, suddenly understanding.  
“A Mistress doesn’t have to wear things like this to be a Mistress,” Samantha explained.  “She can wear whatever she likes.  Or, for that matter, nothing at all.  It’s not as if you’re only Twerp’s Mistress when you’re wearing special outfits.  Normally a Mistress wears certain clothes and outfits for play, or for training.  They kind of make an impact on their slaves when they do.  So you don’t have to wear this every time you’re with your slave.  I just thought that, for the first few training sessions, this would help establish the right mind-set in Twerp.”  
Courtney nodded, taking all of this in.  She didn’t really have any trouble understanding the idea and concept.  And was eagerly looking forward to seeing Twerp’s expression when she showed up in this!  
“That’s why I’m having you be the only one with her the first few times, like earlier this morning and a bit later on.  So she absolutely understands she belongs to you.  Not to me.  Not to both of us.  And not that I’m the one in charge and telling you what to do and have you do it.  But that she belongs to you.”  
Courtney gently wriggled, liking that a very great deal, knowing that Twerp really and truly belonged to her.  Although that responsibility was also a little scary, knowing how utterly dependent Twerp was on Courtney herself.  That yoke felt quite a bit heavier moments later when Mom simply asked, “I know I said we needed to get started on things before feeding your slave.  But I should have asked you first if you intended to feed her lunch.  Do you?”  
Small jaw dropping in surprise Courtney stared at her Mom.  “Huh?”  
“Do you intend to feed your slave lunch?”  Samantha repeated.  “Just because it’s lunch time doesn’t mean your slave automatically gets something to eat.  She only eats when -- and if -- you, as her Mistress, decides to feed her.  If, for whatever reason -- and you, as her Mistress, need no reason other than you want to -- you don’t choose to feed her, then your slave will just have to go hungry.”  
Although Mom had said much the same thing before, this time it really hit Courtney hard.  She jerked as the words hit home.  She’d been very hungry just a little bit ago, enthusiastically diving into her tuna salad sandwich, quite famished.  Now she was picturing Twerp, every bit as hungry as Courtney had been, and totally helpless to assuage that hunger, totally dependent on the mercies of Courtney to feed her.  
If Courtney chose to feed her, anyway.  And, if Courtney didn’t...  
Twerp would just have to deal with feeling starved.  
And that didn’t involve just food either, she realized.  It was food and drink.  Going to the bathroom.  Washing and showering.  Sleeping.  Everything.  
Samantha just patiently watched her daughter, figuratively seeing wheels spinning in her head, having a very good idea just what was going through her mind.  
Other then her threatening outburst earlier, Twerp hadn’t really been sulky, belligerent, or disobedient, Courtney decided.  She wasn’t happy about things, no, but she hadn’t been making trouble, either.  Giving a little shrug of small shoulders Courtney finally said, “I guess so, yes.  I don’t really have any real reason to skip giving her lunch.  And I don’t feel right about doing that just to do that.  Not so soon, anyway,” she amended.  
“OK then,” Samantha nodded, accepting her decision.  “So, what do you intend to feed her?”  
She had to smother a grin as Courtney’s expression clearly said ‘Jeez!  I gotta decide that, too?!’ 
Small, heart-shaped face screwed up in a thoughtful frown Courtney pondered.  “Grilled cheese,” she finally chose, wondering if that was a good idea even as she decided on it, knowing that grilled cheese was a Sasha favorite.  Mom just nodded, though, then said,” All right then.  Come with me.  I’ll show you how to make your slave’s lunch.”  
Courtney was stunned and startled yet again.  Make her lunch?  She thought, knowing full well she wasn’t yet allowed to cook on the stove.  Well, that seemed to be one more change in her life as, shortly after, Courtney was in the kitchen, learning how to make a grilled cheese on her own.  Mom was right there, giving her tips, advice, and suggestions.  But it was Courtney who actually prepared, then grilled, the sandwich, then cut it up into little squares.  And it was Courtney who made the chocolate milk and filled the baby bottle, after first getting over the fit of giggles about seeing that, and picturing feeding Twerp a bottle.  
But, all that came after Courtney’s own lessons.  An intensive, exhausting cram course meant to prepare her for dealing with Twerp when she went downstairs to feed her.  So that Courtney would project the proper attitude, and would have some idea how to deal with Twerp depending on how her slave reacted and responded.  The very beginning, Mom had explained, was very critical and important.  For that was laying the foundation for everything that followed.  Not that errors would be disastrous, as any could be fixed over time, but the better the beginning went, the easier later stages would be.  
And Courtney was determined to do everything right.  
Which, she thought, still sitting on her little rump just outside the room Twerp was locked within, she’d somehow managed to do after all.  At least things seemed to have gone just right!  
This was starting to be a whole lot more work than she realized it would be, though.  Now she also responsible for making her slave’s meals, and cleaning up after.  Jeez!  What else was she gonna wind up being responsible for??  
Still, it had been really kewl seeing Twerp’s expression as she’d fed her slave and gave her her bottle.  And it felt awesomely kewl doing that, too.  Seeing her all naked and locked up and caged and everything, Courtney having all that power over her.  That just made her feel so...  so...  big inside!  Strong and powerful and...  and...  she didn’t know the words to describe it.  Just knew that she liked it.  Liked it a lot!  
And that made all the extra work worth it.  
Which was a good thing, too, she thought with a sigh and grimace as she stood up, since her own lessons were waiting for her once she got back upstairs.
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Courtney was busily drying off the dishes, baby bottle, skillet and utensils when Samantha walked back into the kitchen.  “Hi Mom,” she greeted, looking over her small shoulder as Samantha entered.  She was standing at the counter, sockfooted, atop a small step stool so she could reach the sink.  Her boots were neatly sitting side by side next to her chair at the kitchen table, removed so she could more easily -- and safely -- stand on the little kitchen stool.  
“Hello baby.  How did it go?”  Samantha asked, smiling at her daughter as she industriously cleaned up.  
“Pretty good,” she replied, wiping her tiny hands on the dish towel after putting the last spoon in the dish rack.  “I didn’t have any trouble finding the cage door key or using it.  And Twerp didn’t fuss hardly at all,” sounding amazed as she answered her Mom.  
“Well, she’s still probably feeling overwhelmed still.  A lot’s happened to her in just a very short time, after all.”  
Daintily stepping down off the stool Courtney said, sounding a touch frustrated and dismayed, “You make it sound like you expect her to go back to her old self,” meaning, not the old-old Sasha, but how she’d been ever since she showed up this summer.  
“What’s the matter sweetheart?”  Samantha asked, placing a set of stacked printouts on the table before going over to pour herself a cup of coffee.  
Courtney gave a gusty sigh.  “Nothing’s the matter.  Exactly.”  Then gave the stacked papers on the table a hard look, little feathery gold brows furrowing, gazing at them as if they were snakes about to strike.  
Samantha didn’t miss the tone or the look.  “Wishing you hadn’t agreed to take Twerp on sweetheart?”  she asked.  
“N-o-o-o-o-o.  Not exactly,” she amended, then turned to put the stool back, opening the undercounter cabinet and placing it inside.  Closing the door she turned and faced her Mom.  “That’s more work and lessons for me, isn’t it?”  she asked, temporizing.  
Samantha nodded.  “Some of it is, yes.”  Instead of probing she just waited, trusting Courtney to speak her mind…  when she finally sorted out her feelings, anyway.  
Plopping on the chair she placed small elbows on the table top then rested her little chin on tiny balled fists.  She didn’t look at either the papers or her Mom, simply sat there, a pensive, not quite brooding, expression on her face.  
“It’s not that I wish I hadn’t agreed to this, Mom,” she finally said in a soft, fluting voice.  “It’s just that it’s a whole lot more work than I thought it would be.  And a whole lot more responsibility, too.  Plus,” she continued, peeking sideways at her Mom, “other stuff, too.  I don’t wanna sound whiny or anything, but I was really looking forwards to the trips we were supposed to take to the Water Theme Park.  And going on picnics and stuff, too.  And now we can’t go.  We can’t do anything like that, cuz it isn’t safe to leave Twerp all alone if you and I go on our own.  And we can’t take her with us neither.”  
Sipping her coffee Samantha nodded.  “No, you’re right sweetheart.  It isn’t safe to leave her alone, and we really can’t take her with us, either.  Not this year, anyway.  And it is a lot of work for you.  It would be a lot of work for me, and I don’t have to also be taught everything from scratch, as well as train a brand-new slave in addition to that.”  
There really wasn’t anything Courtney could say to that, as Mom had pretty much agreed with what she’d said.  
“Still, you should have some sort of compensation for your hard work,” Samantha announced.  “Well, in addition to having your own slave to play with however you like.  In fact, I was thinking about that very same thing just a little bit ago, while I was printing out these,” she said, tapping the printouts with an elegantly tapered nail.  Courtney looked at her then, a bit curious.  “About your showing Twerp the hidden panel, and then not telling me about that, and hiding what she was doing from me all this week,” Samantha told her daughter, who abruptly tensed and looked quite apprehensive.  “I’m sure we both understand, and agree, that you showed poor judgment in that, yes?  That you definitely broke a very clear rule?”  
Courtney swallowed, stared down at her tiny socked toes and whispered, “Yes Ma’am.”  
“You’d earned a punishment for that.  But, I’ve also given that a lot of thought, too,” Samantha continued, as Courtney peeked up at her Mom out of the very corner of one huge eye.  “Although punishing you for that would be just ...considering that Twerp’s punishment, in it’s way, is also something she wants, too, it wouldn’t be exactly fair.  So one thing I’ve decided is this: since you’ve agreed to take on Twerp as your slave, and be responsible for her and her training, you’re sort of ‘on parole’.”  
“There’s one condition to that parole,” Samantha explained.  “As long as you continue accepting that responsibility, you’re held accountable for your actions and the resulting consequences.  If it gets too much for you to handle, and you decide you’ve had enough and want to stop, as long as up to then you’ve been acquitting yourself, then your punishment will be dropped.  Even if tomorrow you want to stop, and you’ve been doing everything just fine.  “ 
Courtney nibbled her small, full, soft lower lip between tiny, white, dazzling teeth.  “S-o-o-o-o,” she slowly asked, “you mean it’s not whether I keep doing it.  Just as long as I’m careful and work hard for as long as I agree to keep doing it?”  
Smiling, Samantha nodded.  “Yes sweetheart.  It’s not meant as a bribe, or something unpleasant hanging over your head that makes you go on when you’d really rather stop.  I don’t want you agreeing to train and take care of Twerp just to avoid a punishment.  I want you to continue only if you want that.”  
Courtney nodded.  That made sense to her.  She felt even better when Mom added, “And I forgive you, too.  I don’t want it to happen again, but I forgive you.”  
Courtney visibly relaxed.  Being forgiven was more meaningful, much more important, to her then having a just-earned punishment taken away.  She’d felt more unhappy, upset and awful inside over knowing she’d transgressed a rule, violated a trust and promise, broken her word, then she’d felt distressed over the impending punishment.  
“Thanks Mom,” she whispered, relief and contrition in her voice.  
Samantha reached across the table and gently ruffled her daughter’s thick, soft hair.  “I love you baby, with all my heart,” she tenderly murmured.  
Gentle warmth filled Courtney as she wriggled at that.  “I love you, too, Mom!”  she said, smiling up at her.  
“I’m very proud of you, too.  You’ve been doing extremely well with Twerp,” Samantha praised.  
“It’s hard at times,” Courtney admitted.  “I’m so afraid of messing things up.  Doing something wrong.”  
Samantha understandingly nodded.  “That’s why I knew you’d be perfect for Twerp.  You wouldn’t treat this as a game, or just a way to get even with her.  You’d be very responsible and dependable.”  
Again Courtney squirmed and wriggled, Mom’s sincere praise feeling like basking in sunshine.  However, like any child, she hadn’t forgotten what else had been implied.  “You said ‘one thing’.  Does that mean there’s more?”  
Samantha smothered a grin at the eager look of anticipation on her face.  “There’ll be more, yes.  I just haven’t decided what, yet.  I’d thought you’d rather talk things over with me.  Sort of haggle, as it were,” she said with a grin, getting a matching one in return.  “It might be more of an allowance.  Later bedtimes.  You getting to decide what’s for dinner, and maybe even have you help me make it.”  
“Wow!”  Courtney softly breathed in excitement, huge gray eyes sparkling, feeling as if she’d just been handed the keys to a bank vault and told to help herself to the contents.  
“You could even choose additional outfits.  Both for you and for your slave.  If that’s something you think might interest you, that is.”  
Courtney nibbled her tiny pinky nail, then gave a little shrug of one small shoulder.  “I dunno Mom.  I’d hafta see what they looked like.”  
“There’s no hurry sweetheart.  Like I said, we’ve plenty of time to sit down together and talk about what you think is fair compensation for all your hard work with Twerp.”  
“OK Mom,” Courtney nodded.  “I do need to think.  I wasn’t expecting anything like that, and it just kinda, well .  .  .”  as she gave another little shrug, “kinda took me by surprise.  You know?”  
“Yes baby,” Samantha warmly smiled.  “I know.  By the way, I don’t want you feeling overwhelmed.  You won’t always be making Twerp’s meals.  Or cleaning up after.  I’ll be helping you with that.  Actually, in almost every way this will be a dual effort, we’ll be working together.  The only aspect that is entirely in your hands will be having the ultimate say, the final word, in what is, and is not, done to and with your slave.”  
Courtney tried hiding the utter relief she felt at that, starting to wonder if she was gonna be doing everything all on her own.  She didn’t think she’d mind that for a day or two.  But, all summer??  Jeez!  She’d be going nuts in only a week!  
“We have some things to go over first before we go back downstairs,” Samantha said, again tapping the stacked papers with her nail tip.  
“Like what?”  Courtney asked somewhat warily, cannily detecting even more work like a great white shark scenting a blood trail in the water.  
“Well, several things.  But, first off, I just wanted to tell you again how very proud I am with how well you are doing.  You’re handling Twerp with just the right touch.  And that’s something that’s very hard to teach a new Mistress.”  Courtney softly blushed, wriggling in delight at the praise.  “It’s far easier to teach someone the mechanics of being a Mistress -- for instance, how to use restraints, gags, paddles; what sort of things slaves need to be taught, the sequence of instructions and the best ways to do that -- than it is to teach them, well, what I call ‘attitude’.  
“Attitude?”  Courtney repeated.  
Nodding, Samantha stressed, “Attitude.  Remember my telling you, before we went down the very first time, to seem distant?  Not to react to whatever you saw?”  Samantha continued when Courtney nodded.  “That’s part of ‘attitude’.  ‘Image’.  So that everything a slave sees and senses, consciously and unconsciously, only emphasizes her submission, her being controlled by her Mistress.  Do you know why I had you seem distant that time?”  
Courtney wished she did know, as much due to her innate desire to understand as wanting to make Mom even more proud of her, but she honestly answered, “No.  Not really.”  
“There are going to be plenty of times when a slave wants attention,” Samantha carefully explained.  “Or wants her Mistress to react to what is going on.  She might be uncomfortable and want easing of that.  Or wants attention because she is feeling ignored and forgotten.  Or wants more nice touches.  Or even wants to see that something the slave is or isn’t doing is making her Mistress react to that.  In a way, giving the slave the power to make her Mistress feel things she might not have felt otherwise.  In each one of those cases it can give the slave the sense that she has control over her Mistress.  Subtle power, true, but control nonetheless.”  
Courtney slowly nodded, seeing the point.  She didn’t do it often, but there were times when, unhappy about a rule or restriction, she’d gotten unhappy with her Mom and had said things that made perfect sense, but also ‘scored’ on her Mom.  Afterwards she’d always felt awful about that, but at the time it gave her a sensation of control, knowing she could make her Mom feel bad, or even hurt her feelings.  
Samantha could see her daughter reasoning all that through, patiently waiting until she slowly nodded again in understanding.  “A slave needs to understand, absolutely accept, that she cannot manipulate her Mistress.  Not by words, not by actions.  Not even with body language.  That’s why it’s so important to always remain in control of your own self.  And you’re doing just perfect that way.”  
Courtney felt warm all over at that, wriggling in her chair.  
“Now, if you want to react or respond to something your slave says or does, you certainly can.  As long as you want to do that, chose to do that.  And it isn’t just automatically responding to what you see or hear.”  
“S-o-o-o-o,” Courtney hesitantly drawled.  “Like, if Twerp’s like she was before, by her hands and feet, and is real uncomfy and groaning ...if I wanna pay attention to that I can.  But I don’t hafta?  I don’t hafta let her know or see I noticed?”  
“Exactly!”  Samantha praised.  “That’s exactly right baby!”  Courtney felt so big inside at understanding!  At how proud Mom was of her!  “As her Mistress, you should always be aware of what’s going on.  Your slave doesn’t have to know that, though.  She doesn’t have to know that you’ve noticed, or that you care what she’s feeling or experiencing.”  
Now, that made sense to Courtney, and helped her understand better why Mom had told her to act as she had.  “It makes her feel more helpless, doesn’t it?”  she shrewdly asked.  “Makes her feel more like I really am in control?”  
“Oh yes,” Samantha warmly smiled, very pleased that Courtney grasped the concept.  “But that’s the easy part.”  
Courtney looked dismayed.  “Easy part?”  
Samantha nodded.  “Easy part.  Because a Mistress isn’t always, nor doesn’t want, to appear distant and unconcerned.  Ignoring all the time.  Sometimes reacting to things at the right time is just what a slave needs to see.”  
Taking a sip of her coffee before continuing Samantha smiled at her daughter, who was starting to look a tad overwhelmed.  “Let me give you two examples, both of which, I might add, I think you did perfectly.”  Courtney perked up at that, pleased at hearing she’d done well at something she hadn’t even realized she’d done.  “One was when you went to touch your slave, and she pulled back.  Rather then pretending you hadn’t seen that, instead of ignoring it, you simply swatted her once and, quite matter of factly told her to hush up and hold still.  You didn’t get angry, you just gave her a ‘reminder’ and kept right on going on.”  
“That showed her you’d noticed what she’d done but that she couldn’t provoke you.  Couldn’t change what was happening,” Samantha continued explaining.  Courtney was quite pleased that she’d done the right thing, but was also puzzled.  She’d just, well ...she hadn’t thought about what she’d done, she’d just done it, was all.  
“The other was when you’d wanted her to suck on her gag.  Remember that?”  
Oh yes, she certainly did!  Courtney softly blushed again at that memory, a gentle warmth filling her at that recollection.  It had felt so, so ...so awesome, ordering Twerp to do that, then watching and listening to her do it!  
“Instead of swatting her over and over to get her to do that, or threatening your slave with being paddled again, you coaxed and encouraged her along.  You let her see how excited you’d be to see her to that.  Let her understand how pleasing she could be to you doing that.  Which made her want to obey.  Not out of fear of punishment, but out of a wish to be pleasing to you.”  
Courtney hadn’t looked at it that way.  To be honest, she hadn’t consciously thought about it at all.  It had just, well, felt right.  Then her sharp mind remembered how Mom had started this part of the talk, saying how some things were harder to teach a new Mistress then others.  “Is that what you meant Mom?  Having the ‘touch’?”  she asked.  
Samantha nodded, proud once again at her daughter.  “Exactly!  Yes baby, that’s what I meant.  And it isn’t something I can teach.  I can help guide and explain, but I really can’t teach it.  It’s just something a person already has in them, or they pick it up over time.  I think you’re doing wonderfully, and are just perfect for Twerp.”  
Courtney gave her Mom a radiant happy smile, squirming in her chair.  “I’ll still give you suggestions as to what might work best for what you’ll be doing, but I’m confident you’ll handle things fine.  I’ll keep talking with you after, to critique what you might have done.  Offer suggestions and hints.  But I think you’ve got the ‘attitude’ aspect down real well.”  
“Where you need instruction, for now,” she continued, “is on the mechanics.  Things like what restraints are used for certain things, and why.  The different types of gags, how they work and what they do.  How to properly use the things downstairs to tie, secure and restrain your slave.  All the different types of things used for play, correction and punishment, like the floggers, lashes, canes, and stuff: how they are used, the differences between them.”  
Courtney cringed a little at that.  In a very soft voice, “I first hafta feel what they are before I can use any of them though, huh?”  
Samantha stilled at that as a sudden thought hit her, triggered by that question.  She was a firm believer in that everyone using something on someone else should have a very good idea just what that felt like themselves.  It was what she called ‘calibration’.  So that one had a very good idea just what an item would feel like when used.  And Samantha had every intention of ‘calibrating’ her daughter if she wanted to use anything new.  But ...
But ...whips, tawses, straps, paddles, floggers and others of that ilk weren’t the only things down there available to use.  Not at all.  Not by a long shot.  
Samantha hadn’t made up her mind yet, one way or the other, about using the other items.  Vibrators.  Dildos.  Butt plugs.  Nipple clamps.  Cremes.  Lotions and oils.  An extensive list of those things for pleasure and/or sexual play.  Oh, she’d had passing images of using them on Twerp, true.  And was more then a little positive how Twerp would respond to those being used.  
But ...what she hadn’t ever considered was the potential necessity of ‘calibrating’ Courtney about those!  
Samantha knew what every one of those felt like when they were used.  She’d personally experienced at least one of each type, often for no other reason then to possess an intimate understanding of the range of sensation -- either pleasure, pain or, in some instances, both -- her toys could induce and produce.  
And Courtney would require that same, intimate, personal understanding if she wanted to use any of those things on her slave, too.  
Her mind shied away from that thought, like a spooked horse from a fright.  It had been intense enough picturing doing any of that with Twerp.  But it was a great deal more intense picturing doing any of that to her own daughter!  
“Ummm, yes baby,” she distractedly answered.  Giving a little shake of her head she refocused her attention.  “Yes, you do, if you want to use anything new on your slave.  Not all of them are awful,” she said with a smile, seeing Courtney’s reaction.  “Quite a few are surprisingly mild, and actually enjoyable.”  
She struggled not to laugh at Courtney’s goggle-eyed look of disbelief.  “I’ll show you some like those,” she promised.  “I think you might be surprised.”  It was obvious that Courtney didn’t believe that was possible, but it was also obvious she trusted and believed her Mom, and seeing that mental battle going on inside her head almost had Samantha laugh again.  
“Ummm, baby?”  Samantha softly said, her tone so diffident and cautious that it snapped Courtney out of her preoccupation.  
“Yes Mom?”  she replied.  
“You understand that all this has to be kept private, yes?”  
That startled Courtney.  She hadn’t exactly dwelled on that, no.  Then again she’d just, in a way, instinctively accepted that.  After all, the hidden room was supposed to be private and secret, so it just seemed natural that everything else was, too.  Her precocious, sharp mind, however, sensed there was more to this then just that, so with a curious tilt of her head she paid close attention to her Mom.  
“This isn’t something we can ever talk about with to others,” Samantha explained, her words coming slow.  Almost hesitant, as she was struggling to compose her thoughts.  Courtney slowly nodded, not just simply accepting the rule but even somewhat grasping the reasons.  “Because slavery was abo ...abol .  .  .,” she struggled with the word.  
“Abolished,” Samantha finished for her.  “Well, yes.  That’s part of it.  Most people simply don’t understand that sort of thing.  They picture that like the Civil War and the Roman Age.  And don’t understand that some people -- like your Mom and her friends -- enjoy it.  It’s something we willingly do.”  
Courtney nodded, paying close attention.  Then piped up, “Twerp likes it too, yes?  So that makes it OK.  But she didn’t agree first, so that’s why people wouldn’t like it?”  
Samantha shouldn’t have been startled.  After all, she’d had years to get used to her daughter’s cunning, clever sharp intellect.  Nodding she answered, “Yes.  That’s it.  Most wouldn’t understand, or accept, this being an appropriate sort of punishment, a way of correcting Twerp back into proper behavior.”  
“That’s not all, though, is it?”  Courtney asked, stunning Samantha all over again.  
Samantha took several sips of her cooling coffee, mentally debating how to answer.  The question of not answering never entering the equation.  “That’s most of it,” she clarified.  “But, not all of it, no.  There are other things to consider, too.  Things which don’t have to be part of this, but could be.”  
Now that intrigued Courtney, quite curious now as well as puzzled.  “What sort of things?”  she piped up.  
“Remember this morning’s lesson?  When I talked about desire and arousal?”  Courtney nodded, a wide smile on her face.  Oh yes!  She certainly did remember!!  “Uh-huh!!”  
“And remember my explaining that sensual doesn’t have to be sexual, or lead to that?”  Again Courtney nodded, avidly listening.  That lesson hadn’t been work at all!  
“Well, it doesn’t have to be.  But ...it can.  And sexual things could be part of her training.  And your playing with her,” Samantha, once starting, forged on.  “Sexual doesn’t just mean like a man and a woman having intercourse.  It can mean lots of other things, too.”  
“It can?”  Courtney chirped, very curious.  
Nodding Samantha continued.  “Yes.  It can.  And I have a sneaky idea that Twerp knows that, too.  Or, at least, has a very good idea that it can.”  Considering she’d had an entire week down there to explore, Samantha was virtually positive the child had gotten both an eyeful and an education of sorts.  
“Then she must be OK with that,” Courtney figured.  “Otherwise she wouldn’t have kept sneaking down there to play.”  
Samantha blinked, startled at that.  What an ...interesting, intriguing notion that was.  
“How do you feel about that, though, sweetheart?”  Samantha asked, gazing at her daughter over the rim of her mug as she sipped her coffee.  “About sexual things being part of training and having fun with your slave?”  
“Uhhhh …” now Courtney looked startled, not having looked at it from that angle.  Her initial, instinctive response was abrupt instant refusal, having been taught and trained that ‘sex’ was a bad thing.  But nothing that she’d done, or had done, to Twerp struck her as being bad.  Her clever mind rapidly whirred and thought.  “What do you mean by ‘sexual things’ Mom?”  she finally asked, admitting to herself that she wasn’t at all clear what that meant.  
A momentary pause, then Samantha answered, “Things like petting your slave’s pussy.  Rubbing her and making her aroused and wet.  Using things on and in her to make her aroused and wanting.”  
“Ooooooh!”  Courtney exclaimed in delight.  “You mean doing stuff that makes her squirm!?”  
Samantha almost sprayed her mouthful of coffee at that.  Nodding as she swallowed, then answering, “Yes sweetheart.  That’s a good way of putting it, yes.”  
“Goodie!”  she exclaimed in delight, clapping tiny hands together in glee.  “I like making Twerp squirm!  That’s so awesomely kewl!”  
Samantha did have to laugh at that, not knowing whether to feel sorry for Twerp or not.  Courtney grinned back, enchanted and delighted at the idea.  “I just haven’t made up my mind to include that or not,” she told her.  
“Why not?”  Courtney asked, puzzled.  
“Because I don’t know if that’s the right thing to do or not,” she admitted.  
“Well,” Courtney thoughtfully said, “If Twerp likes it, and I don’t mind, and it’s a private thing, I don’t see what the big deal is then Mom.  I know Twerp’s just my slave and it really doesn’t matter if she wants or likes something or not.  But that’s way different.  I wouldn’t want to make her do stuff like that if she’d rather die or something if it happened.  But she likes squirming.  And I like making her squirm.  And I don’t see it being anybody’s business but us.”  
It really came down to being that simple to Courtney.  Twerp wasn’t being harmed.  She liked and wanted this kinda stuff.  Her body certainly said so, even if she acted like she didn’t.  She had to, after all, cuz otherwise she’d never have kept exploring and playing down there.  And Courtney liked and wanted what she was doing.  That’s all that really mattered to her.  Well, that, and that Mom was OK with it, too.  What anyone else might think was no big deal at all, because no one else was ever gonna find out.  
Specially about the sexual stuff, if Mom decided yes on that.  Courtney understood, without asking, that everyone else would say that was a big, huge, giganormous ‘no-no’.  Which didn’t make any sense at all to her.  Why was something so fun so bad?  Sheesh!  Grown-ups!  
“Well, that’s still something for the future,” Samantha determined, moving back onto firmer ground.  “Not that we don’t have a lot we can already do, and will be doing shortly.”  
“Like what?”  Courtney asked.  
Well, for one, I’ll be needing to measure Twerp,” she told her daughter.  
“Measure her?  For what?”  Courtney curiously piped up.  
“For things like cuffs that properly fit her, especially if you intend to do any more suspension with her like this morning,” Samantha matter of factly replied, startling Courtney.  “Also adjusting gags so that they properly fit her.  Plus finding, making or adjusting other types of restraints, like single sleeve gloves, chastity harnesses and the like.  Don’t worry,” she assured Courtney, who looked stunned and obviously hadn’t a clue what any of that last stuff meant, “I’ll show you what all of that is later tonight, or tomorrow at the latest.”  
“OK Mom,” Courtney nodded, content that Mom would explain it to her.  
“Then there is establishing a starting routine for her,” she continued.  
“Starting routine?”  Courtney repeated, looking blank.  
“Yes sweetheart.  For instance, I think it would be a good idea to have her do stretches, calisthenics and exercises in the mornings.  To improve her flexibility -- so you can do more with her -- and keep your slave physically fit and healthy.  Also, it will be easier to keep her tied up for longer periods of time the better shape she’s in.”  
Courtney nodded as she listened.  “For example, let’s say you wake her at 6:30 in the morning, have her work out from then until 7:30, then half an hour for washing up and grooming.  You can either have her do that herself, or you can wash and groom her.  Then breakfast -- or not; your decision -- then an hour of slave practice.  Then secure her how you wish until lunch -- again, your choice to feed her or not -- then another hour of slave practice and lessons.  Then secured until dinner -- if you choose to feed her ...Understand?”  
“I ...I think so, yes,” Courtney hesitantly replied.  “Sure seems like she’ll be tied up a lot though.”  
Samantha nodded.  “In the beginning, yes.  When she isn’t actively being trained, she’ll basically be ‘stored’.  Twerp needs to learn, and absolutely understand and accept, that this isn’t a game.  That being able to relax, rest, play, even move about, aren’t rights that belong to her.  They are privileges.  And ones that only her Mistress -- you -- can grant to her.  More importantly, she needs to start learning what else is important.”  
“What’s that?”  Courtney piped up, curiously gazing at her Mom, quite intrigued.  
Very seriously Samantha replied, “The most important obligation of a slave is to please, and be pleasing, to her Mistress.  In every way she can.  Rewards, kindness, privileges, all those are things that a slave may enjoy, but nothing else should be more important to her than to please and be pleasing.”  
Courtney’s little jaw dropped at that.  Twerp!?  Want nothing more then to please and be pleasing to Courtney!?  That was crazy!  Ludicrous and laughable!  
But Mom didn’t look at all like she thought the idea was funny.  
“I fully intend to have Twerp trained and have her upstairs.  To work, do chores.  Clean, dust, vacuum, things like that.  Under your supervision and direction, of course.”  
“Uuuhhh ...of course,” Courtney blankly muttered, stunned.  
“And after we get all that accomplished today,” Samantha said with a smile, “I thought you might like to have Twerp strapped down so we can finish our anatomy lesson, and so you can play with your slave some more.”  
“Oh my!”  Courtney’s dusky eyes abruptly sparkled and gleamed.  She rubbed tiny hands together in gleeful anticipation.  
“Now, this is what I had in mind, for when we go downstairs.  First off .  .  .”  
The delicate chime of the cuff rings and padlocks were swallowed up in the room as Sasha gently shifted.  Her tummy pleasantly full and feeling replete, she lay partially on her side, huge eyes softly closed.  Sometimes after an exhausting morning playing there was nothing she liked doing better after a yummy tummy-filling lunch then just bonelessly collapse, sprawl and not move a muscle.  
Well, lunch had certainly been scrumptious.  And her tummy was certainly nicely full.  And her morning had, most definitely, been very strenuous.  
However, it decidedly hadn’t been from playing.  
Nor, for that matter, had she chosen her current immobile position.  
There wasn’t anything else to do but lay there motionless.  Unless you considered the twisting of one’s hands back and forth in locked-together leather cuffs, or the shifting of one’s legs to the limit the locked-together ankle cuffs permitted, as ‘moving’.  Which Sasha assuredly didn’t.  
Well, to be more accurate, there wasn’t anything else to do then just lay there motionless ...and think.  
And Sasha had a whole lot of things to think about, too.  More now, after lunch, then she’d had before.  
She still didn’t like this.  Not at all.  Didn’t want it happening.  Didn’t think it was fair.  Didn’t think it was right.  Didn’t think she deserved any of this stuff happening to her.  Regrettably, she seemed to be the only one that thought that way.  Even more unfortunately, hers was the only opinion that didn’t count for squat.  
Sasha hadn’t a clue what really to expect.  Oh, she had ideas.  Tons of them, in fact.  There was nothing at all wrong with her imagination.  That had, after all, played no small part in her suffering this mischief; her dwelling on the pictures, images and daydreams all those illusionary visions her mind had created and conjectured.  But it was starting to become dreadfully obvious that her Aunt had more in store for her then just play-pretend games.  
The really surprising thing about all of this was her little baby cousin, Courtney.  All things considered, other then her one temper tantrum earlier, when she’d kicked Sasha’s ankles wide apart and left her hanging by her wrists, Courtney had been rather nice to Sasha.  More then just ‘nice’, in fact.  Coddled in a weird, petted, pampered fashion.  
Unlike how her Aunt had been treating her.  
Very coldly and sternly.  Unforgiving and harsh.  She shuddered to think how things would have turned out so far if she’d been exclusively left to the ‘tender mercies’ of her Aunt.  Sasha wasn’t, exactly, afraid of Aunt Samantha.  Just extremely wary and fearful about what she might do.  
Given the choice -- not that she had been -- Sasha felt maybe she’d been fortunate in their decision about which of those two got to be in charge over her.  She much rather have the bossy twerp pretending to be important and ordering her around than her Aunt, who was doing an excellent imitation of a Brothers Grimm wicked witch of a stepmom.  
Sasha wriggled a little, shifting about in the cage.  Although she couldn’t see the door, as it was directly behind her and she couldn’t quite move her head far enough to see it, Sasha was very aware of it back there.  Very aware that, at some point, one or both of them would be returning for her.  
For their slave.  
How did Courtney put it, before she left?  Oh, yes.  “Lessons’ll start in half an hour,” she’d said.  “I’ll be back for my slave then.  Rest until I return.”  
That sounded ominous, no matter how she looked at it.  On the one hand, she hoped ‘lessons’ didn’t mean the same as in ‘teaching her a lesson’.  Although she’d never admit it to anyone, everything that had happened so far had done just that.  And she really didn’t want additional ‘examples’.  On the other hand, ‘lessons’ might very well mean ‘instructions’.  Training.  Coaching.  Schooling.  
Indoctrination.  
A light tremor rippled through her little, cuffed, naked body at that.  As did a gentle warm tingle.  Sasha kept trying to shy away from that thought but, considering her current circumstance, found that impossible to do.  Did they truly mean, no joking, to keep her like this all summer?  For the remaining, entire, long ten weeks?  Keep her as a slave?  Train her as that?  
Chrome-plated rings gently chimed as Sasha shifted yet again.  If they really did mean that, Sasha so far hadn’t figured out a way of preventing them from doing so.  Hadn’t thought of an escape plan.  
No, she finally decided.  She didn’t need any old escape plan, because Aunt Samantha couldn’t have been serious.  Keeping her like this for the whole summer would be going wayyyy too overboard.  Grounding her for a week would be more fitting.  That must be it.  She meant to ground Sasha in this extreme way for just a week, thinking that Sasha would be so grateful at being ‘reprieved’ that she’d turn into a goody two-shoes like her twerp of a cousin.  Well, Sasha wasn’t a baby, she wasn’t going to be fooled, no way!  She’d show them, later!  
Especially Courtney!  
Still, that didn’t mean this week was gonna be easy, either.  Small fingers lightly rubbed a pert, firm, gently-rounded bottom, remembering being paddled earlier.  Other then the memory of the twin paddlings from this morning she really couldn’t feel any lingering aftereffects.  Unlike, she knew, what she’d be feeling had either her Mom or Aunt been the one wielding that instrument of doom.  Not that Courtney had been a lightweight with it.  Sasha’s face grew warm, replaying in her mind both times Courtney had paddled her.  In their own way, each had vividly stood out.  
That first time, Sasha had been shocked, indignant and affronted that Courtney would actually dare to paddle her.  Just as bad was having that little twerp believe Sasha could be made to say her name was Twerp!  She still remembered the humiliation of being made to say that.  But she also remembered the frisson of fear that had surged through her at the realization and appalled understanding that the paddling wasn’t going to stop until she did!  That she’d been helpless to stop that.  
But ...that hadn’t been all she’d felt.  Nor, for that matter, had things been much different for the second paddling.  Again Sasha had felt a thrill of alarm and dread when Courtney had announced another punishment.  When she’d simply picked up that paddle again and moved to stand behind Sasha.  There hadn’t been a single thing she could do to stop what Courtney intended.  Nor, since she’d been gagged, could she plead and appeal.  And again Sasha had felt racing, jolting tingles surging all through her, even through the distress of the whacks.  
In fact, it seemed like they always went together.  Hand in hand.  Embarrassment ...and tingles.  Helplessness ...and tingles.  Humiliation...and tingles.  Spankings...and tingles.  
Being touched...and tingles.  Major tingles.  Big-time ones!!  
Even just thinking about those touches made Sasha start tingling again.  Well, tingling more, to be more accurate, as she’d never really stopped tingling.  
A light, gentle flood of crimson colored Sasha’s face, flowed down her throat and chest.  She hadn’t wanted to be touched.  Not at those places.  And not like she’d been.  Helplessly restrained, held so wide open.  So exposed and displayed.  Even worse, the way they’d been talking about her as if she hadn’t been right there, right in front of them.  Yet, even that -- being talked about, rather then to; being treated as an object -- had made those heated tingles feel stronger.  
They hadn’t even had to touch her at times to make her tingle.  The times Courtney had just looked at her with huge, wide awed eyes had sent gentle waves through Sasha.  As did the times she’d softly yet sincerely praised her.  As did the sheer joy she exuded seeing Sasha squirming as she tingled.  
Huh.  
She’d been furious at first when Aunt Samantha had informed her that the little twerp was now in control of Sasha.  Her ‘Mistress’, in fact.  Sasha gave a little snort at that memory.  She was sure her Aunt had said that as a way of paying Sasha back for the supposed bad treatment of the little squirt jerk.  Well, that was fine by her.  Courtney was more easily manipulated, it shouldn’t be all that hard to have her feel like she was the boss yet get her to soften up even more then she had.  
She was conveniently ‘forgetting’ several incidents as she deliberated and thought.  Incidents where it had been made very clear to her this wasn’t a joke and that Courtney was, without a doubt, in charge.  Sasha needed to believe she’d misread those times, because the alternative was just too awful to contemplate.  
Her mind drifted back, once again, to those touches, and to the sensations they created.  Once she’d gotten over the shock and sheer humiliation of Courtney touching her co ...pussy, once her body just took off on it’s own, that had felt exquisitely wonderful.  Much like banister rubbing and pressing, but even better.  Sasha had never rubbed herself before, not like that, and wondered if it would feel just as nice if she did that herself.  Especially since those tingles were still gently thrumming in her.  
Rings and little padlocks jingled and chimed as she shifted and squirmed.  Drat it!  There was no way, no way at all!  she could move her arms or hands enough to even begin reaching her own self!  Muttering in frustration she squirmed more, moving back onto her tummy from where she’d been laying partially on her side.  
She tried pressing down onto the blanket below, seeking ...seeking pressure.  Sensation.  So close!  Sooo close!!  Soft little grunts were swallowed in the room as she tipped, tilted, angled her sleek little hips, striving for pressure.  Lithe slender legs started unconsciously pressing together, a rhythmic compression back and forth.  She couldn’t even get the same pressure as she did banister rubbing but, for some reason it started feeling nice anyway.  
It didn’t occur to Sasha that, perhaps, the fact that she was helplessly bound, naked, collared and caged whetted and enhanced the little pressure she did manage to achieve.  
Nor did it occur to her that quite some time had already passed since her lunch.  
The thick door swung silently open on well-oiled hinges, making not even the tiniest squeak.  Even if it had, the room would have absorbed that sound like the ocean swallowing a tiny raindrop.  Sasha had no idea that her two jailers had reentered, and continued her rhythmic pressing down upon the blanket.  And Samantha and Courtney had had no idea to expect what they now saw: Twerp’s firm, muscled rump clenching, flexing and relaxing as she humped up and down.  
Courtney gazed up at her Mom, unsure of how to proceed from here.  Samantha warmly smiled down, her expression a ‘unexpected things happen; we’ll just wing it’ look.  “So, have you decided yet whether to go for strength and stamina, or flexibility and endurance?”  Both pretended to ignore Twerp’s sudden tensed freezing as she heard them behind her.  
“Flexibility and endurance,” Courtney replied.  “I’m going to be tying her to some of those things, and she’ll need to be able to easily bend and remain that way for hours.”  
Samantha nodded as they both stood at opposite sides of the slave’s cage, just nattering away.  Seeming, somehow, to overlook the naked cuffed slave in front of them.  “Very well then,” Samantha noted.  “Not too difficult to do.  It’ll be very much like your gymnastics exercises and routines, just more intense.”  Then, in a seeming change of subject, “Have you also decided what to do about your slave’s appearance?”  
“I think so, yes,” Courtney thoughtfully replied.  “I’ll talk to you about that, a bit later.  After the appraisal and instructions.”  
Flexibility and endurance?  Sasha frantically thought.  Tying her to some things?  For hours!?  Appearance?  Appraisal and instructions??  
“Very well then,” Samantha nodded.  “There’s really no need to rush things over your slave’s appearance anyway.  That’s your own personal choice to make.”  
As badly as Sasha had wanted out of this cage, now seemed to be the absolute worst time for that, horribly aware of a slickness at her pussy from those tingles and futile pressings.  Nor, for that matter, was listening to them talk away very comforting.  
“Let’s get started then,” Courtney said and, even through her dismay Sasha couldn’t mistake the way her little cousin was talking to her Mom.  As if she was the one in charge!  
Taking the key ring Courtney sorted through the keys there.  Finding the cage one she opened the padlock holding it shut.  “Take my slave out, please,” she said to her Mom, and it was a polite request for help rather then it being a child asking her Mom for something.  Samantha nodded, drew the hasp back then folded the top section back.  Reaching in she easily lifted Twerp up and out, carefully setting her little bare feet on the ground, aware that her small ankles were still cuffed together.  Twerp hotly blushed, well aware that she couldn’t hide any sign of her being juic ...wet if they happened to look down.  
Then breathed a silent sigh of relief as they seemed to, somehow, miss seeing that.  
Her relief, alas, was short-lived.  They spoke some more to each other, again seeming to ignore the slave now standing there right before them.  Then Courtney glanced down into the cage.  “I think Twerp likes being caged after all.  If the sheet means anything.  It’ll need changing before I put her away for the night.”  
Had there been a Divinity listening to Sasha at that moment the ground would have swallowed her right up.  Little toes wriggled and clenched as she furiously blushed.  
It got worse moments later when Courtney crouched in front of her to unlock the ankle cuffs from each other.  For Courtney directly stared right at her pussy and repeated, “Yup.  I think my slave likes being caged up.  A lot.”  
Pocketing the lock she stood up, then clipped the leash to Twerp’s collar.  “Follow, slave,” she said, then turned and walked off, leading Twerp behind her as she left the room with her Mom.  
Her face a brilliant scarlet Sasha followed.  There really wasn’t anything else she could do, after all, but follow.  
No sooner did they exit the cage room then they made an immediate left, following the wall up to the next door.  This one wasn’t as thick as some of the other doors.  And, like most of the rooms down here, Sasha had explored inside.  As best as she could, as there’d been some doors that were locked.  Samantha opened the door and all three walked inside.  Although it might be more accurate to say two walked inside and one was led.  
Sasha wasn’t concerned about this room, as she knew what was inside.  Well, for the most part knew, as there was a door in here that was locked.  Just past the door was what she called the locker area.  Because it contained nothing but lockers.  Along the left wall were a series of tall, slender ones like at school, and small square ones like in gym.  While along the right wall was a single large rectangular one, more a cabinet then a locker.  That one had been locked, so Sasha had no idea what, if anything, was inside.  But the others had not been, and they’d been boringly empty.  There were also two doors inside.  One, straight ahead, which was locked by a keypad much like the one in the outer hidden panel, and another to the left, in the middle of the lockers.  
Samantha used a key to unlock the large cabinet and Sasha, almost against her will, peeped curiously over to see what was inside as her Aunt rolled back the sliding doors.  It wasn’t at all what she was half-expecting and half-fearing.  Instead of more tie up stuff, the entire cabinet contained bathing and grooming stuff!  
Soaps, both bar and liquid.  Bath oils, salts and beads.  Shampoos and conditioners.  Oils and lotions.  Washcloths and towels.  Scrubbies, loofas, bath brushes and bath gloves.  And lots more things, too.  It looked like an Avon party gone wild.  
Samantha held up a clipboard, which somehow Sasha had missed seeing before.  “Have you decided yet?”  she asked Courtney, who nodded.  “Just the basic minimum,” she told her Mom.  “No more.”  
Samantha nodded, then stepped over to the locker side.  Sasha’s little jaw dropped a little as she inserted three neatly printed labels into the name slots of three lockers; one of the tall ones and two of the smaller ones.  Her face flamed as she read the lettering: Twerp.  
Nothing was put into the tall locker.  Into the top small one went a bar of plain soap, a bottle of generic shampoo, a toothbrush and a tube of generic toothpaste.  Samantha then added a pair of small nail clippers, an emery board, and a plain brush and comb.  In the bottom one went a plain white towel and washcloth.  Her eyes jerked to Courtney as her leash was simply tugged to get her attention.  “Those are for you to use Twerp,” Courtney explained.  “For bathing and grooming.”  
Sasha looked aggrieved and upset.  That was it?  she thought.  They had to be kidding!  
One of the things that had surprised Courtney when Sasha first arrived was the sheer amount of things her cousin had brought along.  Heck, one whole bag held nothing but soaps, shampoos, conditioners, gels, mousse, brushes, combs, nail polish and a ton of other stuff.  Including make-up, which Courtney wasn’t allowed to use.  And Sasha had spared no effort at rubbing that fact into Courtney’s face.  
If either of them noticed Sasha’s indignant shock they didn’t comment on it.  Courtney just continued her explanation.  “You’re responsible for them.  Break, ruin or lose anything, and you’ll be punished.  Don’t put them away after using them and you’ll be punished.  Don’t clean up after yourself and you’ll be punished.  Understand?”  
Sasha sullenly nodded, furious and steaming inside.  
Once the slave’s lockers were stocked she was led through the left door and into the room there.  Inside wasn’t anything noticeably strange.  Just two toilets, out in the open.  And three showers.  Again, out in the open, with only a shower head and glazed pebbled floor with drains.  A small, plain, unadorned vanity-style chair and mirrored counter.  
Very sparse and Spartan.  
Spotting the toilet reminded Sasha that her bladder was starting to feel uncomfortably full.  But, if she wasn’t allowed to talk, how was she going to tell them she needed to pee?  She hadn’t figured that out yet before Courtney gently tugged the leash again.  “Follow,” was all she said, and Sasha padded along after her.  
She figured they were taking her back outside to the main room, and was startled when they stopped in the locker room, over by the locked door.  Courtney, not Samantha, typed in the code, then opened the door and led Sasha inside.  
Sasha’s huge eyes grew wide and round at what she saw.  This, too, was a bathroom.  But it was like comparing a hovel to a mansion.  
The floor was gleaming tile.  Soft, warm colors in pleasing geometric patterns.  Several soft rugs in various places.  There were two tubs: one a big, sunken one, the other a Jacuzzi whirlpool one.  Two showers, too.  One of them was a corner shower, with a curved frosted glass sliding door, and the other stood by itself, fully circular.  That one had body misting jets at four corners, in addition to an overhead shower head and a pulsating massaging one with a removable handle.  There was also a small sauna, too.  Plus very fancy vanities.  It looked like something, Sasha thought numbly, out of a billionaire’s mansion home or something.  
“Should a slave start being pleasing and obedient,” Courtney said, making Sasha jump, startled out of looking all around, “she can earn more and more choices and selections of things to wash and groom with.  She can even earn the use of this room, too.”  
Sasha looked around with wide-eyed wonder.  The hedonist in her was imagining the sybaritic delight one could enjoy in here, and she wished she could just luxuriate using all this stuff already.  They gave her a minute or two to look all around before leading her back out again, this time all the way out into the main room.  They stopped by a small table, and Sasha abruptly dug in her heels at what she saw there.  
She didn’t know what it was, but she had a funny sinking feeling nonetheless.  From what she could see it appeared to be a tangled mass of black leather straps.  And most likely they intended it for her.  
She was right, too, as Courtney just picked it up and walked over to stand in front of her.  “Hold still,” she softly scolded as Sasha softly whimpered, seeing Courtney lifting it up to her head.  She would have taken a step back, but sensed her Aunt standing right behind her.  So, other then starting to tremble she held still, although her eyes looked like wide saucers as Courtney carefully placed the bundle atop her head.  
Aunt Samantha was right behind her, for she helped Courtney properly place the leather straps.  It was, Sasha mentally whimpered to discover, yet another gag.  But she hadn’t said anything, hadn’t made even a peep!  
“Open,” Courtney softly commanded, giving Sasha no choice.  She looked pleadingly at her cousin but saw no give there.  So, reluctantly and nervously she opened her mouth, expecting it to be filled once again.  
Except ...it didn’t fill her mouth.  It didn’t even, precisely, go inside.  Rather, a semi-flexible rod of black rubber went sideways, past and between her teeth.  At each end were round shiny rings to which leather straps were fastened, and those straps went behind her head, buckled snug.  It could have been pulled tighter, she sensed but, as it was, it wasn’t even pulling at the corners of her mouth.  Not really.  
There was more leather then that though, and she shortly found out why.  Two more pieces were also attached to those rings, their other ends attached together with another, much smaller ring, making a sort of triangle.  That was lifted up, so that the ring rested just above her forehead, and a third strap connected to that joining ring continuing over her head, buckled and fastened to the mouth strap behind her neck.  Yet another pair of straps were connected to the rod rings, with those going under her little chin before being snugly buckled.  Then Courtney secured all three buckles with little brass padlocks.  
Sasha wanted to struggle and fight at being gagged again.  To at least protest.  Instead she did nothing, just meekly stood there, too uncertain to do anything but let herself be gagged.  All of this was still too new, too outre, for her to know where the limits and lines were.  To know where she could push.  Could bend and manipulate.  And where she had to toe the line.  Without knowing the parameters, without any experience of the situation, she didn’t know, exactly, where things stood and so felt lost and very unsure.  Nothing at all about what was happening was familiar in the least.  
That rod thing might not be pulled deep in her mouth, true.  But, with the head and chin straps pulled snug, that forced her to bite down somewhat onto that thing, and she couldn’t open her mouth once they were buckled.  It wasn’t really uncomfortable, just rather dAunting and alarming in appearance.  
It also didn’t make any sense to Sasha either.  Although she hadn’t tried to talk, it didn’t seem as if it would do much to keep her quiet.  Not like the ball and tape, or that penis gag, had done.  And, unlike those two kinds, she could easily swallow and breathe.  So what was the point of this?  And why had they done it to her?  
What had Courtney told her before leaving her last time?  Oh, yes.  
‘You’ll be gagged lots anyway.  Both to help train you to remain silent, help you remember that.  And because I just like seeing you gagged.  I don’t need any reason to gag my slave -- or do anything else, either -- other then I just wanna do something.’ 
Was that it?  To remind her to keep quiet?  Or because Courtney had just wanted to gag Sasha?  Either way it didn’t matter, in that the deed itself had been done.  But Sasha really did want to know why, too.  
In any event, considering this was much more comfortable -- in a relative sense -- then the other two gags had been, she wasn’t about to go looking a gift horse in the mouth.  
Had Sasha been as horse crazy as her little cousin was, she would have known just how ironic thinking that was.  Courtney had no sooner seen it then recognized it for what it was: a rubber snaffle bit, identical to those used on ponies.  Samantha had pointed it out to her, explaining that a gag like that -- called a head harness trainer gag -- was perfect to use as a ‘reminder’ for her slave to keep silent, as well as getting her used to being gagged for longer periods of time.  Courtney immediately jumped on the idea, choosing it that moment.  
She thought Twerp looked pretty cool gagged with it, too.  It was fun watching her nervously lip the rubber snaffle, to see her gleaming white teeth gripping it.  And it was awesome seeing all that shiny black leather all strapped around her head, too!  
Once finished gagging her slave Courtney took the leash up again.  Another gentle tug, another “Follow” and she padded along with her Mom, again walking clockwise along the wall until they reached the next door.  
Again there were no real surprises here for Sasha, as she’d explored this room, too.  Another rather boring room, in that it didn’t have anything exciting like the main room and some of the other side ones had.  Inside this one were actually three rooms in one: an exercise area, a kitchen and a laundry room.  
Sasha didn’t know why they were taking her inside.  It’s not like she needed the grand tour or anything, after all.  Hadn’t her illicit explorations been what had gotten her into deep doo-doo to start with?  
She soon found out why they were here, as they stopped by a medical-style scale.  Samantha readied her notebook as Courtney had Twerp stand on the scale and weighed her.  Samantha wrote down the weight and then the height as Courtney measured that, too.  Leading her down from the scale she walked Twerp over by one wall, then let the leash dangle.  “You’re going to be measured now Twerp.  You’re to hold still and move only when told to.  Understand?”  
Measured?  she thought.  Measured for what?  She nodded even as her mind furiously thought, trying to figure out what in the world she needed to be measured for.  Courtney took a dressmaker’s tape measure from her Mom, then crouched, unlocking and removing the ankle cuffs.  Sasha held her breath, trying not to wiggle.  This was the first time they’d been off her since she’d put them on herself that morning.  The tiny fingers and the caress of the soft, flexible tape as it circled her small ankle felt tickly, and Sasha tensed so she wouldn’t accidentally move.  
“Left ankle: seven and a half inches,” Courtney reported, and Samantha dutifully jotted the size down.  Courtney then measured the right one, calling out the size before replacing the cuffs, buckling them as snug as before then relocking them once again.  The measuring continued.  Below and above both knees.  Midthigh.  The length from her hip to both knee and ankle.  Around her waist.  Between her legs, which had Sasha brightly blush again as the tape was snugged right against her pussy and literally between her butt cheeks.  Around her tummy, below and above her breasts.  Her throat.  
It hadn’t taken a great deal of time for all that so far.  But, ever since she’d been lifted out of the cage her bladder had slowly but surely been growing more persistent and urgent in its demands.  Sasha’s little toes had begun clenching as she struggled to ignore that increasingly insistent call, and she started gently shifting her weight back and forth on her small feet, weaving in place.  Courtney finally looked at her with a scowl, about to scold her when she suddenly understood.  
She had to struggle not to grin, seeing Twerp unconsciously doing the ‘gotta pee-pee’ dance like a real little girl.  Instead she simply walked over to her Mom, handing her the tape measure and answering the silent, lifted-brow question.  “I think my slave needs to pee, if her dancing means anything.”  
They both heard Twerp’s soft moan of mortification at that, and both of them pretended to ignore it.  Although Samantha’s lips twitched as she struggled not to grin.  Courtney didn’t have to struggle; with her back to Twerp she was free to grin from ear to ear.  
Once she had herself under control she turned and walked back to her slave, looking her right in the eye and asking, “Does my slave need to pee?”  
Feeling about an inch tall Sasha nevertheless rapidly shook her head in tiny, rapid jerks, her need to pee outweighing, for now, the intense embarrassment of the situation.  Courtney simply took the leash again, giving it a gentle tug.  “Follow.”  
There wasn’t any hesitation this time.  Sasha immediately followed right after, biting down on the rubber bit between her teeth as she struggled harder and harder to keep it held in.  
Samantha watched as the two walked off, and that image was one of the most powerfully provocative and erotic she’d ever seen.  There was Courtney, her little daughter, dressed in a very suggestive, sexy black leather skirt and top, with matching black leather boots flashing as she padded along, leading at the end of a chain leash a totally naked, collared, cuffed and gagged young girl, whose bare rump jiggled and flexed with each step she took.  
Thankfully the bathrooms were only the next door back, so it wasn’t long at all before they were standing in front of a toilet.  Sasha turned her back to Courtney, wiggling her hands which were still cuffed and locked together behind her back.  
“I thought a slave needed to pee,” Courtney merely said.  “If I was wrong, we can leave.”  
Sasha spun around, staring wide-eyed at Courtney.  How was she supposed to go to the bathroom with her hands locked behind her back!?  
Then she visibly swallowed.  Hard.  Especially seeing the inflexible gaze of her little cousin.  Adamant and uncompromising, with a touch of expectant anticipation.  Courtney wasn’t going to undo her hands!  She was going to make her go with them locked behind her back, and watch her while she did!  
“Sit,” Courtney finally commanded, and Twerp heard it as the order it was.  She couldn’t do this, she just couldn’t!  It was way too embarrassing!  
Embarrassing it might be, and no way Courtney could mistake that.  Not with Twerp looking like a fire alarm all the way down to her chest.  But her nipples had abruptly tightened again, growing taut and erect, and that was all Courtney really needed to see.  “Sit!”  she repeated, in a much firmer, no-nonsense voice.  
Sasha might still have tried appealing this, but her bladder wasn’t having anything to do with any more delays.  Carefully sitting down, face flaming and eyes staring at her toes, within moments came the low hiss of a steady jet of liquid.  Sasha blushed even harder, unable to choke back a low whimper of humiliation.  Courtney didn’t say a word, just stood there, right in front of her, waiting ...and watching.  
Courtney felt a little thrill of excited naughtiness race through her, one of power and control, too, as she watched her slave pee right in front of her.  Again, much like having seen Twerp naked before when they’d showered together, she’d been in the bathroom before with her cousin when she’d peed.  And she’d peed with Sasha there, and never had either of them paid it any real notice before.  But ...this was different.  Way different!  
She wasn’t sure exactly why that was so, but she didn’t spend all that much time worrying about it either.  It was good enough to just know that it was.  And to know how that made her feel, and seeing and knowing how it made Twerp feel, too!  
It was obvious Twerp wanted to keep her legs closed together, to hide best as she could what she was doing.  It was just as obvious she didn’t dare do that, unless she wanted to soak herself.  Courtney had never really paid close attention to watching another girl peeing before.  This time she indulged her curiosity, staring quite closely and avidly as Twerp emptied her bladder right before her eyes.  She didn’t miss a thing, including the fact that, no matter how humiliated she looked, her little toes kept clenching and flexing, and her nipples remained tiny hard points.  And Courtney knew what that meant!  
Courtney could see Twerp visibly relax as she emptied.  That sort of ‘relax’ one got when you really, really, really badly needed to pee and finally could.  Finally, after a suitable length of time she asked, “Finished?”  
Twerp mutely nodded, still staring down at her toes.  She needed to wipe now, and with her hands cuffed behind her couldn’t, and had a very dreadful idea what to expect next.  
She was right, too, as Courtney unrolled some paper and tore it off, folding it in half, then half again before stepping over right in front of her slave.  “Open wide,” she told her.  
She didn’t have any choice.  She might hate doing this, but she didn’t have any choice about doing it.  Parting her slender little legs a bit, she braced for the tAunts and jeering teases she knew was going to happen.  
With utter exquisite gentleness Courtney blotted her dry, a rather entranced, enchanted expression on her face and in her eyes.  Sasha felt an odd tingly shiver at that look.  Courtney then gazed up and softly said, “You’re dry now.”  Then a little, somewhat sheepish, wry grin spread across her face.  “Well, for now, anyway.”  
Sasha found herself utterly surprised by responding with an identical grin.  Both of them softly giggled, for a moment sharing the camaraderie they had once enjoyed together.  But then the wall of Sasha’s defensiveness thrust back up, she slipped behind her bastion of safety.  Ducking her head, she turned her eyes away from her little cousin.  
Courtney wasn’t hurt at that.  Far from it.  For she’d gotten a glimpse of the ‘sister’ she loved and sorely missed with all her little loving heart and soul.  She wasn’t dead and buried.  Just hidden away, was all.  And Courtney grimly vowed to do whatever it took to find and rescue her.  
“Stand,” she finally said and, once Twerp had, she simply dropped the wadded paper into the bowl, pressed the handle to flush then tugged the leash.  “Follow.”  
Shortly thereafter they were once again back in the exercise room, picking up with the measurements where they’d left off.  Courtney had Twerp turn around so that her back was to her, then unlocked the wrist cuffs from each other.  No sooner did the little slave feel Courtney do that then she stiffened in shocked indignation.  “Why hhnt uuhh uu hhahht so I cuhh pee!?”  she blurted, furious.  If Courtney was gonna unlock the cuffs from each other, why the heck did she make her pee with them locked!  That was just being plain mean!  
Then she jumped, squealing as a tiny hand sharply swatted one bare cheek.  Turning around she fiercely glared at Courtney, furious at both the swat and the fact that Courtney hadn’t unlocked her wrists, permitting her to use the bathroom unaided.  With both her ankles and wrists now free she wasn’t feeling quite as helpless, and her anger was overriding discretion.  
Courtney just glared right back, looking quite irritated herself.  These last two weeks, if Sasha had looked at her like she was doing right now Courtney would have meekly capitulated, feeling overpowered by Sasha’s age, size and strength.  And, in fact, she felt a momentary quiver of trepidation face to face with her with her looking so irate.  
Sasha saw that flicker cross her face, and a flicker was all it was, vanishing almost as soon as it appeared.  “What are you gonna do Twerp?”  Courtney softly said, the tone oh-so-silky yet menacing.  “Hit me?  Do you really want to do that?  Gonna run?  Where?”  she asked.  “You can’t leave.  You don’t even know how to open the door.  So you can’t really get away.  And I’m not gonna chase you if you do.  I’ll just wait.  And the longer I hafta wait for you to come to me, the longer and harder your punishment’s gonna be.  I don’t care if that takes days.  You gotta eat, after all.  So, one way or another you’ll finally come to me, won’t you?”  
Twerp visibly gulped.  Courtney’s voice never rose about a soft murmur, but that didn’t lesson their impact any.  In fact, it only made them seem worse.  She hated to admit it but Courtney was right.  What could she do?  She didn’t have any way of leaving.  She didn’t have any leverage over them at all.  She couldn’t bargain or haggle, threaten or plead.  They had all the cards and she had nothing in her hand.  
Her fury drained away like a burst bubble.  Her defiance died before it was truly born.  Her creamy fair skin turned so pale that her tiny gold freckles looked like a dusting of pollen atop milk.  She started trembling, literally quivering as she stood there, now frozen in place.  
Samantha hadn’t said a word so far.  Hadn’t moved, or even seem to visibly react.  Courtney just stood there, iron in her expression, no give at all.  Sasha didn’t know what to do.  She hadn’t meant to talk, but she’d been so shocked and angry the words just popped out.  And her pulling back and away, turning to glare at Courtney was just as reflexive.  But that didn’t negate, or even lessen, the fact that she had, and they’d both taken great pains to inform her that any and every disobedience would be punished.  She didn’t even dare to say she was sorry, because that would count as talking too!  
There was only one thing she could think to do and, even though that felt like she was caving in, her desperate need to, somehow, try and mitigate what she’d already done overwhelmed that feeling.  Tummy churning with anxiety and fear, feeling sick to her stomach, Sasha carefully moved, little legs wobbly and feeling like rubber.  She turned back around to the position she’d been put in before, even putting her hands back behind her.  
Neither Samantha nor Courtney missed seeing the look of fear on her face.  Her ice-white complexion was starkly vivid.  Nor did either of them miss seeing the war of emotions, the struggle to somehow make things better ...even if it was just to -- literally -- save her ass.  Nor did they miss noting her puffy, soft, pink nipples, not an iota of arousal there.  She was well and truly scared, and not in a way that was exciting to her.  
Sasha couldn’t see them any more, not with her back to them.  She couldn’t tell if they were still coldly furious, or looking a bit forgiving.  She couldn’t stop trembling, and no matter how badly she needed to see what they looked like she didn’t dare move a muscle.  Anything she might do from this point on would only make things much worse for her.  
When tiny fingers very softly stroked down her back she stiffened and flinched at the first touch then, feeling how gentle the caress was, how comforting and soothing, she couldn’t keep a choked sob from bursting free.  
Samantha just silently watched, quite dumbfounded and stunned.  From the moment that Twerp rebelled she forced herself to remain just a bystander.  A silent observer.  This was Courtney’s battle, and she needed to fight it on her own.  To continue establishing her dominance and control over her slave.  And, while she had had no idea how Courtney might try doing that, she positively wasn’t ambiguous about the results, about how Courtney had handled the situation.  
Perfectly.  
Sasha could only watch in pure awe as Courtney took charge.  Watch as Twerp jerked at her words, paled at the tone.  Surrendered without ever a battle truly being fought.  
Samantha had a lively respect for her daughter’s intellect, but it rose to new heights after this.  She’d been amazing!  Perhaps it was time, past time, to start giving her more personal responsibility on her own.  She might be only nine, true, but Samantha had never believed in using chronology as the sole basis for things.  And if Courtney was showing signs of maturity, Samantha had the duty to reward and encourage that growth.  
Courtney lightly stroked Twerp’s back for a little bit.  She was still angry with her, but she couldn’t really fault her for the outburst.  That was quite understandable, after all.  Understandable, but not something she could overlook, ignore or just forgive.  And Mom had warned her that, in the beginning, outbursts and acts of defiance could be expected.  
Still, she was quite pleased that Twerp had, without being told to do so, turned back around just like she’d been before blowing up.  Courtney was pretty sure that hadn’t been easy for her to do, and wanted to show Twerp how proud she was of her for doing that.  Which is why she was stroking her back.  Saying, without words, how she felt.  Besides, if disobedience was to be punished, shouldn’t obedient initiative be rewarded?  Mom hadn’t said so -- then again, Courtney was sure there were yet lots of lessons still waiting for her!  -- but she felt that was proper.  A right thing to do.  
She wasn’t going to forget this.  She couldn’t; Twerp had been told, clearly enough, that any disobedience of any sort would be punished.  So she’d have to be punished.  But Mom hadn’t said that punishments had to be immediate, and Courtney wanted to think about what would be a proper, instructive punishment.  Besides, they still had a whole lot of stuff yet to do today.  
Twerp never really settled back down, but she did relax a bit as Courtney caressed her back.  Giving her a final little pet on the top of her head Courtney picked up where she left off, unlocking and removing the cuffs then measuring the small wrists.  Samantha dutifully wrote down those measurements, then Courtney rebuckled and locked the cuffs back on again.  She didn’t lock them together yet, as she needed Twerp’s arms to freely move.  She measured above and below the elbows, then from the back of her neck down to her waist.  Then from the front of her throat down to her waist.  “Hold still,” she softly cautioned, as Samantha came over at last.  
Gently pressing Twerp’s small arms together behind her back, Samantha gauged just how flexible she was.  She was rather surprised to actually get the elbows to touch together, although she felt Twerp stiffen a bit and softly hiss just before they touched.  Courtney measured around the pressed-together elbows, then Samantha released them before writing down the size when Courtney relayed it to her.  
Sasha had no idea what all this was about but had her suspicions.  She hoped her impressions were wrong because, if they weren’t ...
Somehow she didn’t think Aunt Samantha was going to go to all the trouble of making special stuff just to fit her if this was only going to last a week to teach her a lesson.  
Then again, a little wondering voice whispered inside her head, what might it be like to have some of the things she’d seen in here made to fit her, so she could experience that.  
Her musings were cut short as they continued to the next stage of her ‘lessons’.  There was a compact but detailed personal gym there, as well as a treadmill and riding bike.  Also a padded floor mat and, one by one, they walked her through an entire series of stretches and exercises.  Routines to warm up before and to cool down after.  Stretches to increase her limberness and flexibility.  Exercises to increase her muscle tone and her endurance.  Each one was patiently explained and shown, and each one was recorded in a log, specifying times, repetitions and other criteria.  It took over an hour to walk Twerp through everything and, by the time they were finished she was bushed.  Beat.  Tired, sweaty and sore.  
And she was required to do all of this every morning!  
There was one other item in the exercise room, and Courtney lead Twerp over to it.  She knew what it was, having seen it before, and wished she could have used it all this week.  But it had been locked, which Sasha thought had been rude.  
A tanning bed.  And how Sasha had dreamed of lounging in there and getting a real, nice, golden-bronze tan!  
Well, it seemed as if her dream was gonna be answered after all, just not in the way she’d expected.  For the two of them started discussing just that very thing.  
“Have you considered if you want your slave tanned or not?”  Samantha asked her daughter.  
Courtney nodded.  “I’ve been thinking about that, yes.  I think I do.  She’ll look good all tanned.”  
Samantha nodded.  “Very well.  Now, how do you want her tanned?”  Sasha thought that was a very weird question, but her puzzlement was resolved moments later as her Aunt continued.  “One piece, two piece, string, thong?  Topless, bottomless or fully nude?”  
Sasha’s little jaw dropped.  Wha .  .  .?  
“That’s the part I’ve been thinking over,” Courtney admitted.  “Not if I want her tanned, but how I want her to look.”  
Didn’t she get any say in this?  Sasha fretted.  After all, it was her body they were talking about!  
And then she jerked as if she’d been shot.  They were talking about her like she was some sort of toy or doll.  Like a possession.  Something they could decorate as they pleased.  
Like a slave, that inner voice whispered.  
Sasha swallowed, looking back and forth between them.  They didn’t seem to notice, just kept talking.  
“Well, there’s no hurry, after all.  You’ve all summer to decide.  Now, have you thought about the rest?”  
The rest?  The rest!?  Sasha mentally wailed.  What ‘rest’ could there be?  She found out moments later.  
“Yes,” Courtney answered, nodding.  “Her nails.  I want them cut shorter.  Rounded half-moons.  And no polish,” she firmly emphasized.  
Sasha jerked at that, small hands balling protectively up into little tight fists.  They couldn’t be serious!  She liked her nails just the way they were!  She took a lot of trouble taking care of them!  
Indeed she did, they were perfectly manicured.  French manicured at that, slightly squared tips with a band of white at the edge.  Very grow-up looking.  Very elegant.  She was quite proud of their appearance, and had unmercifully teased Courtney about her ‘little girl’ nails.  And now Courtney was going to make her cut them?  No way!  
Samantha just nodded, jotting that down.  “I’m afraid we can’t select other modifications, like tattoos, piercings or brand.”  
Courtney just shrugged, acting quite nonchalant.  And it was an act, too.  Mom had prepared her for this part.  Twerp, however, alas for her, had no warning, and she literally quailed at that recitation.  
“I know.  Although she kept harping on wanting to have her bellybutton pierced.  I suppose I could have that done.”  
Again Sasha swallowed.  Yes, it was true she’d wanted that.  But, it was one thing to want it, and quite another to have someone else decide to ‘decorate’ you as they pleased!  
Samantha nodded, pen poised over the clipboard.  “Is that a yes then?”  Sasha looked beseechingly at Courtney, eyes wide and pleading.  Courtney simply ignored her, looking as if she was thinking quite hard about that.  
She finally shook her head.  “No.  Takes too long to heal, and I don’t wanna hafta wait that long to play with her and make her squirm.”  
There was a sense of relief at that, but, considering the rest, also more then a bit of nervous apprehension.  Then Sasha tensed again as her Aunt asked, “How about her hair?  I think she’d look cute and adorable in a pageboy cut.”  
Now, while Sasha wasn’t - yet - overweeningly conceited, she was rapidly heading that way.  And she was quite proud and vain about her hair.  Thick, silky and curly, a deep auburn color with burnished copper highlights, her tresses were her pride and joy, cascading down to just below her shoulder blades.  She’d stopped wearing it in a ponytail last year, considering that too young a look for her.  Now she wore it either in fairly complex, elegant French braids or, more usually, gelled and moussed within an inch of its life.  And, once again, that had been something Sasha had relentlessly teased Courtney about, as she wore her much longer hair almost exclusively in a ponytail.  
They ...they just couldn’t cut her hair into a pageboy!  She’d look like a little kid!  
But they could, if they chose to do just that.  And Sasha, no matter how desperately she wanted to deny that fact, couldn’t stop them if they decided to cut her hair.  She gave Courtney a pitiful pleading look, but she just ignored her.  
She didn’t ignore the question, though, for she stepped over to stand at Sasha’s side.  Tiny fingers reached up then gently stroked Sasha’s hair, fingering a lock.  “She would look awful cute in that,” she agreed.  “And I’d like that, too.”  
Sasha’s stomach dropped to her toes.  They were gonna do it.  Tears welled up in her huge, grass green eyes, filling them until they resembled glittering pools.  Then she gave a convulsive sob of relief as Courtney wistfully said, “I’d really like that, yes.  She’d look awful cute.  But Twerp’s gotta go back to school after summer’s over.  And I’m not gonna send her back to school with a pageboy.  Her punishment ends when summer vacation does.  I’m not gonna have her teased until it grows back.”  
Sasha gave Courtney a heartfelt grateful look.  She hadn’t even considered that!  But Courtney had, and was concerned and worried about her being mocked and teased!  A spot of gentle warmth filled her at that.  
She didn’t even fret or sulk when Courtney announced, “I’ll just have it ponied.  And just plain shampoo and conditioner for now.”  Somehow, when compared to a pageboy, a ponytail didn’t seem at all that horrendous.  
“Very well,” Samantha nodded as she jotted that down.  “You can always change your mind, later, if you want.”  
Sasha felt a little chill at that, realizing that, if for some reason Courtney did change her mind, she’d wind up in a dreaded pageboy.  Considering the reason her cousin had decided against it, Sasha didn’t think any change of decision would be frivolous.  But that didn’t rule out that being used as a punishment if Sasha really badly messed up, either.  
Courtney had never intended to have Twerp’s hair cut.  And for the reason she gave, too.  Her hair was down to just the middle of her back, and she knew how long it took for hair to grow.  It didn’t feel ...right ...to decide to do something that she couldn’t change right back.  Nor did it feel right to do something to Twerp that, later on, once she was back home and was just plain old Sasha again, she’d still have to deal with.  Which was a shame, because she really did want to see Sasha in a pageboy!  
But, she was accountable for her slave and, while she might choose to do whatever she wanted, she was supposed to make wise, responsible choices, too.  So, in this instance, she wistfully and regrettably chose not to have her slave’s hair cut so short.  
“Well, I think that just about covers everything for now,” Samantha announced.  About time!  Sasha thought, then her little jaw would have dropped if it hadn’t been strapped up snug as she continued, “Now it’s time for her training to begin.”  
Training?  Training?  What did they mean by that?  Sasha wondered.  She didn’t have to wonder for long.
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Sasha was still stunned at hearing her Aunt announce that ‘training’ would now begin.  She hadn’t any real idea what they could mean by that, and wasn’t sure she wanted to find out either.  But ‘want’ never entered the equation, no more then it had since she’d been caught down here early this morning.  When Courtney took the leash again, giving it a gentle tug Sasha just docilely followed along.  She didn’t quite know what to do with her hands, it felt weird being leash-led and walking with them uncuffed.  So she just held them at her sides and followed along behind Courtney as she walked back outside into the main room.  
They stopped in an area that was thickly carpeted, which felt nice under her bare feet.  There were several padded chairs there, with some small end tables by each one.  Courtney turned, removed the leash and coiled it up, then sat down in one of the chairs, facing her slave.  “You’ve already been given some instructions and rules Twerp,” she began, “but your real training begins now.  Pay close attention because, if you goof up, you’ll be punished.  Understand?”  
Sasha dumbly nodded, nervously shifting her feet.  Then jerked as Courtney snapped, “Hold still!  You haven’t been told you could move!”  Huge, rounded eyes gazed at Courtney, stunned and startled.  But she also stopped moving, too.  
Courtney waited a few seconds, just sharply glaring at Twerp before she leaned back again and relaxed.  “I’m going to explain a few things to you, then Mom is going to take over with the rest of today’s training.  So listen up.  You’re a slave Twerp,” she stated.  “My slave.  My property and possession.  You exist for one reason, and that is to obey and please me.  Your sole purpose is to serve and be pleasing, even if I’m just enjoying my slave as a playtoy.  Understand?”  
Sasha swallowed, hard, then nodded.  Oh, she understood, yes.  That didn’t necessarily mean she accepted or liked it, though.  
“When told to do something, you’re to do it right away.  No balking, no hesitation.  The only excuse I’ll ever accept is if a slave doesn’t understand what she’s supposed to do.  And since I’m gonna make sure you do clearly understand everything I tell you to do, I’m not likely to accept even that as an excuse.”  Courtney’s voice never rose above her normal, soft, fluting tone.  But Sasha started trembling anyway.  “You’re never to speak again.  Maybe, one day, if you prove to me your worthiness, I’ll change that.  But, until and unless I do, you’ll never say another word.  Ever.”  Her voice grew quite sharp and stern at that and Sasha quailed, remembering that, not too long ago, she’d angrily snapped at Courtney.  
“Your body is mine.  To do with as I please, when I please,” Courtney continued, “and not yours.  It’s my right to make my slave feel good with pleasure or to ache with the pain of punishment.”  Courtney breathed a mental sigh of relief at getting that part out without stumbling or messing up.  These were pretty important points to make, and Mom had suggested good ways of phrasing them.  Which didn’t make it any easier for Courtney to get it out without a hitch!  “That means a slave doesn’t touch herself to make her feel good.  Or press, lean, rub or anything else to do that either.”  
At first Sasha’s face flushed, remembering being caught in the cage doing just that, then paled as the full import of the words hit her.  And it only got worse.  
“There are only two times when a slave may do that.  One is when I’ve told her to touch and play with herself, because I want to watch her do that.  And the other is when I have you tied up or something, and I tell you it’s OK to rub up against stuff.  But, those are the only times my slave may do that.  And, if she disobeys me in this, I will make sure she regrets being able to feel those nice feelings.”  
Sasha had no idea how that was possible, but Courtney’s grim, stern tone told her that it was, and she had no desire to find out what that would be like.  Then she furiously blushed, tiny toes dug into the carpet as the rest filtered in, as she pictured Courtney telling her to rub her own pussy as she watched!  She couldn’t do something that embarrassing and humiliating!  She just couldn’t!  
But she felt a ball of ice in her tummy knowing that, if she didn’t do just that when told to do it, she’d be punished.  And she had an awful suspicion that a paddling might very well be the least of her worries.  
She was right, too.  
Courtney looked up at her Mom then, as she’d finished saying all she was supposed to say.  Samantha stepped forward then.  “Twerp,” she called out.  Twerp looked up, quite visibly nervous and no little fearful.  “Today we will be going over proper slave posture and positions.  We will begin now.”  
Twerp just gave a tiny little nod.  Suddenly she seemed to feel everything with crystal clarity.  Her being totally naked in front of these two.  The weight of the locked collar around her slender throat.  The locked cuffs around her small wrists and ankles.  Her utter, absolute helplessness, even when completely free and unbound.  
“We’ll start with kneeling,” Samantha stated.  “Kneel,” she told Twerp who, with a bit of unsure hesitation, eased down onto her knees.  “Legs firmly together.  Insteps on the floor.  Butt firmly on your heels.  Back straight.  Chest pushed up and out.  Wrists crossed behind you at mid back.  Head straight and erect but eyes looking downwards.”  With each correction Twerp made the appropriate adjustment, and all the while those tingles were gradually building again.  She’d daydreamed all during this week what it would be like to be captured.  Kidnapped.  Made into a slave and trained as one.  Well, now that was no longer a daydream.  There was no mistaking, now, they really were serious about training her as a slave.  
Up to this point, everything that had happened could have been just a very unusual, extreme punishment.  But there was no need to include things like how to kneel properly, or ‘slave postures and positions’ if this was meant simply as punishment.  
Courtney paid very close attention, too.  Just like Twerp, all of this was new to her.  And she’d be responsible for making sure that Twerp did everything correctly, something she couldn’t do if she herself didn’t know what was required.  Unlike Twerp, she did have a ‘cheat sheet’ Mom had provided.  But it was one thing to read about what each pose and position was supposed to be, and quite another to actually see them.  
“That’s a good start,” Samantha said.  “Now, stand up and kneel again.  Only this time, make it look smooth and elegant.”  Cheeks heated at the chiding Twerp stood back up, then immediately sank to her small knees again.  “Much better,” Samantha praised, and Twerp felt a sudden heated tingly flush at her approval.  “Hands a little higher.  And push that chest up and out.  Proudly show off your breasts.”  
Twerp really blushed at that, hot and furious.  Instead of doing just that, she self-consciously hunched over.  Courtney immediately scolded.  “Twerp!”  The little slave cringed at the sharp tone, nervously peeping up at Courtney who was scowling.  “You were very pretty and graceful when you were a girl instead of a slave.  And you didn’t have any trouble wanting to show off your boobies then!”  she said, sounding semi-exasperated.  
Twerp blushed even deeper.  It was true, though.  She’d been inordinately proud of developing, of actually having breasts, no matter how small they might be, and had taken to wearing thin, light tops that clung and molded to her.  She’d also been walking with a somewhat exaggerated lift to her chest, so that her breasts did show off better.  It hadn’t been exactly intentional, but it also hadn’t been entirely subconscious either.  
“As a slave, you should be even more graceful,” Courtney continued, still scolding.  “And proud.  A slave should be proud to show herself off, show how pretty and graceful she is.  You have very pretty boobies,” she said, sounding envious, “and you should feel proud showing them off.”  
Now that both stung and complimented.  Stung, in saying she looked clumsy and oafish.  And complimented in that Courtney admitted thinking she looked pretty and graceful.  And that her breasts looked pretty, too.  Without really thinking about it she lifted her chest up, pushing her breasts more up and out.  
Samantha was very glad Twerp wasn’t looking at her right then, for her jaw had dropped.  Where in the world did Courtney come up with that?  she wondered, amazed.  
“Much better!”  Courtney said, sounding quite pleased.  “Now, stand back up and show me how much better you can do that.”  
Twerp rose back up, much more flowing then she had before, then sank down to her knees yet again in a smooth, supple motion.  This time everything clicking in place; hands, legs, back, head, eyes ...and chest.  
“Oooh yes!”  Courtney breathily said, sounding awed and delighted.  “Much better!  Very good Twerp!”  
Twerp was very confused.  This should be terribly embarrassing and, in many ways, still was.  But she felt a gentle wave of warmth flow through her at Courtney’s sincere joy and praise.  
Even Aunt Samantha sounded warmer then usual.  “Very nice, yes.  Tuck your tummy in just a little more though.  It needs to remain nice and flat and taut.  Yes, just like that.  Good slave!”  
Twerp’s tiny toes gently wriggled as another flash of heat coursed through her.  It had been a very long time, it seemed, since anyone had praised her.  And while she might not approve of the current circumstances, she wasn’t immune to the feelings.  
“Now, this position is called ‘Tower’, Twerp,” Samantha explained, shamelessly ‘borrowing’ the term from a popular fictional series.  This position, and some of the others, weren’t strictly the same as they were in those books, but Samantha had started calling them by those terms years ago and had never bothered to change or rename them.  “Unless instructed otherwise, this is when a slave will be in Tower: whenever a slave is not actively doing something, she will be in Tower; whenever a slave is summoned, she will assume Tower upon arriving at her summoner; whenever she is being led, each and every time the one leading her stops, she will assume Tower.  Understood?”  
Twerp cautiously nodded.  Jeez, this sounded redundant and complicated!  
“Now, lean forwards.  Extend your arms in front of you, wrists crossed.  Touch the floor with your forehead.  Keep your back straight and your arms fully stretched out.”  
Moments later Twerp was in that position.  It felt a little strange, and for the life of her she couldn’t figure out the purpose.  She visibly tensed when Samantha announced the name of this particular position.  
“This is called ‘Tower for punishment’,” she explained.  “There are two variations to this, as well.  If a slave is simply told to assume ‘Tower for punishment’ this is the position you will take.  A slave may also then be told to ‘Extend’.  If so, this is what you will do.  Lift your butt up, until your thighs are straight up and down.  Slide your crossed wrists and forehead forwards as needed to keep your back straight.”  
Twerp didn’t like this position much at all.  She felt horribly vulnerable in it, and her excellent imagination had no difficulty picturing what it would be like being paddled like this.  
“Tower,” Samantha finally said, after giving Twerp about a minute to contemplate -- and fully appreciate -- that position.  It wasn’t terribly easy shifting back into that from the extended pose, but it wasn’t awfully difficult, either.  She almost looked up at her Aunt when she was back in position but caught herself at the last instant.  
“Now, place your palms flat on the floor behind you.  Wrists together.  Deeply arch your back, thrusting your belly and chest up.  Your breasts are to be the highest point of the arch, and pushed up the highest.  Roll your head back, fully exposing your throat.”  
Twerp swallowed, face, throat and chest hotly blazing.  Her throat wasn’t going to be the only thing exposed like that!  However, not wanting a graphic, personal demonstration of the immediately former position, and not seeing any other option, she hesitantly moved as told, horrendously blushing as she, very intentionally, pushed her little breasts upwards as instructed to do.  
She couldn’t see herself in this pose, couldn’t tell if her nipples were hard but, from the growing tingles she had the awfullest feeling they were.  Samantha and Courtney, however, had absolutely no difficulty noticing them.  Tiny, hard, rosy peaks, taut and erect, crowning the very tops of small, firm, proud nascent breasts.  Breasts that, unlike those of a more mature, older girl or woman, didn’t change shape at all with them being upthrust but, instead, held the same gentle swell they did when Twerp was upright.  
“Oooh, very lovely!”  Samantha admired in a soft, wondrous voice.  “Isn’t she Mom?”  said Courtney, sounding just as awed and charmed.  Twerp’s tummy abruptly tightened even more, the heated tingles increasing at their sincere, pleased admiring tones.  They weren’t teasing, tAunting or ridiculing, they really thought she looked pretty!  They liked this!  And her!  
“This is called ‘Display’ Twerp,” Samantha finally explained.  Considering what she must look like, that made perfect sense to her!  “When told to display when in Tower, that is how you will do it.  Tower,” she then told Twerp, who struggled back into that from her former pose.  
“There is one final variation of Tower,” Samantha stated, “and that is ‘Tower relaxed’.  It is a more informal pose then the others.  Should a slave be told to relax she may ease her posture.  Her legs are still to remain tightly pressed together and her eyes downcast.  But otherwise she may seek a more comfortable posture, permitting her hands to lower and allow her body to relax.”  Samantha did not, however, instruct the little slave to test try that position, something that Twerp didn’t miss.  
“Now, that is how a slave kneels when she is with anyone else but her Mistress.  Unless, of course, her Mistress instructs otherwise.”  Twerp almost missed what followed, startled by that.  With anyone else?  she uneasily thought.  Surely Aunt Samantha didn’t mean others would share in this, did she?  
“Once again, the commands for those positions are Tower; Tower for punishment; Tower for punishment, extended, or simply ‘Extend’ if already in that position; Tower for display, or simply ‘Display’ if already in that position; Tower relaxed, or simply ‘Relax’ if already in that position.  Understood?”  
