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Author’s Note: This story takes advantage of the Haven fantasy world devised by Masterius. 
Dedicated to My One True Master
Chapter One - Preparing the Mistress
(bd, d/s, oral, anal, spank, ped) 
“Are you certain?” The question was posed by Olivia, one of three people that Peter had gone to for support. Simon, Rudolph, and Olivia were Citizens of the Haven, a magnificent ship with a very particular purpose and Peter’s trusted friends. He was, of course, a Citizen as well, but he alone could not sponsor a new Citizen. There were a careful background check, personality profile, due diligence, and finally, intimate knowledge of the candidate. There were people who fantasized about children as sexual partners. There were people who seduced and used children for sex on occasions. There were rogues who kidnapped and abused children. Then there were Citizens of the Haven, possessing children as slaves, treating them with a firm hand without abusing them, and having unrestrained sex with their slaves. The topic of discussion was a woman that Peter was proposing as a new Citizen. There were obvious risks with any new recruit, so care had to be taken. 
The four were uncharacteristically alone. Peter was usually accompanied by a 12-year-old girl of exquisite beauty who doted on her Master. He was 32 and a hereditary Citizen. At the age of 12, he’d discovered his parents’ fetish, two 9-year-old girls for his father and a 13-year-old boy for his mother. He’d just turned 13 when he was caught with the two girls. To his amazement, rather than denial, embarrassment, punishment, or any number of other options, his parents had simply taken him to the Haven where he’d learned how to treat slaves as more than sex objects… as precious possessions that required his attention to survive and flourish. When his parents died, he was 18, about to enter Harvard Business School. At that moment he vanished from normal society to become a fulltime Citizen of the Haven. 
Olivia owned three girls that she pampered lavishly… as long as they behaved. She was in her late thirties, though she presented herself as “around 30.” She’d just been a Citizen for 6 years, having been recruited and inducted by Peter. She was one of three of his “recruits” and the only woman he’d recruited so far. 
At 45 and 50 respectively, Simon and Rudolph were charter Citizens of the Haven. Simon owned a 7-year-old and a 9-year-old, but was seldom seen with them both at once. Rudolph, on the other hand, had a 16-year-old girl that he’d owned for 6 years now. While many Citizens picked an age range and constantly refreshed their slaves by selling off an older one to purchase a younger one, he’d had his girl since she was 10. To the other three in the discussion, he was considered “sentimental” for keeping Lola for so long. The change from prepubescent girl to nearly fully mature was considerable. And, he planned to keep her until she was 18… fully mature. The truth was, he didn’t want to be bothered training a new one. Lola wasn’t yet so “old” that he felt he had to replace her. 
“Yes,” replied Peter. “I’ve taken her to parks and watched her closely. She gets distracted by children. She’ll pick one out, usually a girl but not always, and chase her around with her eyes. Sometimes she’ll just get lost in a fantasy, like I’m not even there, talking to her. Yet, she’s not aware of it consciously or she’s very good at hiding her awareness.”
“She’s not aware of it,” said Olivia, shifting in her chair. “I wasn’t. It’s deep. She may be aware she fantasizes, but not how it affects her public life.”
“Olivia!” said Rudolph, cutting her off. “Peter knows her, not you. I’ll take your word as a probable situation, but you can’t be certain. Now let Peter go on.”
The woman raised her hands in silent apology, acknowledging she’d indulged in a bit of guessing. 
“Anyway,” continued Peter, “she has the fantasies. I’m sure. Her sex life is abysmal. She’s quite satisfied with a platonic relationship with me, though she obviously finds me attractive in some ways. She confides everything in me and, to quote her, ‘college boys have become boring.’ She’s 25 and she finds college boys boring. Which doesn’t even mention the fact that she does not have sex with men her own age.” 
“But slavery?” interjected Simon. “Pedophilia is one thing, but child slavery is… not part of the public consciousness? How will she react to the extreme of owning a child?”
Peter shrugged. “It’s mostly intuition at this point, but I do have something to base it on. I’ve put a program on her computer that tracks her websites. And, I’ve suggested some sites that offer a wide variety of links under the guise of stimulating her fantasies and improving her sex life.” He smiled ingenuously as he added, “As her close confidant and in the strictest of confidence, of course.”
 His face returned to impassive as he delivered the facts. “She always takes the underage, lolita, or shota links. Once there, she always ends up in the bondage section or… the rape section, if there is one. That’s what I have that’s objective. Now, the rest is subjective. She’s looking for something. OK, you’ve seen her assets and she can afford citizenship, but for all that, she doesn’t know what she wants. She just knows she doesn’t want anything that’s legal.”
“How does she compare to the other Citizens that you’ve recruited?” asked Simon.  
“In what way?” asked Peter. “You mean how confident am I that she’ll accept the offer? Very. Probably more confident than I’ve been with any other.”
“Yes, it’s damn difficult to keep the Haven a secret as it is. Don’t want to approach someone who might object to the whole premise,” nodded Simon. 
“There’s always that slight chance that no matter how much she wants it, she could object on moral grounds, but I find her to be very free spirited and adventurous,” said Peter. “Given her taste in pornography, I’d say she either dreams of having a slave or wants to be one. She’s just too controlling to want to be a slave herself, so she definitely has at least the subconscious desire for a slave or two.
“So, my plan is to leave today and start broaching the subject with her. I’d like the three of you to be available Friday evening to meet her. By then I’ll know for sure.”
Malia stretched her athletic body out on the colorful chaise lounge near the edge of the pool. She’d already spent time in the water and now was drying and tanning as the afternoon waned. Eying the other club members that shared the warm afternoon with her, she again decided she just didn’t want to be bothered with any of them. She’d already sampled many of the men there and some of the women, but that was getting old. She shook her head in dismay. It was a sad thing when she, at just 25, thought one of her favorite pastimes was getting old. 
Understanding the value of her money in more ways than one, she knew that she could have anything she wanted and afford the discretion to indulge in anything. It wasn’t so much that sex was getting old as it was that her partners were getting old. She considered men and women her own age too old. Taking advantage of college “kids” was barely fun. Therein lay her problem. She wanted younger than that and knew she could afford it. For her, younger meant 10 to 12 years old. She was very aware of what she wanted. Virgin in mind, body, and soul. Innocent to the core, she thought. Ready to be taken advantage of in ways they couldn’t imagine. Yet, she wasn’t willing to risk everything to satisfy that fantasy even as that fantasy was becoming more and more demanding. 
Her husband had left her more than well off when he died two years ago. With an MBA of her own, she’d just sold off his companies and started investing with the goal of turning her $650 million into a cool billion before she was 30. Her looks made her a target for every guy over 16 and some under 16, too. Her money made her one of the most sought after women in the world. Her brains kept her one step ahead of the men who pursued her. Thankfully, that same money could be used to buy privacy, such as the membership at this very exclusive club. 
There was only one person who piqued her interest anymore. Sure she hobnobbed with the best of them at charity functions and snooty gatherings and had friends and acquaintances that she enjoyed spending time with. Her face softened to a smile as she thought, only Peter is interesting. He played a mean game of tennis, enough to make it a challenge for her. He was less apt at golf, but played it seemed just to spend time with her. Their conversations were deep and intellectual. What was truly amazing was that after six months of “seeing” him, they’d not had sex and she, at least, had not thought that odd. When he kissed her it was a gentle kiss to the cheek or forehead. Never anything romantic or sexual. He seemed to share her feeling that their relationship transcended sex. 
A boy, one of the attendants, approached her. “Malia, it’s four o’clock,” he said. 
She peered up at him. He’d thoughtfully and respectfully approached from the east, with the sun in his face, not hers. “Thank you, Kenny,” she said, dismissing him. Towel boy… 16… cute, but… even he is too old. Worse, he’s too young to be legal and too old to be worth it. With that, she rose and wrapped a silk robe around her shoulders. As she left the pool area, four men moved with her… discretely keeping their distance, yet wary and ready for anything that might threaten their employer. 
Just past the hedge that hid the pool from the rest of the club, she slid into the driver’s seat of the waiting Jaguar, its engine idling and ready to respond. Her bodyguards had to step lively to get into their cars and maneuver, one car ahead of her and one behind. Outside the gates of the club, the paparazzi stood back. The woman in the Jag was of no interest to the tabloids, virtually unknown to the public, and a few of them had learned the price of photographing her. She need curry no fans or public sentiment, so there were methods of persuasion available to her that more public figures couldn’t use. 
Tonight everything was going to change for her. Peter and Malia hadn’t shared last names ever, though she figured he’d done his homework as she had. Hell, he’d become even more interesting when her spies had found out that Peter Yarnell hadn’t existed for 14 years. They shared much more than that though, keeping as secrets that which was common knowledge about themselves and sharing their deepest thoughts. Well, there was one deep thought she hadn’t shared with him until this time when he’d returned from wherever he disappeared to. Pedophilia, real or fantasy, was just not something she was willing to share with anyone. Especially when Malia had this even deeper feeling she couldn’t admit even to herself… that one day she just might act on that desire. 
Three days ago, he’d opened a subject that had shocked and excited her. Without giving her a chance to argue, he’d simply brought up observations he’d made of her, omitting his knowledge of her Internet habits. He’d followed that to the logical conclusion and without being judgmental, told her that she fantasized about underage sex partners. He’d presented it so logically that she couldn’t and didn’t deny it. She was willing to admit to fantasies, yet she also didn’t point out that they were mere fantasies. 
She’d had the night and next morning to ponder the purpose behind his confrontation, for he had indeed confronted her however discretely with very dangerous information. She knew without asking that he shared the same fantasies, though after the conversation she regretted not pushing him for a matching admission. What had seemed obvious at the time now seemed more of a stretch of implication than solid deduction, leaving her feeling at risk. He just hadn’t been judgmental. He treated the subject as if she wasn’t alone in her fantasies. From that she obtained some solace. 
The next day he’d eased her worried as he mentioned the life of privilege that money the likes of theirs could buy. Privileges that included access to sex partners of any age. He described a scenario, far-fetched she thought, of a world where children became permanent captives, available for sex at any time. The chance of being caught was virtually nil and the reward was incredible. By the time he was done, she thought it quite plausible.  Then a day later, just yesterday, he’d used the word slave for the first time. A child who could be trained to be totally submissive, to satisfy every desire, and to enjoy being owned. 
“How?” she’d asked, breathlessly. The answer would wait until their next meeting. 
This evening she had a “date” with Peter. Their meetings might as often be a casual stop at a fast food restaurant and a walk in the park, followed by a glass of wine and conversation at his place or hers. Tonight Peter had specified dressy. Peter who never specified anything. The meeting had an aura of secrecy that was very unusual, but she knew that tonight she was going to learn the answer to her question… how? 
She took her time preparing for the evening, taking care with her hair and makeup, and selecting a little black Dior dress that suited the occasion, subtly sexual as their conversations were becoming more so. Then after all that, his limo took her to his house, not to a fancy public place where her efforts would be appreciated… well, by more than Peter. She was pleased that he at least opened the car door for her, wearing black tie suitable for her attire. 
“We’re staying in?” she asked, amused. 
He seemed equally pleased as if he’d pulled a joke on her. “Yes, my dear,” he said. “I thought just as a change of pace…”
She took his arm and let him lead her down the curving walk to the front door. “So, there’s no special occasion?” she pouted, not considering learning the truth to be such an occasion.
“Oh, I think there is,” he said. 
They both knew what was on her mind, yet it wasn’t until dessert that he ended the suspense.  Then it was with a simple question that gave her pause. “Just how long have you wanted to have sex with preteens?” It didn’t just confront her with the reality that she did covet children as he had before, but made her think about when and where that desire was rooted. 
Dessert was forgotten as she considered various answers, each one making her think even farther back. That girl at the mall. That boy at the park. A college roommate’s little sister. In high school with a friend’s little brother was the last time she’d actually done it with a preteen. Middle school with her girl friend was when it started.  “Since it was legal,” she said, with a casual smile. Well, desiring a preteen was not ever legal for an adult, but there had been a time not long ago when her own age made it legal to desire another of the same age. “It just never changed. When I was 12, I wanted a 12 year old boy. When I was 15 I wanted a 12 year old girl. Now? I still do.” Honesty was easy with Peter. There was no threat of using that information against her. She’d already admitted to him months before that she’d been sexually active at a young age, learning the pleasures of the flesh when it was forbidden by society. “Then there came a time when I couldn’t legally and I didn’t any more, at least didn’t fulfill my fantasies.” 
“I suppose that describes me, too,” he told her. “I grew up, my fantasies didn’t.” 
So, we’re even, she thought. There truly is no chance of him using my fetish against me. I’ve admitted my fantasy, but his had only been implied until now. Then he confirmed her suspicions by giving up even more about himself. “There’s a difference between you and I. You fantasize. I live it.”
It was such an admission that it took her a moment to realize just what he meant. “You’ve... umm… recently had sex with a preteen?” She was astonished, and touched at the same time, that he would share such a thing with her. And, very, very curious about the hypothetical world he was now making real.
“Want to meet her?” he asked, rising from his chair on the assumption the answer would be yes. 
She rose, too, a tacit agreement. “Wh-who is she?” It seemed an obvious question. An adventurous neighbor girl or a true captive, a slave like he’d suggested? She was here now? Waiting to meet a total stranger? Willing to be shown off like a trophy? It seemed like a dream. 
He offered her his arm and led her to the library where he opened a bookcase as easily as opening a door. They stepped into a windowless, but well lit room. Malia gaped as a naked girl of 12 scampered to Peter and knelt quickly. Nearly naked since she was wearing a gold collar. She said nothing, but looked up with shining, eager eyes. “She’s my slave,” Peter finally answered the question. 
“Slave?” said Malia, her heart beating faster at the sound of that. “Sex slave?”
“Slave,” repeated Peter. “She does whatever I want. Which does include sex.”
“She’s a slave,” said Malia again. Then to the girl, she said, “Stand up so I can see you better.”
The slave’s head turned to face Malia as she spoke, the only acknowledgement that she’d been spoken to. She didn’t move in response to Malia’s command except to look up at her Master. “Stand up, Precious,” he said. 
Only then did the slave stand erect, her wrists crossed behind her back and her feet shoulder width apart. Malia admired the flawless complexion of the slave’s face, the gentle swell of her breasts, the sleek hips, the hairless pussy, and the long, slender legs. The smile on the slave’s face made Malia wonder aloud, “Do you like being his slave?”
Again the girl looked at Malia and then back to her master. When he nodded, she turned to Malia again Impressed by the girl’s silent request, twice now, to respond to his guest, Malia spoke first, “My, she is well trained.”
Precious looked back at her master and grinned with a satisfied wiggle. “Yes, you’ll get it later, then,” said Peter. Then to Malia he added, “She gets a reward when someone praises her behavior.” Then he ordered, “Now, Precious, answer her question.”
“Yes, mistress, I like being his slave. I love being his slave. But it doesn’t matter either. I just am his slave.”
“So many questions, I suppose,” said Peter. “I have more to show you, but only if you promise not to tell anyone of this.”
“Of course not,” said Malia. “I assume you knew that already or you wouldn’t have shown me this much.”
“Precious, you may go take a bath. I will be a while. Take your time. I’ll be back to reward you.” The slave knelt as Peter offered Malia his arm again and led her back into the library. Malia assumed the girl waited until the door shut before going to take that bath. From the look on the girl’s face, it appeared the bath alone was a reward. She wondered just how Peter would reward his slave, but decided that question might be indiscrete. 
This time he led her back to the dining room and out the other door, eventually to his study. Two men and a woman were waiting for them. Peter introduced them as Simon, Rudolph, and Olivia, adding, “Fellow pedophiles.” None of the three were surprised or embarrassed at the announcement. 
They exchanged pleasantries as Peter poured wine and a martini for Olivia. Once that was settled, Simon got to the matter at hand. “Peter has recommended you to be a Citizen of the Haven.” He then proceeded to tell her about the vessel and the society that resided there. A life of luxury, tended by child slaves with her own selection of personal slaves. He offered the carrot, telling her what her life would be like aboard the ship. The Citizens enjoyed all the luxuries that came with their wealth on a ship designed for that purpose. The Citizens also enjoyed the possession of slaves of all ages in a culture built around slavery. They shared a passion in the secrecy of the Haven as openly as if it was tennis and not slaves that were their shared interest. 
He was short and to the point as he offered the stick as well… whether she accepted the honor of being a Citizen or not, her silence was required or else… There were few people whom she felt could carry out such a vague threat against her. The three Citizens that had come to offer her the similar position were three of them. She knew nothing of them, but they carried an aura of power and confidence that said much. 
“I had no idea such a society existed,” said Malia. “To say that it interests me would be an understatement. I’m honored just by Peter’s trust in me. I owe him my silence, at least, and you as well. I hope I don’t have to make the decision to join tonight.”
“Not tonight, my dear,” said Peter. “But, the sooner the better. There is so much to enjoy on the Haven. Actually, the offer never expires, though it will become increasingly difficult to find me or anyone else to tell us you have decided to accept. Shall we say within a week? I’ve spent too long away from my home aboard the Haven.”
“You’re leaving for good?” said Malia, disappointed. 
“As much as I’ve enjoyed your company, my dear, unless you’re a Citizen and residing on the Haven, I will not give up my preferred lifestyle to spend time with you.” 
She nodded her understanding. “And if I decide to become a Citizen, can I change my mind later and just leave?”
Olivia laughed, a quiet little laugh, but a laugh nonetheless. “Of course, you may, Malia. You just won’t want to. I have three luscious little girls, 10, 11, and 12. When the oldest gets too old, I sell her and get another 10 year old. Owning them never gets old. Training that new one is…” she looked off in the distance and sighed, and then returned her attention to Malia, “… extraordinary. No two are alike, but end in the end, a slave is a slave.”
She smiled and added, “You may also take time off from the Haven if you choose. I’m spending a month in town before returning. My girls are in good hands. If you join us and get tired of your slaves, before you decide to leave, you can take time off and you’ll discover just how hard it is to give up the Haven for good.”
With the offer made, the three left. Only then did Malia confide to Peter. “Of course I’ll join the Society. I just… didn’t want to seem too eager.”
“I can tell,” he said. “Wheels are spinning in your head already. You’ll want some special slaves like most of us and I’ll wager you’ve already started thinking about what your special request will be. Boy or girl? How old? You can specify hair color, height, weight, anything you want. The Society has the resources to get you anything you ask for.”
“Then how does this work?” she asked. “Papers to sign? Money to transfer?”
“There is nothing in writing and you’re trusted for the cost of citizenship and your share of maintaining the Haven. It’s all on the honor system. Remember that there’s a big or else looming if you violate our trust. No one ever has and you wouldn’t want to be the first.” He cleared his throat. “Now there’s just one other thing before you can be a Citizen. It’s not something required of all Citizens, but it’s something I personally require when I sponsor a new Citizen.”
“Ah, there’s a catch?” she raised her eyebrows, slightly amused at Peter choosing now to put something in her path. 
“A very big one,” he said. “You haven’t the faintest idea of how to treat and train a slave. You’ll require some training. I treat my slaves very well and I expect you’ll do the same. In fact, it’s a requirement on the Haven that you not be cruel. However, they are not your children and they are not animals. There’s a happy medium between being too indulgent and too demanding. I’ll train you on what it’s like to be a slave so that you understand their purpose and outlook on life.”
“Purpose and outlook on life? How?”
“You’ll be my slave for two weeks,” he put a finger to her lips as he watched the amusement vanish, replaced by reluctance. “Yes, you will. You have to understand what it is to be a slave so you know how to treat one. In the process of learning their purpose and outlook on life, you’ll learn how to be a proper mistress.”
“What do I need to know to know how to treat a slave?” she asked, a bit put out that something that seemed so obvious would require training, especially training as a slave to learn how to treat one.
“That’s pretty much my point, Malia,” replied Peter. “You don’t know what you don’t know. Trust me one more time when I tell you that in order to be excellent mistress, you need to be a slave first. My dear, in the military they train soldiers to be followers before they can be leaders. It’s the same principle. You have responsibilities to your slaves and if you don’t understand how vulnerable a slave is, then you won’t take those responsibilities seriously.”
“How long are we talking about?” she asked, accepting his explanation. 
“Two weeks,” he said, again cutting off a protest with a finger to her lips. “It has to be a significant duration so that you get the full impact. Don’t worry,” he smiled. “I’m kind to my slaves and I want to teach you how to be kind to yours while keeping a tight rein on them.”
“Will you have sex with me?” she asked, “as your slave?”
“Certainly,” he said with a smile. “That will be one of your duties.” 
“Without my consent?”
“I do plan to give you the full experience of being a slave, and yes, a slave’s consent is not required. You’ll get the feeling of helplessness of a slave so you understand how to use that to your advantage as a mistress and how not to abuse it as well.” He shrugged, “Of course, by agreeing to be my slave for two weeks, it’s assumed that you’re giving your consent in advance to have sex and whatever else I have in mind.” At the look of question that came to her face, he added, “Which you’re not going to get to know about in advance. Trust me, Malia, it’s an essential part of the experience.”
“Two weeks as a slave,” she smiled wryly. “Not anything I’ve ever considered before. You’re quite the bastard for dangling the promise of owning my own slaves and then dropping this on me. Well, in for a penny, in for a pound.” It sounded a little exciting, definitely more exciting that her current day-to-day life. It also didn’t sound all that bad to play at being a slave for two weeks. 
“A lifetime aboard the Haven will be very rewarding,” he told her. “Taken in the right light, your training will be scary, thrilling, and fun as well. And at the end, citizenship awaits and then your personal, private, special slaves.”
“The whole two weeks?” she wheedled. 
“I’ll tell you what. I’ll evaluate you each day and decide if there’s any point in continuing. At least a week or ten days. If you’re a slow learner, we’ll go the full two weeks,” he teased her. What he didn’t tell her was that he had no intention of ending it early. Thinking she was going to be released and then not getting it would add to her feeling of helplessness and frustration, driving home the true predicament of a slave who would never be released. 
“I’ll need some time to arrange for a two week sabbatical,” she told him. “You’ve already read me right that I…” she blushed and looked aside, “… want very young girl and boys, but I’d never imagined fulltime 11-year-old slaves at my disposal.” Her words rushed out, betraying her excitement. “The Haven sounds like everything I’ve ever wanted. I do want to get this over with. Can we start on Monday?”
“Monday it is,” he agreed. “Be here at 8 am sharp. Wear a bra, panties, shorts, and shirt that you won’t mind never seeing again. We’ll have a light breakfast and start precisely at 9 am.” 
He cut off any other attempts by her to discuss the Haven, her pending slavery, or any other matter by telling her it was time for her to leave. “I need some time to prepare,” he told her. “Not to mention that I have to go reward Precious.” He winked. 
She spent the weekend chewing on the whole idea of owning slaves and of being owned herself. Admittedly she wasn’t all that worldly in the sexual arena. Despite years of practice, there were many things she’d never sampled. The promise of bondage, dominance and submission, and forced sex were intriguing and, as Peter had suggested, scary. She tried to imagine how helpless she could feel and when she did, she came to the same conclusion… that Peter was right. She had to feel it first hand. She wanted to feel it first hand, though her reasons were different from Peter’s. She wanted to know which buttons to push on a slave for maximum effect. 
There were other things that occupied her time. As she told Peter, she had to make arrangements to be gone, completely out of touch, for two weeks. A lot could happen in two weeks and she tried to cover every base. Then there was the matter of her personal safety. There was helpless and there was stupid. She’d agreed to be helpless, but that didn’t mean she wouldn’t retain some control. With attention to every detail, she personally briefed her bodyguards on the true purpose of her two week break, though couching it as her personal choice to indulge in a fantasy. She needed someone to make sure Peter didn’t exceed her limits. 
Monday morning, Malia arrived three minutes after 8:00. It was a precisely timed arrival to be just a tad late without overdoing it. It was virtually second nature to the rich woman to flex a little control even as she was about to give it all up. Peter even joked about it, pointing at his watch and saying, “There’s something my little slave is going to have to work on.” But then he promptly admitted, “I’m running a little late myself this morning. Why don’t you have a seat on the veranda and have some coffee. I’ll join you there.”
She waited patiently, sipping her coffee and into her second cup, nearly 30 minutes before he joined her. Then, instead of ringing for breakfast, he got her up out of her seat with a promise of a tour his facilities… a preview of the day’s events. Her stomach complaining about the missing breakfast, she followed him anyway. 
Once again he took her through the door disguised as a bookcase. As the door pushed shut, he held a finger to his lips and cocked his head, a silent instruction to listen carefully. The door shut with a whisper, not a click. “Soundproof room,” he told her. “Precious screams quite loudly when I have to punish her.  Which isn’t very often anymore.” No need to mention that she screamed quite loudly when he played certain games with her, too. Fun for him. Surprisingly, the young slave usually enjoyed it, too. 
The room had been empty when Malia saw it a few nights before. “Just a small piece of the Haven here at my house,” he told her. “The Haven is much better equipped. This is a small playroom with just the essentials.” The room was roughly 20 feet by 20 feet. It was equipped with devices that made the room look like a cross between a gym and a torture chamber. He took her around, naming each device… stocks, rack, spanking horse, weight machine, exercise mats, and cabinets full of “stuff,” accompanied by a wicked grin. Out the back door he showed her an elegant bath, kitchen, and bedroom. “I call this the slaves’ quarters,” he told her. “Precious never leaves here when I bring her off the Haven. It’s quite a risk just to bring her here at all.”
“Quite a bed for a slave,” observed Malia. 
Peter chuckled at her misunderstanding. “She doesn’t sleep there. That’s my bed for when I come in to play with her. She uses none of these amenities without permission.”
When he took her back to the “playroom,” he picked up some rope. “You’ll need to learn knots,” he told her. “Not too hard, but ropes are essential to controlling your slaves. Here, put your hands behind your back and I’ll show you how easy it is.”
She put her hands back and he arranged them palm to palm. Then he showed her how to find the center of the rope, pulled the two ends of the rope through to make a loop, and used that loop as the start to her bondage. After putting the first loop around her wrists, he wrapped the rope around her wrists, once, twice, and three times with a double rope to make six cords around her wrists and lower forearms. Then he cinched the ropes snug. “Pretty effective, huh?” he said casually. “That and then watch this.” He repeated the bondage on her ankles. “Pay close attention. You couldn’t really see the knots on your wrists, but notice that multiple wraps like this…” he wrapped the doubled rope three times around her ankles, “… spreads out the pressure so you can pull it snug.” Which he did. “But it can stay on for hours because the pressure is spread. Now also notice that the knots on your wrists are out of reach of even the most flexible fingers. The knots on your ankles can’t be reached by your hands tied in back. It’s almost loose until I cinch it,” he ran the free ends of the rope between her legs and around the ropes on her ankles. When he pulled that tight, the loops around her ankles snugged up to the point of being inescapable. He stepped back, admiring the work. “See how quickly I can make you helpless.”
She pulled at the ropes, testing them and then agreed that he’d done a good job. They didn’t feel tight, but they were snug. Assuming he knew what he was doing and tied them right, she wouldn’t ever get free from this. “Very effective, Peter,” she said once she was satisfied of his work. 
“Ah, ah, ah,” he said, waving a finger at her. “It’s after 9. Call me Master. Nothing but Master, Precious. Anything else and I’ll have to punish you.” He didn’t sound like he was joking. 
She frowned as she realized, he planned for me to skip breakfast. Hunger is part of the training? An invitation to breakfast ensured she didn’t eat before coming. Then he’d distracted her until it was after 9. Reading her mind he said, “Missing breakfast is part of the deal, Precious. A little motivation to make you more cooperative,” He laid her back and picked up more rope. Tying her legs below her knees and then above her knees, he made triply sure her legs were immobile. Then he tied a rope just above her elbows, pulling it snug with her elbows touching. 
“Oww,” she complained.
“Still pretty flexible,” he noted. “Older women start to lose that. You’ll be fine, Precious.” Then he tied a rope below her elbows. 
“How much are you going to do… Master?” she asked. 
“Rule number two,” he told her. “Don’t speak. You’re allowed to say, Yes, Master, No, Master, This one does not know, Master, This one does not understand, Master, and that’s all.  And you can only say those four things if I ask a question. Don’t volunteer anything. Don’t initiate a conversation.”
She glared sullenly at him. Already she didn’t like it and her two weeks had just started. She hadn’t expected to really be a slave in all ways. Isn’t this supposed to be fun? She didn’t like being tied or given rules, and she especially didn’t like being called Precious since that was the name of a true slave.
He held up a ball gag, showing it to her. “This is pretty standard for a slave who forgets and talks when she shouldn’t, Precious, so don’t forget.”
She nodded, but promptly said, “Couldn’t you call me something different?”
He pushed the ball between her surprised lips, seating it so her pearly white teeth closed on the outside of the ball. Deftly he pulled the straps behind her head and fastened them. “Warned you, Precious,” he said. Further, he pulled straps that dangled at the corners of her mouth up over her nose, forming an inverted Y that came together right between her eyes. That strap ran over her head and fastened in back. 
She shook her head indignantly, but there was nothing she could do. For God’s sake, what does he think he’s doing? Gagging me? 
Then he picked up a pair of heavy duty scissors. “Have to get rid of these clothes,” he said. “Slaves don’t get clothes.” He cut up the right side of her shorts and then up the left side. Pulling the front down and between her legs, he cast aside the shredded garment. Then he cut right up the center of her T-shirt, up the right arm to the neck, and up the left arm to the neck and pulled that free. Even this she’d expected to go differently. She’d imagined stripping for him, not tied with her clothes being cut off. Not helpless… no, she’d never imagined herself helpless like this. 
“Who’s gonna show her Master some skin?” he teased her as he put the scissors at the strap between the cups of her bra. He paused just a second and then snipped. Cutting her shoulder straps, he pulled that free. “I knew you had nice ones, Precious. I like B cups. That’s about the biggest I like. I like flat, A cup, and your tits.” She blushed as he so casually exposed her and talked about her. “Actually, I supposed I should call them my tits,” he added. “I own you. I own those pretty tits.” He laid the scissors on her belly and tweaked her nipples. “Rich bitch nipples,” he said. “I have to say you’re the richest slave I’ve ever owned.” 
She tried to recoil from his hands as he played with her tits… his tits (?)… but there was no place to go. All she could do was hold still while he got familiar with her. Sure she’d expected him to do it at some time during the training, but not in the first few minutes, claiming them as his as he touched them. She tried to readjust her expectations, now starting to understand he intended to take away her control. 
He finished by cutting away her panties to reveal the neatly trimmed strip of hair that graced her pussy. “Oops, got hair down there. I thought you’d perhaps shave it all.” He stood and went to one of the cabinets, returning with a razor and shaving cream. “I find few things violate a woman more than shaving her, except of course raping her.” 
She tried to squirm away as it was obvious he was going to shave her and do it cold. “I’d hold still, Precious. You don’t want me to slip.”
As he lathered her nether regions, she froze. She wanted to protest, but that was pointless with a promise of punishment. It was only her pubic hair and it would grow back, so she held still while he shaved her. “I mean, come on, Precious, you know I like little girls. You could have made points by coming with a bald little pussy instead of making me do this.” He carefully removed every last curl and then blotted her dry with a rag. 
“Now, Precious,” he said, shaking his head in disgust and sitting back. For the first time he turned his attention to the solid bracelet around her ankle. It was clearly designed to allow her guards to track her movement. “I’ve never had a slave show up with an ankle bracelet. I’ll either have to take it off or work around it for the next two weeks. And what is this all about? You don’t trust me? You have to wear that so your guards, who are surrounding my house like laying siege to a castle, will know where you are?”
He rose and put away the shaving equipment, carefully cleaning the razor before storing it. When he came back, he had some electronics gear. “Remember this, Precious. You are nothing compared to the resources of the Society. This will jam the frequency. And this…” he held up a small box, “… will open the bracelet.” He pushed a button and the bracelet popped open. He took it and clamped it back together. Then he turned off both boxes. 
She watched nervously as he finished stripping her of even the ankle bracelet. It gave her no control at all. Her careful planning was for naught. And he’d done it so easily, seemingly prepared for her attempt. She argued into the gag, incoherent sounds that he ignored. The GPS transmitter and the panic button on the bracelet were her last vestiges of control. 
“Naked, tied, and helpless,” he said, leaning over her. His voice had turned cold and hard. “For the next few weeks, maybe months, you might consider yourself the stupidest rich woman in the world. After a while you’ll forget about how it felt to be rich and powerful. Later, you’ll actually start to like being my slave. You’ll look forward to simple little rewards like your master letting you cum.” He stared into her horrified eyes. “Ah, I see you get the idea. This was never about joining the Society. It was all about owning you. And now I do.”
He stood and looked down at her. “Want to know what Precious’ reward was? She earned the privilege of kneeling in front of me, playing with herself, and cumming. I look forward to the day when you beg to kneel in front of me and make yourself cum. I like a slave who can put on a hot show.”
Then he pulled out his cell phone, dialed, and spoke into it. “She’s ready. Let’s get her out of here.”
For the past several minutes, Malia had been struggling to change her expectations. This was so different than what she’d imagined. Then when he called her stupid, that single word had a profound effect. Stupid for trusting him? Stupid for getting myself in this predicament? Stupid for not seeing his true nature? The word rocked her, stealing away her belief that this was part of her training for the Haven. 
Suddenly Malia tried to escape from the ropes by sheer willpower. Is he kidding? Is this part of the training? To scare me? Because it’s working. It’s too real.  Her arms and legs strained for release, but she was too snuggly bound. She screamed into her gag, a muffled sound that didn’t manage to express her frustration and anger. Two men came into the room, one pushing a wheel barrow. Her eyes got even wider and she struggled more as they stopped beside her. She was naked and tied and he’d brought the hired help into the room. 
Peter pulled her heels to her ass and one of the men wrapped leather straps around her legs, snugging her into a permanent kneeling position. Then Peter pushed her forward so her chest practically touched her thighs and more straps secured her into a ball shape. She couldn’t move a muscle as they put her in the wheelbarrow. One of the men started to fasten straps to secure her to the bottom of the wheelbarrow. Peter pulled a plug from the center of her ball gag and screwed a rubber hose into the hole in her gag. He secured the other end of the hose to a hole in the bottom of the wheelbarrow. 
“Now pay very close attention, Precious,” he said in a voice that made her freeze and do just what he’d said. “You’re about to be buried alive in this wheelbarrow. You’re only source of air is through this hose. Don’t struggle. I’d hate to have the hose some loose and find you dead. I have gone to a lot of trouble to kidnap you.” He pulled a rubber cap down over her head, covering her eyes, ears, and nose. She was blind and deaf as she sucked air through the hose, frightened out of her wits. Please, please let this be a joke, she prayed, though it didn’t seem like it at all. 
The straps went in place and she couldn’t move even if she wanted to. Then the men poured sand over her until nothing but sand was visible. Minutes later, the gardener pushed a wheelbarrow of sand right past her bodyguards and into the garage. Once there, the sand was dumped and she was removed and placed in carefully measured foam padding in the trunk of a car. Peter rolled the rubber cap up off her ears, but left her eyes and nose covered. He removed the hose so she could breathe directly through the hole in the gag. 
Precious felt the sensation of motion as the car pulled out. Then she heard Peter’s voice as it came through speakers near her head. “Precious, I know you’re a fast learner, so I expect a lot of my new property. Make no mistake about it; you are nothing but property, a thing. I’ll do anything with you I please. You’ll do everything I command. What you think, want, or desire doesn’t matter. You may think that you don’t want to follow my orders, but you’ll do it. In time you’ll learn not to think.”
His voice went on, slow and methodical, no way for her to shut it off. “You can expect me to take care of you because you no longer are able to take care of yourself. You possess nothing. No money. No cars. No house. No food.  No clothes. Nothing. I’ll provide you with food and shelter or you’ll have none. You can expect nothing more from me. Food and a place to sleep. Nothing more.
“If you’re a good slave, I will reward you. You can expect no reward for at least the first week. No reward because I don’t spoil my slaves. You’ll find there is no easy path. You obey or you’re punished. You will not be given two chances to get something right. You’ll do it right the first time or you’ll be punished.”
His words became repetitious as they droned on for over an hour. Telling her of her new position. Telling her to obey. Telling her of rules. Reminding her of her new position. Reminding her to obey. Reminding her of rules. Drumming in her new position. Drumming in her obedience. Drumming in her rules. 
She squirmed and struggled against ropes and straps that bound her to the point of being motionless. She silently cursed Peter. She cursed herself. She tried to convince herself that it would end soon. His words changed in pitch, volume, and tempo, telling her the same thing in different ways. She wanted to scream out her anger, but there was no one to hear and no way to form words. 
She had no way to gauge how much time passed, but her muscles started to ache simply because she couldn’t move them. Her back started first, cramping and aching. She tried to shift position, but it was useless. She was lying on her right side and that started to get uncomfortable because she couldn’t shift her weight off it. Then her thighs and calves started to ache. It wasn’t much longer before her shoulders and hips started to hurt as well. If only she could flex. By then the cramps in her back had grown painful and she whimpered n frustration. Tears ran down her cheeks. 
The ride had started with her plotting how to escape and then get revenge on Peter for his treachery. An hour into the ride she’d started to think in terms of paying him off, wondering how much her freedom would cost her. Everybody had their price. As the pain built, her terms lowered. She wanted to bargain her way out of the trunk of the car. That was the immediate concern. 
If the word stupid had spoke volumes, now the pain convinced her that he wasn’t joking. This was not her training. This was what he’d always planned… her slavery. Her friend Peter wouldn’t put her in pain like this. This was way too overboard for mere training to be a mistress. In her heart she knew that though Peter wouldn’t hurt Malia, her new Master would hurt his slave. 
Toward the end of the ride, his words changed. “How does Precious feel now? I know from experience that enough time in that position begins to burn. Has it been enough time for you, Precious? Does it burn?” He knew it had to. “Are you ready to get out? Are you ready to serve me as a slave should serve her Master? We’re almost to our destination, where you’ll finish your training. After training, I’ll take you onto the Haven and show you off as my obedient slave, so this isn’t your final home, but we’ll spend as much time here as you need.”
She could feel the car slow and the stop. “We’re here, Precious. There’s just one little thing that you need to do for me. We’re here, but you can’t get out. I’m going to leave you there. At least until you do something. When I get out, I’m going to open the trunk. I’m going to remove your gag. Then you’re going to say, ‘This slave is ready to serve you, Master.’ It’s easy to say. I don’t even care if you mean it this time. But, you don’t get out of the trunk until you say it.” Then there was silence for the first time in the two hour ride. 
Less than a minute later, she heard the trunk open and felt fresh air on her body. Hands reached behind her head and undid the strap and then eased the gag from her mouth. Her spit followed on the heels of the gag, running down her cheek. She pouted in silence for a few seconds of defiance before she said, “This slave is ready to serve you, Master,” in the most sarcastic voice she could muster. Almost immediately she added with utmost sincerity, “I will make you pay for this, you bastard.”
Peter reached in and removed the cap on her head, showing her daylight again. Then he pushed the gag back in her mouth. “Precious, your Master keeps his word. If I say I will punish you, I will. If I say I will reward you, I will. Since you said what I asked of you, you’ll get out of the car. There was an implication that out of the car means out of that bondage, so I’ll even get you out of the straps, but not the ropes. However, you do understand that, ‘I will make you pay for this, you bastard,’ was unacceptable for my slave. I’d rather not start off with punishment, but you’ve earned it.”
He picked her up and laid her on a blanket on the concrete driveway on her left side and undid the straps that bent her at knees and waist. Helping her stretch out, he massaged her sore muscles, earning contented, grateful ahhs from his slave. His philosophy was simply that making sure his slave recovered from the car ride was distinctly different from punishment that she’d earned. He’d deal with them in order. In fact, he explained as he eased her aches. “Don’t mistake this for softness or kindness on my part, Precious. You’re my property and I take care of my property. You travel in the trunk of my car like any property, but when we get where we’re going, I need to work the kinks out.” He gave her a full five minutes of his time before he picked her up, an arm under her knees and the other under her back. 
He carried her into a room that looked remarkably like the one they’d left two hours before, but it was a little larger and it was flipped from the other one, the door to the bath, kitchen, and bedroom on a different wall than the other house. Laying her on the floor, he opened a drawer and pulled out several leather cuffs. “Personalized for you, Precious,” he said. “Nothing but the finest for my slaves.” Untying her wrists and ankles, he placed a cuff on each ankle, each wrist, each knee, and each elbow. All eight cuffs were secured in place with a little brass padlock. He clipped her elbows, wrists, knees, and ankles together and then removed the rest of the now unnecessary rope. 
Precious noticed that he hadn’t lied about the effect of the ropes. There were light indentations where the rope had been, but it had never pained her. She felt him pick her up again and this time he set her stomach down on a leather bolster atop a triangular pedestal. The base of the pedestal was two feet wide and three feet long. The sides of the pedestal canted inward to meet at the top, forming the triangle. The leather bolster ran from her chin to her hips, making her feel precariously perched even though he kept a hand on her all the time. 
When he unclipped her knees and ankles, she was as free as she’d ever been since he’d started, but with her arms behind her, she was still very helpless. Rather than struggle, she held still as he put one of her legs down so she was kneeling on a small platform on the side of the pedestal. He clicked her ankle and knee cuffs to rings on the platform and then did the same with her other leg. Now she was rudely spread with one leg on each side of the bolster and pedestal, her pussy very noticeably right at the end of the bolster, open and available. She thought of the promise… now a threat… of forced sex. 
He unclipped her wrists and ankles, but by now she was hooked to the spanking horse securely at her knees and ankles, so she could do nothing but make it a little difficult for him to pull her arm down so her forearm rested on another platform and was then hooked at wrist and elbow to stay in place. Her fourth limb was similarly hooked in place and she was immobilized, straddling the bolster, head at one end and pussy at the other. 
Yet he was interested in neither her head nor her pussy. Going to a cabinet, he returned with a leather strap, 12 inches long, two inches wide, and attached to a strong wooden handle. Standing in front of her, he made sure she could see the wicked looking paddle. “Now for being so disobedient a slave as to call her Master anything beside Master and being so rude a slave as to call her master a bad name to boot, you are going to be spanked with this. Precious… this will hurt… a lot. Do not mistake the fact that I’m only giving you two strokes with the strap as leniency. This is your first punishment. I will give you a taste of the strap before we get too far into your training. You may expect more strokes the next time you disobey me.”
Precious’ eyes grew wide and round as she stared at the strap. “Uh uh,” she shook her head. She couldn’t believe he’d give her so much as one stroke with that, let alone two. Let alone more the next time. If he hit her as hard as he could, this was really going to hurt… a lot. She pulled at the cuffs and hooks that held her helplessly in place, unable to do anything except hold still for her punishment. 
Peter put a finger to his slave’s lips. “Don’t say anything, Precious. Now it’s three strokes, just for trying to tell me no. If you learn only one thing from this punishment, Precious, learn that once I say something, it happens.”
She looked up at him, her eyes now silently pleading for mercy, but he’d pronounced sentence and she knew there was no way to go but up. Take the three without further protest, or earn more. She watched as he hung the strap on the wall, four feet in front of her and then walked away. Oh my God, I’m going to have to wait? Stare at the strap and wait for my spanking? Her ass was hanging out over the end of the horse, ready for him and she had to wait.
It wasn’t very long. He just went to another cabinet and returned, setting a video camera on a tripod in front of her. Turning it on, he checked the picture and then picked up the strap. “There are two views I like when I punish a slave,” he told her. “I like to watch your ass as you try to suck it right up inside yourself to avoid getting spanked. I like the way it quivers when the strap hits it. I like the way it looks like I painted a red stripe across it in an instant. I love the look of a freshly spanked ass. I would rather reward than punish my slaves, but when they are naughty, I do enjoy the view. The second view I like is the look on your face when the strap hits. The shock. The horror. The pain. The scream. The dread of the next one. Yes, Precious, I enjoy punishing my slaves and I do it well. You should take care to be obedient because I will not hesitate to punish.”
He stepped around to her side and crack! She felt the first stroke. The quickness surprised her. The pain shocked her and she screamed into the gag as it felt like her ass was suddenly on fire. Oh my God, she thought, he’s enjoying this. Chained to the spanking horse and unable to get away. She may have deserved it, but the idea that he was enjoying it made it doubly bad. She let the scream die down, though the pain still burned to her core. Forcing herself to stare straight ahead, she waited for the next one. He was right; she was trying to get her ass away from him, though it was only in her mind. No matter what she did, it was still pushed out and available, patiently waiting for him to strike. 

The second blow came and she screamed just as loud as the first and even longer. It hurt incredibly and it galled her to be screaming right into the camera, recorded for his viewing pleasure later. She discovered every muscle was straining to wrench herself away from the horse, but she wasn’t moving an inch. Just as she forced herself to relax, he struck the third blow, searing a third red stripe across her poor bare bottom. She’d never been spanked before in her life, though her mother had threatened a “bare bottom spanking” on several occasions. She’d always been careful not to go that last step to earn the threatened spanking, but her Master had not given her that same kind of warning. Her only warning had been the repeated warning in the trunk of the car that there would be no warning. 
Returning to the cabinet, Peter stored the strap away and came back. Examining the six inch wide stripe on her ass, he told her, “It hurts, Precious. It hurts, but you earned that. You can make sure you don’t earn more. However bad it hurts, know this. I don’t leave marks on my slaves. I just have many, many ways of hurting you without leaving a mark. I don’t leave marks on my property only so that my property stays in good condition.”
Then he held out a one-inch wide stainless steel band with a one inch diameter ring dangling from the outside.. Holding in front of her so she could see, he flicked the latch and it swung open on a hinge. Then he reached out and clipped it back into a single, nearly seamless circle around her neck. “This is your collar, Precious. It marks you as a slave. If anyone asks whose slave you are, tell them you belong to Master Peter. Anyone else on the Haven may command you, but only if they’ve asked who you belong to first. My slaves’ collars show they are owned and I’ll use it to restrain you as well.” He showed her a key and then locked it in place. “It never comes off. Later you may earn a nicer collar. Precious, my young Precious, has a gold collar. You don’t deserve that yet.”
He carefully unhooked her wrists and elbows, only to clip them together again behind her back. Then her unhooked her legs from the horse and clipped them together. When she was free from the horse, he carried her to a cage in the corner of the room. The top was open so all he had to do was set her in. He unclipped wrists and elbows, giving her free use of her arms before quickly lowering the top of the cage and locking it. She was now in a four foot long, two foot wide, and two foot high cage. “Precious, you are allowed to free your own legs. You are not allowed to remove the gag or the head harness.”
As he walked away, she rolled to her side and watched him until he went out the door. Then she reached down and freed her legs. Her pride almost convinced her to remove the gag as well, but she realized that would just be plain stupid. Left alone, she started to think about how stupid she’d been to trust Peter. She had no doubt that this had been his plan all along. He wanted to own her and now he did. Crouched inside the cage, it looked hopeless. She couldn’t imagine how she was going to escape.  Her stomach rumbled, reminding her that he’d even tricked her into skipping breakfast, just to make her hungry. No doubt he planned to use her hunger as leverage. 
Looking around she took in her surroundings. The cage was made up of metal bands, two inches wide and six inches apart, horizontal and vertical to form a mesh. The bands were very sturdy, with no play. The top of the cage had opened to let her in, but it was locked and though she knelt and pushed up against it with her back, it didn’t budge. The floor was concrete and looked like it hadn’t been swept in days. She was literally groveling on a filthy floor. She was in a corner of the big room and able to see out, but mostly what she could see from her angle was the legs of all the devices. She tried to remember everything from the brief tour he’d given her before he’d claimed her as his property. And this room was bigger with more equipment. That whole tour had simply been to show her those things that were about to be used on her. To intimidate her. From her current position, she realized that it had worked. Intimidated, scared, bewildered, angry, and helpless. She was all of those. 
Half an hour later, her Master returned. He came in and set something on a nearby table then came over to her. “Precious, I never let a slave ungag herself. Don’t ever do it.” He opened a small door on the top of the cage. “Stick your head out and let me remove the harness and gag. I have your lunch.” 
Thoroughly insulted, she stuck her head out, making sure he knew she was pissed off. The hole in the top of the cage was barely big enough for her head, so it wasn’t a way out. He removed the harness and the ball gag. Closing and locking the door, he went to the table and brought back a dish that he pushed through a side slit in the cage. It was a dog dish with a glob of cold oatmeal in it. She glared up at him, mouth opening to challenge him, but he was standing with a finger to his lips. “Precious may convince her Master to give her better food,” he told her. “Precious may convince her Master to give her utensils. Her Master may give her all that and then still sometimes her Master will feed her like this, because I enjoy watching her eat like a dog. Just remember this, Precious. Once I put food in front of you, you will eat that or nothing. Eat it now or it will be your dinner. It will be breakfast tomorrow. Eventually you will eat it. Then you’ll get more. Probably more of the same, but it will be fresh. When Precious enjoys her oatmeal and thanks her Master for it… when Precious smiles when her Master comes into the room... then Precious may get something better.”
He started to turn away and then stopped. “Oh, and Precious… one slave turned her bowl upside down in protest. Eventually she ate it… dirt and all.”
She pushed the dish to a corner of the cage and stared at it. He’d left her alone, but she had a feeling there was a time limit. This was lunch and would be dinner if she didn’t eat it. The way he said it implied that lunch would end and this would come back as dinner, hence a time limit. She pulled the bowl back and scooped up a bite with two fingers. She was sure she’d told Peter at one time or another that she hated oatmeal. She was equally sure he hadn’t forgotten. She forced herself to eat every bite. It wasn’t hard, as hungry as she was. And she didn’t want to see it for dinner.
When her Master returned, she couldn’t force herself to thank him and besides, she was far from being able to manage a smile. He did, however, have water for her and then she realized just how thirsty she was. He set the water by the cage and fed a straw through the mesh. When she finished that, he gave her more tepid water. 
When she was finally finished, he said, “Precious will hold her bowels until bedtime. Does Precious need to pee now?”
She nodded.
“I don’t respond to nods,” said her Master. “Does Precious need to pee?”
“Yes, Master,” she said reluctantly. 
Her Master pushed a bowl through a slit in the end of the cage, aligning it between her knees. “Pee.”
She turned to look at him so quickly and angrily that she bumped her head on the top of the cage. Ducking down again, she turned to him more cautiously and glared. He was watching her impassively. For God’s sake, she thought, he’s going to watch? How long can I hold it and when will he offer again. Would there be a penalty for peeing on the floor? Gad, I’d be kneeling in it until he comes back. And what if he didn’t clean it up then?
Deciding that she had no choice, she lowered herself as close to the bowl as possible and tried to pee slowly and carefully. She was looking down between her legs to judge her aim and he was looking from the other direction. Grimacing, she tried to keep her attention on the bowl and got most of her pee in it. When she was finished, he pulled the bowl out carefully and set it aside. Then he reached through the mesh of the cage and patted her dry with a tissue. She let out a little whimper of humiliation as he touched her and cleaned her. 
Coming around to the front of the cage, her Master knelt down and looked at her. “Precious has excellent manners. It’s obvious she tried hard to pee in the bowl. Use this to clean the floor.” He handed her a paper towel. Reaching back, she wiped up what little pee had splattered on the floor. Then she handed the towel back. He handed her a wipe wet with bleach. “Again.” She disinfected the floor with the wipe. 
It was only after he left that she realized he’d given her a tiny reward of a clean floor. And a veiled threat that if she hadn’t been careful, she wouldn’t have gotten the towel… left to grovel in her own pee. Angry and humiliated as she was, she appreciated that small token even if she wasn’t consciously aware of that feeling. 
Left alone again, she wondered just what was going on. This was not what she’d expected as his slave, temporary or permanent. After his long seduction that ended in her enslavement, she expected him to do something. Caging her and leaving was not “something.” Yet, the time dragged on and she had nothing to do except turn from her hands and knees to her side, to her back, to her other side, and back to her hands and knees. There was damned little space for her and she wanted out. She wanted him to do something with her, though she wasn’t even sure what that something might be and she did know there were some “somethings” she wouldn’t like.
Two hours into the afternoon, she heard him over on the other side of the room. She could see some motion through the legs of the many devices and could tell they, he and the 12-year-old Precious, were on the opposite end of the room from her. “Kneel,” she heard him say. “And suck my cock.”
She strained to see what she considered to be an incredible sight… that of a preteen girl kneeling before a grown man and sucking him off. She could see nothing and only hear obvious sucking and slurping noises accompanied by his grunt of pleasure. It took several minutes and she heard him cum, at least from the change in his sounds. It made her squirm with desire at the forbidden nature of the young girl doing that without question. She figured that he’d done it where she could hear but not see just to tease her. And, it had worked. She had wanted to be a participant, if only to watch. 
Then when they were done, they left and she was alone in silence again. It was another two hours before he brought her dinner. By then she’d had time to think about her predicament and had decided there was something that needed to be said, regardless of how much trouble that might get her into. This was going terribly wrong. She couldn’t decide if he was trying to make her two weeks feel very, very real or if he was indeed planning on keeping her forever. If the former, she wanted to make it clear he was going too far. If the latter, she needed to negotiate her freedom. She’d agreed to two weeks and if he was making it permanent, he thought he’d taken away her options and her leverage, but there had to be something she could do about it. 
At 5:00 in the evening, Peter brought dinner to his slave. She figured it was more of the same and she made a disgusted sound as he set the bowl in her sight without letting her see the contents. Opening the door in the top of the cage, he said, “Head out, Precious.”
She pushed her head through the opening and let him remove the gag. No sooner was it out than she said, “Peter, this has gone far enough. You don’t have to go do this to teach me about the Haven. What do you expect of me?”
“Oh, Precious,” said her Master, shaking his head with disdain. He pulled a chair up in front of her cage and sat down. “I want a blowjob. I want your lips wrapped around my cock. I want the very base of my cock pressed against your lips and my cock in your throat. I want to fuck your ass. I want to lead you naked on the deck of the Haven. I want to use your pussy over and over. And I want you to thank me for it. That’s my price and when you do, you’ll get nothing but a pat on the head and a nicer collar.”
She struggled to be civil. Calling him a bastard had been a mistake and she knew it. “Peter, when my bodyguards find me, I’ll be free. If I’m freed now, I’ll do nothing. If you wait for them to find me…”
“Stop it, Precious,” said her Master. “You’re only getting yourself in deeper. Listen, your bodyguards know that you’re not at my house anymore. They’ve been given the empty ankle bracelet and reminded that you were expecting to be with me for two weeks. They’ve agreed to wait the two weeks. Between now and then, I’ll move you again… to another house, another country, and another continent. The trail will be so cold they won’t know where to start.” 
His voice was calm, but still menacing as he explained. “From there, you’ll be taken to the Haven. I told you it has child slaves on it, but it also has adult slaves on it. You’ll be one of them, my personal, special, pleasure slave to be exact. I’ll train you and maybe keep you. If I don’t like you, I’ll use you for a couple of years and then discard you. By then you’ll be such a consummate slave that you won’t question your sale to someone else.
“I’m expecting that you’ll be a special challenge. Taking a child or an adult off the street and turning them into a slave is, as Olivia mentioned, extraordinary. With your power and prestige, you’re used to getting what you want. That’s your problem as you face the future. You still think you can manipulate, talk, or buy your way out of that cage and your slavery. You can’t. You need to get that through your very intelligent head and start accepting that you’re a slave. At the moment, I will punish you with three strokes. I’m about to give you the chance to double that if you want. Do you want your dinner?”
She listened with growing concern to his words as he described her future. He didn’t talk as if he was just taking the two weeks to an extreme. He really did mean he intended this for her for the rest of her life. The knowledge that her bodyguards had backed off already was disheartening and his promise of a life of slavery galling. The final promise of punishment was not unexpected, and then she had to stop and think about “the chance to double that.” The last question he asked just seemed so out of place with the rest of his brief lecture.
“If it’s oatmeal again, you know I don’t like that. I told you everything about myself because I trusted you.”
“Congratulations,” he said dryly. “You’ve succeeded in doubling the punishment. I know that you told me everything, so there’s absolutely no need to tell me that. I will take great pleasure in using all your dislikes against you. You wasted breath and earned more punishment. Do you want your dinner?”
This time she understood the meaning of the last question. It didn’t matter what was in the bowl. It was dinner and there were four answers she could give him. Lunch had been barely enough. She did want dinner and didn’t know what was in the bowl yet. Perhaps it wasn’t oatmeal. “Yes, Master,” she said. 
“Excellent, Precious,” he said. “I see you can learn. Three strokes, now six because you couldn’t get it right the first time, could mean six strokes with the strap, but that would require me to take you from the cage. Something came up today that I hadn’t expected,” he lied, “so I had to store you in the cage rather than train you. Now I’ll have to leave you in there for the evening and night. Your punishment will have to take place in the cage.” 
He stood up and set the chair aside. Then he went to a lever on the wall and moved it. Precious was shocked when the top of the cage lowered, taking away even more of her space and pinning her against the floor with her hands and knees under her. He walked to a cabinet and returned with a rod about three feet long. Sticking the forked end of the rod through the cage and against her ass, he said, “The first one is always a surprise. It’s the next five that I’ll enjoy the most.”
The first one what? she wondered and then he pressed the button at his end of the stick. “Eeeoowww,” she screamed, jerking up against the top of the cage as the cattle prod sent enough voltage through her bare ass to make a cow jump. Holy shit!! Five more of those? No way. She squirmed, but even if the cage hadn’t been lowered to pin her against the floor, she’d be unable to avoid the prod. 
“You’re not going anywhere, Precious,” he said. “You’re mine until I decide you’re not mine.” She felt the prod press against her ass again and she whimpered in anticipation and frustration. She wanted so desperately to protest, but anything I say will just get me more of the same. Nothing to do but take it like a slave. 
He pressed the button again and listened to her scream. “The best you can hope for is to please me and not get a cattle prod up your ass.” He made her scream a third time. “Some of my slaves prefer the strap to the prod. I don’t care what you think, Precious. I’ll mix them up so you never know which is coming.” He pressed it against her other butt cheek.
“No, God, no, please,” she whined. The pain was excruciating. To her, it was worse than the strap. Please, make it stop. Get it away from me. He rested it in play for a few seconds. Just do it then. Get it over with. 
“Nice, Precious,” he said, his voice dripping with sarcasm. “You’re supposed to call me Master, not God. Sweet talking me won’t get you out of this.” He pressed the button, making her ass jump. “Yee haw, Precious. Nothing like a little electricity to get a slave’s attention. You should wonder what this feels like on your tits. Nothing says I have to do your ass.” He pushed it against her ass and shocked her again. 
For the sixth and final shock, he rubbed the business end of the prod on her pussy, making her think she was going to get it there. She screamed even though he hadn’t pushed the button. She was almost relieved when he put it to her ass again and then pressed the button. 
He raised the cage back up to its original height. The cage seemed roomy to her all of a sudden when it returned to the size it had been. “Now, put your right hand through the side,” he told her. Too sore and frightened to disobey, she did, only to have him put an 8 inch by 8 inch sheet of wood on her wrist. It was tight enough to her wrist that she couldn’t get her wrist out and big enough that she couldn’t pull her hand back through. When he commanded the same of her left hand, she complied, but more reluctantly. She knelt with her arms spread and her hands useless.  
Finished with that, he pushed the cold oatmeal through the slot in front of her and set a cup of water with a straw in it beside that. “Ten minutes, Precious. Then I’ll be back and dinner will be over.”
Gaping at the bowl that was right in front of her and then at his feet as they walked away, she couldn’t believe she was to eat the oatmeal without hands this time. She spent a couple of minutes mentally nursing her pain. That had gone all wrong, telling her that there was no room for negotiation. She’d gained absolutely nothing from the encounter. She was beginning to feel the helpless submission that went with being a slave. He punished her for the slightest infraction. He kept her caged or bound so there was no chance for escape. She’d been naked since he’d first tied her. On top of all that, he had basically ignored her all day. Frustrated and miserable, she leaned forward, pressed her face into the bowl and ate the oatmeal.  
The bowl was wide enough that she could get her entire face in it, mouthing up bites of the oatmeal. She hated the taste of oatmeal, but she tolerated it since it filled her stomach and she didn’t want to see it again for breakfast. She didn’t want to feel so hungry that she ate it gratefully. Given the consistency of the meal, she was bound to get some on her face as she was forced to chase the cold, bland mixture around, lapping at the sides of the bowl to get every morsel. It wasn’t that she was eager to eat it or that it was good. It just wasn’t enough. She ate and drank, alternating between the oatmeal and the water. Her Master returned at exactly 10 minutes and removed the bowl. Humiliated, she looked up at him, still wearing part of her meal. 
He shook his head at the miserable sight. “Precious knows how to please her Master,” he reminded her. Reaching through the cage with a baby wipe, he cleaned her face gently. As he freed her hands, he said, “I would prefer to treat my slave better than this, but Precious needs to accept that she’s merely my property. Of course I expect respect from my property. I expect obedience as befits an intelligent piece of property. Let go of your past, Precious, and embrace your future. Your training starts tomorrow. It will last as long as it takes to turn you into the perfect slave, obedient, eager to please, and happy as my property. Do you understand?”
She almost nodded and then said, “Yes, Master.”
Finished with her hands, he took the bowl and cup. He opened the top of the cage and said, “Head out so I can gag you.” She considered defying him, but the cattle prod was still fresh in her mind. She pushed her head out. He gagged her and left her alone yet again. It irked her that she was stuck in the cage with nothing to do. It irked her that Precious (the other one) had spent time with him. That the time Precious had spent with him was to blow him was not the point. He’d had time and had spent it with someone else. After the elaborate six month lie to get her into this cage, he hadn’t had any time for her. All he’d done was the bare minimum to feed her, potty her, and punish her. 
Forty five minutes later, he returned. He opened the door in the top of the cage and lowered an empty one gallon paint can into the cage with her. She had to pull back and lean to the side to make room for the can, wondering what it was for. He closed the door again and then sat down in the chair near the cage. “You have five minutes to shit in the can, Precious. This is the only chance you’ll get for the next 24 hours, so make the best of it. You shit in the cage, it stays in the cage with you. You shit in the can, I take it away. Do you understand?”
“Yes, Master.” The words were muffled and nearly incoherent, but she figured an answer was required. 
It went without saying that he was going to stay and watch. She couldn’t believe she was supposed to do it in a can, let alone with him sitting there. He had told her earlier that she’d have the opportunity at bedtime. As he’d told her, she’d held her shit until now, but this was far from how she’d pictured that opportunity. If she had a list of things she didn’t want to do, third on the list would be shit in a can. Second on the list would be shit in a can in front of her Master. Top of the list would be shit in the cage. Thoroughly humiliated, she pushed the can under her ass and squatted over it. There was hardly room to maneuver and she was deathly afraid that she’d miss the can. Straining, she passed gas and turned scarlet. She looked up at him and saw him watching the strained expression of concentration on her face. Quickly she looked back down. 
Feeling the need to pee as well, she forced herself to hold that. She was pretty sure she couldn’t hit the can from both holes at the same time. Finished she started to reposition, but he snapped quickly, “I said shit, not pee. Do not presume to use that can for both. Now pass the can to the front of the cage.” 
Standing, he handed her a baby wipe. “Clean up and put the wipe in the can.” She wiped her ass and deposited the wipe as instructed. He handed her a second one. Gratefully she took it and wiped her ass. Once she was finished with that, he opened the door in the cage. “Pass the can back out.” He took it and set it aside.
“Do you need to pee, too, Precious?” he asked. 
“Yes, Master,” she said into the gag again. Wasn’t it obvious?
“Get on your back,” he told her and then watched with amusement as she squirmed in the cage to comply. 
She didn’t know how she could pee while on her back, but she had no fight left in her. Lying on her back, she waited for his next command. “Stretch your hands up and grab the top of the cage.” She couldn’t quite “stretch,” but she reached up to the top of the cage and grabbed a metal band with each hand. “Put your knees to the sides of the cage.” With a sick feeling, she did as she was told. 
Peering through the holes in the cage, she looked up at him as he looked down at her. “Pretty damn sexy, Precious. I love the look of a helpless slave spread wide and inviting for me. Tomorrow I’ll have some fun with you. Fuck that pretty pussy. Now just lie there and show it to me.” She wanted to roll back over and hide, but she knew that would be trouble. 
“Now if Precious wants to pee, reach down between your legs and spread your lips open. Show me the pink center of that pretty pussy. Then I’ll give you something to pee in.”  There was no option. No other choice. In less than a day, I’ve sunk to this. Display myself just so I don’t have to pee on the floor and then sleep in it.  She reached down and spread open her pussy. Then she held it open while he stared. He didn’t take a quick look, but kept looking, almost daring her to pull her hands away. It felt to her like a staring contest, except it wasn’t her eyes that might blink. She held herself open for two minutes as he held his gaze on that pink center.
Only then did he give her a bowl to pee in. She rolled to her hands and knees and peed, feeling the relief of the pent up liquid flowing out. Uncaring that he was watching her. When she was done, he took the bowl, walked away, and turned out the light. In the darkness, she heard, “Good night, Precious.”
Naked. Caged. Alone. He hadn’t even left her a blanket, though she noticed it wasn’t cold in the room. The day had dragged on and she was exhausted, emotionally and physically. Her whole life had turned upside down in an instant. Tired as she was, it was hard to sleep in the confined space. She’d roll or stretch and bang into the top, a side, or an end of the cage. The floor was hard and she couldn’t forget that it wasn’t very clean. Still, she did manage to get some fitful sleep through the night. 
Peter was purposely confusing his new slave by taking advantage of her lack of time sense. All her days during training would be 18 hours long, 12 hours awake and 6 hours asleep. Messing up her circadian rhythm would make her edgy, weaker, and more susceptible to suggestion. He put her to bed at 6:00 pm and then six hours later, at midnight, he woke her up. It was a little easier on him since he knew what time it really was and had taken a nap during the afternoon. His 12-year-old Precious had slept for 8 hours so she could be ready to help with the training if only to be a shining example of how a slave behaved. 
After six hours of darkness, including some sleep, Precious was awakened by the sound of a woman screaming. Startled, she came awake quickly and looked in the direction of the sound only to see a big screen TV, 10 feet away and set into the wall, with the view of a woman’s face as she screamed. After that first shocking, piercing scream that awakened her, the woman screamed two more times. Then the clip repeated. The second time it ran, Precious realized it was her screaming. It was the recording of her being spanked. The sound of the strap was audible as she screamed. The look of surprise, shock, horror, pain, and frustration was clear as she reacted to each of the swats. 
It had seemed to happen pretty quick when she’d been spanked, but watching it now, Precious could tell it had taken at least a minute to deliver the three strokes. And the recording ran 10 times for her before it stopped. Finally left in silence, she realized she was huddled on the far end of the cage as she watched transfixed. Shaken by the rude awakening and the clear reminder of her new position, she wasn’t aware it was time to wake up until her Master came in with a bowl of food. 
“I’ll be starting your training this morning,” he told her. “Eat this to keep your strength up, Precious. Do pay attention and start thinking like the slave you are.” He sounded to her like he was feeling sorry for her as he tried to encourage her to improve. The message was clear, however, that her fate was in her hands. 
After removing her gag, he slid yet another bowl of oatmeal in front of her and another cup of water. Free to use her hands, she ate quickly. The startling wake up video made her feel nervously on edge and fully awake, despite the fact that she’d only had six hours of lousy sleep. After breakfast, she was given a chance to pee and then to clean up with more baby wipes. 
“Show me your pussy again, Precious,” he told her. “My cock wants to see where it’s going later this morning.”
She hesitated, only for a few seconds before answering, “Yes, Master,” rolling onto her back, and spreading for him. The little indignity wasn’t worth the punishment she expected from disobedience. As she did that, he reached through the end of the cage and clipped her ankle cuffs together. Then he raised the top of the cage and pulled her to her feet. Quickly pulling her hands behind her, he clipped her wrists together and then her elbows. Stiff from her long confinement, she was in no shape to fight him. 
After lifting her clear of the cage, he positioned her on her knees. “Girls,” he called out. To her he said, “I want you to meet your fellow slaves. You already know Precious,” he nodded at the first of four girls to come into the room. They lined up in a straight row in front of her. “Tell her why she’s named Precious, too, Precious,” he said. 
“Master names all his slaves Precious,” said the 12-year-old. “You are to keep your eyes on him at all times when he’s in the room. The only way you’ll know which Precious he’s talking to is he will look at you. If you’re not watching and you don’t know which Precious he’s talking to, then you’ll be punished.” She looked genuinely concerned as she added, “Please, Precious, keep your eyes on him unless he instructs otherwise.”
“For introductions,” said their Master, “Precious will look at the girls as they are introduced.” He cleared his throat. “The other three girls aren’t mine and so aren’t named Precious. These are Mistress Olivia’s girls and she’s loaned them to me to help with your training. First, is Amy.”
The oldest of the three curtsied. She had long brown hair, past her shoulder blades with a gentle wave in the otherwise straight hair. Big brown eyes dominated her face with a few soft freckles on her nose. Slender, the girl looked like she still had no tits at all. She was wearing a short, tight top that exposed most of her midriff. A little ruffled skirt that fell high on her thighs, knee socks, and black patent leather shoes made her look younger than her 12 years. 
“Next is Autumn,” said their Master. She, too, curtsied. Autumn had long dark red hair. The wave in her long hair told Precious that Olivia obviously liked that look in the girls’ hair.  She wondered if Autumn had been named by Mistress Olivia because of her hair that resembled the color of leaves as they fell when winter approached. Her button nose was well adorned with freckles. Autumn was wearing a green dress. The top was backless and the bottom was frilly just like Amy’s. The 11-year-old had light green knee socks and shiny black shoes. 
Last in line was Annabelle, the blond to complete Olivia’s selection of hair colors. One look at the last of the three made it clear than Mistress Olivia liked freckles. Annabelle was wearing just a frilly skirt with two inch wide suspenders that covered her little nipples. The skirt was so short that Precious could easily see frilly panties under it. Like the other two girls, the 10-year-old wore knee socks and black patent leather shoes. 
Precious was amazed at the beauty of all four girls. Clearly Citizens did have the resources to pick nothing but the best. As she admired their beauty, Precious felt her Master step up behind her. He pressed against her back, his feet straddling her legs, and reached down to fondle her tits right in front of the other four slaves. She squirmed, trying to express her dissatisfaction with the treatment, but she didn’t dare do more. Her nipples hardened under his touch and then he stopped. 
“Do you like the way my new Precious looks, Amy?” he asked.
“Yes, Master,” said the 12-year-old.
“Show Precious how much you enjoy watching me play with her tits.”
“Yes, Master,” said Amy. She raised the front of her skirt and showed the prominent bulge of a slender, 5 inch cock straining the capacity of her see through G-string. 
Precious gaped at the sight. She looked closely to make sure she wasn’t imagining it. The girl had a cock. She briefly wondered if Olivia had specifically sought out hermaphrodites, or was she just humiliating three boys by turning them into girls in all ways but one. She hadn’t seen a cock on the other girls, but she was willing to bet all three were similarly endowed. 
Peter held out a ring gag and said, “Precious, I am going to fuck your mouth. I’d like you to suck my cock, but I don’t trust you yet with my cock between your teeth. So, this gag will let me just fuck you in the face while the girls watch. They do so want to see how much cock you can take.”
Precious more than hesitated. This was yet another secret she’d entrusted her friend with. She hated doing blow jobs. She considered it demeaning and he knew it. Telling her he was just going to fuck her mouth was even worse and the final straw was that she’d do it in front of the girls (boys?) The hesitation turned into outright defiance as she clamped her mouth shut.
The Master just picked up the helpless slave and carried her the few steps to the spanking horse. He unclipped her ankles and once again knelt her on the platforms and secured her legs in place, straddling the horse with her ass ready for a spanking. “I’ll do it,” she said. “I’ll open.” As an after thought she added, “Master.”
“God damn it, Precious,” snapped her Master. “How many fucking rules do you want to break first thing in the morning? Have you gone stupid on me? You don’t seem to be able to remember a fucking thing. I count three rules that you broke already. Is that right?’
She counted one… OK, two, but the second one wasn’t intentional. It was early and she just wasn’t thinking. Though that immediately sounded like a bad excuse at best. He would expect her to obey as second nature. It was just so frustrating. “Master, this one does not know.” 
“That’s right, Precious. That’s a proper answer.” Holding out a single finger he said, “First, you didn’t obey when I told you to open your mouth. You don’t like the idea of getting that gag? Too bad. I don’t care what you like or don’t like. It doesn’t matter if you like it, you do it.” His voice was cold and hard as he made her position clear. “You don’t like that the girls are going to watch you get mouth fucked? Too bad. You’re just a slave. Mouth fucking for an audience may well be the most pleasant thing you do today and I don’t care what you think.”
He raised another finger. “Second you said something that wasn’t in your allowed vocabulary. I don’t care how fucking desperate you are, don’t blurt out, ‘I’ll do it. I’ll open.’ You either open on command or wait for the next chance… after the punishment.” He held up three fingers. “Third, Master better pop out of your mouth with every sentence and not as if you forgot.”
“Yes, Master,” she said, sounding contrite and scared. Three rules broken meant serious punishment. There was no way to say that he’d surprised her with the order and she was sorry. There was no way to make amends. And she knew already from experience that once he’d made a promise, he was going to follow through. Three rules broken and he’d promised to punish her every time she broke a rule. Three punishments all at once. She didn’t think she could bear it. But, then she did realize that she was in no position to dispute his authority. Most likely she’d survive the punishment and there wasn’t a damn thing she could do about it. 
He pushed her forward to lay down the length of the horse, but instead of clipping her wrists and elbows to the front platform, he kept her arms cuffed behind her and hooked a rope to her wrist cuffs. She looked back over her shoulder to see what he was doing. The rope ran to a pulley on the ceiling that was above and behind her. He pulled the end of the rope and as it ran through the pulley it pulled her arms up and back. As her chest lifted up off the horse, her first thought was of the utter indignity of the position. She’d been naked for the audience the whole time, but this was outrageous. It makes my tits the center of attention and those are boys, aren’t they? Preteens staring at my tits and I can’t do anything about it. 
He pulled more until her arms were straight out behind her at a 45 degree angle from the top of the spanking horse. “Ahhhh,” she gasped as her shoulders strained to support her at that angle. She tried to bite off the gasp as she looked at the four girls, ashamed to have cried out. The sick looks on their faces told her that she was in more trouble than she’d thought. Horror filled her as he pulled on the rope again and so very easily lifted her chest off the horse. Her shoulders had been complaining just from the angle and now they were supporting some weight. Flashing her tits to the other slaves was no longer a concern. 
He tied off the rope, went to a cabinet, and returned with clamps and weights. “Precious may beg,” he said. Those words had an ominous tone that only frightened her more. I’m allowed to beg? For what? For mercy? She understood it to be a temporary waiver of the four things she was allowed to say, permitting her to say just about anything to mitigate her punishment.
As she watched helplessly, he reached out pulled on her right nipple, holding it out as he clamped a tight metal clamp on it. “Please, don’t, Master,” she pleaded, but he did anyway. She whimpered at how helpless she was. He simply reached out and grabbed her left nipple and all she could do was watch as he did. Tied and stretched as she was, she couldn’t move that tit or that nipple an iota away from it as he slowly closed the metal clamp on it. “Please, take them off, Master,” she whined. “It hurts.” It hurt. It was humiliating. It was frustrating. It was so demeaning to be at his mercy and have him so casually abuse her body. She knew he’d allowed her to beg only so she could demean herself further. He had no intention of lessening her punishment because of her begging. 
“It’s punishment, Precious,” said her Master. “Of course it hurts. However, we are just getting started. This punishment is for being slow to call me Master. The point is a little reminder, a painful reminder, that you are my slave and I am your Master. I can and will do anything I want to you, including hurt you in various ways. You will simply watch me do it. Precious,” he nodded toward the 12-year-old to indicate he was referring to the other one, “will stand still and let me clamp her nipples because she is well trained. You, I have to restrain until you are trained.” 
He waved the weights in her face. “I’m going to hang these on the clamps to make it hurt even more. You are welcome to try and stop me.” 
She ached inside from the tease. Welcome to try and stop him, but all I can do is watch as he puts a weight on my right nipple. “Please, Master, I’ll be good, Master. I won’t forget to call you Master again.” He put a weight on her left nipple. “Aahhh,” she moaned. “I’m sorry I was slow. I’ll do better.” She even knew it was fruitless, but couldn’t help herself. 
“We’ll see about whether you forget it again or not, Precious,” he said. “You can wear those a little longer. Now, the punishment for speaking out of turn and saying something you’re not allowed to say is we’re going to play a game I call repeat after me. It goes like this. I say something that I want you to say and you repeat it. Only, when I say, I love weight on my nipples, Master,” his voice was impassive, “you’ll say it back like you mean it. Understand?”
“Yes, Master,” she said. 
But the game didn’t start immediately. He went behind her, unfastened the rope, and pulled on it more. “Eeeeeeeee,” she squealed in surprise and pain, embarrassed at the volume and pitch of her scream. The latest pull on the rope pulled her stomach off the horse as well. Her arms were 60 degrees from the top of the horse, aching and straining now with more of her weight supported by them. Her only contact with the horse now was her hips and legs and it seemed most of her weight was resting right on her pubis. Her back arched elegantly from her hips up to her straining shoulders. 
He came back in front of her and said, “Master, this fucking hurts so much.”
In a haze of pain, she stared at him for a second before she remembered the “game.” It wasn’t hard to repeat these words with feeling. “Master, this fuh-fucking hurts so much!” 
“I want a ring gag in my mouth, Master.”
“I want a ring gag in my mouth, Master.”
“I want a ring gag in my mouth, Master,” he said a second time.
Assuming he wanted more feeling, she fought for more sincerity as she gasped out, “I want a ring gag in my mouth, Master.”
“I want you to fuck my mouth, Master.”
“I-I want you to fuck my mouth, Master!”
He nodded and smiled, pleased with her effort and she felt a sense of relief for having done good. “I want the girls to watch me get fucked in the mouth, Master.”
“I want the girls to watch me get fucked in the mouth, Master,” she sobbed. “Please, Master, let me show you.” She was learning that certain levels of pain could get her to change her attitude very quickly. 
“Oh, you will, Precious,” he said. He moved from directly in front of her to her side. She turned her head to follow. His hand rested on her ass. “You have a nice ass, Precious,” he said. “One of the reasons why I want you as a slave. It’s not a wide ass like so many women get. No, it’s a pert little round ass and slender girlish hips.” His hand ran up her bare back, caressing the soft, smooth skin. “Your skin is like a young girl’s, too. You take good care of it. I’ll wager you never thought that your skin would one day end you up in slavery.” He reached up to cup a tit. “And I like the size of your tits. You know what, Precious?” He ignored her gasps of pain and the frantic look in her eyes. 
“No, Master,” she sobbed. 
“I want you as my slave because you are going to stay this way forever. Little girls grow up and lose their flat chests and skinny little hips and hairless pussies. You’re all grown up and still look like a young girl, at least, a high school girl. You’ll keep yourself shaved and you’ll be my special little girl forever. I’ll dress you in clothes, maybe like Amy, that make you look younger. You’ll be cute… forever. I won’t have to discard you when you get old.”
“Please, Master,” she whined. “Th-thank you… b-but… please let me down, Master.”
“Let you down and fuck you in the mouth?”
“Yes, Master, please fuck me in the mouth.”
He moved back in front of her and locked eyes with her. “Please, Master, leave me like this for another 15 minutes so I really learn my lesson.”
She took a couple of rapid, frightened breaths. “Please, Master, leave me like this for another 15 minutes so I really learn my lesson.”
“Look down at my crotch, Precious. Look at what you’re going to have in your mouth. This is what happens when I have a slave tied and stretched for me. You are so damn sexy. It’s so hot to have you tied and begging. The power… being able to make you so helpless and then beg for cock in your mouth… that is so perfect. My Precious should be very, very good because it’s going to be so easy, so pleasurable, so hot to punish you that I’ll hardly need any excuse at all.”
Her eyes went to the prominent bulge in his pants. By now she wanted it in her mouth. As demeaning as she considered blowing a man, she preferred it over the pain and now the promise of that pain lasting a full 15 minutes.
“Now there’s one more thing we’ll need to take care of, Precious. You’ve been punished for forgetting to call me Master. You’re being punished for speaking out of turn. Your punishment for not opening your mouth for me when I told you to will be…” he looked over at the four girls who were still intently watching their fellow slave receiving her due. “… to make the four of them cum with your mouth. You’ll suck the three girls who have cocks and then you’ll get a taste of Precious.”
“Yes, Master,” she groaned. 
He reached out and toyed with the weights on her nipples. “Bet you wish you could take these off.” 
Just making them swing made it hurt more. Yes, she did wish she could take them off, but that was the point. She couldn’t. “Yes, Master. Please take them off for me.”
He continued to toy with them instead of removing them. “I want to suck three cocks and eat a pussy while everyone watches.”
“I wa-want to suck three cocks and eat a pussy while everyone watches, Master.”
“Yes, I’m sure by now you really do, Precious,” he said. “Next time I order you to perform something in front of them, you’ll do without hesitation, right?”
“Yes, Master.” She looked down at his hand as it idly fingered the weights, making her nipples stretch even more. “Please, Master. May I suck your cock and three more and then eat pussy.” She just wanted down. 
“I will swallow your cum,” he said. 
“I will swallow your cum, Master.”
“Let’s get a point of order straight, Precious. I did not say you were going to stay like this for 15 minutes. I made you ask for it. If I haven’t promised you 15 minutes, then if I take you down now I haven’t broken my word and I haven’t shown you leniency. All I really wanted was for you to say that. It was hard to say, I know. As much as you hurt right now, telling me you wanted another 15 minutes is very hard, but you pleased me by doing it.” He ignored the few seconds of hesitation in favor of giving her a positive stroke for now. It had been hard to say and the hesitation could easily be ignored as just catching her breath. 
As he moved back to release her, he said, “Just that next time will be 15 minutes and that’s a promise.” Then he released the rope and let her all the way back down to rest her chest on the horse. He unclipped her wrist and elbow cuffs and slowly pulled her arms from behind her, putting each one in position on the horse so she rested on her forearms. He hooked her wrists and ankles in place and then massaged her shoulders. After a couple of minutes, he removed the clamps from her nipples. A few seconds later she was squirming in new pain at the feeling returned to her tortured nipples. 
When he came to her with a ring gag in his hand, she didn’t even wait for him to ask. She opened her mouth and let him seat it behind her teeth. It pried her wide open and with her tied as she was, she once again felt that helpless feeling of being little more than a spectator to her own abuse. A spectator who felt everything, but couldn’t protect herself from him. He took his time stripping in front of her, taking off everything and then standing with his hard, upthrust cock inches from her face. 
He took her head in his hands, steadying her as he put the tip of his cock to the wide O of her mouth. She couldn’t resist as his cock slid across her tongue and nearly to the back of her throat. Very aware that he could take her completely, even into her throat, she was surprised and grateful that he didn’t. She tasted the salty warmth of his cock as it slid back and forth, using her mouth as a fuck hole. 
It was indeed a dream come true for him to put his cock in her mouth. It was a lovely mouth on a beautiful face and now it was his. There might come a time when she would take it all, but he wanted to start easy with her. She’d already been through a lot for her first full day of slavery and there was more to come. For several minutes he slid in and out, making sure she didn’t forget her audience. “How’s she doing, Amy,” he asked. “She suck cock pretty good?”
“No, Master,” said Amy. 
Precious burned at the cutting, but very true critique. She wasn’t doing a very good job, but then she couldn’t with the ring gag. It had the desired effect, though, of making her squirm uneasily at the reminder that children were watching her suck the cock. 
“Come closer, all of you,” said her Master and four faces came into her view, Precious and Annabelle just inches away with the other two right behind them. “Watch the new girl get it in the mouth,” he added once they were that close. 
She wanted to close her eyes and shut out the humiliation, but she couldn’t help herself from looking into Precious’ wide eyes, then Amy, then Annabelle, and finally Autumn as they watched intensely. Surely they’d seen something like this before, but having been ordered to watch, they did it like they were seeing it for the first time. Her eyes returned to Annabelle as the 10-year-old seemed most enthralled by the obscene act. Sucking cock in front of a 10-year-old with a cock and I’m going to do it, too. Boy or girl? I’ll bet it’s trouble to even ask. 
Then her attention was taken away as her Master started thrusting faster, using his hand to stroke the base while the tip stayed in her mouth. His breathing told her that he was cumming soon and she waited with dreaded anticipation for the load of cum. Yet, it took another minute at least with her grimacing and expecting it any second. Finally, his cum flooded her mouth as he pushed into her mouth one last time and stroked hard and fast. All of his cum went into her helpless mouth and some of it stayed there. Most of it seeped out around the edges and dripped to the floor. 
“Now swallow what you kept, Precious,” he said. “Always swallow your Master’s cum.” 
She struggled to swallow the goo in her mouth, but the gag made it very hard. At least she succeeded in keeping more from running out. He took the gag off her mouth and then she was able to swallow. 
“Bring me the rest, Annabelle,” he said and Precious watched in surprise as the little blond disappeared from view, down below her line of sight to lick their Master’s cum off the floor. She came up with a mouthful of cum, showing it to their Master. “Give it to her,” he said. 
Precious tried to pull back as the little girl kissed her full on the mouth, pushing her little tongue eagerly into her mouth in a cum covered kiss. She felt the cum being fed to her by the 10-year-old and then Annabelle pulled away and showed that her mouth was nearly empty. “Good girl,” said their Master. “You can swallow the rest.” 
Annabelle shut her mouth and swallowed. “Yum,” she said with a dazzling smile. 
“Now you, Precious, swallow what she gave you.” 
Precious swallowed her Master’s cum one more time. She did not, however, say yum or smile. As she looked up at her Master’s expectant face, she saw the look fade to disappointment. Clearly Annabelle had shown her the right way to swallow cum, complete with an expression of pleasure. “Yum?” she said. 
Despite the tentative nature of her one word, her Master said, “Very good, Precious, that’s a good girl. You should enjoy your Master’s cum each and every time. I’m very pleased with you.”
He got her off the horse in stages, as usual making sure she was never completely free at any time. She found herself kneeling on the floor with her wrists and elbows clipped behind her and her knees and ankles clipped together. It wasn’t her preferred position, but it was relatively comfortable. “You first, Annabelle,” he said and the little girl stepped in front of Precious, pulled down her panties, and held up the front of her skirt.
Precious looked at the small cock presented to her. It was 3 inches long and slender, not a threat to her mouth and she even wondered if Annabelle could cum. Looking closely she decided that there were not dual sex organs on the “girl.” This was a boy who now thought he was a girl with an extra part. She leaned forward and took her cock in her mouth. For Annabelle, Precious could purse her lips around the little cock, sucking on the cock as she thrust in and out of her mouth. She didn’t find it difficult to think of Annabelle as anything but a girl. From the way she was dressed to the way she acted, she was girl through and through. She found that strangely exciting as she imagined the power to train a boy to think he was a girl. How humiliating that would be for the boy and how powerful Olivia must feel to have done it. 
Annabelle was quick. She started fast and came in Precious’ mouth within two minutes. Her taste was mild compared to their Master’s cum, but, to Precious’ surprise, it was cum. Autumn was next, her cock filling Precious’ mouth only a little more than Annabelle’s had. Taking her time, Autumn lasted five minutes before she gave Precious a taste of her cum. 
Amy, on the other hand, had clearly started puberty, presenting a slender, 5 inch cock to the cocksucker. Like the others, she stayed dressed aside from pulling her panties to her knees and lifting her skirt. The oldest of Olivia’s girls took even more time, savoring the feel of the woman’s mouth on her cock. She slowly stroked in and out for several minutes, until her hips suddenly came to life and she came in a sudden rush. 
Last, Precious stepped up in front of Precious, stark naked like her namesake and simply pressed her sopping pussy to the woman’s face. The 12-year-old looked over at her Master, who nodded at her. “Eat me good, Precious,” said the girl. “Then Master says I can lick you. Would you like that? My tongue in your pussy? Master said you like little girls. I like pussy.”
Precious nodded her agreement. Yes, I’d like that. The young girl was clearly aroused from watching her blow their Master and the three well endowed girls. She came quickly, almost as soon as Precious found the tender little clit. The woman found herself getting excited at the smell, taste, and arousal of her fellow slave. While she didn’t much care for sucking cocks, she definitely enjoyed pussy and this was the first preteen she’d tasted in years. 
When it was finally her turn, her Master positioned her on her back, uncomfortably so with her arms behind her, and unclipped her knee cuffs. Amy and Autumn held her knees apart as the 12-year-old Precious climbed between her legs and started licking. The arousal she’d felt from tonguing the young girl had her already damp and it was clear that the girl had eaten many a pussy. Precious’ talented tongue lapped up juices and then circled the woman’s clit. After a couple of minutes, the woman was excited and breathing heavy, ready to cum in front of them all. 
Then the young girl stopped and stood up. “Master said I could lick. He didn’t say you could cum.”
“Unnhhh,” gasped the frustrated woman as she looked first at Precious and then at their Master. That close and then the girl had just stopped. Once again, yet from a different direction, she was reminded just how helpless she was and how little her desires mattered to her Master. Apparently an orgasm was something that had to be earned as well. 
“Kneel, Precious,” said Peter. The woman rolled to her stomach and struggled to get to her knees. Pushing off with her forehead, she rocked to an upright kneeling position. “You’ve killed half the morning, Precious, with punishments. I’m counting on you getting yourself under control and behaving so we can get on with training. Trust me, once you’re trained, you’ll feel much better. So stayed focused and start learning.”
The 12-year-old Precious held her thumb to her mouth as if she was going to suck her thumb, except that her thumb never went into her mouth. “Already?” said their Master. “Go ahead then.” The girl scampered on her toes out of the room. 
“She has free run of the slaves’ quarters, Precious,” said her Master. “She’s going to get water for all of you. You saw the quarters at the other house. This is the essentially the same. There are two doors out, both of them controlled by combination locks and biometrics. You don’t stand a chance of getting through one of them, so when you are allowed free run of the quarters, you’ll still be locked in. If you should somehow escape, rest assured that I have my own guards and one of their duties is to catch runaway slaves. My cock, and the girls here, are the only cocks that you’ll feel unless you make my guards catch you. If that happens, you’ll learn first hand the meaning of gang bang.” He cupped her chin as he said carefully and slowly. “I want you to understand there is no escape. Do you understand?”
“Yes, Master,” she said. She wasn’t fully convinced, but he made it sound nearly impossible. 
“Good, then I’ll free up your arms and legs.” First, however, he attached a steel chain to her collar. The other end of the chain was attached to the ceiling to give her 10 feet of room to roam. Then he unclipped ankles, knees, elbows, and wrists. 
“Kneel,” he said to the other three girls and they all knelt, feet together, knees spread wide, and arms crossed behind them. He looked at his new slave and said, “Kneel.”
Since she already was, she understood it meant something more this time. She spread her legs like the others and put her arms behind her. Her Master positioned her arms just how he wanted them, pushed her knees a little wider, and said, “That’s how you will kneel when I give the command.”
She felt a little envious of the girls for having clothes. As it was she was spread open, giving a great view of her shaved pussy. It wasn’t the first time she’d exposed herself to her Master and it wouldn’t be the last. Will I ever get used to being naked? And it wasn’t just being naked, but with her hands behind her back and knees spread, she was displaying her nudity for him. It was embarrassing to do for Peter. It was even worse that Peter wanted to humiliate her by making her do it in front of children
“You’ll stay like that until I command otherwise,” said her Master. He walked away and came back with a chair. Setting it in front of them, he sat and watched them. They were still kneeling like that when Precious came back with a tray with six cups on it. Balancing the tray on one hand, she handed their Master a cup. “Amy, Autumn, and Annabelle, relax,” he said and the young Precious then gave a cup to each of the other girls. Putting the tray down, she took the fifth cup for herself and brought the last to the new slave who pointedly noted that she alone had not been told to relax. That explained the straw sticking out of her cup and that Precious held the cup for her, offering her the straw. Thirstily she drank the water. Only then did the young Precious drink her water. 
As Precious collected the cups from the three girls, each of them thanked her. With five empty cups on her tray, she went to her Master and he set his cup on the tray. Before she took the cups away, she nodded toward the new slave and asked, “May she have manners, Master?”
“No, Precious, but thank you for helping her drink,” he said to the girl. 
The woman blushed at the subtle reminder that she hadn’t thanked Precious for the drink, but was glad that she hadn’t. Otherwise she might have said something she’d regret. Something as simple as thank you was prohibited for her. 
“Rise,” said their Master after the girl slave left with the empty cups. As soon as they got to their feet, he said, “Kneel.” Precious knelt as she watched the other three do it smoothly, showing their months and years of practice. She crossed her hands behind her back and her Master rose and circled her. “Very good, Precious.” He ruffled her hair affectionately. 
Precious practiced kneeling for half an hour before it was time to practice following. She followed her Master in a circle, swishing her hips with her arms still crossed behind her back. She watched the girls follow at various times, amused that the girls with cocks looked every bit like a cute little girl walking quite provocatively. 
Her Master took her to the exercise equipment where he explained exercises for flexibility, strength, and stamina. Again the four girls put on demonstrations, proving that they could all do the splits vertically and horizontally, as well as other very flexible moves such as crossing their ankles behind their heads. Tempted as she was to enjoy the view, Precious forced herself to focus on the instruction. Her morning had been bad enough already without the need to screw up again. 
Just before lunch, Peter told Amy to, “Go fetch a pot to piss in.” Then he sent the young Precious for cleaning supplies to clean the floor. When the two returned, the girls took turns peeing in the pot. Even the ones with cocks squatted down low to avoid missing the wide mouthed pot. When it was her turn, the older Precious followed suit. It was hard to be shy when the others had so readily peed in front of them all. 
While Amy was gone to empty and clean the pot, the younger Precious cleaned the floor around where the pot had been sitting to take care of any splatters. “Give me a shot on the floor,” the Master told Autumn. Without hesitation, Autumn dropped her panties, raised her skirt, and jerked off quickly, splattering cum in the center of the freshly cleaned floor. 
He clipped the older Precious’ wrists and ankles behind her and knelt her facing the cum. Pointing at it he said, “It’s lunch time, Precious. When that’s clean you can eat. Clean with your tongue and in your tummy.”
She didn’t miss that he’d not said to do it now. He’d given her the option. She just wouldn’t eat until the floor was clean. She stared at it for a few seconds, long enough for her Master to say, “Amy, advise her.”
“Precious, don’t let it dry. It’s worse like that,” said the slave girl. 
“Did you let it dry when it was your turn, Amy?”
“Yes, Master,” she said. “Ick,” she shuddered. 
“Did you tell Autumn not to let it dry the first time she did it?”
“Yes, Master.”
“Autumn, did you let it dry?”
“Yes, Master,” said the redhead. 
“Did you tell Annabelle not to let it dry the first time it was her turn?”
“Yes, Master.”
“Annabelle, did you let it dry?”
“Yes, Master,” admitted the blond. 
He looked at Precious and said, “You can warn a child, but they have no sense. They don’t want to learn from each other. They licked it up, hard and dry, only when they got too hungry to stand it anymore. Everyone of them. Even Precious,” he patted his beloved 12-year-old on the head. “She is such a perfect slave now, but she…”
Precious leaned forward and licked the floor. She didn’t need to hear any more and she feared the cum might dry quickly. 
“Wow,” said Amy. “She did it.”
Precious cleaned up all the cum, feeling quite proud of herself for proving that she was smarter and a better learner than the younger slaves. Her Master helped her to her feet and kissed her forehead. “Yum,” she said with a smile. 
“Good girl,” said her Master. He kept a straight face until he turned and walked through the door toward the kitchen. “Follow,” he called out and the five followed their grinning Master to the kitchen. It was still less than a day into her training and she was proud to have licked cum off the floor. He doubted she’d figure out how easily she’d been manipulated to that submission. She’d even said, ‘Yum’ and smiled. It was almost unbelievable. 
The kitchen in the slaves’ quarters had a long table with benches on both sides. The five slaves were all directed to sit on one side, with the older Precious closest to their Master, whose unoccupied seat was at the head of the table. Their Master clipped a chain to her collar, with the other end of the chain attached to the table and he clipped her ankle cuffs to rings in the floor. He’d made it plain that escape was impossible, but he still kept her on a short leash. 
The Master started water boiling on the stove. While that was heating, he prepared five thick ham and cheese sandwiches on rye bread with lettuce, tomato, and mustard. When the water boiled, he measured out a cup of the hot water, put that in a bowl, and added oatmeal.  While that cooled, he cut the sandwiches in half, set them on china plates, added a pickle, and chips. Then he poured four cups of juice, one cup of water with a straw, and one cup of soda. 
Then he brought the food to the table, setting a plate in front of each of the girls and one at his seat. Each slave got a cup of juice, with the water going to Precious and the soda, of course, to his place. Then he brought over the bowl of oatmeal, making sure it had cooled enough to be eaten. 
Throughout the meal preparation, Precious noticed how her Master treated it like a ritual, preparing the food for his slaves. She wondered if he had personally prepared all her meals so far, as scant as they were. Unsurprised to be given merely oatmeal, though this time it was hot, she saw the whole point of feeding the others a tasty, complete lunch while she got the usual. She was disappointed that she sat at the table with her hands still cuffed behind her back, knowing she was going to eat like that. She managed a smile as he set the bowl in front of her, hoping for something better next time. The smile was a small price to pay now that she knew for sure that slaves, the other four at the table specifically, got better food for better behavior. 
The Master sat and took a bite of his sandwich. At the cue that they were allowed to eat, the four girls started eating as well, being dainty regardless of whether they were famished or not. Precious knew that she was, but she took the cue from the others and ate slowly, though messily. 
In between bites, she had an urge to talk to Peter, to try to bring that man back instead of her Master. Conversation had come so easily between them, but now there was a wide gulf between them. 
What seemed to her to be lunchtime was really 6:00 am, still just 21 hours into her slavery. There was just no clock in the entire slaves’ quarters to give her a sense of reality. The Master wore a specially made watch that was tuned to the 18 hour day he used to train his slaves, so even when she could see that, it didn’t help her understand why she felt tired, yet wired at the same time. 
She resigned herself to listening to the quiet chatter of the other four slaves. From the conversation, she deduced, to her surprise, that they had access to books, games, and toys. Life as a slave seemed far from what she’d imagined. What she was now experiencing was not what she imagined. She bristled silently at the perks the kids had… clothes, a gold collar, freedom to roam, something to occupy their time, and good food. That was more what she expected for herself – things to do when he wasn’t spending time with her. She was also very aware of the differences in their behavior from hers. They enjoyed being slaves. They were instantly obedient. They knew routines and commands. Simple commands like, give me a shot on the floor, go fetch a pot to piss in, or get cleaning supplies had been followed quickly and correctly. She wasn’t even sure where to find a pot to piss in. 
She shuddered as she realized she was envying the slaves for their rights and already thinking about earning those same rights. The quick little shake earned a look of curiosity from her Master. It seemed he almost said something, but then he cut himself off. 
After lunch, Peter stood and said, “Amy, Autumn, and Annabelle, go take a bath. Precious, you wash, and Precious, you dry.” The older Precious took her place at the sink to wash the dishes while the younger dried them. Her Master chained her to the counter… there were apparently attachment points everywhere and then freed her arms. “And hurry up so we can join the girls.”
Despite that order to hurry up, the new Precious wasn’t in a big rush to do the dishes. However, the younger Precious prodded her to speed up, obviously excited about joining the girls. Uncertain what was so special about joining them (really, how big was the bathtub?), the dish washer still moved into high gear and they got the dishes done quickly. 
Once they joined the girls in the huge bathroom, the first order of business was to put metal cuffs on the new Precious and remove her leather cuffs. With hands cuffed in front and ankles cuffed, she was allowed time to pee in a real toilet and then led into the bath area. The tub was huge and by the time her Master led Precious into the room, there was a mound of bubbles with four heads sticking out of it. “Kneel,” said her Master and Precious knelt as she’d been instructed. The bath turned out to be a ritual as well, one that the child slaves definitely enjoyed. 
Looking at his watch, Peter said, “Two more minutes.” And after two minutes, he announced. “Time to wash.” That quick order told Precious that the three girls had done nothing but soak in the hot bath the whole time. Amy and Precious stood up. Autumn and Annabelle found rags and soap and stood as well, washing the two oldest slaves from head to foot and taking several minutes to do it. Their hands were familiar with the bodies they washed, cleaning every crevice, right down to between their toes. Then the older two knelt in the tub and dunked their heads. Their bathers lavished attention on the long hair, cleaning it and massaging the scalps for minutes. 
The woman enjoyed the view now that she could see Amy, Autumn, and Annabelle fully nude for the first time. The four child slaves were beautiful and she longed to have some of her own, only to remind herself it was that desire that got her into this predicament in the first place.  
Without a word, the four switched roles and the older two spent just as much time scrubbing, massaging, and caressing Autumn and Annabelle. “Now out, rinse, dry, and go to your room,” said their Master. The three girls climbed out, but the order apparently didn’t apply to the younger Precious who instead drained the tub while the other three rinsed in the adjoining shower. Then, after Amy, Autumn, and Annabelle had gathered their clothes and left, Precious drew a new bath, steaming hot, and stepped in to soak, the pleasure that she’d only had briefly earlier. 
Her Master removed Precious’ leash and then helped her step into the tub and lower herself into the hot bath until only her face was visible amongst the bubbles. Then he joined them with a satisfied, “Aahhhh.”
After a few minutes of unadulterated bliss, Precious saw her Master turn to her. “I like to keep my slaves clean,” he told her. “All part of taking care of my property. You are obviously allowed to enjoy it. Do not mistake this indulgence for softness. You do not deserve to be hosed down with cold water, but that is an option if you so choose. I prefer to indulge my slaves in this because then I can enjoy them… you.” As soon as he said that, Precious felt his hands reach for her and pull her to him. He settled her between his legs, facing away from him. His arms reached around her and his hands cupped her tits, caressing and kneading. 
The younger Precious moved between the woman’s legs, kneeling and facing her fellow slave. “Master says you like little girls,” she said. “Master likes to watch me with other girls.” She leaned forward and kissed the woman on the lips, slowly turning it into a passionate kiss. The girl pulled the woman’s hands to her small breasts and left them there. Sandwiched between the two, it was incredibly arousing for new slave to have her tits in her Master’s hands and the preteen’s small swells in her own hands, with her fellow slave kissing her deeply. She slid her hands to the girl’s waist and lifted her up. Blowing the bubbles clear of the hard nipples, she pulled Precious close and sucked on them, cooing with pleasure. 
“My God, Precious and Precious,” said their Master. “You’re going to make me cum just from watching you.” He whispered in the woman’s ear. “She’s beautiful, isn’t she?”
“Yes, Master,” murmured Precious. She could feel his hard cock pressing against her ass under the water. 
The three enjoyed the feel of each other’s bodies. The Master watched the two slaves caress each other with hands and lips. After several minutes he said, “Stand up, Precious. Time to get washed. Now pay attention because you are to wash me with the same care.” He stood and helped her to her feet. Then he carefully washed every inch of her. She especially noticed his soapy hands washing between her ass cheeks and cleaning even her asshole. Nothing was left untouched. He guided her to her knees, dunked her hair, and shampooed her for ages. 
By the time he was done, she wanted to do nothing but wash him with the same care and attention. She washed him from top to bottom as he had her. His neck, his chest, his arms, his stomach, and his back. Then she washed his hard cock, treating it with special care. She cleaned his ass and worked down from there. His hair was much shorter than hers, but when he knelt for her, she still washed it for several minutes, focusing more on massage than washing. 
They followed the same ritual as the other girls had, moving to the shower to rinse as Precious started the water draining from the tub and then joined them. Then they dried each other. The Master blow dried the woman while the woman blow dried the girl. 
The natural follow on to the sensuous and sexually charged bath was sex, so the woman was surprised when her Master first put her leather cuffs back on and then led her to the playroom instead of the bedroom. The younger Precious followed them. 
He took her to a relatively open space where ropes hung from the ceiling. Nervously, she noticed that the ropes ran through pulleys on the ceiling with free ends dangling to the side. Her memories of ropes and pulleys from the morning were not pleasant. He clipped the end of a rope to each ankle and each wrist. Then he hung weights on the dangling ends of the ropes, 30 pounds each for her arms and 50 pounds each for her legs. The effect was to pull her arms up and her legs to the side, spread eagle vertically. 
She watched as he went to a cabinet and returned with a few things. First he put a whiffle ball gag in her mouth and fastened it behind her head. Then he showed her a butt plug and spread KY on it as she watched. She shifted nervously as she realized where that was going. Going behind her, he slowly fed it up her ass. Resist as she might, he worked the plug inexorably deeper and deeper until it disappeared up her ass, with only the flange sticking out, a flat circular disk pressed against her ass cheeks. The plug was big enough that she couldn’t possibly expel it on her own. 
With that done, he pushed a button on the remote and the plug started to vibrate. “Ohhhh,” she gasped at the unexpected stimulation. It was just a light sensation, deep inside her. The first of many sensations. Now his hands returned to her tits, kneading them and toying with her nipples. He nibbled on her ears and neck and she could feel his hardness against her ass. To top it off, now the slave girl knelt in front of her and started to tease her pussy with tongue and fingers. 
“You like to watch, Precious?” he whispered in her ear. “Watch a little girl eat pussy. Your pussy. Look at how beautiful she is and how talented she is. She knows just how to make you happy. Wonderful, isn’t it?”
“Uh huh,” breathed the woman. She was wary of the pleasure, remembering that last time Precious had licked her pussy there had been no orgasm. Yet, she did enjoy it, hoping this time she’d get to cum. The restraints on her arms and legs couldn’t detract from the pleasure of the bath and now this. It wasn’t just the girl who knew how to make her happy. Her Master’s hands were skilled at making her tits feel alive and aroused. Her nipples hardened and tingled, even as her clit started to respond. She wasn’t sure about the vibrator in her ass, but with all the other things going on, it felt like it belonged as part of the whole. To her embarrassment, she couldn’t manage to swallow right and drool bubbled through the holes of the whiffle gag, running down her chin and onto her chest. 
“A slave may beg,” said her Master, a soft suggestion in her ear. She didn’t at first. She couldn’t speak clearly and she had no sense of desperation. 
As the two worked on her, she gradually came fully aroused, on the edge of cumming. Then she realized that as talented as the young girl between her legs was, she was most definitely trying very hard to keep her from cumming. She whimpered with desire as the two now kept her on the edge. Her body was on fire, needing more than they were giving. She stared down at the smiling eyes and the little pink tongue of the preteen girl eating her pussy. The sight was like a dream come true, especially since the girl didn’t hide her arousal. Little nipples on small tits were hard little buttons on rapidly rising and falling little tits.  Juices smeared her face and she seemed to enjoy the mess she was making. 
In the beginning the woman could pull the weights down, but as time went on, her arms tired and muscles ached. Her arms were fully extended and she lacked the strength to lower them. It was starting to feel like she was on the rack. Her legs gradually spread, pulled apart by their weights until her feet came up against blocks attached to the floor to keep her from spreading dangerously wide. Now it was merely a slow burn. And still the two teased her. 
After an hour of teasing, she was whimpering and moaning, slobber running out her gagged mouth and down her chest. Her Master had defined a new level of helplessness. She couldn’t control her drool, her body, her desire, or her arousal. Motionless, she could only be a canvas for them to ply their art of sexual stimulation. 
It was then that she felt her Master’s cock slide into her soaking pussy from behind. She was so wet and ready for him that he took her in one smooth stroke to the hilt. His cock was sandwiched between the girl’s tongue at her clit and the vibrator humming in her ass. With a great shuddering breath she now saw the need to beg. Her sounds were not coherent words though she tried to make her need known. What came out were more insistent, strident whimpers and whines. Her body started to tremble as she lost control completely. 
Her Master had been teasing himself for an hour with his hands on her sexy body and the sight of her being teased by tongue and vibrator. It took him less than a minute to cum in her, shooting his cum up the vertical tunnel. He continued to stroke in her, easing himself out slower than he’d entered. Then she was empty, but still desperate to cum. Her noises continued as she begged for release. 
Her pleas went up an octave and she thought she’d nearly cum from willpower alone as the girl between her legs showed her a white, cum covered tongue, swallowed, and returned for more. The young Precious was eating their Master’s cum right out of her pussy as it flowed out. She found new energy, coming alive and pulling desperately, futilely against her restraints.  
“When you’ve eaten all my cum out of her, finish her,” said their Master. He patted the bound woman on her bare bottom and said, “You may cum, Precious. I want to watch you lose control and cum for us. I want to know that my little slave can make you cum even if you don’t want to. Nothing you can do to even control your own orgasm.”
Now the woman watched her preteen tormentor with a purpose. The little tongue would lap at her pussy and then reach under and up inside her to return with more of their Master’s cum. Each time the girl showed her woman the prize she’d collected before swallowing it. It wasn’t that the girl was teasing her anymore. It was just that the process of collecting their Master’s cum was controlled by gravity as it slowly drained the viscous liquid to where the girl could reach it. 
Several minutes after hearing that she could cum, the woman finally felt the little tongue stroke up her slit again and find her throbbing clit. It’s not a reward, she thought. It’s not that I’m allowed to cum. It’s that I’m being forced. Part of her wanted to resist… to deny her Master the pleasure of watching her lose control. But then, that was the point. She was about to learn that she had indeed lost control. Like it or not, she was going to cum. The girl spread open the juicy pussy and sucked on the little nub, nibbling it and lipping it. Before she could even decide if she’d fight the incredible arousal or not, Precious felt her body explode in orgasm. The preteen was not gentle with the woman’s clit as she took it between her teeth and pulled and wove her head back and forth, even growling like a dog playing with a chew toy. The woman couldn’t believe the sensation, cumming as she watched her clit being abused and loving every second of it. 
Then the orgasm faded, leaving her limp in the ropes. The feeling had been wonderful, but still she felt defeated and used. She wasn’t even sure still if it was right to cum just because her Master wanted to watch her. She didn’t even have the choice of fighting. Her Master pulled out the butt plug, removed her gag, wiped her down, and finally freed her limbs. Then he picked her up, carrying her to the cage and setting her in. She didn’t want to be there, but she didn’t have the energy to protest. Closing the cage, he left her alone. 
As her strength returned, Precious started to process the day’s events. Punishment, training, lunch, a bath, and then forced sex that was better than anything she’d ever had before. After the severe punishment that started the day, she’d been unable or unwilling to object to anything else. So, she’d meekly accepted the role of slave despite her distaste and her anger at her Master. She hadn’t had any time to plot escape or revenge. Now she’d been through a full day and was back in her cage with no chance of either. 
The punishment that started the morning had been painful, humiliating, and very effective. She was learning to hate the spanking horse, so far the center of her punishment. The position, stretched back so her weight was on her shoulders and pubic bone, had been excruciating. She felt no remorse over begging for the girls to watch or over then servicing them with her mouth. Her Master had forced her to do all that to relieve the pain. No remorse, but plenty of humiliation at being forced to surrender her dignity and beg. Looking back on that entire sequence, she wondered, how can I possibly defy my Master? He can inflict mind numbing pain, making disobedience belong in the realm of stupidity. And I can’t take much more. 
She realized that Master fucking her mouth was not punishment. He’d had that planned before she’d broken several rules. Having the girls watch while he did it had also been part of the plan to show her what her position was. That had been bad enough, but the little touch at the end of having Autumn feed her the cum she’d spilt had been a clear message that nothing was ever done halfway. Spilling her Master’s cum was not allowed and Autumn had helped her finish the job. 
Blowing the girls (she was pretty sure they were boys just brain washed to be girls) had actually been a little exciting. It was her first introduction to the fulfillment of her fantasy. That she’d been forced to blow them hadn’t detracted much from the thrill, though she’d much rather they demonstrate the energy of a young boy by fucking her. She particularly longed to feel Amy’s long, slender, youthful cock inside her. It just didn’t seem in the cards for her though. 
And Precious… she couldn’t think about the 12-year-old girl without thinking of the whole experience. The taste of her pussy. The look of the naked preteen. The caresses and kisses in the bath. The feel of her tongue. The sight of Master’s cum on her tongue as she took it straight from the freshly fucked pussy. She was a walking orgasm. A beautiful, sexy creature that made her jealous that her Master owned the girl. Precious brought out the true desire in her and reminded her that she wanted to be a Citizen and own her own small harem of girls and boys. Yes, Precious was detrimental to her training. 
Lunch had been a message, too. The message was that her Master took care of his slaves. It wasn’t hired help that fixed the sandwiches and oatmeal. It had been the Master who’d fixed it and served it. Sure it was a level of control, but it was an act of caring that said a lot. In fact, that act reminded her that his original ruse was to train her to be a mistress. What if this is the ruse? What if he is still training me to be a mistress? What if I’m learning by example? Yeah and what if I cut off his damn balls for making me go down on slaves? She couldn’t allow herself that kind of thinking. Any doubt, any hesitation would only get her more punishment. 
Thinking about meals, she considered the previous day when all she’d gotten was meals and “a pot to piss in.” Plus one to shit in. That day showed her the most basic level of care that she could expect as a slave. No freedom. No comforts. No entertainment. Just enough to keep her alive and sanitary. 
After a difficult morning, the afternoon had been more of what she expected as a pleasure slave. The bath had been pure luxury, yet explained away as simply taking care of his property. His hands on her tits and the 12-year-old sharing kisses and caresses had been more than taking care of his property. Tying her and forcing sex on her was more than taking care of his property. She guessed that he’d enjoyed teasing her, watching her squirm with desire and lose control. He’d orchestrated the entire afternoon, even granting her permission to cum at the end. 
Yesterday he’d said it would be a long time before she got a reward. So, she had to accept his explanation of the incredible orgasm she’d had. It was yet another proof of his power. He could have let Precious tease her to the edge of reason and then stop. Yet, what if it was also a hint of things to come if she behaved? Was it a hint of a reward veiled by his control?  Could she come to expect that some day? Teased, then allowed to cum? Would she enjoy when her Master forced her to cum against her will? Would it one day not be against her will to cum for her Master? 
Laying in a cage, naked and cuffed, and reviewing her day, it all came down to one thing. She really and truly was a slave. She was the lowest of the slaves in the slave quarters. All the others had privileges, earned by accepting their position. She had some simple guidance on how to start earning some privileges, such as better food. It wouldn’t take much… a smile for her Master. Like she was a slave happy to see her Master. And a thank you for oatmeal? He’d said that, but then thank you wasn’t one of her allowed phrases. 
When he did come for her, she was on her back. She stayed like that and smiled at him. “Precious, you’re learning,” he said pleasantly. “I’m very proud of you. I’ll have to prepare something special for your dinner.” His eyes wandered over her body, very happy that she hadn’t considered it necessary to change positions or hide herself. “Would Precious like to come out of her cage if the price of coming out is to put on a sex show for her Master?” 
She considered the question. She’d like out of the cage. She’d already put on one sex show in the afternoon. It was just that she wasn’t certain what “sex show” meant to him. There were many things that he could expect of her and the mere fact that he was giving her a choice made her uneasy. If she said yes, then it was almost like it was on her head for accepting the unknown. And she was certain of one thing. A second orgasm was not in the cards for her today. 
“Master, this one doesn’t know,” she said.
“Hmmm,” he responded, reading her mind. “Precious doesn’t have enough information to make the decision? Sex show… what does that mean? Sex with whom? How? Will she get to cum?” He chuckled. “Precious has all the information she’s going to get. She stays in the cage or she comes out and amuses her Master. It’s that simple. Does Precious want to make her Master happy?”
She’d hoped for more from him, but wasn’t surprised that he gave her no more information. Except that he did give her one more thing to consider, a point of view she hadn’t thought of. It put more of a burden on her decision to know that she could make him happy or, conversely, would it make him disappointed if she said no? Was it important to her to please him? She knew it was important to a slave, but was it to her? She decided it wasn’t important to her and, in fact, it was more important to take the opportunity to be a little defiant. She would not put on a sex show for him if she had anything to say about.  
“No, Master,” she said with a smile. 
The new slave got no sense of satisfaction from the stoic look her Master gave her. It didn’t speak of the disappointment she’d hoped he’d feel. It didn’t say anything to her. “As you wish,” he said. It was little more than a test of her attitude and he hadn’t expected her to submit to him this early. “Need to work on the smile, Precious,” he told her. “It’s not an intermittent thing. Smile, smile, smile. But I’ll take that for now. Dinner will be better than lunch.”
She felt frustrated at his compliment and promise of a better dinner. She’d hoped to disappoint him and instead he’d said he was pleased, at least a little, with her smile. She’d wanted to be defiant and instead had come across as a slave learning her place. “Master, may I ask a question?” She knew it was wrong, but it just felt right to act out. 
His reaction surprised her as he turned quickly, his voice angry, “Dammit, Precious. I know you’re not that stupid.” His look, his tone of voice, and those words weren’t a surprise. What followed was the surprise. “But I didn’t think you were that thoughtless. It’s almost dinner time. Now dinner will be late. Did you think of the girls when you decided that you wanted to be punished? Bedtime will be late. They’re children that need their sleep. You’re so fucking selfish that you have to monopolize my time by making me punish you? I try hard to take care of my slaves and I won’t stand for you interfering with the schedule.”
She cringed as he called her thoughtless and selfish. She hadn’t even considered that her actions would impact the others. They were off enjoying the perks of well trained slaves. Yes, she had thought this was all about her, but his words told her of how her new life was intertwined with her Master and the other slaves. 
Her punishment wasn’t immediate. Instead, he left the room, slamming the door to the rest of the slaves’ quarters on the way out. In the big room all alone, the slam of the door was magnified by the silence that followed it. She scrunched up, miserable and very sorry. It pleased her in one way that she’d gotten that reaction from him. She wanted to get under his skin. But to be told that the other slaves would eat late and get to bed late now because of her made her regret the simple act of defiance. 
When he came back, Precious was on his heels. The 12-year-old followed obediently even though she was whining, “But I haven’t done anything. I haven’t done anything. Master? What’s wrong?” She climbed up on the spanking horse, straddling it as she whimpered. “Please, Master, tell me what I did wrong.” 
Their Master said nothing as he adjusted the horse to fit the smaller girl and fastened her securely in place. The one piece of equipment that was close to her cage, the horse and now the whimpering little girl were in plain sight. It was oriented to the little girl’s bare bottom was prominently visible to the surprised slave in the cage. Like the Precious on the horse, the Precious in cage had no idea why the little girl was being prepared for a spanking. 
Once the girl was affixed in place, helpless to protect her ass, their Master went to a cabinet and returned with a leather strap. The same strap he’d used on the older Precious the day before. “Precious,” he said, talking to the slave in the cage. “Your punishment is to watch Precious being spanked because you can’t obey. I’m not going to touch you this time. It’s the little girl who bathed with you, kissed you, showed you pleasure, and made you cum who is going to suffer for your disobedience this time.”
“No, Master,” cried out the older Precious in horror. She never expected the girl to be punished for her defiance. And she’d done it intentionally. If she’d known Precious would be the target of the strap, she’d never have broken a rule. 
“Oh, yes, Precious,” said her Master. “Punishment takes many forms and if you don’t value your own ass, perhaps you’ll value hers. Now, did you still want to ask a question? How about if I let you ask the question if you agree that I can double the punishment? Do you want her to get double?”
“No, Master,” said the woman. 
He turned from her and went to the spanking horse, occupied by a now silent little girl. “Do you understand why you are being spanked, Precious? Do you understand that it wasn’t anything you did?”
“Yes, Master,” she said, trembling on the horse. 
“Five strokes,” he announced. Then he delivered the five, slowly and methodically as the girl screamed for each one. Deep inside, the woman screamed with her. 
When he was finished, the Master applied balm to the girl’s red bottom. It wasn’t something he’d done when he spanked his new slave, but he did it for his little girl. In her cage, the woman noted that it was something he hadn’t done for her. It made sense. It wasn’t really her fault, so he tended to her, with a look of regret that he’d been forced to take such action, but it was clear that he’d found a punishment that would move his new slave to obedience. 
He got the girl down from the horse as his new slave sobbed in the cage, seemingly more affected by the spanking than the recipient. Satisfied with how that went, he said, “Follow.” He left the room with Precious on his heels. 
Once the door was shut behind them, the girl asked, “Did I do good, Master?”
“You were perfect, Precious,” he said. She’d been punished enough, though not lately, that five strokes was hardly punishment for her. She got more than that at playtime. The whining, whimpering, and even the screaming were forced for full effect on the new slave. “I can’t reward you right away, but you’ll get one soon.” He looked at his watch. They were barely off schedule. 
When he came back to her with dinner, she saw it was still a dish of oatmeal, but this time it had cinnamon and raisins mixed in. Like lunch, it was hot and steaming, the first hot meal she’d received in her cage. He also passed in a cup of water, keeping a pitcher of water available to refill her cup. 
When she looked a little surprised at the meal, he explained. “Precious, I promised that for a smile you’d get better food. Your earlier misbehavior earned you punishment, but that is over and you’re forgiven. I don’t mix the two. I won’t revoke a promised meal because of your misbehavior. I hope that doesn’t confuse you, because a slave must trust her Master just as a dog trusts its owner. You have to know what to expect from me.”
She ate with her fingers, scooping up bites and taking her time since it appeared she had some time. “I don’t punish in anger, Precious,” he continued. “I was angry with you for being so purposely defiant without regard to anyone else. I will never strike you in anger because I’m sure I would regret it. That’s something a slave can expect from her Master. Your punishment will be carefully considered and delivered with rational purpose, not emotion.
“Now, there is one other thing I want to beat into your head, Precious. This is for real. It’s not a game. The longer you try to fight for some control, the worse it will get for you. I don’t doubt that your latest stunt was purposeful defiance. You’re not going to talk, bully, or coerce your way to better treatment. It’s like Dante’s Inferno. You have to go down if you want it to get better. You have to give up everything and become mine in every way. Only then will you start to get better treatment.
“So it occurs to me that perhaps you think I’m messing with your mind and that after 14 days I’ll announce that this was just a game. Here’s what we’ll do. We’ll keep track of the days. You go to sleep tonight and wake up in the morning, it will be two days down and the start of your third day. I hope it doesn’t take this long to get you to become mine, but when you wake up after that 14th day and start the 15th, then you’ll know for sure that it’s not a game.” He could make that deal with her because after 14 of the 18 hours days he planned for her, only 10.5 days would have passed for real. She’d have another 3.5 days of her 14 left… nearly 5 more 18 hours days. Yes, she was indeed going to get the full two weeks of training, the full, unadulterated, gut wrenching knowledge that she was nothing but a slave before he let her become a mistress. He wasn’t lying. It wasn’t a game to him. Training her to be a proper mistress was serious business.
When she finished her dinner, he said, “When I came with your dinner, you looked sad and hurt, Precious. You are allowed to feel that way after what you brought down on Precious,” he jerked his head at the door to indicate he meant the other Precious. “The smile however is unconditional. You smile when you’re sad, sick, or sorry. Tomorrow morning you’ll get cold oatmeal and eat it with no hands. Tomorrow morning, your smile or lack thereof will determine your lunch. Think about it. You are mine 24/7, 100% of the time, body and soul. There are no timeouts, do-overs, or warnings.”
She pushed the bowl out of the cage with a smile. “Thank you, Master,” she said. 
His face colored in anger, but before he could spit out his anger at her words, he checked himself. Then he smiled. “I did say that, didn’t I? You’re welcome, Precious.” He left and came back, giving her a chance to shit and pee. It was the end of her 12 hour day, noon in the real world, bedtime for her. He turned out the light and left her for the night. 
Curled up in the small space, she finally allowed herself to cry. She didn’t need to wait the 14 days to see if this was for real. The mere fact that he’d made that promise told her that after the 14 days she’d still be here. She’d felt the pressure from him to give in, punished for every infraction and restrained all the time. Yet, this was the first time she understood that she was going to give in… eventually. She wondered how many slaves he’d trained. How many had lain in this cage and realized they were never going to be free again?
Precious hated that she was weak, already surrendering to him. Damn it, I went the whole day naked and didn’t complain. Like it is already second nature to be buck assed naked for my Master. And it does feel second nature, doesn’t it? Naked is no big deal. The day had rushed passed and she not only was no better off than the previous day, she was in deeper. She’d knelt for him, followed him, and cum for him. She’d thanked him for oatmeal. She hated it, but at the same time, she saw no other alternative. 
In the morning she was awakened by screams again. This time the video was of Precious, her fellow slave who’d been strapped for her disobedience. It was a terrible sight and sound that lasted for 10 minutes before it stopped and her Master entered. She smiled at him and put her hands through the sides of the cage for him to secure in place. Once he slid the bowl in, she lowered her face into it and ate it all. Since he stayed and watched, she looked up at him when she finished and smiled. “Mmmm,” she said. “Thank you, Master.”
It was 6:00 pm as she started her day third day of slavery, feeling like she hadn’t gotten enough sleep. She just attributed that to sleeping in the cage. True to his word, her Master reminded her that two days were done and a third was starting.
After breakfast, her morning was spent learning customs on the Haven so that she would be suitable to bring aboard. He wanted to make sure she knew all about the isolated world where society’s normal rules were replaced by privilege that could be bought. Slavery but no cruelty. Obedience enforced with punishment. A world in which she could well be shared with many masters and mistresses at the whim of her Master. It was a world that Precious, Amy, Autumn, and Annabelle seemed very comfortable in. 
After a couple of hours of training that also included exercise time, the Master announced that it was playtime. Playtime started with the older Precious being restrained with her arms behind her back, elbows and wrists cuffed together. Then her knees and ankles were cuffed together. Finally, a new twist was added when her Master pulled her hands back to her ankles and clipped those cuff together, putting her in a hogtie. Then he showed her a gag, as he always did before he put it in her mouth. She swallowed hard at the sight of this gag. It was three inches long and shaped like a realistic penis, complete with veins on the side. Of all the gags she’d seen, she wanted to deny this one entry more than any of them, including the ring gag that had made her so vulnerable. Yet, she opened her mouth and let him push it between her lips and fasten the straps behind her head. There was no big deal made about it. She was sucking on a fake cock and the other slaves had just ignored the whole sequence. Obviously they’d all done it at one time or another. 
As playtime progressed, it became clear to Precious that her restraint was intended to exclude her from play. All she was allowed was to watch the others. Their Master selected one of the four children at random, picking a name from a small leather cup. “Autumn,” he announced. 
The girl giggled with delight at being chosen and the others seemed just as delighted for her. As the girls had started the day dressed as they had been the day before, Autumn stripped and their Master tied her hands together in front of her, palms together. Then her hands were pulled up in the air over her head until she was standing on her toes. Amy brought shoes that made the new slave do a double take. They were six inch heels and once they were on Autumn, the poor girl was standing on her toes. Precious thought it an incredibly erotic sight. A spreader bar was added to put her feet just 12 inches apart. The rope on her wrists was pulled taut so her arms were straight up in the air. Adding to the incredible sight of the young girl stretched to the limit, her long legs accentuated by very high heels, was the erection that jutted out from her crotch, throbbing for attention. 
The young Precious knelt in front of Autumn and licked the cock as if cleaning it. Then she backed away. Their Master approached Autumn from behind and cracked a wooden paddle across the poor girl’s unprotected ass. It came without warning, making Autumn jump and squeal in surprise. The older Precious jumped as well, surprised at the turn of events. She wondered just how Autumn could possibly have been delighted to be picked to be spanked, for it was clear that despite her surprise at the first swat, she was expecting to be paddled. 
Their Master delivered ten hard swats to the girl’s bare bottom, bringing tears to her eyes. Then Annabelle knelt in front of Autumn and sucked on the cock, even harder now that she’d been spanked. That lasted for a few seconds and then Amy took a turn sucking the cock, followed by Precious. Five more swats were delivered, slowly and methodically, keeping the girl’s bottom red and her cock hard. 
Then Amy pressed up against Autumn from behind, cupping her flat chest as if there was something to play with. She teased Autumn’s nipples to hardness, grinding her hips against the hot, red bottom. The older girl nibbled on Autumn’s neck and ears, breathing softly as she nuzzled affectionately. Once again Annabelle and then Precious took a turn sucking on her cock. 
The play went on for an hour with Autumn’s bottom staying warmed by their Master and her cock staying teased and on the edge by the slaves. The older Precious could see the blend of pain and pleasure, desire and torment, tease and affection was driving poor Autumn crazy. She begged for release. She started to whimper and cry in pain from the ache in her arms, legs, and feet. Finally Autumn herself called an end to the play by saying, “I… I… I choose Annabelle.” With that the 10-year-old knelt one last time and took her fellow slave’s cock in her mouth, sucking on it, her little blond head bobbing up and down fast. The pent up orgasm came within seconds, as Autumn thrust her hips forward, straining in pain and pleasure, and filling Annabelle’s mouth with cum. 
As their Master lowered the exhausted girl, the older Precious realized she was soaking wet, her own clit throbbing with desire just from watching. The entire playtime had been incredible to watch as the slave had been tormented to the edge of reason. Yet, in the end, it was obvious that Autumn could have stopped it at any time. She’d allowed herself to be teased for an hour so that her orgasm would be spectacular.  Now as she was finally released, she was still crying from the pain and thanking her fellow slaves at the same time. 
Minutes later, Precious found herself sitting at the table for lunch again, the four children acting as if nothing out of the ordinary had happened. Indeed, for them nothing extraordinary had happened. They’d just played a game that they’d played before. Precious found herself wondering what it took to get invited to play the game. How could I get my name in the leather cup? 
As a bowl of hot oatmeal, laced with cinnamon and apples, was set in front of her, Precious waited for the signal to begin eating. “Master?” piped up the younger Precious before he could take his first bite. 
“Yes, Precious?”
“May I speak for Precious?” she nodded toward the woman.
“Yes.”
“May she have a utensil?”
The woman stared at the young girl who was asking to restore some of her dignity. The same girl who had been spanked for her last night. She felt a rush of affection for the young slave.
Their Master had an amused look as he rose and got a spoon for the woman and set it beside the bowl. “Ummm, Master?” said the young Precious, blushing. “May she have her hands?”
“No, Precious,” he said. “She cannot have her hands. Perhaps tonight if she continues to behave she can have both a utensil and her hands.” He took a bite of his lunch and the others began to eat. 
Still with her hands bound behind her back, the older Precious stared at the spoon for a few seconds. “Thank you, Master,” she said and then leaned forward to eat from the bowl. She managed to smile at her Master when he looked at her, but she also cast smiling glances toward the other Precious. The girl who had just become an ally, almost like a little sister. 
After lunch, it was again bath time. This time, however, Precious, Autumn, and Annabelle rushed off to go first, leaving the older Precious to wash and Amy to dry the dishes. The pattern of the previous day continued as it was then Amy who stayed with Precious and their Master after the other three young slaves finished their bath. 
So again, Precious was sandwiched between her Master behind her and a slave in front of her. Amy proved to be as good at kissing as the young Precious had been the day before. For a few minutes, Precious played with Amy’s nipples, eliciting warm rumbles of satisfaction. Then she reached between Amy’s legs and played with the girl’s cock. She liked the feel of the slender young cock, nearly the size of a man’s, but not quite. At her age, surely Amy was doing something to remove pubic hair so she looked younger than her true age. All Precious cared about at the moment was that she had a beautiful little girl to fondle to her heart’s desire. 
After the bath, her Master clipped her ankles, knees, elbows, and wrists together and then carried her to the playroom. Once there, he unclipped and removed her elbow and wrist cuffs and replaced them with more restrictive rope bindings. The cuffs were becoming comfortable, but now she had her elbows touching, forcing her shoulders back and her tits out. Then he replaced her leg cuffs with rope as well. Next, he forced her into a kneeling position and bound her thighs and calves together so she would stay that way. Finally, he put a ring gag in her mouth. 
She was in just the perfect kneeling position to suck cock, but then he tilted her forward so she was resting on her knees and chest. She had to turn her head to the side so her face wasn’t pressed to the hard floor under her. Then hands started to tease her. Amy’s hands reached under her to fondle her tits, while her Master’s hands started to toy with her pussy. 
He started by rubbing the plump, bare outer lips squeezed between her thighs. Slowly he worked a finger between the lips to tease juices from her unprotected pussy. He enjoyed the way she squirmed as if there was anything she could do to stop him from violating her. Avoiding her clit, he worked a finger up inside her. Then his hand went to the equally helpless brown pucker between her ass cheeks. He circled it, making it clench nervously. As he put his finger to the center, it tightened, but it couldn’t prevent him from slowly working his finger past the tense ring, embarrassing her with his intimacy. Back and forth he went, pussy to ass to pussy again, lingering and teasing before moving. 
Soon he noticed how her ass seemed to rise up to meet his finger, no longer reluctant for his touch. Her arousal was obvious from the wetness between her legs as well and from the moans and whimpers that she started to make. When the slightest touch to either her pussy or her ass brought mewls of pleasure, he slowed down, stroking her inner thighs or back so give her time to cool before he brought her back up again. 
Amy was doing her best to contribute to the woman’s frustration of pleasure without end. Not only were her hands active on Precious’ tits, but she leaned forward, pressing her own cheek to the floor so she could kiss the wide spread lips and poke her tongue into the helpless gaping mouth. At times she licked and nibbled on Precious’ soft, smooth throat or her ear lobes, always seeking a spot that brought a new and better reaction from the bound woman. 
When she was wet and ready, the Master stripped off his clothes and pushed the purple helmet of his cock to the tight slit. Slowly he worked his way in until he sank to the hilt from behind. Then he slowly started to fuck her, knowing that her clit was getting no stimulation at all as she was taken from behind. “Just a slave,” he told her. “Just a hole for me to fuck. That’s all you’ll be today. Just a toy to tease, arouse, fuck, and use for my pleasure. There will be no orgasm for my Precious today. I find it pleasing to watch you squirm in frustration as I enjoy your body.”
All the while, his cock slowly pulled out nearly all the way and then sank in to the hilt, slowly enjoying the tightness. “Squeeze me hard, Precious,” he said. “Enjoy being used by your master. Think about how my cock is going to taste when I shove it into that ring gag, across your tongue, and into your throat. Fresh with pussy juice. Your pussy juice,” her sounds changed to protests at the indignity of the suggestion, yet her body stayed right where it was. “Get me ready, Precious. Squeeze me. Then I’ll cum in your mouth. Just relax, Precious. There is nothing a slave can do to stop her Master. No control for a slave.” 
The slow, steady rhythm continued as he told her what else was going to happen. “While I fuck your face, Amy is going to come back here and fuck your ass. I’m going to let her cum. Deep in your ass. She’s going to take your ass because I want to watch that. I want to watch her big girl cock slowly enter you and then pound its way to orgasm. I want all three of your holes used.”
He spent a couple more minutes teasing himself with her tightness before pulling out. He moved in front of her and sat down, his feet straddling her head and his cock standing up hard. All he had to do was grab her by the hair, pick up her head, turn it, and lower her open mouth onto his cock. With disgust, she tasted herself on his cock and prepared herself for him to enter her throat. If he just let go of her, her own weight would impale her face on his throbbing cock. Yet, he kept a firm hold on her, moving her in a fucking motion up and down on his cock. Occasionally he lowered her just enough for the head of his cock to touch the back of her throat. She gagged and fought to expel him as she learned yet another form of helplessness. 
She couldn’t see, but she could hear the amusement in his voice as he said, “You enjoyed the taste of Precious. I know you’ve tasted many a pussy and enjoyed it. Yet, the idea of your own is distasteful. There are many things we’re going to experience in the rest of your life, Precious. There will come a day when nothing is distasteful anymore. When you accept what your Master desires with an eager, sincere smile. I hope that comes soon, but I can be very patient, too.”
Violated in her pussy, mouth, and dignity, Precious felt Amy press her cock against the tight ring of her asshole, loosened some by her Master already. It distracted her slightly as the slender cock pushed slowly past the initial barrier and then farther until she felt the girl’s hips against her ass. Taken deep in her mouth and her ass, she could only experience the humiliation of being raped by her Master and another slave. 
“Back out, Amy,” said their Master as he pulled Precious up and off his cock. When Amy was clear, he stood Precious up on her knees. It was a better position for him and now his thrusts became faster and more focused. His hand stroked the lower part of his cock while the upper part stayed in her mouth. As before when he’d fucked her mouth, she waited with dread for over a minute, thinking he was cumming at any second, and then he finally came, shooting cum into her mouth. This time he tilted her head back to keep it there. 
She couldn’t swallow, but she could taste his cum pooled in her mouth. “Stick your tongue out, Precious,” he said. “Waggle it around for me. Dip it back in and taste the cum. Push some out so it’s on your teeth and let it run back into your mouth. Fuck, Precious, you look so hot with a mouthful of cum and nowhere to put it. Now keep your head back,” he told her as he unfastened the straps of the ring gag and then pulled it out. “Now swallow it for me, Precious. Put it in your tummy.” He watched as her throat moved. “Now open and show me.” Seeing an empty mouth, he said, “Perfect, Precious.”
Then he leaned her forward again. “Fuck her in the ass, Amy. Go ahead and cum for her.” 
The 12-year-old wasted no time in spearing her again and then thrusting hard and fast until she came, panting and groaning with pleasure. The Master nodded at Amy and she left the room. 
Pulled Precious back to her knees, he said, “That was fun, Precious. Now, thank me.”
As incredulous as that sounded, Precious still said, “Thank you, Master.”
“Why are you thanking me?”
“Master, this one does not know.”
“You’re welcome. You’re thanking me for spending time with you, Precious. For not putting you in your cage for the afternoon. It doesn’t matter how I spend my time with you. It’s important to you that I do spend time. Fucking. Sucking. Spanking. Playing. Bathing. I enjoy spending time with my slaves.”
He looked in her eyes. “Now thank me again, Precious.”
“Thank you, Master.”
“Can you guess what you’re thanking me for this time?”
“Yes, Master,” she gave the answer she was allowed, but it was clear he wanted more. “I’m thanking you for letting me be your slave.” It was the only thing she could think of. 
He chuckled. “No, Precious. Nice idea though. You’re thanking me for sending Amy to wash off her cock. You’re going to blow her and there is no reason in the world why I don’t let you suck your shit off her cock. No reason except that I’ll save that for a special occasion.”
“Yes, Master,” she grimaced with distaste, reminded that he’d told her one day she’d accept her Master’s desires with a smile. No reason in the world why he couldn’t do anything he pleased. Yet, she noticed while he’d been firm, demanding, and controlling, he’d never done anything cruel. That part of his story about the Haven had been true. He’d never harmed her. He’d never been inconsistent. She could see structure in how he treated her. And that was comforting. 
Amy returned with a soft cock and fed it into Precious mouth. The woman sucked on her cock, taking it and Amy’s balls into her mouth. Looking up at the beautiful child, she marveled at how easily a boy had been turned into a very feminine, very lovely girl. She wondered if Amy even knew the truth or if she’d just been conditioned to act feminine while holding a deep, humiliating secret of being a boy living a girl’s life. As she sucked Amy back to hardness, Precious realized it didn’t matter. The child was happy being a girl. 
When Amy was hard, Precious could feel the girl’s cock press against the back of her throat on some strokes. Each time she gagged, but she noticed a purposeful pattern. Every fifth stroke hit the back of her throat. The deeper strokes were no accident. She was being tested or trained. Then, before Amy came in her mouth, their Master put a stop to it. “She did just cum,” he said. “It will take too long for her to do it again.”
Leaving her kneeling, he put the penis gag back in her mouth that she’d sampled in the morning and connected a 10 foot chain to her collar, leashing her to the ceiling. Then they just left. 
She was taken aback at the abrupt departure, wondering if they were coming back. As it was she was kneeling, helpless, and immobile. It wasn’t uncomfortable. It left her wondering what she was supposed to do. It wasn’t unlike being caged, except that she had some range of motion in the cage. Now she just knelt, pushing her chest out and feeling every bit the toy that he’d mentioned earlier. The toy that had been played with and now left on the floor, forgotten until the next playtime. 
She was like that for two hours, her mind going over the past couple of days since there was nothing else to do. It was a horrible feeling to just be parked on the knees until he was ready to play again. She remembered thanking him for spending time with her and now she was getting the opposite of that. Yet, when he returned after two hours, she greeted him with that unconditional smile that he expected. He had no idea that she was thinking, Fuck you, Peter. Fuck you for doing this to me.
“It’s dinner time, Precious, so I thought I’d come and get you. Waiting patiently for me I see and happy to see me. What a good girl,” he said, patting her head like she was a dog. 
Waiting patiently? she thought. Is that what he calls it? The galling irony of his statement made her want to burst out in angry defiance. She had not been patient. She’d been helpless. But, there was no point. She’d just delay dinner, get Precious spanked even more, and end up regretting the outburst. 
He carefully unbound her arms and legs and then put cuffs back on her wrists and ankles, clipping her wrists behind her. Then he put on a shorter leash and unhooked the chain leash from her collar and led her to the dinner table. When she sat, he attached her leash to a hook on the table. “Amy, please attach her ankles,” he said. 
In response, Amy knelt down and clipped Precious’ ankle cuffs to rings set in the floor. She wasn’t going anywhere. Meanwhile, their Master went to the stove and took a tray of lasagna out of the oven. He dished out helpings onto six plates, putting a real smile on Precious’ face at the thought of eating the same food as the others. Just that her wrists were still behind her back. The plates were further laden with green beans and a slice of garlic bread. The food smelled wonderful as it was set in front of her, making her mouth water. While she’d “waited patiently” her Master had been busy cooking for them. 
He poured four cups of juice, one cup of water, and a glass of wine for himself. Since she had utensils and a cup with no straw, it made sense when he finally unhooked her wrists and then sat at the head of the table. There was no fuss, no big announcement. She simply had worked her way up to better food. Just a day of smiling and of no disobedience had earned her that. 
Precious noticed something she hadn’t noticed before, but then again this was her first dinner with the group. The portion sizes were different. Not by much, but they were different, more for Amy and less for Annabelle. She also noticed that everyone ate everything on their plate with no request for seconds. She was still hungry, and she assumed purposely so, but the other slaves… the children… were fed no more and no less than what they needed. 
After dinner, Autumn and Annabelle did the dishes while their Master led his new slave to the bathroom. “Starting tonight, Precious, you will get 10 minutes in the bathroom. You will brush your teeth, wash your hands and face, and use the toilet. You may piss and shit. In the morning you will get 10 minutes in the bathroom. You will brush your teeth, wash your hands and face, brush your hair, and use the toilet. You may only piss in the morning. Every third morning, which include tomorrow, you will be given an extra five minutes in the bathroom. You will use the depilatory cream on your pussy to keep it smooth for me. Every sixth day you will have a total of 30 minutes in the bathroom. On those mornings, you will use the depilatory on every inch of your body below the neck.”
Locked alone in the bathroom, the woman did as she was told. There was no place to go and aside from a toothbrush, toothpaste, soap, a rag, and toilet paper there was nothing in the bathroom with her. She hurried through the assigned tasks, making sure she shit in the toilet and was ready for her Master when he came back. 
Ready for the night, he led her back to the playroom. He had her stand as he again attached her to the 10 foot chain, this time laying a sheet out on the floor and putting a neatly folded blanket on it. “Kneel,” he said, pointing at the sheet. She stepped onto the sheet and knelt, knees wide and hands behind her back. 
“I don’t like keeping you in a cage, Precious,” he said. “So, I’m pleased that you’ve shown progress today. Pleased enough to let you eat the same as the others. Pleased enough to let you sleep on a sheet with a blanket. Just not pleased enough to ever ignore any disobedience, so this all can go away in a second. Never mistake better treatment for leniency or softness. I simply prefer that my slaves be treated well. Use of the bathroom is simply to allow you to take care of yourself… for me. Nothing else. It is neither punishment nor reward and will not be withheld since you’re doing it for me.
“Do not mistake that you had better food and are not being caged for the night as an agreement, a bargain between us.  I told you smiling and a thank you would get you better food.  I don’t consider that you traded smiles and obedience for food and a sheet. I told you how to behave in a way that pleased me so that I could reward you. I consider that training, not bargaining. It is now up to you to learn how to please me so that you earn more and more privileges. It is also in your hands to fuck up and start all over again eating cold oatmeal with no hands in a cage.”
His voice softened. “Precious, slaves make mistakes. You’ll be punished for mistakes as part of your training. I don’t hold mistakes against slaves as long as they learn from them and do better next time. Disobedience is not in the same class as mistakes. Disobedience is a willful act of breaking a rule purposely done. When I punish and the punishment ends, all is forgiven. If the punishment is for a mistake, nothing changes. If the punishment is for disobedience… well, that’s why I call anything you get from me a privilege. Privileges can be taken away in an instant.” He shrugged. “Privileges can be taken from a slave for no reason at all, but I am less likely to take away privileges from well behaved slaves. Do you understand?”
She shrugged back at him. “Master, this one does not know.”
“Then we’ll have this discussion again and again until you do understand, Precious. Let’s just start with a simple concept. You are a slave. I am your Master. I do what I want with you. Do you understand that?”
“Yes, Master,” she said. Understood it, but didn’t like it. 
Then he clipped her hands and elbows behind her back and knees and wrists as well. He laid the blanket over her. “I’m sending Precious in to talk to you for a few minutes, Precious. Remember that you are only allowed to talk to respond to me when I speak directly to you. She will talk. You will not.”
A few minutes after he left, the 12-year-old slave came into the room and knelt facing her. Out of habit, she knelt as a slave would kneel for a mistress. “Master has microphones in the room,” she warned the bound woman. “He will hear if you speak.”
Aware that of how she’d knelt, the girl brought her hands from behind her back, closed her knees slightly, and rested her hands across her thighs. “We have a wonderful Master, Precious,” she said, the smile and look in her eye showed her sincerity. “I can remember when I wasn’t happy as his slave, but that’s just wrong. He takes such good care of us. I never need or want anything.  I have nothing to worry about. No cliques, no clubs, no classes. Just him and me… and you now. Why wouldn’t I be happy?”
She wasn’t looking at the woman to whom she was talking, but off into space, with a dreamy look. “I am… we are… the center of his life. Mostly he plays with me… and games that you don’t play with your friends at school… but games that are much more fun.” She turned her attention to the woman. “I know you’ll like playing the games when you’re allowed.”
The older Precious wasn’t so sure she’d like the games after watching Autumn get spanked and teased for an hour. It had looked like the others enjoyed it. It just didn’t look like Autumn had enjoyed herself except there was the fact that it appeared the girl could have stopped it at any time. And there was the fact that she’d cum wildly at the end… definitely enjoying that part. 
“Our Master has rules,” said the girl. “Parents have rules. Teachers have rules. You know that every teacher has different rules. Even mom and dad do different things. Master has simple rules that never change.” She sighed. “It’s just… cool to be his slave. I know what to expect all the time.” She had a serious look as she added, “I know the rules. You need to learn the rules. Please. Not for my bottom, but for your sake. He has other ways to punish. Learn the rules and obey.”
A smile returned to her face and voice. “He gives rewards, but he really lets me cum just about every day. When he doesn’t?” Her smile broadened. “It just makes him so happy. It’s better than any reward just to see him that happy.” She mouthed the words, “I love him,” making Precious wonder if that was a secret. Then she said aloud, “It’s a pleasure to serve him and it’s a pleasure for him to reward us.
“You know, I’ve been his for two years or so. He told me you get to be his forever. I wish I could be, but if my butt gets fat, I won’t be. If my tits get bigger than yours…” she couldn’t even finish the sentence, but she promptly perked up again, bubbly and happy. “For now, I get his bed. Every night. He said so. He said it’s not a privilege anymore. He even said it’s my bed.” She fingered the collar of 24K gold that encircled her sweet, slender neck as she said, “When you have one of these, maybe I’ll let you in my bed… with him.” She shrugged. “But, probably not.”
The older Precious was stunned at the girl’s words. She didn’t know whether to believe her or not that the Master’s bed was controlled by the young slave. Can the girl deny me any chance to be in that bed? Which then leaves what for me? The cage? The floor of the playroom? A different bed? And then, would I want to share the bed of our Master? Did I give a damn about sleeping with that bastard? Sigh. Would I one day want that as much as it sounds like the girl covets the honor?
“Any way,” said the girl, “I don’t know what our Master wanted me to say, except he wanted me to talk about being happy. And it’s not made up. I am. Happy. You should be, too. Happy.” She stood and turned to leave. Then she turned back. “Since you’re gonna stay and longer than me it sounds like, I’d like to love you, too.” She put a finger to her lips to remind the bound slave to be silent. “Hope you love me.” Then she leaned over, kissed the woman on the cheek, and left the room. 
As she lay on the sheet waiting for sleep to take her, Precious wondered at her fellow slave’s remarks. She already did have a special feeling for the girl. So far the girl had taken punishment for her and then spoken up for her at lunch. Now the candid talk, and she was certain most of the girl’s words were spontaneous and sincere, convinced her that she did have a fellow slave. That was far different from a 12-year-old girl who happened to be somebody’s slave. It was a friend, an ally, and a confidant who would help her adjust to her new life. It was a girl reaching out to do more than help her… that young girl had not frivolously used the word love. The young Precious loved their Master. There was an expectation of mutual love between the slaves. The only thing missing was for the older Precious to love their Master. Ironically, she had up until he’d betrayed her into perpetual slavery. She had no reason to believe that she would once again. 
 True to his word, in the morning of her fourth day she was given 15 minutes in the bathroom and again she did exactly as she’d been told. The 10 minutes last night had been a rush to get finished. The 15 minutes this morning at least allowed her time to sit while the depilatory did its job, but there was still no time to spare.
After breakfast, she followed her Master back to the playroom and, at his instruction, folded the sheet and blanket, followed him to a closet, and put the two items there. She wondered if she was being given just a token of independence. Would she one night soon be told to go get her own linens and lay them out? Would she put them away in the morning on her own? So far she’d never done anything unsupervised and unbound. 
They returned to the playroom and her Master had her get on her hands and knees where the sheet had been. Then he tied a rope around her waist, ran it between her legs and then fastened it to the ceiling. He cuffed her ankles together so the rope would stay between her legs. There was enough slack in the rope that she could move in a circle about 12 feet in diameter. Inside that circle there was no equipment, just a wide open space. He put a ball gag in her mouth with a ring that extended from the center of the outside. To her it looked like the perfect place to clip a chain or something to restrain her in place by her mouth. Yet, he attached nothing to it. 
He left and returned with a bucket and sponge. “Clean the floor, Precious. One of your chores will be to scrub floors in the slaves’ quarters. Show me that you can clean a floor well. You are to get every inch of the circle that you can reach. Stretch as much as you can to clean the biggest circle you can. I’ll decide if you’ve done a good job of cleaning and have reached every inch that you can. How well you do will determine if we have playtime or punishment time. You’ll have an hour. That’s plenty of time. You can probably even scrub every inch at least twice.”
When he left, she considered her position. He’d left her on her hands and knees, perfect for scrubbing a floor. The rope between her legs would define the circle. When she stretched to the limit, it pulled taut and uncomfortable between her legs. The way the rope was run around her waist there was no knot to untie, so she had no choice but to stay in that position. With the threat of punishment very clear, she had no choice but to scrub. She took the sponge and started washing in the center, working her way out. 
The work did go quickly and she stretched the rope and her arms out as far as possible to scrub a big circle. Each time she reached the limit, she felt the rough rope dig into her labia. For good measure, she did the job twice as her Master had suggested. It didn’t look much cleaner after the second pass.  The water was too dirty now to get a clean sponge to work with. 
Her Master returned and surveyed the work. “Very good, Precious,” he said, making her feel proud of such a menial task. “I think I will let you scrub the floors in the entire quarters. Now, come here,” he called to her. Since he was standing outside the circle when he called, she was forced to crawl to the edge of the circle. “Stretch out. Reach out as far as you can.”
As she stretched out, she could tell he was checking to make sure she’d tried really hard to get as much floor clean as possible. He looked at the edge of the circle and how well she reached out. “Hmmmm,” he said, making her nervous. “Precious, I don’t think you tried hard enough.” 
She held her protest, not wanting to earn punishment for talking back. She certainly had tried hard, stretching as far as she could and scrubbing thoroughly. So, she waited for him to realize how hard she had tried. He walked into the circle and from behind her, he pulled her pussy lips apart and settled the rope into the crevice between her legs. “Now reach out,” he told her, moving again to the edge of the circle. To her consternation, just putting the rope in that very sensitive slit allowed her to reach another 3 inches.
“Now I would think a smart slave who was told to try very hard and to wash the biggest circle she could would have thought to get just that little bit more. Perhaps a slave thought the rope was too harsh for her pussy? Well, a slave didn’t do the best job she could, so it’s time for some pain to make sure next time she tries especially hard for her Master.” He went to the wall and started the winch, pulling the rope around her waist up into the air. 
For a couple of seconds, Precious was literally dragged backwards by the rope as it went up and took away any slack that she had. Then she scrambled to move backwards faster than the rope was pulling her. She just had nowhere else to go when he winched the rope up high enough to pull her hips up off the floor. She raised her ass high and then rose to her hands and feet with the rope still pulling her up. It finally stopped when she was perched on fingers and toes. Suspended by her hips, the rope dug painfully into her tender flesh. He lowered her down to give her a couple of inches of slack. 
Looking back between her legs, she watched as he put impossibly high heels on her feet. They were six inch spikes that perched her right on her toes as if she was a ballerina in toe shoes. Just like the ones that Autumn had worn for her playtime, but this was not playtime. Then he lifted her torso so she was standing upright, her full weight on her toes. He attached her wrists and elbows behind her. Finally, he threaded a rope through the ring in her gag, ran that through a hook in the ceiling, and pulled it tight until she was staring at the ceiling. 
She felt him pat her ass as he said, “Precious, this is a lesson in going above and beyond for your Master. It’s not enough to just do enough to please yourself. You will do everything you can to please and even impress your Master.” She heard his footsteps and then the door shut. 
She’d been in the heels for two minutes by now and already it hurt. Her toes hurt. Her feet hurt. Her calves and thighs were stretched taut and starting to burn. Her pussy hurt. And her pride was hurt as well. She’d understood his directions, but she hadn’t figured out how to get the most stretch out of herself. She’d settled for a good try without thinking about the best try. Yet, the punishment seemed way too harsh. It was like she’d been set up to fail. 
As she started to whimper and moan from the pain, the worst part was that there was no one to hear her. She was tied, stretched, and sexy like she knew her Master liked, but he wasn’t even here to appreciate the view. It was all about the pain, but there was no one to save her. Her Master had left the room, so she was truly screwed. If the pain got unbearable… she’d still have to bear it. 
It was only a few minutes before he returned. He knew he couldn’t leave her in that position for very long, but he did want her to get a feeling of being abandoned when she needed her Master the most. As he came in he said, “The sight of a slave in 6-inch spike heels is incredible Precious. I don’t suppose you’re enjoying it much, but it really makes your legs and your ass look sexy as hell. It’s really worth the view.” Staring at the ceiling, she heard him walk around her as he spoke. “I really like the sounds that a slave makes when she’s in pain. I really like the look of a slave when she’s totally helpless. Damn, just knowing that I can do this to you makes me hard. Actually doing it makes me want to cum in my pants.”
She didn’t even wonder about her reaction to his words. Having him appreciate the view and her sounds was better than being left alone. She felt proud that he admired her body. She felt good to be appreciated, if only for the helpless situation she was in. Could he really cum in his pants over me? It made her tingle deep inside. 
He stopped in front of her. “Want to get down and suck my cock, Precious?”
She nodded slowly and carefully. Sudden moves made her nervous. 
“Sucking my cock is one thing, Precious,” he said, “but has a slave learned about going above and beyond to please her Master?”
Again she nodded slowly, understanding the implication of what it meant to do a blowjob and go above and beyond in the process. Her Master released the rope attached to her gag, letting it fall slack. She heard the winch and her waist rope went slack. Then she felt the shoes being removed and she sighed with relief as she stood flatfooted. He removed all the ropes, clipped her knees and ankles together, and helped her to a kneeling position. Then he replaced the ball gag with a ring gag. 
With him standing in front of her, she watched as he freed his throbbing cock from his pants. He lined his cock up with her mouth and pushed the head through the ring and into her mouth. “You do the rest, Precious,” he said. “Blow me.”
She moved her head back and forth, fucking her own mouth with her Master’s cock. Inviting it in and then letting it back out only to take it back in. As she pondered the above and beyond, she kept up a steady, slow rhythm that was safe, yet doing what he ordered. After 30 seconds, she took the cock deeper, feeling it hit the back of her throat and forcing her to gag. She took a few more easy strokes and then tried again. She made several attempts to get his cock deeper, even once fighting her gag reflex enough to put it there and hold it for several seconds, gagging and choking as she did. Her eyes stayed on her Master’s face, looking for signs of approval. 
Then he just stepped away, put his cock back, and zipped up his pants. “You’ve pleased your Master, Precious,” he said. “One day you will please me even more. That’s the day that you make an effort like you just did without being coerced into it. That day that you make a sincere and extraordinary effort on your own will be a great day for your Master.”
She was alone for a few minutes and then her Master returned with the other four slaves. From their excitement, she understood it was again playtime. From her position, she understood that she was merely to watch again. Hope I’m just going to watch. Nothing like a ring gag to make me feel so vulnerable. 
Today Amy was selected to be the center of playtime. She was every bit as excited as Autumn had been. While the game was different than Autumn’s game, it was clear that everyone knew the rules of Amy’s game, too. While their Master tied Amy’s wrists, elbows, ankles, and knees together, Autumn inserted a vibrating butt plug in Amy. Just from the gentle vibration, the girl’s cock rose to hardness where it would stay for the next hour. 
There was no spanking or teasing of Amy. Instead, Amy knelt and sucked Annabelle’s and Autumn’s cocks and then ate the young Precious. When all three of the young slaves had an orgasm, they started over. After a second round of orgasms, Amy finally said, “I pick Precious.”
The other slaves moved Amy from her kneeling position to lay her flat on her back, her cock pointing straight up. Precious knelt over the bound girl and let her cock slide slowly into her pussy. Amy had been teased for an hour, so Precious wasted no time and bouncing up and down on her cock, rewarding her with an orgasm in less than two minutes. 
After lunch there were no baths. Instead they all went to the exercise equipment for an hour workout. The four young slaves were sent to shower and occupy themselves while the older Precious stayed with her Master. 
Her Master told her to get on the Y rack. It was a single piece where her head and torso, all the way to her ass, lay. Below that the Y rack split into two pieces, like the arms of a Y, so that her legs could be put in any position. He fastened her wrists in place and then her ankles. Then he proceeded to run straps over her arms, her body, and her legs. For the first time, he put a bit gag on her, making it pull severely at the corners of her mouth. 
“Precious, this is playtime for me. At times I may use this same rack to punish you, but make no mistake about it, playtime is fun and punishment is not. Even though I may do the same thing to you in either session, you’ll enjoy playtime. You’ll enjoy it because I’ll torment, tease, and use your sexy body instead of treating it like errant property,” he started to turn a crank and Precious felt the rack show it’s true purpose, pulling her arms taut while the straps on her body held her secure. When her arms had no more room to give, he swung the legs of the Y apart, spreading her open to an embarrassing degree and locked them in position. 
He stripped completely, his cock already half hard. As he stepped between her legs so his cock pressed against her pussy, she thought he was going to fuck her, but his cock just rubbed her slit lengthwise instead of penetrating. His hands ran slowly up her body to her tits and he started to play with them, tweaking, pulling, kneading, and leaning forward to take them in his mouth. “You have such sexy tits, Precious,” he told her. “Any bigger and they’d be too big. Any smaller and you’d almost have nothing to talk about. When your body gets stretched, they get even flatter. Like little girl tits.” With his hard cock sliding up and down her slit, it was easy to believe he considered her sexy. “When I’ve had you a while, I’ll pierce your nipples. By the time I do that, you’ll think it’s a good idea, too. Yes, there will come a time when pleasing your Master in any fashion makes you happy. For now, I’ll just wait for you to learn the true joy of being a slave.” 
As he worked on her tits, she started to squirm. He was making her excited with his hands and lips. His cock pressed only slightly on her clit, but she was very aware of it. He switched from using both hands on her tits, to one hand there and one hand in her pussy, probing the depths and only occasionally acknowledging her clit. When he did, it sent shivers through her body. “Getting very juicy for your Master, Precious. So wide and available. Precious is looking forward to a cock in her?”
After teasing her pussy for several minutes, he stopped and picked up a leather flogger. She watched with alarm as he started flog her bare, helpless pussy. It was almost gentle… almost. It was enough to turn her pussy lips red and then it started to burn as he kept it up. Then he stopped and his fingers found their way to the juices in the deep folds of her pussy. Again he toyed with her clit, bringing her arousal back. Then he stopped and flogged her again, turning her thighs red and making sure her pussy stayed red. His hands went back to her pussy, teasing and tormenting, and then to her tits. This time when he stopped he flogged her sexy tits to redness and then adjusted the color of her pussy and thighs back to bright red. 
She couldn’t believe how the mix of pain and pleasure was affecting her. While she didn’t like the flogging, the burn that it left behind mixed with the touch of his fingers heightened her arousal. By the look of his cock it was having the same affect on him. His fingers danced across her sensitive places, driving her nearly insane with desire. It was hard to think. She could only feel. And then he again picked up the flogger. Each time with the flogger was a little longer. He reddened her tummy from just below her tits to just above her pussy. Then he worked her tits, pussy, and thighs, now making her an even shade of red from just above her knees to her tits. 
“There’s nothing like the sight of a helpless slave squirming in pain and pleasure. And you’re one of the most delightful little bundles I’ve ever had on the rack. You squirm deliciously. Now that I’ve fondled your helpless body… whipped your helpless body…I’m going to rape your helpless body.” Taking his cock in his hand, he put the big, round head to the entrance of her pussy and pushed it in, taking slow, shallow strokes and gradually working deeper until he was buried to the hilt.
“Would a slave like to cum?” he asked her. 
“Yes, Master,” she said. 
“I’m going to make sure I cum,” he told her. “You should convince me to allow you. Beg for it.” He took long slow strokes in her pussy as he waited for her to admit her full arousal. 
She didn’t even stop to think about her dignity or her loss of control. By now she needed to cum. Yet, he was holding her orgasm at bay. “Master, please let me cum. You’ve made me sooo hot. You’ve made me sooo ready. I want to cum… for my Master. I’ve been a good… slave today. I’ll do anything if you let me cum,” her voice was desperate. “I’m so close to cumming. You’d like to watch me cum, wouldn’t you? Please, I want to show you. I want to cum for you.”
He stopped stroking his cock, just leaving it buried deep inside her. And he started to finger her clit, slowly and then a little faster. “A slave may not cum,” he told her. “Show me how good my slave is by not cumming.” A little faster. “You are not allowed to cum. No matter what I do, you may not cum.”
She was lost in the feeling. Her body was on fire with need. She could feel the orgasm so close, but she fought to not cum. It was like the most excruciating torture she could imagine, yet the most exquisite feeling… nearly better than an orgasm itself. “Please,” she whined. “Master, please, let me cum. Let me show you. I’m begging you. I can’t take it any more. Fuck me. Hard. Make me cum. Just take me. But say I can cum… please.”
He stopped fingering her clit, leaving her unsatisfied as he returned to fucking her. The angle was just not right for her to get what she needed to cum. If was so frustrating to watch him satisfy himself while leaving her in this blur of desire. She continued to whimper, begging him to please let her cum even as he approached his own orgasm. He seemed seconds away from cumming, when he suddenly started fingering her clit again, fast and furious, unlike he’d done before. There was no way she could keep herself from cumming if he kept this up. “Cum now, Precious. You are allowed to cum.”
She felt him tense and thrust into her with a purpose, driving his seed deep inside her. At the same instant, her world exploded as her body convulsed to match his. A wave of heat and a mind-numbing tingle shot through her as she surrendered, becoming nothing more than a bundle of nerves being exquisitely, pleasurably played. Watching him thrust, his finger still humming on her clit, she was amazed at his attention to her orgasm, taking her with him, higher and higher. Even when he’d stopped thrusting and relaxed, he kept fingering her, enjoying the sight of her cumming at least as much as he’d enjoyed the sight of her squirming under the flogger. 
It was her, not him, that called an end to the extended orgasm. Exhausted by the intensity and duration of the orgasm, she went limp. His fingers withdrew, letting her come down from the wonderful high. She was barely aware that he relaxed the tension on her arms and swung her legs back straight. He freed her completely and carried her to some cushions. Laying her there, he wrapped his arms around her and kissed her. “And Master will go above and beyond for his slave when she deserves it,” he said. She wasn’t the best of slaves yet, but she had progressed well for her limited time. He did find that showing a slave a carrot could do even more than the threat of punishment.
A few minutes later, he said, “Now we’ll go shower. A slave is very sweaty.” He rose. “Stand,” he commanded. Then, “Follow.” On rubbery legs she followed. 
In the bathroom, he took one look at her and chuckled. “Draw a hot bath, Precious. You need to lie down and soak.” She did indeed look like she was ready to fall over at any moment. After playtime, the bath was wonderful. She lay in his arms, nearly falling asleep. His hands that had aroused her so expertly now did nothing more than hold her and then wash her when she was ready. After she washed him, they showered to rinse and then dried off. 
“Get your sheet and blanket, Precious,” he told her and then he led her to the playroom where she spread out her linens and let him clip her wrists and ankles. He helped her to a kneeling position and then told her to stay just like that until he got back. In the afternoon she’d seen the full range of being his slave… from the only object in his world to left alone, seemingly forgotten.   
It was so frustrating to be so powerless. All her money and power amounted to nothing in her new world. She was starting to get the full implication of her slavery. If I say the wrong thing, use the wrong tone of voice, or even hesitate to obey a command, I’m punished. I could barely stand being tied into an arch on the horse, or the electric shock, or watching Precious being spanked. And every bad behavior brings a worse punishment. How can I possibly deny him anything? How can I end this? How can I express my anger, my frustration, and my need for control when I can’t even move without his permission? There were no answers to any of those questions. 
Left alone she also felt the desire for his return. Each time he left her, she went through the same thought pattern, though she was progressing through it faster each day. There was a period when she was glad to be alone. It meant no more torment. Then she started to want him to return to give her something to drink, feed her, or play with her. Finally there came the desire, almost a need, for him to come back and do anything. Even anything had a spectrum of annoying things to anything in reason to anything. 
When he did come back it was with her dinner, a bowl of wonderfully smelling, seasoned stew. He made a point of showing her and letting her smell it before setting it on the floor in front of her. It promised to be delicious, yet nothing he’d served her looked more like a bowl of canned dog food than this meal. To make matters worse, when he unclipped her wrist cuffs from behind her back, he promptly clipped them together again behind her neck. She was only able to support herself on her elbows, her face in the bowl as she ate just like a dog. 
The days ticked by and Precious became more and more used to her role as slave. Her Master worked her around the room, using every device on her. At times she toyed with the idea that this was still her two weeks of slavery, but he didn’t instruct her in how to be a mistress ever. He never stopped and showed her knots, how to restrain a slave on the rack, how to operate the winches, or how far to push a slave. He just did it. He did it to her. 
By her 12th day 18 hour day, he finally saw in her eyes that she accepted her role as a slave, so now she would feel the full impact of being a slave in everything that happened. She still had nearly five 24 hour days left in her two weeks. He graduated her from the playroom to his bedroom, but she slept on the floor at the foot of his bed, leashed to the footboard. 
The very next day he did what he considered the hardest part of her training. He wasn’t there when the slaves woke up; he stayed away for a full 24 hours, and then he returned. The kitchen was locked, leaving the slaves no food. They had water from the bathroom, but the older Precious was helplessly leashed to the bed. It was up to the younger slaves to bring her a pot to piss in, a can for her to shit in, and handfuls of water throughout the day. Yet, it fell to her to console the children, assuring them that their Master would return soon even when she couldn’t be sure of that herself. Part of that role meant she had to stay leashed to the bed, with no attempt to free herself lest she look desperate, undoing all her efforts to calm the other slaves. 
The young Precious stayed with her almost constantly and the woman saw just how dependent the girl was on her Master, or anyone for that matter. While the other three girls came and went, amusing themselves in whatever manner was allowed them, the young Precious was there and not just to keep her company. It was the girl who needed someone with her. She’d once told the woman that she was the center of her Master’s life and it was clear she didn’t feel comfortable in his extended absence. It was a clear insight into the true control he had over the girl. She pleased him because she needed him. The woman hoped that she didn’t one day become that conditioned.  
When their Master did return, there was no explanation given. He was just back and the routine started again. It was his lesson to her on just how important the Master or Mistress was to the slaves. Slaves were a full time responsibility.
His first act upon returning was to feed his slaves their breakfast. Though the older Precious desperately wanted to know why he had been gone so long, neither she nor any of the other slaves was foolish enough to question him. It was not her place to question him, just to be glad that he’d returned.  
After breakfast, he led her to a cabinet in the playroom and had her stand while he pulled out a leather harness. The harness framed her body in a series of criss-crossing straps that formed X’s across her torso. At the very top was a leather collar with a strap that ran straight down from the front center to where a set of diagonal straps crossed right between her tits to form the topmost X. That X framed her sexy tits. Another set met at mid-stomach while the third and lowest set crossed at her navel. Her Master snugged the harness firmly in place with straps across her back. A final set of straps went from the lower X, between her legs, framing her pussy and then up the crack of her ass to meet a strap across her back. She was pleased the way it accented her body for her Master. 
He put a separate harness on her head, much more extravagant than any gag harness she’d worn for him before. It did start with a snaffle bit between her teeth, fastened with a strap behind her head. An inverted Y ran from the corners of her mouth to meet between her eyes and run as a single strap over her head to fasten in back. That part was similar to other harnesses she’d worn, but this one had blinders on it and a colorful, feathery plume on each side sticking straight up. The last part of her attire was a set of shoes that looked like horse hooves with 3 inch high heels. She looked like a pony and when he led her by her reins, the special shoes clip-clopped very authentically. 
Rather than finding the costume humiliating, she enjoyed the look her Master gave her as he appraised her. She was sexy and she pleased him. That was all that mattered. “Whinny for me,” he said. 
She blushed at that command. So far he’d just harnessed her as she stood docilely. Actually pretending to be a pony made her an active participant and would make her status as a mere pony complete. She gave a tentative whinny, feeling a thrill run up and down her spine. Then she did again, more enthusiastically. It felt exciting to be her Master’s pony and the look of delight and approval on his face made her feel happy. 
He led her to the door that led from the slaves’ quarters to the outside world. There he punched in a code, put his thumb on a scanner, and opened the door. For the first time in her slavery, she was going out of the slaves’ quarters. A rush of excitement filled her. Even more exciting was the way her Master led her proudly past members of his household staff and out the back door. There were plenty of people to see her though no one paid particular attention to her. She didn’t mind being naked in front of them. All that mattered was her Master was enjoying her. 
She followed her Master to an out building. He opened a garage door to reveal a small cart, like a rickshaw. Then he harnessed her to the cart and climbed in. With a cluck and a flick of the reins across her back, she whinnied and started walking, pulling the cart behind her as her feet clip-clopped on the concrete track. She couldn’t go very fast in the special shoes, but managed a slow walk. When he wanted faster, he flicked a light whip across her back and she walked faster. If she slowed, he reminded her with the whip. When she was clearly exhausted, he unharnessed her from the cart and tied her reins to a post and left. An hour later he returned, gave her water, harnessed her back up, and made her pull him around some more. Then again she was tied to a post. 
Four times she pulled the cart around, prancing proudly at first and then tiring, spurred on only by the whip he expertly wielded. Her feet ached, but she continued to work for his pleasure. After the fourth time, he asked, “Does Precious need to pee?”
Gagged, she managed to make sounds that sounded like, “Yes, Master.” She added a nod to that, shaking her plumes. 
“Ponies pee outside,” he said. “Just spread your feet wide, stand and pee. No squatting.”
She briefly thought how naughty that would feel, but if that’s what he wanted… She spread her feet wide so her pee didn’t splatter on them and then peed on the ground, the stream spraying down and a little forward. He watched and she tingled to be doing this in his presence. She smiled at him as she squeezed out every drop. Keeping her eyes on him, she could only wonder if anyone else was watching her. 
He led her forward and away from the puddle on the ground and then wiped down her legs and her shoes, cleaning them of any pee that had splattered. Then he led her back inside and removed her tack. She stood silently and watched as he cleaned all the tack, wiping off her sweat and then rubbing in leather cleaner. 