Twerp weakly nodded, feeling a bit overwhelmed and nonplused, not even thinking that those last verbal instructions seemed a bit repetitious.  All she was hoping was that she could possibly remember them all, as she hadn’t ever thought there could be so many different ways to kneel.  She was even more stunned moments later.  
“The position a slave will kneel in for her Mistress is known as ‘Nadu’.  It is exactly like Tower, except you open your legs as wide as you can.  Now, do it.”  
Shifting back and forth as she remained kneeling Twerp slowly opened her legs.  Further and further, blushing more and more the wider they spread, until she really couldn’t open them much wider without discomfort.  She was very aware of how open and exposed that must make her appear.  
“Not too bad for a first effort Twerp,” Samantha informed her.  “I’m sure you’ll be able to open even wider after a few weeks of stretches and exercises.”  
Twerp just kept her eyes cast down, as she’d been told to do.  Which gave her the proverbial ‘bird’s eye view’ of her exposed posture.  Which was, she guessed, quite intentional, as her Aunt continued explaining, “You are your Mistress’ slave Twerp.  Your body belongs to her, and her alone.  Thus, only to her will a slave kneel in this fashion, concealing nothing that belongs to her and exposing to her sight and touch everything that is hers.  Only when instructed by your Mistress to kneel in this manner will a slave do so when others are present.  Understood?”  
Again Twerp weakly nodded, stunned by that explanation.  Again and again, against her will and determination, she was feeling more and more like the slave they had made her.  
Samantha walked her through the variations of this pose, too.  Which, save for her slender little legs being spread wide, were identical to the ones for Tower.  What wasn’t identical was how Twerp felt about them.  For the punishment ones made her feel even more dreadfully vulnerable, and the display one, well ...even more appallingly open and bared.  
Currently she was in Nadu displayed, her small budding breasts lifted high, and her pussy very open and exposed.  Again both of them made muttered sounds of admiration and pleasure as she held that position in front of them.  Twerp didn’t see Courtney get up, she couldn’t possibly see that with her head rolled all the way back.  Nor could she hear her walk over, the thick carpeting muffling the sounds of her small boots as she approached.  But she did sense her when she crouched at her side.  
“Jeez Twerp,” Courtney softly whispered, still sounding awed, “You look awful pretty like this.”  
Twerp brightly blushed, both embarrassed and quite flattered.  Then her taut tummy twitched as a tiny warm hand lightly rested atop it.  Courtney didn’t say another word, just lightly started caressing her tummy, sides, hips and inner thighs.  Inner thighs held so very wide open.  The caresses weren’t light enough to tickle, just real gentle.  But for all their gentleness they abruptly fanned the tingles thrumming in her.  Made her tummy feel tight and achy.  
Tiny fingers brushed just under the swell of small budding breasts, not quite touching.  Lazily drifted just to either side of her pussy, again, not quite touching.  Yet still Twerp’s breathing slowly grew ragged, her skin flushed.  Courtney’s huge eyes widened in delight seeing her slave’s nipples grow even harder, more erect.  Saw her pussy glistening with sticky threads of cream.  She still thought that looked icky, but she sure liked knowing what that meant!  And that she was the reason Twerp responded that way!  
Samantha just watched, not interrupting.  The training was, by no means, over.  Yet it wouldn’t hurt -- and would even help a great deal -- to have Twerp earn this sort of encouraging reward.  She had to sternly control herself, because she, too, wanted to just caress the little beauty kneeling on display.  And she was finding it more and more difficult to remain as purely, strictly objective as she intended.  
Although she wasn’t at all sure that’s what she really desired, after all.  
She’d been a practicing Domme for over 13 years, although she’d ‘dabbled’ in it since her late teens.  And had played her share of ‘tie-up’ when she was a child.  Sometimes as the tie-er, but just as often as the tie-ee.  And although those games had been innocent, the daydreams she’d had about them had not.  So Samantha could certainly sympathize with Twerp in that regard.  
She’d never before had any trouble separating in her head the difference between the innocent, innocuous tie-up games of her childhood and the more erotic, sensual and lascivious ‘games’ she played as an adult.  Never before had she pictured a child -- well, other then herself, anyway; quite often she’d enjoy little fantasizes of if-only-I-knew-then-what-I-know-now in the privacy of her own mind and imagination -- involved in the latter.  
Until now.  
Despite armoring herself behind a wall of cool, serene impassivity, those walls were being assaulted.  Battered and crumbling from the sheer, unadulterated erotic vision of Twerp.  Samantha had never seen anyone or anything as purely, utterly sensual and erotic.  Perhaps it was the apparent dichotomy between that of unsullied innocence and sheer raw lust.  Curiosity versus primal desire.  And perhaps it was also the singular uniqueness of the situation: that of an ingenuous, naive child poised on the verge of budding maturity, intellectually, consciously ignorant yet instinctively, innately needing and longing, seeking and desiring, yearning and craving.  And given no choice concerning what, when or how things happened to her.  
Whatever it was, Samantha was not immune to the effects that had on her.  She couldn’t deny it, and wouldn’t if she could.  She found this entire situation, and Twerp herself, exciting.  Thrilling.  Electrifying.  Stimulating.  
Arousing.  
Oh, not in the I-need-to-hump-a-doorknob arousing.  Or even the I-want-to-jump-in-bed-with-her arousing.  Much more a gentle, tender, affectionate intimate arousal.  Much more tenderly sensual then egregiously, flagrantly sexual.  
But, sexual it was, as well.  And Twerp’s sheer guileless yet eager passionate cravings were the flame to Samantha’s moth.  She might flutter in circles around and around for a long time but, in the end, Samantha knew she’d be consumed.  She might have a great deal of will power and control, but she wasn’t stone.  If she permitted things to continue as they currently were, that flame was going to devour her.  
And that wasn’t even considering how this was effecting her daughter.  
So far, Courtney seemed to be looking at this as a very exciting game.  One that had solemn reasons behind it, true enough, and a very serious objective, too.  But still an amusing, secret adventure.  
So far.  
Because Samantha couldn’t forget how Courtney, while reciting the events of that morning, squirmed during lunch.  Or some of her comments and observations, either.  So, while it might be only a game and an opportunity for a well-deserved comeuppance, it might not remain that way for long.  
Twerp, meanwhile, had softly closed her eyes.  Her skin was delicately flushed, her body very gently twitching and wriggling as Courtney lightly caressed her.  It was very difficult to remain in her current pose, both out of sheer utter mortified embarrassment and the fact that it was a strain to arch that way, but also due to the jolting, shivery tingles Courtney’s tiny stroking fingers were shooting through her.  
Courtney wanted to keep playing with her slave, but there was more stuff to cover first.  And she’d have time a bit later to play anyway.  “More, later,” she airily promised, giving a gentle tender pet of a tiny hand right to Twerp’s uplifted, arched up pussy.  
Twerp sharply gasped, a breathy swift inhale as sleek hips bucked up.  Then collapsed down, unable to hold the taut, upwards arch of her body.  She gave a very soft, almost inaudible moan of dismay as she dropped down, a flutter of panic at her failure to remain in position.  She struggled back up moments later back into position, eyes still closed, fearful of seeing expressions she was certain would be cold, stern and unforgiving.  
So she was utterly surprised to hear her Aunt simply murmur, “Well done Twerp,” actually sounding pleased with her!  
“Tower,” Samantha told her, and Twerp wriggled back up into that position.  A silent exhaled sigh of relief, both at being spared scolding and punishment as well as that being easier on her muscles and joints, still flushed both from the caresses and from having been so exposed and displayed, and from the pleased tone of her Aunt.  
“Next we will be covering standing positions,” and Twerp smothered a groan.  More positions!?  she thought in dismay.  
There were, indeed.  Standing, which consisted of standing erect, feet shoulder width apart, wrists once again crossed behind her at the middle of her back, back straight, chest pushed up and out, head straight and eyes looking down.  Then ‘Stand for punishment’, which required her to lean as far forwards as possible, gripping her ankles.  And finally ‘Stand displayed’ which necessitated leaning way back, small palms flat against the back of her thighs and slid down as far as her flexibility permitted her to arch back, and her head tipped back, too, until she looked at the floor, fully exposing her throat.  
And then there were sitting positions which, like the kneeling ones, had variations depending upon whether she sat for others or for her Mistress.  In the former, Twerp would sit with her legs together, knees bent, with legs curled up at her side.  While for the latter she would sit cross-legged, tailor-fashion.  The unmodified ‘Sit’ position was quite similar to kneeling in that her wrists were, once again, to be crossed behind at the middle of her back, her back straight and chest pushed up and out, with her head straight and eyes looking down.  There was, thank goodness, no ‘Sit for punishment’ (what a surprise, she thought, considering her butt was protected by the floor while sitting) but there were ‘Sit for display’ and ‘Sit relaxed’ ones.  
By now Twerp’s head was swimming.  Jeez, but there were a lot of positions to remember!  Was this ever gonna end?!  
Well, all things, do, of course, come to an end.  Fortunately for Twerp, today’s training regarding positions was almost finished.  There were several more, Samantha knew, but she wasn’t too sanguine about including those yet.  If ever.  
As Twerp was already standing Samantha nodded to Courtney, who stood up and approached her slave.  “When told ‘Leash’, or when seeing your Mistress or another about to attach a leash to your collar, you will take the ‘Stand’ position, except you will also tip your chin up, exposing your collar,” Samantha instructed.  Courtney reached out her small hand, the clip of the leash held in tiny fingers, and Twerp did just that, tipping her chin up.  She couldn’t help the little shiver that rippled through her at that as, once again, she was assisting with what was happening.  
“When being led, a slave is to remain alert.  She stops when her Mistress, or whoever is leading her, stops, kneeling as proper to the situation unless instructed otherwise.  If specifically told to ‘Follow’, a slave will assume the ‘Stand’ position rather then the appropriate kneeling one at each pause or halt.  She walks one step to the right and two steps behind, keeping a little slack in the leash.  Her leash should never pull taut,” Samantha firmly explained.  “A slave is being led, not pulled along behind like a wagon.”  
At that Courtney said, “Follow,” then began leading Twerp, making a wide circle around the area, stopping now and then.  This time Twerp, when she followed, kept her hands crossed behind her back, feeling much like she had when being led when the cuffs had been locked back there.  The only real difference between those other times and this one was that she had to keep her little chest lifted up so that small nascent breasts were proudly pushed out.  
That was a decidedly odd, strange feeling, walking that way.  A rather embarrassing one that, nevertheless -- and like quite a lot that had happened so far -- sent little jolting tingles shivering through her.  
Over the next half hour Twerp practiced being led, both kneeling and standing at each pause, plus was put through a rigorous series of exercises, practicing what she’d already been taught and shown.  Praised when she did exceptionally well, chided if she goofed a little, and scolded if she gravely erred.  
She didn’t dare hesitate, balk or refuse.  Nor, she gradually realized as time passed, did she really want to.  Other then being fatiguing and exhausting, this wasn’t terribly bad or awful.  And, if she was frankly honest with herself, it was even a little exciting.  As if some of those vague, shadowy thoughts and images she’d daydreamed about had condensed and crystallized into tangibility.  She hadn’t really any idea what being ‘trained as a slave’ entailed, and now she was discovering those answers.  Perhaps not willingly, and not in a manner she’d have chosen, but she was getting explanations nevertheless.  
She was really being trained.  
Not taught.  Not having questions answered, her curiosity appeased.  But trained!  
By the time the lessons were over Twerp was quite fatigued, muscles achy and feeling weak.  She was mortally grateful that they’d chosen the gag they had, otherwise she’d have been a soaked, slobbered mess and would have been panting through her nose.  Instead she could much more easily swallow and breath through her mouth without difficulty.  Twerp wished they’d give her a break though.  She wanted to rest rather badly.  It was getting harder, more difficult, to shift from position to position with anything resembling ‘grace’.  
However, Twerp didn’t know that the lessons were over.  Neither bothered to inform her of that little fact.  She was just a slave, after all.  So, when Courtney said “Follow” again, she simply -- and understandably -- followed along, assuming it was just more walking practice.  She kept her eyes down as she padded along, like she was supposed to do, wearied and spent.  Courtney led her on a different path then the other times, she was distantly aware of that.  Then finally stopped.  Twerp wasn’t expecting the halt, as they weren’t back at the practice area, and took another step after Courtney had stopped.  She softly blushed, tensing a little, expecting a scold for her messing up.  Then swallowed, visibly jerked and shivered, finally noticing where they’d stopped.  
Not a foot away was the Y-shaped rack.  The black leather of the padding softly gleaming in the lights.  The rack she’d had the daydreams about.  The same one she’d laid atop, eyes closed, slender arms and legs stretched out.  Fantasizing about having her wrists and ankles locked in the cuffs, then her body being tightly stretched out, being unable to move or anything.  
The same one she’d, later that night, daydreamed about lying in bed.  Stretched out atop her sheets, pretending as if she’d been strapped down to it.  Imagining that.  Picturing what it would be like to be strapped down to that, unable to move.  Strapped down to that by someone, who’d slowly tighten the chains to the cuffs until she was taut and strained.  
The same rack that, when she’d daydreamed all that, had ignited her tingles as never before.  
Had gotten her wet for the very first time.  
Samantha had very expertly gauged when Twerp was worn out, giving her daughter a tiny nod as a signal as they’d discussed beforehand.  Courtney had been very eagerly looking forward to this part, more so then she’d been about the more ‘boring’ practice lessons.  She was still enthusiastically looking forward to this but, much to her surprise and astonishment, had found the practice lessons not as dull as she’d imagined they would be.  It had been, she’d discovered, very exciting watching her slave being trained.  As she performed, over and over, the poses and positions.  Very exciting.  Watching her slave’s little, naked, collared and cuffed body slipping in and out of all those very fascinating positions!  
More than anything else that had happened so far this made Courtney feel as if Twerp really was a slave.  Granted, a lot of the other stuff had made it obvious they weren’t treating Twerp as merely an errant, naughty, disobedient girl, true.  But, somehow, this made it seem ever so much more real.  And made Courtney feel very ...nice inside.  Big.  Strong.  Powerful.  Tingly and warm.  
Especially seeing Twerp’s expressions.  She didn’t like or want this.  It was embarrassing and humiliating for her.  Even more so because she was getting excited by it, too.  Courtney could tell that.  And that was so very exciting to Courtney.  Seeing that.  Knowing that.  Knowing that Twerp was unable to do a thing to change, prevent or stop anything that was happening.  
Change, prevent or stop anything Courtney wanted to do ...because Twerp was her slave.  
Ooooooo!  
It was playtime now, and Courtney had been looking forward to this part very eagerly.  Tying Twerp down and making her squirm and squirm!  She and Mom had talked about what she might do this time, and they’d settled on using the rack thing she’d stopped in front of.  Well, Courtney had chosen it; she had the final say in things, which still stunned her at times.  
Both Samantha and Courtney were startled at Twerp’s reaction when they stopped there.  She looked liked someone had jabbed a pin in her butt, a sharp jerk and a soft sharp inhale when she spotted the rack.  And both were quick to observe small hard rosy peaks that tightened and puckered even further.  All through practice they’d been gently puckered, but no sooner did the little slave spot the rack then they hardened to tiny points.  
Samantha lightly patted the top of the rack, right at the point where the two split legs joined the other.  “Up,” was all she said.  Twerp deeply swallowed, another shiver rippled her softly flushed skin.  Slipping up on it she sat on the edge, facing them, little legs dangling, small feet off the floor.  Courtney reached up and unclipped the leash then.  Samantha started to tell her to lay back and settle herself into position then changed her mind.  
Instead she simply nudged and pressed, easing Twerp down, then sideways atop the rack.  The little slave didn’t really resist, although her small body was quite tense.  Now and then she gave barely audible little whimpers as Samantha positioned her atop the padded leather surface, little tremors visibly rippling her skin and muscles.  Her slender arms were brought up overhead and left there, unsecured, while her lithe, coltish legs were left -- for now -- just next to each other.  
Those soft whines and tremors increased as Samantha brought up and over from beneath the rack three sets of wide straps, lightly laying them over Twerp.  She hadn’t even known they were there!  They weren’t like anything she’d yet experienced, and feeling their cool, sturdy weight atop her bare skin made her shiver.  
One set was slackly draped over Twerp low down at her hips, the second at her chest and the third just under her arms, then each was loosely snugged down and buckled.  She just lay there, motionless save for gentle fidgets, huge emerald eyes wide, feeling her heart starting to race and pound as her Aunt secured the straps, hearing the soft chime of the buckles.  Her pulse started thudding harder, her breathing starting to grow more rapid, as Samantha locked the ring of each wrist cuff to the ends of two chains, clearly hearing the light ‘click’ as each shackle was closed.  Her little arms were now fastened shoulder width apart over her head.  The tip of a tiny, moist pink tongue slipped past the rubber snaffle in her small mouth, trying to wet suddenly dry lips.  
When Samantha stepped down towards her legs Twerp gave another mewled whimper, understanding what was to come next.  Gently but firmly Samantha took a small cuffed ankle in her hands.  Moving it far to the side until the slender lithe limb was fully stretched out atop one of the legs of the wide V part of the rack, she then locked the ankle cuff ring to the shackle there.  Shifting to the opposite side Samantha repeated that, until Twerp’s legs were spread quite wide and locked in place.  
Twerp’s breathing was growing more rapid and shallow, feeling more and more of her freedom to move helplessly taken from her.  She wasn’t totally immobile, but she knew -- not guessed, but knew -- that, very soon, that would change.  She hotly blushed, well aware of what she must look like held down this way: pussy wide open, exposed and displayed.  Vulnerable.  Little shivers rippled her flushed skin, then she quivered deeper as Samantha brought up from beneath even more straps.  
These were quite firmly buckled above and below Twerp’s little knees, completely securing slender, slim legs down to the V-part of the rack.  All she could do was wiggle her feet back and forth.  Courtney was avidly watching the entire time, huge gray eyes sparkling with delight and eager anticipation.  
Twerp’s eyes were rounded, glazed saucers, able only to watch as her Aunt continued fastening her to the rack ...just as she’d imagined this happening to her in her daydreams.  Slowly, surely, implacably being secured and rendered helpless.  And now she moved up to Twerp’s head and without warning or fanfare began turning the wheel up there.  
*click* *click* *click* *click* 
One after another, with an eerie, dreadful ponderousness the ratchet of the pulley wheel clicked.  Samantha rotated the wheel, slowly tightening the wrist chains, gradually drawing Twerp’s wrists and arms higher over her head, stretching her out.  With each tick of the ratchet, with each sensation of being drawn more taut and strained Twerp softly whimpered and mewled.  Tiny toes and fingers wriggled, flexed, clenched.  Small hands and feet twisted in the cuffs, her head looked wildly left and right.  Yet small nipples grew impossibly tighter, a deep rose, small hard erect nubs that jutted up from flushed wrinkled aureoles.  
Samantha stopped just shy of discomfort, then finished firmly snugging down the three body straps, watching Twerp’s flushed smooth, soft, silky skin gently compress beneath the binding.  The little slave was completely secured, all motion and movement denied her taut naked body save for impotent, useless motion of head and small hands and feet.  
Courtney padded over then, her huge eyes fervently alight.  She lightly caressed her tiny hands all over Twerp’s taut, quivering tummy, looking very much like a kid let loose in a candy shoppe and not knowing what treat to start with first.  “I’m gonna make you squirm!”  she whispered in exhilaration, making Twerp shiver even more.  Samantha just indulgently smiled, ruffling Courtney’s hair before walking off to gather a few more items.  
Jolting electric tingles raced through Twerp.  Her heart was thudding and racing, her breathing swift and shallow.  Virtually all of her was exposed to Courtney’s sight and touch; nothing hidden, nothing protected.  She couldn’t move.  Couldn’t resist.  Couldn’t cover herself.  Helplessly strapped down, drawn taut.  
Courtney drank in everything with awed enchantment.  From the moment Twerp had first spotted this thing (‘rack’, Mom had called it) she’d started getting aroused.  Courtney could tell that, now, from what she’d learned today.  She saw all the signs: the tight nipples, the wet pussy, the flushed skin and funny breathing, the gentle wriggling squirms.  Oh yes!  she thought with delight, her slave was very aroused!  And Courtney hadn’t even started playing with her slave yet!  
This was so incredibly fascinating and awesome!  She just loved seeing Twerp all helpless.  All naked and embarrassed.  All squirmy and panting.  And all because of what Courtney had decided to do!  And she couldn’t do a thing to stop or prevent how Courtney made her feel inside.  Way cool!  This was just as much fun, just as exciting as paddling and cropping her had been!  
She didn’t want to rush things with Twerp yet.  For two reasons.  One was something Mom had suggested and Courtney thought sounded OK.  The other was curiosity; she wanted to see what might happen if she just sorta teased Twerp for a while.  How she’d react if touched everywhere but those two areas Courtney had discovered would force her to squirm.  
Shifting down a little she started lightly brushing tiny fingertips up and down silken inner thighs.  Slender, spread-wide limbs that quivered and tensed at the feathery-light caresses.  That made Twerp inhale in that shivery weird way.  Courtney liked how the tensed, corded muscle lightly quivering under her tiny palms felt.  Liked seeing how her slave’s pussy was gradually growing more puffy and swollen, more rosy in hue.  And definitely wetter.  
An abrupt, wickedly fiendish look spread across her face.  Much like Courtney, Twerp was also very ticklish.  Extremely, profoundly so.  When they were littler they used to play tickle games with each other.  But, last year, her cousin had stopped playing them, saying she was too ticklish and didn’t enjoy being tickled any more.  Courtney had been a little disappointed, but she respected that and so had stopped sneaking tickles in on Sasha.  It wasn’t a fun game, after all, if someone playing didn’t like the game!  It would have been mean, cruel and wrong of Courtney to have ignored her cousin’s wishes on that.  But this was Courtney’s slave now, and it didn’t matter if her slave liked being tickled or not.  All that mattered was if Courtney did!  
Twerp didn’t know what was behind that diabolical, gleeful expression of Courtney’s, but it didn’t seem to bode well, whatever it was.  She was spared, however, for the moment, by the return of her Aunt, who set some things down nearby, out of Twerp’s sight.  Courtney gave a final little pet to Twerp’s tummy before padding up by her slave’s head, then took the key ring from her belt.  “Hold still,” she ordered Twerp, then started unlocking the little padlocks securing the gag buckles.  
Twerp held very still, once again more then willing to do virtually anything to have a gag taken off her.  Although she had a very sneaking suspicion that this was only going to be a temporary respite.  
Sasha just watched as Courtney removed the three small locks, setting them on the side before unfastening the three sets of buckles, reaching her small hands behind Twerp’s neck to reach two of them.  Once the straps were disconnected it was very easy to lift off the head harness, and the rubber snaffle bit simply lifted out of Twerp’s mouth, the little slave assisting in that by opening her small mouth wide.  
Courtney set that to the side alongside the locks before turning back to her slave.  “Thirsty?”  she asked.  
Twerp timidly nodded.  She was, although not as terribly parched as she had been several times today.  She had the awfullest suspicion, too, as to how Courtney would give her something to drink as, flat on her back this way, Twerp couldn’t see how she could drink even using a straw or sippy cup.  
She was right, too, as Aunt Samantha handed Courtney a filled baby bottle.  Obviously that had been one of the things her Aunt had gone and fetched.  Courtney simply held it matter of factly to her lips, her expression no different then if she’d been watering potted plants.  Aunt Samantha looked expressionless, too, as if this was perfectly normal, so ordinary and commonplace as not worthy of noticing.  
Twerp parted her lips for the nipple and, remembering the earlier fiasco with the chocolate milk, took a cautious, testing suckle.  Cool cherry flavored sports drink flowed into her mouth, the citrusy tart-sweet liquid tasting refreshing.  Once she’d started drinking Courtney’s eyes and expression did change, just like they had before.  Gazing down at her as she held the bottle with huge, gleaming eyes, Courtney looked positively enthralled, fascinated, delighted and enchanted.  
After drinking about half the bottle Twerp took a final swallow before releasing the nipple from her small pursed lips.  “All done?”  Courtney asked and, when her slave nodded, handed the bottle back to her Mom.  “Now, open your mouth real wide,” Courtney instructed.  
Twerp deeply shivered again, sensing what to expect.  Samantha handed her a foam sponge ball, one that looked horribly familiar.  “Yuck!”  Courtney exclaimed as the still-soggy, now feeling cold and clammy, ball was placed in her tiny hand.  Holding it between a tiny finger and thumb she turned back to face her slave.  Then literally froze as she mentally compared the size of the expanded ball with that of her slave’s wide open small mouth.  It just didn’t seem possible that it would fit inside, and she looked over and up at her Mom, her expression clearly asking ‘Can this really fit inside?’ 
Samantha just nodded so, with a little shrug Courtney looked back down at her slave.  “Hold still,” she repeated, this time as she carefully placed the ball right over her slave’s open mouth.  
Twerp was quivering harder now, plainly remembering how that ball had felt inside her mouth, gagging her.  And remembering the sensation as she’d been the one doing that.  This time, however, her little cousin was the one about to press that all the way inside, and she couldn’t stop the racing, jolting shivery tingles that created.  
With a soft, frowny look of utter cautious concentration Courtney gingerly pressed the ball down.  It still seemed much bigger then where she was trying to put it.  Tiny fingers carefully pressed and nudged, pushed and prodded, until the sponge ball started compressing as it was wedged in past Twerp’s open lips and teeth.  Each time her slave made a sound she paused, concerned she was hurting her or doing something wrong.  And, after each pause, gradually started pressing it back inside more.  As more and more of that started slipping inside Courtney’s eyes got bigger and rounder.  “Oooooo!”  she breathily murmured, wriggling as she watched the sponge so completely filling the inside of Twerp’s wide-gaped small mouth.  
Finally the last was pressed inside.  “Wow!”  she airily whispered, absolutely amazed.  And excited, too.  Very excited.  It was so cool seeing Twerp’s mouth absolutely stuffed with that ball!  So stuffed she couldn’t even close her mouth again!  Awesome!  
Samantha ripped off a piece of tape, her eyes expertly gauging how long it needed to be.  Handing it to her daughter, Courtney carefully (as Mom had explained to do) placed it right over the squished up ball just visible behind Twerp’s teeth, firmly smoothing it across, from ear to ear.  The second and third pieces made a big X right over her opened mouth, then Courtney smoothed them all down a second time with her little palm.  
Twerp was already whuffling through her tiny nostrils, unable to breathe through her mouth now.  Courtney hadn’t seen her gagged this way before, as Mom had taken it off before she’d brought Courtney down that first time.  But she’d told her all about it, and she’d been eager to see -- and hear -- what that had been like.  
Tiny fingers lovingly brushed along the tape.  Courtney softly whispered, “I love how this looks.  I loved gagging you with that.”  Twerp’s tummy plummeted, unwillingly accepting and understanding she’d better get used to this, as it seemed Courtney was planning on doing it a lot.  She hoped she’d wash and dry the ball off first before reusing it, because it tasted really nasty and icky being put back in without being rinsed off first.  But she couldn’t figure out how in the world to ask Courtney to do that, so could only hope either her or her Aunt would figure that out on their own and take pity on her.  
Courtney, however, wasn’t done yet, it seemed, for she turned back around, taking what her Mom handed her.  Twerp didn’t have to wait long to have her nervous curiosity satisfied, though.  Courtney got to see her huge, wide eyes round even more for an instant, right before slipping the black satin blindfold over her slave’s eyes.  
It was thick yet very soft.  Completely covered her eyes, and had a little cutout for her nose.  And, to make sure it would totally block all vision and light, the nose cutout had soft satin ruffled folds that molded against her nose.  Two wide elastic bands were slipped behind her head, one above and the other below her small whorled ears.  They snugly, uniformly held and pressed the blindfold over her eyes, and not a glimmer or sparkle of light could be seen.  
A jolt of panic surged through Twerp at that.  Being blindfolded ‘upped the ante’ on the helpless sensation she felt.  Made her feel, somehow, more isolated.  Alone.  Her taut, stretched naked body jerked, she softly whimpered, that sound severely muffled by the ball stuffing her mouth.  She whimpered again, a pathetic pleading sound, not liking this at all, just shy of actually panicking.  Her heart was almost painfully thumping in her chest.  
Courtney glanced at her Mom, noticing both her distressed sounds and jerks.  Samantha thoughtfully pursed her lips, intently scrutinizing Twerp.  That she was scared she didn’t misdoubt at all.  However, fear was not necessarily a bad thing for everyone.  Some actually thrived on it, consciously or not.  Certainly those into breath play and asphyxia did so!  The question was ...did Twerp?  
Samantha was ready to instantly remove the blindfold if there was even a hint that Twerp might slip from fear into panicked hysteria.  But while Twerp never truly relaxed, she did settle down just the slightest, even though she kept softly whimpering and trembling.  
“I thought we might continue the anatomy lessons from this morning,” Samantha softly stated, once she was sure that Twerp wasn’t going to panic.  She did tense at that, however, making a soft, low muffled embarrassed moan and flushing deeper.  
“Kewl!”  Courtney chirped.  “I’d like that!”  
Ohmahgawd!  Twerp mentally whimpered, jerking and tensing, vividly and distinctly remembering what that earlier lesson had been like ...and how and why it had taken the ‘detour’ it had.  And she was even more helpless, even more utterly exposed and open then she’d been then!  
The two of them meandered downwards, Samantha standing at Twerp’s hips and Courtney -- her Mom motioning where she wanted her daughter to stand -- stepping right up between her little slave’s wide-spread slender legs atop the V of the rack.  Right before her very eyes, level with her small chest, was Twerp’s smooth, bare exposed pussy.  Courtney’s huge gray eyes sparkled with delight and anticipation.  Mom had the bestest lessons!  
“You remember what I explained this morning, yes?”  Samantha inquired.  
“Yes Mom,” Courtney replied, nodding.  Then simply started repeating what she’d been taught.  “This whole thing is called the vulva.  Or pussy,” she recited with a big grin, one with a trace of sanctioned naughtiness to it.  As she recited her earlier lesson Courtney lightly traced the appropriate area with the tip of a tiny finger.  As soon as Twerp felt that feather light brush she abruptly stiffened, her entire little body tensing, then made a low, soft little cry as she started quivering and trembling.  “This is the mons pubis, or mons.  And these are the la .  .  .la ...labia,” she finally got out, a huge grin as she remembered at last, “or pussy lips.”  
“Very good baby!”  Samantha proudly said, at which Courtney wriggled with pleasure at the praise.  Meanwhile, Twerp was wriggling for far different reasons.  “Any questions so far?”  
“Uh-huh!”  Courtney instantly chirped.  “Where does a penis go?”  asking the one thing that her curiosity had been bugging her the most.  
Samantha smothered a laugh at her daughter’s wide-eyed, eager expression, while both of them ignored Twerp’s sudden mortified muffled groan of dismay.  
“Good question sweetheart,” she said.  “See the slit where her pussy lips press come together?”  
“Uh-huh.  They aren’t really together any more though,” Courtney noticed.  “They’re sorta swollen and pulled apart.”  
Courtney was correct in her observation.  Between how widely-splayed Twerp’s legs were and how swollen and puffy her pussy had become, the twin, soft smooth folds there had opened up.  Flowering like a blossom they had somewhat pulled apart, revealing the glistening pink interior.  
“Gently nudge them more open,” Samantha instructed, again both of them ignoring any sight or sound of Twerp’s protests.  With the greatest of care Courtney lightly pressed against one, softly cooing as that cleft opened wider.  “Oooooooh!  Look!”  she exclaimed.  
Twerp’s cleft had parted open at that light pressure, sticky threads of cream, like webbing, connecting the sides.  And as they’d opened further they revealed, down below, the rounded darkness of her opening, clearly visible.  
“See that opening?”  Samantha asked.  Courtney nodded.  “That’s called the vagina.  And that’s where a penis goes.”  She didn’t mention, this time, that more then a penis could go there.  
“Kewl!”  Courtney excitedly burbled.  “Can I touch it?”  
Twerp tensed again at that, softly moaning in futile dismay.  
“Sure,” Samantha said with a smile, all the while keeping a close eye on the little slave firmly strapped motionless.  
Twerp gave a series of light shudders and trembles as she felt the tip of a tiny finger trace around an opening that had never been touched before.  That she’d never touched before!  
“It looks awful small for a penis Mom,” Courtney observed, literally staring right at it as she circled the warm, slick flesh, mentally comparing it’s diameter to that of the penis of the gag.  
Again Samantha had to smother a laugh at her daughter’s dry, objective tone.  “Yes, it does look small,” she agreed.  But it’s basically a ring of muscle.  So it can expand.  Quite a bit, in fact.”  
Courtney nodded, wishing she could see what it looked like when a penis went in.  Even if she personally thought that sounded disgusting.  I mean, really!  she thought.  Who would want part of a boy’s body pushed into them?  That just sounded so gross!  
She kept lightly brushing her fingertip around and around, feeling how wet and warm and slippery that felt.  Watching as yet more of that cream stuff seemed to appear and ooze out, watching as Twerp -- no matter how hard she struggled to ignore or resist what was happening ...and miserably failing -- started gently squirming again.  
Then her clever mind thought of something.  Looking up at her Mom she asked, “That penis gag Mom ...that’s how big a real penis is?”  
Samantha nodded.  “Yes sweetheart.  A real one is that big around, yes.  But a real one is also a lot longer, too.  Average ones are about six inches long when erect and almost five around.”  
“Wow!”  Courtney breathlessly exhaled, darting her eyes back to Twerp’s exposed pussy.  “That’s huge!”  
Samantha shrugged.  “I guess so,” she diffidently said, not really at all concerned about what the average male looked like.  
“If that penis gag is like a real penis though,” Courtney continued, going back to lightly stroking, “could I put that in Twerp, so I can see what that looks like?”  
Both Twerp and Samantha jerked at that, although Twerp’s jerking was accompanied by an indignant muffled squeal of protest and denial.  
Samantha cut her eyes to Twerp.  Her flushed skin had paled a bit at that question, but then another crimson tide had flooded her body.  She was visibly trembling, small hands and feet tugging at the cuffs, little naked body twitching against the confining straps.  Samantha didn’t know just how much Twerp really knew, or had learned -- or guessed -- during her illicit explorations down here.  It seemed as if she had some clue, though.  
This, however ...was the pivotal crux she’d been fearing.  The critical juncture.  On one side, the side she’d been keeping things at so far, lay, figuratively speaking, a more detailed, intimate version of playing ‘Doctor’.  While on the other ...
There would be no way of rationalizing away, no way of ‘spin doctoring’, the other.  If Samantha permitted things to cross over into areas like penetration with toys, this would become sexual.  Not remain as it had simply been so far.  Not simply sensual.  Not just intimate.  Not merely erotic.  
Sexual.  
It needn’t always be sexual, of course.  But, much like opening Pandora’s Box, once this lid was open, you couldn’t just pack away the experience and pretend it had never happened.  Things had progressed far faster then Samantha had been prepared for.  She still hadn’t decided, one way or another, what to do.  Duty and responsibility warred with morality and ethics, which battled with Samantha’s own desire to teach and train which, in turn, skirmished with both Twerp’s and Courtney’s innocent yet driving burning curiosity.  
Curiosity which, at some point in their lives, would have to be faced.  Questions that would have to be answered.  It wasn’t a matter of if, but of when.  
As Courtney’s parent Samantha had the right, the duty and obligation, to teach her daughter.  Society might frown, or even gasp in dismay and outrage, in how she chose to do that, true.  But as long as Courtney wasn’t harmed, wasn’t forced, coerced or manipulated, society could take a long, slow drop into Hell for all she cared.  She wasn’t about to arm her daughter to face the world with a rubber band gun.  Samantha knew, oh yes, how she knew, just how dangerous, wicked and evil the world could be to an innocent.  
Especially an innocent with the frightening intellect and insatiable drive to learn her daughter possessed.  
But, Samantha wasn’t Twerp’s parent.  It wasn’t her responsibility or obligation to teach and educate Twerp.  She didn’t have the right to decide to do that, the right to decide when or how to do that.  And, much more to the point…  Twerp, unlike Courtney, hadn’t consented to any of this ‘education’.  
Samantha knew very well that, given ten entire weeks with Twerp, there was no worry or concern about her protesting to anyone about what had happened to her over the summer.  One of the things that a Dominant was skilled in was manipulation.  The difference between a true Dominant versus a predator or abuser was that a Dominant didn’t use manipulation for purely selfish, amoral means.  It was used to further a submissive’s or slave’s growth.  Helped them mature and grow.  A means to an end, yes, but that end was for the benefit of the slave, helping to nurture, teach, train and guide them, to become all that they could be.  
Samantha mentally groaned at that last, the U.S.  Army’s jingle of ‘Be all that you can be’ ironically popping into her head.  But it was true, nonetheless.  
However, like any tool, what could be used for good could also be used for selfish motives.  It wouldn’t be terribly difficult at all to mold and control, finesse and charm Twerp, so that the problem of consent -- or lack thereof -- never became an issue at all.  
That knowledge was seductively appealing and intoxicating.  It was also terrifying as Hell itself.  
Courtney was still inquisitively looking up at her, waiting for her answer.  “Ummmm ...yes baby,” she finally replied, her words coming out quite slow.  “You could, yes.”  Twerp sharply jerked at that, a deep, low muffled moan accompanying her abruptly tensing.  Before Courtney could respond in any way other then her eyes lighting up Samantha made a curt cutting motion with one hand, silently mouthing ‘Later’.  
While she didn’t understand what was up Courtney simply nodded, accepting her Mom’s decision.  Alas for Samantha, just because her daughter had accepted the delay didn’t stop her fertile mind from continuing thinking on things.  “Is stuff like that gonna be like the paddles and stuff?”  she very softly whispered to her Mom, wondering if that was the matter while still lightly stroking all around that intriguing slick opening.  That she couldn’t use stuff like that on her slave until she knew what it felt like having them used on her first.  
Samantha jerked, unable to control either that or her eyes widening.  That was something she really hadn’t considered.  But she should have, because Courtney had asked a very excellent, very pertinent question.  If Courtney didn’t know what things felt like, be they floggers or plugs or whatever else, she couldn’t be expected to accurately gauge how what would feel to her slave.  She’d just hadn’t considered items like vibrators, dildos and butt plugs, only ones like floggers, lashes, straps and whips.  
“For now, let’s just continue with the anatomy lesson, OK?”  she said, while her mind chaotically whirled.  
Courtney just nodded again.  “Sure Mom.  What’s next?”  
“Trace up the inside.  See that tiny little opening up by your fingertip?”  Courtney nodded.  “Uh-huh.”  
“That’s called the urethra.  That’s where you pee from.”  
“Oh kewl!”  Courtney grinned.  “Right here?”  she asked, very lightly circling that minute hole with the very tip of her tiny finger.  
Twerp blushed even brighter, both at hearing the explanation and at feeling Courtney gently rubbing her, right there!  The muscles of her slender little thighs bunched and jumped, straining against the securing leather straps as she reflexively sought to close her legs, to pull away ...and couldn’t.  
“What’s this?”  Courtney asked, spotting a small, swollen nub right at the very top where the lips met.  Before Samantha could answer Courtney had, immensely curious, lightly brushed her tiny fingertip over it.  
Faster then if she’d stuck her finger in boiling lead Courtney yanked her small hand back as Twerp instantly, immediately reacted to that delicate touch.  She piercingly cried out, a swift sharp inhale through wide-flared little nostrils.  Every muscle in her little strapped body tensed, standing out in stark relief.  Sleek little hips tried to buck up, checked by the sturdy strap there.  
Beneath the blindfold Twerp’s eyes had expanded into enormous rounded saucers at that single touch.  The profound jolt she’d felt at that, the intense tingle that surged from that tiny nub and then spread all throughout her made every other tingle she’d felt before pale in comparison.  
Courtney stared at her Mom, shocked and startled at Twerp’s reaction, blindly taken by surprise, having no way of predicting or anticipating that.  It had been so extreme she was terribly worried, concerned she’d somehow managed to badly hurt Twerp with that touch.  
“It’s all right baby,” Samantha softly reassured, seeing the intense anxiety in Courtney’s eyes.  Courtney immediately relaxed, then returned to staring, this time with wide-eyed wonder, at Twerp’s pussy, and at that tiny little nubbin that had somehow made Twerp go spastic when touched.  “That’s called the clitoris.  Or clit,” Samantha explained.  “As you might have noticed,” Samantha drolly continued, her lips twitching, “it’s very sensitive to being touched.  Especially when she’s aroused, and it’s swollen like that.”  
“It’s swollen?”  Courtney asked, while Twerp silently asked the same thing.  
Samantha nodded.  “It’s not always that big, no.  Which you’ll be able to see when Twerp isn’t aroused.  Assuming that ever happens,” she added in a somewhat dry, teasing tone.  
Courtney burst into giggles while Twerp hotly, furiously blushed all the way down to her tiny, tightly clenched toes.  She was horribly embarrassed at that, but it wasn’t like she had any choice or control over it!  
“It’s OK Twerp,” Courtney soothingly cooed.  “I like you like this.  All squirmy and wet,” she said, tenderly petting her tiny hand right atop her little slave’s pussy.  
Gentle, warm tingles raced through Twerp at each little pat.  But they did that, too, at Courtney’s words and tone.  Once again Courtney wasn’t teasing, mocking, belittling or tAunting her.  Not for being wet and excited.  Not for her inability to prevent, avoid or control responding that way.  She didn’t think it was yucky, or gross, or silly or sick.  Instead, she was pleased and delighted with that!  
Good thing too, because she had as much chance of keeping herself from getting excited as she did levitating.  It was impossible!  She couldn’t stop that from happening nor, once it had started, keeping it from getting any worse!  
And it wasn’t just from being touched.  It was so many things.  Too many things.  Being naked.  Being collared and cuffed.  Having no choice.  Being looked at.  Talked about.  The training, the lessons.  Her own thoughts and dreams did it to her!  
“Does my slave want her Mistress to touch her there again?”  Courtney softly crooned, jerking her back from her thoughts to the present.  
She most certainly did not want to be touched there, or anywhere else, again!  She didn’t want to be used like some dumb old mannequin for anatomy lessons.  She most certainly didn’t want to be treated and played with like a toy.  
She wanted her freedom again.  She wanted her clothes back.  She wanted to be her own boss once again.  She didn’t want any of what had happened to her, especially being helplessly touched all over like this!  
Did she?  
Even as she pondered all that, struggled with everything, she was very aware of the intense effort she was exerting to keep her hips motionless, when all they wanted to do was lift up and seek more.  Her body certainly wasn’t shy, hesitant or reluctant about what it wanted!  
And the memory of that last little rub, of the shockingly intense, glorious tingle that accompanied it, still thrummed inside her.  
I’m not supposed to be touched like this!  It’s wrong!  [But it feels so wonderful!  Like nothing I’ve ever felt before.  Not even banister pressing!]  I’m not some stupid toy to be played with!  [But it feels so incredibly nice what they do.  And they don’t think you’re stupid, just their slave] But I’m not a slave!  I’m a person!  I’m old enough to do whatever I want!  [They made you their slave.  It’s not your choice] I didn’t agree to anything!  They didn’t ask me if I wanted any of this!  [You don’t ask a slave if they want to become a slave.  You just make them one] They can’t do this!  [They already have]  I don’t want to be a slave!  [Then why is your tummy so tight and achy inside?  So warm and tingly that you can’t stay still?]  Being a slave is embarrassing and humiliating!  [They aren’t acting as if it should be, are they?  Are they laughing or poking fun at you?]  They’re just doing this to be mean to me.  They don’t like me any more and are punishing me for nothing!  [If you hadn’t been down here when you knew you shouldn’t have been, if you hadn’t been breaking every rule you could get away with, you wouldn’t be in this situation.  You did it to yourself.  And have they really been treating you mean?  Or just very firm and stern?] 
Inside Sasha’s head an intense spirited debate continued.  
I don’t want to be a slave!  [Too bad, you are]  I don’t want to do any of this!  [For a whole week now this is all you’ve daydreamed about]  I don’t want to be touched!  [You can’t even hold still you want another touch like that so badly]  They didn’t ask me first!  [Would you have dared say yes?  Could you have been that brave?]  They don’t care about me!  I don’t mean anything to them!  [They care enough about you to take this drastic a step to correct your horrid, rotten behavior.  They care enough about you to do it in a way that also make your dreams become real] I don’t want this to be real!  [Too bad.  It is] I don’t want this to be real!  [Then hold still.  Stop squirming.  Stop feeling the tingles] They just want to do this to me out of revenge.  That’s why she’s asking me that.  So she can laugh at me doing something as embarrassing as saying I want to be touched again.  [Well, do you?  Want to be touched again?]  NO!!  [No?  Are you sure?]  Yes!!  [Are you sure?]  Yes!  [Are you sure?]  Ye ...[Hmmmm?] 
Courtney watched, entranced, as Twerp’s tautly stretched body started shivering and trembling even more intensely, sleek little muscles twitching and jerking.  
It’s embarrassing.  [Yes, it is.  It’s new and very different.  You’ll get used to it] I don’t have any say in what happens.  [No, you don’t.  Slaves never do] I don’t like some things.  [Have they really made you do anything that you dislike so badly you want to throw up?]  N-o-o-o-oooo ...Courtney even stopped that first time with the riding crop when she thought I was freaking out.  [Yes, she did.  She sure wanted to use it on you, too, didn’t she?]  Uh-huh!  And she did, too!  [Yep.  After making sure you were OK, and after telling you it wasn’t all that bad] I don’t want to say I want to be touched.  It’s embarrassing!  [Yes.  But it’s also exciting, too] They’ll laugh!  They’ll say I’m naughty or dirty or something!  [Oh?  Come on now.  Every time they’ve played with you they act like you’re some sort of fragile, precious object] They ...they do.  Don’t they?  [Yes, they sure do.  And it feels good being looked at like that, doesn’t it?]  We-e-e-e-l-l-l-l ...uh-huh.  [They’ll look at you just like that again if you let them know you want another touch]  You think so?  Really?  [Uh-huh.  And you do want another touch there, don’t you?]  ...[Well, don’t you?]  ...[Well?] 
Yes.  
Twerp’s skin abruptly turned a brilliant crimson, flowing down from her cheeks and flooding downwards.  Tiny nostrils started flaring, her breathing whuffling in short, sharp pants.  She made a very odd, low groan, then suddenly nodded, her head bobbing up and down in short, rapid jerks.  
“Oooooh!”  Courtney’s eyes sparkled in pleased delight, her voice so soft and breathy.  Again she extended her tiny forefinger, ready to rub there again when she froze, fingertip a hairsbreadth away, halting when her Mom suddenly shook her head.  Samantha leaned down, lips at her daughter’s tiny ear and quietly whispered.  Courtney wrinkled her tiny pert nose as Samantha whispered, then her face lit up, a big grin on her face.  
Reaching further down Courtney very daintily glided her tiny fingertip upwards along her slave’s parted cleft, making sure the tip was quite coated with Twerp’s cream.  Twerp lightly shivered at that delicate brush, her soft, breathy inhale at that muffled almost into silence.  Then, just as Mom had advised, she ever so lightly placed her now-slippery fingertip right atop the partially exposed surface of that slick swollen nubbin, gently rubbing once she lightly touched it.  
The sturdy leather holding Twerp down hummed as her entire little body stiffened and tensed.  Goosebumps rippled up and down slender limbs.  Tiny nostrils flared, she inhaled in a shuddery hiss.  All the tingles she’d ever felt prior to this, and the touch right before it, couldn’t have prepared her for this intensity.  It was like her entire essence, her entire being and focus, abruptly condensed to that one tiny area.  Shimmering wave after wave of coruscating, scintillating, shivery tingles radiated from that tiny core, racing and spreading all throughout her, even out to the very tips of her fingers and toes.  To the roots of her hair, even!  It was like dropping a pebble in a bowl of water, except this was so powerful it was more akin to dropping a boulder in a wading pool.  
Courtney just kept very lightly rubbing, the texture of that tiny bud like nothing she’d felt before.  Firm.  Rubbery-firm.  And very slick and slippery.  She felt her fingertip slipping over the surface, feeling like she was rubbing an oiled, warm rubber marble.  And what this was doing to Twerp!  Oh my!!  
Samantha was certainly very aware of what the little slave was feeling.  She clearly remembered the very first time she’d rubbed herself there.  She hadn’t know what she’d been doing, it had been more of an accidental discovery during a moment of indolent, relaxed, idle repose.  She hadn’t even consciously intended to touch herself there.  But there had come a time when her fingers, as if on their own volition, had seemed to drift ‘down there’ and just lightly caress.  Samantha had had no idea what she’d been doing, had only been distantly aware that it had felt good.  But, when her fingers had found, then rubbed, that spot ...
She’d called it her ‘tingle bump’ after that discovery.  Because it was, and it did.  And had whiled away many an idle afternoon in her room just lightly rubbing there.  Not intentionally seeking anything, just languidly basking in the pleasant, nice feelings as she lay bonelessly sprawled on her bed.  
But what Twerp was feeling now, and for her very first time, was magnitudes more intense.  Instead of learning to float, then dog paddle and finally to swim she’d been tossed right into the deep end in the middle of an Olympic competition.  Her body already primed and supercharged, highly aroused and quite sensitive, and those gentle touches were going to hit her like thunderbolts.  
Rippling wave after wave surged through Twerp, intense throbs of sheer, blissful, shivery heated tingles pulsating through her, each one leaving her just a little bit higher, just a touch more sensitive.  A sort of ‘five-steps-forward-and-four-steps-back’ that gradually, slowly but surely, drove her higher and higher.  The first few jolts had been acutely shocking, literally stunning her speechless.  Her mind dazed and benumbed.  
Her body, on the other hand, had been anything but paralyzed.  
She had a few seconds of clarity after those initial shocking, throbbing tingles.  Just enough time to grasp just how stupendously powerful they were.  And then conscious, rational thought started disintegrating under the steady barrage of surging waves spreading from her core.  Her body felt as if it was shrinking even as that tiny little area was expanding.  Until she existed only as a tingling, throbbing essence.  
Oh, please stop!  she cried out in her mind, frightened at how powerful this was, how everything about her receded and faded but a deep yearning, craving need.  Oh, please please please stop!  Please stop!  Oh please, please, please…  
Don’t stop.  
“Oh my!”  Courtney breathlessly whispered, watching as Twerp started fidgeting again.  Then shifting and wriggling.  Then twisting and squirming.  Then writhing.  Her slave’s pussy was even more puffy and swollen now, a duskier, softly flushed rose.  And she was so wet!  
“Easy baby,” Samantha murmured.  “Just very lightly rub her pussy now.  Let her cool down a bit now.”  
Nodding Courtney started gently brushing tiny fingertips just over the puffy, smooth, silken skin of her slave’s pussy.  Twerp had been softly making muffled gagged noises the whole time, little light moans and whimpers.  But no sooner did Courtney shift her fingers then she mewled.  And when the fingers didn’t return she wailed, keening her distress and driving need.  Sleek little hips strained up against the leather holding them down as they instinctively hunted pressure.  
Twerp had passed into a realm where conscious thought, reasoning, judgment, logic, emotions had no place there.  They had all vanished, submerged and subsumed by a rising tide of arousal.  Of longing want, craving need, urgent desire.  Embarrassment had no place there, and neither did humiliation or shame.  She didn’t care, she didn’t even consider, what she looked or sounded like.  She just unblushingly wanted.  
But as the seconds passed and no more of those touches returned, gradually her ability to sense, to think, slowly returned.  Why did she stop?  Twerp mentally wailed.  What did I do wrong?  Why am I being punished?  
“Ppffhh!  Ppffhh!!  Hhmm hhuuhhee!!”  she keened, distraught desperation in every pore of her being.  
Courtney rocked back, startled at Twerp’s abrupt, unexpected wail.  Samantha was startled, too.  But only for an instant, as she abruptly realized why Twerp was so distressed.  She’d thought she was being punished for something she’d done wrong and was frantically apologizing.  Before Courtney could blink, her Mom had gently taken one of Twerp’s small hands in hers, trying not to wince as that small paw crushingly gripped hers.  “No, no, little one,” she soothingly crooned, “you didn’t do anything wrong.  You’re not being punished.”  Samantha tenderly brushed Twerp’s hair with her free hand.  “It’s all right, everything is all right.  Just relax.  That’s it.  Easy now.  Don’t be afraid, you aren’t in trouble.”  
Within moments Courtney began lightly stroking the top of her slave’s slender thigh, catching on very quickly to what the problem was.  “I’m not mad or anything Twerp,” she softly piped.  “Honest.  You didn’t do anything wrong or nothing.  It’s just time to stop for a while, is all.”  
Twerp wanted anything but for it to stop.  But that wasn’t her choice and there was no changing their minds if they intended to halt.  Her shudders gradually eased, though, as their words finally trickled through and registered.  She hadn’t broken a rule nor done something wrong after all.  They’d just decided to cease for a while.  But she didn’t want it to stop!  She didn’t!  
And neither did her body.  Which relentlessly, unceasingly quested after more touches, more rubs.  
Samantha and Courtney continued gently caressing and stroking her, soothing, almost wordlessly crooning.  They were pleased with her.  They were happy with her.  Everything was all right.  She was all right.  The basic nature of their words and tones filtered through to her.  And while that didn’t do a thing to ease the strident, insistent clamor of her body -- nothing was going to accomplish that -- it did calm and comfort her tumultuous thoughts and emotions.  
She’d been standing on a precipice.  Ascending to that escarpment by remorseless, relentless touches.  Then teetering on an edge she hadn’t known, had no conscious knowledge, existed.  Only sensed it.  On an instinctive, subconscious level.  An innate, intuitive impression of a fall just past that brink.  What that fall comprised she never found out.  For, as they started talking to her, as their words penetrated through the churning maelstrom of sensation and need she’d become…  
...That precipice receded.  She no longer precariously balanced on that height, but started slithering back down to a plateau.  One still lofty and towering, its heights thrust far about the clouds, but a plateau nonetheless.  
She could think again, to a degree.  She still wanted.  Craved and yearned.  But not involuntarily, unwillingly driven.  
Twerp struggled to control her harsh, panted breathing.  Struggled to control the twitching spasms that jerked her muscles and body.  Felt her heart pounding so hard, so fast, she swore it was going to explode from her chest.  She felt filled to bursting inside with gloriously thrumming heated tingles.  And as exquisitely marvelous as that felt, now that she could start thinking again it was also scary, too.  Part of her essence still fought to return to that state, like steel filings seeking to cling to a magnet.  And that’s what was scary: feeling her own body totally ignore her, no longer having control over herself.  
She felt like she was floating in a glowing, insubstantial fog, and she desperately needed solid ground once again under her feet.  She needed some time, a breather, a rest.  Just a little.  Not much, just enough to regain her composure.  Get her feet back on the ground, and was terrified that they wouldn’t give her that time.  
Samantha continued gently stroking Twerp’s hair.  She still held her small hand ...although more precisely Twerp had hers in a grip of death, tightly grasping like a drowning man clutching a lifeline.  Avidly watching everything Courtney kept lightly caressing Twerp, too, softly brushing tiny fingertips up and down the tops of her slave’s thighs.  Gradually Twerp’s deep shudders diminished, the rasping, harsh pants through flaring nostrils eased.  Yet her small nipples remained as tiny hard points, and her pussy was wetter then ever before.  
Giving the top of a slender, quivering thigh one final pat Courtney turned to the nearby table, picking up the last of the items Mom had brought over.  Seeing what her daughter was doing Samantha shook her head.  Courtney got a mulish look.  She wanted to play more with her slave!  
Seeing her expression Samantha’s grew firmer.  Again she shook her head, silently mouthed, “No.”  Courtney lifted her small shoulders then dropped them as she gustily exhaled, an Oscar-winning pout on her face.  This was so unfair!  She’d only just started to have fun!  
Putting it back down she padded over to her Mom.  Standing on tippytoes Courtney whispered, her small lips right next to Samantha’s ear, “But I wanna play more!”  
Samantha whispered back, “She needs to rest.”  
“Phooey!”  Courtney countered.  “She likes this.  And so do I.  I was gonna play with her until dinner.  And maybe after, too, until her bedtime.  She’s my slave, and that’s what I wanna do.”  
Samantha took a deep, calming breath.  Courtney didn’t know any better, she simply didn’t understand the breadth and intensity of what Twerp had endured.  Didn’t know or understand how frightening and terrifying that might seem to her slave, experiencing that for her very first time.  
“No Courtney.  She needs to rest.  I know you want to play more.  And you will.  Later.  And yes, Twerp is your slave, and you do have the final say in that.”  Courtney firmly nodded, her full lower lip stubbornly stuck out.  “Except that you risk harming her if you continue,” Samantha finished.  
Courtney just couldn’t see how that was possible.  That seemed absurd.  Preposterous!  But Mom never lied to her.  And so, whether she understood that or not, she accepted it.  
Grudgingly.  
Extremely disappointed Courtney deeply sighed, grumpy and annoyed.  She didn’t like having her fun curtailed so soon.  Especially not knowing that that might happen!  She sure didn’t want to do anything that might harm Twerp, but she sure wished Mom had warned her or something that this might happen!  
Gradually Twerp calmed down until she just lay there, softly breathing.  Now and then she still trembled and quivered, but that was to be expected.  Once she was relatively relaxed Samantha softly murmured, “That’s all for now Twerp.  A slave will now be stored away until she is later needed.”  
First the blindfold was removed.  Enormous glassy, glazed eyes stared up at them both.  Courtney gently removed the tape over her slave’s mouth, then Samantha carefully removed the soggy sponge ball.  Courtney was quite glad to defer that task, both unsure how to pluck it out without accidentally hurting Twerp but also because she didn’t want to handle it after getting soaked with spit.  While Courtney gave her slave the rest of the bottle to drink Samantha started removing the bindings.  First she released the catch to the tensioning wheel, allowing the wrist chains to slacken.  Then she unbuckled the three body straps before moving down to the leg ones.  By the time Twerp had thirstily swallowed the last of the drink Samantha was just finishing up unlocking the last cuff.  
Courtney attached the leash to her collar then slowly led Twerp back to the cage room.  Samantha followed at her side, prepared to support Twerp if she needed assistance, as she was quite weak and wobbly.  Neither scolded or chided her for her failure to walk as instructed.  She was doing well just to walk as it was.  
Several minutes later Samantha closed and locked the door behind them, Twerp bedded down in her cage again.  This time with her cuffs unlocked although, of course, the cage itself was securely padlocked.  “Did you have fun?”  Samantha asked as they slowly strolled back over towards the rack.  
“Uh-huh!”  Courtney brightly chirped, then softly pouted again.  “Except for having to stop way too soon.  Why did I have to stop?”  she complained.  
“I know you didn’t want to stop sweetheart,” Samantha acknowledged, stopping by a dresser and removing four coils of soft nylon rope.  “And I know you don’t understand, exactly, why I had you stop.”  
Courtney perked up, seeing her Mom removing the rope and taking it with her, curious and eager to see what new plans there were for playing with her slave.  She grew even more curious when she stopped a second time, this time removing a sponge ball from a drawer, this one just like the other but a little smaller.  “Why another one Mom?  Because the first one is so soggy?”  
“No baby,” Samantha answered, heading back over to the rack with the items, daughter in tow.  “I needed a smaller ball.”  
“Oh!”  Courtney chirped, then wondered why a smaller one would be needed.  Maybe because a smaller one could be left in longer!  “With the new one can I leave Twerp gagged all night then?”  she asked, liking that idea a great deal.  
It was patently clear to Samantha her daughter had absolutely no idea what it was like to be gagged for any length of time.  Or restrained as her slave had been.  Or, for that matter, compelled to just feel, incapable of avoiding the sensations forced upon them, unable to keep one’s composure, self-control or thoughts.  A decided lack of knowledge, wisdom and judgment; a very definite, and possibly grave, deficiency of experience.  
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Courtney stood outside the cell room, watching as her Mom closed, then locked, the door behind them, knowing that inside the room was her slave.  Once they had led her inside Mom had, at Courtney’s direction, placed Twerp within her assigned cage.  This time, however, without the ankle and wrists cuffs locked to each other.  Courtney’s last image of her slave was seeing her lying curled up on her side.  Well, as curled up as possible within the cramped confines of the small hutch, which wasn’t much at all.  
Mom didn’t even have to prompt Courtney about leaving Twerp’s wrists and ankles unfettered to each other.  She’d decided that on her own, once she, herself, had come down from her earlier euphoric high and really noticed how wiped Twerp was.  
They talked a little as Courtney tagged along behind her Mom, watching as she collected several coils of rope and a small sponge ball.  Mom wasn’t really talking much though.  More like just answering her when she said something.  
“Is something wrong Mom?”  Courtney finally piped up, concerned over her preoccupied silence.  
“Hmmm?”  Samantha looked back at her daughter.  “No.  Why do you ask?”  
“Well, you’re awful quiet,” she said.  “I was wondering if something was wrong, or if you’re mad at me or something.”  
“No, I’m not mad at you,” Samantha reassured.  
“Well, I’m kinda mad at me,” Courtney admitted.  
“Why?”  Samantha asked, curious.  
Courtney gave a little, semi-embarrassed shrug of her small shoulders.  “I think I sorta got carried away a little,” she confessed.  
“You sort of did, yes,” Samantha agreed, her tone not accusing, simply agreeing.  “I warned you that might happen, though, didn’t I?”  
Courtney nodded.  “Uh-huh.”  However, even while admitting she might have been a bit over enthusiastic, it was obvious that she was still excited and raring to go.  Her huge gray eyes still sparkled and danced with excitement.  
“Do you really want to leave Twerp gagged all night?”  Samantha asked, stopping back at the rack where they’d earlier had the little slave secured, placing the coils of rope and the ball on the small table there.  
“Uh-huh!”  Courtney nodded, her face lighting up.  “I think that would be so kewl!  Me being upstairs, and then later going to bed, knowing the whole time she was down here in her cage all locked up and gagged all night long.”  
Samantha gave a little nod at that.  “Take your boots off for now please.”  
“OK Mom!”  Courtney said, plopping down on a chair then tugging them off.  They weren’t overly difficult to remove, being somewhat loose as they were, just a bit big for her, but she still softly grunted as she worked pulling them off.  Once off she sat them side by side next to her chair.  
“Socks too,” Samantha told her.  Tiny fingers grasped the top of a kneesock, drawing it down and off, baring her little foot.  It turned inside out as it came off, and she wriggled tiny toes once it was off, her little foot slightly damp from being confined in the boot.  She inverted the sock right-side out again before draping it over one boot, then repeated the process for her other foot.  As much as she liked these boots, they weren’t something she was comfortable wearing for long periods of time.  She’d rather wear sandals or flip-flops or, best yet, just go barefoot.  Sometimes boots just felt way too restrictive and hot.  
“Hop up,” Samantha told her, patting the center of the rack once Courtney had finished removing her boots and socks.  Courtney slipped from the chair, padded over then clambered up onto the rack, perching sideways on the edge, little legs dangling and swaying as she faced her Mom.  “More lessons?”  she blurted, half-groaning in exasperation and half-excitedly piped.  Then she saw Mom come over with two coils of rope in her hands.  “What’s that for?”  she asked.  
Instead of an explanation Samantha simply said, “Hold out your hands,” then, once Courtney did so, a quizzical expression on her face as she extended both little arms, Samantha started winding one around a tiny wrist.  
Courtney intently watched, paying close attention as to how Mom wrapped the rope around her wrist, thinking she was being shown how to properly do that for when she, herself, might tie Twerp up.  It looked kinda complicated, she thought.  It wasn’t just a simple knot or anything.  
Samantha laid the middle of the rope at the back of Courtney’s tiny wrist, then started loosely looping it around, one end wrapping up, the other down, meticulously assuring each new turn contacted the prior, until she had six full turns wrapped around.  Crossing the free ends in a diagonal at the back of her wrist Samantha then made a loose half hitch before passing the free ends under the six loose wrist turns, one going from top to bottom, the other from bottom to top.  Once she’d done that Samantha started carefully tugging the slack out of the six wrapped loops, gently snugging them down around the tiny wrist.  She retightened the half hitch, then finished by tying the free ends above the half hitch in a square knot, the remainder of the rope two dangling tails about a foot long.  
“That looks kinda complicated,” Courtney noted.  “I’ll need to practice it a lot I think.”  
“It’s not as difficult as it looks,” Samantha murmured, taking a second piece and repeating the binding around Courtney’s other tiny wrist.  Courtney kept both little arms outstretched, paying very close attention.  They hadn’t used rope on Twerp yet, just the cuffs, and Courtney was very curious what could be done with that.  
She brought her one tied wrist closer to her face, looking at it quite closely.  The rope felt real soft, not rough or anything.  She twisted and rolled her little hand, feeling how snug the wrappings felt.  Snug, but not tight.  But she couldn’t just pull it over and off either.  Nor could she reach the knot with her fingers, she noticed, not the way Mom had tied it.  
“Is this a good way to tie Twerp?”  she asked as Mom finished the second tie.  
“It is when you don’t have properly fitting cuffs, yes,” she answered, taking a third piece then crouching in front of her daughter.  “Rope can bite into the skin if not tied correctly,” she explained, “It can cut off the circulation, and cause damage to muscles and nerves if you aren’t careful.”  
“Oooh!”  Courtney said, eyes wide.  “I sure wouldn’t want to do that!”  
“I know you don’t,” Samantha replied.  “I know you don’t want to ever harm your slave, not even by accident.”  
The problem, Samantha knew, was that Courtney could, very easily, harm Twerp by accident.  Especially when she hadn’t any real idea what Twerp felt at being utterly helpless and totally dependent on Courtney, and all the more so if Courtney allowed her enthusiasm to override caution and control.  And it wasn’t just physical harm she had to be on guard against, it was psychological harm, too.  Pushing Twerp too far, too fast, potentially mentally and emotionally traumatizing her.  Hopefully this lesson would demonstrate how easy that could potentially happen, in an explicit, unmistakable fashion.  
Courtney’s tiny bare feet were idly swinging back and forth as she perched on the rack.  Samantha took one small ankle in her hand, then started tying that as she had Courtney’s tiny wrists, carefully placing the knot to the outside hollow of one dainty ankle.  “Why are you tying my feet, too?”  Courtney asked, puzzled.  
“You’ll see,” Samantha responded, concentrating on the task at hand.  She had to fixedly concentrate, too.  Had to remain focused on the lesson, and not the pupil.  
For, this time, the student was going to be her own, unwitting daughter.  
Samantha straightened up after finishing tying the last little ankle.  Courtney was still looking both puzzled yet curious, but her expression abruptly became quite surprised when, without a word, Mom just gently shifted her until she fully sat atop the rack ...then guided her down on her back onto it.  
Just like she’d done to Twerp.  
“M-m-m-Mom?”  she stuttered, startled and unsure.  
“Shhhh Courtney,” Samantha murmured.  “Just lay there.”  
Samantha brought the middle body strap up and over, loosely buckling it over her daughter’s now-tensed bare tummy.  “B-b-but M-m-Mom!”  she stammered again, “What are you doing?”  Her eyes rounded as her Mom brought both her little arms up over her head, then tied each tiny wrist to the ends of the chains there, making sure the knots were far out of reach of tiny prying fingers.  
“You remember me telling you that you’d have to experience the things you’d like to use on your slave?”  Samantha prompted.  
Courtney nodded.  “Uh-huh.  But I thought that just meant stuff like the paddles and crops and stuff.  Not being tied up too!”  
Samantha walked down and stood between the open V section of the rack.  “Lift your hips up,” she instructed.  And, while it wasn’t quite a demand, it most certainly wasn’t a suggestion either.  
Courtney swallowed, her tummy suddenly flipflopping inside.  A tiny glistening tongue tip peeked out past small, full lips that suddenly felt very dry, swiping along to moisten them.  She rolled her head back, staring wide-eyed up at her little wrists -- little tied wrists -- that were now firmly fastened overhead.  Then looked back down at her Mom who was standing there, patiently waiting.  
“Y-your g-g-gonna tie me up t-t-oo?  Like you d-did T-t-werp?”  she nervously asked, still stuttering.  
“Yes baby,” Samantha confirmed.  “Why?  Are you afraid?”  She motioned with her hands, silently indicating for Courtney to lift her hips as told.  
We-e-e-el-l-l-l ...nooooo ...she wasn’t afraid.  Exactly.  She really couldn’t say what she felt like at the moment.  She hadn’t any warning, any inkling at all to expect something like this.  It was so unexpected, so sudden, it came at her like a speeding freight train.  
Wriggling a bit Courtney lifted up her hips.  She wasn’t really surprised when Mom just gently tugged her skirt down and off, leaving her in just the black leather, laced vest top and pink cotton panties topped by a white, lacy elastic waistband.  Nor was she embarrassed at having her skirt taken off.  Heck, most of the time she just wore panties around the house anyway when it was just Mom and her.  
Still, it was a kinda funny feeling having Mom take her skirt down and off this time.  Maybe it was because her hands were tied up over her head.  Or maybe it was because the memories of doing this (and other things) to and with Twerp were still so recent and vivid.  Courtney didn’t really understand why, only that it was.  
“Just confused,” she finally admitted.  “Not really afraid.  I don’t understand.”  
Her heart started going thumpity-thump as Mom gently grasped a tiny ankle then drew it way to the side, shifting her leg until it rested atop one V leg of the rack then threaded the ends of the rope through the shackle there, tying it off.  “I’m not mad Courtney,” Samantha reassured.  “You aren’t being punished,” she explained as she finished the knot then moved to position Courtney’s remaining slender little leg.  “You do, however, need to understand -- to know, and feel -- what this is like.”  
“E-e-every t-t-hing?”  she stammered, wondering if Mom meant to show her what everything had been like, including the anatomy lessons.  
“You’ll see,” Samantha patiently said, not providing details.  Then Courtney’s tummy really fluttered as she added, “Not that you have any choice any more,” as her other ankle was then secured, its rope tied to the shackle there.  
Her tiny lithe body lightly jerked at that, feeling herself already quite helpless as it was.  And Mom hadn’t even tightened the wheel or nothing yet.  She nervously licked her lips and swallowed again.  It wasn’t as if she usually had any choice about things anyway.  If Mom made up her mind about a decision or a rule or something, well, Courtney just had to accept and deal with that.  Somehow, though, being flat on her back and tied up put a very different complexion on how that made her feel inside.  
With smooth, practiced economical movements Samantha soon had the four leg straps firmly buckled over her daughter’s legs, holding them snugly down above and below her dainty little knees.  Then she walked up to the head of the rack and Courtney tensed, understanding what was gonna happen next.  
She was right, too.  With a very slow yet steady motion Mom turned the wheel up there, gradually drawing her arms -- and thus, her entire body -- higher and higher, until she was quite taut and stretched out.  It didn’t hurt, wasn’t painful, and wasn’t even acutely uncomfortable, but she was very aware of just how taut her body was, feeling that tension along every little inch of her body.  
And somehow those soft clicks as the wheel turned sounded much much louder then they had when she’d listened while doing this to Twerp!  
Her sharp inquisitive mind was running in several directions.  For one thing, she was curious about what was happening.  About what all this must feel like.  And had been curious about how and why Twerp seemed to like it so much.  She also wondered if she’d start having the same nice feelings that Twerp got when she was tied up.  For another, she wondered what ‘lesson’, what point, Mom wanted to make.  Was it just a simple point, or a more complex one Courtney couldn’t yet grasp the intent?  
And that started her mind heading down yet another path.  Is this how Twerp feels?  Courtney wondered, watching (and able only to watch as she no longer could move) as Mom started strapping her legs down.  It’s kinda intimidating not being able to move or nothing.
It wasn’t exactly scary, since she utterly trusted Mom.  But ...Twerp wasn’t going to have that same absolute assurance, Courtney abruptly realized.  Once she was tied up she couldn’t do nothing about what happened.  Just like Courtney was finding out.  And worse, for Twerp, it wasn’t just when she was tied up, it was all the time now.  Everything.  Was that scary for her, too?  In addition to still being exciting for her?  
Courtney pictured this happening to her, but with Twerp being the one doing this -- and all on her own, too, Mom not being there -- and suddenly she felt quite uneasy and unsure.  It wasn’t that she didn’t trust Twerp, exactly.  Although, considering how she’d been the last two weeks, Courtney wasn’t sure she could trust her.  And if she couldn’t, she’d be awful scared by now if it was just Twerp and herself and she was in this fix.  
Nibbling her soft, full lower lip Courtney continued pondering.  There was a huge difference between something that was scary versus being scared.  Halloween hAunted houses were scary.  So were roller coasters (for Courtney, anyway).  But they were also thrilling and fun, too.  Sometimes scary -- when you knew you were perfectly safe, anyway -- was very exciting!  But ...being scared?  
Courtney didn’t think there was anything at all fun about being scared.  Not at the time, and not even after, when it was all over and everything was OK and you were safe again.  There wasn’t anything fun or exciting about being terrified, so scared your legs turned to jelly and you almost wet yourself.  
She guessed that some things had been scary for Twerp.  She could easily see how that might be.  You could see that by Twerp’s nervous fidgets, and the time or two when she’d turned white as a sheet.  But that hadn’t stopped her from staying excited and aroused.  But had Twerp ever been scared?  Terrified?  And compounding that, knowing she was totally helpless to do anything about what was happening?  
Her musings were interrupted as she saw Mom walk over to the table and then pick up the smaller of the two sponge balls and the roll of tape.  She then walked back over, standing at her head, and Courtney suddenly understood why Mom had selected a smaller ball on the way over here.  Her tummy abruptly plummeted, getting an awful sinking feeling.  Huge, wide -- and now nervous -- eyes gazed up at her Mom, both silently asking and imploring.  Courtney did not want to be gagged!  
And in that instant of comprehension Courtney suddenly knew how Twerp must feel, each and every time Courtney had simply gagged her slave.  She’d known that Twerp didn’t want that.  Knew that Twerp knew there wasn’t anything she could do about it.  And that had been terribly exciting to Courtney!  
It was a rather different feeling on this end however.  Not that she seemed to have any more options then Twerp had had, especially when Mom, without any fuss or fanfare, just held the sponge to Courtney’s mouth and said, “Open.”  It looked ever so much bigger then she thought would fit!  
Courtney swallowed again, odd feelings racing through her.  She knew this wouldn’t hurt or anything, because Mom wouldn’t do this to her if it did.  Or let her do this to Twerp if it did.  But she was also vividly aware of what she’d look like if she were gagged.  What she’d sound like.  That she wouldn’t be able to talk to her Mom if she wanted or needed to.  
It didn’t help, either, that Mom was looking the way she was.  Just like she did when dealing with Twerp.  Not cold or hard or unfeeling or anything.  Just ...distant.  Determined.  She didn’t know quite how to explain it and, at the moment, she was feeling too much to reason on that.  
A bit haltingly, nervous and unsure -- and knowing she didn’t really have an option -- Courtney slowly opened her mouth.  Wide as she could, pretty sure if she didn’t Mom would only insist.  Little shivers raced up and down as Mom started gently pressing that ball inside her small, gaped mouth.  Those shivers increased as she felt it starting to enter her mouth.  She sensed its texture; its smooth-rough, porous surface as it slid over her small tongue.  Felt it pressing her tongue down, her little jaw open.  Felt it slowly but surely filling her whole mouth, expanding as it was pressed inside.  
“Mmppffhh,” she whimpered, then shivered harder, hearing herself making that soft, muffled, barely audible sound.  Tiny feet and hands shifted and twisted in the ropes as Mom finished gently pressing the ball all the way inside.  Her little tongue was inexorably pressed down to the bottom of her mouth, her small jaws held wide open.  She could, with a little effort, close her mouth somewhat, as the ball was a bit squishy.  But it was also elastic and wanted to return to its spherical shape, and kept ‘insistingly’ pushing outwards, reopening her mouth.  
She didn’t see any way she could push the nasty tasting thing back out on her own.  Mom didn’t need to tape her to keep it inside!  But she did, anyway, and again all Courtney could do was helplessly watch as Mom stripped three pieces off the roll, then firmly smoothed them, one at a time, over her lips and mouth, sealing the ball inside.  
And ‘seal’, Courtney abruptly grasped, was the absolute correct term, too, suffering a moment of near-panic discovering she could no longer breathe through her mouth.  She’d never realized that before, but, she’d always unconsciously taken for granted being able to breathe through either her mouth or nose, and suddenly having one of those freedoms taken from her was startling and scary.  
Especially when she had a sudden image of something, somehow, blocking her nose and her no longer being able to breathe at all!  
Samantha took a moment to assure Courtney was dealing all right before moving on.  Moments later the blindfold was slipped over her eyes, carefully adjusted and secured.  
She had no more chance successfully preventing herself from being blindfolded then she had anything else, Courtney understood.  Less, in fact, now that she was gagged.  It was the weirdest, unsettling and uneasy feeling, no longer being able to talk.  She couldn’t talk to Mom, ask her questions, or anything.  
Including asking for help.  
It was so quiet in the room now.  She couldn’t tell if Mom was still there or not.  Tiny nostrils lightly flared as new, sharp, intense feelings raced through her, amplified by the sensation of her helplessness and isolation.  It was like she was floating in a world of one.  She couldn’t see, couldn’t move, couldn’t talk.  And all of that seemed to focus, to sharpen, everything she thought and felt.  
After a short while she started gently squirming.  Not like Twerp had been doing, hers were more a combination of restlessness and curious testing.  She wiggled and twisted tiny hands and feet, seeing if it was possible to ever wriggle free.  
Nope.  
Nor was it possible to work the blindfold off, even when she tried rubbing it against her small shoulders.  As for that gag, well ...she wasn’t able to even loosen the tape over her mouth, let alone dislodge it, or budge the ball inside.  
Samantha quietly watched, standing unbeknownst right next to her daughter.  Except she wasn’t seeing her daughter.  She was seeing a novice, a complete ingénue.  She had to distance herself that necessary extent, otherwise she didn’t think she could do this.  Not so soon, anyway.  Not without having braced and prepared herself beforehand.  
It was obvious that Courtney was both curious and uneasy.  Apprehensive, having no idea what to expect next.  Fair enough, as neither had Twerp for the most part.  Anxious as to what might happen, feeling her utter helplessness slowing sinking in upon her, taking root and flowering.  Now and then it was clear she’d try and shift then, unable to do more then barely wiggle, tiny nostrils would flare as she softly whuffled, as her tiny body tensed.  
“Mmhhmm?”  Courtney’s head looked around as she tried calling out.  “Mmhhmm?  Hhrr uuhh hhrr?”  
Samantha didn’t reply, just kept her raptor-sharp gazed pinned on her daughter.  After a few more muffled attempts to call out to her Mom Courtney settled back down again, still gently tugging on the securing ropes and straps.  
After five minutes, which seemed incredibly long to Courtney, Samantha lowered her hands.  Courtney squeaked at the touch, quite startled, not expecting that.  Then her cheeks turned a bright pink feeling her Mom start unlacing her vest top.  They grew brighter and brighter as she felt the laces loosened, then removed, the sides of the vest then slipped sideways off her small chest before being tucked under her, leaving her effectively bare save for panties.  She wasn’t embarrassed, per se, but was suddenly and acutely self-conscious and shy.  
Once Samantha had tucked the vest sides under she started fastening the remaining two body straps, giving Courtney’s tummy a gentle rub once all three were properly snugged down.  Courtney had started breathing faster, feeling even more movement denied her as they were tightened across her little torso and chest.  
It felt very weird being undressed this way, Courtney thought.  Being strapped down and unable to move while someone took your clothes off you.  It didn’t really bother her having Mom do that, although she wondered how she’d have felt if it had been Twerp doing it.  I think I’d’a been real embarrassed if Twerp had taken my skirt and top off like this, she thought, then wondered if that’s how Twerp had felt inside when Courtney had done that to her.  
Courtney was beginning to understand, she thought, the object of this lesson.  To give her a better understanding of how Twerp might feel about things.  Not how she felt about the squirmy-type stuff, like being touched and rubbed.  But how she felt about being helpless and stuff.  The mind stuff, she considered, and not the body stuff.  
“Comfy?”  Samantha softly murmured, still gently rubbing her daughter’s now-bared tummy.  “Hhnndhh,” she mumbled, blushing at how she sounded, her little shoulders jiggling in a shrug.  She wouldn’t exactly call this comfy, no.  But she also was uncomfortable either.  Not yet, anyway, although she could see where this might start getting that way soon.  
“Well, you look pretty comfy,” Samantha stated.  “Comfy enough to stay this way until tomorrow.”  
Courtney’s tiny body tensed and stiffened.  “Hhhh!?”  she tried to blurt, sure she misheard.  
“Well, you thought it was comfy enough to leave Twerp like this until morning, didn’t you?  Gagged, too, if I remember correctly.”  
Courtney’s already fair, creamy skin blanched.  She had said she’d like to do that.  Had said she wanted to do that.  And had even meant to, until Mom put her foot down and called a halt to things.  And boy had she been upset at that!  Her tiny, helplessly strapped down body fidgeted and squirmed even more.  Mom couldn’t really mean to leave her here like this all night!  Could she?  
Sharp little shivers raced up and down her tiny body.  Well, if she did mean to, there wasn’t a blessed thing Courtney could do about it!  
Just like Twerp, a little voice whispered in her head.  She can’t do anything about what you decide to do either, can she?
But that wasn’t the same thing!  she mentally whined.  She wouldn’t do anything that would hurt or harm Twerp!  
Well ...not intentionally, anyway.  Which is why she’d been so torqued when Mom had stopped things.  Twerp wasn’t being hurt or harmed.  Heck, by everything Courtney could see, she’d been very excited and aroused!  
But ...that was what she could see.  Maybe Mom had seen something she hadn’t.  And that’s why she stopped Courtney from playing more.  If so, she didn’t know what that could possibly have been, but she knew Mom wouldn’t ever lie to her so it must have been true.  
And important enough to teach me a lesson about it, she suddenly gulped.  
Courtney badly wanted to ask Mom if she was right, but couldn’t do that.  She couldn’t even ask for reassurance if she got nervous or something.  Odd little tingles raced through her as everything that had happened, everything done to her so far, kept building and building.  They weren’t the same tingles as she’d felt when playing with her slave, but were very close to them.  Kinda like having vanilla ice cream and topping it with chocolate syrup one time and hot fudge another.  
Samantha had other lessons to teach, too.  And one of them was about being played with.  Thankfully, there were sensations, and then there were sensations, and so she had a choice of options.  
Courtney literally squealed, audible behind the gag, as Mom lightly drew the tip of a tapered nail down her bare side.  She tensed and jerked, reflexively tried to pull away like usual ...and couldn’t move, not even a smidgen.  
“Ticklish?”  Samantha inquired, her voice very soft, sounding as if she hadn’t a clue just how ticklish her daughter really was.  
“Hhh-HHH!”  she bleated, wildly nodding her head.  Mom knew how ticklish she was!  
Again and again Samantha lightly grazed the tips of her nails along Courtney’s bare tummy and sides.  Her skin didn’t just shiver and twitch at that, oh no.  Her entire body tried to buck, twist and thrash.  Muffled squealing giggles erupting from behind her ball-and-taped gagged small mouth.  
Meanwhile Courtney was discovering something truly shocking and appalling.  When you couldn’t see, talk or move, tickles felt a bazillion times worse!  She bucked and squealed, helplessly so, normally chiming giggles muted by the ball filling her mouth.  
Oh gawd!  Courtney tried pleading with her Mom to stop tickling.  But even if she hadn’t been gagged it was doubtful she could have made herself understood past her helpless laughter.  
“I wonder if your feet are ticklish, too?”  Samantha mildly asked, and no sooner had she spoken than Courtney violently tensed.  She was already harshly panting through tiny flaring nostrils at her tummy and sides being tickled, and now Mom was talking about tickling her feet??  
“Nnhh Mmhhmm!  Ppffhh!  Hhnntt mmhh ffhhtt!”  she managed to blurt out past her pants and giggles, already feeling lightheaded and dizzy.  
Then literally whined and moaned feeling the tip of a nail touch the bottom of one little, smooth and soft, sweaty bare sole.  Tiny toes abruptly clenched, curling so tight and hard she could have cracked a walnut open.  She wriggled and waggled, twisted and squirmed, tugged and jerked her small foot.  Or tried to, anyway, feeling the straps over her legs and the snug rope at her ankle keeping her foot right in place.  
Samantha was very aware of just how ticklish her daughter was.  And knew that, while Courtney usually liked playing tickle games, found them fun and exciting, there came a point when tickling made her supersensitive and she needed it to stop.  Samantha was quite cognizant of that effect on others, and often used tickling for pleasure as well as punishment, teasing as well as torment.  She found something incredibly erotic about a person hysterically laughing, appearing to be having a blast, while at the same time tears were streaming down their face, helplessly suffering in anguish and distress and unable to end it.  
Which, as it turned out, was very similar to what had been happening to Twerp before.  There was no doubt she appeared to be enjoying what Courtney was doing to her.  And, truth be told, Samantha knew that it did feel very wonderful and nice.  But, just like tickles, too much and pleasure could begin shifting to torment and pain.  
And that wasn’t even counting the effect all that was having on Twerp’s mind.  Her having to struggle with all those powerful sensations and feelings, having no idea anything like that could or did exist, while they battered at her, nonstop.  She’d needed time to rest and recover, time to try and assimilate everything that had happened.  
But Courtney hadn’t realized that.  Nor, when Samantha had attempted to explain, had she wanted to do anything but sulk or pout over her fun being interrupted and ended.  While Samantha understood why Courtney reacted that way, if she was going to be Twerp’s Mistress then she needed to understand, on a gut-level, subconscious state of being, just how her slave felt during that experience.  And how she, most likely, would feel again in the future.  
Even though Samantha hadn’t done more then just rest her nail tip against Courtney’s soft, smooth sweaty bare sole, her daughter was already giggling.  You really didn’t even have to tickle her feet to get her going, all you had to do was grin and wriggle your fingers at her feet to have her start laughing.  
Very lightly, so very daintily, Samantha delicately drew her nails up and down the center of each wildly wriggling sole.  Gales of uncontrollable, hysterical giggles erupted from beneath her gag, she thrashed, bucked and twisted but to no avail.  She couldn’t get away from those fiendish nails, no matter what she did or tried.  
Her tummy was starting to ache from laughing so hard and so long.  She could hardly breathe fast enough through her tiny flaring nostrils she was panting and gasping so deeply.  Now and then Mom would pause, sometimes for up to a minute, letting her catch her breath.  And, each time, feeling the nails return once again, Courtney jerked and bucked; not reprieved nor pardoned from the tickling torment, but merely graced with a temporary pause.  
She tried begging and pleading.  Desperately, earnestly so.  Never before, not even when she’d been tickled the worst she’d ever experienced, had she begged and pleaded harder.  The blindfold soaked up the thick tears welling from her huge, enormous eyes.  She couldn’t believe Mom just kept tickling and tickling, seeking out every one of Courtney’s most susceptible responsive spots.  Couldn’t she tell this was no longer fun, that it was starting to be a distressing torment?  
This pause lasted longer then the others.  Lasted long enough for her to almost fully catch her breath.  She was soaked with sweat from having been struggling and thrashing, and her muscles and joints were starting to complain from their tensed, stretched positions.  Why didn’t Mom stop?  Why??  Couldn’t she see, couldn’t she tell, just how horrid this now was?  