It was past lunch time and he’d already fed the other slaves, so the two ate alone and then he took her to the bath for a much needed soaking and scrubbing. His hands, his lips, and his words told her how sexy she was and how much he’d enjoyed her today. Then after the bath, he took her from behind, hard and fast, with the lust and passion she’d stirred in him as his obedient pony girl. 
When he was done with her, he hobbled her with 12 inch chains between her ankle cuffs and wrist cuffs, hands in front. Then he sent her to scrub the floor of the huge playroom. He left her to work until dinner and though she worked hard, she wasn’t finished by the time dinner came. Still, she glowed with delight when he said, “Very good job, Precious. You did more than I expected. I’m very proud of you. Tomorrow you can finish.”
The next morning she was allowed to finish scrubbing the playroom floor and then given time to exercise with the other slaves. After lunch and a bath, he took both the younger and older Precious to his bedroom and had them lay on the bed. He sat in a chair beside the bed and said, “I want to watch my two slaves play with each other. Put on a sex show for me. You may both cum, but only after an hour. Make love to each other. Tease each other. Show me my slaves love each other. I’ll let you know when the hour is up and then you can use your tongues to make each other cum.”
For the woman, it was always a pleasure to sensually, sexually touch the preteen. Though she was a slave and performing on command, she still had the desire for young girls and this was like a reward for her. She knew it was just for her Master’s pleasure, but at least she could enjoy it, too. So, she wasted no time in pulling the girl to her and kissing her, pushing her tongue into the experienced, young mouth. She made love to every inch of the girl’s body, avoiding only her pussy. Then she allowed the girl to do the same to her. 
They switched again, the older woman now between the girl’s legs and licking the juicy pussy. Both were aroused by the caresses and kisses, ready to go to the next level. The woman lapped at the young pussy, teasing her clit, while the girl moaned in desperate pleasure, wanting to cum, but not allowed. Hoping to time it so that she aroused the girl to the edge at the end of the hour, the woman finally decided that wasn’t going to happen. She stopped tormenting the preteen and they switched. Then it was her turn to be tormented and teased by the girl’s expert tongue. 
The girl had more experience pleasing their Master and was not satisfied with just eating pussy. She brought the woman to the edge and then moved up face to face. “Taste yourself,” she said to the woman and kissed her. The older Precious was surprised at the offer to taste her pussy juices on the girl’s lips, but the light groan of arousal from their Master made her want to do it. She even ran her tongue over the girl’s chin, catching the juices there. The girl kissed her way back down from throat to tits to tummy to pussy. 
The woman found herself teased again to the edge of reason, fighting to keep from cumming. She was about to pull the girl away, too aroused to control herself any longer when she heard, “You may both cum now.”
Already seconds away from an orgasm, the woman felt her lover suck on her clit and then take it between delicate little teeth and pull. She’d felt this before. The girl was so good at it, pulling her clit up firmly but gently, slowly tugging her clit from side to side, and growling. Her entire body arched up, only her head, hands, and heels touching the bed as she fought to force herself into the wonderful mouth. It was pure ecstasy to be teased so thoroughly and then allowed the release that she so desperately needed. 
As her orgasm passed, she was still so aroused that she couldn’t wait to get into the girl’s pussy. She rolled the girl onto her back and lapped eagerly at the sopping pussy. Then she slowed, intent on teasing her lover rather than allowing her a quick cum. Reaching for the small tits, she teased the girl’s nipples as she slowly licked, waiting for the sounds that the girl was ready to cum. Then, when she heard that, she rose up and whispered, “Taste yourself, Precious.” She kissed the girl, feeling the girl’s tongue sample the taste. 
Kissing her way back down, to the waiting pussy, the woman then brought the preteen to the edge of cumming and kept her there for several minutes, enjoying the whimpers and whines that came from the young one. The whimpers and whines were strident, desperate pleas for relief. In the background, deeper groans of arousal told her that her Master was enjoying the show. Finally, she finished the job, thrilled at the sight of the slender, sleek body tensing desperately in a powerful orgasm. 
Seconds later she felt their Master’s cock slide into her pussy from behind and she knew they’d gone above and beyond. He was not only pleased, he had lost control and spewed his cum into her pussy in seconds. Like the two slaves, he’d been teased for so long that his orgasm was spectacular. Then he lay in the center of the bed with a Precious on each side of him, cuddled and appreciated. 
A bedtime of her eighteenth day, her Master announced that she would sleep in his bed. Precious thought she’d finally pleased her Master so well that she was getting the ultimate reward. For the past few nights she’d slept tied on the floor of his bedroom, chained to the foot of his bed. She’d become accustomed to sleeping tied and thought little of it, especially since the younger Precious was similarly tied, feet and knees together, wrists and elbows behind her back. Every one of those nights, the older Precious had also been gagged with a sponge ball shoved in her mouth and the tape secured over her mouth to keep the ball in place. Even the young girl had been gagged that way one night. It was just how their Master liked to see them. The older Precious knew one difference between the girl and her was that the girl slept in their Master’s arms.  
As he led her into his bedroom not yet tied, the woman stood to the side where he pointed. She smiled over at the younger Precious who was already bound for bed and ungagged. The girl didn’t look pleased, even to the point of being mournful and wouldn’t meet her eyes. The woman considered it strange that the young slave would look that sad over sharing the bed. 
Then their Master knelt beside the bed and unfastened some clasps along the side of the bed. The bed was a king sized bed and she’d noticed that the bed sat on a massive pedestal the same size as the mattress. Now she saw why as he pulled out the side of the pedestal, revealing that it was a huge drawer underneath the bed. And, to her amazement, Annabelle was on her back in the center of the drawer, tied spread eagle and gagged. The older Precious realized she hadn’t seen Annabelle all day… had the girl been inside the drawer the whole day? The position looked so helpless and the idea that the girl had spent hours all alone under the bed shocked the new slave. 
Their Master removed the 10-year-old’s gag and then untied her wrists and ankles. “Go find the other girls and get ready for bed,” he told her. 
Precious watched the girl scamper out of the room and then heard her Master say, “Get in the drawer, Precious.” She looked at him in surprise, realizing that it was her turn to feel helpless and alone. Obediently she stepped in and lay down, letting him strap her wrists and ankles to the corners of the drawer. Then he put a fresh sponge ball in her mouth and added three strips of tape, one straight across her mouth and the other two forming an X. She could only plead with frightened eyes as he kissed her on the cheek, said “This is truly sleeping in Master’s bed,” and then slid the drawer shut. The drawer shut without a sound and no light found its way to her. Then there was the sound of the latches being locked in place and she was completely trapped. 
Laying in the dark, Precious remembered the day that their Master hadn’t even come to see them. What if he did the same tomorrow, leaving her in the bed for a whole day or more? Clearly Annabelle had spent a considerable length of time locked away with nothing to do but wait. It wasn’t an uncomfortable position, but it still had the feeling of exposure as she thought he could roll her out at any time, look at her totally naked, and then put her away again. Worse was the thought that he wouldn’t do anything, except roll her out and free her many hours from now. 
Up on the bed, her Master laid his 12-year-old slave in the bed on her stomach, pulled her hips into the air, and entered her from behind. The look of utter helplessness on the older Precious’ face as she was put away for the night made him hard as a rock. She’d become a well trained slave, still with rough edges, but enough obedience to allow herself to be fastened in a drawer and put away for the night. The image of her locked away and waiting “patiently” for him to free her in the morning was simply too exciting. 
He pushed his cock between the pussy lips peaking between the girl’s slender thighs, working the head and then the shaft into her tight pussy. Then he slowly stroked for just a few seconds, letting the young pussy get used to his presence once again before pounding her hard and fast. He knew from experience that the woman in the bed would be able to hear the movement as the bed creaked from the passionate sex. She’d most likely figure out what the noises were and the thought of her being unable to do anything but listen only made him more excited. In just a couple of minutes he came with a loud groan, yelling, “Fuck, yeah, Precious, that is so fucking hot.” It was loud enough that the older Precious would hear it and wonder if it was her that was so fucking hot. In truth, it was both of them. One taking his cum and the other locked away for as long as he wanted. 
Peter left his slave locked in the bed for a full twelve hours, her six hours of usual bedtime and another six hours until it was after lunch time. It was enough time to let her worry about when he would come for her. It was enough time to reinforce her dependence on her Master and, especially for her, her future slaves’ dependence on her. It was also enough time that it took her right to 9:00 am on Monday, two weeks to the day, hour, and minute after she’d begun her slavery. Unlatching the drawer, he opened it and removed the gag. “Let me be the first to congratulate you on your citizenship aboard the Haven, Malia,” he said to her as he laid a robe over her naked body. 
“I know it seems like more than two weeks, but it is exactly two weeks after your slavery started. Now, my dear, I’m going to keep you there until you convince me that you’re not going to have me drawn, quartered, and castrated for putting you through this. After you’ve convinced me of that, I’m still keeping you in the slaves’ quarters for a full three days while you get your head back on straight. So, how are you feeling… mentally, Malia. Ready to face the world as a free woman again?”
Malia was a little pissed, not at Peter, but at herself. For a while there had been a thought deep inside that he was fooling her, making the experience as realistic as possible. She didn’t even know when that thought had faded and finally disappeared. She did know that for several days she’d felt every bit a slave, resigned to a lifetime of serving Peter. It made her feeling incredibly weak. Yet, at the same time, she could see how much she’d learned in a very short time. 
“Are you kidding me… Peter?” She almost called him Master. It felt so odd not to. Her voice was timid and tentative, wondering if this was a trick. 
“My dear,” he said. “You are indeed sexy, but you’re too old for me. I have no interest in an adult woman as a slave. So, no, I am not kidding you. I promised you two weeks of training and you’ve had it.”
She digested that and lay in silence for a few seconds, screwing up the courage to talk back to the man who moments ago was her Master. When she did, she remembered the name she’d called him at the start of the two weeks. “You are such a bastard, Peter,” she said with a smile. “Yeah, I’m ready for this to be over. That felt pretty damn real, so it might take a while to be myself again… you said three days?” 
“Three days of pampering and three days with full command of the four luscious little slaves that have ‘helped’ to train you. Just make sure you understand they were following orders as the well trained slaves they are. Don’t take it out on them that they took various liberties with you. Take it out on me.”
“So, I can have your balls on a platter?” she said. The smile looked and felt different than that silly slave smile she’d put on her face as a matter of habit. That had started to feel sincere, but this one truly was. “Oh, I can’t say that or I won’t ever get free, right? All right, then, I understand that I’m free now? At least once you untie me. I understand this was all training… very realistic training. You have my word that I understand you went above and beyond in my training. I reserve the right to call you a bastard for years to come, but you can keep your body parts. Now get me out of here.”
He started to free her, unclipping her ankles first. “OK, first order of business is to get you in the robe. Right outside the door there are four very contrite little slaves kneeling and waiting for your forgiveness. They understand they were acting on orders, but they still desperately need your approval. Might I suggest something simple and subservient like having them kiss your feet? Just a suggestion. As a mistress, you may do whatever you want with them. Remember what it feels like to be totally at the mercy of a master or mistress.” He moved up to free her wrists. “Then we’ll have a lunch that befits the newest Citizen.”
“Give me a minute to think,” she said. “A few minutes ago they were fellow slaves and I loved them all. I’m worried about being too soft on them.”
“Then take my suggestion. It’s appropriate without overdoing it. We’ll have lunch, talk, and then you can play with them.” He helped her to her feet and held the robe for her. 
Slipping her arms into the sleeves, she tied the robe around her waist, and took a deep breath. “So different,” she said. “Just feels… odd.” She opened the door to see four expectant, worried faces. She stepped into the hall and stopped in front Precious. “Have they been fed?” she asked. 
“They just finished lunch,” said Peter. “They’ve had breakfast and lunch while you finished up training.” 
“I want you to kiss my feet, Precious. Then go to the playroom and kneel. Wait for me there.” She felt a breath of power as the girl put her face to the feet of her Mistress and kissed them both quite thoroughly. She watched the pert little ass of the slave wiggle off to the playroom. 
“I want each of you to kiss my feet, too,” she said to the three remaining slaves. “I’ll expect to spend some time with each of you later. So, kiss my feet and then Master Peter can tell you what to do next.”
Amy, Autumn, and Annabelle each came forward and worshipped her feet for several seconds. When they were done, Master Peter said, “Go to your room and kneel until I come for you.” As the three scampered away, he held out his arm to Malia. “Shall we dine?”
“Pamper me,” she said as she took his arm. 
Over lunch Peter explained, “Your training is not quite done, but the experience of being a slave is by far the most important. I want to put things in perspective. First is that there are things I did to you that I would do to a slave in training and continue to do to Precious even now that she’s trained. And there are things I would do to a slave in training and not do once she is trained. For example, Precious has not been caged since her training. On the other hand, I spanked Precious as punishment during training and still do, but I also spank her just for fun. You saw the difference between punishment and play on more than one occasion. You can treat the cage as play, but I don’t.” 
He went over the two weeks, event by event, to explain the purpose behind everything he did. Solitude to make her want to be with him. Punishment to make her behave, yet he was careful not to cause any lasting harm. Fantastic orgasms to make her want to be good for him. Exclusion from playtime to excite her and want her to join in. Gags and bondage to teach her discipline. He also made a point of mentioning things he could have done, but only hinted at or promised for the future. Things like teaching her to take his entire cock in her mouth and down her throat. Or sucking a cock that came straight from her ass. “The latter,” he explained, “is not my cup of tea, so I don’t make Precious do it. It’s appropriate for you to set your own limits on what you expect of your slaves. You don’t have to push everything… or anything… to the extreme.”
She played with the four slaves, learning knots, how to control a slave, and how to use the available equipment. She fed them, bathed with them, and put them to bed. On one occasion she had the opportunity to punish Amy. That was incredibly thrilling as the little girl whimpered and whined just at the thought of punishment, yet held still while she was bound and prepared. 
Through it all, it was nearly the full three days before she could look at Peter without thinking of him as Master and herself as his slave. It was easy to get it through to her conscious mind, but it took a while to clean up the subconscious baggage. 
After the three days, she met a man and a woman that clearly did not belong in the Haven select membership. Their rough manners and clothes put them in an entirely different class. The look of them made her nervous, even though Peter seemed comfortable with them as he invited them in.  Peter introduced them as, “Mr. and Mrs. Wilson, two of our best suppliers.”

“Suppliers?” she responded, uncertain what that meant. 
“Suppliers of slaves,” said Mrs. Wilson. “You tell us what you want and we harvest them.”
“Harvest them?” she repeated, feeling a little squeamish about that term. 
“Yeah, harvest, as in plucking them fresh off the vine,” smiled Mrs. Wilson, enjoying the reaction she got from Malia. She’d seen it before. Masters and mistresses didn’t want to know the sordid details of harvesting children to be sold as slaves. They just wanted one of their own. “We guarantee innocence. Can’t guarantee virginity. Shit happens behind closed doors, but we guarantee the children we provide will be innocent little angels. Carefree and unsuspecting of what their future holds with you. We observe them for a while to get to know their personality. We can deliver streetwise, hardened little devils as well, but most clients want innocence.” She raised her eyebrows in question. 
“Yes, innocence sounds nice,” agreed Malia. “How long do you need to observe them? How long before you can deliver?” Naturally she had the impression that a custom order would require some research, some observation, and then a careful abduction. 
“Oh, we’ve already observed a lot of children. We do that research in advance. Just describe what you want and we’ll deliver in a couple of weeks. It does take some time to make the final arrangements, get close to the children, and snatch them.”
Malia described just what she wanted. Three children, a girl with two younger brothers. The girl to be 12 and the brothers to be 10 and 11. She wasn’t particular about hair color or eye color, but specified slender, beautiful, and innocent. As she spoke, Mr. Wilson’s fingers tapped the keyboard of the laptop he’d brought. 
“Three slaves, Malia?” cut in Peter. “You want to start with three? That’s quite a tall order to train three at once. Especially siblings who can support each other.”
“Yes, Peter, three at once,” she nodded. “I’ll train them separately, say five hours a day with each of them and then gradually bring them together.” She turned to Mrs. Wilson. “Can you make sure they never see each other after you get them? I don’t want them to know they’re going to the same place.”
“Yeah, we can manage that,” said Mrs. Wilson. “You’re actually being quite easy. Some of our clients can be quite particular.” She turned to her husband. “How are you doing?”
“Six matches,” he said. “This one looks the best.” He turned the computer around to show Malia a series of photos of three beautiful children that matched her description completely. 
Admiring the three children, she knew she wanted them. Yet, Malia asked, “Why are they the best? What about the five matches?”
“The family’s annual camping trip is next week,” said Mr. Wilson. “Perfect for the pick up. Have them for you in ten days.”
“You know that much about them?” said Malia, amazed they could so easily fill her order and that the couple knew their prey so well. 
“We’ve been watching this set of siblings for four years now,” he said. “Waiting for someone to say the word. We watch a lot of kids. Most grow up normal because we never get a buyer for them. A few of them get picked like you just picked these three. Life as they know it ends in about a week. Three days to get them to you. Ten days total. You want us to get them?”
“Absolutely,” said Malia, feeling the excitement of owning her own slaves already. “Bring them to me so I can get started with them.”
Chapter Two - Harvesting the Slaves
(bd, d/s, ped, mast, spank)
Stacy Marshall was having the best summer vacation ever. For the past five years in a row they’d taken a week to camp out at Broken Rock campground. The entire family found it far from boring to go to the same place. She knew every trail by heart. She knew where the best fishing way. She knew where to pick berries. There was a sense of belonging, like the simple campground and its surroundings were a home away from home. The first two years had been real camping, as in tents and sleeping bags. But then they’d gotten an RV with enough beds for the whole family so now it wasn’t quite roughing it. 
It wasn’t just the joy of being back in one of her favorite places, smelling the pine trees and listening to the little stream babbling in the background. No, this year was special for the 12-year-old because of Greg Wilson. She couldn’t believe the older boy (all of 13) was interested in her. And what she really couldn’t believe was how he could melt her heart just by being there. He could sing. Wow, could he sing. And he sang her love songs when they were alone. Yet, he was such a nice boy, kissing her cheek for a couple of days until she’d “accidentally” turned to make their lips meet in a chaste kiss. Her heart beat faster just to think about him. 
Between her brothers, her parents, his parents, and his little sister, there were way too many chaperones, but then she wasn’t the kind of girl who’d go very far with a boy. Right now she and Greg were walking alongside the stream with him singing Michael Franti’s Say Hey a cappella. It was a rare moment alone, yet they didn’t do more than hold hands. Her brothers were never too far away. Although it was nice that Jake and Karen, her middle brother and Greg’s sister, had hit it off well. Not romantic, but just like play buddies that flirted with the idea of boyfriend/ girlfriend. And her youngest brother, Danny, tagged along with his brother more often than his sister. Then there were times when Danny buddied up with Charlie, an only child camping with his mom and dad. 
Greg let go of Stacy’s hand to run his fingers through her long brown hair even as he sang. Her hair fell down her back to her shoulder blades, so his hand traced through her hair and then down her back, sending shivers down her spine. Her brown eyes widened as his hand threatened to go too far down her back. Turning slightly, she caught his hand and held it. Did he really almost touch my butt? she wondered. Yet he seemed oblivious to her reaction, not missing a beat in the song. Just my imagination.
Hiding in the bushes, Danny and Charlie spied on the love struck pair, giggling at what they didn’t yet understand. It wasn’t that they meant to be spying. They were just playing together in the bushes when they spotted Greg and Stacy. Then the game changed from hiding from unnamed enemies to spying. 
Since he liked spending time with his older siblings, Danny was a bit put out that his sister had found a distraction that made her suddenly seem grown up and not fun anymore. He slipped out of the bushes and walked up to his sister. “Wanna go swimming?” he asked, trying yet again to get her to act like his fun sister instead of ignoring him.
Stacy glared at her little brother. Greg had almost finished the song, stopping when they were interrupted. Her reply was cut off as Greg said, “Sure, why not? Go get your suits on and we’ll be there in a sec.”
As the two boys darted off, Stacy showed her surprise with a look. Then she asked, “Was that just to get rid of them?”
“No, beautiful,” he said. “Let’s do go swimming. I like the way you look in your swimsuit.”
Now she really was surprised. He’s called me beautiful before, but the way I look in a swimsuit? That conjures up images of… did he just compliment my figure? Now that’s a big change for him. And I like it. “Sure, OK then,” she said smiling. “I’ll meet you there.”
Stacy’s swimsuit was a one piece that showed off her slender body, sleek hips, and small swells. Not that she thought of it that way or else she’d be too embarrassed to wear it. To her… at least until a few minutes ago… it was just a functional piece of clothing that she wore to the pool. Now that Greg liked the way she looked in it, that simple piece of clothing was quite different. This time as she put it on, she noticed how it hugged her body, hinting at what was under it without showing anything. She paused in front of the mirror and looked at herself in a different light. Then, she and Danny went to the pool. 
Since Greg and Charlie both had campsites closer to the pool, she wasn’t surprised to see they were already there. Jake and Karen were there also, sunning and plotting something it seemed to Stacy. Karen was a world different from her brother. While Greg was quiet and polite, Karen was outgoing and brazen. Especially in the tight little bikini that she wore at the pool. The girl didn’t even have anything to fill out the cups of her top, but she acted like she was sexy. Since Greg had called attention to her body, she was surprised to find herself jealous and wishing she had a suit more like that… not quite that skimpy, but not a one piece either. And she noticed for the first time that Jake was looking at Karen’s body. Now that really shocked her. 
Shrugging it off, Stacy went over to Greg, aware of his eyes on her. “Nice,” he said, his eyes running up and down her body. Then he promptly turned and dove into the water, coming up half a pool away. And with that they were kids again, just playing together. 
When they were done swimming, just as the six were about to go their separate ways, Greg gathered them together. “Meet back at the stream in 15 minutes. All of us. You, too, Charlie. We want to show you something,” he nodded at his sister, including her as “we”. Stacy couldn’t get another word of out him. Just meet back in 15 minutes. So the three siblings raced off to change clothes and then raced back. 
When they were all there together, Greg put his finger to his lips to tell them to stay silent and then took them down a narrow path to his family’s RV. Stacy wondered what the secret was, but it couldn’t be much of a secret because Greg’s parents, Mr. and Mrs. Wilson were there, too. Mrs. Wilson was a kindly woman who always had a smile and acted like the three siblings were her own children. Stacy had come to dinner once, so she could say first hand that Mrs. Wilson was an excellent cook. Mr. Wilson was no different, jovial and kid friendly. Stacy almost wished they were her parents because the two adults were always doing nice things for and with their kids. 
“Sit on the couch,” said Greg, lining Stacy, Jake, and Danny up side by side on the narrow couch that folded out to be his bed. “Look what we have,” he said. Standing across the narrow aisle, Greg, Karen, and Charlie picked up something and turned to face the three. It seemed odd to her that Charlie was in on the secret already, but let it slide. Greg, Karen, and Charlie were each holding a gun. Not a real gun, of course, she immediately assumed, but what?
“Paint ball guns,” said Greg. The way he said it sounded almost like a countdown, 3-2-1. And indeed the three siblings discovered it was exactly that as they heard, “Paint ball guns.” Poof. 
Stacy felt something poke her hard in the stomach. “Hey,” she said. “What’d you do that for?” She looked down at her blouse, astonished that Greg had shot her at such close range with a paint ball. It stung and now her blouse would be ruined. She was surprised to see it wasn’t paint, but a dart that had struck her just left of her belly button. Looking down the line she saw that Jake and Danny had darts stuck in their stomachs, too. She pulled the dart out and held it up. It was very hard to raise her hand. It was so hard that her hand stopped halfway up. No amount of willing her hand to move would make it move. 
What did you do to me? The words formed in her head, but her mouth didn’t work to say them aloud. She was staring at Greg, unable to turn her head to look at her brothers. What’s going on? Help somebody. She tried to look to Mrs. Wilson for help, but again her head just stayed facing forward. 
Greg disappeared from view, then Karen walked through her line of sight followed by Charlie. She heard the door slam and they were alone with Mr. and Mrs. Wilson. 
The Wilsons liked to use this particular tranquilizer, mainly because they enjoyed the torment it caused their victims. It didn’t knock them out. Rather it left them wide awake and aware of everything that was happening, but gave the recipient no control of their bodies. Their hearts beat and their lungs filled and emptied and their minds raced inside helpless bodies. 
Stacy saw Mrs. Wilson’s face appear inches from hers. “There’s gonna be a few changes going on, Stacy,” she said. Then Stacy felt Mrs. Wilson unbutton her blouse. The girl couldn’t move a muscle, but Mrs. Wilson could move her limbs around like she was a puppet. She felt Mrs. Wilson slide the sleeve of her blouse down one arm and then the other, leaving her in just her bra. She wanted to squirm away, but there she sat as Mrs. Wilson undid the catch of her bra and pulled it free. Naked from the waist up! She tried to scream, but nothing came out. It only got worse as the kindly mother of two slid down Stacy’s shorts and then her panties. Naked! Completely naked! 
That lasted for a few seconds before Mrs. Wilson then pulled a T-shirt over her head, giving her at least some decency. Then Mrs. Wilson scooped her up and carried her to the back bedroom of the roomy RV. Lying on the bed, Stacy felt the woman spread her legs, rub some cream on her privates, and then… oh my God, she’s diapering me! The girl started to panic when it looked like she might be paralyzed forever. No control of her body. No control of her bodily functions. What did they do to me? And why? Yet the panic she felt was not apparent in her rag doll appearance. 
Rolled onto her stomach, Stacy felt her arms pulled behind her. Her wrists were tied together. Then her elbows were tied so they were nearly touching. Her ankles were tied and then her knees. It was a horrible nightmare and she couldn’t make sense of anything. Why did Greg shoot me with a dart? Why is his mom tying me up? Where is Greg now? How long will I be like this? Where are my brothers?  It was like she was a spectator, but watching from the inside. 
Mrs. Wilson opened Stacy’s mouth and put a hard plastic ring between her teeth, forming her mouth into a wide open O. Then she ran the side straps of the ring gag around and fastened them in back. She pulled the Y strap up over Stacy’s nose, over the top of her head, and fastened that behind her head. As she worked, Mrs. Wilson said nothing. The quick, business like way she went about binding Stacy made the girl think Mrs. Wilson had done this before. 
Then, with Stacy neatly bound, Mrs. Wilson picked her up and set her in a long narrow box that would make a coffin look roomy. The foam padding at the bottom of the box made her arms relatively comfortable. Her arms sides were wedged against the sides of the box. She fit down into the box so her whole body was below the top rim. “Back in a bit, hun,” said the woman and then she pushed the box… it’s a drawer… into its hiding place in the RV and locking away the horrified preteen. 
In the dark, Stacy started to realize she was being kidnapped. She might have picked up that bit of knowledge sooner if it hadn’t been for the pleasant demeanor of Mr. and Mrs. Wilson and especially the way she’d fallen for Greg. It chilled her to think that it had all been a setup to get her into their clutches. And her brothers? She’d seen darts in them just like her, but she hadn’t seen a sign of them since. In her panic, it was hard to think straight. She did understand that nobody was going to find her where she was. 
As the panic ran its course, she started to notice things. She couldn’t hear a thing where she was. The drawer was soundproof. Motion was returning to her fingers and toes. The drug was temporary. Duh! Why else would she be tied now? When the drug wore off, she’d be in no better shape. And from the looks of it, she was going to be like this for a while. Why else would she be diapered? She wondered if her parents had already noticed. Were they searching frantically for her right now? Searching all the paths. The stream. The pool. Everywhere, except right under their noses. Oh, how clever the Wilsons were. Everyone would see them as the kindly couple with two children of their own. The last people anyone would consider a suspect. 
The panic subsided, replaced with despair and for the first time she started to cry. Great sobs wracked her body and hot, salty tears coursed down her cheeks. This isn’t supposed to happen. It happens to careless kids. It doesn’t happen to me. Not by people I trust. Yet, here she was. The kidnapping was quick, easy, and all done. There was but the getaway. The RV would start up. She wouldn’t even hear it. Will I feel the motion? Will I know we’re leaving? 
A few minutes later, the sobs died out and she started to relive the moments of the kidnapping. She shouldn’t have snuck around with Greg. She’d told her parents she was going to the stream. Nobody knew she was here. She shouldn’t have let Greg point a gun at her. Everybody knew that was bad. She should have screamed as soon as she saw the dart. She’d just been dumbfounded by the unexpected. They’d set a trap and she’d walked right into it. 
By now she imagined they were miles from the campground with no hope of rescue or escape. Nobody knew where she was. She was right that there was no hope, but she was wrong about being miles away. The Wilson’s RV still sat in the same camp site. It would look too suspicious if they packed up and left now. The plan required them to stay, feign shock, help search, and even comfort their new friends, the Marshalls, as they grieved over their missing children. 
As soon as the three siblings were packed away in their soundproof drawers, Greg wandered over to the Marshall’s site and asked Stacy’s mom. “Have you seen Stacy? She was supposed to meet us at the stream. Her and Jake and Danny.”
Mrs. Marshall looked more annoyed than concerned at the news. “They’re not with you? They left half an hour ago. Maybe more. She said they were going to meet you. Maybe check at the pool or one of the trails. They like the one to Broken Rock. If you find them, tell them to get back here. They know they’re supposed to let me know where they are.” She paused and then called out, “Honey, have you seen the kids?”
Mr. Marshall stuck his head out the door. “Not for a while. Need me to go look for them?”
“I don’t know. Maybe… Yeah, would you? They’re supposed to be with Greg, but he hasn’t seen them.”
It was an hour and a half later before the Marshalls decided something was wrong. They’d checked everywhere they could think of and not found a trace. They called 9-1-1 and a frantic search began. 
As planned, the Wilsons joined in the search, helping to scour the surrounding woods, but when it got close to dinner time, Mrs. Wilson went back to fix dinner for her family and the Marshalls since they were too busy searching. After she started dinner, she fed their captives. 
Stacy blinked in the bright light as her drawer slid open. Finding herself staring up at Mrs. Wilson, she tried to speak. She’d regained full use of her body, but was now thwarted by a gag and ropes. “Don’t say a word,” said Mrs. Wilson. “The coach is soundproof so making noise will only piss me off and you’re in no position to piss me off. Understand?”
Stacy nodded, still struggling with the image of Mrs. Wilson as a kidnapper and surprised that Mrs. Wilson would use the term “piss me off.” The wholesome image of a wife and mother was erased by the new Mrs. Wilson. 
The woman held up a clear, flexible tube. One end was filled with a brown pureed mixture. There was a plunger at the other end. “This is your dinner,” said Mrs. Wilson. “You won’t like how you’re going to get fed, but you’re gonna get it anyway. This is a lesson. Pay close attention.”
Stacy’s brow furrowed at the vague threat and then her eyes widened in shock as Mrs. Wilson fed the tube through the ring gag, into her helpless mouth, and then right down her throat. She gagged, frantically trying to expel the tube, but it was impossible. A foot and a half of tube went through the gag and then Mrs. Wilson pushed the plunger, forcing the pureed mixture into the girl’s stomach. Stacy kept trying to retch, unable to breathe with the tube down her throat. 
Mrs. Wilson paused with the tube all the way down. She mimicked the gagging noises of the 12-year-old, tormenting her and letting Stacy know she knew exactly what she was doing to the girl. Then she withdrew the tube and put it in a basin of water. 
“My, my, what a hungry little girl,” said Mrs. Wilson as the girl took a couple of deep, frightened breaths through her nose. “You wolfed that right down.” Then her voice got hard and cold, making Stacy listen very closely. “You don’t want me to do that again, so let me tell you the rules. You break a rule, I’ll feed you the next three meals just like that. Rule number one. When it’s time to eat, I’ll remove the gag and feed you normal with good food than you can chew and swallow on your own. When we’re done, I’ll put the gag back in. You fight me over the gag… well, I’ll get it in one way or another. Maybe I’ll dart you again and when you’re all helpless, I’ll pry your mouth open and put the ring gag back in. Just for fun, maybe Mr. Wilson will ram his cock down your throat and give you something to gag about. Rule number one continued. At times I’ll untie you. Never all at once. I’ll untie your legs to change the diaper. Then I’ll tie you back up. You fight me over being tied up, you get fed with a tube three times. Got it? Rule number one is don’t fight when it’s time to restrain you again.”
Stacy nodded, her eyes showing her horror over the threatened punishment.  
“Rule number two. Never speak. Don’t say a single word. Not please. Not thank you. Not help me. Not nothing. This coach is soundproof, so not talking is just so I don’t have to listen to your whining. You say anything and you get fed with a tube three times. Got it?”
The girl nodded again. 
“Rule number three is mostly for your convenience, so I don’t care so much. You won’t get punished for breaking rule number three. I will open your drawer and tell you I’m changing your diaper in five minutes. You poop and pee then. Five minutes later, I change the diaper and you’re not wallowing in your own shit all afternoon. You poop and pee other times… well, I’m not changing you except when I want to change you.”
She patted Stacy’s stomach rather kindly as she finished. “Three simple rules make your life much easier.” Then her hand strayed up to cup a small tit, making Stacy cringe. “Break the rules and, let’s just say, there’s nothing to stop me, Mr. Wilson, Greg, or Karen from doing anything and everything to you.”
With that she pushed Stacy’s drawer back in, locked it, and pulled down the paneling that covered any trace of the drawer. Then she went and fed Jake and Danny. They got the same meal, in the same fashion, with the same lecture about rules. 
Half an hour later, Mrs. Wilson pulled Stacy’s drawer out. “Diaper gets changed in five minutes,” she told the girl and slid her back into the dark. Stacy had been holding it as ordered and even now found it hard to pee and poop in her diaper, but she managed. 
Right on time, Mrs. Wilson pulled her out again. Up to now Stacy hadn’t been out of the drawer, but to get her diaper changed she’d have to be taken out. She watched as Mrs. Wilson snapped one end of a leather strap to the ring at the corner of her mouth and the other end of the strap to the ring at the other corner of her mouth. Then the woman grabbed the strap and using it and the ropes around her knees as handles, lifted Stacy out and set her on the bed. Stacy wanted to scream at the indignity of being lifted by her head and knees, but the consequences would be too terrible. 
There was no repeat warning about rule number one, but she hadn’t forgotten and didn’t want to be force fed again. So, when Mrs. Wilson untied her legs, she held still as her diaper was changed. Her arms were still tied behind her, so she felt less helpless, but still helpless enough that escape was impossible. With a fresh diaper, she let Mrs. Wilson tie her legs together without a fuss. Then her kidnapper grabbed the handles again and set her back in the drawer. Then… zip, she was back in the dark. Left alone in the drawer was horrifying. Yet, the casual way that Mrs. Wilson had changed her diaper made a deep impression, too. Like she’d done this before. Picking up Stacy with a handle at her mouth and a rope around her knees like she was nothing. Nothing but a helpless little girl. Changing a diaper quickly and then putting her right back away in the dark. Fast and efficient. 
Stacy had a lot of time to think about her kidnapping, including Greg’s treachery in luring her in. She’d had feelings for him, her first love, but it was obvious that it was all a sham. It made it a more bitter pill to swallow to know that she’d trusted him and his whole reason for being nice to her was to get her guard down. Midway through the second day, Stacy was pulled out to be fed lunch and got an entirely different view of Greg and Karen. With “good behavior,” her meals consisted of her being seated on a stool, her gag removed, her arms still tied, and fed a bite at a time. This time as she sat, she saw Greg and Karen in the room with them and suddenly she found it hard to hate Greg. 
Both Greg and Karen were kneeling on the floor and not just kneeling, but forced to kneel. They had gags similar to hers. They’re arms were tied behind them just like hers. Their legs were tied together just like hers. They were naked just like her. She realized that they were captives, too. Long term captives. The word slave came to mind as the two knelt with their calves and thighs bound together so they could only kneel. 
Not a word was said about the two as Mrs. Wilson fed her lunch. She wondered if Mrs. Wilson was tempting her to speak, to ask a question, but she held her tongue. She couldn’t take her eyes off the naked pair, looking at Greg’s penis and Karen’s preteen figure. What made the most impression was the look of submission in their eyes. They both looked as if kneeling naked was natural, their accepted lot in life. After lunch she was pushed back into her drawer with a new perspective on her future. Would she one day kneel so calmly? 
For two days, the authorities and volunteers searched the area. Mr. Wilson joined in the search. Mrs. Wilson comforted the distraught parents, preparing meals to make sure they ate. For two days, Stacy, Jake, and Danny lay in an RV almost in sight of their parents. Then, after two days of fruitless searching, the Wilsons had to leave. It was then that Stacy first realized they hadn’t moved an inch in that whole time. When the RV lurched into motion, there was no mistaking it. Snuggly packed in the drawer, she felt the starts, stops, and turns without ever being jostled. 
A day later, her drawer was turned into a packing crate as a lid was nailed in place. There was some light since there were air holes in the lid, but it did her no good because for this trip she was blindfolded as well. The blindfold kept her from seeing where they were going and gave her a deeper sense of helplessness. At least the ring gag was replaced by a small ball. Three days ago she wouldn’t have thought a ball shoved into her mouth and tied in place was comfortable. Now it was. They were driven, then flown, and then helicoptered out to a ship.
The girl heard the lid pried off her crate and she was lifted out and stood up on her feet. Headphones were added to her gear, playing music to drown out sounds. They didn’t want to take a chance that one of the siblings would break the rules and speak now. As far as the three were concerned, they’d been separated days ago, never to see each other again. 
When her legs were untied, she felt hands massaging them, returning them to usefulness. She was unceremoniously laid on her back and then her diaper was removed and replaced with panties. The new attire gave her a sense that something was about to happen. They’d reached their destination. A rope was tied around her waist and then she was led for a while. The pace made her nervous as they led her blind, yet she never bumped into anything. 
She was stopped. The rope was removed from her waist. She was left standing alone, shifting nervously. Alone, but she knew there were more people than ever around her. The flurry of activity upon her arrival to her that. Questions filled her mind. What’s about to happen? Where am I? Who are these people? 
Malia watched as her three slaves-to-be were led in front of the small gathering. There were two other unfortunate children bringing the total to 5, but she had eyes only for her three. The girl appeared quite compliant, a tad nervous, but remarkably calm considering her situation. The T-shirt hid her figure, but it was still obvious that she was slender, lightly tanned, with no significant development of her preteen body. Her brown hair was pulled back, hanging to her shoulder blades. A perfect little mouth held a small ball gag and a cute little nose adorned her face, but any other details were lost in the bondage. 
Another girl was between the girl and the older of the two boys, so her eyes traveled right over that girl. She meant nothing to Malia. Her eyes came to rest on the boy, similarly clad in a T-shirt that hid his slender physique. Again the bondage hid the details, but she could see the close cropped brown hair and a darker tan than his sister. What caught her attention was the slight tremble in his body. Has he been like this the whole time or can he sense something is about to happen? Would he be easier to train because of his fear? 
There was yet another girl between the two brothers. Malia had noticed a preference for girls in general aboard the Haven. This lot appeared no different. If she had to guess what was on the mind of the younger boy, his casual stance spoke either of a lack of understanding of his predicament or acceptance. She rather hoped it was a lack of understanding. Having him accept his fate already seemed boring. Yet, she had special plans for him. Even if he had accepted what he thought was his fate, he wouldn’t accept it once he learned it was much different than his expectations. His blond hair was a tumble of curls that already made him look feminine. It wouldn’t take much to take him the rest of the way. 
She knew which ones were hers and what the final price would be. The crowd was mostly new friends she’d made aboard the Haven. They were there to spice up the bidding, but hers would be the final bid on three of the five new slaves. 
“He’s darling,” said Olivia, seated to her right. “Sorry, I should say she is darling.” 
“Not quite yet,” said Malia. “In a few minutes, I’ll own him and then… poof… he’s a she.”
Olivia chuckled. “Oh, if it was that easy I wouldn’t bother. Just hope your first one isn’t like Autumn.”
That was a new bit of information for Malia. Autumn had been difficult? It wasn’t apparent at all now that the 11-year-old was well trained. She actually hoped the opposite of Olivia’s warning. She wanted a new slave with some spirit. It would be more interesting to force a strong willed child into full submission. Before she could respond, the auction started as Stacy’s headphones were removed. She watch the girl tense as she realized that she was on display to a larger group that she’d ever been before. 
Stacy felt the warm sun on her body, the only sign to her that she was outside. It was the first time since her capture that she’d been outside and it accentuated her embarrassment over her nudity. She imagined standing in a plaza, in sight of many, even though she understood her kidnappers couldn’t put her out in the open for anyone to see… and then her headphones were removed. She heard voices… many voices and cringed in shock. The last thing she expected was to appear before a crowd. Then the words she heard send a shudder of horror through her body. “Who will open the bidding on this fine slave?”
“Uh uh,” she grunted, shaking her head furiously. She never even thought of the consequences of breaking rule number two. No one responded to her protests. No one seemed to care. Instead she heard numbers called out. An auction? They’re bidding on me? She recoiled at the idea of being sold… as a slave! She’d expected evil things would be done to her eventually. The Wilsons had kept their hands off her, saving her for something. But an auction was more frightening than what she’d imagined. 
She listened to her description, growing more shocked with the words they used to describe her. 12-years-old. Innocent. Virgin. Barely a hint of tits. Lightly furred pussy. Round, spankable ass. She wanted to disappear, but she couldn’t even move. Then the bidding began. “3,000… 3,500…” Dollars? She was strangely disappointed at the amounts. She had no idea what to expect, but she did know cars cost more than that. She simply expected a human being to cost more. 
The bidding was, of course, for show. These were Malia’s personal slaves and she’d win the bidding at the agreed price. Then the bidding slowed, again for show. Malia had described how she wanted the “auction” to proceed. “A mere 5,500 for this beauty?” said the auctioneer. “Perhaps you need a peek.”
Stacy wondered what a peek meant. They could already see her, gagged, blindfolded, and hands tied behind her. Then she felt a presence in front of her. Hands grabbed the collar of her T-shirt and ripped it down the center of the front. When it was pulled away, she felt the breeze on her breasts. Everybody can see them! Oh my God, and they’re thrust out! She put her legs together, unaware that her only garment, a pair of tiny panties, was sheer.  Bound and blindfolded, she didn’t know what would happen if she so much as took a step in any direction. She assumed some sort of punishment for turning away from the sound of the voices. And her hands were useless behind her.
The bidding shot up suddenly, inspired by her nudity. The sexuality of the situation struck her. Her description had been vividly sexual, yet it wasn’t until now that she realized she was being sold as a sex slave. There would be molesting and… she didn’t want to think about what else. 
Yet, it was a woman’s voice who called out, “10,000,” as the last bid. Stacy felt better that it was a woman. It gave her the impression of maternal instinct, someone who would treat her well. It took away the threat of molestation and rape. It took away all the sexuality of the situation, giving her some hope. It distinctly did not take away the label of slave or the feel of being a slave as the rope was retied around her waist and she was led away. She hadn’t even seen the woman who had bought her. She wanted to conjure up the image of her mother, but all she could think of was Mrs. Wilson’s face, reminding her that not all women were loving and nurturing. 
With a sense of a change in her status, Stacy followed (she assumed) her mistress now. It was definitely a different person than the one that had led her to auction with a slower pace that made her less nervous. It was Olivia, not Malia that stored her. Malia stayed on deck to buy two more slaves. Stacy heard a door open, moved forward and felt the sun gone from her body, and then heard the door shut. There were turns as they followed a hallway and then through another door. 
Once there, leather cuffs were put on her wrists, elbows, knees, and ankles. The rope was removed from her waist and her arms were untied. Olivia didn’t clip the cuffs together and for the first time since her kidnapping, Stacy’s limbs were unbound. “Kneel down,” said a woman’s voice. Her limbs were free, but the blindfold put her at too much of a disadvantage to fight or argue. She knelt. “Crawl forward. Duck your head.” She crawled on her hands and knees, feeling the edge of an opening scrape past her as she crawled. It had to be a narrow opening since she brushed the edge and had to duck down. “Stop.” She wondered what she had just crawled into since the woman’s voice was now distant. Clearly she hadn’t been followed in. “This is your new home. Remove nothing. When your mistress comes for you, she expects you blindfolded and gagged. Otherwise you’ll be punished.”
A door shut, locking her alone in her new home. Too frightened to disobey, she left the gag and blindfold on. She wore nothing else except a small pair of panties. Slowly standing, she rose just a foot and hit the ceiling. She felt around, discovering she was in a room that was barely long and wide enough to lay down in any direction without bumping the walls. The ceiling couldn’t be more than 3 feet high. 
Her mistress, the woman who bought her, hadn’t bothered to even lead her back. It was someone else… a servant? When will I meet her? What is she like? The small space that was her new home did not bode well. Curling up in a ball, she tried not to think about her new home and her new life. She’d been given no expectations, had no idea what was going on, and couldn’t begin to imagine what her future was going to be like. 
Malia put in a couple of bids on the other girl just to help out, but her thoughts were really on her next purchase. The boy had stopped trembling, switching to fidgeting nervously instead. 
Jake had been through the same experiences as his sister. Mr. Wilson had stripped him, tied him, and put him away in a drawer just like Stacy. It was Mrs. Wilson that had fed him and changed his diaper, giving him no end of embarrassment as she removed his diaper to expose his little penis. She never touched him in any way other than to wipe his bottom and put a fresh diaper back on, but it was the thought that she could see him that bothered him. 
He’d made the mistake of asking for his mommy when his mouth was ungagged. True to her word, Mrs. Wilson then fed him with the tube for the next three meals. Worse, she left the tube in place longer than necessary and wiggled it around, making the gag reflex even more intense. Worst of all was the third such feeding in which Karen, his so-called girlfriend, had watched and mocked him with fake gagging sounds. When the tube was removed and the gag replaced, Karen said, “That was fun. You gonna talk again?”
Humiliated beyond belief, he frantically shook his head. 
“Too bad,” said Karen as his drawer was pushed shut. “My mistress said I could change your diaper next time you talk.”
Having had a more traumatic experience at the hands of the Wilsons, Jake was understandably more nervous than his siblings. He’d had a taste of punishment for breaking an unreasonable rule and knew his captors were twisted and cruel. Yet, he also understood they were holding back. He was being saved for something and when his headphones came off, he knew just what it was. 
As before, the bidding moved briskly for a while and then slowed. The difference between Stacy and Jake was that Jake was higher by an order of magnitude. Where Stacy had heard paltry sums of 3,000 and 3,500, Jake heard 30,000 and 40,000. The script again called for the bidding to slow. As his shirt was ripped off him, Jake blushed furiously. Just prior to being led out for the auction, someone had stroked his little cock to hardness and then wrapped a leather band around the base. It was still hard, encased in a tight g-string that showed off every contour of his hard-on.  He couldn’t see it, but he could feel it. 
He turned away from the voices, hiding himself in the only way he could. But, hands grabbed him and spun him back around. A hand firmly grabbed his bound hands and pulled them up, forcing him to bend at the waist. Then a wooden paddle cracked across his helpless ass and he screamed into the gag, more from surprise than from the pain. Just a single swat and then he was allowed to straighten up, even redder in the face after having everyone watch him get paddled. Even redder then when the auctioneer called him, “A naughty little boy.” The words naughty and little grated on him, heaping humiliation atop his vulnerability. 
Malia was actually pleased to see her boy show some spunk. Yet, he did respond to the punishment. As the bidding closed out, she bought the 11-year-old for $100,000, ten times what she paid for Stacy. At some time in the near future, she’d “accidentally” let that slip out to both of them. The total agreed on price for the three was $160,000, so she chose to split that up as $10,000, $100,000, and then $50,000 for the youngest. There would be a definite pecking order among her slaves and it started right now at the auction. 
It was Peter that led Jake back to his new home, a small, but cozy little room with a bed, chair, carpeted floor, and a cage. He left Jake with no instructions at all, not even a word. The only thing he did for the slave was remove the leather band that kept his cock hard for the auction. With his hands still bound behind him, Jake could do almost nothing anyway. A little tentative wandering in the blind revealed the bed in the room, so he lay down on the bed, feeling physically comfortable for the first time in days. 
Malia mused over the upcoming auction of Danny as Olivia returned and sat beside her again. The 10-year-old was clad differently than her other two slaves. He wore a tight, short top that looked more like a sports bra on his flat chest than a shirt. His only other garment was a teeny g-string that cupped his soft, little penis. As his headphones were removed, she watched him as he took a step back and then bumped into the man standing guard behind him. Startled, he took a quick step forward to his starting place. His head twisted this way and that as he tried fruitlessly to peer through the edges of the blindfold to see his surroundings. Then hands seized his head and steadied him and the auction of the final thing on the deck of the Haven began. 
Surely they can’t be talking about me, he thought as he was described. Though it only made sense that he would be the subject now that he could hear. I’m not a girl! Can’t they see that? Then the auctioneer mentioned his cute little penis as something that few girls have. Huh? No, no. He shook his head in confusion. He barely heard any of the bidding, only catching on after several bids that they were bidding on him. That’s when, to Malia’s surprise, his cute little cock started to rise, stretching out the tight g-string as it filled to a full 3 inches and as big around as her thumb. He seemed totally unaware of his body’s reaction to the shock and humiliation of being sold as a slave. As she cast the final bid of $50,000 she couldn’t believe how exciting her little girl looked standing just like that. 
With the last purchase officially made, Malia rose and claimed her prize. Taking the rope around Danny’s waist, she led him over that same route that Stacy and Jake had followed to her quarters aboard the Haven. The 10-year-old girl had her own room, comfortably appointed like Jake’s room. The bed was lined with stuffed animals, pink and purple. A shelf held an assortment of dolls. The few books in the room had titles like The Double Daring Book for Girls and The Gamma Girls of Chagrin Falls: Lillie and Rose. Everything was perfect for a 10-year-old girl. 
As Malia walked her new purchase into that room, her voice was low and calm as she said, “I own you now, Diana. You’ll be my little slave girl who does everything I want. It’s too bad your parents made a mistake and thought you were a boy because it’s so very obvious that you’re a girl… but we’ll fix that. You’ll be my special little girl. You’ll do everything for me. You’ll obey me without question. Or else I’ll punish you. Do not argue with me. Do not tell me that you’re a boy, because I know better. Do not disobey me.”
She ran a hand over his still erect cock. “Diana is a naughty little girl with a boy part. If you’re good, I’ll let you keep it. In fact, I want you to keep it. You’ll meet some other girls with boy parts soon. It’s not so unusual, so you have to accept it. Someday soon I’ll tell you how I can tell you’re really a girl. For now, just accept it.” Her voice turned cold as she added, “If you fight it, it will just take longer to accept and I’ll have to punish you… over and over if I have to.”
Malia raised the top of the cage in the corner of the room. Then she lifted Diana and set her down in the space, guiding her to a kneeling position with her hands. Then she untied Diana’s hands and arms and removed her blindfold. With firm pressure, she pushed Diana to her hands and knees so she could lower the top of the cage and lock it in position. 
Diana looked around her surroundings, noting that she was unquestionably in a girl’s room. No sign of a toy car, a ball, or a toy gun. Everything was girlish. She also didn’t miss that from inside the cage even the girl’s toys… her toys… were out of reach. Looking up miserably, she told her mistress with her eyes that she didn’t understand what was going on. 
“I’m going away for a while,” said Malia. “You need to remember three things. First, I am your owner. You will call me Mistress when ever you speak to me. I am not your mother. I am not your teacher. I am not your friend. I am your Mistress. You are my slave, nothing but property. Second, as my property you will obey everything I say or else you’ll be punished. Too bad, but I know that sometime soon you will be a bad girl and then you’ll find out how serious I am about punishment.” Saying that, she put a wicked looking leather paddle on the floor where Diana could easily see it. “Third, you are a girl. If you do anything that is unladylike, I’ll punish you. So while I’m gone, I want you to think about something. When I return I’ll remove your gag and ask you what your name is. You will reply, ‘Mistress, my name is Diana.’ If you say anything else,” she nudged the paddle, “I’ll punish you.”
Diana reacted with surprise, shock, and fear as her Mistress laid out the rules. She understood slavery and understood it was against the law. Just that from inside the cage, she knew enough to not argue with her Mistress. The past few days had left her with little doubt that “these people,” her kidnappers and now her owner, considered slavery to be acceptable. She understood slavery was against the law, but understood these people ignored the law. Having her Mistress lay it out in such plain terms rocked her to the core. I’m a slave. Something she’d never thought possible. It just seemed too outrageous to be true, but then she was locked in a cage… pretty good proof that she was a slave. 
She understood the part about obedience. That was what slavery was all about. Hence, if she accepted that these people condoned slavery and she was a slave, then obedience followed. Her problem, that she hadn’t realized yet, was that things would be demanded of her that she couldn’t imagine. The menacing paddle sitting right in plain view made her promise herself to obey. Even though her Mistress had warned her that she’d soon be a bad girl, she didn’t believe that.  It did, however, frighten her to hear her Mistress so calmly and surely predict her future punishment. 
Obeying meant accepting that she was a girl. That was the most frightening thing of all. Her entire life, her ego, the way she thought about herself was based on being a boy. Calling her a girl changed everything and she couldn’t begin to understand what it meant to be a girl. Though she was certain that wasn’t true, it was obvious that her Mistress was equally certain it was. Skeptical of the promise of proof… what can my Mistress possibly offer as proof? … she still understood that she had to accept that she was a girl, at least outwardly, if she was to avoid punishment. 
The idea of becoming a girl was the closest the 10-year-old had ever come to a sexual thought. She thought about wearing dresses, playing with dolls, letting her hair grow even longer, and even growing boobs, the only outwardly feminine characteristic she knew of. For her, the thought of being a girl was little different from an older boy fantasizing about sex with a girl. She was becoming a girl. And that thought made her naughty boy part even naughtier. 
Leaving the frightened and confused little girl in the cage, Malia rose and went out the door. She shut it with a firm, but quiet click. Quiet to her, but loud and meaningful to Diana. 
It was late morning, almost lunchtime and Malia wanted to visit each of her new purchases before lunch. Her schedule was to train the older girl in the morning, the boy during the day, and her new little girl in the late afternoon and evening. She went next to Stacy, the only contact the girl would have with her Mistress on this first day, aside from meals. 
Stacy had some time to check out her new home. Without removing her blindfold or gag, she felt around the small space. It was already obvious she couldn’t stand. She turned to face the door she’d just come through and reached forward with her hands, finding the wall and the door, which by now was shut and locked. The small square opening was 18” by 18”, barely enough space to crawl through. She fumbled with the door briefly, realizing there wasn’t even a knob on the small door. Then she turned to her left and felt the wall there. It was smooth and featureless, smooth as glass. What her fingers told her was true. The entire wall was a window, 3 feet high and 6 feet long. 
She followed that wall to the back wall. The difference in texture of that wall from the side wall told her she wasn’t mistaken about the side wall. It was glass and the back wall was not. She followed the back wall to the corner and found the only furnishing in the room. It was a low, plastic bin, roughly 6 inches high, 2 feet wide and 2 feet long. As she felt around she found the top of the bin was open and the bin was filled with sand. To be more precise… she ran her fingers through it and then recoiled in shock. What’s going on? The small space, like a kennel. The small, locked door. Forced to stay on her hands and knees. And now the discovery of a kitty litter box in the corner. Is that where I’m supposed to go to the bathroom? I’m being treated like a cat? She reached forward again, confirming that the sand in the bin felt exactly like kitty litter as it ran through her fingers. 
Her exploration ended there. She didn’t bother to check out the other wall where she would have found a faucet, soap, wipes, and a trash chute. Instead, she withdrew to the opposite corner from the litter box and curled up. She needed some answers. She needed her Mistress to come and explain. She needed to be told that she wasn’t a pet. When her Mistress did come, it turned out to be a less than pleasant experience. 
Malia had been very specific in how her quarters aboard the Haven were to be set up. Rooms for two of the slaves and a Spartan kennel for her new pet. With one wall a window, she could look in on her pet any time she wanted. Her pet could see out as well, but unless her Mistress knelt down to peer in at her, all her pet would see were legs walking past between the master bedroom or bathroom and the sitting room or, almost always, nothing at all.  
The mistress squatted down where she could see her pet and watched the forlorn figure curled up, nearly pressing her cute little bottom against the glass, oblivious to the delectable view she presented. Then she pressed the intercom button. “How’s my pretty girl?” she asked, using a tone of voice unmistakably reserved for a beloved pet. She smiled at the reaction of her pet as the startled girl was jerked from her reverie and rose to her hands and knees, uncertain which direction to face. 
The microphone in her pet’s home sent no sound back to Malia, not so much as a whimper from the gagged girl. “I hope my pet likes her new home. I’ll have to get you a little bed to sleep in. Make sure you use the litter box in the corner. If you get your home messy, I’ll have to punish you. You know that even a kitty knows to use its litter box. I expect you to have the loyalty of a dog, the manners and carriage of a kitty, and the intelligence of a human… the perfect pet. As your owner, I expect obedience, instant obedience from my pet. Turn to your right, Snowball.”
She watched her pet carefully, noting that the reaction to her words was impassive, perhaps dumbfounded. Impassive up until her pet heard her new name, for it was delivered clearly as a name. Then the girl stiffened, visibly rejecting the new name. More than the words of her Mistress, the name told her what her true status was. 
“I know you understood me, Snowball. I just said I expect instant obedience and told you to turn to your right. Now I will have to punish you but… I do understand that perhaps you didn’t know I was speaking to you. Your name is Snowball. Now, Snowball, turn to your right.”
Snowball turned to her right, a full 90 degrees, and stopped. Since she’d been facing the door, the turn put her facing away from the window, giving Malia a perfect view of her pussy and ass. Absolutely gorgeous. Like peeking in on an unsuspecting, innocent little girl, except that this girl knows she’s being watched and will do anything I want. If not now, then soon.  “That’s a good girl,” she said. “That wasn’t so hard. So, now that you know your name, I do expect instant obedience.
“Since I do expect intelligence from you, I want you to listen to your rules. First, you may never speak again. For the rest of your life. You may make noises, cat noises, dog noises, whatever your clever little mind can come up with to communicate your agreement, your feelings, your needs. Just never a spoken word. I’ll leave the gag in for a while to remind you. I don’t want to punish my pretty little girl, but if you speak, then I will. Second, you will remain on your hands and knees. You may on occasion rise up to your knees and beg like a dog, but if I ever see you stand, I’ll punish you. Third, you will use the litter box to pee and poop. You do NOT want to find out what happens if I find pee or poop outside the litter box. Fourth, and last for now, you will obey every command without question and without hesitation. It doesn’t matter if you like it or not, you obey.” 
As Snowball listened to the rules, she didn’t move. It was obvious to Malia she was in shock, unable to respond as she accepted the horrifying input from her Mistress. Malia said, “Now, Snowball, keep your knees where they are. Keep your bottom up. Lean your head down and press your right cheek to the floor.” Mechanically, her pet responded, positioning her cute bottom up in the air, even more prominently displayed to her Mistress. 
“Be very careful, Snowball. Do not move an inch. Hold that position as I explain exactly what you are doing.” There was no movement inside the kennel. “I am directly behind you, watching you through a window. Right now I have a wonderful view of a pretty, hairless, virgin pussy and a cute, pert little ass.” She hoped, but was still amazed, that the girl didn’t move a muscle. “I like that view. You’re a good girl for showing me that. I’ll be back shortly with lunch. You may take a nap now.” She turned off the intercom, rose, and walked away, not even caring how her pet reacted now that she was allowed to relax. 
Snowball couldn’t help it. Her Mistress’ voice surprised her and without thinking she rose to her hands and knees, unseeing but very aware her Mistress was probably watching her. Instinctively she faced the door, expecting to be let out. As the reality of her abrupt and submissive response sank in, she regretted the reaction, but there was nothing to be done about it now. And the words and tone of voice, the first words she heard from her Mistress, made her blush. Pretty girl? Along with all the other evidence, it only reinforced the thought that dominated her mind. I’m a pet. Then her Mistress actually used the word… pet… so, it’s true. That’s all I am to her. 
Even when her Mistress confirmed that she was to use the litter box, she didn’t react. There was nothing to do. No way to respond. No escape from this hell. Her position was made clear. She was a human pet, with the behavior of dogs and cats to use as an example. It might be funny. It might be a game. But it was neither. It was horrifyingly real. Then she heard the word Snowball. The use of the word… her body tensed in protest, wanting to pretend she hadn’t heard what she just heard. I’m not just a pet. I’m a pet named Snowball. Just like in Stuart Little, she thought. A house pet. A cute little cuddly house pet. The image also brought out the insulting image of a stupid pet. Fear and confusion outweighed the insult and indignity. She didn’t want to obey, but she turned to her right as instructed. 
And the rules. She felt weak in her knees, a punch to her stomach. No speaking. No standing. Ever. If she gave in to that, she’d truly cease to be a girl and become just a human pet. Yet, at the moment, she saw no alternative. For one thing, she could neither speak nor stand where she was. She was unwillingly acting the role of pet already. Using the litter box was a foregone conclusion. If she wasn’t let out to use a toilet, then the box was her only choice. She didn’t even need the rule. She understood the consequences. At least the consequence of having pee and poop on the floor of her very small living space. She’d use the box, not because of the rule but out of necessity. 
Huh? she wondered as she was commanded to lean forward and press her cheek to the floor. She didn’t have the will to resist the command. She didn’t want to test her limits in the first minutes of meeting her Mistress. She was a good girl who did as she was told… for her parents, for her teachers… at least without much rebellion at her age. She followed the instructions, not wanting to give a bad first impression. Even when her Mistress explained exactly what was happening… why she was position so… showing off her privates, she didn’t move. Blood rushed to her face, coloring her crimson, but she didn’t move. It’s already too late. I’ve done it. My Mistress is staring. I’m owned by a lesbian. Where she’d only minutes before felt the sexuality of her situation fade, now it came back in full force. 
Long after her mistress left her, she stayed in that position, letting her knees slowly slide wider and back until her tummy was pressed against the floor. She squirmed to her left, so her bottom wasn’t facing the window and cried. She’d thought that three days of captivity had prepared her for the worst. She’d thought that her Mistress would be an improvement over Mrs. Wilson. Now she knew her Mistress was different than Mrs. Wilson. She might never feel the gagging indignity of having a feeding tube rammed down her throat, but there were far greater indignities in store for her. A lifetime of living like an animal. 
As her pet relived her horror and humiliation, Malia had already moved on to her boy. Entering his room, she watched as Jake rolled to his stomach to hide his cock. It gave her an excellent view of his little boy bottom, slender and round. He wore nothing but a G-string and the strap ran up the crack of his ass so there was nothing hidden from her view at this angle. “My, my,” she said. “Such a pretty boy.” He visibly stiffened at her voice, a female admiring his nudity. 
He turned his head to face her. “Where am I?”
“Silence,” she snapped. “You do not have permission to speak.”  She was pleased that he instantly shut his mouth and didn’t repeat the question. The contrite look on his face told her that he didn’t even expect an answer to his question.
“You need to understand some simple ideas,” she told her slave. “First, you are my slave. I’m sure you heard the auction outside as I bought you for $100,000. That’s a lot of money and I hope you’re worth it. You are a slave who will obey everything I say without question. If you accept your role as my slave, you will become my favored slave. I will pamper you and lavish affection on you. But you must prove yourself to me first.”
She sat on the bed and rolled him to his back. He put up a hint of resistance, perhaps really just a momentary lack of understanding of her intent because he then rolled easily. She ran a hand over his smooth chest. “Your name is Beau.” She did indeed expect that he would be her beau, a male companion who would satisfy her, share her bed, command his sibling slaves, and be with her always… at least until he was too old. “Your first rule is that you may only say yes, mistress; no, mistress; this one does not understand, mistress; and this one does not know, mistress. Do not forget to add mistress to the end of every response. Even when you are allowed to say more than that, do not forget to call me mistress.” She reached behind his head and unstrapped the gag and pulled it and his blindfold off, but placed a hand over his eyes. “Keep your eyes closed,” she said. “I would prefer not to punish you, Beau. Especially not on the first day.” She figured that was asking too much, but she definitely wanted to let him know that she’d punish him reluctantly. “Do rest assured that I will punish you for disobedience though.” She kept her voice soft and gentle. Peter had laughed at her when she said she would try to seduce her beau into slavery rather than beat him down, but she still wanted to try it. 
“Repeat the four things that I said you’re allowed to say.”
“Ummm… no, mistress… yes, mistress… this… one does not know, mistress… and… this one… ummm… is not sure, mistress?” He was confident about the first three, but the fourth he knew he got wrong since his voice rose in question at the end. 
“No, Beau, the last one is this one does not understand. I know it means about the same thing, but I don’t want you choosing your own words. Say them all again.” This time he repeated them flawlessly. “Excellent,” she said, caressing his chest again. 
“Yes, mistress,” he answered. 
“This is your new home,” she told him. “Every boy and girl on the Haven, the ship we live on, is a slave like you. Some have mean masters or mistresses. You have me. I am firm, but fair. You do what you’re told and you’ll be treated well. I understand that you may make mistakes, like you just did with what you’re allowed to say. I accept mistakes… once. If you continue to make the same mistake, you’ll be punished. If you are disobedient, difficult, or willful, your life will be miserable. Do you understand that you and you alone will determine your treatment? You will determine if I am mean or kind?”
“Yes, mistress.”
“Excellent,” she said. “Now let me see what I bought.” She pulled off the last tiny bit of clothing that he had to expose his young cock. Gently she stroked it, enjoying his reaction. He blushed as she fondled him, even more when his cock grew in her hand. “That’s very nice,” she said. “That’s what I expect out of my Beau. I’ll teach you how to use that to please me. Oh yes, I’ll teach you many ways to please me.” 
Taking her hand from his cock, she said, “Open your eyes, Beau, and look at me.”
As he’d heard the door, Jake instinctively rolled to his stomach. With his arms tied behind him, he couldn’t do anything else to protect himself from the unseen. His life had turned upside down in a matter of minutes a few days ago and he wanted to go home. Questions ran through his head. Who’s here? What do they want? What’s going on? And the one question he felt brave enough to ask came out tentatively. “Where am I?” At the command to be silent, he clamped his mouth shut, very afraid that he’d just earned three more force fed meals even though he knew this was not Mrs. Wilson. He expected different rules, but there is still a ban on speaking. 
As his mistress introduced herself, he wondered, how much trouble am I in? He was surprised to hear her voice was low and warm, giving him the sense that he wasn’t in trouble. She explained his status as her slave and he was suitably impressed at the sum of money she’d paid for him. The thought of being pampered by a woman was appealing. It even sounded better than being at home. His parents loved him, but he was not pampered and affection was not lavished on him. Still, he definitely understood that there was a catch to it. How do I prove myself?
She said his name and he heard, “Your name is Bo.” Even if he’d known it was spelled otherwise, the word beau would not have meant to him what it meant to her. When challenged he repeated the four things he was allowed to say, getting it right on the second try. Again he noticed that he wasn’t to be punished for the error. But the talk promptly turned to punishment and he understood he wasn’t allowed to keep making that same error. 
For him the word slave was an abstract thought until his mistress simply pulled off the G-string to expose his wiener. She hadn’t asked permission or even warned him. At that moment, he knew how she defined slavery. The rules said she didn’t have to ask or warn. He felt the hot blush of shame as she admired him and even touched him there. He’d only recently noticed his cock could get hard, but hadn’t noticed it could throb and feel good when it did. He certainly didn’t want to have it happen in front of a woman, a complete stranger. His embarrassment faded as he heard her talk about it, telling him in so many words that his wiener was behaving just as she expected. Please her? How?
Finally allowed to open his eyes, he did and gaped. His mistress was not a wicked witch. She was… gorgeous. She was young. She looked so… loving. His mouth moved a couple of times before he managed to croak out, “Yes, mistress.” She smiled back at him, amused at his reaction. He wanted nothing more than to please her. “How do I…” he stopped in horror as her look switched from loving to disapproving. “I’m sorry, mistress,” he said. 
“Stop, Beau,” she commanded, putting a finger to his lips. “Before you get in more trouble. That is not a mistake I can allow. I told you that you’d be punished for disobedience and I know you understood the four things you’re allowed to say. You’d think me a poor mistress if I let you get away with something like that. If I’m going to teach you to behave, then I have to be consistent. If I say I’ll punish you, then I will. If I say I’ll reward you, then I will.”
She reached into a pocket and pulled out a key. Unlocking a drawer under his bed, she got wrist and ankle cuffs specially sized for an 11-year-old boy. She put them on him, then pulled out more cuffs for his knees and elbows and put them on. Finally, she replaced his ball gag, but without the blindfold. He watched fearfully as she bound his limbs in leather and he opened his mouth obediently for the gag. After that he was helpless to resist as she clipped his wrist and elbow cuffs together and untied the ropes on his arms. 
There was a punishment room right off her sitting area and in that room she’d had a spanking horse built that looked just like the one Peter had put her on several times. She scooped up the light little boy and carried him to the room. Sitting him astraddle the horse, she adjusted the platforms for his legs so his knees and feet barely reached them and then cuffed his knees and ankles to the platforms. She laid him forward so his chest rested on the center bolster of the horse and then adjusted the forward platforms so his forearms rested on them. Cuffing his wrists and elbows in place, she surveyed her helpless slave. He had put up no resistance and not spoken, not even to plead for mercy. The look of horror in his eyes was wonderful once he was naked and helpless and the purpose of his position sank in. She showed him the leather strap that was about to be used on him and rubbed his bare bottom. “In case you didn’t think I was serious about punishment, this will let you know that I am. Perhaps you had no idea what kind of punishment I had in mind. You are going to get three strokes with this strap on your cute little bare ass. It will hurt… a lot. And I’m being lenient since this is your first time.” With that, she hung the strap on the wall three feet in front of him. “I’ll be back shortly to tan your hide.” As she left the room, she heard the clink of his cuffs in the D-rings of the horse as he struggled to get free. 
It was lunchtime and she needed to feed her other two slaves. She remembered how she’d felt when Peter had told her meal time would be delayed because of her disobedience. She didn’t think that would work with Beau on his first ever punishment, so she didn’t let his punishment interfere with their lunch. 
While waiting for her own slaves to be kidnapped and brought to her, she’d learned it was enjoyable to take care of slaves, but it didn’t compare to taking care of her very own slaves. She was looking forward to fixing them good food, but for now, she had prepared what she considered the traditional meal for a new slave… oatmeal. Going to the kitchen, she stirred it and then ladled out a nice portion of oatmeal into three bowls. She’d prepared it before the auction, so it was already properly cold.  
Diana perked up and turned toward the door as she heard it open. The cage was small, but so was she and though she couldn’t stretch all the way out, it was enough room that she wasn’t feeling cramped. Being alone had given her time to think about her new position as slave to a woman. She was too frightened to do anything but huddle in the cage. There was not even a thought about trying to escape since she didn’t know where she could go that was safe. 
Being a slave didn’t seem all that hard. She didn’t know what was expected of her, but staying out of trouble seemed simple. If she did what she was told, then she’d be fine. There was just the issue of becoming a girl. It wasn’t true. She wasn’t a girl. She didn’t know if she could pretend very good. She wasn’t quite sure what it meant to be a girl. What if I mess up? Do I have to be prissy like Heather, who always wore dresses, or could I be a tomboy like Marilyn? That would be easier. 
She looked up at her mistress, determined to be a good girl for now. When her mistress asked her what her name was, she replied, “Mistress, my name is Diana.” The look she got from her mistress made it worth saying. She’d been so worried that she’d say it wrong, but it came out just fine and her mistress smiled at her. 
“Good girl, Diana,” said Malia. “I didn’t want to punish you, so it makes me happy that you remembered. Now, you must be hungry. I’ll go get your lunch.” 
Her mistress was only gone for a few seconds, so she knew her lunch had been waiting close by. Her mistress opened the front of her cage and slid in a bowl of food. She stared at the oatmeal for a few seconds. It wasn’t her first choice for lunch, but she did like oatmeal. 
“You’re going to eat it with your fingers, Diana,” said Malia. “I know it’s not very ladylike, but my new slave doesn’t get a spoon. You’ll have to earn a spoon by being a good girl for a couple of days. That means more than just remembering your name.” She sat down in the chair in Diana’s room. The chair existed only for Malia. Diana would learn soon enough that she didn’t get to sit in chairs anymore.
As a 10-year-old boy, eating oatmeal with fingers was not allowed by mom and dad, but not disgusting like an adult might consider it. Diana shrugged and took a fingerful of food, shoving it into her mouth. She ate quickly, finishing the bowl of stiff, pasty cereal in minutes. Then Malia offered her a straw through the bars of the cage and the girl sucked down the cup of water. Taking away the bowl and cup, Malia said, “I’ll be back in a couple of hours. You are not allowed to pee or poop in your cage. Wait for me to come back to take care of that.”
Diana blushed at the mention of pee and poop. She hadn’t even thought about that yet. She found it embarrassing that her mistress could mention her use of the toilet so casually. And to suggest that she might pee or poop in the cage? How could her mistress even think she’d do something as gross as that? Of course she’d wait. 
Left alone again, she started to wonder if waiting for her mistress to let her pee and poop meant that her mistress would take her to the bathroom and watch. Would a slave be allowed privacy? Did her mistress trust her alone and free? For indeed, the only way she imagined peeing and pooping was in a bathroom using a toilet unsupervised. 
Her previous stretch alone in the cage had been just half an hour. For the afternoon, the hours stretched on and on. For the little girl, it didn’t take long to get bored. Her fright went away as boredom set in and she tried the cage from all angles, seeing if there was any chance of escape. Of course there was none, so the little girl huddled in the cage waiting for her mistress to return. She hoped it wouldn’t be too much longer. 
Malia knew it was going to be a little awkward to keep her slaves apart. It meant she would train each one separately for just a few hours a day. It also meant she had to feed them one at time. However, it was important to her that each slave feel very alone for now, without the support of siblings. She was also looking forward to the moment when she brought them back together and they learned they were all slaves with different purposes in their mistress’ life. There was a lot of work to be done between now and then, oh how she looked forward to the first time Diana took Snowball for a walk out on deck.
Next she took a bowl of oatmeal to her new pet. Snowball’s kennel consisted of the enclosed area where she was now. The six foot by six foot by three foot high space was where she would stay when she was not in training. The small door leading out of the enclosed kennel led to an outer kennel that consisted of a cabin wall on three sides and wire mesh on the other side. It was the same size as the enclosed kennel, except that the ceiling was normal height. The girl would be able to stand in the outer kennel or tear down the mesh side or even leap over the four foot mesh, so she wouldn’t be allowed to stay in it alone until the ideas of standing or escaping were trained out of her. 
Malia entered the outer kennel, set down the dish of food, and stepped up to the door to the pet’s enclosed kennel. Unlocking it, she slid it open and called in. “Come out, Snowball. Mommy has your lunch for you.” She waited patiently, hearing the sounds of movement inside. First she saw hands tentatively feeling for the opening and then the beautiful, slender little girl crawled out on her hands and knees. “Stop there, Snowball.” Then she reached down and removed Snowball’s head harness, gag, and blindfold. 
At the announcement of lunch, Snowball realized her stomach was rumbling. Hungry and eager to get out of the kennel, she didn’t hesitate to respond to the call. Fumbling for the door, she came out and stopped as commanded. She didn’t think of her actions as being submissively obedient; she was being practical. With her blindfold removed, she looked up at her mistress with much the same reaction as Beau. How can this beautiful woman with a kind face be a cruel mistress? Surely she’s not serious about me being a pet forever. Then her mistress reached down and petted her head. “Good girl,” said Malia. With that, Snowball realized appearances were deceiving. Her mistress looked kind because she’d behaved… she’d been a good girl. 
“Eat your lunch,” said Malia, pointing at the food dish on the floor. Diana’s lunch had been in a cereal bowl, looking like lunch for a human. Snowball’s lunch was in a plastic dog dish. Crossing her arms, Malia looked sternly at her hesitant pet. She already had Beau ready for punishment, she didn’t want to give Snowball the chance to disobey, too. “Don’t forget you’re a pet,” she said. “You may not use your hands to eat.” Malia was very aware that the girl was completely unfettered. If Snowball chose to be defiant, it would be hard to manage her. 
Still uncertain of what she’d gotten into, Snowball was not ready to defy her mistress. At least not with all the might and energy it would take to fight for her freedom. All she could muster was a questioning look, a look of hope that her mistress was joking about everything. Her hope was crushed by the scowl on her mistress’ face. She moved over to the dish and put her face into it, blushing with shame as she did. At first she could get mouthfuls of the cold cereal. Then as she ate, she had to resort to lapping up stray clumps. Finally, when it got down to licking the bowl clean, she decided the last bits weren’t worth the trouble. She looked up at her mistress to indicate she was done. 
“Good girl, Snowball,” said Malia, again patting her pet on the head. She was very pleased at her encounters with her pet. The girl was being very cooperative. “I have ways to punish you that you won’t like at all, so I’m happy that I don’t have to do any of those. In fact, I won’t put your gag and blindfold back on either. That’s what Snowball gets for being a good girl.” She pointed at the door to the enclosed area. “Now go back inside.”
Snowball looked at the opening in the wall and then back at her mistress. Going back in that space was something that she didn’t want to do. But her mistress had just called her a good girl. Feeling a sense of pride at pleasing the woman, she didn’t want to disappoint her mistress now. The threat of punishment had been made, followed by what sounded like she was being rewarded instead. She made a little whining noise, careful not to form words, to indicate she wasn’t happy and would like to continue to be a good girl on the outside. However, she did not press it and when her whine was met with a firm gaze, she crawled back through the door. A water dish was pushed in behind her and she heard the door shut and lock behind her. 
Without the blindfold, she could appraise her accommodations better. For the first time she saw the low sink and faucet, soap dispenser, wipes and door to the trash chute. At least she was given the chance to be sanitary. The offensive litter box was still in the corner and she checked it out, gauging it large enough to serve its demeaning purpose. Not sure if it was allowed, she picked up the water dish and drank from it rather than put her face to it and try to lap up water. She spent a lot of time at the window, peering up and down the hall outside her kennel. Her mistress walked by a couple of times during the next few hours, giving her the miserable feeling of being utterly ignored. As the window lost its fascination and she curled up, trying to keep her mind occupied with something other than her dreadful future. 
With Snowball fed, Malia returned to Beau. Feeding the other two slaves had not taken that long, just half an hour. It was enough time for the boy to suffer over his upcoming punishment. Back in a few minutes to tan your hide. Not just spank me, but tan my hide. The strap looked vicious, giving him the impression of a whip that could do more than tan his hide. He jerked against the restraints, trying to escape. He didn’t know what he’d do if he could get free, but he’d figure that out once he got out of the infernal leather cuffs. He just never had to figure out the rest of his escape plan because he never came close to getting off the horse. 
As time ticked by, he became more and more aware of how his bare bottom was positioned perfectly for the spanking. Focusing on somehow making it less vulnerable, he discovered his hips and, therefore his bottom, wouldn’t move more than an inch. After 20 minutes he was frantic, whining and whimpering as he tugged mightily and fruitlessly against the leather and metal that held him secure. 
As she opened the door of the punishment room, Malia saw Beau redouble his efforts to protect his very vulnerable bottom. The poor lad was frantic and she feared he would hurt himself. Still, it went beyond exciting to see him so desperate. She felt a stir in the pit of her stomach and stopped to watch him for a few seconds. Her clit definitely took notice of the boy’s vulnerability and his nearly panicked awareness of it. She took several deep breaths to calm herself before walking into the room and putting a hand on his back. 
“Calm down, Beau,” she said, pleased to see that those words seemed to affect his surrender to the inevitable now that she was there and the punishment was about to commence. “You’ve had plenty of time to learn that you can’t escape.” She rubbed his smooth, pert bottom. “Plenty of time to realize you can’t stop me from spanking you. A smart boy like you should know that it’s time to hold still and take your medicine.” 
She retrieved the strap from where it hung on the wall, but wasn’t going to use it yet. “You should put your efforts into making sure you don’t get put here again. Remember you’re about to be strapped because you said things you’re not supposed to say. There are four things you’re allowed to say.” She repeated them for his benefit. He needed to know why he was being punished and what to do in the future to prevent it. “Now, I expect once you have an idea what kind of punishment I can give you, you’ll be much more obedient.”
With that, she stepped away from him into a position to strap him. He looked back at her, his eyes wide with fear. Raising the strap, she aimed carefully and struck him firm and hard with the stiff leather. “Eeeaaaaaaaa,” he screamed, a little muffled by the gag. Malia admired the 2-inch wide strip of red that she’d just painted across the top center of his bottom. From his perspective, she might as well set his bottom on fire. He jumped and squirmed, trying again to get away even though he knew it was impossible. From her perspective, his little body seemed to explode into isometric strain against the cuffs and rings. She felt a glorious tingle start in her pussy as she watched the boy demonstrate his helplessness. The look of pure horror that he gave her was icing on the erotic cake. He seemed incredulous at the thought, two more like that?
His eyes fixed on the strap as she raised it again. It snapped down quickly and his eyes followed it to its dreaded destination. He was screaming even before it struck, going up an octave and doubling in decibels when the strap made contact. Again he practically tried to leap into the air accompanied by the jingling of rings. She’s inhuman! All I did was say the wrong thing! He cursed her, plotting revenge, escape, and defiance all at once. 
A 4-inch wide stripe of red now adorned the boy’s otherwise white bottom. Malia could imagine the pain, the fire that he felt. After just two strokes with the strap, she felt wet between her legs. She’d had the chance to spank Precious, Amy, Autumn, and Annabelle for fun, but never struck a slave for punishment before. All he did was say the wrong thing! My rules are his life. It was intoxicating.  She raised the strap for the third stroke and paused, drinking in the fear in the boy’s eyes and then focusing her attention on his ass, waiting so patiently and helplessly for the strap, in direct contrast to his inner feelings. Once more she brought the strap down almost as hard as she could, adding another 2-inch stripe so that now his entire bottom was red. 
Finally she set aside the strap and put a hand to his hot, bright red bottom. “I hope you’ve learned your lesson,” she said. The glare she received in reply told her that the boy might receive many more of those before he learned submission. It also warned her that she could not let him completely free until he had learned his place. The glare spoke of rebellion seething in his mind. She appreciated now how Peter had never had her unfettered for even a moment. 
There was more to the lesson than the spanking. Right now he was reeling from the burning lashing that he’d received and it was time to show him the flip side… what lay in store for the well behaved slave. Stepping in front of him, she slowly removed her clothes. Sandals… blouse… shorts. His eyes were wide with amazement as she stripped down to her underwear. He held his breath as she reached back and undid the catch of her bra. Without hesitation or embarrassment, she shed that garment to give him a full view of her tits. Finally, she slid down her panties. Though she did it in front of him, she wasn’t doing it for him. She was simply preparing to use her slave. She didn’t pose at the end, but also didn’t make any attempt to hide herself from a slave’s eyes. It would soon be his duty to pleasure her body, so he had to become comfortable with and knowledgeable of every curve and every response. 
“You’ve gotten me all excited,” she said. “I love spanking you. Such a handsome, cute little boy and so sexy, too. All naked and waiting for me to play with. I don’t suppose you know anything at all about fucking.” The look of astonishment just at her use of the word told her that she was right. He had the innocence that she wanted. It was fun to tease him with her words and her body. She started to make little circles in her pussy, watching his eyes follow the motion, wide with surprise and curiosity. Adding to that caresses and squeezes of her tits, the slave didn’t know where to look. For several minutes she worked on her clit until she was nearly ready to cum. All the while he drank in the vision before him.
She walked around him, stopping behind him to fish out the hard cock that was trapped under his body. She pulled it back and free, stroking it with her hand gently. “This is what you use to fuck. Your cock,” she said. “And you put it in my pussy. That’s fucking. I’ll teach you. If you’re good, I’ll let you enjoy it. If not… you’ll learn a new kind of punishment.” It was already hard when she started and her brief attention to it made it throb and him squirm with embarrassment. 
Leaving his cock, she walked back in front of him, still fingering herself. “I’ll want you to learn how to do this,” she said. “I’m betting you haven’t even seen a naked woman before, let alone touched one. You’d like to though. All boys your age want to see and touch.” 
There was no doubt that Beau was no exception. The chance to stare at her all he wanted was unbelievable. His eyes were all over her body. She was tantalizingly close, yet unreachable, untouchable. Having her touch him was embarrassing, but he’d never felt anything like that. When she’d touched his cock it had felt wonderful. As she guessed, he’d never seen a naked woman or touched one or had one touch him. He’d never even been aware of his cock as a sexual thing. So far it had only served as the faucet for his pee, but she made it so much more. Then as quickly as she started, she stopped and moved in front of him again. Now as he watched he was very aware of the exquisite throb of his cock. He wanted her to touch it again. 
Malia could see her slave reacting to the new sensations with pleasure. In minutes he’d forgotten all about his anger and resentment, replaced with young lust and desire. 
As she fingered herself, he wondered at the moans she made. It almost looked like it hurt, but she kept doing it. At other times it looked like the best feeling in the world and he wanted to know how it felt. Standing right in front of him, she came with a loud gasp and a shudder. He didn’t even notice that he was inhaling deeply, catching and enjoying her scent. 
So wonderful to have a slave at my mercy who could drive me to arousal just by being there with a red hot bottom, innocent eyes of wonder, and a virgin cock. It was time to involve him in the moment. She removed his gag and put her fingers to his mouth. “Suck on them, Beau,” she said. His nose wrinkled in disgust. “I know it’s a surprise, Beau,” she said. “They’ll taste good and besides, if you don’t… well, you’re all ready for a spanking again. Don’t disobey me now.”
Without losing the look of disgust, he opened his mouth and let her put her wet fingers in. They rubbed on his tongue and the scent, now under his nose and in his mouth, was intoxicating. Closing his lips, he sucked on the two fingers in her mouth, looking up at her with surprise. She wasn’t kidding. They taste good and… uh oh, my wiener… cock… feels... incredible. He didn’t know what to make of the feeling, except that it was practically like his cock was tasting the fingers and his cock really, really liked the taste. 
“Good boy, Beau,” said Malia. He’d hated the stick and adored the carrot, so now it was up to him to decide which path to take. Just one more thing to do. She walked behind him again, grinning at the sight of the erect cock as it twitched with a mind of its own. Taking it in her hand, she pumped up and down the shaft. His moans told her she wouldn’t have to work very hard. 
As his mistress went behind him, Beau had a mixture of embarrassment and want. He could tell his cock was hard and even jerking around with no control. Oh my God, she’ll see it. Will she touch it? She shouldn’t. It’s naughty. But she will. I know she will. And I want her to. I want to see what happens when she does. He sighed as she stroked him, but that little moment of relaxed bliss didn’t last very long. Embarrassment was erased by the desire that she stroked into him. His body tensed along with his cock and his hips started to hump against the punishment horse.  
In seconds he came, shooting his first ever load of cum out onto the floor where she had his cock pointed. “Aaaaaaaa,” he gasped in surprise as the feeling of warmth and wonder filled his entire body. It was like she was touching him everywhere at once. The rings holding him to the horse jangled as loud as when he’d tried to escape. “Jesus Christ,” he yelled, surprised at his outburst. Her hand kept stroking him and he became aware he was shooting something out of his cock as she stroked. Then the moment was gone and he lay panting on the horse. 
Malia dipped her fingers into the boy’s cum, wiping some of it up off the floor and went in front of him again. “Suck my fingers again, Beau,” she said. He didn’t hesitate this time. The taste was different, not as good, but still the scent and taste were arousing. She wiped his cock clean and wiped up the rest of the cum. “Rest there, Beau,” she said, leaving him to think about what just happened. 
For a few minutes, Beau just hugged the horse with a big smile on his face. Not that he was conscious of either hugging or smiling; he was just lost in euphoria. As his senses returned, he thought about the few minutes he’d spent with his mistress. The spanking, her orgasm, and his orgasm hadn’t taken very long, but it had been intense and eye opening. He wanted more of the pleasures he’d never known existed until his mistress took the time to show him. While the spanking made him want to run away, the taste of potential rewards did more to earn his loyalty than anything. 
It was supposed to be wrong for her to take off her clothes. It was supposed to be wrong for him to look. It was supposed to be wrong for her to touch him like that. Then why did it feel so good? He wanted to see her again and feel her hands on him. This world where slavery was allowed had other new rules or lack of rules that were enticing. There was so much he wanted to ask his mistress, to understand what had just happened. If she’d been there he would have bubbled over with enthusiasm that only would have gotten him spanked again and more severely this time. And in a few more minutes he realized just that. I can’t ask the questions. Only four things I’m allowed to say. How do I ask for more? How do I find out how to please her? 
Another few minutes passed and she brought him lunch. It was cold oatmeal that she spooned into his mouth as he still lay straddling the horse. Cold oatmeal and warm water. It wasn’t as good as the food that Mrs. Wilson fed him, but where Mrs. Wilson fed him as a duty, his mistress fed him with a personal touch and kindness. 
The time that Malia allowed for Beau to recover from the new experiences was carefully planned. She knew roughly how long it would take for him to calm down to the point that he wouldn’t forget his place and get himself in more trouble. She spent the time considering her three slaves now that they’d all had lunch. Their training would begin in earnest tomorrow. Snowball would get the morning. She’d spend several hours with Beau in the middle of the day and then Diana would be trained in the evening. She relished the challenge of training three slaves at once, each to a different goal. There would be brief overlaps when she had them together, but she would make sure neither slave knew who the other slave was until she was ready. 
Triple Fun
By Kenna
Chapter Three – Training Snowball
(d/s, bd, oral, inc)
Left alone for the afternoon, Snowball tried to keep her mind off her current situation. Her thoughts of other things just kept leading her back to the six by six kennel, the requirement to remain on her hands and knees, and the restriction against speech… a life as some sick woman’s pet. Never again would she see her parents. Never again would she see her brothers. Never again would she go to school, do gymnastics, or anything remotely normal. 
Ironically the 12-year-old was smugly proud of being called “teacher’s pet” at school. She liked school, she liked her teachers, and she liked pleasing her teachers. She just wasn’t the rebellious type. Her attitude was keeping her out of trouble; so far she just hadn’t been able to bring herself to disobey her owner. She didn’t know how much longer she could take this treatment, though. 
Midway through the afternoon she finally faced the terrible fact that she needed to go to the bathroom and all she had was a litter box. She held it as long as she could only because the act seemed too dehumanizing and she didn’t want to feel that way. With a choice of peeing on the floor or in the box, she looked at the window and hoped her mistress didn’t come by at precisely the wrong moment. Then she situated herself straddling the box. Pausing, she rose up and dug a hole in the sand, thinking that cats dug a hole for a reason. Then she peed into the box, humiliated beyond words as she relieved her desperate need. When she was finished, she buried the big pee ball she’d just made in the litter. At least after that she was able to pat herself dry with toilet paper, go to the sink, and wash her hands. The sink was set into the floor with the faucet just inches above floor level. That forced her to rest on her elbows at the sink’s edge as she washed… uncomfortable, but it worked. 
As the afternoon dragged on, she wanted her mistress to come back. What is my mistress doing that’s so important? What’s the point of having a pet if you’re going to ignore it… me? Does she expect any more than for me to sit in this kennel? She got angry at her mistress, mainly for ignoring her rather than the absurd notion of owning her. After her mistress walked by again, Snowball moved to lay right up against the glass so she couldn’t be missed. 
The next time her mistress walked by, Snowball brightened as her mistress stopped and bent down to wave at her. She couldn’t hear her mistress’ words, but her lips clearly said, “Good girl, Snowball.” That was it. Stunned, she crawled away from the window, too crushed to beg for more attention. Her mistress hadn’t forgotten about her. She’s intentionally ignoring me. 
When it was finally dinner time, Snowball had plenty of questions to ask. She even had demands… sort of. It depended on the answers to her questions. Then as she looked up at her mistress, the words stuck in her throat. Her mistress had threatened punishment for speaking and she didn’t know if it was worth it. What if she asked questions and made demands and her mistress didn’t answer the questions and ignored her demands? She’d get punished for speaking and be no better off than she was now. Putting her questions aside for now, she hoped that soon her mistress would answer them without them being asked. Surely sometime soon she’d learn what was going on and why, what was expected of her, and when she’d eventually be treated like a real person again. That was what weighed heavily on her mind… what did she have to do to be respected as a person?
So, instead of getting herself in trouble, she chickened out, ate her bland dinner and drank the warm water. Not only did her mistress not scold her for picking up the water bowl and drinking from it, she said, “That’s a clever girl. Hard to drink your water any other way.” 
Her mistress refilled her water bowl and pushed it into the enclosed kennel. “Now get back inside. Mommy will have some time to spend with you tomorrow.” The condescending tone, speaking about herself in the third person, and calling herself mommy was exactly how Snowball imagined her owner would speak to a beloved pet. 
Forcing herself to ignore the condescension, Snowball looked up at her “mommy” with a pleasant expression at the thought of spending time with her. Beloved pet felt better than poor little girl trapped in a nightmare world. Mommy sounded better than mistress. Perhaps some questions would be answered. She was getting so tired of being alone. Reluctantly she went back into her kennel, heartened by the thought of getting attention tomorrow. 
Malia smiled as she shut and locked the door to Snowball’s kennel, securing her in for the night. The look on her pet’s face was incredible. The girl had actually looked comforted by the promise of spending time with her mistress. Not exactly ecstatic, but comfortable was more than she’d expected on the first night. 
Two hours later, Malia returned to Snowball’s kennel. Her pet was curled up in the middle of the room, apparently sleeping. She opened the door and called out, “Snowball, I have something for you.” She heard Snowball stir and then said, “First, take this and clean your litter box.” Without waiting for a response, she handed in a scoop and a plastic bag. “Scoop out your messes and put them in the bag. Drop the bag down the trash chute. Hand me back the scoop.”
Staring at the scoop and the bag for a few seconds as they dangled in the doorway, Snowball was surprised, yet decided she shouldn’t be. Who did I think was going to clean it? There was only one “mess” in the box so far, yet she was grateful to know the box would be kept clean. She took the tools and cleaned up her mess and then handed back the scoop, politely handle first without even thinking about it. 
“Good girl,” said Malia and then she pushed a neatly folded blanket through the door. “Mommy doesn’t want you getting cold,” she said to her pet. “Good night. Sweet dreams.”
How ironic, thought Snowball. Sweet dreams while I’m locked in a cage. Still, the blanket offered her warmth and the first chance to cover herself since the auction. Wrapping herself up in the coarse blanket, she thought about her woman calling herself mommy. Snowball didn’t want to call her mommy, but that was the only name she had for her. Eventually she managed to get back to sleep. 
Snowball’s First Full Day 
In the morning, Snowball was half awake when her mistress came for her. Thinking it was probably just breakfast, she was happy to hear her mistress say, “After breakfast, mommy is going to pamper you. You’ll learn that it’s nice to be my pet. We’re going to get your hair done and a few other things. First, hand me your blanket.” Just like that Snowball had nothing to hide behind again. 
Breakfast turned out to be warm oatmeal with apples and cinnamon, making her think that she’d earned better food just by behaving properly. That was, in fact, exactly why she was getting a hot breakfast today. Malia had expected Snowball to have earned punishment by now, but the girl had been so complacent that the mistress was very pleased. “A clever pet realized she can drink from the bowl, so mommy will let a clever pet decide how to eat her breakfast.”
She’d eaten with her face in the bowl yesterday because she’d been ordered to eat that way. With some flexibility, but notably no utensils, she picked up the bowl, raised it to her face, and then set it back down. Picking up the bowl to her face wasn’t much different than how she’d eaten yesterday. Leaving the bowl on the floor, she dipped her fingers into the cereal and scooped up bites to put in her mouth. As she ate, she looked up at her approving mistress and wondered when the time would be right for her to start asking questions. It just didn’t seem that right now was the right time. 
When she finished breakfast, her mistress collected the food and water dishes. “Now it’s time for our outing,” said her mistress. 
But, I have to pee. She wished she’d taken care of that before she came out, but she didn’t think she’d had a choice. How could she communicate her need to her mistress without words? It was the first real challenge to the no speaking rule. She couldn’t just rush back into her cage and pee in the box with her mistress expecting an outing. Turning to face the door, she scratched at the wall to indicate her need to go back inside. 
Malia smiled and even chuckled reassuringly. “Of course, Snowball,” she said, understanding the action perfectly. Scratching at the door by any other pet would indicate a need to go outside to go potty, so the action by her pet made sense. “Go do your business and come right back out.” 
Snowball crawled back into the kennel, dug a hole in the litter, and turned around to pee. She was absolutely mortified to see her mistress watching her through the window. Blushing, she peed despite the audience. She even went through the routine of burying the pee. Aware her mistress was still watching, she blotted herself dry and washed her hands. Then she crawled back out. 
Her mistress stood over her as she crawled out on her hands and knees. “Hold still, Snowball,” said the calm, soothing voice of her mistress. She felt her hands pulled up behind her and she was gently laid down with her cheek to the floor. The cuffs on her wrists, just for show up until now, clicked together and she was bound before she knew it. Her elbow, ankle, and knee cuffs were snapped together as well, rendering her helpless and ready for transport. It happened so quickly that there was nothing she could have done about it. “Now this,” said her mistress and she looked up to see what “this” was. It was a ball gag, but simpler than the one she’d worn for days. This was a simple whiffle ball gag with a strap that went behind her head, not the full head harness. Reluctantly she opened her mouth and let her mistress gag her. “That will make sure my pet doesn’t accidently speak,” said Malia.  
Wondering why she was bound and gagged… after all she’d done everything without complaint… Snowball was now unable to put up any resistance. She was lifted up and set kneeling on a cart. Her mistress held out a white collar with blue rhinestones all the way around it. This is why I’m completely restrained, she thought. Not a collar. Don’t make me look so much like a pet. But all she could do was wish the simple collar away. She couldn’t stop her mistress from putting it around her neck, securing it in place, and then locking it with a padlock. 
With a tug on the pull handle of the cart, they set off on their outing. Snowball was strapped to a metal rod that stuck straight up on the cart with straps above and below her breasts and another around her waist. That kept her from falling as the cart started up and when it took corners. While their destination was the true point of the outing, Malia took the opportunity to show her pet the Haven and to let the Haven see her pet. Just winding through the corridors, Snowball saw three naked slaves who acted like being naked slaves was no big deal. Then when they got to the deck and outside, Snowball saw an entire world where child slavery was accepted. She gawked at the nude children, a pony boy who pulled a rickshaw past them, and adults that were hardly even paying attention to the obedient slaves. That alone made a big impression on the new pet. The slaves didn’t even need supervision. They were not even trying or considering escape. And if their conditioning wasn’t enough, she realized they were aboard a big ocean liner with no place to escape to. 
Just because she’d been naked since the auction didn’t mean she was getting used to it. Far from it. Especially when she was wheeled along for the entire ship’s company to see. She squirmed with embarrassment, but it was obvious to her that she could do nothing about it. To make matters worse, the ball made swallowing so difficult that she was drooling. She took wet sounding breaths and the drool ran down her chin, eventually dripping to her chest. 
Wheeled into a compact salon, Snowball immediately recognized it as a beauty parlor, though the sign she missed outside said groomer. “Fix her up the way we discussed,” she heard her mistress say and realized she’d get no say in how she was fixed up. Seconds later she found herself kneeling on a table with two women working on her. 
She wanted to protest when they just started cutting her hair. Did these people have no idea how long it took to grow this long? Frowning she looked around for her mistress and saw the woman admiring her with a smile. She sighed heavily. This was going a bit too far. They didn’t ask how she wanted it and when they were finished, they didn’t show her the result. Instead, she could tell from the smell of the chemicals, they started coloring her hair. Again she wanted to protest. She didn’t even know what color they were using. She tried to imagine what mommy might like and she was very afraid she’d have short purple hair or some such silly style. 
When that was done, the greatest indignity yet was bestowed upon her. She was leaned forward, her face sticking through a hole in the table giving her a view of the floor. A restraint was placed over and around her head and then tightened in place, pinning her face in the hole. Then straps were added to pin her body to the table. The table rotated 180 degrees so she was looking at the ceiling and hanging from the straps that secured her to the table. 
“Hold very still,” said a man as he peered down.  Gawd, there’s a man in the room and I’m naked, tied, and… what’s he gonna do? And hold very still? Like I could move anyway. Indeed, it seemed blinking her eyes was about the only thing she could do. Then she understood the point of his command as he put a device in her face that looked remarkably like he was about to tattoo her. At least it looked like what she’d seen in movies and TV. She tried to pull away, but there was no place to go. “I said don’t move,” said the man sternly. “You don’t want this messed up.”
She froze and even though it hurt, she held still as he inscribed a design on her face. ON MY FACE!! There’d be no hiding that. She had no idea what was being tattooed on her face, but all manner of images went through her head. What? Do I look like I have STUPID tattooed to my forehead? Well, it wasn’t her forehead, it was her cheeks, but he could have been tattooing STUPID right there. Or SNOWBALL. Or… she just wanted to cry. He could be putting anything there. She tried to imagine the picture by feel, but couldn’t. It just didn’t seem to be a shape or words or anything that made sense. Occasionally he stopped and suctioned out her mouth so the drool didn’t bubble out and into the way. The agonizing process took a long time and then he did some quick work on her nose and was finished. 
The table rotated again so she was on top of it staring at the floor. Then she was unstrapped and allowed to kneel upright. She looked frantically around, but there were no mirrors in the groomers. The rest of the time spent “pampering” her was really pampering… mostly. She got a manicure and a pedicure. The session ended with an incredible indignity and painful one as her vagina was waxed clean of any vestige of pubic hair. She didn’t have much and when they were done, there was none. 
Her mistress wheeled her back to their home, all the while complimenting her on how wonderful she looked. Beautiful. Cute. Wonderful. Exquisite. Extraordinary. She started to think her mistress knew way too many words for totally screwed (her impression of what had just happened). Heads turned to look at her as she went by and they weren’t looking at her naked body. They were looking at her face. Looking and smiling their approval. 
It wasn’t until they were back home that her mistress finally set her on the bed in her mistress’ bedroom and let her see what she looked like. First however, her mistress fluffed her hair and put in a hair band. The gag was removed so she could see herself without any distractions. Only then did her mistress uncover the mirror so she could see. What she saw amazed and dismayed her. Her hair had been cut short and dyed white. Oh my God, I really am Snowball now! Ears!! I have kitty ears. And whiskers!? He tattooed whiskers on my face? And freckles on my nose. I LOOK like a pet now, a cat to be specific. A cute little kitty cat. She turned to her mistress. “You…!” she cut herself off. But the look on her mistress’ face told her that one word was all it took to earn punishment. In for a penny, in for a pound. “You’re evil! You’re sick! I don’t wanna be a cat. I’m a girl. I wanna go home!” She let loose her pent up feelings. 
She might have said more, but her mistress scooped her up, stuffed the gag back in her mouth, and put her across her lap. Too late she realized that calling her mistress evil and sick while thoroughly tied was not a good idea. Draped across her mistress’ lap, she was very aware of how available her bare bottom was for a spanking. If she wasn’t aware, her mistress promptly made it painfully aware. 
Malia knew that sooner or later she’d have to punish her pet. The girl had actually behaved longer than she’d ever imagined. She just hadn’t imagined her pet saying those words. It didn’t matter though. What a pet said was pointless. All that matter was that the pet had spoken. She brought her open hand down on Snowball’s bare bottom again and again, alternating cheeks as she warmed the pert little bottom. She wanted it to be personal, so she used her hand. It hurt her hand, but she kept spanking. “Mommy is very disappointed in her pet. You were told not to speak. You will never speak again.” The words were delivered calmly, with no anger or venom. “You don’t speak because mommy …doesn’t… care… what… you… think!” she accented the last six words with hard slaps.
On her lap, her pet squirmed and struggled exquisitely.  It made Malia excited to hear the whines and whimpers from the gagged girl. She stopped spanking after 30 swats. “All the trouble mommy just went to so you would look cute for her. What you want, what you prefer, and what you don’t want or prefer means nothing. You look like that because mommy wants you to look like that. That’s all that matters. In time you will learn that making mommy happy is what makes you happy. And you will learn that disobedience is very painful.”
Snowball felt her mistress rub her red hot bottom. It wasn’t soothing. It irritated her sore butt. It was just a reminder that she was owned and her owner would do whatever she wanted. All that was soothing and calm was her mistress’ voice. And that irritated Snowball even more. The words she’d used should have provoked a response from her mistress, but all her mistress had responded to was that she’d spoken, not what she’d said. It was as if her mistress hadn’t understood her. Like her mistress didn’t care about even the insults. She could have said her mistress was beautiful, she loved being a pet, or the sky was blue. The punishment would have been the same. 
“My pet is smarter than a cat or a dog,” said Malia. “That does not give my pet the right to talk… ever. You were told that and now you’ve been punished for speaking. A pet needs to understand that the punishment will simply get more severe each time she disobeys. If a pet thought the spanking was worth the chance to say what’s on her mind, she needs to know two things. First, next time it won’t be worth it. Your punishment will be more severe. And second, it wasn’t worth it this time either. Mommy doesn’t care what a pet says. Speaking alone earns punishment. What a pet thinks doesn’t matter to mommy, so what a pet says also doesn’t matter to mommy. Your words were wasted.” 
Standing and picking her pet up in her arms, she carried her pet out of the room and down the hall. “There is one more thing to be done for this lesson,” she said. “A pet must learn to properly express herself. Mommy was very pleased when my pet told me she needed to go potty without speaking. My pet’s looks and sounds tell me as much as I need to know about her.” She carried Snowball into the punishment room and set her kneeling on the floor. “Now Snowball, mommy wants you to figure out how to express your feelings about the outing without words.”
Snowball was surprised at mommy’s expectation. I’m allowed to be pissed and show it? Just not with words? I’m not being punished for throwing a tantrum, but just for speaking? That stung as much as anything, telling her again that she’d be punished for something as simple as saying a polite thank you. She watched as mommy took the bolster off the punishment horse. Never having seen it before, she didn’t know it could be used as a spanking bench. What she saw was that without the bolster the top edge was a sharp wedge. Her mistress unclipped her knees, lifted her up, and set her down astraddle the horse and the sharp wedge immediately dug into her pussy. She gasped in pain. Her feet didn’t touch the floor, so her full weight… her pubic bone… rested on the narrow edge. Any thought of falling off the horse, a fall that looked dangerous but preferable to the pain, vanished when her mistress tied a rope around her elbows and tied that rope to the ceiling. 
Her mistress stepped to the door. “Mommy will give her girl some time to think about how a pet expresses herself. Snowball can think about how to say polite things, needed things, or feelings… like anger or love. But when mommy gets back, you will let me know how you feel about today’s outing. Without words!” Then her mistress left and shut the door. 
Snowball perched in misery on the cutting edge. It wasn’t quite sharp enough to actually cut and draw blood, but it sure seemed like it. She learned within five seconds of the departure of her mistress that there was no comfortable position. That didn’t stop her from trying over and over again, leaning her body forward and back to try to ease the pressure. Half a minute after the ordeal started, the wide screen TV opposite her called her attention to itself by displaying a picture. A picture of her, shifting and squirming around. A picture of her permanent cat face, streaked with tears that would have run any decent makeup. But the recently added whiskers and freckles didn’t run at all. The silly ears wouldn’t shake off and then she realized with horror that she’d probably get in more trouble if she succeeded, so she stopped. From the neck up… collar, whiskers, freckles, ears, and snow white hair… she looked like a cat. From the neck down, she was a naked girl astride an implement of torture, thrusting her little tits out at the camera like she wanted to make sure they couldn’t be missed. 
When she closed her eyes and looked away, her mistress’ voice came over a speaker. “The camera is right over the screen. I can tell if you’re looking at the picture or not. Look at it. Watch yourself live and in pain. Think about your assignment, Snowball.” Too afraid not to, she looked again at the picture and watched herself suffer and she thought about how to express her dissatisfaction with her hair, freckles, and whiskers. That was easy, so she started to think about how to express other things. Her first thought was, like what? Then she thought like a pet and came up with hunger, thirst, potty, go for a walk, pet me… shudder, would I ever ask for that?... that hurt, I like that, and… shudder again, would I ever want to say… I love you? She wished she hadn’t tried to think like a pet. Thinking like a pet made her realize pets didn’t get angry. 
Aching and fruitlessly shifting her weight, her mind returned to her planned response to the outing. Nothing short of hissing and baring her teeth seemed to convey the horrid feeling she had about being done up to look like she did now. Her feelings hadn’t been considered at all and she hated that. Yet, she understood that was part of the point. Her feelings, her opinion, her wants didn’t matter anymore. She’d been punished for speaking. Might she also be punished for expressing her anger in any fashion? Deep inside she also knew that a pet, a dog or a cat, would not respond in anger to a trip to the groomers. 
Then the picture on the TV changed from watching herself to watching another girl. She hadn’t met Precious yet, so she didn’t know that slave or her master either. All she knew was that the TV now showed a girl about her own age, another slave aboard the ship, she figured. The girl did not look like a cat, but she crawled on her hands and knees before a naked man and then knelt upright, looking at the face above her with a beaming smile. At the same time, she reached for the man’s huge cock and stroked it. Snowball watched with fascination the first sex she’d ever seen as the recorded movie played out. The girl took the man’s penis in her mouth and Snowball’s face wrinkled in disgust. That’s not where it’s supposed to go. What is she doing? Blushing, she couldn’t take her eyes off the scene as Precious took the whole cock in her mouth, sucking and licking as her head bobbed up and down. 
After a minute of watching it, Snowball realized she was watching an educational video. She wasn’t aware of a man in her life yet, but she didn’t doubt that the purpose of the video was to show her what could be expected of her. It was hard to imagine herself doing something like that ever, let alone as eagerly as the girl in the video did. If she hadn’t been watching it, she wouldn’t have believed that a girl’s mouth could be used like that. 
The pain was secondary in her mind as the video mesmerized her. After a few minutes, the girl’s head started to move faster and the man pumped his hips forward and back. She could hear them now as the pace increased. The sound of the man breathing heavily with a hint of desperation. The sound of the girl slurping and sucking on his penis. Then he thrust forward and held her head to his crotch as he made pained sounds and his body strained. 
When the man pulled away, the camera zoomed in on the girl’s face. Her open mouth showed white stuff inside, rolling on her tongue and dripping out onto her chin. From the look on the girl’s face, the creamy, slimy, gooey stuff tasted wonderful. After the slave girl showed it to the camera, the man said, “Swallow it, Precious.” The girl closed her mouth and swallowed, again looking like she was drinking the nectar of the gods. 
A couple of minutes after the video ended, Malia opened the door and came in. Stroking Snowball’s hair, she said, “How’s my baby?” She put a finger to her lips. “No, no, shush, mommy will get you off now. Mommy’s sorry that you made her do this.” She untied her pet’s arms and then lifted her off the horse, set her kneeling on the floor, pulled her knees together and clipped the knee cuffs together again. 
With her pet more comfortable, Malia said, “Now, tell mommy what you think about your new look.”
She’d talked herself out of a response of anger. Instead, Snowball looked up at her mommy with sad, mournful eyes and gave a little whimper of disappointment. 
Malia was surprised at the mild response. She figured she must have picked the perfect girl to turn into a pet if she was going to be this meek even on her first day of training when Malia knew she’d pushed the girl past her limits. She was so surprised, she almost forgot her line and told her pet that she was pleased with the response. But then she recalled what she planned to say. Patting Snowball’s head she said, “Mommy still doesn’t care what Snowball thinks about it. Mommy loves it. You’ll get use to it and then you’ll love it, too.” Picking up Snowball, she carried the girl to her bedroom. She wanted to get her pet used to walking on a leash, but not on the first day.  
After all that torment and pain… after all that thought and reconsideration… Snowball was stunned at her mommy’s response. Her feelings were still pointless. As she was carried out of the punishment room, she thought about how little she mattered to this woman. But, that wasn’t true, she realized. She did matter to mommy. Just her thoughts and feelings didn’t matter. 
Once in mommy’s bedroom, mommy made her kneel and blindfolded her securely. “Open wide for mommy, sweetie,” said her mommy, so she opened up only to have a hard plastic ring seated between her teeth, propping her mouth permanently open. A strap was tied behind her head so the ring wouldn’t come out. “Mommy will be right back with a special surprise.” She wondered what the surprise would be. A good surprise or a bad surprise? Special just had an ominous tone when she considered that mommy probably thought her new look was special, too. 
Malia had already started preparing Beau for his daily training while Snowball suffered on the horse. Then while Malia got Snowball off the horse, his training started with a view of the same video his sister had just watched. His arms were bound behind him and when Malia returned, she blindfolded and gagged him, leaving him otherwise unfettered. She led him on a leash into her bedroom. With both brother and sister blindfolded and gagged, neither would know who the other was. She positioned Beau standing right in front of the kneeling Snowball, his semi-erect cock inches from her mouth.     
“Now, just like you saw in the movie, my pet is going to give Beau a blowjob,” said Malia. She took his cock in her hand and stroked it, bringing him to hardness. He’d just watched the porn video, so it didn’t take much to get him fully erect again. Snowball, having watched the same video in which Precious obviously delighted in the act and the taste, trembled in anticipation. Curious about the feel and taste, she still thought the act was demeaning and disgusting. One meager vote for and one strong vote against letting her mouth be used that way, the deciding vote was that she didn’t dare disobey mommy. Not again. Not while she could still feel the ache between her legs. 
Malia moved Beau forward, guiding his cock into the warm, wet, helpless mouth. It wasn’t nearly the same as the blowjob he’d watched. The mouth didn’t close around and suck on his cock. Instead, his mistress stroked his cock, keeping it pointed in Snowball’s mouth. He could only wonder who Snowball was and why she was named Snowball. 
At the initial touch to her lips and tongue, Snowball jerked, but didn’t withdraw. She felt his cock on her tongue, tasted the salt of her brother’s cock, and inhaled the enticing pheromones. As she held her ground for her mommy, she could feel the cock moving, bouncing up and down, in and out, without knowing the motion was caused by Malia jerking Beau off in her mouth. The act didn’t give her the pleasure that she’d seen in the video. She hoped that she’d learn what was so nice about it. It wasn’t like she’d willingly cast the deciding vote in favor of cooperation. She found it humiliating to be kneeling to suck on an unseen cock. She wished she could pull away, put a stop to the disgusting act, or at least protest, but her options had all been taken away. It felt very naughty to be having sex. Yet there was also a sense of intrigue, a touch of guilt, and a touch of wonder as she entered a world she considered reserved for adults. Her heart beat rapidly at the thought of a man named Beau stroking his cock while looking down at her like the man in the video. She’d been naked and tied for so long and so many people had seen her like this, yet she wasn’t used to it. It was especially embarrassing because this man was interacting with her and that was a first. 
Malia wanted Snowball’s first sexual encounter to be with her brother. She’d purposely given Beau his first orgasm the day before so he’d be cooperative in case Snowball wasn’t. She made a mental note to thank Precious sometime soon for her performance on the video, a performance that now enticed Snowball’s cooperation as well. A performance that had aroused Beau to the point that he came in less than two minutes. As Beau’s cum shot out of his 11-year-old cock, she made sure it went into his 12-year-old sister’s waiting mouth. “That’s it, Beau,” she said. “Right in Snowball’s mouth.”
Suddenly with a mouthful of cum, Snowball couldn’t swallow it or spit it out, even when she realized the taste was not as good as the girl in the video had made it look. It was salty, metallic, and warm. Not unpleasant, but not a delight either. “Now you’re expected to swallow it, Snowball,” said her mommy. She struggled to swallow, but it just oozed out of her mouth. Then mommy removed the gag. “Mommy wants to see it all gone.” She swallowed, fighting the urge to spit it out and earned praise from mommy. “Good girl, Snowball. Well done.” Still, she felt duped into the act. The girl in the video must have been pretending to enjoy it. Snowball couldn’t believe she’d ever smile like that after a mouthful of cum. 
Satisfied she’d gotten what she wanted out of Snowball’s training for the day, Malia picked her up and carried her to her kennel. Setting her down, she removed the blindfold. “Time for Snowball’s lunch,” she said. She left and returned 20 minutes later with cheese pizza, cut into neat little bite sized squares. Setting that and a bowl of juice down on the floor, she freed Snowball’s arms and legs. 
While mommy was gone getting her lunch, the still bound Snowball had plenty of time to consider the taste of Beau’s cum as it slowly faded with each swallow. The taste had been tolerable, even pleasant in an interesting tangy way. Where it had come from was disgusting, but it wasn’t something she was going to fight mommy over. The one thing she wished she could have fought over was already done. The tattoos to her face were especially galling in that they would be there for the rest of her life. No amount of fighting or complaining could undo that. She was horrified as she realized that Beau had seen her cute kitty face. And she’d forgotten all about it! She rubbed her cheeks, knowing that wouldn’t do any good. 
When the delicious lunch arrived, she eyed it, knowing she’d made the right decision. Snowball knew that she’d done well for the day. The price had been high, but her food had improved rapidly. That her pride and humanity had been part of the price didn’t occur to her or else she might have thought the price was not worth cheese pizza. Before she could eat, mommy set down a small bowl of cream, something Snowball recognized as a treat for a kitty. “Snowball will get a bowl of cream before each meal,” said mommy. She unclipped Snowball’s cuffs and let her free for the first time all morning. “You are to lap it up. No using your hands, baby.” 
The pet gave a little whimper to express her feeling about that, but she did it anyway. It was more demeaning than difficult. There was just a tiny amount of cream and she lapped it up in seconds. “Good girl,” said mommy, scratching her behind her fake ears. “Now eat.”
As her pet ate, Malia gave her some final words for the day. “Snowball, you were very good at the groomer’s today.” Bound hand and foot and gagged, it had been hard to be anything but good, but Malia still wanted to praise her pet. “Mommy was very happy with you. But, you used words and you must never do that. Mommy was very disappointed at that and you were punished for it. But, after your punishment, mommy forgives you. I’ll always forgive my pet after punishment. I won’t forget that you were naughty, but I forgive you. I’ll remember you were bad and if you do it again, the punishment will get worse. I’m sure you understand why that has to be.”
Then her voice turned rich and warm, the sound alone telling Snowball she’d earned her mommy’s praise. “And Mommy is very proud of Snowball, my precious baby, for sucking Beau’s cock and tasting his cum. That’s why you’re getting a special lunch today. Tomorrow I’ll let you do it again and this time without a gag. I’d like you to get the chance to actually suck it and make it cum in your mouth on your own. Beau is a good boy and when he’s good, your mouth will be his reward. When you’re a good girl for a few more days, I’ll show you how Beau can reward you.”
Listening to her mommy talk, Snowball wanted to be part of the conversation as more than a listener. It was frustrating to not be able to speak. She nodded her agreement that she’d been good, hung her head when she was told she was bad, and smiled at the promise of a reward for her someday soon. It had given her funny feelings in her tummy and cunny to imagine Beau – a boy, not a man – naked and her playing with his cock while she was naked. It had made her want something more; she just didn’t quite know what. Definitely she’d wanted to watch him as (she assumed) he watched her. The thought of him touching her was scary, but it also sounded like her reward would involve that. All that was on her mind, but she could do no more than smile, nod, and hang her head. 
As soon as lunch was finished, Snowball was sent into her kennel. She didn’t mind since she was ready for some alone time to rest and think. She might have minded if she’d known that she’d be there for 19 hours before mommy gave her attention again. 
The groomers had been more than a chance to change her appearance. It had been a statement of what mattered. Her freedom, her choices, her opinions did not matter. Her mistress’ whims did matter. Nobody had told her what was going to happen and she wasn’t used to that kind of treatment. At the doctor’s, at the beauty salon, or at school, they always told you what was going to happen first. The nurse would say, “A little pinch,” just before she gave you a shot. But nobody had said anything. She couldn’t have argued about it anyway. To them she was just an object to be worked on. 
And the result! Oh my God, who would have thought of tattooing whiskers on a girl’s face? She was horribly, horribly cute! She couldn’t consider herself disfigured, though how could she ever return to normal life like this. With ears and a haircut that looked cute! She fingered the collar around her neck, finding the padlock to remind herself it wasn’t coming off either. Of course everything was temporary except the whiskers and new freckles. She reached up and took off the ears. That silly hair band was the only thing she could remove and it gave her a little pleasure to do it. 
She tried not to think about the punishment. The pain had been excruciating, but the odd twist was having to sit and watch herself. It added humiliation to the pain, a constant reminder that she was a pet, looked like a pet, felt like a pet, and was being punished for trying not to be a pet. What can I do if every mistake, every time I disobey, and every time I try to rebel against mommy, I get punished? It just felt so hopeless. She could do nothing but learn to be a good pet. The thoughts gave her funny feelings in her tummy. 
And it was clear there were rewards for good behavior. Her breakfast and lunch had been better than the previous day’s food. She was very aware of how good it felt for mommy to caress and praise her. It wasn’t just that the praise meant a reward, the praise was the reward. The promise of more rewards from Beau was definitely a promise of a reciprocal act that he could do for her, definitely a sexual act. Part of her wanted to consider that a punishment, like being raped, but part of her wanted to explore and find out what the reward would be. Distasteful as it may be, it’s going to be my life. Why am I eager to take that next step? So curious to experience it? Is it because everyone else on this ship is doing it? Because I’ve never done it? Because I want to fit in? She shuddered at that thought because it was true. She wanted mommy to like her. She wanted Beau to like her. She wanted to be a good girl for them. The view of life on a ship with no escape gave her no other choice. 
In mid-afternoon she finally gave in to the urge to poop. It would be a first for her in her kennel, using her litter box for that. Squatting over the sandbox, she prayed that her mistress didn’t walk by and see what she was doing. Luckily she managed to finish, wipe herself, dispose of the used toilet paper, and wash her hands in peace. 
A few minutes later, her mistress did walk by and stop to look in with a look of disappointment. Snowball wondered what she’d done to earn that and then her mistress pointed at the hair band with ears on it, shook her head sorrowfully, and left. For several seconds, Snowball stared at the window and then looked at the hair band. Just because she could take it off didn’t mean she was allowed to. Yet, mommy had only looked disappointed. She could have, and didn’t, make her put it back on. With a shrug, Snowball put the ears back on and fluffed her hair to hide the band. It just felt bad to know that she’d disappointed mommy. 
At dinner, mommy called her out and looked very pleased to see her. “Oh, Snowball, you look so perfect. Your ears… mommy loves her Snowball.” Indeed, mommy bent down and kissed her on her forehead and then on the cheek, hugging her tightly, sending shivers through the pet. How great it felt to have mommy hug her. She made soft cooing noises as she looked up with bright shining eyes. Mommy’s hand ran down her bare back in a long, slow stroke and then mommy patted her bottom. Confused thoughts ran through the girl’s head. The touches felt good, but… she patted my bare bottom. What the heck was that about? Why did she do that? 
Snowball lapped up her little bowl of cream and ate her dinner of ham cut in chunks, roasted potatoes, and green beans. Beans were never one of her favorites, but she figured eating them was a requirement and she was hungry. Once she tasted them, she was surprised. Mommy had cooked them with butter and peppers and something else. They were delicious. Mommy could cook! She made a tentative motion of stabbing the potatoes with a fork, but mommy said, “A pet doesn’t need utensils. You can do fine with your fingers, Snowball.” She’d guessed that would be the answer and felt foolish just for asking. It hurt to express her wants and then get turned down, so she decided she just ought not ask for anything. 
Then when dinner was finished and she was sent back into her kennel, she stopped, looked in the door, held her nose, and then looked at mommy. 
“Awww, your litter box smells?” guessed mommy correctly. “Mommy has to get what you need.” Mommy paused and looked at her, pondering something. “Can Mommy trust you, Snowball? I have to go to the next room to get the scoop and a bag.” She nodded at the door that Snowball knew led to the outside corridor. “That door leads to nothing but trouble, baby. Maybe mommy should tie your wrists and ankles…” She paused, gauging Snowball’s reaction to the threat, “… but, I’ll be right back.” 
Then mommy left her alone, unfettered, free to escape. Snowball looked at the door, imagining where she could go and the answer was nowhere. It felt nice to have mommy trust her and leave her unbound. So, she was still sitting there when mommy returned half a minute later. It was just as well since she didn’t know the door was locked and an escape attempt would have failed and only gotten her in trouble. Instead, she was greeted with a big smile. “Very good girl,” said mommy, again bending down to kiss her forehead, cheek, and lips. Huh? What the heck? Snowball felt her heart race at the intimate touch of the woman’s lips to hers. Now why did she do that? 
Malia watched Snowball carefully as she kissed her pet. The girl stiffened in surprise, but then seemed confused over the quick peck. The reaction was definitely only surprise, not distaste. Then Snowball made that soft cooing noise that Malia took to mean acceptance, even pleasure. “Go clean your box,” she said and watched the pert little ass wiggle through the small door. A couple of minutes later Snowball handed back the scoop, handle first. 
“Stick your head out,” she instructed. When Snowball’s head was out, Malia knelt down and stroked Snowball’s head. She said, “I expect you to remove your ears at bedtime. As cute as they make you look, I don’t want them damaged in your sleep.” She caressed Snowball for several minutes. Her plans didn’t involve doing anymore with her pet than this tonight, though she certainly was tempted to kiss her more thoroughly. 
Just allowing herself a few minutes with her pet, Malia said, “Take this bag,” as she handed Snowball a small toiletry bag. “You’ll find a toothbrush and toothpaste in it. You’ll brush every night and every morning. A good pet may get things to add to the bag. Now, good night and sweet dreams.” She kissed Snowball again on the forehead and then gave her a little peck on her lips. As Snowball backed up, Malia shut and locked the door. With the litter box cleaned earlier than she planned, Malia wouldn’t have to return later for that, so she decided her pet was down for the night. 
Snowball’s feelings for her mommy were a mixture of respect, fear, and affection. Mommy had demonstrated her care in obvious ways from the tone of her voice to the touch of her hands. She’d even kissed her… right between the whiskers. Sometimes the tone of her voice alone made Snowball want to please her mommy. The pet wasn’t even conscious of the more subtle expressions of concern like feeding her and providing what she needed. The respect was grounded in her previous life where she’d learned to respect authority figures. And she’d seen enough of the wrong side of her mommy to understand she should be afraid to disobey. 
As she tossed and turned on the hard floor, Snowball replayed the video in her head, imagining that a camera had recorded her with Beau. The memory of herself kneeling with Beau stroking his cock in her face and then cumming in her mouth would not go away. She decided she hadn’t liked it and didn’t want to do it again. Yet, it was just another example of her lack of choices. Her mistress didn’t care if she wanted to or didn’t want to. She’d suck Beau’s cock when mommy wanted. Beau would reward her when mommy wanted. She didn’t have to like it. She just had to do it. 
Snowball’s Second Full Day 
Morning came surprisingly fast for Snowball and found her refreshed and waiting to spend time with mommy. After a breakfast of hot oatmeal with raisins and brown sugar and a bowl of fresh, cold milk, she was ready for her daily training. 
Today Malia wanted to start training Snowball to walk on a leash. While she thought Snowball just might be cooperative, she didn’t want to give her pet any chance to rebel. She clipped one end of a 12 inch chain to Snowball’s right knee cuff and the other end of the chain to Snowball’s left wrist cuff. Then she did the same between Snowball’s left knee and right wrist. 
Holding out a ball gag, she said, “Because mommy loves you, Snowball, and mommy doesn’t want to have to punish you for talking.” She pushed the ball into her pet’s mouth and secured it behind her head. “This will help you remember not to speak.” She lightly brushed Snowball’s whiskers, smiling at the blush that brought. 
Snowball endured the annoyance of having her hands chained to her knees. It was a clear reminder that she was not allowed to stand, though it didn’t prevent her from standing. She endured the indignity of being gagged again, accepting the reason mommy gave. Her eyes opened wide and she almost backed away when mommy picked up a leash and clipped it to her collar. She did try to protest with sad eyes and a little whimper, but mommy just seemed to ignore that sign. 
Mommy held the leash so it was taut and she had to hold her head up high. “I want my pretty girl to be proud to walk with mommy. My pet should walk right beside me, on my right side. I’ll walk slowly for Snowball at first, but you’ll need to learn to walk quickly.” The sitting room was spacious and Malia had purposely left it partially furnished (and moved the coffee table aside) so she’d have room to walk her pet for practice. “You are to watch my feet so you know when I’m about to take a step and then you’ll walk with me.” She hesitated a second and then stepped forward, taking slow, measured steps as Snowball moved easily to keep up with her. The leash was taut enough that if Snowball didn’t see her first step, the pet would at least respond to the tug on her collar. 
The mistress paced figure eights in the room so that Snowball could practice walking straight and on the inside and outside of turns. She started and stopped so her pet could learn to pay attention to her. Since Snowball performed well, she was able to keep up a steady stream of praise, stopping occasionally to pet the fluffy white hair on her pet’s head or scratch behind the fake ears. 
“There will be times when mommy is walking her pet that there isn’t room for both of us to walk side by side, Snowball. We’ll practice that some now. When that happens, I’ll give you some slack on the leash. The command will be, ‘Follow,’ and you’ll fall behind me. When I want you to come back beside me, there will be no verbal command. I’ll just pull on the leash until you’re caught up. Now let’s try that.” She stepped off, but made a wider figure eight so that she passed close to furniture and to the wall at times causing her to give the command to follow. Her pet was a fast learner and paid attention well. 
Satisfied that her pet was doing well, Malia sat down in a chair. “You may lie down at my feet,” she told her pet. “My pet will never be allowed on the furniture,” she warned. 
Snowball found the entire exercise demeaning, but she was hardly in a position to do anything except her very best to stay with her mommy. The chains were a nuisance as it really forced her to take smaller steps, but it did ensure her opposite limbs worked in concert. Aside from taking many small “steps” on her hands and knees, the practice wasn’t very difficult. The good part was that walking like this at least made her nudity less of a focus. Her mistress couldn’t see her breasts or between her legs. 
Invited to lie down, Snowball considered various positions from sitting to lying and quickly decided to lie down on her side with her knees tucked up to her tummy and hands folded across her chest. It wasn’t that she was trying to be modest as much as it was just a comfortable way to rest given that her wrists and knees could never be very far apart. Then she listened as mommy picked up her phone and made a call. She caught the man’s name… Peter and from the one side of the conversation she could hear, mommy was arranging a meeting with Peter. Now. To show off her pet. Snowball tensed at those words. Show me off? Now? Exactly what does that mean? Mommy told Peter that Snowball walked pretty. Show me off walking. She had a sinking feeling as mommy talked about her first public meeting. 
As mommy hung up the phone and stood, Snowball remained lying down. She looked up apprehensively at mommy and whined. She knew it was trouble to defy her mistress, but had she been given a command? Was she supposed to rise just because it was obvious mommy wanted her up? No way am I looking happy or cooperative with the idea of going for a walk like this where everybody can see me.
Mommy wasn’t surprised at Snowball’s reluctance. Since her pet had been so well behaved all morning, she chose to try some kindness instead of the heavy handed threat of punishment. It was all part of Snowball’s training anyway. Scratching Snowball’s head, she said, “Now, now, don’t be shy, Snowball. Mommy thinks you’re cute and she wants to show off her new pet. Come along with me and you’ll see… it’ll be fun.” There was never a good time to disobey, but she added, “Now would not be a good time to be so shy. Think how disappointed mommy will be after she made plans to meet Peter if her pet doesn’t come along.”
With a firm tug on the leash, mommy sent the message to her pet that she was done fooling around. She was very pleased to see Snowball, with a great show of reluctance, rise and assume the walking position. Taking a step, she was pleased to see Snowball back in her well-behaved, submissive mode. 
Approaching the door, Malia said, “Follow.” She opened the door and led Snowball out, then turned and shut the door. She tapped a sign that was about 2 feet off the floor. The sign said, SNOWBALL. “Not that I expect to lose you, baby, but if you get separated from mommy, this is how you’ll find your home. You must do everything you can to stay with mommy. Mommy loves you. I don’t know what other people might do to you.”
Snowball blinked at the warning. What might other people do to me? She hadn’t even thought of that. She didn’t like her treatment at the hands of mommy, but this wasn’t the first time she had to consider mommy’s kindness and… love. Frightened at the implied threat, she decided there would be no wandering away from mommy on this trip. She definitely needed to know more about the ship and the rules before she got bold. 
Without even thinking about it, Snowball found herself pacing beside mommy down the wide corridor of the Haven. They turned a corner and she saw sunlight filtering through a door ahead. She was halfway down the hall before she realized that the SNOWBALL was two feet high. There was an obvious assumption and even requirement that she come to the door on her hands and knees even if she was lost. She hardly had time to consider that before they were at the door. Oddly excited at the idea of an outing to see a friend, it wasn’t until she was out the door and on deck in the open that she felt the full impact of being led naked on a leash. Looking around nervously, she couldn’t manage a blush of shame or humiliation. This went beyond that. Her body didn’t know the right color for mortification. 
She looked up submissively as she realized she had paused, frozen in fear for a few seconds. Swallowing hard, she moved back up beside her mistress and gave her a weak smile. I don’t want to be out here. Yet, as they started walking, Snowball looked around and saw few people paying attention to her. People did look. Quick looks that scanned her naked body. Long looks that admired her cute face. Knowing looks that with a threat/promise that the watcher had more on his mind. 
Mommy stopped and Snowball almost missed it. She stopped and looked up at Peter. The introduction was one sided. “Good morning, Peter,” said mommy. “I wanted you to be the first to see Snowball.” Heck, everybody else has already seen me. Still, it felt considerably different to be introduced and then have the man examine her with one of those knowing looks that said he thought of her as something more than a cute pet. She wanted to hide her chest and bottom, but too late for that. Nervously she rubbed the whiskers on her face with one hand before realizing that only made them more obvious. 
There was a girl with Peter and she immediately recognized the girl from the video. Another look at Peter told her that he was the man in the video. She gave the girl a friendly smile, seeing a comrade in the girl. Perhaps they could be friends, though she wasn’t sure that was even allowed. The girl gave her a smile and then scratched her ears. “Hi, Snowball,” said Precious in that same condescending tone that mommy used. Instantly Snowball knew she would never be this girl’s friend. No matter how hard she tried, she’d just be a pet. She was beneath this pretty slave, more animal than human. “She is cute, Mistress Malia,” said Precious. 
“Thank you, Precious,” said Malia. “Someday you can play with her, but today she’s still in training, so I have to keep a close eye on her.” 
For the first time, Snowball knew her mommy’s real name. It didn’t make any difference to her. The woman was still mommy to her. She preferred the name mommy to Mistress Malia. She could never confront the woman with the obvious fact that she wasn’t her true mommy. Yet, even on her second day of training, Snowball knew that the name mommy was endearing with a promise of love for her baby. She wasn’t going to rock that boat. 
As mommy sat, Snowball curled up at her feet without invitation, though she did note the look of approval from mommy. Looking back over her shoulder at Peter, who’d chosen to sit conveniently behind her, she was reminded of how her position allowed her bare slit to peek between her thighs. Catching his eye, she blushed and turned her head away. 
Mommy and Peter drank coffee. Precious sat quietly at Master Peter’s side and then, after a minute, knelt down to pet Snowball. Peter’s slave was attentive to every word that was spoken, yet never dared to insert herself into the conversation. Snowball listened as well, eager to glean any information from the pair, but they merely chatted about things that meant nothing to Snowball. No insight to the rules of this bizarre society or clues on how she could make life easier for herself. The only clues were to be gained from watching other slaves as they passed by with their mistress or master, or from Precious. Yet, she never saw another “pet” crawling on hands and knees, so she wondered if there were any rules for slaves like her. The only thing she got out of watching was that obedience without question was the rule. 
Though she was eager to get back inside and out of sight of prying eyes, Snowball was surprised at the shortness of the outing. The meeting lasted only 15 minutes before mommy rose, saying, “Well, I’ve got to get back to Snowball’s training. She’s doing quite well, don’t you think?”
“Very well,” agreed Peter. “I’d like to have one like her.” Then he added, “Only one better on the whole ship.” He gave Precious a pat on her head and the girl beamed at the implied compliment. 
Snowball rose with her mommy and together they walked back to their home. The pet took close notice of the door they entered from the outside deck and the path they followed. She definitely wanted to be able to find her way back home if needed. 
After they got back inside, mommy announced that it was time for Snowball to get her tan. That sounded odd since Snowball had just been out on deck in the sun wearing nothing but a collar and cuffs. That was pretty much a full body tanning experience. But mommy had something planned besides letting Snowball sun herself. First she removed all of Snowball’s cuffs, leaving only her collar. Then she put a pair of board shorts on Snowball. They were small and tight, but covered more than a normal bikini bottom. Then mommy put a matching top on her pet. The top resembled a sports bra. Between the two, Snowball was actually modestly attired for the first time since she’d arrived on the Haven. Finally mommy put a sticky five pointed star on Snowball’s tummy and marked the tips of the five points with a permanent marker. “Now we’re ready,” she announced and led Snowball out of their home, down a hallway, and to a tanning salon. Climbing into a tanning booth, Snowball finally saw the point of the ritual. The top and bottom gave her a hint, but it was the dang star stuck to her that gave it away. Mommy wanted tan lines on her. A few days of this without sunscreen and the meager tan lines she had from her one piece suit would be gone and replaced with a clear distinction between a deep tan and pure white skin. How ironic. I get clothes only so when I’m naked I look the way mommy wants. 
After the tanning session, mommy said it was bath time. Snowball immediately got the image of her in a tub of water being given a bath out on the lawn. It just seemed how a pet would be bathed. Gawd, I’m losing it. Just two days and already I’m thinking like a pet. The image was silly and she knew it. There was no lawn and she couldn’t really picture mommy bathing her out on the deck of the ship. She was relieved when mommy actually took her to the bathroom where there was a spacious bathtub and began running hot water for a luxurious looking bubble bath. She was especially pleased when mommy removed her collar, chains, cuffs, and gag so she was completely free. 
Still on her hands and knees, Snowball crawled over the side of the tub and into the bath on mommy’s command. Once they were in the tub together, mommy lay down with her back against the tub and pulled Snowball between her legs with her pet’s back resting against her chest. The girl didn’t miss the fact that they were naked, skin to skin, in the bathtub. She didn’t miss it and it made her uncomfortable, yet at the same time her mistress did it so nonchalantly that it seemed natural. Now she soaked, feeling the tension flow out of her body with her mommy’s arms wrapped around her tummy. She made soft cooing sounds. For the first time since her kidnapping, she was fully relaxed. 
Malia would take three baths this day, one with each of her new slaves. Only Beau would return the favor of washing her. She didn’t expect that of her pet. No, she would just pamper her pet. Later she might let Snowball’s brother and sister wash her, but Snowball would never have to wash anyone in return. That wasn’t a pet’s place. 
After ten minutes of soaking, Malia said, “Mommy’s going to wash her pet now. You hold still and don’t forget any of the rules.” It would be most inconvenient if she had to stop and punish her pet instead of what she had planned. Walking the cute little girl around her home and then out on deck had gotten Malia very aroused. It was the feeling of control that she wanted to get from owning a girl and making her do anything she so desired. This little pet was being so submissive that she wanted to reward her and start to enjoy her. It was hard not to lust after her pet. 
Snowball stiffened slightly at the words. She knew it was coming, but that didn’t mean she was looking forward to it. Her reaction wasn’t of distaste, but of apprehension that she didn’t know what it meant for mommy to wash her. That apprehension slowly faded as being washed turned out to be quite a pleasurable experience. Mommy positioned her on her hands and knees and then knelt beside her, washing her back first. 
Washing her back was just to make Snowball feel comfortable. It was safe and convenient. Then she moved to Snowball’s feet and washed them, working her way up her legs until she was washing the girl’s thighs and nearly to her pussy. She moved to wash Snowball’s butt, including a very good washing between her cheeks. It was amusing to watch and feel Snowball’s nervous reaction and arousing to feel her submissive acceptance. Next, she reached between her pet’s legs and washed the virgin pussy very carefully and very thoroughly, murmuring soft praise to her pet for being such a good girl. “That’s my baby,” she said. “You can trust mommy to take good care of you. Mommy won’t ever hurt her Snowball.” 
Snowball thought the bath felt sensual and wonderful, not sexual and naughty as she’d feared. Mommy was so careful and so gentle as she washed her all over. She even felt a respect for her body in the way mommy’s hands touched her. Mommy washed her breasts and then her hands and arms. After her neck and face were washed, she let mommy dunk her hair and then the act of shampooing seemed too good to be true, lasting for several minutes of pure bliss. By the time she was washed, Snowball was a limp, relaxed puddle of pleasure. Everything had felt so good. 
A shower followed the bath to rinse off all the soap and then mommy put her collar and cuffs back on. She didn’t fight a bit. Mommy had earned her trust in a most personal way. 
“Come with mommy now,” breathed Malia softly as she picked up the slight girl and carried her to the bedroom. Setting Snowball down on her stomach, mommy pulled the girl’s hands behind her and clipped her wrist cuffs together. Then she did the same with her ankle cuffs. “Just because mommy loves Snowball and doesn’t want her to get in trouble,” said mommy as she pushed a ball gag into Snowball’s mouth. 
The pampering continued with mommy stroking Snowball’s back, bottom, and legs. Snowball didn’t object even to the caresses on her bare bottom. Then, to her surprise, mommy spread her butt cheeks and put a finger to her tightly puckered asshole. She stiffened suddenly as the touch was unwelcome. An objection caught her in throat, saved by the gag. She looked back sharply at mommy’s offending hand as the finger circled that sensitive spot and even poked at it as if seeking entry. Expressing herself with a moan of embarrassment and a bright blush, Snowball found she could do nothing else. 
“Just relax, Snowball,” said mommy. “You’ll learn to enjoy this. Mommy’s going to show you all about your body. It will feel wonderful. Just relax because mommy is going to play with you… your ass, your tits, and your pussy.” She felt her pet do just the opposite of relax as she told Snowball just what was going to happen. In fact, Snowball seemed to flinch at ass, tits, and pussy. The girl knew what they were, but disapproved of the words. “Nothing that you can do about it. Mommy is going to make you cum and you can’t stop her.” No reaction at the word cum, so Malia knew the girl had no idea what was about to happen. The finger teased around the opening, pushing in and pulling back, testing the resistance, and slowly gaining entrance. Her finger went in to the first knuckle and twirled around, out and back in, out and then a little deeper, teasing, teasing, and slowly working in despite Snowball’s desperate attempts to deny access. For the asshole was indeed tight now. The ass cheeks were firm, tense little globes. Yet, each press gained more ground until Malia had her finger all the way in. Making short fucking motions, mommy felt her pet gradually relaxing again. “That’s a good girl, Snowball. Mommy’s not going to hurt you. It will feel good. It does, doesn’t it?”
Malia admired the slender form, the pert ass, the sleek hips, and flawless skin of her pet. The girl wanted to fight the sexual touches, yet if she could see her own body, Snowball would know it was a lost cause. Tiny toes and little fists clenched. Her tight ass rotated ever so slowly, aiding more than hindering the intrusion. Her breathing was shallow and rapid. Malia watched the fight go out of her pet. 
Turning her pet to her back, Malia was rewarded with even more signs of arousal. Snowball’s nipples were swollen and her pussy was wet. The look in Snowball’s eyes was incredible, making the mistress’ heart pound. It wasn’t at all a look of disgust, fear, or uncertainty that she’d expected. The look was acquiescence. Not surrender or submission, but shyly admitting that she wanted mommy to show her. The cute little kitty face reminded mommy that curiosity killed the cat. Snowball’s curiosity might not be deadly, but it would serve well to take the new pet down the path her mommy had planned for her. Malia saw the understanding in her pet that she wasn’t being given a choice and understood in return that Snowball wanted it that way. If asked she’d deny it. If given a choice, she’d choose to have mommy’s hands in safer places. It was better than simple submission to mommy’s brute force domination. It was an acceptance of the entire Haven world.  
Against her will, Snowball found herself relaxing, surrendering to mommy’s will. She realized she couldn’t stop the penetration and somewhere in there she realized that mommy was right. It did feel good. Poking her ass made her tummy do flip flops and her pussy start to tingle from the inside out. She couldn’t help herself from moaning softly, acknowledging the growing pleasure inside her. 
When mommy rolled her onto her back, Snowball blushed again as mommy looked at her the way Peter had looked earlier. A kiss on the lips yesterday had given her some warning, but she really hadn’t even seen this coming. Mommy wanted her the way men wanted her. Mommy’s finger ran up the slit of her pussy. “Hmmm,” said mommy, holding the finger up. “Somebody’s all excited. Does Snowball know what it means when her pussy is wet?” Snowball went from pink to scarlet as mommy asked that question. Yes, Snowball did know what that meant, but she hadn’t even noticed it until mommy pointed it out. She was sure she’d never done that before. 
Mommy pressed her thighs open and Snowball didn’t resist. Instead, all she could think was, be gentle, mommy. Nobody has ever done this before. She accepted that she couldn’t stop mommy, but even more she wanted mommy to show her what her body was already hinting at. She sighed heavily as mommy stroked the slit and poked a finger inside her, right up to her hymen. It felt nice when the finger wiggled around and slid in and out. Then mommy pulled her finger out and touched her somewhere else. “Haaahh, ahhhh,” gasped Snowball in surprise as exquisite little tremors danced through her body. What was that? Where did she just touch me? She had to pay close attention, watching as well as feeling, as mommy repeated the touch to her clit, staying and circling and rubbing this time. “Mmmmm, hmmmm,” she moaned, asking for more. 
Mommy’s response surprised her. Her own response to mommy’s next action stunned her. The woman continued to stroke her pussy, focusing on her clit, and leaned forward to suck on a surprisingly hard nipple. My nipple? How did it get like that? More tremors rocked her body, like dainty, elusive electric shocks running through wires that connected her nipples, clit, and asshole. Wires she never knew existed. “Mmmm, hmmm,” she repeated more insistently. Her legs parted wider, opening up the delicate flower between her legs to her mommy. 
Snowball was completely lost to the talented touch. Mommy’s promise to show her about her body was coming true and she was learning things about it that she couldn’t believe. Mommy had promised not to hurt her and she trusted mommy completely. A hand cupped her small tit as mommy leaned even higher and pressed her lips to Snowball’s lips. “Mmmmm,” moaned Snowball as mommy’s tongue ran over her lips and teeth. Gawd, take out the gag, mommy, she silently pleaded. Kiss me like that. Touch me all over. 
Malia wasn’t about to make this quick or easy on her pet. She could feel, smell, and taste the desire in Snowball. Yet, she continued to just tease her magnificent preteen tits, her bare pussy, and occasionally her tight ass. Going back and forth, lightly teasing, taking her to the edge and back, Malia made her pet suffer the glorious surrender to pure pleasure. The girl’s coos and moans and gasps of pleasure rose in frequency and volume and her body seemed to melt into the bed. Occasionally Malia commented on the reactions of Snowball’s body, drawing attention to her erect nipples, eager clit, and uncontrolled sex juices. 
 “Now, Snowball,” announced mommy after a full hour of teasing. “Cum for mommy.” It was the second time mommy had used the word cum while referring to the sexual touches. The meaning of the word was lost on Snowball, but she knew she wasn’t going anywhere. Her body was relaxed, practically beyond her control. Any objections about her mommy touching her body like this were long gone, lost to mindless desire. Her legs were splayed indecently wide as she let mommy show her whatever. It felt wonderful to have mommy admire her body with her hands, eyes, and words. 
The pressure of mommy’s finger abruptly increased, centered on her clit. She watched with fascination as the finger sped up, nearly to a blur in her pussy. Then, with wide eyes of wonder, she felt a surge of sexual energy in her pussy. Toes and fingers curled and clenched. Her clit was hard and throbbing, sending shivers all over her body. Something was happening. Then her body tensed! She couldn’t help it! Muscles straining, she arched her back and pressed her pussy up to mommy’s finger. Her clit seemed to explode with pleasure. Squealing with delight, the gag kept her from coherent sounds as she completely forgot her place. 
Malia played the trembling young girl through her first ever orgasm. Fast, firm pressure to start her on the way and then alternating the pressure and speed to keep Snowball going and going, up and down, through multiple orgasms. Then she slowed the pace and let her pet down slowly. Wrapping her arms around Snowball, she cuddled her pet close and just whispered sweet nothings. Words of praise, love, and desire. She caressed Snowball’s lips with her finger, still wet with Snowball’s own juices, to acclimate her pet to the idea of tasting herself. Soon her pet would taste mommy’s juices, too. Just not today. 
“Shhh, shhh, shhh,” she murmured to Snowball as she removed the gag. Then she leaned forward and kissed Snowball, at first with tender unassuming kisses that changed as she pushed her tongue into the young mouth. She was pleased that Snowball returned the kisses with passion, sharing her appreciation for mommy’s efforts. 
Snowball looked up at mommy, seeking approval for the lewd acts. There was no way she’d ever let a boy touch her like mommy just had. To have a woman do it was totally wrong. To have mommy kiss her like this was gross. To enjoy it meant she was sick in some way. Yet, those were old rules. This world where she was a pet had different rules. She could see in her mommy’s eyes the approval that she needed, the confirmation that she’d done what was expected of a pet in this world. It made her feel good to know that she’d pleased mommy. 
She closed her eyes and just let mommy kiss and caress her. Feeling warm and glowy, she decided if this was what being a pet was all about, then being a pet wasn’t all that bad. She’d never felt loved by another person the way mommy loved her. And she’d never loved someone the way she loved mommy. Kidnapped and sold at auction, ironically she’d never trusted anyone like she trusted her owner. Seeking a way to express herself, she broke the kiss, stretched her head to the side, and licked mommy’s cheek. 
Malia pulled away, surprised at the caress of Snowball’s tongue on her cheek. She stared down at the girl, appraising her intention. The look in Snowball’s eyes was very clear. Hugging Snowball tightly, her voice was thick with emotion as she said, “Oh, Snowball. Mommy loves you, too.” Unfortunately, she’d planned the training so there was no time left. Otherwise she might have changed plans and let Snowball show her love with her tongue in other places. All she had time for now was another kiss. Tomorrow she’d expect more of Snowball. 
Rousing them from the tender moment, Malia announced. “It’s lunch time for Snowball. Mommy has to fix something quick.” She picked up Snowball and set her on the floor just outside the kitchen door and then went to work fixing lunch. 
Still bound, Snowball was at least happy that mommy left her where she could see what was going on. It made her feel more like she belonged. She watched mommy chop vegetables and throw them into a wok. Mommy cooked a lot of food. It was her first view of how many slaves mommy had when mommy doled out the delicious smelling lunch to one bowl and three plates. Mommy, two slaves, and a pet. 
To Snowball’s delight, mommy untied her and let her walk unleashed back to her kennel where her bowl of cream, bowl of stir fried vegetables and shrimp, and bowl of juice were set down. Mommy attached her leash to the wall so she could eat. It felt safe to be leashed to the wall. Then mommy carried the other lunches to other rooms. She was disappointed that mommy ate lunch with someone else. She could tell because when mommy returned 20 minutes later, mommy had already finished lunch. 
She was even more disappointed, though it was not unexpected, when mommy put her back in the enclosed kennel and then shut and locked the door. In just minutes she went from feeling warm and loved to feeling rejected. She knew it was silly, but she’d hoped mommy had decided her pet was special enough to spend the whole day with. Snowball hated the alone time, but resigned herself to the reality that mommy had other things to do. She felt a pang of jealousy that some of those other things involved other slaves. 
Snowball lay by the window with a smile on her face, trying to catch mommy’s eye, but the two times that mommy walked by, she just ignored Snowball. Giving up, Snowball went to lay toward the center of the room with her back to the window so she wouldn’t feel so hurt. 
With the emotions of the morning fading, she looked back on her training with a more objective view. Learning to walk with mommy was demeaning, but it seemed the right thing for mommy to do with her. That she didn’t like it didn’t mean she didn’t understand the idea of being trained to act like a pet. Likewise, a bath had seemed OK when mommy first mentioned it. It was the part about taking a bath together than made her uneasy. Yet, she couldn’t have stopped it, could she? Mommy had removed all her cuffs and let her climb into the tub. She was a little surprised to see mommy strip, but she reasoned that mommy just didn’t want her clothes to get wet. So, it all came down to about a two second time span when she suddenly realized that mommy was getting in the tub, too. That had not seemed right, but it was a done deal before she knew it. 
After that everything just seemed to flow towards the sex part. Each step was a tiny step, so she never had anything to object to. Hmmm, mommy’s in the tub? OK, that’s done. Hmmm, I’m pressed against mommy? OK, that’s not so odd. It’s not that big of a tub. Hmmm, mommy is going to wash me? Sure, that’s the way it works. Hmmm, mommy is washing me there? And there? And there? What can I say? Should I stop her? Shouldn’t I expect mommy to wash me everywhere? After that I was cuffed and helpless again. I couldn’t stop her. 
She shuddered as she remembered the first sexual touches. She’d been surprised, but even then mommy took it slow. If mommy was testing her, she’d given up too easy. What if I complained about being poked in the butt? What if I whined, whimpered, and shook my head no when she touched my vagina? No, my thoughts don’t matter. Oh Gawd, I made out with mommy, a woman, a lesbian. Does that make me one? I didn’t want to… that wasn’t exactly true though, because she could remember wanting it after a while. She’d enjoyed it. 
Hugging her knees to her chest and slowly rocking, she faced the stark reality that mommy had seduced her and made love to her. And she hadn’t argued. Now that it had happened once, she couldn’t argue next time. It all came down to that first time and she’d just caved in to the soft touches and slow, gentle advances. She hadn’t quite cooperated, but she hadn’t done anything to stop mommy. After having done that, she didn’t know how she could ever say no to mommy.
She thought about the woman who called herself mommy. Instinctively she knew that she had to have someone to cling to, someone to take care of her. Mommy had warned her about others on the ship who would take advantage of her. They didn’t care about her the way mommy did. Mommy wanted her more than any of them. She’d outbid the others at auction and now it was mommy that fed her and loved her. Lost to her real parents, this surrogate mommy was all that she had in the world. Frightened and alone, she needed mommy. She couldn’t ever say no to the woman she needed so badly.  
Snowball might have had a different opinion if she’d known it was the same woman who had picked her and paid to have her ripped out of her normal life to be enslaved. She didn’t know that. What she saw was a savior who’d taken her from an uncertain future and given her a place to stay, food to eat, and a structure for her life. She didn’t like the structure mommy gave her, but it was better than the uncertainty that she faced when a seemingly random kidnapping turned her life upside down. . 
Snowball expected to be in her kennel until dinner so she was excited when mommy opened her door and called her out. She scrambled out quickly, wondering what mommy had planned. Mommy clipped her wrists and elbows together behind her and then blindfolded her. “Time for you to play with Beau again,” said mommy as she picked up Snowball. 
The pet blushed as she realized she was excited over an unknown event that turned out to be sucking Beau’s cock. She’d been excited to see mommy again and now she felt stupid. Yet, she couldn’t go from excited to disappointed, could she? As mommy set her kneeling on the floor, she could feel Beau’s presence waiting and ready for her. She still had a little rush of adrenaline from the excitement, feeling a little giddy and apprehensive. Pausing for mommy’s guidance, she realized she was more interested in doing it right to please mommy than anything else. This time she wasn’t gagged, so she’d have to do it herself. 
Malia pushed the gagged and blindfolded Beau forward half a step and his cock brushed against Snowball’s lips. The girl opened her mouth and licked tentatively at the cock as if making sure that’s what it was. Then she awkwardly opened wide and took Beau’s hard little cock in her mouth. 
Snowball stopped, looking like she was savoring the feel of the cock when she was really trying to gauge its size. Beau was a boy! Yesterday she’d pictured a man, the man in the video… Peter to be specific… looming over her and stroking his cock. Now she discovered that mommy had a boy slave. She felt a rush of hope and a wave of disappointment at the same time. Hope that perhaps mommy’s boy slave might be a friend, but then disappointment as she recalled the same thought about Precious who had promptly treated her like a pet. 
The moment of confusion and thought past, Snowball slid her mouth up and down the cock the way she’d seen in the video. It wasn’t as easy as it looked. Yet just the touch of her mouth seemed to make Beau grow larger, longer, and stiffer. This is what a hard on is. And I’m sucking on it. Her excitement had faded completely and she considered refusing to suck Beau. But, she’d done it once without complaint. It hadn’t been that bad the first time. There were promises of punishments and rewards for her behavior. On top of that, she hadn’t forgotten that what a pet thought didn’t matter. She could find only reasons to suck the cock, no reasons to disobey. 
The cock was just a smidge too long. It hit the back of her throat when she took it all the way, but Beau seemed to take that into account. She took less of his cock and he held back, not forcing her to take him all. There were still accidents as one or the other of them misjudged and Snowball gagged. 
It took her a couple of minutes to get the rhythm down so that Beau was responding to her efforts. Then she could tell that Beau was thrusting forward as she sucked him in, doing half her work for her. It felt good to get a reaction from him. He tasted and smelled good and maybe he’d be a friend… all I have to do is make him happy. Right? Then she could tell she was doing it right from the excited sound he was making; she remembered that from yesterday. It spurred her on as he thrust faster. Then she felt him tense and his cock jerked in her mouth. She almost lost his cock, but leaned forward to press her lips against him to that gagging depth and then back just a little as he shot his cream into her mouth. It was at least easier to keep the cream in her mouth since she wasn’t gagged. Then she swallowed it all. I did it! 
Afterwards she could recall that elation. It hadn’t been easy, but she’d done it. The taste had been OK and the act was… well, it wasn’t something a good girl did. It was just something she did for mommy in a world where good girls did do things like that. She couldn’t very well complain about getting a mouthful, because it was her fault. She was the one who sucked it right out of Beau. That thought almost made her giggle, giddy with her own naughtiness. She’d done it knowing what was going to happen. Alone in her kennel again, it took a long time for her to settle down. 
In only her third night Snowball was getting used to the routine. When she thought dinner was close, she pottied herself and washed her hands. It was still half an hour wait until dinner, so she washed her hands again when her door opened and then she went out. Crawling on her hands and knees, those same hands she was going to eat dinner with, she worried that the floor was dirty. So, she sat up on her haunches, displayed her hands to mommy, whined, and rubbed the floor. Then she held up her hands again before dropping all fours and looking up hopefully. Did you get that, mommy?
Malia watched Snowball go through her attempt to communicate. “If your hands are dirty, go wash them,” she said. Snowball looked frustrated and pointed at the floor. “Oh, the floor is dirty?” Snowball nodded. Malia hadn’t thought about the sanitation issue, but then she wasn’t the one actually crawling around on hands and knees. Setting Snowball’s food and water on the floor, she said, “Wait. Don’t eat yet, baby.”
Fetching some wipes, she gave one to Snowball. “Wash your hands with that. Tomorrow morning before breakfast, I’ll give you wipes with bleach. You will wipe down the floor inside your kennel… inside there,” she pointed through the door, “and here.” She indicated the fenced in area. After Snowball had wiped her hands, she said, “Now you may eat.”
Oh my God, the care mommy has for me. She just didn’t know, but now that she does… I can keep the floor clean. Snowball stunned her mommy by crawling past the beef stew right to mommy and then rubbing her cheek against mommy’s calf. Thank you, mommy. As she looked up, she wondered that perhaps she’d gone overboard. Mommy appeared speechless. Backing up, she lapped up the cream. 
“Mommy loves you, too, baby,” said Malia a few seconds after the surprising display of affection. She processed the sequence of events again as she watched Snowball eat. 
Pleased that Snowball had shown initiative, yet stayed within her rules, she nevertheless saw a potential problem if Snowball got too comfortable with her. Waiting until Snowball was done eating, she stroked her pet’s pure white hair. “Mommy is very happy that Snowball told her about the dirty floor. Mommy doesn’t want Snowball getting sick, so you’ll get to keep it clean from now on. But…” she put her hand under Snowball’s chin and raised her head so they were looking in each other’s eyes as she delivered a stern warning, “… mommy doesn’t want Snowball to think that things are going so well that she would think she could try breaking a rule or two just to see what happens. You’re being very obedient, so let’s keep it that way.” Then she sent Snowball back into her kennel. 
At bedtime, mommy gave Snowball a blanket again, but it was a different one. It was softer and thicker. Saying nothing, she left it for Snowball to know that the nicer blanket was a reward. “Brush your teeth and go to bed, baby,” she said. “Mommy will spend time with you in the morning. Good night. Sweet dreams.”
Snowball’s Third Full Day 
Snowball’s morning started when mommy gave her a bucket of soapy water that smelled like bleach and two towels. She carefully cleaned the floor of her inside kennel, washing with one and drying with the other towel. Starting at the far corner, she worked her way to the door and backed out, washing the floor as she went. She wasn’t even aware of the incredible sight she gave mommy as she backed halfway out, stopped to wash and dry, and then came the rest of the way out. After washing the outer kennel, she got to lap up her cream and eat her breakfast of scrambled eggs and sausage with a bowl of ice cold milk. 
After breakfast, mommy fixed Snowball up for a walk. After a brief training session indoors, she took Snowball out on deck. There was no particular destination; she just wanted to acclimate Snowball to the idea of walking outside. Snowball hesitated as they left their home and again as they passed through the door leading to the deck, but they were brief hesitations that Malia chose to ignore. They stopped occasionally, once where Snowball could see a boy sucking on a man’s cock right out in the open. She looked apprehensively at mommy. Don’t ever make me do it in front of anyone. The message seemed to be that mommy just might do exactly that as they stopped again to watch a man fucking a girl a little older than Snowball. The third stop was the most astonishing, as Snowball got a glimpse of two girls who couldn’t have been more than five or six taking turns licking and sucking a man’s cock. 
Malia was purposely taking advantage of the exhibitionist nature of some of the Citizens as they used their slaves in full view of the rest of the ship’s company. Her intent was not to warn Snowball that she’d been called upon to perform in public. It was simply to let the girl know the kinds of things that went on between all the masters and mistresses… to let Snowball know she and mommy were no different. With enough exposure, she expected Snowball to find any and all sexual activity acceptable. After all, the girl seemed to have accepted the Haven world as her world now. She deserved to see what that world was in all its depravity. 
Once around the deck with frequent stops was all that Malia expected of Snowball. Her pet was doing an excellent job of keeping up in the awkward position of walking on hands and knees. She didn’t want to overdo it. With the walk done, she led Snowball back home. 
“Snowball was a good girl,” said mommy, patting Snowball as she removed the leash. “Now Snowball will get to see what mommy expects from a pet when she’s out of her kennel. You are here to be pretty and cute and my Snowball is both of those. Even sexy and hot,” she winked and Snowball ducked her head shyly. “No, no, don’t hide that pretty face,” said mommy, raising her kitty face up with her hand. “I’m going to let you decorate my room for me.”
Snowball looked around the room suspiciously. The room looked decorated already and why would mommy trust her pet to do any more decoration? She looked back up at mommy, certain that she’d misunderstood mommy. At any rate, she was about to learn what was going on. 
Mommy pointed at the coffee table that had moved from out of the way yesterday to the center of the room today. “Get up on the table,” she said. Snowball climbed up on the table, still on her hands and knees. Then mommy tied a rope around her waist, passed it between her legs, and ran it through a hook on the ceiling behind her pet. Snowball had no idea what was going on until the rope pulled tight. Mommy adjusted it so it ran right between her pussy lips and then pulled it tighter until her butt was as high as it would go without lifting her off her knees. 
Snowball shifted uncomfortably, trying to find a way that this didn’t hurt. Backing up a little bit gave her a little slack. The rope was still inside her, but it wasn’t digging so harshly into tender flesh. Her level of anxiety rose as mommy put a head harness on her with a ball gag in her mouth. Mommy clipped one end of a rope to a ring that stuck out of the ball gag and then ran that through a hook on the ceiling in front of Snowball. As mommy pulled that tight and then tighter, Snowball moved forward, her head lifting, her neck stretching, and the rope in her pussy pulling taut again. She was stretched between two ropes, ass up at one end and head up at the other. What’s going on? What is she doing? 
Her questions were answered as mommy said, “There, now you’re decorating mommy’s room. Mommy thinks Snowball makes the perfect ornament.” Mommy circled her a couple of times. “Nothing for my pet to do except hold still and pose for mommy like a perfect decoration.” 
Horrified at the implication, Snowball could do nothing about it, just like mommy said. She was on display, naked and helplessly displayed. Now she understood what mommy meant when mommy said she’d decorate the room. Literally. Decorate the room as one of the ornaments. Just an object. 
Then mommy picked her left hand up and pulled it behind her. She was balanced on just one hand and then mommy pulled that one up and behind her. Click! Her wrist cuffs clicked together. Click! Her elbow cuffs clicked together and now she was really stretched, her weight borne by her mouth and pussy, only partially on her knees and toes. Hands behind her, she could tell her naked chest, her tits, were on full display. The position was imminently uncomfortable both physically and mentally. 
To make matters worse, mommy reached under her and played with her nipples until they were hard. On display and now her nipples were erect and mommy was still doing something under her. Ouch! “Aaaahhhhh,” she moaned into the gag as mommy put a nipple clamp on her swollen nub. “Aaahh, ahhh, ahhh,” she groaned as mommy’s fingers held the other nipple and this time she knew why. That nipple was also clamped. “Aaaahhhh,” she whined. 
She practically couldn’t move. Sure she could shift her knees a little, but there was one and only one place where the tension on her pussy was the least. She could blink her eyes. She could roll her eyes to the side and watch mommy as she sat down in a chair and just looked at her. “Perfect,” said mommy. Already her neck and pussy hurt. How long would mommy leave her like this? 
It was time for Malia to introduce another bit of pet paraphernalia to Snowball and with her pet motionless, it would be easy. She stepped behind Snowball and lubricated the butt plug she’d brought with her.  The butt plug had a long white tail attached to it. Putting the tip end of the butt plug to her pet’s tight sphincter, mommy started working it in slowly. With Snowball’s butt raised by the crotch rope, it was easy to work it in despite Snowball’s tightly clenched asshole. She took her time, finally seating the plug after three minutes. It disappeared into the brown pucker, too large for Snowball to expel on her own though it looked like she was trying. The proud mommy admired the tail as it completed the look of her pet. It was stiff so it didn’t just dangle down between her legs, yet not rigid so it could be positioned just right. 
With her pet decorating the room, Malia took a few minutes to admire the small, pert tits on the preteen chest. Gravity was making more of them than there really was. Gravity and a couple of nipple clamps. Sleek hips were tensely straining. Slender legs shifted ever so slightly. The arch of her body, from ass to neck was a lovely, smooth arc of straining muscles. Drool bubbled out of her mouth and ran down her chin. She wanted to strip and finger herself right in front of the girl, but even more she wanted her pet to learn what it meant to be a pet. She rose and left the room. 
Every few minutes, Malia found an excuse to walk into or through the room, sometimes ignoring her pet completely and sometimes casting mere glances at her. After half an hour she came in and spent some time admiring Snowball. “Like a work of art,” she said. Like a statue the girl was still frozen in the same position, moaning in discomfort and growing pain. The look on her face was frantic, begging for release. Sweat glistened on her body, puddling at the little indentation right above the crack of her ass. Drool even more prominently puddled on the table under her. “This is what it means to be my pet, baby,” she said. “The chance to show off your beautiful, sexy body for me.” She reached up and removed the nipple clamps to let the blood flow back into squashed nipples. “The chance to exist only for my pleasure.” She circled Snowball. “You realize of course, Snowball, that if anyone came into this room they wouldn’t be able to take their eyes off of you. How does that make mommy’s special girl feel? How would you feel if a dozen people were in the room and every eye was on that incredibly taut little body of yours?”
Snowball could make very little response to mommy’s words, so it was hard to tell just what the pet was thinking about that. Then her nipples started to tingle with the return of feeling. Tingle and then spark with internal electricity. “Ahhhhh,” she moaned as the sparks grew unbearable, yet she had to bear them. “Eeaaaaaa,” she squealed until the pain eventually passed. 
“Has my pet considered that the rope is pressing against her clit? My pet could rub it against her clit and get all wet for mommy.” Malia ran a finger through Snowball’s slit. She suspected the dampness there was sweat, but she still teased, “Ooo, Snowball is wet already. Getting excited being mommy’s ornament? Just don’t cum. You are not allowed to cum.” Then she left the room again, resuming her occasional visits that were pointedly for any reason except to come admire the ornament. 
For the first half hour, Snowball was stunned by mommy’s treachery. Being tied up so she was in pain was the last thing she expected from mommy. She had no idea that she’d grown a tail, but did know there was a non-negotiable plug shoved up inside her. After a few minutes she gave up trying to push it back out. Each time mommy came back, her hopes rose again that mommy was there to release her. It was just beyond belief that mommy would leave her there for very long. Yet, the time crawled by. Hours it seemed to her. When mommy was in the room, she followed the woman with her eyes. When mommy wasn’t there, she concentrated on her misery, alternately trying to ignore the pain, relaxing as best she could, and surrendering to the mind numbing pain. At times she lost reason, trapped in a red haze of pain and drooling pathetically on the table. 
At the half hour point, mommy’s words cut her to the core and then mommy hurt her nipples more than ever by removing the clamps. Tears ran down her cheeks as the pain filled her. She barely heard the words. She was simply hoping that mommy would let her down. It wasn’t until mommy left her again that she thought about what mommy had said. Beautiful. Sexy. Incredibly taut little body. If she wasn’t sure if that was good or not, the way mommy said it made it sound like she was a prize perched on a pedestal. Yeah, it was good. Gawd, would every eye really be on me? How hard was that to imagine for a 12-year-old girl who’d never even had a real boyfriend, never thought of herself as sexy, and never been naked in front of anyone else. 
As mommy came into the room, she moaned, but not in pain this time. If I’m sexy, then maybe being sexy is the way down from here. Her eyes caught mommy’s eyes and her hips gave a little wiggle. She tried to feel the rough rope on her clit, but it hurt too much and her clit wouldn’t come out to play. The idea of cumming or even getting excited in this position was ludicrous. That didn’t stop her from experimenting. 
Then she just lost it again, succumbing to the pain as her young body strained in two directions. On her next pass through the room, mommy stopped and looked at her pet. Drooling, moaning, and eyes glazed over, Snowball looked like she was past her limit. Mommy released Snowball’s elbows and wrists and helped the girl get her weight on her rubbery arms. Then she undid the rope at her mouth and quickly did the same with the one through her pussy. Helping her to lie down on the table, Malia massaged feeling and life back into Snowball. 
Snowball made anther a trip to the tanning salon, barely aware of the trip there. She had been in the tanning booth for ten minutes before she thought about her attire. She knew she was right about the tan lines when she wore exactly the same thing and mommy used the five dots from the day before to line the star up just where it had been. 
The tanning session didn’t chase away the aches or restore Snowball’s energy. With her pet still limp, Malia went to the bathroom and started a nice hot bubble bath. Then she removed all of Snowball’s cuffs and her tail and carried her to the tub. Snowball roused as she felt herself cradled in mommy’s arms, soaking in a bath that drained her of tension and pain. She looked up at mommy wanting to be angry, but mommy looked so concerned and loving that it was hard to be angry. 
“Such a perfect decoration,” said mommy soothingly. “Snowball makes mommy very proud all the time. How could mommy not be proud of such a sexy, beautiful girl all my own? It would be nice if Snowball enjoyed being a decoration, but it really doesn’t matter. In time Snowball will learn to appreciate being a decoration. Why mommy could just leave her in her kennel all the time…all… the… time.” She repeated the last three words for emphasis, putting meaningful weight on them so Snowball would understand that meant 24 hours of alone time, day after day. “But Snowball is too perfect to be left alone. Mommy could tie Snowball up like that and leave her in pain in a dark room all day long, alone. But mommy wants to look at her perfect Snowball. Make no mistake about it, baby, you looked magnificent.”
As she spoke, Malia’s hands started to caress her pet. “Mommy is going to give Snowball a special reward today. It’s not a reward for being all tied up and hurting… yes, mommy knows that hurt. It’s a reward for being Snowball. For being sexy and beautiful. For being something that mommy can hardly keep her eyes off.” 
She raised one of Snowball’s lithe, slender legs and washed it with her bare hands. Then she did the other. “Just relax while mommy washes her baby and think about the reward. Think about how nice it is to be sexy.” The girl was putty in her hands as she slid out from behind her and rested Snowball’s back against the back end of the tub. Kneeling in front of her pet, Malia washed her tummy and breasts, then her arms, neck, and face. She moved behind Snowball again to wash her hair, pampering her pet the way she thought a pet should be pampered. In the tub there was no expectation of anything from Snowball except to hold still and be washed. Hold still and let mommy’s hands roam where they wanted, touching every part of Snowball’s body with the excuse of washing. 