What if she couldn’t?  
Courtney jerked hard at that.  What if Mom couldn’t tell?  What if Mom thought she was having fun?  That this was exciting and entertaining for Courtney?  
Desperately whimpering, actually whining, humming her frantic pleas from behind the gag, Courtney frantically tried to get Mom to understand that this had to stop.  Had to!  She couldn’t take any more!  She just couldn’t!  
What she couldn’t do, discovering to her utter aghast consternation a minute later, was affect in any way, shape or form what Mom intended, as the tickles once again returned.  How long these lasted she couldn’t tell, as Mom lightly, demonically tickled her tummy, sides, hips and ribs.  But they left her weak and shaky, lightheaded and dizzy, panting and breathless, literally lying in a pool of sweat, her body thickly coated with perspiration.  
And that might not be all, either, she realized with growing horror and dread, if Mom kept on tickling her.  She was giggling and laughing so hard this time she almost wet herself, and even now she felt as if she still had to pee.  If she got tickled any more she wouldn’t be able to hold it in!  
“Mmhhmm!  Pphhffhh!  Nnhh mmhhrr hhkkhhlls!  Hhh hhttaa hhee!”  Courtney groaned.  How was she gonna let Mom know she had to pee?  Was gonna pee if she got tickled any more!  
It took a few moments for the meaning of those muffled mumbles to register.  When it finally did, she wasn’t surprised.  She’d known it would only be a matter of time before her daughter started feeling an implacably tickle-induced need to pee.  She’d even had time to decide what to do when she’d reached that point with her.  
“So?”  Samantha nonchalantly said.  “I don’t see why that should stop my fun.  Or yours.  You look like your having a lot of fun, what with all those giggles and squirms.  Besides, if you do, I’ll just change you.  It’s not like I haven’t changed you before when you wet yourself.”  
Courtney blanched, whiter then snow, then abruptly did a full body, hot bright flush.  
“I did use to change your diapers, after all,” Samantha continued.  “I might be a bit out of practice, but I’m sure it won’t be any trouble at all.  And I might like doing that, too.”  
Courtney blushed impossibly brighter.  Mom couldn’t really mean to tickle her again until she peed herself, could she?  She had a sudden, very vivid and embarrassing image of herself being tickled, giggling and squirming as she struggled to keep from peeing ...and failing.  Wetting herself like a little baby, soaking her panties and legs.  Then Mom simply ‘changing’ her like she was a baby in diapers.  And the entire time Courtney just helplessly lying there, tied and strapped down, unable to do anything about it.  
Little quivers ripples up and down her as she lay there.  Odd shivery tingles surging back and forth throughout her.  Would Mom really make her wet herself?  Because, if she wanted to do that, Courtney knew, beyond any shadow of a doubt, that’s exactly what would happen.  She wouldn’t be able to do a thing to stop her bladder from bursting loose.  
Just like Twerp can’t stop her body from reacting to touches, an inner voice softly whispered.  
Courtney gulped, a huge convulsive swallow.  If she wet herself she’d be horribly embarrassed.  But, she was surprised to realize, not truly humiliated or ashamed.  It wasn’t something she’d be able to control, after all, nor was it something that would shock or disgust Mom, making her look at Courtney poorly or badly.  
Samantha took a deep breath.  For a moment there she almost started tickling again, fully aware that Courtney would wind up wetting herself.  She wanted that partly because of the sensation of power that would bring her, but also because, in some ways, she missed the simple, uncomplicated intimacy of changing her little baby girl.  
But Courtney wasn’t a baby.  And she was her daughter, and those were enough for her to take a step or two back from that brink.  She couldn’t help, however, from very softly whispering, her voice so low and rich with loving warmth, “I do miss that, you know.  Changing you when you were a baby.  Bathing you, breast- and bottle feeding you.  Sometimes I miss that a lot.”  
Courtney couldn’t mistake the deep warmth and utter love in her Mom’s voice.  A sort of wistful longing there that she’d never really heard before.  Yearning for something she could never have from her daughter again.  
Maybe.  
A very odd, very gentle, wave of warmth, filled her, starting from the center of her chest and radiating outwards.  Her Mom wanted something she couldn’t have again ...but Courtney could give to her.  A gift of sorts, something that would please her Mom as maybe no other gift Courtney had ever given her before.  
She took a deep breath, bracing herself ...then wriggled her small feet and tiny toes.  Not in a I-need-to-get-away-from-the-tickles motion, but in a very recognizable one, instead.  
The betcha-you-can’t-tickle-and-make-me-laugh she did at the start of tickle games.  
Sasha lay curled up on her side, small heart-shaped face resting atop her flat, prayer-folded hands pillowed beneath her.  It felt so marvelous being able to shift and move about; to position and arrange her body, arms and legs as she wished.  She’d never again take this sheer, unadulterated luxury for granted again.  
Well, able to shift and move about relatively speaking, anyway.  She was, once again, ‘stored away’ in her cage.  This time for the entire night.  Sasha hadn’t believed they’d really do that to her.  Make her sleep in the cage all night.  She’d genuinely expected to be sleeping in a bed tonight and, considering how tired, exhausted, stiff and sore she’d been, had been eagerly looking forward to a good night’s rest in a comfy, soft bed.  Discovering that they had, in fact, been absolutely serious had come as a quite unpleasant, unwelcome surprise.  
As no few things today had been.  Surprises, that is.  Unpleasant, unwelcome and unwanted ones.  Embarrassing, demoralizing, humiliating and demeaning ones, too.  Not that anything she’d said or did made a difference or changed anything.  
Then again, she hadn’t had many chances, exactly, to say or do anything.  And the few times opportunities had arisen she hadn’t dared try kicking up any fuss, disagreement or argument.  
Too, whether she wanted to admit it or not, this hadn’t been a day exclusively devoted to entirely awful things.  There’d been several occasions that had been, well ...nice.  Very nice, in fact.  Perhaps not, exactly, because of what had happened as much as how that had made her feel inside.  Then again, some of the ‘what had happened’ hadn’t been entirely hideous, either.  
Sasha gave a mighty yawn, wincing a little as jaws still twinged with residual aches.  She gently shifted again, her mind mentally aware of the limits she could move.  Which, once she’d accepted the reality, she’d discovered wasn’t quite as claustrophobically confining as feared.  With her slender little legs fully extended she could lay outstretched without her head or feet hitting the front or rear of the cage.  Of course, she couldn’t fully extend her small arms overhead at the same time without either her hands or feet contacting.  And while she couldn’t sit or kneel upright, she could go up on hands and knees without bumping the top.  Plus she could lie on her side reasonably curled up without touching the sides.  
So she really did have quite a range of free motion.  Well, at least she did when her wrists and ankle cuffs weren’t locked together, anyway.  She had a sneaking, semi-morbid suspicion that others, however, who had spent time in this cage had been far less fortunate then herself.  At four foot ten she was a good six to eight inches shorter then most grownups, and she suspected they might find this cage a whole lot more restrictive then she did.  
She didn’t know if it was early or late; before her supposedly normal bedtime or far past it.  From the moment she’d entered this hidden underground complex of rooms, unknowingly and irrevocably setting the stage for her captivity, enslavement and training, she’d left time behind.  Sasha had no way at all of knowing if it was morning, afternoon, evening or dead of night.  Or even if it was still the same day as she’d gone down, or the next day after.  Just because she’d been fed lunch and dinner didn’t guarantee they’d arrived at their customary times.  
She knew she was exhausted.  Sleepy as well as tired and drained.  Which wasn’t all that surprising, considering the ‘day’ she’d had.  She didn’t think she’d been down here for longer then just that day.  In fact, she was pretty sure it was that night.  But for all she knew it could be anywhere between seven PM and midnight.  
Pale, tawny feathery lashes fluttered on smooth soft creamy cheeks, then lids parted a bit, gleaming grass-green eyes peering through the slits.  Slowly drawing one small hand out from beneath her cheek Sasha gradually yet deliberately reached out towards the mesh wall of the cage inches in front of her face.  A tiny forefinger tip lightly, daintily traced the cool metal of the thick wire weave, a delicate shiver quivering through her at that contact.  
Not just at the contact, but also as she caught sight of her fingernail again.  A nail that was no longer it had been this morning.  No longer polished or French manicured.  Instead, shortly trimmed, mirroring the curve of fingertips and resembling little half moons.  
That had been just one of the many unwanted, unwelcome changes.  It had also, much to her consternation and shock, been something of an unexpected wonder.  
For the moment Sasha simply followed with partially lidded eyes her tiny fingertip as it brushed up and down and side to side along the heavy wire wove mesh of the cage.  Sensing how sturdy it was, how unbreakable and inescapable.  Even when her eyes were closed she somehow ...felt ...that surrounding her.  Enclosing her.  Confining her.  
It was odd, in a way.  She could, for the most part, easily lie down, curl up, stretch out exactly the same as if she’d been in her bed.  Unlike, she was sure, a grown up could do if they were in here instead of her.  If she just kept her eyes closed and forgot she was caged she wouldn’t feel any different then if she were in her own bed.  
But ...she couldn’t forget she was caged.  That she couldn’t just sit up.  Stretch.  Walk about.  Go to the bathroom (which she struggled to keep from truly dwelling on).  Grab a midnight snack or a drink of water.  Anything like that.  The surrounding heavy mesh was a palpable, tangible presence she couldn’t forget, ignore or deny, eyes opened or closed.  Nor could she forget that -- if not now, then at some point tonight -- her Aunt and little cousin would be upstairs, in their own bedrooms, comfortably snugged in their own beds, while she was down here, caged and locked up.  
‘Stored’ until they required their slave again.  
Sasha couldn’t stop the deep shiver at that.  At the memory of how they phrased putting her in this cage.  They were ‘storing’ their slave, they kept saying every time they put her in here.  As if they were done playing with a toy, done watching a video, and were putting it away until next time.  
If they had, in addition to that, also treated her with massive sneering disdain and scornful contempt Sasha didn’t think she could have stood it.  She hated to admit it, but with all the deep shocks she’d suffered and endured today, that might very well have broken her.  Not broken her defiance, but broken her.  Instead, they’d made it very clear, in actions as well as words that, although she was now just a slave, subject to their orders and whims with absolutely no freedoms, rights, prerogatives, privileges or anything, she was still something they valued.  
Tiny fingers curled through the mesh, then gradually tightened until the creamy skin blanched under the pressure.  The wire didn’t even deign to notice her grip.  Relaxing her hand and drawing it back, the wire leaving crease marks in her flesh, she slipped it back under her smooth soft cheek then closed her eyes again.  At least the tingles had virtually faded and eased, although they still, time to time, made a gentle rippling reappearance.  For a while there today she didn’t think they’d ever fade again.  That she’d live feeling them the rest of her life.  
Sasha couldn’t clearly remember everything that had happened after Aunt Samantha strapped her down to that rack.  What she could dimly recall was her Aunt lifting her up, putting her inside here then locking her in before she and Courtney left her alone again.  Distantly recollect lying there for what seemed an eternity as her body kept rocking, quivering and vibrating with the aftereffects of Courtney’s rubbing.  And right now she didn’t even dare attempting to remember more then that, petrified that in doing so she’d once again re-ignite those tingles.  
Why they’d stopped when they’d had she didn’t know.  Couldn’t even begin to guess.  But never in her entire short life had she been so devoutly grateful for anything as she’d been when they finally called a halt to things.  She’d thought she’d been losing her mind, her sanity, her very being.  Worse, she hadn’t cared at that moment if she had been, as long as that meant those profoundly blissful, wondrous feelings continued.  She would have willingly done anything for more of them, even as a then-distant part of her mind was crying out in abject dismay and fear at feeling her body no longer under conscious control and will.  
When she’d realized where they were taking her she’d been petrified they’d cage her just like they had before, with her wrist cuffs locked together behind her back and her ankle cuffs locked together, too.  For if they’d done that she didn’t think those tingles would ever have stopped.  They’d have just kept going and going until they consumed her, helplessly devoured her alive.  
But ...they hadn’t.  And so, very gradually -- and quite reluctantly; on her body’s part, anyway -- those tingles eased ...calmed ...faded.  Until she finally was able to lie there reasonably relaxed ...and utterly stunned, shocked, dismayed and awed.  Sasha hadn’t thought it was possible to feel anything that intense, that powerful.  That wonderful!  And as terrified as she’d been at how utterly overwhelming and frightening that had been, already she found herself wanting to feel like that again.  
It hadn’t even been a matter of how powerful, how intense, how gloriously grand those throbbing, achy, thrumming tingles had been that had been so disturbing and distressing, as it had she’d been compelled to feel them.  They’d been forced on her.  She hadn’t had any choice, any say so, hadn’t had any decision on how much, how far, how long.  Nor could she control or resist those feelings once they’d impelled them upon her.  
The most absolutely bestest feelings in the whole wide world.  Feelings that, as strong and overwhelming as they’d been ...she wanted even more of.  Even if that meant the only way to feel them again was to go along with their ‘sentence’.  To accept being made their slave.  
Or at least pretend to.  
She couldn’t be that weak, could she?  She was much stronger then that!  Wasn’t she?  Since she didn’t dare reflect on those wonderful feelings, anxious and afraid of starting them up once again and, this time, unable to stop them, instead she brooded on what had been done to her, and why.  Not the touching-type stuff that had been done, or the tying-type stuff (for that would have been as hazardously risky as recalling the touches themselves) but rather then unfairness of punishing her as they’d done.  
It had taken almost a year for Sasha to change from being a happy, polite, mannered cheerful girl to the sullen, defiant, disobedient, rebellious termagant she now was.  Her world had been sundered, her trust betrayed, her security shattered.  Not even suffering as profound a shock as she had would make an immediate change.  Nor did it.  
But if not a change, there was at least an affect.  
Hours seemed to have passed while she lay there.  Time during which her now-customary defiance and rebellion gradually started to regroup and rebuild from the tattered fragments they’d been blasted into.  But they’d only just started, and so she’d been merely cautious and anxious when Courtney finally returned, rather then hostile and mutinous.  
Courtney didn’t say anything though, just unlocked the front grill then placed inside a bowl of stew, a plastic spoon, a roll and a plastic travel cup with a tightly fitting lid and straw.  Then she stepped back and leaned against the adjacent cage and just watched.  
It wasn’t the easiest method of eating, no way no how.  Sasha braced small forearms on the floor of the cage, using upper arms and small shoulders to partially lift and support her torso semi-upright.  It wasn’t pretty, no, but at least she didn’t have to lap her food; she could use the spoon to ladle up the stew, her hands to break apart and eat the roll and to hold the cup while she sipped using the straw.  And, when she’d thought about it, she’d eaten like this now and then at home, laying on her tummy while watching TV and having a snack.  Somehow, once again, being in that cage made what used to be something commonplace and familiar feel utterly different.  
Speaking of different, while she ate Courtney had watched her with an odd expression.  A very deeply thoughtful, very intent quiet look.  It almost gave Sasha goose bumps, the way she’d been observing.  As if she was looking, not just at Sasha, but through and into her, too.  It was somewhat disquieting, making Sasha feel a bit unsettled, too, having no idea what that might mean or portend.  
Courtney never did say a single word the entire time, just remained leaning against the one cage the entire time Sasha ate, then just as silently removing the spoon and now-empty bowl and cup from within the cage before closing and relocking the front grill again.  Moments later she was gone, and Sasha once again was alone, locked inside both her cage and the room.  
With her tummy full she felt quite a bit more relaxed, and even a bit drowsy.  Wriggling around a bit to get comfy she closed her eyes, not exactly wanting or needing to nap but not having a blessed thing else to do.  She drifted in and out of a light doze, coming awake when sensing someone approaching the cage.  
It was Courtney again, leash in hand.  She’d already opened the room door and was halfway over.  Sasha tensed at seeing the leash, wondering -- half dread and half expectation -- if Courtney intended to ‘play’ with her some more today.  
Instead of unlocking the top of the cage, opening and folding that section back, this time Courtney unlocked and lowered the very rear of the cage.  “Hands and knees and crawl out,” she instructed.  
Silently muttering to herself Sasha wriggled and squirmed backwards out of the cage as told.  Annoyed as she was at the humiliating need to crawl that way, still she was pretty much willing to do just about anything simply to be able to move, straighten and stretch some.  Once fully out of the cage Courtney simply commanded ‘Leash’ and, as she’d been shown (‘Trained’ a little voice in her head whispered.  ‘As you’d been trained, not shown ...Trained as the slave you are, as the slave they made you.’)  Sasha had assumed the proper position.  No use fussing about that, after all, and maybe winding right back up in the cage, this time maybe with a freshly-paddled butt!  
Sasha certainly had very real, very pragmatic reasons for just acquiescing and assuming ‘Leash’.  That, however, sure didn’t help explain the almost immediate tingle that started prickling inside her when she had, though.  Courtney simply reached up to her collar, small hand holding the leash clip by tiny fingers.  Moments later, the leash now attached, Courtney turned and, without a word, started walking off, giving the leash a gentle tug.  
Sasha ‘dutifully’ tagged along, not quite as in perfect posture as she had during that afternoon’s training.  Partly because she was tired and miffed, but mostly out of a desire to be rebellious, to start chipping away however she could at their so-called ‘authority’ over her.  Obviously her plan was working, since Courtney didn’t say anything to her about it.  Sasha felt that, if she was careful and cunning, perhaps she could mitigate the worst of the indignities and yet somehow salvage the more pleasant and fun parts.  
They didn’t go far at all.  In fact, the very first room counterclockwise from the cell room.  Courtney led Sasha inside the bathing room, stopping in the locker area.  It wasn’t until she gave Sasha a fierce scowl that she realized she should have immediately knelt when they stopped, as Courtney hadn’t verbally told her to “Follow.”  
Mentally shrugging Sasha sank down to her knees, eyes peering down at the floor while she started to seethe inside.  Courtney simply unclipped the leash, coiling it up and placing it on her delicate gold chain belt.  “Stand,” she instructed.  
Still mentally grumbling at all this foolishness Sasha stood.  Courtney unlocked and removed the four cuffs, placing them inside the bottom small locker labeled ‘Twerp’.  Seeing that again made Sasha’s small chin tighten.  She didn’t like them calling her that, didn’t like at all them deciding that was her new ‘name’.  But, for now, she couldn’t think of anything or any way of changing that.  
“You have thirty minutes to shower,” Courtney informed.  “At the end of thirty minutes a slave is to be kneeling right there,” she gestured with a tiny extended finger, “with her cuffs back on and locked in place again.”  And with that she simply turned on a little booted heel and walked off, closing the main door behind her.  
Muttering, Sasha glared at the door.  Those showers in there sucked.  But she did feel sweaty and sticky and itchy so she didn’t overly complain to herself.  Gathering up her things -- such as they were; she rolled her eyes and disdainfully sniffed at the paucity of toiletries they’d supplied her -- Sasha padded into the austere bathing area.  
The first thing she did was pee, getting that out of the way and luxuriating in the freedom of doing it unassisted.  The paper, she noticed using it, was inexpensive 1-ply.  Once finished she approached the showers themselves.  
Each of the three showers stood right out in the open, just as the toilets themselves were.  No walls or curtains or anything.  Just a simple pole rising from the middle of one edge of a glazed, pebbly-roughened floor with a drain in the middle, the actual shower ‘area’ about six by six feet, the four ‘walls’ of the floor rising up a bit to make a sort of dam barrier.  Attached to the pole at the very top was a cheap showerhead, while halfway down were the two knobs for the faucets.  Just beneath those, also attached to the pole, was a small, twelve by twelve inch metal plate with holes in it.  Obviously, Sasha realized, to put your soap and stuff there.  
It felt very strange and weird showering in the open like that.  She felt oddly exposed and on display, and was quite happy that Courtney hadn’t stuck around to watch ‘her slave’ shower.  Adjusting the water to a slightly hotter temperature then she usually used Sasha simply closed her eyes, stepped beneath the spray and let the stream cascade over her.  
It felt so good, so very good!  She softly sighed with pleasure, enjoyment of the soothing water surpassing her disdain and dissatisfaction at the meager fixtures.  Huge grass green eyes still closed Sasha slowly revolved under the spray, little feet padding in circles as she relished the relaxing warmth.  She wondered if this was what a prison shower was like, considering if her Aunt had intentionally made this area to feel like a prison, too.  Probably.  Actually, almost for certain sure.  That sounded like something her Aunt would do; design everything down here so that, one way or another, it made a girl feel like a real slave even when they weren’t.  
The soap sucked.  It didn’t have any scent at all.  And from the feel, no moisturizer either.  And it hardly even lathered, for gosh sakes!  Sheesh!  The washcloth stank, too.  It wasn’t threadbare or worn, but it was very thin, and not at all soft.  In fact, almost rough.  It didn’t hurt or nothing, but it also wasn’t the nicest, comfiest thing she’d ever used either.  So she didn’t dawdle washing herself off, sensually enjoying the experience like she would have if using her own washcloths, instead just briskly and efficiently scrubbed down from face to toes.  Although she was a bit more cautious and gentle when she soaped her breasts and between her legs, a little fearful she might still be very sensitive there.  
She got a bit of a start when she washed her neck and bumped into the collar locked there.  Somehow -- and she didn’t have the foggiest idea how, either -- she’d managed to forget that was even there.  It wasn’t as if it was light or delicate.  It was a good half-pound of stainless steel for goodness sakes.  But it encircled her neck just right, and as time had passed she’d somehow forgotten it was even there.  Now that she was aware of it being there she was quite conscious of it’s omnipresent mass, but she was still amazed she’d needed to actually have it brought to her conscious attention in order to remember.  
Rinsing off the laughable excuse for lather Sasha draped the soggy washcloth over a hook beneath the plate supporting the bar soap and shampoo.  Speaking of which, the shampoo didn’t look all that appealing ...and it wasn’t.  Just like the soap it was plain, unadorned with scent.  And it, too, took some effort to work up a lather.  
All in all that hadn’t been a very enjoyable experience save for the fact that her aches had eased somewhat and her skin no longer felt prickly and itchy.  Turning off the shower Sasha took the towel -- which was every bit as thin and rough as the washcloth had been -- and dried off, vigorously toweling her hair as she finally stepped out of the ‘shower’ ...such as it was.  
She left the bar soap and shampoo on the holder, the washcloth on the hook, and simply dropped the towel on the floor next to the plain bare sink where she’d sat her toothbrush, paste, brush and comb.  
The brush wasn’t anything special, but neither was it uselessly cheap.  Careful not to yank any snarls or tangles Sasha brushed out her damp, shoulder length hair, the normally wavy-curly auburn tresses a straighter, darker russet due to being wet.  Without conditioners, detanglers, gels or mousses she couldn’t do much with it, so she simply brushed the strands out until they crackled.  
She finished her ablutions by brushing her teeth.  The toothpaste tasted quite yucky in that it had no taste at all, no flavor like peppermint or spearmint, and was actually a bit gritty feeling from the baking soda.  So she didn’t spend a lot of time brushing and was done very soon.  There wasn’t a toothbrush holder anywhere so, with a frown, Sasha padded, naked as the day she was born (and as she had been virtually the entire day) back to the locker area.  Once there she replaced the toothbrush inside her assigned one, leaving the toothpaste, brush and comb sitting by the sink.  
It rankled having to buckle and relock the cuffs back on wrists and ankles then just kneel there and wait like a ‘good little slave’.  Sasha debated leaving the cuffs looser then they’d been but decided that it didn’t make that much of a difference.  She’d have to buckle them several holes looser to be able to slip them off without trouble, and somehow she didn’t think that would be overlooked very easily.  So, since she was thwarted that way she made up for it by indolently lounging while watching the door, slipping into Nadu only when she saw the door start to open.  
“Hah!”  she crowed to herself, quite pleased at successfully rebelling, even if in such a small way.  
Sasha stood up, again moving less than gracefully or quickly when Courtney said, “Leash,” actually rolling her eyes as if this was just a big old boring joke as she did so.  Again Courtney said or did nothing, she simply turned, gently tugged the leash and led her off.  
Not back to her cage, as she’d expected.  Instead she punched in the code and lead her into what Sasha had started mentally calling the ‘Executive Bathroom’.  Once past the door and inside she got a shock, feeling a slightly queasy, unsettling sensation at spotting her Aunt sitting on one side of a very fancy looking vanity table.  No sooner did she spot her Aunt then Sasha abruptly fixed her sloppy posture, not about to give her Aunt any reason to scold -- or worse.  Icy, frigid fingertips danced their way down her spine as Courtney simply led her over, stopping right in front of her Aunt, the vanity between them.  
“You know what my instructions are for my slave,” Courtney simply said as she unclipped the leash from the collar.  Sasha couldn’t help it, her small jaw dropped at her words and tone.  Courtney was speaking to her Mom like that?  And she wasn’t being landed on like a ton of bricks??  Inconceivable!  
“Yes Miss,” Samantha replied, shocking and stunning Sasha even more.  “I do, and I’ll make sure they are followed.  To the letter.”  
“Thank you,” Courtney returned, then simply turned and walked off, leaving Sasha standing there, alone and starting to tremble, in front of Samantha.  
Samantha stared at her with suddenly cool, hard eyes, then opened a drawer at her end.  Sasha’s little legs wobbled like rubber as she brought out and sat atop the vanity a pair of thinning shears, trimming shears, a comb, a brush and an elastic holder.  Her voice every bit as hard and stern she intoned, “A slave was told to keep her hair in a ponytail.  She has one minute to repair that error or she will be trimmed in a page boy.”  
There was, perhaps, two to three seconds of dead silence and frozen motion.  Then, with a choked gargled sob Sasha exploded into motion.  Frantically, with violently trembling small fingers she brushed her hair back, gathering it together behind her head.  Not for a moment did she think her Aunt was joking about that.  Not about cutting her hair or only giving her a minute to band it back.  Normally graceful, experienced fingers moved and felt like dead logs.  She almost dropped the brush twice, and whimpered both times.  
She’d no idea how much time was elapsing.  All she knew was that she’d better hurry hurry hurry.  She cried out a few times as she yanked her hair in her haste, but never slowed up, finally getting the band secured at last, standing there shivering and trembling, terrified she’d taken too long.  
She had, by almost thirty full seconds, but her instant alacrity at obedience satisfied Samantha ...this time.  
Laying the brush on the table, small hand trembling so hard it rattled like castanets as she did, Sasha felt like she couldn’t breathe, her chest tight with anxiety and fear.  A choked gasp burst from her when Samantha simply replaced the shears, comb and brush and commanded, “Sit.”  
Even with a chair right there Sasha didn’t dare assume using it, instead instantly sinking right next to it in the ‘Sit’ position she’d been taught earlier.  Long, long seconds passed before Samantha softly murmured, her voice mildly approving, “Now that’s a good, obedient little slave.”  
Again Sasha breathed a sigh of relief.  She didn’t relax, no.  She didn’t dare.  But there was still a touch of relief at that.  
“This time a little slave is to sit in the chair.  Arms extended, hands flat on the table, palms down.”  
Scrambling Sasha hastened to obey.  Not even in ordinary circumstances did she ever wish to piss off her Aunt, and these sure weren’t ‘ordinary’ by any stretch of the imagination!  
Samantha removed from a second drawer a slender flat plastic case about six by twelve inches, setting it in the table midway between them.  Opening it she removed a small tube, then squeezed a little of the contents onto her fingertips.  Once after another she rubbed the gel onto Sasha’s little fingernails, taking her time to massage along the cuticle before moving to the next nail.  Once finished she replaced the tube, returning it to the case before removing an orange wood stick.  
Sasha’s huge eyes rounded a little in amazement at this.  She’d only had one once before, but getting a manicure had been something she’d found sinfully wonderful.  Samantha very carefully, very expertly, pushed each cuticle back with the stick, then replaced that with a pair of cuticle trimmers.  Sasha just quietly watched, tense little body relaxing, actually enjoying the very unexpected pampering.  Gentle little tingles darted through her, this felt so very nice and soothing, and she never realized or noticed her small, puffy, pale nipples gently puckering.  
Samantha noticed, however, but in no way visibly reacted.  
When Samantha replaced the cuticle trimmers with nail trimmers then took one little finger in her hand, however, Sasha stiffened and tensed, abruptly remembering what Courtney had earlier decided regarding her nails.  Sasha took great pain taking care of her nails, and liked having them somewhat long and French manicured, the ends squarish with a stripe of white at the tips.  She most certainly did not want them trimmed back into babyish shapes.  
She actually jerked her hand back and away, a look of aggrieved outrage on her face.  An expression that changed into pale fright at how Samantha’s countenance had changed.  Nervously gulping Sasha shifted tactics, letting her full, soft lower lip pooch out into a trembly pout even as her eyes welled and filled.  If anything her Aunt’s expression grew even colder and harder, and at that Sasha didn’t have to act in order to have a single thick tear trickle down her smooth soft cheek.  
That had the same effect as a tossed feather had being thrown against a mile high block of granite.  
None at all.  
Sniffling, no artifice about that, either, Sasha re-extended her small hand, which now trembled and quivered.  Then she took a deep breath.  Then another, getting angry, using that anger to build her walls and defenses back up.  
Fine!  she huffed.  Go ahead.  Cut my nails.  I don’t care.  They’re just nails, after all.  They’ll grow back again.  Pretty quick, too.  I’m not gonna fall apart and get all crybaby just because you’re being cruel and mean.  
Little chin jutting out in impotent defiance Sasha looked to the side, refusing to watch, refusing to give her Aunt the satisfaction of ‘scoring’ on Sasha.  With utter impassivity she stoically sat there, hearing the soft ‘snk’ sounds as Samantha carefully clipped around each nail.  Sasha refused to let that affect her, refused to give her Aunt the satisfaction of seeing how unhappy and distressed she was at having her pretty nails ruined, turned into little baby nails.  She did notice, though, even through her obstinate resolution, that her Aunt was being gentle, clearly remembering how uncomfortable it had always been when Mom had cut her nails in the past.  Sasha had always restlessly fidgeted and squirmed, strongly disliking the feel of little fingers being held this way and that as her nails had been trimmed.  But somehow it didn’t feel at all discomforting the way her Aunt was doing it.  
She continued looking away as her Aunt started smoothing the newly trimmed ends with an emery board, hearing the soft rasp as it was worked back and forth along the edges.  She did, however, peek when, after the last nail had been smoothed Aunt Samantha took something else and started back at the first nail.  
Sasha had no idea what she was doing, peeking out of the corner of her eye as her Aunt used some sort of thing that looked like a three-toned emery board across the top of her nail.  Moving side to side across the surface she used first one half of one side, then the second half before reversing the thing and repeating the process until she’d used all four sections.  Then moving onto the next nail as Sasha felt her curiosity mount.  What was she doing?  
One Aunt Samantha was finished with one hand and had moved onto the other Sasha, her curiosity now stronger then her desire to appear cool and indifferent, lifted the completed one up to her face so she could see it better.  Her small jaw opened in a silent ‘O’ of surprise.  
Each tiny nail had, in fact, been closely trimmed.  Just as promised and just as she’d feared.  But they looked quite different then she’d ever seen them before.  Sasha had never had her nails buffed and burnished before.  The surfaces were perfectly smooth, softly gleaming with a mirrored shine.  So much so that they took on a soft, shell pink hue.  They almost looked as if they’d had a coat of clear gloss ...but they hadn’t been painted, they were her natural, unadorned nails.  
Wide emerald eyes dropped down, now watching as her Aunt buffed the nails on her other small hand, intrigued against her will, looking at her as she patiently and expertly burnished those surfaces with the buffing stick.  It was ...odd.  Her nails had never looked this nice before, the cuticles perfectly trimmed, the surfaces looking like glass.  Even with the tips being trimmed into babyish half moons they still looked more ...grown up this way.  
A furious blush spread across her face when her Aunt simply said, “A slave’s Mistress should find them pleasing now,” once she’d finished.  It didn’t seem to matter that Sasha might be quite thrilled -- or not -- at how they looked.  The only important issue was that Courtney did!  
Oh how Sasha fumed at that, her pleasure at how nice her nails looked spoiled by the understanding her own feelings didn’t matter, didn’t come into consideration.  Only her Mistress’ did.  
Samantha didn’t miss the fleeting flash of indignation at what she’d said.  Nor had she missed the surprised, pleased look when Twerp had snuck peeks at the finished set of nails.  They didn’t influence or affect anything she said or did, but she carefully catalogued and stored in her mind each and every one.  
Aunt Samantha didn’t put the manicure kit away once she’d finished doing her nails like she’d thought she’d do.  Instead she picked up the box, carrying it with her over to a nearby, oddly shaped chair.  Well, not that oddly shaped, compared to some of the other ‘furnishings’ down here.  It’s just that one normally didn’t expect to see something resembling a salon chair in someone’s basement.  
“Come and sit down,” Aunt Samantha had said and, feeling a bit uneasy, not knowing what to expect next, Sasha had padded over and sat down, placing her little bare feet on the footpad when told to do that next.  She couldn’t keep her cheeks from glowing as she did, since sitting that way was rather revealing, all the more so since her Aunt was perched on a little stool right at her feet and thus was getting quite the eyeful.  
Her cheeks grew even brighter, but with indignant impotent anger as her Aunt simply removed another small bottle and started removing the hot pink glitter polish from tiny toenails.  She hated everything that was happening but was powerless to stop it.  Loathed it even deeper because she understood why they were doing this, too.  Because they considered her their slave, their possession, and had the right to ‘decorate’ her anyway they darned well pleased or wished.  
Sasha sullenly fumed as her Aunt carefully removed every trace of polish and glitter, struggling to keep that off her face, not wishing to give her Aunt the satisfaction of seeing how all this was affecting her.  
Unfortunately, Samantha didn’t care either way.  It didn’t matter one bit if the little slave liked or disliked what was happening.  
She was a bit surprised, however, once her Aunt had finished removing the polish.  For she didn’t stop there, but continued onward with a pedicure.  Now Sasha had never had one of those before.  She couldn’t keep tiny toes from gently wriggling during the process as it felt a bit tickly-weird but nice.  First her Aunt softened her cuticles then pushed them back before trimming them.  Then trimmed the nails before smoothing the edges with an emery board.  Then, just as she had for the fingernails, Aunt Samantha used the buffing stick to the surfaces, until each tiny toenail softly gleamed like mirrored glass ...and without using any polish at all.  
She refused to admit it, either to herself or her Aunt, but she thought her nails did look pretty like this.  Even if her fingernails did look rather childishly trimmed.  She surreptitiously ran the pad of a finger over one of her nails, feeling how silky-smooth the surface was.  
Replacing everything back in the case Samantha rose from the stool and walked back over to the vanity, returning it back in its drawer.  Then she strolled over to a table.  More of a bench table than a table table, about three feet off the ground, the padded leather top about three foot by six.  Patting the top Samantha instructed, “Lay face down.”  
Again a bit nervous and unsure, wondering if she was going to be strapped down on that for the night or something, Sasha had gotten up from the chair and padded over, scrambling up and onto it before laying down as told.  At the end where her head was there was an odd oval cutout in the padded surface, and her Aunt had her shift about until her face was resting in the depression.  She’d no idea what to expect, no idea what was going to happen next, and her little naked body was quite tense and wary.  
She kept her face down even as she heard her Aunt puttering around behind her, although she grew even tenser as the seconds passed.  Then literally jerked as her Aunt finally placed her hands on her back, up by her shoulders.  
Warm hands.  Very warm hands.  Very warm, very oiled hands.  
“Ooooooo gawd,” Sasha softly groaned, almost inaudible, as her Aunt started massaging her small shoulders.  Small shoulders that ached, that were sore and strained from everything today, from being tied as she was for most of the morning, from the practice exercises and stretches and from all the posture practicing too.  Her tensed, wary small body virtually melted within moments as wonderful, soothing, relaxing tingles rippled through her as her Aunt deftly massaged small shoulders, neck and back.  Finding every knot and loosening them, finding every achy, stiff spot and easing them.  
Sasha had never been massaged before.  This felt so ...so ...heavenly!  The oil felt so nice on her skin, so warm and slippery.  It even had a slight floral scent to it that made her feel even more relaxed.  Little soft grunts and groans slipped past her small lips as she literally surrendered to her Aunt’s ministrations, small naked body languorously, bonelessly limp.  
She hadn’t realized just how stiff, strained, sore and achy she was until now.  Nor had she ever felt this pampered before.  Having a manicure, then pedicure then a hot oil massage.  She felt more like a princess at the moment then a slave!  
And then her pale gold, feathery brows furrowed a bit.  Was she really being pampered?  Or were they, instead, simply taking care of their property?  Making sure it remained in good shape?  Once she’d considered that, the reality became quite clear to her.  This might feel good and be enjoyable (and, she admitted, it felt very good, indeed, and was extremely pleasant and enjoyable) but it wasn’t being done for that reason alone.  Or even for that reason at all.  The single, solitary purpose for this was because a slave was being taken care of.  Her figure and appearance prepared as her Mistress desired, her body cared for so it remained in perfect, tip-top shape.  
Comprehending that lessened a great deal her mental enjoyment, but it didn’t diminish one iota her physical pleasure.  Not a bit!  She continued softly groaning with pleasure throughout the ‘ordeal’, as her Aunt massaged her from small shoulders to slender, lithe calves, until she was limp and drowsy.  
“She likes this, doesn’t she?”  she heard Courtney whisper, jerking a little when she did.  She hadn’t even known Courtney had come in, and was startled to hear her voice.  
“Looks that way, yes,” Aunt Samantha indulgently said, finishing up one supple calf.  
“Does it feel as nice as it looks?”  Courtney curiously inquired.  
“Oh yes,” Samantha assured.  “It certainly does.”  
“Good!”  Courtney brightly chimed.  “I want my slave trained to do this, so she can do it to me.”  
Huh!?  Sasha thought.  Say what!?
“As you wish Miss.  I will see to it,” Aunt Samantha simply said, while Sasha abruptly burned.  The little twerp thought she’d be made to massage her?  Be trained to do that?  Was she out of her mind!?  
Aunt Samantha had lightly toweled her body off (using a towel, Sasha noted, substantially softer then the one given to her to use for showering) and then Courtney had said, “Leash.”  Mentally grumbling and irked Sasha had risen, assuming the correct posture right away (as her Aunt was right there and, undoubtedly, would land on her if she hadn’t done so).  Courtney simply clipped the leash onto the collar and led her off, back to the cell room again, stopping in front of her cage.  
Sasha was positive it was growing late, getting close to bedtime, and got an uneasy feeling being led back here again.  They’d said she’d be ‘stored’ like this whenever not actively doing anything, but she hadn’t really believed they meant for her to sleep like this, too.  But they had meant just exactly as they’d said and, minutes later, Sasha had been left alone again, locked up in her cage, with the lights very dimmed.  She wasn’t exactly afraid of the dark, but was nonetheless grateful Courtney hadn’t turned them completely out.  
And now there was nothing to do but try and sleep, helplessly locked up for the night until they came for her in the morning.  A morning she was slowly growing to fearfully dread, even as a tiny part inside her tingled in curious anticipation.
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There was a soft clink as Samantha set her coffee mug down on the desktop.  It had been a long day -- a very interesting, unusual one, too -- and she was more then a bit tired.  She certainly hadn’t expected anything like what had transpired today when she’d left this morning to watch Annette for Eloise!  In the next room Courtney was already passed out, sprawled under the sheets in Samantha’s bed.  She, too, was exhausted, and for more reasons then Samantha.  
She carefully checked over the email she was about to send, making sure she hadn’t forgotten anything.  Marcie Oates was an old friend of Samantha’s.  She was a switch, being both Dominant and submissive, but was only submissive, never Dominant, when with Samantha.  She’d spent several weekends now and then with Samantha, both of them enjoying the time together.  But, in addition to her lifestyle choice, Marcie was also quite good at making items.  Her quality was so exceptional many of her friends and associates wondered why she didn’t go into business for herself.  But Marcie preferred keeping her ‘crafts’ as a hobby, concerned that if it became ‘work’ it would no longer be fun.  
Samantha could certainly understand that concern.  And she was grateful that Marcie considered Samantha one of the relatively few ‘clients’ she’d consistently make items for.  Especially this time, since there wasn’t any way Samantha could purchase what she required and wanted from more normal venues.  And, unlike standard commercial enterprises, Marcie could be depended upon for utter, complete discretion.  
After the introductory paragraphs where she caught up with old news and the like, Samantha stated she needed some items on a ‘rush’ basis.  Again that wasn’t overly unusual.  There had been a time or three when Samantha had wanted something ASAP, the result of a surprise, sudden chance of a weekend’s play with someone special.  And Samantha was willing to pay a premium for that, too, even though Marcie never insisted and usually tried demurring off the additional charge.  But Samantha had always refused being overridden, saying that if she was in such a hurry then the laborer should be worthy of her hire.  
But this time her order was quite a bit more substantial then those in the past.  And possibly strikingly different, too.  Oh, not in the types and styles, no.  Not even in the quantity, although Samantha had never ordered quite so much at one time before.  No, the things that possibly might stand out were the sizes.  
There could be no mistaking their diminutive, miniature proportions.  Not when someone saw them, and most certainly not if someone were the one making them.  Samantha hoped that Marcie would simply be curious yet ask no questions but, if she did, Samantha was prepared to say she wanted them as novelties of a sort.  That she’d meant to order them several months ago but had forgotten to do so and now was in a bind (no pun intended) and needed them right away.  She certainly didn’t think Marcie would suspect she had a little eleven-year-old slave in need of custom-sized items!  
Then again, Samantha never considered the most glaringly obvious rationale for their purpose and design.  While they weren’t intended for use on Courtney, it never occurred to her that someone else might draw that conclusion.  
First off she’d listed the sizes, each of them having been painstakingly taken from Twerp just that afternoon.  Then she listed what she required, stating the styles, colors and material selections she wanted.  And it was a pretty comprehensive list, too.  
Padded wrist and ankle cuffs, both normal and suspension.  Fur-lined grip cuffs for extended overhead suspension.  Tall curved posture collar.  Elbow, thigh and knee cuffs.  Full body harness.  A chastity harness like those made by Access Denied.  A leather arm, single-sleeve, glove binder.  Bondage mittens.  Bondage opera gloves.  A straight jacket.  A full head hood.  Plus scaled down paddles -- both wood, rubber and leather -- and straps more suitable for use on someone Twerp’s size.  A few more things were added, then Samantha carefully perused the list.  Virtually anything else she might need -- like plugs, gags, clamps and the like -- she could easily modify from her existing stock or simply use ‘as is’.  
She figured it would take at least a week for all that to be made.  Which was all right, she easily had enough items to get started with Twerp.  But as things developed over this summer she wanted to have those, as a minimum, available for use.  They might only be useable for this year and, perhaps, the next, since Twerp was still growing.  But she didn’t mind spending the funds for things that would soon be outgrown.  They’d certainly get their money’s worth out of them in the meantime.  
One last check then Samantha encrypted the document before sending it.  There.  Hopefully, now, by next week she’d be getting a very special package freighted to her.  
Putting the PC on standby she leaned back in her chair, took her mug and sipped the cooled coffee.  She was headed off to bed soon herself, and as she relaxed she couldn’t help but think of Twerp.  
Stashed away downstairs in Samantha’s hidden playroom, locked in her cage for the night.  
Samantha couldn’t prevent or avoid the shiver that rippled through her at that thought.  Nor, for that matter, could she resist the tingle of arousal that image ignited.  Twerp was, bar none, the most exciting, erotic slave she’d ever played with, and the fact that it was totally nonconsensual made that even more intense.  She’d really been enslaved.  That hadn’t been a scene, a role.  Not at all.  And although Samantha had had very good, justifiable reasons for choosing that sort of punishment, that didn’t mitigate or negate how that was affecting her.  
Or how it was affecting Twerp.  
As rebellious and defiant as she was, as angry and upset, mutinous and obstinate, unhappy and miserable ...she wanted this.  Samantha could tell.  It was obvious in her every reaction and response.  Logically and consciously she might resist, struggle and fight -- and sincerely want to win, too -- but inside, where it counted, she wanted to fail.  She wanted indelible lines drawn, set and adhered to; rules made and held to.  
She wanted to be made a slave.  
She might not think of it that way, no.  In fact, Samantha highly doubted she consciously thought of it that way at all ...yet.  She might be cognizant of how certain things made her feel, how they felt, true enough.  But to actually accept desiring to be a slave?  No, that really wasn’t something she could comprehend.  In fact, it often took years for a mature adult to accept that about themselves.  Part of what made Samantha such a popular Domme was her innate understanding of that, her ability to gently yet firmly guide a novice along that path of understanding and acceptance of their inner, hidden selves.  
Of course, they had some inkling such a thing was there to begin with.  And, just as importantly, had freely, willingly chosen to be instructed and trained.  Again, as Twerp had not.  
Samantha could no longer pretend her fascination with that didn’t exist.  That she wasn’t intrigued by that fact.  Hell, that she wasn’t aroused by that.  Because she was.  And just as aroused by the child herself, finding her quite unexpectedly attractive and alluring.  
It wasn’t that others she’d trained before hadn’t, at times, balked at things.  Shying like spooked horses or even digging their heels in like a stubborn fractious mule.  But Samantha had always known, deep inside, that they really wanted training.  Really wanted to surrender authority and control.  Really wanted to surrender their freedom.  Whether that be for a few hours for play or training, or for a weekend, or for lengthier, long-distance training.  But Twerp’s resistance, defiance and stubbornness were borne from her not being given any choice.  She hadn’t been willing, eager and ready to be trained, never mind that her own nature seemed to be predisposed for that.  And the disparity between what she instinctively sought versus what she consciously resisted was powerfully enticing and exciting to Samantha, as was the realization of the power and control she had over the helpless little slave currently stored below.  
Adding to that was the child herself.  Samantha hadn’t really noticed, before today, just how captivating and alluring she was.  Extremely tempting, in fact, extraordinarily so.  Physically fit, perfectly proportioned, flawlessly complected.  Her lithe muscles firm and toned from physical activity, she was a petite, pretty child poised on the verge of pubescent nubility.  Her eyes were gorgeous; huge pools of gleaming grass-green, with tiny flecks of gold in their depths.  Her hair was silky and soft, thick with body, deep auburn tumbling curls with coppery-bronze shimmering highlights.  Even her hands and feet were exquisite; Samantha had noticed that during the manicure and pedicure.  Little fingers diminutively graceful and elegant, small feet enchanting, the arches dainty and the tiny toes perfectly curved and symmetrical.  
If she were eighteen Samantha would be lusting after her.  As it was, she was having an extremely difficult time not drooling anyway.  Especially when she was highly aroused, squirming and writhing and literally dripping!  
Samantha gazed at the wall just above the monitor, her eyes unfocused, gazing off into an unseen distance.  From the instant she’d decided to punish Twerp the way she’d chosen to do, from the moment she started looking, thinking and treating her as the slave she now was, Samantha’s mindset had shifted.  Like it or not, she couldn’t help reacting to Twerp on every level, not just the disciplinary one.  The little slave’s very responsiveness was only adding to how Samantha felt and responded to what she saw.  Understanding, as Twerp did not, just what was happening.  
Placing the now-empty mug down Samantha rose, deeply stretched then headed to the master bathroom.  A few minutes later steam was rising from within the glass-walled shower as Samantha luxuriated in the pulsating warm water cascading down on her.  Tomorrow was Saturday, so she had the next two days completely free.  She’d already discussed with her daughter some basic training plans, explaining that they were, of course, subject to change depending upon how well -- or how poorly -- her new slave responded.  Considering they’d already been modified several times since this afternoon based on Twerp’s performance that really didn’t come as much of a surprise to either one of them.  
Oh yes, the next two to four days should prove to be very, very interesting, Samantha thought as she lazily showered and shampooed.  Already she was getting a very good idea of how Twerp thought and felt, how she would respond and why.  And, considering the poor child herself had no clue about any of that, that meant she was utterly helpless to truly resist or withstand her training and conditioning.  Why, she didn’t even realize that arousal was something that could be controlled!  
Slipping into a pair of satin pajamas Samantha quietly padded back into her bedroom after showering, standing at the side of her bed and tenderly gazing down at her deeply asleep daughter.  Courtney didn’t sleep all that often any more in the ‘big bed’ with Mom although, now and then, especially if she’d had a bad dream or nightmare, Samantha had her sleep tucked in next to her.  But tonight was rather special.  
Samantha’s heart still melted recalling the unexpected and deeply touching ‘gift’ her daughter had offered to her earlier.  She couldn’t have mistaken Courtney’s intent and, even if she had, most certainly couldn’t have after she’d softly asked Courtney if she was sure, if she truly was offering to be tickled until she needed changing, and watched as she’d softly blushed yet simply nodded.  Samantha knew she hadn’t been offering that because she wanted it; found it exciting.  No.  No, she’d done so because she’d thought Samantha had wanted that.  
And in a blinding, stunning jolt of astonishment Samantha realized that she did want just that.  But she couldn’t make herself follow through.  Partly, she mused, it was because she hadn’t been focused on her own desires at the moment; the objective of that little lesson had been to teach and instruct rather then for Samantha’s personal enjoyment.  And partly because it had been her own daughter, and Samantha hadn’t been prepared for something of that nature with her.  And partly, she surmised, it had been because she’d felt following through with that might detract from the point of the lesson itself.  And it was too important to potentially lessen the impact and meaning of what Samantha needed Courtney to understand.  
Although Samantha couldn’t help -- or forget -- the abrupt intense shiver that had rippled through her at the image of Twerp in that self-same position.  Samantha tickling her to within seconds of helplessly peeing, watching and listening as she frantically begged and pleaded ...then tickling her again, until the little slave lost that battle and wet herself.  
Carefully slipping into bed next to Courtney Samantha drew the light cotton top sheet up, making sure it stayed tucked around them both.  Turning the bed stand light off she closed her eyes.  Tomorrow was going to come quite early, but it couldn’t come early enough for her.  Or Courtney.  
Sasha was already awake when Courtney strolled in.  All during the ‘night’ (as Sasha had had no way to ascertain what time it really was) she’d fitfully slept.  Part of that was that she’d napped quite a bit on and off throughout her ordeals the day before.  But mostly it was due to her being caged ...and her dreams.  
Never before had Sasha had such vivid, intense dreams while she’d slept.  Dreams where she’d been kidnapped.  Abducted.  Spirited away.  Taken captive.  Dreams where she’d been helplessly stripped, helplessly touched, fondled and played with.  Dreams where she’d been captured and made a slave, to be trained and sold.  Put on the block and auctioned off.  
Dreams that she kept waking up from -- tingling and thrumming deep inside her tummy, slender silken inner thighs and pussy slick -- they’d been so profound and graphic ...
...Only to discover they weren’t really just dreams at all.  That she really had been made into a slave.  Was sleeping naked, collared and locked in a little cage.  That she’d been trained the day before, had been played with like a toy.  
Dreams versus reality, slumber versus consciousness ...mirrored images of each other and, just like reflections in two facing mirrors, they kept multiplying and increasing, feeding off one another.  The tinglings were almost constant now, occasionally quite intense, while at times merely a threshold sensation.  But ever omnipresent.  It was truly a wonder she’d managed to get any sleep at all.  
The longer she remained inside her cage the more confining it felt, as if it were, somehow, impossibly slowly shrinking.  Sasha knew it really wasn’t, she could see and tell that wasn’t so.  But it felt that way to her.  She just wanted out, wanted out badly.  Wanted nothing more then the sheer, ebullient freedom to move, to walk, to do something other then just lay there!  
Once again she had to back out on hands and knees once Courtney had lowered the rear section of the cage, and her cheeks burned at the alacrity of her motion, speeding out like she was on fire.  Then stood to be leashed when Courtney told her to do so, this time her face a soft crimson from slowly building impotent defiance and rebellion.  
There had to be some way of dissuading both her Aunt and twerpy little jerk of a cousin from this insanity.  Maybe if she just dragged her feet enough they’d get discouraged and give up.  Then, after things were back to normal, Sasha could have a talk with Aunt Samantha.  Say she wanted to try some things after all, but only the things she chose and on her terms.  Heck, if she had to she’d even agree to letting her little twerp of a cousin watch or help some.  But under Sasha’s strict guidance and permission, of course.  
Yeah.  That was it.  That would work.  
Courtney didn’t say a word, simply led Sasha out of the cage room.  Sasha was curious why Courtney seemed to be walking somewhat gingerly and carefully, but her curiosity instantly vanished when -- thank goodness!  -- she was taken right away to the bathing area and then over to one of the toilets.  She hadn’t wanted to dwell on the fact but her bladder had been slowly growing more and more insistent over the last hour or so.  
However, this little visit was good and bad, good and bad, good and bad.  Good in that she really needed to pee.  Bad in that Courtney obviously wasn’t going to leave Sasha while she did so, considering she neither unfastened the leash nor released it from her hand.  Good in that Sasha’s hands weren’t cuff locked behind her back and so she could go on her own.  Bad in that, not only wasn’t she going to leave, but Courtney obviously intended to stare and watch as Sasha peed.  And considering the leash wasn’t all that long, she certainly would have the proverbial front row seat for the performance.  Good in that Sasha could take care of certain after-the-fact necessities on her own.  And bad in that it was dreadfully obvious she was quite a bit wetter then simply peeing would account for, and Courtney certainly wouldn’t miss seeing that.  
Still, the ‘good’s outweighed the ‘bad’s when all the math was done and, other then resembling a stop light, Sasha managed to take care of business pretty much without a hitch.  
Afterwards Courtney simply gave the leash a gentle tug then led Sasha off again.  This was starting to get old, Sasha thought, and although she docilely followed along she didn’t bother with either her posture or correct position relative to her twerpy cousin.  
Until they walked into the exercise room, and Sasha saw her Aunt standing inside.  Then she abruptly snapped into the proper posture!  
Courtney led Sasha over, stopping right in front of her Aunt.  And then Sasha’s face drained of all color as Courtney very softly said, not even looking at Sasha as she did so, “How nice to see that a slave remembers how to properly be led and to stand.”  
Aunt Samantha nodded, then Sasha turned even whiter, started deeply trembling as her Aunt abruptly fixed cold, hard eyes on Sasha as she noted in a deadly soft tone, “It’s really too bad a slave attempts to impress the wrong person.  I’m not her Mistress, after all.”  
Courtney nodded at that.  “Yes.  I’ve noticed that.  She doesn’t bother to be pleasing to me, but certainly seems scared of you.  She really does have that backwards, mistaking which one of us she needs to be scared of and be correct around.  I see I’m going to have to ...‘fix’ that.”  
Sasha gulped, not liking the sound of that at all.  Or the way they both finally turned and looked at her.  With chilly, severe gazes that didn’t seem at all amused at Sasha’s duplicity, trickery or defiance.  Sasha’s tummy abruptly flip-flopped, suddenly realizing that Courtney hadn’t been tricked, hadn’t been taken in by Sasha’s attempts at bypassing her authority.  Instead she’d simply given Sasha forty miles of rope to hang herself exceptionally well with.  
They couldn’t have looked at her for longer then five seconds, but it seemed like hours to Sasha.  She felt as if she were shrinking, shrinking, shrinking down to a mere inch tall.  She fidgeted and squirmed under their stern, unforgiving stares, tiny toes wriggling as her tummy sickly churned.  
They didn’t say anything more, Courtney simply removed the leash from the collar after a few seconds.  But Sasha didn’t feel any relief at all at that.  She was pretty sure neither of them were going to forget, and was positive they’d be doing something about her misbehavior, too.  
And it was misconduct, too.  It hadn’t been an accident.  A forgetful oversight.  They had been acts of premeditated, intentional, willful rebellion.  Sasha would bear the brunt, the full responsibility, of any punishment she suffered as a result.  She didn’t like thinking or accepting that reasoning, but neither could she deny it.  
Her Aunt had stayed there with the two of them the entire following hour, watching over as Sasha went through her morning exercise routine for the first time.  It started off with her being weighed and the result logged into a prepared book.  Then came five minutes of warm-up exercises followed by fifteen minutes of gradually increasing, intensive stretches, after which came fifteen minutes of calisthenics.  They, in turn, were followed a twenty minute workout on the personal gym; the weights used, and numbers of repetitions completed, for each station logged into the same book as her weight had been.  Finally there were five minutes of cooling down exercises, by the end of which Sasha had been dripping with sweat, muscles feeling trembly and wobbly from the workout.  
Her Aunt had watched her like a hawk the entire time, correcting mistakes in the proper execution or position of her drills and, by her very presence, silently encouraging Sasha’s performance to be her best.  Well, ‘encourage’ wasn’t exactly the best description.  Intimidate actually fit much better, for Sasha didn’t dare try and slack off while her every move was scrutinized.  
It was extremely discomfiting.  Just two days ago Sasha wouldn’t have thought twice about trying to manipulate her Aunt as she had been everyone else.  But there was just ...something ...about her Aunt’s expression and attitude since the ‘discovery’ (as Sasha had started mentally labeling when everything had started going wrong) that distinctly warned Sasha that messing with her Aunt in any way wasn’t a good idea.  For one thing, it wasn’t going to accomplish anything and, for another -- and more important reason -- Aunt Samantha wasn’t going to be amused with any tomfoolery or misbehavior, and would make her displeasure graphically and -- literally -- painfully clear.  So, for now, it was a matter of discretion being the better part of valor and, more immediate, saving her ass.  
Ordinarily she’d have been annoyed and vexed at having to face an entire summer of exercise routines and drills.  And when they’d first pronounced that ‘sentence’ yesterday Sasha had grumped at the realization she’d be doing them.  However, after being confined in that cage on and off for the better part of twelve hours her body and mind had been screaming to just move.  Do something.  The abundant energy that every healthy child possessed demanded activity, and being exhausted by the end of the hour actually -- and surprisingly to her -- came as a very welcome relief.  
She’d hoped she’d be allowed to shower before whatever next they had planned, and sighed with anticipation when Courtney did, in fact, lead her back to the shower room.  Of course, Sasha had snorted, Courtney made sure to make showering appear as a command, informing her after unlocking and removing the cuffs that “a slave is now to shower and groom.  She has twenty minutes to do that, and is to be kneeling there,” pointing to the same spot she had last night, “when she is finished.”  
‘Paybacks are Hell,’ she muttered to herself, vowing to make Courtney pay, with interest, for every little indignity she put Sasha through.  Once her leash was unclipped she padded to the showers to wash up.  Then padded back, half-seething and half-delighted as her stuff had been moved, obviously put back away.  Why they put it back when she was just gonna use it again was beyond her, but she was elated that, just as they had been all this summer, they were doing the picking up and cleaning after chores.  
Her elation vanished the instant she opened her locker and started gathering her things.  There had been some changes, she noticed, small stubborn chin jutting in impotent, mutinous anger.  For one thing, the bottle of that crappy shampoo was missing.  For another, the bar of soap was different.  This one was a grayish-white, and looked coarse and porous.  And that awful towel and washcloth ...
Sasha numbly removed what obviously had replaced them.  Both were a soft brown, a very coarse weave and rough texture.  If she didn’t know better, it looked and felt like burlap!  Stunned, dismayed and furious Sasha turned around, holding them in her small hands.  Glaring at Courtney who was simply standing where she’d been, but now her little arms were folded across her chest and, Sasha noticed with a swallow, with an expression that was anything but amused.  There was no longer a look of pride, pleasure and awe, instead a firm, stern and icy manner.  “I’m not your Mom,” Courtney coldly stated.  “And I’m most certainly not your maid, either.  A slave is to pick up and clean up after herself.  And, if that proves to be too difficult for her to do, then she’ll pay the price for her laziness.”  
Sasha bridled at that, face flushed with growing anger.  But Courtney wasn’t quite finished, it seemed.  
“If a slave continues to leave messes, she won’t have to worry about things like towels and washcloths.  I’ll simply strap her to the wall and scrub her down with a stiff bristle brush and ice water from now on.”  
It pretty much felt like ice water had just been dumped on Sasha at that.  The little twerp!  Who did she think she was, anyway?  And how dare she think she could do something like that!?  
‘She’s your Mistress’, that tiny voice in Sasha’s mind whispered.  ‘That’s who she is.  And she dares because she can.  Because you’re her slave.’
Sasha wanted to march over and wipe that smug look right off of the twerp’s face.  And she could do that, too.  Easily, in fact.  But she didn’t think Aunt Samantha would be overly amused if she did, and Sasha was utterly certain she wouldn’t be delighted at what happened afterwards.  
Darn it!  Sasha seethed.  The little brat’s only nine!  I’m two years older then she is!  It’s not right that a little kid gets to boss me around!
‘She’s your Mistress’, that little voice whispered back in reply.  ‘And you’re just a slave.  Her slave.  And that gives her the right to do whatever she pleases’.
Sasha still mentally groused and protested.  ‘She’s just being mean.  Lording it over me when I don’t have any choice but do what she says.  She’s enjoying doing mean, awful things to me.’
That little voice didn’t answer that time.  But, then again, it didn’t have to, for Sasha already had the answer.  In actual fact Sasha had to admit, if she was honest with herself (and Sasha didn’t want to be truthful; she wanted to sulk, fume and bitch in self-righteous anger but couldn’t) Courtney hadn’t once really taken advantage of her supposed power and position over Sasha.  And had taken an awed delight and joy when things were going well.  She really didn’t seem to like it when Sasha was acting up, no.  But she wasn’t backing down like she had been either.  Like it or not -- and she didn’t -- once again Sasha couldn’t blame anyone else but herself for the current situation and decision.  For almost two weeks now Sasha had been refusing to pitch in and help with the daily chores, instead bullying Courtney into doing both their shares.  And one of those had been picking up after their baths.  Sasha thought that was a silly waste of time to do.  Plus, back at home, her Mom had finally given up trying to make Sasha do that anymore, and simply picked up after her daughter.  
Which, as Sasha thought, was how it should be.  
But neither her Aunt or her little cousin thought that, and Sasha well knew she was supposed to do things like hang up her towel and washcloth after using them, and put away her toiletries and not leave them scattered all helter-skelter around.  She hadn’t done that, of course.  Instead, she’d simply browbeat Courtney into doing that for her.  
So Sasha couldn’t even complain (not that she could have anyway, considering she wasn’t allowed to speak) that it was unfair to punish her like this when she didn’t know that was a rule.  Because she did know it was.  
Courtney must have been a mind reader for, at that very moment, she added, “A slave shouldn’t have to have been instructed to pick up after herself.  A slave already knew that was something she’s supposed to do.  A slave isn’t going to be instructed about things she already knows about.  Only the new things she’ll be learning.”  
After a few seconds of silence after that announcement Sasha simply stalked off to the showers, figuring Courtney was done being sanctimonious and not wanting to give her more time to come up with priggish things to say.  She was still angry, and it didn’t help knowing that she really didn’t have anyone else but herself to blame for this.  It had been a very long time since Sasha had had to personally pay the consequences for her actions and behavior, and she wasn’t liking the sensation much at all.  
On the conscious level, anyway.  
Subconsciously, though, was a subliminal sensation of safety.  Of lines and limits being set and drawn ...and adhered to.  Sasha being held to them, accountable to her own actions.  
Sasha’s temper wasn’t improved any at finding out the new soap, impossibly so, sucked even worse then the bar she’d used last night.  It didn’t even lather, just sort of made a slippery film that she supposed was actually cleaning.  And if that stuff wasn’t burlap it was a pretty dog gone good imitation of it!  She didn’t even try using it to wash with, it felt way too coarse and abrasive so she simply ‘soaped’ her small hands and quickly laved herself down.  This was just too stupid and such a waste of time, she fumed.  Why bother putting towels and stuff away when you were just gonna use them again anyway?  Sheesh!  She preferred to be indolent rather then industrious, and chores like those just seemed to be a silly, stupid waste of time and energy.  
They didn’t seem to think so, though.  And it was their house, so they could decide what they wanted done there.  And she was their guest -- or had been, anyway -- so she should have, out of simple politeness and manners, been going along with their preferences.  But ...she hadn’t been, and now, once again, she was paying the price for her decisions.  
That so-called ‘towel’ was about as absorbent as stone and felt like sandpaper against her skin.  She’d pretty much guessed it would, too, so she quickly raced through the shower so she could ‘drip-dry’ rather then towel off, although she didn’t have much of a choice about using it for her hair.  She hadn’t wanted to wet her hair for that very reason but, considering her hair was quite damp from all the exercising, she didn’t have much of a choice.  
Sasha hesitated only a moment after she’d finished brushing her hair before drawing it back into a pony again and banding it.  She hated knowing she was forced to do that, loathed that feeling of helplessness, of having no choice about it.  But she’d hate having a pageboy worse, so it came down to the lesser of two evils.  And, in a way, she did have a choice: she could choose to ponytail her hair as told, and keep all her hair, or decide not to pony it and wind up with a pageboy cut.  Ugh.  Some choice!  
Much as she hated to admit it, though, if she were to wind up with a pageboy ...while they might be the ones to do the actual cutting, she would have been the one who, by her actions and choices, led to that result.  Just like everything else that had been happening, she’d been given options as well as informed as to what would happen if she failed to obey.  
There isn’t a child born that doesn’t resent that sensation: having no say so in what rules are made and what needs to be done.  They fuss, grouse, whine and complain.  Even throw tantrums at times.  But, deep inside, when the rules are just (and not necessarily fair) and the parents or authority figures are caring and loving, children innately, instinctively find comfort and assurance in those rules and limits.  And Sasha was no different, save in that for a long time now she’d had the premature freedom to run as she pleased, and being put back into that position was stressful and unwelcome.  And she wasn’t going to just roll over and give up without a fight.  
About the only positive thing she could say about showering this morning was at least it rinsed off all the sweat.  When she thought about all the nice stuff in the ‘Executive Bathroom’ she wanted to cry.  And it didn’t help at all remembering what she’d been told, either.  
“Should a slave start being pleasing and obedient,” Courtney had said “she can earn more and more choices and selections of things to wash and groom with.  She can even earn the use of this room, too.”
Funny thing was she instinctively knew that hadn’t been meant as a bribe, a way of enticing or luring Sasha into behaving.  It had been simply an announcement, informing her that, along with assured punishments for failure to toe the line there were also potential compensations that could be earned for obedience.  Could be, and potential; there were no assurances or guarantees.  And earned, not presumed or assumed.  
Still sulking Sasha padded back into the locker area, this time stowing her items -- such as they were, anyway -- back in her locker.  She almost just tossed them inside as an act of defiance but then thought better about doing that.  It would be just like them to check up on her and she didn’t think they’d be at all amused if she did that.  And since she didn’t doubt for a moment that Courtney was serious about using a bristle brush and ice water Sasha chose not to take that risk.  
She did, however, after replacing the items neatly inside and then buckling and locking her cuffs back on, just lazily sit rather than kneel as told to do.  Just as she had last night, watching the door carefully in order to shift into kneeling when Courtney returned.  
Unfortunately for the child, while she was almost as clever and bright as her little cousin, she couldn’t begin holding her own against her Aunt.  Especially a woman who had, for years now, been training submissives and slaves who, in some cases, could be every bit as sneaky and rebellious as Sasha.  
“I seem to recall a slave being told to kneel when she was done showering.”  
For all the fact that her voice was so fluting and piping, Courtney’s tone sent ice straight through Sasha’s veins.  So soft and low, incredibly silky, yet utterly frigid, severe and grim.  And implacable.  Sasha literally squeaked, utterly startled.  Courtney hadn’t come in from the outside, that door was still closed!  But ...
...The door to the Executive Bathroom was now open, and Sasha realized with a sickly sinking feeling to her tummy that Courtney must have been inside, cracking the door open just enough to peek past.  Which meant she’d seen Sasha just lounging about, intentionally disobeying her order.  
Courtney looked absolutely livid.  Every bit as furious as she had yesterday, when she’d exploded in anger, kicking Sasha’s ankles wide apart before storming off in a rage.  But, unlike yesterday, this time her anger seemed fully under her control ...which somehow made that even more frightening and scarier.  
Sasha rapidly scrambled into Nadu, visibly quaking in abrupt abject dread.  Right at this moment Courtney looked every bit as menacing as her Mom.  
Like water draining down a sheet of glass all the color washed from Sasha as Courtney continued in that forbidding, silky-soft sinister tone, “It seems a slave has already forgotten what she was told just this morning.  So I’m going to ...correct that.  In a way a slave can’t possibly mistake.”  
Wha .  .  .?  Sasha thought in stunned bewilderment.  What was I told?  I wasn’t told anything!  
And then her blood froze as she abruptly remembered.  
“Yes.  I’ve noticed that.  She doesn’t bother to be pleasing to me, but certainly seems scared of you.  She really does have that backwards, mistaking which one of us she needs to be scared of and be correct around.  I see I’m going to have to ...‘fix’ that.”  
She literally whimpered, quaking as Courtney commanded, in a soft, almost caressing, icy, ominous tone, “Kneel ...for punishment ...extended.”  
Shuddering with trepidation and growing fear she did just that, the embarrassment of that pose never even surfacing for she was far too frightened of what might follow.  The only good thing about this, she considered, was that Courtney was probably going to use just her hand.  After all, it wasn’t as if that awful paddle was conveniently available.  So this couldn’t possibly be as bad as she feared.  
She was about to discover deciding that was very much like the lookout on the Titanic thinking it was just an itty-bitty piece of ice dead ahead.  
She was supposed to keep her head down and remain looking at the floor.  She knew that, but couldn’t keep herself from peeking up when Courtney simply marched over to the locker wall area.  And when she saw what Courtney removed from inside a locker she blanched so badly her skin looked chalk-white, little golden freckles standing out in stark relief.  
Courtney was coldly furious.  Mom had warned her, again and again, to expect Twerp to defy her in every imaginable way.  Worse, in the beginning, they weren’t likely to be terribly obvious or blatant ways, either, but very insidiously sneaky ones.  Chipping away at Courtney’s authority and power over her.  
Courtney didn’t think even Twerp would be that silly and stupid.  After all, how many times did you have to be hit over the head before you simply accepted rules were rules?  And it certainly wasn’t as if Courtney was going out of her way to be mean to Twerp.  That had been something Courtney had been afraid of: once in the position of power turning into an even worse bully then Sasha had been.  
And Courtney had even tried to be kind, gentle and understanding too.  Not a pushover, no, but certainly not some sort of evil, wicked sadist (Mom having told her about stuff like that yesterday; sadism and maso-something-or-other, among many other things, until Courtney thought her head was gonna explode.  Although, because she had an incredible thirst for knowledge and learning it was also fun, too, being taught all that).  But Twerp was abusing Courtney’s kind nature, taking advantage of that.  Just as she had been for all this summer so far.  
Mom had also explained the need to ‘crack the whip’, both figuratively and literally, when Twerp started being defiant and rebellious in any way at all.  She’d illustrated that in a way that made perfect sense to Courtney, too.  A puppy didn’t know anything and, if you waited until it was all grown up and had all bad habits it was a lot of work to correct them.  When if you’d just have corrected them when it was still just a little puppy that was way easier to do.  
Well, Courtney wasn’t going to feel the least little bit guilty about punishing Twerp.  Dog gone it, she knew what she was supposed to have done!  Courtney had told her!  And she simply decided to do just as she pleased.  Fine.  She had no one else to blame then but herself.  However ...
...While she didn’t feel any guilt at all about punishing Twerp, she was feeling a bit nervous and squeamish about how she was about to do that.  And with good reason, too.  
Reaching into the now-open locker Courtney’s tiny, soft hand slipped around a smooth, polished wood handle, the surface feeling cool against her skin.  A seven-and-a-quarter inch long handle, of rich, earth-toned Jarrah wood, polished until it gleamed like glass.  Attached to one end was a double layer of dense, quarter-inch thick Latigo leather, an inch-and-a-half wide and eleven-and-a-half long, their edges smoothed and the far ends gently rounded.  Mom said this was called a ‘punishment strap’ and, from her first glimpse of it, Courtney could certainly see what it was called that!  She’d deeply shuddered and quailed the moment she’d seen it!  
That had been very early this morning, before they’d even woken Twerp up.  Mom had wanted to warn Courtney that, after having a night to dwell on matters, Twerp was very likely to start pushing the limits.  And had suggested that strap as an ‘object lesson’ to get the point across that defiance and disobedience were not going to be accepted.  
It wasn’t a toy, Mom had softly explained.  Not by any means.  It wasn’t something to use on a whim, or for fun.  Not the same way the riding crop could be used, anyway.  It was a very serious instrument of punishment, and while it could be used on Twerp it was going to hurt.  A lot.  It wasn’t something she’d be able to easily forget or dismiss within minutes afterwards.  
Just looking at it Courtney could easily accept that.  There was something about it that just looked ...ominous.  Menacing.  That it meant business.  
And if she felt that way just looking at it, Courtney could easily see the effect it would most certainly have on Twerp.  
Which made her decide, even as her tummy fluttered just looking at it, she’d wanted the option of using it if and when she felt it was needed.  
Of course, choosing that made her tummy churn even worse.  For she knew what that meant, and what would have to happen before she could, in fact, use it.  
She knew, beyond any shadow of a doubt, just how awful and horrid that must feel when Mom had, very softly and concerned, asked her twice if she was sure.  That she didn’t have to agree just because Samantha had thought this would be a good idea.  She still had the paddle and crop, as well as her hands, if she wanted something to discipline Twerp with.  She didn’t need the punishment strap too.  
No-o-o-o-o ...she really didn’t.  But Courtney hadn’t been blind or oblivious to Twerp already starting to defy Courtney.  In little ways, just like Mom had warned she would.  And considering how the rest of the day was already planned for her slave, Courtney knew Twerp would only get worse.  Indignant and aggrieved at what was happening.  And that would only incite her to become worse, not better.  Courtney very shrewdly suspected that, if she didn’t put her foot down in a very graphic way, she risked losing more and more of Twerp’s respect.  And while she’d rather have that out of loyalty and affection, well, if she couldn’t inspire obedience that way, she’d sure as heck compel it out of fear.  
It had been every bit as terrible as she’d feared.  Mom had had her remove her pj bottoms and her panties, then lay, face down, over the padded armrest of one of the couches.  Which pushed her tiny rump right up in the air.  Simply the position had Courtney cringing and shivering!  
She’d literally leapt right off the armrest when the first one licked right across both tiny pert cheeks, howling as she clasped both tiny hands over the fiery burn.  It was immeasurably worse then any hairbrushing she’d ever had before!  And she sobbed and bawled when Mom had made her go back over for a second one!  
Unlike before, with the crop, Courtney didn’t relax.  Instead she stiffened and tensed, still sobbing.  It took everything she had not to blubber and plead, to say she’d changed her mind after all.  And if Mom had required a third one, Courtney didn’t think she could have stood it.  
Even two hours later she could still feel a dull throb where they’d landed.  It no longer hurt, and it hadn’t welted or anything, but there was no way she could easily forget them, either.  
Which was the point, she suspected, as she removed the punishment strap from within the locker where they’d placed it that morning after the demonstration.  And after quite a long time of cuddling, Mom holding her close, telling Courtney how proud she was of her brave, strong girl.  How proud she was of her for being such an excellent Mistress for her little slave.  
Courtney ignored the look of utter panic and terror that suddenly flooded Twerp.  She’d brought this on herself, and she had no one but herself to blame for what happened.  Steeling herself, Courtney marched over to stand at Twerp’s side, a look of absolute, intense determination on her face.  
Sasha watched Courtney walk over with that ...that ...thing in her hand with out and out horror and dread.  She’d seen other things like that down here during her explorations, and had even chosen one like it for her play yesterday.  But she’d certainly no desire to experience it for real!  Surely Courtney couldn’t mean to actually use that!  Could she!?  
Still in that low, soft, icy voice Courtney said, in an almost purr, “This is called a punishment strap.  A slave is about to find out why it is, too.”  
“No!  Courtney, please don’t!”  Sasha blurted, lifting her head up and staring, petrified, at Courtney, feeling her guts turn to water.  Then reeled, shocked speechless when Courtney shrilled, the sound echoing in the room, “Silence!  And back into position!”  Sasha jerked, freezing.  Then with a loud whimper moved back into position.  
A picture perfect one at that Courtney noted.  And that only made her angrier.  Twerp couldn’t do it when told to, oh no.  She had to be scared in order to obey.  OK then.  Fine.  If that’s what it took, so be it.  
Taking a deep breath she lowered her voice back down.  “I’m tired of a slave’s crap,” she growled.  “I keep giving a slave chances cuz I know she’s unhappy with things and doesn’t like everything that’s happening.  Well, tough,” she spat.  “Instead of a slave being grateful to her Mistress, she just keeps trying to push and push and push,” Courtney snarled, her fluting voice rising at the end, quite emphatic, her anger quite distinctly apparent.  Obvious as well was that her patience had finally ended.  
“Well, if a slave won’t obey out of gratitude and respect,” she got out through gritted teeth, “then I’ll make sure she obeys out of fear.”  
Sasha was violently trembling by now, her heart painfully thumping in her chest.  She wanted to get up and run.  Run far away, as fast as she could.  But that wasn’t an option and she knew it.  So instead she stayed as motionless as possible, as perfectly in position as she could manage, hoping that in doing so Courtney would just be satisfied with scolding, leaving the idea of the punishment strap as a threat for the future.  
Courtney couldn’t hit her with that thing.  She just couldn’t!  Even as that thought frantically ran around in her head she tensed and braced, closing her eyes and whimpering, literally frozen with fear.  
Taking a couple of very deep breaths Courtney struggled for control.  She couldn’t believe how furious she’d gotten seeing Twerp instantly obey because she was scared rather then simply complying to start with.  That angered her far more then she’d expected, all the more so because Courtney didn’t want Twerp to be scared.  Didn’t want her obeying out of fear.  Courtney had gotten a bellyful of that on the receiving end, doing things that her cousin made her do because Sasha had backed her against the wall, making Courtney scared to refuse to listen and do what Sasha had wanted.  That’s what had started this whole mess to begin with: Sasha blackmailing Courtney, having her keep quiet about her explorations out of fear of punishment.  
Nor did she really want to hurt her slave, either.  Certainly not to the degree that this strap was gonna do.  But, as Courtney was already distinctly aware, as intense as that was it would ease and fade, yet still leave a rather lengthy impression and reminder, too.  
As soon as she’d seen Twerp just indolently and defiantly lounge and sit instead of kneel Courtney knew she’d have to punish her.  Use the strap to make certain sure Twerp understood her error.  And it took all her willpower to make herself go through with that, the memory of being strapped herself still very vivid.  Heck, she could still feel it!  Well, she wasn’t any longer uneasy or unsure and, once again, Twerp was the reason for that.  Well, her behavior was, anyway.  And if it took strapping Twerp to start changing her behavior, then so be it.  
Courtney shifted a little until standing precisely where she needed to be at her slave’s side.  Gazing down she had a perfect view of her uplifted butt, the smooth, pert, firm cheeks already clenching and tightening in horrid anticipation.  Mom had had her practice swinging the strap earlier, using a pillow for a target, so she was quite confident of both her accuracy and how hard to swing.  Moist pink tongue tip between tiny white teeth Courtney took a deep breath ...drew her little arm back ...fixed her gaze on Twerp’s quivering rump ...
Tiny teeth gritted, Courtney swung.  Hard.  
*CRACK!* 
Sounding like a gunshot, the report of the strap impacting against Twerp echoed in the small room.  Between the power of the impact, her awkward posture, and the sheer, unexpected fiery agony that instantly exploded in her bottom, Twerp slid forwards, untidily sprawling on her belly.  Her eyes flew open, huge as rounded saucers at the fierce burn that erupted in her butt.  Her mouth was wide open in a silent howl, but her breath had been momentarily driven from her.  
And then slender little arms and legs windmilled, scrabbling for purchase on the smooth tiled floor as she shrieked, her screams reverberating in the room.  Scrambling to her feet she danced and hopped, both hands clasped to her bottom, howling and bawling.  The fire there seemed to grow and spread, becoming worse, not better, as the seconds passed.  It felt like a red-hot swatch had been burned into her butt!  
‘One potato, two potato, three potato,’ Courtney mentally counted, watching Twerp leap about, dancing on her toes, howling at the top of her lungs.  When she reached five she held up her small hand, tiny fingers and thumb extended.  “A slave has five seconds to be back in position, or she earns extra.”  
Still bawling Twerp looked at her with terrified, pleading eyes.  Courtney simply closed her tiny thumb, then her pinky.  Twerp still kept hopping and sobbing.  When Courtney had closed all five she reopened her hand again.  “That’s an extra strapping.  Will a slave go for even more?”  
Sasha burst into racking sobs at that.  She couldn’t, she just couldn’t!  She couldn’t take any more!  She just couldn’t make herself get back into that awful pose, knowing she was gonna get more of those!  
But Courtney’s grim, stern expression showed her that, if she didn’t, somehow, manage to get back down into position she’d be getting way more then just one more.  And one was already one too many!  Still that burning fire was spreading through her butt!  
With a hopeless, despairing, gut-wrenching sob Sasha fell to her knees, just as Courtney had a single finger still extended.  She somehow managed to struggle back into position, sobbing harder feeling how exposed, how open and vulnerable, her butt was to that terrible, horrifying strap.  She piteously moaned and whimpered and didn’t care what she sounded like.  Defiance and rebellion were nowhere to be found; they’d locked themselves in a room and refused to even answer the knock.  
‘Oh wow!’  Courtney thought, looking down as Twerp’s rear.  She’d landed it perfectly, exactly where she’d wanted to, and her huge, sea-gray eyes widened at what she saw.  
Almost as wide as her little hand, a stripe of glowing, bright crimson extended across both cheeks, vividly, starkly contrasting against Twerp’s smooth, now alabaster skin.  Although, not precisely across both cheeks.  For Courtney had aimed for, and hit, the dreaded ‘sit spot’, the sensitive crease right at the bottom of the cheeks and the top of the thighs.  She swallowed hard, almost doubling over at the sudden intense jolt that rocked her.  At the abrupt flush and heat that surged through her, filling her.  Instinctively pressing the heel of a tiny hand very low down on her tummy, easing an odd ache that had unexpectedly appeared there.  Her mouth felt suddenly dry, her heart was racing and she didn’t know why.  A sensation of ...power ...of command ...swelled within her, making her feel a mile high.  
And all of that centered on the strap in her hand, and the vivid blazing stripe across her slave’s butt.  
Twerp was still sobbing, deep gulping ones that racked her body.  But she was somehow still staying in position, which really surprised Courtney.  She fully intended to give her two, as that was how many Courtney had endured so she figured she had a good idea what that was like.  But now, because she took so long getting back down she was supposed to get three.  And as much as Courtney found that very interesting to think about doing, she wasn’t sure if three was too much for the first time.  
Taking a couple of deep breaths Courtney managed to find her voice again.  “Listen up slave,” she finally got out, seeing Twerp flinch, then cringe and whimper as she spoke.  “A slave was going to get just two.  And now she’s gonna get three.  Because a slave got up without permission and took too long getting back down again.”  
Twerp wailed louder.  Three?  Ohgawd!  I’m gonna die!!  
Courtney furiously thought, trying to remember everything Mom had told her already.  Not just the words and the meanings, but also how she’d said them too.  She sensed this was a very important, perhaps the most important, part of everything that had happened so far, and she didn’t want to mess it up.  
“Prove to me you’ve got what it takes,” she softly said.  “Show me a slave can be proud of both herself and her abilities.  Keep your position this time, no matter what, and I’ll stop at just the two.”  Twerp wailed again, knowing that would be impossible.  There was just no way she could do that!  
Then almost lost before even starting, feeling a powerful tingling jolt rocket through her as Courtney softly murmured, “I know you can do it Twerp.  I know you can.  Make me proud of my slave.”  
There was no way she could.  She knew it.  But, even so, she gritted her teeth, small fingers tightly clenched into small fists.  Her little body tensed, vibrating with that strain, knowing even as she did so that tensing up like that was the worst thing to do as it would make the strap feel ten times worse when it hit.  But she didn’t have a choice; if she didn’t brace herself she’d never ever hold still.  
Courtney watched as Twerp hardened herself for the next one.  As before her upturned butt clenched and tightened and, as before, Courtney found that fascinating.  Unlike before, this time another slow, powerfully intense flush of warmth flowed through her as she readied herself.  
Again she took a deep breath.  Slowly raised her little arm back, her huge dusky eyes this time avidly sparkling and focused on that blazing scarlet stripe crossing Twerp’s bottom.  
*CRACK!* 
The report sounded hideously loud, echoing just as fiercely as before.  Twerp’s head rocked back, eyes enormous and bulging, her shriek deafening as the impact drove her forwards.  Her entire naked little body jerked and bucked, she howled and screamed in pain.  She tried, she truly tried, but she couldn’t stay in position.  Once again she fell forwards, clenched fists pounding on the floor as pure molten agony exploded in her bottom, radiating outwards in waves of blazing fire.  It stole her breath away, made her see spots.  It took everything she had to keep from leaping back up again and dancing around, to keep from reaching back and rubbing that terrible, fiercely painful fire intensely throbbing across her butt.  
And somehow, even as she howled and wailed, keened and shrieked and sobbed, she managed to get back into position.  Hot, scalding tears flowed in rivers down her cheeks and face, dripping onto the floor, while snot started dribbling from her nose, but she didn’t dare wipe either of them with her hands.  
Courtney watched, wide eyed and awed as Twerp struggled, unconsciously rubbing the heel of her tiny hand low down on her tummy while she did.  She was feeling awful oddly tingly inside, very warm, and it felt like her insides were humming or vibrating or something.  She really didn’t think Twerp could hold still but she wanted to give her at least a chance to try.  And, although she really hadn’t stayed in position, it wasn’t for lack of trying.  
Deep, hoarse racking sobs shook Twerp, rattling her very bones.  She was one very sorry little slave, Courtney figured, her own bottom sympathetically emphasizing with her pain.  
She sobbed even louder, wailing, when Courtney said, “A slave was supposed to remain in position ...and she didn’t.”  She shook even harder, wordless cries and wails of pains.  Courtney tipped her small head, watching and listening.  She’d expected Twerp to complain or make excuses.  Or something.  But ...she didn’t.  
Boy, that stripe looked flaming!  she thought.  And indeed it did.  Courtney had landed the strap in the exact same place as she had the first, and there was now a vivid, blazing scarlet strip about two inches wide straight across Twerp’s cheeks, right over the sit spot, a solid band interrupted only where the crease between the cheeks dipped down.  
Slowly lowering her tiny hand, Courtney gently placed it atop the one stripe at Twerp’s left cheek, feeling her immediately jerk at the contact.  ‘Oh my!’ she thought, ‘this feels as hot as asphalt does in the summer sun!’
It certainly did, too.  But, to Twerp, Courtney’s tiny hand felt very cool.  Soothingly so.  She actually pushed up against her hand once she’d gotten over being startled, desperately seeking that soothing coolness.  She nodded, still deeply sobbing, when Courtney murmured, “Feels good?”  
Well, Mom had rubbed her bottom after the strapping calibration.  And although hers hadn’t been for punishment and Twerp’s had, Courtney didn’t see any reason not to also rub Twerp’s.  This time.  Very lightly, very gently, Courtney glided her tiny, smooth soft hand back and forth over that vivid, blazing scarlet stripe.  She didn’t say a word while she did, nor did she say anything for the next several minutes, while Twerp’s sobs gradually eased into hiccups and sniffles.  