Presently mommy rinsed and dried Snowball, taking her to her bedroom where she replaced cuffs and bound her hands behind her and out of the way. Then mommy started poking at Snowball’s ass like she had yesterday only she didn’t use her finger. She used the butt plug from earlier, poking it in bit by bit until is again was swallowed up by the preteen’s tight ass. Curious to see what mommy was doing, Snowball twisted around to see what was in mommy’s hand. She couldn’t quite see the plug, but she could see the tail attached to it. Incredulous, she looked at mommy, her eyes begging to be spared this additional humiliation. Mommy didn’t even pay attention to her look. 
Once the tail was in place, Snowball looked back again. It looked like it was rising right out of her tailbone, right were a tail belonged. It looked horribly cute and felt horribly humiliating. Her plaintive look earned mommy’s attention this time. “Now that just makes Snowball look complete,” said mommy. “You are to wear the ears and tail all the time except when sleeping and,” she smiled, “when pooping.”
Now mommy started caressing her pet gently. Snowball sighed heavily as mommy started with the same routine as the day before. Tantalizing and explicit touches to her ass, pussy, and tits drove Snowball up to the same heights as the day before where mommy kept her for half an hour. 
Snowball’s eyes opened wide and she mewled pathetically when mommy just stopped this time. One moment she was drifting in ecstasy, ready to cum at the right touch from mommy and then that right touch never came. She found herself tumbling back down from the high with an ache in her pussy. What now? Did I do something wrong? What just happened? 
“Snowball’s reward is not just going to be mommy’s finger today,” said mommy. “But before your reward, it’s time to show mommy your appreciation. Today you get to make mommy cum before you do. Mommy is tres excited just from watching you this morning and now from touching your sexy little body. Mommy feels like you just did, ready to cum, so I want you to find my special spot… my clit deep inside my pussy. Find it and lick it. You’ll use your tongue instead of your finger like mommy did.”
Huh? What? My tongue? Down there? She gaped incredulously at mommy. Any thought that mommy was kidding vanished as mommy simply laid her down with her face in mommy’s crotch. “It’s right there, baby. Just start by licking up and down, slowly and gently.” She balked and mommy said, “Aww, baby, mommy loves you so much. Don’t you love mommy? Won’t you do it for her?” Another two seconds passed and mommy’s voice changed from the loving, persuasive tone to a stern, no nonsense tone as she spat out. “Do it. Now.”
Suddenly Snowball wished she’d started about two seconds earlier. She wished she hadn’t made mommy’s voice sound like that or made mommy demand it. Punishment was seconds away, but it was the disapproval and disappointment that hurt the most. Snowball stuck out her tongue and ran it up mommy’s slit between her wide spread legs. It wasn’t nearly as disgusting as she thought. Well, disgusting to be doing another girl, but the taste and feel wasn’t disgusting. She worked her way deeper between mommy’s outer lips to the place where mommy let out a little gasp, “Yes, baby, that’s the spot.”
Recalling what mommy had just been doing with her finger that felt so good, she mimicked the action with her tongue. It was hardly different than sucking Beau’s cock once she thought about it. It was just another challenge to please mommy. As she licked harder and faster, mommy coached her to take the hard, protruding clit between her lips and mouth it, almost chew on it. The sound mommy made when she did that was wonderful. Trying that and more, she blushed when she realized she was noisily making a mess in mommy’s pussy. Gawd, this is why it’s called eating pussy, she thought as she made the connection with the vulgar term she’d heard a few times. 
Snowball’s hips moved slowly, rhythmically from side to side. That alone was exciting for mommy to watch, but the movement of Snowball’s new tail, already accepted as part of her and forgotten, was incredible. To watch the pert rump waving back and forth, the tail weaving with it was better than Malia had hoped. The little kitty face was buried in her pussy as the little kitty rump waved deliciously. 
She kept focused on mommy’s clit, occasionally stealing a glance at mommy’s face. The shared looks made her excited. With just her eyes mommy could show her desire. With that, her desire grew. A glance made her excited. A knowing look made her redouble her efforts. Locking eyes with mommy, she watched mommy go over the edge and plunge into orgasmic bliss. Only because of my tongue. Gawd, I need her to touch me now. 
Touching Snowball where Snowball needed to be touched was not part of the deal yet. Instead, Malia pulled her pet up so they could kiss and she could fondle the hard little body. Slowly, almost without Snowball realizing it, Malia took her pet back up higher and higher, but still it wasn’t time to let her cum. 
She stopped after a few minutes and blindfolded and gagged Snowball. Then she went to get Beau, bringing the boy out also blindfolded and gagged. The mistress had made sure her boy toy knew what fucking was all about. She’d done it with him already so that he’d know what he was doing this first time with his sister. Snowball, on the other hand, would be the complete novice as she lost her virginity. 
“Do you know what fucking is, Snowball?” she asked. Snowball slowly nodded. “Not sure?” prodded Malia. Snowball shrugged. “You know what sexual intercourse is… that’s fucking. I just prefer to call it fucking. Now your reward is going to be Beau fucking you.”
Taken to the edge of orgasm twice, Snowball still shook her head. She knew she couldn’t talk mommy out of it. Whimpering softly she wanted to express her fear. I’m only 12. Not ready for this. And it’s going to hurt. This was more personal than sucking his cock. This was taking his sperm inside her. She wanted to see Beau, get to know him before they did something so intimate. It didn’t seem like a reward that she’d be used by Beau. He’d cum, too. She could get pregnant. There were so many reasons not to. 
His weight settled down on her and she imagined him positioning himself, looking at her, and putting his cock to her pussy. In reality, he was also blind, letting his mistress position him and help him find her pussy with his cock. There were many reasons not to, but there were also reason to let him. Let him? Well, not object to him doing it. It was her reward and she wanted to feel good after all she’d done for mommy today. It was how things worked in this world. Good girls were the ones that fucked for their mistress, not the ones that were chaste and pure. It would only hurt the first time and then all the other times for the rest of her life would really be a reward. Then there was no more time for debate as his cock found the tunnel nestled between her legs and slowly entered. 
She held her breath as the cock reached her hymen. Then it pushed past that barrier and she squeaked in pain. The taking of her virginity was an anti-climax. The pain was abruptly sharp, but faded fast. Now he was in her and working deeper with each thrust. Rather than think about the pain, she concentrated on the feel of him in her, intent on enjoying her reward. It still didn’t feel like a reward even when he was all the way in. Nope, no reward… then she gasped as he slid almost all the way out and then all the way back in. OK, that was nice. 
“Mmmm, hmmm,” she murmured as he started fucking her with long slow strokes. It felt wonderful, better than mommy’s finger on the outside. Her legs spread wider and her feet rose up into the air, resting on the back of his thighs. It gave her the leverage to thrust up and down with him, up to meet his down thrust and down when he went up. She picked up Beau’s rhythm and shared her body with him. 
Malia wanted Beau at a slow pace until the right moment. She’d learned the boy could pop off in seconds, but this was for Snowball. She wanted Snowball ready before Beau was. When she thought Snowball’s whines were insistent enough, she said, “Now, Beau, fuck her hard and fast. Show her how a good girl gets fucked.”
Snowball felt tremors shoot through her body just at the words, the promise of more. She was indeed on the edge, where mommy liked to take her. Mommy liked to keep her there for a long time, but not this time. She felt the sense of urgency ripple through Beau. Like mommy’s finger picking up speed and pressure, his cock did now with the same result. Her body went from a desperate ache in her pussy to on fire to an exquisite explosion in seconds. Then she felt Beau’s cock spasm the way it had yesterday in her mouth. Only this time it was in her. In her pussy. Where a man did it to the woman he loved. “Ahhhh, gaaahhhh,” she gasped, a second, more intense orgasm rocking her body in response to Beau’s release. 
In her three days as a pet, Snowball hadn’t wanted to talk as much as she did right now. She wanted to say how wonderful it felt. She wanted to thank Beau. She wanted to tell mommy that she loved them both. She said nothing, not even trying to mouth coherency past the gag. They would just have to know how she felt. She couldn’t even tell mommy with her eyes. She couldn’t even give Beau wet kisses. She felt him nuzzle affectionately, but that was it. 
Then she was alone again as mommy took Beau away. Her mind was floating on cloud nine through lunch and being stored away for the afternoon. She took a nap, exhausted from the morning’s activities. Waking from the nap, she was finally able to think about her morning. Her first thought was of the tail and she turned to look at it. She felt stoopid with the tail sticking out of her butt. It looked too cute. It looked like it belonged on a pet girl. She hated it, but she couldn’t do anything about it. Even more she hated the constant feeling of needing to poop from the butt plug filling her bottom. 
She tried to think of what else mommy might do to turn her into a pet. Each day held new surprises. What would tomorrow’s surprise be? She thought about big floppy paws. Would mommy make her wear gloves that looked like paws? Just how far is mommy going to push it? Mommy clearly understands I’m a human pet, so why is she so eager to make me look like a cat? 
She worried over that for a while with no answers and then pondered mommy making her be a decoration. She didn’t mind posing for mommy. All mommy had to do was ask or command her and she’d do it. So why did she have to go to all that trouble and dammit, it had hurt. It hurt and mommy didn’t care. It was the first time she felt mommy had betrayed her. All the good care and tender love didn’t make up for all that pain. She tried looking at it from mommy’s perspective as a way to make her pet look sexier. The ropes, the gag, and the clamps didn’t strike her as things that made her look sexy. The stretched out position had showed off her body so she could see that. And as she thought of that, she remembered that for a brief moment she’d felt good that way. The way mommy had described her as sexy, beautiful, and a taut little body. It gave her shivers to think about that. To think about mommy inviting people over to look. Now if she could just maintain that feeling while strung up like that, it might make it better. For now, being a decoration got a big thumbs down from her. 
The bath was something she looked forward to. It was heavenly. Two times now the bath had led to sex. Wonderful, forbidden sex with no limits. She could get used to that, too. Mommy’s hand on her… mommy knows how to use her hands. And mouth. She liked mommy’s mouth on her tits. The thought made her want to do the same to mommy. All she’d gotten to do was lick mommy’s pussy. Thinking back on it, even that had been fun. She had to admit that she’d gotten all excited by it. A couple of times she’d caught mommy looking at her butt, so she made a point of waving her tail around. It felt sexy to have mommy watch her like that. 
Then there was Beau. The boy slave that she was getting to know only by feel. Why didn’t mommy let her see him? That thought made her nervous and she wondered if there was something wrong with Beau. She just couldn’t bring herself to believe that mommy would have a slave who looked ugly. If mommy could have anything, she’d surely have a good looking boy slave. Today had been far better than the previous days with Beau. She could take the blowjobs, but fucking was fun and rewarding. She wanted more of that and she knew that good behavior earned her rewards. 
The one thing that puzzled her was mommy’s reaction to her hesitation to lick mommy’s pussy. I disobeyed her, but she didn’t punish me. In fact, she still let me get fucked by Beau. She still rewarded me. She felt bad about hesitating, but she wasn’t sure she’d ever have done it if mommy hadn’t gotten angry. And she didn’t want to make mommy angry. I felt bad about disappointing her. Even now she felt guilty about it. She wanted to tell mommy that she was sorry. Next time she’d do it right away. No hesitation. I’ll smile, too. And make happy noises. So eager to please her mommy. 
The afternoon passed slowly for Snowball. She occasionally saw mommy’s feet walk by the window, but for most of the time she had nothing to do. Nothing, except think about tomorrow and how good she was going to be to show her gratitude to mommy for not punishing her. Tomorrow was going to be fun. She couldn’t wait to see the look on mommy’s face when she did everything without question. 
Snowball’s Fourth Full Day
When tomorrow came, there was breakfast and then the perfunctory lap around the Haven in the warm morning air. After that, Snowball recanted her promises to herself to earn mommy’s praise with instant obedience. Mommy put her back up on the table in the middle of the living room. “I’m going to give you more practice being a decoration,” said mommy pleasantly as if that was a privilege. Mommy held out rope and Snowball shook her head. Nope, no way. Not gonna hold still for that torture again. She wanted to get down off the table, trembling with fear at what that would mean. Punishment of what kind? On that vile horse again? And she knew deep inside that sooner or later mommy would win and she’d be tied up on the table, decorating mommy’s room. 
To her surprise, mommy set down the rope. “Snowball doesn’t want to make mommy happy? Snowball doesn’t want to be the sexiest she can be, all stretched out and showing off everything?” Mommy made it sound so enticing. “I’ll tell you what,” said mommy. “If Snowball can pose sexy for mommy without the ropes, then mommy will be happy. So,” she stepped back, “pose for me, baby. Show me what you got. I’ll expect you to hold the pose for an hour.”
Snowball swallowed hard. All on my own? Show off my body? She looked down at herself. After days of nudity, she still felt self-conscious enough that actually going out of her way to show off felt wrong. It was OK to just hang out naked or to play with mommy naked, but draw attention to myself? She slowly nodded. Then she struck a pose on her hands and knees with her knees spread. A glance at mommy said that wasn’t very good. Trying another pose, she tried to mimic yesterday’s, kneeling upright, leaning forward with her hands behind her back. 
“OK, hold that,” said mommy and she left the room. Snowball held that position as best she could. Mommy passed through and glanced at her with a smile. Mommy came and sat for a few minutes and just looked. Mommy left again and Snowball relaxed, shaking her arms out to relieve the cramps. When mommy came back, she was in position again. Mommy left and she relaxed, her shoulders slumping. Bored, she looked down at herself, making sure she was well exposed for mommy. 
When she looked up, mommy was standing right in front of her and frowning. “So now Snowball understands why she gets tied up to be my decoration,” said mommy. “You can’t hold still and frankly, mommy doesn’t like the pose. We’ll just have to do better.
Busted! Guilty as charged, Snowball had to agree. She’d been caught slacking off. There was no way she could hold that position for an hour unless she was forced to. She held still as mommy tied the crotch rope and hauled her ass up into the air. There was a difference this time. The dual ropes ran on either side of her pussy, making her lips look plump and full. It was more comfortable than digging through her slit. Mommy put the gag in and then stretched her body forward so she was once again a sexy, taut little body, straining in both directions. Her hands were cuffed behind her and she was once again in the same position as yesterday. For an hour. She whined just at the thought of that. 
Then mommy added some new twists. First mommy spread her knees wider, connecting a 16 inch spreader bar to her knee cuffs so her knees were wider than her shoulders. She couldn’t see anything, but after the spreader bar she could feel mommy slide something up in her pussy. It wasn’t big, but it was there. It was there to stay because the ropes squeezed her lips closed. 
Malia eased the little vibrator inside her pet. It wouldn’t be enough to make Snowball cum, not on the low speed she planned to use. She just wanted Snowball to feel some pleasure with the pain. A wire dangled out of Snowball’s pussy to the battery pack that Malia now taped to Snowball’s thigh. Then she turned it on and moved in front of Snowball. Her pet’s eyes were wide with surprise. “A little something to keep you company,” she said. “I’ll keep it on low so you won’t cum.”
Snowball felt the ache in her muscles start almost immediately, yet now it was offset with a tiny little touch of pleasure in her pussy. It was too far from her clit to do her any good. All it did was make her tingle. She whimpered as she realized she was going to be on the edge of cumming for a long time. Yet, how could she feel good if she was in such pain?
Mommy caught her attention when she picked up the cordless phone and walked right in front of her, making sure she saw the phone. “Olivia? Hi, it’s Malia…. Yeah, I know… They’re keeping me busy… On a break right now. That’s what I wanted to talk to you about. Why don’t you come over and see her. She’s being a decoration right now… No, of course not.” She winked at Snowball. “Yes, bring the girls. I’m sure they’d like to see Snowball, too.”
Feeling a cold stab of dread accented by mommy’s cavalier wink, Snowball tried to picture another woman coming to look at her. And bringing girls? Slave girls? She didn’t want to be on display for mommy, let alone other people. She whined as loud as she could. There was nothing else she could do. Mommy patted her head. “This is not punishment, Snowball. This is what a pet does. You’ll make mommy proud today.”
Mommy dialed another number. More? “Peter? You’ve got to see this… Peter?” She set down the phone. “Guess he’ll be here any minute.” She patted Snowball’s bottom. “So how’s it feel to be so sexy that he didn’t even say goodbye. I’ll bet he’s running over here to see you. God, baby, you are the sexiest thing on this earth.”
Oh my God. Don’t say that. Snowball felt growing tremors in her body. So sexy. They’re coming to see me. I can’t move a muscle and they’ll all be staring at me. My tits. My pussy. My ass. Me. All stretched out and in pain. They’ll see everything. A shiver darted through her body at the idea that mommy would be visually sharing her. 
It was barely a minute when Peter knocked on the door and then let himself in with Precious on his heels. He stepped into the room and feasted his eyes on Snowball. Behind him, Precious shut the door and then looked, too. All Snowball could tell was the door opened and closed. Her peripheral vision told her there were two people admiring her. They moved from her side and walked behind her. She could feel their eyes on her pussy, spread wide open for inspection. If only she could just vanish. 
“May I play with her, Mistress Malia?” asked Precious. 
No, no, no, thought Snowball. I’m not here to be played with. Her eyes went side to side, seeking the girl, but she was nowhere in sight. 
“She is not allowed to cum,” said mommy. “So all you may do is pet her.”
Snowball felt like her eyes would pop out of her head from disbelief as she strained and moaned into the gag. She was not a toy to be played with. I’m a person. She felt Precious’ hand softly run down her sleek thigh, then it caressed her back. She could feel when Precious stroked her tail and made the plug inside her quiver. Get away from there. Gawd, so helpless. So helpless that it hurt. Why would they let her play with me? 
Frustrated, Snowball shrieked into the gag, expressing just how she felt about being used like this. She yelled again as Precious hands found her hard nipples and made them even more prominent. Not like everything wasn’t already on display. Why did she have to make them more obvious? “She’s so cute,” said Precious, looking at Snowball’s face as she pulled on her nipples. “I can’t wait for her to visit to we can really play.”
It was another five minutes before Olivia arrived, leading her three girls into the room. They paraded in front of Snowball so she could see and count the four new arrivals. Hey, those girls are dressed. It just didn’t seem right for slave girls to be clad on the Haven. And it didn’t seem at all fair to Snowball. So very, very on display for everyone. And nobody’s lifting a finger to help me. Nobody thinks this is odd. Getting everybody excited just looking at me and nobody can do a damn thing. No fucking. No sucking. Snowball blushed again as she realized she was making desperate whiny noises. Her body hurt but that wasn’t the focus of her attention. It was the eyes all over her that she whined about. 
“She likes this, master” said Precious from behind Snowball. It was a statement of fact, not a question. “She’s all wet back here.”
Snowball shrieked in embarrassment. Get away from there. She could feel everyone move to that end of the room to see what Precious was looking at. It’s the vibrator. The little buzzing thing inside her was making her excited. I do not like being stared at.  Though for all intents and purposes she could have loved the idea as she leaked juices down her smooth thighs. It was clear she was turned on by something and they could guess at whatever they wanted. 
“I think she likes being on display,” agreed Olivia. She walked around front and stared into Snowball’s eyes. “Jesus Christ, Malia, I think I could talk her into cumming.” She rubbed Snowball’s cheek. “Couldn’t I make you cum with just a few words?” Looking at her three slaves, she pointed at the floor and said, “Kneel.” Then she turned her attention back on Snowball. 
I do not like being on display. It’s the dang vibrator. Can’t you all see that? Why would having half a dozen strangers ogling my body make me excited? She felt pretty safe about the absurd idea of making her cum with just words. It was impossible to nod or shake her head, so all she could do was stare impassively at Mistress Olivia. 
“Can I lick her, Mistress Malia?” asked Precious.
“You most certainly may not,” said Malia. “She’s not allowed to cum while she’s being an ornament. Pets only cum when they’re allowed to.”
Pouting, Precious said, “Only lick. I didn’t say I’d make her cum, Mistress Malia.” She backed away. 
“Could you really?” asked Malia to Olivia. “Make her cum just by talking? That would be fun to watch, but I really do want her not to cum now.”
“That would be even more special,” said Olivia. “I can make her want to cum. Her vibrator, our eyes on the little exhibitionist, and a few words will drive her crazy.” She patted Snowball’s cheek. “But you don’t get to cum.”
Olivia backed away then, “Sorry, Malia, if anybody does it, it should be you. You know her best. I didn’t mean to steal your fun away.”
Malia moved right in front of Snowball and locked eyes with the desperate eyes begging for something. Begging for release? Begging to be let down? Begging for them to leave? She broke eye contact. “You think I really could just by talking. Talking about those hard little nipples of hers. Yesterday I put clamps on them. Would you all like to see clamps on her little pink nipples?” Her attention focused back on Snowball, locking eyes again. “Would Snowball like mommy to put nipple clamps on her?”
Snowball’s reaction surprised her mommy and Malia took half a step back. The girl shrieked again, screaming into the gag and straining against the ropes. Her body jerked half an inch toward mommy. Looking at Olivia, Malia said, “I think she just said yes.”
“I think she just dared you,” said Peter. “You have plans to turn her into a pain slut?”
“Not exactly,” said Malia. “Just that I do want her to enjoy being an ornament no matter what the position is.” She ran her eyes over the straining body. “And it looks like she’d be enjoying it even if she didn’t have the vibrator. Didn’t expect this.” She could see exactly what Olivia had been talking about. A few carefully chosen teasing words and Snowball just might cum. The innocent little girl was turned on by being on display. 
“It’s the quiet ones,” said Olivia. “She likes being the center of attention. Maybe you shouldn’t indulge her so.”
Peter waved Malia to follow him out of the room and Olivia followed. “She’s right, Malia. I know you want to socialize her with all the things she’ll eventually do, but she’s being very reactive to our presence. I think you’ve made your training point and making her endure this any longer has no added benefit. Much as I’d like to stay and gaze at her, that’s probably exactly what we shouldn’t do.”
He looked at Olivia as he said, “I wouldn’t be too quick to jump to conclusions. She can’t do a damn thing except pose for us. There’s no way for her to tell us how she really feels. All I can tell is that she’s very wound up about something. Could be she’s sexually excited, but could be that she’s mortified, angry, humiliated… lots of things. Point is…” he turned his attention back to Malia, “… we don’t know what’s going through that pretty little head.”
Olivia shrugged. “She is sexually excited, but it may not be because she’s an exhibitionist. Just my theory.” 
Malia peeked back into the other room. Amy, Autumn, and Annabelle were still kneeling quietly. Precious was again petting Snowball, but her hands were in safe places. Turning back to her friends, she said, “Yes, I suppose you should go. I hadn’t expected her to get so verbal and so upset. I dunno, maybe I did this too soon. So, you all go and don’t make a big fanfare of it. Just leave. I’ll finish her training for the day.”
 Snowball’s body ached all over. Yet, it wasn’t like the day before. The pain wasn’t incapacitating to where she lost sense of reason, slipping into a hazy realm of barely conscious. She stayed very aware of those around her, the conversations, and her own arousal. It was an odd triple play of pain, pleasure, and awareness of the people in the shadowy world between. She wanted to scream at them all that they were wrong. It was the vibrator, that little betrayer working from the inside out that made her wet. Despite anything else that happened, the insistent buzz took her higher and higher and then held her there without taking her all the way. Part of her also wanted to scream out her straining pain, the aches in her muscles, and the torment in her mind at being treated so. Neither the pain nor the pleasure took any concentration. They were just there. That left her mind free to hear the words and respond internally. She tried to express herself to the others, but they just misunderstood her. 
The adults… the mistresses and the master… went away to talk. When they came back… “Let’s go, Precious, I’ve seen enough”… “Girls, follow. Time for our playtime.” There was no relaxing. Her body strained in every direction, yet it was still mentally relaxing to be alone with mommy once again. Now she just had the pain and the pleasure with occasional visits by mommy. She wasn’t sure how many times mommy came and went. Sometimes she knew mommy was there and looking; and that felt very good. There was at least once when she thought mommy had been there, but wasn’t anymore. By now she was pretty well convinced that this time words would be worth the punishment. She just had to tell mommy that this was ridiculous. It hurt and she didn’t see the point. 
With 58 minutes of the hour left, Malia came back into the room. She’d made a point of passing through the room at irregular intervals, and staying once. Now it was time for the coup de grace. “Almost time for Snowball to get down from that very, very sexy position,” she said. She wanted to make sure her pet was focused on her this time. She saw the look of recognition in Snowball’s eyes, not recognition of her mommy, that was a given, but recognition that mommy appreciated the sexy position. 
Once Malia had Snowball’s attention, she walked behind the helpless girl and put two fingers to the swollen, aroused clit and rubbed it gently at first. “God, baby,” breathed mommy softly. “You are simply the sexiest, hottest thing on earth. It was so… oh baby… mommy was so proud, so happy to show you off. And then to have you to myself for all this time.” Sensing that Snowball needed more, she picked up speed with her fingers. “Baby, mommy just wants you to cum now.”
Snowball almost had a sense of apology coming from mommy, but she knew it wasn’t that. Mommy didn’t need to and wouldn’t apologize. Explain was more likely. Train… yeah, that was what mommy was doing. It didn’t matter and she had no business trying to guess mommy’s motives. She had no business and abruptly she had no ability to guess as reason left her. Mommy’s fingers on her pussy were like an ice pick to her brain that rendered her incapable of rational thought. It was good that she was drooling because she felt like drooling. The strained position felt different. Being exposed meant available to mommy’s fingers. She came in a rush of wonder and emotion. So nice to be mommy’s. 
After that was tanning and a bath. After the bath, she ate mommy’s pussy again wondering how mommy had managed to wait so long. All morning long mommy had been excited, teasing herself as surely as she teased Snowball at times. She was certain mommy had been excited at times. She could smell it. She could see it. She knew her mommy that well. After mommy came, Snowball got to be Beau’s reward again. She sucked his cock and filled her mouth with boy cum. 
Snowball’s Fifth Full Day
The next morning, mommy told her she would be a decoration again, but the position would be much easier. Snowball snorted. I’ll be the judge of that. She was apparently going to decorate the floor since mommy had her lay on her stomach on the floor. Mommy tied her arms with rope, not using the cuffs this time. Snowball preferred the cuffs because they left an inch or two between her elbows. With the rope, mommy pulled it tight so her elbows touched. 
Malia rolled her pet onto her back and admired the naked form just the way it was. Snowball was as relaxed as her bondage allowed, her legs slightly spread and her chest thrust out. Tying a rope to Snowball’s wrists, Malia ran that under her, past her feet, and to the wall where she tied that off. Then Malia tied a rope to each ankle and ran the ropes under Snowball, past her head, and to the opposite wall. Pulling the ankle ropes tight meant Snowball’s knees bent and her ankles went up towards her waist. By the time she was done, Snowball was once again stretched between two tie points. Malia slid the vibrator up inside Snowball again and turned it on. 
This was marginally better than yesterday since Snowball rested on her back, her hands under her butt and pulled toward her knees and her ankles up by her hips and pulled toward her head. When mommy pulled the ankle ropes tighter, it forced Snowball’s ankles higher, spread her knees wider, and forced her to arch her back. Then mommy put a bit gag in her mouth, pulling the corners of her mouth back as mommy fastened the strap behind her head. 
“Perfect,” said mommy, running her eyes up and down Snowball’s body. The pet wasn’t so sure it was perfect, but it was more comfortable. To her surprise, mommy added, “Snowball will be like this for an hour. She may try to escape if she wants and if she succeeds, will spend the rest of the hour free.”
There had been no offer to try to escape the previous two days and she knew darn well that it would have been impossible. Today however, it seemed possible to untie her arms and then untie her ankles. At the very least, she expected to be able to relieve the tension on her body. She started squirming and wriggling. It took a few minutes for her to decide that she wasn’t going to just wiggle out of the ropes. So then her squirms and wriggles took a different form as she worked just to find a knot to untie. That turned out to be harder than she thought. 
Mommy came in and out of the room as usual, admiring her sometimes and ignoring her at others. Being ignored irritated her. If she was to be a decoration, then mommy ought to look at her every time. As soon as she put it in those terms, she knew she was wrong. You didn’t look at a picture hanging on the wall every time you walked into a room. Sometimes you just took it for granted. In fact, mommy was paying her more attention than a normal decoration. 
Once Snowball was so wrapped up in her struggles that she didn’t even notice mommy was sitting on the sofa and watching her. When she did notice, she blushed at the look on mommy’s face. Dang it all. I’m entertaining her. She’s getting hot watching me squirm. And I’m not any closer to getting free. It occurred to her that escape was probably a figment of her imagination and she should just stop and lie still. But one look at mommy and a deep inhalation told her that she would do exactly the opposite. Doubling her efforts, she struggled feverishly as she watched mommy’s reaction. It was worth the effort. 
Coming in to check on Snowball was a matter of safety as well as pleasure. Malia didn’t want her pet to injure herself as unlikely as that might be. Even when Snowball thought she was being ignored, mommy listened or glanced briefly to make sure Snowball was OK. The times she stopped and stared, it was hard to pull herself away again. The little naked body twisted and strained so deliciously. She adored the way Snowball looked when her muscles were taut with effort. Finally she just had to sit down and watch. 
As she watched this time, it was extra special because Snowball didn’t notice her. The girl struggled unabashedly and unselfconsciously. That lasted for several seconds until Snowball did notice. Then there was a brief hesitation that looked roughly like, ‘Oops, I’m caught.’ The look was accompanied by pink coloring of Snowball’s cheeks, an endearing blush that Malia feared she wouldn’t see on her pet’s face very often. Then to her astonishment, Snowball started writhing even more strenuously. It was astonishing because it was so clearly because mommy was watching. Malia shuddered and gasped, nearly ready to rise from the sofa and touch the squirming body. Swallowing hard, she forced herself to stay in control, but she could see in Snowball’s delighted eyes that she’d given away her desire. “Yes, baby,” she said softly. “You are the sexiest thing on this earth.” 
It was almost a game between owner and pet for a few seconds as Snowball tried to earn mommy’s attention and mommy tried to pull herself away. They fed each other’s actions and emotions. The 12-year-old knew she was exciting her mommy, but mommy could tell her pet was totally unaware of her own wet pussy. The bare lips glistened with juices that ran down the creases between pussy and thighs. Finally, Malia rose and left her sexy pet. 
Snowball could turn her head left and right and even tilt her head back some. So, she managed to watch mommy leave the room, smiling to herself at what she considered a great accomplishment. She’d made mommy stay and watch. After that she paid close attention to mommy’s whereabouts, listening to her in other rooms and following her with her eyes when they were in the same room. The moment of shared passion never returned. 
After an hour, Malia knelt between her pet’s spread knees and rubbed the wet pussy. “Ooo, Snowball got all excited for mommy?” She held up the slick finger as proof. 
Faced with the sudden realization that she was excited, Snowball blushed. I didn’t even know. Her tummy tingled deep inside and she knew that her excitement was not the fault of the vibrator alone.  She whimpered and looked down at her pussy, inviting mommy to play with her. Indeed, she expected to be fingered to orgasm as she had been yesterday. 
“Not every day,” said mommy. “Some days Snowball will ache to cum. You’ll think you deserve to cum. There is no deserving to cum. You cum when mommy wants you to. Mommy is very pleased with Snowball, but I just hadn’t planned on letting you cum today.”
All day? Not at all? That sounded pretty much like she wasn’t getting it now or later. She felt crushed at the violation of what she saw as a standard rule. I cum every day. That’s been the rule so far. Her face clouded and she whined desperately. Even as she did she knew it was pointless. Mommy had decided already. She’d decided before the day began. Yet it was hard not to think that today of all days she deserved to cum. 
Mommy held to that promise. Snowball got tanned, bathed, and fondled. She knelt between mommy’s legs and licked mommy to orgasm. She got lunch and was locked in her kennel. Not long after that, mommy came and got her out again. She was blindfolded and her arms were secured behind her back. For a moment she thought she was going to suck Beau as usual, but instead when she felt his presence, it was him that licked her pussy. It was only a tease, another reminder that mommy didn’t have to let her cum. There had been plenty of opportunities to just spend a few extra seconds making her cum. Twice she’d been teased to the point of almost cumming… once by the vibrator and once by mommy’s fondling. Beau could have licked her orgasm. It wouldn’t have been any effort for mommy. So many chances and after a minute of Beau’s tongue, she had to settle for curling up in her kennel unsatisfied. 
Snowball’s Sixth Day
The next day Snowball was again a decoration and again in a different position. This third position was the easiest of all. Her arms were between her knees with her wrist cuffs clipped to her ankle cuffs. It left her resting on her face, her cheek when she turned her head to the side, and knees with her butt up in the air and her pussy and ass on display. Halfway through the hour, mommy turned her on her back. The position was embarrassing in the way her arms forced her legs apart, but her arms also covered her tits and pussy pretty well. She liked being on her front better than being on her back. On her back was a little disappointing. 
After her hour of being on display, Snowball was disappointed a second day as mommy pulled out the vibrator and left her short of cumming. There wasn’t even a mention of whether it would happen later or not. 
As usual, tanning came next and Snowball noticed that the star was now slightly visible on her tummy. A five pointed star of white skin with a growing tan around it. The tan lines on her chest and loins were less visible as they were still fading from the old lines to the new lines. 
The routine continued with her bath and then the fondling. What had seemed so intrusive that first day had become a welcome part of the routine. She was cuffed and helpless while mommy touched her everywhere and teased her toward orgasm, keeping her there for a while. Usually mommy’s words were sweet nothings about how sexy she was, but this time mommy talked about her life as a pet.
“Snowball should see by now that she’s a very pampered girl. Mommy lets her show off her body for a while, then she gets tanned and bathed. What a luxury. Now I’m just petting Snowball, enjoying her sexy body. Later you’ll have some more time with Beau. Baby, you understand that a pet has no chores. No worries. No pressure. All I expect is that you keep your own kennel clean. You’ll never have to cook or clean or make beds or go to school. I hope you appreciate your special life as my pet.” Her voice was rich and warm, praise in itself. The words were a tantalizing promise of a life of leisure.
“I have two other slaves that you’ll get to meet soon. I know you must be curious about Beau. He’s a handsome boy. In a way he gets pampered, too. He gets to use you as his reward and mommy lets him fuck her some times. His life is all about pleasing mommy as a sex toy. He does have chores that I expect of him, but you don’t. I’m going to let you meet Beau today. I mean you’ll suck his cock without the blindfold.
“My third slave is Diana. She’s a pretty little girl. I like playing with her, but she is to be my work slave as well as pleasuring me. She’ll cook and clean. In time she’ll help take care of you by feeding you and sometimes playing with you. Playing like making you cum with her tongue or sucking on your tits or kissing you. All the things that you like mommy to do and more. It may be a while before you get to meet Diana. She’s been a difficult little girl this week and mommy wants her better behaved before you meet.”  
After that, mommy’s words changed to the sweet nothings that Snowball loved and her hands took Snowball to the place of pure desire, keeping her there for several minutes. Her nipples were hard and tingly, her pussy was soaking wet with her clit begging for attention, her slender thighs were parted as she offered her inner treasure to mommy. Even her tiny toes and fists clenched as she hovered on the brink of release. Then mommy stroked her clit hard and fast, even pinching it between thumb and forefinger. Snowball saw stars as her body bucked and writhed in orgasm. 
Snowball fell asleep in mommy’s arms with a smile on her face. When she awakened, her arms were still cuffed behind her back. She smiled up at mommy and rumbled in her throat, the closest she could come to purring. As mommy caressed her, she thought of a life of no worries and no pressure. Aside from the no talking and no walking rules, she felt like a pampered princess. She’d belonged to mommy for five days and she was beginning to like the routine. 
Mommy clipped Snowball’s knees together and her ankles together. Then she added straps around her calves and thighs that forced Snowball into a kneeling position. Carrying the girl to the living room, she set her down so she was kneeling upright. “I’m going to bring Beau in to meet you now.” She smiled as she said, “You’ve already met his cock a few times and I know you like that part of him. Now you’ll get to meet the rest of him.” Her voice turned stern as she added, “Mommy thinks Snowball will come as close to talking as she ever has, so I’m going to gag you for when you first meet him. Once I’m sure you won’t speak, I’ll let you suck his cock.”
Snowball opened her mouth wide for the ring gag. Mommy seated it between her teeth and then fastened it behind her head. As she waited for mommy to bring Beau to her, she wondered at mommy’s warning. Why would this be the closest she’d ever come to speaking? What about Beau would make her want to talk now? She steeled herself for a surprise that would startle words right out of her mouth against her will. 
Triple Fun
By Kenna
Chapter Four – Training Beau
(bd, d/s, oral, anal, ped, spank)
Back in his room after the punishment, Beau was left with his hands and elbows cuffed together behind him and his ankles and knees cuffed together. The bed might have been comfortable, but he couldn’t find a comfortable position. Resting on his side was the least uncomfortable, so he settled for that. At first his memory was dominated by the physical beauty of his naked mistress. She’d actually shown him everything. Of course, he’d already shown her everything. The physical release that she’d shown him was something he couldn’t forget either. She’d made him do something to her and then she’d done the same to him. He wanted more of that. More time with her naked and more time doing whatever they’d done. 
He couldn’t forget the spanking, but that was farther down in his memories. In one way it seemed it hadn’t happened because things had changed so rapidly after that. Yet, his bottom still hurt from it, so there was no chance of forgetting it. It wasn’t the current pain that bothered him as much as the ease with which she’d caused the pain. The ease, the abruptness, and the reason. A few words… that was all the reason she needed. A few words that she’d arbitrarily decided were not to be spoken. And there was no warning. No ‘I warned you, Beau, next time…’ Jeez, no, she’d just left him no room for an error. Then all it took was to put his little bound body on the spanking horse. How easy that had been. How easy it would be in the future. He squirmed at the thought of future spankings. 
His bottom still felt the sting of the strapping as Beau heard his door open. The contrast between pleasure and pain kept him deep in thought for until dinner arrived. He’d been lying on his bed and rose to a sitting position when his mistress came in with another bowl of cold oatmeal for dinner. “Bathroom time, first,” she said. He sighed in relief. No peeing allowed in his room was a rule she didn’t need to tell him, so he’d just held it until he couldn’t anymore. 
Malia set Beau on the floor in a kneeling position, set a wide mouthed pot in front of him and tipped him forward so his cock was pointed at the center of the mouth. It wasn’t much of a tilt, so she could keep him balanced with just one hand. The other hand held his cock to point it at its target. “Go head, Beau. Pee for me.” She figured he’d pee if he needed to bad enough. 
The boy stiffened as his mistress’ hand took his wiener. She wasn’t just going to watch. She was going to aim. Embarrassed at the touch, he still managed a tentative stream that grew into a full force stream once he got started. “Yeah, I can feel it flowing through you cock, Beau,” his mistress said. “You’ll have no secrets from me, Beau. I’ll hold your cock whenever I want, Beau, and you’ll think it’s as natural as holding it yourself. In a way, it is my cock now. I own you. Every part of you. Even your cock.” As he finished peeing, she shook it to get every drop out. 
“Yes, mistress,” his voice barely audible. 
She fed him his dinner with a spoon. He ate the miserable dinner and drank the tepid water begrudgingly. There was no conversation and his mistress gave no more rules. Then she left. 
His room wasn’t the bare room that Snowball had for the night. He had a bed and a chair. He didn’t know the purpose of the cage. His mistress had laid him back on the bed when she was finished feeding him. What the room lacked was anything to occupy his mind. For a few more hours he was confined to a dull, boring room to ponder his future. An uncertain future where his mistress had a carrot and a stick. 
He startled as his door opened and his mistress came into the room again. Though the pleasure was still his favorite memory of the day, he couldn’t help but feel a wash of fear as she came in. She picked him up and set him in the cage. Oh, no way… the cage is for me? Any question in his mind was answered by the clang of the top of the cage coming down and the sound of a padlock snapping into place. His mistress reached through a hole in the top of the cage and unfastened his wrists and elbows. “A slave may undo his own ankles and knees,” said his mistress. The cuffs were locked, so all he could do was unhook them from each other, not remove them completely.  
Once he was free, his mistress passed in a can through a hole big enough for the can, but too small for his body to pass through. “Pee in that,” she said. “Poop in it, too if you need to.” He undid his knees and ankles and peed, but didn’t need to poop. Peeing in the can was hardly worse than peeing with her holding his wiener. Then he passed the can back out to his mistress. 
“Good night, sweet dreams.” With that, she left again. 
Sweet dreams? How ironic. She just stuffed me in a cage and wants me to have sweet dreams? The cage wasn’t long enough for him to stretch out and barely tall enough for him to rise up to his hands and knees. The bars were too close together and too thick to give him any hope of escape. At least he knew what was expected of him now. Sleep and sweet dreams. 
Pleasant dreams were far from how Beau spent the night. The bed had been comfortable but he’d been tied. The cage had a thin pad on the bottom and was too small for him. Being untied wasn’t worth the exchange. He tossed and turned, sleeping with bad dreams. Vague dreams of his mistress. He didn’t know why he was hiding from her in the dreams, but he was terrified. Time after time she found him as if she knew exactly where he was all the time. His innocent psyche didn’t let anything happen to him after he was caught. He couldn’t handle the truth. 
Beau’s First Full Day
Waking up several times, Beau was exhausted in the morning and wasn’t sure if it was a dream or reality when his mistress first came in with breakfast.  His body ached from exhaustion. Bleary eyed, he decided it was not a dream when she passed the can into him again. He peed on command. Again his meal was nothing more than cold oatmeal and warm water. Then he was alone again. 
As she came in to feed her boy, Malia’s mind was already on the training session she had planned for Snowball. She had to feed Beau and Diana and get on to her pet. Beau’s appearance made her stop and pay attention to him. He looked like any words, any actions, any training would be wasted on him today. As she fed Diana, she decided she needed to change her plan for the day. It wasn’t that she couldn’t afford to lose a day, but sleep deprivation wasn’t anywhere in her repertoire and she didn’t want to treat her slave that way. 
Returning to Beau’s room, she opened the small door in the top of the cage. “Get on your stomach,” she told him. “Hands back.” She didn’t give him time to do something stupid like argue. Reaching in, she pulled his arms up herself and clicked his elbow cuffs together because they were the closet to the opening. Then she raised the top of the cage, picked him up, and put him on the bed. There she fastened his wrists together and then unfastened his elbows. “Sleep for a few more hours, Beau,” she said, caressing his face. “I’ll be in later to start your training.”
Beau liked his mistress’ touch, but it just seemed out of place, even creepy. She could touch him like that and speak kindly, yet he was her captive, her slave. He wanted her to be predictable, but he couldn’t make sense of her actions. Cruel treatment, nice treatment, and her words almost always seemed kind or at least tolerant. He fell asleep puzzling over his mistress and woke up feeling refreshed after a dreamless sleep. 
Awake, he spent some time thinking about escape. She didn’t ever leave him the opening to escape, but he figured sooner or later she’d mess up and he’d have his chance. There were other details to be worked out. He wasn’t even sure where he was or where he could go once he escaped.
By the time his mistress came, he was ready for some answers. Not that he had questions to ask, but he figured his “training” would provide some answers about why she’d bought him and how he could escape. What he’d seen so far had raised more questions than answers. There was more than a little trepidation at her arrival, but he was getting tired of being ignored except for meals. She let him pee, again peeing into a pot while she pointed for him. 
“I have a little something special for you to start your training, Beau,” Beau raised his eyebrows as his training sounded good from the tone of her voice. Perking up, he put his full attention on her. “You’ve been good so far. Yeah, mistress knows you had a hard night, but you didn’t disobey me yesterday evening and this morning. I need you to get used to being the top slave here. So, one of the girls is going to give you a blowjob.” He cocked his head in question. 
Malia smiled at Beau’s response. He really didn’t know what a blowjob was. How refreshing in this day and age to find a boy his age so innocent. She wished she could have thanked his parents for the way they’d raised him. 
“Before that happens, I want you to watch a video of a blowjob so you know what to expect. This first one will be a little different, but you’ll get the idea. Remember how I played with your cock and it felt good yesterday? A blowjob is the same kind of thing except a girl plays with it with her mouth.” She watched his reaction. “Oh no, it is not yucky. It will feel good. Wait here until I’m ready for you.”
Play with my wiener… cock… with her mouth? How? Beau tried to picture what that meant but it just didn’t make sense. He had a few minutes to think about it before the wall in his room lit up. TV? It didn’t look like a TV. There were no buttons, no controls, and no remote in his room. But sure as sure, it was playing a movie. His eyes opened wide in amazement as he watched a completely naked girl about his own age. She crawled up to a man, an adult, and then took his cock in her mouth. His own cock reacted the way it had yesterday, getting hard and throbbing in a nice, enticing way. At the end of the video, he got an idea of what had come out of his cock. Hmmm. And it was going to happen again. A girl is going to do that to me? His heart was beating fast and his cock was embarrassingly prominent. 
His mistress came in to the room. “My, my, Beau,” she said, her voice rich and warm. Her eyes seemed to twinkle with delight. “So big and hard. That’s what I want from my Beau. That alone deserves a reward. Mmmm, nice cock.” Her compliments only seemed to make it try to get bigger and harder. Her eyes on it. The sound of her voice. She likes it. She unfastened his knees, ankles, and elbows and then gagged him and blindfolded him. What kind of reward is this? His excitement started to fade. “Beau, I just don’t want you to see Snowball today and I don’t want you getting in trouble by saying something.” He heard her chuckle. “Something like… wow, that was incredible.” Her hand brushed his cock. “You’re gonna have a great time.” Snapping a leash to his collar, she led him to another room.  He could feel her behind him, her arms wrapped around him so he felt secure. 
“Now, just like you saw in the movie, my pet is going to give Beau a blowjob,” said his mistress. He could feel her hot breath on his cock. His cock really was right by her mouth! It was a little embarrassing to picture some girl kneeling in front of him and looking at his cock as it reacted to his excitement. He wanted to feel her mouth on it. It wasn’t just like the movie, but it was nice anyway as his mistress took his cock in her hand and stroked it. That was more like yesterday and he had to use his imagination to view the girl with her mouth open and waiting for him. He assumed the girl was naked and wondered what she looked like. Just thinking about a naked girl kneeling in front of him with her mouth open and waiting… well, that and his mistress’ hand… was enough to make his cock and body tense with the wonderful feeling of an orgasm. Wow, that was incredible. This is training. Let’s do some more. 
She took him back to his room. “I have to put Snowball away,” she said. “I’ll be back shortly.” When she came back, it was with lunch which consisted of little squares of cheese pizza on a paper plate and cool water. She freed him so he could eat with his hands. 
He thought about the slave girl who’d given him a blowjob. It hadn’t been the same as the video, but he had cum like yesterday and it sounded like his cum actually went in her mouth. She swallowed whatever came out. That made it a lot like the video. He’d picked up two very important bits of information. Her name was Snowball and she was ‘a pet.’ Putting the two together made a very interesting image in his head. It was just too much for the curious boy, so when he was nearly finished with lunch, he asked, “Who is she, mistress?” His mouth snapped shut. As soon as he said the word mistress, he reminded himself of his new place in life. He’d tried saying sorry yesterday and mistress had just implied that was even more trouble. Each word was costly regardless of its intent. 
Shit, thought Malia as a sentence that was not on the approved list spilled out of Beau’s mouth. His day starts with this? She looked at him sharply. The look on his face said he knew he was in trouble. She didn’t need to say a word. When it was obvious nothing more was coming out of his disobedient mouth, she said, “Yes, that’s a good idea, Beau. Don’t say another word. You’re still going to be punished, but I appreciate that you understand you were wrong. That won’t save you from punishment, but it will make it easier for me to forgive you.”
She was still facing the prospect of punishing an 11-year-old boy who was, at the moment, completely unfettered. He had on his cuffs and she knew she could wrestle him down to get his wrists clipped together, but she didn’t want to wrestle her slave. Perhaps he would simply let her clip his cuffs together, but she had another idea. “Beau, I’m going to need your hands behind your back for your punishment. I’ll cut your punishment in half if you manage to clip your wrists cuffs together for me.”
The boy looked like he was going to cry. Malia hoped her slaves would adjust quickly and not break down. Well, what did I expect from children as they adjust to a life as slaves? Not a smiling face as he faces punishment. She watched as he briefly fought the urge and won.
Blinking back tears, Beau looked at his wrists and examined the clip that dangled from his right cuff. All he had to do was open it, slip it over the metal link on his left cuff, and let it fall shut. He looked back at his mistress and went through approximately the same train of thought she had. I’m getting cuffed. I’m getting spanked. There’s nothing I can do about that. Putting his hands behind his back, he struggled to get the clip open. It was, of course, impossible for him. If he could get it on, he could get it off, too. The links for the clip were on the outside of his wrists and his fingers simply wouldn’t reach there. Even when he rotated the cuffs so the links were on the inside, he couldn’t reach. He could open the clip, but not hold it open with his wrists close enough together to fasten it. 
“Need some help, Beau?” asked his mistress after a minute of fruitless effort. 
He was surprised at the offer. Did this count as doing it himself? He even had an allowed response to the question. “Yes, mistress,” he said. He stood up and walked backward to her with his arms behind him. 
She clipped his wrists together and then his elbows. “Good enough, Beau. You tried and then you let me help you. By the time I’m done with half your punishment, you’ll be glad you clipped your own cuffs. When I’m done, I want you to imagine double what you get.”
“Yes, mistress,” he said. He was so very sorry already that he’d asked the simple question. He wanted a do-over. Knowing that was impossible, he wanted his mistress’ forgiveness. She’d mentioned forgiving him. Yeah, he wanted that. 
Malia clipped Beau’s ankles together and left to give him time to think. When she returned, she freed Beau’s legs and made him follow her to the punishment room. Yesterday had been a rush of confusion and fear during his visit to this room. He’d experienced the punishment horse and he was standing too close to it. In another corner of the room was a set of stocks that looked sized just about perfect for him. The stocks had holes for his wrists and neck. What he couldn’t tell just from looking was that the stocks could be raised and lowered pneumatically. If he ever got to try them out, he’d discover he could be standing, kneeling, or somewhere in between. What he saw was another way to make him helpless for punishment. 
The third corner had no punishment device in it. It was basically empty. Ropes and chains extended from the ceiling, some manually operated and four attached to winches. The floor had multiple tie up points that meant nothing to the boy. A straight line of holes two inches apart bisected the floor of that quadrant. The area looked more like a workshop to him than something that belonged with the other devices. 
The fourth corner of the compact room had cabinets on both walls. His mistress was standing at them and collecting things for his punishment. Beau watched as she picked out two metal cylinders, two inches high and two inches in diameter. A one inch long by one inch diameter threaded peg extended from the bottom of the cylinders. She pulled a head harness with a bit gag in it from another cabinet. Last, she pulled out a paddle and hung it on the wall. The paddle had a six inch wooden handle and a twelve inch long, four inch wide business end covered in leather. He grimaced as he imagined her using that. It was twice the size of the one from yesterday. 
Malia stepped into the empty corner and set the cylinders in place by screwing the threaded pegs into holes in the floor about Beau’s shoulder width apart. The row of holes in the floor meant she could put them just as far apart as she wanted. She looked back at her slave as he waited with growing trepidation. The anticipation was almost as bad as the actual punishment, especially since he had no idea what was going to happen except for the spanking. The boy looked so forlorn that she almost felt sorry for him. Perhaps this time the punishment would really sink in. 
Holding the bit gag to his mouth, she didn’t even have to tell him to open his mouth. She pushed the bit between his teeth and put the head harness on. “A gag is not punishment, Beau,” she said. “You’ll have a gag in your mouth most of the time to remind you not to speak. It’s for your own good so that you won’t get punished. Sometimes you’ll have a gag in just because I want you to have one.” He did look just perfect with the bit in his cute little mouth. 
Then she pulled him over and stood him on the two cylinders. He could only fit the ball of his little foot on them, forcing him to balance on his toes. Lowering a rope, she connected the end to his wrist cuffs and pulled his arms up. He bent at the waist as his arms went up and she only stopped when his upper body was parallel to the floor. As he strained on his toes to relieve the pressure in his arms, she admired the way he looked. Walking a circle around him, she loved the way his pert little rump stuck out and she could see his little package hanging between his legs. His legs were sexy with him up on his toes, running up from those straining toes to slender, sleek hips. 
She couldn’t cut his entire punishment in half, but then he wouldn’t know that. He’d get half the swats, but she knew that staying in this position for half the time and then expecting her young slave to extrapolate the stress and pain was unrealistic. He needed to see for himself that the second half hour more than doubled the punishment. He needed to spend the full hour like this. 
Watching as his mistress turned the seemingly innocuous corner of the room into his punishment, Beau couldn’t make sense of what she was doing. The gag and paddle he understood, but the cylinders in the floor hardly looked punishing. Twice as wide as the strap from the previous day, this paddle looked twice as bad. She was upping his punishment just as she’d promised. Even half the punishment might be more than the previous day. She took his attention away from the paddle as she held the gag up to his mouth. He didn’t even consider fighting the gag. His teeth closed on the hard, plastic bit and he could feel the resemblance to a bit in a horse’s mouth. 
When his mistress put his feet on the tops of the cylinders, he finally understood their point. He figured he could stand on his toes for several minutes, but if she made it go longer… she’d made him wait a long time yesterday before and after the spanking. How long can I stand on my toes? It wasn’t something he’d pushed to the limit before. As she attached a rope to his wrists, he understood the “workshop” was just a whole bunch of things that used together turned the corner into a punishment area. The whole corner was the device. 
His wrists went up in the air and he had to bend forward, his weight shifting so he was perched on his toes with his heels up in the air. It put all his weight on his toes and now he was there until she let him down. His arms already hurt a little. Wanting to give his mistress a pleading look, all he could do was watch her feet as she paced around him. He couldn’t tilt his head back far enough to look at her face. Drool ran from his mouth and started to puddle on the floor under him. Just before she left, she put a tape measure to his leg and measured the distance from his knee to his foot. He watched her feet go to the door, the door open, and then the door shut. 
Dang it! Why did I forget about no talking except to answer her questions? Never again. He had plenty of time to promise himself over and over that he wouldn’t forget that rule again. It was just plain hard to balance on the balls of his feet, but if he slipped off, he feared his feet wouldn’t reach the floor or his shoulders would pop right out of their sockets. There was no relief from the position and he was actually happy when his mistress came back in to spank him. He wanted this over with. 
While she waited the half hour until Beau’s spanking, Malia thought about how to alter Beau’s training now that she had an hour less. She decided that she wouldn’t walk him around the deck to acclimate him to the Haven. Perhaps he wouldn’t need to spend the full hour on his toes. She’d promised him half the punishment and while half an hour was less than half the punishment, she decided that 45 minutes would let him experience the pain without taking the whole time. 
She cut out three circles four inches in diameter from red construction paper and taped them to the floor to make an equilateral triangle with the sides exactly the distance she’d just measured from his knee to his foot. She also took the time to walk the short hall into the master bedroom a couple of times and past Snowball’s window. 
At the half hour, she went back to the punishment room. She spent a few seconds appraising him. His legs trembled slightly and he whimpered as she came in. The puddle of drool under him was good sized. “Time for your spanking, Beau,” she said. “This position alone can be punishment and I think you can see why. Your legs hurt, your feet hurt, and your shoulders hurt. Just about everything hurts. You’re not even halfway yet. So, think about that.” 
She took the paddle off the hook on the wall. “I was going to give you six swats, but because you accepted the punishment and helped me get you ready, I’m cutting it to three swats.” She delivered a hard swat to his helpless bottom that knocked him off the cylinders. His left foot managed to stay on, but his right foot swung in midair and then alit on the floor as his arms were pulled up higher. His foot scrambled to get back in place as he screeched in pain. It was just a couple of seconds, but it seemed longer to both of them. 
The mistress had to control herself to keep from helping him. Frowning, she knew she had to finish the punishment with two more swats just as hard as the first one. She just hadn’t thought that she’d knock him off the small circles that supported his feet. The cylinders could be used to put any of her slaves into a painful position, but she couldn’t spank them there ever again. That risked injuring them. “Get your foot back on the circle,” she snapped even as he did so. “And keep it there,” she ordered, not sure that an order was good enough. 
Keep it there? Don’t hit so hard, thought Beau of the ridiculous command. It was her fault. She was the one who’d knocked him off. Now that he knew what could happen, he shifted his weight back straining his arms a little to put his heels nearly level with the tops of the cylinders. The second swat hit at exactly the same spot and made him scream in pain, but he kept his toes on the cylinders. 
Good boy, well done. Malia was genuinely happy that he’d managed to stay on. Maybe she could spank her slaves while standing on the cylinders. She waited for him to rock back and then gave him the third swat to the same spot again. The four inch stripe on his bottom was now bright red. She sighed with relief when he again stayed up on the cylinders. “That was better,” she said. 
“Now I’ll just leave you there a little longer to think about being obedient. You’ve now been spanked twice for saying the wrong things. I’ll be keeping the gag in, but I have to take it out to feed you. You’ll get the chance to screw up again and I’ll spank you again if you do. Or, you can use the next time without a gag to show me that you can learn. Remember this… you got half the punishment for cooperating. Imagine doing this for twice as long and getting six swats. That was the punishment you should have received. Now imagine that next time you say the wrong thing, your punishment will be worse than that.” She certainly hoped she wouldn’t have to do that. She didn’t care so much about Snowball’s or Diana’s self-respect, but she wanted her Beau to retain enough to think of himself as top slave and her lover who’s job was to please her. 
“I’ll start your training in a few minutes,” she said. “As of now you are forgiven for your mistake. Your training will be exactly as I planned minus the time you spent getting your cute little bottom turned bright red. I’m telling you this because there will be some pleasurable parts of your training. You should NOT consider the pleasurable parts to mean I’ve forgotten you can be a bad slave or that I’ll take it easy on you next time. I am following a plan and neither good behavior nor bad behavior will interfere with my plan.” 
Her voice softened as she continued, “It’s important to me, Beau, that you understand you have control over whether you get punished or not. You have no control over anything else. Outside of punishment time, you can’t make me be nicer or meaner. I even have your next punishment planned already, so you can choose when it happens, but not what it is. Now, a good slave who is good all the time can earn privileges and I suppose that means you can make your treatment better, but it will be hard work for you. And you’ll never earn the privilege of breaking a rule.”
She looked around the room. Picking up the paddle, she stored it away. “This is my personal punishment room. There is a much larger room with much more equipment in it for all the owners to use. If you continue to be bad, there will come a time when I take you there for public punishment.” 
Public punishment? Like what? He could only wonder as she left the room. How much longer? His arms ached and his shoulders especially after falling off the cylinder. His calves and feet burned. He’d never known such pain and he was helpless to ease it. Only she could.  
The things she’d said made some sense to him. He understood the part about picking the time to be punished, though it was an odd way of saying it… like he would do it because he wanted to be punished. He understood about punishment getting worse and worse as he continued to screw up. He understood the part about not changing her plan. If you were bad in school, the teacher didn’t teach something different that day because of it. What he didn’t understand was the part about earning privileges. What kind of things could a slave earn? And how?
With his mind busy, the time seemed to go quick. Mistress came back and lowered and freed his arms and even carried him to his bed. “Punishment is over, Beau,” she said, her hands massaging his stiff, aching joints. “You won’t get much out of the training if it hurts to move.” Her fingers dug into his muscles and joints, firm and sometimes painful in themselves, but constantly making the deep aches go away. 
“Up now,” she said. “When we walk, you’ll be two paces behind me and slightly to the right.” She pointed exactly where he should stand. “Keep that distance back from me and that far to the right. I’ll give the command follow when you are to come with me.” She looked back to make sure he was paying attention. “Follow.” She started walking, with him staying in the correct position. 
In her sitting room, she pointed at the three red circles on the floor. “I want you to kneel so you feet are on the back circle, together, and your knees are on the two front circles.” Fearful of disobedience, Beau carefully knelt with his toes resting in one circle and his knees splayed wide on the other two circles. “Now, hands behind your back like this,” she added, putting his hands across his lower back with his wrists crossed. “This is the position you go to when I say kneel. Hold that for a few minutes.”
She walked across the room and sat down in a chair opposite him. The position was an excellent chance to look at his firm young chest, not yet muscled from the mix of male hormones and exercise. His stomach was flat, no flab on this boy at all. And best of all, his spread legs let his cock and balls dangle prominently on display. His attention was on her, just as it should be, and suddenly he blushed pink. She smiled and the color deepened. Then his cock reacted, filling slowly and rising to point right at her. 
“Look at yourself, Beau,” she said with admiration in her voice. He looked down at his crotch and then back up at her. “This is what I want in my boy toy slave. You’re handsome, young, and have a cock that’s ready to play. Don’t be embarrassed by it. That right there, long and hard, is what will earn you the most privileges. Your training will be about how to use it to please me. Your mistress loves your cock.”
“Yes, mistress,” he said into the bit gag, though the blush didn’t go away quickly. It felt so very naughty to have her look at him like this, yet it did feel good. There was no way to hide himself from her without getting punished again. She didn’t have to say nice things about his cock, but when she did it made it feel even better. He could feel it throbbing, actually bobbing up and down. As she continued to watch, he felt the throb go away and his cock shrank back to its usual flaccid, unassuming state. 
She rose, circled him, and adjusted his arm position. This time she stood beside him for about a minute to make sure she could see his arms. “Rise.” He stood. “Kneel.” He returned to the kneeling position, feeling her eyes examine his position. That went on for half an hour, rising and kneeling for practice. 
Finished with that, she told him it was bath time, leading him into the master bath through the hall door rather than the bedroom door that would require her to walk him through the master bedroom and past Snowball’s window. The ritual was as she’d learned it from Peter and would do with Snowball and Diana. Beau didn’t seem to think a nice luxurious bubble bath was too feminine or juvenile for him. He settled into the hot bath with a sigh. She climbed in with him and nestled him in her lap. Together they just relaxed. She didn’t care if he got a hard on from resting his head against her breasts. She didn’t even want to know. 
After fifteen minutes, she told him kneel and bent him forward to soak his hair. Then she shampooed his hair for longer than his short hair needed. “Pay attention, Beau,” she told him. “You will wash me next. You’ll do exactly what I do. This will be one of your duties as my slave.”
Duties? Bathing with her is a duty? Washing her… does she mean all over? He looked back at her curiously. She just kept washing as if nothing was out of the ordinary. Then she dunked his head to rinse out the soap. 
“Stand up,” she commanded. Then she washed his arms, chest, and back. “Even here,” she said as she soaped up his cock, feeling it grow in her hands. “We’re washing, Beau, don’t get too excited.” Her hands moved to his butt and she washed there, including all the way between his cheeks. She finished by washing his legs and feet. 
“My turn,” she said, kneeling. “You stand and wash my hair. For the bath only you may make simple requests, like lean over, stand up, turn around, mistress. Don’t forget to address me as mistress. Now I suppose you’ve never washed a woman’s hair. Get it good and wet,” she leaned forward and felt his hands in her hair as he worked to get it soaked good. Pulling her head back up, she pointed at the shampoo. “Fill your palm with that. Start at the roots and work out. Having my hair washed is one of my favorite things. Use your fingers to make love to my hair.” She looked at his confused face. “Massage my scalp. Wash my hair like you were searching for a little pebble lost somewhere in it. Thoroughly. Take your time.”
With a handful of shampoo, he sank his fingers into her wet hair, working it in and massaging her scalp. “Harder,” she said. “I’m not going to break.” He pressed harder, working her scalp with his fingertips and then working out from there. “Like this,” she added, piling her hair up on top of her head. His fingers worked through the soapy mass searching for that imaginary pebble until her hair was all clean. 
“Lean over, mistress,” he said and then rinsed her hair thoroughly. “Mistress?” he said tentatively. She’d said simple commands, but… “I need help, mistress.”
“You did a good job, Beau, what help do you need?”
“The water’s too soapy, mistress. I can’t rinse it that good.”
“Don’t worry, Beau. We’ll shower next to get all the soap off.” She stood up. “You did a good job, Beau. Tomorrow spend twice as much time on my hair.” His eyes ran over her body. “Beau? Pay attention. When I speak you must hear every word. Tomorrow spend twice as much time on my hair.”
“Yes, mistress.”
“It’s not just washing my hair. I like having someone… you… play with it, run your fingers through it. Make love to it.” 
He soaped up his hands and washed her arms and neck. She could see his cock was hard as he washed her breasts and back. She almost said something, but he didn’t know the routine yet. Let him learn that there would be a better time for a hard on. Washing her needed to be a duty, not a sexual thrill. He hesitated when faced with washing her vaginal area. She sighed. “Give me the soap.”
“No, mistress,” he said pleadingly even as he handed her the soap. 
“Something wrong, Beau?” she asked. 
“Yes, mistress.” His eyes darted from pussy to soap to her face. 
“Don’t worry,” she said. “You’ll get to do it. I just think maybe I should show you the first time.” She soaped up her hands and then took his hands and soaped them up between hers. “You just wash the outside like this,” she held his hand and rubbed herself up and down with it. “Get the creases,” she led him to the joining of her thigh and her pussy. “Then like this.” She let go of his hand, parted her lips, and washed her inner lips and put two fingers up inside herself. “Now you do it.”
He went through the entire process again, washing her outer lips and creases before parting her lips and washing her inside. He couldn’t believe he was actually touching her there, even if it was just to wash her. She turned so he could wash her bottom. It was even exciting to wash her naked bottom. 
When he finished with her legs, she sat down and said, “Your job is to drain the water, so open the drain. Then start the shower.” He opened the drain and turned on the shower. He tested it so it was just right, waiting for the water to settle at a warm temperature. Then she rose and entered the shower. “Warmer,” she said, adjusting it herself. “I like a hot shower and I don’t care what you like.” 
He stood back and let her rinse, though she thought about grabbing him and pulling him under the water with her. She knew the ritual and the shower was the last step before playtime. She pulled the shower head out of its holder and brought it down to rinse between her legs. “A little cooler here,” she said as she adjusted the temperature and rinsed herself. Then she replaced the head and turned it to hot again. 
“Now you.” She didn’t share well, especially with a slave. Staying close, she made it hard for him to rinse off as she hogged at least half the water. “Squeaky clean,” she said. “Now get the towels.” They dried off and she put on clean clothes, a halter top, panties, and shorts. 
They went to the master bedroom where she replaced his cuffs, collar, and gag and had him back up to her so she could clip his wrists and elbows together again. Down the short hall to the sitting room was Snowball’s kennel, so she kept him on the bed where there was no risk of him seeing Snowball. “I like how that shows off your chest,” she said. “You have a fine, strong chest. Very manly.” It was actually just the right touch of boyish, but manly was what an 11-year-old boy wanted to hear. She smiled at him. “It also makes you so helpless for me.” She laid him across her lap and started caressing his pink bottom. Easing the pain there was not her goal and she didn’t spend much time caressing the cheeks before she parted them and circled the tight pucker with a finger. 
As he stiffened, she said, “Yes, mistress is going to play with you now. Nothing you can do about it. Even if you could move your arms, stopping me from playing would be very bad. So, relax and enjoy it.” Her finger circled and circled, eventually finding the very center and probing at the tight entrance. His bottom was raised so she could see his anus and his cock. Once again his cock started to show some life. “I’m going to put my finger right in there, Beau. Right now, I want you to get hard for mistress.” She emphasized the last four words as she poked at it, pushing the little brown pucker in and out without quite getting in. His cock hardened for her. The whole point was eventually to get him to rise to full staff on just a verbal command. For a while she’d just be observant and give the command when he was already on the way to a hard on. “Very good, Beau. That’s what I want to see.”
Pulling her finger away, she traced lightly over his back until his cock shrank again, no longer the focus of either of them. Her finger returned to his anus, poking and probing. Getting a little bit of penetration this time, she kept an eye on his cock. When she was in to the first knuckle, she said, “Get hard for mistress.” His cock filled nicely as she pushed her finger in to the second knuckle and swirled it around. 
Third time’s a charm, she thought as she took the time to let him soften and then coaxed him to hardness with her fingers and the verbal command. Then she took his cock between her fingers and stroked it. He gasped as she masturbated him. “Cum for me, Beau. That’s what happens sometimes when you get hard for mistress. Squirt your cum on my lap.” Get your reward for getting hard on command. The boy needed some incentive to get hard for her. It took only a minute for him to jerk and gasp, shooting his cum out of his precious little cock. 
Malia caught most of his cum in the palm of her other hand. “You tasted this yesterday for me. I want you to get used to the taste and enjoy it.” She rubbed his cum around his lips, on his lips, and then inside on his gums. “It’s your taste. Snowball tasted it today and loved it.” She was pleased that he didn’t pull away in disgust as the aroma filled his nostrils and a smidgen of the taste found its way to his tongue. 
With that done, she returned her finger to his asshole and worked her finger all the way in. There was no reaction from his recently spent cock and she hadn’t expected any. Then she picked up a butt plug and started to work that in to his hole now that it was relaxed. The conical shape flared out to much bigger than her finger, so it wasn’t long before he was resisting futilely. Bit by bit she pressed it deeper and deeper. Finally it settled in place as the widest part of the cone pushed past his sphincter. She watched with excitement as his asshole closed to claim its prize. That wasn’t coming out until she helped him. 
“Hope that feels good, Beau. You’re going to get one of those a lot at first.” She picked up the remote control and turned on the vibrator buried in his ass. She’d waited long enough so the vibrator earned the desired reaction. “Get hard for mistress.” His cock responded on command. “Yeah, that does feel good, doesn’t it? Big hard cock for me.” She turned off the vibrator, set him on the floor kneeling upright, and let his cock shrink again.
“Beau is being such a good boy toy,” she said. “Getting hard for me at all the right times. You like getting hard for me? I love seeing it like that. Big hard cock. Ready for fucking.” Yeah, he knew what that was. “You’re gonna fuck me today. Get hard for mistress,” she added hastily as he reacted just to the thought of fucking her. “Slide that cock inside my pussy and ride me. That’s what a boy toy does.”
This time she left the room to let him get his mind off her and cool down. Five minutes later she returned to see Beau’s cock soft and dangling again. She undid the top of her halter and pulled it off so he could look at her bare tits. “Get hard for mistress,” she said as she wiggled her hips to pull down her shorts. Removing her panties, she sat down in the chair. “That’s a big hard cock for me. You gonna fuck me with that, Beau?”
He nodded his head vigorously. He’d tried speaking once already with the gag in and that hadn’t worked very well, so he just nodded. 
It just didn’t look to Malia like he was going to fuck her for very long. The boy was ready to blow his wad again already… three times now in barely more than two hours. All she had to do was touch him and he’d cum. She left the room again and came back. 
This time she freed his arms and removed the gag. “Do not touch your cock, Beau,” she said. “You may not cum until I tell you. No matter how much you want to cum, you have to wait.” She lay down on her back. “Come here,” she said, pointing between her legs. To his surprise, she positioned him so his face, not his cock, was at her pussy. “You’ve already cum twice today, Beau, and your mistress has not. I’m going to show you how to please me. Then and only then do you get to cum.”
Guiding his face right to her wet pussy, she said, “You’re going to lick me there. Lick my pussy. You watched me finger myself yesterday and you know it tastes good. I’ll help you find the right spot and do the right things to make me cum. You have to learn how to do this for me. Now get your butt up in the air so you’re not rubbing on the carpet. You aren’t allowed to cum yet. Put your finger here,” she pointed at her clit. “And lick here. It will be messy, but that’s half the fun.”
Beau raised his butt up and followed the rest of her instructions. His finger found a hard little nub buried in her pussy and he ran his tongue up her slit as instructed. She guided the location and speed of his finger, sometimes with words and eventually by the sounds she made. He figured out that it was better if he pressed his tongue firmly between the fleshy lips and licked the inside where she was juiciest. His lack of experience prolonged her arousal and climax almost like he was intentionally teasing her. She knew it was going to be a good one. Not because he was doing anything right, but because he was 11. The innocence and eagerness was all that she wanted. 
“Now stop with your fingers,” she panted. “Pull my lips apart with your hands and find the clit with your tongue. Make it hard and rub my clit like your tongue was a finger. Yeah, like that. No, higher. Faster. Put it between your lips and chew on it. No teeth, just your lips. God, yes, Beau, sweet boy, Beau, eat me like that. Just a… little… fast-faster… harder.” Her hips rose up to meet his tongue. “Don’t stop for nothing, Beau,” she moaned as the orgasm hit her. Just to be sure, she took his head in her hands and kept his face in her pussy as he tongued her. 
Breathing hard, she looked down at the glistening, smiling face of her boy toy. “Liked that, Beau?”
“Yes, mistress,” he grinned. His tongue circled his lips, catching the rest of her juices. 
“Just lick for a little bit longer,” she said. “Not trying to make me cum. Just cleaning my pussy and enjoying the taste.” His beautiful young face lowered back down as he lapped at her pussy. She was content. He enjoyed pleasing her. 
“OK, now kneel,” she commanded. He rose to the kneeling position with his hands behind his back. Wedged between her thighs, he couldn’t quite get his knees as far apart as he was supposed to, but he made the effort and the view was worth it. “Got a hard one for me, Beau. Now, kneel and lean forward. Line your cock up with my pussy. Find the hole with your fingers. Lower… lower… there you go. Now put that big hard cock inside and fuck me.”
Beau had never felt anything like it as he entered his mistress. Soft, wet, and warm, yet tight. It was much better than his mistress’ hand that had now made him cum three times. He heard her tell him to pump his hips and started to push his cock in and out. His face was about even with her tits as they bounced slightly to the rhythm. Looking up at her face for permission, she nodded at him. Today he got anything he wanted. 
Lowering his face to her tits, he licked one and then the other. He stopped to grin at her again and then suckled on one. His hips picked up speed and suddenly he came, shooting his cum not on the floor, Snowball’s mouth, or his mistress’ palm, but inside his mistress. He thrust again and again as he milked the cum from his cock. Then he gave her a smile, rested his head on her chest, and fell asleep. 
Malia picked up the young boy that she owned body and soul. He’d felt the stick more firmly and tasted the carrot more sweetly. She figured it would be a simple matter of working on the fine points now. She laid him on her bed and clicked all his cuffs together. 
Moved and cuffed, Beau woke up a little disoriented before he realized he was in his room. At least he was on his bed and not in the cage. He started to wonder about what privileges he could earn by being good. He wasn’t sure anything compared to what had just happened. What more could she give him than her body? The answer was almost immediately obvious. She could not tie up me right afterwards. Then more ideas came to him. More freedom. Better food. More sentences he could say? In just a few minutes he’d figured out there was much more he could earn. 
When his mistress came in after just a few minutes, Beau still had a smile on his face. She put his gag back in, erasing the smile, but not the warm feeling that made him smile. “You’ve been very good, Beau,” she said. “A little mistake at the start, but after that you did very well.” She caressed his face. “I think I bought the right boy to be my boy toy. And you should know that you’re very lucky to be mine. There are people on the Haven that are not nearly so kind.”
She’d decided to take him on that walk around the Haven after all. Not for anymore reason than they hadn’t spent as much time having sex as she’d planned and she didn’t want to do it all over again… not on the first day. So, she freed his legs and told him to stand up. With his arms behind him, he awkwardly rose. She clicked a leash to his collar. “Follow,” she said unnecessarily. What else could he do?
“I’m taking you for a walk,” she told him. “There are two reasons why I’m taking you out. The first is so I can show you off. I’m very proud of my boy toy and want everyone to see you. The second reason is so you can see more of your new home. This is a place where I can walk you naked in public without anyone raising an eyebrow. There’s no one for you to run to for help. All the adults here are masters or mistresses and they’ll only use you and then send you back to me. This walk will wipe away any thought of escape.”
She turned to the door. “Follow,” she said as she tugged on the leash. Beau stepped after her, wondering if she’d forgotten the butt plug that was still firmly seated in him. As he whimpered and tried to draw attention to his butt, she said, “It’ll feel a little odd at first, but you’ll get used to it.” 
He wasn’t eager for her to “show him off” or to take a long walk with the plug making it feel “a little odd”… more than a little…but he did want to get some answers about escape and why she thought it impossible. He pictured walking around inside a large building where a bunch of perverts hung out. There had to be a place to run to for help. 
He followed her out the door and noted the hallway had rooms on both sides. Around a corner he saw a door that led out. Actually outside, so his first theory about never leaving the building was dashed already as she led him to and through the door. The smell of salt air hit him as he stepped into the sunlight. Blinking in the bright light, he looked straight ahead at a railing and miles and miles of ocean beyond that. A ship? An entire ship where slavery of kids was accepted? His mistress hadn’t stopped walking, so he followed as she turned to put the ocean on their left. Plans of escape vanished just as she predicted. There really was no place to run to. 
They passed several people with his forlorn eyes on the ocean, letting the realization sink deeper and deeper to his core. Then he turned and looked where they were headed. They were almost to the sun deck and already he could see clothed adults and naked, chained, collared, leashed, and submissive children of all ages. He wanted to stop and stare, but his mistress led him on, following the rail toward the stern. Images flashed by… a man with a 6-year-old girl curled up at his feet… a man with two boys, an 8-year-old standing stock still holding an umbrella and a 10-year-old massaging his master… a 12-year-old girl slowly licking her master’s cock…three boys ranging from 9 to 12 sitting naked at a table with their mistress and a 12-year-old girl standing naked and bound in the center of the table. The boys looked as if they could have been on vacation with their mother except for their lack of attire. How do I get treated like that? 
They reached the stern of the ship, walked around the pool with naked kids playing… playing?… and headed up toward the bow. His mistress looked over her shoulder, checking on him and glanced at his crotch. Looking down he saw he was sporting a hard on. Jeez, I forgot I was even naked. And look at me. He blushed bright red, but still he couldn’t stop or do anything about his dang cock. Yet, he realized two important things. Nobody was staring at him and all the other kids were naked. He wasn’t anything special. 
About midway to the bow they passed a rickshaw going the other way pulled by a pony girl. For that he almost stopped, but she went by so quickly he was left with the image burned into his head of leather straps, a bit gag, plumes, a harness, and a miserable looking girl. She was the opposite end of the spectrum of the boys he’d seen sitting casually with their mistress and brought up the opposite thought to him. How do I make sure I never have to do that?
Malia looked back over her shoulder occasionally to check on Beau. Not to make sure he was still there, that was a given. She checked on his facial expressions and saw that he was getting the appropriate message from their walk. At times, he looked like a kid in a candy store, his hard on serving to show which message he was picking up then. At other times, he was clearly uncomfortable. 
They stopped at the bow, the boat plowing through the waves at a leisurely pace. No land in sight anywhere. “Kneel.” He went to the proper position quickly. “I’d never want to see my Beau pulling a cart,” said his mistress. “But then I would never expect my Beau to show disrespect for me or his lot in life. If you tried to escape or if you ever indicated you regretted being mine, then a week of pony boy duty would hopefully let you know the alternatives to life with me as my boy toy. Besides,” she added with a cavalier wave, “you can’t really go anywhere.” 
She’d been looking away as if talking to someone else and then she turned to him. “Did you see the master buggering the boy by the pool?”
He looked confused and shook his head no. What the heck is buggering? It didn’t sound like it was nice. 
“Pity,” she said, missing his confusion. “Wish you had. That’s the kind of treatment you might get if you got out on deck without me. Some of the Citizens enjoy embarrassing their slaves in public.”
Huh? The way she said it made it clear buggering was NOT good. What shocked him was the idea that someone else might embarrass him, use him, hurt him, or bugger him if they got hold of him. Gawd, like when I left my soccer ball out and somebody put a hole in it or the time Danny ate my piece of cake. I’m just a thing to these people. Something someone could steal from my mistress. 
“Follow,” she said as she walked away from the bow. “When you’re on a leash, I really don’t have to give the follow command. Just don’t let the leash get taut. That’s the rule on a leash. If I was walking you without a leash, that’s when the follow command is important. If I told you to kneel and then walked away, and you were not leashed, then you would just stay kneeling.” She stopped, turned, and caressed his cheek. “If we’re on deck and you ever lose sight of me… like I told you to kneel and then walked around a corner, you are to run to me as fast as you can. That’s for your protection, Beau.” 
He nodded, getting the message again that being alone on deck was very bad. 
As she turned away, she said, “You never know when I might just forget you.” She dropped the leash and started walking again, pointedly not telling him to follow. “Believe me, you’ll know when I intend to leave you somewhere or with somebody.” Of course that would only be with someone she trusted; he didn’t need to know that. “Follow,” she called out to return him to her. 
As they came back to the door that led to her quarters, Malia stopped. They’d been out on deck for nearly an hour as she leisurely walked him around. She walked around behind him. His bottom still had a pink stripe across it and where the paddle had not warmed his ass, the sun had started to turn it pink. “We better get you inside before that pretty white ass of yours gets sunburned.” Standing close behind him, she cupped it with both hands. “Bet this has never seen the light of day before. I think I’ll get you an all over tan.” Unless she gave him clothes, that would be the natural course of events. 
He jumped a little as her hands touched his butt. She’d been more intimate with him than this, so it was just the surprise that made him jump. Nodding, he agreed with everything. Get me in before I burn. Yes, it hasn’t seen the light of day. I understand I’ll be naked every time you bring me out and I’ll get tanned every where.
After she led him back to her quarters, she freed his arms and told him to kneel. She fastened his leash to a ring on the wall. “Time to fix dinner,” she said. “Just in case you don’t understand. Your last command was to kneel. You don’t get to decide when you’ve knelt long enough. You kneel with your hands crossed behind your back until I tell you otherwise.”
Fixing oatmeal didn’t take much concentration, so while the water slowly came to a boil, she came back out to Beau. Slowly removing her blouse, she said, “Get hard for mistress.” His cock rose quickly as she bared her breasts for him. It jutted out proudly between his spread legs. “I expect that you’ll be able to get hard for mistress without my help someday soon. You’ll just have to imagine me naked or Snowball sucking you or whatever you want, but when I say get hard for mistress, that cock of yours should get hard just like that.” She put her blouse back on. “Now I want you to work on keeping it hard. Think whatever thoughts you want. Don’t touch it. Just make it stay hard.”
Back in the kitchen, she checked on him occasionally. He lasted for nearly five minutes. Waiting until he was completely soft, she went back into the room. “We’ll work on getting you hard for me for a while and when you’re good at that, the next step will be to make sure you don’t get hard except when I tell you to. No accidental hard ons in the bath like today… just don’t worry about it yet. I’ll let you know when we start work on that.”
With dinner of warm oatmeal prepared, she fed Snowball and Diana. For her own meals, she’d cooked ahead of time so all she had to do was warm a portion up. Tonight she was having beef stew. She set her plate and Beau’s bowl of oatmeal on the table. “That door is a bathroom,” she pointed at the powder room door. She removed his gag. “Go pee and wash your hands and face. Do not poop. When you’re done with that come here and eat, Beau.” 
“This will be a chance to show your manners,” she said when he returned. “Pull out my chair and help me slide it in.” 
“Yes, mistress.” 
When he’d done that and she was seated, “Now, you wait by your chair until I give you permission to sit.” 
“Yes, mistress.”
She only had him wait 10 seconds. There was no reason to test his patience today. “You may sit, Beau. Now you must wait for me to give you permission to eat.” 
“Yes, mistress.”
She took a sip of wine and a bit of her stew as he sat rather awkwardly. Oops, I forgot the butt plug. I guess telling him not to poop was unnecessary.  Oh, well, after dinner. Again she let him wait for 10 seconds before she told him he could eat. “Now here’s what I expect when you eat with me. Napkin in your lap. Take small bites. I want to hear no chewing, slurping, or other sounds a young boy might make while eating. What is on your plate, or in your bowl, is all you get. No seconds.”
“Yes, mistress,” he said as he put his napkin in his lap. How odd it seemed that his only article of clothing for dinner was a napkin, if you could even consider that clothing. Then he took a small spoonful of oatmeal. This was much better than eating in his cage. Yet another reason to be well behaved. 
“From the time I tell you to eat until I am finished with my dinner, you may talk freely.” She wondered just how he’d use that offer. 
He took another bite as he considered what to say, “Mistress, will I get to… ummm… do a BM soon?”
She took a bite and chewed slowly trying to decide if his toilet time was a topic of discussion at dinner. Deciding she’d pretty much left it open, she answered. “Beau, you’ll pee and poop when I decide. You can expect to pee before each meal. You’ll be given one chance a day to poop. That will be at bedtime. Once you’re training is done that will be a couple hours after dinner. Tonight bedtime will be right after dinner. This is training you to have self-control and to wait for when your mistress lets you poop. You’ll wait to sit, wait to eat, wait to poop… a slave needs permission to do just about everything. For now I’m controlling what you can do by controlling your body and your environment. Sometime in the future you can expect to be allowed to ask for what you need. Which does not mean the answer will always be yes.” Controlling even his bodily functions would eventually make it seem natural to him that she controlled his voluntary actions. It was a critical aspect of slavery that she intended to condition into him early. 
He pondered his next question. It had gotten him in trouble earlier, so it seemed that he ought to not ask it. Still, the rules she’d given him said he could speak freely. He just decided to ask it differently. “Mistress, will I get to really see Snowball someday?”
Malia was intrigued at his interest in Snowball. It had been a brief encounter, but he wanted to know more about the girl. “Hmmm, Beau, she’s a cute little girl about your age. You interested in seeing her naked?” she teased. 
“N-no, mistress,” he said. “Umm… yes, mistress. I mean… it’s not that. I just thought I should…”
“Meet the girl that gave you a blowjob?” she finished for him. “Beau, understand that she is nothing but my pet. She doesn’t stand up. She doesn’t talk. You’ll walk her on all fours like a dog. You’ll pet her and when I allow it, you’ll do naughty stuff with her. But, she won’t ever be your friend. She’s beneath you.”
“Yes, mistress,” he said. 
“To answer your question, yes, you’ll get to see her sometime soon. In a few days. When you’re better trained and I know I can trust you with her. She is beneath you and that gives you responsibilities to help take care of her.” She was eating quickly to minimize his time to speak freely. 
His next question came out quickly. “Mistress, what’s buggering?”
“Oh, I thought…” she started. How silly of her to think the 11-year-old knew slang sexual terms like that. “Pity that you missed it. I’ll point it out to you next time I see it. It’s when a man’s cock gets hard like yours does, but instead of putting it in a woman’s or girl’s pussy, he puts it in a boy’s ass… his bottom… where he poops.” His look was skeptical. “Believe it or not. It can be done so it hurts or so it feels good or anywhere in between. I suppose I might let you bugger Snowball or Diana so you can see what it feels like to do it. I’d make sure that Snowball and Diana enjoyed it,” she assured him. 