Stepping back, Courtney walked around to Twerp’s front.  “Nadu,” she said, watching as Twerp struggled to kneel upright, wincing in pain as her flaming, throbbing cheeks settled down atop her heels.  “I’m really very proud of my slave,” she finally said, having gazed at her for several seconds.  
Twerp actually blinked, startled and astonished, darting a surprised glance up at Courtney before abruptly dropping her eyes again.  
“No, I really am,” Courtney reassured.  “I didn’t think a slave could stay still so I wasn’t surprised when she didn’t.  I also didn’t think she’d do as good as she did.  And Twerp, you did do very good.  I’m very proud of you.”  And Courtney sincerely was, and it was obvious in her voice.  
Her face was a mess, eyes puffy and bloodshot from crying, face soaked with tears and snot dripping from her nose.  Her bottom was still on fire, in incredible agony that pulsed with molten fire with every throb of her heartbeat.  Yet at Courtney’s words and tone she almost doubled over as a tingle so intense, feeling like an electrified pitchfork had been jabbed deep in her tummy, erupted inside her.  That massive tingle radiated outwards in shimmering waves of warmth, until her hair felt like it was standing on end and her toes prickled.  Small, puffy, pale pink nipples abruptly tightened, puckering into tiny nubs.  
Courtney’s eyes widened first in surprise then in delighted awe.  ‘Oh my!’ she thought, ‘Look at that!’
Her tingles grew even more as Courtney continued.  “You didn’t even argue or make excuses Twerp, complaining it was impossible to stay still.  You didn’t even plead or beg.  You did exactly what you were told to do, as best as you could.  I’m impressed.  And very proud, too.”  
A slow flush crept downwards from Twerp’s cheeks, extending to the tops of small, firm nascent breasts.  She had done pretty good, now that Courtney had pointed that out.  She hadn’t thought she could do it at all, and had felt like a total weak failure when she’d collapsed into a bawling mess.  But she had struggled back up even as her bottom was in agony.  And Courtney, instead of looking at that as a failure, considered it a great accomplishment!  
“Since you didn’t speak, didn’t argue or make excuses, and since you did the very best you could,” Courtney stated, “I’m going to cancel the third one.”  
Twerp burst into tears again, sobbing almost as hard as she had right after being strapped.  Only, this time they were from relief and not pain.  Courtney padded over to the locker, replacing the punishment strap inside, then returned with a handful of soft tissue paper.  She’d needed a mess of them after Mom had strapped her so she’d been certain Twerp would need them too.  She handed them to her slave, telling her to blow her nose and wipe her eyes, then patiently waited for her to do that, and for her newest weeping to ease.  
“Listen up carefully Twerp,” Courtney said, once her slave had finished blowing and blotting.  “This doesn’t have to be bad or awful you know.”  Twerp looked up, eyes still puffy, her expression one of misery and disbelieve.  Anguish, too, as her butt was still terribly throbbing, radiating intense waves of fire and pain outwards from the stripe the strap had made.  “It’s really pretty easy: do what you’re told to do, or not.  If you do, things can get real nice real quick.  There’s lots of stuff I can use to play with you down here.  And that’s not even counting the things I can do upstairs with you either.  And don’t give me that look,” Courtney firmly chided, seeing Twerp appear as if she found nothing nice about any type of potential play.  “Not when I can see your nipples like they are right now.”  
Like flicking on a light switch Twerp instantly flushed a hot bright crimson all the way down past her chest.  If anything Courtney got even more piqued at that.  “Jeez Twerp!  There’s nothing wrong about liking to play some of this stuff!  C’mon!”  she rolled her eyes in exasperation.  “I don’t think you’re sick or weird or anything, and neither does Mom.  Different, yes,” then she shrugged small shoulders, dismissing that as being important or meaningful in any way, “but so what?  Better different and exciting than the same old stuff that’s boring.”  
Twerp deeply shivered as Courtney removed the riding crop from her dainty gold chain belt.  Then softly gasped, unable to keep from pushing her chest forwards as Courtney very gently brushed the leather popper tip over tiny hard nipples.  Tight peaks that puckered even more at the shivery, tingly sensation that inspired.  Courtney obviously knew how that made her feel when she did that, she could see her eyes sparkling even brighter as she watched.  She looked (and was) absolutely delighted at how her slave was responding.  
“You like being tied up.  Like being touched and played with,” Courtney simply announced.  “And I like doing all that to you, too.”  Twerp swallowed hard, wondering if Courtney liking that was a good thing or a bad thing.  She didn’t have to wonder about how she felt about it, though.  Or, more accurately, how her body did.  For, even now, those very light, circling brushes across her nipples had abruptly ignited intense shivery tingles.  Even with the throbbing awful pain in her butt those tingles blazed forth, refusing to be denied.  
“And you like being a slave, too.  Oh, I know,” she made a dismissive gesture with a tiny hand, as if brushing that aside while ignoring Twerp’s sudden expression of disbelieve and denial, “if you could talk you’d tell me I was wrong.  You’d say a whole buncha stuff to prove you didn’t want to be a slave.”  Courtney then started, very lightly, just flicking the popper of the crop right across the very tips of Twerp’s tiny hard peaks.  And every tap brought forth a soft swift inhale, resulted in Twerp’s small chest being shudderingly pushed out.  
“What you don’t like isn’t being a slave, it’s having to follow rules you don’t like.  Being made to do things you think are silly or stupid or mean.  You’d like it better if you had all the fun stuff and none of the work or hard stuff.  Well Twerp, it doesn’t work that way.  And it doesn’t matter if you like stuff or not, you’re just gonna do them.  Or else.”  
Twerp really didn’t need ‘or else’ explained, not when sheer agony was still throbbing in her bottom.  
And then she froze again, literally whimpered as Courtney’s expression, which had been mild, kind and understanding -- even sympathetic -- through her talk abruptly changed, becoming very cold, stern and forbidding.  “And you also don’t like that you’re my slave.  That I’m your Mistress,” she stated in a terrible voice, as cold as frozen helium.  She’d never heard her cousin sound like that, and it was every bit as scary as hearing her Aunt sounding like that!  
“Well, I am your Mistress,” Courtney coldly stated.  “and my slave had better start remembering that!  And that’s not gonna change just because you don’t like or want that, because I want and like being your Mistress.”  Twerp sharply gasped as Courtney sharply struck each nipple once when she said ‘want’ and ‘like’.  Courtney hadn’t meant to do that.  Not intentionally, they just sorta happened that way.  But the effect was startling.  For both of them.  For Twerp’s gasps, for all they were soft cries, weren’t sounds of pain or hurt.  And each one, immediately after the sting of impact, sent intense tingles racing through Twerp.  
Courtney was quite astonished, so much so she lost her train of thought and the thread of her talk.  Staring quite intently, gleaming huge gray eyes utterly focused on those twin hard peaks she brought the crop back ...
*POP!* *PIP!* 
Neither were soft and gentle.  Neither were light little flicks.  Both were sharp, full pops right across each one, leaving a bright pink area centered over each.  
And both had Twerp cry out, a very odd, soft breathy gasped inhale that was a combination of shock, pain ...and something else.  
Twerp stared up at Courtney, her huge eyes filled with tears, glimmering in the lights, rounded to enormous saucers, stunned into disbelief at the powerful tingles evoked at that.  They had hurt!  Not a mild little sting, but had hurt!  But they hadn’t just hurt.  
Oh my!  Courtney thought yet once again, just as stunned as Twerp felt.  Her tiny pink tongue tip swiped across small full lips, even as her tummy felt ever so much more achier.  
Twerp badly wanted to reach around and rub that intense throbbing burn at her nipples.  But with the memory of the strapping still fresh in her mind -- and her butt -- she didn’t dare move.  Yet within a few seconds that pain seemed to ...metamorphosis into something other then just pain.  As if the tingles didn’t ease, soothe or eliminate the pain, but merged with it instead.  And in that blending the tingles became even more powerful.  
Courtney, meanwhile, was dealing with an epiphany of her own.  This entire episode had started, and had only been intended, as an instructional lesson for her slave.  To make vividly clear her errors, and what she could expect in the future should she continue to displease and disobey.  But ever since she’d landed that first shot with the strap, ever since she’d seen what that did, seen how Twerp reacted, what she sounded like ...her insides as started to jitter and thrum.  An odd tingly ache that she’d felt now and then during the last day, in fact.  Except they felt sharper this time, stronger.  Had grown even fiercer when she’d started lightly cropping Twerp’s nipples, watching them grow tauter and harder.  Watching as Twerp shifted from moaning and sniffling in pain to something rather different.  
Courtney was starting to feel rather breathless, and while it wasn’t at all unpleasant it was unlike anything she’d quite felt before.  Her eyes flickered over to the locker where she’d stowed the punishment strap, not realizing her tiny tongue tip once again glided over her small full lips.  Twerp’s eyes cut that way, too, when she noticed Courtney looking that way, then she deeply shivered and softly whimpered.  
Whimpers that grew louder when Courtney returned her gaze to her slave.  Because her eyes widened in awed shock at what she saw.  
Despite all her terrified dread of the strap, in spite of very clearly and unmistakably feeling, right at that very moment, what that strap could and did do, Twerp’s nipples remained rock-hard tiny points.  Unlike how they had been at the start, and during, her first strapping.  
“Oh my!’  Courtney whispered, her tone so very soft, awed and reverent.  
Both girls deeply shivered.  Twerp, because she could distinctly tell that Courtney wanted to strap her some more, and Courtney because she suddenly realized she wanted to strap her slave some more.  
Not because she’d disobeyed or displeased.  Not because she’d defied or rebelled.  But for no other reason then she wanted to do that.  
Courtney’s tiny body sharply jerked yet again at the blinding understanding and acceptance that, as Twerp’s Mistress, she could just strap her slave again, and for no other reason then she wanted to do that.  She actually took a little step towards that locker, her feet acting as if they had a mind of their own.  And hearing Twerp’s dismayed, frightened whimpered moan didn’t check her desire, it actually increased it.  
Courtney visibly struggled for a few moments, then took a deep breath before looking back at Twerp.  Tiny fingers fumbled replacing the crop, she almost dropped the leash removing it from her thin belt.  “I ...I think I should ...store my slave now,” she managed to get out.  “Leash.”  
Twerp scrambled to her feet, wincing and softly crying out at the pain in her bottom as she moved.  She didn’t play around, didn’t do anything but immediately assume a perfect leash position.  Not with the odd, gleaming way Courtney’s eyes were brightly sparkling and glittering.  And not when still sharply feeling that hot burning swath scorched across her butt!  
Nor did she do anything other then follow along meekly and docilely ...also with perfect carriage.  It was with a distinct sense of relief that she crawled back into her cage, as if coming home to a safe haven of sorts.  Not even having her hands cuffed behind her back and her ankles cuffed together were distressing, as long as she was far, far away from that terrifying strap.  Although she would rather have had her hands free, since it was extremely difficult to rub that still-throbbing, burning stripe with her hands cuffed together like that.  
Wriggling a little she got as comfy as possible, breathing a heavy, deep sigh of relief once Courtney had left.  For a long, ghastly moment there she’d thought Courtney was going to get that punishment strap again and have her go back into the extended kneel for punishment position.  Courtney had certainly been right about that: Sasha could certainly see why it was called that!  
And she never wanted to get strapped again, either.  Although ...
Sasha was horribly confused ...again.  For all that she’d been utterly alarmed and terrified, both before and during the strapping, she hadn’t really been panicky.  And, although she hadn’t really been conscious of it right at that moment, those tingles had gotten a bit sharper, too.  She wasn’t at all sure why or how, only that it was.  Something about the dreadful implacability of the situation, something about knowing she was utterly trapped, helpless to change anything, just made those tingles appear.  
She’d most definitely been incapable of overlooking them once Courtney had started flicking her crop over Sasha’s nipples.  But that hadn’t been the most astonishingly surprising part.  No, that award was left to what had happened when Courtney had painfully cropped each nipple.  And it had been painful, too!  That had brought tears to Sasha’s eyes, took her breath away for a moment.  But, no more then heartbeats later that immediate pain had somehow ...changed.  Shifted.  Even now Sasha could feel the residual tingles gently throbbing at her nipples.  Still hard, erect and puckered nipples.  
How could that happen?  How could something that hurt also feel nice?  Was something wrong with her?  Inside?  Was she a freak or something?  She badly wished she had someone she could ask about that.  Right now she’d risk being gagged if she just had the chance to blurt out her plea to ask that question.  
Closing her eyes she tried to rest and recover.  But she knew she was doomed to failure in at least one regard.  Her tingles weren’t going to fade and disappear this time.  Not with that fire still resonating at her butt.  Or the more milder, gentler ones at her nipples.  And most certainly not with her hands and feet locked secure to each other, while she lay sprawled, naked and collared, stored away in her locked cage.  
This had been a long morning already, she realized with dismay, and somehow she suspected the rest of the day would seem even longer. 
Summer Slave
By Masterius
Edited by Kenna
Part 10
Samantha leaned back in her chair, watching Courtney as she relayed everything that had transpired.  She wasn’t really surprised Twerp had wound up being strapped.  Between her chronic behavior and gradually reawakening defiance and rebellion it was virtually a given that the little slave was going to act up and misbehave.  And when you added Courtney’s obvious fascination with the punishment strap out and her wanting to try it out, well ...Samantha knew Twerp had been in for it.  
What did surprise her, however, was hearing the rest of Courtney’s recitation.  How she’d lightly played the crop over her little slave’s nipples, and how Twerp had responded.  Even that hadn’t been too terribly surprising, no.  But, having her continue to positively respond when sharply cropped there had been.  
Samantha reassured her daughter that she’d done everything just right, that she’d been absolutely perfect, smiling as Courtney breathed a heartfelt sigh of relief then brightly beamed.  But part of her mind continued reflecting on what she’d just learned.  Was it possible that Twerp was a masochist?  Excited and aroused by pain?  She had, after all, selected those other items -- flogger, riding crop and strap -- as part of her ‘game’ earlier yesterday morning.  At the time Samantha had believed she’d done that simply to make her fantasy play more ‘real’.  And most likely, at that time, that had been all there was to it, too.  Certainly Twerp had never positively responded at the thought of being punished with any of those.  
But that didn’t mean she was innately repelled by them, either.  It could be simply a matter of her instinctively yearning and craving having them used on her, but her innocent rational mind overriding those desires with very justifiable fear and terror.  So it was quite possible pain was arousing to her.  Well, at least moderate amounts, anyway.  
Of course, that immediately had rise up in her mind a thoroughly unscrupulous awareness.  Although Samantha had never personally done so, she was well aware that a person could be trained to accept, and even crave, pain.  Through the cunning use of reinforcements their body conditioned so that pain was arousing, even the thought of pain was stimulating.  And Twerp was a literal tabula rasa, a blank slate.  It would be easier then child’s play to ‘program’ her as a pain toy.  
Then again, if she were already congenitally wired that way, it would be inevitable, during her training, for those desires to become evident.  And, if they did, what was she going to do about it?  
Samantha flicked a glance at her daughter.  One other thing was becoming readily apparent; her daughter was becoming more and more enthusiastic about the proceedings.  She enjoyed and delighted in the control and power she had over her slave.  And, it seemed, she relished not only the right and authority to discipline and punish her, but also found pleasure and excitement in those acts, in and of themselves.  
She was beginning to feel very much as if she’d been strapped into a bobsled, unable to get out, and had just been pushed down the chute.  Not only couldn’t she return, not only couldn’t she stop, but also sensed a very steep slope looming before her.  She didn’t know what was going to prove the more difficult: reining her desires in or checking Courtney’s.  
One thing was very assured, however: she might temporarily delay and postpone any study of Twerp’s potential response to pain, but she couldn’t do so indefinitely.  One way or another there was going to come a time when that had to be explored.  
However, that was for the future.  For now, unless something radically changed, Twerp’s training was planned out for the next two days.  She wasn’t going to like it, no.  Not a bit.  Unfortunately for her, her likes and dislikes for what would transpire over the following forty-eight hours never entered the picture.  
There was no way she could nap.  Not with being cuffed as she was, and certainly not with her strapped butt throbbing in time with every heartbeat.  So Sasha was wide-awake when Courtney returned.  Hopefully with breakfast, as Sasha was starting to feel quite hungry.  
Well, it was breakfast.  But Sasha was distressed with what it was, and outraged at what was expected of her.  For Courtney simply opened the front grill of the cage and set inside two shallow bowls, one of water and one of oatmeal, before stepping back and lounging against one of the other cages.  “A slave has five minutes to eat her breakfast,” was all she said.  
There was no spoon and, even if there had been, Sasha’s hands were still cuffed behind her back.  She looked up at Courtney with a furious daggered glance.  What did she expect Sasha to do?  Lap it up like she was a doggy or something!?  Because if that’s what she expected, there was no way she was gonna do that!  No way, no how!  
Courtney never said a word, just kept watching Sasha as she lay there glaring and fuming.  
Well, I’m not gonna do it!  Sasha mentally sputtered.  She’ll give up after a while and change her mind.  And then I can eat like a person and not some sort of caged animal!  
Much to her utter shock, dismay and consternation, Courtney didn’t change her mind.  At exactly five minutes, having periodically checked her small wristwatch, she simply removed both bowls, closed and relocked the grill then walked out, having never said a word the entire time.  
Sasha impotently seethed inside her cage.  Already her tummy was rumbling.  Oatmeal wasn’t the greatest thing, no, but it at least was filling.  Any minute now Courtney would accept the futility of her foolishness and return with Sasha’s breakfast, this time unlocking her cuffs first.  Surely she’d understand that Sasha couldn’t be expected to eat without her hands!  So-o-o-o ...any minute now.  Any minute now ...
Well, it was a very long time, in fact, before Courtney reappeared.  Three and a half hours later, to be precise.  And Sasha had long passed being merely hungry.  And by now she was furious with Courtney, too, for taking her breakfast away like she had, glaring at her when she walked back to the front of her cage.  Her tummy loudly rumbled, audibly so, when Courtney placed the two bowls back inside, just as she had that morning.  One of oatmeal and one of water.  For all Sasha knew they might even be the exact same ones.  And, once again, Courtney simply leaned back against a cage, stating she had five minutes to eat.  
Sasha couldn’t do this.  She just couldn’t!  It would be mortally humiliating!  Just thinking about it made her want to shrivel up inside.  But her tummy didn’t care at all, and the aroma of the bland oatmeal had it painfully growling.  Even her mouth was salivating!  
Again all Courtney did was just watch, with an odd, distant, cool expression.  Not a gleeful or gloating one, although there was a touch of sparkle to her eyes, true.  Sasha deeply shivered, suddenly positive if she didn’t eat Courtney would just take it away like she had before.  And if she did, maybe Sasha wouldn’t get another chance to eat until dinner tonight.  And she didn’t think she could last that long and, even if she could, what would be the point if Courtney simply did the exact same thing then, too?  
It was one of the hardest things Sasha had ever done, first wriggling and squirming that teeniest bit so that her mouth was over the oatmeal bowl, and then extending her small, pink, moist tongue downwards.  Her body was a vivid, brilliantly blazing scarlet as, hesitantly at first, she started lapping up the thick, bland, cold gruel.  The moment her tongue tasted food her tummy violently growled again, almost knotted with hunger inside.  
Haltingly at first then, as the first swallow hit her stomach, faster and faster, Sasha lapped and licked, trying to gather up larger and larger mouthfuls.  She’d already wasted several minutes before starting and she was terrified Courtney would take her food away before she’d finished eating it all.  
It was an awfully messy way of eating, she was getting it all over her smooth cheeks, small chin and little pert nose but, once she’d started, she didn’t care.  Her entire world was focused on getting food food food into her tummy.  And she loudly whined -- but never looked up or stopped desperately eating -- when she heard Courtney announce that five minutes were up.  
She did look up, however, an expression of utter astonishment and intense gratitude on her messy face, when Courtney softly added, “My slave may keep eating until she is finished.”  Within moments she was back to eating, actually licking the bowl completely clean to get every last morsel, her tummy still feeling a bit empty inside.  
Drinking the water was a bit more difficult.  She couldn’t actually lap that all that well, so instead pursed her full, pouty lips and sort of sucked it up.  At last she was finished, and started wriggling back a little so she could rest her head down on the sheet rather then atop the bowls, only to abruptly freeze when Courtney said, “Hold still.”  
Sasha was terrified she’d goofed somehow.  Although she hadn’t any idea what she could have done wrong.  Courtney simply walked over then hunkered down at the front of the cage.  First she removed the two bowls, then removed two small sealed packets from her pocket.  Premoistened towelettes, Sasha realized, watching as Courtney opened one then, with an expression of awed wondrous delight, gently wiped down Sasha’s face.  
They were lightly lemon-scented, and the fragrance was soothing.  Sasha closed her eyes, holding as motionless as possible, at the moment feeling grateful for being cleaned rather then resentful or humiliated.  Then lightly shivered, feeling so odd inside when, once Courtney finished using both towelettes, lightly stroked Sasha’s hair and cheek.  She never said a word the entire time, nor said anything as she finally straightened up, closed and locked the grill, picked up the bowls and left.  
Wriggling a bit to get comfy Sasha rested her cheek atop the sheets, her eyes still closed and her tummy now no longer complaining.  
Her eyes did fly open, a look of utter astonishment on her face, when she realized her butt didn’t hurt like it earlier had.  Before, she couldn’t have squirmed like she’d just done without wincing and softly gasping.  It was still sore, true.  Maybe even a little tender.  But it was bearable.  In fact, more than just endurable, it was actually tolerable.  
Sasha was about to discover, albeit she wasn’t consciously aware of that revelation, what virtually every other submissive, slave and masochist learned very early on: it was quite exciting and arousing to think about, imagine, and daydream about being punished, and often quite another when that actually happened.  Sometimes facing that ‘moment of truth’ wasn’t nearly as arousing as it was picturing that moment.  
However, for now, all Sasha could do was think.  Picture.  Imagine.  Replay in her mind that awful, dreadful moment when Courtney had suddenly appeared, like magic, in the locker room, catching Sasha in her willful disobedience.  Recall the feelings of dread, dismay, fear and terror as she was made to kneel for her punishment, as she steeled herself for the awful horrible agony of that strap.  
Except, now that it was actually over, and had been for some time now, she couldn’t quite engender the same sensation of terror at the image of being strapped as she had when it had truly happened to her.  In fact, the more she replayed that entire scene in her mind the less terrifying it felt, becoming more exciting and tingly instead.  
Sasha restlessly shifted and squirmed as she lay there, mind adrift in retrospection.  Actual memory and imaginary daydreams gradually started mingling and blending together.  She could unerringly remember all the negative emotions and sensations about everything that had happened to her so far but, astonishingly and surprisingly, when she replayed all of them in her mind she couldn’t recreate those same negative feelings.  
Well, not anywhere near the intensity they had been at the time.  It was more like they were one step removed, almost second-person rather then first-person.  
However, she had no difficulties at all in recreating the positive ones.  Reawakening the very same tingles, the tight achy tummy ...
...the puckered, hard nipples.  The wet pussy.  
Sasha softly blushed feeling the latter.  But, again, she was surprised and astonished at feeling less embarrassed and humiliated with that happening to her.  It didn’t seem to upset either her Aunt or Courtney and, in fact, they both seemed pleased when it happened.  Pleased and simply accepting, as if it was perfectly normal and natural.  In fact, Aunt Samantha had said that very same thing just yesterday.  
She was only beginning to accept, herself, that she could feel the way she did because of being tied up.  She’d had almost a whole week to subconsciously get used to that concept.  And she certainly didn’t have any trouble comprehending how that could also occur from being touched and played with.  What she didn’t understand, not at all, was how the same thing could happen from being embarrassed and humiliated.  From being paddled, cropped and strapped.  
She wished she had someone she could talk to about all this.  Help explain it all to her, help her to understand what was happening to her, both inside and outside.  Aunt Samantha surely knew what was going on, but Sasha couldn’t think of any way of asking her for help or advice; at least, not any way that wouldn’t just result in her being immediately gagged for speaking.  Right at this moment, if that meant she had to be strapped down again and treated like an anatomical model by the two of them Sasha wouldn’t care, as long as she started getting answers!  
Save for that morning’s exercise session Sasha had been forcibly inactive since late yesterday evening.  Between that and her gradually intensifying tingles (which, considering her daydreams all that week had, in one fashion or another, involved being bound, touched and played with, and ‘threatened’ with punishments, all of which had actually happened to her now, there was no way her tingles couldn’t increase the more she dwelled upon all that had happened ...and not when all she could do was dwell upon those thoughts and daydreams, having nothing else to do lying there cuffed and ‘stored’ in her locked cage) Sasha was quite restless during the hour following her lunch.  
Restless enough that she was quite eager at hearing someone come into the room, hoping they were coming for her.  Coming to let her out and have her do something.  Even the normal nervousness and apprehension that appeared whenever they came for her took a far distant second place to her need to just get out and move!  
They started running neck-to-neck, however, when Sasha saw it was her Aunt rather then Courtney who had come for her this time, her heart starting to thump and her tummy fluttering.  Aunt Samantha didn’t say a word as simply unlocked and lowered the rear of the cage.  Only then did she speak, and that was to order Sasha to back out of the cage.  
Now, considering she was lying on her tummy in a small, cramped cage, with her ankles locked together and her wrists locked behind her back, Sasha didn’t see any way she could do that.  That, however, didn’t stop her from promptly trying to do just that, instantly starting to hump up and attempt wriggling backwards.  There wasn’t any way she was going to do anything but try immediately doing as told, not with the memory of being strapped so fresh in her mind, and most certainly not with it being her Aunt being the one telling her to do so!  
Sasha struggled, wriggling and squirming, fear starting to bud and flower within her as she barely moved.  Then froze, biting off a whimper as her Aunt told her to hold still.  Sasha lightly shivered when her cuffed small ankles were firmly grasped ...
...then softly gasped, a light airy moan, as she was simply tugged out of the cage, slid across the sheets.  
Just the sensation of her tightly puckered nipples grazing along the length of the sheet was enough to send intense tingles racing through her.  But the realization of the situation, the mental image of that, only increased their intensity.  She was being withdrawn from ‘storage’.  Unable and incapable of resistance -- not that she intended to resist but, if she had ...she couldn’t have done so.  Literally handled like an inanimate object.  Had she been ordered out of the cage because of something like an impending punishment that Sasha hadn’t want to face; had -- this time -- Sasha desperately wanted to remain safe inside the cage for any reason at all ...
...There would have been nothing she could have done about being just pulled right out, as if a book being taken down off a shelf.  
Once Samantha had her far enough out of the cage to reach her cuffed wrists she unlocked both sets of cuffs from each other, then had Sasha squirm the rest of the way out.  As soon as she cleared the cage Sasha wriggled upright into Tower, kneeling in front of her Aunt as she’d been taught (‘Trained’, that little inner voice reminded her again) to do.  Aunt Samantha’s expression didn’t change which, as far as Sasha was concerned, was a good thing.  
She was told to stand to be leashed, which she did, then her Aunt clipped the leash secure and led her off.  Sasha was very careful to keep her posture and position absolutely perfect, having no desire to give either her Aunt or Courtney any reason at all to land on her for anything.  At the moment she didn’t know which would be worse: being punished a second time or being just stored away again.  She wasn’t used to being this inactive and it was starting to drive her nuts.  She hoped she’d have a chance to do something, even if it was just more slave practice and training.  She even wondered, half in dread and half in oddly, breathless yearning, if they’d strap her back down and play with her once again.  
Aunt Samantha led her outside, then across the main room and over to the other side, to the door to the movie theatre room.  Still without saying a word or, for that matter, showing any outward sign of recognizing she was leading Sasha rather then some sort of automaton.  They walked inside, her Aunt walking Sasha right over to where Courtney was.  
Which was in a chair.  Sitting in one, to be precise.  One that hadn’t been in the room the times Sasha had explored down here.  Sasha recognized it, however.  It used to be upstairs, in the study room Courtney used for doing homework and projects.  Black leatherette with padded cushions, actually a very comfortable chair; Sasha had been co-opting it for her own use, taking it from Courtney and daring her to do something about it.  
Courtney never looked up, just kept reading her book as Sasha was led over to her.  Since she hadn’t been verbally told to follow Sasha sank down to her knees as soon as they stopped.  That’s when she noticed the little case resting between Courtney’s tiny booted feet, a small, zippered, brown leather Dopp kit bag.  
Removing the leash her Aunt hunkered down alongside Sasha then unzipped the bag, removing several items from within.  
A small can of black shoe polish.  An applicator brush.  A buffing brush.  A polishing cloth.  Setting each one out, one at a time, in front of Sasha.  
Before she had time to goggle at them her Aunt matter-of-factly stated, “A slave will be polishing her Mistress’ boots.”  
‘Say what!?’  Sasha thought.  
She might not have spoken aloud but her expression spoke volumes.  Samantha simply ignored her and continued.  “Watch closely; this is how a slave is to do this.”  With that Samantha opened the tin then demonstrated how to apply the polish with the applicator, how to use the buffing brush and next the polishing cloth.  When she was finished the toe of Courtney’s left boot shined like a mirror.  Throughout all of that, Courtney never looked up from her book.  The latest Harry Potter, Sasha noted with envy, having been looking forwards for over a year to read that herself when it finally came out.  
“Does a slave understand what she needs to do and how to do it?”  her Aunt finally asked.  Sasha nodded; it didn’t look all that hard, no.  Although she didn’t see the point to it, the boots already looked pretty clean and shiny.  And she really didn’t want to do this, it looked boring and probably was, and was rather demeaning, too.  Grumbling to herself, she picked up the applicator brush as her Aunt strolled out, closing the door behind her and leaving Sasha alone with Courtney.  The sooner she got this over with, the better.  Maybe after she finished they’d do something more fun with her, or at least more active.  
It was bad enough they were making her polish the little twer ...Courtney’s boots.  But she also had to do them while Courtney was still wearing them!  Muttering to herself Sasha picked up some of the polish on the applicator bristles, then her little chin stubbornly jutted out when Courtney, without ever seeming to look up from her book, simply extended her left boot out to Sasha.  
This was boring, stupid and silly.  This sucked.  Still mentally grumbling Sasha started applying polish to the boot, remaining kneeling in Tower while she did.  And it was very difficult to remain kneeling when all she wanted to do was jump up, run around ...do something!  She understood they expected her to work hard and do a very good job.  But she’d never polished anything before, let alone a pair of tall boots still on someone’s feet!  And, frankly, she didn’t want to do this, she didn’t like being told to do it, and was annoyed at having to do this.  
She started moving slower and slower, increasingly apathetically.  At first that wasn’t deliberate, but as time passed, it became intentional.  Sasha figured that Courtney would get bored waiting for Sasha to finish and would give up on this and move on to doing something else.  It wasn’t as if the boots needed polishing, after all.  
After half an hour Sasha hadn’t done more than smudge and smear the polish over both boots.  And the entire time Courtney continued simply reading her book, sipping soda and nibbling on some pretzels.  Sasha was still kneeling at Courtney’s feet, moving as slow as molasses in an Antarctica winter as her mind wandered and daydreamed, when the door silently opened behind her.  She stiffened in surprise at hearing her Aunt enter then tensed even more as Courtney, still never looking up simply said, “Store the slave back, please.  I’ve had enough of her and her lazy performance today.”  
Her Aunt had Sasha stand to be leashed and, without a word, returned Sasha to her cage.  She didn’t know whether to be relieved or aggrieved.  It didn’t seem as if she was going to be punished, but she also didn’t want to be locked up again so soon after finally being let out.  But she didn’t dare kick up a fuss about being stored again, not even when her Aunt relocked the cuffs back together.  
It was a very long, very boring afternoon.  No one came back for her the entire time.  She was left alone with just her thoughts.  And again, with nothing else to do and considering she was laying there naked, collared, cuff bound and cage locked, she thought of little else but everything that had happened.  And again, as had happened before, it wasn’t very long at all before she was gently squirming and tingly, before she felt her silken inner thighs slick and wet.  
In fact, the tingles were so pervasive, so insidious and constant, Sasha was wishing Courtney would just come in and start touching and playing.  She was distantly surprised at that, since before this she’d -- impotently -- struggled to keep just that very thing from happening.  But, while picturing that happening again was still embarrassing, Sasha was startled and astonished to realize that it was also exciting now to picture.  And not just exciting, but something she needed very badly.  Sasha had no way to ease and soothe the tingles that had been, all day today, nonstop thrumming through her.  And she certainly couldn’t stop those tingles, either, not as long as they kept her stored as they’d been doing.  
Courtney did make an appearance.  Twice.  Once to feed Sasha.  And, later that night, returning to take her to the bathroom before storing her for the night.  
Dinner had been, once again, a bowl each of bland, cool oatmeal and tepid water.  And, once again, she had to eat them lying on her tummy and lapping the gruel and sipping up the water.  Sasha had been dismayed, upset, unhappy and embarrassed when Courtney simply placed the bowls at her head, understanding what Courtney expected her to do.  Hadn’t she obeyed this afternoon and eaten like a doggy for her?  Hadn’t she proved she could and would do this already?  
She almost refused to do it again.  Almost.  But there wasn’t any doubt in her mind what the result of her refusal would be: going hungry until morning.  
And morning would be a lo-o-o-o-o-ng time coming if she did that.  
Well, it wasn’t as if Courtney poked fun at her for eating like a doggy, mocking and taunting when Sasha had no choice but to lap her food.  That helped make this somewhat easier.  Nevertheless, she hoped this wasn’t going to be the norm from now on.  She was already getting tired of oatmeal and water.  
About an hour after eating Courtney took her to the bathroom, letting her use the toilet before putting her to bed for the night.  She wasn’t allowed to shower first but, considering Sasha had scarcely done a blessed thing since her morning exercise session, she really didn’t need to wash up before bed.  
Then it was back to her cage, stored for the night.  Courtney didn’t relock the cuffs together, for which Sasha was quite grateful.  She didn’t think she’d manage to sleep at all if Courtney had done that.  Even with her arms and legs free she had a difficult time sleeping.  She’d done little else that day but lay stored in her cage and doze on and off.  Her sleep that night was fitful, plagued by very vivid dreams and, on more then one occasion she’d roused only to find her fingers where they weren’t supposed to be.  
By the time Courtney came for her the following morning Sasha had a much better idea of what ‘stir-crazy’ and ‘cabin fever’ meant.  After her wake-up-bathroom-break (for which Sasha was devoutly grateful for; somehow being locked up seemed to make her bladder feel much smaller and much more insistent by the time morning rolled around) she was again taken to the exercise room for her morning workout session.  
Sasha needed no encouragement today, throwing herself with abandon into her exercises, working off an incredible amount of stored up energy.  The hour passed swiftly, and she was actually surprised at how quickly the time flew by.  Surprised and dismayed, for she still felt wired and keyed up inside.  
Then it was off to the showers.  Sasha opened her locker, expecting to find things changed back again, and was taken aback at discovering that awful bar of soap and the burlap towel and washcloth still there.  Spinning around she stared at Courtney and blurted, “But I put everything away yesterday!”  Then slapped both hands over her mouth, grass-green eyes huge and round, realizing she’d spoken.  
Courtney’s expression had grown grim and forbidding when Sasha spoke.  It eased a bit, although never softened, when she’d clapped her hands over her mouth.  When Sasha dropped to her knees as if her legs had been chopped off Courtney gave a little pleased, approving nod and smile at that.  “Yes.  A slave did put her things away yesterday.  As she is supposed -- and required -- to do.  However, a slave shouldn’t expect, if she is being punished for her negligence or disobedience, to have a punishment stopped just because she’s done the correct thing once.”  
Well, Sasha didn’t like that.  Not a bit.  But, for some reason, she really couldn’t get angry about it.  Angry about the end result -- still having that awful, sucky stuff to wash up with -- yes.  Oh yes.  But, angry about the reasoning for that?  Much as she hated to admit it, the reasoning was just.  Made sense.  She didn’t have to like it --and she didn’t -- but she could accept the justice of it.  
Just as she could accept the justice of having that bit gag put on her after her shower.  She’d spoken out loud and, no matter that she’d done so out of shock and stunned, dismayed astonishment, they’d warned her time and time again that speaking would result in, at the very least, her being gagged.  At least it was the comfiest of all the gags they’d used on her so far, which was a mercy and a blessing.  Which was a good thing, too, considering she remained gagged all that morning, in addition to having her cuffs once again locked together.  
The only time the gag was removed all that time was for breakfast and lunch.  Which, yet again, had been plain, room temperature oatmeal and tepid water.  Unlike yesterday, however, and in addition to the gag being removed, her cuffs were unlocked, too.  So she could actually use a spoon to eat, and drink the water by tipping the bowl back while she sipped, although they were locked back together again once the meals were finished.  
It was removed a third time, when her Aunt came for her about an hour after lunch.  Again, just like yesterday, she had to try crawling out while still cuff locked, and again her Aunt carefully dragged her out once Sasha had made a sincere attempt to do that on her own.  And just like before, having that done to her sent a series of intense tingles ripple shiveringly through her.  
It took every ounce of willpower she had to keep from groaning aloud and rolling her eyes in exasperation when she found herself, once more, kneeling in front of Courtney.  It was like deja vu, for Courtney was seated in her chair again, tiny booted feet extended out, the shoe polishing kit between them.  Aunt Samantha didn’t bother with a second demonstration, she simply stated as before, “A slave will be polishing her Mistress’ boots,” before leaving.  
Sasha was not amused.  Rolling her eyes, deeply sighing over and over, she was a picture-perfect example of any child that felt put-upon, facing a boring task they hated doing.  Just what did it take for them to understand that she didn’t want to do this stupid, asinine chore, this pointless, boring, trivial, stupid, silly, task?  She moved even slower then she had yesterday, all the while sighing as if she were being dreadfully overworked to death, and sounding very much like a six-year-old being told to clean their bedroom when they’d rather be outside playing.  
‘Surely Courtney will give up,’ Sasha thought.  ‘She gave up yesterday, after all.  She didn’t even punish, let alone scold.  If I just drag my feet long enough, she’ll give up on this.  And maybe then move onto something a bit more fun and exciting.’ 
No more then five minutes passed when Courtney, with a very deep, gusty sigh of her own, said, “Stop Twerp.  And kneel in Tower.”  
‘Yes!’  Sasha elated crowed in her mind.  ‘It worked!  Just like I knew it would!’  She was positive that Courtney had given up on this silly, senseless task and would now move onto something else.  
Well, Courtney was moving onto something else, as Sasha was about to discover.  
The very first thing Courtney did when she stood up was march behind Sasha and lock the wrist cuffs together behind her back.  The moment she felt her cuffs tugged into position for being locked her heart started thumping faster and her tummy started tingling and getting tighter.  That only grew more intense as she felt the lock being slid through the rings and then heard the soft clink of the shackle being secured.  And then Courtney had her lift up her butt a bit off her little heels and then locked her small ankles together.  
Now Sasha was helpless.  Again.  Unable to move.  Escape.  Run.  Prevent anything from happening to her.  Not that she really needed to be locked up for that.  After three days she was already beginning to accept, albeit reluctantly and unhappily, that she didn’t have choices about things.  Sasha might not like or want whatever was about to happen, but she no longer considered fighting or running.  But now, with her wrists and ankles locked, they weren’t even options.  It wasn’t a matter of her voluntarily choosing between staying or running, because she could only stay.  
That was the oddest feeling, knowing you were gonna do something anyway, but then having things done to you making it so you didn’t have any choice about it.  
Sasha was wondering, since Courtney had finally given up on the foolishness with the boots, if being cuff locked was the prelude to being touched.  She’d never admit it, not even to herself, but she hoped she would be played with, hoped she’d feel those incredibly nice, wonderful feelings again.  Not in a million years would she ever ask for that, no.  That would be way too embarrassing, and it felt much too naughty to do that.  But ...if she didn’t have a choice about what was done to her, well ...there wasn’t any reason or need to feel naughty or guilty then, was there?  
Small nipples were already puckered and taut, and they grew even more erect and tight as Courtney locked the cuffs.  Sasha was very gently starting to squirm, incapable of remaining still, her very body leaping enthusiastically in expectation regardless of what Sasha’s feelings might have been.  
She kept her eyes lowered as she’d been tau ...trained to do, so she could only hear and not see Courtney moving around behind her.  She heard a drawer being opened and suddenly ice flooded through her veins, the image of that punishment strap abruptly appearing in her head.  Was that what Courtney was now getting?  Sasha clearly remembered Courtney having hidden the punishment strap in the locker area, obviously in expectation of Sasha being disobedient.  Had she done the same thing now?  Had she guessed that Sasha would just goof off with the boot polishing and so had tucked the punishment strap away here, just in case?  
Sasha swallowed.  Hard.  What had the potential of being nice suddenly became rather scary and frightening.  She started trembling and shivering, her skin paling a bit.  So it was, oddly enough, with a great deal of relief when Courtney reached around her head, held a gag to her mouth and told her to ‘open wide’.  
Sasha immediately did just that, so relieved that it wasn’t the punishment strap after all she didn’t think twice about being gagged again.  Huge, grass-green eyes darted downwards, focusing on the gag right in front of her lips, and another enormous wave of relief flooded through her at seeing it wasn’t that dreaded penis one again.  She didn’t have much time to see it as, no sooner had she opened her mouth wide, then Courtney started pressing it in.  
It felt kinda like the sponge ball in that it was roundish in shape.  The texture was very different though, smoother then the grainy porous surface of the sponge.  As more and more of the pear-shaped leather gag was slipped inside Sasha’s little tongue was pressed down and her small mouth felt increasingly stuffed.  
Courtney was very careful pressing this gag in her slave.  Mom had talked about it when selecting it for her daughter to use, because this one had a very specific purpose in addition to functioning as a gag.  But she’d only had the two and the other had a much longer, thicker phallic mouthpiece which Samantha knew would be too much for Twerp to accommodate or handle.  For now.  So that left using this one.  
Sasha felt more and more of her mouth being stuffed and filled.  As the pear wasn’t as squishy as the sponge ball had been she felt her little jaws more inexorably gaped open.  Finally the leather mouth strap the pear was attached to reached her small full lips.  That felt ...different.  Because it was.  Bonded to the inside was a ring of firm, compressible foam, and when Courtney snugly buckled the straps behind her head the foam squished all around her gaped lips making a firm seal, muffling even further any sound she might make.  
Like the bit gag, this one also had head and chin straps, and these Courtney now threaded through their buckles and firmly tightened down.  Sasha knew, without even trying, there would be no way of expelling that ball thing stuffing her mouth.  And within moments knew as well that, just like the penis one had been, there would also be no easy way of swallowing the spit that was already starting to make an appearance.  
Sasha was positive Courtney had given up with the boot polishing nonsense crap when she put the applicator brush, buffing brush and polishing cloth away back in the Dopp kit case before zippering it closed.  She left the opened tin of polish out though, and Sasha wondered why.  
She didn’t have to wonder for long, as Courtney put the case on the side table before walking off again.  She returned seconds later and Sasha’s tummy abruptly plummeted, heading somewhere south of Antarctica.  For in her tiny hands she carried things that looked suspiciously familiar yet weirdly different.  
There were three of them, each made of polished cherry wood, oval in shape, about one-and-a-half by three inches and perhaps three-quarters of an inch thick.  From that point on they differed.  One had, in the very center, a round set of bristles, appearing just like the applicator brush.  The second had an oval set of smoother bristles, looking very much like a miniature buffing brush.  While the last had a rectangular section of polishing cloth to which a foam-backed spongy pad had been affixed.  
Sasha’s throat pulsed as she gulped, suddenly getting a very dreadful suspicion.  
Courtney reached around to the front of the gag, unsnapping the leather flaps there, then carefully seated the applicator brush in place before resnapping the flaps over and securing it in place.  Mom had showed her how to do that earlier that morning, and it really wasn’t hard at all.  
What Courtney didn’t know was that the gag hadn’t been specifically designed to hold those brushes and polishing cloth.  It was actually meant to hold the flanged bases of dildos, which the bases of the three items Courtney had were fabricated to resemble.  
Checking that the brush was held secure Courtney resumed sitting, perching on her chair before gazing down at her slave who, at the moment, was staring back up with increasing nervous, anxious and apprehensive eyes.  “A slave will remain gagged until her Mistress’ boots shine like mirrors,” she stated, and Sasha jerked at that, her eyes rounding to saucers and moaning in dismay.  She tried staring down at the brush she knew was fastened to the front of her gag but couldn’t see it, then stared back up at Courtney with huge imploring eyes.  There was no way she could polish those boots, not like this!  It wasn’t even a matter of her wanting or liking having anything to do that as much as Sasha seeing no practical, physical way of accomplishing that task.  
Courtney simply ignored her slave, just slipped on a set of headphones, put a CD in her Walkman then leaned back and returned to reading her book.  Sasha deeply shivered, realizing how badly she’d -- once again -- misjudged things.  She’d thought she could manipulate Courtney into doing things Sasha’s way, and was now paying the penalty for that.  Sasha didn’t doubt at all she’d been deadly serious when she’d said Sasha would remain gagged until the boots were highly polished.  But Sasha couldn’t see any way at all of doing that!  The thought of complaining or fussing never entered her mind, all she desperately thought about was how to manage doing what she’d been ordered to do.  For that would be the only way that gag in her mouth was going to be removed, and she knew it.  
And then her entire body hotly, brightly flushed as she realized just what she’d have to do, and how she’d look doing it, while at the same time a tingle so sharp and intense she almost doubled over jolted and raced through her.  Small nipples abruptly tightened to hard little peaks that throbbed, and Sasha prayed the Courtney’s nose remained buried in her book.  For if she looked at Sasha right now, the way she was kneeling and cuffed there’d be no way of hiding or concealing those suddenly hard, tight nipples from her sight.  
Just thinking about what she’d have to do had her furiously blushing.  But, oddly enough, she didn’t feel anywhere near as embarrassed or humiliated as she’d felt when she’d had to lap her food like a doggy.  Maybe that was because she was a lot more nervous and anxious at the moment then she’d been when in the cage and having to eat like that.  Or maybe it was because she’d never imagined or envisioned having to do what was going to be necessary and so had no preconceived notions or feelings about that.  Whatever the reasons, all Sasha knew is that she didn’t feel the same as she’d had with having to lap up her food.  
Very slowly, very gingerly Sasha inched her way backwards, small knees slipping over the carpet.  Then came the hard part: somehow getting down to her tummy.  She finally managed that by lowering her head down until it touched the floor, then carefully rolled onto her side.  She landed with a soft thud, a very muffled squeal as she did, more startled then hurt.  Then she struggled onto her tummy and wormed her way up to the open tin of polish.  
From that moment onwards, for the rest of her life the scent of shoe polish had a powerful, erotic, arousing effect on Sasha.  
She couldn’t really clearly see the can once her head was over it, she had to find it by feel, tapping the brush fixed at the front of her face up and down until she felt it touch the polish below.  The rich scent filled her little nose, surrounded her head.  She couldn’t avoid smelling it; she could only breathe through her nose and the polish was only inches from her face.  Sasha couldn’t see how much, or how little, she’d managed getting on the applicator, she could only hope she’d picked up enough.  Then she wriggled, humped, squirmed and writhed over closer to Courtney.  
Closer to Courtney’s boot.  Which Courtney helpfully extended once Sasha had gotten reasonably close.  
Sasha had to move her face back and forth along the boot to get the brush to spread the polish over the leather.  Or try to spread it, for that wasn’t at all easy to do.  It took about three minutes just to pick up polish from the tin and then try applying it to the boot.  Sasha’s heart started pounding faster and faster, her breathing whuffled through tiny flaring nostrils as she started panting harder.  And not just from her exertions, either.  Which were exhausting enough, extremely so, as Sasha was forced to wriggle, squirm and contort into aching, uncomfortable positions, her skin soon flushed and glistening with sweat.  
But contributing to all of that, actually no small part of all that, were the rapidly increasing tingles inside her.  Sasha could neither ignore nor prevent them.  There she was, completely naked and exposed, collared and cuffed, wrists and ankles locked together, tightly gagged into silence with that very same gag serving a purpose Sasha could never have anticipated.  Squirming and wriggling, her sweaty naked body contorting into extremely embarrassing, humiliating positions as Sasha struggled to spread shoe polish all over Courtney’s boot.  All of that -- the physical reality coupled with the mental imagery -- soon had Sasha uncontrollably writhing for reasons other then daubing on polish.  
Throughout all this Courtney never said a word, simply ignored her slave’s struggles, her muffled grunts and whines, just continued reading her book, sipping her soda and nibbling on some pretzels.  
For the very first time Sasha felt utterly and completely a slave.  The posture and position training, while being pointed and obvious, had been tame in a way.  Even being cuffed and caged hadn’t made her feel a slave as much as it had a captive.  But this ...this difficult, uncomfortable squirming, struggling straining, the writhing about trying and polish those boots, hit her on a level more intense then anything else had.  It didn’t even matter that the impetus for her doing this was purely selfish, done solely so that she’d have the gag removed.  What mattered was how it felt to her, how it made her feel.  
Like a helpless little slave.  
Squirming and wriggling back to the tin, bobbing her head up and down, trying to gather up more polish.  Then wiggling and twisting back over to the boots, contorting herself to spread and smooth the polish over them.  Hard tiny throbbing peaks grazing over the carpet.  Slippery, slick, achy, tingly pussy being rhythmically rubbed between slender, bare, pressed together thighs.  
A little, naked, collared slave, squirming and sweaty, writhing around, polishing her Mistress’ boots as commanded to do.  
Courtney knew there was no way Twerp could successfully polish her boots this way.  If Mom hadn’t made that clear to her when she’d explained this earlier that morning, just surreptitiously watching her slave struggle so hard showed her that.  Then again, having shiny, polished boots wasn’t the object of this little lesson, either.  
After an hour, one of the longest, most intense hours Sasha had ever endured, Courtney finally put her book down, removed her headphones then stood up.  Walking over to her slave she took Twerp’s cuffed ankles and brought them up behind her back, eyes sparkling at Twerp’s muffled squeal as she did that.  Reaching into her pocket, she removed a short, six-inch length of chain, a locking clip at each end, then secured Twerp’s ankles up over her back, fastening them to her cuffed wrists.  Mom had said this was called a hog-tie.  
Twerp’s muffled whimpers increased as even more of her freedom of motion was taken from her; at that, and at the realization that Courtney was now focusing her attention on her.  She was hot, sweaty, tired and exhausted ...and tingling so bad inside she ached.  There wouldn’t be any way of hiding how her body had been -- and still was -- reacting to all of this if Courtney rolled her sideways.  Nor was there any way to prevent or avoid that happening if Courtney chose to do that.  
Which she found out seconds later, as Courtney effortlessly rolled her right onto her side.  Facing her.  So that Sasha was helplessly exposed in all her ‘glory’.  It didn’t matter that Sasha was one-and-three-quarters heavier then her little cousin, more muscled and stronger.  It didn’t matter that, ordinarily, Sasha could easily outwrestle and overpower Courtney.  All her muscles and strength meant naught with her being secured as she was; Courtney effortlessly moved Sasha as she pleased, and there wasn’t a blessed thing Sasha could do about it.  
Courtney still didn’t say anything, although her huge dusky eyes sparkled even brighter.  Sasha was a slobbering, sweaty, soaked mess, her face and chest a vivid crimson as Courtney gazed down at her.  Her flushed skin twitched and shivered as Courtney’s tiny fingers very lightly started stroking her tummy and sides.  
And breasts.  Oh yes, most certainly there.  Courtney had been rather shy and self-conscious that first day when she’d sponged down her slave’s breasts.  She’d never touched a girl that way before, and she’d felt extremely timid about doing that.  But she most certainly wasn’t bashful now and, in fact, was incredibly fascinated with watching her slave helplessly squirm, incredibly intoxicated with that power over her.  By now, she’d figured out few things would make her slave wildly, insanely squirm as having her breasts played with.  Tiny, warm, soft palms were placed directly over Sasha’s small, budding nascent breasts, making her softly inhale.  Then deep, intense muffled moans erupted as Courtney started kneading, cupping, fondling Sasha’s breasts.  
They felt so ...different.  Unlike anything she’d felt before.  Really firm, almost like muscle, except they weren’t muscle.  Courtney stared, enchanted and entranced, as her tiny fingers squeezed and pressed those small, firm swells, watching them move under the gentle force of her small hands.  Listening to Twerp’s muffled grunts, gasps, pants and moans.  Cries which grew even sharper, more fervent, when she started stroking, tweaking, tugging and stretching tiny hard nipples.  
Five minutes later Courtney sat back down, picked up her book and started reading again, leaving her slave still on her side, still hog-tied and gagged.  And now uncontrollably writhing and squirming, mewling and moaning.  
And very, very wet.  
She was still squirming when Samantha entered, bringing in another glass of soda for Courtney.  Samantha wasn’t at all surprised to see Twerp gagged as she was.  Nor, for that matter, surprised to see her hog-tied, either.  But she was incredibly stunned seeing her writhing in intense, blazing arousal and need.  Her steps literally faltered a moment, powerfully affected by the vision before her on the floor, an intensely erotic, sensual, arousing image so infinitely powerful it hit her like a sledgehammer blow, taking her breath away.  
Before her lay a beautiful little girl, completely naked, collared, hog-tied and gagged, writhing in passion and arousal so deep it was palpable.  Her skin flushed and sweaty, little nostrils flaring with panted moans, sleek, toned muscles visibly twitching as wave after wave of tingles rippled through her.  Little nipples so hard, so erect, they looked like tiny points, and pussy so wet it glistened and gleamed.  Samantha swallowed hard, finding it impossible to tear her eyes away from that sight.  
Courtney looked at her Mom very curiously.  She hadn’t noticed it before, not really, but it appeared as if she, too, wanted to touch and play with Twerp.  Up until now, the only time she’d really touched Twerp was during the anatomy lessons, and even then all she’d done was lightly caress Twerp’s side and hip.  Courtney was the one who had done all the other touchings, albeit mostly at her Mom’s direction and coaching.  Did Mom want to play with her slave, too, she wondered?  
Samantha finally managed to look away, although it was one of the hardest things she’d ever done before.  She sat the glass of soda down on the end table next to the empty glass sitting there, then smiled down at her daughter.  
What happened next was so silly it was hilarious.  Courtney tipped her head a bit to the side, gazing up at her Mom as she arched a feathery, very pale gold brow upwards, looking more twenty-nine then nine, clearly ‘asking’ Do you want to play with Twerp?  Samantha, for her part, looked suddenly shy, dipping her head and giving a tiny little nod, looking more as if she were nine and asked, out of the blue, if she wanted her fondest dream fulfilled.  All she needed to do to complete that picture would have been to dig a toe into the carpet and wriggle a bit.  And her expression clearly ‘said’ Uh-huh!  I really do.  Can I?  Really?  
Tiny little hands covered her mouth as Courtney tried smothering her giggles.  Huge gray eyes sparkled over her fingers, then she lowered her hands, widely grinning and nodding at her Mom.  
Sasha couldn’t see the exchange of their expressions, not really, not lying as she was.  But she had no trouble at all noticing Samantha as she started slowly walking around her, squirming, naked body.  She felt very much like a very little mouse being stalked by a huge, ravenous tabby cat.  The fact that Samantha’s eyes did glitter with an avid hunger only made her feel that way even worse.  
Samantha slowly walked around the trembling little slave several times, savoring that vision, and at the wide-eyed, nervous apprehensive look in her eyes.  Twerp couldn’t easily follow her the entire time as Samantha walked around her, but that didn’t stop her from trying!  
She finally knelt at Twerp’s side, gently stroking her damp, sweaty hair for a moment before lowering her hands -- which trembled-- then lightly brushed them over Twerp’s helplessly bared and exposed skin.  
Courtney’s touches had most certainly been enthusiastic and eager, no doubt about that.  But Samantha’s were ...experienced.  She didn’t rush things, not at all, even though her own mouth felt abruptly dry and her insides thrumming with excitement and arousal.  Samantha knew that arousal could be controlled, and could reasonably easily check and rein in her own.  She’d often had to do that in the past, placing control over desire when training or even disciplining and punishing other slaves.  
It was just a lot more ...difficult ...to do ...this time ...with Twerp.  
Courtney was learning how to kindle and ignite, fan and inflame, her slave’s arousal.  And she was a quick learner, too, and had been doing an excellent job of that.  But Samantha was quite experienced.  Very adept at coaxing and cajoling, teasing and drawing out, everything from a slave.  For the first few minutes she did nothing but probe, striving to discover every spot, every area, that Twerp responded to.  And then she explored every variation of them: light, almost tickling brushes of just fingertips; firmer caresses of fingers; firm sweeps of palms; kneading and rolling; light glides of just the very tips of her elegant nails; firmer grazes that left little pink trails behind.  Discovering which worked best in what area, maximizing how Twerp responded.  
Courtney leaned forwards in her chair, sparkling eyes avidly watching -- cataloguing and memorizing -- everything her Mom did, and how it affected Twerp.  And affect her it certainly did!  After just ten minutes, Twerp was a shuddering, quivering, squirming wreck, tiny nostrils fluttering as harsh, panted breaths hissed through them.  Small hands and feet twisted and tugged in their locked cuffs, her slender toned muscles jerked and tensed, virtually vibrating.  Her skin was a mottled red and white, heavily sweaty, and her muffled moans, whimpers and mewls were almost nonstop.  
Finally Courtney knelt down alongside her slave, too, opposite where her Mom knelt.  She gazed down in wide-eyed, rapturous wonder at Twerp.  “Oh Mom!”  she whispered in awe, “Isn’t she so pretty!”  
Samantha took several deep, shuddery breaths then, willing herself back into control.  And that was, by far, one of the hardest things she’d ever done!  “Yes baby, she is,” she whispered back, in absolute, utter agreement.  “Oh yes, she certainly is!”  
Twerp whined then, feeling the wondrous touches pause, wriggling her body in an impotent, futile effort to seek out and find more.  Powerful, intense tingles rippled and surged back and forth within her, and once again she felt as if she was standing on the edge of a precipice, filled to bursting inside with ...something.  Every part of her was thrumming, even her skin was supersensitive.  And the realization that she was naked, completely and totally helplessly bound and gagged, feeling the cuffs around her wrists and ankles, the strain of her body pulled into the position she was in, the ache of her small jaws from the gag ...all of that just amplified the sensations and tingles and heat inside her.  
“I love watching her squirm,” Courtney said in a soft murmur, gazing down, entranced and enchanted at Twerp’s helpless bucks and wriggles.  “I love making her squirm even better.”  
Samantha indulgently smiled, softly chuckled, fully aware of that by now.  “I kind of figured that out,” she said, deep blue eyes twinkling, at which Courtney sheepishly grinned and softly blushed.  
Their words dimly filtered through to Sasha, who still was writhing and panting, aching and tingling so intensely she almost sobbed with the sensation.  But their next few statements seemed to cut right through that enveloping thick fog, shocking her.  
“Your slave can, you know, be trained to squirm without having to be touched at all,” Samantha told Courtney.  
“Wow!  Really!?”  she blurted out in awed delight.  
Nodding, Samantha confirmed that.  “Yes.  Really.  She can be trained so that simply seeing something, like rope, or even just a certain look from you, can trigger her to start uncontrollably squirming.”  
“Kewl!”  Courtney ecstatically chirped, bouncing on her little knees.  
“Not only that, but you could train her to do so with just a word,” Samantha added.  
“Awesome!”  Courtney said, wide-eyed.  “You mean, I could just look at Twerp and, go, like,” she asked, suddenly looking down right into Twerp’s now wide and frightened eyes, “squirm?”  she added.  
As Samantha had an inkling her daughter might wish to try that very thing out, she’d very gently shifted her hand, which had been resting on Twerp’s quivering, trembling slender thigh, upwards and more forwards, cunningly prepositioning her fingers for this very moment.  The very instant that Courtney said ‘squirm’ Samantha lightly tapped the tip of her tapered nail directly atop Twerp’s swollen, slick pearl.  
The effect was immediate: Twerp immediately bucked, a sharp muffled moan burst from her.  Courtney’s huge eyes rounded in amazement.  “Wow!”  she whispered, awed and stunned.  
Poor Sasha was no less stunned then Courtney had been.  The instant Courtney had said ‘squirm’ an intense, electrifying jolt had rocketed through her, making her uncontrollably arch up and cry out.  This ...this ...this couldn’t be happening to her, she mentally wailed, deeply shocked.  They ...they wouldn’t ...couldn’t ...really train her like that, could they?  Would they?  
Sasha tensed up, desperately struggled to remain still and unresponsive, seeing Courtney looking as if she wanted to try that again.  But it didn’t matter.  The moment Courtney huskily, breathily crooned, “Squirm,” Sasha felt another intense, sharp jolt race through her, and she once again bucked, squealed and squirmed.  
She never realized that her Aunt had, both times, craftily tapped her swollen, sensitive clit with the tip of her nail.  Never understood that that was what had truly triggered those consuming, fiery waves of intense tingles.  All she knew, all she was aware of was that, in both instances, simply having Courtney command her to squirm made her to just that: squirm.  
Courtney was deliriously joyous about this.  At first.  Then her delighted expression grew thoughtfully frowny.  Finally she asked, “Will Twerp squirm like that from now on when anyone tells her to squirm?”  
Samantha shook her head.  “No sweetheart.  Only you.  You’re her Mistress, after all.  Watch.”  At that Samantha gazed down at Twerp, waiting until the now-pale child locked her enormous, aghast eyes to hers, waiting until she felt her tense up, trying to prevent the inevitable.  “Squirm,” Samantha told Twerp, in a dull, neutral, almost bored tone.  
The moment she spoke the word Twerp tensed even more.  But that was all she did, and her grass green eyes looked abruptly relieved yet still very apprehensive.  
Of course, Samantha hadn’t tapped her clit that time, so it wasn’t surprising that Twerp hadn’t reacted.  But neither the trembling little slave nor Courtney knew that.  
Nor did either know what Samantha did: it wouldn’t take very many ‘lessons’, not as primed and responsive as Twerp was, until she really did respond to just Courtney telling her to squirm.  That would require, after all, only very minor conditioning, and very easily accomplished.  
Assuming Courtney wanted that, of course.  
Sasha’s heart was painfully pounding in her chest.  It was one thing to get excited about being tied up and stuff like that, and very much another to have that happen to her simply because Courtney told her to squirm!  That was more then simply embarrassing and humiliating.  That was ...frightening.  Horrifying.  Her blood ran cold as liquid helium just thinking about that!  
And if Courtney chose to have her trained that way, there wouldn’t be anything Sasha could do about it, either!  
Courtney was silent for a long time, still that frowny thoughtful expression on her face.  Her small, soft, warm hand lightly caressed her slave’s trembling lithe leg as she considered things.  On one hand, she was rather enchanted at the idea of being able to just tell Twerp to squirm and seeing her do just that.  It was a very power, seductive image.  But she could also see how scared Twerp was about that, too.  And, although Courtney was learning to ignore Twerp’s fears when it came to some things that happened, or were going to happen, she couldn’t easily ignore it this time.  
Nor, to her surprise, did she find that she wanted to ignore it.  As she had a pretty good idea why it was so frightening and appalling to her.  
Being unable to stop moving or squirming when she was touched was one thing.  After all, the touched felt good and, as Mom had explained, girls’ bodies were sort of designed to respond particular ways to specific kinds of touches and stuff.  Sort of like being unable to stop giggling or jerking when you got tickled.  You couldn’t help that, you just did!  
But to be trained to squirm at just a word, well ...that sure wasn’t normal.  No way!  And it kinda was like changing the squirms from something normal and proper to making Twerp react more like a thing, like a computer program or game.  And that didn’t seem ...right ...to Courtney.  In fact, it felt wrong to her.  It was one thing to make Twerp squirm because she couldn’t resist the wonderful feelings Courtney might force her to feel.  Or because Courtney verbally commanded her slave to squirm and she voluntarily submitted to that order.  But it was quite another for her to squirm simply because she didn’t have any choice at all about doing it because Courtney just said a word.  
“I like seeing Twerp squirm,” she finally said, her words coming quite slow and thoughtful.  “I really do.  Just not ...that way.”  She gave a little shrug of one small shoulder.  “I know Twerp’s my slave.  Which also makes her my possession.  But she isn’t a thing, she’s still a person, and training her like that, well,” she gave another little shrug, “just doesn’t feel right to me.”  
Twerp gave a convulsive sob of relief.  If she could have moved she would have hugged Courtney for that.  
“I like making her squirm because I touch her and she just can’t stay still,” she explained, “and also because I tell her I want to see her squirm and she does that to please me.  That feels right and OK.  The other doesn’t, though,” she finished.  
Samantha suffered a momentary pang of shock.  For two reasons: one is that she had found the image of Twerp being trained, inexorably compelled to irresistibly squirm when told extremely erotic and exciting, and the other at Courtney’s decision.  
A very mature, thought out and reasoned decision at that.  Samantha was, once again, very impressed and proud of her daughter.  
“Very well,” she accepted.  “It is, after all, your choice in how your slave is trained.  And it’s not as if we don’t have a lot still you can choose to have her trained in and for.”  
Courtney nodded.  Mom certainly had been giving her quite the education the last three days, and she simply couldn’t wait to get started on some of them!  However, until Twerp was, at the very least, resigned if not accepting her fate, then a lot of that needed to wait.  
Samantha gave a final gentle caress to Twerp’s tummy before rising, then warmly smiled at her daughter before leaving the room.  From what she’d seen it would still be another hour or two before Courtney was finished with this particular lesson with her slave, and that gave her time to sit down and consider things herself.  
Once back in the kitchen she poured another cup of coffee before sitting down at the table.  Even now Samantha could feel thrumming inside the remnants of her earlier arousal and excitement with the little slave.  Thank goodness Courtney had called a halt to things because, if she hadn’t, Samantha would have continued with the conditioning.  And would have been turned on the entire time, too.  
Samantha could no longer deny it: Twerp turned her on as few -- if any -- other slaves she’d played with had ever done before.  She hadn’t expected that, hadn’t planned on that ever happening.  Good Lord, the girl was her niece, after all!  Not to mention being a child!  
But the instant she’d walked into the room and had seen Twerp writhing in deep, absolute arousal, that image had spiked the final nail in the coffin of her resistance.  The walls of her imperviousness came tumbling down, their adamantine bricks shattered into sand and dust.  Although she still battled with the ethics of the situation, weighing right versus wrong, now she had to contend with her own growing desires, and that mightily was tipping the balance.  She’d known of the hazards and dangers, knew how easily someone could justify actions they took but had thought she’d been stronger then that.  
Well, it seemed she wasn’t.  
Samantha took another sip, cradling the mug between both hands, savoring the warmth.  She still hadn’t - yet - crossed that final, irrevocable line.  But she was standing right there, poised on the edge, and she knew it.  In fact, if she was brutally honest, she’d already put her toes over the edge.  Just because she hadn’t done anything overtly sexual, like using toys, hadn’t meant they’d crossed over the boundary of innocent, sensual fun and over into intimate sexuality.  
And while it was patently obvious that Twerp was deeply unhappy about quite a few things, it was even odds that, were Samantha to ask her when she was calmer - say, right after waking up in the morning - if she wanted things to stop that Twerp would say no.  Of course, it went without saying that were Samantha to ask that very same question while Twerp was writhing and squirming as she had been earlier, it was virtually a given that she’d say no.  
That was also something she’d have to explain to Courtney: that when someone was powerfully aroused and excited inhibitions went out the window.  They’d eagerly agree to doing things that, in saner, more sober moments, they’d never consider doing at all.  And while that could be extremely useful when helping someone expand their limits, one had to be extraordinarily cautious in doing so, as one could easily, by accident, exceed someone’s limits.  
And however tempting some ideas might be that cropped up when she considered that, picturing doing certain things to and with Twerp when she was deep in the powerful throes of arousal, Samantha understood she’d have to be very careful.  All the more so when she admitted her own judgment might not be too stable.  
Simply imagining teasing Twerp over and over until she literally sobbed, begged and pleaded to be plugged fore and aft was enough to have Samantha’s blood start pounding.  She quickly took another sip of coffee, sternly forcing herself to calm down.  Deep blue eyes glittered as she pensively thought, debating how things should progress from this point onwards.  
Pushing the door closed with her ample bottom Marcie sat the overnight bag on the floor, a soft deep sigh as she did.  This weekend hadn’t turned out as she’d hoped and, in fact, she’d called it short.  It wasn’t anyone’s fault.  Sometimes, no matter how well matched people seemed online, the chemistry just didn’t ‘click’, which had been the case this time.  Still, it had been extremely disappointing, Marcie had hoped for an enjoyable relaxing time.  
Locking the door and securing the safety chain Marcie then picked the bag back up before heading to her bedroom.  She wasn’t terribly surprised at not being ‘‘greeted’’ as soon as she came in; undoubtedly her babies were still showing their displeasure at her absence.  They always were when she was gone for more then a day, but it wouldn’t be too long before they paid a visit.  
Sure enough, Marcie had no sooner placed the bag in her bedroom closet then Aphrodite walked in, winding her way once around Marcie’s ankles before flirting her tail and padding off.  Athena and Apollo would take longer to forgive her, she knew; Aphrodite was the sweetie of the three.  
Marcie checked their food and water dishes, replenishing both before taking a quick shower.  She hadn’t planned on being back quite so early, but since she was perhaps she’d get caught up on some chores.  She decided to check her emails first before wading into that fray, grumbling at seeing over two hundred and fifty new messages, virtually all of them adverts, junk or spam.  
She’d accidentally posted several times to some of her favorite UseNet groups using an addy that hadn’t had an anti-spam header and was now paying the price.  Mouthing dark oaths she started mass deleting messages after messages, wishing sinister, evil curses on spammers.  
“Crap!”  she muttered, deleting a mail whose addy seemed familiar.  Checking out the trash folder she blinked, silently cursing again as she recovered the deleted item, for she’d almost missed it: an email from Samantha, a very dear friend - and occasional Mistress - of hers.  As the subject clearly stated “Rush Order; Very Important” she wasn’t at all surprised to find out, upon opening the mail, that’s exactly what it was.  
A rather substantial order, too, Marcie noticed, softly whistling at the items being ordered.  Rubbing her hands together in satisfaction, she kept reading; it was a joy making items, especially for dear close friends.  Although she was a touch wistful; she’d rather have spent this weekend with Samantha rather then how it had actually turned out.  However, it was a tad difficult when one lived four hours apart.  
Marcie frowned, seeing that Samantha wanted all of this by the upcoming weekend.  This was quite a bit of work involved and, unfortunately, she’d blown two days by being away most of this weekend.  Even if she overnight express mailed them, she’d have to have them all completed by Thursday afternoon, which didn’t seem all that likely unless she happened to have some of the items in stock.  
Opening up a small drawer to the right of her desk Marcie removed order blanks, then started recording the measurements onto them.  They seemed ...odd.  And it wasn’t until she’d logged off and started checking out the few things she had in stock that she realized why: the measurements were very small; some almost ridiculously so, in fact.  
She double-checked what she’d written down, wondering if she’d somehow made an error.  If she had, she must have made errors jotting down every single one, for it wasn’t as if she’d only misrecorded measurements for, say, the wrist cuffs.  They all were small and diminutive.  
The ankle and wrists cuffs weren’t overly so, at least not blatantly obvious.  She’d only have to trim some existing ones and add a few holes closer to the buckle before having a set of each.  But the others, like the glove binder and body harness looked very small, much smaller then any of her existing patterns.  
Marcie reached down, petting Apollo and Athena who, as she’d expected, finally deigned to make an appearance.  Well, she still had a good bit of the afternoon and all of this evening free, and she couldn’t think of a better use of her time than starting on her work.  
It sure as hell beat housework any day of the week!  
Turning the page of her book Courtney kept reading, pretty much ignoring her slave, who remained hog-tied and gagged just in front of her.  Although now and then sparkling gray eyes peeped over the top of the book as she peeked down and watched.  The breathy, panty moans and mewls had finally ceased.  So had the squirms, although Twerp continued restlessly shifting about.  Well, shifting about as much as she was able to do, anyway.  Which sure wasn’t much at all.  
It was obvious she was growing increasingly uncomfortable.  But, considering her nipples remained quite puckered and erect Courtney was reasonable sure her slave wasn’t feeling only distressed.  It had been very fun and exciting making her squirm, and seeing Mom make her squirm, too!  And Courtney rather wanted to make her slave squirm again.  And again and again and again ...
It was difficult to rein in her impatience, but she kept reminding herself she had all this summer to play with her slave.  It wasn’t as if she was going to be taken away from her or anything, after all.  Besides, after her own ‘lesson’ two days ago, Courtney had started understanding why breaks now and then might be important for her slave.  Too much too fast could be harmful, and Courtney didn’t want to take any chances of harming Twerp.  
She’d understood that from the very beginning, at least when it came to physical harm.  She just hadn’t really understood that Twerp could also be harmed mentally and emotionally.  At least, not until Mom had shown Courtney, quite graphically, how something like that could happen.  It was kinda like expecting a water ride at the park only finding yourself riding a huge giganormous tidal wave instead.  Or expecting to ride a merry go round and finding yourself atop a wild galloping stallion.  
After about fifteen minutes Courtney put her book up then hopped up from her chair.  Twerp tensed, expecting Courtney to come over to her, but all she did was examine her boots very closely before making a chiding ‘tsk’ sound.  “A slave missed quite a few spots,” she pointed out, and Twerp quailed.  She’d tried for over an hour to get polish everywhere.  But, with the cuffs locked as they were and having to daub it on with the gag brush, there hadn’t been any way she really could evenly apply the polish to the boots.  
Twerp tensed again as Courtney crouched down at her head, but she simply unsnapped the front of the gag and removed the applicator brush.  Then she took the open tin of polish and carefully finished rubbing the polish evenly over all the surfaces before placing the brush on the table and picking up the buffing one.  
Tiny fingers carefully placed it into position before securing the snaps, then Twerp let out a muffled squeak as Courtney simply rolled her onto her tummy, again effortlessly moving her.  She groaned as the connecting chain was unlocked and removed, feeling her lithe, slender legs finally able to stretch back out.  Being hog-tied like that had been quite confining and restrictive!  
Courtney settled back down in her chair and picked her book back up.  “A slave is to finish polishing her Mistress’ boots,” was all she said before burying her nose back into the pages.  
Twerp’s whine was barely audible, muffled by the large, firm leather pear in her mouth.  A gag that wasn’t going to be removed until she, somehow, managed to make those boots shine like mirrors.  Wriggling on her tummy, her entire body aching from her exertions, she humped and bumped her way back over to the boots again.  
Once there she carefully positioned her face over one boot, locating it by touch as the buffing brush finally contacted, then began rocking her head back and forth, gliding the brush over the boot.  
She tried.  She really really tried.  But it was impossible.  Her neck, small shoulders and back felt like they were on fire, muscles knotted and strained, burning with fatigue.  She managed, somehow, to get the toe and instep of one boot to actually shine a bit but that was all she could do before hitting the end of her resources.  Finally she just lay there on her tummy, softly crying, tears tracking down her cheeks.  She was never, ever gonna get that gag taken out, not at this rate.  And she’d really tried to obey, too!  
Courtney gave her slave another hour at this attempt, although it was glaringly apparent after just the first ten minutes it was a hopeless cause.  And not, she was pleased to see, because Twerp hadn’t been trying.  Finally she set her book back down then gazed at her slave laying on her tummy before her.  
“Not too bad a job on the toe,” Courtney said, watching as Twerp gave out a muffled sob, well aware that there was still far more then a toe to complete.  “Don’t move,” she told Twerp after about half a minute, quite pleased as she abruptly froze in place, not moving at all other then the motion of her breathing.  Slipping from her chair Courtney crouched by Twerp then unlocked the cuffs from each other before sitting back down.  
The Dopp kit landed with a soft thud right in front of her face, then Twerp heard Courtney say, “A slave has fifteen minutes to finish polishing her Mistress’ boots.”  
Sasha just stared at the kit for several seconds, confused and nonplused, then the words finally percolated through her stunned head.  She exploded into action, grabbing the kit, small fingers tugging the zipper open in such frantic haste she almost ripped the seams apart.  Moments later she had the normal-sized buffing brush in hand and was rapidly gliding it back and forth over the boots, softly whimpering in her haste.  
Courtney got goose bumps watching Twerp in action, a light tingle in her tummy as her slave madly started polishing.  She didn’t even try reading her book, just sat up and avidly observed Twerp at her task.  
Sasha wished she’d paid better attention to her Aunt when she’d demonstrated how to polish.  She hadn’t thought that had been important at all then, but now?  Now she realized that if she didn’t do this job as well as she could have done, she was going to pay a potentially heft consequence.  For she didn’t doubt, not for a moment, that Courtney had been deadly serious when she’d told her she’d remain gagged until both boots shined like mirrors.  
She buffed and buffed until the leather looked glossy, then tugged the polishing cloth free from the kit bag and furiously whipped it back and forth over the leather.  Well within the fifteen minutes she finally finished, sweat beading on her skin and lightly trickling in itchy, tickly rivulets.  
“Nadu,” Courtney commanded, and Sasha quickly knelt as trained, dropping the cloth and bringing her small wrists behind her back, crossing them.  Courtney inspected the boots very closely before nodding to herself.  “Too bad a slave couldn’t have done such a good job to start with,” she finally announced, staring rather firmly at her slave.  
Sasha felt her face and chest furiously blaze.  She wanted to snipe back, wanted to dispute that, just as she had been for most of this year.  But ...she couldn’t.  Because Courtney was right.  Sasha had known what she was supposed to have done, and intentionally chose not to do it.  She’d no one but herself to blame, no matter how badly she wished and needed to do otherwise.  
Her jaws were starting to badly ache, and her face, chin and chest were a sticky, gummy, slobbery mess from the gag.  She badly wanted it out and, since she’d polished the boots as told, she’d expected the gag to be removed now.  Courtney, however, simply had her kneel next to her chair before she went back to reading, completely ignoring her imploring eyes and her rapid tipping of her head as she tried drawing attention to the gag still in her mouth.  
Sasha didn’t understand why Courtney left the gag in.  Hadn’t she done as she’d been told, after all?  An infinitesimal flicker of defiance started to kindle, but then reality extinguished it.  Courtney could have left the cuffs locked together, after all.  And, had she done that, there would have been no way at all Sasha could have finished polishing.  Instead, she’d been lenient and had unlocked them so Sasha could actually have a real chance of completing the task.  The gag might still be in, true, but it was far better to have completed the task then to still have been facing the impossible.  
Courtney kept a watch on Twerp out of the corner of her eye.  Her slave tried remaining in proper position, but it was obvious she was too tired, sore, aching and exhausted to continue doing so for long.  “Lay on your tummy in front of me,” she finally told her, “facing sideways.”  
Sasha blinked, startled from her reverie.  Well, more precisely, her increasingly futile attempt to ignore the aches and pains of over stressed muscles.  She quickly moved to the front of the chair, stretching out on her tummy as told to do.  Ohgawd, it felt soooo nice just to be able to fully stretch out again!  
Then she tensed, feeling Courtney lightly rest her boots atop her butt.  A fierce, hot blush flowed down in a crimson tide at that.  She ...she was being used as a footstool!  
Courtney hadn’t intended that but, once she saw how Twerp was lying, right in front of her, she just couldn’t help but do that.  Twerp’s rump was the perfect height, as Courtney’s little legs weren’t long enough to reach the floor even in this chair.  She didn’t make a big production of it, simply rested them atop her butt, and then went back to reading again.  
Sasha felt extremely odd as she lay there.  It was, in its way, quite humiliating being used as a footstool.  But she couldn’t deny how wonderful it felt being able to stretch out and actually relax, not in light of the afternoon she’d had today!  It seemed a small, trivial price to pay for that luxury, all the more so since Courtney wasn’t making a big deal about it.  In fact, she wasn’t acting as if anything was out of the ordinary, so it was hard to actually feel ashamed.  
About another hour passed then Samantha returned, carrying a plate and another glass, this one of iced tea.  Courtney looked up and smiled, then went “Yum!”  at the aroma.  Pizza!  
Sasha scented that, too, and her tummy audibly rumbled.  Grilled mozzarella cheese might be her favorite sandwich, but pizza was her all-time favorite food!  But she had the sinking feeling that she wouldn’t be getting any pizza tonight.  
Her Aunt didn’t seem to act as if seeing Sasha used as a footstool was anything out of the ordinary.  In fact, she didn’t seem to notice that at all, simply handed the plate to Courtney before setting the iced tea on the table and picking up the two empty glasses there before leaving.  Courtney, for her part, didn’t say a word other then happily saying, “Thanks Mom!”  when handed the plate.  
A tear trickled down Sasha’s cheek as Courtney wolfed down the two slices of pizza.  How much longer was she going to have to endure this treatment?  How many more days of awful, icky oatmeal?  Of nasty, yucky harsh soap?  Of being caged all day and night?  
Until you stop fighting and start behaving, a tiny voice in her head whispered.  
But ...but that would mean caving in!  Giving in!  she wailed back.  
Your choice, the voice whispered back.  They told you that would always be your choice.  They weren’t going to force you, hold a gun to your head.  You weren’t given a choice about enduring this, true, but you do have the freedom to choose whether to obey or not.  You just have to accept the results and consequences of your decisions.  
Was it really worth it?  Continuing to fight and resist?  She hadn’t gotten anywhere doing that, it was like beating her head against a brick wall.  And she really couldn’t even say they were being cruel and callous either.  Harsh, yes.  Very strict and stern, yes.  Extremely demanding but, even then, Sasha had to admit they’d been cutting her slack.  More then a few times she’d been too tired or exhausted to do things properly and exactly, and they hadn’t punished her for that.  Only when she could have done better and chose not to had she been punished.  
Courtney didn’t take very long to finish dinner, neatly eating her slices and drinking some iced tea.  Once she was done she had Sasha stand to be leashed, then attached the leash and took her back to her cage again.  Sasha was miserable; itchy, sticky with sweat and slobber - and cream, she hotly blushed, feeling that down there, too.  She badly wanted a shower, badly wanted that gag out, badly wanted real food.  
Courtney had her kneel at the entrance to the cage, and while Sasha valiantly struggled not to whine she couldn’t keep from sniffling, feeling despair at the prospect of being caged while still gagged with this gag!  Then stiffened as she felt Courtney’s tiny fingers pluck at the buckle behind her head.  She couldn’t help groaning as the large pear was slowly removed from her small, gaped mouth, nor could she help the furious blush as a literal flood of spit cascaded down her chin and chest as it was fully withdrawn.  
If Courtney noticed that she didn’t say anything, she simply had Sasha crawl back in the cage before locking it closed again.  It wasn’t the easiest thing to do but, once inside, Sasha used a corner of the sheet to wipe her face and chest off before lying down and closing her eyes.  Her muscles were mortally exhausted and strained, trembling with fatigue and stress, her tummy was rumbling and she was parched and thirsty.  
And there wasn’t anything she could do about any of that but wait.  
Wait until her Mistress chose to do something about them.
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Sasha didn’t have to wait very long.  No more then fifteen minutes after she’d been stored Courtney returned, carrying two bowls with her.  Crouching in front of the cage Courtney unlocked the front grill and slid both inside before leaning back against a nearby cage and watching. 
Sasha wasn’t surprised to see oatmeal and water again, although she wanted to cry.  This was the second straight day of nothing but oatmeal and water for meals and she was mortally tired of having nothing but that to eat and drink.  Which didn’t stop her from shoveling it into her mouth.  At least her hands weren’t cuff locked behind her back so she could eat instead of lapping! 
She wanted to protest but didn’t dare.  She knew, beyond any doubt, what would happen if she opened her mouth to complain: Courtney would simply take away both bowls, whether Sasha had finished eating or not, and she’d be gagged so quick her head would spin.  And, although she couldn’t think what could be worse then plain, cold, bland oatmeal, Sasha had a horrid suspicion she’d find out if she complained aloud. 
How many times during the last two weeks had she sniped, groused, and whined over meals Aunt Samantha had made?  And for no real, good reason other then to bitch and moan, to score against her Aunt and Courtney.  Visions of lasagna, pork chops, and chicken parmesan danced in her head, all meals Aunt Samantha had made for dinner and Sasha had rolled her eyes and derisively sneered at. 
She was finished way too soon, the bowl empty but her tummy wanting more, but Courtney simply removed both bowls, relocked the front grill and left.  Sniffling, Sasha wriggled and got as comfy as she could.  She wanted to work up a good case of the mads against both of them but couldn’t.  Whether she liked admitting it or not Sasha had no one but herself to blame for the boring, tasteless meals. 
“You’ll eat, only when your Mistress decides to feed you.  And what and how she decides to feed you.  That might be cold, plain oatmeal for the rest of the summer if a slave keeps being disobedient.  You’ll drink, only when your Mistress decides her slave needs to drink.  And drink whatever a slave is given.  That might just be tepid water.  A slave might not like just cold oatmeal and water, but you’ll live on that.  And that’s all a slave can expect: the bare minimum to live on.  Anything more then that will be up to your Mistress and, at the very least, will need to be earned.” 
That’s what Aunt Samantha had told her that very first morning.  She’d warned Sasha, clear as day, what would happen if she kept being disobedient but, as she had been for a long time now, Sasha was sure she could outmaneuver and finagle until she got her way.  She’d chosen to ignore that warning, just as she had the ones that had followed, and now she was paying the price. 
This just wasn’t fair.  It wasn’t right and it shouldn’t be happening to her!  She kept telling herself that, even as another part of her considered that stealing wasn’t right, either, but people still got robbed anyway.  This wasn’t going to stop or go away simply because it wasn’t right. 
And even as she fretted over all that, another part of her wondered what all this would be like if she stopped fighting and resisting.  They kept hinting that things could and would get better if she just stopped being defiant and rebellious, after all.  Nor could she forget, not after a week’s worth of illicit exploration, that lots of people chose to do this.  Surely, there must be something fun about this if so many people willingly decided to be slaves! 
No sooner did she think of that then Sasha’s tummy started tingling again.  Oh yes, she blushingly thought, by now she had some pretty good ideas what those ‘somethings’ might be. 
She was itchy from sweat and the sticky drying slobber on her chest.  Sasha wanted a shower very badly, and again that only reminded her of the penalties of disobedience.  Was it really worth it?  To keep resisting? 
Yes!  a small voice shouted.  It is!  This is exactly what they hope to accomplish!  They’re brainwashing you girl!  They’re trying to make you so miserable, feel so hopeless and despaired that you’ll start believing and doing anything and everything they tell you! 
Well, maybe that was true.  And maybe it wasn’t.  True, she certainly felt distressed, desolate, forlorn, and anxious.  But she didn’t think, or feel, that they were tricking her.  Playing mean, evil, wicked mind games with her to get her to do things.  In fact, they’d been quite straightforward in explaining just what was what.  She might not like what was required, no, but she understood that, and very clearly, too. 