“At any rate,” she continued, “the man I saw today was not making sure it felt good to the boy. So understand this, Beau. You are property. That means you can be loaned, borrowed, bought and sold, or misused and you have no say in it. No one on the Haven is going to steal you, but if you’re out on deck alone, you could be misused and then returned to me.”
“Yes, mistress,” nodded Beau. “I got that. You’ve said it several times. Do I need to be careful? It can’t happen accidentally, can it?”
“No, it won’t happen accidentally. The only way you’ll be out on deck alone is if you try to run away. That’s pointless and will only get you in trouble.”
“Yes, mistress.” Alone on the deck is trouble. Got it. Emboldened by the fact that he didn’t get in trouble for asking about Snowball, he asked, “I haven’t met Diana at all, mistress. Who is she?”
“She is a very confused little girl,” said Malia. “A little younger than you. She’s being handful. You may meet her next week, but maybe longer. It depends on how she behaves after I put you to bed. It will be even longer before you see her. You’ll get to see Snowball before Diana.” She did expect to take at least two weeks to get Diana to think and act like a girl. 
“Mistress? Do you know what happened to my sister and brother?”
“Why would you think something happened to them? And how would I know?” she asked. The question right on the heels of her mentioning Snowball and Diana was worrisome. It was unlikely he’d make a connection, but she wanted to misdirect him. 
“Ummm, they were shot at the same time as me.” Responding to her concerned look, he added, “Well, not shot with a gun… a bullet… but a dart that made it so I couldn’t move. It happened to all three of us at once. I just thought maybe they were here, too.”
“On the Haven? They may be. But it’s also possible they went any number of places, none of them as nice as the Haven.” To say anything more definite would be a lie, so she kept it at that. 
“That’s what I’m afraid of,” he said. “There’s bad places to go to. I mean, they could even be dead. I don’t know about other places for sure, but I wish they were here. I’d like to have them close. Maybe even as your slaves. You’re… nice.”
“Trying to butter me up, Beau?” she teased him again. “There are lots of nice owners on the Haven. And not so nice.  Well, by my way of thinking, even if you did ever run into your siblings again, it would be entirely different. You’d all be slaves, changed people from the day you were taken. Before you wish for them here, remember you’d all be naked.”
He blushed and looked down at his plate. “Hadn’t thought of that, mistress,” he said. “I guess I just can’t imagine Stacy like that. Gosh, she’s probably owned by some guy who’s making her…” He trailed off, fighting back tears. 
“That’s enough talk, Beau,” said Malia. She was nearly done and hadn’t expected him to get melancholy on her. “Finish your dinner. I’m about done with mine.” 
She wasn’t sure if it would cheer him up but she tried to get his mind off his family. “You’ve got a new life now, Beau. Think of it as an exciting adventure. I’ve got rules, but everybody’s got rules. You had rules at home and at school. What’s different here is I’ve got some very serious punishments when you break the rules. So, you just don’t break the rules.” She didn’t want to mention just yet that at times she’d do the same things as punishment and they’d call it playtime. She knew now from being Peter’s slave that it was fun and exciting to be tied and spanked during playtime. Beau would have to learn that.
After dinner, she helped Beau get the plug out and he got the promised toilet time to poop. He just hadn’t expected her to want to watch even that.  Then he was allowed to brush his teeth and she put him to bed. He ignored the cage on the floor as she tucked him in bed and kissed him on the cheek. “Good night, sweet dreams,” she called out to him. His room had no windows, so when she shut and locked the door, he was just in a bigger cage. After about 10 minutes he got up and tried the door knob. As he expected, it was locked. 
Lying in bed, his mind swirled with thoughts of the dichotomy of reward and punishment. There seemed little in between, except the time he spent alone in his room. The thought of spending hours alone again almost brought him to tears. She’d punished him and threatened punishment and threatened danger if he tried to escape. And wow had she ever rewarded him. In many ways, from a luxurious bath to sex to a simple warm meal and a night in the bed in his room. He took the previous night in the cage and cold oatmeal as the warning it was intended to be. That was one end of the spectrum… where his mistress did little more than keep him alive. He could imagine another end of the spectrum and this afternoon he’d started the climb. 
Being a slave was wrong, but he wasn’t miserable. Think of it as an exciting adventure. I’ve got rules, but everybody’s got rules. You had rules at home and at school. Her explanation made sense. Bath time and playtime had been adventures into a kind of excitement he’d never imagined. He just had to follow the rules. I’m a boy toy. It didn’t sound good when she first called him that, but when he was the toy and playtime was like what happened today, boy toy was pretty cool. Follow the rules to avoid punishment. Follow the rules to earn rewards. 
I’m only allowed to say one of four things. With a mental shrug, he realized he had to raise his hand just to say anything at school. Different rule than at school. And tied and spanked on the bare was a very different punishment than school. Then at dinner, the rule changed. Now that he knew he would have a time to ask his questions, there was no point in trying to ask them at other times.  
His most profound impression of the past five hours was that his mistress was ever present. Therein lay another dichotomy. He either had all her attention or none of it. He much preferred the time spent with her. Sure she managed some embarrassing intrusions with her presence, like watching him pee and poop, but it was worth it when she doted on him. Talking, touching, loving, even punishing, he’d never had the full attention of an adult, or anyone for that matter, for so long. He’d never had anyone treat him so special, making him feel like he belonged here. It was alluring and intoxicating, bringing out strong feelings for her. He fell asleep with images of the two of them together.  
Beau’s Second Full Day
In the morning he had way too much time to think. She gave him a chance to pee in a pot in his room with her watching him, but letting him aim himself. Then there was breakfast of hot oatmeal. Then nothing. He imagined she was off playing with Snowball, a curious thought because he couldn’t imagine what it meant to play with a girl who was a pet. He couldn’t imagine what it meant or how she felt to be a pet. Restricted to her hands and knees forever. Never allowed to speak. Playing fetch or some other pet games. It made him thankful that he was the top slave. Top slave of what? A pet girl named Snowball and a little girl named Diana? His mistress had just touched on his role in helping to take care of the two girls.
He tried to think of things to do, but it was hard to concentrate on anything. Every noise made him think his mistress was coming for him. For a while he physically responded to the sounds, rising or at least looking up at the door. After a while he stopped doing that, but his mind still wandered, hoping she’d come through the door now. 
Finally, after hours and hours of boredom, she did come in. He brightened up and rose to his feet, greeted with an approving smile from her. “Kneel,” she said and he knelt in the proper position. See, I didn’t forget. Then she clipped his cuffs behind him. “Time to pee,” she said as she took his cock in her hand and pointed it at the pot. 
Malia rather enjoyed helping Beau pee. She didn’t do it to be mean or to embarrass him. The intent was simply to get him used to doing anything for her or with her. Noting that he was more relaxed than when she’d done this yesterday, she could see that he was getting used to her expectations. “Good boy, Beau,” she said as he finished. 
Helping him to his feet, she walked him out to the dining room and freed his arms. She pointed at the circles still taped to the floor and told him to kneel there. When he was kneeling, she examined his position and then went into the kitchen. She’d spent time with Snowball. Now she was doing just what Beau craved… giving him her full attention. Even though she was in the kitchen for just a few minutes, she checked on him often. 
As he knelt on the circles, Beau didn’t miss the attention his mistress paid him. It was almost like she couldn’t keep her eyes off him. In return, he concentrated on keeping the perfect position for her. Without even being aware of it, he was performing for his mistress as a reward for her spending time with him. A delicious aroma of food filled the air as he waited patiently for his lunch. 
His mistress passed by, taking food to the other two slaves and coming back empty handed. Then she fixed two plates and set them on the table. Craning his neck, he still couldn’t quite see what was for lunch. “Don’t, Beau,” said his mistress. Don’t what? Confused, he settled back into position. “That’s better,” she told him and he realized he’d moved from the proper kneeling position to stretch up and look at lunch.  
“Yes, mistress,” he said, feeling like he’d broken a rule, but there was no mention of punishment, just a reminder. 
“Time for lunch,” she announced. “Go into the bathroom and wash your hands.” Beau rose and ran into the bathroom. When he came back out, she’d set out drinks for them as well. 
He went to the table and stood by his chair like she was. When she stared at him with an expression that told him he was supposed to be doing something besides standing there, he suddenly got an oops expression on his face, barely managing to not actually say oops. Then he went to her chair and pulled it out for her. Returning to his chair, he stood behind it with a sheepish look on his face. 
“In the future, you will wash your hands without being told. If you haven’t been given a chance to pee, you will pee also,” she said. “When I put food on the table and say it’s time to eat, that’s when you’ll use the toilet and wash up. You may sit.” She took a bite of a slice of pizza as he sat down. Without making him wait, she said, “You may eat.”
He was famished and ate nearly an entire slice of pizza before he asked, “Mistress, what are we going to do today?”
“Hungry, I see,” she said before answering his question. “I like that you still took small bites.” He beamed at the praise. Not unlike Precious. “Now what are we going to do today? I’d like to keep that mostly a surprise. You should begin to notice a pattern, however. We’ll do some training. We’ll have a bath and playtime,” she winked. “Then there will be more training. I think a walk would be nice, too. We’ll have to see what we can fit into our time.”
The answer raised a second question. She obviously had a set amount of time to spend with him. “Mistress, what do you do when you’re not with me?”
“I spend time with Snowball and Diana,” she answered. It was a safe answer. She didn’t want to let him know she was training them though that might be obvious. “When you’re sufficiently trained, I’ll let you spend more time out of your room and with the rest of us. They’re stored away while you’re being trained just like you’re stored when you’re not in training.” Close enough. No point in telling him that being stored was part of his training. 
Stored? The word struck him as odd and then he understood. You stored things like toys, tools, and tables when you didn’t need them. He was just like that now.  He mused over that for a minute, picturing himself as a little toy soldier. Sometimes he got played with to amuse his owner, a boy, but most of the time he spent in the toy box. He just needed to be a video game instead of a toy soldier, something that she’d want to spend lots of time with. “Mistress, the whole reason I’m here is to keep you happy, isn’t it?”
“Very astute, Beau,” she said, genuinely impressed. She’d said similar things to him already, but to have him come up with that question on his own this early in his training was unexpected. “It often takes a long time to convince a slave of that very point. Since your whole point in life is to make my happy, it should make you happy when I’m happy.”
“So, I just need to learn how to make you happy. Is that what my training is all about?”
“Pretty much,” she nodded. 
“So, kneeling makes you happy?”
She cocked her head at the direct question and thought for a few seconds. “Having you obey me makes me happy. Knowing you have the discipline to kneel correctly for as long as I want makes me happy. Looking at you naked makes me happy… especially with your knees spread like that,” she winked. 
He blushed and looked down. “It makes me feel good when you do.” Not quite happy, but it felt good in an odd way. Then he looked farther down, at his crotch, and quickly back up at his mistress. 
“Beau? Are you hard now?” She reached over and lifted his napkin to reveal the smoking gun. “I guess you do feel good about it.” She’d been teasing, but she shifted to her instructional voice. “Now, I want you to think about what just happened. What made you hard like that? Soon you’ll be expected to not get hard unless you have permission, so you need to know what does make you hard and not think those thoughts or learn how to stay soft even when you think those thoughts.”
“Yes, mistress,” he nodded. As his erection faded quickly, he thought, all I need to do is imagine you teaching me about hard ons. They’re fun to have, but not to talk about. He took back his napkin when she offered it and spread it on his lap again. 
Beau’s life would indeed be a young boy’s dream, provided he obeyed his mistress. There were very few chores for him to do except when he was ready he would take care of Snowball and Diana. That would involve chores such as feeding and walking them as well as fun things such as bathing them and having sex with them. Mistress would always come first. Bathing her and attending to her sexual desires was hardly a chore and when she gave him free time, his role as top slave would ensure he stayed happy. Malia even planned to party with her friends, giving Beau access to Previous, Amy, Autumn, and Annabelle with the permission of Olivia and Peter. Then he would perform sexually with one or more of the girls for the pleasure of their owners. 
What that meant in the upcoming days was that his training would be less demanding than Snowball and Diana were getting. The bulk of his training would be to unlearn the morality he’d lived with for the past 11 years. Malia knew his training couldn’t involve the four other girls. There’d be a time for that in the future, but for now he was to learn that Snowball and Diana were ‘his girls.’ The others would mean nothing to him except a warm pussy, ass, or mouth. 
After lunch, Malia told Beau to go into her room and open each drawer to see what was in each drawer. “It won’t be you that is responsible for this most of the time, but I want you to be able to find clothes that I need. You’ll have 10 minutes to study the contents of the drawers. Pay attention to details.”
Pay attention to details? Beau thought as he hurried off to his mistress’ room. What details? As he opened the top left, he saw tops and shorts. Opening the second drawer, he saw tops and pants. Details. He went back to the top drawer to learn that tops in that drawer were short sleeve and the second drawer held long sleeve tops. Spending the entire 10 minutes, he discovered the location of everything, categorized in every way he could think of. 
Malia called Beau out after 10 minutes and said, “Go find my blue bikini. You have 15 seconds.”
Beau dashed to her room and pulled open the third drawer. She had several swim suits… blue, black, and aqua striped bikinis and white, flowery one piece. He grabbed the blue bikini and ran back. She took the suit from him. “No need to run, Beau,” she said. “My home is not that big. It took you 8 seconds. No need to run,” she corrected herself, “if you know where to go to find something.” 
Holding the suit out on a finger, she said, “I want you to undress me and put this on me. While you do, I want you to try to keep your beautiful cock from getting all hard. This is practice, you’ll not be punished for failing.”
No punishment, but Beau still wanted to impress his mistress. He took the tiny suit and set it on the sofa since it was obvious he was to dress her right in the sitting room. It only struck him as odd for a few seconds before he realized there was no one but him to see her anyway. He knelt down and removed her tennis shoes and peds, carefully folding the little socks and tucking them in a shoe. When he reached for the bottom of her shirt, she raised her arms away from her body and let him lift it up, her arms going straight up to help him get it off over her head and arms. It was over her head and up to her elbows when she said, “Put it back on.” 
He didn’t like the tone of her voice as she told him to put her shirt back on. Feeling as if he’d done something wrong, he carefully pulled it back down. “Much better putting it on,” she said. “Try it again and this time, stretch the collar a little so you don’t drag it roughly across my face.”
“Yes, mistress,” he said, sheepishly. Sorry was not allowed. Just do it right the first time. With greater care, he held the neck hole open wide so it barely grazed the back of her head and not her face at all. Then he eased it up and off her arms. He paused, seeking approval, but she said nothing. 
As he reached for the snap of her shorts, she said, “Does a slave need to be told he did well to know he did well? Does a slave need to be told when his mistress is happy with his behavior? Does a slave need to be told to smile?”
“No, mistress,” said Beau, putting on a smile. 
“Perhaps he may be forgiven for not knowing what pleases his mistress, but a slave must learn the signs. His mistress will never let a mistake go by, but will often expect a slave to know he did well without constant praise,” she advised him. “Now, continue.”
He removed her shorts without incident and then stepped behind her to examine the mysterious catch of her bra and unhook it. “Refasten it,” she said once he had it undone. “Undo it. Refasten it,” she made him do it a second time. “Now, the right way to remove my bra is standing in front of me. You know how the catch works, come around here.”
“Yes, mistress,” he said with a smile and no hesitation. That was a lesson, not disapproval. He moved in front of her and reached around to unhook her bra and then pull it off her. 
As he started to set the bra aside, she said, “Hang it on your cock, Beau.” 
He looked down to see his cock was nearly erect and draped her bra over it like a hook on the wall. “Yes, mistress.” He paused for a few seconds and then caught her bra as it slipped off his softening cock. Nothing like being embarrassed to wilt my cock. It was an interesting dichotomy. She could make him hard and she could make him soft. It all depended on how he thought of her. Folding her bra, he set it aside. Finally, he removed her panties, being careful to stretch them open so they slid down easily. 
Dressing her wasn’t as easy as it looked. He slipped up her bikini bottoms and then fiddled with how high the waist went. Up high? Too tight. Lower? Saggy. She let him experiment for 15 seconds. “Like this,” she said, taking the sides of the French cut bottoms and placing them high on her hips. “Then this,” she ran her fingers inside the crotch of the suit to pull it out and spread it to ensure she was covered, “and this,” she did the same to the narrow strip of cloth that served to barely cover her bottom. 
“Yes, mistress,” he nodded. 
“Take them off. Put them back on.” She was having fun teasing the boy, testing his control. Perhaps she’d let him do this all the time instead of doing it herself, which was much quicker. 
He repeated what he’d seen, seating the sides up on her hips and fluffing the front and back, his fingers grazing intimate parts of his mistress. Then he fitted the cups of the top over her breasts and reached around to fasten the back strap. As he picked up the strands that went around her neck, she said, “Pretty bow knot. Nice big one.” He got it right the first time, just the right tension and a nice big bow knot. Best of all, he hadn’t gotten hard a second time. Staying soft was a task that required thought and constant attention for the 11 year-old with his beautiful and sexy mistress. 
“Now, run to the bathroom and get the big blue beach towel that matches the suit. Wait,” she said before he could hurry off. “It’s not all blue like the suit. It has a red and yellow design… waves, an umbrella, and the sun… probably more. Now go.” She didn’t want him searching for a perfect match and coming up empty. There was no time limit since she hadn’t made a point of showing him towels, but he was back in 15 seconds.
Snapping a leash to his collar, she led him out the front door without a word of explanation. He followed, easily falling into the correct position. Without hesitation he followed her out on deck and to the aft pool. He had no doubt that the towel draped over his arm was for her. He had no suit and no towel. In the other hand he carried a tote, contents unknown. 
Not being an exhibitionist like some of the Citizens, Malia figured that soon she’d be comfortable topless and maybe even someday nude sunbathing, but never comfortable having sex in public. She was not alone in her modesty, but part of a small minority. Just before they got to the pool, she stopped and turned to him. “A man and his slave girl just passed us. Was she a blond?”
“Yes, mistress.”
“Was she younger than you?”
“No, mistress.”
“Did she have nice tits?”
“Yes, mistress,” said Beau, unaware of the purpose of the quiz.
“You are my slave, Beau,” said Malia sternly. “I am your mistress. You attend only to me, obey my commands, and care about no one or nothing except me. Look in my eyes when I talk to you and you talk to me. Keep your eyes on me all the time, waiting for a command or a chance to please me. When we walk, look at my back. Do not gawk at the people we walk past. I expect that you will NOT be able to describe the people that we pass because your attention is only on me. Do not make me repeat myself. Am I clear?”
“Yes, mistress,” nodded Beau. She’d turned to face him, her back to the pool. Over her shoulder was a bevy of naked slaves and owners, relaxing or having sex. It was a struggle to keep his eyes locked on her eyes. 
She held his gaze, appreciating that he did not have an erection. Then she reached up and caressed his cheek. Some things did rate a sign of approval. “I know this makes you nervous, Beau… staring into my eyes. I expect you to get used to it so it seems natural. I want you to do it without being self-conscious. I want you to understand you belong to me. You are doing very well given the distraction behind me. Beau!” she snapped as he eyes flashed to the alluring view as she spoke. “I can understand that the mere mention of the distraction behind me would draw your eyes. I can understand it once.” 
The smile returned to her face as his eyes riveted back to her as she called his name. “A man’s eyes may wander from his wife or his girlfriend, but a slave’s never wander. Let’s be clear, Beau. When I speak, you will look at my eyes. When I’m not speaking, your eyes may be on any part of my body.” She did expect his adoration and worship. “There are times, and I expect those to become clear to you, when your eyes can be on others. When another master or mistress speaks to you. When you perform for me with another slave. When I give you a task that requires your attention.”
To give him a more concrete example, she asked, “Do you see a man behind me who has the most beautiful 12-year-old slave, naked of course, sitting or kneeling beside him?”
His eyes went left and then right quickly, drawn to something she could only wonder about. His attention returned to her. “Yes, mistress. I see so many beautiful girls second only to you, but mostly I see the man waving at us and he has one, too.”
She looked over her shoulder where his eyes had darted. “That is Master Peter,” she said. “The girl with him is Precious. That’s her name, Beau. Precious,” she emphasized, in case he took it as an adjective the first time. “Your task, Beau, is to keep your cock soft until we return to my cabin.” She turned and walked to Peter, greeting him with a hug and a kiss before saying anything to the most beautiful 12-year-old girl Beau had not looked at because his eyes were on his mistress and who had sorely tested his attention by bouncing to her feet quickly as they approached, “Hello, Precious, my lovely.”
“Mistress Malia,” said Precious, bowing her head. She looked then at Beau and in a most sultry voice said, “He’s cute. I wanna play with him.” She looked to her master and then to Mistress Malia. “Can I suck him?”
Having just been lectured on the subject, Beau was too nervous to respond to the obvious attempt to extract a cock full of blood from him. That wasn’t easy since his eyes were on his mistress, but his peripheral vision told him the beautiful and naked girl was hiding nothing. At least his mistress distracted him with instructions. “Greet Master Peter, Beau. As Precious did for me, say simply Master Peter and bow your head.” He did as instructed, turning his eyes to the man as he spoke and returning them to his mistress. “To Precious you may say anything you like that is polite and friendly, except to answer her very forward question. It was directed to her master and your mistress.”
“Yes, mistress,” he answered. It was obvious to him through her use of the third person that every word that Precious spoke was to her master and his mistress. He looked at the girl, but only at her face. “Do you…” he stopped short and looked at Master Peter and his mistress. Obviously a slave like Precious did not offer to suck every boy she met no more than he would offer to lick any girl. Even to the neophyte slave, it was clear that a comment or question that bold required permission. If Master Peter had given permission, then... ergo it was a test and questioning it would be inappropriate. It did offer him an opportunity. “You are the most beautiful girl I’ve seen since I took my eyes off my mistress.”
Precious’ jaw dropped and then she smirked. “He is such a… you are such a suck up. And you are the cutest boy I’ve ever seen.”
In way over his head as he blushed, Beau ran his eyes up and down the sexy girl, starting at her tits to her feet and then up to her face. Looking into her pretty eyes, he pondered for a second what exactly to say. There was noise in the background of splashing, sex, and discipline, but from the three around him there was no sound. “You are the sexiest girl I’ve ever seen,” he said, hoping that the emphasis on girl was enough. 
Peter patted the empty lounge chair beside him “Sit, my dear Malia. Blow him, Precious.”
Malia sat with an exasperated sound, “I just told him not to get a hard on.”
“Don’t blow him, Precious.”
“Oh, blow him, Precious. Beau, when she’s done you can’t get hard again until we’re back in my cabin.” She rolled her eyes at Peter. After cumming for Precious, her slave wouldn’t be able to get a hard on for at least half an hour. 
As Precious sank to her knees in front of him, Beau didn’t hear the last comment from Master Peter, “Success on the first run is very important.”
Malia sighed as she acknowledged Peter’s infinite wisdom in training a slave. It wasn’t the first time he’d told her that. Don’t beat the slave into submission. Let him succeed and reward him. It was a hard lesson to sink into her head because she didn’t think of any of her two weeks as Peter’s slave as success and reward. The time was replete with examples, but it just didn’t feel like that. It had worked and bent her to his will, but still it hadn’t seemed like he was letting her succeed. It was all so subconscious that it worked. 
The two dominants watched their slaves for a couple minutes of as Precious sucked Beau’s cock beside the crowded pool and then Peter said, “I am gonna spank that pretty little ass if you don’t get him hard.” He was amused that the mouth he considered the most talent little girl mouth of all time wasn’t getting a horny boy to respond. 
Precious said nothing, but put the middle finger of her right hand up Beau’s butt. It was like magic as the finger went in, his cock expanded. After that is was easy. With a load of cum in Precious’ mouth, Beau wondered if a response in kind was expected and then asked, “May I lick her?”
“No, Beau,” said Malia. “I think Master Peter has his own reward planned for Precious.” She knew he did and that reward was not coming from Beau’s tongue. In the future it might, but not today. 
Thirty minutes later, Malia took a still flaccid Beau to her cabin. “Bath time,” she said once they were inside. “Beau was very good today.”
They were lazing in the bathtub when Beau turned to his mistress with a questioning look. There was just no way he was allowed to ask a question except at meals, so he held his tongue and turned back. 
Beau was nestled between her legs, his back against her stomach and breasts. She knew it was a position where her entire body or any part of it could send a message, so she made a conscious effort to stay relaxed. Her slave had spoken freely on more that one occasion. Now he had consciously not spoken though it was obvious he wanted to. The he wanted to ask a question did not sound good. Still, she said, “Yes, Beau.”
“Mistress, I don’t know how I… it just seems wrong… mistress, it just seems wrong.”
“Beau, what you think is unimportant to me. What seems wrong to you doesn’t matter. A slave doesn’t think. Now, if your question is not about your thoughts and feelings, ask it. Otherwise, the answer is that it’s unimportant.”
He slumped in her arms. Her interruption was as if she wanted to put a stop to his question, but it was important to him. Was it important to his mistress? He wasn’t sure, but decided to ask it anyway without the stammering and uncertainty. “Mistress, Precious is a very pretty and sexy girl. She is nothing compared to you, but I don’t want her ‘blowing me’,” his use of the term clearly uncomfortable, “unless I can tell her that she is the most beautiful and sexiest girl in the world.” He went limp against her, “Mistress, you are. Not her. What can I say to her?”
“Ah,” Malia acknowledged the concern of a boy for a pretty girl. “She’s a slave. She performs for her master. He will reward her. She will blow you if you say she’s a bottom feeding, gross as fucking hell, worthless cunt. She’s a slave and used to having things said to her once. Don’t speak. Smile all the time. Don’t look at anyone but master. You’ve told her once that she’s beautiful and sexy. She won’t forget that.”
She sighed just before she delivered the final word on the subject. “She said you’re cute and you said she’s beautiful. Beau, you are handsome, sexy, and my selection to be top slave. What a slave like you or Precious thinks and says is meaningless. She knows that. Call her a bottom feeding, gross as fucking hell, worthless cunt and she won’t blink an eye because her master has told her she’s beautiful and sexy. If she said you are a retarded, dipshit, ugly boy, you will not bat an eye because you are everything your mistress wants.” 
With that said, she went through the daily ritual of washing him, being washed by him, showering, and then drying each other. She distinctly loved the feel of his young hands as they rubbed her with a towel as if there was nothing between his hands and her skin. When he was finished he had an erection and she wondered if she really wanted to train him not to do that except on command. She may say she didn’t care what a slave felt and thought, but that was one feeling that she felt was worthy of expression. 
Leading Beau out to the sitting room from which there was access to all her slaves, she blindfolded and gagged him. “I’m getting Snowball to come blow you now,” she said. “She is one that you may tell often that she’s pretty and sexy. Tell her she’s a pretty and sexy pet because that’s what she is. Don’t worry, you’ll get a chance to see her and talk to her. During your training, you don’t.”
Without knowing for sure why, Beau trembled with excitement at the thought of Snowball. Precious and his mistress were both extraordinary in everyway, but the mystery of Snowball was alluring. He couldn’t picture her as a pet and, in a way, he wondered just how it felt to a girl to be turned into nothing but a pet. 
When the pet came out, she was blindfolded, but Beau could tell it was her ungagged mouth that attended to his throbbing cock. It was obvious Precious was better, but even that didn’t matter. Snowball was mistress’ pet and he’d get to take care of her someday soon. A girl who was nothing but an animal now. He came quickly in the pet’s mouth. Then he was alone for a few minutes. 
Now that Beau was sated, Malia ungagged him and removed the blindfold. Taking him to her bed, she lay back with her legs spread. “My pussy will get licked and I will have an orgasm, Beau. Before you do that, make love to my body. I want my juices flowing and my pussy very, very wet before you put your tongue to my slit. Even then, take your time to make me cum. Today’s lesson is on how to make love to my body.”
“Yes, mistress,” he nodded. From yesterday he remembered what to do, but today turned out to be different. He started at her tits, a part of her that he found most exciting. 
“A slave must remember that we just bathed and showered,” his mistress reminded him. “There is no part of my body that isn’t clean.” He looked up at her as she spoke, his brow furrowing in thought as he wondered just what that meant. Where might he not want to kiss and caress? Ahh, her feet. He went happily back to work. 
She proceeded to take him on a tour of her body. Tongue in her ear. Kisses to her eyelids. Kisses to her lips and his hand caressing her hair. She would turn him into a dream lover who knew just what to do. He enjoyed the lesson and the chance to get intimate with all of her. They sure didn’t teach this in 6th grade. Kisses to her throat and a hand to her breasts, tweaking and teasing this nipple and that nipple. “Both at once,” she said as he kissed, then fondled, then kissed, and then fondled. He blushed prettily and did both at once. Kisses down her arm and to her palms. His lips to her nipples and kissing down her flat tummy. 
Rolling to her stomach, she showed him how to draw his fingernails down her back in a caress that made her tingle. He listened to her sounds, noting the different coos, moans, and ahhs. In time he’d learn their meaning. She also wanted a firm massage to her back muscles, then the fingertips again. Massages to her butt cheeks and then. “Spread them and lick my asshole.”
Beau’s mind ground to a halt. Lick what? He parted her cheeks and stared at the brown pucker. Lick what? He didn’t want to disobey her, but… ahhh, not her toes. This is what she meant. Recently bathed. Pressing his face to her bottom, he licked her sensitive anus, earning a delicious ahhhhhh that told him he’d do this more and he’d like it. It was, so far, the best sound he’d teased from her today. Down her legs and yes, her toes were part of the deal, sucking each one individually. She rolled again and led him back up her legs to kiss and use his fingernails on her smooth, soft inner thighs. 
They’d been at it for 45 minutes and he never thought that he was being more thoroughly trained than Snowball. It wasn’t training, it was fun. His cock was hard as he pleasured his mistress in ways he’d never considered. Every inch of her had been touched and now he was poised at her pussy. “My pussy is wet enough now, Beau.” It tingled, it yearned, it demanded, and it needed his attention. Giving him instruction was hard when she knew he could please her in an instant. “Note every detail. My breathing, the color of my skin, the beat of my heart,” she placed his hand between her breasts, “and mostly, the wetness between my legs. This is making love to my body. Now I want my slave to make love to my pussy. If I cum in less than 30 minutes, I’ll spank you.”
He lapped at her sopping pussy with a seemingly endless supply of delicious nectar. It got messy, but never boring. After 10 minutes, she gasped, the sound different than any other she’d made so far. “Aahhh.” Then she said, “Half an… hour is sweet torture. Sometimes… you’ll do… do it… soo… sooner,” she said. “Some… sometime you… choose… and… and sometimes I-I-I… haaahhh… tell you.” She did want a slave with an independent mind in this matter. If he learned to do it right, then he’d know when it was fast and when it was slow.”
“Yes, mistress,” he said and returned to lapping at her pussy and teasing her clit. He toyed with her nipples and once ventured to kiss and suck on them. Again there was that desperate, “Ahhhh,” that escaped her lips. Does she even know she’s making that sound? He returned to her pussy for a few minutes and stopped. This time she not only made the sound, but sank her fingers into his short hair and pulled him urgently to her. Is she enjoying this? He flicked his eyes to the clock and saw he had five minutes left before he was allowed to make her cum. 
“You taste good, mistress,” he said. “May I lick your asshole again? One more time?”
“No!” she barked. “I’m ready to cum. Now!”
Her tone was surely an order, but she’d more clearly said he’d be spanked if he didn’t take the full 30 minutes to make her cum. Beau started to feel the power of a slave over his mistress. It was something she seemed to be teaching him. Without a word he returned to licking, but without the intent to make her cum. By now she was squirming on the bed and Beau did take note of her movements, her sounds, her wetness, and the prominence of her clit. The clock ticked over 30 minutes and he wondered if he should go even longer. She just looked almost in agony, but she’d asked for this. 
He didn’t want to err and overdo it, so he applied his lips, tongue, and teeth to her swollen clit, driving her to an orgasm in less than 31 minutes. Her body tensed and arched up as she let out a low moan, a breathy, “Aahhhhh.” He continued to nibble on her clit until her hand reached down as a blind woman’s would search for something that was misplaced. She found and covered her pussy and he stopped. Mistress obviously enjoyed that. It would be the gold standard by which he measured his abilities in the future. 
Remembering that she liked to feel his arms around her at this moment, he scrambled quickly up and held her, kissing her face. He avoided her lips with his girl cum soaked lips until she forced him to kiss her deeply and passionately. They lay together for another 10 minutes before she rolled away, got up, and got dressed. 
“You’re a fast learner, Beau,” she said. “I like that.”
“Yes, mistress.”
Suddenly aware he was lounging in bed with his mistress dressing, Beau scrambled to his feet. It just didn’t seem right for the slave to be relaxing and looking so triumphant. 
They went to the dining room where Beau knelt and they played at, “Get hard for mistress,” as she cooked dinner. Getting hard was never difficult. 
At dinner he started with a compliment that he didn’t consider sucking up, as Precious put it. It was simply the truth. “Mistress, I liked licking you a lot, too. You… I didn’t think you could be sexier, but… you are.”
I don’t care what Snowball or Diana think, she reminded herself. Beau was being honest and she did care when he said things like that. “That’s nice, Beau,” she said. She didn’t want to discourage him from complimenting her, but she also didn’t want to make it seem his opinion counted. 
Then, he asked the question that was foremost on his mind, “Mistress, if you say I should take at least 30 minutes and I take an hour, is that OK?”
“How long did you take today, Beau?” she asked. 
She didn’t even notice? What about a spanking? “Thirty-one minutes, mistress.”
“And I told you I was ready before that,” she said pensively. “Hmm, then Beau, you should go to the limit no matter what I say. Beyond that? If you’ve passed the limit and I say to do it now, then do it. Otherwise… learn what’s best.”
After dinner, Beau was tucked away in his room. Judging by the past two evenings, he was in for the night. So, when mistress returned within minutes and tossed a book on the floor, he was surprised. He was curious as he picked up the dirty book and read about, “The Joy of Sex.” There he started learning ways to please his mistress. There were things about a woman pleasing a man as well and while he could hope to get some of that, he knew it would be at the whim of his mistress. 
He’d been at it for nearly two hours when his mistress reentered his room. Setting down the book, he knelt at her feet. “I have a little matter of rewarding Diana for some good behavior.” Not that the little girl deserved much after being a handful, but Malia wanted to take every opportunity to reward as well as punish. “Her reward will be a mouthful of your cum. Stand up.”
The slave stood eagerly and let his mistress free his hands, clip them behind him, gag him, and blindfold him. He relished the chance to “meet” his mistress’ third slave. “She’s younger than you, Beau, so her cocksucking skills are not quite as good as Snowball. Still, she’s learning and loves cock.” 
Led out to help reward Diana, Beau tried to imagine a girl younger than him sucking him. It already blew his mind that he was having sex with his mistress and that Snowball, a girl about his own age, had sucked him a couple of times. To think that a little girl would do it made him uncomfortable except that as he stood waiting for it to start, his cock got hard. As with the 

blowjob from Snowball earlier, it was Diana’s unfettered mouth that sucked him in. Mistress was wrong about one thing. Diana was better than Snowball. The hot little mouth seemed to know just how to please him. Is she 8, 9, or 10? What does she look like? How did she come to be a slave and does she like it? She certainly sucked cock like she enjoyed it. 
After filling the sweet mouth with his cum, Beau was led back to his room. His mistress returned him to the state he’d been in before rewarding Diana, with his hands tied in front and the book in his hands. “It’s close to your bedtime, Beau,” she said. “You may read for a while longer, but turn out your light and get in bed soon. A few more pages. I can see the light under your door, so I’ll be able to tell.”
After reading to the end of the chapter he was on, Beau turned out the light and got in bed. Sheets. A blanket. No cage! Lying in bed he thought about the book. He understood he was to learn as much about pleasing his mistress as he could. It was the last thing she’d said to him before handing him the book. Learn what’s best. Already after just two full days he was in love with his mistress and wanted to please her in every way. Kind treatment followed when he made her happy. It was a simple extrapolation of those three words to know that he was to and wanted to wring the most pleasure from her that was possible.  
Beau’s Third Full Day
Beau slept the sleep of the dead and if it had been only 8 or 10 hours, he would have been just fine. After a delicious breakfast of scrambled eggs and sausage, he reasoned that the last two days he’d been alone for a long while after that and today would be the same. He picked up the book and started reading more about how to please a woman. It certainly sounded like fun. However, by now he’d learned that the fun happened when and how his mistress wanted. He was just supposed to be ready whenever she wanted. 
Mid-morning he was surprised when his mistress came and got him. “It’s time for a little fun,” she said. 
“Yes, mistress,” he said.
She told him, “Your training normally starts after lunch, but Snowball deserves a reward. And you, Beau, are her reward.” She stroked his chest. “So nice to be top slave.” She put a blindfold and gag on him. “It’s still not time for you to meet her. Today her reward is for you to fuck her. I want her to have an orgasm and that’s your responsibility. You’ll learn how to please a girl, but today I’ll help. Fuck her nice and slow. She’s a virgin, Beau, so be very gentle as you go in the first time. Then do it nice and slow. Faster if you can tell she’s enjoying it. I’ll tell you when it’s time to fuck her hard and fast. You may cum, but your job is to make her cum. Understand this, Beau. It’s her reward. She is to enjoy it,” the last two sentences were firm, clearly a warning and he took it that way. 
He nodded his understanding. Then he followed her out to the main room. He stood waiting as their mistress talked to Snowball. “Do you know what fucking is, Snowball?” she asked. He wondered at her response until their mistress asked, “Not sure?” Then she explained, “You know what sexual intercourse is… that’s fucking. I just prefer to call it fucking. Now your reward is going to be Beau fucking you.” 
The boy felt wonderful at that introduction. It was simple, but to hear the girl be told he was her reward was better than being told that just seconds earlier when he was alone with his mistress. His mistress guided him to his knees and then to the naked girl waiting for him. He felt his way into position and ran his hand through her pussy. He assumed Snowball was wet and ready, teased by mistress to prepare her, but he still wanted to check. Then he let his cock rest in the entrance to her virgin tunnel. Halfway in, he felt a barrier, not much, a little spongy, but a barrier nonetheless. Pressed against her cherry, he pulled back an inch and then thrust harder, feeling it give way and stopped for a moment as she tensed and squeak. He felt a sense of relief and success at the same time. He’d been her first! The tightness also told him she hadn’t had a cock inside her. She relaxed and he continued deeper, half an inch out, an inch in, half an inch out, an inch in, until he was buried to the root.
Slow and easy, he reminded himself. At first the tight resistance made slow and easy the only way to do it. As her pussy stretched, he could set his own pace. There was clearly a transition from pain to pleasure for Snowball. He heard her moans and felt her body respond to help him fuck her. It seemed natural to him to speed up as her body asked for more, wrapping around him and thrusting with him. The hardest part was keeping his cock hard while not allowing himself to cum. He had a responsibility, but that sense faded as Snowball started to whine and his own arousal built. He even thought he knew when she was ready to cum, but maybe it was just that he was close. Her whines were insistent when he heard their mistress say, “Now, Beau, fuck her hard and fast. Show her how a good girl gets fucked.”
Happy to oblige, Beau started fucking her good, pushing for his own orgasm. She tensed under him as he thrust and again he felt success. He took his reward for doing just what mistress expected of him and came once she was finished. To his surprise, Snowball tensed a second time, squeezing his cock with her tight, taut muscles. Spent, he lay forward across her, supporting his weight partially with his arms, but pressing his body against hers and feeling her tits against him. He wanted to kiss her and caress her. The book said he should, but kissing was out of the question. He nuzzled against her and caught a familiar scent, but the scent of what? 
The moment of closeness was brief as his mistress helped him up and led him back to his room where she removed his blindfold and gag. “Snowball will always remember her first time, Beau. I’m very happy that you made it nice for her. There’s time before lunch and then after lunch I’ll spend time with you.” After she left, he curled up on his bed basking in the warm feeling of an orgasm, pleasing his mistress, and rewarding Snowball properly. His thoughts strayed unbidden to his sister. Then his eyes shot open as he realized why his mind had gone there. The scent! Snowball a virgin! He’d just fucked his sister, Stacy… Snowball. He hadn’t seen her, but he was certain of it. He wasn’t sure how to react to that. His big sister was pretty and she’d looked nice in her swimsuit just before… She was here with him, a slave like him. She’d enjoyed being fucked. They were being trained together. He to be top slave and her to be a pet. There was nothing he could do for himself and therefore, there was nothing he could do about Snowball. He felt relief that he was with his sister. There was also relief that she’d come to this mistress, a kind mistress if they had to have one, and not to a cruel master or even death. That just left Danny missing after the kidnapping. There was another, younger girl with them, but what about Danny? At least he could hope his little brother was somewhere on the ship. 
The top slave lay in his room, the book forgotten as he thought about his revelation. He wasn’t even sure he should say anything to his mistress. He wasn’t supposed to know. And the next time he rewarded her or she gave him a blow job… oh, God, she gave me a blowjob. A nice one. He couldn’t picture his sister doing any of these things, yet she had with expertise and willingness. The next time, he’d be gagged and blindfolded, but he’d know. He looked down at his hard cock. “You like that, huh?” he said to the part of him that didn’t lie. 
After lunch, it was indeed his time for mistress attention. He’d decided that dinner, when he was free to speak, would be the time to mention Snowball. Until then, he’d just perform what his mistress expected of him. They spent the first part of the afternoon playing the ‘get hard for mistress’ game. He knelt in the sitting room with no circles to kneel on this time. Malia made few corrections to Beau’s position as she let him get soft and then opened her blouse and said, “Get hard for mistress, Beau,” or lifted her skirt to show her pussy and gave him the command. 
The fourth time she said it, she gave him no help and his cock responded anyway. “Mmm,” she said, reaching down and stroking his cock as his reward. She’d learned that, ironically, verbally praising his erection was almost as good as throwing a pail of cold water on him. Hopefully she could condition him to snap to an erection, but right now she knew he needed some incentive and positive reinforcement. 
Beau was learning about his own reactions. One look at his mistress’ tits brought him to an erection, but it also required him to imagine fondling them, so just looking wasn’t enough. A look at her pussy, and remembering its taste and scent, worked for him. A second look at her tits’ seemed just a little less exciting, but thinking about sucking them and the feel of her nipples in his mouth brought him to hardness. The fourth time with no incentive, he reacted better than the previous even though the lack of help surprised him. He thought of his cock inside his sister and rose quickly and then the feel of his mistress’ hand was an exciting reward. 
During the hour of training, she tested him nearly a dozen times and three times he didn’t meet her expectations. Malia was at a loss for a negative reinforcement for failure. If praise made him wilt, then surely punishment or even the threat of punishment would lead to failure. Beau, however, was not at a loss for explaining the failures. For one thing, he considered it cheating for his mistress to test him over and over. The first time was easy, but it got more difficult to continue rapid fire. What he learned was that it wasn’t the present that got him hard quickly. Not that he could tell his mistress this, but the sight of her naked wasn’t enough. Her touch, closeness, and the promise of sex aroused him, but that took time to build. It was intense memories or fantasies that rapidly earned him a hard on. Things like licking his mistress, fucking his sister (better than fucking Snowball), or having Precious tied for him to use. To his surprise there was even an intensely humiliating moment while being transported to the Haven, that moment when Karen had watched him being gagged with the feeding tube, that got him hard. 
When that training was over, Malia announced it was time for a walk. “My red bikini, please, Beau,” she said. The time limit was implied and his returned well within her expectation. Then she let him undress her and put the skimpy swim suit on her. When he was finished, she accepted his erection as a compliment. Perhaps I won’t train him to not get erections unless commanded. This one was not unwelcome. 
There was more than one pool on the massive liner, but there was one she tended to take her slaves to. At the stern, the no limit pool was for owners to use their slaves however they wanted. It was a place Malia knew she could find the most debauchery. At other places, there were a lap pool for serious swimmers, a no sex pool, and others in between. On walks she took her slaves to the no limit pool to acclimate them to their new life. They’d see more than she’d do to them and think their slave lives were not so bad. As they walked she said, “Beau, I’m relaxing one of your rules. I think it’s time you were allowed to say more than those four phrases. Just some guidance. Don’t forget to call me mistress. Don’t get too talkative. Be respectful, even of other slaves. The last thing is a little tricky, I know, but do try to make sure it’s something worth saying.”
“Yes, mistress.” He was elated at the small reward. The four phrases had really made it tough to communicate with his mistress.
Taking Beau to the no limits pool, she paused and looked around. Dissatisfied with what she saw, she led him to a second pool and then a third. There she settled in a deck chair. “Kneel,” she told him. “No, no, facing the pool,” she corrected him. “You were right, Beau, to face me, but I want you to look around.” She’d stop here since she spied a group that she wanted to show her top slave. “See the woman with three boys and a girl?” she asked. 
“Yes, mistress.” He stretched up to get a better view. 
“The oldest boy is the top slave, then the middle boy, youngest boy, and the girl practically belongs to all of them. Nice, isn’t she?”
“Mistress,” said Beau, “They’re all nice.” It was true. Why would a master or mistress pay for anything less than perfection? He watched her move for a few seconds before turning to his mistress. “Nothing like you, mistress. You’re the most beautiful on the ship. They’re just nice.” 
Good boy, thought Malia. She hadn’t even thought of his words as a potential put down. Nice was not much of a compliment. Yet he’d caught himself and made sure she understood where his devotion lay. “Just watch them for a few minutes. You might get some ideas for how a top slave should behave.”
He watched with interest. The girl was very pretty and sexy and close to his age. The boys were also close to his age with one clearly younger than him. Of course all four were naked. He wondered how it felt for the girl to belong to three boys, masters in their own way over her fate. Was she constantly giving blow jobs or spreading her legs? At the moment, the youngest boy was brushing the girl’s hair. On closer examination, he saw the girl’s hands were tied behind her and she seemed to be enjoying the luxury of having her hair brushed. The top slave spent his time stroking the middle boy, sensuously, not sexually. 
The boy stopped brushing the girl’s hair and fixed it in a ponytail with practiced ease. It caught Beau’s attention because he knew he couldn’t do something like that so quickly and perfectly. It was clear the top slave was giving instructions though they were too far away to hear. He picked up the girl, cradled in his arms and carried her to the pool. Now he knew they were up to no good, taking a bound girl to the water.
He stretched up, but chairs were in the way. “Mistress, may I stand?”
“Yes, Beau,” she agreed. She thought about letting him move closer, but she wanted him leashed until she felt more comfortable with his submission. 
When he stood, Beau saw the girl floating calmly on her back, supported by two of the boys. She was smiling and talking to them! Oblivious to her precarious position. At first he was confused, but then he watched with growing respect for the boys. They were so very careful with her. She belonged to them. She was bound. They treated her like something very special and she trusted them. 
Kneeling back down, he knew what the lesson was all about. Mistress obviously knew the woman and her four slaves. She knew how the boys treated their possession. Trained to treat her that way. He didn’t doubt that she sucked and fucked them, but it wasn’t a continual procession of sex. He wanted to smack his forehead at the epiphany. His life wasn’t constant sex with his mistress. She spent a lot of time caring for him, actually pampering him at times. There was still a part of him that thought of her as an evil woman enslaving him with no right to do so. On his third full day on the Haven, it was becoming easier to accept this new society. When he accepted that, the rest was easy. She wasn’t a mother, a wife, or a girlfriend. She was more than that… more care, more attention, and more control. He belonged to her. 
Things would have to change, though. He knew they would. Right now Snowball was nothing but a sex object to him. That wasn’t right. Soon they’d meet and she’d be more than that to him. She’d be someone that he had to take care of. Snowball and Diana would be partly his responsibility. That’s what she meant when she’d told him the top slave would help take care of the other slaves. 
He was snapped from his reverie as his mistress asked, “What do you think, Beau?”
“She looks happy, mistress. The boys act like she’s special. Do you think Snowball and Diana will be like that? If I treat them special?”
“Yes, they will.” She didn’t bother to tell him that she was breaking them down until they accepted their role as slaves on the Haven. By the time he met them, they’d be settled in as slaves and lap up any kindness. They were already fighting less, molding to what she wanted. “They’ll worship the boy who cares for them.”
“Yes, mistress.” It sounded like a lot of responsibility, more care than a dog, but they’d do more than wag their tail and fetch. He looked at his mistress and wondered if he’d come to worship her. 
“I think it’s time to go in,” she said, getting up. As she walked she noted that there was no tug on the leash. Her slave followed at just the right distance. 
Back in the cabin, Malia had some fun planned that Beau would not appreciate. Pampering him was OK. Sex and seduction were working to gain his attention and loyalty. Rewards were essential. But too much kindness would breed contempt. Snowball and Diana would worship him for his kindness and care, but she couldn’t afford just kindness and care`. Like them, Beau needed the feel of her absolute control if he was to respect her and love being her slave. He needed to see her as a powerful and terrible mistress who meted out rewards rather than a kind, gentle one who dealt out punishment. 
Positioning the 11-year-old in the middle of the sitting room naked, Malia put an oval gag in his mouth with a heavy ring sticking out of the front and secured it in place with a leather strap behind his head. He took the gag without hesitation, but with a look of disappointment. With rope in her hand, she stepped behind him and pulled his arms up behind his back so his forearms were parallel with the floor. “Being a slave doesn’t mean happily obeying just when you want, Beau,” she said as she tied the rope securely to a wrist. “It means instant, eager obedience happy to know that you’re pleasing your mistress. Sometimes it will feel good and sometimes it won’t.” His hands touched opposite elbows as she wrapped the rope around his forearms, binding them together. “Always you’ll do what I want when I want it. If you don’t like it, I don’t care. You are my property.”
If her words sounded ominous to him, she was pleased that he held still. “Right now, I want to admire my beautiful boy slave. I want him positioned just so. The ropes will hold you the way I want you. Posed, beautiful, sexy… and helpless.” She had both forearms wrapped together behind his back and tied it off. “You’re going to be my decoration. Something I can look at when I want.” Walking back in front of him, she ran her eyes over his body. “See, just like this. My naked little boy showing off his cock.” There wasn’t much to see at the moment since his cock hung limp between his legs. 
“It needs a little something more,” she said as she brought out a 2 foot spreader bar. Cuffing each end to an ankle, she stepped back. “Now I can see it dangling.” 
The words did sound ominous to Beau as she tied his arms behind him. There was no point in gagging him. Was there? He was still thinking about bath time and playtime in the near future and how much it would screw things up if he misbehaved right now. Her tone and her words made him nervous. Be her decoration? Posed, beautiful, and sexy… OK. Helpless? Why is that important? With her standing in front of him and talking about his cock, it sounded demeaning. Slave. I’m a slave. Her property. But, top slave. What is she up to? He let her spread his legs wide and lock them like that. It felt like she could do anything to his cock, the center of her attention and his attention. And he didn’t want her attention on it right now. 
“Almost ready,” she said as she screwed a hose onto a valve in his gag. She pumped a little hand pump. What the hell? The gag expanded in his mouth, filling his cheeks and prying his mouth open. Securely lodged behind his teeth, it wasn’t coming out until she deflated it. This wasn’t even close to fun anymore as she threaded a rope through the ring of the gag. Watching with growing concern, he saw her run the rope through a hook on the ceiling and start pulling. Up, up, up it went and then pulled taut and went up some more. The gag went up and with it, his jaw went up until his head was tilted back, staring at the ceiling. What the fuck did I do to deserve this? Ahhh, higher? No, way. He perched up on his tip toes, stretched to the limit. Just short of being pulled clear off the ground and suspended by his mouth. 
He was learning the meaning of helpless as he hung on display for his mistress. She could do anything, including stare at his naked body and all he could do was look at the ceiling and hope she didn’t. Then he felt her hand on his cock, stroking it to hardness. Bad enough to be on display but with a hard on? It was like she wanted him to look like this was exciting. She stopped when he was fully engorged and put a wide black elastic band around the base of his cock. “There that’ll keep it hard for a while. My pretty boy with a big, hard cock for me.”
Humiliated to the core, he realized it was also starting to hurt. How long is she going to leave me like this? A few minutes? Couldn’t possibly be any longer. Now what? Her hands played with his balls and then she put a little scrotum stretcher on them, stretching his balls an inch from the base of his cock. “Eeeeeee,” he whined at the pain. “Uh uh, uh uh.” Holy shit, it feels like she’s pulling them off. They’re tender. Stop it. Oh God. But, she didn’t stop. Instead, he felt the stretch even after she wasn’t touching him anymore. As if that wasn’t bad enough, she started playing with his nipples. When they were hard, she put clamps on them. The first one was a painful surprise and then he fought to keep her from doing the second one. All his fighting consisted of grunting his displeasure. He couldn’t even move to protect his nipple knowing what was going to happen. “Ahhhh,” he groaned in frustration. 
“There,” she said finally. “That is one sexy decoration.” 
Beau could feel his mistress presence as she moved around him, gazing at whatever she wanted to. His cock, his bottom, his strained and stretched body. To his dismay, he heard her footsteps leave the room. What? He couldn’t believe he was like this and now she wasn’t even here to look. 
A few minutes later, she came back, but from the sound of her footsteps, she just walked through the room without stopping. A minute later she came back through. Dancing on his toes, he felt all his muscles ached. Even his cock ached in its permanently erect state. Drool ran out of the corners of his mouth, dripping to his chest. She came and went more than once without even the satisfaction of saying anything. The ache changed to a burn and his cock throbbed. Whines and whimpers went unanswered. 
He was barely aware of anything except the pain when he heard her voice, something to grasp hold of. A reward of sorts even. “Such a sexy decoration. Hard to keep my eyes off him. So beautiful. And a long, hard cock. That’s hot. Beau, you are the sexiest thing on this ship. Your mistress loves to look at you, hot stuff. That’s all you are, just a decoration. A pretty thing to hang from my ceiling. Firm chest. Nice cock. Tight little buns. Broad shoulders. Slender, muscular legs. Just a decoration. This is not punishment, Beau. Not punishment. This is just what a slave is for. My entertainment. I hope you’re thinking about how nice it is to please me.”
Am I sexy? I don’t care. It hurts all over. It did feel better to have her in the room and actually looking. It did feel satisfying to hear her compliments. It gave him a sense of purpose at least. He listened to her inventory his qualities, embarrassed at being admired so vocally. Her voice moved to right in front of him and, to his relief, she removed the nipple clamps. Just when he thought she was getting him down, she said, “So hard to resist. I’ll leave you like that for a while longer, Beau. You should imagine a dozen people in the room. Every eye would be on you, my beautiful Beau.” Her footsteps faded again. 
He wanted her back. Her eyes, her voice, her presence. Thank goodness there aren’t a dozen people watching. How embarrassing. How unfair. I wouldn’t even know who they were. With the momentary diversion gone, he once again had only the pain to keep him company. She came in again and stopped in front of him. He felt his balls freed from the clamp and his cock relaxed when the band around his cock was taken off. One by one the restraints were removed until he was lying unfettered, limp on the floor. She scooped him up and the next thing he knew he was cradled in her lap in a hot bath. He was aware her soothing voice had been with him for a while, even before he paid attention to the words. 
Caressed and massaged, he came back to life. She praised him for his beauty and for being such a good decoration. She even thanked him for being a good decoration. His ears picked up at the mention of a reward. 
Seeing her slave respond to her touch and her voice, Malia started washing him. Taking her time, she washed him thoroughly from head to toe, every crack and crevice. “Now my turn,” she said. He washed as he’d been taught, touching her everywhere, his cock rising a couple of times as he enjoyed the feel of her womanly body. Relieved that his cock could even get hard and with his strength return, he thought about his reward. She’d determine it, of course, so all he could do was wonder what she’d choose. 
After the bath and a shower to rinse off, Malia took her slave to her bedroom. As she lay back on the bed with her legs spread, she invited him to kneel between her legs. “Beau, I’ve admired your body for an hour. Now you can admire mine. Take your time. Touch, taste, whatever. If you want me to roll over, just ask.”
Determined to touch every inch, he kissed, touched, and complimented her toes, feet, ankles, calves, and thighs. Pausing to peer up at her face from between her legs, he said, “Mistress, you are wrong. How could I be the sexiest thing on a ship with you aboard?” The pain gone, he remembered her words with warmth and gave them right back to her. Her smile made it feel so good to say. He moved to her fingers, hands, arms, and shoulders. She rolled for him and he admired her ass and back. When she rolled to her back again, he “admired” her lips with his, the one thing he asked permission for. Then he just worked his way down past her beautiful tits and firm stomach to her wet, wet pussy. He knew it wasn’t expected, but he brought her to an orgasm. Then, the clever boy, having taken nearly an hour and used the time to think, said, “Mistress, thank you for my reward.”
Malia smiled down at the young boy as he genuinely smiled back at her. She wondered if he was just sucking up or had he really taken that as his reward. “You’re welcome, Beau,” she said as she sat up. He kept the smile on his face as she pondered whether to leave it at that or not. “Beau, did you really take my body as your reward?”
“No, mistress,” he said. “Your smile was.” He had a mental picture of knocking one over the fence for a home run. 
She didn’t take him seriously at that. In just three days he did not find her happiness to be a reward. Still, it was a nice start if he could say it with a straight face. He’d come to mean it. “That’s a good boy. Your reward is a little later, Beau. After dinner, Diana is going to blow you again.” As his smile broadened, she knew he’d been sucking up. Sweet boy. He’s learning fast.
“You’ve had a busy day,” she said as she slid out of bed. “Come out and kneel in the dining room while I fix dinner.”
“Yes, mistress,” he said. After he knelt, he wondered just how much of Snowball’s and Diana’s care he’d be responsible for. It didn’t take long for him to decide that he could think about it all he wanted, but in the end, mistress would tell him. In fact, he decided he didn’t have to do much thinking at all anymore. What he thought didn’t matter. The only thing he had to worry about was keeping his mistress smiling. It wasn’t a very reassuring thought to wonder if she’d been smiling while he was a decoration. 
Called to dinner, he used the toilet, washed his hands, and then went through the ritual of seating her, waiting to for permission to sit, sitting, and waiting for permission to eat. Tonight she made him sit for two minutes before giving him permission. That was nothing compared to the hour long torment. It was long enough to realize that both being a decoration and waiting to eat were simply to reinforce that he was a slave, subject to her every whim. 
After a couple of bites of dinner, Beau steeled himself for the big question and then asked, “Mistress, is Snowball my sister?”
Managing to control her surprise, Malia considered her response carefully. She’d lied to him once and said she didn’t know where his sister and brother were. This more direct question must have something behind it. It wasn’t a conclusion she thought he’d jump to. “What makes you ask that?”
“Well, I think she is,” he said. “Today, when I was done fucking her, I… ummm… I smelled her hair. It made me think of my sister.”
“What would you think about that if she was?” As she asked the question, she realized that Beau must have known all day and said nothing. 
He shrugged. “Mistress, what a slave thinks doesn’t matter.”
“That’s right,” she said firmly. He still had to have an opinion on it and it was the one topic she wanted to wait on. The three siblings might just be intractable once they discovered the incestuous nature of their slavery. “On the other hand, what a slave knows or thinks he knows can matter. How a slave acts does matter.”
“I wouldn’t act different, mistress,” he assured her. “I’d just know where she was and that she’s safe.” The lack of a denial made him even surer that he was right. “I think she’d be pretty and sexy and… anyway that’s what I think.”
“Snowball is not your sister,” said Malia. “She used to be, but when the two of you came here, that ended. She’s Snowball, a pet. You’re Beau, a slave.” Her face clouded as he started to cry. Now what is that all about?
Beau was embarrassed as tears streamed down his face. He just couldn’t help it. “I’m sorry, mistress. I thought she was…” he voice cracked and he sobbed, hiding his face. It took several seconds for him to calm down. “I thought she might be dead. Now she’s safe.”
Hadn’t expected that. Shock, disgust, anger, and rebellion yes, but relief? No. Malia managed to keep her hands to herself though she wanted to hold the sobbing boy. When the tears stopped, she said, “Dry your eyes. That’s enough. I expect there will be no change in your behavior or attitude. Now eat.”
“Yes, mistress,” he said as he dabbed his eyes with his napkin. It was a relief to know the truth. Stacy was probably pissed as hell and fighting all the way, but she was safe. Turned into a pet! He tried to imagine what that would feel like. Their mistress had said Snowball wasn’t allowed to talk. Now that was something he’d have to see to believe. Stacy was a chatterbox. Snowball silent? It would kill her. 
Digging back into his dinner, Beau ate in silence until near the end of the meal. “Mistress, what about my brother? Danny?” It was such a hard question to ask. His mistress only had one other slave and that was a girl. He mulled over clues like a name that sounded like Danny, a girl a little younger than him, his big sister turned into a pet, both of them had name changes, and if she had two of them, why not the third? There was just one big problem. If Danny had been turned into Diana, what had their mistress done to him? The image practically made his cock hurt. “Is that Diana?”
Malia felt like she was losing control though that wasn’t the case at all. Things were just happening too soon. She’d apparently given Beau too much information and he connected the dots. She had planned on breaking the news to him before the other two. His reaction was key. His participation was essential. “Beau, you’re the only one I’m going to explain this to. My top slave is the only one who can keep the three of you together.” It was not relief she saw in his face this time, but disgust. OK to turn his sister into a pet, but not OK to turn his brother into a girl? Well, yes, if he makes the wrong assumption. “Danny became Diana when she came to me. It’s my right to do whatever I want with a slave. I didn’t cut off her penis. I know you’re too smart to fool so I’ll tell you the truth. Diana is every bit a boy. However, I am training her to be every bit a girl, just a girl with an extra part… her boy part. Yesterday she accepted that she’s a girl. You will never refer to Diana as anything but Diana, a girl, she, her, or whatever. I will discard Diana like a bit of rubbish if you interfere with her training. I only want one boy, one girl, and one pet. I bought your brother specifically to turn him into a very feminine little girl.”
“I understand, mistress,” he said. “We’re slaves, just property. Thank you for buying all three of us.” What else can I say? She’ll punish all three of us. Discard Diana. Or, I accept it. I’m the top slave and I can take care of them. 
“That right, just property,” she said, refusing to acknowledge his thanks even to say a slave’s thanks meant nothing. That went better than she thought it would. It went so well that she wondered if he was already up to something. She had to trust Peter and Olivia when they told her that a slave could fool himself into being a slave. Slavish behavior begat slavish behavior until even a slave determined not to be a slave would one day find he was… with Peter’s addendum that at least that’s how it worked for children. 
“Your reward tonight is still a blow job from Diana,” she said. 
He took a moment to react to that. Diana had already sucked him and was good at it. Just that now he knew it was his brother… no, no, Diana, a cute (really?) very feminine little girl… who just happened to be his brother a couple of weeks ago. Girl, feminine girl. And he had to accept that or lose her. “Yes, mistress, she’s better than Snowball anyway.”
“She’s had more practice,” said his mistress. “I was planning on s blindfold and gag for you tonight. I’ll still gag you for your own good. I’ll give you a choice about the blindfold.”
“I can do it without the blindfold,” he said, at least he was pretty sure he could. Just to be sure he asked, “Mistress, she’ll look like a girl?”
“Go do the dishes, Beau. Where you’re finished go to your room,” she said. “She’s been naughty already today and needs some discipline. When she’s ready, I’ll come get you.” Double checking that the cabin door was locked, she left Beau to his task while she went to Diana’s room to deal with the naughty girl.  
Nearly an hour later, Beau stood in the sitting room waiting for his reward. He stared suspiciously at the pretty girl that his mistress led out to him. His cock twitched at how her look just oozed sex and she was so young. She was stunning in a lacy pink and white dress that was so short he could almost see her panties. Her slender legs were clad in sheer white stocking that stopped at mid-thigh, giving him a glimpse of bare thigh between the top her stockings and bottom of her dress. She was even wearing low heels. Her hair was done up in pigtails and she had on red lipstick. The blindfold covered half her face and he found nothing recognizable about the girl. It wasn’t Danny. Danny’s hair wasn’t long enough to put in pigtails, was it? 
As his mistress and Diana stopped in front of him, his mistress said, “Say hi to Beau, Diana.” 
With a curtsey, she said nervously, “Hello, Beau. Nice to meet you.” Curtsied and spoke… with Danny’s voice. Holy shit! It’s him… her… she’s cute. He looked at his mistress and nodded his appreciation. She’s cute. And she was gonna blow him. Their mistress helped her to her knees and he put his cock to her mouth. He easily lost himself in the fantasy as the kneeling girl took him in her mouth and sucked his cock. Reaching down, he took hold of her pigtails and forced her back and forth. Just for a few strokes until he realized she was better when she did it herself. When he came, he flooded her mouth with cum. 
“Don’t swallow,” said their mistress. She waited until Beau finished cumming in Diana’s mouth. “Open up and show him what you have.” Beau gaped at the open mouth full of cum as Diana savored it. Her little tongue worked back and forth, tasting the cum as she displayed it. “Swallow.” 
With a big swallow, Diana cleared her mouth and then opened again. “Mmmm, all gone. You taste divine, Beau.” Beau shuddered at the sexual charge that still didn’t seem spent despite his now limp cock. The clothes, the hair, and the lipstick changed Danny into a girl on the outside. What had their mistress done to his mind to get him to enjoy cocksucking? 
“Thank you, Diana,” said Malia. “Wait here. Don’t move.” She led Beau back to his room and shut the door. Taking out the gag, she asked, “Anything you want me to tell her?”
“Yes, mistress. Tell her she’s cute and sucks cock good and I love her.”
She patted his cheek. “I’ll tell her the first two. You tell her the last one when I decide she can know who you are and you can speak.” She opened the door to leave. “It’s bed time for you. I won’t be back until breakfast.”
Beau was left with plenty to think about. He was relieved over the revelation that his siblings were slaves to the same mistress. Relieved that he knew what had happened to them. He’d come to accept that his parents would never see him again. That was made obvious when his mistress walked him around the deck of the ship with no land in sight, showed him the rules of the Haven, and punished him if he denied her anything. He’d never seen any other slaves punished. Precious had been happy. The three boys and one girl by the pool today had been happy, relaxed, and comfortable with their slavery. It was just plain obvious that accepting slavery was the only road for him. 
Today had thrown him three curve balls in his hastily constructed and incomplete new world view. All of them made slavery harder to accept, but at the same time, each of them became non-issues when he accepted slavery – a preteen Catch-22. First, their mistress had no right to make Snowball into a pet. It had to be a horribly demeaning feeling to have everything human taken from her. For her, slavery sucked. On walks he’d seen other slaves in pet costumes, but they were happy. He just wasn’t sure if they were pets or playing dress up. It didn’t matter. He could imagine that Snowball would one day be a pet in her mind, and a happy pet at that. 
Second, she had no right to turn Diana into a girl. What a mind fuck. Worse than being a pet. Snowball at least got to be a girl pet. But it looked like she was enjoying being a girl. Diana had accepted her fate and was happy. 
Third was that horrible hour he’d spent on his toes being a decoration. He could remember thinking in the midst of that, if this is being a slave, then slavery sucks. It made him want to rebel and escape. Then there he was a slave in a bubble bath and a slave making love to his mistress body. If he accepted his idea that the whole decoration thing was to show him what it was to be a slave, then once he accepted that, then he wouldn’t be a decoration anymore. The thing was though, that if he was a happy slave and she still did that, would he enjoy being a decoration someday? 
So, he accepted slavery. He’d already come to grips with that, but today just made him go back to thinking it through. With all that settled, there was still one issue. My freaking little brother gave me a blow job. My freaking little brother is a girl now. Cute girl who does good blow jobs. Her life depends on it. Or discarded like rubbish. He shuddered at that idea. He didn’t doubt their mistress would do it. I have to help… accessory to the crime. It’s gay, but is it? If she’s a girl? Or is there any such thing anymore? That just led to a cascade of confusion. What does our mistress do with Snowball? Gay girl stuff? What about with Diana? Is that girl stuff or… damn it, what does our mistress do with Diana’s cock? He wanted to scream. There are no rules anymore! 
He lay and pondered a world with no rules. Of course there was a rule. Obey my mistress. And she’d set more rules. There were just no rules when it came to sex. I don’t even know the right rules for sex. Now there are no rules. My freaking little girl slave with a boy part gave me a blow job. Fuck me, will I give her one someday?
With a big mental shrug, he surrendered to his exhaustion and fell asleep. 
Beau’s Fourth Full Day
Beau woke with a need to pee. There was no window in his room and no clock. No way to tell if he was going to get a chance to pee soon or not. He was just starting to feel desperate when the light outside his door came on. A shadow went back and forth. Mistress getting ready to come in, he hoped. He knelt on the floor, holding his cock, his fist like a tourniquet. She stopped outside his door and her key went into the lock. 
Pushing open the door, Malia looked at the sight of Beau ready to burst. It was erotic so see his desperation and feel her control over even his bladder. She was tempted to tease him or make him beg. The urge was powerful, but she quickly decided he’d probably pee all over everything and then she’d have to be angry and she didn’t want to start the day that way. She set the pot on the floor in front of him and heard the rush of pee and a loud sigh of relief. 
After breakfast, Beau read his book. After each chapter he tried to put the lessons in terms of being a slave. He did what the man was supposed to do. He did it for his mistress to make her happy. Anything it said the woman did for the man was not relevant. After a while he set aside the book and just tried to imagine what Snowball was doing right now. Walking on a leash or lying at their mistress’ feet? How was she getting trained to be a pet? He tried to imagine her naked. His sister. No matter what his mistress said, that was his sister. He’d see her naked at their next meeting. Heck, she’d sucked him and he’d even fucked her. Shouldn’t he be disgusted at that? And why wasn’t he? He looked down at his cock, hard just from thinking about her. Then he forced himself to think about the three boys and the girl at the pool. Taking care of Snowball. Earning her trust first and foremost. Then getting to play with her. 
Just before lunch his mistress came in and let him pee and clean himself. “Snowball is expecting to pay her respects to the top slave,” she said. She gagged him and held out a blindfold. “I imagine if you were fine with Diana, then you don’t want this.”
He shook his head no. His cock started to rise just at the thought of seeing Snowball. He knew she wasn’t allowed clothes. That meant he was going to see his (former) big sister naked. Kneeling. Sucking his cock. Walking into the room, he looked at the strange girl, remembering that Diana had looked strange as well. Despite the name Snowball, he wasn’t expecting pure white hair cut and shaped nearly like a snowball. Or whiskers on her cheeks. The blindfold hid too much of her face. He walked a circle around her. This went beyond cute. She was indeed cute with the ears, whiskers, and all, but she had tits, a pussy, and a nice ass. All forbidden in another world and all accessible in this world. And a tail? Oh, that doesn’t look comfortable. 
Stepping in front of Snowball, his cock was so hard he had to work to get the tip to her mouth. She rose up a little higher, noticing his cock was longer or at an odd angle. 
“My God, Snowball,” said their mistress. “This is the first time he’s seen you and I don’t think I’ve ever seen him this hard. Haven’t I told you that you’re sexy?” 
Snowball practically purred around his cock. It was an odd sound that made her seem more like a pet. He couldn’t believe he was getting a blow job from her. Her! Shouldn’t I be outraged? Disgusted or something? But mistress is right. I’m harder just for her. As sexy as she looked and as hard as she tried, Snowball still wasn’t as good as Diana, but she was good enough and she sucked the cum right out of him. As with Diana, their mistress had her show him his load and then swallow. It was a good thing he was gagged. He let out a moan at that sight and nearly spoke. His big sister enjoyed his cum. What would she do when she learned whose cock she liked to suck? 
“Good girl, Snowball,” said Malia, patting the top of her white hair. “Wait here, baby,” she led Beau back to his room. “I’ll put Snowball away and bring lunch soon,” she said as she removed his gag. 
When she brought lunch to her top slave, she teased, “Maybe I shouldn’t say get hard for mistress. Looks like get hard for Snowball would work better.” She just smiled as Beau turned bright red. 
After lunch she took him to visit Peter and Precious. Like all her slaves’ training, this visit was well planned. Precious wasn’t out when they first arrived. “Ah, I believe this is the sexiest boy Precious has ever seen,” said Peter after Beau had greeted him. “Nice cock. Love that round little bottom. Spankable.” Beau blushed and then looked at his mistress as Peter caressed his round little bottom. Did you see that? He’s a man. Touching me. Getting no reaction from his mistress, he knew she didn’t object. He hoped it wasn’t a sign of things to come. Mistress liked girls, but did she expect him to do it with men?  
“May I fix him up for us to watch?” asked Malia. 
“Help yourself,” shrugged Peter. 
Malia proceeded to prepare Beau in the same position she’d seen Autumn tied for punishment. The position would be the same, but the intent different. This was to display her slave. If it hurt, that was too bad. She tied the 11-year-old’s wrists in front of him and then tied his wrists to a rope hanging from the ceiling. Pulling him up to just short of on his toes, she then said, “Get hard for mistress.” His cock rose quickly as he thought about Snowball. She slid a cock ring to the base of his cock to keep his erection. “Peter, would you finish for me, please? I think Beau needs to fully understand his position.” Beau would be very happy to not understand this part of his position, but the words gave him enough warning not to do anything stupid. Peter tied a rope around the base of his cock and balls, fondling him distinctly and incidentally in the process. The master’s attention stayed on tying the rope correctly during the incidental contact, but Peter stared directly at Beau’s face, daring him to object, as the master distinctly fondled his hard cock. 
Beau looked warily up where that rope ran through a hook in the ceiling six feet in front of him. Master Peter just pulled the rope taut and kept going. He walked forward to ease the pull on his cock and that stretched his arms behind him. The master pulled it a little more and he rose up on his toes. Then Peter tied it off and sat down. 
“You’ve done well with him, Malia,” said Peter, keeping his eyes on the slave. “Didn’t like that, but he was good for you.” Embarrassed by the compliment, Beau didn’t miss that it was praise for his mistress for training him well, not for him for behaving well. 
“Indeed,” she agreed. “I’ll reward him later for that.”
“He’s had several blow job by now, hasn’t he?” asked Peter. He’d seen Precious do it once and knew Beau was getting sucked by Malia’s other two slaves. She nodded. “I wonder if he’s considered that as easily as a girl slave sucks a cock, a boy slave could be ordered to do that, too.”
To Beau’s consternation, his mistress just laughed. “If he hadn’t considered it, he is right now.” She studied him and he was very worried that his mistress might order him to do that right now. In the uncomfortable position, he could even imagine it being a condition of being released… except that there were no conditions in his life. He’d be expected do it when she ordered it, not as a bargaining point between them. 
“Did you want to see Precious now?” asked Peter. 
“Absolutely. Always nice to see her.” She watched Beau as he considered that, hanging from the ceiling with his cock stretched out in front of him with Precious watching as well. 
 “Back in a sec,” said Peter. A moment later he returned with Precious. Beau remembered her and the teasing looks she’d given him during their first meeting. Every bit as beautiful and sexy as that time, Precious was much more subdued as her master led her out with her hands tied in front of her. He tied her hands to a rope and ran it through a ceiling hook on the opposite side of the room from Beau, pulling her arms up until she stood stretched and flatfooted. Then he tied a rope around her waist, ran it between her legs, and pulled it up to run it through the same hook to which Beau’s cock was connected. Seconds later she was in the same position as Beau, the two preteens thrusting their hips forward at each other as they kept the pressure off sensitive parts. 
“Have you seen Olivia and the girls today?” Malia asked Peter. 
For the next half hour, Beau became more aware of his position in life as the master and mistress sipped tea and chatted about things totally unrelated to the two slaves straining on display for them. He was just a decoration as was Precious. The doms occasionally looked at the slaves, clearly admiring them, but saying nothing about them. He got a chill every time Master Peter looked at him, admiring him the same way his mistress did. The cock ring kept him hard and as if that wasn’t enough, when the two adults weren’t looking, Precious licked her lips sensuously. Beau endured her silent teasing for a few minutes before sticking his tongue out as if lapping at a pussy. It made the time pass quicker to play the daring game. He assumed they’d be in trouble if caught and wasn’t sure what would happen, but that made it more fun. 
It was nearly an hour later, the fun long gone for Beau, when his mistress got him down. Peter was faster and got Precious untied first. The boy watched enviously as Peter scooped his slave up in his arms and spoke softly to her as he cradled her. Beau’s legs were weak and his arms sore. He wanted to just sink to the floor, but when his arms were untied from the ceiling, his mistress scooped him up and cradled him. He still had some growing to do, but it was no small effort for his petite mistress to hold him. He just wanted to melt in her arms. “Oh, my beautiful boy,” she said as she maneuvered her way to her chair. Sitting with him cradled in her lap, she lavished praise and compliments on him, promising a reward soon. “Bath time,” she said softly after letting him recover for a couple of minutes. “Follow Precious while she starts the bath. We’ll be there soon.”
Bath time unfolded a little differently than he was use to. Mistress Malia got in first and Master Peter sat at the other end, their legs entwined under the bubbles. Precious climbed in the tub and sat in his mistress’ lap!! There was no place left for him except to settle between Master Peter’s legs facing his mistress as she cuddled Precious. He felt Peter’s arms around him, crossing over his stomach… cuddling him. To his shock, as his mistress nuzzled Precious’ neck, Master Peter did the same to him. The hair stood up on the back of his neck as Peter kissed and licked his ear. “A slave should not think of boundaries ever again,” whispered Peter. “Everything you thought was good or bad, right or wrong, is just another experience for a slave. You don’t consider pain to be something only a mistress can give a slave. Why consider pleasure like that? If your mistress asked me to reward you for good behavior, then it’s still a reward. Relax and enjoy.” His voice was low and soothing. “You wouldn’t think twice about pleasuring your mistress. Don’t let it bother you to pleasure me.”
The words made sense. Pain and pleasure were linked. Why not share pleasure with a man? Because it’s just wrong. Yet, he’d already had time to consider sucking this man’s cock. He knew it was going to happen. He was a slave and his mistress would order him. That made the soft seductive voice of the man all the more powerful. He could be forced to do it, but he was being seduced. Relaxing back, he felt Master Peter’s hard cock pressing against his ass and back. 
There was no option but to let Peter’s hands rest on his thighs and slide slowly up toward his cock. Oh, God, he’s gonna touch it and find out it’s hard. Firm hands slid down his thighs toward his cock. They reached the base of his cock and cupped his balls and then one hand encircled his erection. “My, my,” whispered Peter. “You do like this. Tell them what I’m holding right now. Hard little boy cock.”
Looking like a deer in the headlights, Beau took a couple of breaths. Both his mistress and Precious looked at him expectantly though he was certain Master Peter’s voice was low enough that they hadn’t heard. “M-master Peter has a hard little boy cock in his hand.”
Precious giggled. “Cool. Mistress Malia’s got a squirmy, hot, wet little girl pussy… ummm… well not in her hand. She’s got a finger in it.” 
“Yes, so we should stop then,” said Master Peter. “We don’t cum in the tub. Hands and knees, Beau, so I can wash your hair.” Beau knelt and received a shampooing every bit as good as his mistress did and then when he stood Master Peter washed every inch of him. Including cock and balls… and his asshole, getting a little penetration to clean him “inside and out.”  Beau’s attention was on his own cleaning, totally missing the erotic sight of Precious getting the same treatment. When that was done, he washed Master Peter all over, inside and out. 
The foursome rinsed in the shower, dried each other, and then moved to Peter’s bed. Beau knelt in front of Peter as Malia kissed Precious long and hard. “Nothing wrong with that, Beau, is there?” said Peter. When that kiss was done, Beau felt his master’s hand on his chin, pulling him to a deep kiss. When Master Peter broke the kiss, he said, “Are you sure, Malia?”
“Yes, I see, but yes, I’m sure,” she said cryptically. She and Peter knew what she meant, but she left it like that so Beau could figure out that he was not going to suck a cock today. Both she and Peter thought he was ready for it, but she’d already made up her mind that it wouldn’t be today. “Beau kiss Precious like that.” 
Master and mistress watched as the two slaves met in the middle of the bed to kiss and fondle each other. Orders from their master and mistress made them like puppets playing out a sex show. Precious made love to Beau, licking his cock, licking his asshole, and then sucking him until he filled her mouth. Then Beau licked her pussy, licked her asshole, and returned to her pussy to return the favor of an orgasm. 
While Peter fucked Precious, Malia told Beau to lick her to an orgasm, fuck her to three more, and then he could cum. “No sooner,” she warned him. Like he had been all day, Beau was a good boy and followed orders. 
At dinner that night, Beau asked if she’d really have him to suck Master Peter’s cock someday. “Beau, there are some questions better left unanswered. Maybe. Maybe not. I will tell you one thing. If I do, it won’t be as a punishment. It will be during playtime. You’ll do it and you’ll enjoy it if only because it will make me happy to watch you.”
As she put Beau to bed, Malia told him, “I want you to break in Diana’s pussy in a little bit.” She smiled at Beau’s quizzical expression. “Diana doesn’t have a pussy like I do. Her asshole is her pussy. That’s what she calls it. That’s what you’ll call it. You’re going to fuck her pussy.” 
“It won’t be long,” said his mistress as she shut the door. He started to read more and after just one chapter, she was back. Gagged and leashed, he followed her out to where Diana waited. She wore another pretty dress, hair in pigtails, and striped stockings this time. From the side, she looked just like a girl on her hands and knees, bare ass raised up. Dressed except for panties and that meant when he moved behind her with his cock hard and ready, he saw a small cock dangling between Diana’s legs. Beau shut his eyes for a second, remembering Master Peter’s words from the bath today. You wouldn’t think twice about pleasuring your mistress. He wasn’t sure if he was actually pleasuring Diana, but he knew he wasn’t allowed to think twice about entering her ass and fucking her. A slave should not think of boundaries ever again. Everything you thought was good or bad, right or wrong, is just another experience for a slave.
Just thinking about it stole his erection away. “Don’t get ahead of yourself, Beau. It’s not so quick as poking her pussy with your cock. You need to be slick and so does she.” The slave looked at his mistress expectantly. “She’ll suck your cock to get it slick,” his mistress said. 
Oh, yeah. Beau moved to Diana’s other end and knelt, guiding her mouth to his cock. It just took Diana a few seconds to lick his cock and then take all his flaccid cock in her mouth. Good enough. He pulled back and started to rise, but his mistress put a hand on his shoulder, keeping him on his knees with a little pressure. “Don’t rush it, Beau. Let her suck it until it’s hard.” Feeling a little silly, he let Diana continue. Don’t get ahead of yourself. Don’t rush it. Take your time and do it right. This part he did not mind a bit. She was cute and sucked cock better than Snowball. Not as good as Precious, but then Precious had a lot of experience. 
This time when he got up, she didn’t stop him. Kneeling behind her with a hard on, he looked at her dry, very not slippery, pussy. “Like you do to make me wet, lick her pussy.” What the fuck? It’s only called a pussy. Not really a pussy. Asshole. Disgusting. He looked up at his mistress. You are not kidding me, are you? As he stared at her in disbelief, he could see it coming. He was going to lick that asshole… no matter what you called it. It wasn’t the first time he’d been ordered to do that, but all the other times had been after bath time… a freshly cleaned asshole. 
What he didn’t see coming was his mistress taking one step behind him, planting her foot between his legs, and leaning on him so he was pressed against Diana. She pulled his hands back and before he could react, clipped his ubiquitous wrists cuffs together behind his back. Then she lifted him by his hands as he struggled and screamed through the gag in pain. He couldn’t get up fast enough to keep the pressure off his arm sockets. 
Pushed forward, he tried to dig in his heels, but all she had to do was raise his hands up high and he buckled. Struggling, he bounced off both walls as his mistress walked him down the hall and into the punishment room. All the while he tried to scream out, “No, no, no.” All that came out was, “Oh, oh, oh.” He didn’t even know what he was protesting against. No, don’t make me do that? No, don’t take me back there? No, I’ll do it? No, I don’t want to be a slave anymore? The door slammed behind them. 
“Quiet, Beau!” snapped Malia, sternly as she released him. She knew this was Beau’s defining moment. He’d reached his limit and she’d have to break him now or never. The fire in her eyes was not anger, just determination. She was disappointed at his behavior, having deluded herself into thinking she’d lead him quietly into slavery. The boy stepped away, breathing heavily as the adrenaline rushed through him. He could take neither course of the fight or flight reaction that filled him. As a slave it was stand and be fucked. 
She didn’t even tell him to stay there, but he did. There was no place to go in the small room. All he could do was watch as she set up the same punishment equipment he’d seen before in the room. Without a word, she screwed two cylindrical pedestals into the holes in the floor. The two inch high, two inch diameter cylinders were a little farther apart than last time, four inches wider than his shoulder width. To either side of the cylinders she screwed in a smaller attachment, a hook suitable for securing him in place. 
Ready to punish him, she said, “I thought we were past this, slave. A slave has disappointed me. I’ve been too kind to a slave apparently. A slave understands… I know a slave does… that I expect instant obedience no matter what I tell a slave to do. This cuts deep, slave. First, a slave is about to learn about true pain. Second, a top slave just embarrassed itself in front of a lower slave. Diana knows that a slave is getting punished. She knows the top slave is getting punished. Third, I warned a slave that if it interfered with Diana’s training, then Diana would go. If Diana thinks her pussy is too disgusting to lick… if Diana thinks her pussy is not a pussy… then a slave has gone too far.”
“Ohhh, uh uh,” wailed the slave. Yes, I know I’m being punished. Yes, I know I disobeyed right in front of another slave. But, no, don’t send Diana away. His eyes pleaded with his mistress, but he couldn’t apologize or beg. Send me away, not her. He felt sick, almost ready to throw up, and so far all she’d done was talk.
“What is a slave trying to say, I wonder?” Malia said scornfully. “Perhaps wishing it had another chance to taste Diana’s pussy? Perhaps saying goodbye to little Diana? Perhaps trying to convince its mistress that it has no right to cause Diana’s dismissal? Let me remind a slave that what it thinks is pointless. A slave licks an asshole, a pussy, a cock, the floor, or the inside of the fucking toilet if it’s told to. A slave doesn’t get to think that’s disgusting. However, a top slave’s thoughts can be important to another slave, especially one who is still in training and doesn’t yet accept that even the top slave’s thoughts are unimportant.” She could see she was having the desired impact. He was regretting his actions and accepting every word. 
“Come over here, slave,” she said firmly. He walked toward her, hanging his head. “Stop!” He’d only taken one step and looked up at her in surprise. “A slave is still a top slave until its mistress says otherwise. A slave will walk to me with its back straight and head up. A slave deserves its punishment. A slave knows that. Come to its mistress with the dignity to at least accept what a slave has earned.” For that she had the patience to let him consider just what that meant and collect himself. 
When he walked to her with his head up, she said, “A slave will be proud to be its mistress’ slave.” He wouldn’t be standing straight much longer, but then it would be her choice, not his. “Up on the pedestals,” she ordered. He stepped up, standing on the balls of his feet. Then she attached chains from the hooks in the floor to his ankle cuffs so he couldn’t move off the cylinders. As she did last time he was punished, she attached a rope to his wrists and pulled it up until his arms were so high that he was forced up on his toes and bent forward with his body parallel to the floor.  She added a different twist by working a large butt plug on a metal pole into his upraised ass. Once in, it would take him pushing and her pulling to remove it. She screwed the other end of the metal pole into a hole in the wall behind him. It was painful going in and uncomfortable now that it was in, but ironically, it was a safety device, giving him stability in a three point stance… his feet and his asshole. 
Then she left him to go try to salvage Diana. She had no intention of giving up her little girl if she could help it. Diana only had to go if Beau had sabotaged her training by making her feel like a boy. 
Beau found the position immediately uncomfortable and thought about his mistress saying he would learn true pain. Last time she’d cut his punishment short for good behavior. There had been no such offer made this time. He thought about what it meant for another slave to know the top slave was being punished. It hurt to know his fragile position at the top was even weaker from his actions. Mostly he thought about what he’d just done to his brother. He hadn’t even thought about how it might appear to Diana. Yes, he did wish he had that moment back and had licked her pussy as eagerly as he’d licked his mistress’ asshole. Tears ran down his cheeks and dropped to the floor. They stopped after a few minutes and soon were swallowed up in the growing puddle of drool. 
Close by he could hear Diana’s muffled screams. She hadn’t been sent away yet. Mistress was torturing her before she discarded her. It tore his heart out to listen to the noises and when they stopped, he cried some more. Screaming was better than silence. Screaming meant she was still close. 
Uncomfortable became painful and the size of the puddle was virtually a measure of the pain to any observer. Beau needed no measure except the aching muscles. His arches, calves, and thighs burned from constant strain. His shoulders screamed from the tortuous pressure. He came to accept the butt plug as his friend, learning just how much he could lean on it before his tender insides hurt too much. 
His mistress came back and he felt relieved. “A slave should be especially careful about disobedience when it has a ring gag in its mouth.” She held out a long slender dildo and ran it under his nose. His head recoiled the two or inches it could as he smelled Diana’s pussy on the plastic shaft. The dildo had been deep in her pussy. There was nowhere to go as his mistress seized his hair with one hand and slid the dildo through the ring gag. As it rolled around on his tongue, literally wiping the taste onto his tongue, he gagged and nearly vomited. “It’s Diana’s pussy. Enjoy it. Next time I tell a slave to lick it, it will do it with a smile.” When she finished wiping it, she wrapped duct tape around his head, taping the dildo next to his nose and blindfolding him in the process. She opened the door and left before he knew it. Left him hanging in the same position, but now with a reminder of what he’d passed up. The taste and smell of Diana. Now lost. 
He shuddered and recalled the words of his mistress. Next time I tell a slave to lick it, it will do it with a smile. Did that mean there would be a next time? Would he get to redeem himself by licking Diana’s pussy? And back to the start of this ordeal. If Diana thinks her pussy is too disgusting to lick… if Diana thinks her pussy is not a pussy… then a slave has gone too far. Was it possible that Diana still thought her pussy was a pussy? Perhaps he hadn’t sabotaged her training? It gave him hope, but didn’t take away the pain. 
After an hour, Malia came in to check on Beau. His groans and gasps of agony drowned out her arrived and he just hung in position without responding. With his eyes covered she couldn’t tell his state of mind. Cutting the tape, she pulled it off with no care for how much that hurt. His eyes pleaded, but other than that he had little reaction. Satisfied that he had suffered enough, she unscrewed the pole from the wall and tried to remove the plug. He didn’t have the energy to help so she just unscrewed the pole from the plug, leaving it in. She lowered him gently to the floor and clipped his elbows, knees, and ankles together to match his wrists. After swapping out the ring gag for a smaller ball gag, she made sure she had his attention as she said, “A slave will spend the night here. It will have to earn a bed. In the morning it will be expected to convince its mistress that it’s sorry.”
The exhausted slave fell asleep quickly. His night was long and tormented as he woke frequently drenched in sweat and fear for no clear reason. When he finally fell into a deep sleep, he woke up in the morning remembering why he was afraid. 
Beau’s Fifth Full Day
By the time his mistress came for him, Beau had been tied in the same position lying on the floor for nearly 12 hours. He’d slept most of that, but for the past two hours he’d tormented himself with thought of Diana gone forever. It was unfair. It should be him that was sent away for being disobedient, not Danny/Diana. His muscles ached, he had to pee, it felt like he had to poop, he kept squirming around the floor moving from a growing puddle of drool to a dry spot until he made another puddle of drool. By now he was too dry to even drool and he hated himself for hesitating to lick Diana’s pussy. He practiced what he had to say when he was allowed to apologize.
When the door opened, he could do little more than look at his mistress’ feet as she walked to him. She bent down to him and rolled him to his back. Then she took out the gag and looked at him. “Mithih,” he croaked and then stopped to try to moisten his mouth. “Mistress, a slave is so sorry it…” It galled him to use that pronoun for himself, but he had to. “… disobeyed. It will never do it again. If it can do anything to keep Diana, it will do it. Anything. It will go instead. It will lick Diana’s pussy. Please, mistress, a slave has no right to ask for anything.” The hardest part of his little speech was then to not ask for anything except by implication. “Mistress will decide.”
Malia bent down and put a straw in her slave’s mouth and let him sip a little water. When she pulled the straw away after just three seconds, she said, “A slave must understand that it going instead of Diana is not an option. A slave still has value to its mistress. Diana has no value to her mistress if she is not a girl. If a slave makes Diana think anything else, then Diana has no value and will go.” 
Putting a foot on her slave, Malia said, “A slave is lucky that Diana still accepts that she’s a girl. Later today a slave will make love to Diana’s pussy. Not just moisten it for entry, but make love to it. A slave will convince Diana that she has a beautiful and delicious pussy.” She stepped away and set a bowl of cold oatmeal on the floor. “A slave has 10 minutes to eat breakfast.”
Beau watched her feet go to the door. The door opened and she stopped. “A slave should also consider how a slave is prepared for playtime.” With that cryptic advice, she left and shut the door. 
The boy squirmed to the bowl of food and put his face in. Tied and still in pain, he was nevertheless elated at the news that Diana hadn’t been sent away. He’d be given a chance to redeem himself. He hoped to please mistress enough to regain her trust. Eating like an animal, he came to appreciate the treatment he’d received so far. It was a far cry from sitting at the dinner table and dining with her. Finishing the meal was important to him, a way of thanking his mistress for taking care of him. When she came back, the bowl was cleaner than his face. 
Malia freed her errant slave and helped him stretch out his sore muscles. “It can go to its room. Get in the cage. Close the lid so it locks. A slave’s book will stay outside the cage. Its mistress accepts its apology.” He seemed to be made of lead as he rose and shuffled to his room, undoubtedly a combination of exhausted body and despondent mind. A few minutes later she looked in on him to make sure he was in his cage. 
Assured that Diana was still one of his mistress’ slaves, Beau was left to worry about his own fate now. Being a slave was distasteful just to think about, although he was treated well as boy toy to a sexy woman. Suddenly being that slave was not distasteful, but rather desirable. In a single moment of hesitation (he hardly thought of it as disobedience), he’d ruined all that. I’m an it. A caged it. What does that mean about being the pampered top slave? Is that gone for good? Will my punishment be to be turned into a pet or a girl? Is there a third choice? Will it be that I’ll never have playtime with mistress? Eating out of a bowl instead of at the table? A slave must understand that it going instead of Diana is not an option. A slave still has value to its mistress. He wasn’t sure what that meant. What value? 
The boy retained some hope, though he was almost afraid to “think out loud” about it lest he jinx it. Mistress punished and mistress forgave. Perhaps this was just major punishment and there would be forgiveness. His mind focused on mistress’ cryptic advice. A slave should also consider how a slave is prepared for playtime. Everything else had been orders or straightforward explanation. He considered how he was prepared for playtime. What preparation is there? A bath. Nothing else. Fill the bath, take the bath, empty the bath, rinse in the shower, dry off.  Bath time, she’d say. Then it’s playtime. They cleaned each other. They smelled good at playtime. Oh, is it that simple? Diana was prepared for playtime? Bathed and fresh… he felt terrible at the realization that he’d hesitated for no reason. Her pussy was freshly washed. But then during his punishment mistress had given him a taste of his expectation. 
A few hours later, Malia came in to feed Beau lunch. Again it was oatmeal, the food he’d gotten on the first day… like he was starting over. This time she spooned it through the wires of the cage. When he’d eaten and drank water, she opened the top of his cage. “Kneel.” He climbed out of the cage and knelt, his hands across his back. “Beau, a top slave is expected to set the example. I know this is new to you, but there’s only one rule. Obey instantly. There are other rules that come from that, but when you’re told to do something, especially in front of another slave, you act instantly.” 
She could see the relief in his face as she addressed him as Beau and not as an it. “You have one thing that is of value to me… a cock. I guarantee you I can use your cock whether you want me to or not… whether you’re top slave or not… whether you enjoy it or not. Does my top slave understand that?”
“Yes, mistress,” he said cautiously. 
“Does my top slave understand that there are billions of cocks in this world and yours is nothing special? Nothing except that it’s attached to a slave that I expect to be a well trained slave and I don’t want to take the time to train another one?” 
“Yes, mistress.” Put that way, he hardly felt like he had any value to her at all. Indeed, if he didn’t become well-trained, then he had no value. 
His mistress turned and left without another word. She again left him with nothing to do but think. Staying in the kneeling position, he knew this lesson was about how tenuous his position was. He’d stay only because it would inconvenience her to train a new one. If he failed to please her, she just might put up with the inconvenience. He was still kneeling and facing the door when she returned a few minutes later. 
“Not a word,” said his mistress. “You’re going to lick Snowball’s pussy. She’s not allowed to cum.” She led him out to where the pet was lying on her back, blindfolded and waiting. Without hesitation, he knelt and lapped at her pussy. From the very first taste he could tell that Snowball’s bath had been a while ago. Rather than being fresh, she was musky and messy. It wasn’t foul. In fact, in a way the smell and taste were arousing. After just a minute, his mistress touched his shoulder and motioned him back to his room. 
The rest of his day was a walk on deck, a bath, playtime that satisfied his mistress but not him, and then a lesson in the kitchen. He helped her fix dinner. “Cooking will not be your chore, Beau,” said his mistress. “Feeding Snowball and Diana will. Not tonight, but soon.” Under her tutelage, he prepared a bowl of food and a saucer of cream for Snowball and a plate for Diana. His mistress took the food to her other two slaves and then they ate at the table.
Beau was subdued during dinner. It had been a long day full of object lessons while learning his place. Near the end of the meal, his mistress said, “Tomorrow I think Snowball will get to meet you.” She let that sink in.
“Yes, mistress,” he nodded. “Does she know who I am?”
“No. I am looking forward to that surprise when she meets you.” Malia wasn’t sure at all how Snowball would act. All she knew was that Snowball would learn in an instant that she’d sucked and fucked her little brother and enjoyed it… that while she was a pet, he was top slave. The girl had come to accept her role as a pampered pet. That could all change tomorrow. “She is a pet. You are not to treat her like your sister. You are absolutely not allowed to encourage her to talk or stand. Tomorrow she’ll be restrained so she can’t stand, but in the future if she tries to stand, I will not stop her, but I will punish her. You may try to stop her so she isn’t punished. As top slave one of your duties is to keep the others out of trouble.”
“Yes, mistress.”
Malia particularly wanted to make sure she had Beau’s cooperation at the meeting. “If she is reluctant, you’ll need to be persuasive. I want you to be prepared for her to suck your cock and swallow your cum just as she always has. If she won’t do it willingly, you’ll take her mouth. If she doesn’t get a load of your cum in her mouth tomorrow, you’ll both be punished.”
“I understand, mistress,” said Beau. Two weeks ago, he wouldn’t have imagined his sister sucking a cock. He’d watched her do it now, so he knew it was in her. She’d been trained. Like his mistress, he could imagine her refusing when she saw him. She’d sucked Beau as a stranger. Sucking her little brother was a whole new ballgame. 
After Beau washed the dishes, Malia sent him to his room. Then she brought out a freshly showered Diana, blindfolded and ready for Beau. Kneeling behind Diana’s upturned bottom, Beau lapped at her pussy for several minutes, doing his best to convince his little brother that she was a girl with a beautiful and delicious pussy. 
Beau’s Sixth Day 
Beau’s usual routine was to reflect on past days, remembering what he did wrong or what he did right and how he’d change because of that. After breakfast, he spent his time thinking about what was planned for the day. For four hours he thought of how Snowball would react, how he’d react, and how he’d keep them both out of trouble. Then, right before lunch, his mistress came to get him. “Follow,” she said and led him to the sitting room. Snowball was kneeling in profile, gagged but with no blindfold. 
Triple Fun
By Kenna
Chapter Five – Training Diana
It was early evening when Malia finally had time to return to Diana. After the auction, she’d had to feed all her pets and then make sure they were settled in. They each heard a few rules, but it wouldn’t be until tomorrow that Snowball and Beau started training. Still in her first hours of ownership, Diana would be the first to spend a training session with her mistress. Huddled in her cage, she was learning the point of isolation. Not that she was consciously aware that her training had already started in one way, but she did hope her mistress would return soon. Between a woman who wanted to make her a girl and being alone, the alone time had seemed preferable at first, but now she wanted attention. Not to mention that she wanted out of the cage. 
As the door opened to her room, Diana looked up and stretched. It just seemed logical that the return of her owner meant she’d be getting out of the cage, so she was disappointed when her owner said, “Time for you to pee,” as she passed a can into her cage through a small hole in the top. She did have to pee, but her owner wasn’t leaving. She hesitated, looking for some sign that she’d have privacy. “Go ahead, Diana,” urged Malia. “Just us girls here, so don’t be bashful. Pee in the can. Your other choice is to pee on the pad under you and then you’ll have to sleep in it.”
Feeling the need to pee, Diana didn’t want any longer. She squatted down over the can and peed, blushing as she did. Just us girls didn’t make it OK to pee in front of somebody who was intently watching. It made her very aware of her wiener and so when she finished peeing she said, “Girls don’t have wieners, you know, Mistress.”
Malia didn’t react to Diana’s comment at first. She waited until the can of pee was out of the cage and sitting on the floor. “What did I tell you about fighting that? You are a girl with a boy part. Don’t tell me you’re not a girl. That was the very first rule I gave you.”
“Mistress, I didn’t say I wasn’t. I just said… girls don’t have them,” Diana quibbled. 
“Don’t get cute with me, Diana. We both know what you meant. Now, tell me what you are… boy or girl?”
“Mistress, why do you think I’m a girl?” insisted Diana. 
This was an argument that Malia had no intention of having with her slave. Rather than answer, she opened the top of the cage, grabbed a handful of long hair, and pulled Diana to her feet. “Step out of the cage,” she said, helping Diana by practically lifting her off the floor by her hair. “I don’t think you’re a girl. I know you’re a girl. Do not say another word.” She led Diana toward the dresser, still with her hand in the girl’s hair. 
Opening a drawer, Malia selected a short skirt, halter top, and panties with puppies on them. Seeing the girl’s clothes that were just her size, Diana knew what was about to happen, but her mistress pulled out one other item that Diana didn’t recognize. “Please, don’t,” whined Diana as her mistress reached for her wiener. Malia slapped Diana across the face without so much as a word. Then she fastened a strap around the base of Diana’s boy part and folded over leather flaps so her boy part was encased in a sheath. The rest of the odd item was a strap that ran back between Diana’s legs and fastened around her waist. When it was pulled tight, the sheath and strap tucked Diana’s wiener back between her legs making it nearly invisible. 
“Since it bothers you, I’ll just hide it away for now,” said Malia. “If this keeps up, I may have to cut it off.” She held out the panties. “Now step into these.” Diana felt funny doing it, but recently caged, dragged by her hair, and slapped, she cooperated, stepping in and letting her mistress pull the panties up snug around her waist. She held still as the short pink skirt was put on and then the pink halter top with white stars. Girls’ clothes were better than no clothes. Her tummy was left bare. Being dressed as a girl made her wiener want to grow, but that hurt, so she just grit her teeth and let it pass. Next, her mistress put on anklets with a lacy top and black patent leather shoes. 
“Just about finished,” said Malia as she started brushing Diana’s hair. Her hair reached down to the tie of her halter top, just long enough for Malia to brush it and then pull it into pigtails adorned with pink ribbons. Then she let Diana get her first look at the rest of her life. 
Diana scarcely recognized herself. She was a cute little girl. Not that she actually thought girls’ clothes alone could turn her into a girl, but at the moment it was impossible to tell that she wasn’t a girl. Tomboy was out. She was going to be a prissy girl. Hating her mistress, she wanted to argue, but bit her tongue. 
Malia took Diana’s hand and led her out of the room, down to the punishment room. “Now it’s time to get your punishment for arguing with me,” said the mistress. She tightened the grip on Diana’s hand as her slave tried to pull away. “Every time you so much as hint that you’re not a girl, we’ll come here and you’ll be punished. Each time the punishment will get worse.” She pulled Diana to the stocks. “Stand right there,” she ordered. It took two hands to unlock and raise the crossbeam, so she had to let go of Diana’s hand. 
Immediately Diana darted for the door and Malia followed, holding the door shut and then locking the bolt lock with a key.  Looking down at her errant slave, Malia said, “Guess you want even more punishment.” She returned to the stocks and opened them as Diana tugged at the locked door. Then she dragged Diana to the device and forced her into position, closing the stocks around her neck and wrists. Using the controls, she lowered the stocks until Diana’s torso was parallel to the floor. 
The only things that got Diana to hold her hands and head still while the top of the crossbeam lowered to trap her good were that she could tell her mistress was very angry and getting more so and she was afraid the heavy crossbeam might fall while her head and hands were not in the right place, pinching or crushing some part of her body painfully. Holding still was the lesser of two evils. Once she was helpless, her mistress admonished her. “I don’t care what a slave thinks. What you want or think doesn’t matter. You’re just a slave. The only thing that matters is what your mistress thinks. You’re a girl. That’s all you need to know. I don’t care that you don’t think you’re a girl… except that the wrong attitude means you won’t act like the girl you are. I may not care what you think, but I care what you do. You’ll act like a girl. You’ll think like a girl. You’ll talk like a girl. You are a girl.” Diana heard the door open and shut. She was pretty sure that being alone in the stocks wasn’t her punishment, so she wondered what it would be and when her mistress would administer it. 
Exasperated, Malia couldn’t believe how badly her first training session with one of her slaves was going. Diana was proving to be quite a handful of rebellious preteen. She’d hoped it would go smoother than this and now was hoping stubbornness didn’t run in the family. As angry as she was, she needed some time to cool down before punishing Diana. There would be punishment, but also reinforcement of her status as a girl. 
Half an hour later, Malia came into the punishment room and set a chair in front of Diana and left. Getting the rest of what she needed, she returned and sat down in the chair. Then she proceeded to put lipstick on Diana, coloring her lips ruby red. The girl’s skin was flawless and didn’t need any makeup, but she was getting some anyway. Malia put some blush on Diana’s cheeks, darkened her eyebrows, and put on mascara. It was a pity to turn the pretty face into what was actually a slutty look, but it had a point. “Now I’ve got a pretty little girl,” said the mistress. “I think now there’s no doubt that you’re all girl. In a couple of days I’ll let you know how to prove you’re a girl, but you just won’t believe me now, so that will wait.”
The makeup was, in a way, punishment, but the real punishment was ready to start. Malia got her leather paddle and stepped behind Diana. The little girl couldn’t see what was in store for her. She felt her panties pulled down around her knees and then her skirt flipped up onto her back, leaving her bottom bare. “Cute little girl bottom,” said Malia. “Naughty girl’s bottom.” She swatted the helpless bottom hard. 
As the first swat landed, Diana yelled, more in anger than in pain. Her mistress was taking advantage of her position. She was helpless to stop the spanking. The first five swats came quickly, turning her bottom red, earning screams of pain, and filling her eyes with tears. “That’s for saying you’re not a girl,” said Malia. “This is for arguing with me after that… trying to pretend you didn’t mean it that way and asking how I know you’re a girl.” She gave Diana another five swats spacing them at 15 second intervals. It made her incredibly excited to listen to Diana’s helpless screams and watch her dance on her toes in frustration. There was something erotic about a stubborn slave and the chance to tame her. 
Walking back around to the other side of the stocks, she sat down again and looked at the sobbing, tear stained face. It took a couple of minutes for Diana to settle down to the point that Malia thought she was ready to listen. “We’ve already had this discussion and I hate to repeat myself. You are a slave. You obey just because you’re a slave. There doesn’t have to be a reason for anything I say or do. It’s beyond your tiny little mind to understand the reasons, so don’t try. I will continue to punish you every time to fail to obey. The punishment will get worse and worse. Now think little girl… if the punishment can get worse and worse, that means ten swats on your bare ass isn’t very bad at all.
“I still have to punish you for not standing still when I told you to. I’m going to change your position. You will be free of the stocks for a few minutes. If you stand still and wait for your punishment, I’ll just give you a taste of it. If you try to run, you’ll get the full punishment. That would be pretty stupid because now you know the door is locked. Standing still also means holding still while I tie ropes around your wrists.” 
Malia stood and opened the stocks so Diana could stand up. “Pull up your panties.” After Diana’s panties were up, Malia tied a rope around Diana’s left wrist. It appeared she’d made her point since Diana was cooperating. 
“What are you going to do, Mistress?” asked Diana. When Malia didn’t answer, Diana pulled her right hand behind her back. “What are you going to do, Mistress?”
“Give you the full punishment now,” answered Malia. “Bring that hand back out for tying.” Diana refused and Malia had to pin Diana to the floor, pull her arm behind her, and then tie her wrist. With both wrists tied, she used the ropes to pull Diana up onto her toes. She left Diana like that and came back after half an hour. By then Diana was in obvious pain, sobbing and moaning. Malia lowered her and untied her with the warning. “I can leave you like that for hours if I want to. Just keep being bad and you’ll learn what real pain is.”
She led Diana out to her sitting room and put a spreader bar on the girl’s legs as Diana stood silently, looking miserable. The bar had tight leather cuffs at the ends and was just nine inches long. Giving her just nine inches between her legs was for the girl’s own good to keep her from trying to run again. More importantly, it forced her to walk with an exaggerated girlish sway to her hips. Then Malia added a ball gag to keep Diana from arguing. Finally, she put a collar around her slave’s neck that matched her attire and snapped a leash to it. 
“You’ve got a naughty mouth,” said Malia. “You’ve been saying all the wrong things, so I’m going to keep you gagged to remind you not to talk back. In fact, I don’t want you talking at all when you’re not gagged except to say, yes, mistress; no, mistress; this one does not understand, mistress; and this one does not know, mistress. You may only say those four things and only as answers to direct questions.” She repeated the four things to make sure Diana heard and understood. 
“We’re going for a walk,” she told Diana. It was getting late and she wanted Diana to see her new home while there was still some light. She looked closely at Diana and then used a towel to wipe her makeup off. Diana flinched as the towel came up to her face. “Your tears made a mess of it,” she said, though the real reason was she didn’t want to walk Diana around looking so much like a slut. “Now straighten up,” she told her cowering slave. “You’re a pretty girl and I want everyone to see that.” 
Diana did not want to go for that walk on a leash, but she’d been punished for over an hour now and couldn’t bring herself to argue any more. All she could do was shuffle along behind her mistress as they went down the hall and then out on deck. One look gave her the full sense of her slavery. They were on a ship and she couldn’t run home, run to the police, or run anywhere safe. Her mistress led her toward the stern of the ship. Walking was difficult enough, but her mistress added humiliation to the mix as she said, “You wiggle your hips so sexy. Just like a girl should. You’ll have all the men staring at you.”
It was getting close to dinner time so there were few people out on deck. What she did see were mostly naked slaves with their masters and mistresses. She was notably the only slave wearing clothes, but she would have traded them away for just the chance to show her boy part as proof that she wasn’t really a girl. She didn’t even consider that no one knew she had a wiener. To her everyone was looking at a boy in girl’s clothes being forced to pretend to be a girl. The men and many of the women did stare at her as she walked by and she blushed for each one. Their looks showed their desire and though the 10-year-old didn’t know any specifics, she did know they were looking at her with evil intent. Being dressed so scantily was wrong, but being stared at so openly when she was dressed like this was creepy. 
On the walk, Malia made a point of drawing Diana’s attention to certain things. There were a few examples for her to choose from, such as a man fondling his girl slave and a two girls performing oral sex on each other, but she chose to impress the dark side of the Haven to Diana on this walk. She pointed out a boy pulling a rickshaw all decked out as a pony. The boy’s body glistened with sweat as he trotted by with a heavy load. She pointed out a tightly bound girl sucking a man’s cock. She pointed out a hogtied boy who was begging for release so he could serve his mistress, adding that the boy had probably been tied like that for hours to be begging so well. 
On the way back, Malia gave Diana the talk that she would give all her slaves on their first outing. “Do not try to escape. If you do, there’s nowhere to go. You’ll end up on the deck of the ship and then any one of these masters and mistresses could do whatever they want. Spank you. Rape you. Tie you. Hurt you. They’d eventually return you to me and then your punishment would really start. There’s simply no point to running away. You’ll be caught immediately and then you’ll learn more about pain.”
Diana nodded her understanding. The futility of escape was obvious even to the 10-year-old. She followed along behind her mistress, swishing her hips provocatively as they made their way back to her mistress’ home. 
Back home, Malia put Diana back in her room free except for the spreader bar on her ankles and the gag. Then she set a wide mouthed jar in front of her. “Pee and poop in there. This will be your only chance today to poop.” She stood by and watched as the embarrassed girl did as she was ordered. “Each day before dinner you’ll have one and only one chance to poop. Learn to hold it.”
After Malia cleaned her slave’s hands with a sanitary wipe, she handed Diana a sheet of paper and a pen with pink ink. “You are to write 50 times, I love being a girl. You’ll get dinner when that’s done. You have 15 minutes and if you’re not done then, no dinner and I’ll hang you from the ceiling again.” Diana started writing quickly even before her mistress left and shut the door. 
The simple task kept Diana busy enough that she had no time to think. She stopped occasionally to count the sentences and heaved a sigh of relief when she had 50 sentences written before her time was up. 
Malia did want Diana to succeed at her assignment, especially seeing the industry the girl applied to her writing. She fixed oatmeal for her three slaves, two cups of water, and one bowl of water. Then she checked the camera in Diana’s room and saw she was finished. Going into Diana’s room, she picked up the paper and made a show of counting the sentences. There were exactly 50. “Very nice, Diana,” she said. “Now here’s something else I want you to do. Instead of just dotting the i’s, I want you to put a little heart over them, like a fancy dot.” She drew a tiny heart over the i in being and the i in girl in the first sentence. “You do the rest while I get your dinner.”
Though Diana had done as she’d been told, Malia wanted to add a little girlish flair to the writing. She’d have to work on Diana’s penmanship to make it more showy, full, and round like her own. The hearts would help imprint femininity on the little girl. In the meantime, she gave food to Beau and Snowball. She left Beau alone with his food, but watched Snowball, giving her 5 minutes to eat. Then she collected dishes and returned to Diana’s room with her dinner. Again she’d made sure that Diana succeeded at the task. 
Removing Diana’s gag, she set the bowl down and let the hungry slave shove food into her mouth with her fingers. In a couple of days she’d start to work on table manners so she had a polite, dainty girl, but making Diana use her fingers for now was certainly a part of making her accept her role as slave. After a while, the girl would be happy to sit at a table and eat with the manners Malia thought proper for a girl. 
Halfway through the meal, Malia did say, “Do slow down, Diana. It’s not going anywhere.”
“OK,” nodded Diana. 
“Look at me, Diana,” said Malia sternly. “What is the proper response?”
“Ummm… yes, mistress?” said Diana after a second of confusion. 
Malia made Diana repeat the four things she was allowed to say. “So much going on that I can understand you forgot,” said Malia. “I won’t be so understanding next time. You’ll remember or I’ll punish you. Understand?”
“Yes, mistress,” nodded Diana, waiting to make sure her mistress was done talking before she returned to eating. Malia pointed at her food, indicating Diana had permission to continue. 
After Diana’s dinner, Malia replaced the gag, removed the spreader bar, and tied the slave’s wrists and ankles, leaving her lying on the floor. She was relieved that Diana cooperated. She’d already spent more time punishing the girl than she wanted to. 
After cleaning the dishes, Malia returned to Diana’s room. “It’s bath time,” she announced. 
Bath time? Diana didn’t like the sound of that. She’s going to give me a bath? Her mistress had watched her pee, so there was no doubt in Diana’s mind that she’d at least have an audience for the bath. Most likely her mistress would want to do the washing. She held still while she was untied and ungagged. 
“Now take off your clothes, fold them neatly, and set them on the bed,” said Malia. 
Having been naked for several days now, Diana still didn’t feel comfortable being naked in front of people. She didn’t want to be in girls’ clothes, but she also didn’t want to get out of them. It was a toss up between nudity and girls’ clothes, especially considering naked meant her mistress would then bathe her. The stern look on her mistress’ face was the deciding factor, reminding her of the cost of disobedience. She bent down to undo the straps of her shoes and removed her shoes and socks. Putting the shoes where they’d come from, she rolled the socks and tucked them into the shoes. 
“No, Diana,” said Malia. “Get the socks. I said fold your clothes and put them on the bed. You did the right thing with your shoes, but I expect you to unroll those socks, fold them in half and put them on the bed. You must listen closer and do exactly what I tell you.”
“Yes, mistress,” said Diana, folding her socks and putting them on the bed. Then she looked down at her halter top as if she couldn’t figure it out. 
“Cross your hands in front of yourself, grab the bottom, and pull it off over your head,” said Malia. Diana removed her top, stretching her arms up to pull it over her head as Malia admired the slender young form. The mistress was impressed when Diana turned the top right side out before folding it and putting in on the bed. 
After that, Diana had no problem unzipping the skirt and removing her panties. Her clothes neatly on the bed, she waited for the next instruction, her hands at her side. “Good girl,” praised Malia. “Let’s get this off you, too. You’re right, this is not clothes, so you leave this for me to take off.” She undid the strap around Diana’s waist and pulled it forward between her legs. Then she removed the sheath from her little cock. “And these,” she said, removing the pink ribbons from Diana’s pigtails and letting her hair fall free. “Shake your head,” she said, demonstrating how a girl should shake out her hair after removing the accessories. “Shake that lovely hair of yours out.”
Holding out her hand, Malia took Diana’s hand and led her into the bathroom. “At bath time it’s your job to fill the tub. Put in bubble bath. This much.” She measured out a palmful of scented bubble bath. “And then turn on the water. I like a hot bath, so make sure it’s hot.” She put Diana’s hand in the running water so the slave would know how hot the water should be. 
She likes a hot bath? Who’s getting a bath? Me or her. Diana shifted nervously as the other option occurred to her. Both of us? At the same time? As the tub filled, the answer remained elusive. She watched as her mistress stripped casually, folding her clothes and putting them on the vanity. Right down to nothing. Diana stared at the naked female body, the first she’d ever seen. Girl or not, her boy part reacted as it should. 
“That’s sweet, honey,” said Malia, reaching out and taking the surprised girl’s cock in her hand. Diana hadn’t noticed her own body’s reaction and when her mistress called attention to it, she was even more surprised when the woman’s hand took it gently. It happened so fast… and then it was just too late to pull away. She stood frozen as her mistress stroked it and it felt good. “I love little girls with boy parts. The best of both worlds. You got it all hard and long for me. I’ll show you what to do with it after the bath.”
Totally distracted, Diana wasn’t wondering who was getting in the bath anymore. She just let herself be lifted up and set down in the tub and then her mistress climbed in, too. After that she was nestled in her mistress’ lap, her head resting against real breasts and arms wrapped around her chest. She lay quietly in her mistress’ arms, too shocked to move. Her mind raced as she replayed the scene of her mistress stripping. The first time had just been such a surprise, but the replay made her excited. Yet, her mistress had seemed so calm about it, as if it was nothing special. There was mention of her job at bath time. There’d be more baths… just like this? It was almost like a different woman was holding her right now. Not the one who made demands, spanked her, and humiliated her. This was sure not a moment that she wanted to screw up. 
In the absence of any instructions, Diana wondered what she was to do. When her mistress’ hands changed from just holding to caressing her chest and arms, she thought about exploring underwater with her hands and caressing her mistress’ legs. But it was that very lack of instructions that told her inaction was best. She hadn’t even noticed how she’d gradually relaxed until now she was limp, relaxed and at peace for the first time in days. Yet at the same time she wanted something to happen. They couldn’t lie like this forever. 
Feeling her mistress’ hands caress her face, Diana tensed slightly. The touch was different and then mistress’ hands went to her hair, dragging fingers through it and making Diana shiver from how good that felt. Her mistress’ voice was soft in her ear, “You have such lovely hair, honey. We’ll take good care of it and let it grow longer. You’ll be the most beautiful girl on the Haven.” Warm breath caressed her neck and ear and then she was certain her mistress was kissing her neck. It tickled a little, but felt good a lot. “All the boys will want you, but you’ll be all mine. Soft and warm and beautiful and sexy and all mine.” The voice was low and hypnotic as it repeated the same theme. She was a girl. She was sexy and beautiful. She was a slave. 
After several minutes of soaking and half of that time spent lowering Diana’s defenses, Malia turned her slave slightly and tilted her back. “Trust your mistress,” she said as Diana stiffened. “You have no one to trust but me. I’ll take care of you… feed you, bathe you, and make you a home. I won’t let any harm come to you. Just relax.” She felt the suspicion as tension in Diana’s muscles, perhaps worried that she’d drop the poor girl. Leaning forward, she kissed Diana’s forehead, her eyelids, her cheeks, and her lips. “Good girls get so much more than bad ones,” she intoned. Kissing Diana’s lips, she felt the girl relax again. “Good girls get loved.” For a couple of minutes she kissed Diana’s face, mainly her lips. “Kiss your mistress like a woman kisses,” and then she kissed more firmly, parting Diana’s lips with her tongue. 
Diana was mesmerized by the soft touches, kind and enchanting words, and the delicate kisses. She instinctively needed an adult woman in her life and this attention was very fulfilling. When pressed to kiss like a woman, she wasn’t sure what that meant, but she didn’t fight as her mistress’ tongue made its way into her mouth. That, apparently, was how a woman kisses and she didn’t want to break the spell and earn the wrath of her mistress. It only took a few seconds to realize it felt good. 
Cradling the 10-year-old and kissing her, Malia felt she’d won over the little girl. Not that she expected a single bath to warm the rebellion and stubbornness out of Diana, but it was certainly much different than an hour ago. She stopped kissing and just held her for another minute before she said softly, “Honey, it’s time to wash you now. On your hands and knees so I can wash your hair.”
Feeling a little giddy from the loving attention, Diana moved to her hands and knees, facing away from her mistress. It had been years since somebody had washed her hair. 
Malia dipped Diana’s hair into the water, soaking it before applying shampoo. Then she spent several minutes washing her slave’s hair and massaging her scalp. She considered this part of taking care of her slave. The entire bathing ritual was a sign of her care, keeping her slaves in good condition as well as winning them over with the pleasurable aspects of their slavery. The sight of the naked 10-year-old kneeling submissively was no small thrill as well. 
After rinsing Diana’s hair, Malia washed every inch of the girl’s body, including the boy part that continued to show what she thought of a naked woman in the bath with her and touching her all over.  When that was done, she told Diana to start the shower so they could rinse off, again letting the slave know this was one of her duties. Then they rinsed off together.  
Out of the bath, they dried each other, much to their mutual delight. Malia put cuffs on Diana’s wrists and ankles, reminding the girl that she was a slave. Clicking the wrist cuffs together behind her back and the ankle cuffs together, Malia pickup her little girl up and ran her eyes over the naked body. “Now my little fuck bunny is going to learn her true purpose in life,” she said as she carried Diana to the master bedroom and laid her on the bed. 
Completely disarmed, Diana heard the part about being some kind of little bunny. That sounded cute. The part about learning her true purpose in life may have sounded ominous and did get her thinking, but it was delivered in that same soft, beguiling tone that made her purpose in life sound nice. It at least promised to answer the question of why she was this woman’s slave. She just wished a fuck bunny’s true purpose in life didn’t involve cuffs. She especially couldn’t figure out why she was cuffed when her mistress started kissing her and caressing her. There was no need to restrain her for this. 
Her mistress looked at her the way the men and women on the ship looked at her, the creepy look. But mixed with the kisses and touches, it was far from creepy. Her boy part felt odd, very nice, but it was starting to ache and there was nothing she could do to make it go soft to ease the ache. She tried shifting and squirming, but the ache seemed to get even worse. Looking at her mistress’ body was the worst of all. It was an incredible view of the woman’s naked curves and Diana felt very naughty and guilty at the sight, but it just made her wiener hard and sore. The kisses and caresses seemed designed to make her ache there. 
It was Malia’s turn to be mesmerized by the innocent little girl squirming on the bed. Her slave’s breath came in quick gasps, in and out like she couldn’t decide whether to inhale or exhale. Her cock was erect and throbbing, probably aching to cum. She wiggled so delectably, helpless physically and mentally. Best of all, she had no idea what was going on. After a couple of minutes, Diana added whines and whimpers to her repertoire of mistress teasing. Drawing her tongue across the small pink nipples, she said, “Girls have such sensitive nipples. Look how hard yours are.” She suckled on them, earning richly defined gasps and louder whines. 
“This is what good girls get,” said Malia as she took the hard, 3 inch cock in her hand and stroked it. “That feels good, huh? Want me to make it feel better?”
“Uh huh,” whined Diana, pushing her hips up to meet Malia’s hand. 
“Does it hurt now?”
“Y-yes, mistress,” said Diana desperately. 
“When we do something like this, a slave may always beg,” said Malia. “You could beg me to make it stop hurting. You could beg me to make it feel good. You could beg for anything and you might get it if you beg nicely… but today, you don’t have to beg.” She started stroking the cock hard and fast as the little girl’s hips gyrated in circles. Today her slave got a taste of pure pleasure so she’d want it again. 
Diana may not have known what was going to happen, but she knew it was going to be good. Mistress had said she’d make her feel good. She writhed from the growing strain in her balls, putting on a sexy show for her appreciative mistress. After a minute of stroking hard, a stream of clear fluid shot out of Diana’s cock, falling in an arc across her chest as her body tensed. “Geee ahhhhh,” she squealed at the release of her first ever orgasm so expertly teased from her. Her hips pumped as her cock spasmed a couple of more times. 
Malia let Diana rest for a minute, her little chest rising and falling rapidly and then slowing. “So good to be a little fuck bunny,” she cooed. “My little fuck bunny.” She swiped a finger through the line of prepubescent cum that graced the beautiful body. “Here’s the important part,” she said as she put that finger to Diana’s lips. Diana hadn’t noticed where the finger had been and let it into her mouth without protest. She sucked on the finger, enjoying the pleasant, sweet taste. “And some more,” she said just a little louder to get Diana’s attention. This time the slave watched her mistress wiped up the stuff that had just come out of her boy part. When she balked, Malia said, “It’s the same stuff you just tasted. Getting the taste is the important part.” She pushed the finger into the dubious mouth. The third swipe went right into her own mouth as she wanted to taste the 10-year-old’s infertile cum. “See, it’s good,” she added and then promptly fed the rest of it to Diana. 
Watching Diana enjoy the taste of her own cum couldn’t have pleased Malia more. After all, in a few days she’d tell the little girl how she could tell a girl from a boy. The answer would be that girls like the taste of cum from a boy part. By then Diana would have tasted Beau’s, Amy’s, Autumn’s, and Annabelle’s cum as well. The proof that Diana was a girl would be irrefutable. 
Diana felt like the proverbial fox in the hen house. If this was his future of slavery, he wanted more. He was lying naked with a naked woman, who’d just treated him more like a boy than a girl. He felt like a boy reacting to his first time with a woman. It would take more than a lecture and an hour of punishment to make him think like a girl. Where a girl would think a naked woman’s body wasn’t such a big deal, Diana was definitely enjoying his naked mistress. 
With Diana’s ache cured, it was time for her to ease the ache in Malia’s dripping pussy. Diana had a hard on for a long time, but Malia had known all afternoon and evening that she was going to get her youngest slave to pleasure her. She’d managed the patience to hold off, but the anticipation had taken her to a point where she couldn’t be patient any longer. “Time to do the same for your mistress,” said Malia. “Make me feel good just like that.” She lay on her back, spread her legs, and positioned Diana’s face in her pussy. “You do me with your tongue,” she said. 
How ridiculous, thought Diana. She doesn’t have a boy part. What exactly am I supposed to do? “Ummm… this one does not understand, mistress,” she said. She stretched just a little as she caught the scent of the woman. It was a curious smell, not a wonderful smell like freshly baked cookies or a flower. It certainly wasn’t a bad smell either. She couldn’t put her finger on it, but she kept sniffing, wanting more of it. 
The words caught in Malia’s throat as she watched Diana sniff her pussy. Rather than instruct the girl on how to lick pussy, she watching the enticing scene for a few seconds as Diana seemed ignorant of what exactly she was doing. “Taste it,” she said softly. “Smells nice, huh? Lick it and taste it.”
Yet another ridiculous suggestion, but Diana still considered it. Her mistress wasn’t kidding, but it didn’t sound like an order. She was very close to the wetness that was the source of the enticing smell. Embarrassed, she ducked her head below her mistress’ line of sight and touched the juice seeping out of the slit with her tongue. “Yessss,” hissed her mistress, adding an encouraging sound to the smell and taste. Emboldened, Diana worked her tongue into the slit and got more of a taste. It defied the logic of her young mind that a pleasant taste could be found where she was licking, though like the smell, the taste was more intriguing than delicious. 
Malia was entranced by the sight of the girl who didn’t know what to do, but was doing it anyway. She almost didn’t want to say anything, but letting Diana learn how to pleasure a woman at this speed would be torture. “That’s right, honey,” she said. “You’re doing good. You can lick it as much as you want. Just work your way higher, toward me.” The girl was delightfully bashful. “You’re gonna have to come up where I can see. That’s where my clit is.” 
Diana responded to the guidance, coming higher and higher until she knew her mistress could see her tongue greedily lapping up the juices. It didn’t make sense that licking could make her mistress feel good, but then the guidance got more specific. Find the little nub. Use your tongue like a finger and rub it. Feel it get bigger and hard, just like a little boy part. Lick that. Right there. She listened to the sounds her mistress made in between the words and knew that she was making the woman feel good. Harder. Faster. Suck on it, too. As she followed those instructions, her mistress’ sounds got more exciting. Recalling the pleasure she’d felt and knowing she was doing the same to her mistress, Diana felt pretty cocky… her mistress wouldn’t ever punish her after this. She was doing great. 
“Keep doing that and don’t stop…” panted Malia as her orgasm hit. It was incredible to watch the sweet face and the little pink tongue eagerly pleasing her as her body rocked with sparks of electricity. Finally she panted, “Stop… stop… no more.” Looking down at the bright smile, she said, “That was pretty good for a first time.”
The praise felt good to Diana, yet there was also a challenge. Good for a first time meant she could do better next time. 
Malia brought a leg up and over the bound slave, so Diana was no longer between her legs. The she pulled her slave up to nestle Diana’s head against her chest. For a few minutes she just held her prize. She was amazed at how well her new slave had performed on just the first day. There had been distinct moments of rebellion as expected, but then a distinct submission for the rest of the session. Certainly she wasn’t fooled into thinking Diana was trained, but she knew she’d set the hook and now could just reel the little girl in over the span of days. 
After a few minutes, Malia got up and picked up a ball gag. She pushed that into Diana’s mouth and fastened the strap behind her head. Then she sat on the edge of the bed and laid the still bound girl across her lap, face down. It was obvious that Diana understood the position was perfect for a spanking from the way she looked back nervously. Malia didn’t say anything to let her slave know that a spanking was not coming. All she did was start to caress her bare back and bottom gently. “A slave is just a toy for her mistress,” she said as she stroked the soft, perfect skin. “A bath is just taking care of a slave so she stays clean for her mistress to play with. A slave’s boy part is just something to play with. I know a slave enjoyed it, but I don’t care if a slave did or not. I played with a slave’s boy part because I had fun doing it. I think a slave enjoyed licking my pussy, but I don’t care. I enjoyed it and that’s all that matters. Now I’m going to enjoy raping a slave’s pussy with my finger.” She doubted the girl even knew exactly what that meant. They were words that the slave did understand. Enough words so Diana knew this would be unpleasant. 
“A slave has a pretty girl’s bottom,” continued Malia, stroking the slender bottom. Then she pressed between the pretty’s girl’s cheeks and touched her asshole. Her slave tensed and squirmed at the touch, her helplessness accentuated by the finger that was taking advantage of her. “Yes, I can see a slave understands what’s going to happen. She’s going to be my toy… my very personal toy for a while.” 
It wasn’t true that a slave understood what was going to happen. Diana felt the touch to her hole. Poop came out of there. Things did not go in. And it wasn’t her pussy. She had a boy part instead of a pussy like her mistress. Confused, all she knew for certain was her mistress was touching her in a place she shouldn’t. It was embarrassing and there was no point. Then everything she knew about her asshole changed as her mistress pushed her finger against it. Diana instinctively tensed to keep out the unfamiliar touch, but she felt the finger work it’s was inexorably past her tight anal ring. And once that was done, she squirmed even more as the finger pushed deeper. 
Malia worked her long, slender middle finger slowly deeper, enjoying the sight of the pretty girl’s bottom as it tensed and fought the losing battle. When she had the finger all the way in, she started stroking it in and out. “Fucking a little girl’s pussy,” she said as she did. “Raping my little girl. This is what a slave is for. My pleasure.” She slowly slid it all the way out and then smacked the helpless ass. She planted three swats on Diana’s bottom, leaving red handprints. The slave jumped and whined, but Malia could also feel the slave’s hard little cock rubbing against her thigh. She shifted the slave’s position so her cock wasn’t touching anything. There would be no more cumming for the slave tonight. 
Switching back, Malia pushed her finger all the way in slowly, just not as slow as the first time. Again she fucked Diana’s ass. “A slave should be happy right now,” said Malia. “Her mistress is happy… having fun playing with the slave’s pussy. That’s all that makes a slave happy.” She pulled the finger free and swatted Diana three more times. “A slave is not being punished. No, a slave is just being played with. A slave is allowed to feel good when her mistress plays with her.” This time when she put her finger in Diana’s ass, it went quickly. “This is raping my little girl’s pussy. It’s what little girls are for. It’s what this slave is good for.” After the next three swats, she spent time softly caressing the bare bottom. 
For fifteen minutes, Malia alternated between spanking, caressing, and fucking her slave’s ass. Sometimes she was silent and sometimes she reminded her slave that a slave’s sole purpose in life was to please her mistress. She made no reference to the fact that she wasn’t playing with a real pussy, merely renaming that body part on her slave. Leave it to Diana to get the message. 
When she was done, she carried Diana back to her room and set her kneeling in front of the wide mouth jar that was her urinal. With her slave’s hands bound this time, Malia held her boy part as Diana blushed and then reluctantly peed in the jar. Once Diana got started her pee came out in a steady stream. After that, Malia put her slave in the cage with the girl’s legs tucked up to her chest. She left the cuffs clipped together and the gag in Diana’s mouth. “Good night. Sweet dreams,” she said as she left and turned out the light. 
Diana was shocked at the idea of being put to bed caged, cuffed, and gagged. She tried to convince herself that this was a mistake. Her mistress had forgotten the cuffs and gag, but she knew that wasn’t true. Her mistress had left her like this on purpose. She was still fuming over the indignity and the impossibility of sleeping like this when she fell asleep. After a long eventful day, she was exhausted. 
Unfortunately, falling asleep quickly didn’t translate into a good night’s sleep. For the past several nights, Diana had been bound and laid in a long, narrow drawer. Tonight she was again bound, but forced to curl up. The claustrophobic position hadn’t allowed movement, but it had been snug and prevented her from moving. The cage allowed her to move and every time she banged the side or top of the cage, she woke up. The night was full of half-awake, barely lucid periods with visions of helpless slavery. By morning she was still tired. 
Diana’s First Full Day
Awakened in the morning by her mistress, Diana had the chance to pee. She had to pee so bad that she even had a little erection. After that she ate a breakfast of cold oatmeal. To her utter astonishment, she was then left alone. She kept hoping that her mistress would come back at any moment, but that hope faded. All alone with nothing to do, she was miserable. The loneliness was crushing and she was homesick for her parents and siblings. 
She thought intermittently about the previous day. Three things kept popping into her head. First and foremost was the memory of her mistress raping her pussy. She had to admit that her memories were of physical pleasure. The pain from the finger in her bottom faded once she loosened up and then it felt good. The finger and the swats had made her boy part tingle and throb. Having just experienced her first orgasm, she knew what the tingle and throb could lead to and knew that her mistress was intentionally denying her that pleasure. So, the pleasure of the manipulation was mixed. It was the mental aspect of the rape that kept the memory freshest. She’d been so helpless. Her mistress had constantly reminded her that she was a toy. Her pleasure had been secondary. To her it seemed the whole purpose of the finger, the swats, and the words was to remind her that she was a slave. Her mistress had claimed she enjoyed it, but Diana was certain her mistress did it to make her feel small. And that made Diana wonder if her mistress simply enjoyed making her feel small. 
When she managed to get her mind off that, the punishment session consumed her attention. It took her a few minutes to remember why she’d been punished three times in a row. The whole session seemed to punish her for thinking she wasn’t a girl. But her mistress had made it very clear there were three different punishments. First for saying she wasn’t a girl… or implying it at least. It wasn’t for thinking she was a girl, but for saying it aloud. The third punishment was for running away from her punishment. That just seemed so unfair. What was I supposed to do? Just stand there and take it? Let her tie my up when I knew it was going to hurt? And then it was doubled for trying to avoid being tied up. She knew she shouldn’t have done that, but she just couldn’t help it. The answer to her questions was obvious… yes, she was supposed to stand there and let her mistress prepare her for punishment. She just didn’t think she could ever do that. Then there was a punishment in the middle. That was the hard one to remember. For a few minutes she was afraid she’d forgot it… doomed to repeat it. It just seemed trivial and when she remembered it was because she’d corrected her mistress, then she knew it was trivial. She hadn’t actually said she wasn’t a girl. She just… implied it and technically she was correct in talking back. Now that was a scary thought. She could be technically correct and still get punished. It was all in the eyes of her mistress. Like the pussy rape, her punishment came down to the same thing. She was a slave and her mistress would do what she wanted with her. 
After she’d spent a couple of hours commiserating over her status as a slave, her third vivid memory of yesterday reminded her that slavery wasn’t all bad. The bath, her first orgasm, and then her mistress’ orgasm had been incredible. Sure her mistress had made a point of saying even that was keeping the slave in good working order and pleasing the mistress. But it had been a heck of a lot of fun for the slave. Half a day of wearing a skirt hadn’t adjusted the little boy psyche to the point where he didn’t think of himself as being in little boy heaven with a naked woman who showed him about sex. He’d had sex with a woman! She’d touched him all over. He’d touched her. She’d made him a man… and all that pretty much reversed skirt and panties, being named Diana, and writing 50 times that he loved being a girl… complete with girly hearts over the if’s. He wasn’t a girl. He was a boy forced to pretend he was a girl. He could do that if it meant sex with his mistress. It even gave him a false sense of superiority. Boys took charge in relationships, didn’t they?
It seemed way too long before her mistress came back and let her pee in the dang jar again. Then a cold lunch was shoved through the opening in the front of her cage. She was left alone to eat and then left alone again after her dish was taken away. She wanted to scream, but the gag came out to eat and back in afterwards. And there was no one to hear her scream. For the long afternoon, her mind wandered all over the past day, the past week, and into the future when she’d escape and get home. She’d just have to figure out how to swim a thousand miles. 
At the end of an interminable afternoon, she got to pee and poop, so far the highlight of her day. She was even happy that her mistress stayed and watched. “I’ll be right back with your dinner,” said her mistress as she left. The promise of return meant so much to Diana. She ate dinner alone and then was crushed when her mistress left her alone again. Three meals told her it was getting late and she’d spent the entire day in the cage. At least this time her mistress left the gag out. With the day waning, she knew she was going to be ignored all day. In total despair, she started crying. 
Malia had, of course, left the gag out on purpose. She tucked Beau into bed, cleaned the dishes, and then came back to Diana to start her training. All day long the little girl had looked dissatisfied, but this was the first time she’d seen Diana cry. She didn’t offer any consolation. Her slave would learn soon enough that after dinner was her time. Opening the top of the cage, she lifted Diana out. Laying the slave on the bed, Malia helped her slowly stretch out, massaging stiff joints so her slave would be ready for training. 
Only then did Malia say, “Time for your training. First we’ll get you dressed.” She opened a drawer and pulled out a maid’s uniform that would be risqué even on a grown woman. 
What Diana saw was stark black and white clothing as her mistress set it on the bed. “Hold out a foot,” said her mistress and she held out her right foot. Her mistress said, “Pay attention,” and put a sheer black stocking over her foot and rolled it up to her mid thigh were it clung to her soft skin. She held out the other foot and then had stockings on both legs. When her mistress held out a pair of sheer panties, she thought them too small. When they turned out to be stretchy, she saw they weren’t too small to fit, just too tight to be comfortable after that. Her boy part made a prominent bulge in the front. Then her mistress put a black dress on her. It came to just above her nipples and fell just below the top of her panties. Standing straight up her panties showed. If she bent, everything was on display. The skirt, top, and shoulder straps were all lined with white lace. Diana already didn’t like the look of what she was wearing and then the tiny white apron confirmed her suspicions. Her mistress tied it around her waist with a big bow in back. She was a maid! The little black hair band with white lace trim looked like a maid’s cap. The shoes were shiny black, but unlike yesterday, these had a 1 inch heel. Low enough that she could walk, but high enough that she noticed a difference in balance. “Every day after dinner you’ll dress yourself this way.” Her mistress handed her a feather duster. 
“There are two locked doors in my home,” said Malia, Beau’s room and Snowball’s kennel. She led her maid around the compact quarters to show her the layout as she spoke. “You’ll clean every inch of my home except for those two rooms for now. Monday… today… you’ll dust everything except the kitchen and bathrooms. Tuesday you’ll vacuum. Wednesday you’ll scrub the bathrooms. Thursday you’ll scrub the kitchen floor. Fridays you clean the rest of the kitchen. Saturdays you’ll wash all the linens. Sundays you’ll wash clothes.”
Diana listened with growing concern. Every day there was something. No days off. No weekends. All day in a cage and then let out only to work. “This one does not know, mistress.” The statement came up a little short of what she really meant, but it was all she was allowed to say. 
Malia misunderstood at first and sternly respond. “That one knows now what she is to do every day.” Then she softened. “If that one means she doesn’t know how, don’t worry your pretty little head. I’ll show you how once. Pay attention and listen closely. If you do it wrong next week, you’ll be sorry.” She pointed at the table and asked, “Do you have any questions about how to dust that?”
“No, mistress.” She ran the feather duster over the table surface, brushing the dust away. When she looked up for approval, it was lacking. 
“The table has legs as well.”
She ran the feather duster around the table legs and was rewarded with an approving look. That lesson had been simple. Moving to a chair, she dusted it top and bottom, front and back. 
“Very good,” said Malia. “There are things that you cannot reach in this room,” she nodded toward a framed picture of a tropical isle. “There is a stepladder in the maid’s closet. Follow me.” Stepping to a small closet, she opened it so Diana could see cleaning supplies. She took out a three foot ladder and leaned it against the wall. “Dust what you can reach and then use this for the rest.”
Mercifully there wasn’t much furniture, so Diana made her way around her mistress’ home quickly. The quarters consisted of a sitting room with the locked door to Snowball’s kennel, a dining room, a master bedroom, Diana’s room, a locked door to Beau’s room in the hallway, a utility room with a small washer and dryer, the punishment room, and an office with a computer and Internet access. There was also the kitchen, master bath, and a powder room. Those rooms did not require dusting. 
All the while she was dusting, Diana was aware of her mistress’ presence, watching every move she made. Her mistress made occasional corrections. Not only was she under close scrutiny with every movement appraised and corrected as needed, but she was very away of her attire and how it exposed her. She might as well been naked from the waist down, but the maid’s costume was worse than being naked. It didn’t hide her boy part or bottom and it was demeaning. Being the maid hadn’t been in her idea of slavery until now. 
In the master bedroom, Diana dusted around the bra that lay on the dresser, picked it up and dusted under it, and then set it back down. “No, no,” said her mistress. “If you see things laying out any time you’re cleaning, you are to put them where they belong. Clothing on the dresser is put back in the drawer. Clothing on the floor is put in the hamper for washing on Sunday.” Nervously Diana picked up the bra… women’s underwear. Her mistress showed her how to fold it with one cup in the other and then opened the top drawer. “Bras and panties go here.” Diana nestled the bra in amongst the others. She picked up a pair of panties from the floor and put them in the hamper. 
When she dusted the office, her mistress showed her that she was just to stack papers and put them here, pick up pens and pencils and put them here, and then dust. Unknown to her, this was messier than her mistress normally let her office get just so she could see what needed to be done. “Never open the drawers in my office,” said her mistress. “There’s nothing of interest to you there and you’ll be in big trouble if you hide something in a drawer that I’ve left out. Understand that the rule about putting things away does not apply to this office. You straighten up, don’t put away.”
“Yes, mistress,” nodded Diana. 
Malia was at least as pleased as Diana when the task was done. Following the maid around and watching her dust was boring, but necessary for the first time. When that was done and Diana had put the feather duster and ladder back in the maid’s closet, she took her slave into the master bedroom. “I’ll give you ten minutes to open each drawer and memorize what is where. When you put something away, I expect you to know exactly where it goes rather than pulling open every drawer looking for the right place to put a blouse or my socks. Look in the closet as well so you know what is hung up and what is folded and put in a drawer.”
Left alone, Diana at least had something to do this time. She opened the drawers and noted the location of bras, panties, socks, shirts, and pants. It was confusing because some shirts were in a drawer with bottoms and another drawer also held shirts and bottoms. Apparently it didn’t matter which of the two drawers she could put a top or bottom in. The closet held dresses, shoes, coats, and a selection of shirts and pants. Moving back and forth between drawers and closets, Diana decided that “nice” clothes went in the closet and other clothes that could be folded went in the drawers. 
When the ten minutes were up, Malia went back in the master bedroom, a slender cane in her hand. “I hope you used the time productively,” she said, knowing that Diana hadn’t since the girl thought she was finished and was idly waiting. “Where are my socks?” Diana opened the second drawer. “Where are my shoes?” Diana showed her the shoes in the closet. “Where is my brown coat?” Coats were in the closet, but it took Diana a few seconds to find the brown one. “Put your hands on your knees.” 
Diana bent at the waist to put her hands on her knees as instructed. Thwack. She jumped and gasped, “Ow,” as the cane whipped across her exposed bottom. She looked back at her mistress in surprise. What was that for? 
“My brown coat will always be the farthest left item in the closet. You’ll always hang clothes facing left. Don’t go looking for something. Know where it is.”
Diana opened her mouth and shut it again. Then she said, “Yes, mistress.” But I didn’t know I was supposed to do that? She cringed as she thought about more spankings because she didn’t know where stuff was exactly. 
“Where are my shorts?” Diana hesitated and then guessed at the topmost of the two drawers with bottoms. “Hands on your knees.” Bravely Diana did as she was told. Don’t, and get more punishment. Thwack. She jumped and gasped as the cane stung her bottom. “That was correct, but don’t take so long. It tells me you weren’t sure. Where are my pants?” Diana quickly opened the other drawer. “Good girl,” said Malia. 
“Where are my scarves?” Diana looked back at her mistress in surprise. She hadn’t noticed those. She put her hands on her knees. To her surprise, her mistress patted her head. “Good girl. I appreciate that you’ve gotten the idea. You’ll have another ten minutes. When I come back, we’ll start again. Know where each piece of clothing is in my closet. Know where each type of clothing is in my drawers. Socks, bras, panties, short sleeve and sleeveless tops, long sleeve tops, shorts, pants, scarves, gloves, pajamas, lingerie… slips, sexy clothes, nightgowns,” she clarified when Diana looked confused and then added, “Stockings, sweaters.” She turned and left. 
In the next ten minutes, Diana was frantic as she checked out each drawer in more detail, occasionally taking something out to make sure she knew what it was and then putting it back very, very carefully. She noticed how things were folded. She’d need some help… instruction and practice to fold tops and pants. Then she went to the closet and memorized where each piece was. When her mistress came in with the cane, she shut the closet door and waited. 
Malia was instantly more impressed this time. The last time Diana had been finished and waiting, but this time she was still working at her task. Malia rattled off a list of items, swatting Diana only three times, once for opening the wrong drawer to find her sheer baby doll nightie, once for hesitating at the request for halter tops, and once for hesitating at the closet door. Diana thought the last one was unfair because she’d paused to remember the exact location of the silver pumps before opening the door. Once the door was open, she went straight to the shoes.  
“Take another ten minutes to study again. There will not be a test again today. Tomorrow I’ll expect you to perform perfectly.” She measured the length of Diana’s calf and then left again. 
When she returned, she was dumbstruck to see Diana wearing her black pumps with a three inch heel. She had never imagined the girl would be trying on her shoes. Diana quickly removed the shoes, put them back where they belonged, and stood blushing for her punishment. Those few seconds gave Malia time to think about her response. She bent and kissed her little girl’s forehead, rewarding her for such a girlish act. “We’ll get you some like that soon. It takes practice. Today, you’ll have to be satisfied with the low heels you’ve got.”
Diana blushed at the implication. I don’t actually want a pair of my own. But that was sure what it looked like, wasn’t it? “Yes, mistress,” she said. I just wanted to know what they felt like. But the idea of wearing those shoes… her shoes… maybe in the maid’s costume… made her boy part twitch. 
Taking her slave out to the living room, Malia pointed at three red circles on the floor. “Take off your shoes and kneel with your feet together in one circle and your knees on the other two circles.” Snowball would never have to kneel since this was too much of an upright position for her pet. Beau would soon get the same lesson. She watched closely as Diana knelt down and carefully made sure her knees and feet were in the proper position. The circles were in a corner with Diana facing out into the room. 
Malia positioned Diana’s wrists behind her back, crossed at the small of her back. “When you’re ordered to kneel, you will kneel just like this. You’ll stay like this until I give you another command.” Then she sat down where she could observe. She had a perfect view of the little girl’s boy part nestled in sheet panties. Leaning forward, she confirmed that Diana did indeed have an erection. The tight panties fully contained the small cock, a slender, tantalizing bulge. She could only wonder what brought on that response. It certainly did look like Diana was very aware that her mistress was staring at her boy part. 
For half an hour Malia had Diana stand and kneel to practice moving into the proper position. Occasionally she adjusted Diana back to perfection as she expected. Checking her watch, she sat back down and waited. “We have visitors coming,” she said to Diana. “You will stay exactly in that position. If you to embarrass me, our guests will watch you being punished.”
Visitors? Diana was astonished at the idea. Guests that would see her in the maid’s uniform, her wiener clearly visible. She wanted to sink through the floor. The warning was concise and clear. All her punishment had been done naked. All she had to do was imagine the guests seeing her like this and then watching her be stripped and put on one of the devices in the punishment room and then spanked. There was indeed something worse than holding still and letting them look. 
It took all of Diana’s willpower to stay in position when there was a knock at the door and then a woman came through the door with three girls on her heels. She looked pleadingly at her mistress, feeling betrayal at the intrusion. Not just guests, but three girls whose eyes went straight to her panties and the shape resting there. Hmmm. For the first time she realize her boy part wasn’t soft. Heaping humiliation on top of embarrassment, she colored red from the top of her little black uniform to her rosy cheeks. 
“Good evening, Mistress Malia,” said each of the girls with a curtsy to her mistress. The woman gave her mistress a kiss on the cheek and looked in her direction. “She’s darling.” When Diana shut her eyes and wished them all away, the woman added, “And so shy. I love it.”
Diana knew the three girls were slaves like her from their attire to the way they addressed her mistress. The girls were each dressed in short, frilly dresses, long white stockings, and white shoes. The dresses were shorter than she’d seen on girls in her previous life, but at least their dresses covered their privates. When their mistress said, “Kneel,” the three knelt in order from oldest to youngest. A nice little practiced show of obedience and training. 
Listening as her mistress give the other mistress a run down of what had happened so far, complete with back talk, spankings, cleaning, and kneeling, but skipping the sex from yesterday, Diana felt her whole life story was being told. The brief exchange lasted about 5 minutes and then the other mistress looked at her and asked, “Can she play?”
“Yes, she’s been very good. She has no idea what to expect, but I suspect if she did, she wouldn’t look so forlorn. What do you think?”
“I agree. At least the next time we visit she’ll have a smile on her face.” 
Diana perked up at those words. This didn’t sound so bad. Her mistress had used the term play time to refer to yesterday’s sex. If they were going to play that kind of game again, it would be fun. Two women and three girls to play with. She hoped they’d all get naked. 
“Stand up, Diana,” said Malia. “This is Mistress Olivia. You saw how her girls greeted me. Do the same for her this time and every time you see her.”
“Yes, mistress,” said Diana. “Good evening, Mistress Olivia,” she said with an awkward curtsy. 
Mistress Olivia tittered at the sight of Diana trying to curtsy. “No, no, dear.” She came over and moved Diana’s feet. “Amy, show her.” The oldest girl rose and curtsied in front of Diana. It was clearly an invitation for her to repeat the curtsy, so Diana did. “Dear, I know your skirt is so very short, but you do have to lift it a little on the sides as you curtsy.”
“Yes, Mistress… Olivia,” said Diana, repeating it again with her skirt raised even higher than indecent. 
“My God,” said Olivia, “look at her little cock. It’s hard for us.” She looked at Malia. “Have her…”
“Strip, Diana,” said Malia, knowing what Olivia wanted. “Take off everything so they can see you.”
Neither Malia nor Olivia was surprised at the hesitation and the look they got. Diana was weighing her options, trying to decide if she had any at all. “Yes, mistress,” said Diana. She pulled off her shoes and set them aside. Rolling down her stockings, she folded them as best she could and set them atop her shoes. She removed the hair band and apron, delaying as long as possible before taking off the miniscule dress and then the pointless panties. 
Malia took Diana’s hand and pulled her across her lap as she sat. She delivered three quick hand spanks and then stood the girl up. “Instant obedience,” she said to the blushing girl. “Don’t stand and stare at us like we have all the time in the world.”
“Yes, mistress,” said Diana contritely. Spanked right in front of the guests. And it was their presence that had made her hesitate. If they hadn’t been here, she’d have taken off her clothes sooner. 
“Amy, strip,” said Olivia. 
Diana watched as the oldest of the girls moved without hesitation, even eagerly to remove her shoes, socks, and dress. She may not have known why her wiener was hard already, but the idea of the sexy girl taking all her clothes off and the anticipation of playing with her was now the definitive reason she felt even harder. She looked curiously at the girl’s panties once Amy was down to just that. To Diana’s amazement, her suspicion was confirmed as a boy part popped out of the panties as they slid down the pretty girl’s legs. 
Confused, Diana looked at Amy, then Mistress Olivia, and then her own mistress. But Amy looked so much like a girl. She was a girl. She was feminine to the core. For the first time, Diana’s inner conviction of her own masculinity was shaken. She looked at the other two girls and knew already that they too had boy parts. Autumn stripped and then the gorgeous and sexy Annabelle showed off her hard little boy part. Four girls and four boy parts looking like they were ready to play. 
“Bath time,” said Malia and then nobody moved. “This is your home, Diana. Show them where the tub is.” The three other girls knew where it was, but they politely waited. 
Still stunned at the turn of events, Diana led the way to the bathroom. The three girls crowded eagerly behind her and she realized she ought to be eager as well. It was almost playtime. She smiled shyly at the girls and then started the water for the bath and added bubble bath. Again nobody moved and again Diana realized she probably had the lead, but Amy piped up. “Mistress Malia, may we get in the tub?”
“Yes, of course, Amy, all four of you.” 
Then Amy did push Diana gently, indicating she should go first. Diana, Amy, Autumn, and then Annabelle. The home team followed by the visitors in age order. It was definitely a big tub, but it was crowded with the four girls and not big enough for the two women as well. There was an awkward moment as Annabelle and Autumn sat side by side at one end of the tub, Amy was in the middle, and Diana at the other end. Then Amy pulled Diana toward the center, stood and moved behind her, and sat with Diana in her lap. Annabelle rose up and slid between Autumn’s legs. 
Resting in the older girl’s arms, Diana trembled with excitement. Her feet touched Annabelle’s feet, who seemed to enjoy even that touch. With a sly smile, Annabelle slid lower in the water and Diana felt the other girl’s feet caressing her legs. Autumn scooted closer and then Annabelle’s feet were playing with Diana’s cock. Blushing, Diana looked down shyly. She was in the tub with three girls just like her. Surreptitiously she maneuvered a leg so she could reach Annabelle’s cock with her toes. Her first sexual contact with another cock was safe, yet very titillating. 
Malia cast a glance at Olivia as the two women stood and watched. Diana’s reaction was so much like a shy girl as she was seduced by her new friends. She mouthed the words, thank you, to Olivia, grateful that Olivia had offered her girls as an example for Diana. Her new slave was having fun and barriers were obviously falling in her mind. There was so much more planned for the evening and only Diana didn’t know what was planned. 
Aside from Diana who had done her light chores for the evening, the bath was superfluous. Olivia had already bathed with and played with her girls once today. Malia had already bathed with Beau. They let the girls touch and caress each other for a few minutes and then Malia said, “Amy, wash Diana and then she’ll wash you. Annabelle and Autumn, you might as well do each other.” As Diana stood, she added, “Be careful with Diana’s cock. Don’t want her to cum yet.” Soap suds adorned the 10-year-old’s body and out of them poked a hard cock. 
The girls washed each other, Diana getting her first chance to wash another naked body. She enjoyed the feel of the other girl’s soft skin and her hard cock. Being naked together was exciting. Being with her own kind was incredible. Towards the end, Malia and Olivia both stripped and sat on the wide edge of the tub, washing between their legs with washcloths. Then the six rotated through the shower. Malia and Olivia. Amy and Diana. Autumn and Annabelle. 
Sparkly clean, the six girls moved to the master bedroom. The two women climbed on the bed. This was all for Diana tonight. A seduction that would rock her world. “Diana,” said Malia. “One of the girls is going to make you cum. Remember yesterday when you shot the cream out of your cock? Do you want to pick a girl to do it or should Mistress Olivia?”
For Diana it was a toss up between Annabelle who’d played footsie with her boy part and Amy who’d held her and then washed her. She made her decision, picking the girl closest to her own age. “Yes, mistress,” she said softly. Her eyes fixed on Annabelle. 
“You want it to be Annabelle?”
“Yes, Mistress.”
“Just remain standing, Diana,” instructed Malia. “Trust Annabelle. She’s good at this.”
Trust Annabelle? What is she going to do? Diana had no idea as Annabelle knelt in front of her. Her new friend kissed her tummy. Annabelle’s hands reached around and cupped her bottom and she kissed lower, even kissing Diana’s cock. Then she simply slid Diana’s cock into her mouth, eliciting a gasp from Diana. It felt so warm and tight. She could hardly believe her cock was actually in the girl’s mouth. One thing was for sure… she wasn’t about to object. It got even better as Annabelle’s mouth slid up and down on her cock. It was better than her mistress using her hand yesterday. So excited by the new sensation, Diana didn’t pay any attention to the subtleties of the blowjob. All she knew was the beautiful, blond girl was making her feel very good. 
Then she felt like she was ready to shoot out the cream like she did yesterday. Not allowed to speak, all she did was try to step back so she wouldn’t shoot it in Annabelle’s mouth. But, Annabelle knew what was about to happen and tightened her grip around Diana’s waist. Then it was too late and Diana felt her cock spasm. Her body tensed in ecstasy and the cum shot out of her cock into Annabelle. To her surprise, Annabelle kept sucking. She wasn’t grossed out at all. 
Annabelle rocked back on her haunches and opened her mouth to show Diana she had a mouthful of cum. She closed her mouth with a big smile and then stood up. Autumn was right beside Annabelle and the two kissed, a deep tongue kiss. Then Autumn showed Diana she, too, had cum in her mouth. Annabelle kissed Amy, sharing the taste with both the other girls. Then Annabelle stepped in front of Diana, wrapped her arms around Diana and kissed her. 
Seeing it coming, Diana had a couple of seconds to react, avoid the kiss if she wanted, but she didn’t. Instead, she let Annabelle kiss her and push her own cum into her mouth. As with yesterday, the taste was pleasant and the delivery method was extra special. She put her arms around Annabelle, returning the kiss eagerly. 
“Autumn, blow Amy,” said Olivia. The 11-year-old happily obliged, taking Amy to an orgasm that filled her mouth with the older girl’s cum. Autumn shared the cum with Annabelle and then with Diana. There was a distinctly different taste to Amy’s cum. The fertile cum was tangy and metallic, less pleasant than her own, but Diana still appreciated the delivery method. Kissing pretty girls was fun. 
“Now, it’s Annabelle’s turn,” said Malia. “Diana, I want you to blow her. Do like she did to you. When she cums, share the cum with the other girls.”
“Yes, mistress,” said Diana, kneeling quickly in front of the blond. The command had taken her by surprise, but she should have been expecting it. She stared at the cock for a few seconds and started to turn to say she didn’t know how, but Autumn was kneeling right beside her. 
“Make an O with your mouth,” said Autumn. “Just big enough for her cock. She wants to feel your mouth all around her. But first, lick it. Lick the bottom and the tip. Lick her balls.” She paused in her instruction while Diana licked the hard cock in her face. It was only fair, so she had no qualms about doing it. After 30 seconds, Autumn said, “Now make the O and slide your mouth all the way down to the base.”
Making a neat little circle just the right size, Diana touched the tip of the cock and then slid it in a little and then a little more. Annabelle’s little cock went all the way in her mouth and fit comfortably… the whole reason it was Annabelle’s cock that she started on. She put her hands on Annabelle’s bottom and slid the cock out and back in. 
“Do it again,” said Autumn. “But when you pull back, suck like you don’t want it to come out. Again.” She let Diana practice that a few times. “Now as you go in, use your tongue to lick the underside.” A few more strokes in and out and Autumn said, “Damn, you’re good.”
From Annabelle’s perspective, the praise was misplaced. Diana had some learning to do. But she knew Autumn had been told to say that to encourage the new cocksucker. It did feel good, just not as good as Autumn or Amy. She didn’t appreciate that she was taking the virginity of Diana’s mouth or else that might have added to her arousal. A few seconds after Autumn’s remark, Annabelle had a new appreciation for the value of praise, though. Like turning on a switch, suddenly Diana had confidence which meant tighter lips and faster stroking. 
After another minute, Autumn said, “Watch and listen to what she’s doing. She’s about to cum and you need to learn the signs so you’re ready. Whoever you’re sucking won’t always tell you they’re about to cum, but you still need to be ready for it. I hate to be surprised by it.”
Diana took note of Annabelle’s labored breathing and how her cock seemed to grow and stiffen just a little bit. Then Annabelle’s cock twitched and jerked in her mouth, shooting cum, recoiling, and then firing another round. Despite the warning, she was surprised and only Amy pressing against the back of her head and Annabelle leaning into her kept her from losing the cum. Sandwiched between the two girls, her mouth filled with the sweet tasting cum. Then she swallowed. 
“Oh, you did not just do that,” said a disappointed Autumn. “Tell me you didn’t just swallow it all.”
“Autumn!” snapped Olivia. The girls had been told not to directly address Diana. The new slave was under orders to speak only a few phrases and then only in response to her mistress. Autumn was distinctly aware that she wasn’t allowed to entice Diana to speak. 
“Diana!” said Malia, firmly yet softly. “Are you a little piglet who’s kept the cum all to herself?”
“Yes, mistress,” said Diana, already fighting back tears. It happened so fast. She forgot. It wasn’t that she was being a pig. 
The mistress surprised her slave by being understanding. “Don’t fret, Diana. It was your first one and you were excited.” Malia wasn’t about to taint the moment with anger or punishment. Diana had done well. 
“Amy, what should we do about that?”
“Mistress Malia, she sucks Autumn and shares that.”
“How does that sound to you, Diana?” asked her mistress. “I think we need to get the load of cum in your mouth to share again, so you can have another try. Do it right this time.”
Diana nodded, “Yes, mistress.” 
It was Autumn who looked disappointed. Amy was supposed to do her and Amy was the best. If it wasn’t for the fact that she was the only one who hadn’t cum and so was the only choice, she might have thought this was her punishment for speaking to Diana. “That sounds fair,” said Olivia. 
“Yes, mistress,” said Autumn, putting a smile on her face when she realized how she looked. “She’s good.” So, Diana got a second try and this time she did share the cum with her three new playmates. 
The two mistresses let the girls relax for a few minutes. When she was ready, Malia said, “It’s time for me to cum. Who wants to lick my pussy?”
“Yes, mistress!” blurted out Diana. She didn’t know what else to say and she didn’t want any of the other girls to take her place between her mistress’ thighs. The other three girls offered as well, though Diana had beaten them to it. 


“Who wants to lick my pussy?” asked Olivia. Her three girls all responded eagerly. 
“Diana,” said Malia. “Are you insulting our guest?”
“No, mistress,” said Diana, not understanding that she had. 
“Is there a particular reason why you don’t want to lick her pussy?”
“No, mistress,” said the slave as the light dawned on her. 
“Then would you like to lick her pussy?”
“Yes, mistress,” said the slave unconvincingly. 
Malia ignored the lack of eagerness. “Then in the future, I expect you’ll want to lick every pussy and suck every cock that’s offered to you. At home when they’re our guest or out when they’re our host. It’s only a matter of etiquette,” she pointed out. “Nobody really cares which cock or pussy you do or do not want to service.”
Diana’s cheeks burned at the reminder that her thoughts didn’t matter. “Yes, mistress.”
Turning to Olivia, Malia asked, “Would you like her to show you how well she licks pussy?”
“Yes,” said Olivia. “May I give her a few swats to get her attention? I’d like her to have a little more enthusiasm.”
“Of course,” said Malia. 
Listening to the exchange, Diana was even more humiliated to be traded away so quickly. She truly was just a thing for her mistress to use or to share. Then to have Mistress Olivia imply that she needed an attitude adjustment… just seemed unreasonable even if she did need one. Unfortunately there was no sorry in her allowed vocabulary. It wouldn’t have mattered if there was. 
After procuring a wooden paddle, Olivia told Diana to bend over and grab her ankles. Diana simply hated that idea. Hands on her knees had provided a good target for her mistress earlier in the day. Grabbing her ankles, which she did quickly despite her concerns, would just make her even more vulnerable. 
When Amy stepped forward to hold her shoulders, Diana thought her friend was holding her down to make sure she didn’t move out of position. She was still wondering about that when the first swat landed. She changed her mind when five of the fastest and hardest swats pounded into her ass and only Amy’s hands kept her from falling forward. Her ass stung and she barely had time to catch her breath before it was over. She looked up at Amy who was still holding her shoulders and thought… oh shit. The first of another rapid fire five swats landed as the word shit dashed through her mind. By now her ass was a vivid red. She still hadn’t made a sound and it was over the second time before she could. 
At least Amy let go of her shoulders this time and she straightened up. Mistress Olivia was sitting back on the bed and then lay back with her legs spread. Not a word was said and Diana didn’t wait to be told. She scrambled up on the bed, displaying her new attitude with the speed she got between Olivia’s legs and enthusiasm of her tongue. Olivia stopped her and made her turn around so her bottom was at Olivia’s face and she was eating pussy upside down. All the while, Olivia rubbed the warm, red bottom, enjoying the view. Once when Diana slowed, the mistress smacked an ass cheek as a reminder. 
Annabelle grinned as Mistress Malia beckoned her over. She quickly joined her second most favorite mistress and buried her face between Malia’s legs. She knew this was the real point of the evening’s play. The slaves played and came only to excite the mistresses. Now it was time to make Malia cum and she truly relished the opportunity. Her little tongue lapped at the woman’s pussy, knowing just how to treat a clit to make it stand up and then cum. All the while her eager eyes watched Malia, thrilling in the looks and sounds that were her reward. 
After the two mistresses came, there were more touches, caresses, and kisses shared between all of them. Then Mistress Olivia collected her three girls and they all got dressed. Diana was sorry to see them go. She looked back at her mistress as if asking for them to stay longer. Then when the door shut and they were alone, Malia said, “I think my little fuck bunny enjoyed herself today, Diana.”
“Yes, mistress,” beamed the girl. 
“It’s always nice to see my special girl smile,” said Malia. “I suppose that today what you enjoyed was playing with three other girls like you. You enjoyed the orgasms. You enjoyed the feel of their cocks in your mouth and the taste of their cum. Nothing like playing with naked little girls. I know I enjoyed it.” Then her voice turned to the voice Diana associated with training. “What you should have enjoyed most from today was that I enjoyed it. You pleased me. Even if you don’t get to cum all day, you should still be happy that you made me happy. And if you didn’t then you’ll know it.”
She held her hand out to Diana. “Come along, it’s close to your bedtime.” When Diana took her hand, Malia led the girl back to her bedroom. Diana looked warily at the cage, but Malia picked up a hairbrush, sat on the bed, and backed Diana up to her. Then she started brushing Diana’s hair. It was long enough to put in pigtails and to brush, but not nearly as long as Olivia’s girls. She ran the brush luxuriously through Diana’s hair. “I want you to grow yours as long as Annabelle’s. I want to dress you in cute clothes like those girls. I think those are three of the prettiest girls I’ve ever seen. Do you?”
“Yes, mistress,” said Diana. All three of them had been beautiful. 
“I’ve only seen one girl more beautiful that those three,” she paused and brushed Diana’s hair for 30 seconds. Then she asked, “Do you know who that is?”
“No, mistress,” said Diana. 
“You, honey,” said Malia. “You are more beautiful than them.”
“No, mistress,” argued the pretty little girl. 
Malia just chuckled at this particular disagreement. “I don’t expect you to realize just how gorgeous you are. But don’t put yourself down. Those girls have longer hair than you. That’s about all they’ve got on you. If you think long hair is the mark of a pretty girl, then soon enough you’ll come to see your own beauty.”
After brushing Diana’s hair for 15 minutes, Malia put wrist and ankle cuffs on her slave. “Don’t worry,” she said, soothing Diana’s fears. “They belong on you all the time except bath time. Sometimes I’ll put them back on after bath and sometimes later, like now. It doesn’t mean I’ll use them, though I might. If you behave, then I’m more likely to use them for play than for punishment.”
That left Diana to wonder just how they played with cuffs on her. She could think of nothing except using them to bind her wrists and ankles together or to something. Either way, playing while she was helpless didn’t seem like fun to her. Her mistress then dressed her in a pair of pink, sheer panties and a pink, sheer baby doll nightie. It made her look and feel like a girl. To her dismay, she was then put in the cage. “Good night, pleasant dreams,” said her mistress.
Malia made her way around the cabin, making sure everything was ready for the next day of training. The slaves thought they’d had long days. She’d just had three intense training sessions and wanted to just let it all slip away, lost in slumber. Instead, she thought about a conversation she’d had with Peter a few days earlier. 
“What’s the hardest trick to teach a dog?” he’d asked. 
Interesting question, but she hadn’t seen the relationship to training a slave. He’d already told her that slaves and dogs were different. “Jumping through a ring of fire? Meowing like a cat?’
He laughed. “Teaching a dog to drive a car. OK, there are tricks you can’t teach a dog, so what’s the hardest that you can teach him?” He answered his own question this time. “The second one.”
“The second one what?”
“The second trick you try to teach the dog is the hardest one. Consider it. You teach him to roll over and he gets a treat. Roll over. Treat. Roll over. Treat. Now he understands he gets a treat for rolling over. You want to teach him to shake hands and you give him a treat. What’s that? The treat is for rolling over, master? I got that one down. Let me roll over. I’ll show you I can do it. But no, you want him to shake hands. It takes a mental leap for the dog to realize that treats are for doing anything his master tells him to do… roll over, sit up, speak, shake hands… treats for all of them. Ah, the light goes on in his little doggie head. Now he understands that if he followed commands he gets a reward.”
“Yeah, and… so?”
“What’s the hardest trick to teach a slave… 10, 11, 12-year-old child?”
Malia shrugged. “I’m guessing it’s not the second one.” He didn’t say anything. “So which one?”
“I don’t know,” said Peter. He’d trained them since he was in his mid-teens. She believed him when he talked about training them. He liked to get specific about how hard to spank, how long to hang, or how loud to reprimand. He also liked to generalize like this. “Every slave is different. It might be his first one. It might be his tenth one. You’ll probably lose track of how many things a slave will do for you before the hardest one suddenly appears. Consider it. Your slave will do shit for no damn reason almost. Raise his hand in class to speak. Do his homework. Use good manners. Write a hundred times I will not be late for class. Nobody punishes him the way he’ll be punished as a slave, but he does it. He’ll do all those things for you because he thinks nothing of it. No cost to him. No loss of face. No admission of slavery. No submission.
“Then there will come a single moment when he says, hell no. Not that trick. You get a submissive personality, it might be sooner than you think. Don’t cum without permission. Oops, I came, mistress. So what? Teaching him to hold his orgasm might be hard, the one he says hell no. You get a strong personality, he might take pride in being able to hold his orgasm. Look, I can do it. Give me something harder. Tell him to kiss your feet and that might be the one he says hell no. The point is…?”
“Every slave is different,” she said. “Every slave will have a different stopping point, a different hardest trick. Then what? It’s downhill after that?”
“What do you think?”