Oh, she didn’t know what to think any more!  She was so confused, and nowhere was that bewilderment more perplexingly prevalent then how her body was reacting to things.  Almost as if it had a mind of its own!  And that wasn’t even taking into account all the new and powerful sensations she’d been experiencing, so heady and wonderful they made her head swim and feel so lightheaded and fuzzy glowy. 
Sasha didn’t have much time to dwell on matters, as Courtney soon returned. And much quicker then Sasha had expected. She didn’t know if that was a good thing or not. 
Not that it mattered, either way, for she wouldn’t have a choice no matter which way it turned out. She backed out of the cage when told to do so, then stood up to be leashed, again when told. It wasn’t until Courtney was actually leading her off that Sasha realized she really hadn’t thought twice about crawling on hands and knees out of the cage or assuming the leash position. She’d simply done it when told. Huh. How odd. 
She didn’t have much time to ponder on that, as Courtney lead her to the shower area, stopping in the locker room. Unclipping the leash she then unlocked and removed the four sturdy black leather cuffs. But not the collar. That hadn’t been removed, ever, remaining around her neck from the moment Courtney had locked it around her throat. 
Courtney set the cuffs in the one locker then said, “A slave had twenty minutes to shower. She is to be kneeling, the cuffs locked back on, when she is returned for. Don’t dawdle.” And then she left. 
Considering the crappy items she’d been given to wash up with, dawdling certainly wasn’t going to be a problem, Sasha thought as she gathered up the meager, mediocre things. Still, even just sluicing off with warm clean water would feel heavenly, and Sasha quickly scurried to the showers to wash up, eager to rinse off the itchy, sticky dried sweat and spit... and cream. Rubbing the thick, harsh bar of soap over her skin Sasha - as before - chose not to use the burlap washcloth, using her small hands instead. Although she wasn’t going to have any choice when it came to using its bigger mate to dry off with. Actually washing down took only a few minutes, but Sasha lingered after, luxuriating in the refreshing, revitalizing warmth of the pounding spray. It felt so good to be clean! 
She didn’t forget to replace the items once she was done. She hadn’t thought Courtney had been joking when she’d said the next step would be chaining Sasha to the wall and scrubbing her down with a coarse bristle brush and ice water. And she’d rather not find out - the hard way - that yes, indeed, Courtney had been utterly serious. She still believed it was a stupid waste of time to put stuff back and away you were only going to use tomorrow. But she was starting to think it was a bigger waste of time beating her head against a brick wall. It wasn’t getting her anywhere. Well, nowhere forwards, anyway. She’d certainly been going backwards in a big way though! 
There had to be some way out of this mess, she was sure of that. What that might be she hadn’t any clue... yet. But she wasn’t just going to give totally up and start accepting everything. She’d ‘go with the flow’ for now, until she’d figured things out. Until then, it just didn’t make any sense to keep making things worse, making them any harder on herself then they already were. 
It didn’t take long to put the cuffs back on and resecure the locks. She debated waiting until the last moment to kneel, even glanced over at the Executive door to see if it was cracked open again, with Courtney on the other side and peeking in to see what Sasha did. It was closed, though and, as far as Sasha could tell, she was completely alone and unobserved. 
As far as she could tell, anyway. 
Considering the fiasco the last time she rebelliously lounged about instead of kneeling as told, and what the result of that had been, Sasha decided to err on the side of caution. Discretion being the better part of valor, as it were. Besides, her butt clenched just at the memory of that strapping! So, with a deep sigh, Sasha settled down onto her knees and waited. 
She froze, her blood feeling like ice water, as her Aunt entered from the Executive side. Even as she nervously and warily tensed Sasha felt an odd startled jolt. Now that she thought about it, although Aunt Samantha had been habitually stern and forbidding, so far it had been only Courtney that had actually punished Sasha. Aunt Samantha had yet to lay a single finger on Sasha, it had been Courtney that had hand spanked, hairbrushed, cropped and strapped her! 
Yet it wasn’t Courtney that made Sasha instinctively feel nervous, anxious and intimidated. But... maybe she should. Sasha nervously licked her lips, remembering something Courtney had told her yesterday morning. 
“Well, if a slave won’t obey out of gratitude and respect, then I’ll make sure she obeys out of fear.” 
Considering the grim tone of that declaration, Sasha had no disillusions about Courtney’s sincerity. If Sasha didn’t start responding to Courtney like she did to her mother, obviously Courtney intended to do whatever it took to inculcate the proper response from Sasha. 
“A slave is to come with me,” Samantha announced, and Sasha quickly rose to her small feet. Now was certainly not the time to get lost in her thoughts and musings! Perhaps Aunt Samantha hadn’t - yet -- actually punished Sasha, but that didn’t mean she never would. Nor did that mean she wouldn’t inform Courtney about any errors, and Sasha was slowly starting to realize - and accept - that Courtney had no difficulties at all about bringing the proverbial hammer down on her slave. 
Sasha quickly scurried over to her Aunt, then stood there in picture perfect posture, even as her strained, sore muscles complained and ached. Since she didn’t see a leash, she didn’t assume ‘Leash’, but also wasn’t quite sure what to do when her Aunt simply turned, said “Follow,” then slowly started walking off. That hadn’t been covered in her training! 
So, rather then simply remain standing - which could be construed as disobeying the order to follow (and there was no way Sasha wanted to be accused of direct disobedience, not with the memory of that punishment strap yesterday so vivid in her mind, let alone all the other ways of punishment and discipline she’d been experiencing!) - Sasha started padding along after her Aunt. She kept the same position and distance as if she had been leashed, guessing she couldn’t really go wrong doing that. 
She wasn’t taken far at all. In fact, led into the Executive side of the bathing rooms. Then softly flushed, unable to stop wriggling a bit in surprised pleasure, when her Aunt stopped, then turned and smiled at her. “Very good Twerp. It pleases me to see a slave show intellect and initiative. Yes, that is the correct way to follow when a leash isn’t used.” 
Now, why that should make her feel warm and glowy inside, Sasha had no idea. No matter how you looked at it, she was being praised as a slave. And that should set her ears back. 
But... it hadn’t. 
And then her eyes widened, and a wave of hopeful longing surged through her as Sasha saw they’d stopped by the massage table. She’d give anything to get another massage now, her muscled ached so! Especially after the hours long contortions she’d gone through trying to polish those boots this afternoon! 
So she couldn’t help looking woeful and deeply disappointed when her Aunt started speaking, and realized a massage wasn’t in the offing for her. “This evening a slave is to be instructed in the art of massage,” her Aunt began, which almost immediately made Sasha feel mulish. She remembered Courtney saying, that first evening (was that only two days ago? Sasha abruptly blinked; it seemed like a lifetime ago since the ‘discovery’) that she wanted her slave trained to do massages. And Sasha no more enjoyed that prospect now then she had then. 
But, like everything else, her feelings didn’t enter the equation. 
Sasha swallowed - hard - at seeing her Aunt’s expression suddenly intensify, and she quickly dropped her eyes down to the floor. The child wasn’t at all used to hiding or guarding her thoughts and feelings, and obviously her Aunt had picked up on that, as well as her delay in responding. Sullenly she nodded, showing that she’d heard. But, certainly not that she was happy about things! 
There was a pause of several seconds, then Samantha continued. “For these lessons, a slave may look up.” Then her voice took on a slightly amused, understanding tone. “It will, after all, be difficult to learn if a slave doesn’t watch.” 
Much to her surprise, Sasha found the ensuing forty-five minutes to be fascinating and enjoyable. There was a great deal more to massage then she’d ever dreamed. She was shown how to set up the massage table. Shown the different items used to massage with, ranging from polished wood rollers to heated stone balls. Each one was patiently explained how to use, and why to select them over something else. The different massage styles were explained, from Swedish to Shiatzu, and what the major differences were between all of them. 
And then came the oils. There were so many! Sasha had no idea so many different oils existed for massage! Especially since her Aunt had supplies of neutral oils that you then mixed essential oils into. There was Frankincense, which had a rich, sweet, warm scent, and was used to rejuvenate and calm, as well as an anti-inflammatory and antiseptic. Peppermint, which was fresh and minty, and used to stimulate, as well as an antispasmodic and decongestant. Petitgrain, with a wonderful floral, citrusy, woody scent, and used to soothe, relieve stress and relax. 
There was clary sage, geranium, juniper berry, lavender, marjoram, lemon grass, tea tree... a whole host of essential oils! 
Aunt Samantha showed Sasha how to fill the small oil container with the neutral base, then decant out the proper amount of selected essential oil and mix them. She also showed her how to use the oil warmer, a little stoneware device that was plugged into an outlet, the oil container placed inside before turning it on. 
By the time that lesson was over, Sasha’s head was starting to swim and ache. But, to her amazement, she’d actually enjoyed the instruction. She did like learning new things, and she’d never have believed there was this much involved in what, to her, had been something as simple as a massage. 
She was, however, worried that she’d never remember all this but, to her surprise, her Aunt was prepared even there, presenting Sasha with printed out sheets containing everything they’d covered so far. Sasha didn’t know when she’d have time to study it, as she hadn’t yet had anything close to having time on her own - unless you counted being caged and stored as ‘free time’ - but she assumed between her Aunt and Courtney they’d set up some sort of ‘study time’ for her. If they seriously meant for her to memorize and learn all this, of course. 
After that came instructions for actual massage. How and when and why to use the flats of palms, the tips of fingers, the back of elbows. How and when and why to use sweeps, strokes, rolling of muscles, kneading. For this Samantha provided actual books that had both illustrations and photos of the techniques involved. 
There wasn’t any way Sasha was going to become an expert at this with just one lesson. She’d figured that out quickly enough on her own, but it helped her peace of mind when her Aunt assured her that neither she nor her Mistress expected that, either. It also helped when her Aunt explained that she’d be there her first few times to help guide her along. Not that Sasha was any more enthused about giving the twe... Courtney a massage then she had been before the lessons. 
Aunt Samantha had Sasha prepare petitgrain oil, watching her as she poured out the base, then the essential, oils and mixed them together before placing it in the warmer. Then watched as she readied towels and the table. It was obvious watching her that the slave was sore and achy herself, but she’d no one but herself to blame for that and Samantha felt no sympathy for her. 
Finished her tasks Sasha darted a glance up at her Aunt, and was rewarded with a soft smile. “Very good,” Samantha praised. “Very good indeed,” and again Sasha couldn’t help but feel a soft glowy flush of pleasure at being praised. 
It was about then that Courtney entered. She’d obviously just showered, for her hair was still damp and wrapped up turban-style, and her fair skin looked fresh and pink and glistening. She was wearing a robe that Sasha had never seen her wear before: a shimmering, dark blue, satin, short-sleeved bathrobe that came down only to the tops of her little knees. She looked, Sasha noticed, oddly shyly expectant and, moments later, she understood why. 
“Your Mistress is ready to be massaged,” Aunt Samantha told her, and Sasha’s little jaw dropped a bit at that. Say what? 
Suddenly the joy she’d felt at learning something exciting and new was dampened, as the realization - once again - that this had been a slave being trained hit her. So the twerp expects her slave to massage her, huh? Sasha silently fumed inside. Great. How nice. 
Courtney still looked odd. Shy yet eager, timid yet expectant. 
Aunt Samantha leaned down to Sasha and whispered, “Your Mistress has never been massaged before. Ever. This will be the first time she’s ever had a massage.” 
For some reason that made Sasha pause. She got a thoughtful, frowny sort of look on her face as she lowered her eyes again to the floor, furiously pondering, although now and then darting quick peeks up at Courtney who remained standing there with that same expression on her face. 
Now, why did her Aunt tell her that? Why that, instead of something like ‘A slave better do a good job, or else she’ll get punished?’ She didn’t know, but she was positive Aunt Samantha had an excellent reason for saying exactly what she had. Again Sasha glanced up at Courtney, who looked very much like a kid on her birthday, facing a huge wrapped package and not quite daring to believe it might be the present she’d dreamed for. 
Sasha nibbled her lip. It would be so easy just to do a indifferent job of this. She couldn’t be punished for that, after all, because there’d be no proof she could have done any better. 
Unlike the earlier boot polishing fiasco. 
And it wasn’t as if Courtney needed a massage. Unlike Sasha, whose muscles still cried out for a massage themselves. 
No. No, for Courtney this would only be something nice and pleasurable, and not a needed necessity. 
And Sasha had the power to make it nice, or not. 
It felt nice realizing she still had some power of her own. Some ability to influence how they felt. Especially since, up to now, she hadn’t managed at all to affect them one way or the other. 
But, although Courtney had been the one to actually punish her, she’d also been the one to stand up to Aunt Samantha for her, too. She’d also been the one to show deep concern and care for Sasha, and hadn’t ever, not once, really lorded or gloated over Sasha’s fall. 
Oh, she might have enjoyed doing certain things, true, but she hadn’t reveled, or gleefully exulted, over Sasha’s distress and unhappiness. 
Unlike, Sasha hated admitting, she’d done to Courtney, taking delight in pushing her around, finding pleasure in her misery and distress. 
But, if Courtney was so eager to get a real massage, and if this was going to be her first time ever, why in the world did she want Sasha -who had, after all, only just started learning - to massage her, instead of her Mom, who, obviously - based on Sasha’s first-hand experience -- was very good at it? 
Sasha’s pensive reverie was interrupted by Courtney’s soft, almost whispered “I’d like my slave to massage me now,” and she blinked at the tone. It wasn’t firm; rather it was hesitant and timid. Nor had it sounded like her usual order, but rather almost a yearning request. As if, she thought again, Courtney was wistfully hopeful and shyly thrilled. In fact, when Sasha dared to peek up, Courtney’s cheeks were a very soft pink, and her eyes looked huge and enormous. 
Huh. 
Oh well, Sasha thought, mentally shrugging. It might not have been phrased as an order, but she knew very well it was. So she might as well make the best of it. The quicker she got this over with, the sooner it would be done. Although, she thought to herself, all that likely would mean is being stored away again for the night as soon as she finished. 
She glanced up at her Aunt, unsure how to begin. Samantha seemed to expect that, for she simply leaned down and whispered, “Go over and remove her robe.” 
Sasha immediately brightly blushed at that. She supposed she shouldn’t have been surprised at that. She’d been naked for her massage, after all. Then again, she’d been naked for virtually three days now, so that necessarily didn’t mean anything. But the photos and illustrations in the books had also shown the massagee as bared, so that should have prepared her. 
She felt abruptly, well... not uncomfortable or embarrassed, exactly. More like shy. She hadn’t ever pictured undressing a girl before and, although she’d seen her little cousin undressed before, somehow this just didn’t feel the same. 
Somehow she got her feet to start moving, stopping once she stood right in front of Courtney. As her little cousin was quite a bit shorter, Sasha started to crouch in order to more easily reach the robe belt, and was startled when she wound up kneeling before her instead. It hadn’t been a conscious decision at all, just something that, well, seemed to happen. 
Flicking a glance upwards Sasha was sure she’d see a gloating expression on her cousin’s face, and literally twitched and jerked at what she did see: 
Courtney’s face glowed with pride and approval, her huge sea gray eyes gleaming and bright. 
Sasha almost rocked back on her heels at that, stunned and startled at how that made her feel inside. It made her feel… nice. 
Her cheeks grew warm again as she started reaching out for the robe belt, and abruptly realized just what she’d be staring at once she opened up the robe. Kneeling like this put her head right at Courtney’s hips. The same image must have occurred to Courtney, as her face and throat turned a bright pink, too, and tiny toes started curling and wriggling. Taking a deep breath Sasha steeled herself, and small fingers gently trembled as she untied the knot. 
The satin was very slippery, and the robe belt came undone smooth as silk, the robe itself gently parting, revealing a line of creamy skin from throat downwards. Creamy skin that was a soft pink as Courtney literally blushed all the way down to her tummy, as she started wriggling as she stood there. 
Sasha blushed, too, for she’d been absolutely correct; peeking right at her was Courtney’s coo... pussy. 
Swallowing again Sasha rose to her feet, then stepped behind Courtney and slipped the robe off her shoulders, baring her cousin completely. She almost just negligently draped the robe over the back of a chair but, at the last moment, something made her carefully fold it up and lay it neatly on the seat instead. Sasha looked up at her Aunt then, seeking further instruction, and blinked at the warm, approving look in her eyes. Only then did Sasha really think about what she’d just done, and gave a mental sigh of relief for thinking to fold the robe up rather then just toss it over the back. 
Courtney looked more then a little shy at the moment, standing there stark naked, and Sasha couldn’t help feeling a bit good about that. Let her feel that for a change! 
Samantha meaningfully cut her eyes to the stacked and ready towels, and Sasha’s mind snapped back to what she was doing. In short order she had warmed towels laid atop the massage table, and had led Courtney over, silently motioning for her to hop up and lay on her tummy. Courtney seemed more then happy to be face down, as that concealed her bare front from view. Needless to say, Sasha had no sympathy at all for any embarrassment her cousin might feel. 
Pouring a little bit of the warmed oil on her palm Sasha briskly rubbed her hands together as she’d been shown, then started smoothing the oil over Courtney’s back and shoulders, enjoying the floral, citrusy scent of the petitgrain. As she did, Sasha started replaying in her mind everything that her Aunt had taught her so far. 
As Sasha worked her small, slippery hands in broad, sweeping strokes over her little cousin’s back and shoulders Courtney softly sighed several times, her little body relaxing under her hands. They were happy, contended sounds of blissful pleasure, Sasha noted, so she must be doing something right! 
She massaged both shoulders, gently rolling and kneading, then worked down the length of her back, stopping just above her little bare rump. Reoiling her small hands she then started stroking along her sides, until she’d massaged all the major muscle groups of her back. More oil, and then Sasha started massaging one little arm, eliciting more groans of pleasure and delight from Courtney. 
It wasn’t that she intended to do a half-assed job of things, because she hadn’t. But, the more Courtney turned into a limp, boneless rag doll under her ministrations, the more she softly groaned and sighed, the more Sasha started paying more attention to what she was doing. 
Now and then her Aunt would lean down and whisper to her, modifying or correcting what she was doing. She’d hold out the applicable section of a book so that Sasha could see it, showing her the proper method, and Sasha would simply nod and make the appropriate correction. One thing she discovered very early on was that the twe... Courtney was a whole lot more muscular then Sasha had realized. Courtney might look tiny - and she was, no mistake about that - but those were firm, toned muscles beneath her silky smooth, creamy skin. 
Once she’d finished both arms, all the way down to tiny fingers and thumbs, Sasha shifted position and started doing her legs. As before, she started with the major muscles, firmly working both thighs and calves. And all throughout Courtney kept making little groans, moans and sighs of pleasure and bliss. 
Until Sasha reoiled her hands and started massaging a tiny foot. At that Courtney giggled and jerked it away, finding the touch ticklish. “I’m sorry!” Sasha softly blurted, not at all intending to tickle, then looked up at her Aunt with a shocked and horrified expression, realizing she’d spoken aloud and fully expecting to be punished for that. 
Only to be shocked a second time at seeing the gentle smile on her Aunt’s face as she reached out and gently ruffled Sasha’s hair before leaning down and whispering, “Use a firmer pressure for her feet. It won’t feel ticklish that way.” 
Sasha nodded, heaving a sigh of relieve at the reprieve, then turned back and took Courtney’s little foot in her hands again. 
Firmer pressure or not, now and then Courtney would twitch and giggle, although for the most part Sasha managed massaging both of them without too much difficulty. 
Gradually Sasha was, not only relaxing, but also enjoying what she was doing. It was the oddest thing, that. She ought to be resenting having to do this and, on some level, she still was. But there was also no mistaking the sheer delight Courtney found in this, either. And it was Sasha who was making her feel so good. It was her efforts that Courtney was basking in. 
And that wasn’t even counting the pleasure Sasha was discovering in actually giving a massage. It was hard work, no mistaking it, and she was appreciating more her own massage, now, that her Aunt had given her. But as hard as it was, it was also relaxing, too. The sort of quiet contentment one got when doing something they enjoyed, and Sasha was surprised at finding out she enjoyed giving massages. 
She finished the feet, then looked up at the only spot left on Courtney’s back she hadn’t massaged yet, and felt her cheeks warm up again. Well, there wasn’t any help for it; it wasn’t as if she could ignore doing there. 
So she oiled her hands again before rubbing them over Courtney’s little bare butt, fighting back the sudden urge to give them a sharp spank with her hand. That was actually an easy fight to win, as she knew, beyond any doubt, that swift - and painful - retribution would follow if she were actually silly and stupid enough to do that. 
Both little pert cheeks tightened as Sasha laid her hands there, Courtney not having expected that, and Sasha’s lips curved in a grin at the embarrassed sounding giggle her little cousin made. Obviously, she wasn’t as prepared for that happening as she’d thought she’d been. Then she gave another soft groan and melted again as Sasha’s small hands kneaded the firm muscled there, just as the books - and her Aunt - had shown how to do. 
It wasn’t as difficult to do as Sasha had feared, after all. At least, as long as she concentrated more on the massage then on where she was massaging. Then she nibbled her lip, realizing that, very soon, she’d be having Courtney roll onto her back, and she’d be massaging her front. 
Thoroughly massaging Courtney’s rump and sleek little hips, Sasha finally reached that point. There wasn’t any way of delaying that inevitability any longer. Then it occurred to her that Aunt Samantha hadn’t been at all embarrassed at giving Sasha a full body massage. And, just as importantly, the books had made that seem so matter of fact, too. Still, Sasha had never had her hands on a girl’s body before, not like this, so it was a sort of push between feeling shy, nervous and embarrassed, and of looking at it as simply ‘business’. 
Now, how the heck was she supposed to get Courtney to roll over, anyway? Sasha abruptly thought. She wasn’t permitted to speak, so she couldn’t tell Courtney to do that! 
Looking up at her Aunt with questioning eyes Sasha waited, hoping Aunt Samantha would understand her silent query. Samantha leaned down and whispered in Sasha’s ear, “This time, and this time only, may a slave speak. A slave is to say ‘Mistress, please roll over now.’ “ 
Sasha couldn’t help it; she immediately bridled, both at being called a slave, and at being told to call Courtney her Mistress. Her eyes abruptly dropped, though, when the gentle, warm look in her Aunt’s immediately turned hard and cold when Sasha turned mulish and balky. 
There really wasn’t any choice, and Sasha knew it. If she refused, or intentionally messed this up, she’d be punished. By now she’d learned that. And the hard way, too. 
Turning back to face Courtney she unhappily mumbled, “Mistress, please roll over now,” just as she’d been instructed, then tensed, feeling a wave of ice ripple down her back as she sensed her Aunt glare at her. 
Courtney, however, simply rolled onto her back, and once she had Sasha’s mouth abruptly felt dry, her little jaw dropped and her tummy was suddenly hit hard by a wave of tingles at what she saw. 
Her little cousin lay there, fully displayed and exposed, and looking utterly relaxed, indolent and content, sprawled bonelessly limp and languorous atop the massage table, her glittering gray eyes gleaming through mere slits of her lids. There wasn’t a trace or sign of any embarrassment, nothing but sheer delight and pleasure. 
There was no way for Sasha to avoid looking at her. Not when she was going to have to, very shortly, massage everywhere, after all. So she didn’t miss seeing her little cousin’s tiny, pale pink nipples were no longer their normal soft puffiness, but instead were gently puckered. 
‘Oh my!’ Sasha thought, quite surprised. ‘I made her feel like that by simply massaging her?’ 
She was doubly stunned, in fact. First by the simple realization that Courtney was reacting that way to being massaged, and then by the understanding that Sasha, herself, had made her feel that nice. 
And, rather than being embarrassed by that, instead Sasha felt an odd, shivery tingle ripple through her at that understanding. 
A soft cough from behind reminded Sasha that she was supposed to be massaging and not woolgathering. Softly blushing at that she regained a bit of composure by adding more of the warmed oil to her hands, then started smoothing it over Courtney’s taut little tummy. She struggled valiantly not to stare at Courtney’s bare chest but, again, there was no helping that. For she’d have to massage there, too, in just moments, and Sasha felt incredibly nervous and shy about doing that. 
She got mad at herself when she realized she felt that way, too. This was just a massage, after all, dammit! Aunt Samantha sure hadn’t been embarrassed or shy when she’d massaged Sasha! Surely Sasha could get through this just as well! 
Sasha put more oil on her small hands then, taking a deep breath... started smoothing the warm slippery fluid over her little cousin’s utterly flat chest and tiny nipples, feeling her cheeks hotly flame as she did. 
Then froze at Courtney’s reaction: a soft, breathy airy sigh, her feathery lids fluttering. 
Her tiny nipples puckering under Sasha’s slick palms. 
Sasha’s heart started thumping faster, her tummy fluttered and tingled. Was Courtney feeling like Sasha did, when her chest and nipples were rubbed? It sure seemed that way! 
She wasn’t quite sure how she felt about that. She was having a difficult enough time dealing with having herself played with, let alone being the one doing it to another! Yet her small hands continued stroking and gliding across the flat expanse of Courtney’s chest as she pondered and fretted, and all the while Courtney continued softly, breathily sighing. 
Sasha lifted her small hands a moment, her pale tawny brows lifting almost to her hairline as she saw how tight and hard Courtney’s tiny nipples had become. Grass green eyes flicked a glance up at her face, and Sasha saw a soft flush to Courtney’s cheeks. Somehow that didn’t seem one of embarrassment. 
Certainly not when Courtney then whispered, almost plaintively, “More? Please?” 
Sasha’s tummy fluttered all the harder at that, as now-familiar tingles started rippling though her. A tiny, pink, moist tonguetip traced around her lips, as an odd feeling of... power... coursed through her. 
Not control. Not command. But power nonetheless. An understanding that, even as a slave, she could - and somehow did - have power over Courtney. 
The ability to please and delight. The capability to make Courtney feel good inside. 
Just as Courtney could make Sasha feel good inside. 
Without conscious thought or decision, Sasha lowered her small, slippery hands again, this time intentionally stroking and caressing those tiny, hard peaks between her fingers. And felt more shivers ripple through her at Courtney’s reaction as she did. She was so engrossed in what she was doing and seeing, and in how that was making her feel inside, that it was quite some time before she consciously realized what she was doing. 
Playing with a girl’s nipples. 
Furiously blushing Sasha added more oil to her small hands, mortally grateful she had more to massage still, so that that would cover her abruptly stopping. Courtney deeply sighed when she’d stopped, but was as bonelessly limp as ever before. Sasha started massaging the tops of her little thighs, but couldn’t keep from darting glances upwards at those tiny, incredibly hard points. 
Again, as she had before, Sasha left Courtney’s hips until last. But, unlike before, she wouldn’t be massaging her butt this time. And, as before, sooner then she wished that moment of truth arrived. 
If Sasha had felt discomfited at massaging Courtney’s butt and chest, she felt immeasurably so now facing doing her pussy. But it was the last area to do, and the sooner she got it over with... 
She really shouldn’t have been startled, she thought, when she finally steeled herself to look directly there - having, up to now, avoided looking there -- at seeing what she did. And it really wasn’t as if she hadn’t seen Courtney’s pussy before. Although, up to now, she hadn’t really stared at it. So she knew what it usually looked like. Now, however... 
Now... there was a very soft blush there, and it was ever so lightly puffy. And Sasha knew what that meant, now. Especially after the anatomy lessons from before! 
Again she felt very odd at that. Somewhat embarrassed and awkward. Yet oddly pleased, too, knowing that she was the reason that Courtney was feeling aroused. That was Sasha had been doing had made Courtney feel that way. 
Again, that strange feeling of power. 
Before she could start massaging there, though, Aunt Samantha had leaned down and whispered to her. Sasha looked up at her Aunt, an utterly shocked expression at what she’d heard. Was she serious?? 
Her Aunt just returned her gaze with a mild one of her own, and Sasha realized the choice was entirely up to her. 
Her heart started thumping even harder, her tummy tingled worse, and both reactions utterly shocked and surprised Sasha. How could she even consider doing what her Aunt had suggested!? 
And it had been a suggestion, no two ways about it. Not a command, not an order. It had been left entirely up to Sasha whether she did so or not. 
How could her Aunt even think Sasha could do something like that? Sasha thought with something akin to disgust and dismay. 
And then the answer hit her, as hard as a blow to the back of her head. 
Because Sasha was Courtney slave, and not her cousin. 
And because a slave could, and did, do things like that. Sasha didn’t even need her Aunt’s assurance on that score, for her very own illicit explorations down here had shown her proof of that. 
Sasha swallowed. Hard. The only other time she’d felt like a real slave, rather then a captive or prisoner, had been when she’d had to struggle to polish Courtney’s boots when cuffed and gagged. But just considering what her Aunt had said sent those very same sensations coursing through her. 
Powerfully surging through her, making her literally tremble and quiver. 
Deny it to their faces Sasha undeniably would do, and continue stridently do so. But she couldn’t lie to herself. Not any longer. Not after three entire days. She wanted to be a slave. Wanted the feelings she’d been having. There was no way she could admit that, not to anyone, and sometimes not even to herself. But, if she did what her Aunt had whispered to her, she wouldn’t have to, and she knew that. 
And she still didn’t like being punished this way. It wasn’t fair, and it wasn’t right. There was a lot she rebelled against, and nothing was gonna change how she felt that way, either. 
Could she do this? It was awfully embarrassing, just to consider! Sasha wove back and forth on small bare feet, her mind chaotically whirling. Two things were utterly crystal clear to her. One was that, no, Sasha the girl would never ever do anything like that, but Twerp the slave could. And the other is that neither her Aunt nor Courtney would mock, condemn or find it disgusting if she did. 
Goosebumps raced up and down her skin. She felt lightheaded. Her tummy ached every bit as badly as it had whenever she’d daydreamed about what she’d seen down here. About what it would be like to be captured and kidnapped, bound and gagged and made a slave. 
She wished she could close her eyes, but there was no way she could. Taking a deep breath, Sasha pursed her lips in a little girl kiss... 
...very slowly leaned down, her heart pounding harder and harder... 
...her eyes fixed and focused on her little cousin’s bare, exposed pussy... 
...then very softly kissed there. 
It... it wasn’t as awful as she’d imagined it would be, Sasha realized. Granted, she’d never really kiss-kissed anyone before, let alone kissed a pussy, but still... it wasn’t awful or disgusting. 
Although her little legs almost buckled as she softly placed her lips there. A shock almost as powerful as an electrical jolt coursed through her at that delicate touch. Sasha felt Courtney tense at that contact. Heard her soft, breathy, startled hiss as her warm, soft lips touched. Obviously Courtney hadn’t any idea this might happen. Somehow that sent even more tingles racing through Sasha. 
She hadn’t known what to expect. At least she hadn’t been worried about how clean Courtney might be, since she’d clearly just come from showering. And, in fact, Sasha could scent the delicate fragrance of soap from Courtney. And there wasn’t really any taste, either. 
But there was, most certainly, warmth. Sasha could feel the warmth of Courtney’s skin as she lightly placed a second kiss there, hearing and feeling her reaction yet again. 
If anyone had told Sasha, just days ago, that she’d one day kiss a girl’s pussy she’d have called them a liar. Even now, she couldn’t quite believe she was doing just that very thing. But, she was, and she somehow instinctively knew that, having done so once, Courtney was very likely to command her slave to do so again. 
Sasha felt Courtney gently part her little legs, opening them wider in silent invitation. The soft pink flush there had deepened a bit, now looking more rosy and dusky. Slightly more swollen and puffier, too, Sasha noted. She still felt extremely self-conscious, shy and awkward about kissing there, but she didn’t stop, either. Sort of a ‘in for a penny, in for a pound’ rationale had taken over. 
Very slowly, very softly Sasha trailed delicate little kisses from the very top to the very bottom, then back up again, and felt oddly pleased as she heard Courtney’s breathing start sounding ragged and breathy. She wondered if Courtney would become wet now, even as another part of her hoped she wouldn’t. She didn’t think she was quite ready for that and, if it did happen, she’d stop kissing for sure. 
Aunt Samantha had only asked if Sasha would consider kissing Courtney’s pussy. Which had shocked her a great deal. But she hadn’t said anything about how long to do that; if it was just supposed to be a single peck, or more. But as long as she’d steeled herself to do it to start with, Sasha decided as long as she was ‘down there’ she might as well indulge her own growing sense of curiosity about things. 
Samantha, meanwhile, was looking on in stunned amazement. She’d expected Twerp to balk at her suggestion, and had only said what she had to plant the seed in her mind for the future. She’d never really expected her to actually do it, let alone continue doing so! It had been so shocking that she stood there, frozen, and just watched. 
Although ‘frozen’ might not be the best adjective to use. For the moment she’d seen Twerp start leaning down, and realized what she was about to do, Samantha had been hit with a wave of arousal powerful enough to almost drop her to her knees. This was one of the most incredibly erotic images Samantha had ever seen, and it took her several long minutes to get her mind back under conscious control again. 
Well aware of how peoples’ inhibitions were lessened when aroused themselves, Samantha worried that, later on, Twerp might loathe the memory of what she was currently doing. And that simply wouldn’t do. Not at all. So she leaned down, and very softly whispered in her ear, “You don’t have to continue Twerp. You did very well, and I’m proud of you. You’re an excellent slave!” 
Twerp’s cheeks softly flushed in pleasure, but she clearly was asking with her eyes if that meant she had to stop. That question became somewhat moot when Courtney wistfully whispered, “More? Please?” in the same plaintive tone she’d used when Twerp had been playing with her nipples before. 
Sasha’s nipples were quite puckered and tingly by now, and her tummy tight and tingly too. No small part of her was shocked and amazed at how she felt at kissing a girl’s pussy, and worried that that meant she was a lesbian. But, no sooner did that thought occur then another popped up, scolding. No silly. That doesn’t mean you’re a lesbian. It just means you’re a slave, is all. 
Oh, it felt so wickedly naughty and exciting! Sasha was extremely surprised at how she felt. And she didn’t, really, even have to feel any guilt at all, now that she considered it. They kept harping that she was a slave and, since a slave didn’t have any choice... 
She softly started kissing again, liking how it made her feel inside to hear Courtney softly sigh, seeing how her sleek little hips gently lifted and squirmed. Knowing that she was the cause of that! 
Then she blinked, making a sort of icky face as she suddenly tasted something other then clean skin, right about the time she noticed a scent other then that of soap. Lifting her head up she gazed down. Yep. Just as she’d thought. There was the tiniest trace of moisture now glistening at her slit. 
Again Courtney softly whispered, “More? Please?” But, this time, Sasha unconsciously shook her head. She wasn’t ready or willing to kiss Courtney’s pussy once it started getting wet. 
Although her tummy abruptly dropped when she realized she could be ordered to continue. 
“I think that’s enough for tonight,” Samantha spoke up, and Sasha couldn’t help darting a swift, grateful look up at her at that. Her Aunt didn’t seem displeased at Sasha wanting to stop now, either, and she felt a wave of relief at that. 
Courtney was feeling far too relaxed and languid to argue, floating in a world of blissful pleasure she’d no idea could exist. “Oooooh!” she breathily exclaimed. “That was sooooo wonderful!” and her obvious and sincere delight made Sasha feel very warm and glowy inside. “Thank you Twerp!” 
Sasha softly flushed at the praise and thanks, dipping her head but remaining silent. At her Aunt’s whispered prompting she took one of the warmed towels before motioning for Courtney to stand, then gently toweled her little bare body of excess oil before slipping her robe back on. 
Sasha was quite surprised at the tight hug Courtney gave her. Surprised, yet pleased. “I’ll be back for her later,” Courtney told her Mom. “Take good care of her for me, please,” she said before padding off. 
Sasha wondered what ‘good care’ entailed, and soon found out as her Aunt replaced the towels atop the massage table with clean ones. She’d also, it seemed, had readied a different oil, too, as she removed a new container from the warmer. From the sweet, camphor-like fragrance it was marjoram which, from what Sasha had learned, would certainly be good for her own sore, aching muscles. 
But as much as she’d been terribly yearning for a massage, somehow now realizing she was about to get one felt... wrong. Like she was being rewarded for her efforts, and that somehow cheapened her hard work. 
“Your Mistress had already decided her slave would be massaged tonight,” her Aunt said, startling Sasha. It was like she’d read her mind or something! Turning to face Sasha, Samantha continued. “Not because you deserved one,” she said, “because, to be blunt, a slave’s efforts to date have not been exemplary,” and Sasha felt her face abruptly flame at the rebuke. Much as she wished to hotly deny the criticism, and as much as she hated to admit it, her Aunt was only speaking the truth. “But because she decided her slave had overworked her muscles today in her attempts at polishing boots.” 
Sasha’s toes tightly curled as she stared down at them, at the memory of that fiasco. If Courtney hadn’t shown mercy on Sasha and uncuffed her hands so she could actually have a chance to polish them, she’d still be gagged. And it didn’t help, not at all, to understand it had been Sasha’s own stubbornness and defiance that had been the cause. 
No, this massage wasn’t any reward. Nor had it been truly earned. For Sasha truly didn’t deserve it. Not at all. It was nothing more then Courtney seeing that her slave was properly cared for. 
Which actually lessened her enjoyment and pleasure of it, even as her strained, sore and aching muscles cried out in relief. 
Later that night, while curled up once again in her cage, Sasha had a lot to think about. She didn’t think she’d ever get to sleep, but before she knew it she was fast asleep, her head pillowed atop her small, prayer-folded hands.
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“Uuhhhnnnn...” Sasha groaned around the bit gag locked in her mouth as she shifted about in her cage, trying to get comfy, thoroughly stiff and sore from head to toes. Thank gawd Courtney had had Aunt Samantha massage her last night! Otherwise she doubted she could’ve moved at all today if she hadn’t! 
This had been her third morning of exercises, and between those and that awful experience yesterday afternoon with the boot polishing, every muscle in Sasha’s body, no matter how small, felt stiff as a board and as heavy as lead. She could hardly move this morning when Courtney -- sounding bright, cheery and well-rested -- woke her up and, no matter how desperately she’d needed to pee by then, she’d taken forever crawling out of her cage. 
Thankfully, the very first thing Courtney had done was lead Sasha to the bathroom. One of these mornings, Sasha feared, Courtney would take longer then usual to come down for her and she wouldn’t be able to wait! 
After that, it was off to the exercise area for her morning exercises. As intensely as Sasha needed to work off all her excess energy, this morning she was so achy and stiff the very last thing she wanted to do was spend an hour working out. She pouted and whined and, as a result, had been bit gagged within minutes. Even though she hadn’t said a word! 
She thought that had been horribly unfair, and felt sulky the rest of the workout. Then again, Sasha glumly considered, Courtney really didn’t need any reason to gag Sasha other then that she simply wanted to do it. And the bit gag was the most comfortable of them all so, perhaps, this was just her way of warning Sasha to keep her yap closed, or else. If so, it had worked, and Sasha had been careful not to make any more vocal sounds of unhappiness. 
Which, of course, didn’t stop her from thinking them. 
The gag had remained locked on even after she’d finished the workout. By then Sasha had been exhausted and soaked with sweat. She wasn’t as stiff as she’d been when she’d first woke up, the workout loosening up that tightness but, in exchange, she felt even more achy and sore. Although she padded after Courtney, eagerly anticipating showering --although not the awful soap and supplies -- she wasn’t looking forward to what she was absolutely sure would follow: 
Being caged and stored right afterwards. 
Deeply sighing around the bit in her mouth -- but certainly doing no more then that -- Sasha had opened her lockers to get her supplies... 
Then stopped dead, grass-green eyes wide, shocked, and stunned. 
Inside the top were a bottle and bar of that generic shampoo and soap, while in the bottom were a thin towel and washcloth. The same ‘starting’ supplies she’d been furnished at first, and she’d rolled her eyes and sneered at. 
Her head whipped around and she stared at Courtney who, not so oddly, didn’t seem surprised at Sasha’s reaction. She also didn’t say anything, either, other than telling Sasha she had thirty minutes to shower and groom. 
Oh, how wonderful it was to use soap and shampoo that actually lathered! Who cared if it didn’t have scent or moisturizers! At least they lathered, and left her skin feeling smooth and silky, and her hair soft! Sasha luxuriated in her shower this morning, and happily hummed around the rubber bar between her teeth. She continued humming while she dried, enjoying the softness of the towel. Granted, it wasn’t anywhere near as soft as terrycloth, or the towels she was familiar with using. But, when compared to sackcloth, well... it was sheer indulgence! 
She took some time to do her hair, banding it in a ponytail once she was finished brushing it out. Not since that first night had she forgotten to do that, the promise of a pageboy cut more then sufficient to make sure she’d always remember. She checked her nails, but there wasn’t anything necessary to do yet. They’d just been trimmed three days ago, and certainly didn’t need trimming yet. She did wish she had lotion for her hands and feet, for her body and for her face. But, considering what she’d been using for washing, she was quite grateful for the soap and shampoo. 
Sasha still thought it was a waste of time putting things away, but put them away she did. Not for anything would she risk going back to that awful stuff she’d been given to use. 
Once everything was neatly stored away she relocked the cuffs around her small wrists and ankles. She’d been wearing them so constantly now, it was starting to feel weird when they were off. Then, with a low groan, she settled down to her knees and waited. 
Not unexpectedly, when Courtney came back for her it was to lead her back to her cage, to be stored away. Complaining about that never even entered her mind. By now she was learning that complaints not only didn’t get her anywhere, but only resulted in punishments. And she was starting to get used to being stored away in the cage when not in actual ‘use’. 
It didn’t mean she liked it, only that she was getting accustomed to that. 
It was difficult to get comfortable, although it was far easier to do than it was when her wrists and ankles were locked together, so she was at least grateful for that. Sasha wondered what the rest of the day was going to be like. At least thinking helped -- somewhat -- to take her mind off how hungry she was. 
That she still wasn’t acclimated to: eating only when brought food. There were times she’d give anything for the sheer, blissful luxury of being able to grab a snack or meal whenever she was nibbly or hungry. And she had the most dismal feeling that breakfast today was going to be cold, pasty oatmeal again, too. 
Her mind wandered, yet again, over the events of last night. She was still shocked at herself at what she had done. Even recalling that brought a blush to her cheeks. She’d really kissed Courtney’s pussy! What in the world had made her do that!? 
She didn’t have an answer to that. She did know, though, that she’d chosen to do it. Aunt Samantha hadn’t made it an order, or even a request. It had been a suggestion, and Sasha had known then, just as she did now, that it had only been a suggestion. 
Sasha thoughtfully chewed on the rubber bit as she pondered matters. The memory and realization didn’t disgust or distress her, she accepted. She still felt a bit shocked and surprised at what she’d done, true enough, but not in a shameful way. It wasn’t, after all, as if she’d done something no one else had ever done before. She’d certainly seen enough pictures in those magazines to understand that! 
Still, she’d never imagined herself doing that! 
At the time it had, somehow, felt wickedly daring and naughty, and no little bit exciting, too. It didn’t feel quite the same way this morning, though. Not as intense, anyway. And she didn’t know if she could do that again, either. Or would want to, for that matter. 
Sasha restlessly shifted in the small cage. The problem was, she unhappily understood, was that there was a tremendous difference between ‘want’ and ‘could’. Obviously, she could do that, for she’d already proven she could. And she’d certainly been learning that what she wanted didn’t mean squat to either her Aunt or Courtney. So, if Courtney decided she wanted Sasha to kiss her pussy again, she’d have no choice at all but to do it. 
Whether she wanted to, or not. 
At that realization, for the first time this morning while ruminating over having kissed Courtney’s pussy, Sasha felt a tingle ripple through her. It wasn’t something she was really conscious about, either; virtually subliminal, in fact. But it had an effect on her. 
Sasha didn’t have to like kissing Courtney’s pussy. She didn’t have to want to kiss there. Liking or wanting didn’t have any part of it, in fact. Only obeying Courtney, should she order Sasha to do that, did. Only pleasing Courtney, did. Sasha wasn’t even aware her sleek little hips had started gently rocking and circling as she considered all that. 
It was just like everything else. Sasha didn’t have to like or want what was happening. What she was required to do. She just had to do it. 
But she didn’t want what was happening! Not really. Well... not everything that was going on. Couldn’t they see that? Tell that? 
Her rapidly growing chaotic thoughts were interrupted by Courtney’s return. Sasha tried not to sigh when she spotted her carrying two bowls inside, but she couldn’t stop her huge emerald eyes from filling with crystal tears. Right now if given the choice between oatmeal -- again! -- or kissing Courtney’s pussy and having a real breakfast, Sasha would pucker up in an instant! 
Placing the bowls on top of a cage across the room Courtney padded over and crouched down. She unlocked the front grill of the cage and lowered it, then reached inside before unlocking and removing the bit gag from her slave. Sasha gently worked her jaws once the bit was removed, but it hadn’t, really, been all that bad. That one was ever so much more comfortable than the others were! 
Rising, Courtney then brought the bowls over, slipping them inside the cage and placing them in front of Sasha’s head. Her tummy audibly growled as the aroma hit her tiny nose. 
The oatmeal, this morning, wasn’t cold. In fact, even as she watched little tendrils of steam rose from the surface. And it wasn’t plain oatmeal, either! Sasha could see, and smell, that! 
Raisins and sliced bananas had been mixed inside, and so had lots of butter and brown sugar, too. And the other bowl wasn’t water, but icy cold milk. Sasha lifted startled eyes up to Courtney, but hers remained inscrutable. Although the corners of her small lips twitched a bit at the look of stunned, shocked amazement in Sasha’s. 
Sasha couldn’t think of a single thing she’d done to deserve this, but she wasn’t about to argue. Taking the plastic spoon that was placed in the bowl she started wolfing down the oatmeal, almost crying out at the taste. Between spoonfuls she sipped the milk, tipping the bowl back to do so, and all the while Courtney just lounged against the side of a cage and watched. 
It wasn’t just hot, fixed-up oatmeal, either. It was half again the amount she’d been getting, and for the first time in two days she actually felt full and replete by the time she was finished, and actually gave a happy sigh with the last mouthful. She was so content that she didn’t even hesitate when Courtney held the bit back up to her mouth, opening for it right away when she did. 
The full meal actually made her feel a touch drowsy, and Sasha curled up best as she could in the cage, content just laying there with her eyes closed. Besides, if today’s routine followed the last two, she’d be left here until after lunch anyway. 
So she was very much surprised when, not too long afterwards, Aunt Samantha came in for her. Groaning a bit, sore muscles complaining, Sasha crawled backwards out of the cage, then stood to be leashed. Shortly thereafter, she was lead to the theater room, where Courtney was lounging in her chair and reading a book. 
It took everything she had to keep from rolling her eyes and groaning when, yet again, her Aunt solemnly announced that a slave is to polish her Mistress’ boots’. For a moment she just wanted to throw the universe’s biggest tantrum but, no sooner did her outrage surface then it disappeared. Sasha knew, beyond any doubt, that if she was foolish and silly enough to make any fuss at all, what would happen. She might not know the particulars, true enough, but she certainly knew that, whatever they might be, she wouldn’t like them, not one bit. Nope nope nope! 
Nor was there any use prolonging the inevitable. One way or another she’d wind up polishing them and certain ways, she’d painfully discovered, were much worse then others. So, with a minimum amount of silent grumbling she took the applicator brush and tin of wax and got to work. 
It wasn’t until she’d finally finished rapidly buffing back and forth with the cloth that Sasha realized Courtney had been quietly watching her work. She barely glanced at the boots before smiling at Sasha. “See? That wasn’t all that terribly difficult, was it?” she asked. 
Sasha felt her face heat up. Dropping her eyes she softly shook her head. No, actually it hadn’t been all that hard. She hadn’t liked doing it, no. Nor wanted to do it, either. But she’d been told to do it. And, having learned the results of refusal or disobedience, had done so rather then repeat those lessons. 
Courtney put her book down. “I’m very glad my slave did such a good job,” she happily said. “I’ve been very much looking forwards to playing with her, and I would have hated having to punish her instead of play with her.” 
Sasha’s tummy abruptly fluttered, as tingles started filling her inside. She had a pretty good idea what Courtney’s idea of ‘play’ was, and as nervous and apprehensive as that made her she was startled to discover she was also looking forward to that again. 
Only now did Courtney look down at her boots, gazing at them with a critical eye as she shifted them back and forth. Sasha swallowed, looking suddenly nervous. Although she’d done the best job she was able to do, still she really hadn’t much experience at polishing, and worried Courtney might find the result somehow lacking. 
Placing her book on the end table Courtney hopped up from her chair. Holding out the thin chain leash she said, “Leash,” then attached the clip once her slave had assumed the correct position. “I bet you’re getting pretty tired of being caged all the time, huh?” she asked, giving the leash a gentle tug as she started walking out. 
Sasha nodded. She most certainly was, at that. Although ‘tired’ wasn’t the term she’d use. ‘Bored to tears’ would be far more accurate. 
“Well, I haven’t enjoyed it either, yanno,” Courtney replied as she continued leading her. “I mean, it’s really exciting knowing you’re locked up and caged down here, all naked and helpless,” she said, and Sasha could certainly see that that did excite her little cousin, “but it’s also frustrating, too. Having to leave you caged up when what I really wanna do is play with you and make my slave squirm.” 
That last was said in a soft, breathy tone, and sent a flushed heated tingle rippling through Sasha. 
Suddenly Sasha felt a great deal more nervous, anxious and unsure about things. For one, her Aunt was nowhere in sight. That wasn’t all that unusual, now that she thought about it. Mostly it had been just Courtney dealing with her. Which made sense, if they really meant -- as they seemed to -- that Sasha was Courtney’s slave. However, Sasha was more then a bit worried about Courtney’s... well... enthusiasm. That might not bode well for Sasha’s future. 
Especially with all the things down here Courtney had available to use! 
They finally stopped in front of the double pole arrangement that had been the indirect cause of Sasha’s difficulties. The scene of the ‘discovery’, as Sasha considered that awful morning. Courtney turned around and unsnapped the leash, then looked directly up at Sasha. 
“I’m gonna remove that gag in a moment,” she told her slave, “and then you’re gonna gag and cuff yourself to that like you were Friday.” 
A bright, hot crimson tide flowed down to Sasha’s chest. She started squirming, her toes wriggling, as she envisioned herself doing just that as Courtney watched. And then she whimpered. 
Actually, more of a pained whine, as she also envisioned what that was going to feel like to her already aching, still sore muscles. She couldn’t forget how dreadfully uncomfortable standing restrained like that had been. How much she had suffered that long, lo-oong morning, and whined again at the memory. 
Courtney looked at her oddly, her little sweet face puzzled. That wasn’t the reaction she’d expected from her slave! “What’s the matter?” she finally asked. 
Sasha could have verbally answered. The bit between her teeth really didn’t muffle her voice overmuch, even if it did slur her speech. But she didn’t forget she wasn’t supposed to speak out loud, so she lifted up her arms, pantomiming being restrained like that, then made pained little sounds of distress. 
“Oh!” Courtney blurted, catching on, then softly frowning in disappointment. “Dog gone it Twerp!” she scolded. “If you hadn’t been so stubborn yesterday I coulda done this!” Her full lower lip jutting out Courtney half-glared at her slave. “I oughta just make you do it anyway,” she said. “It’d serve you right.” 
Sasha just dropped her eyes and arms as she lightly trembled. Courtney was right. If she hadn’t been so stubborn and defiant yesterday, she wouldn’t be as awfully sore and achy as she was right now. And if Courtney decided that it did serve Sasha right, she’d have no choice but to do as she’d been told. 
“You just wait right there,” Courtney finally ordered. “I’m gonna go find another way to tie you down.” At that, she turned and walked off, leaving Sasha alone. 
She heaved a silent sigh of relief at the unexpected but welcome reprieve, even as she fretted a bit over what Courtney might yet decide to do. There was, after all, a whole myriad of things down here she could decide to use! 
It wasn’t until Courtney came back about five minutes later, and Sasha started meekly following after her, that her little knees almost buckled as a revelation hit her like a ton of bricks. She’d been left standing there, untied and unsecured, and all alone. But she’d never thought to try and run off and escape. She hadn’t even looked to see if the main playroom door had been left opened or not! 
Courtney led her over to a reasonably simple looking thing. It closely resembled a very rugged sawhorse, in that it had two pair of V-shaped, sturdy wooden legs. However, where in a conventional sawhorse there would be a wooden plank between the two sets of legs, this had, instead, a one-inch diameter steel pole. Encasing that pole was a padded, leather-surfaced bolster about three inches in diameter. The apparatus sat atop a polished wooden planked area, and recessed into the wood were eight D-ring shackles. 
“Lay tummy down over it,” Courtney instructed and, with only the slightest of pauses, Sasha did so. 
Unfortunately for the child, the height of the bar was neither adjustable, nor designed for someone of her small stature. So her feet remained off the floor once her hips were positioned atop the bolster, leaving her feel unsecure and wobbly. Courtney had her shift a bit until her body was perfectly positioned, and then she gathered up four sets of long, thin leather straps that had clips at both ands and an adjustable buckle arrangement in the middle. 
Each strap was first attached to the D-rings of Sasha’s locked cuffs, and then attached to four of the floor shackles, Courtney selecting the ones that would have her slave’s arms straight forwards and down but her legs widely parted and spread-eagled behind her. Once the straps were attached, she started gradually tightening them, ignoring her slave’s soft whimpers and whines. 
Sasha slowly felt her body growing taut, bent around at the hips over the bolster, her arms pulled forwards and down, while her legs were pulled about three foot apart and also down. By the time Courtney finished, all she could do was wriggle her head, hands and feet. 
It didn’t help any realizing what she must look like, and what Courtney could see, either. Her butt was high up in the air, utterly exposed and vulnerable. As was her pussy, too, she knew, feeling the air against her and knowing just how open and displayed she was there. Courtney would certainly have a free hand anywhere she chose, doing whatever she liked or wanted to do, with her strapped over this thing in this position! 
Courtney walked off, leaving Sasha there, and she started squirming and twisting. She didn’t know why she did. It wasn’t as if she thought or believed she could get loose, after all. And, even if she could... what would be the point? Even so, she still couldn’t stop from fidgeting and squirming, either. 
Courtney soon returned, then unlocked and removed the bit gag on her slave. Sasha felt no relief at that, instead a sort of gentle, tingling dread. Somehow she didn’t think Courtney was going to leave her ungagged. And she was right for, no sooner had Courtney removed the bit gag then she held another down to her lips. 
“Open,” she said, and it wasn’t a request. 
Sasha’s body turned a soft pink, and she whimpered and lightly shivered in embarrassment. It was that penis gag again and, unlike last time, this time she knew Courtney knew what that was supposed to resemble! 
“Don’t keep me waiting,” Courtney said moments later, and although her tone was mild, her voice piping and fluting, that still made Sasha tremble very deeply. Because of her position, she couldn’t tip her head far enough back to look up at Courtney and try silently pleading. Besides, she shivered again at the understanding, she very much doubted Courtney would unbend to any pleadings of Sasha. 
She didn’t want that... that... that thing in her mouth! Not knowing what it was supposed to simulate! But, once again, what she wanted didn’t matter. Not in the least. 
With a soft, mortally embarrassed whine Sasha opened her mouth, then whimpered as she felt the thick, lifelike latex phallus slipped into her opened mouth, feeling every last textured detail as it did. 
But also felt heated, sharp tingles rippling through her at the same time. Tingles that grew more intense as Courtney fully seated it then began snugly buckling all the straps. 
Even knowing just how futile the effort would be, Sasha still tried expelling it, trying to push it out with her small, moist tongue, blushing deeper at hearing her silly, very muffled whimpers as she tried. And especially when Courtney -- once finished -- tenderly petted her cheek and told her how cute her slave looked, gagged with a penis in her mouth. 
She watched an upside-down Courtney walk around and behind her, and trembled, seeing her stopped right behind and between her helplessly held-wide little legs. Her tight, pert rump clenched and tightened as she felt a warm, soft tiny hand gently caress her butt. 
“I’ve been looking forwards to playing with my slave,” Courtney said, her voice sounding low and soft, very awed and breathlessly excited. “There’s so much I want to do with her!” she exclaimed, which made Sasha shiver all the harder. Especially since Aunt Samantha was nowhere near to be seen or found, which left Sasha totally at the ‘tender mercies’ of her little cousin! 
“I think you have, too, Twerp,” she said even softer, sounding even more breathlessly delighted and awed, and then Sasha let out a muffled squeak as Courtney, ever so lightly, brushed a tiny fingertip upwards along her exposed, displayed pussy! Sasha furiously blushed because, when Courtney did that, suddenly she became very aware that she was already wet a little. 
A soft, deeply muffled whimper came from her as Courtney lovingly crooned, “I’m gonna make my slave squirm! Squirm bad!” 
Sasha’s heart started rapidly pounding, her breathing already fast and shallow. She was gonna be touched again. Played with again. Helpless to prevent or avoid that embarrassment. Her small, naked body twisted and squirmed atop the bolster, in silent denial and heartfelt pleading, even as she felt her tummy growing even tighter and tinglier. 
But then she stiffened, and a loud muffled whine echoed from her as Courtney lightly patted her rump. “I’ll be back in a bit to play with my slave. There are some things I’m gonna get first. Cuz I not only wanna make my slave squirm, I wanna spank her, too, and hear her cry and sob.” 
Sasha’s grass-green eyes grew enormous at that, her skin paled so that her freckles stood out like tiny gold flecks against a sea of cream. D-rings chimed as she jerked hard and tensed. 
Again, another loving gentle pat to her rear. “I wanna watch my slave’s butt turn a bright red. I like that. A lot!” Courtney matter-of-factly admitted. “And I like seeing it get all tight and jumpy when I spank it, too. And how my slave looks and sounds. So I’m gonna spank her,” she said. “Not because it’s a punishment, or because my slave’s done something wrong,” Courtney explained. “But because I wanna. Because I like that. And because I can.” 
With that, Courtney turned and walked off, leaving her slave -- who was whimpering, struggling and squirming in distress -- tightly bound over and across the padded punishment horse. 
For two long, long days now Courtney had had little time to actually play with her slave. Not like she wanted to, anyway. And, while she could understand the rationale behind why things had progressed as they had, that hadn’t meant she’d enjoyed it. 
She’d asked Mom, Saturday night, why they were keeping Twerp caged so much. What was the point, she’d asked, of having a slave if she was just kept locked up in a cage all the time? 
Mom had explained that ‘storing’ her wasn’t the object. Just the means to an end. For one thing, it was hard on an adult, let alone a normally full-of-boundless-energy child, to remain forcibly confined that way. It was sheer, unadulterated boredom, and a person soon would grow antsy and fidgety, start feeling ‘stir-crazy’. Until they’d do just about anything just to be able to have the luxury of being able to stretch and move about. 
Just as important was to make sure, no two ways about it, that Twerp understood that this was totally, utterly and absolutely serious, and not some sort of game or prank. Her inherent stubbornness, rebelliousness and defiance weren’t going to vanish overnight. As time passed, and her training -- as well as her tasks, assignments and chores -- started to increase, they would, now and then, reappear. And with a vengeance, at times, too. 
So she needed to know just what the penalty for balking, refusal and disobedience could be. For instance, if she dug in her heels and refused to vacuum the living room? Well, if she didn’t want to do that, then she could just be ‘stored away’ again. It wouldn’t make any difference to her Mistress, one way or the other. However, it sure would make a difference to Twerp! 
Actually, Courtney could already see that: Twerp was almost pathetically eager to crawl out of the cage each time she was came for, and quite woeful and forlorn about being stored back again. Without Courtney or her Mom ever saying so outright, Twerp was starting to learn, understand and accept that her ability to move about was subject to her Mistress’ desires, and that Courtney didn’t seem to care whether her slave was stored away or not. 
Well, actually Courtney did care. She’d much, much rather have fun with her slave, compared to just locking her away. Even though she liked doing that, too. But even Courtney could play out certain scenes in her head. Like, her commanding Twerp to do the breakfast dishes and her slave getting sullen and balky about that, and Courtney simply wordlessly storing her away again for another whole day. Heck, just two or three times doing that, and even Twerp oughta learn! 
And it wasn’t as if the weekend had been a total waste. During the hours that her slave had been stored away Mom had been teaching Courtney about things. She’d been taken on a tour of the entire basement complex, and had had every room explained to her. The ‘how’, ‘what’ and ‘why’ about everything, as it were. Some of the explanations made Courtney feel a bit unsettled, like for the ‘interrogation and execution’ room area. And some were just, well... weird. Like the medical exam room area. But most were downright exciting! 
And then it was learning all about the different restraints, gags, hoods and stuff. Courtney was a bit disappointed, for it was dreadfully obvious hardly any of that stuff would fit Twerp. Like the straightjackets or single sleeve gloves. 
But what she really wanted to learn about where the things she could use to spank Twerp with, and to make her squirm. Oh yessss! Those were what intrigued and fascinated her! 
Mom seemed OK about showing her the spanking stuff, but for some reason seemed a bit, well, reluctant about the second. It didn’t take her very long to figure out why, either, and she astutely guessed it had something to do about that ‘calibration’ necessity. Courtney almost giggled when she realized that. Mom was hesitant about having to calibrate Courtney with those, while Courtney was reluctant about being calibrated with the spanking stuff! 
So part of Saturday afternoon was spent with Courtney being calibrated with various restraints and gags, while the rest of the afternoon and evening was devoted to the various types of ‘spanking’ items. 
Mom had shown her how the restraints were used, and how to use the few items here that were suitable to a child of Twerp’s size. Which, unfortunately, weren’t very many. The Y-rack was one. And, of course, the pole arrangement that had gotten Twerp in trouble to start with. There was the punishment horse, a very intriguing looking chair thingie, plus a couple of other pieces of specialized furniture, too. 
Courtney wasn’t overly distraught, though, as Mom had explained there were, after all, many different ways of simply tying her slave that didn’t require things to secure her to. Or require specialized things, for there were always ordinary chairs, posts and the like, after all. 
There also weren’t all that many gags she could use, either. Just a couple of ball ones, that plug one she’d used for the boot polishing, and the bit gag one, too. Well, the sponge balls and tape, too, of course. Then there was a ring gag, which Courtney had thought was pretty weird and pointless... until Mom, her cheeks a soft pink, explained the potential behind such a gag. And then Courtney’s cheeks turned pink, too! There were also several pump gags but, as Courtney learned first hand with them, she’d have to be very, very careful using them. For they were designed to fully expand inside an adult mouth, and Courtney could, very easily, harm Twerp if she overinflated it. 
Even now, Courtney delicately shivered with the memory of feeling that heavy rubber balloon in her mouth slowly expanding. Unable to expel it, unable to keep it from expanding, even when she tried, very hard, to press up with her tiny tongue and keep it from doing so. Feeling it helplessly, inexorably filling every little part of her small mouth, until her little cheeks puffed out like a chipmunk with a mouth full of nuts. 
Which only assured Courtney using it on her slave at some point, of course. 
And then there was her education after all that. She’d no idea there were so many different ways to spank! Or things one could use! 
Although ‘spank’ wasn’t, really, the right term. For there was ‘spank’ and ‘whip’, ‘paddle’ and ‘strap’, ‘crop’ and ‘cane’, ‘flog’ and ‘lash’... oh my!! 
Courtney’s eyes had sparkled all throughout the lecture, tiny fingers tracing over each and every item. Polished wood paddles. Leather and rubber straps. Slender, single-tail whips. Multi-thonged floggers and lashes. Thin, whippy, evil-looking rattan and lexan canes. 
Some that were very shivery-tingly sensual, like the suede or braided nylon floggers. Some that were mostly thump, and some that were mostly sting, and some that were both. And some, like the cane, that were simply evil and nasty. 
By the time the introductory lesson was finished, Courtney’s heart was almost painfully going thumpity-thump, and her tummy was horribly fluttering. But she was also breathlessly excited too. 
Mom had only questioned her decision the once, asking if she was sure when Courtney, somewhat nervously, had asked to be calibrated for some of them. And when Courtney had stuttered out an affirmative, she’d simply nodded before looking away for a few moments. And, when she finally looked back, Courtney had swallowed at her expression: 
Cool, almost distant. 
‘Strip.’ 
Nothing else. Just that single word. Courtney barely bobbled a nod, then tiny, trembling fingers started pulling off socks and skirt, top and panties, until she stood there completely bare. 
Mom then led her over to the same pole thingie that Twerp had first played with and, very shortly thereafter, Courtney found herself vertically spread-eagled and blindfolded but, mercifully, ungagged. 
“This is the suede lash,” Mom said then, very lightly, drew the velvety thongs over Courtney’s small shoulders. Goosebumps raced up and down her bare skin at that touch. “Oooooh!” she breathily shivered. That felt so... so... ooooooh! 
Back and forth Samantha had brushed and glided the thongs over her daughter’s bare body seeing, not her daughter, but a novice slave instead. “Now, this is the braided nylon flogger,” she then said, repeating the same motions with that one. 
Both of them, Courtney discovered, felt very shivery-tingly nice when used that way, even when they were lightly flicked sideways across her back, tummy and chest. Then she tensed a little when Mom warned, “They can also feel like this, too. The suede lash.” 
Courtney softly gasped as the thin, velvety thongs licked sideways across her. They didn’t hurt, no. They didn’t really even sting, per se, although there was a mild touch of that. But, they did thump, the impact rocking her backwards a bit on her toes. 
Again and again Mom had lashed her, each one jarring her as she awkwardly stood spread-eagle bound on the balls of tiny feet. And, gradually, Courtney started feeling her skin warm, as if she were standing near a sunlamp. 
“Those are two of the milder ones,” Mom had finally said. “You may use either of them on your slave, if you wish, after I’ve had you practice with them a bit. And anywhere from the neck down, although I’d be careful to stray no higher then her chest.” 
“Yes Ma’am,” Courtney said, nodding as she did. That hadn’t been too bad. Nope, not at all and, other then just fidgeting a bit at being bound up as she was, she felt just fine. 
“Now, those were for sensual stimulation and mild thump,” Mom told her. “This next one is also a lash.” Courtney tensed a bit, knowing which one she meant, for it had to be the same one that Twerp had set out for her ‘adventure’. And, while it hadn’t seemed overly wicked when Courtney chose it earlier to test out, somehow, now standing here like this, she was starting to have second thoughts. 
“Ummm... Mom?” Courtney had started, then loudly yelped, hissing and bouncing on her tiny toes as the thin, bootlace thick thongs curved across her bottom. 
“Ow! Ow! Ow! Ow!” Courtney cried, sure she could feel the fire of each and every thong graven across her butt. Her pert, smooth cheeks clenched and jiggled as she tried -- and failed -- to dance on her toes. “That hurt!” she wailed. 
“Did it?” Samantha softly asked, and Courtney almost snapped that, yes, it had, before abruptly realizing Mom hadn’t asked that in a sarcastic tone. 
She nibbled her full, soft small lower lip between tiny, gleaming teeth a few moments, still gently dancing up and down. “We-elllll... no-ooooo,” she finally relied. “Not hurt hurt. But it sure stings like fire!” 
“Yes, it does,” Mom had returned. “You have three more coming, too. So I’d brace myself if I were you.” 
“Three?” Courtney got out in a strangled, shocked gasp, then yelped and squealed again as Mom, before Courtney could protest, landed a second one on her butt, this one in the opposite direction, then one across her tummy... and one across her bare flat chest. 
“Ow! Ow! Ow! Ow!” Courtney howled. “Stop! Stop!! No more, please!” 
“It’s all right baby,” Samantha softly crooned in her ear as she tenderly stroked Courtney’s hair. “That’s all. No more.” 
Oh gawd! Courtney felt tears trickling down behind the blindfold over her eyes. Each sharply stinging impact seemed to take her breath away in a sharp hiss and, even now, she could feel every individual stripe as a softly throbbing line of fire. Dancing up and down on her toes she panted between gritted teeth, her gasps sounding like a furious, angry snake. 
Much to her surprise, however -- and also much to her relief -- it wasn’t more then a minute or so later that she realized the intense sting had, rather quickly, faded. So startled was she at that Courtney blurted, “Is it supposed to do that?” 
“Is what supposed to, sweetheart?” 
“Is it supposed to go away like this?” Courtney questioned. “The sting, I mean. It’s not anywhere like it was before.” 
“Actually, yes. It is,” Mom had told her. “This lash is almost all sting. It’s quite intense, as I’m sure you now realize,” she’d said, and Courtney had vigorously nodded at that. She certainly did! “But it doesn’t last very long. Unless you use it over and over.” 
This... wasn’t the easiest thing Samantha had ever done in her life. Try as she might, there was no way to ignore that it was her baby girl, her daughter, standing strip-stark naked in front of her. Restrained vertically spread-eagled and blindfolded, with thin red lines of a lashing criss-crossing her belly and chest. 
It also didn’t help knowing that there was more one could do with this lash then she’d already demonstrated so far. The way to arouse by lashing and waiting, lashing and waiting, lashing and waiting, gradually increasing the tempo and intensity until the one being lashed was helplessly writhing in both pleasure and pain and unable to distinguish between the two. 
Steeling herself, Samantha took a critical appraisal of Courtney, checking to see if she was showing any signs of arousal at all from being either bound or lashed, or from both. It didn’t seem so, but, this was all very new to her. Thoughtfully sucking her lip between her teeth and worrying it Samantha then asked, “What do you think about using this on your slave?” 
Then blinked, biting back a swift inhale when, moments after asking, Courtney’s tiny pink nipples abruptly tightened. She really didn’t need her enthusiastic carol of “Ooooo! Yes!” to get her answer. 
For either the spoken or unspoken question. 
More calibrations followed. The next was with a strap that Samantha had chosen herself, as Courtney hadn’t glanced more then once at it. Understandably so, as it was rather slender and narrow, not anywhere near as substantial as the punishment strap she’d already used... and had fallen in love with. 
But this one had a very specialized use, as Courtney found out, squeaking and squealing as it was applied to each nipple, then to her tiny puckered anus and then to her pussy. 
And, at last, the final item Courtney had chosen. Even though Samantha had warned her it wasn’t something she’d really want to experience. 
The rattan cane. 
For that Samantha had lowered Courtney from the poles, and had her lay across the punishment horse. One last time Samantha tried to dissuade Courtney, but Courtney was adamant. 
“Very well then” Samantha said, then took careful aim... 
Courtney didn’t yell. She didn’t holler or howl. She screamed. 
A piercing, almost deafening scream as she literally rocketed off the punishment horse, falling on her face before scrabbling to her feet and wildly hopping around, both tiny hands clapped over the already-growing welt across her butt. A stripe that burned. And kept getting worse as the seconds passed. 
Hours later she still felt that stripe, and the weal didn’t fade until the next day. Courtney decided Twerp would have to do something truly horrible and awful before Courtney would ever use that terrible thing on her! 
The next morning had been a little bit more exciting, for Courtney had had a chance to tie up and play with her slave for a bit then. It was fun making her slave helplessly squirm, but her pleasure was lessened knowing that the real reason for what was happening was an object lesson for Twerp. 
Still, it hadn’t been a totally wasted day, for she’d managed to get her Mom to start teaching her about some of the other fun stuff down here. 
The stuff that could and would make Twerp squirm for her. 
Courtney still couldn’t figure out, exactly, how painful things could also be nice things, too. Like the nipple clamps. Wow!! They had hurt! Then again, Courtney reasoned, hers were still real tiny, not like Mom’s, or even Twerp’s. So maybe that made a difference. And some of them were adjustable, too, and those she could wear for some time without feeling like her nipples were being crushed off. 
Mom had some sets of those that were special. Some had little itsy vibrator thingees attached, so the clamps would buzz. And some were made to hook up to a thing that gave electric shocks. 
Jeez! Grown-ups were so weird! 
Still, they looked like fun to play with, and Courtney couldn’t help rubbing her tiny hands together, picturing using some of those on her slave. Although Mom had expressly forbid Courtney, ever, using the electric ones. 
And then there were the other things. 
Vibrators. Dildoes. Plugs. Oh my! Courtney’s luminous gray eyes had brightly sparkled as Mom explained each and every one of those to her, how they were used and how they would make her slave feel. 
Then Mom gave her a demonstration about why girls got wet, by having Courtney make a fist and try pressing her forefinger down between her curled up tiny fingers. She couldn’t. Not really. Then Mom had her lick her forefinger and make it very wet with saliva, and Courtney’s eyes widened at how much easier it was to slip through that way. 
How cool! 
The plugs, vibrators and dildoes, she explained, wouldn’t need much ‘help’ entering Twerp, if her slave was quite wet. As she usually seemed to get. Courtney grinned at that. But there was someplace Courtney would need to take preparations for. 
Courtney’s face had been a study of puzzlement at that. Hadn’t Mom explained -- and shown -- already, where a penis went? 
Well, it seemed there was yet another place, after all! And Courtney had softly blushed as Mom patiently explained just what and how buttplugs were used, and why Twerp’s anus would have to be very thoroughly lubricated before using something like that. 
“Can I do stuff like that to her?” Courtney asked. 
“Do you want to?” Samantha asked back, sounding diffident. 
“If it makes her squirm, you betcha!” Courtney gleefully replied, bouncing up and down on her toes. 
“And, if it doesn’t? Make her squirm, that is.” 
Looking very thoughtful, Courtney took a few moments before replying. “I dunno. I don’t wanna harm her, no. I know that. And I like making her squirm. I know that, too. What else is there?” 
Samantha took a few seconds to reply, deciding on the best way to do so. “Quite a few things, actually. Make her feel helpless. Uncomfortable. Embarrassed. Humiliated. Scared.” 
Courtney nodded at the first three, looked very thoughtful at the fourth, and firmly shook her head at the last. “I don’t want to do anything that’ll scare her,” she said. 
“No? Didn’t you say she looked scared when you punishment strapped her?” Samantha asked. “Didn’t you say that was exciting? Made you feel powerful and in control?” 
Courtney blinked. She had said that, and she had felt that, yes. “Uuuuuh...” 
“There is scared, and then there is terror and panic.” 
A thoughtful nod, as Courtney considered that. 
“Some people are excited by being scared,” Samantha quietly explained. “It, well, it’s sort of as if their fear amplifies and increases the excitement they feel.” 
“It does?” Courtney blurted, stunned. 
“Yes,” Samantha nodded. “It does. Not everyone reacts that way,” she cautioned. “But, some do.” 
Courtney carefully considered some of the weird, strange things she’d seen down here, her precocious, wickedly clever mind thinking hard. That prolly explained, she thought, that interrogation and execution room. And the gas mask stuff, too. 
“Do you think Twerp would get excited and squirm if she was scared?” she hesitantly asked. 
“I really don’t know sweetheart,” Samantha admitted, although she had her own private suspicions on that score. “But that’s not something I want you experimenting on her with. Understand?” 
Nodding, Courtney replied, “Yes Ma’am.” She didn’t feel ripped, after all she had tons of stuff she hadn’t even tried out yet! 
Picking up one of the buttplugs Courtney asked, “Will I be able to use this on her? Or do I need to be calibrated on this first, too?” 
Oh Hell. 
“Let’s wait a bit before we start using things like those,” Samantha quickly temporized. “Twerp’s only just started being trained, so there really isn’t any rush.” 
Courtney nodded, setting it back down. They still had the whole summer, after all, for her to play with her slave. 
Assuming, that is, she ever settled down and started behaving! 
So she’d been absolutely delighted when, this morning, Twerp had, with a minimal amount of fussing, simply polished her boots. Now she could play with her slave! 
She was rather disappointed when she realized Twerp was so sore and stiff that having her tie herself to the pole thing would be acutely uncomfortable. Not that she minded her slave being uncomfortable, she suddenly realized at that moment. Actually, that was a really interesting, intriguing thought. Maybe another time. 
But she didn’t want Twerp at all distracted from anything Courtney decided to do to and with her and, if she was moaning and groaning from aching muscles and joints, that would certainly happen! 
So she settled on the punishment horse instead only to realize, after having secured Twerp down, that this had some really fascinating possibilities! Her butt was in an absolutely perfect position for spanking and paddling -- and more! -- and, with her legs tied wide, why, both her whole pussy and anus were completely open and exposed! My my!! 
This was going to be great fun!! 
Courtney gathered the things she wanted to use: the hairbrush paddle, the punishment strap, the crop, the velvety suede flogger and the very stingy and intense leather lash. She could have managed all that in just two trips, but she didn’t want to. She brought each one over, one at a time, and laid it on the floor, right before Twerp, so her slave could see everything she was bringing over. 
And her reaction simply made Courtney quiver, tingle and shiver so! 
Sasha couldn’t see just where Courtney had gotten off. Or what she was doing. But she had the most horrid feeling she knew where she was. 
“I’ll be back in a bit to play with my slave. There are some things I’m gonna get first. Cuz I not only wanna make my slave squirm, I wanna spank her, too, and hear her cry and sob. I wanna watch my slave’s butt turn a bright red. I like that. A lot! And I like seeing it get all tight and jumpy when I spank it, too. And how my slave looks and sounds. So I’m gonna spank her. Not because it’s a punishment, or because my slave’s done something wrong. But because I wanna. Because I like that. And because I can.” 
Sasha couldn’t get those words out of her mind. They kept repeating, over and over again. Her heart was thudding, pounding so fast and furious it felt ready to leap out of her chest. Her tummy was insanely fluttering, and her bowels felt icy. Her mouth would have been dry as a bone, too, except that awful gag was preventing that from happening. 
In fact, it was doing quite the opposite and, as Sasha’s head was facing downwards, she couldn’t even suck her spit backwards, and helplessly felt -- and watched -- her slobber start trickling downwards to the floor in thin, sticky threads. 
Courtney was gonna paddle her -- or worse! -- Sasha frantically thought as she futilely wriggled atop the punishment horse, and there wasn’t anything she could do to stop that! But she hadn’t done anything wrong! her mind gibbered inside. 
“Not because it’s a punishment, or because my slave’s done something wrong. But because I wanna. Because I like that. And because I can.” 
Sasha’s throat spasmed in a reflexive swallow. No. No, she hadn’t done anything wrong. It was simply because Courtney wanted to spank Sasha! 
Maybe, she desperately thought, maybe Courtney was just trying to spook her? 
Out of the corner of her eye Sasha saw Courtney return. Her whimpers were not feigned as she saw Courtney set the hairbrush paddle on the floor several feet in front of Sasha. Nor were her muffled pleas a sham, either, as Courtney just strolled off again. 
First there was the hairbrush paddle. And then the punishment strap, which had Sasha tense like a bowstring before trembling hard and whimpering. Then the crop which, as far as Sasha was concerned, wasn’t all that bad but, considering what was already there, didn’t change her rapidly growing fear a jot. Then something she didn’t recognize, just that it had lots of wide, fuzzy-brown thongs. And then she shuddered, her muffled moans pathetic, as Courtney set down something Sasha did recognize: that very wicked, evil looking whip thing she’d selected as part of her play Friday morning. 
“Scared?” 
Courtney’s voice was so soft, so tender and compassionate, that Sasha almost burst into tears. She wildly nodded, a soft whimper as she felt Courtney’s tiny hand lovingly stroke her hair. 
“It’s OK Twerp,” Courtney said, her voice still so very soft... and oddly husky and breathy as well. “I’m not gonna harm you. Promise.” 
Sasha intensely wished that had been assuring and comforting, but she couldn’t mistake the slight stress to that word. 
And what she said next didn’t help at all, either! 
“It’s gonna hurt, yes,” she acknowledged, now lightly caressing Sasha’s neck and small shoulders with tiny, soft fingertips, and a shiver rippled through her body both at the words and the touches. “I won’t lie to you about that. Besides, I know my slave has already felt some of those things already.” 
“Ppffhh dhhnnhhtt hhhnnkk mmhh hhrrttnnee!” Sasha pleaded, not wanting to be spanked, no way, no how, enormous emerald eyes filled with tears. 
Courtney paused a moment in her feathery-soft caresses at that, and Sasha tensed, knowing she wasn’t supposed to speak but the words erupting from her in her distress. But Courtney never said a word about Sasha having spoken up, she just continued those lazy, gentle fingertip caresses. 
She couldn’t see Courtney. Couldn’t see her eyes, her expression. Not the way she was secured. But she started feeling the oddest tingles at those light brushes across her skin. For it didn’t seem as if Courtney was simply just caressing Sasha; it somehow also felt as if, as she did that, she was claiming Sasha too. 
Little hands fisted in their cuffs, pulling against them. Tiny toes tightly curled and wriggled as small feet twisted and tugged in their cuffs. She wasn’t even aware of it, but her butt was already tightening and clenching in expectation of the promised spanking. 
Nor was she aware of how Courtney’s huge eyes sparkled and gleamed seeing all that, especially at her slave’s rump jiggling. Nor aware of the sense of power and control, of excitement, slowly but surely building inside Courtney. 
If she had been aware, she would have quailed even worse. 
Although Courtney had seen a great deal of her slave by now, particularly from the anatomy lessons, the way she was restrained now showed off an entirely different perspective, and Courtney was fascinated at what she saw. With Twerp’s butt up in the air, and with her little legs spread wide apart, Courtney had a very clear view of her slave’s nether realm. 
Especially her little butthole, which she’d never clearly seen before. But... she could, now! 
It was nestled between quivering, tensing cheeks, fully exposed and revealed to Courtney’s avid gaze. A tiny, wrinkled pinkish-brown ring that quivered and tightened along with her bottom. Nibbling her pinky nail Courtney pondered a moment. Twerp squirmed when her nipples and pussy were played with, and there were special toys made for those areas. There were also special toys -- the buttplugs -- for that area, too. Did that mean, then, she wondered, if Twerp would squirm if that was played with? 
Her cute, tiny snub nose wrinkled a bit as she thought about playing with Twerp there. After all, that was her poop hole! She leaned down and took a cautious, closer look. Well, it didn’t look dirty. Twerp had just taken a shower a short time ago, too. So it ought to be real clean still. 
In fact, Courtney considered, it really didn’t look any more different then any other part of her slave’s body. Skin being skin, after all. It just looked weirdy, all wrinkly and crinkled, with a tiny tight dot in the center, the actual opening leading within. 
Speaking of openings, glancing lower Courtney noticed the other one. The one leading into her at her pussy. That one looked wider. In fact, it was parted open a bit, an actual hole leading inside her slave, the tissue surrounding it glistening and slick. Oh my! 
Twerp was still pathetically whimpering and squirming, not at all overjoyed about her incipient spankings. But Courtney paid her slave no mind at all. As long as she didn’t harm her slave, Courtney didn’t care, right now, if she liked what happened or not. 
Lightly caressing Twerp’s bottom Courtney felt surprised at herself. Just three days ago she’d felt horribly shy and awkward about touching her slave’s naked body. But now that didn’t even bother her, and a huge grin split her small face at that. 
Twerp whimpered even louder as Courtney, one at a time, brought the items from in front of her slave, depositing them on a table behind her, so that Twerp would never know which one was about to be used on her. And then Courtney started. 
Not at all doing what Twerp so desperately feared. 
Sasha literally bucked at the first touch. For it was, shockingly, right against her puckered, exposed anus. A light, delicate, feathery touch that both tickled and sent a shiver racing through her. 
“Oh my!” Courtney breathily exclaimed, watching enraptured as she lightly brushed the tip of a feather right against that tiny, tight ring, watching it abruptly spasmodically tighten and clench. Again and again she lightly circled and brushed, intrigued and fascinated at the reactions that provoked from her slave. It didn’t... quite... make her squirm, no. But it was cool anyway! 
What did make her squirm was when she started gliding that brushing feather over Twerp’s bare pussy. Her slave gave a swift, muffled gasp, her naked body tensed, then started lightly shivering as Courtney continued ever-so-lightly stroking the tip of the feather up and down, up and down, hugely grinning the entire time. 
This was totally unexpected; Sasha had been desperately, frantically bracing in dreadful, despairing expectation of the promised spankings, and was totally unprepared for the shivery tingles she was feeling instead. 
They were just this side of actually being ticklish. Sasha felt her tummy and pussy twitching at the light, delicate touches. But the sensations those brushes evoked were anything but faint. 
Small fingers tightened into fists. Little toes wriggled, curled and clenched as wave after wave of tingles rippled from her pussy and seemed to spread all through her. She was helpless to prevent that, unable to control that... 
...and not at all sure she wanted to. 
She did squeak at feeling whatever-that-was lightly start circling her pussy opening, and, actually, darting now and then just inside there. She’d never yet had anything -- or anyone -- touch quite there yet. But it felt just as melty-wonderful as the rest of the touches and, after her initial reaction Sasha simply closed her eyes and started surrendering to the sensations. 
Courtney watched, enraptured and enchanted, as her slave gradually but inexorably started squirming. Sleek little hips begin lifting; rocking and circling. Well, as best as they could, what with her being restrained as she was. Her pussy got even puffier, more dusky rose, and my! How wet she was getting! 
Which meant it was time to do more stuff now. 
Unfortunately for Sasha -- or not, depending on the point of view -- Courtney was an extremely bright, precocious girl. And she had a talent for being able to see, read or hear different specifics and molding them together. For instance, Samantha had never pointedly told Courtney the best technique for mixing pleasure and pain. Which was to start with pleasure first, and then slowly start adding light pain, then shifting back to pleasure before back to slightly more increased pain. However, over the last three days Courtney had reasoned that out for herself. 
Placing the feather down Courtney picked up the suede flogger. An enormous grin on her face as she did, Courtney wasn’t even aware she was, now and then, squeezing her little legs together. Or that she was gently circling her sleek little hips. All she knew was that she was breathlessly excited and feeling a bit warm inside. 
“Mmpphh?!? Uuhhrr... mmmmmm...” 
Twerp sounded startled and surprised at the first touch of the multiple, velvety thongs on her back. But, as Courtney simply trailed them downwards over her, she relaxed again and started making soft, muffled sounds of pleasure. Oh, how Courtney loved that! Knowing that Twerp couldn’t keep silent! Couldn’t keep still! 
Couldn’t stop from squirming, or feel the sensations Courtney was making her feel! 
The suede thongs caressing her skin would have been incredibly soft and sensual had Courtney simply started with the flogger. But... she hadn’t, and by now, from having her pussy played with, Twerp’s skin was already quite sensitive to touch, so their glides felt even more stimulating. 
And Courtney was plying the thongs everywhere. Drawing them over Twerp’s small shoulders, down and across her back, over pert, upturned rump, even down and along slender spread legs. 
Sasha felt herself begin to melt and glow inside. Merely being restrained and gagged had started that process. And, even if Courtney hadn’t declared her intention to ‘make her slave squirm’ Sasha certainly knew that was what would happen. 
Just as she knew it would be impossible for her to ignore, avoid or prevent that. 
Somehow -- and she didn’t know how it had happened, either -- her body no longer was hers alone. It no longer listened to just Sasha. To her desires and wants. 
Her huge eyes softly closed Sasha yielded to the sensations even as she continued thinking. So far -- thankfully -- they weren’t as fierce as before. So intense that her mind seemed to blur, fade and disappear into a thick fog of just ‘feeling’ and ‘wanting’. She still wasn’t comfortable, or happy, at being played with this way. And hadn’t been since the very first moment she realized that part of her being involuntarily made a slave included this aspect. 
Yet, she wasn’t exactly uncomfortable or unhappy, either. Claiming the sensations were pleasant was like claiming Everest was a small speed bump. This went wa-aaay past being simply pleasant. 
And, as Samantha had surmised would happen, three long, long days in the cage had done more then simply subconsciously reinforce certain lessons. Sasha had had a lot of time just thinking, mulling things over in the privacy of her thoughts and cage. And one of those things was her former daydreams. 
The ones she’d started having that first day, almost a week ago, after she’d first broken in down here. 
Daydreams that had been nebulous in certain areas, due to her lack of experience in those matters. Vague because, although she sensed what she wanted, she had been a total ingénue. 
Like it, or not (and she still wasn’t sure) most everything that had happened could have been fashioned whole cloth from her daydreams. Heck, if she was completely honest with herself -- although she kept shying from that totality -- everything that was happening was that way. 
The only reason she hadn’t daydreamed of things like being caged, or bowl fed, or things like those, she realized, was only because it hadn’t ever occurred to her to consider them. 
“Uuhhmmmm... ,” Sasha gently writhed, the thongs still caressing over her. They felt very good on her skin, oh yes. But that wasn’t where she wanted to be rubbed now. She tipped and rocked, circled and rolled her little hips, striving and struggling to tilt them enough to enable her to press down atop the bolster she lay over, but she didn’t have any slack at all to move. This was so frustrating! 
“Uuhhnn!” Sasha grunted, startled, as the weighty bundle of suede thongs landed on her back. They hadn’t hurt, she instantly comprehended, but she’d certainly felt the impact nonetheless. 
She tensed a bit, expecting a second, then melted again as Courtney just started gliding them over her back and shoulders again. That had felt... odd... Sasha thought. Not really bad at all, in fact. Then felt an intense tingle surge through her as she abruptly realized she’d just been whipped. 
She couldn’t have, of course, seen what that had looked like; having her back whipped, that is. But Sasha certainly could remember how that thing looked, with all those thongs. And could, very easily, imagine how that had appeared. 
She’d really been whipped! 
No sooner had she had that epiphany then she softly grunted again, as Courtney landed the flogger a second time to the middle of her back. As before, it didn’t really hurt, just sorta thudded. And left behind the oddest warm tingling sensation to her skin. 
Sasha leaned her head back, making soft muffled groans as, again and again, she felt the weighty thongs rhythmically thud against her back. And not just her back, but also her butt and legs too, Courtney even whipping her on the backs, outsides and insides of her thighs and calves. And everywhere the thongs kissed, they left behind a gentle tingling warmth. 
A warmth that, slowly yet surely, was spreading all throughout Sasha. 
She had the sudden mental image of a disobedient slave being helplessly whipped, and she literally jerked and moaned at that. For she was a slave and, while she hadn’t been disobedient (well, not this time, anyway) she was being whipped. Fiery, intense tingles surged back and forth within her, each wave getting stronger and sharper. 
Courtney paused after a while, feeling quite breathless. Her huge gray eyes sparkled... and glowed. Her tummy felt fluttery. Tight and tingly. She felt full to bursting inside with that nameless sensation she’d only recently been starting to feel inside. The one she’d been calling ‘power’, as that term was the best one she could come up with that fit. 
Twerp’s back, butt and legs were a light pink. A different rose than the flush she got when excited. (“Aroused”, she mentally corrected herself.) Different, because this was from being flogged. Peeking down, Courtney’s face split into a wide, excited grin, seeing just how wet her slave was now. So she likes being flogged, too! she ecstatically thought. 
Placing the flogger down, Courtney then picked up the hairbrush paddle, feeling her heart thump even faster as she did. There wasn’t any guessing about how her slave was gonna react to that, she knew, having already paddled Twerp several times before. The instant the first one landed she’d yelp and start struggling and pleading. 
Courtney’s entire tiny body delightedly shivered at that understanding. 
*smack!* 
The paddle crisply landed on Twerp’s right one, flattening it an instant before the firm, pert cheek reflexively tightened and jerked. Her entire little body stiffened at the impact then, just as Courtney had surmised, Twerp started struggling, little limbs pulling at the cuffs restraining her down. She didn’t cry out, exactly, but she did let out a sharp, fierce gasp of shock and distress. 
*smack!* Courtney landed a second one to the left side, identical to the first. Both were lighter then she’d used for punishment paddlings... for now. Although they probably didn’t seem that way to Twerp! 
And they didn’t. Sasha had been taken totally and completely by surprise by the first swat, her mind and body almost fully enveloped by the shivery, heated tingles rippling back and forth within her. She actually reacted to the sound an instant before she did to the impact itself. 
Wildly she started to struggle and plead, her heart pounding as she felt the heat from both swats radiating in her butt. But there wasn’t any way to avoid them, wasn’t any way to stop them. 
Courtney blinked, her feathery brows lifted up as Twerp made a funny muffled moan. She hadn’t expected that, exactly, since it sounded kinda like the noises she made when her pussy was being rubbed. But from a spank? 
She started to land another two, but reached down instead with a small hand and lightly started brushing tiny fingers over her slave’s pussy. Then blinked a second time as Twerp made that moan sound again, as she tried thrusting her pussy down against Courtney’s fingers. 
As she started squirming again. Her pussy as wet as Courtney had ever seen or felt before. 
*smack* *smack* Two rapid swats of the paddle, even lighter then the first two. But still, Courtney figured, seeing how the paddle left soft red outlines of itself on her cheeks, hard enough it should smart. Again, both times Twerp made funny little squeaks and squeals, her butt clenching and tightening. And again, making that weird moany sound when Courtney lightly rubbed her pussy. 
Courtney continued the same pattern: two swats followed by pussy rubbing. And, very gradually, started increasing the intensity of the swats until, finally, landing them as hard as she had for punishments. And, while she couldn’t say that Twerp simply accepted them, her reaction to them wasn’t the same as when she’d been punishment paddled. 
Oh, she still cried out, yes. She still tensed and jerked, bucked and struggled after each one. Her cheeks still cutely jiggled, tightened and clenched, oh my yes. But she also never stopped sinuously writhing and squirming, either! And her cream was now thickly trickling down the insides of both spread-apart slender legs! 
Cheeks which, Courtney only now really noticed, were a uniform vibrant scarlet. She nibbled her lip, suddenly worried. Mom had told her she could only paddle Twerp a maximum of ten swats, and she’d passed that a long, long time ago. She’d have to tell Mom she had, and that wasn’t a confession she was really looking forward to making. 
“Oh wow!” she airily breathed, resting a tiny hand atop one of her slave’s glowing cheeks. It wasn’t just warm, it felt scorching! Twerp made a tiny, muffled mewl as she felt that coolness touch her, trying to lift up her rump and press more against that. The fire in her bottom had long ago spread all throughout her, and she was past conscious thought or reasoning. Once again, all she could do was feel. 
And want. 
Glancing over her small shoulder at the table behind her Courtney debated doing more. There were still lotsa stuff she’d wanted to use, but she wasn’t sure if she should keep going, now that she’d already paddled her as much as she had. She hadn’t intended to do that, it was just that watching and hearing how Twerp responded, well, kinda made her keep going. 
There was still one experiment, though, that Courtney was determined to make. Reaching her little hand down, she lightly glided the tip of a tiny forefinger along her slave’s now very puffy and wet pussy. Her eyes sparkled and danced at how that made Twerp moan and squirm! 
Gathering up some of Twerp’s cream on her fingertip, Courtney then took a deep breath... 
...then delicately daubed it right against her slave’s tiny, puckered anus. 
Both girls hissed at that. Twerp at the unexpected sensation and to the cool wetness, and Courtney at Twerp’s reaction. Especially seeing that tight ring abruptly quiver and clench. 
Gently rubbing her tiny fingertip ‘round and ‘round, Courtney massaged the wrinkled rosebud, watching in fascination as it kept quivering and tightening, clenching and relaxing. It was the most unusual yet intriguing thing to see! 
Lightly pressing right against the center, Courtney felt it actually grip and loosen the tip of her finger. 
And then she remembered that lesson of Mom’s. About why a girl got wet, and why you needed to use slippery stuff if you were gonna put something in where she was rubbing. 
Well, Twerp’s cream was certainly slippery enough. Besides, that was the natural stuff her body made to make things slippery! Heart pounding in breathless, daring excitement, and feeling wickedly naughty, Courtney kept adding more and more cream there until Twerp’s wriggly anus was thoroughly soaked. 
And then she pressed her fingertip to the center again, feeling once more how it quivered, how it gripped and released as she did. 
This time, however, she didn’t just press. Nor did she remove her finger after a few moments. No, this time Courtney kept gently pressing. Each time she felt that tight ring relax she’d press a bit, then pause when it tightened. Press and hold. Press and hold. 
Inexorably, no matter how Twerp struggled or resisted, Courtney watched in wide-eyed, breathless awe as that tight ring expanded, as her fingertip slowly stretched and parted there. 
As, after one cycle of tighten/relax... her fingertip didn’t quite reappear. 
Her tummy tightened more, a wave of warmth rippled through Courtney as she felt that tightness grip and quiver around the very tip of her finger. As she heard her slave give a weird muffled grunt, feeling Twerp push, trying to expel that intruder. 
Lightly caressing Twerp’s butt Courtney continued the cycle of press and hold, press and hold, press and hold. Paying no heed or concern to Twerp’s struggles or complaints, focused purely and completely on what she was doing, and the sensation of sheer power that created. 
There was nothing Twerp could do. She tried wriggling, twisting and squirming, but she was too securely restrained to pull away. She tried tightening down, forcibly clenching her inner muscles as if she were going to the bathroom. But she could only hold her muscles that way for a little bit before she had to relax and, every time she did... Courtney would cunningly press just that little bit more. 
It didn’t hurt, but it felt very odd and strange. A weird sense of fullness that also made her feel as if she had to poop. Nor could she ignore the fact that she was helplessly, implacably, being invaded. 
Finally Courtney had the entire first joint of her tiny forefinger slipped inside, and what a strange feeling that was! She could feel her fingertip being rhythmically gripped and squeezed, and it was so awesome seeing Twerp’s butthole stretched open like that! 
Reaching underneath she started rubbing Twerp’s pussy now, in addition to continuing with pressing and holding, pressing and holding. Like before, no sooner did Courtney start rubbing there then Twerp started squirming, odd little muffled grunts, moans and mewls coming from her. 
In addition, however, Courtney noticed that, now that she was pussy rubbing, Twerp’s resistance to her pressing almost disappeared. Almost as if she could do one, or the other, but not both together. She could either squirm, or resist. But not both. And, since Twerp was unable to keep from squirming when played with... 
My my!! 
Finally Courtney had almost her entire tiny forefinger buried within Twerp.  How awesomely cool! 
But then Courtney’s tiny nose wrinkled as she, for the first time, really considered just where her finger was.  Inside Twerp’s poop hole!  Ick! 
No matter how clean the outside looked, Courtney wasn’t complacent about what the inside might be like.  Slipping her finger free she started to say something, but then her huge eyes widened at the odd moan from Twerp as it finally slid all the way out.  She’d sounded almost... mournful. 
Tenderly petting Twerp’s butt Courtney murmured, “I’ll be right back Twerp.  I’m gonna go ask Mom if I can use one of those plugs things now.” 
She was delighted by Twerp’s sudden startled mewl, at the shivers and flush that flowed over her slave.  Padding off, Courtney was, most certainly, going to ask Mom for permission to use the plugs. 
After she washed her hands!
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“Ummmm... Mom?” 
Samantha looked up from her coffee, surprised to see Courtney so soon. “Yes sweetheart?” she asked, putting her mug down. “Are you finished with your slave already?” 
Courtney gently wove back and forth on tiny, booted feet. Boots which, Samantha noted with a smothered grin, were brightly gleaming with polish. “No, I’m not,” Courtney replied. “But I wanted to ask for something,” she said then, looking down at her booted toes, murmured even softer, “And confess something, too.” 
Sitting up straighter Samantha looked closer at her daughter. Uh oh, she thought, wondering what was up. “Confess to what?” she asked. 
Slowly and haltingly, still without looking up, Courtney started explaining what had happened downstairs. She started with the boot polishing -- making sure to praise Twerp for the good job she’d done to her Mom, wanting her to know how pleased Courtney really was with Twerp’s effort and obedience -- and finished with the spankings. “I didn’t mean to spank her so many times,” she softly admitted, yet taking full responsibility for doing so. “But I wasn’t thinking of it as punishment. And she wasn’t acting the same as when I punish her, either,” she said, before morosely concluding, “but I still spanked her way more then the ten you told me I could only do.” 
Samantha didn’t reply right away, taking another sip of coffee first. “Just how did she act?” she finally asked. 
She couldn’t keep her brows from lifting as Courtney told her the details. Twerp had been turned on by the multiple paddlings? Samantha had thought that might happen, from what she’d seen of the child so far, but hadn’t intended on going there with her quite so soon. Courtney, however, seemed to have taken that decision out of her hands, though. 
“I’m proud of you for confessing,” she told her daughter. “I’m not sure, yet,” she warned, “whether to punish you, or not, for what you did. There was a reason -- and a very good one, too -- why I limited you to only ten, to start. And until I see what condition your slave is in because of what you did, I won’t be able to determine what, if anything, I think you deserve for exceeding that.” 
Courtney simply mutely nodded, looking woebegone. And not from the threat of a potential punishment, Samantha could see, but from the misery of feeling she’d betrayed her mother’s trust in her. 
“Now, you also had something you wanted to ask for?” 
Nodding, Courtney still kept looking down at her toes. “Yes Ma’am. I, uuuh, well... Iwannauseabuttplug,” she blurted out. 
Samantha blinked. “I thought we already talked about that,” she said, “and I told you we should wait a while before trying things like that out on her.” 
“I know Mom,” Courtney replied. “But, that was, before.” 
“Before, what?” Samantha said, once more getting a nervous, out-of-control feeling. 
Again sounding a bit hesitant Courtney recited the events that had transpired, explaining how she’d wound up slipping her finger inside her slave, and how that seemed to make her slave feel. 
Well, she’d started off sounding hesitant but, by the time she was finished, Courtney was sounding more then a bit breathless and excited. Which, now that Samantha considered things, was how she felt too! 
Well, that... and a touch of envy, she was surprised to realize. 
“Didn’t it occur to you Courtney,” Samantha finally said, “that, if I’d said plugs were, for now, out of bounds, that included putting your finger inside her, too?” 
At that Courtney looked up, startled. Obviously, it seemed, she hadn’t thought that. “No. Did it? Should it have?” she questioned. “I mean,” she said, “it was just my finger. I was just playing with her.” 
Samantha tried not to sigh, more vexed with herself than upset with Courtney. As bright as her daughter was, she was still just a child. And sometimes what would be glaringly obvious to an adult wouldn’t be to her. The reason behind Samantha not permitting Courtney using plugs was that she had no idea what it felt like to have something inserted into her, and so wouldn’t know what that felt like to her slave. But, in Courtney’s mind, she assumed the reason for not having permission was because she didn’t know what they felt like. It never occurred to her it wasn’t the item that was important, but the sensations caused by them. 
Sensations produced just as easily by a finger, or fingers, as with a plug. 
“So why do you now want to use a plug? If you’ve already used your finger?” 
Brightly blushing Courtney ducked her head. “It was just, well,” she mumbled, “I got to thinking. There’s poop up in there, and so was my finger!” 
“Well, it’s not likely you would have touched any,” Samantha assured, struggling not to grin at her daughter’s expression. “You’d have to press in deeper then your finger could go to do that.” 
Courtney nodded, but didn’t seem any more comfortable with the idea anyway. 
Draining her mug Samantha stood up. No matter what, she was going to have to check on Twerp and see if Courtney’s enthusiasm with the hairbrush paddle had caused any problems. If it had... 
Courtney was going to find out just what that had felt like. Herself. 
Sasha had no idea where Courtney had gotten off. Or why. She dimly recalled Courtney saying something, but she’d no clear idea what it had been. She’d been far too submerged into a deep, glowy, tingly world of her own. 
Those tingles had eased somewhat. But only ‘somewhat’. Just enough that she could, once more, start consciously thinking. Start being aware of her surrounding and situation. 
And two things, of a certainty, she was very aware of. 
The first, unsurprisingly, was her pussy just wouldn’t stop insistently tingling. Sasha struggled, twisting and squirming, desperately trying to, somehow, tip and tilt her hips enough to enable pressing down against the bolster beneath her. But, she couldn’t. And somehow that frustration was only increasing the tingles, the deep, throbbing achiness, inside her. 
The second, far more astonishing and utterly unexpected, was how her butt felt. 
Even now, long minutes after the last paddle impact, her butt felt incredibly warm. Hot, even. Sasha could feel waves of heat radiating outwards from her paddled cheeks. Undulating ripples of warmth that spread throughout her body, merging and blending with the tingles in her pussy until her entire body seemed to thrum with them! 
There was a spreading pool of slobber on the floor beneath her and, even as she watched, more sticky droplets dripped downwards. But, from what she could feel from between and along her spread legs, there was probably an equally large pool of her cream under her, too! 
In fact, bound as she was, Sasha could easily see the insides of her spread thighs, and the tops were thickly coated with glistening, sticky wetness. 
Soft muffled moans and whines of embarrassment, frustration, arousal and need issued from her. Sleek little hips continued circling, rolling, humping and thrusting. 
She knew she’d been paddled. That much she could remember. What she couldn’t understand, though, was why she was still so jui... aroused. Why the glowing heat in her butt, rather then cooling her off, was, instead, keeping her squirming. How could that happen? 
Why, for that matter, had it aroused her in the first place? 
There was, she realized, thinking on it, something a bit exciting daydreaming about being helpless and facing a paddling or spanking. (Or cropping or whipping, a little voice added) But when she was actually being paddled there was nothing at all exciting about that! 
Because all the other times were for punishment? that same voice whispered. And, this time, it was because your Mistress was having fun with her slave? Playing with her toy? 
Sasha groaned again in frustration, struggling to hump down on the bolster. Oh, all this was just so confusing, and anyway, none of that was helping ease this awful insistent tingling! 
When she realized Courtney had come back, Sasha simply whined, trying to wriggle her hips at her. “Ppffhh Hhrrttnnyy!” she pleaded, not caring what she looked or sounded like, as long as Courtney did something! 
“Want something?” Courtney softly asked, and Sasha whined again, jerking and wiggling her hips, literally trying to draw attention to her pussy. “Does my slave want her pussy rubbed some more?” 
There was a time -- only days ago, in fact -- when nothing could have made Sasha admit that. And, even now, blatantly admitting it was embarrassing. At this moment, though, the flush of embarrassment Sasha felt somehow only added to the tingling, throbbing, achy pressure she felt inside. 
Courtney was relieved to see that the vibrant, glowing crimson had faded somewhat to a dark, dusky rose. She glanced over at her Mom, who was silently standing off to the side, and out of Twerp’s line of sight. Samantha was quite startled, nevertheless, at how ruddy Twerp’s ass looked. And was just as surprised at how aroused the chi-- slave was, too. The paddling didn’t seem to have inflicted any bruising or damage, as she half-feared it might have. However, it also seemingly had ignited a fire inside her. 
Samantha still wasn’t sure if she’d made the right decision but, with standing nearby to audit the proceedings, she felt reasonably comfortable. 
Besides, if she was honest with herself, the thought of what was about to happen was tremendously turning her on. 
“Pussy petting’ll come in a bit,” Courtney assured her slave. “But first, my slave is going to be plugged.” 
“MmmHHMMPPHH?!?” Twerp’s eyes flew wide open. Say what!? 
Muffled whines and whimpers came from her as Courtney opened the tube of lubricant gel and squeezed a good dollop right onto Twerp’s puckered ring. Now her slave understood what Courtney had meant, and her whines and whimpers grew more strident as Courtney started smoothing and smearing the gel around. 
She bucked and twisted, jerked and pulled. Which didn’t at all interfere or interrupt what Courtney was doing. Twerp’s heart started fiercely hammering even as her tingles grew painfully sharper. She wasn’t exactly sure what Courtney had meant, but she had a pretty good idea! 
Sasha had been a bit too far gone, earlier, to really remember Courtney slipping her fingertip inside. She thought she remembered something happening, but she really couldn’t say for sure. But she wasn’t that deeply aroused right now, and was very aware of things. 
“Hhrrttnnyy! Nnhh!! Hhnntt!! Ppffhh!!” Twerp pleaded, bucking and jerking in her restraints. 
But Courtney never stopped, thoroughly lubricating her slave’s tight anus before continuing with the next step. 
“I can’t wait to see this go in my slave,” Courtney said, her voice so very soft, so very breathy and excited, as she held down the chosen plug so Twerp could see it. And she shivered at Twerp’s reaction, feeling rippling waves of warm tingles race through her as Twerp whined, as she stiffened and tensed. 
Sasha had seen one like that before. In fact, she’d seen the entire five-piece set of them, even if she wasn’t totally sure of their purpose. So she knew that the one Courtney had was the smallest of the five although, right at the moment, it looked pretty huge to her! 
Made of beige latex, this one was four and a half inches long, an inch in diameter at its widest, ending in a flat oval base. Which didn’t sound or look very big... unless it was about to go into your butt! And then it looked pretty enormous!! 
And Courtney intended to put that... that... that thing in her!! 
“Nnhh Hhrrttnnyy!! Uu hhnntt!! Ppffhh hhnntt!!” Sasha pleaded, not wanting that in her, and horribly aware that Courtney certainly could if she chose to do so, and there wasn’t a single blessed thing Sasha could do to prevent that from happening. 
Oddly enough, Sasha fitfully understood, she’d have an easier time dealing with, and accepting this, if Courtney had intended putting something in her pussy rather then her butt. After all, considering everything she’d learned from Health Class -- and, of course, her classmates giggling gossip -- Sasha had, for some time now, understood that a penis went inside a pussy. And that wasn’t even counting all the new stuff she’d learned, either on her own or from the anatomy lessons. So now she also understood that toys, like the vibrator and dildo things, could go inside a pussy, too. 
However, although she also knew, even if a bit hazily, that certain plugs could and did go inside a butthole, Sasha hadn’t ever really thought about -- or daydreamed about -- that actually happening to her. Although she most certainly had, for several days now, started wondering, with a kind of shy, nervous yet hesitant excitement, what it would feel like having something in her pussy. 
Unlike all the other times when Courtney had played -- or punished -- her slave, this time she was a great deal more audible in her distress and pleadings. Courtney nibbled her tiny pinky nail as she considered that. Twerp wasn’t permitted to talk. That was the rule, and it didn’t matter if she was gagged or not, she was still to remain silent. 
So, on the one hand, she was being grossly disobedient. On the other hand, however... 
Her very muffled, very frantic -- and sincere -- pleas and cries were quite exciting. That penis thing in her mouth was rendering her speech quite garbled and unintelligible, and muted the volume down so much she could hardly be heard several feet away. Courtney literally shivered, visibly so, at hearing her slave’s desperate pleadings, the way she was frantically imploring Courtney. 
She could only guess how that useless effort to talk made her slave feel. Although, just peeking down at her, Courtney didn’t have to guess very hard, for the harder Twerp tried to make herself heard, the more she, herself, shivered and trembled. 
When Courtney whispered in her slave’s ear, “It’s gonna go in you Twerp, and there’s nothing you can do about it neither,” her little legs almost buckled at Twerp’s muffled wail. 
Those wails grew louder, more frantic -- as did her slave’s struggles -- as Courtney simply petted her gagged cheek again before padding to stand behind her slave. 
“Oh my!” she breathily whispered, seeing Twerp’s butt already tightening and clenching in useless denial. Seeing, as well, that very slick and glistening, wrinkled pinkish-brown ring doing the same, winking up at her as it quivered. 
Courtney didn’t care if Twerp wanted this or not. Didn’t care if she liked it or not. Although, to be honest, she’d much rather if her slave did. Courtney didn’t really like doing things that truly distressed Twerp. She’d much rather do things that Twerp liked and enjoyed. That she wanted. Like pussy rubbing. But, as much as she liked those kinds of things, Courtney was starting to find an odd sort of shivery, tingly fascination with doing things that her slave didn’t like or want. 
Picking up the tube of gel Courtney took her time thickly coating the full length of the plug. She wasn’t in any hurry, as it wasn’t as if Twerp was going anywhere, after all! 
Sasha couldn’t believe Courtney was really gonna do that to her. Well, ‘believe’ wasn’t exactly the right word, she considered, feeling her tummy badly fluttering. She had the most awful, most horrid suspicion that Courtney was going to do it. It was more as if she was desperately holding onto that last, final straw. Tiny nostrils flared in panted distress, as all she could do was helplessly lay restrained over the bolster, fervently hoping and praying that Courtney wouldn’t really go through with it. 
“MmppFFHH!!” Sasha squeaked, feeling the cool, blunt tip of the plug touch right against her butthole. She instinctively tightened down, then shivered as she heard Courtney’s excited coo as she did so. Oh gawd, she was so screwed! Sasha thought, when even her distress and struggles excited Courtney as much as her helpless squirms and getting wet did! 
“Mmffpp! Hhuurrhh! Uuhhnnhh!” With each gentle, inexorable press of the plug Sasha grunted, trying to tighten down and prevent its entry. Within moments, however, she knew she was doomed to fail. The tip of the plug was so small and rounded, the body so slender and narrow, its already smooth latex surface now slick as ice from the gel coating it. Sasha could erect very little resistance as a barrier against its entry. 
“Sssssss!” Sasha stiffened and hissed, feeling her butthole inexorably stretched by the invading plug, which had, at just that moment, actually dilated her sphincter. Small hands were tightly clenched into fists as she continued trying to resist, but Courtney was timing the presses perfectly. Each and every time Sasha had to relax a moment... that horrid plug was pressed just the teeniest bit more inside her. 
It didn’t hurt, no. Even through her distress Sasha sensed that. But it was mortally embarrassing for her. 
Deeper and deeper the plug was slipped into her, and Sasha whimpered and whined. She could feel it! Feel it inside her! Feel how her butthole was quivering and clenching around it, gripping it. Sasha tossed her head as she struggled to push it back out but, as Courtney kept her gentle yet implacable pressure to the base, it never once seemed to move backwards. 
“Uuhhggnn,” she groaned. It might not hurt, true. But it was awful uncomfortable, and she felt like she had to poop real bad! 
And then she stiffened, feeling the oddest series of heated, sharp tingles race through her as Courtney breathily whispered, sounding awed and wondrous, “Oh my, Twerp! This... this makes me feel just like your kisses did!” 
Sasha swallowed hard at that. Or, at least, tried to swallow; her gag didn’t really permit that, after all. Courtney got turned on by this? By putting a plug in her butt? 
That had to be what she meant, even if she might not know that herself. Because Sasha couldn’t think of anything else she might have meant. 
There was no way of mistaking how Courtney had felt last night, both from the massage and from the kisses. Or, for that matter, having her nipples played with. The massage, by itself, had gently aroused Courtney. The sensual kind of way, Sasha considered, remembering the lessons from her Aunt about that kind of stuff. But, she’d reacted more intensely at having her nipples rubbed, and certainly so at having her pussy kissed. Why, she’d even started to get wet! 
And now, she was feeling that same way, just from this? 
Sasha was astonished, that amazement cutting even through her current distress. She... she got turned on, just from playing with her? 
Then she grunted, feeling, at the same time, her butthole clenching down past the plug, as the widest part just slipped past and inside. Grunted again at feeling the base of it now pressing between her quivering cheeks. Her eyes flew wide open in surprise, realizing that, somehow, the entire thing must now be inside her. 
Again her throat spasmed in a reflex attempt at swallowing. Considering Courtney had just shown her the awful thing minutes ago Sasha knew, vividly so, just how long and wide it was. And all of that was in her now? 
Sasha still didn’t like it, and still didn’t want it. It was the most weird of feelings. For, while it didn’t hurt, it was uncomfortable, and she had the most intense feeling like she had to poop, too! 
Courtney stood there in breathless awe, feeling so warm inside, her skin feeling swelled and stretched and full to bursting. It had been soooo exciting, watching that plug slowly open Twerp’s butthole wider. Seeing it slowly but surely sink deeper and deeper as she watched that tight, now-dilated ring quiver and clench around the gel-coated plug. She could feel those spasms, feel Twerp desperately trying to expel it from within her. 
And unable to do so. 
And now, at last, it was all the way inside, Courtney gently pressing the base between her cheeks until it was fully seated. She’d have to keep pressing, too. Mom had said that, with this one, the smallest of the five, there wasn’t enough of a ‘flare’ to have it stay inside on its own. 
Courtney had immediately wanted to use the next bigger, then. But quickly changed her mind when Mom had said that that wouldn’t be a problem, she’d just have to strip, bend over and see first, for herself, what that felt like. 
Considering the next biggest was a whole half inch longer, and a whole half inch bigger in diameter, Courtney had instantly demurred. The smallest was almost twice as thick as her own forefinger, after all! 
And that wasn’t even counting the immediate, scalding hot wave of embarrassment she’d felt, at the image of something being put inside her butt! 
Of course, that was no small part of the allure this held for Courtney, knowing that Twerp would feel every bit as embarrassed -- and more! -- when Courtney put that inside her! 
Courtney had been surprised, days ago, at discovering that about herself: that she found it exciting making Twerp feel embarrassed. At first, she felt horrid, as if she were wicked and evil. Poor Twerp was being punished enough, already, and she didn’t need some mean ogre tormenting her further! 
But, like she always did when she had questions, Courtney had talked to her Mom, and had gotten quite the surprise. Embarrassment wasn’t necessarily a bad thing, after all! 
It depended, of course, both on the type of embarrassment and on the slave. Some didn’t respond well to even mild forms of embarrassment, while others responded to even critical, crucial humiliation. To the point of terrible racking sobs. 
A true Mistress, Courtney had been told, was extremely careful to analyze and appraise how her slave responded. And why. And was also careful how she ‘presented’ what she did. Courtney, ever curious, asked what that had meant, and Samantha had explained, giving her an illustration. 
Say that Courtney had Twerp pretend to be a puppy, she’d said. At that Courtney’s ears had perked up. That sounding... intriguing. Of course, considering Courtney’s tender years, playing ‘pretend’ was still very much a part of her life. Either way, Mom had explained, Twerp was likely to feel embarrassed at having to pretend being Courtney’s puppy. Now, if Courtney acted as if that was something special and wonderful, the embarrassment was likely to be mild. But... if Courtney mocked Twerp, if she was maliciously teasing about it, Twerp was likely to be mortified rather then mildly embarrassed. Possibly even humiliated. 
Again Courtney’s sharp, fiendishly clever mind had considered other things. Things that had already happened so far. Like Twerp getting helplessly wet when tied up or played with. 
Obviously, and very clearly, that was embarrassing for her, having that happen. But Courtney hadn’t seen it as embarrassing, just way cool. And although Twerp had still been embarrassed, plainly she’d relaxed, too. Been more accepting. 
Courtney could easily picture what might have happened, though, if she’d laughed, if she’d cruelly poked fun at Twerp instead. Twerp still would have been unable to prevent getting wet, or to keep from squirming. But, instead of accepting that, now, when it happened, she’d be so tense and tight about it. She’d feel awful, like that was something horrid and wrong and nasty. 
This Mistress business, Courtney had been thinking a lot lately, was sure a lot of effort and responsibility! 
But fun, too!! 
So, amongst many other reasons, Courtney had wanted to plug her slave just to enjoy seeing her helpless embarrassment. She was almost positive Twerp would be embarrassed (heck, Courtney would be, after all!) but was equally certain it wouldn’t be the bad kind. 
Which was a good thing, too, she thought, standing there holding the plug deep inside her slave, as she worriedly nibbled her tiny pinky nail. Because, now that she really thought about it, once she’d started putting it in, she’d... well... she’d sorta gotten carried away. She didn’t think she could have stopped once she’d started. Not once Twerp had started mewling and whining, struggling and pleading. 
For a moment, an intense, icy-cold wave of fear rolled over her. Courtney was positive this hadn’t hurt Twerp, let alone come anywhere near to harming her. And her Mom had been right over there, watching what she’d done. But, Mom wasn’t always around. And this was now the second time she’d gotten carried away. The first had been her temper, and this time her enthusiasm. 
Her worried musings were shattered at feeling the plug pushed back against her tiny fingers at the same time Twerp let out a series of muffled whined grunts. 
“My slave looks so sexy, with this plug in her,” Courtney breathily murmured. Then blinked. She hadn’t meant to say ‘sexy’, she’d meant to say ‘pretty’ or ‘cute’ instead. But, before she could mull over her unintentional faux-pas, she softly hissed in a swift, sharp inhale at her slave’s reaction. 
For Twerp abruptly flushed, a soft yet visible tide of crimson flowed over her. She tensed, but it didn’t seem a bad tensing. And then her flushed skin rippled and shivered as she started to tremble and squirm. 
Oh my! 
Courtney couldn’t think of any reason for that to have happened. Unless... was it what she’d said? 
‘Sexy’ wasn’t necessarily a bad thing, she knew. Mom wasn’t at all keen on certain styles of clothing for Courtney or girls her age -- like her current ‘Mistress’ outfit, she knew, but this was a special case -- true enough. But that didn’t make the word, or what it meant, necessarily bad. Just, well, inappropriate for little, and young, girls. 
Sexy meant sexually suggestive or stimulating. Erotic. Not good things when you were only nine. That could bring the wrong kind of attention to you, Courtney knew, remembering talks she’d had with her Mom. But sexy also meant attractive, appealing and interesting, too. Which, oh my yes, Twerp certainly was at the moment! 
Gazing down at her slave, seeing her stark naked, seeing her so wet that inner thighs were slickly coated, Courtney decided Twerp could certainly be considered ‘sexy’ in all those ways. Did she know what the word meant, Courtney wondered? And did she like thinking she looked that way? 
She’d worn make-up. Tight clothing. Walked around, intentionally or not, with her small chest pressed up and out. Had bought, against her Mom’s rule, a scandalously tiny (to Courtney, anyway) swimsuit. Had preened when boys looked at her. 
Hmmmm... 
Still holding the plug firmly seated, Courtney lightly trailed tiny fingertips down Twerp’s back. “Oh my yes,” she softly breathed, “my slave looks so sexy this way. Plugged and wet and squirming so.” 
It was even odds which one squirmed harder at that: Courtney or Twerp, for both literally wriggled. Courtney at seeing how her slave reacted, and Twerp at the unexpected, warm, glowy tingles that raced through her. 
Courtney liked this? Sasha wondered, amazed. She really, really liked this? Liked how Sasha looked? She... she thought Sasha looked sexy?? She wasn’t poking fun at her? Or teasing, mocking or ridiculing her? 
Before she could think further past that oddly delightful and unexpected shock Sasha tensed, her breath hissing through small flared nostrils at feeling tiny fingers ever-so-lightly brush against her soaked pussy. And then softly keened as Courtney airily whispered, “Now it’s time for pussy petting.” 
There was no hesitation this time. Not like the very first time Courtney had touched her slave’s pussy during the first anatomy lesson. By now, she’d gotten quite comfortable with the idea and concept and, in fact, enjoyed merely thinking of doing just that. 
Because it made her slave squirm. 
Helplessly so. 
The moment tiny fingers touched Twerp slammed sleek little hips down, making an odd muffled cry as she did. And, as Courtney continued lightly brushing and stroking, her hips started immediately rocking and lifting, pressing and circling. Within moments Courtney could hear her slave panting, her breath whistling through her nose as she made odd but very intriguing muffled grunts and mewls. 
Courtney kept the plug firmly pressed inside while rubbing. She could feel it vibrate as Twerp’s muscles continued quivering and clenching in their reflexive need to expel the intruder within. Her slave was in constant motion now, writhing atop the punishment horse, little limbs jerking and tugging, small fingers clenching into tight fists then splaying wide before again making fists. Small feet jerked at the cuffs, twisting within them, and little toes curled and flexed. 
An odd mottled flush started spreading across her slave’s skin, and tiny dots of sweat beaded up. Twerp kept making little muffled noises almost nonstop, but they didn’t seem like words, just sounds. Courtney started firmly rubbing the entire pussy now, making a little face as her tiny palm got soaked with cream but otherwise far too enchanted with her slave’s squirmings to really care at the moment about that. 
Her still-rosy butt rhythmically flexed and tightened as Twerp struggled to hump up and down, as she fought for more and more pressure, for more and more sensation. 
Well, as her body did, anyway. For a distant part of her mind was starting to gibber in panic. The tingles had rapidly grown worse then ever before. More powerful then ever before. Everything about her was out of control now. And, deep inside the pit of her tummy, deep inside her pussy, it seemed, was a ball of tight pressure that both ached and demanded... something. 
And poor Sasha had no idea what that might be. 
She needed this to stop now. The tingles were starting to become almost painfully intense. She was getting scared now, really scared. 
And then she felt her hands gently held. Enormous, frightened, grass-green eyes wildly stared at her Aunt, who was now crouched in front of her and holding Sasha’s hands in hers. 
Emerald pools desperately locked onto deep blue ones as if seeking a lifeline. 
And, to her surprise --and utter relief -- found just that. As her Aunt gazed down at Sasha with a tender, kind, loving -- and understanding -- expression. 
“It’s all right,” she tenderly crooned to her. “It’s all right baby. There’s nothing to be afraid of. I promise. Just relax, and everything will be just wonderful. Trust me. Trust us.” 
That pressure inside her coiled tighter and bigger, literally thrumming as it expanded and grew. Sasha whined, her heart fiercely hammering, panting as if she’d raced a hundred miles. There was no way, no way at all, she could relax. But her incipient panic eased. She was still scared, yes. But now she didn’t feel lost or alone. 
‘Trust me. Trust us,’ her Aunt had said. She had to; trust them, that is. She’d little other choice. For certain, she’d no choice at all about the feelings and sensations being forced upon her. Compelled and impelled upon her. Sasha was helpless to resist, unable to deny, control or ignore them. 
And they kept growing stronger and sharper, more powerful, more insistent. Rapidly so, with an intensity she’d no idea could exist. 
Samantha looked up then at Courtney, and silently mouthed ‘Her clit.” Courtney nodded, then peered down, staring inches away at her slave’s pussy and looking for it. 
She’d only, just, three days ago, gotten her first lessons on where everything was. And it looked odd upside down, so Courtney wasn’t sure she could even find it. Then her eyes widened as she stared at her slave’s pussy. 
The lips were plumply swollen and quite a ruddy complexion. Her pussy was parted rather open, both from her bound posture and now from her deep arousal. There was actually a finger-sized opening visible now, and Courtney could actually peek up inside Twerp! 
Thick, sticky rivulets of cream coated her pussy and trickled down. And there, all the way at the top (or bottom, she nervously, shyly giggled, as she was currently looking at it) was a tiny, swollen nubbin. Perfectly visible and exposed. 
Remembering past lessons, Courtney coated her tiny fingertip with cream, then lightly touched the surface of that firm swollen bud. Twerp immediately stiffened. Then moaned as she helplessly bucked her hips downwards. Hugely grinning Courtney immediately started rubbing. 
Very firmly. Very fast. 
Sasha felt as if her pussy had been directly shocked from an outlet. She squeaked and squealed, mewled and moaned. She stared at her Aunt in wild, desperate appeal, feeling that inner coiled tightness grow to ferocious proportions. But her Aunt softly smiled, a tender understanding expression, and just held her hands more firmly. 
“Trust us,” she whispered. 
And then her world exploded. 
Sasha felt the muscles in her tummy abruptly cramp. Well, not exactly cramp, but she didn’t know what else to call it. There was a single, sharp, almost painful, tightening of inner muscles. Then another. Then another moments later. And all the while, expanding from her pussy, radiating from that tiny center core Courtney was furiously rubbing, were wave after waves of powerful tingles that spread all throughout her, until Sasha felt as if she was full to bursting. And still that tightly coiled inner pressure seethed and bubbled. 
And finally erupted. 
Sasha stood poised on the brink of... something... for a moment, an instant of time prior to that tightness finally breaking free that somehow seemed to last forever. And, as it finally did break free...
...her body went insane. 
“Uuhh! Uuhhnngg! Uuuhhrrr! UUHHH!” 
Courtney whipped tiny hands back, covering her small, opened mouth and looking horrified as Twerp suddenly tensed. Her flushed skin abruptly turned a mottled alabaster and rose. Again and again she bucked against the bolster, trying to curl into a tight ball around it. Slender little limbs convulsively jerked, mindlessly yanking at the restraints. Her taut tummy rhythmically tightened in visible waves of contractions, and Courtney could actually see Twerp’s pussy twitching in spasms. 
The very first contraction of inner muscles shot out the lubed plug in her bottom like a missile. It actually hit Courtney in the chest before falling to the floor, bouncing a few times before rolling to a stop. 
Courtney looked on, stunned into frozen helplessness and petrification. Only the fact that her Mom seemed, not only calm, but pleased kept Courtney from totally freaking out. 
Although she did cry out, “Ewwww!” as she abruptly realized the one hand over her mouth was soaked with her slave’s cream, yanking it away in a lightning-fast jerk the moment she tasted that. 
But her attention was immediately reclaimed by Twerp, watching and listening in a sort of horrified, helpless fascination. 
Sasha hovered on the edge of terror, feeling that coiled inner tightness suddenly erupt and explode, at having that sensation forced and impelled upon her. Her mind was utterly paralyzed, even as her body was anything but. And only the sounds of her Aunt’s soothing, calming voice -- that somehow, even through this maelstrom, penetrated her consciousness -- and the feel of her hands reassuringly holding hers, kept her this side of sanity. 
Which meant, when the vibrantly powerful sensations blazingly coursed through her, instead of consuming her to ashes... 
Those weren’t tingles that raced through her. ‘Tingle’ was, by far, too mild a word to describe the shuddering, wave after wave of molten, throbbing, thrumming fire that coursed through her. Bolts of jolting pleasure unlike anything she’d ever felt before. Unlike anything Sasha had believed could possibly exist. 
And everything -- the cuffs snugly locked around her small wrists and ankles; the gag in her mouth; her utter helpless immobility; the warmth of her skin, all over, from the earlier flogging; the residual fire in her butt from the paddlings; even the odd achy emptiness in her butthole -- simply everything... 
Added... amplified... increased... magnified and expanded those throbbing jolts. 
Until every sharp contraction in her tummy seemed directly connected to the very roots of her hair all the way down to the beds of little nails. 
A roar in her ears was the very last thing she was aware of, before a tide of blessed welcome blankness descended over her. 
“Shhhhhh... it’s all right. Just rest now, K?” 
Sasha’s lids fluttered as she slowly roused. She was lying on her back, she dimly sensed, her head gently cradled and pillowed atop something. 
A something, she realized moments later, that was Courtney’s lap, as Sasha half-consciously peered up through slitted lids and saw her little cousin peeping down at her. 
Seeing an expression of soft gentle awe, of stunned yet pleased delight, in her huge gray eyes as Courtney gazed down at her. 
Then she -- more consciously -- realized she wasn’t still strapped down over the punishment horse. Or gagged either. And, although she was still naked, a very soft cotton sheet was carefully wrapped and tucked around her. 
Numberless questions bubbled and seethed in her gradually awaking mind, but her body felt oh-so-limp and languorous, and Sasha was content to simply lay there. Long thick tawny lashes lightly fluttered over smooth soft cheeks as she closed her eyes again and just rested, basking in the utterly heavenly glowy feeling that seemed to fill her from head to toes. A soft, breathy sigh escaped barely parted lips when Courtney started very lightly brushing tiny fingertips over her cheeks and forehead. 
Several long minutes later Sasha’s eyes fluttered open, looking up at Courtney in startled surprise when she said, “I’m sure my slave has lots of questions. As long as she talks in a soft polite voice, for now, until I say it’s back to normal, she may ask them.” 
Oh yes, by now, after three infinitely long days, Sasha had a bazillion questions. The tip of her small, moist pink tongue peeked out past her full, soft lips, flicking back and forth, moistening their surface. And then, her voice in a rough sounding whisper -- for she’d hardly spoken at all for days -- she asked the most important question to her at this moment. 
“I... I don’t have to move yet, do I?” she asked in a plaintive tone. 
Courtney’s eyes merrily sparkled, her face in a huge grin as she struggled not to laugh at how her slave sounded. “Nu-uh!” she finally replied. “No, you don’t. You can just lay here like this for a while.” 
Sasha happily sighed again as her lids fluttered closed once more, extremely pleased at not having to move. At the moment she’d be quite happy not to ever have to move again, as long as she got to revel and bask in the marvelous, awesome glowy feelings still filling her so. 
And then she asked the second most important question she had. 
“What happened?” 
Again Courtney giggled. But it wasn’t a mocking or ridiculing sound at all. Oh no. Rather, the chiming tone was one of sympathy and understanding, of shared, conspirational empathy. 
“I assume what you mean by that, was what was it that happened to you?” Sasha heard, realizing only then that her Aunt, too, was with her. “As in, what happened to you that made you feel like you did?” 
Sasha softly nodded, the slowness borne of both utter relaxation and intense thought. 
Samantha continued, her voice low and soft and kind. “I’ll give you both the short answer and the long explanation Twerp,” she said. “The short answer is, well,” she said with a smile in her voice, “is that you had an orgasm. A climax. You came.” 
‘Oh Wow!’ Sasha thought. ‘I did? That’s what an orgasm feels like!?’ She’d certainly encountered the term before, especially since her explorations, and theoretically understood the meaning. She also understood it was supposed to be a very nice feeling indeed. But... theory didn’t even come close to reality! No way, no how!! 
“If you remember,” Samantha started, a soft smile on her face reassuring Twerp that, if she hadn’t remembered, Samantha certainly understood why she hadn’t. After all, the little slave had been a bit ‘preoccupied’ during the first anatomy lesson! “The first step, or stage, is called desire. And that can be both physical and mental. Desire is the mental state created by both external and internal stimuli -- that is,” she clarified, still smiling, “things that make you excited or stimulated, and are both inside things, like daydreams and your imagination, and outside things, like being cuddled, caressed or tickled.” 
Before she could go further Courtney, who was paying every bit as much rapt attention as Sasha was, piped up. “Being spanked, too?” 
Sasha turned a vivid scarlet at that, ducking her head in embarrassment. She turned even brighter when Courtney simply petted the top of her head. “It’s OK Twerp,” she chirped. “I like seeing you get excited and squirmy when I spank you!” 
Well, that sure helped a lot! Sasha thought. 
Samantha covered her mouth with her hand, smothering a grin. But nothing could stop the twinkle in her deep blue eyes... or the gentle glow of fire in their depths. Sasha shyly peeped up at the two of them, and relaxed a little seeing their expressions of deep affectionate pride in her. They weren’t disgusted or upset because Sasha, for whatever reason, got excited by being spanked. And while Sasha, herself, didn’t understand how or why that happened, at least knowing they approved made her feel better about that. 
Getting her amusement under control Samantha finally replied, nodding as she did. “Yes Courtney. Sometimes spankings do that too. As does being bound,” she said, nodding at Twerp. “Not everyone does,” she warned. “And, unfortunately, those that don’t usually also can’t understand, or accept, people that do.” 
Again Courtney piped up. “That’s why we hafta keep all this secret? Because people wouldn’t understand that Twerp likes being tied up and spanked and stuff? And they’d make fun of her?” 
Samantha had a difficult time keeping from looking startled. Courtney had a totally innocent expression on her face, and only Samantha -- who, after all, was her mother -- would have noticed the tiny sign of Courtney’s duplicity. Samantha had certainly explained to Courtney why all this had to be kept secret, and it was for more then just that. 
But she also couldn’t help noticing the look of wondrous relief on Twerp’s face. Whether Courtney intended it that way or not -- and, by every sign that Samantha could see, it had been intentional -- Courtney had just made it clear that any need for secrecy was for Twerp’s benefit. To keep her from being laughed at. From being embarrassed and humiliated. So far, Samantha hadn’t told Twerp that all this needed to be kept secret. For one thing, up to now she doubted Twerp was at all willing to do so, wanting nothing more then to somehow free herself from all this. And then stridently complain about her ‘mistreatment’. But now... 
...Now, without ever being told to keep her summer experience secret, Twerp would, most likely, do just that. Voluntarily and willingly. 
“Yes sweetheart, for that reason,” Samantha said, going along with ‘the flow’. “Most people understand things like kissing, necking and petting, and view that as perfectly normal. While things they don’t understand, like bondage, submission and spanking, they look at as weird, and they can be very cruel and heartless when they find out someone likes that. Well, it’s not weird. At all,” she vehemently declared. “Different, yes. That’s true. But not weird or sick or strange. Just different.” 
Sasha listened very closely. She hadn’t, at first, really thought much about all this when she’d initially started exploring, and discovered what she’d found and seen had been thrilling and exciting. And it had helped a great deal -- infinitely so, in fact -- understanding that her Aunt, and then her little cousin, also liked and found exciting the same things. Even if in ‘opposite’ directions from how Sasha did. Even knowing all that, though, deep in her mind she’d wondered, at times, if she was weird and abnormal, somehow. 
But no, she wasn’t weird or abnormal. Sick and strange. Just... different. Not unique, no. For there were others just like her. And that made her feel much better inside, brought down yet another inner barrier she hadn’t even known had existed. 
“And speaking of being spanked,” Samantha continued, immediately recapturing both mites attention, “it’s not just being spanked, or tied up, that can be exciting to someone. Spanking someone, or tying them up, can do that, too.” 
Sasha’s eyes widened at that, and Courtney’s little mouth opened into a perfect Cupid-bow ‘O’. Samantha’s deep blue eyes twinkled at their reactions. “Yes Twerp,” she said, looking right at the stunned little slave, “it can be just as exciting and arousing for the two of us to spank and tie you up, as it is for you to be spanked and tied up.” 
Sasha had guessed Courtney enjoyed tying and spanking her. That would have been very hard to miss. But she hadn’t truly realized that Courtney might possibly feel the same things inside herself that Sasha felt when that was done to her! 
And then the rest of what her Aunt had said registered. ‘... just as exciting and arousing for the two of us... ‘ Her Aunt would get excited doing that to her too!? 
Suddenly she recalled the events of yesterday afternoon, during the boot polishing fiasco. When her Aunt had come in with Courtney’s lunch and Courtney had magnanimously permitted Aunt Samantha to play with her slave. Her face flushed, her tummy tingled, little toes wriggled and curled at the memory of that. Sasha excited the both of them?? 
That... was a very odd feeling, indeed. Knowing she had that effect on them both. 
Before she could truly dwell on that discovery, her Aunt started speaking again, and Sasha paid close attention. She wanted to learn as much as possible about what was going on. Why she felt like she did inside when stuff happened. She wriggled a bit as Courtney started caressing her neck and shoulders again, not even realizing she did so. The glowy feeling was finally starting to fade, but it hadn’t completely vanished yet, and the light gentle caresses felt oh-so-good! 
“So, you see, desire can be about wanting things done to you, or doing them to another,” Samantha explained. “It can even be about simply watching and looking. Desire can take many forms, but the result is always going to be the same: a want for something.” 
Samantha gazed at the two of them for a moment, and had to sternly call her own desires to heel. Which wasn’t the easiest thing to do at the moment, seeing Twerp languorously relaxed back against Courtney, the soft glow of her earlier, intense orgasm still visible. It was a very good thing, she sardonically considered, that Twerp was wrapped up in a sheet, because Samantha didn’t think she could remain totally objective if she had to look at her naked as she was beneath that. It was difficult enough at simply remembering the image of her appearance naked, cuffed and collared! 
“The next stage is arousal. One can become aroused by simply daydreaming on the things they desire, or by being physically stimulated, or both together. Doing the things you think about, dream or fantasize about, is arousing. When you become aroused, some things that might happen is you’ll salivate and sweat, your skin will become flushed, your nipples become erect. Your clitoris and pussy lips will swell, and your pussy will get wet.” 
She tried to keep from smiling at Twerp’s sudden fidgeting at that, but she couldn’t keep her lips from twitching. And when Courtney piped up, “Oooooh! Twerp does all of that!” she couldn’t keep from grinning. 
“Yes, she sure does,” Samantha agreed, reaching out and lightly squeezing Twerp’s toes through the sheet, reassuring her that everything was just fine. And then floored both of them as she matter-of-factly said, “And so do I, for that matter.” 
Then she burst out laughing as they both blurted at the same time, “You do!?” Samantha almost immediately smothered her amusement, but couldn’t help chuckling at their abrupt, stunned expressions. “It is normal, after all,” she said through her quiet laughter. 
Courtney was flabbergasted. And no little stunned with shocked embarrassment, suddenly picturing her own Mom all wet and squirmy like her slave got. Ewwwww!!! While Sasha... 
Sasha felt a wave of utter, absolute relief. It was one thing being told she was normal. That getting wet and stuff was normal and OK. But for her Aunt to admit the same thing happened to her, well... 
There was no look of shame, embarrassment or anything else in her Aunt’s face, expression or tone. She might have just said “I like tuna salad,” instead of what she had. And for the very first time Sasha actually could relax and accept, to truly believe, that how she responded was really normal and perfectly fine. 
Courtney was extremely glad when her Mom continued the lesson, not wanting to dwell on the image of her own mother looking like Twerp did when stuff was done to her. While Sasha eagerly focused for her own reasons, feeling more and more relieved at the explanations, feeling as if jumbled puzzle pieces were finally dropping into place. 
“Arousal feels nice and pleasurable, and can be further increased by stimulation. Especially stimulation of certain, special areas. Most notable of the areas are the clitoris, the pussy and lips, and the nipples and breasts,” Samantha defined, then looked directly at Twerp. “And the anus, too.” 
Sasha’s ducked her head downwards, as her cheeks turned a vivid crimson, a tide of scarlet flowing from face downwards. “Oh yes,” Samantha continued, as if nothing out of the ordinary had occurred. “The anus can be remarkably sensitive for some, and a means of erotic stimulation for them.” 
Huge grass green eyes peeped up at Samantha through pale tawny lashes. Sasha certainly hadn’t considered having her butthole... well, anus... played with as something exciting! 
Had she? 
She really couldn’t remember one way or the other. Even though it hadn’t been all that very long ago. At the time what had been uppermost in her mind was how embarrassing and mortifying it was having her bottom helplessly invaded. Feeling that... that... that thing inexorably pushed into her! Inside her! 
And then, while it hadn’t hurt, it had felt awful bizarre and weird. A very strange, yet not totally unfamiliar feeling. As if she’d needed to poop real bad. 
Was it supposed to feel like that? Sasha wondered. Or was there more to it then what she’d felt at the time? And, if so, what could it feel like, in that case? Considering her Aunt had lumped having your anus played with in the same category as having your clit or pussy played with (which Sasha now, most certainly, knew how that felt!) Sasha wondered, if, perhaps, it was possible that, too, could feel good. 
So many things had more then one possible use and purpose, she was growing to understand. Things that could punish could also pleasure. And vice-versa. Things that were embarrassing could also be exciting. And also vice-versa. Was that always the case? With everyone? Sasha wondered if that was it, or was it just that she was weird and strange? 
Samantha remained silent for a few moments, watching Twerp think things over, the little slave’s thoughts as clear to Samantha as if scribed on her forehead. She was going to need time and reassurance to understand and accept her growing sexuality and desires. And help, assistance and instruction, too. Which Samantha was more then happy to provide. After all, Twerp had only just, within the last two weeks, started becoming aware of those feelings and desires. And, unlike normal circumstances, was having abruptly matured and culminated in mere days what normally took weeks to months to germinate and develop. 
Twerp’s attention was recaptured as Samantha picked up from where she’d paused. “If the stimulation is kept moderated and controlled, it will keep the arousal at a constant level, or increase it to a certain point and hold there. If the stimulation is continued and increased, the pleasure will keep building and growing. Until it reaches a certain peak and finally triggers an orgasm. An orgasm is a very powerful sensation of pleasure centered primarily in the genitals. It is the climax of continued physical, sexual stimulation,” Samantha explained. 
Both girls nodded, their attention totally focused on the lesson, although Courtney continued lightly caressing her slave while she listened. 
“Normally orgasm results from certain areas being strongly stimulated. The clit is one area, and the area that usually produces the strongest, most intense orgasm. It is also the area most easily stimulated, too, and is very sensitive and responsive.” 
Again both girls nodded. They were certainly very aware of that by now! Sasha from personal intimate experience, and Courtney from playing there on her slave. 
“Inside the pussy is also sensitive, and another area that can trigger an orgasm. It usually requires more time triggering one there then it does the clit, but the resulting vaginal orgasm feels more ‘all-body’ then a clitoral one does.” 
Sasha wondered what that would feel like, having just had an orgasm for the very first time and already wanting to feel that again. Now that it was over with, and things were being explained, she didn’t feel as frightened as she had before. She had some questions she wanted to ask and, as she was -- finally -- allowed to speak, she was going to ask them, too. But she wanted to hear the rest of the lesson first. 
“An orgasm can also be triggered from having nipples played with. Although that is very difficult to do, and few women can actually climax from nipple play alone.” Sasha shivered hearing that; she didn’t need to see her little cousin’s face to know that she was delighted to hear that and fully intended to see if her slave would be one of those rare ones! 
“And finally -- although not as rare -- an orgasm can be triggered from other things, too.” Samantha paused there a moment before continuing. “Pain can trigger an orgasm. And pain can also be arousing and stimulating. It can also be interpreted as pleasure, too.” 
“It can? How?” Courtney blurted out. 
Sasha tensed at Courtney’s eager question, deeply shivering a moment. She didn’t think she was going to like either the answer or the result of the explanation! 
“Ummm... that’s actually a very good question,” Samantha said. “And I’m really not positive about the actual ‘mechanics’ of how that happens, either,” she admitted, “only about the results. Some people, for whatever reason, are what are referred to as masochists. They become aroused by pain, at having that inflicted on them. Some even will only respond to pain,” she explained. “Like I said, I’m not sure of the ‘why’ behind that. Only that it’s true. And most of them are naturally that way, for whatever reason.” 
Samantha carefully considered her next words before speaking. “One doesn’t have to be that way naturally, in order to find pleasure, or become aroused, from pain. A person can be trained -- conditioned -- to respond to pain as an ordinary person responds to pleasure. And become addicted to pain, badly craving it. You could, you know, very easily, do that to your slave if you wished.” 
Sasha truly shuddered at that, feeling ice abruptly flow through her veins. 
“She already likes pain, I think,” Courtney replied. “I mean, she sure got wet the times I spanked and cropped her. Well, for play, anyway,” she amended. “Does that mean she’s a masoc... maso... ,” she stumbled. 
“Masochist,” Samantha helpfully corrected. 
Meanwhile, Sasha’s face alternately paled and flushed from the turn this conversation was taking, while her tummy started fluttering. 
“I don’t know Courtney,” Samantha admitted. “It’s really too soon to tell for sure. But, that leads me to the second point. Both pleasure and pain involve stimulation and nerve impulses. Usually they are separate and distinct. However, when someone is deeply aroused -- and depending on how it is done -- those nerve impulses can be, well, in a way, overloaded and confused. So that, instead of being independent and different, they somehow are interpreted as the same.” 
Courtney thought about that a moment, then her fiendishly clever mind thought of something. “Does that mean that pleasure can be felt as pain, then?” 
Samantha blinked, startled at her daughter’s perspicuity once again, then slowly nodded as she smiled in approval. “Yes indeed,” she confirmed, but said no more. 
Courtney was about to press the issue, wanting to know more, then abruptly stopped. She suddenly guessed why Mom had ended her explanation. Because Twerp was with them and, although Courtney didn’t understand -- yet -- how she could make something nice feel painful, she didn’t doubt for a moment that that was possible. 
And it wouldn’t do for Twerp to learn how that might be so, and thus somehow prepare herself, ahead of time, to possibly resist that happening. 
Before either of them could say more, though, Twerp softly spoke up. Her face bright red, and her expression pathetically hopeful yet also awkwardly embarrassed, she asked in a whisper, “Then... then I’m not weird? That... that some things that hurt make me tingle so badly?” 
That had been almost impossibly hard for her to ask. For it meant having to admit, out loud and quite plainly and unmistakably, that certain things that had hurt hadn’t just hurt. 
Samantha gently squeezed her toes again through the sheet, warmly smiling at her. “No Twerp,” she reassured, “that most certainly does not make you weird. Not everyone will feel that way, no” she admitted, “but many, many people do. Listen to me, both of you,” she said. 
“People are not identical. They aren’t all the same, like cookie-cutter shapes. What they like and dislike, what they respond and don’t respond to, differs from person to person. Granted, most people can be lumped into certain ranges,” she explained, tracing a bell curve in the air with an elegant, slender finger. “But just because a person is at the fringes doesn’t make them sick or weird.” Mostly, she thought, but getting into mental illnesses like sociopathy wasn’t really germane to this particular lesson. “What you need to understand is, just because you don’t like, or understand, what someone else does, doesn’t make them sick or weird. Just as you’re not sick or weird simply because others don’t understand you. Far too many people don’t understand that, and are quick to judge someone based on their perceptions of what is normal and abnormal.” 
“Which is why,” Samantha said, looking right at Twerp as she spoke, “you don’t ever have a need to feel ashamed at how you respond Twerp,” she stated. “No matter what, or how, that might be. We’ll never laugh at you -- well, not insultingly, mockingly or derisively, anyway,” she amended, “or think you’re abnormal or unnatural.” 
Twerp visibly relaxed, both at being told that it wasn’t weird that hurting things could also make her tingle so, and at her Aunt’s utter assurance that, no matter what the future might hold in store for her, they’d never think she was sick. 
Although she was more then a bit nervous and apprehensive about what else might happen. 
Samantha returned to her explanation. “This might get a little complex to understand so, if it does, rest assured I’m not just making things up, and that I’ll try and explain it better another time.” When they both nodded, she went on to explain about how pain affected the body, releasing endorphins, and how that, in turn, could make a person feel. She explained about the concept of ‘sub space’, that mental state in which a person seemed to simply float in their mind, distantly detached from their body yet still aware of things. How pleasure and pain could be used to enhance arousal, together amplifying it in a way that couldn’t be done separately. 
Neither completely understood, although they tried. But they trustingly accepted what they were told, and understood the most important crux: pleasure and pain could, indeed, go hand in hand with each other. 
Sasha wasn’t sure which was greater: her relief at understanding what had been happening to her, or her nervousness knowing Courtney would be eager to explore that with her. 
“Another thing to consider,” Samantha said, “is something you sort of mentioned earlier, Courtney.” Courtney perked up at that, wondering what she’d said and how that was going to be answered. 
“You’d noted that Twerp responded differently when she was being punished punished, and when that was, instead, for ‘play’.” Courtney nodded, while Twerp peeked up, paying just as close attention as her little cousin was. “That’s actually quite normal, and not at all unexpected.” 
‘It wasn’t?’ Sasha thought, blinking in surprise. 
“That has to do with the mindset of the slave,” Samantha explained. “When they know it’s meant for play, for their Mistress’ pleasure and amusement, a slave will usually respond differently then when they know it’s meant for punishment, because they’ve done something to disappoint their Mistress and have displeased her.” 
‘Hey, now wait a minnit! Sasha thought, aggrieved. “I don’t care if I’ve upset, disappointed or displeased the little twe... Court... my Mistress!” 
Did she? 
She... wasn’t sure. The mere thought and concept made her want to barf: her existing merely to please Courtney. But she couldn’t deny -- mightily try though she did -- how it felt when Courtney praised her. How she looked at her at times: huge, gleaming gray eyes glowing with pride and approval. That made Sasha feel warm and wiggly inside. Made her gently tingle. And she’d felt quite small and tiny when she’d made Courtney angry the times she’d intentionally been defiant and disobedient. Well, scared, too, she had to admit. 
But that didn’t mean she cared that Courtney felt upset, disappointed or displeased! 
Did it? 
Both noticed the abrupt, deeply thoughtful expression on Twerp’s face. Samantha was virtually certain she knew what wheels were spinning in her head. And Courtney, while she wasn’t positive, had some guesses of her own. She kept lightly caressing her slave, quite willing to wait on her own questions. After all, she could ask Mom whenever she wanted. 
Unlike Twerp who, so far, hadn’t been allowed to ask a single one of her own until just now. 
Although that wonderful, glowy-warm feeling had eased somewhat, it hadn’t entirely faded and, as Courtney had continued those gentle caresses, Sasha had remained floating a bit from the aftermath of her earlier climax. The question-and-answer session had distracted her a great deal and, had she simply just lain there during that, she would have, by now, fully recovered. 
But she hadn’t just lain there, for Courtney had continued caressing her, and so she still hovered a bit with that gentle warmth. 
“Hush now,” Courtney whispered, when Sasha had opened her mouth to ask something else. She felt a bit mulish and stubborn at that, still having countless questions bubbling in her mind but, as Courtney started caressing her more purposefully, it was much easier to simply relax back and enjoy the sensations then balk like a fractious mule. 
Courtney very carefully shifted her position, until slender little legs were extended down both sides of her slave, with Twerp’s shoulders and head resting in her lap. Her back was starting to ache a bit from sitting this way, but not for anything was she going to complain! 
Samantha exchanged a significant glance with her daughter then, with the most gradual of motions, eased the soft cotton sheet down and off the slave. Courtney continued lightly caressing her slave’s face and throat, small shoulders and little arms -- which now were lightly draped over Courtney’s lithe extended legs -- while Samantha started stroking up and down Twerp’s coltish slim legs. 
Twerp softly sighed, lightly wriggling at the caresses. Warm tingles languidly started building again inside her. But these were like a smoldering coal being oh-so-slowly fanned into a gentle fire, instead of a pool of gasoline being exploded into flames. 
Long, thick tawny lashes fluttered against smooth soft cheeks. Twerp gently squirmed; softly, breathily sighed. This felt soooo good! So very nice. She was utterly comfortable, totally relaxed and boneless. 
Courtney smiled, seeing the expression on her slave’s face. For once, she wasn’t tense, wasn’t guarded or apprehensive. She was just so tranquil and serene, and so clearly basking in the attention and sensations. 
And quite obviously aroused, too. For small nipples were, once again, tiny hard peaks. 
But it was, very much so, a different sort of arousal then Sasha was growing used to feeling, as these nice warm tingles grew oh-so-slowly. They weren’t forced upon her, willy-nilly and so rapid and fast. The only other time she’d felt close to this was during that first anatomy lesson, when Courtney had, so very gently, started rubbing Sasha’s pussy while she stood there, little legs helplessly spread apart while she was bound and gagged. 
That had been embarrassing, no matter how nice it had felt. But there wasn’t a trace of embarrassment or shyness in her this time. She was far too relaxed, far too comfy and indolent, to feel any embarrassment. And it felt far too nice, much too wonderful and marvelous, to really get worried about anything. 
It helped a great deal, of course -- tremendously so, in fact -- that, so far, neither of them had touched her ‘personal spots’... although the concept of ‘personal’ was, slowly but surely, being eroded away by her conditioning and training. So there was never any sense of needing to feel shy or tense, for all Courtney and her Aunt were doing, so far, was ever so gently, and ever so wonderfully, caressing her arms and shoulders, face and throat, legs and feet. 
She hadn’t really even pay heed when the sheet was removed. She’d been nonstop naked for so long now that it never registered she was, in a sense, being stripped bare again. She simply remained relaxed, her huge eyes softly closed, resting back against Courtney who supported her as she cuddled and caressed. 
In a lot of ways this felt just like banister pressing had done: very slowly filling her with a quite gentle, tingling warmth that Sasha simply reveled basking in. Tingles that didn’t demand, didn’t require or stridently insist for anything more. Unlike the other times, when they’d grown so fierce and insistent. 
Sleek little hips started gently rocking up and down, just as she did when banister pressing. At the moment it didn’t really matter to Sasha that she wasn’t actually pressing against anything, the motion just felt soothing and, well... right. Her breathing started to grow light but rapid, her skin a soft pink. Every inch of her self so wonderful, from her hair all the way down to her toes. 
And only adding to that was the realization that both her Aunt and Courtney were doing this to her. Making her feel this nice, this wonderful. And for no other reason that Sasha could discern other then they wanted her to feel this way. Wanted her to glow inside like she was. 
That certainly was a novel sensation, being pampered this way even knowing she was simply their slave, and sometimes playtoy. 
And then she did something she hadn’t ever done before: Sasha fully submitted to the sensations, while still in total and complete control of her mind and body. Utterly yielding to them, willingly, freely and voluntarily, knowing full well what that meant if she did. For the first time in three and a half days, she had the power to choose whether or not to surrender. Whether or not to resist, to fight, to refuse. 
Both Samantha and Courtney noticed Twerp’s expression change. It wasn’t a dramatic, glaringly obvious one, but it was noticeable nonetheless. Her face became peaceful and dreamy, she started very lightly shifting and wriggling as wave after wave of golden, molten warmth flowed inside her. She didn’t even tense when Courtney’s tiny fingers started caressing her chest, lightly brushing just around the gentle swells of Sasha’s firm, nascent breasts. Instead, she gave a soft, contented little sigh, as thick, tawny lashes lightly fluttered against her cheeks. 
Sasha didn’t question. Didn’t worry. Didn’t fret or tense. Didn’t even focus on the sensations. She simply floated along, going wherever she was taken. 
When Samantha started lightly caressing silken inner thighs Sasha simply parted them without a thought, a gentle sigh as she did. When Courtney’s tiny hands finally cupped her breasts, Sasha simply arched up a little. Not for more pressure, not to silently demand more, but simply because those gentle touches felt so so good. 
For the first time ever, Sasha was feeling these glowy wonderful tingles without being bound, or restrained in anyway at all. Not even restrained, if that was the proper term, by the necessity of keeping in a perfect posture, like had happened that first afternoon during her first ever slave training class. No... no, this time, she could freely move as she wished, and move she did. 
Her head lightly rolled side to side as she breathily sighed. Small hands rubbed up and down along the thick soft carpet she lay atop. Slender coltish legs moved back and forth, a small foot being brought up close to her bottom before slipping back down again. Small fingers and toes softly wriggled and curled, and her hips started circling and rolling as well as lifting and rocking. 
Courtney continued gently kneading her slave’s small breasts and hard, erect little nipples. She didn’t move fast, and kept peeking at her Mom to see if she was doing OK. Samantha, meanwhile, in addition to caressing silken inner thighs, was now gliding her hands over sleek little hips and waist, stroking them across a taut smooth tummy. 
Sasha felt a now-familiar feeling start building inside her. A growing tightness, an increasing pressure, deep in the pit of her tummy. But it was blossoming so gradually it felt wonderful, and not really insistent or demanding at all. Just very very nice. She knew, without really thinking about it, that very soon she wouldn’t be able to control her body. Not if that pressure grew much stronger. But that didn’t worry her now. Not when she now knew that was normal, not when she now knew what the end result would feel like, and not when she was safe and sheltered in the arms of her Aunt and niece. 
Courtney knew, very well, that her slave would like her pussy petted. But she didn’t see any way to reach down there herself. Not and still support Twerp as she was doing. So she looked at her Mom, giving a single sharp nod down at Twerp’s pussy, which was now quite puffy and rosy. And very wet. Samantha cocked her head back at her daughter, who simply nodded. Of course she wanted Mom to pussy pet her slave! Jeez! It wasn’t like Courtney could do that! 
There was never anything wrong or misguided about Courtney’s enthusiasm and delight when it came to making her slave squirm. But Samantha was experienced. Very much so. And so knew just what to do and how to do it. Her fingertips lightly brushed over Twerp’s exposed, bare little pussy, eliciting a soft airy sigh from her. Again and again she caressed; coaxing, wheedling, cajoling, and never once demanding. 
Twerp’s slender little legs started shifting back and forth, looking like she was slowly pedaling a bike. Sleek little hips sinuously lifted and arched, rolled and circled. 
Sasha felt that inner pressure start to bubble and seethe. But she didn’t shrink from it, not like she had before. Nor did she seek it, either, simply content to float along with the sensations. There soon came a time, much as she now knew would happen, when she simply couldn’t control how she moved. How she breathed. What she felt. Soft little moans, airy light sighs drifted up from her. 
And then, finally, she felt her insides tense and tighten. A low, soft, rippling moan came from her as she felt that exquisite sensation once again explode inside her, filling her head to toes with the most indescribable, most utterly divine and marvelous feelings she’d ever felt in her life. 
It was... different. She sensed that even as she softly cried out, little legs kicking and jerking, small fingers tightly fisted in the carpet. The first had been sharper and stronger, more powerful. Had literally exploded -- detonated -- inside her in an instantaneous blast. While this one... 
...this one was softer, yet every bit as glowy nice. Instead of exploding, it felt like a warm ball of fire blossoming and expanding deep within her. 
She never noticed the gentle, tender smiles Samantha and Courtney bestowed upon her as she finally lay limp and breathless, feeling the last tiny, little shivery flutters ripple her tummy.
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Normally Marcie cheerfully hummed while she worked; well, at least when she worked on crafts -- compared to, for example, housework, which usually had her darkly muttering -- as she enjoyed making them. A lot, actually. She often joked it was a form of therapy to fashion and create things. 
Moreover, up to five minutes ago, she’d been happily humming. Just as she had been since yesterday afternoon when she’d first started working on her newest order. By now she’d already finished several of the easier items, and off to one side were sets of normal wrist and ankle cuffs, as well as a suspension set, all of them padded in close-trimmed lambs wool fleece. In addition there was also a pair of overhead suspension, padded and fur-lined, grip cuffs. 
Although the order hadn’t specified lockable roller buckles (ones where the buckle tongue was flattened rather then rounded, and perforated with a hole for a padlock) Marcie had used them anyway. They weren’t all that much more expensive, and she’d thought they’d be a nice touch. Besides, from what she remembered - and she had a very good memory where certain things were concerned... like BDSM - Mistress Samantha liked having her cuffs and restraints lockable. 
Each set had been carefully cut to size from tanned, black-dyed, supple leather, the edges and ends rounded and polished. The padding and fleece were both bonded and hand-stitched in place, and the buckles and D-rings carefully - and expertly - riveted. And, of course, the holes for the buckles were oval punched rather then circular, to permit proper passage of the locking tongues. 
Marcie had thought, as she’d worked on them, they’d looked rather small and diminutive. In fact, she hadn’t had any in stock anywhere near that small and, rather then trim down ones she already had on hand, had decided to just make them from Jump Street. 
The finished ankle cuffs wouldn’t even fit her wrists. Marcie had simply shrugged at that, though. She wasn’t, by any means, a petite woman, and it wasn’t hard to accept that someone might have such tiny, delicate wrists and ankles. The bitch, she jokingly thought. 
Marcie was not, and probably never would be, thin. At five foot five and one hundred and eighty pounds, thin simply wasn’t in her future. But she carried her weight well, and the few people that actually knew her true weight were quite startled. 
She petted Aphrodite, who was currently curled atop her lap, ‘helping’ Marcie with her work. In front of her, half-completed and spread out on the table, was the latest of the ordered items: a single-sleeve, arm glove binder. The body was made of black-dyed, very supple kidskin, while the straps were thicker; not quite belt-thick, but sturdy nevertheless. She still had to make, then attach, the hand-pouch section, then attach both the heavy duty, self-mending metal zipper and the grometted overflap panel sides for the lacing. And the straps needed the buckles riveted in place, too, and holes punched in them for the buckle tongue. 
However, that wasn’t why Marcie had stopped humming. Or sat there half-consciously petting Aphrodite. Those were perfectly normal, routine and familiar tasks. 
No. No, the reason Marcie had stopped humming, and was now thoughtfully frowning as she stared at the arm binder, was because of its size. 
That, and the sheet of square-gridded graph paper also in front of her. Graph paper where she’d just painstakingly hand-plotted out an androgynous human figure, based upon the measurements she’d been provided for the items. 
Now, had she only the measurements and sizes for only one or two things - for instance, only for cuffs, or only for a hood - Marcie might not have even noticed the discrepancy. But she had rather comprehensive measurements and sizes covering head to foot: the hood, cuffs, body and chastity harnesses gave everything she’d needed to rough plot out the figure size of the person being fitted. 
Although she was, by no means, an artist, she was familiar with typical, normal human proportions. Part of that was simply from her experience from making and fashioning the wares she did, of course. But she’d also taken drawing classes several years ago, to better help her more easily create new pattern designs, and could readily recall certain things from those classes. 
A normal adult, for instance, was approximately eight ‘heads’ tall, while a pre-teen was six and a third, and a pre-school child four and a half ‘heads’ tall. An adult’s upper and lower legs (that is, thighs and calves) were roughly two and a quarter ‘heads’ long, while a pre-teen’s were one and two-thirds, with a pre-schooler’s being only one and an eighth ‘heads’ long. 
Even more dramatic were the shoulder proportions, for shoulder size and width changed dramatically with age. A pre-schooler’s shoulders were only about one and two-thirds ‘head’-widths apart, while a pre-teen’s shoulders were two and a third. And an adult’s were a full three ‘head’-widths apart! 
So, no. She couldn’t be mistaken. Not with the wealth and complexity of measurements and sizes she’d been furnished. It couldn’t even be for someone suffering from dwarfism, for the proportions didn’t match that, either. 
“Mwrow!” Aphrodite headbutted Marcie’s hand, imperiously demanding more attention and pets. “Sorry sweetie,” Marcie softly apologized, brushing her fingers down Aphrodite’s back, eliciting a low rumbling purr from her. 
While she petted her cat - which Marcie had also, long ago, discovered was therapeutic - she pondered her conclusions. The items, for a certainty, could not be for any normal sized adult, for they were much too small. Nor did they seem appropriate for an abnormally sized adult, for, again, the proportions were incorrect. They were bigger then for a preschooler, and smaller then an adolescent, but just about the right size for a preteen. 
For a preteen girl, at that. For the chastity harness was most certainly for a female, and not a male. 
Could all this be for Courtney, she wondered? Marcie certainly remembered the child from her previous visits. A quiet, polite and smart-as-a-whip, tiny little snip of a girl. She’d be, what? Eight? Nine? From what Marcie recalled, these would still be overlarge for her, unless she’d shot up like a major weed in the last year. 
But who else could they be for? she wondered. 
And why? 
Actually, the ‘why’ was more puzzling to her then the ‘who’. It was, she supposed, distantly possible that Mistress Samantha wanted these for curiosity or display pieces. They’d be, after all, much easier to transport to parties and conventions then full-sized ones would be. However, if that were the case, then why put such a rush priority on them? 
She looked at the calendar and noted the date. Again, if memory correctly served her, hadn’t school summer vacation only just started a week or so ago? Did that have any bearing on things? 
Again she looked at her drawn, sketched figure, then at the completed restraints and partially-finished arm binder. In all the years she’d known Mistress Samantha, Marcie had never seen or heard anything that would indicate she had an interest in children. Oh, age-play yes. But not real children, no. 
Granted, Marcie hardly expected anyone that did have that interest to just casually banter that about. 
On the one hand Marcie, much like Mistress Samantha, sometimes whiled away idle hours daydreaming if-only-I-knew-then-what-I-know-now. For - again like Mistress Samantha - Marcie, too, had enjoyed playing tie-up games as a girl, and quite often wondered what things might have been like had she’d only known then what she did now. She knew this much for certain: had she found someone, back then, in the lifestyle, she would have happily and eagerly wanted to have been trained as a slave by them. 
And, while she hadn’t ever directly asked others, from conversations with them she had a pretty shrewd guess that more then a few felt the same way. So-o-o-o-o... on the one hand, she didn’t have a problem if Mistress Samantha was really teaching her daughter some things. Because Marcie knew, beyond any doubt, Mistress Samantha would only do that if Courtney wanted it. Had asked for it. 
No one that had ever spent any time with Mistress Samantha could ever mistake the deep and utter love she had for her child. So there was simply no way on Earth, or above or below, that she’d require or force Courtney into this. Hell, for that matter, even coax her into it. No. No, the only way would be if Courtney, herself, had asked. 
Of course, that then beggared the question of how and why Courtney had asked. Had she been innocently experimenting on her own, and discovered by her Mom? Well, if that had been what happened, at least Courtney wouldn’t have been critically humiliated by her Mom. 
Unlike what had happened to Marcie as a child who, when her parents had caught Marcie in her bedroom where she’d tied and gagged herself for fun, had made her feel like a sick, perverted freak. 
Even now, twenty-one years later, just the memory of that day made her feel intensely sick to her stomach. For years after that she’d felt like a pervert, yet couldn’t stop thinking the thoughts she did, couldn’t stop the feelings she felt when she had those thoughts. And, even now, there were times she questioned her sanity. 
She owed much of her recovery to Mistress Samantha herself. She’d been very patient and kind. Resolute when firmness was needed, and gentle when kindness was needed. 
So, no, Marcie didn’t think, for a moment, that if Courtney had been caught playing tie-up - either on her own or with playmates - that Mistress Samantha would have embarrassed her over that. No, she would have sat down with her daughter and patiently started explaining things to her. 
So, that might be the explanation, Marcie reasoned. Or, and far less likely, the scamp somehow managed to get into the playroom, or accidentally saw something she shouldn’t have seen. Peace in the Middle East was more likely then that, for Mistress Samantha was extremely careful to be discreet and private when her daughter was about. 
Running her fingers down the silky fur of Aphrodite Marcie leaned back, still pondering. Oddly enough, Marcie discovered she wasn’t as disturbed at the thought of Courtney being taught and/or trained as she thought she’d be. Granted, it was still a child (and Marcie had rather strong, if unrequited - so far - maternal instincts). But... if this was something she really and truly wanted? 
Heck, Marcie would have turned cartwheels and squealed in delight had someone made that offer to her at that age. Someone that understood her feelings? Accepted them?? 
Softly chuckling to herself Marcie started stitching the single sleeve glove, apologizing to Aphrodite at disturbing her. If all this really was for Courtney, well, then, she was a very lucky and fortunate girl, and Marcie envied her a great deal!   
Sasha really didn’t want to move. Not at all. Which was a very good thing, she wryly thought, considering she was stored away again in her cage. 
She hadn’t immediately been stored, but had been held and cuddled for a long time after her second orgasm. And it was a good thing Courtney had asked her Mom to carry Sasha, for she didn’t think she could have walked. Not without falling all over the place, anyway! 
Those had been exquisitely marvelous feelings! Even now she lightly shivered at the memory of them. She was utterly grateful to her Aunt for reassuring Sasha that everything was fine, and was even more grateful to Courtney for permitting Sasha to ask questions! Otherwise she didn’t think she would feel as relaxed and accepting about those orgasm feelings, remembering how scary that had felt her first time. 
Now that the last of the afterglow had faded, Sasha was aware of how tender her butt was. Not painfully so, no. And not really even sore or achy. Just quite sensitive, and Sasha knew why. 
She’d been paddled in a way she’d never ever been paddled before. And had certainly responded to that far differently then she ever had before, too! Oh, she’d still struggled and squealed, yes indeed. Even at the time it hadn’t been, well, pleasant. 
But it hadn’t hurt, either. Well, that wasn’t quite true. It just hadn’t hurt like it had all the other times. And it hadn’t just hurt, either. Which had been terribly confusing! 
Well, now she had a better understanding why that was so. She might not have understood most of what her Aunt had said, but she understood the most important part, at least where she was concerned, and that was, at times, something painful could feel pleasurable too. And while that still didn’t make any sense to her, Sasha assuredly couldn’t deny what she’d felt at the time. 
The only worrisome part of that whole lesson was discovering that she could, as a slave, be trained - conditioned - to desire pain over pleasure. To want - crave -- being hurt rather then excited and pleasured. And, although she really couldn’t see how that was possible, she accepted that as nothing but the pure truth, too. 
It sure didn’t help any that Courtney seemed fascinated now with paddling her. Well, paddling, strapping, cropping and lashing, too, she mentally corrected, unable to keep from gently squirming at the memories. Sasha had always equated spankings and paddlings with misdeeds, disobedience and punishments, and never something that was done, well, just for the heck of it! 
But all that could be done ‘just for the heck of it’. Simply because Courtney wanted to do it, and for no other reason. And Sasha couldn’t say or do anything about that. 
What would she do, what could she do, if Courtney decided to have her trained that way? 
Nothing. That’s what. 
A sob built up in her chest, about to burst free, when suddenly, like a soap bubble being popped, it vanished. Courtney could have had Sasha trained to squirm at just a word, she remembered, but had decided against doing that. Was this, then, any different? Sasha nibbled her full, soft lower lip as she considered that. It... didn’t seem different to Sasha, no. And she doubted it would seem different to Courtney either. 
Well, she hoped so, anyway. 
That still didn’t mean Courtney wouldn’t just have fun paddling her time and time again though, just to make her squirm, just to make her squeal and struggle. 
Oh, what was she to do!? 
Sasha still hadn’t figured that answer out when Courtney returned, looking quite cheerful and bouncy. She wasn’t carrying a tray or bowls, so she didn’t think it was lunchtime yet. And, as she also couldn’t think of anyway she’d been disobedient, Sasha didn’t think lunch was going to be denied her. So, what could it be? More training? More play? More... she gulped... paddlings and stuff? 
She scurried out on hands and knees when Courtney unlocked the back of the cage and told her to crawl out. Then stood in ‘Leash’ at seeing the leash in Courtney’s hand. Then meekly followed, this time in picture-perfect posture as Courtney started walking off. 
They didn’t go far, just up to the second room on the left up from the cell room, where all the exercise equipment was, and the kitchen and laundry too. 
And the tanning bed, Sasha remembered, as Courtney stopped next to it. For a moment Sasha forgot, then abruptly dropped to her knees, as she hadn’t verbally been told to follow and so was supposed to kneel when coming to a stop. She hoped Courtney understood it was a true goof, and not an act of defiance or rebellion, for Sasha really didn’t want another paddling or strapping any time soon! 
“I’ve given it some thought Twerp,” Courtney said, “and I’ve decided how I want my slave tanned.” 
No matter that she feared a paddling, that set Sasha on edge, once again graphically reminded she was considered nothing more then Courtney’s property! Her grass-green eyes glittered with impotent anger, and she bit her tongue to keep from saying a word. 
“I think you’ll look pretty awesome tanned all over,” Courtney continued and, even through her anger, Sasha found herself intrigued. One good thing out of that would be her ability to preen around her girl classmates, showing off just how far down her tan really went, and teasing them about having so much white skin left. They’d be so jealous of Sasha! 
“It’s a twenty minute bed, so that means you get to lie down inside for twenty minutes,” Courtney explained. “‘Cept to start, today it’ll only be ten, until we see how you respond. I don’t want you getting a burn or anything.” 
Well, Sasha was happy to hear that, as she didn’t want a sunburn either! 
“Every day for the next seven to ten days, until your tan is how I want it to look,” Courtney said -- and again Sasha turned mulish and sulky at that. Indeed! How Courtney wanted it to look!? - “I’ll have my slave tan. After that, just a day or two a week should keep you tanned like I want.” 
At that Courtney punched out the code to the lock holding the tanning bed door closed, then lifted it up with a soft grunt. “Climb up,” she told Sasha, and Sasha heard it for the order it was. Muttering to herself, but mindful not to make a sound doing so, Sasha slithered up, onto, then into the tanning bed. Before she could lie back, Courtney held out a small pair of goggles. “Put these on Twerp, so you don’t hurt your eyes.” 
Silently taking them from Courtney Sasha slipped them on over her eyes. They were rather small, which was a good thing, she thought as she finally lay down on her back. Because otherwise she’d look awful weird and goofy having two round, stark white patches over her eyes! 
And then she abruptly sat upright, little fingers brushing against the collar at her throat, then staring wide-eyed at the cuffs around wrists and ankles before staring at Courtney. “Oh poop!” Courtney said, looking sheepish, “I almost forgot about those!” Sasha sighed with relief as Courtney started unlocking and removing the cuffs. 
But that was all she removed, stepping back after taking those four off but leaving the collar still on. 
“Mmmm?” Sasha softly whined, having tried - and failed -- catching Courtney’s attention by silently shaking and jerking her head. 
Courtney just gave Sasha a firm, hard look. “The collar stays on,” she bluntly said. “Don’t even, ever, think about it coming off. Understand?” 
Sasha swallowed, hard, at the sudden intense firmness of Courtney’s voice. A moment of rebuttal rose... the vanished. Unlike the cuffs, or anything else they might put on Sasha, that collar had a very special, very particular meaning. And she knew it, too. 
It marked her as a slave. As Courtney’s slave, to be precise. And it wasn’t going to ever come off until the very last day of summer. 
But she was going to look so ridiculous being a nice golden bronze all over - and she knew it would be all over, too! -- except for a dazzling white circle around her neck! Couldn’t Courtney understand that!? 
Courtney did, of course, understand. Although she wasn’t about to inform her slave she did. She still hadn’t figured out just what she might do about it; she could always, she supposed, have Twerp tan for a straight week without the collar right at the end of summer vacation. Although, to be honest, that thought didn’t appeal to her. Having the collar off, that is. One way or another Courtney would figure something out. And she knew that, whatever it was that she finally decided, Mom would simply go along with her decision. 
It wasn’t until Courtney meaningfully tapped the riding crop hanging from her little gold chain belt that Sasha finally swallowed and lay back. She wasn’t at all happy about this now but, once again, that didn’t seem to matter. 
Courtney carefully lowered the lid down, then set the timer for ten minutes. According to Mom, some people showed visible signs of tanning after only two sessions, and Courtney was curiously eager to find out of Twerp was one of them. 
Part of her wanted to keep Twerp her normal, fair, pale, creamy complexion. For the simple reason her blushes showed up quite vivid in comparison... as did her paddled butt! But she also enjoyed, a great deal, the idea and concept that she could ‘decorate’ her slave however she pleased, and Courtney really didn’t have all that many options at her disposal. Tanning was one of them, though, and so she decided to tan her slave. 
Today was being ever so much more fun then the last two days had been! Even if she hadn’t had a chance to spank Twerp with all the things she’d wanted to use. Considering Courtney had had to be calibrated beforehand with them, she was rather eager to get her own licks in, as it were. 
Well, there was heaps more she could still do, and lots more Twerp needed to be shown and introduced to. And, after her tanning session, then a quick shower and lunch, she was gonna start learning lots more stuff! 
Samantha sat at the kitchen table, cradling her coffee mug between her hands. She wished she had someone to confide in, someone to talk to. But, she didn’t. And couldn’t, even if she had. 
The line she’d known had existed, and feared walking over, had indeed been crossed. There was simply no way, any longer, events could be interpreted as simply a rather rigid, strict punishment. No way certain things could be viewed as merely a more ‘advanced’ form of ‘playing doctor’. 
Crossed, that line certainly had been, and Samantha couldn’t see any way of returning. Not now. 
It might take days (although Samantha highly doubted it would take even that long) but, soon enough, Twerp would start yearning to feel the things she’d felt this morning. And, as she - as a slave - was prohibited from self-touching, there’d be only one outlet for relief. How long it would take any remaining inhibitions to yield before then Samantha wasn’t positive. But, she was sure it would happen. 
And that wasn’t even considering Courtney who, at the moment, was like a yearling colt ready to go galloping across the paddock. Samantha didn’t see any real way of reining that enthusiasm in and, as Twerp was her slave, unless Courtney wanted to do something harmful, Samantha couldn’t even restrict Courtney’s wishes. 
On top of that was Twerp herself. She was, finally, starting to understand and accept her own budding, blossoming desires. Granted, off the top of her head Samantha couldn’t think of any other person who, as a child, went in less then two weeks from first discovery to full-blown involvement. But that’s what had happened to Twerp, and truly, her only real resistance and rebellion had been against the rules, and not so much against what was being done. 
Well, for the most part, anyway. 
The only real way to put on the brakes would be to bring things to a complete halt. Which would infuriate Courtney - and rightly so - and do nothing at all to curb or abate Twerp’s budding, developing sexuality. 
And sexuality it was, and no way Samantha could spin doctor that. This went beyond a childish game to her. Beyond a fascination or attraction. The problem was, as Samantha saw it, was that she’d never really had time to discern just how deep that allure went, how much a part of her nature it truly had been. And she was well aware that, as the training continued, it would be difficult, if not impossible, to determine if how Twerp was responding was because of her own, innate desires being carefully cultivated and matured, or if those desires had been, instead, implanted and inculcated in her. 
It was that old argument all over again: nature versus nurture. Was being submissive Twerp’s true nature? Or was that slowly being implanted inside her? That same question could be put forth regarding how she responded to being bound. Although, there, Samantha did have some reasonable proof that Twerp already was predisposed to getting excited and aroused by that. She’d certainly been when Samantha had first discovered her Friday morning! 
Elbows braced atop the table Samantha lowered her face into her palms and groaned. Ruth didn’t need any additional aggravations or complications in her life right now! How was she going to explain all this to her sister? 
Ruth? Hey listen. As you know Sasha’s been turning into a rather obnoxious brat. I know it’s not your fault, but I also know neither of us wants her growing up that way either. So, since she stumbled into my hidden playroom - you know, the one I’ve never told you about? - I decided to punish her by making her a slave all summer. And everything’s just fine now. She’s quite polite, well mannered and obedient... and also gets horny as Hell at the thought of being bound and gagged. Oh, did I mention she gets off on being spanked and paddled now, too? 
Oh my yes, wouldn’t that be a fun conversation! 
And just what was going to happen at the end of the summer? Somehow Samantha couldn’t envision Twe... Sasha simply going home, happy as a lark at having all this come to an abrupt, screeching halt. Never being tied up again. Never being played with again. 
She’d known, known, damn it, that once this Pandora’s Box was opened there was no closing the lid again! There was no way anyone could expect Sasha to simply turn everything back off and return to how she was. That was as asinine to expect happening as demanding an adolescent to slip backwards through puberty and become a child again! 
Samantha could always promise Sasha that she’d have all this again next summer, even if only for a month. But that wasn’t going to help, either. Ask her to go an entire nine months before she could experience any of this again? And, after that month, have to wait an entire eleven months until the time after that? She didn’t know too many adults with that sort of patience. 
Ruth was going to kill her, Samantha knew. And she couldn’t blame her at all. 
And none of this was even touching yet another raw wound, and that was how Samantha was reacting to things. 
Logically she was cognizant that Sasha was her niece. That hadn’t changed, and never would. But what had changed was how she’d been looking at Twerp, the slave. 
It had been a slow, gradual metamorphosis, but one as implacable as the changing of the seasons. From an innocent, ingenue brat to a sensual, erotic, sexy slave. Samantha couldn’t help now, most times, at getting turned on when she looked at Twerp. Couldn’t help wanting to touch and caress, tease and fondle. Hell, spank and paddle, bind and plug, too! 
Had there been a touch of that, even days ago? she wondered. Had she ordered all those things strictly for Twerp, or as much for Courtney and herself as for the slave? Samantha really didn’t know, and couldn’t even begin to guess. Head still cradled in her hands Samantha wryly chuckled. At least Courtney didn’t mind sharing her ‘toy’, it seemed. Now, wouldn’t that be a fine kettle of fish, if Courtney started getting possessively jealous and wanted to keep her slave all to herself? 
The Aunt was battling with the Mistress, and the Mistress was using every dirty trick she knew. More and more Samantha felt her iron resolve rusting and crumbling away with every passing second. 
And up to now Twerp had been mostly stored in her cage. What was she going to do, to feel, now that the little slave was going to be out and about, and played with more often? 
Sasha let the pounding warm spray beat against her upturned face. Her muscles were still sore and achy, but the morning exercises had, at least, loosened the stiffness up a lot. She’d much rather be soaking in a steamy, hot tub of water but... as it wasn’t her choice... 
And it didn’t help knowing that, just on the other side of that wall was, not only a huge bathtub, but a whirlpool Jacuzzi too! 
Still and all, this beat being chained to the wall and scrubbed down with ice water. Sasha had never forgotten that warning, and wasn’t ever likely to do so either. 
The tanning bed had felt very nice, made her skin feel so warm all over. She would have enjoyed it a whole lot more, though, if she hadn’t had to wear this stinky collar while tanning. 
Huge emerald eyes tightly closed against the spray beating down Sasha pensively frowned at that thought. She hardly ever noticed the collar any more. Which was awful weird, considering it was quite sturdy and a good half pound or more of steel. About the only times she was conscious of it being locked around her neck was when she showered and actually wound up touching it. 
The cuffs were a little harder to ignore, since she could actually see them. But, those, too, she frequently overlooked, unless in her immediate attention... like when they were locked together and binding her. 
The same went for her lack of clothing. Or, perhaps better described as ‘enforced nudity’. It had been very difficult, that first day, to keep from blushing like a sunset the entire time, since she was very starkly conscious of being naked. Sasha supposed that, if they’d made an issue out of that, like, perhaps, teasing her about being naked the whole time, she’d still feel mortified and ashamed. 
But, they hadn’t. And, in fact, it didn’t even seem as if they noticed she was naked! 
And again, unless certain things prompted her to actually notice it - like going to take a shower and realizing she didn’t have to get undressed first - Sasha had stopped being conscious of her nakedness. 
Was she really getting used to things like they said she would? she wondered. Or was she actually being brainwashed and indoctrinated? It was impossible to tell for sure one way or the other. And, in the end, it didn’t really matter, for the result was the same: slowly yet surely Sasha was starting to adapt. 
Somehow, even though she’d fought, struggled and resisted, she was adapting. 
Turning around she let the pounding water beat against achy shoulders and back. Adapting in some areas, she grudgingly admitted, but certainly not in others! There was more to life then her existing merely to please Courtney, Mistress or no! 
Although, she even more reluctantly conceded, it probably couldn’t and wouldn’t hurt to be nice to her now and then. 
She wished she could have asked more questions earlier this morning. She’d had so many she really wanted answered. But at least she’d managed to ask the really important ones -- which was good, because she was no longer permitted to speak again -- and had been much relieved at the replies. 
Stunned, too, at some of them. Like finding out her Aunt got wet and stuff just like Sasha did. And wanted to play with her like Courtney had been doing, too! 
She still didn’t like being forced into all this. And as a punishment, too! She’d have an easier time dealing with all of this, she thought, if she knew it was only for a week or something, and not the whole summer! At least that way she could have looked at this as some sort of really super-involved game rather then the reality it clearly was. 
Like the cage. She was getting used to it by now, but ‘used to it’ wasn’t the same as liking it. Sasha could have tolerated that confinement much better if she knew it was only for a few days, or even a week. But never knowing how long something was gonna be, or what lay around the corner for her, was unnerving. 
She wanted her freedom back. Her independence back. The joy of being able to sleep as long as she wanted, when she wanted, where and how she wanted. To eat when she was hungry, and not just when she was fed. To pee when she had to, and not have to anxiously wait for someone to come let her out and take her to the bathroom! She’d taken so many things for granted and, now that she no longer had them, she missed them so badly it ached inside her. 
Sasha softly groaned as the pleasant warmth of the shower seeped into her body. Nevertheless, even with all the awful things she was having to endure, there had also been some truly marvelous, unanticipated surprises too. Like orgasms! 
Ooooooooh! Those had felt soooo wonderful! And Courtney had let her have them! 
Sasha suddenly blinked at that, another frowny thoughtful look on her face. Well, she hadn’t, exactly, let her have that first one, no. It was more a case of Courtney forcing Sasha to have one. Just as she forced Sasha to squirm. But, that second one? 
No matter how Sasha looked at it, she couldn’t help but think Courtney had given that one to Sasha. Let her enjoy it for no other reason then wanting Sasha to feel that glowy nice again. Because Sasha would like that, and not because Courtney had wanted doing that to her. 
Deeply sighing Sasha faced the spray again, letting it pound against little budding breasts, chest and tummy. Just when she’d thought she was starting to figure things out, more things came along to confuse her! 
Because, just as bewildering to her now was something else. It had been made very clear to her, in no uncertain and in absolutely unmistakable terms, that she was being punished. Penalized and disciplined for being such a rotten, disobedient brat by being made a slave for the entire summer. And, while they hadn’t come right out and said so, it was pretty clear to Sasha the reason she was Courtney’s slave was the awful way she’d been treating her little cousin. 
And while that deeply rankled, upset and offended Sasha, having that doom sentenced upon her, she couldn’t help notice other things. Her Aunt had, obviously enough, figured out certain things had a fascinating appeal to Sasha. Huh, no surprise there, she thought, considering how she’d been found and what she’d looked like at the time. 
Sasha had a sneaky suspicion that some of the things she was learning or being taught weren’t strictly necessary for being punished as a slave all summer long. For instance, at least half the slave positions she’d been shown and taught weren’t needed. Sasha could see where requiring kneeling in Tower, standing upright, and even being leash-led, were something a slave would have to do; if, for no other reason, only so they never forgot that they were a slave. Moreover, while she didn’t like considering the punishment poses, those did had a specific purpose behind them. But the others? 
The only purpose Sasha could see for kneeling in Nadu - the kneeling pose with her legs spread wide -- was to expose herself. And the same went for all the ‘display’ postures. It was demeaning enough being forced, required, to remain naked. But even that she could somewhat accept at face value, and for the reason she’d been given. But those other slave positions? Nu-uh! No way! 
Those only existed to suggestively show her off; sexually, Sasha was dimly starting to understand. And that went wayyyy past simply punishing Sasha for her past misbehavior. 
So why were they doing that? Didn’t they know how wrong that was? 
Except Sasha was starting to wonder if it really was wrong after all. Granted, everything she’d learned in the past, everything she’d been told and taught, indicated and implied that sex and sexual stuff were wrong. Well, wrong, at least, until you were grown up... which Sasha definitely wasn’t, no matter how much she might imperiously declare she was. 
But neither of them were acting as if there was anything at all wrong about what was happening. Or how Sasha was reacting and responding. 
Then she stilled as yet another thought occurred to her. What would her Mom think of all this, if and when she found out? ‘Jeez’, Sasha thought, ‘she’d have kittens! She’d go ballistic!’ 
Sasha hadn’t thought much of her Mom lately, the rift between them having grown quite wide. But she thought about her now, and wondered what she’d think about Sasha these days, and everything that was being done to her. It didn’t matter how close Mom and Aunt Samantha were, she’d go off like a cannon and rip her Aunt to shreds, up one side and down the other, literally flaying her. She’d be furious and outraged, for sure! 
Wouldn’t she? Sasha suddenly wondered. 
Just because Sasha hadn’t spoken to her Mom so far since she arrived, didn’t necessarily mean her Aunt hadn’t done so. Was the reason she was so unconcerned about how Sasha felt, was because she’d already talked to her sister and got her approval for all this?? 
She almost had to have done that, Sasha reasoned. Because sure as anything Sasha wasn’t happy with being made a slave, and sure wasn’t planning on not raising a fuss once they let her go. Heck, if she could somehow get to a phone she’d be calling her Mom faster’n greased lighting! 
Did her Mom really know, she wondered. And, if she did... did she really care, one way or another? Just the thought of her Mom shrugging her shoulders and saying, ‘I don’t care, do whatever you want with her,’ made Sasha feel sick to her stomach. She knew that their relationship had badly deteriorated, but the thought of her Mom just giving up on her made her eyes fill with hot, thick tears. 
Gustily sighing and wiping unshed tears from her eyes with the back of her wrists Sasha started soaking her hair. Just when she could really use some time to think about things, now, of all times, she wasn’t going to be stored for the day! As much as being caged drove her stark raving mad with boredom and confinement, Sasha really wished she had some quiet, alone time to consider things. 
By now she’d figured out Aunt Samantha had really meant what she’d said that first day, about Sasha being a slave for the summer; both that it would last the whole summer, and that Sasha really was going to be treated as a slave. Because that’s what she was now, and that’s how her Aunt and little cousin viewed her. She hadn’t thought they were serious at the time, but now she believed it. 
Just how far was this going to go? she wondered. Just what more is going to happen to me? And why? Already things had gone much much further then she’d thought this punishment sentence would go. Then again, she had very limited experience in matters, so she truly didn’t have any idea just how much more complex and detailed being trained as a slave could get, and she knew that, too. 
But, Aunt Samantha sure knew all about stuff like that. Moreover, what had she told Sasha that very first morning? Oh yes. 
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. 
Even now, three whole days later, just remembering that whispered voice made Sasha deeply shiver. Somehow Aunt Samantha knew - wasn’t guessing, but knew - just what Sasha had been -- and still was -- feeling inside. And, although she’d been absolutely, lividly furious with Sasha for breaking into her secret rooms, not once had she ever appeared angry or mad at why Sasha had kept coming down. At what Sasha felt. What she wanted. How she responded. 
Although she’d showered this morning Sasha used both soap and shampoo. She might not be dirty with soil, but she’d sweated quite a bit, and had certainly slobbered and creamed! 
The soap, shampoo, washcloth and towel still weren’t what Sasha was used to using, or wanted to use. However, they were infinitely better then what she’d had the last two days. She wondered just what she was expected to do in order to earn even better items. If it was kissing Courtney’s pussy again, well, she’d just better get used to using what she had! 
Although... 
...that hadn’t really been all that bad. It wasn’t at all disgusting or revolting, like she’d first thought it would be. Actually, it really hadn’t been bad at all. Well, except at the end, when Courtney had started getting wet, that is. And, even then, it hadn’t been bad, gross or disgusting. But she still wasn’t going to kiss there when Courtney was wet! 
And that, too, was just another mark of how radically all this had shifted from just a simple, if rather severe and outré, punishment. All the touching stuff, all the playing stuff, went into an area Sasha innately understood was somewhere she was too young to go. 
Well, supposedly too young, she reconsidered. If her body could orgasm, obviously she wasn’t too young or little for some things! 
Besides, no matter how livid her Aunt had been Sasha instinctively knew, and never once doubted, she’d never, ever do anything to Sasha that was harmful or bad. So if things were still progressing the way they were, her Aunt must be sure it was OK for Sasha that they did. 
Thinking about her earlier orgasms, and all the nice touches that went with the second one, Sasha suddenly blinked. What would it feel like if she was kissed there? On her pussy? Like she’d done to Courtney. Goosebumps raced up and down slender lithe limbs, small puffy nipples immediately tightened, as she pondered that. 
Those thoughts occupied her as she washed and shampooed, as she dried off and brushed her hair. She still hated the necessity of ponytailing her hair, but she never hesitated doing it. They might be easing up on her a little bit, but Sasha didn’t doubt, not for an instant, that if she messed up at all with her hair, on purpose or by accident, all the tears and apologies in the world wouldn’t keep them from cutting her hair into a pageboy. 
She was right, too. 
Just like Courtney wouldn’t hesitate at all returning all that really crappy stuff if she failed to put her toiletries away and clean up after herself. Oh, how Sasha hated feeling impotent! But she’d already tried pushing those limits, and had learned, the hard way, what the consequences of doing that were. 
Pretty awful. 
Sasha considered something else as she brushed her hair and cleaned up. Something Courtney had yelled at her during her temper tantrum that first morning. 
...but with everything you did, instead of getting just punished, you’re also getting what you wanted! You’re getting to have fun with your punishment! 
Was some of this actually fun? she wondered. So far, for the most part, she’d have to say no. No, it sure wasn’t fun. There was nothing fun about being caged morning, noon and night. Nothing fun about being paddled and strapped. Nothing fun about laying on your tummy and lapping up oatmeal and water from bowls while your hands were cuffed and locked together behind your back. 
Except... 
...Again Sasha’s small, pink, puffy nipples tightened and tingled. Except it wasn’t utter and complete misery and suffering either. She was being treated exactly as a real slave would be treated and, although Sasha refused to accept she was a slave, that didn’t change the fact that she was one. Nothing would change that. 
And deep in her mind she knew that. Knew that she could balk and refuse. Complain and resist. Struggle and fight. And still... 
...she’d be just a slave. A real slave. No joke, no game, no fooling. 
And because she was aware of that, no matter how deeply buried in her psyche that was, she couldn’t ever completely deny it. And, somehow, that was changing even the truly dreadful, awful things into something more then simply appalling and loathsome. 
The fact that both her Aunt and little cousin liked Sasha being their slave was something to consider, too. Even though this was meant as punishment for Sasha, they actually liked having her as their slave! Well, actually Courtney’s slave, anyway, to be technical. But they liked, approved, enjoyed and delighted in having Sasha as a slave. 
It was very difficult to buck the yoke when she knew that. Their praises and admiration made her feel special inside, made her feel warm and glowy, because she knew that those were utterly genuine and sincere. They had no need to praise; Sasha was just a slave, after all. All they really needed to do was scold and punish when Sasha rebelled and disobeyed. They didn’t have to praise her when she did well. Or even when she just tried as hard as she could. 
Sasha still vividly remembered how she felt inside when Courtney praised Sasha’s attempt at remaining in position for the punishment strap. Even through her dread and absolute horror, positive she’d one more strapping coming, Courtney’s praise at her attempt at staying in position had broken past that terror and made Sasha feel so incredibly warm and wriggly inside. 
Although she was almost as bright as Courtney was, Sasha wasn’t aware of the differences between negative aversion and positive reinforcement training and conditioning, or even that such existed in the first place. Moreover, even if she had been aware, there really wasn’t any way that she could have resisted either when they were responsibly, repetitively used on her. 
Especially when Samantha was very, very good at training slaves. 
Sasha was starting to get hungry now. Except for breakfast this morning, meals had been pretty light, and her hunger came faster, and more intense, then she was used to feeling. She wondered if it would still be oatmeal - and, if so, whether it would be plain and cold again, or hot and fixed up like this morning - or something else. It was decidedly restrictive having to wait to be fed, instead of just getting food when you were hungry! 
Finished with bathing and grooming Sasha padded into the locker area, fastening and relocking the cuffs again before kneeling in Tower. She was starting to get used to kneeling now, but the position was still a strain on her ankles. She wished she could position her feet differently then required to do, and longed for some way to convey that desire to Courtney. 
Well, so far her credits seemed to outweigh her debts, so Sasha nervously made a decision. And, when Courtney finally strolled inside, Sasha took a very deep and nervous breath before whispering, “Mistress?” 
She’d rather have cut her throat then call Courtney that. But, seeing as how she was breaking a rule to start with by even speaking up, Sasha decided it was worth attempting to mitigate any potential punishment by addressing Courtney that way. 
Courtney’s step actually faltered at Sasha’s speaking up. That was so totally unexpected. For an instant her expression was fierce, cold and stern, but almost instantly shifted in puzzled curiosity. It must be something important if her slave spoke up! 
“You know you’re gonna be gagged for that, yes?” Courtney stated, and Sasha simply nodded, keeping her eyes downcast. 
‘Huh,’ Courtney thought, surprised. ‘I wasn’t expecting that!’ “What’s so important that it’s worth being gagged?” she finally asked. 
“I’m not complaining,” Sasha said, speaking in a very soft voice, and still keeping her eyes focused on the floor right in front of her. “But, would it be possible, please, if, when I kneel, I could have my feet different?” 
“Uuuuuh,” Courtney faltered, a bit taken aback both at the request and at how softly and politely Twerp was speaking. “What do you mean?” she finally asked. 
‘Well, that’s a good sign,’ Sasha thought, since Courtney did, at least, let her ask her question. She would have hated paying the price of being gagged without having asked it! “When I kneel I’m supposed to have my feet straight out under me,” she explained, “and my butt tight against my heels.” Although Sasha couldn’t see, Courtney nodded at that as she listened. “That puts my insteps on the floor and stretches them out. It gets pretty uncomfortable after just a little while.” 
“So?” Courtney asked, but not sounding impatient or uncaring, just simply puzzled and curious. 
“Could I, maybe, instead,” Sasha asked, still in a soft, low voice, and seething a bit inside at the necessity to sound so meek and servile, “shift my feet? So they rest on their outsides with the toes pointing in, and my butt pressed against the insides of my feet?” 
Courtney nibbled her tiny pinky nail as she considered that. “Show me what you mean,” she finally said, then watched as her slave wriggled a bit and adjusted her position. Walking around behind her Courtney peered down. “Huh,” she muttered, “I see what you mean now.” 
Indeed she did, for Courtney, when she kneeled (as she often did for the additional height that gave her when she sat at a table) knelt just like that herself. It was very comfy kneeling like that, too. 
She thought about asking her Mom first, then paused in mid-thought. Mom might have taught Twerp all those positions, true, but Twerp was her slave. If Courtney decided she didn’t want to fuss with all those positions - which wasn’t the case at all; she thought they were all way awesomely cool - then she could just do away with any, or all, of them. 
Granted, for such a major change like that she should probably ask Mom first before going ahead, but this wasn’t a significant change. It was just a tiny alteration. And one that made sense, too. 
“Yeah, sure,” Courtney said after a few moments, then decided that sounded too diffident and hesitant and not at all Mistress-ey. “Yes Twerp, that will be how you do it from now on,” she tacked on in a much firmer tone. Then, after another few moments added, “That was a good suggestion. Thank you for making it.” 
Sasha heaved a silent sigh of relief. She hadn’t been sure if Courtney would agree to it or not, let alone certain Courtney would have even let her ask it to start with. It seemed she was actually pleased Sasha had asked but, as she found out a few minutes later, pleased or not Courtney still wound up gagging her. 
As it was only a single strip of duct tape over the lips it wasn’t terribly bad, although Sasha still was highly incensed when the tape was applied. Sheesh! What was she supposed to do if she had a really important question? Just keep her yap zipped? 
Evidently so, it seemed, which didn’t seem at all fair. 
It was also pretty useless as a gag, too, she realized only moments later. Although, as a reminder or deterrent it might be effective. No sooner had Courtney smoothed the tape in place then Sasha started wiggling her lips back and forth and in and out. When Courtney wasn’t watching, of course. No fool was she! Within several seconds, she’d started feeling the tape pull free from her lower lip and chin, although it still stuck to her cheeks and upper lip. 
She stopped playing with the tape when Courtney brought up the leash, rising to her small feet when Courtney held it out and standing to be leashed like ‘a good little slave’, then padded along when led off. After the first few steps, she started working her lips and small jaw again, defiantly determined to pry as much of the tape loose as she could. 
She softly snorted in contemptuous disdain at how easy the tape was to work loose, but there was only an expression of complete guileless innocence when Courtney peered back to see what the sound had been for. 
As she followed along behind Courtney Sasha realized that, even though she remained miffed and annoyed at being gagged - especially when it was as useless and pointless as it was -- she was, nevertheless, still walking in reasonably perfect posture. Sasha almost decided to slack a bit as yet another touch of rebellious defiance, something that would make her feel that she still had some control over things. But she decided against that for two reasons. 
One was that she didn’t doubt at all that, should Courtney observe her doing so, this time she wouldn’t pretend not to notice, waiting to see just how far Sasha would push things. No, this time she’d most likely land on her like a ton of bricks. And there were far too many ‘bricks’ in her arsenal to risk playing around like that. 
The other reason was something that had dimly started percolating in her mind since that first day, and had seemed to grow clearer since this morning. As far as Sasha had been concerned, enforced nudity and displayed postures were demeaning and embarrassing. And her first, subjective reaction considered that degrading, shameful and humiliating as well. 
Well, she still felt they were embarrassing and demeaning. It wasn’t that she was overly shy, self-conscious or overly modest, but there was something about traipsing about naked as a jaybird while everyone else was dressed that made her feel even more naked. If that made sense. 
Especially since it was everywhere, and all the time. She’d feel less embarrassed if in a more familiar setting for being nude, like a bedroom or bathroom. But it was everywhere! 
And it was still demeaning, too. But not, she was slowly understanding, and accepting, in a cruelly negatively way. It really wasn’t degrading, nor did she actually feel that way. It was, however, demeaning in the sense she felt, somehow, inferior; subservient and subordinate. 
As for those being shameful or humiliating, well... it could only be shameful if Sasha had a choice. Which she didn’t. And since she wasn’t being mocked, scorned or belittled, her embarrassment, really, hadn’t ever shifted over into true humiliation. 
But now there was even something else being added to that stew. Sasha had been so utterly embarrassed and mortified during her first slave training session, when she’d had to assume ‘Tower’ for the very first time and realized what she’d look like. And, even if she hadn’t comprehended, being outright instructed to ‘...push that chest up and out. Proudly show off your breasts,’ had been pretty clear and pointed! 
She’d had a very difficult time doing that, and most of the rest that followed that afternoon, but Courtney had said something that had startled Sasha. And she’d never really forgotten it, even though she hadn’t overly dwelled on it either. 
Courtney had sharply scolded Sasha when she’d self-consciously hunched over, telling her she’d been very pretty and graceful when she was a girl instead of a slave. And that she hadn’t had any trouble wanting to show off her boobies then. The awful truth was, is that Courtney had been right. Ever since she’d first started developing, Sasha had felt inordinately proud and pleased at having breasts, no matter how small they might currently be. Because she, at least, had something! 
And, if she wanted to be completely truthful, she did enjoy being looked at. Admired. She liked that a lot, and so had started making changes in her appearance, posture and dress to gain even more stares and looks. Sasha knew dog gone well that she was looked at, especially when she wore snug clingy tops and walked around with her little chest proudly pushed up and out. Why, sometimes you could have even seen the outline of her nipples through the fabric! 
Now, why it was embarrassing to have her Aunt and cousin look at her she didn’t know. Maybe it was because she was naked. Or maybe because she just didn’t have a choice about that or how she had to pose. Like, it was one thing to want to have people look at you and admire you, and another to have no choice about that, and had to intentionally show yourself off! 
The interesting thing, though... was it seemed both of them liked looking at her. At her, for herself. Not finding amusement at her predicament and forced, exposed displaying - although there was some of that, she knew - but simply enjoyed looking at her. 
They liked what they saw, true: a disobedient girl being punished by having been made a slave. They enjoyed the ‘what’ and ‘why’, yes. But they also liked the ‘who’, too. They liked looking at Sasha, they thought she looked pretty. Even sexy! 
That actually was a rather heady sensation, realizing that. Understanding that both her Aunt and cousin thought Sasha looked pretty and beautiful and sexy. That they liked looking at her all naked and bare, and even got a thrill from that. Even got aroused by her appearance and body! 
Sasha felt herself preening at that understanding. She hadn’t - quite - become so vain as to be narcissistic, but she did like admiration for her looks and appearance. Just as many girls her age did. But, unlike those girls, she didn’t have to worry about things like modesty, propriety, decorum or appropriateness. Or anything else, for that matter. She was free to simply be. 
For a change, she relaxed somewhat while being led. And, in relaxing, actually stood straighter. Taller. Prouder. She didn’t exactly strut or swagger, but there was a touch of both in her stride. She wasn’t ashamed of her body or how it looked. And, while she might not have ever willingly chosen to prance around stark naked, well, that choice hadn’t been hers to make, had it? 
Courtney led her to the exercise/kitchen/laundry room door, and only then did Sasha realize that she’d been reflexively working at loosening the tape that entire time. By now it wasn’t sticking at all anywhere over her mouth, and only remained attached at the edges of the tape atop her cheeks. It was only then that Sasha felt an abrupt surge of guilt. 
All this time she’s been aggrieved at how unfair it had been gagging her for needing to ask a question. But it hadn’t been because she’s needed to ask, but because she’d spoken. And, while that might not be fair... it was just. 
Time and time again she’d had hammered home that actions begot consequences, whether positive ones or negative ones. The rule for speaking had been very clear: say one word, make even a single sound, and she’d be immediately gagged. What was the point of having a rule, if it wasn’t going to be enforced? What was the purpose of setting lines and limits, if they kept being changed all the time? 
Maybe Courtney had felt bad about having to gag Sasha but, as a rule had been broken, she’d no choice but enforce the penalty. But... she did have a choice on how she chose to do that, and she’d chosen a gag that, really, didn’t do anything to gag at all. So ineffective, in fact, that Sasha had, quite easily, unsealed her lips without ever needing to use her hands. 
And instead of being grateful and understanding, Sasha had abused that kindness and understanding. By working the tape loose instead of just dealing with - what was, any way she chose to look at it, a very trivial thing - it. 
If Courtney discovered what Sasha had done out of spite and spleen, she’d undoubtedly be angry and furious. But she’d probably also be hurt, too, and for some reason understanding that made Sasha’s tummy feel sick all of a sudden. 
“Mmffpphh?” 
Courtney turned around just as she was about to open the door to the room, looking quite startled at Twerp making a sound. Then very pale, honey blonde brows lifted when Twerp tipped her chin up a little then started making little jerks back and forth with her head. She couldn’t figure out what was the matter; Twerp was acting like she wanted or needed the gag off, but sheesh! It was only a single piece of tape after all! 
Stepping up close to her slave Courtney asked, “What’s the matter Twerp? Is something wrong?” 
Twerp’s cheeks had the softest of blushes to them as she nodded. Then Courtney’s huge gray eyes rounded a bit as Twerp exhaled... through her mouth, puffing out and whistling through the sides of the tape which was, Courtney could now see, was plainly loose and no longer sticking. “It came loose, huh?” she asked, even as she reached up and resealed the tape with tiny fingers, smoothing it back down and flat again. 
Sasha just nodded. Well, she wasn’t fibbing; the tape had come loose. It just had had, well, help doing that. 
Courtney warmly smiled once she’d finished pressing the tape back down snug. “Thank you Twerp,” she brightly chirped, “for letting me know.” And, at hearing Courtney’s sincere praise, instead of silently gloating over fooling and deceiving her naive, gullible little cousin, Sasha felt like a total heel instead. Which wasn’t at all like her! 
She felt even worse when, no sooner had Courtney led her inside then she walked her right over to Aunt Samantha, who was standing over by the kitchenette counter, proudly informing her Mom how good her slave had been for letting Courtney know her tape gag had come loose. Even Aunt Samantha had looked pleased! 
Somehow, that little victory of defiance now tasted like ashes in her mouth, and Sasha wished she’d never tampered with the tape at all. She still felt so horrid and ashamed it didn’t register, at first, that Courtney had unclipped the leash and left her standing there with her Aunt. 
Until Aunt Samantha, with a soft cough, got her attention. And then Sasha wondered what new thing was in store for her now.
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Sasha stood silently in ‘stand’ position next to her Aunt; Courtney having left her there, and who now walked over to the dining table and sat down. It was a good thing, Sasha thought, she was supposed to keep her gaze looking downwards, as she didn’t want to meet Aunt Samantha’s eyes at the moment. She still felt abjectly miserable at her duplicity with Courtney. And the fact that both Courtney and Aunt Samantha were pleased and proud of Sasha for something they’d thought she’d done when, in fact, she’d intentionally messed it up, made her feel even worse. 
Samantha’s soft yet warm smile slowly faded, replaced by a puzzled then thoughtful expression. Twerp should be looking pleased as punch for doing something good, yet her entire posture radiated unhappiness. It wasn’t anything terribly obvious. But Samantha, in addition to being a Domme, was also a mother, and quite adept at interpreting a child’s body language and posture. So proficient, in fact, that her daughter -- and her niece, as well -- felt at times as if they’d had signs plastered on their foreheads stating their inner thoughts. 
‘Now why on Earth,’ Samantha thoughtfully pondered, ‘would Twerp be unhappy at being praised?’ Up to now, regardless of what the circumstances had been, Twerp had always positively reacted to praise. Granted, sometimes that reaction had been momentary and abrupt -- for instance, during occasions when she’d also been feeling embarrassed or helpless -- but it had nevertheless occurred. 
Then suddenly the answer dawned on her. Leaning down she very softly whispered, “Accidents like that do happen now and then,’ she said, referring to the tape gag becoming loose, “although I would strongly suggest against a repeat of that... ‘accident’.’ 
Twerp’s cheeks bloomed an abrupt crimson, which only confirmed Samantha’s supposition. Then, moments later, she paled, her little body tensing then trembling. 
Somehow her Aunt had guessed! Sasha cringed, expecting her deceit to now be exposed and revealed to Courtney. Who, most likely, wouldn’t be at all amused and would then punish Sasha. 
Samantha waited a few more seconds then, much to the little slave’s astonishment, seemed to let the matter drop. For all she did was start the next lesson. “Mistress Courtney would like a cheeseburger for lunch,’ she told Twerp. Not understanding where all this was leading Twerp silently nodded, muted both by tape and by rule. “Since a slave has some skill at cooking,’ Samantha continued, indirectly reminding the child of all the times she’d kvetched at not being allowed to cook, “she will make her Mistress’ lunch.”
Sasha blinked, jerked out of her despondency as the words finally registered. ‘Say what!?’ she thought. She didn’t -- quite -- look up at her Aunt, although she glanced over Courtney’s way. At the moment she was sitting at the dining table, tiny boots gently swinging back and forth a foot off the floor as she demurely peeked Sasha’s direction. Her expression was vaguely familiar: almost the same shyly expectant yet eager look she’d had when she’d arrived for her massage. Obviously Courtney knew what Sasha was expected to do, and was looking forward to her slave preparing her meal! 
Sasha felt torqued all out of proportion to the demand, and mostly because she’d been prohibited from cooking since the moment she came here this summer... but now they were going to make her cook! Adding insult to injury was requiring her to make Courtney a cheeseburger when Sasha had been eating nothing but oatmeal for almost three straight days now! Her small jaw tightened, her little chin mulishly jutted out. 
Samantha saw, of course, all those signs. However, unless and until the little slave actually was disobedient or disrespectful, she wasn’t going to crack the proverbial -- and literal -- whip. Samantha never expected a slave to be deliriously happy every single moment. There would be plenty of times when they became angry, upset, miserable and the like. But, as long as they remained polite, mannered and obedient, that was all that was important. 
“Does a slave understand?’ Samantha finally asked, and Sasha simply gave a curt, short nod. Oh yes, she sure did understand! It didn’t mean she liked it, or was happy about it, but she sure did understand. 
“Miss Courtney?’ Samantha said, startling Sasha from her thoughts. Shocking her, too, hearing the words and tone. It... it just didn’t seem... natural... normal... to hear her Aunt speaking to her daughter that way! 
“Yes?’ Courtney piped up. 
“May I have permission to ungag your slave?’ Samantha asked, “And also permission for her to speak for the duration of the lesson?’ 
Courtney nodded, her face wreathed in a dazzling smile. “OK. You may.’ 
Sasha was feeling... bewildered. It was like Aunt Samantha and Courtney had traded places or something with each other! However, before she could dwell on that she tensed, hearing her Aunt begin speaking to her. 
“Before I ungag you Twerp, listen to me very closely. Due to the nature of this next lesson -- which is how to make a cheeseburger -- a slave may find it necessary to ask questions and/or indicate if she understands what she’s been told. A slave may say -- and only say -- the following, so listen very closely,’ Samantha warned. 
“ ‘Yes Ma’am’. ‘No Ma’am’. ‘Ma’am, this one does not understand Ma’am’. ‘Ma’am, this one does not know Ma’am’. ‘Ma’am, may this one ask a question Ma’am?’ Understood?’ 
Samantha patiently waited after speaking each of the permitted phrasings, watching Twerp quite closely, her lips twitching as she struggled not to laugh at Twerp’s expression. Clearly, she did understand, and wasn’t at all pleased with what she’d just been told. 
She wasn’t, either. Especially with that ‘this one’ crap. It made her sound like she was a something instead of a person, a someone. 
She tensed, though, when Samantha’s voice turned stern. “A slave was asked if she understood. Does she?’ 
As the tape was still over her mouth Sasha simply nodded that she did. 
Reaching down Samantha gently peeled the single strip of tape off Twerp’s mouth and cheeks, wadding it into a ball and tossing it into a wastebasket. “A slave may stand relaxed,’ she told Twerp, then said, “Repeat back to me the phrases a slave was just taught.’ 
Sasha’s lips thinned at the indignity of having to speak those demeaning phrases aloud but, if she was slowly growing wary of ticking off Courtney, she was already careful about pissing her Aunt off! 
“Yes Ma’am. No Ma’am,’ Sasha sullenly repeated, her eyes still focused downwards on the floor. “Ma’am, may this one ask a question Ma’am? Ma’am...” Sasha furiously thought, trying to remember the others, feeling her heart start pounding hard. “Ummmm,” she stammered, still thinking, then said, “Ma’am, this one does not understand Ma’am.” 
However, no matter how hard she tried, she couldn’t remember the fifth one, and she started to panic, sure that a punishment was about to be levied for her failure to remember. 
“Not too bad Twerp,’ her Aunt said, startling Sasha with her patient tone. “You forgot, ‘Ma’am, this one does not know Ma’am’. Rather appropriate, too, don’t you think?’ she said in a somewhat teasing voice. 
Sasha’s little toes had been curling in distress, but at that her small jaw dropped. She wasn’t being scolded or yelled at!? 
Samantha carefully repeated the phrases several times again, and had Sasha repeat them back after each round. They really weren’t all that hard to remember, she considered. But she still didn’t like, not at all, the wording of them... or the implications implied behind the phrasing. 
Although there was nothing she could do about how they affected her, for they only reinforced, both consciously and unconsciously, that she was a slave. Sasha wasn’t even aware they were doing that... which was the point, after all. 
She peeked over at Courtney, who was still sitting at the table. Her tiny boots were swinging much slower now, deeply focused on reading a much-folded set of printouts laid out on the table in front of her. Sasha jerked, startled, as Samantha whispered in her ear, “This isn’t easy on Courtney either, you know,” she told Sasha. And then she furiously stiffened. ‘It hasn’t been easy on Courtney!?’ she mentally seethed. She wasn’t the one made a slave! Sasha indignantly fumed. She wasn’t the one caged day and night, made to do things she didn’t want or like doing, or have things done to her she didn’t want or like! Awwww... poor baby!! It wasn’t easy on her!? 
Samantha didn’t respond to Sasha’s inner fury, acting as if she didn’t notice. Still in a whisper she continued, “She’s up, washed and dressed while you’re still sleeping, and doesn’t go to bed until after you’re put away to sleep. She doesn’t nap at all during the day, either. And she has to learn not only everything you’re being taught, but even more, too. She has had lessons and tests every day now, in fact. And she’s totally responsible for your well-being, too. Which, I might add, she takes very seriously and sincerely to heart. And she’s done all that because she’s chose to do that. Because she really does like having you as her slave.
“She’s virtually given up her entire summer vacation for you. No going out to movies, no going to the Water Theme Park, no picnics or outings. Not even her equitation lessons. Because we can’t leave you alone for all that time and Courtney understands and agrees with that. So yes, even thought you might not think it so, this hasn’t been easy on her, or for her.”
Sasha darted another glance over at Courtney. She hadn’t really taken into account all that. Every other summer vacation before, they had done lots of stuff, like going to amusement parks, picnics, movies and things, and she hadn’t considered that Courtney wasn’t going to be doing any of that this year because of Sasha. After all, it wasn’t as if Courtney was the one being punished! 
Nor had she thought about Courtney having to learn and study all of this, too. But, she should have. Hadn’t she sneered at the idea of telling Courtney about what was in these rooms, because she was too little to understand? So Courtney would have had less of an understanding then Sasha did; in addition, she had no experience. At least Sasha had had almost a whole week of exploring and looking around. 
Sasha restlessly shifted back and forth on small bare feet as she continued pensively thinking. A whole lot of her impressions, it seemed, were, in fact, correct. The only reason Sasha could see for Courtney doing all of that studying and learning was to master being a real Mistress. She didn’t have to do all of that simply to demean, poke fun or humiliate Sasha for revenge. 
So Courtney really was Sasha’s Mistress. She was doing all of that studying to learn how to be a proper Mistress, not because she had to, but because she wanted to. 
And who would, really, be the beneficiary of all that hard work? Not Courtney, because she already could just order Sasha about with impunity. She didn’t have to learn all that stuff just to be able to boss Sasha about. Sasha had certainly been bossing Courtney about now for two weeks, hadn’t she? And she hadn’t needed any specific education to do that! 
No, the only person who would benefit would be Sasha. Errrr, well, Twerp the slave, anyway, she amended. 
Argh! This was all just too confusing! 
‘Fine,’ she finally fumed. ‘Making a stupid ol’ cheeseburger isn’t gonna kill me.’ 
Samantha patiently waited, watching as the wheels turned in Twerp’s head. When she saw the set of her shoulders ease a bit she continued where she’d left off from before. “The first step,’ she explained, “is making the patties.” 
Sasha nodded, although she couldn’t see what the big deal about that was. You just went to the store, after all, and bought pre-made ones! 
Well, that wasn’t how one made hamburger patties here, it seemed, as she soon learned. And, much to her surprise and astonishment, found this lesson to be just as enjoyable as learning all about massage had been. For Aunt Samantha was teaching her how to really cook, and not just make pre-made stuff. 
She was shown how to dice up onions, and actually given a very sharp knife to do just that after the demonstration. Then came adding the onions, bread crumbs, salt, pepper and spices to the bowl of already defrosted ground beef. Sasha actually kneaded all that together with her bare hands, finding the sensation kinda icky as her little fingers worked the raw ground beef yet, at the same time, finding an unusual contentment at truly being taught how to really cook. 
One thing she noticed as an aside was that every cabinet and drawer, and even the refrigerator and freezer, had locks to them. ‘Huh,’ she wryly thought, ‘not much chance of sneaking a midnight snack.’ Then again, considering she was always locked away for the night in her cage, and in a locked room, too, Sasha didn’t think she had to worry overmuch about late night munchie attack forays. 
It didn’t take too long to knead the mixture. But, as her Aunt explained, the ground beef had already been defrosted ahead of time. Something she’d have to consider, and plan for, in the future: allowing sufficient time ahead of time for defrosting. Small hands removed some of the now-kneaded hamburger mix, then patiently and carefully shaped two small patties. The cover of the Tupperware bowl was then replaced and the remainder stored back in the fridge as her Aunt directed. 
The range was odd, she noticed. It wasn’t gas, and it didn’t look electric. The top was perfectly flat, and had four areas with concentric circles that resembled a bull-eye target. Those, she learned, were the heating areas. Somehow they never got searing hot to the touch but would still heat up a pot or pan. Aunt Samantha verbally directed Sasha through the next steps: lightly oiling the skillet before putting it on the range; slipping one patty in the skillet; readying the bun; shredding lettuce for the topping; slicing a thick piece of Monterey Jack -- a favorite of Courtney’s; cutting up onion into rings then putting them in the skillet to sauté along with the patty; getting a glass and adding ice before filling it with soda; checking the patty and flipping it; getting out a plate; putting two long slices of dill pickle on the plate and adding a heap of potato chips; carefully setting the cheese on top of the patty and watching, lifting the patty out with a spatula once the cheese started to melt; putting it on the bottom bun then adding the shredded lettuce and sautéed onions; then finally putting the top bun half on. 
Throughout the entire ‘ordeal’ Aunt Samantha patiently explained each step, and Sasha either responded ‘Yes Ma’am’ or ‘No Ma’am’ each time when asked if she understood. It felt... odd, actually verbally replying, after having been forced to remain silent for days now. And it didn’t feel too weird or awkward saying those two particular phrases. After all, up until this year that’s how she always used to answer her Mom or other grownup women. 
She couldn’t help but wriggle in pleasure when Aunt Samantha complimented her for doing such a good job. Or salivate, either; she was getting quite hungry now herself, and the cheeseburger smelled simply heavenly! She couldn’t forget there was one patty remaining, and tried not hoping too hard it was intended for her lunch! 
Sasha put the plate and glass atop a small, oval chrome tray as directed to do, then put two napkins there as well. Then she carefully picked the laden tray up and started gingerly padding over to the dining table... and Courtney, who looked up from her papers as she caught motion out of the corner of her eye, then broke into a wide, delighted smile seeing her slave approaching. 
Aunt Samantha had carefully explained what to do and, while she wasn’t thrilled about it, neither was it awful to do. Just -- as usual -- demeaning and servile. 
Placing the tray at Courtney’s right side, Sasha carefully set the glass of soda on the table then the plate in front of her before slipping both napkins under the right side of the rim. Before she picked up the now-empty tray she softly asked, small, perfect white teeth slightly clenched together, “Does my Mistress require anything else?’ 
Courtney’s eyes had been excitedly gleaming the entire time but, when Sasha said that, they sparkled and danced. They kept darting back and forth between her lunch and Sasha, as if she couldn’t make up her mind which delighted her more. “No,’ she finally said, sounding breathless, “No, this is just... perfect!’ she finished in a breathless, airy whisper. 
Picking the now-empty tray back up Sasha padded back to the kitchenette counter, silently fuming as she did. Of course Courtney would think this was ‘just perfect’, she seethed. Having Sasha wait on her hand and foot as if she were some sort of servant! 
Or slave, that inner voice whispered. 
Placing the tray back atop the counter Sasha headed back to the table, kneeling in Nadu at Courtney’s side. Her tummy rumbled again as she grew increasingly more hungry, her appetite whetted by the aroma of food Sasha herself had just cooked and served. This was so demeaning, having to serve her like this! Except... 
Except Sasha had been expecting -- nay, demanding -- this very thing from the both of them. Ever since she’d arrived. And, in fact, from her Mom, too. Sasha hadn’t seen anything wrong in having her Aunt make and serve meals, or expecting Courtney to set the table before, and clean up after, meals. She’d been perfectly content having the two of them cater to her. And certainly had sneered and disdained to lift a finger to help either one with anything. Just as she’d been doing at home. 
And it wasn’t just meals either. Sasha scorned at helping in any way, and had been quite clever, and sometimes downright cruel and mean, at manipulating her little cousin into doing both of their assigned chores, enjoying a wicked, delighted pleasure at lording it over Courtney. 
But Courtney wasn’t viciously reveling in Sasha’s helpless misery; she wasn’t being hateful and cruel, crowing over her servitude. Far from it, in fact; Sasha couldn’t forget -- or ignore -- her soft breathless sound of delight. 
‘No, this is just... perfect!’ 
Nor was Sasha immune to the effect of Courtney’s reactions. Especially when she acted as if something as simple as having Sasha make and serve her lunch was like being unexpectedly crowned Miss Preteen USA or something. 
Huh. 
It was a bit more difficult to stay motionless this time as she knelt, as the floor was tile rather than carpet. But it wasn’t too bad... so far, anyway. And Sasha didn’t want to risk moving or doing anything that might wind up resulting in her missing lunch. So far she hadn’t been punished by having meals withheld from her. Well, other then that one time; when Sasha had stubbornly refused to lap her food when it had been brought to her and it had then been taken away. So she tenaciously remained still, refusing to shift about and possibly be thought a weakling. In fact, although she wasn’t consciously aware of it, she remained doggedly motionless more out of pride then fear of going hungry. 
After what seemed like ages but really couldn’t have been longer then ten minutes Courtney reached down and petted Sasha’s head. “That tasted really good!’ she exclaimed. “As good as Mom makes,’ Courtney said, sounding very pleased. 
Sasha’s tiny, perfect white teeth gritted at the pets, but inside she felt a warm glow at the praise. Aunt Samantha might have been directing what Sasha had done, but Sasha really had made it all on her own. And she felt good inside knowing she’d done a good job at cooking, even if it was only a simple cheeseburger. 
“Clean up now,’ Courtney instructed her slave. Gritting her teeth again Sasha rose to her feet, then gathered up the empty glass and plate, placing the napkins on the dish first. She started to walk off but then paused first. Taking a very deep breath to control her emotions Sasha very sweetly asked, “Would my Mistress like more soda?’ Sasha was very pleased at how normal her voice sounded, when what she really wanted to do at the moment was dump the melting ice and the plate on her little cousin’s head. And then she froze, realizing she’d spoken aloud, but this time without being told she could speak. 
However, neither Courtney nor her Aunt seemed upset or angry. Certainly Courtney seemed very pleased and delighted, wriggling like a puppy in her chair at that, gazing up at Sasha with enormously rounded, sparkling eyes. “Yes. Plea--... errr... ,’ Courtney said, stumbling, automatically starting to politely ask as she’d been taught then looking flustered as she caught herself. Was it OK for a Mistress to politely phrase orders to their slave? she wondered. She didn’t know, and hadn’t ever thought to ask her Mom that. 
She’d have to ask later but, for now, she didn’t see any harm in that. “Yes, please,’ she said. 
Sasha, meanwhile, was a bit startled at the wording. Up to now, everything she’d been told to do had been unmistakably phrased as an order. “Uuuh,’ Sasha stammered, a bit flustered herself. “Ummmm... Yes Mistress,’ she blurted out, saying the first thing that came to mind, trying to cover up her confusion, then padded over to the counter. 
She quickly recovered and regained her poise and composure. It really shouldn’t have been all that surprising, she considered, having Courtney say ‘please’. After all, so far Courtney had been mostly nice, except for the few times that Sasha had pushed the limits and rules. And it wasn’t exactly as if she’d been giving an order, as much as replying to a question. Placing the dish and glass on the counter Sasha went to the refrigerator, removing the bottle of soda and refilling the glass before putting the bottle back. Maybe they really had meant what they’d said, she considered, about things getting nicer if Sasha just started properly behaving. 
Walking the glass back Sasha pondered more on that. Was it really worth caving in, just to get treated better? she asked herself. She wasn’t sure any more. She hated the idea of seeming weak and spineless, supinely surrendering just to get better treatment. Then again, she was getting nowhere fast by being stubborn, by beating her head against the proverbial brick wall. One thing she’d learned by now, and utterly accepted as fact, was that whatever rules were set, were set in stone. There was no bending them. No twisting or shifting them. And there were immediate consequences for violating them. She might not like the rules, or agree with them at all. But they were there, and no getting around them. 
For the first time in almost a year Sasha was relearning what it was like to have real, solid rules again. And while she might not like them, deep inside there was a part of her finding real comfort and security in that. Just as every child did. And, just like every child, it would take years before Sasha would look back on these times and truly consciously understand the importance and security in having rules and limits. 
“Thank you Twerp,’ Courtney brightly said as Sasha set the glass down in front of her, and again Sasha was somewhat startled. But also a bit pleased, too, and her cheeks softly pinkened at Courtney’s obviously sincere pleasure. They flushed a bit brighter, though, this time in shame, as she recalled how many times people had been thoughtful and nice to her, yet never a ‘Thank you’ had passed her lips. 
Then it was back to the counter, where Sasha washed and cleaned up from making Courtney’s lunch, with still no sign of hers anywhere. And it didn’t seem as if a cheeseburger was in store for her, either, as Aunt Samantha had Sasha wrap up the remaining patty and put it away in the fridge. It didn’t take very long to clean up, and Sasha finished by wiping down the dining table. Catching Aunt Samantha’s nod, Sasha settled down at Courtney’s side, kneeling there once done. 
If, after all this, they gave her oatmeal again Sasha thought she’d throw a tantrum. But no sooner did she picture doing that than she also imagined the likely repercussions of doing so. At the very least she’d go hungry again, and possibly go back to plain, cold oatmeal. And that wasn’t even taking into consideration what else might happen, and Sasha shivered a bit in memory of the punishment strap. 
Kneeling as she was Sasha couldn’t see her Aunt. She could hear her, though, moving around behind her, but hadn’t a clue what she might be doing. Although she hoped it was making lunch for Sasha. One thing for sure, her pride (so far, anyway) wouldn’t let Sasha beg for lunch. If that’s what they expected her to do, then she’d rather go hungry and miss lunch! 
She kept her eyes down as Aunt Samantha walked over. And kept them down even when Courtney shifted her chair about until she faced Sasha where she knelt. She only raised her eyes when Courtney murmured, “Kneel relaxed Twerp. And look at me.’ 
Sasha did relax, letting her taut muscles ease, and looked up as told. Courtney was gazing down at her, a soft expression on her face. There was a plate sitting on her lap, and abruptly Sasha started to salivate, hoping it was food. 
It was. Courtney held up a small square of peanut butter and strawberry jam sandwich to Sasha’s lips, and she eagerly lipped it, quite famished. It wasn’t a grilled cheese, no. Nor was it a cheeseburger. But it most certainly wasn’t oatmeal, either! 
Sasha didn’t mind at all being hand fed this way. It didn’t feel anywhere the same as when she’d been cuffed and caged, having to lip up pieces of grilled cheese while she lay on her tummy. But from Courtney’s expression, feeding Sasha like this must feel the same to her as it had when she’d cage-fed Sasha before, for her eyes had that same wondrous, dreamy look to them. 
One after another Sasha devoured the small, bite-sized pieces. Again, like before, Courtney didn’t tease Sasha with the food. She didn’t hold them just out of reach, or pull them away at the last minute. Instead, she patiently held each one at the ready, and simply placed them in Sasha’s small mouth when she opened wide for the next. Sasha almost giggled, suddenly picturing herself like a baby bird opening her beak wide for food. 
It didn’t take long at all for her to wolf down the sandwich. It didn’t completely fill her, but it did take the edge off her hunger and, if it didn’t leave her sated, it did make her content. She could have eaten a second, but one was filling enough. Then Courtney handed her a glass -- a real glass, and not a bottle or sippy cup! -- of icy cold milk. Sasha paused before reaching for it, making sure she was supposed to actually take it, then happily drained the glass. Ooooh, it was so good! Licking her milk mustache with her tiny pink tonguetip Sasha handed the empty glass back to Courtney. She almost said ‘Thank you’, but reconsidered. She still, really, hadn’t been told she could speak, other then during her cooking lessons, so she remained silent, although she smiled her gratitude to Courtney. 
“Clean up,’ Courtney then told her, “then meet me out at the lesson area.’ At that she hopped up then purposefully strode out. Sasha’s tummy fluttered a bit, wondering just what new lessons were in store for her. 
Sasha stood there, a bit winded and breathless. Thankfully she’d only been bit gagged; she didn’t think she could have done this with the other gags. This afternoon’s lessons had started innocuously enough; Courtney simply put Sasha again through all the slave postures and positions she’d already been taught. That had been fairly easy, if a bit boring. Then again, Sasha thought, boring was also safe. 
Next was a lesson in how to ‘scamper’. Slaves, she was informed, did not walk; when they were summoned, or sent off on a task or errand, they scampered. Which consisted of rising up on the balls of her feet and taking short, rapid scurrying steps while still keeping her wrists crossed behind her back. Unless, of course, she was carrying something; in which case her arms couldn’t, of course, be kept behind her back. The only time she wasn’t to scamper, she was told, was if she was carrying something heavy, or something that might spill if she scurried. 
Sasha felt extremely silly and foolish doing that. And even more so when Courtney clipped a lead line to her collar and had Sasha scamper about in a circle like a pony being lunged and exercised. It wasn’t as easy as it sounded, especially when trying to keep her steps as short as she was supposed to do. 
Taking shorter steps became both easier and harder when Aunt Samantha a short length of chain between her ankle cuffs. It also became scarier, too, for any misstep made her stumble. But that also send a shiver of excitement rippling through her, too, feeling the cuffs locked around her ankles and hobbling her. 
Sasha practiced for fifteen minutes with her ankles chain hobbled, stumbling now and then until she finally started getting used to taking the shorter steps. She couldn’t help feeling the tingles slowly grow inside her, not when she felt the cuffs securing her ankles with their hobbling chain. It felt so... weird, scurrying this way. Weird, silly and foolish. But it would be more foolish to complain, that she knew for certain. 
By the time this practice was over Sasha needed a breather, and sighed with relief when the hobble chain finally was removed. She was even happier when the bit gag was removed, too; not that it was terrible, as it was the comfiest of all the gags. But, even so, it felt good to have it taken off. 
When Courtney leash led Sasha over to the theater room Sasha almost groaned. Not polishing boots again, she mentally whined, sure that’s what this was all about. Then tensed and shivered as she was led inside; first at seeing Aunt Samantha standing there, and then at what else she saw. 
Coil after coil of gleaming white rope. 
What looked like miles of rope. Rope, Sasha was sure, all of which was intended for her. 
Sasha apprehensively swallowed, her mouth feeling abruptly dry, shifting back and forth on small bare feet. Then grew more nervous as Courtney simply plopped down in her chair with an eager, excited expression, her eyes dancing with anticipation. 
“Come here,’ Aunt Samantha said, motioning Sasha to stand in the middle of the room and face Courtney. Sasha nervously did so, her heart starting to pound. And her pulse -- and tingles -- only grew more intense as her Aunt first unlocked then removed the wrist and ankles cuffs... 
...then picked up one coil and started tying her wrists together behind her back. 
So far, Sasha hadn’t yet been tied up. She’d been restrained, yes, but not bound. The closest she’d come to that had been the time she was strapped down on the Y-rack but, already, as she felt the soft, silky yet strong rope being wound around her wrists, she could sense a difference. 
And obviously visibly physically reacted to that difference, too, for Courtney suddenly leaned forward and intently stared. “Oooooo!’ she breathily cooed, gazing in wide-eyed, excited rapture at Sasha. Who abruptly furiously blushed all the way down her chest, knowing what Courtney had to be looking at, understanding what she was seeing. Sasha didn’t even have to look down to know her nipples must already be tightly puckered, and already she could feel slickness growing between her legs. 
She couldn’t see what her Aunt was doing, but she could certainly feel it. Samantha expertly wrapped the rope five times around the little slave’s small wrists, placing each turn snugly against the preceding one and making sure each criss-crossing of the rope passed over the gap between her wrists so that the lump of the criss-crossing wasn’t pressing against skin or bone. The multiple turns weren’t overly tight, in fact barely snug, but Sasha’s heart kept thumping and her tummy was fluttering like it always did when she was being restrained. 
At the very top of the fifth turn Samantha made an extra half-turn with one end, then passed each end sideways through Twerp’s slender forearms. She drew them both down, then passed them between her facing palms, then back up again. She repeated that once more, making two cinching loops between Twerp’s little wrists then pulled, snugly cinching before tying the knot at the top, between her forearms and far away from prying little fingers. Sasha gave a soft gasp as she felt the multiple loops unexpectedly grow taut, not expecting that. They weren’t tight, exactly, but she sensed it would be very difficult, if not downright impossible, to wriggle her hands back out. 
And there was still miles more of rope to go, too! 
Courtney didn’t say a word, just kept leaning forward and avidly staring at the proceedings. Samantha didn’t say anything either; she just leaned down and picked up a second coil. And Sasha? She didn’t dare make a peep. She just stood there, lightly trembling, tiny toes curling and wriggling against the soft pile of the carpet. 
Samantha doubled this length in half before slipping it up behind the little slave’s arms. Looping it several inches above her elbows she brought the doubled ends forwards, then back behind then back around in front again. Then started carefully, implacably, pulling Twerp’s slender arms together. Sasha started trembling harder as she felt her arms inexorably growing closer and closer together. There wasn’t any way she had of stopping that from happening. Even when she tensed and strained against her arms drawing closer, they still kept being pulled tighter together! 
Samantha had a very good idea just how flexible Twerp was, especially after the measurement fitting that first afternoon. However, this afternoon wasn’t going to be a short session, and what Twerp could endure for a short period of time wasn’t the same as for a lengthier duration. Especially when it came to having one’s arms pulled together behind one’s back. So she didn’t excessively compress them, stopping short of the maximum they could be drawn together. Once she’d reached where Twerp’s upper and lower arms were straight, Samantha tied the double ropes in front, making a square knot. 
There were now six turns of rope wrapped around Twerp’s arms, a wide enough band to evenly distribute the pressure of the bindings so that they didn’t pinch or bite. And while they were snug, they weren’t so tight that Twerp couldn’t tense her arms and draw them closer together, allowing the ropes to slide down if she did that. Which certainly wouldn’t do at all. 
Sasha, in the meantime, was growing increasingly more apprehensive, her arousal intensifying in direct proportion. She looked imploringly at Courtney. But Courtney never noticed, she remained avidly staring at the proceedings in wide-eyed, excited wonder. 
Taking another length of rope Samantha doubled this one, too, slipping it up underneath Twerp’s bound arms. This one she brought around her body, just underneath the armpits, and tied a firm knot in front before passing two ropes over each small shoulder. One of each pair she brought down to the elbow ropes, close to the inside of her arms, looping them twice around the elbow ropes before tying them off. Now, even if Twerp somehow managed to press her arms together until her elbows actually did touch together, the elbow ropes would never slide down. 
The remaining two served a different purpose: Samantha carefully, and very tightly, tied a pair of solid metal rings to them, so the rings sat roughly between Twerp’s shoulder blades. She then picked up two more long lengths of rope and continued binding the little slave. The first was wound firmly around her upper body and arms, eight turns in all, just above nascent breasts, while the lower was wound, eight turns, too, just below those firm little swells. Samantha then added more rope, guiding those two lengths between Twerp’s back and arms, weaving them around the upper and lower sets of bindings and using them to cinch the ropes even snugger. 
Sasha couldn’t help the sporadic whimpers that escaped her lips. It felt as if her entire upper body was being hugged in an overall embrace, and her arms felt encased in a solid band of rope. She couldn’t shift her arms at all, not even a little bit; they were locked solidly to and against her body, and all she could move were her hands and fingers. Well, her fingers, anyway; her hands couldn’t really do more then twist a little. 
Nor could she help the tingling that was inexorably spreading throughout her, like smoldering coals being fanned into a conflagration. If her pussy had felt a little slick before, it certainly was very slippery now; Sasha could feel tiny threads starting to trickle downwards, and her nipples felt incredibly tight and hard. She looked beseechingly at Courtney again, but literally jerked at what she saw. For Courtney seemed entranced, her huge gray eyes looking almost all pupil, leaning forwards in her chair and staring in wide-eyed, captivated fascination. Sasha swallowed hard, noticing something else, too: Courtney was also, barely perceptively, rhythmically pressing her little legs together. She probably wasn’t even aware she was doing it, Sasha woefully realized, but Sasha certainly knew what that meant! And that also meant there was no hope for salvation from that quarter! Not if watching Sasha being bound was actually turning Courtney on! 
And since Sasha was Courtney’s slave, there was no hope of succor from Aunt Samantha. She’d already made it plain that she didn’t interfere with another Mistress’ slave, so unless Courtney decided to be merciful -- and at the moment that didn’t seem at all likely -- Sasha was going to find herself bound even further! 
Picking up another coil of rope Samantha started looping this one snugly around Twerp’s mid-thighs, making eight full turns before, once again, making two cinching passes between. This knot she tied at the back, at the gap between pressed together legs, then another metal ring was tied there. 
Sasha sensed the ropes could have been drawn tighter than they had been, and part of her was grateful that they weren’t, part of her was puzzled and curious that they hadn’t been... 
And part of her shivered in apprehension, sure there was a reason for that. 
She was right, too. 
“I’m going to help you down,’ Samantha murmured to her. “I need you on your belly for the rest.’ Her mouth feeling dry even as her entire body was thrumming with tingles Sasha nodded. It was awkward getting down to her knees, and even more so all the way down to her tummy. She probably could have done it on her own, she thought, but it wouldn’t have been very easy at all, and she might even have painfully fallen trying to do it. However, with her Aunt’s help it was a fairly easy maneuver down, and very soon she was fully stretched out. 
It felt rather weird laying full out of her tummy this way, and Sasha instinctively went to shift her arms... and couldn’t. All she could was lay there, her nose in the carpet. And that was a very odd feeling indeed. She finally tipped her head, resting her cheek on the soft pile, even as she felt Aunt Samantha pick her little feet up and start tying them. 
Samantha carefully wound six loops around Twerp’s ankles, exactly as she’d done for her wrists, including both cinch turns, then firmly snugged the bindings down before tying a knot between and at the front of her ankles, where it would be more difficult to reach with her fingers. She didn’t miss the gentle tremors that raced through the little body she was binding, and her lips curved in a smile that would have made Sasha tremble all the harder had she seen it. 
She tied a ring to the backs of Twerp’s bound ankles, then added a single, ten foot length of rope to the ring, for later. She then moved on to the legs, binding Twerp above and below the knees with two more pieces, each of those multiple windings of five turns with a double cinching pass. Again, like the binding at mid-thigh, Sasha felt that these were looser then they could be, and she wondered why that was so. Then squeaked as her Aunt simply rolled her onto her back, as if she were a parcel, and watched with huge eyes as a single, six foot long length of rope was tied to the front of the upper knee bonds. 
She squeaked again when rolled back onto her tummy, then shivered as her Aunt patted her bare rump. Aunt Samantha didn’t say a word, simply fondled her butt for several seconds before rising and departing. 
Leaving her alone with Courtney. Which wasn’t necessarily a good thing!
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Sasha nervously looked over her shoulder as best she could as she lay tightly bound on her tummy, watching the door close behind her Aunt. Aunt Samantha had left, leaving Sasha alone in the theater room with Courtney. That wasn’t necessarily a good thing at the best of times, as Courtney seemed to be getting increasingly imaginative and creative. This morning’s experience, for instance, was still very vivid in Sasha’s mind. 
Now, however, Sasha was in even worse straits, for she was completely helpless, securely bound and unable to move... or resist, avoid or prevent anything that Courtney might choose to do. Her heart started pounding even faster; she lightly shivered in apprehensive dread. Especially as she wasn’t as yet gagged, because one thing Sasha was very aware of was Courtney’s fascination with gags, and somehow she didn’t think Courtney was going to leave her ungagged for very long. She restlessly shifted on the floor, the bonds already feeling very confining, and her tummy already very achy and throbbing with tingling warmth.
Courtney just watched her slave for several minutes, tremendously excited at seeing her all tied up this way. It was so awesomely cool! There was no way she could tie her slave like this. Not yet, anyway, but she certainly intended learning how to do it! However, although she might not be able to tie her slave yet, there was most certainly something she did know how to do!
She’d already pre-selected the gag she intended using for this afternoon. When Mom had seen the one Courtney had chosen, she’d simply shook her head and chuckled, saying ‘Poor little slave!’ That had made Courtney grin quite broadly. Now Courtney picked it up from the table next to her where she’d earlier laid it, then hopped up and padded over to Twerp, kneeling at her head. “Open up,” she ordered.
And it was an order, the tone unmistakably a command, and one that Courtney obviously and clearly expected to be immediately obeyed without question or hesitation.
Sasha swallowed, unable to fully stifle a little whine at that. She was already starting to feel uncomfortable and helpless (and extremely excited, too) in the bonds and really didn’t want the added helplessness of a gag to go with that. Except... even while she didn’t want that... she somehow did. For whatever reason, whenever she’d pictured being bound or restrained, additionally being gagged had been, and was part of, that image. And had been ever since that first day of illicit exploration. It didn’t make sense to her; then again, a great many things didn’t make clear sense to her. 
Adding to her confusion was something she’d thought of before: it was one thing knowing you weren’t supposed to do something and willingly choosing not to do it, and quite another having that ability -- and the option of choosing or not to chose -- taken from you even when you had no intention of doing it anyway. 
She wasn’t supposed to talk; that was the rule, and by now that rule had been graphically reinforced and demonstrated to her. There really was no way, short of a terrible emergency, that Sasha would speak up, no matter what happened (forgetting the times she’d pleaded -- just this very morning, in fact -- during her session over the punishment horse). So she’d be voluntarily quiet even without a gag.
But... with a gag...
She’d no longer have any choice about being silent, or not.
She looked imploringly up at Courtney, silently pleading with huge, expressive eyes, but found no mercy there. With another soft whine, Sasha slowly opened her mouth, as wide as she could. There was no point resisting; she knew by now, one way or another, that that gag would be put in, will-she or nil-she, and that any resistance would be fruitless.
And worse than simply pointless, as any attempt at resistance would most certainly earn her punishment, and considering her current straits that was something Sasha simply didn’t want to contemplate.
She’d assumed it would be that penis gag, as Courtney seemed enamored of using that one. Or, if not that one, than the sponge ball and duct tape, which was another she seemed to like. However, this was a gag she’d never seen before. It was similar in design to the penis gag, in that the front was a rectangular band of black leather with two attached slender straps for fastening behind the head. And like the penis gag it had, as well, harness straps for going over the head and under the chin. However, rather than having a penis plug to fill her mouth, there was a soft, floppy looking, well... something. It sorta looked like a rather oddly molded heavy rubber balloon, shaped almost like a ‘T’, for lack of a better description.
It tasted rather weird, too, Sasha noticed, as it was slipped into her mouth. Rubbery and slick. It didn’t go back very far in her mouth, and Sasha’s tiny moist pink tongue played with it, trying to settle it better in place as Courtney started securing the attachment straps. The two going behind her head Courtney buckled quite snug, but the ones over her head and under her chin felt a little loose, as if they could easily have been tightened another hole, or even two. Sasha didn’t know why they remained that loose, but she was starting to get a bad feeling about it. Especially since, after some surreptitious, judicial testing, this gag didn’t seem anywhere near as muffling as the ball or penis had been.
Courtney carefully checked the gag straps before proceeding any further, making sure she’d done everything right. Only then did she reach back and bring out the rest of the gag, feeling a sharp jolting tingle as she saw and heard Twerp’s reaction. Oh, it was very clear her slave had no idea what was about to happen, only that it didn’t bode well for her! And that was awful exciting to Courtney, seeing her slave so helpless, seeing her so apprehensive and a touch fearful! And nothing she could do about anything that Courtney chose to do to her!
She held in her small hands a short, three-foot length of slender, black rubber hose. At one end was a small squeeze bulb, resembling that of a blood pressure cuff. At the other end of the hose was attached a narrow, hollow, steel inflation needle. Exactly the kind used to inflate soccer- or footballs. Courtney wet it with lips and tongue then, the tip of her tiny, moist pink tongue just sticking past small lips as she concentrated, she reached down to insert it into the front of the pump gag.
Sasha had no idea what purpose that contraption was for, and had no intention of finding out! She whipped her head back, whining as she did, and then started rolling her head back and forth. Anything to keep Courtney from continuing!
Rather than sharply scolding, or threatening her with punishment if she didn’t hold still, or even cajoling and reassuring her, Courtney did something utterly unexpected. She reached down behind Sasha’s head and simply grabbed the back of the head harness and Sasha’s hair, firmly holding them both, pulling back until Sasha’s head was tipped far back and held motionless.
A series of intense tingles coursed through her at that, feeling how effortlessly her little cousin had overpowered her. How easily she’d taken advantage of Sasha’s utter helplessness! 
There was nothing she could do now, other than helplessly watch, as Courtney carefully inserted that gleaming needle through the front of the gag, slipping it through the center of the rubber inflation valve there. “There!” Courtney exulted, finally releasing her slave’s head and looking inordinately pleased... and extremely excited. So excited she literally was bouncing up and down on her little knees.
No sooner had Courtney let go of the gag harness then Sasha immediately started whipsawing her head back and forth, trying to dislodge the tube now affixed to the front. But the hose was too long, and Sasha bound too securely to have much room to move. She whined at her failure, and then whined even louder at Courtney’s expression for, yet again, she realized her distress and fear were exciting to Courtney. 
Her heart pounded terribly fast in her chest as she watched Courtney hold up the rubber bulb in one small hand... then gave it a slow little squeeze. Her entire little bound body shuddered as she felt the balloon thingie in her mouth twitch, and she suddenly understood what was happening. She’d presumed there was more to this gag than its simple appearance suggested, and it seemed her guess was right!
Sasha immediately closed her small mouth tight, pressing her little tongue firmly upwards, compressing the rubber balloon up against the roof of her mouth in an effort to keep it from expanding. Courtney either didn’t notice her attempt, or else didn’t care if she had. Either way, Sasha was dismayed to discover it made no difference at all. Courtney just kept slowly squeezing that rubber bulb... and that balloon thing in her mouth kept inexorably expanding.
Sasha repeatedly whined and whimpered; she continued struggling to keep her mouth closed, but nothing she did affected in any way what happened. The balloon kept growing, gradually expanding upwards and inwards and, as it did, her little jaws slowly started being forced apart. Several squeezes later and Sasha felt the chinstrap below, and the harness strap above, abruptly pull tight, and now she understood why Courtney had left them as loose as she had. It was to allow room for her mouth to be forced open! 
And Courtney still kept squeezing, ignoring Sasha’s whines and pleas, ignoring her struggles and squirms. The rear of the balloon, thankfully, only expanded a little bit more into the back of her mouth, going no deeper than the leather pear had. But as Courtney continued carefully squeezing, Sasha started trembling as she then felt the sides of the balloon start swelling.
There wasn’t anything she could do, although Sasha valiantly -- if futilely -- tried. Relentlessly the sides of the balloon continued expanding and, now that her little jaws were wedged open and apart... they expanded between her gaped teeth, pressing against the insides of her cheeks! 
By the time Courtney finally removed the inflation needle from the gag, Sasha’s cheeks were puffed out like a chipmunk with a mouth full of nuts. Sasha violently shook her head back and forth, huge grass-green eyes enormously rounded as she vainly tried dislodging that swollen balloon inside her mouth. She knew it was a useless effort before she even started -- her experience with gags, by now, proof of that already -- but she couldn’t seem to help herself. And as she struggled to do... something... about that gag, she could distinctly feel the coils and coils of rope that firmly secured her little body. 
This gag was the worst ever! Sasha mentally whined. It filled her mouth very much like the sponge ball did but, unlike the sponge ball, that balloon expanded much, much more inside her mouth then the ball had ever done. It literally seemed to mold itself to the inner contours of her mouth, and that wasn’t even taking into account what it did to her cheeks! Sasha gave a deep shudder, silently thanking whatever deity was responsible that at least the balloon didn’t expand any deeper into her mouth then it had. As it was, it was bad enough; it completely filled everywhere it reached, it firmly held her small tongue to the floor of her mouth, and utterly prevented Sasha from swallowing. And unlike the sponge ball, the rubber was not at all porous or absorbent, and already Sasha’s puffed out cheeks started brightly glowing as she felt her saliva start building inside.
Nor was there any hope of mercy or leniency from Courtney; Sasha could tell that the moment she pathetically stared up at her. For Courtney’s expression was one of intense rapturous wonder. “Oh my!” she breathily exclaimed, her huge gray eyes sparkling and gleaming as she gazed down at her slave, all tightly bound and now also firmly pump gagged. 
“Hhhrrhhhgghh!” Sasha jerked her head back, glaring up at Courtney as she lightly traced over Sasha’s chipmunk-cheeks, softly giggling at how swollen and tight they felt. She twisted her tightly bound body to the side, away from Courtney and her fingers. Courtney just grinned down at her, still excitedly bouncing on her little knees, her wide eyes still sparkling and brilliantly gleaming. Sasha stifled a dismayed moan at that, for it was dreadfully obvious just how enchanted and excited Courtney was at having Sasha like this!
And then she blushed even deeper, suddenly realizing what she’d done by trying to roll away as she had: her entire front was now exposed to Courtney’s sight. Courtney could now clearly see everything! Sasha’s tightly puckered nipples, her wet pussy... everything!
And indeed Courtney was looking, and not bothering at all to hide that she was. Gleaming gray eyes slowly wandered their way from her slave’s head to her toes, enjoying as well as appraising her slave’s current state of excitement. Twerp gave another really cute and silly muffled squeal of embarrassed indignation then, wriggling like a worm, she rolled back onto her tummy. 
That was just fine by Courtney, as she had plans for the rest of the afternoon anyway. Giving her slave a little pet on the butt Courtney finally stood back up then perched in her chair. Accompanied by several low, soft grunts she tugged each boot off, setting them side by side on the floor next to her chair, then stretched out lithe little bare legs, happily sighing as she wriggled tiny socked toes. Getting comfy in her chair she finally looked back down at her slave. “Listen up Twerp,” she firmly stated. “I got something to explain to you.”
Sasha nervously peeked up, wondering what else was gonna happen. And then her face turned mulish as Courtney continued.
“Feel free to struggle. You won’t get punished if you do. You don’t hafta just lie there,” Courtney said. “And, if you manage to get anything untied, it stays untied. You won’t get punished for getting something untied, and it doesn’t get retied. Understand?”
Sasha just glared in reply. ‘How nice!’ she furiously thought. ‘So she’d like to see me struggle, is that it? She’d get a kick out of seeing me fight and sweat to get untied? Well, fat chance of that!’ she seethed. There was no way Sasha intended to play that game! No no! So, Courtney would find it amusing to see her ‘slave’ struggle and squirm all around? Fine. With a final daggered glare Sasha lowered her head back down, giving a muffled snort as she simply laid there on her tummy, disdaining to amuse Courtney by making any effort to get untied. 
Courtney didn’t seem to care one way or the other what Sasha did, which Sasha found somewhat irritating. She’d much rather have provoked some sort of reaction from Courtney, although... now that she considered it, some reactions might not be as enjoyable as others.
Seeing Courtney pout at her ‘slave’ simply lying there motionless was one thing, and something Sasha wouldn’t have minded at all. However, having Courtney decide that Sasha needed a bit of ‘motivation’, well... that sent a deep shiver racing through her. There were, after all, quite a few means at Courtney’s disposal to do just that!
It felt very weird all tied up like this. Sasha had never been tied up before. Not like this. Oh, she’d secured herself to that fiendish post thing, and had been strapped down to the Y rack, and even strapped over that punishment horse. However, in each of those instances she’d been tied either to something, or on or over it. She hadn’t ever been just tied-tied, although the times she’d had her cuffs locked together had come close.
She shifted her head, changing from gingerly resting on one cheek to the other as she pondered matters. The thing was, in most of her earlier daydreams she’d imagined being tied up just like this. Oh, maybe not as snugly or as intricate, true enough. Actually, she really hadn’t pictured more than hands tied behind the back, and with ankles and legs tied together. Nor had she envisioned being gagged as securely -- and as uncomfortably! -- as she currently was. 
Now that she was actually tied up, Sasha was finding the experience rather... intense. Very much as she’d daydreamed it would be, but much more profound. Much more ‘overall’ then she’d ever thought it would be. The ropes encircled her like an all-body embrace and, while not painfully tight, were snug enough to somewhat compress her flesh. And not only could she feel the pressure of the ropes binding her, with every heartbeat she could feel her pulse surge and thrum against those securing ropes. It wasn’t something she could overlook, even if she wanted to. And, much to her surprise... Sasha wasn’t sure if she wanted to ignore them.
Simply being bound and gagged had started her tingles off and running again. The more Aunt Samantha had bound her, the more intense they had grown. Not even being gagged with this despicable thing had checked or inhibited that burgeoning heat inside her. For while she didn’t much like the gag itself... she still responded to being gagged. Moreover, her utter helplessness, her total inability to prevent being gagged, simply added fuel to her inner fire.
Even if she’d tried resisting the rapidly growing tingles, Sasha didn’t think she’d succeed. Her little firm rump flexed and jiggled as she shifted position a little bit more. Too much was happening, on both a physical and mental level, she hazily realized. Mentally, of course, was her quite vivid imagination, picturing all sorts of images and scenarios: 
...being captured and abducted, tightly bound and gagged and helplessly awaiting the return of her kidnapper...
...being caught where she’d innocently been wandering, being thought a spy, and now about to be ‘tortured’ for information...
...hearing the rapid patter of an auction and helplessly aware that she was next to be sold off, never to be seen by family and friends again...
Those imaginary scenes were enough, all on their own, to multiply those gradually demanding, increasingly insistent tingles. But the reality of her position was even more diabolical, for Sasha was very aware, in her mind, of just what she must look like... and why she looked that way.
A naked little girl, collared as a slave, helplessly bound and gagged and just left on the floor. Because her Mistress (although Sasha shied away from actually picturing Courtney as that) wasn’t at all worried about her slave being able to escape, and simply lounged about until ready to play with her.
Sasha’s little nostrils flared as she gave an odd little snorty-moan at that, remembering what it felt like to be played with. How that made her feel, inside and out. How those tingles could grow and grow and grow until, at last, exploding in a simply glorious orgasm!
She restlessly shifted and fretted, trying -- and failing -- to find a more comfortable position. She’d squirm and fidget one way, and then another. And, as she did, she grew increasingly frustrated at her inability to move. Especially since, in one respect, she had more freedom of motion then ever before: after all, it wasn’t as if she was actually bound to anything. She could, at least, wriggle her body and legs around; could even, should she choose to do so, worm and writhe her way across the floor. Not that doing that would really accomplish anything other than just change her location, she realized, for there was simply no way for her to effectively escape. 
However, in another fashion, she felt even more confined than any of the other methods by which she’d so far been restrained. Even when strapped down to the rack Sasha could, at least, somewhat rotate her arms under the straps holding them down. This time, however, her little arms were held utterly secure and, even now, they felt welded to her, utterly immobile.
It also didn’t help any, either, that every slight movement wound up grazing tightly puckered little nipples across the nap of the carpet, sending jolting tingles racing through her with each brush against the pile.
‘This is ridiculous!’ she thought. ‘I’m not tied down to anything, after all, so why do I feel so confined??’ 
“Hhhh... hhhrrrr... mmmmm... uuuuurrrr...,” Sasha gradually started shifting and squirming, softly grunting as she did, simply just to somehow move! It certainly wasn’t intentional, and definitely wasn’t to give Courtney a show either. But it was just so... so... so frustrating just lying there!
Courtney, meanwhile, was quite busy with her own project. She didn’t mind that Twerp wasn’t making any real effort to get loose. Granted, she would have enjoyed seeing her struggle a great deal, but she was also enjoying just darting glances down at her very helplessly bound and gagged slave. Seeing her that tightly bound, that tightly gagged, was making her feel awful warm inside. It was a very nice feeling, indeed. In addition, simply knowing that Twerp was totally helpless, that Courtney could do whatever she wanted to her, whenever she wanted, only made those inner little shivery tingles all the nicer.
And considering her project, she was coming up with a lot of ideas for things to do, too!
Sasha wasn’t entirely sure if Courtney ignoring her like this was a good thing or a bad one. Granted, being ignored meant she didn’t have to face being touched and played with, or being spanked or paddled, or having things like a plug inserted into her butt again. 
Then again, being ignored meant she wasn’t being touched and played with.
Sasha continued having a somewhat difficult time accepting her feelings about that. It was still rather embarrassing, yet neither Aunt Samantha nor Courtney seemed to think there was anything odd or wrong about touching and playing with Sasha, or that she liked it when they did that.
Well, that her body liked being touched and played with by them, that is; for it certainly did, and Sasha was very aware of that fact. Aware that, whether or not she consciously wanted or desired it, her body absolutely reveled and basked in the sensations it felt when fondled and caressed. 
There wasn’t anything Sasha could do about that, either. She had no way to control those sensations, no means of ignoring, overriding or halting them. Quite literally, it was as if her body became independent of her mind at those times. Because of that -- at the feeling of her body just taking off on its own -- the experiences became scary as well because of the effect they had on her. It didn’t matter how unbelievably heady, blissful, heavenly and wonderful those feelings were (and they were just that; even Sasha couldn’t deny they were, and most certainly not to herself). It was, most definitely, quite scary feeling your body run off on its own, and no longer under your control. However...
...Those feelings were incredibly heady, blissful, heavenly and wonderful. Actually, Sasha didn’t have words to describe just how awesomely marvelous they felt. However, while she might be unable to describe verbally how amazing they were, she certainly didn’t have any trouble remembering exactly how they felt to her when she thought and pondered on them. 
They had felt that way even at the very beginning, and only her intense embarrassment at being on display, at being helplessly played with and having those sensations implacably forced on her, had dampened and inhibited her reveling in them. It had been so humiliating, at first, for she’d felt as if she was being teased and mocked.
But... she hadn’t been. Teased and mocked, that is. Not by either of them. They not only accepted her becoming helplessly excited and aroused, they liked when that happened! Slowly yet surely Sasha had started understanding and accepting it was OK when her tummy got tight and tingly inside. When her nipples got hard and throbbed, when her pussy got wet and tingled. That it was more then just ‘OK’... it was normal, and natural, and something that, in turn, also excited both of them!
Just days before she would have rather died than beg to be touched. Especially those places. But now... now she remembered -- and not all that long ago, either -- willingly doing just that, begging and pleading for more, because she did want touches. Sasha didn’t know when that particular corner had been turned. But it had been, and she couldn’t deny it. Oh yes, doing that was still embarrassing. Sometimes appallingly so. Nevertheless, even the embarrassment, in some strange way, only intensified her excitement and arousal. And she couldn’t deny that, either. She’d spent far too much time contemplating matters while all alone and in silence, stored in her cage, to reflexively deny the truth. A great deal of time to quietly think about things, to ponder everything that had happened to her. 
So, while she was somewhat happy that Courtney was ignoring her for the moment, that also meant she wasn’t being touched, and Sasha admitted to herself that she was tingling and achy enough to want touches. She kept sneaking peeks over at Courtney as she sat in her chair, but Courtney seemed oblivious to the little, naked, bound and gagged slave on the floor before her. 
Worse, now that she’d started thinking about those special touches, her inner tingles started throbbing more intensely, but there wasn’t a single blessed thing Sasha could do about that!
It was almost impossible to keep still, too. Not only did those tingles make her want to gently squirm and fidget, but the secure bonds holding her fast only exacerbated those tingles. Simply by virtue of keeping her so utterly immobile, they drove her crazy with the desire to simply move!
It wasn’t a conscious thought or act; oh no, for she’d already decided to refuse amusing Courtney by struggling as she’d said Sasha could do. However, after twenty minutes Sasha just couldn’t keep still. She gently twisted and rocked back and forth. Slender little arms tensed and strained against the ropes binding them, seeking some sort of slack or relief. Now and then her breath whuffled through flared little nostrils as she shook her head, still futilely attempting (and knowing, even as she tried, that her effort was doomed to fail) to dislodge -- or just loosen even a little! -- that horrid gag filling her mouth.
This was so frustrating! she whined. And even that frustration was driving her tingles higher and sharper!
Then puffed out chipmunk cheeks furiously blushed as Sasha suddenly noticed Courtney standing next to her, looking down with a delighted smile on her face, gray eyes sparkling. She immediately stilled, turning her face away from Courtney and resting her swollen cheek on the carpet, refusing to amuse Courtney any further. 
That was perfectly fine by Courtney, as she hadn’t come over just to simply enjoy seeing her slave helplessly wriggle and squirm. Oh no. She had plans of her own!
As Twerp was already on her tummy Courtney didn’t need to roll her face down, so she simply grabbed her slave’s bound ankles and brought them upwards and over her butt. “Nnhhrr!” Twerp irately burred past her gag, jerking her legs back out straight, realizing what Courtney intended. For it had only been yesterday afternoon that Courtney had fastened her ankles up close to her wrists, and she wasn’t about to have that done to her again! Besides, she smugly thought to herself with a justified smirk, Courtney had said she could struggle, so struggle she would!
Sasha kept her legs outstretched, lithe little thighs tensed and taut. There was no way, she knew, that her little cousin could physically overpower Sasha; no way she could actually force her legs to bend, and she looked forward to Courtney’s feeble attempts at trying.
Courtney just grinned when Twerp yanked tied ankles out of her grasp and thrust her legs back down to the floor. It was obvious Twerp guessed Courtney’s intentions. And it was just as obvious that she didn’t want to be hog-tied again and intended putting up a struggle about that, too. What fun!
Normally there’d be no way Courtney could physically out-muscle Twerp; the now-smug little slave had been absolutely correct about that. She was, after all, older and bigger, taller and stronger. But Courtney didn’t need to be strong to do what she intended.
Picking up the end of the ten-foot rope attached to the ring at her slave’s ankles Courtney then threaded it through the ring tied at the back of the mid-thigh ropes. Drawing the end back up she then threaded it through the ankle ring, then back again through the ring at mid-thigh... then started carefully pulling.
Sasha was bigger than her little cousin, true; quite a bit stronger as well. However, in a battle between her strength versus Archimedes’ principles... Sasha pitifully lost, as she quickly discovered much to her shock and dismay. For, with having that rope threaded through both rings, Courtney had effectively made a block-and-tackle pulley arrangement, and there was no way Sasha could overpower that!
Slowly and implacably, no matter how much she grunted and struggled, Sasha felt her ankles gradually being hauled up and over, her knees bending as they did. And as her knees bent she felt the ropes above and below her knees, and the ones at mid-thigh, start tightening, and now she understood why they’d been left a little slack! For as her legs bent her thigh muscles expanded, and the ropes had been left a bit loose to accommodate that expansion. This had been planned!!
Indeed it had and, no matter how violently Sasha struggled, she couldn’t prevent her ankles being pulled all the way up behind her. Courtney didn’t stop until Sasha’s heels were pressed against the backs of thighs, and only then did she finally tie the rope off. 
But she didn’t stop there. 
Once Courtney had Twerp’s ankles snugly secured against her legs she reached up and grasped the rope tied to the front of her slave’s upper knee bonds. Making sure it passed between the knees Courtney brought it up over Twerp’s back, and then passed it between the double rings resting center of Twerp’s shoulder blades. She then threaded it between the two rings... and started pulling.
Twerp really started to whine and mewl then, feeling her knees drawn forwards and up, while at the same time her back started arching as little shoulders were pulled up and back! She tried jerking and pulling, but again she couldn’t stop what was happening. And Courtney didn’t even have to hold on tight, for the double ring arrangement was self-locking: the rope couldn’t slip back free on its own.
By the time Courtney was finished, Sasha was deeply arched back, with only her tummy and hips resting on the floor. Already muscles were crying out at the stress and strain of the position. In fact, it was so shockingly restrictive that Sasha was stunned speechless. Not that the gag filling her mouth didn’t mute her silent to start with! Sasha barely had time to truly register and comprehend just how tightly bound she was before Courtney left her, having first carefully tugged each of the new bonds, checking how tight and secure they were before giving her little slave a little pat on the rear that was unconsciously exactly the same as her Mom had earlier done.
Sasha still hadn’t truly reacted to things by the time Courtney was, once more, comfortably settled in her chair, slender little legs extended out and tiny socked toes wriggling as she picked up where she’d left off on her project.
Within moments Sasha realized just how awful, just how strenuous this new bondage was; just how terribly confining and restrictive. She could roll her head, wriggle hands and fingers, feet and toes and, with effort, rock her body a bit. And that was all she could do. The muscles in her back, and those of her legs, were already starting to tremble and vibrate, to complain and ache. And she’d only been like this for a few moments! 
It was so terribly unyielding, making her feel so strained and achy that, although she had fervently sworn not to struggle, she found it impossible to remain motionless. She wanted --needed!-- to straighten out her back, to straighten out her legs... and couldn’t. But that didn’t stop her from trying! Futile as that might be.
At first, the jerky motions of her bound limbs were involuntary, as they reflexively strove to relieve their confinement and strain. Then, as the aches and stress of her tightly bound position grew greater, as she felt her muscles quiver and tremble, Sasha started consciously struggling. Deliberately attempting to find some easement, some position that didn’t ache so terribly. Little fingers plucked and picked at the ropes they could reach, tugging and yanking at them. But the only ropes she could reach were the ones attaching bent knees up to behind her shoulders, and no matter how she pulled at those she couldn’t loosen them at all. And while she could, just barely, reach the ropes tying her ankles, she couldn’t find the knots and, like the first set of ropes, simply tugging on them did nothing at all. Sasha furiously twisted her small wrists, squirming and wriggling them in an attempt to either reach the securing knots or somehow work the ropes down and off. 
But Samantha had been the one to tie Sasha, and she knew her business. The knot was placed between and at the top of bound wrists, where prying little fingers could never reach, and the multiple loops of rope clasped around in a snug embrace, one made even firmer by the double cinching between. It was, barely, possible that, had only her wrists been tied, Sasha might have worked the ropes down with enough effort. But with elbows also bound behind her Sasha simply didn’t have that freedom of motion.
Courtney peeked up from her project, sea gray eyes brightly sparkling as she peered down at her slave through long, thick, sooty tipped pale lashes. Now she was struggling, oh yes! And while that hadn’t been the reason she’d hog-tied her, Courtney certainly didn’t mind, at all, that one of the results was her slave starting to struggle in earnest!
Although Sasha had, earlier, quickly reached the point where she’d been hoping --and yearning-- for touches, within minutes that was replaced with a much more burning desire for release. She whimpered and whined, moaned and mewled, her sounds heavily muffled by the gag filling her mouth. Her tensed, strained muscles were starting to non-stop vibrate and quiver, while what felt like fire was gradually creeping through and along them. She wanted out, and now! 
Yet, even through her acute distress and discomfort, her body still resonated, still remained aroused although, at the moment -- and understandably so -- Sasha wasn’t aware of that. 
She finally twisted her head to the side to peer up at Courtney, and started shamelessly, desperately whining. Then felt her tummy oddly lurch, felt her heart pound even faster, when Courtney paid her no heed at all. Granted, she was gagged quite securely and couldn’t make much of a sound. Even so, Sasha was being quite vocal in her distress, and was utterly positive that Courtney could hear her...
...but was choosing to ignore her.
Sasha had thought she’d felt helpless before. Thought that nothing could make her feel as helpless as being naked, cuffed, and locked in her cage. 
But she’d been wrong, it seemed.
True helplessness was being tightly bound and gagged and in tormented distress, and having your Mistress absolutely disregard your frantic, unfeigned pleadings.
‘Oh gawd!’ she mentally wailed. What was she going to do!? Courtney was completely ignoring her! Paying no heed to her! 
The thought that she just couldn’t stay like this much longer flickered through her head but was instantaneously dismissed, for by now Sasha had learned. Learned that there was a huge difference between ‘couldn’t’ and ‘didn’t want to’. She’d learned that lesson days ago, when she’d pissed off Courtney that first day and had been left to hang unsupported from her wrists.
Her struggles exponentially increased without her ever realizing it, and low muffled grunts, groans, whines and whimpers softly echoed in the room, panted breath huffing and snorting through little flared nostrils.
After what seemed an eternity but was actually exactly five minutes (Courtney having been paying close attention to her wristwatch) Courtney finally put down one of her project materials and hopped back up. Twerp gazed up at her, raw and desperate appeal in huge, wide pleading green eyes. 
Eyes that filled like glittering emerald pools at seeing the huge, delighted grin on Courtney’s face, at seeing the soft flush of excitement and power blooming on her cheeks. Sasha piteously whined again yet, even as she did, she knew there would be no mercy, no leniency. No change in plans. Courtney would simply continue doing as she pleased, no matter what.
For the first time since ‘The Discovery’, Sasha found herself wishing Aunt Samantha were present. She was terrified that Courtney’s obvious enthusiasm and exuberance spelled trouble, and Sasha desperately wished her Aunt were there to keep things under control. For it was crystal clear that Courtney was utterly delighting, not just in Sasha’s helplessness, but very much so in her distress as well.
Courtney’s eyes gleamed as she knelt at her slave’s side, a feeling inside her that had been smoldering all this time abruptly fanning higher. All this time -- when Mom had bound Twerp, when Courtney had gagged her slave then left her to ‘simmer’ for a bit, when she’d hog-tied Twerp and left her alone a bit longer -- faint, gentle and unusual feelings had been bubbling inside her.
Well, perhaps not unusual, now that she thought about it for a bit; Courtney realized she’d been sensing those exact same feelings for a while now. At least, for certain sure, these last four days. Ever since Friday, in fact.
Ever since Twerp became her slave.
So, no, they really weren’t unusual. New, yes. Different, yes. Weird... a little, yes, as Courtney didn’t truly understand or comprehend what they were or why they occurred. She only grasped that they did exist and, after dwelling on them these last couple of days, she liked how they made her feel inside.
Huge, sparkling gray eyes slowly wandered over the little bound slave before her, noting --and delighting in-- her utter helplessness. Twerp really was screwed, Courtney admitted to herself. There wasn’t a blessed thing she could do to ease her position, to alleviate her distress and discomfort.
Twerp’s cheeks remained puffed out like a chipmunk, the skin flushed and rosy while the harness straps compressed the skin beneath them. From beneath the wide leather band covering her gaped, plugged mouth issued a steady trickle of thick, sticky slobber, while above that band little nostrils flared as Twerp’s breath whuffled and hissed in and out.
The rest of her body looked a bit flushed as well, except for where the ropes confined, and there Courtney noticed how the cords firmly compressed the flesh beneath them, turning the skin a bit lighter in hue. And her slave’s skin wasn’t just flushed, either, Courtney noted, but was sweaty, too, as if Twerp had just had a fever break. 
Her eyes dropped to her slave’s legs and feet, seeing how the muscles at thighs and calves strained and quivered; watched them as they jerked and twitched, as they futilely strained against the ropes that secured them so tightly together. 
Not just watching, either; Courtney gently rested a tiny hand against the side of Twerp’s one thigh, feeling the quivering, spasmodic strain of tensed muscles. A deep shiver rippled through Courtney’s tiny body at that, accompanied by a gentle wash of warmth. It was obvious Twerp wasn’t intentionally struggling. Instead, it seemed as if her legs were compelled to strain against the ropes holding them bent and secure. 
With no effort at all Courtney repositioned Twerp, rolling her onto her side with a mild nudge so that her slave’s front faced Courtney as she knelt. That had been so easy to do! Twerp whined again, sounding more desperate and despairing. Courtney wasn’t entirely sure which Twerp was doing: imploring for release, or pleading for touches and pussy petting. Well, it didn’t really matter which it was, Courtney was simply going to do what she’d planned on doing.
Twerp deeply shivered as Courtney lowered a tiny hand downwards towards her body, whining and trying to shrink back and away and unable to move at all. Courtney did touch, as it turned out, but not at all how her slave expected or apprehensively anticipated. 
Tiny fingers so very lightly traced along the lines of every rope that encircled and confined her slave, following their path as they firmly compressed the flesh beneath them. Firmly, yes, but not painfully so, nor so constrictive as to cut off circulation. And Courtney checked for that, too, gently squeezing slender forearms, small hands and feet to check for just that. She didn’t feel any signs of that having happened, nor did she expect to find any. After all, Mom had been the one -- for the most part -- tying up Twerp. 
Gentle yet insistent tingles rippled through Courtney’s tummy as she knelt next to her slave, as she continued lightly tracing out the paths of the rope, enjoying and delighting in how they secured and confined her little slave. There was something quite exciting about doing that, and Courtney basked, reveled and delighted in Twerp’s helplessness, in her quivers and trembles, her whines and whimpers. Without deliberate thought or purposeful intention she started rhythmically pressing little thighs together, unconsciously enjoying the little waves of warmth that pressure created.
By now, Sasha was in acute discomfort. Not actually in pain, no. At least, not yet, anyway. But the stringent bondage she was in was starting to take its toll on already sore and aching muscles. Between morning exercises, slave posture practices and that awful boot polishing fiasco yesterday afternoon, her muscles were starting to feel strained and abused, rapidly passing from sore and aching, to uncomfortable and strained, to absolute suffering. She piteously whined again at Courtney, her eyes enormous and pleading. 
Then she stiffened, whining in deeper distress when, after Courtney had spent almost a minute just looking at, and lightly exploring, her tightly bound body, she produced once again the hose and bulb attachment for the gag!
Courtney felt another sharp tingle ripple through her when Twerp did that. Oh my, it was terribly exciting to have that sort of effect on her slave! Although evidently Twerp was affected in other ways, too, even in addition to her discomfort. Courtney didn’t miss those obvious sighs: twin small nipples still so tightly puckered, hard and erect, and a pussy that thickly glistened with cream. 
Wetting the inflation needle in her small mouth Courtney looked down at her horrified and dismayed little slave. “Hold still,” she softly commanded.
Sasha jerked at that order, her eyes widening impossibly rounder. Surely Courtney didn’t intend to inflate that gag any more than it was! Could she!? Well, if she did intend to do so, then there was nothing, nothing at all, Sasha could do to prevent that, and she deeply shivered, remembering the ease with which Courtney had overpowered her earlier, and that was before being bound even tighter in a hog-tie! 
She couldn’t mean to inflate it more! Sasha thought with helpless dread. There simply wasn’t any more room in her mouth for it to go! And the gag straps were already achingly tight around her face and head, so even her jaws couldn’t open further! 
Then she paled, her throat spasming in a pointless swallowing gulp as Sasha considered something: there most certainly wasn’t any room for that balloon to expand sideways, or up and down... but it could stretch and extend deeper into her mouth!
Although Sasha didn’t see how such a thing was possible to do, from her readings and explorations she’d learned about things like ‘deep throating’ and the like. So she had a somewhat passable understanding that, yes, it was possible to actually have an object (like a penis, she remembered, her cheeks abruptly blossoming into flame) go all the way to the very back of one’s throat. And even further, too, actually into the throat.
If that balloon couldn’t go anywhere else it could, most assuredly, go further into Sasha’s throat. For there was no way she could prevent that from happening if, indeed, Courtney inflated that thing in her mouth any more than it already was. Sasha felt a wave of panic flood through her at that. It was horrid enough having a doctor press the back of her tongue with a tongue depressor; that had always made her feel like she was about to retch. But that memory paled in comparison to her imagining what it would feel like to have that balloon inexorably pushed backwards into her mouth, all the way to the very back of her throat.
Sasha jerked her head back and away from Courtney, as far as she could manage... which wasn’t much at all. She whimpered and whined, she shook her head back and forth in impotent denial. 
“Hold still,” Courtney softly commanded a second time. 
Sasha felt herself start violently trembling, all thoughts or desires of pride and dignity long vanished. She didn’t care if she looked or sounded like a crybaby (which had been one of many terms she’d humiliatingly and mockingly used against her little cousin). Anything, just as long as she was untied from this awful position and that gag left alone and not pumped up more.
But neither were options Courtney was giving her, as yet a third time she softly repeated the order to hold still, holding that glittering needle near the front of the gag.
Sasha tightly closed her eyes and braced herself, her entire little body rigid with the enormous effort at staying still as told to do. She just couldn’t make herself watch Courtney put that needle thing back in, not when knowing what that meant, and she tensed in horrid anticipation of that balloon thing expanding deeper into her mouth and throat. She knew tensing was the worst thing she could do; at least, the stories and stuff all seemed to mention relaxing one’s throat for deep throating, but Sasha just couldn’t seem to keep from tensing up all over.
She felt a slight push against her face, and knew that Courtney must have inserted the needle. She softly whined, a truly pathetic whimper of extreme misery and profound distress and tensed even more, feeling shudders rippling through her.
Courtney carefully slipped the moistened needle back through the inflation valve, making sure it was fully seated. Then she looked at Twerp again, and rocked back on little socked heels at what she saw. There was no mistaking how frightened Twerp was, her fear was so thick and palpable it radiated from her in icy waves. 
She hadn’t intended to scare Twerp so. For one thing, this hadn’t been meant to be scary, and for another, Courtney had specifically promised her Mom not to experiment using fear on her slave. Courtney was shrewd enough to guess Twerp would feel apprehension and nervousness, anxiety and alarm, oh my yes. In addition to, of course, feeling helpless and impotent, feeling achy, sore, uncomfortable and distressed. But fear? Fear thick enough to border on panic?
Courtney didn’t understand that at all. She didn’t understand what was scaring Twerp so, or why that had happened. It obviously had something to do with this gag. Of that, she was sure. 
She lifted small shoulders in a dismissive shrug. Whatever it was, she’d find out later. At the moment, though, Courtney couldn’t see any reason not to proceed as she’d planned, and so took the squeeze bulb in a little hand. Tiny fingers found the shiny knurled knob, and then slowly rotated it until she heard a soft hiss of air.
Sasha heard that soft hiss, too, and tensed even harder, quivering with the strain of holding so so still. Then her eyes flew wide open, huge and round, as she felt that balloon inside her gaped mouth start... shrinking. Enormous eyes swiveled up, staring at Courtney who knelt at her side, startled and bewildered. Was this, somehow, a mistake? Or was Courtney simply fiendishly tormenting and teasing her?
Courtney didn’t appear confused. Just... focused. Concentrating. Intently watching Sasha with glittering gray eyes as the air continued softly hissing. Finally, the sound ceased, the balloon inside her mouth fully deflated. It was still a substantial bulk inside, of course, but nothing at all like it had been.
“Swallow while you can,” Courtney softly murmured, and only then did Sasha realize that, yes, Courtney hadn’t made an error but, for whatever reason, had intentionally deflated that horrid balloon. She didn’t need to be told twice, not when her mouth was pooled with sticky saliva, and immediately began swallowing the thick spit. 
Her cheeks bloomed a deep rose as Courtney grinned at the slurping sounds Sasha made sucking the spittle from about the deflated balloon, but it wasn’t Courtney’s grin that had her blushing so. No, the blush was from what else Sasha noticed: the soft glow to Courtney’s cheeks, and little thighs rhythmically pressing together. Courtney might not be aware of what she was doing, or why, but Sasha was. Courtney was being turned on watching and listening to Sasha swallowing the pooled saliva.
Again Sasha felt odd at the understanding that things she did, and how she reacted, could excite her little cousin that way. It made her feel shy, yet squirmy. Awkward, yet pleased. 
Nervous and apprehensive, too, for Sasha grasped, much better now, how easy it was to lose your discipline, restraint and control when you were turned on and excited. Moreover, Courtney was just a little kid. She didn’t have anywhere near the control that Sasha -- who was, after all, older -- had! Sasha already had ample proof of just how enthusiastic Courtney could get, and what the result of that might be!
She might be nervous and apprehensive at the moment, yes, but now that she wasn’t terrified of that balloon being inexorably forced back into her throat Sasha’s fear drained from her like water from a ruptured bucket. Courtney distinctly saw Twerp relax, clearly discerned her fears rapidly fade away. She still hadn’t a clue what had set Twerp off like that, but she softly smiled, very pleased and happy, that her little slave wasn’t so scared any more. 
Courtney left the inflation hose in place then reached down and, very tenderly, petted Twerp’s cheek. Twerp kept staring up with huge, imploring eyes. Now that her panic had gone, she suddenly became much more aware of the awful ache and discomfort of her bondage, and she silently pleaded with her eyes at Courtney for release. Courtney simply petted her cheek again before tiny fingers started plucking at the chin and head harness buckles.
Sasha hoped that meant Courtney was going to remove the gag, but that was not to be. Instead, Courtney carefully tightened each strap two holes so that they snugly gripped her head and jaw in a firm embrace. Not tight, no. Just quite snug. Sasha just laid there as the gag straps were tightened, remaining as motionless and as silent as possible, very aware that, if she moved or fussed, Courtney might decide to punish or discipline her if she did.
Once Courtney had the straps secured to her satisfaction, checking their tautness by gently tugging on them, she once again tenderly petted Sasha’s cheek with a tiny, soft hand. Sasha would really rather have had the gag removed. However, even with the straps tugged down as they were, it was still a tremendous improvement over what it had felt like before!
Courtney didn’t immediate re-inflate the balloon. Instead, after checking the fit of the straps she just gazed real deep into her little slave’s eyes, which made Twerp lightly shiver, before rolling her onto her tummy. Again Twerp trembled at the utter ease at which Courtney ‘manhandled’ her, and softly whined as she was moved, for her legs, back and shoulders were deeply aching and hurting by now.
Tiny hands lightly cupped Twerp’s bound hands and feet as Courtney checked the circulation there, just as Mom had explained to do. Lying stretched out shouldn’t cause any problems, she’d said. But once Courtney had drawn and secured her slave up into this special version of a hogtie -- which Samantha was positive her daughter would want to do, and so had instructed Courtney in what to do, how to do it, and what to watch out for -- Courtney would need to periodically check her circulation.
Satisfied, Courtney started loosening the securing ropes, starting first with the one connecting knees to shoulders and helplessly curving her into that awesome looking arch. The tip of her tiny tongue peeked out as tiny fingers plucked at the locking rings. There was so much tension there it was difficult to work the ropes loose enough to unlock them from the rings and release Twerp from her arch.
Sasha trembled, feeling Courtney behind her. She didn’t know what was happening; as usual, Courtney hadn’t bothered to explain which, as Sasha was gradually starting to understand, was because slaves (like herself) didn’t need, or require, explanations. But then she groaned, a deep, surprised yet utterly gratified moan of relief as she felt those ropes loosen, as she relaxed from that awful, acutely uncomfortable bow she’d been bound into.
Releasing Twerp’s ankles from being bound to thighs was much easier; all Courtney had to do was untie a knot, rather than actually twist tension-tight ropes from locking rings. Again Twerp groaned as she --finally!-- could straighten out her legs, and she almost sobbed in relief. She felt her pulse throb and pound along her slender legs once they’d straightened, and each pulsation was so noticeable against the ropes that still secured her legs and ankles together.
Sasha moaned again in relief, reveling in this much more relaxed position. However, she couldn’t help but lightly tremble when Courtney knelt at her head again then picked the squeeze bulb back up again. 
Courtney grasped the bulb in her tiny hand, gazing quite intently Twerp. A shivery heated tingle rippled through her at her little slave’s expression, and her face felt a bit flushed. She knew her slave didn’t want it inflated again. Too bad. She’d gotten a break, after all. And, besides, Courtney wasn’t planning on inflating it that much. 
A little squeeze. Then another. Then yet another. Courtney carefully watched Twerp as she collapsed the bulb each time, not wanting to over inflate the gag but wanting to make it big enough to awesomely muffle her again.
Sasha wanted to yank her head back, but remembered she’d been commanded to hold still, and was dreadfully certain if she fussed Courtney would simply retie her in that awful hogtie again. She felt trapped, caught between the proverbial rock-and-a-hard-place. But, right now, right this moment, it wasn’t a platitude. It was real.
She gritted her teeth. Not to prevent that balloon from swelling. She’d already learned that was an impossibility. No, instead she did that to focus on staying still, considering obeying the command as the lessor of two evils.
Although that became harder and harder to do as the balloon kept increasingly growing. Within moments it had, once again, fully filled the front two-thirds of her mouth, just as it had before, molding itself against the roof of her mouth, forcing her little tongue down and pressing, this time, against her teeth. It didn’t have as much space as before, as Courtney had tightened the gag straps down. And, once it had filled all that space...
...it started expanding, backwards, deeper and deeper into her mouth.
Just as she’d feared before.
Sasha tried. She really really did. She held her breath as it expanded backwards, and she didn’t whine or move until she felt the back of her throat give a little spasm as the rear of her little tongue started getting pushed down. And that spasm begat a second... and a third... and Sasha suddenly realized that she couldn’t relax; that she daren’t relax, exhale or breathe, or she’d wind up uncontrollably heaving.
Before she could panic, before fear abruptly could explosively blossom into true hysteria, Sasha heard the hiss of air... and the balloon partially deflated. She looked up, opening her eyes at last... to see Courtney staring down at her, her eyes huge and concerned.
“You OK Twerp?”
Sasha took several deep breaths as she felt incipient panic ease and fade. No, she really wasn’t ‘OK’. Then again... at the moment... she wasn’t in trouble now that the balloon was deflated.
And a moment was all she had to feel relieved, too, as ice water surged through her veins as suddenly Sasha truly perceived Courtney’s expression. 
Concerned.
Now Sasha had seen her little cousin look concerned before. In fact, Sasha had often thought Courtney was too soft- and tenderhearted. Especially so far during this summer’s vacation; Sasha had had more than enough of the worried, troubled look Courtney had kept giving her.
But that wasn’t the expression she was seeing now. Oh no. This wasn’t a ‘jeez, I hope she’s OK’ look; no, this was more the appearance of someone who, after weeks of careful planning and practice, was bemused at why their attempt didn’t quite work out as planned.
Sasha might have twitted her little cousin quite viciously and hurtfully about her being a geek and nerd, but she wasn’t unaware or oblivious of just how sharp and clever Courtney actually was. Once she’d set her mind on something, wild horses couldn’t drive her off the path.
And what Sasha was seeing in her little cousin’s eyes wasn’t concern for a person; wasn’t concern for Sasha. No, it was concern for an experiment not quite working as planned; a possession not exactly responding as expected.
Just 24 hours ago, as she lay in this very same room, hogtied and gagged with the polishing-brush gag, Sasha had, for the very first time, truly felt like a slave. And now, as Courtney looked down at Sasha, a frowny little thoughtful expression on her small face, for the very first time Sasha truly felt like an object. A thing, a play toy.
This might very well have started out as nothing less than a game to Courtney. In fact, Sasha was positive that had been all it had been. Just a game, a way of playing pretend yet still getting back at Sasha for how mean and hurtful she’d been to her cousin so far this summer. But if this had started out as just a game, somewhere along the way that had changed. Drastically changed, and Courtney’s expression was proof positive of that.
Sasha didn’t doubt that Courtney was still finding this fun and amusing. But she also remembered just how precociously serious her little cousin was, nor did she forget her Aunt’s words just this afternoon at lunch. 
‘She has to learn not only everything you’re being taught, but even more, too. She has had lessons and tests every day now, in fact. And she’s totally responsible for your well-being, too. Which, I might add, she takes very seriously and sincerely to heart. And she’s done all that because she’s chose to do that. Because she really does like having you as her slave.’
Sasha’s throat convulsively spasmed in a reflexive swallowing attempt it truly hit her just how serious her little cousin was about all this. And if she was serious about being Sasha’s Mistress, it went without saying that she was just as serious about viewing Sasha as nothing less that Courtney’s very real slave girl.
Courtney continued watching Twerp, seeing a bazillion thoughts flickering at the backs of huge, grass-green eyes. She was curious as to what her slave might be thinking, but at the moment she had others things to occupy her mind. She waited until Twerp’s breathing slowed to a more normal rate of respiration before starting to squeeze the inflation bulb that she’d never let go of. 
No sooner had Courtney squeezed it that first time than Twerp stiffened. She didn’t make a sound though, other than a swift sharp inhale. Courtney gazed quite intently at her slave, watching her body and eyes like a hawk staring at a juicy timid mouse just under its perch. Of course Twerp was nervous and unhappy at being gagged; Courtney had long ago figured that out! But there was a discernable difference between how she usually reacted to being gagged and how she reacted at the sixth squeeze of the bulb:
Body abruptly tensing, as tight as a taut bowstring; little nostrils suddenly flaring with a fearful distressed whine, as huge eyes flew even wider.
Nodding to herself Courtney immediately ceased squeezing, and just stared into Twerp’s eyes, almost freezing Twerp with that basilisk gaze. Courtney saw Twerp’s throat rapidly flutter several times, saw the look of panic briefly flash across Twerp’s face. But as the seconds passed Twerp also gradually relaxed, her breathing slowed a little. 
Nodding to herself Courtney tugged the inflation valve free before padding back over and up into her chair, settling the lap desk in place. She immediately returned to her project, relegating her slave to the back burner for now.
Sasha’s heart thudded in her chest. For whatever reason Courtney had stopped blowing that gag up just shy of triggering another gag reflex. But she didn’t ask Sasha if she was ok again. And that was quite unsettling, almost frightening. 
Resting her cheek on the floor Sasha deeply groaned, luxuriating at last in the ability to stretch out from that awful hogtie. She’d long ago forgotten her vow to remain motionless, and wriggled and squirmed in a futile effort to find some degree of relief and comfort from her bondage.
And some relief from those tingles that still simmered inside her.
Now and then Courtney glanced up from her project, smothering the grin on her face whenever she looked down at her tightly bound, gagged, naked and collared little slave. But nothing could hide the delighted enchanted sparkle in her luminescent sea grey eyes. Mom had sure been right! It was fun owning your own slave, especially after the responsible stuff was over with and the funner stuff could start!
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Sasha growled as she drummed bound little heels together on the carpet. She’d managed to wriggle and squirm until she was sitting up and then had been, with increasing fervor, straining to get her arms unbound. Regardless of her earlier vow, Sasha no longer cared if she was amusing Courtney by struggling. 
Now, it wasn’t as if being tied this way was badly hurting (now that she wasn’t brutally hogtied), because it wasn’t. Rather the exact opposite, in fact, something that Sasha was clearly aware of. Nipples were so tight they ached, and inner thighs and pussy were slick and slippery. The ropes binding her, and the utter immobility as that result, only exacerbated the tingles and throbs.
But being unable to move even though unsecured to anything was driving her crazy. There was something about not being bound to something yet still being helplessly restrained that, in some unfathomable manner, simply goaded a desire to struggle. Being tightly strapped down to the Y-rack somehow didn’t fuel the same frenzied need to move about that simply being tied up was inciting.
She wanted to be free of these restrictive, confining ropes... yet somehow she didn’t. She wanted Courtney to pay ‘attention’ to her... but didn’t. She wanted... oh, she didn’t know what she wanted! Her emotions, desires and needs were equally diametrically opposed. And she kept flickering back and forth from each extreme like a laser bouncing back and forth between its mirrors.
And like a laser, her inner turmoil and arousal kept increasing; amplifying and growing. And as long as she was fighting --not just the ropes but also the feelings being bound elicited, created and enhanced-- there wasn’t any respite. She hadn’t any means of gaining a calm, collected moment to recover her composure, thus enabling an attempt, no matter how feeble, at reasoning things out.
It had been a while since Courtney had released Sasha from that dreadful hogtie and, since then, Courtney hadn’t said or done a blessed thing to her. In fact, she seemed so completely engrossed in whatever it was she was doing that she was completely ignoring Sasha. Glancing over her shoulder Sasha peeked at Courtney who, as far as Sasha could tell, was still deep into whatever magazine she was reading. Probably one of her Neopets or Mary-Kate and Ashley magazines.
Grunting again with effort Sasha strained once more to draw elbows closer together. She’d discovered, first by accident and later by experimentation, that by doing so the tension of the ropes binding her elbows loosened. But, loose or not, no matter what Sasha tried she just couldn’t get those damned ropes to fall or slither down! Panting with effort, little nostrils flaring, Sasha growled again as she once more, frustrated, thumped the floor with her heels. 
Then jerked, feeling wetness hit her chest again. She couldn’t see them, but she sure could feel the thick, sticky strands of her saliva as she drooled past that horrid gag and down her chin and onto her chest. Just another thing to frustrate her!
Embarrass her, too. Sasha didn’t like the fact that most of the gags used on her made her helplessly drool like a little baby. It didn’t matter to her that neither her Aunt nor little cousin seemed to find gag-slobbering something to deride, mock, ridicule and belittle Sasha for doing --in fact, both actually seemed to like it when Sasha helplessly drooled; go figure-- but just because they didn’t seem to mind didn’t mean that Sasha didn’t mind, too! 
Resting for a bit Sasha unthinkingly started rhythmically tightening and relaxing little thighs, squeezing and pressing them together as she debated what to try next. Should she even keep trying? Or just give up and strive finding the most comfortable position she could to wait this out?
Unfortunately for Sasha, Courtney had plans for her little slave, and they didn’t include just sitting or lying on the floor like a bump on a log. Sasha had a fleeting moment to notice, out of the corner of an eye, Courtney hopping up out of her chair before, with a gag-muffled squeal of startled outrage, she found herself being pushed down on the floor and rolled onto her tummy.
Quietly humming to herself Courtney once again threaded the long ankle rope back and forth through the back-of-thighs and back-of-ankles rings. Twerp pathetically whined sensing that happening, fully aware of what that presaged. She whined again at feeling those ropes tightening, at feeling her ankles begin being pulled upwards again but, this time, she didn’t fight or resist. Not because she was looking forward to being hogtied again, but because she’d already learned she couldn’t fight this and couldn’t see any reason for pointless defiance.
Much too soon for comfort or happiness Sasha’s bound ankles were tightly pressed and secured to the back of small thighs, little heels against pert bottom. Already she felt muscles quivering and complaining, but they --like her-- were just going to have to deal with the stress.
‘Oh gawd no!’ Sasha mentally implored, feeling Courtney next fumbling at Sasha’s back. ‘Not my shoulders and back again too!’ 
Once again, the deities seemed deaf to Sasha’s pleas for Courtney was, indeed, starting to pull her little slave back into an arch. For whatever reason though --and Sasha hadn’t a clue why-- Courtney didn’t arch Sasha back anywhere near as far as she had that first time. This time only Sasha’s knees and a bit of her chest were forcibly lifted up off the carpeted floor. 
Before Courtney returned to her project she intended to have a bit of fun with her slave once she’d re-bound her, and that’s exactly what she did. A huge grin lit her face at her little slave’s muffled indignant squeals and squeaks as Courtney started rolling her back and forth. Onto her left side, then back to her tummy, then her right side, then back again. Over and over. 
This was so easy! Courtney exulted. And it was, too. With a bit of effort (and not much of that to be accurate) Courtney could just rock her slave back and forth, back and forth, and she delighted and thrilled in the physical power and control she had over Twerp.
Courtney finally stopped, leaving Twerp on her side, her slave’s tummy facing Courtney’s chair. Still hugely grinning Courtney reached down and lightly rubbed Twerp’s taut tummy. Then patted it, so gently, just as if she were pussy petting her slave. That wasn’t gonna happen this time, of course. This afternoon wasn’t about pussy petting, or Twerp getting nice feelings. 
This afternoon was all about Courtney. Twerp’s Mistress. And what Courtney wanted.
Courtney gave Twerp a final tummy pat and then started to get up off her knees and back to her project. But suddenly she stopped, a wicked fiendish grin spreading across her face.
*ppt*
Twerp squealed as Courtney landed a light yet still stinging cupped-hand pop to her tummy, one sharp enough to leave the faintest pink of palm prints behind.
*ppt* *ppt*
Wriggling on little knees Courtney commenced enthusiastically giving Twerp, with great delight and malicious intent, a very thorough dose of that scourge of playgrounds everywhere: the dreaded pink belly.
Now, Sasha was no stranger to pink bellies. Granted, she hadn’t had one in years, not since she’d been a little kid in second grade. And she’d been quite indignant then, too, at having four of her classmates wrestle her down and onto her back, each one tightly gripping and holding Sasha’s arms and legs down while a fifth tugged Sasha’s shirt up to bare her tummy. Sasha had bucked and thrashed, jerked and fought, but with four of them holding her down she couldn’t do a thing to stop the fifth from gleefully tummy-spanking her, not stopping until Sasha was weeping with frustration and humiliation, her entire tummy a bright pink.
Sasha had only been the recipient of a couple of pink belly attacks before she’d stopped becoming a target, mostly because she’d stalked each one that had participated and slugged them. With her fist. Several times. Hard. 
She indignantly squawked and squealed as Courtney just continued landing spank-pat after spank-pat. But even through her indignation Sasha couldn’t help feeling a sudden, very extreme sense of helplessness. It had taken four kids Sasha’s own age and size to hold her down. Yet with no visible effort or strain her little cousin --younger, smaller and nowhere near as strong as Sasha-- was in more absolute control of Sasha than four of her own peers had ever been.
For several long minutes Courtney continued, only stopping once her slave’s entire tummy was a very bright, hot pink, and Courtney’s own tiny palm felt stinging. Still with an earsplitting grin Courtney hopped up, then merrily skipped over to her chair, plopping down and settling her lap desk in place again. Enthusiastically returning to her project, she softly giggled to herself. ‘Wait’ll Twerp finds out about this!’ she gleefully thought.
The reaction of most people upon meeting Courtney in passing the first time was virtually universal: either ‘Awwww, cute!’ in the event of an adult male, and ‘What a beautiful child!’ if an adult female. Kids reactions? Well, Courtney wasn’t exactly shy and self-effacing, but neither was she outspoken and boisterous. Meeting her for the first time usually kids paid her little to no attention. 
That subtly changed if the encounter was lengthier. The majority of men simply dismissed her as a ‘cute kid’ and pretty much ignored her after that. The minute remainder either would admiringly gaze at her, in awe of the wealth of shimmering, thick, mid-back length hair or her striking sea-grey eyes surrounded by long, pale sooty-tipped lashes (which Samantha indulgently understood and accepted) or gazed at her with more speculative, appraising looks (which Samantha did not tolerantly accept, and mentally filed them away under a quite unflattering category). The majority of women reacted much the same as the men did, while their modest remnant would contemplatively gaze at Courtney, either in understanding envy at her appearance and charm, or in the nascent smoldering beginnings of jealously and competition.
And the children?
Like all kids her age, she was virtually ignored by those older than herself, and either enthusiastically or hesitantly chatted up by those her own age. 
Things drastically changed, however, after a significant, lengthier time. Courtney might otherwise be unassuming, but she also didn’t do anything to hide any aspect of herself. And it didn’t take very long at all for people to start realizing what a frightening intelligence Courtney had. 
Precocious. Bright. Gifted. Talented. Those were the kinder adjectives used.
Bookworm. Teacher’s pet. Brainiac. Freak. Geek. Nerd. Some weren’t kind at all.
By this year --third grade-- Courtney was already reading and comprehending at an eight-grade level. She had a voracious appetite to learn, and once she had her mind set on learning about something, she was more dogged and tenacious than a pit bull.
Which didn’t endear her to her peers. Which was OK with Courtney. She had her Mom, and her books and studies. She had her gymnastics and equitation lessons for exercise and fun. What more did she really need?
Courtney seldom, if ever, did things by halves. If it was worth doing, she believed, it was worth doing well. Sasha was well aware of that fact, and up until this year would have just teasingly rolled her eyes while inside feeling both proud and envious of her little cousin. This year, however...
This year, like she had everything else, Sasha had done nothing but demean, snipe, nag and criticize Courtney. For her reading, studying... anything and everything. Even so, Sasha couldn’t truly forget or disregard her little cousin’s frightening intellect and resolute dedication to anything that interested her. 
That was, in no small part, one of the reasons her tummy had headed south earlier. During lunch, when Aunt Samantha had explained to Sasha about Courtney studying so hard, learning what was required to be a real Mistress. Sasha had only to glance at Courtney sitting at the table and see that fierce expression of complete focus to understand her little cousin was in ‘learn-mode’. She only got that way about something that really interested and fascinated her. And when that happened, there was no stopping Courtney once the bit was in her teeth and she got started.
Which made what happened next truly frightening.
Courtney only left Twerp in that hogtie for five minutes, just like before. And, like before --even though the hogtie wasn’t as severe-- after five minutes Twerp was piteously whining, staring pathetically hopeful up at Courtney with enormous, pleading eyes. 
The rule about speaking --making any noise, actually-- had been made drastically, unmistakably clear: gagged or not, Sasha wasn’t to speak, or make any attempt at talking or making sounds, at all. And while under normal circumstances (as if anything about the last four days could be considered normal) Sasha wouldn’t have dared breaking that rule... this wasn’t a normal circumstance. Every muscle in her body thrummed and vibrated, aching and sore with strain and stress. Ached and throbbed past the point of acute discomfort.
Any pride, dignity or conceit she might have still harbored had vanished, and she whined, whimpered and mewled, desperately trying to get Courtney’s attention, striving to break through the fierce concentration her little cousin was focusing on whatever it was she was doing.
She even tried wriggling and squirming closer, braving possible displeasure and punishment. Anything to be untied from that awful hogtie!
So, this time she didn’t miss seeing what it was Courtney was looking at when she finally looked down at Sasha on the floor before her, and Sasha’s blood turned to ice, bowels to water, skin to translucent alabaster as she finally saw what was fascinating Courtney so.
Yesterday afternoon Courtney had asked her Mom a perfectly logical question: How could she decide what sort of fun to have with her slave, when she didn’t know what all was possible? 
Perfectly logical, perfectly understandable.
Courtney was saying, Samantha realized, in effect, that she hadn’t a clue about sexuality. Except for the little that Samantha had already shown and explained, and her daughter was sharp enough to understand that that was only the tip of the iceberg so to speak.
All things considered, Courtney was being incredibly patient, too. Samantha gave her question all the attention and consideration it deserved, and very shortly came up with what she thought would be the most ideal solution.
Courtney wanted to learn more about the possibilities? Well, Samantha had a wealth of resource material available. Right downstairs, as a matter of fact. So, starting that afternoon and working on and off throughout that day and the next morning, Samantha carefully sorted through her various magazines, of which she had collected throughout the years over a hundred. Some were extremely mild: “Love Bondage” ones. Some were more ‘artistic’, namely the Japanese bondage ones. And some were, well, to be quite blunt, extremely graphic.
With very few exceptions, all were lesbian oriented. Samantha wasn’t at all interested in seeing men in bondage, and was even less interested in seeing males in the power position. But that only meant the graphic ones were more... interesting. 
At least to her, she grinned.
So there would be no magazines, no photos or illustrations, of a Mistress taking her slave with a strap-on. None of a slave pleasuring her Mistress with a double-dildo gag (although the sudden image of Twerp’s horrified expression as she was gagged with one made Samantha’s belly knot up and pussy throb like few things --if any-- ever had before).
Even so, that did leave a tremendous amount remaining for Courtney to peruse.
Samantha didn’t give any special instructions to Courtney on how best to utilize that material either, accepting that her daughter would be more than capable of handling matters herself, in her own inimitable fashion.
And indeed, upon being told of having that resource material available to her today, had come up with a splendid plan all on her own. What made that plan even more grand was that her slave had finally decided to behave this morning, and so could be included as part of her project!
While Twerp had been caged that morning, Courtney had prepared the theatre room for her studies. First she’d dragged two small end tables over to her chair --she giggled at times looking at that chair; because of its location in the room and because of how Twerp was positioned before Courtney when she sat in it, she’d started thinking of it as ‘The Throne’-- placing them on either side. Atop one she perched all the magazines Mom had loaned to her. The other she left open, for placing drinks and snacks later on, and also for putting the magazines she was finished looking through.
Bringing her lap desk down she’d sat it on the chair, then made sure she had a new, blank note pad for recording comments, remarks and questions. She’d also borrowed from Mom four different colored Post-It page markers: red, yellow, green and orange. Each one would have a special meaning.
And so, after Mom had done that way cool job of tying Twerp up for Courtney, and after Courtney had had such fun pump gagging her slave, she got down to business.
Picking up the first magazine she started off first by slowly, one page at a time, looking at each and every one of the photos. Then she went back to the beginning, searching for the ones that had seemed intriguing, fascinating and fun. If there was a story that went with the photos she either briefly scanned, or more thoroughly read them, depending upon her interest. Positions or situations Courtney was determined to enjoy with her slave she tagged with a green tag. Ones she wasn’t sure of but wanted to learn more about she marked with yellow, while those that made her go ‘Ick!’ were marked with red.
No matter what color she tagged them, each and every one was neatly scribed in her note pad. Courtney recorded the name of the magazine, the page number, and her thoughts about the photo and/or situation, as well as explained why she chose the color she had.
She was so focused on her project that she really did miss out enjoying her slave being so tightly tied up. Part of her just wanted to stare and grin. But that wouldn’t get her project done, and she really wanted to see all the stuff that was possible to do!
Having checked with her Mom first, Courtney had decided on a cycle of twenty minutes being tied outstretched and relaxed (if that could be called relaxing) alternating with five minutes being severely hogtied. Which did give her opportunities to play with her slave, and she certainly had done just that! 
Gagging Twerp had been such fun! Especially with that pump gag! Even though Twerp had freaked out at one point; why, Courtney didn’t know or understand. Courtney was simply enamored of gags; she didn’t know why she was and, in the fashion of a child, she never thought to even question why. She simply, unconsciously accepted that as ‘right’. And so had hogtying her. Way cool!
Of course, neither of those had come without a price. The pump gag was something, Mom had explained, that could very easily be overdone and hurt. So of course Courtney needed to be shown not only how it was used, but also how it felt. And then there was the matter of the hogtie: that, too, could be overdone, and would definitely be painful after just a short time. Plus the tightening ropes had to be placed and threaded a certain way, and they didn’t exactly have another model for Mom to show Courtney how they went...
Except for using Courtney herself, that is.
So, last evening, after caging Twerp for the night and after Courtney’s bath, she found herself laying tummy down on a towel on the living room floor in her birthday suit as Mom bound her the same way as she would Twerp the next day. It had been so difficult for Courtney to just lay still, and she’d lightly shivered feeling more and more of her body being snugly bound and restrained. And then came the gag.
Even now that memory made Courtney swallow hard, recalling the icky taste of that thick rubber balloon going into her mouth, the feel of the leather straps being buckled about her face and head. Listening to Mom explain how it worked, showing her the inflation needle, explaining where it went even as she’d slipped it through the valve and then started inflating the gag.
Oh yes, Courtney knew exactly how Twerp felt when her gag was inflated!
Then came time for the hogtie, and Mom had set up a video camera to record the process. As she’d threaded the ropes she’d kept up a running monologue instruction, explaining where the rope went each time, how to draw it tight, how to secure it...
Courtney had whimpered and groaned as her little naked body had bent and arched, as her muscles had started to quiver and vibrate with strain. There wasn’t any doubt, not the least little smidgeon, that she wasn’t getting out of this until and unless Mom untied her! Nor mistaking that any pleading couldn’t be heard, let alone understood!
Mom had propped her chest up on a throw pillow, pointing her at the TV, then walked off, leaving Courtney alone to watch the replay of her being hogtied, and if her little jaw hadn’t been strapped secure by the gag it would have dropped wide open. Ohmahgawd!
It had felt so... weird... lying on the floor, naked, hogtied and gagged like that. Somewhat embarrassing, and most definitely helpless feeling. It didn’t feel exactly the same as when she had Twerp tied up; that feeling Courtney positively delighted in. But it didn’t feel exactly bad, either.
The actual position felt awful, of course, but not the fact that she was bound and gagged. And Mom hadn’t left her hogtied long. Just for five minutes, although ‘just’ was waaaaaay too mild a term for that! It had felt squirmy-scary being left alone like that, knowing she was totally helpless and couldn’t even yell for Mom if she needed. But at the same time she felt oddly... safe; utterly dependant on her Mom for everything at that point, true, which in an odd way made her feel safe and secure. And she knew Mom wouldn’t do anything that would hurt her. 
After the five minutes were up Mom had come back inside and released her from that tight hogtie. Courtney had groaned and whined as the ropes were loosened. She just couldn’t help doing that! Then had gotten very wide-eyed when Mom, instead of untying Courtney the rest of the way, had simply lifted her up and cuddled her still naked, bound and gagged on her lap while she replayed the tape for the two of them several times until, at last, Courtney had nodded that yes, she was sure she could do it on her own.
At that point Courtney had expected to be ungagged and untied, so she hadn’t been surprised when Mom had first deflated the gag then unbuckled and removed it. One reason Courtney had helpfully coached Twerp to swallow had been because Courtney had learned first hand what it had felt like when the gag had been deflated. 
Not that swallowing had helped Courtney much, for when Mom had finally slid the gag out Courtney had turned beet red as she wound up soaking her bare chest with spit. She’d blushed even hotter at Mom’s expression; although Samantha hadn’t smiled, per se, her eyes had twinkled a little as she tenderly blotted her daughter’s chest, chin and throat dry. 
The night wasn’t yet over though, it had seemed, for no sooner has Samantha ungagged and dried her daughter off then she’d held a small ball gag up to her lips. Courtney had stared at her Mom with enormous eyes at that, and couldn’t help but fidget-squirm in her bonds. Swallowing hard Courtney had opened her mouth, and deeply shivered as the ball was inserted, a little nervous appealing whine as it was buckled secure.
Mom hadn’t said anything beforehand about this happening! Courtney had no idea why it was, or for what, or even for how long. And, of course, gagged once more she had no way of asking any of that, either!
Samantha had simply lifted her daughter up, cradled her to her chest then carried her to Samantha’s bedroom, laying her down on the bed before going to the bathroom to change and get ready for bed herself. Still without a word of explanation Samantha turned out the bedroom lights then simply curled up next to her daughter, cuddling her naked, bound and gagged body to hers.
At first Courtney had been nervous and a bit frightened. Did Mom intend her to stay like this all night? It wasn’t as if it hurt. But it was very uncomfortable, and terribly confining. But as time passed, although it remained too uncomfortable for her to really start falling asleep, Courtney did relax, feeling a very odd sense of peace, security and safety.
Samantha hadn’t kept her daughter bound and gagged all night. Just for an hour, then released her from both. Then she snuggled Courtney to her and, within moments, Courtney had drifted into a deep sleep.
Courtney had reviewed the tape again the next day after having caged Twerp, wanting to make sure she’d gotten things down pat. It sure felt weird seeing herself in that video, naked on the floor and all tightly bound and gagged! It made her tummy feel fluttery inside. Neither good nor bad; actually, Courtney couldn’t put a finger on exactly how it made her feel. Kinda like tying Twerp up, but not the same and not as nice.
The rehearsal and studying had paid off: hogtying Twerp had gone without a hitch. In fact, it had been incredibly easy --and very exciting!-- to do! Even with Twerp resisting which, bound as she had been, hadn’t been a great deal. And the second time had been easier yet because Twerp seemed resigned to her fate. 
This was the second round of being bound then hogtied, and Courtney --ignoring any sounds her slave was making-- had just glanced at her watch to see how much longer was left to the five minutes when she heard Twerp make a much different sound. Blinking Courtney leaned forward and gazed down at her slave, and was quite startled at her expression and complexion. The only other time Twerp had looked so was when Courtney had caught her disobeying Saturday after her morning bath and had realized she was in for a punishment strapping. 
Whatever could be affecting her this time like that? Courtney wondered.
And then a huge grin spread across Courtney’s face as she figured it out. Holding up her current magazine where Twerp could clearly see it she was delighted at her slave’s reaction: deep shudders and muffled whines. Courtney grinned even wider at that, her tummy tingly at the sounds and expressions of her slave.
“Wanna see?” Courtney merrily chirped, setting her lap desk to the side before sliding out of her chair. Twerp looked like she was trying to sink into the floor, or at the very least cringe back and away. Hogtied as she was, there was no hope of escape for her. Padding over in tiny socked feet Courtney settled to her knees at Twerp’s head. 
“Lookit,” she said, opening up the magazine and showing Twerp the one photo. This magazine was about Japanese bondage, and the woman in that photo was tightly bound with hemp rope, limbs and body contorted in strained agonizing position. “Lookit these, too,” Courtney enthused, showing several more photos, again all using hemp rope, this time with the woman in various suspension poses. One rather resembled Twerp’s current hogtie, save the woman was a good six feet up in the air, and posed so her head was slanted and angled towards the floor. There were also many colorful plastic clothespins all over her body, including two bigger ones fastened to her nipples, large lead fishing weights dangling from them.
Tapping the photo with a tiny fingertip Courtney took care to indicate the nipple ones. “Boy... sure looks like they hurt, huh?” she seemingly emphasized, and grinned as Twerp paled even more, whining and pathetically pleading with her eyes. 
“Wanna see more?” Courtney asked, rising to her feet and padding over to her chair. Several more despairing whines issued behind her, which Courtney just ignored.
Other than to merrily grin even bigger, that is!
Crouching again Courtney held out another, more slender magazine. “You kept gloating how you’d get your bellybutton pierced this summer. ‘Member?” Courtney stated. Twerp’s head jerked in tiny nods, heart fiercely hammering. “Whatdja think of this then?” Courtney asked, extending the magazine, holding it out where Twerp could see the opened pages, both sides showing close-ups of various styles of pierced nipple jewelry... which went without saying it also showed the pierced nipples themselves.
Sasha recoiled --well, as best as one can when tightly hogtied, anyway-- her eyes suddenly huge as saucers, face pale as milk, freckles standing out like pollen dusted across the surface of rich cream. Courtney ignored all that; ignored the frightened whines as well. Instead, she just kept an eagle-eye look at Twerp’s body.
“Uh-huh. That’s what I thought,” was all she said before getting back up and walking over to her chair. She jotted a couple of notes then changed the color of the page marker from yellow to orange. Courtney knew there was no way she could have Twerp’s nipples pierced. For one thing, just the thought of doing that to Twerp made Courtney’s tummy feel fluttery-queasy inside. For another, that’d be pretty hard, if not outright impossible, to hide that that had been done.
Not that Twerp needed to know Courtney’s thoughts about that. It was much more fun to keep her slave guessing, wondering if Courtney would actually do that. Because if Courtney did decide that...
Well, by now Twerp had learned if Courtney wanted something, or wanted to do something, she got it or it got done. End of story.
While she sorted through the magazines Courtney did ponder reconsidering her decision about the bellybutton piercing. Going ahead and having that done against her Mom’s orders would certainly have been a Sasha thing to do, and so most likely wouldn’t come under suspicion. And the thought of doing something so... physical... like that was feeling quite intriguing to Courtney now.
If anything Sasha’s heart was now thudding so hard she was surprised it wasn’t exploding. Ever since ‘The Discovery’ and the ensuing subsequent sentence, Sasha had held onto three things as a wellspring of hope:
1) That Courtney wouldn’t take things seriously.
2) That she would only look at this as an involved game, and would grow tired of it quickly.
3) And that her little cousin really didn’t know much at all, hardly anything. Unlike Aunt Samantha, who by now Sasha held a healthy respect. 
Number one hadn’t lasted beyond that first night. After all that had happened that first day, ending up being caged all night long, Sasha had realized that Courtney was, indeed, taking this unfair, outré and unreasonable punishment far too seriously.
Halfway through day four (has it only been four days? Sasha distantly wondered as her mind chaotically churned with more critical concerns) and Courtney, rather than gradually tiring, if anything seemed to be growing even more energetic and enthused. Which completely quashed any hope of number two.
And as for number three...
Perhaps Courtney had been as pure as the driven snow, innocent and inexperienced with regards to certain matters. But if she had been, she certainly was rectifying matters even as Sasha helplessly, horrifyingly watched.
Although she hadn’t looked through every magazine, booklet and publication in this room, Sasha certainly had looked through enough to comprehend what information they contained. Her last hope of refuge and asylum had rested in the knowledge Courtney didn’t know a lot. And what she wasn’t aware of, she couldn’t choose to do or have done.
But that last protective barrier was being breached even as she helplessly watched, unable to do a thing about the doom unfolding before her very eyes. Courtney was getting quite the education this afternoon, and Sasha chillingly recognized the fierce hungry expression her little cousin had. And even if she had somehow, by some impossible means, overlooked Courtney’s expression, she certainly couldn’t have missed the methodical precise way Courtney was conducting her research.
And that was the best word Sasha could think of to describe the fate before her: research.
Not study. Not education. Not instruction or edification. Oh, all of those words did fit, of course, and a germ of each did exist. But what Courtney was really doing was research: the collecting of information about a particular subject. To wit, namely slaves, and the fun a Mistress can have with their own.
Merriam-Webster described it best, even if the explanation was a bit clinical: careful or diligent search; studious inquiry or examination; especially : investigation or experimentation aimed at the discovery and interpretation of facts, revision of accepted theories or laws in the light of new facts, or practical application of such new or revised theories or laws. But what Courtney was doing was anything but dispassionate and clinical!
Courtney started to select another magazine when she paused, then glanced at her watch. ‘Darn,’ she thought, realizing Twerp had been hogtied almost ten minutes now instead of the five maximum she’d intended. Glancing at her slave Courtney stifled a giggle. Twerp sure didn’t seem as if the hogtie was bothering her as much as the revelation of Courtney’s ongoing research project was!
In fact, Twerp seemed deeply shocked and stunned, her expression looking full of resigned hopeless dread and despair. Much like a skier at the bottom of a steep slope might look, gazing up and seeing the entire side of the mountain detach and start inexorably, inescapably thundering down upon them.
Still and all, Courtney thought, she really should give Twerp a break. Especially since Courtney still had the rest of the afternoon to keep her bound and gagged.
So setting the magazine back down Courtney padded over to Twerp, crouching down and rolling her slave onto her tummy, ignoring her squeals. Tugging at the knots and release rings Courtney --more quickly this time than her first effort-- freed Twerp from the arched hogtie, letting her stretch back out again. Courtney ignored the muffled heartfelt grunts and groans of relief as completely as she had the squeals and whines of discomfort and dismay.
As soon as she’d finished Courtney straightened up and returned to her chair, settling the lap desk back in place and returning to her project. This time she frequently glanced down at Twerp as she perused and studied the magazines, and oh how her eyes merrily sparkled at Twerp’s expression of woe and dismay!
Sasha barely noticed being released from the hogtie, still deeply stunned and shocked and no little afraid. Courtney had already proven to be more creative and imaginative than Sasha would have credited her for. And that was with her being naïve and immature. Courtney armed with an entire arsenal of information, and the functional armory of a dungeon playroom simply didn’t bear thinking!
Courtney’s familiarity and know-how --purely theoretical up to now-- was increasing by leaps and bounds. And very shortly, Sasha swallowed in understanding, that academic awareness was going to become practical expertise and experience. For the both of them!
Sasha couldn’t help but shudder. It wasn’t exactly from horror or terror (although there was a touch of each). Rather more like queasy, helpless despair. She’d started feeling like that ever since Friday, and ‘The Discovery’, feeling like the ground beneath her feet had suddenly lurched and tilted, leaving her at the top of a very steep incline whose slippery slick slope ended at a nameless yawning abyss. And as the days had passed that sensation intensified, feeling as if she’d been helplessly scrabbling for a secure foothold, seeking any means to prevent slipping any further downwards even as her downwards slide rapidly accelerated.
Seeing Courtney’s intense zealous studying simply hastened that feeling. No longer scrabbling, no longer frantically groping for a toehold, for anything that would keep her from descending further, for now that surface beneath her had turned to glass. Mirrored, polished oiled glass. And Sasha was no longer simply slithering helplessly downwards. Now she was flying down that incline, clutching for anything to brake her descent and finding nothing, flying out over that cavernous chasm...
It wasn’t quite as dire as Sasha suspected and feared. For she had no idea that Samantha had carefully selected the magazines for Courtney to peruse and study. But she didn’t --and couldn’t-- know that. And Sasha, unlike her little cousin, hadn’t had the magazines she’d looked at during her explorations carefully selected. And she’d looked through a lot of them.
So Sasha had no way of knowing Courtney wasn’t looking at images and pictures of the many, very intense and physical ways women (and men) could be intimate with each other. And not knowing that meant her fertile imagination had no difficulty at all supplying all sorts of images she’d really prefer not to envision.
Then again, Courtney did still have a lot of study material to examine. And was making very good use of her time, too.
Courtney had already decided to sort things into three categories: ‘You betcha!’, ‘I dunno’, and ‘Ick! No way!’ Which were the reasons for the different colored page Post-it notes. Green marked things that Courtney definitely intended to explore and try out with her slave. Red were for things that didn’t appeal to her at all. (It should be noted that there was hardly a red marker to be found). 
Yellow had actually two different, yet closely similar, meanings. It marked either something that Courtney wasn’t sure about or was hesitant to try, or something that she worried might freak Twerp out. 
That left orange and, up until now, except for the nipple piercing pictures Courtney hadn’t had a reason to use that color. But that was about to change very shortly.
Courtney glanced down at her slave. This was now the fourth round of laying there outstretched then hogtied --which meant Twerp had been tied up just a little over an hour and a half by now-- and it was time to, once more, release Twerp from the hogtie. Not the rest of her bonds, of course. Just the hogtie.
It was also time for something else now, too.
Courtney had always intended to ‘review’ the iffy things with her slave. She’d started to do that, in fact, two hogties ago. But after showing Twerp two things Courtney had thought of a much more interesting way of reviewing items, and now she was finally finished her first ‘walk-through’ and selection. So after releasing Twerp from the hogtie Courtney simply rolled her slave --who squeaked, whined and squealed at that-- right over to her chair. 
“Kneel,” she instructed, helping lift Twerp upwards onto her knees, seeing how difficult it would be for Twerp to do so all on her own, especially after being bound for so long already. “In Tower,” she added, and then grinned. “Since I don’t think my slave could properly kneel in Nadu!”
Indeed, Twerp certainly couldn’t, not with her legs bound together as they were. With a bit of effort Courtney finally had Twerp positioned where she wanted: right in front of Courtney’s chair, facing towards the chair itself... and facing right at Courtney. Padding around Twerp Courtney wriggled once more up into her chair, placing little legs to either side of her slave after sitting down. Courtney’s eyes merrily sparkled, seeing Twerp’s head between her legs, almost right in Courtney’s lap!
Sorting through the magazines Courtney found one with a yellow marker. Without saying a word Courtney opened the magazine up to the yellow-tagged page, then held the opened magazine down in front of Twerp’s face so her slave could get a very good look.
There were a series of pictures on both pages, starting upper left on the left page and ending lower right on the right page. It showed, starting from the very beginning, a young naked woman being firmly gagged and then completely mummified, head to toe. Until all that was visible was the very tip of the breathing tube of the gag!
Courtney found that very fascinating and intriguing. Granted, you couldn’t then play with your slave once all wrapped up (which was wrong, but Courtney didn’t know that, as Samantha hadn’t selected magazines showing women plugged fore and aft, or ones wired to electrical toys, before being mummified). But just look how awesomely helpless they were!
The only reason Courtney had tagged that as yellow was out of worry and concern over how Twerp might react. It was going to be very confining, after all, possibly scarily so. Worse, possibly phobic. So she ‘tested’ her slave, holding the pages down where she could see them while closely watching how Twerp responded.
Twerp’s eyes grew huge and round. She tensed up and recoiled back, face paling a bit as she whined in fright. Courtney paid no mind to any of that; instead she simply scrutinized her slave’s nipples and pussy.
Grinning Courtney took the magazine back, replacing yellow with green, then picked up another magazine with yellow tags.
Sasha could be forgiven for missing the obvious. After all, she’d already been tightly bound for over ninety minutes; was dealing with the tingles, the throbbing sensitive nipples and the itchy pussy being tied up ignited; was still stunned and shocked seeing Courtney so intently studying, and what was being studied. So it wasn’t until the fourth or fifth magazine that she abruptly noticed Courtney changing the tag colors. And while she hadn’t been told what the colors meant, the ratings they implied were so patently obvious she didn’t need to be told.
‘Oh gawd!’ Sasha mentally wailed and whined. ‘I am so screwed!’ It wouldn’t matter what she might say to Courtney --not that she’d ever have the opportunity to express her opinion, of course. Courtney was making her decisions based upon how Sasha’s body was reacting and responding!
Indeed she was doing just that, ignoring any sounds or expressions her slave might make --other than enjoying them-- in favor of how nipples and pussy looked. 
It took about twenty minutes to ‘slave-appraise and evaluate’ all the yellow marked items, and by the time Courtney was finished, each and every one save one had been replaced with green. The only orange-marked one, other than the prior orange-marked nipple-piercing magazine, dealt with breath-play and asphyxia, showing a girl bound and wearing a military gas mask over her face. Courtney was enchanted and captivated by the idea of being able to control even her slave’s ability to breathe, but for the very first time Twerp’s reaction seemed deeply visceral and truly alarmed, horrified and panicked.
Even so, Courtney was reluctant to abandon that idea, so orange-marked it for future discussion and possible negotiation with her Mom.
Poor Sasha. It was bad enough imagining what Courtney might be looking at. Forced to kneel in front of her and actually have multiple and different possibilities assessed and reviewed based upon how Sasha’s body reacted was much worse. Sheer torment, an agonizing trial and ordeal, for Sasha was quickly learning what a traitor her body was, how easily it betrayed her.
Setting the final magazine to the side, placing it atop the stack of the others Courtney gave the pile a dainty yet immensely satisfied pat. She then sat the lap desk atop the stack of magazines before turning her attention back to her slave. Glancing at her wristwatch Courtney realized it was getting on in the day. Soon Mom would be coming to announce dinner. 
Unfortunately for Twerp, she was in for a surprise when that happened. Grinning, eyes sparkling Courtney avidly stared at her slave kneeling in front of her. ‘Boy she’s going to be stiff, sore and achy by tonight!’ Courtney thought. ‘Betcha she’d agree to anything just to soak in a hot tub of water and get massaged after.” 
That triggered Courtney recalling her own massage, just last night in fact. Her very first one ever too! Gawd! That had felt soooooo awesome! Just remembering how that had felt had Courtney goosebumping and wriggling tiny socked toes. Closing her eyes she squirmed in remembered pleasure. She’d never felt anything that wonderful before.
Then she stilled, remembering something else that had happened during her massage. Something that had felt even more wonderful than the massage itself.
Sea grey eyes, oddly smoky, partially opened to slits as she stared at her slave kneeling so close to her. Right between Courtney’s legs, in fact, which made Courtney’s heart give a sudden odd pitter-patter. 
“I really liked your kisses last night Twerp,” Courtney whispered, her voice barely audible and so profoundly dreamy. “Thank you ever so much.”
She didn’t say anything for quite some time after that, just gazed through slitted lids at Twerp kneeling before her. Then, sounding hesitant and shy Courtney timidly asked with a whispered voice so thick with utter longing, so wistful and pining, “Do... do you think you might... kiss me again? Like that? Someday?”
Sasha felt herself warily tense at Courtney’s first words. Granted, Courtney had been thanking Sasha, but it was what she was being thanked for that had her suddenly uneasy. It wasn’t only Courtney aware of just where Sasha was kneeling; Sasha, too, was very conscious of her position. 
Especially considering how short that skirt was, and how wide apart Courtney had spread her legs so that her slave could kneel between them. Sasha was getting a very clear view right up Courtney’s little thighs, and if Sasha dipped her head a bit she was pretty sure she’d be able to see Courtney’s panties as well.
Hearing Courtney mentioning those kisses from last night only reminded Sasha once more of a distressing reality: Sasha didn’t have to want, or like, kissing Courtney’s pussy in order for her to kiss there again. All that would take is for Courtney to order Sasha to do it. 
As badly as Sasha had wanted that horrid gag removed, right at that moment she was sincerely, profoundly thankful her mouth was filled, stuffed and covered over. She couldn’t, after all, be ordered to kiss if she was still gagged!
She started slowly relaxing when Courtney didn’t say anything further and just sat there with a dreamy look to her face. Well, relaxed as much, at any rate, as any slave can get when intensely aching and stiff, at the same time as kneeling in Tower while still firmly bound and gagged... and when, in addition, being quite slippery wet and so tingly tight inside that skin felt swollen to bursting.
Sasha instinctively started to recoil and stiffen as Courtney started speaking again, but her cringing flinch died aborning. Courtney sounded like a little kid on her birthday, longingly staring at a field full of ponies knowing she’d never ever own one, and wistfully asking if... maybe . . just once... could she just touch one.
Sasha actually couldn’t describe by putting into words how Courtney sounded. But on a gut-level she hadn’t any problem at all empathizing or understanding Courtney’s yearning.
For several long heartbeats she just knelt there, still and immobile, contrary and diametrically opposed feelings surging back and forth deep inside her. After four days Sasha hadn’t come anywhere close to resolving the inner turmoil that fiercely roiled within her being forcibly enslaved caused, and while pussy-kissing wasn’t quite the same magnitude as that, nevertheless it was still something quite profound. And she hadn’t had even a full twenty-four hours to deal with that, either.
On one hand Sasha was still deeply shocked and disturbed at what she’d done: kissing Courtney’s pussy, that is. Before “The Discovery” and the illicit explorations the week preceding that, Sasha had barely started whimsically daydreaming about simply kissing a boy. Wondering what that might be like, and discovering that those daydreams felt even more interesting than they had felt just the year before. So the massive leap from mere daydreams of kissing a boy (which felt perfectly normal and natural to her) to actually, for real, kissing a girl’s pussy...
On the other hand, however, now that she’d actually done that, and had almost an entire day to ruminate on doing so, Sasha had to admit it wasn’t as nasty, disgusting or revolting as she’d thought it would be. Not that she’d be happy about kissing just any girl’s pussy, mind you. Because that thought did make her tummy roil and churn with revulsion.
But Courtney’s... was ok, Sasha considered. Not so much because of how it looked --as Sasha hadn’t, up until this week’s worth of exploring, had all that many pussies to compare Courtney’s to-- as because it was Courtney’s.
As upset and angry as Sasha still remained about being punished as they’d chosen to do, and as well as there persisting much of the nasty, wicked brat in her, Sasha wasn’t immune to the wistful heartfelt tone in her little cousin’s voice. Nor had she been oblivious to how Courtney had reacted last night to having her pussy kissed by Sasha.
Quite clearly that had felt nice. Very nice. Really very nice.
Sasha hadn’t any idea if Courtney had started --or had even discovered, for that matter-- doing things like banister pressing. So it was very likely Sasha’s kissing made Courtney feel those very nice, gentle-warmy tingles for the very first time. If so, it wasn’t at all surprising that she’d want to feel them again.
What was surprising to Sasha was why Courtney --who, after all, was Twerp’s Mistress-- was wistfully asking rather than pointedly ordering and demanding.
What was just as surprising --startlingly shockingly so-- was how the memory of kissing Courtney’s pussy and the remembrance of how those kisses had affected her, made Sasha feel inside.
To Sasha it felt as if long, long minutes had passed since Courtney’s question. In actuality it hadn’t been more than a few seconds; it just seemed much much longer. And Courtney wasn’t expecting a reply because, to be honest, she really wasn’t aware she’d actually asked it. 
Asked it out loud, anyway; it had been more as if subliminal musings and inarticulate longings had somehow become verbalized without conscious decision on her part.
So Courtney was neither waiting for nor anticipating a response. She was just sitting there, a lot of thoughts and feelings --some quite recently new-- stirring inside, watching her slave kneeling right in front of her, seeing sticky strands of drool threading downwards from Twerp’s chin and trickling onto her chest.
So she was somewhat startled when Twerp abruptly leaned back and tossed her head up and down several times, wordless muffled grunts as she did. 
Courtney was quite puzzled, her little forehead cutely wrinkled in bemusement. And then her forehead furrowed in annoyance as she frowned and leaned forwards. “What? You want to be ungagged? Is that it?” Courtney growled in irritation. For she was certain that’s what Twerp was whining for.
She was startled a second time when Twerp’s huge grass-green eyes widened as she quickly shook her head back and forth. Gagged she might be, but even Courtney had no trouble deciphering the muffled grunted ‘Nu-uh!’ of negation.
“Huhn,” Courtney muttered, leaning back, befuddled. If Twerp didn’t want to be ungagged then why the heck was she fussing so?
Twerp just knelt there for another few seconds. Courtney didn’t miss the convulsive motion of her collared throat as she tried swallowing several times. Then Courtney’s sea grey eyes widened in confusion as Twerp, with grunted effort, wriggled herself a bit backwards on her knees then again tossed her head up and down, accompanied by more wordless grunts.
Now Courtney was both curious as well as puzzled. Nothing like this had happened before, and it wasn’t like anything Mom had ever talked to or warned Courtney about before, either. So she didn’t have a clue what was going on, or what she should do about it.
Then Twerp tried leaning forwards, it seemed. But, bound as she was that wasn’t terribly easy to do. In fact, it was darn difficult. Losing her balance Twerp, with a muffled squeal, fell forwards, chest landing against the front edge of Courtney’s chair. 
That startled Courtney, who thought that Twerp must have somehow accidentally fallen. She started to lean forwards to help Twerp straighten back up, but froze when her eyes caught her slave’s face. 
For Twerp’s cheeks were an odd bright pink, and again she tossed her head up and down, making another series of muffled grunts as she did so. 
“Do... do you want me to do something?” Courtney haltingly asked.
“Mmm hmm!” Twerp nodded.
And then did something that astounded Courtney stock-still yet had her tummy abruptly start majorly fluttering:
Ducking her head, Twerp started wriggling forward best as she could bound as she was, trying to burrow her head under Courtney’s skirt!
Sasha almost gave up after the first attempt at ‘explaining’ to Courtney what she was going to try doing. Especially after it seemed that Courtney assumed Sasha was just trying to get her gag removed! What an awful injustice that would have been! Being punished when trying to do something nice!
She’d wriggled back on her knees, realizing she needed a bit more room between her and Courtney, wincing a bit both at the mild rug burn at knees and at the aching discomfort of strained muscles. Again she tried to explain to Courtney what Sasha needed from her, and silently cursed her total inability to verbally communicate while gagged as she was.
Since she couldn’t enlighten Courtney, Sasha just went ahead best she could, leaning forward to get into place, then squealing as she fell forward rather then slowly leaned forward. With a gentle thump Sasha’s chest landed on the edge of Courtney’s chair. Which placed her head right between Courtney’s spread little legs and at the bottom of her skirt.
Giving her an excellent view right up Courtney’s skirt, at that!
For a moment hysterical giggles bubbled up inside her, clearly seeing Courtney’s panties. Hello Kitty panties at that, which is what Sasha found so hilarious. ‘Kitties for a pussy!’ is all she could picture, and that was just way too funny!
Once the giggle-fit passed, though, Sasha took a deep breathe... then tucked her head down... and started burrowing her head under Courtney’s skirt.
She felt as well as heard Courtney’s soft gasp of surprise at that. Felt the little legs to either side of her head tense and twitch... then try opening even wider.
It was extremely difficult trying to move and tunnel under, bound as Sasha was. A lot more difficult than she’d pictured it would be. Compounding the difficulty was Courtney’s skirt; while it wasn’t skin-tight, it was very short. And while the leather was supple, it wasn’t as pliant as fabric would be. Courtney could only spread her legs so wide in it, and she already had them as wide apart as the skirt would permit. And while that was wide enough to have Sasha kneel between them two feet away, that wasn’t wide enough to permit Sasha to either worm her head underneath the skirt or any higher than halfway up slender parted thighs.
Drawing her head back out Twerp straightened back up, then again tossed her head and wordlessly grunted. Courtney hadn’t understood Twerp before when she’d done that, and she really wasn’t sure she understood now. But her mouth felt dry and her tummy butterfly-twitchy at what Twerp was doing, and a tiny wet tongue tip swiped lips that felt really dry as Courtney speculated about what her slave was trying to do.
Considering Twerp was gagged, it couldn’t very well be kissing, Courtney reckoned. And if it wasn’t kissing she sure as heck couldn’t figure out what other purpose Twerp had in mind. But whatever it was, just seeing Twerp with such a single-minded look of determination had Courtney starting to feel a bit breathless.
For whatever reason Twerp seemed to want to stick her head up under Courtney’s skirt. And it didn’t take more than a few second’s scrutiny for Courtney to realize that, nopers, that just wasn’t gonna happen. Not with this skirt, anyway!
At least... not with how Courtney was sitting in it, anyway.
Wide grey eyes remained focused on her slave so very close in front of her as Courtney reached down and grabbed the back of her skirt with both small hands. Rocking side to side, lifting each little pert cheek at a time, Courtney tugged and tugged the rear of the skirt backwards, worming it out from beneath her until tiny pantied bottom was perched atop her chair and the back of the skirt was loosely puddle behind her.
Still intently gazing at Twerp Courtney then reached around to grasp the front edge of the skirt, drawing it both back and up until it resembled a little tent pitched at sleek hips.
Sasha swallowed (or tried to, anyway) a couple of times as Courtney started adjusting her skirt, especially when she finally finished. For now Sasha had a very clear, unobstructed view all the way up, definitely vividly seeing those Hello Kitty panties tightly molded to Courtney’s sleek little hips. Tight enough that Sasha saw the outline of Courtney’s pussy in a perfect camel-toe (even if Sasha didn’t know that term... yet... she certainly had no difficulty in interpreting the actual sight).
She should have felt awkward, hesitant and embarrassed at what she planned on doing, a distant part of her mind appreciated. No matter how you looked at it, once again Sasha was going to have her face right against Courtney’s pussy. Even if, this time, a panty covered it while a gag covered Sasha’s mouth.
And, in fact, she did feel awkward. Not ill-at-ease-awkward, but clumsy-awkward; bound as she was, it was impossible not to feel ungainly. And felt hesitant, as well. And, again, not in a negative sense; not reticent-hesitant, but cautious-hesitant, for she was neither experienced nor proficient and so was a bit halting and unsure of matters.
What was most astonishing, though, was the total lack of embarrassment. A touch shy, yes; but not at all embarrassed. Quite the opposite, in fact, feeling a decidedly odd flush racing through her. One that complemented rather than conflicted the tingles and heat that being bound had ignited and had only been fanned and fueled with all that had transpired after.
Had Samantha been present, she most certainly would have understood matters. She’d already had this talk with her daughter, just yesterday afternoon in fact. Explaining to Courtney how, when someone was powerfully aroused and excited inhibitions very easily went flying out the window. How they would eagerly agree to do things that, in saner, more sober moments, they’d never consider doing at all. And while that could be extremely useful when helping someone expand their limits, one had to be extraordinarily cautious in doing so as one could easily, by accident, exceed someone’s limits.
Even though all that had been explained to Courtney, and even considering Courtney’s precocious cleverness, it never occurred to her that that might explain Twerp’s current behavior. Then again, considering Courtney was no little aroused herself by now, perhaps that lapse could be forgiven.
Taking a deep breath Sasha leaned forward again, steeling herself for the unbalanced unsupported lurch forward. This time she didn’t squeal, expecting that fall. And, this time, Sasha had a perfectly clear view of Courtney’s lithe bare little legs and pantied pussy.
Had a completely unobstructed physical path to there, too.
Sasha had never intended kissing. She was gagged, after all, and pretty shrewdly understood that no matter what she might do or ‘say’ there wasn’t a snowball’s chance in Hell of convincing Courtney to remove that gag until she was good and ready to do so. But to do what she’d planned on doing Sasha didn’t need to be ungagged. But she still needed to be ‘right up there’ so, with a series of exerted grunts, Sasha wormed and wriggled her way upwards until, at last, her gagged face was right up next to Courtney’s pantied pussy.
Courtney still hadn’t a clue what her slave had in mind, but something about watching her wriggle upwards like she’d done while all tied up and gagged had made Courtney’s tummy feel tinglier and tighter. A very nice feeling indeed!
Pausing to catch her breath Sasha rested a bit once her chest was half onto the chair and her face close enough to Courtney’s panties that she could scent the Downy fabric softener fragrance of the material. Another giggle threatened to bubble up out of her as Sasha thought of something; Courtney’s panties were, so far, dry as a bone. But as messy and soaked as Sasha’s face was, that would very quickly change. 
As Courtney was sitting mostly upright Sasha had to tip her head painfully back in order to position things right. Then, after straining back as far as she could, she wriggled a bit further upwards... then firmly pressed the wide leather strap covering her face against the very apex Courtney’s pussy. 
Pressed... then relaxed... pressed... then relaxed...
Just like Sasha did when banister pressing...
Except... this time...
Sasha was being the banister to a pussy... Courtney’s pussy.
Sasha couldn’t be positive, of course and, considering the rule about speaking couldn’t have asked --not that up to now it would have mattered to her one way or the other. But she was virtually positive that her little cousin hadn’t yet discovered things like banister, railing and bedpost pressing. Sasha hadn’t until just last year, and from the little she’d managed both overhearing and retaining during the recent anatomy lessons and lectures it hadn’t sounded as if Courtney had.
That had always felt so dreamily, breathtakingly wonderful to Sasha when she’d done that. And she was as positive as a person could be that it would feel just as awesomely nice to Courtney as it always had to Sasha herself. 
So, while she couldn’t kiss...
It was a bumpy ride at first. Much like the first kiss of a young boy and girl, neither of whom knew just where to put noses, so this was for both Courtney and her slave. 
At the first firm press of Twerp’s face against her Courtney softly hissed, sea grey eyes rounding wide, startled at the delicate shivery jolt that pressure caused. It was like nothing Courtney had anticipated, expecting, if anything, a sensation perhaps like being kissed had felt. But this felt more like it did when leaning against the washer while it cycled or spun. Not the same, no, but close. Closer than the kisses had, anyway.
That little hissed inhale sent a rippling shiver through Sasha, and she pressed a second, then a third, time, each press accompanied by a sharp swift barely audible inhale from Courtney. It wasn’t easy pressing; Courtney was still sitting upright and back against the chair, which meant Sasha had her head craned so far back her muscles felt ready to spasm and knot.
It felt soooo good! Courtney thought, lightly shivering at the sensations each press produced. It felt even better because of two additional reasons: one that Twerp had to know what this felt like, and two, that Twerp had chosen to do this all on her own, with the only real beneficiary being Courtney!
With each tingling press against her Courtney softly cooed even more, body becoming languorous and relaxed. And the more indolent and languid she became, the further down in the chair she started to slide.
The further down Courtney slid, the easier it was for Sasha to press. She didn’t have to crane her neck back so far, plus it was also easier to press more of her gagged face directly down and against the apex of Courtney’s little bare pussy.
After a few minutes Courtney was bonelessly sprawled in her chair, tiny bottom perched right on the edge of the seat, small arms draped over the arms of the chair. As she was no longer holding her skirt up the soft leather had fallen down atop Sasha, covering her head down to the nape of her neck.
Sasha was very aware the moment the skirt descended as abruptly her vision dimmed and her nose filled with the distinct scent of leather. As Courtney slithered downwards Sasha had to wriggle back a bit more on her knees, until finally equilibrium was met: Courtney close to sliding off the edge of her seat, and Sasha easily able to press the entire front of her gagged mouth direct against Courtney’s apex.
Press . . relax . . press . . relax . . press . . relax . . press . . relax . . press . . relax . .
Unlike when Sasha banister pressed and set her own pace, this time Sasha was controlling the rhythm, speed and pressure for Courtney, using the same tempo that she had when doing it herself, for herself.
Press . . relax . . press . . relax . . press . . relax . . press . . relax . . press . . relax . .
Courtney’s breathing started growing softly ragged. Sleek little hips began gently rocking and circling. Not seeking, just... basking. Low airy sighs drifted from her, and each and every one of her reactions and responses somehow resonated with Sasha. And unlike when kissing her last night, this time Sasha wasn’t at all worried about Courtney potentially getting wet. For one thing, gagged as she was Sasha wasn’t worried about any of Courtney’s wetness reaching her. And, for another, as wet and slobbery as Sasha was, it was a given that, one way or another, Courtney was going to get soaked!
Press . . relax . . press . . relax . . press . . relax . . press . . relax . . press . . relax . .
Courtney felt as if she was drifting; weightlessly floating in warmth so thick it felt like syrup about her; bathed in gentle tingles that made her skin feel vibrantly alive, every little itsy-bitsy inch. She was conscious and aware of being awake, but was perfectly content to place that back in the distant part of her mind and simply bask and revel in the sensations her slave was bringing to her.
Sasha, meanwhile, was feeling an excitement within her both very familiar yet quite unique. The focus of her thoughts was on the rhythm of her presses and on Courtney’s responses to them, but she wasn’t unaware of the slickness between her bound slender legs or the achy, throbbing tightness of her nipples.
Both were so deep into their respective worlds that neither one heard or noticed the theatre door opening as Samantha stepped inside. “Dinner’s ready Courtn...,” Samantha started, then stopped dead, stunned, at seeing the tableau before her.
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