She thought about it for half a minute. “I think that might not have been his hardest trick. He defies you over kissing your feet and pretty soon he’s kissing your feet. You don’t have him beaten because then he digs in when you tell him to gag himself with his underwear.”
“Or something,” nodded Peter. “Precious had several hardest tricks. Now that she’s fully trained I can look back and say getting her to stay in one place until she was told she could move was her hardest trick. Poor girl has ADD. Get her to sit still. Bad choice for a slave, but a real challenge.” 
“That’s physiological,” said Malia. “How’d you train her to do that? She can’t hold still.”
“Tell me about it. I thought it was gonna kill her. I didn’t just train her. She gets Ritalin in her food every day now. I said there are tricks you can’t teach the dog. There are tricks you can’t teach the slave. You have to know the difference between hard and impossible. And accept that something as easy as sitting still might be impossible for your slave.”
Diana’s Second Full Day
After a training session full of sex, Diana didn’t have a hard time getting to sleep. Now in her third night, the cage seemed less confining and more reassuring. It was her space and it was safe. Being in it also meant she’d have hours of sleep. She awoke occasionally and, aside from the time she woke up a little disoriented, she went right back to sleep. In the morning her mistress woke her up with a chance to pee and a bowl of oatmeal to eat. After breakfast, her mistress took away her bowl and gave her a paperback book to read. 
The book was about a girls’ club and she didn’t want to read it, so she thought about the previous day. Yesterday had been dusting and today would be vacuuming. She knew how to vacuum and thought she could do a pretty good job, though she wasn’t sure she’d ever get used to that maid’s costume. 
The biggest impression from yesterday was playing with Amy, Autumn, and Annabelle. They were pretty girls and fun to play with. She’d played girl games with them and enjoyed it. Most of all, it made her feel good to know there were other girls like her. That didn’t mean she felt like a girl or that she was fully convinced she was a girl. Her parents couldn’t have been wrong about something as important as that. She thought of baseball, football, and basketball. She thought of trying to sneak peeks at girls and now all she had to do was pull down her own panties and see one. She couldn’t believe her boy part got hard from looking at herself in a sheer nightgown. Ten years of being a boy wasn’t going to change quickly. 
After an hour of thinking, Diana was bored enough to pick the book back up and start reading. It wasn’t that the book was very good, but it did pass the time. Yesterday had been excruciatingly boring. She was 50 pages into it when her mistress brought her lunch of cheese pizza in. She looked at her mistress in surprise at the unexpected treat. The meal was delicious though she was again left alone to eat. 
As Malia came to get Diana’s empty bowl, she asked, “Do you like the book?”
Diana paused. She didn’t, but was she allowed to say she didn’t. She decided a lie was worse. “No, mistress.”
“That’s too bad,” said Malia. “It’s all about girls like you.” The point was for Diana to learn how girls thought, even if it was fiction. 
Do the girls in this story have boy parts? Does Marilyn, the tomboy, have a boy part? “Mistress, can I be a tomboy?” asked Diana. 
Malia frowned and reached back into the cage and removed the book. Then she put a paddle on the floor where Diana could see it. “Do you know what you just did wrong?”
“Yes, mistress,” said Diana. It was so hard to remember her new restriction, at least until reminded that she wasn’t allowed to say just any old thing. It had just seemed like the perfect question for the moment. She was proud of having come up with a compromise. She could be a girl and still act like a boy at times. Her mistress just didn’t appreciate the good idea. 
“Think about it until I come back,” said Malia. “You’ve earned yourself a spanking.” She collected the dishes and, looking to the paddle, said, “That one hurts a lot.”
Diana stared after her mistress pitifully. Her book was gone, so the afternoon was going to be boring and, on top of that, all she had to think about was the paddle that was on the floor. She peered at it. It had a sturdy wooden handle with a thick, solid looking leather strap as the paddle. It did indeed look like it would hurt a lot. For the next few hours, she remembered her last spanking with the knowledge that this one would be worse. Weighing heavily on her mind was the knowledge that she had to cooperate or the worse punishment could get even worse. That was a lesson she hadn’t forgotten. 
When her mistress did return hours later, Diana had made a difficult decision. She wasn’t stupid, but making the right choice was still hard. “Are you ready for your spanking?”
“Yes, mistress,” she said. 
“Tell me what you did wrong, Diana,” said Malia. 
Huh? Now that would require saying something not allowed. “Yes, mistress,” she decided was the right compromise. That was all. 
Her mistress smiled! “Well done, my pretty little girl. Now do tell me what you did wrong.”
Diana felt ten times better. “Mistress, I said more than I was allowed to say.”
“Yes,” agreed her mistress. “Not to mention that you’ve forgotten that your opinion doesn’t matter or considered that your mistress doesn’t want a tomboy. Look at you! A pretty, sexy little girl in a see-through nightgown. Boys would die to see you like that.” She opened the top of Diana’s cage and helped the girl to her feet. Caressing her cheek, she said, “Being a tomboy would just remind you of your parents’ mistake. Tomboys outgrow that and become pretty girls who like being girls. There’s no point in you being one of those disgusting things.”
“Yes, mistress,” said Diana. 
“Now, I’m planning on three swats with that paddle. It will hurt bad, but you deserve it for fighting with me over your femininity and your rules. I’ll make it just two if… the first one will be a surprise and hurt a lot, so let it all out then. I won’t give you a third swat if you can stay quiet for the second one.”
“Yes, mistress,” said Diana, expressing her understanding. Accepting her punishment was the difficult decision she’d made earlier. To argue would be more punishment. 
“Take off your nightgown,” said Malia. When Diana removed the top and laid it on the bed, Malia said, “That’s not bad, but pick it up and fold it.” When Diana picked it up, she said, “Grab the shoulders. Put them together and fold it in half. Smooth it out. Now lay it down.” When Diana laid the gown across the bed, she pulled down her sheer panties and hesitated, holding them out to her mistress. 
“What did the panties in my drawer look like?” asked Malia. 
Nothing special really, thought Diana. So, she just laid them on the bed with no ceremony. 
“Yeah,” said Malia, rewarding her special little girl with a hug. “Panties just aren’t worth folding. So, you should pay attention to how I fold my clothes and do the same with yours. Us girls gotta stick together.”
Us girls? It made her feel funny to think of herself as a girl like her beautiful mistress. She wanted to be like her mistress, but she didn’t want to be a girl at all. 
Lifting Diana from her cage, Malia said, “Go ahead to the punishment room.” Malia was pleased when the little girl dashed to the correct room. Diana was turning into a handful, but this was a step in the right direction. She followed the girl to the room and said, “Get in the stocks.” Again she was happy to see Diana quickly put her wrists and neck in the stocks. 
“Very nice,” said Malia. The girl had learned from the day before that she could make it worse. Today, hopefully she’d learn she could make it better. She dropped the top half of the child sized stocks into position so Diana was position perfectly and helpless.
“Here comes the first one, honey,” she said. “This will hurt and remember that I said you could scream as much as you want. You can’t imagine how much it will hurt.” Malia had no expectation that anyone could endure the surprise and shock of the leather strap across their unprotected bottom. She pulled back and delivered it quickly with a sound like a gunshot. 
Diana let loose of a scream that would have challenged the soundproofing of such an equipped room. On board the Haven, it was very likely the entire ship heard the poor little thing. 
“Well… OK,” said Malia as the noise died down and the cute little bottom stopped writhing pointlessly. “Guess that did hurt a lot. Now remember that if you can stay quiet on the next one, it will also be the last one. Do try for me, honey.” 
With that Malia announced the second was inbound. She did really want Diana to succeed and as the gunshot sounded through the room, there was a muffled grunt/scream and much dancing on tiny toes that wiggled a cute bottom with two red stripes across it. Malia noticed a half erection between Diana’s slender thighs, but now was not the time to draw attention to that. Maybe at playtime sometime soon she’d explore the connection between a spanking and her little girl’s arousal. 
The mistress walked around in front of her slave and dried her tears with her tits. “Mistress can’t ask more than that you try and, honey, you tried so hard.” Raising the top of the stocks, Malia freed her little slave. “Run and get your maid uniform on. There’s vacuuming to do today.”
Properly motivated, the little slave didn’t hesitate to run and put on the skimpy black and lacy white clothes. Clothes or uniform were the only nouns that described it. Skirt, dress, or anything else made it sound like more than it was. She came back and stopped in front of her mistress. 
Waiting for praise? Malia was surprised at the little girl nervously posed in front of her. She considered just how to deliver the wanted praise so it didn’t seem she was answering Diana’s unspoken request. “Good girl, that was quick and now you’re ready to vacuum. First, turn around and put your hands on the wall.” She then delivered the praise at Diana’s appearance with her hand on the cute, panty clad bottom and a caress to the little bulge in front. 
The slave was disappointed at the praise of her speed, but the hand that caressed her that would have been obscene and unwanted two days ago, was a welcome reward for her appearance. It elicited a blush, but not as vivid as the day before. 
“Follow me,” said Malia curtly, calling an abrupt end to the fondling. She led Diana to the maid’s closet and stood in front of it, looking at the closed door with a purpose. 
Diana opened the door. It was Tuesday, vacuuming day, so she pulled out the vacuum. The truth was that Malia or any of the Citizens could have her room cleaned by the well trained staff of slaves. Like Malia, most chose to have a slave do it, though both Olivia and Peter were exceptions. Precious, Amy, Autumn, and Annabelle had naught to do but serve their mistress or master as sex slaves. 
“Do you need instruction on vacuuming?”
“No, mistress,” said Diana as she looked over the machine. It was different, but not too much so, from the one they had at home. And in her house, you spilled, you vacuumed. Rolling the vacuum to the sitting room, Diana stopped and did have a question. “Yes, mistress,” she corrected herself, carefully not asking the question yet. 
“Your question?” prompted her mistress. 
“Mistress, should I vacuum the floor and use the skinny thing to vacuum the edges?”
“This skinny thing?” asked Malia, pulling the crevice tool from the vacuum and smacking Diana lightly on her nearly bare bottom. “Yes, vacuum the floor, use the crevice tool on the edges and anywhere else it looks appropriate, and use the upholstery tool… the fuzzy thing… on the furniture. Do the best job you can and I’ll tell you what you missed. Dear Diana, do not try to wiggle your cute little bottom out of your work by asking such a question. Do everything you can think of and then I’ll tell you what you didn’t think of. I doubt that you’ll ever do too much cleaning.”  
The swat to her bottom was nothing compared to the two she’d already received today, but in a way it hurt just as much. The disappointment and sarcasm that followed the swat made her feel small. Yes, it had been a stupid question designed to get permission to do less. She started with the floors, vacuumed the crevices, and then the furniture. She even reached up to vacuum a picture she’d dusted yesterday and that’s when her mistress stopped her. “Dusting and vacuuming are different. Don’t do both to one thing. Pictures are dusted. I’m satisfied with this room. Go to my bedroom.” She was actually quite surprised at Diana’s thoroughness, but wasn’t going to praise her maid for doing a good job just yet. 
As house cleaning proceeded, Diana did need a few promptings. Slow down and clean the edges better. Vacuum everywhere, even it you can’t see any dirt. Don’t forget the door sills. The floor behind the open door is vacuumed as well. It wasn’t hard work, but it was tedious and took Diana nearly an hour to do the entire cabin, small though it was. 
When her slave was done, Malia praised her, saying, “That was quite good for a first time, Diana. I’ll expect that every Tuesday without supervision from now on. Put away the vacuum and come to the sitting room. I have a reward for you.” 
Pleased with the praise and promise of reward, Diana hurried to put away the vacuum, being smart enough to wind up the cord, stow the hose, and put the tools back where they belonged. She came back to her mistress with a slight smile. There were good things and bad things; though she was not happy with her a life as a slave, she looked forward to the good things. For the reward, she was blindfolded and told to kneel. 
“You enjoyed playing with the other girls yesterday,” said Malia. “Today your reward will be to suck a boy’s cock. You’ll love the taste of that, too. My boy slave is named Beau. You’ll be sucking his cock. He is my top slave, so someday soon you’ll be expected to follow his commands and please him. I hope my little slave girl wants to earn the favor of the only boy in her life.” As she tied Diana’s hands behind her and blindfolded the girl, Malia added, “You may not talk from now until the blowjob is finished and I’ve taken Beau back to his room. You will meet him when I’m ready. Until then he is just a cock for your mouth.”
Diana was a bit dubious of cocksucking as a reward. Sure it tasted good, but it was also some work and from the sound of it, she wasn’t getting sucked in return. That was the really good part of yesterday. Sharing. Still, she did understand that she hadn’t done a perfect job, so her reward would be meager. Waiting patiently, it didn’t take long before she heard them in the room and then the cock touched her lips. Rebellion would only turn the reward into punishment and she had no intention of rebelling in the first place. A boy’s cock! Is it different than a girl’s? She opened her mouth and licked up and down, getting the sense that it was similar to Amy’s cock in size. It was warm and salty and the tip was adorned with a tasty drop. Rising up tall on her knees, she took the head in her mouth and sucked as she’d learned. She knew just how it felt and though she wasn’t getting hers in return, she wanted to make a good first impression on the top slave. It didn’t sound like she wanted to piss him off. As Beau wondered about her, she wondered about the boy standing in front of her. She imagined him to be handsome and about Amy’s age. She wanted to do a good job for him, thinking of how he might reward her sometime in the future. As he came in her mouth, she held it and savored it. “Swallow, Diana,” said her mistress, so she did. 
Then Beau was led away and she could tell when her mistress returned a couple of minutes later. “Stand up, Diana,” said her mistress and once she was standing, her blindfold was removed. “I want you to go take off the maid’s uniform and put it back in your drawer. Do you remember which drawer it belongs in?”
“Yes, mistress,” nodded the little girl. 
“Answer this question,” said Malia, granting her slave permission t use more than her usual vocabulary. “If you were in my room and went to that same drawer, what would be there?”
“Mistress, your dresses.” She looked down at herself. This is mistress’ idea of a dress for me?
“If you have a swim suit, where would it be?”
“In my third drawer?” It would make sense that her drawers would be organized like her mistress’ drawers. She had only been allowed to look in one of hers so far. 
“That’s right, so now, go take off the maid uniform and put it away. Get your white swim suit and put it on. Then come back to me.” She sent her little girl slave off with a smile. Wonder what she pictures when she thinks swim suit?
Diana was eager to take off the obscene little outfit. She’d come to think the scanty clothing was more embarrassing than being just plain naked. It was subservient and didn’t cover anything to speak of. The chance to take it off and put on a swim suit was even better, though she realized swim suit meant girl’s swim suit. She tried to picture herself in a one-piece suit as she stripped and folded her clothes. When she opened the drawer to get out her suit, she fished around for the missing part until she realized there was nothing missing. The suit was indeed a one-piece, but the one piece was the bottom of a bikini and a very skimpy bottom at that. She pulled it on and looked at herself in dismay. It was white and lacy, her skin visible through the lace with the exception of a white triangle over her boy part. Worse, it was tight enough that suit bulged out around her boy part just while it was soft. Returning to her mistress, she didn’t even bother to ask if something was missing. 
“Just darling,” said Malia as she looked Diana over. She clipped a leash to the slave’s collar. “We’re going for a walk.” 
“Yes, mistress,” nodded Diana. When her mistress looked at her in surprise, Diana realized she was looking forward to the walk and her voice said so. Ignoring the pointless “swim suit” as something she’d just have to wear, she wanted to get out of the cabin and out on deck. She wanted to see other slaves, Mistress Olivia and her three girls at the top of her list. 
Once they were on deck, Diana was much more animated than their previous walks as she tried to take in everything around her. She wanted to run ahead, lag behind, explore the nooks and crannies, and especially see how other slaves dressed and acted. What Malia expected was for her slave to follow along obediently, attention on her mistress. They had only gotten 30 paces before Malia stopped and turned to her little slave. “Are you enjoying yourself, Diana?”
Yes, absolutely. Oh hell, no, I’m not. “No, mistress,” said Diana as she picked up from her mistress’ tone that she was not supposed to have a good time. 
“Looked like you were,” said Malia. “I expect you to have a good time.”
“Yes, mistress.” Then why are we stopped and why are the hairs on the back of my neck standing up? 
“You just need to know how a slave has a good time,” instructed Malia. “A slave adores her mistress and keeps her attention on her mistress all the time. A slave enjoys staring at her mistress’ backside and nowhere else without permission.”
“Yes, mistress,” nodded Diana, the fun taken out of the outing now. 
Malia turned her back on Diana. “You can look here,” she pointed at her ass, “or here or here,” she pointed at her back and the back of her head. “Now follow,” she tugged on the leash and they started walking again toward the back of the ship. As they walked, she looked over her shoulder occasionally to make sure Diana was being more attentive. 
When they arrived at the back of the Haven, the sun setting in the distance, Malia reclined on a deck chair. “Now, you may look around, Diana. When you do, I want you to tell me how many slaves you see.”
Should have known it, thought Diana. I have permission to look around and I have an assignment. She scanned the relatively deserted open area around her. “Yes, mistress,” she said when she was finished.
“Good girl. How many?”
“Eight, mistress.”
“Eight? I see eleven. Try again. Look everywhere.”
Angry at herself, Diana went back to looking, but it took a while to see the two ponies harnessed to the back rail. She hadn’t expected to see slaves without a master. The eleventh one shocked her once she saw the master with no slave and looked closer. Then she saw the head (boy or girl?) sticking out of a leather ball. “Yes, mistress,” she announced that she’d successfully recounted. 
“The two ponies,” said Malia, nodding in that direction. “They miss their master. It’s punishment to be a pony. If you’re disobedient enough or disappoint me bad enough, I could assign you to be a pony girl. For a week. A pony pulls people around in a rickshaw all day. When you’re not doing that, you’re being whipped, raped, or just tied off somewhere with nothing to do. Diana,” she said sharply to make sure she had her slave’s attention. “You’d wish you were back with me inside of an hour, but you’d be a pony for a week.”
“Yes, mistress,” said Diana, getting the message loud and clear. She stared at her mistress.
“You wouldn’t like that, huh?”
“No, mistress,” she kept her eyes fixed on her mistress. 
“Have a question, Diana?”
“Yes, mistress.”
Malia sighed. She didn’t like this phase of training where Diana wasn’t allowed to speak freely. “What’s your question?”
“What would I have to do… what’s that bad… to be a pony?”
“Ah, that’s a good question,” said Malia. “Sit here,” she spread her legs for the 10-year-old to sit and lean back against her. Wrapping her arms around her little slave, she hugged Diana against her. “What you get away with today might get you there tomorrow. I’ve said before that your punishment will get worse and worse for disobedience. There’s not going to be a time when I say, next time you’ll be sent to be a pony. One day I’ll just decide you’re not getting the message from me and you need that special punishment.”
She kissed the top of Diana’s head. “I love you, Diana I’m certain you won’t ever deserve that. Don’t disappoint me.” Her hands caressed Diana’s bare chest, juxtaposing her concern, tenderness, and love with the threat of punishment.  
With permission to look around and no assignment, Diana didn’t pay much attention to anything except the feel of her mistress’ hands caressing her and body enveloping her. Mistress and slave were pointed in the direction to watch the setting sun and that’s just what they did. 
As the sun was nearly gone, Malia sat up. “Let’s go, Diana. It’s going to get chilly and you’re not dressed for that. I do like bringing my girl out to watch the sunset.” She also liked that her slave was subdued and submissive as they returned to the cabin, calmed by the romantic moment without even noticing. When they walked in the cabin door, she said, “It’s bath time. Go get it started.”
“Yes, mistress,” grinned Diana, her energy suddenly returning. She ran the hot bath, stripped, and stood naked as she waited eagerly for permission to get in the tub with her mistress. Already she was getting used to the routine. The boy who had been kidnapped days ago would have argued over a daily bath. Now she looked forward to it. 
After the bath, Malia put Diana’s wrist and ankle cuffs on right away. Much to Diana’s dismay, she also put them to use by clipping her right wrist to her right ankle and left wrist to left ankle. With Diana resting on her front and her bottom in the air, Malia sat down on the bed next to her. “Play time,” said Malia simply as she rested a hand on the little girl bottom. 
It wasn’t exactly Diana’s idea of play time to be bound and virtually helpless. The hand on her bottom reminded her of that first day when her mistress had raped her ass with a finger. She was relieved when her mistress started by stroking her back. “My slave needs to relax,” said her mistress soothingly. “Being tense won’t change anything. I’ve already decided what we’re going to do and a slave should be happy to get her mistress’ attention. A slave should be happy that her mistress finds her sexy. A slave should just be happy to know that it makes her mistress happy to have her tied and helpless, just a toy for me.” She caressed the soft skin for a minute before she added, “A very sexy toy.”
As Malia proceeded to touch every inch of Diana’s body, she kept up a steady stream of compliments mixed with reminders that the girl was a slave, a toy, her property, and a fuck bunny. She watched Diana’s reactions carefully as her slave got more and more relaxed. She could say just about anything except property. She could touch her little girl just about anywhere except the soles of her feet. Those two things made the 10-year-old tense instead of relax. Avoiding those, she spent 30 minutes getting Diana relaxed. Then she rested a hand on Diana’s right heel and said, “Is somebody ticklish?” 
Diana whined and said, “No, mistress.” She whined again as her mistress chuckled softly. 
My, my, thought Malia at Diana’s reaction. Looks like I found a weak spot. The no, mistress was clearly not saying no, I’m not ticklish. It was saying no, please don’t. She ran her fingers lightly over the bottom of Diana’s right foot and it jerked away. Then she simply assaulted both feet with her fingers and Diana broke down in a giggling, squirming, shrieking mess. She tickled for 30 seconds and let Diana get her breath back and then started again. When Diana rolled to her back, Malia got the first glimpse of her slave’s grinning face. Oh, my, my, no means yes. When she stopped this time, her slave’s eyes clearly dared her to do it more. Don’t dare me, sweetie. Malia mercilessly attacked the bare feet, aroused at the sight of the girl squirming helplessly. 
Stopping for the last time, Malia savored the view of her breathless captive waiting with a mixture of excitement and dread. It was hard to tell what her little girl thought about being tickled so savagely. Her boy part was not hard. Her little body trembled. Her expression said yes, but her body language said no as she tried, very ineffectively, to hide the soles of her feet. Deciding she’d have to revisit this particular play, Malia moved on to what she had planned. 
The mistress chided herself for the diversion; she’d spent several minutes relaxing her slave and just a couple winding her back up. Returning to the gentle caresses and soothing voice, she coaxed her captive to relax again in just a few minutes. Ending up with her hands on the pert little bottom, Malia worked a single finger in a spiral around the inviting little pucker, slowing getting closer. Arriving at her goal after giving her slave plenty of warning, she started working her finger into Diana’s asshole. “Playing with my little girl’s pussy,” she teased as she slowly worked her finger in. “Cute little pussy that doesn’t want to be played with.” Reluctant or not, Diana’s tight hole gave way to the insistent pressure. Her cock grew to its full size as Malia’s finger sank all the way in. “I think my little fuck bunny likes having her pussy played with. You’re all hard for your mistress.
Playtime lived up to Diana’s expectations. Sometimes it felt good and sometimes it didn’t. All of the time she felt her mistress’ dominance. Her initial feeling of dread faded as her mistress caressed her and soothed her for a long time. There was no sense of right or wrong to the touching. It simply happened and she accepted that. There was a definite sense of good and bad. This was good… very, very good. It was good right up until her mistress mentioned ticklish. Yes, somebody is and holy cow, my feet are stuck there. So easy. “No, mistress.” Not that. Oh, crap, she’s gonna anyway. She tried to curl her toes, put the soles of her feet together, anything. 
The first touch was not actually tickling, but the soft touch to her sensitive sole make her jerk away before she knew it was just a test. She held her breath for a second and then both her feet erupted in the squirmy, unavoidable, unbearable pleasure/torment of tickling. The youngest of her family, she’d had her share of tickling before, but there were options then. Now she was just a tickling target, wiggling, giggling, and gasping. Of all the things her mistress had done, this was the most domineering and she felt the most helpless. A welcome break was too short and she surrendered to another chorus of giggling. How unfair! Crazy and cruel and wonderful. Let me have a chance! It went on and on, interminably for the ticklish girl. Left gasping for air, the wonderful part was overwhelmed by the torment. Still, she couldn’t help looking at her mistress with daring eyes. Do it again. Not so long. No, don’t. Not again. If you do, I’ll… do absolutely nothing, won’t I? Just take it over and over.   
Even after her mistress stopped, Diana was worried it could start up again anytime. Even when she was relaxed, she couldn’t forget how vulnerable her feet were. And then her mistress reminded her of another vulnerable spot. I can’t protect anything. A finger teased its way closer and closer to her butthole… pussy. It was both, but now it was mostly a pussy. With a little cock raping it. It wasn’t as bad as she remembered from yesterday. Mistress’ finger went in easier and it didn’t feel as odd. The act and the words her mistress used were wrong and it felt wrong. Yet, again all she could do was take it. 
“Cute little bottom with a tight, tight pussy,” said her mistress as she stroked the finger in and out. “It’s what girls do best. I wanted a girl to play with just like this. It feels good, doesn’t it, sweetie. So good to have her little pussy played with.” Wrong. It does not. It’s not right. Stop it. She moaned softly. What the…? What was that for? She suddenly became aware of how hard her boy part was. Her cock liked having her pussy played with. Fight it though she may, she liked what her cock liked. She was moving her bottom in circles, raising it higher. It was like the tickling… good and bad, more, more, no, less, don’t, yes. Yet, it was so different from the tension and pace of the tickling… slow, gentle, getting better instead of worse. 
Mistress voice was a soothing monotone, praising her ass and pussy, then even praising her cock. Then the voice changed just a little, offering her a reminder, “My fuck bunny can beg during playtime.”
Beg for what? I’m not gonna beg for her to stop. No point in begging for more. She was silent for another 30 seconds before she realized what she could beg for. “Mistress, ohhhh, um… mistress, a slave would like to cum. Please, mistress, touch… touch my cock. R-rub it.” She stopped and waited for a reaction. Then more stridently, “Please, mistress. Touch… rub my cock like yesterday. It feels good, And… and… not so slow in my… pussy. Mistress, a slave wants to cum real bad.” She felt stupid begging for that. Her mistress didn’t care what she thought or wanted. It was pointless. 
Another 30 seconds passed as the finger relentlessly teased her. “Please, mistress, would you like to see a slave cum.” The finger moved faster, just a little but definitely faster. “Mistress, a slave wants to make her mistress happy.” She just didn’t know how her orgasm could be tied to her mistress’ pleasure. The finger sped up some more. Her cock felt ready to explode, swollen and throbbing. She’d never felt it this big before. It was pleasure and torment. It was almost painful to need to cum so bad and not be able to. “Mistress,” her voice went up a desperate octave, “don’t. I gotta… it hurts… please, may a slave cum. Cum for her mistress. Cum. Watch me.” The finger sank deep and then rotated, the finger tip drawing a circle deep inside her. “Eeeeee, mistress! Don’t. Stop. Stop. A slave is… gaahhhh…  Stop! Please, mis-mistress, may a slave eat mistress’ pussy?”
The little girl breathed a sigh of relief as the finger pulled out of her pussy. It wasn’t the climax that she craved, but she was no longer feeling the torment of need. “That’s a good idea,” said her mistress and then she was turned and put face first in mistress’ soaking pussy. “A slave should take 15 minutes to make mistress cum,” she said. Aware there was no clock in her line of sight, Diana started cleaning up the juices that seemed everywhere. Juices for me. My bottom and pussy made her like this. Begging made her like this. She liked that her mistress could get this excited over her. Then she started humming the Final Jeopardy theme in her head, exactly 30 seconds long if she did it at the right tempo. She’s joked about that back when… before she belonged to her mistress. Do it 30 times and she had 15 minutes. It wasn’t hard to concentrate on the music in her head and tease mistress’ pussy at the same time. No harder than walking and talking. 
At 24 times, her mistress told her to do it now. She kept up her leisurely lapping, enjoying the chance to turn the tables as her mistress moaned with pleasure. No way was she going to do it early. At 28 times, her mistress sounded cross, demanding her to finish her. Diana shook her head, but with time running out, she did put her focus on mistress’ hard little clit. Soon. She passed through 29 and midway through the 30th pass through the 30 second jingle, she started lipping mistress’ clit. Dum-de-dum-dum-dummm… dummm… dummm! Her eyes sparkled as she assaulted mistress clit. Cum for your slave, mistress. Her mistress didn’t last another 30 seconds, cumming long and hard. 

Malia pulled the little slave up between her legs, across her body, and right beside her. With an arm around Diana, she stared at her slave as she panted from the incredible orgasm. Fifteen minutes and 45 seconds. She wondered how Diana had been so close. Fifteen minutes and a little margin for error. 
After a few minutes, she put Diana in the position she’d held earlier and unclipped her ankles and wrists. “Stay like that,” she said and slid her finger into Diana’s upturned bottom. She spent a couple of minutes working Diana back to hardness, ignoring the begging. It was too soon. When she thought Diana was ready, she said, “When I say you can cum, I want my fuck bunny to stand up and face me, stroke her hard little cock, and shoot her cum into the palm of her other hand.” She pounded her finger in and out as Diana whined in desperation. “Cum for me,” she said. 
Diana didn’t waste any time getting off the bed and facing her mistress. Her little fist grabbed her cock and stroked hard and fast. Teased for so long… twice… she ached for release and she took advantage of her mistress’ permission. She watched her mistress whose eyes were on her cock. It was embarrassing, but also thrilling, to jerk off in front of her mistress. Within seconds, she came and pumped the warm, clear ejaculate into her palm. She even knew why she was holding it in her hand and waited for the order. When it came, she raised her palm to her face and licked the small puddle, swallowing the nectar she’d just wrung from her body. 
Malia didn’t even ask the question, she just said, “My slave enjoyed playtime. I enjoyed it, too. That’s a nice smile for me.” It looked like the smile on a man’s face after a good orgasm, but it could well be a smile expressing her happiness that her mistress was happy. 
“Tomorrow we’re going to visit Mistress Olivia and her girls. Right now I want to tell you how I know you’re a real girl. You’ve really proven it yourself, my precious slave. You see, a girl likes the taste of cum from a boy part, whether it’s on a girl or a boy. Boy’s don’t.” An outright lie, but it had enough credibility and logic to convince a new little girl who had no other source to refute the claim. “I saw you enjoy Beau’s, Amy’s, Autumn’s, and Annabelle’s cum. You even like the taste of your own. Case closed. You’re a girl. Be proud of it.”  
The explanation made sense to Diana. It was something new to her, but it made sense. That meant possession of a cock was not the defining trait like she’d been told. It explained to her why it was bad to be a fag. Because cum would taste bad. It explained why Amy, Autumn, and Annabelle were girls. Even her mistress liked the taste of cum. She had a sense of camaraderie with the girls with boy parts and even with her much feared mistress… a same sex camaraderie. Her mistress would teach her how to be a girl.
After a full session of training, Malia left Diana to ponder that new revelation. After some water and a chance to pee, she put Diana back in her cage for the night. “Good night, pleasant dreams, little girl.” Diana fell asleep quickly. The orgasm had been draining. The entire playtime had been draining. She felt safe in her cage. It was her space, crowded though it may be. She dreamed of being a girl, a pretty little girl. In the middle of the night she awoke with a hard on. She felt sexy – she had a hard on for herself. A few minutes later she fell asleep again. 
Malia wound down her day with a report to Peter. His advice was invaluable and she wanted his opinion on everything. As she described her busy day, he was pleasantly surprised at the progress of her three slaves. He’d warned her against training three at once, but she insisted. “Good, good,” he nodded his approval when he’d heard about the day and offered his critique. “Different carrot, different stick, and different expectations. As long as you remember they’re different personalities and you’re molding them to different slaves, you’re doing fine.”  
 Diana’s Third Full Day
Much as she hated it, Diana was learning the routine. Breakfast. Boredom. Lunch. Boredom. Dinner. Lots of attention. She looked forward to breakfast, lunch, and dinner. She also looked forward to lots of attention from her mistress, Mistress Olivia, Amy, Autumn, Annabelle, and Beau. Anybody. That, however, was still a subconscious yearning. Consciously she feared her mistress and dreaded the attention. The rules were strict and non-negotiable with punishment more extreme than she’d ever experienced before. She was under scrutiny constantly and it was too easy to mess up. Certainly there were rewards that she consciously looked forward to, but it was like walking a minefield to get to those rewards. Even the rewards were non-negotiable as her mistress manipulated her to naughty feelings that overtook her. 
Unfortunately for Diana, while she knew the routine, she broke it. By late-morning she needed to pee. She knew she got to pee before each meal, but how long until lunch? How could her mistress possibly punish her for needing to pee? There was a reason they called it the call of nature. She couldn’t help it. Deciding she just had to do it, she rolled to her side, stuck her cock through the cage and peed out onto the smooth Pergo floor. She meant to just relieve the pressure, but once it started, it was hard to stop. She stopped and it dripped, feeling like her cock was filled with pee. A little more to get rid of that and then a little more. Before she knew it, she’d emptied her bladder and formed a large pool of urine. Urine that was still warm when her mistress opened the door with her pee pot. Oh, no, if I’d waited just a few minutes! I could have waited. She looked up at her mistress who was staring at the puddle on the floor and then look at her. OH, NO, fuck no, it wasn’t that bad! Mistress, I couldn’t help it. Her eyes pleaded, frightened by the expression on her mistress’ face. 
Which was exactly the opposite of what Malia was thinking. The evidence pointed to the fact that Diana could have helped it. Her slave had just peed. She set down the plate of food. “The rule is perfectly clear, Diana. You wouldn’t pee on the floor at home or at school. And you’d only get a scolding there. I see you cared enough to not pee in your cage. You don’t pee on my floor either. You hold it for your mistress. When it hurts, you still hold it. You just did that.” She put her finger to the puddle. “It’s still warm.” Poking her finger through the cage, she said, “Clean it off.”
Diana’s eyes got big as her mistress stuck a finger through her cage that had a drop of pee on it. The finger was poised right in her face. Clean it off? Lick it off? What? She hesitated, trying to figure out if clean it meant clean it with her tongue. With a grimace, she swiped her tongue across the fingertip.
“Suck it,” said Malia impatiently. “Get it all off.”
With another grimace, Diana sucked on the fingertip. 
“You’ll just do without lunch,” said the mistress. She huffed. “I can’t let you go without drinking, though.” She set the cup with a straw outside the cage and Diana drank the juice wondering if her mistress knew it also chased away the taste of the pee. “You’ll clean that up before dinner.” Malia carried the tray of food away and came back a few minutes later with another cage, this one on wheels, and some more juice which Diana drank quickly. The juice was hardly a substitute for food, but it was better than nothing. 
 “Take off the nightgown.” Diana struggled to get the flimsy nightgown off in the confined space. With that done, her mistress opened the top of the cage and pulled out her and her nightgown. “Get in that cage and lie on your back,” instructed her mistress. What now? thought the 10-year-old as she climbed in the second cage. What’s the point? It’s the same as the other one. Except for the wheels. 
Once inside the cage, she rolled to her back. As her mistress tied her ankles to the sides of the cage, Diana realized that punishment was on the way. She was on her back, legs spread. That wasn’t enough because then her mistress tied her wrists to the sides of the cage. At the sight of the ring gag, she wanted to protest, but by now she was helpless. Too afraid not to open her mouth, she let her mistress gag her and secure it in place. Already growing use to being naked, she hated the feeling of being tied like this and on display. Even her mouth was now unprotected. 
Diana still had no idea what her punishment was as her mistress connected a clear plastic tube, half an inch in diameter to the end of her cock. Her mistress put the free end of the tube in her own mouth and sucked on it. To Diana’s shock, her cock went right up inside the tube and her mistress secured it place with the light, but effective pressure of a hose clamp. Finally, her mistress closed the top of the cage. Threading the tube through the mesh of the top, she positioned the free end right over Diana’s face and secured it in place. “Now you have to hold your pee,” said her mistress. 
It didn’t take much mental effort to imagine her pee rushing down the tube and right out over her face… and her wide open mouth. Yes, she agreed that now she had to hold it. Pitifully she watched her mistress leave and shut the door. She tugged at the bindings even though she knew her mistress tied good knots. It even occurred to her that she might get in more trouble for freeing herself. For the next two hours she lay and stared at the tube. Boredom was bad enough when she could move around a little and shift her attention around. Occasionally she tilted her head to the side to push the drool out of her mouth with her tongue. It only took her an hour to realize why her mistress had given her the second cup of juice. Letting out a little whine, she tried to work herself loose. Her punishment was not to hold her pee even when it hurt. Her punishment was peeing herself and not being able to do anything about it. 
Malia dropped in on her bound slave while she had Beau being a decoration. Too bad that Diana stopped struggling while she watched. It would have been a nice show. Seeing relief in the slave’s eyes, she said, “I didn’t come to get you out yet, Diana. There’s still plenty of time.” Setting up a camcorder on a tripod, Malia said, “If a slave can hold her pee then that’s good. However, if a slave has to pee, she will not turn her head to the side.” She checked the angle and position of the tube, satisfied that it wasn’t pointed directly at Diana’s mouth, but there would be splatter. “A slave is warned that pee is not unhealthy and there are worse things than drinking her own pee.” She stood and went to the door. “Diana, I really would prefer that you didn’t pee. I just don’t think you can hold it. I will be back precisely at your dinner time, no later.” She shut the door with a soft click. It would simply be unfair for her to wait past the usual dinner time. 
Doesn’t think I can hold it? I’ll show her. Another hour passed and she was at the point where peeing would be a good idea if she were any other place. It wasn’t like she’d pass up a bathroom now if she was home or out. It also meant she knew she couldn’t hold it much longer, maybe half an hour. With the growing need to pee, she couldn’t get her mind off it either. She went back to humming the Final Jeopardy tune to try and pass the time. That was a bad idea as after 20 times she had to go bad. If a slave can hold her pee then that’s good. However, if a slave has to pee, she will not turn her head to the side. A slave is warned that pee is not unhealthy and there are worse things than drinking her own pee.” She looked at the camera and knew she wouldn’t turn her head to the side. Dreading the rapidly approaching loss of control, she eyed the end of the tube. From her angle it looked to be pointed right at her mouth. 
Oh God, she steeled herself as she couldn’t hold it anymore. Horrified, she watched the pee race the length of the tube, a foot and a half at best, faster than she thought and shoot out the end hitting her nose. In surprise, she scrunched her eyes shut as it splattered in them and everywhere… all over her face, including drops finding their way into her wide open mouth. Tucking her chin moved the center of the target to just about between her eyes. That was a horrid feeling and she raised her chin again. A little bobble and it went up her nose. Reflexively she raised her chin more putting her mouth at ground zero. Holding her breath, she took 30 seconds to empty her overflowing bladder all the while keeping the stream laterally centered on her face. After all that, she only had one fear. That damn door better not open in the next minute. 
Covered in urine and filled with the smell and acrid taste, she still stared straight up. Drinking it wasn’t the disgusting part. Holding it in her mouth was. A slave is not to turn her head to the side. That meant she couldn’t drain it out. Swallowing was difficult with the ring gag, but bit by bit she lowered the level of liquid in her mouth. Nearly an hour later her mistress came in. By then she had it all in her tummy. 
Looking down at her pee soaked slave, Malia hoped the lesson made an impression on Diana. It was a messy, but necessary punishment. She removed the tube and clamp and untied the 10-year-old. When she removed the gag, she said, “Now you can swallow properly. Looks like most of it is gone anyway.” 
“Yes, mistress,” agreed Diana. Long gone by now. 
Malia opened the door and brought two buckets in, setting them on the floor. “I have your dinner keeping warm. You will… now pay attention. In this order, you will remove everything from both cages and put it in the empty bucket. Wash down your cage. Wash down the other cage. Clean the floor. Knock on your door. You may have to knock loud. When I’m satisfied everything is cleaned up, you may go into the bathroom, wash your mouth out, use the toilet to pee and poop, and shower. Then you’ll get dinner.”
Determined to do a good job, Diana followed the instructions exactly. Washing down her cage was easy. She really hadn’t gotten any pee in or on it. The other cage was the hardest part. The bottom was like a tray with a solid base and one inch raised sides. Mopping up the puddles of pee, she washed each wire in the mesh of the top end and sides. Just for good measure she wiped down the top of the cage near her face. Who knew how far it had splattered? The detail work took a long time and then she quickly cleaned up the first mess from the floor. Bleach in the water took away the smell and helped the floor dry faster. 
Diana had to knock on the door twice, louder the second time and then sweated through an inspection of her cleaning job. She was proud of herself as her mistress checked the top and sides of the cage. She cringed when her mistress rolled one cage and lifted her cage right up off the floor to discover a lingering puddle. Not a word was said as she grabbed the sponge and wiped up that puddle and then washed down the wheels and bottoms of the cage as her mistress held them up for her. As she knelt back on the floor, her mistress said, “You did a better job than I expected. I allow a cleaning mistake once. Next time remember that water can run under things.”
Setting the buckets back in the hall, Malia told Diana, “Take the bucket of dirty water to the bathroom and dump it in the shower. Now go clean yourself.”
After her dinner, Diana’s mistress took her back to her room. Only Diana’s cage remained. “Put these on.” She took a pair of flowered panties and a matching training bra. One look at her chest said the bra was pointless, but she didn’t argue. It was her first bra, but she’d watched her mistress and knew how to put it on. That was followed by a lacy pink and white dress. Cute. For a girl. For me. I’ll be cute for mistress. She slipped that on and then white stocking that went to mid thigh, almost to the hem of her dress, and pretty white pumps with 1 inch heels. Special occasion? When she was dressed, her mistress fixed her hair in pigtails and even let her have a little lipstick. Gazing at herself in the mirror, she felt her cock swell. It was like the best of both worlds, giving herself a hard on. 
She looked expectantly at her mistress. Then it was all ruined as her mistress tied her hands behind her and put on a blindfold. Time to suck Beau’s cock? And then something special? Her suspicions were confirmed when her mistress said, “You’re going to reward Beau for being a good boy today. It’s going to be different. I’m still not ready for you to see him, but it’s time for him to get a look at you. I want you looking your best for him. Remember he’s the top slave and do your best. You may say anything you want to him, but he’s not allowed to speak. He can see and you can speak.” 
Diana nodded her head. “Yes, mistress.” This was the something special. Thank you, mistress. I do want Beau to think I’m pretty. She wished she could see him, too. 
She followed as her mistress led her out to Beau and then stopped. “Say hi to Beau, Diana.” 
With a curtsey, she said, “Hello, Beau. Nice to meet you.” She was nervous. Never met a boy before. As a girl anyway. She couldn’t think of anything else to say. 
Helped to her knees, Diana felt his cock brush her face and she took it into her mouth. She laved it with her tongue as she sucked, doing everything she knew that felt good to her boy part. For a moment she had a fright as he took her by the hair and forced himself in and out. Losing control was scary and she couldn’t do her best job. Thankfully that didn’t last long and she showed him that she knew what she was doing.  She was hard as she felt him jerk and spasm in her mouth, giving her the sweet taste of cum. “Don’t swallow,” said their mistress. That’s different. Then when he was all finished, their mistress said, “Open up and show him what you have.” She felt her own cock surge as she displayed it. “Swallow.” She took a big swallow. Understanding the whole point of the display was to be sexy, Diana opened again to show she’d swallowed his tasty gift. “Mmmm, all gone. You taste divine, Beau.” That was a bit of a stretch, but she did want to make a good impression. It worked because she felt Beau’s hand stroke her cheek. It made her shiver. 
“Thank you, Diana,” said her mistress. “Wait here. Don’t move.” It wasn’t a very long wait and then her mistress removed her blindfold. “He said to tell you that you’re cute and he likes how you suck cock.”
“Yes, mistress,” she replied excitedly. It was the closest she could come to thank you.
“Go get your maid uniform on. Do you remember what you do on Wednesday?”
“Yes, mistress,” she nodded. When her mistress looked like she wanted more, she just didn’t understand the stupid rule about only four things to say. If she wants more, then she should let me say more. “I scrub the bathrooms, mistress.”
With a wave of her hand, Malia sent her slave on her way. She waited a minute or two and then went into Diana’s room. The girl was in the brief dress and panties, just pulling on her white stockings. So much fun to watch her. Good girl. She didn’t slow down or blush. She’s learning. When her slave was finished, Malia had her stand for a few minutes under her gaze. 
To start the cleaning, Malia showed Diana how to prepare a bucket of water just like she’d used to wipe up the pee. This much water. This much bleach. Then some lemon scent. She had to prepare that in the kitchen sink since it was close to the maid’s closet. Carrying the bucket and a basket of other cleaning supplies, Diana followed her mistress to the big bathroom. “There is an order I’d like you to use to clean the bathrooms. Top to bottom. Start with the mirror, sink, and cabinet. Windex for the mirror. Soft Scrub for the sink. Bleach for the counter top. Pledge for the cabinets. Then the shower. Windex for the glass. Bleach for the sides and bottom. Soft Scrub for stains. Next the bathtub. Soft Scrub for all of it. The toilet. Wipe it down with bleach. Use the toilet cleaner for the toilet bowl. Last, wipe down the floor with the bleach. A slave is reminded there is floor behind the toilet. In the smaller bathroom, do the same. It will go quicker with no shower or tub.”
“Yes, mistress.” It sounded like so much work for such small spaces. Vacuuming and dusting the entire living quarters didn’t seem so bad compared to this. 
“A slave is reminded to do the very best job she can. She is also reminded that we will visit Mistress Olivia and her girls when she is finished. Don’t dawdle. Does a slave have any questions?”
“Yes, mistress.” A pause and she realized her mistress’ expression changed. There was no verbal permission to continue, the look alone was permission to say more. “Mistress, may a slave ask questions later? A slave thinks she knows what to do, but may a slave ask if she has a question later?”
“Yes, Diana. I will be close by, checking on your at times. You may come find me and ask or wait until I come to check.” She stayed to watch as Diana used a stepstool to get on the counter and then with the Windex and a clean cloth washed the mirror. The view of Diana’s bottom in the sheer panties as she stretched to the top of the mirror and bent to get the bottom was incredible… offered either without her knowledge or without a care. Inspecting the work, Malia said, “Good job. It looks like my slave has washed a mirror before.” When Diana started to get out the Soft Scrub and a clean rag, Malia left her for a few minutes. 
Checking once in a while, she was pleased to always find Diana doing a diligent job. It wasn’t unexpected; she’d given the girl plenty of carrot to do work with no delays and enough stick to do a thorough job. 
As Diana neared completion, she had one question. The rag she’d used to bleach everything had now been used to wipe down the toilet. “Mistress, should a slave use this for the floor or a do you have a clean rag?”
“Yes, Diana, I agree that the rag shouldn’t be used again. I suggest you use the one for washing the glass or the Soft Scrub. They’re clean enough to use on the floor.”
“Yes, mistress.” Choosing one of the other rags, she started wiping the floor, smart enough to start at the far end of the bathroom and work her way toward the door. Again Malia marveled at the lovely little bottom and cock clearly visible with Diana on her hands and knees. The skirt was pointless to hide anything and Diana was oblivious to her display. 
However, Diana was not so oblivious. Cleaning the mirrors, she’d instantly realized her mistress could look right up the way too short skirt. She also realized that was the whole point of the outfit, to expose her while appearing to cover… to allow her mistress to “peek.” She thought of the times she’d tried to peek under a girl’s dress, including the time Janet Rogers had actually allowed her to lift her dress up and look. Peeking was fun. Trying to hide herself was pointless. Now as she finished the bathroom floor, she could see exactly where her mistress’ feet were and knew exactly where her mistress’ eyes were. It wasn’t that she liked it, but she considered it a way to earn better treatment. Entice the mistress and get a reward, she hoped. 
The smaller bathroom did go quicker and if there was any doubt about her mistress’ ogling, they were cleared up by the fact that her mistress only watched her do two things in that bathroom… wash the mirrors and wipe down the floor. Since her mistress had critiqued her as she went along, when she was finished there was only a single compliment that she’d done a good job for the first time. 
“Every fourth time you do the bathrooms you’ll clean under the sink and wipe out the drawers. That will require removing everything, cleaning, and then replacing everything right where it was. Now go take that off, put it away neatly, and come to the bathroom naked.” 
Malia waited patiently and Diana scampered back in naked as ordered within three minutes. “Get in the shower and wash good. We’re going soon and I don’t want you smelling like bleach.” After the shower, she blow-dried Diana’s hair, explaining what she was doing as she fluffed the girl’s hair, leaving a curl at the tips. She had Diana put on the same clothes she’d worn to blow Beau. “That’s my pretty girl,” she said. 
There was just one thing Malia wanted to reinforce before they left. “Diana, you were very naughty today and you were punished for that. I expect you to be smart and learn from the punishment. After your punishment, you are forgiven. I will not continue to punish you. A slave’s disobedience is not forgotten, just forgiven. You must accept that our visit to Mistress Olivia was already planned and your behavior, good or bad, will not change my plans. However, there may soon come a time when your punishment takes so long, that I might have to reschedule or exclude you from the plans.”
“Yes, mistress.” She smiled at her mistress despite the final warning. If she was good, then punishment wouldn’t ever occur. But, when it did, punishment started and punishment ended. Mistress did not hold a grudge. 
Leading her slave on a leash, Malia wended her way through the corridors to Olivia’s spacious cabin. “Amy is top slave in Mistress Olivia’s home, Diana. You should look to her for cues on what to do if you’re uncertain.”
“Yes, mistress.” She remembered from Mistress Olivia’s visit to their home that the host would lead. She also very clearly remembered that whether host or guest, she was not allowed to insult another mistress. 
As they entered Olivia’s home, Diana curtsied as she’d been taught. “Good evening, Mistress Olivia.” As Amy and Annabelle greeted Mistress Malia, Diana caught sight of Autumn naked and dancing on her toes. Her arms were over her head and tied to the ceiling. A rope ran from her boy part to the ceiling as well so she was at an awkward angle, hanging by her wrists, but forced to stretch forward to ease the tension on her cock. She whined desperately as tears ran down her face. 
“Her time is almost up,” Olivia said to Malia. “She had some bad manners and needs to be reminded of how to behave. I told you she’s a handful, right?”
“Slaves,” said Malia, shaking her head in disappointment. “You’d think she’d learn. She’s too pretty to have to suffer like that.”
Olivia chuckled. “She’s too sexy not to suffer like that once in a while. I love the way a slave looks when she’s stretched like that.”
“Indeed,” agreed Malia. “I’m sure Diana would look good that way. You know me, though. If she looks good like that, I’ll probably just do it for fun sometime. I’d rather my slaves didn’t get to look sexy for their punishment.”
“She looks darling,” said Olivia, appraising the 10-year-old and her pink and white dress. “Let’s not stare, Diana,” she said, taking Diana’s attention from Autumn. “The three of you run along and play for a while.”
“Diana,” said her mistress. “When it’s just you and the girls, you just play like a normal girl. Talk, do whatever. Have fun.”
“Yes, mistress.” Excited at the idea of a little freedom, Diana followed Amy and Annabelle to a big room with a king-sized bed and three matching dressers. “Wow, this is your room?”
“Yeah,” said Amy. “Our big bed, though usually one of us sleeps with our mistress.” She went to a chest against the wall and opened the lid. “Wanna play Barbie’s?” 
The question surprised Diana. She caught herself still thinking like a boy, expecting trucks, trains, or trading cards. “Umm… yeah, I guess so,” she said. What choice do I have? Guess I should learn to act like a girl. “Umm… just that… how do you play?”
Amy pulled out four dolls. “Here, take her,” she said, handing a brunette Barbie to Diana and putting one back in the box. She handed a blond version to Annabelle and kept a brunette for herself. “Check this out,” she pulled out a small case and opened it, revealing a multitude of clothes all neatly packed. “Cool, huh? We got all kinds of clothes. Find something you like and put it on her. You can pick first.” 
Cool? Lots of clothes? Oh yeah, girls get all excited about clothes. Even doll clothes apparently. So… what to say? “Yeah, cool. Hard to choose.” Grateful to have friends to play with, Diana went through the clothes noting that the outfits were all packed neatly together, with matching accessories. She appreciated that it would take some time to pack the clothes like that. It was neat, like her mistress’ clothes and made it easier to find something. That was good, because she wasn’t sure she could match a blouse and skirt, let alone the shoes and purse to go with them. With first choice she picked a simple skirt and blouse. A few of the outfits were overwhelming. Since the three dolls were already dressed, the game started with undressing Barbie. She’d seen them lying naked around the house, discarded dolls from her sister’s younger days. It wasn’t a big deal to take the clothes off the plastic doll, though it was the first time she’d seen a bra and panties on a Barbie. 
Sneaking peeks at Annabelle, who picked second but was now ahead of her, she saw the game involved removing the bra and panties. When she had everything off, Diana discovered Annabelle was patiently waiting for her to catch up. “Pick some underwear,” Annabelle said, pulling out a drawer in the case and again giving Diana first choice. The new girl picked pink… it seemed appropriate… and soon had her Barbie dressed again. 
Bouncing into the room, Autumn sat down with them. “Hi, Diana,” She dug a redheaded Barbie from the chest and started the same ritual. It was as if she hadn’t just been aching and straining from her punishment. And that seemed just normal to Diana. Autumn was forgiven and Mistress Olivia didn’t hold a grudge either. “Hi, Autumn.” She noticed also that there was no sympathy from the other two, no ‘how you feeling,’ and no comment about deserving or not deserving the cruel punishment. 
Barbies dressed, another case came out and together the four of them set up furniture. Annabelle kept correcting Diana. There was a specific way to set up the furniture… one and only one layout that Diana didn’t know yet. She followed directions and soon they had everything set up. The rest of the game consisted of the four girls interacting, talking to each other through their surrogate Barbies. Then they put everything away in the same neat order it had been when they started, the only difference was that the four dolls went back in the toy chest wearing different clothing than when they started. Dressing and undressing? OK kinda fun. Setting up furniture? Pointless. Talking with the dolls? Sucked. Diana was ready for something else. 
“Let’s play mistress and slaves,” suggested Annabelle. The other two girls quickly agreed. Diana was swept along without realizing that the play was predefined by the two mistresses chatting in the sitting room. There wasn’t even time to ask how to play as another Barbie was procured and three Skipper dolls. Despite the recency of her conversion to girlhood, Diana did know the various dolls that made up the collection. A Barbie as mistress to three little sisters. There was no question about who got which doll. Amy had the mistress and the three younger slaves each had a Skipper with the appropriate color hair. Freaking picky, thought Diana. Everybody gets a matching hair color. Furniture just so. 
Examining her slave doll, Diana discovered it was far more than an off the shelf Skipper. The joints were more realistic so Skipper could move into real bondage positions. Her Skipper doll, and the others, had a round hole for a mouth with a Velcro patch around it. The dolls were all dressed in little girl dresses different from what the four of them wore only in color and style. 
“Strip for me, Autumn,” said Amy. 
Autumn removed her doll’s clothes, not her own. Diana watched as the little girl was stripped down to bra and panties. She was amazed how realistic the doll looked, complete with a bulge in her panties. When the underwear came off, she saw even more detail… nipples on small breasts, a hard cock with balls, and a bottom with a hole in it. Then Annabelle stripped and finally it was her turn. With the naked doll in her hands, she felt the soft breasts. So realistic. Now this was better. She fondled the doll without even thinking about it. 
It was Amy’s turn to change her doll’s clothes, removing everything to reveal large, pliable breasts with erect nipples and a pussy with a hole and Velcro around it. When Amy put new clothes on the mistress doll, the outfit consisted of a black garter belt, black stockings, heels, and a black leather corset that pushed up the full tits. The final accessory was a short, thin whip in her hand. 
With everyone ready, Amy told Diana to blow Annabelle, something the anatomically correct dolls were capable of doing. Diana was amused and she put Annabelle’s erection in her doll’s mouth. For convenience Annabelle relinquished her doll to Diana. The new slave figured out her doll’s head was to move up and down on the erection. Annabelle even started to moan and whine with desire, prompting Diana to add her own sound effects with a grin. Meanwhile, the oldest slave took Autumn’s doll and tied it in an expert, miniature hogtie before handing it back. “Eat me,” she said and Autumn simply put Skipper’s mouth to Barbie’s pussy where the Velcro held it in place. Amy and Autumn commenced making very realistic noises. 
After two fake orgasms, Amy snuck a peek under Diana’s short dress. Blushing, Diana started to push her dress back down, but Amy said, “Don’t. Our mistress said it was OK and that your mistress was OK with it, too.”
“Is she?” asked Annabelle.
“Aren’t you?” countered Autumn, giving Annabelle a little poke. 
“Yeah, but…” said Annabelle. 
“Lie back, Diana,” said Amy, lifting the 10-year-old’s skirt and then pulling her panties down to her knees. She sucked on Diana’s cock, hard just from pretending to suck off Annabelle. When Annabelle pulled her own panties down, Autumn said, “She just did you. Move.” Annabelle gave ground and Diana found Autumn’s hard cock inches from her face ready to be sucked. The four girls formed a circle, each with a cock in their mouth and a mouth on their cock. 
“Don’t freaking swallow,” said Autumn, taking a quick break from sucking Annabelle. A few minutes later the four girls each had a mouthful of cum. Amy pantomimed for Diana to drool her mouthful into Autumn’s mouth, feeding the 11-year-old her own cum. Autumn passed her double load to Annabelle who passed her load to Amy. With four loads of cum in her mouth, Amy leaned toward Diana who had watched the transfers with anticipation and was now looking forward to getting it her share back. 
“Kiss her,” prompted Autumn. Eyes wide, Diana kissed the oldest girl, accepting the four loads of cum into her mouth. All of it? It’s a mouthful. She savored it until she passed it to Annabelle with a kiss. The mixed cum was passed around until Amy again had it in her mouth. Then Amy kissed them all, pushing a share of the cum to each of them. When Amy swallowed, the other three did as well. 
“Hot, girl,” said Amy. “You were good. Mistress Malia will be so proud of you. Just a little…” she swiped a drip off Diana’s chin with her finger and then fed it to Diana. “Missed a little,” she joked. 
“She’s the prettiest and the sexiest,” said Annabelle. 
“You little…” growled Autumn in mock anger. “You just said that cuz she sucked you.” A brief, but friendly argument ensued ending with the compromise that each girl could call her cocksucker the prettiest and sexiest.
Diana just glowed from the warmth of belonging. The three of them were incredibly pretty and sexy. Just to be one of them was thrilling. 
“Annabelle, pack up,” said Amy. “Come, Diana,” Amy led Diana and Autumn out to the two mistresses as Annabelle scrambled around gathering up doll clothes and dressing them all before putting them away.
Mistress Olivia and Mistress Malia watched the play on the TV, fed by the hidden cameras in the bedroom. When the three girls came out, Amy and Annabelle knelt. Diana stared at the two women, kneeling just a second later than the other two. Both women were dressed just like the Barbie mistress had been… black garter belt and stockings, black leather corset, high heels, and a thin whip in their right hand. Diana couldn’t take her eyes off her mistress. 
One by one the three slaves stripped on command, playing out a scenario very much like the game that they’d just played. Diana went last of the three and when Annabelle was done putting things away and came out, she joined the three slaves naked and kneeling. “Amy,” said Mistress Olivia. The oldest girl stood and turned her back. Diana jumped the most when the whip snapped across Amy’s bottom. “Go start the bath.” Amy scampered away. “Autumn.” The middle girl stood and turned her back. Snap! With a red stripe across her bottom, she ran to the bathroom. “Annabelle.” Snap! Diana watched the third bare bottom disappear. Each girl had accepted the kiss of the whip without a sound. “Diana,” said her mistress. Standing, Diana turned her back. Snap! She darted out of the room, the sting marking her as one of the girls. 
When she deemed the bath ready, Amy said, “Autumn, get in.” She climbed in after Autumn, nestling Autumn between her legs so the redhead could lean back against her. “Annabelle,” the blond climbed in the tub, leaving space behind her. “Diana, please join us.” The guest climbed in the tub last, taking the spot left for her with a lapful and armful of squirming blond who thought she was the prettiest and sexiest. Diana’s hands didn’t hesitate to let Annabelle know what she thought of a naked girl in her lap. 
A couple of minutes later, the two mistresses, now naked, joined the four girls. The evening was going swimmingly for Malia. Diana had blended with the girls, playing dolls with the others just like the new girl on the block. There had been no complaint over the game of mistress and slaves. Then watching Amy deliver the final seduction and Diana accept it willingly was the coup de grace. Even Olivia was very pleased with Diana’s progress. 
Malia sat on the edge of the tub, her fingers idly playing with Diana’s hair while Olivia quizzed her three girls on the events in the bedroom as if she and Malia hadn’t seen it all. The questions were carefully worded and directed mostly at Amy, giving Diana no chance to speak. She wasn’t allowed to say much anyway now that girl time was over. However, the answers all seemed to come back to Diana, how nice she was, how well she played, how she fit right in, and how much they wanted her to come back. During the questioning, Amy started washing Autumn’s hair and Diana took the cue to wash Annabelle’s. Despite her earlier announcement that Amy was the prettiest and sexiest, she had her favorite of the three all to herself for now. 
With baths over, Mistress Malia asked who wanted to lick her pussy and received four enthusiastic offers. She chose Autumn. Then Mistress Olivia received three equally enthusiastic offers from the remaining slaves and chose Amy. “Annabelle and Diana. Annabelle, I want you to stand on the table. Diana, suck her cock. Annabelle, you may not cum.” The position put Annabelle high enough that Diana stood to suck her hard little cock. The action was right in front of the two mistresses who enjoyed the sights, sounds, and feel of their slaves, not to mention the arousing power to control the little girls. 
When the two mistresses came, everyone changed positions. Autumn ate her mistress while Amy did Mistress Malia and Annabelle blew Diana. Exciting as it was, the blow job was quick enough that Diana didn’t have to worry about cumming. Another switch put Diana at Olivia’s pussy, Annabelle at Malia’s and Amy sucking Autumn. The girls switched one more time, bringing the two mistresses up to four orgasms, one from each of the girls. 
Just when she was thinking she couldn’t go anymore, Diana perked up at the mention of orgasms for the four slaves. Again? Oh yeah, I could do that. She looked down at her cock. It had been a while since it was soft. With one orgasm already this evening, she hadn’t expected another. They swapped off blowjobs with Diana getting to blow Amy. There was more than just a year’s growth between Autumn (and Beau) and Amy. There was also the effect of puberty, which Amy was well into with a cock to prove it. Eying the daunting task, Diana knew it wasn’t a matter of choice. She was going to suck it. With initial trepidation, she returned the favor of a blowjob to the oldest girl, her confidence growing with success. 
That night, Diana curled up in her cage contented with her gender change. Today had felt good. She was beginning to like Mistress Olivia who was always so kind with compliments. She looks darling. Diane hugged herself as the felt the warmth of those three words. Darling is good to be if you’re a girl. And Mistress Olivia is an expert at darling girls. She has three of them. She didn’t miss the high standards that she was being held to. She couldn’t even count Mistress Olivia as mean for the spanking from their previous visit; that had been well deserved. She was sure Autumn’s punishment today had been as well. 
The chance to relax with friends, even though it involved playing with dolls was nice. She took it as a sign of her future. Not just being a maid and sex toy, but sometimes getting to play. And the play had led to sex just between the four of them. With permission of course. Our mistress said it was OK and that your mistress was OK with it, too. Looking back on that moment she could see the setup. The game of mistress and slave was sexually charged even between dolls. Everyone had expected her to get excited. From Annabelle’s question… Is she? …she knew even Annabelle was in on it. I didn’t get it then, but she was asking if I was hard. And she was, too. We all were. And it just devolved into sucking and cum swapping. It had been so natural and she’d done good. She could remember Amy saying, Hot, girl. You were good. Mistress Malia will be so proud of you. And then Annabelle. Oh how she loved Annabelle. She knew Annabelle meant it when she said, she’s the prettiest and the sexiest. The feeling was mutual.
In her cage, her personal safe zone, she realized her mistress had made her dirty another one. This cage was special. Mine. She slept the best ever since she’d been kidnapped. She fell asleep thinking about baths. She dreamed about baths. With her mistress or with her friends. Baths. Hot bubble baths. Soft skin under the water and washing naked bodies rising out of the water. Washing cocks and pussies. And hands all over her. 
Diana’s Fourth Full Day

. 
With a lesson on pee control yesterday, Diana managed to hold her pee. It wasn’t such a strain and she knew she’d given in too early yesterday. Now she was more focused on holding it. By dinner time she’d earned her mistress’ praise through a long day in which not peeing was the most excitement. Snowball had a window with the chance to see mistress’ feet on occasion. Beau got his time in the middle of the day with a book to read other times. Diana had nothing but four boring walls and a boring ceiling. 
With dinner finished she was rocking back and forth in the cage, trying to contain her excitement. When her mistress opened the cage, she seemed to pop out like a jack-in-the-box, moving quickly to kneel. Then after dinner, mistress took her to the shower and they both went in naked. “Just a quick one,” her mistress said and then proceeded to wash her bottom very thoroughly, inside and out. After she dried off, Diana put on a lacy pink dress with white, dark pink, and red flowers. Like her other dresses, it was very short so the tops of the pink mid-thigh stockings were visible. She had on white shoes and, to her dismay, no panties. Not that the panties she was given were ever enough, but no panties was worse. 
“Beau is going to fuck my little girl,” said the mistress. Diana’s brow furrowed in a quizzical look. Isn’t that impossible? I thought fucking was… am I wrong? What’s he gonna do? “Remember you have a pussy, Diana?” 
Pussy? It’s just pretend, isn’t it? “Yes, mistress,” she said cautiously. That would explain the lack of panties. 
“He’s going to put his cock in my fuck bunny’s pussy and fuck you,” she said. “It’ll feel nice. You know that when a girl loses her virginity it hurts the first time? Well, it does, but just at first. It’ll start to feel good once he gets it in and you relax.” 
She looked hard at her mistress, trying to communicate her desire to ask a question. Isn’t his cock bigger than your finger? That takes some work and that feels funny in a wrong way. Feels good later, but he’s bigger. She tried to imagine the cock that she’d only felt with her mouth and how that would feel in a much tighter place. 
Her mistress response was to put a blindfold on her, one more secure than the others. It didn’t just slip in into place, it tied and buckled snugly. “I know,” said her mistress, her voice a little playful, the way she talked when it was ‘just us girls.’ With a pat on Diana’s head, her mistress said, “Kind of scary. It’s OK to be nervous the first time. Most girls are. It’s a big step giving your cherry to a boy. And you probably want to do it in private, be more intimate with him. But, Diana, you’re a slave and your mistress is gonna watch. All you need to know is Beau loves you and the time is right. I’m going to be there to help, too.”
“Yes, mistress,” said Diana, not happy, but not willing to argue either. 
“I want you down on your hands and knees. Just so you understand, he’s going to kneel behind you and put his cock in from back there. You’ll just lift your cute little bottom up so he can see your pussy and he’ll do the rest. You’ll suck him to get him nice and slippery; it’s pretty tight back there.” 
“Yes, mistress.” You can say that again. She got down on her hands and knees. Waiting she realized the point behind the different blindfold. Her hands were free. Mistress thought she’d take off her blindfold. How stupid would that be? Haven’t been in trouble yet today and don’t want to be. A minute later, Beau stepped behind her and she blushed at the view he had. Her mistress hadn’t said Beau was blindfolded. This was the first time Beau could see her boy part. He could see she was defective, with a boy part and her pussy in the wrong place. At least she was relieved that Beau didn’t say anything. 
Then she heard her mistress say, “Don’t get ahead of yourself, Beau. It’s not so quick as poking her pussy with your cock. You need to be slick and so does she. She’ll suck your cock to get it slick.”
Oh, sure. That I can do. She could hear and feel him move and then he guided her mouth to his cock. She took just a few seconds to lick it and then since his cock was soft, she could take the whole thing in her mouth. Nice and slippery. Good enough. Good enough for her and Beau, except their mistress intervened.  “Don’t rush it, Beau. Let her suck it until it’s hard.” Diana preferred sucking his cock. It was something safe, something she’d done before, and something she was good at. 
When his cock was hard, he got up and she heard him move and kneel behind her. “Like you do to make me wet, lick her pussy.” Do what? Hey, pussy or not, shit comes out of there! She steeled herself for the odd feel of his tongue in the absolute last place she expected it. Then all of a suddenly there was a commotion behind her and Beau yelped in pain. The struggle went audibly up and then Beau screamed and yelled all the way down the hall. Slam! The punishment room! 
For a few seconds, Diana was stunned at the turn of events. Beau, mistress’ favorite… Beau had just done… what? Nothing? He didn’t lick me. He was disgusted? Well, duh, of course. I shit through that pussy. She rose up on her knees and managed to get the blindfold off with 30 seconds of effort. Then she ran to the bathroom. He didn’t know it was just washed. She was gonna make him lick it. What just happened? Did I get Beau in trouble? Ohhh, my fault. I was trying to be good. Now I’ve screwed up. She wasn’t real clear on why it was her fault, but it had to be. It wasn’t her mistress fault and she couldn’t blame Beau. She wasn’t even sure why she was in the bathroom. The wet rag that just washed her bottom was still there. Yeah, it was clean, but he didn’t know that. Sitting on the floor, her back against the tub, she rocked back and forth, frightened and confused. 
“Diana! Where the…” Malia tried the front door, but it was securely locked the way she’d left it. “Get out here, Diana. This instant!” She’d managed to contain her anger with Beau, but what the hell was Diana doing? The girl came running out of the bathroom. “What were you doing in there? Were you using the toilet?”
“No, mistress, I was just sitting. I was… it wasn’t his fault, mistress. You shouldn’t make him do that! It’s… it’s… not just my pussy. Sh… sh… cra… poop comes out of there, too!”
Malia went instantly calm, the anger vanishing at the little girl’s explanation. She was immensely relieved at Diana’s description of the events. It was just a pussy. It was still her pussy. And yes, it was logical that she’d considered its dual purpose. She’d overreacted to Beau’s disobedience. He hadn’t sabotaged Diana’s training by making it an asshole instead of a pussy. It was both. However, none of that excused Diana’s missing blindfold, her disappearance from her assigned position, or the flood of words that rolled off her tongue. “No, mistress,” she corrected her slave, “say it.”
“No, mistress,” said Diana. She stomped her foot in defiance! “You can’t punish Beau! He didn’t know you washed it!”
“Not another word, Diana,” said Malia as she walked toward her errant slave. Beau’s disobedience had been a single denial. Diana’s was willful disobedience and defiance and it was continuing. The mistress was even more surprised when Diana ducked and ran to the other side of the room. 
“I am not chasing you, Diana. Not yet. If I do, you’ll learn what real pain is.” She’d just used that phrase with Beau. He was finding out right now. Giving her slave one chance to avoid a lesson in real pain, she said, “Kneel.”
Just the words I am not chasing you were enough to make Diana stop. They meant she’d gone too far. They meant she was in a world of hurt, which apparently was less than real pain. At least she hoped it was. She had to stop running. Where would she run to anyway? The door was locked and if she could get through it, they were at sea. They’d catch her in seconds. She sank to her knees, spreading them wide and putting her hands across the small of her back as the command required. 
Her mistress stood over her. “You didn’t use the toilet?”
“No, mistress.”
“Lean forward, forehead on the floor.”
“Yes, mistress,” she said warily. The position was so open for a spanking. She deserved it. She deserved way more than she could take. She felt her mistress hands rest on her butt cheeks and pry them apart. Huh? She felt her mistress tongue on her pussy. Once, twice, three times. 
“It’s a pussy, Diana. It’s not dirty or disgusting. You clean it properly because it is both.” Diana couldn’t believe what her mistress had just done, but that was proof it wasn’t dirty and disgusting. “Beau had no reason to disobey me. Even if it was dirty and disgusting, he had no right to disobey me. Do not tell me if I can or cannot punish him. I don’t care what a slave thinks. Do I?”
“No, mistress.”
With Diana bent over, she pushed a slender dildo into the girl’s pussy. She didn’t do it particularly slow, but not so fast that it hurt Diana. The dildo really had nothing to do with Diana except to get her smell and taste on it. She’d use it later in Beau’s punishment.
Once that was over, she got back to Diana’s punishment. “I didn’t say you could leave the room. I didn’t say you could speak more than allowed. And I certainly wouldn’t ever say you could argue with me, correct me, or run from me.” She had to think about what to do. The punishment room was taken. There was nothing wrong with punishing two slaves at once in the room, except that part of Beau’s punishment was to think that Diana would be discarded for his disobedience. “Go to your room, take off your clothes, and lie face down on the bed.” She gave Diana no promise of leniency if she followed instructions. 
Two minutes later, Malia entered Diana’s room and found the girl just as she’d instructed. She chained each of Diana’s wrist and ankle cuffs to a corner of the bed. Then she chained her elbow and knee cuffs to the side of the bed, immobilizing her in a very vulnerable position. It didn’t make the pitiful slave feel any better at the sound of the door shutting as Malia left her alone. Time like this was only so she could worry about what was next. 
Diana wasn’t left alone for very long, but even a few minutes were enough to turn her awareness of her errors to dread. She lay helplessly waiting, her eyes on the door. When it opened, she saw her mistress’ hand carrying the wicked leather strap that had been used on her once before. She started to cry. Last time had been a promise of three, cut to just two because she’d been able to stay relatively quiet for the second one. This time she knew she’d get more. Even worse, she knew this was not her mistress’ definition of real pain. 
“A slave has been punished before for saying more than she’s allowed once before,” said her mistress. “This punishment will be three with no chance for leniency. What is a slave being punished for?”
“Mistress, a slave is being punished for saying more than she’s allowed, for leaving the…”
“Stop!” Malia barked. “A slave is being punished for saying more than she’s allowed. That’s it.” Before Diana could even feel relief at that comment, Malia made sure the slave understood that didn’t mean she wouldn’t be punished for the other offenses. “A slave will then be punished for each of the other mistakes she made… five in all.”
Diana looked incredulously at her mistress. Five punishments? All at once? They all ran together in her mind and now her mistress was taking each one separately. Unfortunately, she was in no position to argue. 
Malia wanted to not have to do more than three, so she advised her slave. “A slave may scream. Begging is pointless. Speaking will result in more punishment.” She raised the strap, taking the look of fright in Diana’s face as knowledge that the first swat was coming. She brought it sharply down across Diana’s bare ass, leaving a 2-inch wide red stripe. The 10-year-old let out a blood curdling scream that devolved into pitiful sobbing. 
Diana suffered through the three horribly painful swats with piercing screams, each one worse if only because of her helpless anticipation added to the pain. When it was over she sobbed into the sheets on her bed. It was tempting to pity the little nude form as it shook with sobs, but Malia was equally resolved not to go easy on Diana now in her fourth day of training. The girl had to learn. This could be the time that her position and need for absolute obedience sank in. 
With that punishment done, Malia freed Diana’s arms only to clip her elbows and wrists together behind her back. Then she freed Diana’s legs. “Get up, Diana. Sit up, stand up, and follow me.” She waited as Diana quick rolled to her back, swung her legs over the edge of the bed, and rose to her feet. 
Leading her slave to the sitting room, she told her to stand in the middle of the room. Malia clipped Diana’s knees and ankles together, tied her wrists to rope running through a ceiling hook, and helped her lie down on her stomach. Then she pulled on the rope tied to her slave’s wrists, pulling Diana’s upper body off the floor until she was resting solely on her knees. 
Suspended by her wrists, Diana felt the strain in her shoulders. She could only put part of her weight on her knees and the pain was immediate. She understood that this, however, was still not real pain. 
Malia examined Diana’s position carefully. It was a makeshift position. She’d rather Diana was astride the punishment horse with her body arched in the air, but with the horse in the punishment room, she’d have to make do with this. Satisfied that Diana was in pain, but not in danger, she said, “This is punishment for arguing with me and correcting me. I can understand that a slave might not know the distinction between the two, so they will be punished together. Correcting me can be as simple as telling me that poop also comes out of your pussy. I am not stupid, little girl. It was, however, delivered as a statement without arguing. Arguing is stomping your foot and telling me I can’t punish my own slave. Your argument was not correcting me; it was just plain defiance as if you could ever be in control.”
Diana just stared at the floor as she explained, so Malia wanted to make sure all was understood. “You were spanked for saying too much. It has nothing to do with what you said, except that it wasn’t a phrase you’re allowed. You are now being punished for what you said, how you said it, and stomping your foot in the process. You will eventually be allowed to speak more than those four phrases, but you will never be allowed to be argumentative and defiant. Does my slave understand?”
“Yes, mistress,” said Diana, turning her head to look at her mistress. So much more she wanted to say, but the message was clear. More than anything the lesson was that she should take her mistress seriously. This was not a game. 
Malia turned away from Diana and then stopped. Turning back she said, “A slave should also be aware that there will be less playtime today. I don’t consider that part of the punishment. It’s simply a consequence of you taking up our time together.” Walking away, Malia didn’t look back to see if her remark had the desired effect. It was a point that Peter had driven home when she was his slave for two weeks. Diana had it within her power to decide if the time was spent in play or in punishment. She just let the preteen figure it out on her own. 
Our time together? Diana was stunned at the reminder. This is our time together. It’s what I’ve waited all dang day for. Now this? And I haven’t even cleaned the kitchen yet. Were we going to play with Mistress Olivia and the girls? The pain was one thing, but the news that she’d messed up their time together was crushing. She’d been confused and frightened enough to leave the room and then stupid enough to make a scene. If I’d just stayed there, then I’d be done with the kitchen by now and it would be playtime. It only made the agony harder to endure. 
Malia returned after 15 minutes to a moaning, sobbing slave. She remembered it had been excruciating for her. Being lighter weight, Diana might be able to take it longer. She had to save something for next time though she hoped there wouldn’t be a next time of longer duration. She lowered Diana to the floor and then pulled her to an upright kneeling position. Clipping Diana’s wrists to her ankles forced the girl to arch her back enough that she couldn’t see her knees. Raising Diana’s knees off the floor, she slipped a triangular wedge under them and set Diana back down on the sharp top edge of the triangle. 
“This is for running from me, Diana. I’m pleased that you stopped when I explained the consequences of such defiant behavior, but it shouldn’t have occurred in the first place. My slave is to stay like that until I return. I understand my slave might be able to get herself off that while I’m gone. You need to understand that a) you’re not allowed to get off and b) if you decide to take a break with the intent to get back on, you absolutely should not do that. There is no way a slave can get herself back in this position without injuring herself. A slave should have noticed that I gently set her down on the wedge. Tied like you are, you cannot do that. Does a slave understand that?”
“Yes, mistress,” agreed Diana. She hadn’t noticed the “gentleness” of being set down on her knees on a wedge, but she could now imagine that it could have been much more painful. 
Aware that she was severely stressing the little girl, Malia only left Diana like that for 10 minutes. When she returned and released Diana, she rubbed Diana’s sore muscles and joints and then told the slave to go get her maid uniform on quickly and come back. When Diana came back properly dressed, Malia clipped her ankles together. “This is your punishment for leaving the room without permission. It was the first thing you did wrong and led to all the others. I have told you before to stay where I left you until I allow you to move. You are not allowed to think you’re done. You are simply not allowed to think.”
She pulled Diana’s panties down to her knees. “Now go to the maid’s closet and get the same cleaning supplies you used yesterday for scrubbing the bathroom floor. Bring them to the kitchen and I’ll explain how you’ll clean the kitchen.” 
Diana hopped back and forth with a bucket, rags, and cleaning supplies, all the while keeping her knees slightly apart to keep the panties right where her mistress had put them. As she moved around to scrub the kitchen floor, if the panties slipped, she put them right back where they were. She knew a test when she saw one. The panties were to stay right where they were until her mistress allowed her to move them. Punishment fresh in her mind, she suffered through the humiliation of working virtually naked from the waist down with growing awareness that a very short skirt and panties pulled down was even worse than nothing at all. 
Diana fumed over her disobedience and the consequences that she was still feeling. I am not chasing you, Diana. Not yet. If I do, you’ll learn what real pain is. She knew she’d done wrong, but those words had put it all in perspective. She may not know what real pain was, but she knew what real fear was. And she didn’t want to fear her mistress. She wanted to please her mistress. Good things came from that. Five punishments… well, four really since her mistress had combined two into one… had been scary, but she’d survived. They’d etched a memory of pain in her mind that would be with her for a long time. Even now her bottom was sore and her muscles and joints ached. It’s simply a consequence of you taking up our time together. Those words were like doubling the punishment. Aching, she couldn’t work quickly, so she was cutting even more into their time together. I wait all day for time together and then I went and screwed it up. 
Occasionally checking on her slave, Malia couldn’t miss how Diana looked up at her each time she came in the kitchen. Her miserable slave begged for forgiveness with her eyes. Yet, there was more to it than that. There was a mixture of submission and adoration in those eyes. It looked like her slave was just relishing her presence in the room. By now she’d finished Beau’s punishment and left him cuffed to sleep and consider his fate, so she spent more time in the room with Diana. It was a reward without being a reward. Diana didn’t consciously consider it a reward just to be under her mistress’ scrutiny, but it was clear she liked spending time together even if she was scrubbing the kitchen floor. The girl stopped pushing herself to finish quickly and Malia’s praise meant more to her. “The corner looks very nice, Diana,” Malia said. Then later, “You’re doing a good job on the floor. Good girl.” Her slave seemed to enjoy it even when she said, “Such a cute bottom,” as Diana was on her hands and knees washing the floor. It was times like this that she truly felt like a mistress with a slave, instead of just a woman with a well behaved child. 
“Put your things away,” said Malia when Diana was finished. “Then come back.” When her contrite slave returned, Malia unclipped Diana’s ankles. “I’m pleased that a slave kept her panties around her knees and her ankles together. Perhaps my slave is learning. Now get out of those clothes, put them away in your room, and start a bath.” Diana’s beaming smile was impossible to miss. “If you need to use the toilet, do it before the bath.”
Settled in a hot bubble bath with Diana in her lap, Malia completed the lesson in obedience. “I know I’ve made it clear before that a slave is forgiven when her punishment is over. I know I’ve made it clear that I have plans for each day that a slave’s behavior cannot change. I’m sure you’ve seen today that a slave can shorten our pleasant time together if we have to spend punishment time together. Good or bad, a slave will bathe with her mistress. I take care of my property. Just like you keep the toilet clean, I keep my slaves clean. Don’t forget that you’re just property. I know how my toilet will act. I use it to pee and poop. When I flush it, the pee and poop goes away. I expect to know how my slave will act. I use it for whatever I want. It’s what a slave is for.”
Diana felt her mistress start massaging her shoulders, working out the kinks she’d suffered with since punishment started. It felt heavenly, but even this she knew was her mistress caring for her property. Her mistress’ strong fingers kneaded sore muscle and she moaned in both pain and pleasure as those fingers found painful aches and then eased them. “It is possible for a slave to earn enough punishment that there is no time left in the day for pleasant time together,” said her mistress. “It is possible for a slave to be just left in her cage all day.” She shuddered at those words. Already she knew just how terrible that would be. “I have three slaves. If one of them continues to be disobedient, defiant, and willful, then I will use the other two.  It is possible also for a slave to spend no time in a cage. A well trained slave could have time with her mistress, time with other slaves, and time alone… always with her mistress’ permission of course.”
Time with my mistress? Time with Amy, Autumn, and Annabelle? Time with Beau? Mistress even makes time alone sound desirable. Time alone outside of a cage and with something to do? Fingers continued to massage and mistress’ voice continued to instruct. “I don’t want a well behaved slave,” she said, surprising Diana for a moment. “Well, not just a well behaved slave. I want a happy slave. A slave who is well behaved because it makes her mistress happy and that, in turn, makes the slave happy. Someday that slave will be you, Diana.”
Malia wasn’t foolish enough to think that would happen quickly. Diana had to spend some time just accepting the role of slave before she could ever think about Diana being happy. Happiness was something that a slave couldn’t be talked, beaten, or cajoled into. It would just blossom someday, sooner if Diana could just accept the role and accept that a slave could be happy. “Now, just relax Diana and enjoy what time you do get to spend with your mistress today.”
The mistress was concerned about the character of Diana’s days. If Diana did disobey, her slave was most likely to do so at the start of each training session. Too many days had started with punishment. She was pushing Diana too fast. The encounter with Beau had been too soon. Her little girl had to be more settled into her role as a girl slave before she could let them interact. It was Beau’s reaction that convinced her that the two brothers were not ready to be together. If she thought Beau’s reaction could so easily jeopardize Diana’s training, then how would Diana react to that initial shock and embarrassment of being a girl in front of her siblings. She shook her head, chiding herself as she massaged Diana. She wanted them to be slaves, forgetting their former relationship. That was foolish. They’d be both and there was nothing she could do about it. 
Finished with the massage, Malia spent time washing her slave thoroughly. Playtime with Olivia and the girls had been cancelled by Diana’s punishment. Since her plan included the girls giving Diana an orgasm, it was tempting to deny the girl that pleasure for the day. Tempting, but not fair. Diana wouldn’t know the difference, but Malia saw it as punishing her slave again. 
With Diana washed and both of them rinsed in the shower, they moved to Malia’s bed. “Does a slave deserve to cum today?” asked Malia. 
“No, mistress,” said Diana, confidently looking in her mistress’ eyes. 
Malia chuckled and smiled. “A slave has four things she’s allowed to say. No is not the right answer. Neither is yes. Try it again. Does a slave deserve to cum today?”
With yes and no out of the picture, Diana really only saw one other response. “Mistress, this slave does not know.”
“Better,” said Malia. “A slave doesn’t get to decide. A slave’s behavior, for which she’s been forgiven, doesn’t get to decide. Answer this question, who decides?”
“You do, mistress,” said Diana. 
 “I’m changing what you can say to me, Diana. In addition to those four things, a slave is allowed to answer a direct question with a complete sentence. Who decides if a slave gets an orgasm?”
“Mistress, you decide… if a slave gets an orgasm.”
“When did I decide?”
Diana looked puzzled for a moment. Then she brightened. “Mistress, you decided before my… training started today.”
“Very good, Diana,” praised Malia. “You’ll find out what that decision is soon, but understand that nothing you’ve done today has changed that decision. Now come to mistress.” She pulled the little girl to her and kissed her, invading the sweet, young mouth with her tongue. Without looking she knew Diana hardened. She could feel the little hard on against her belly. Keeping Diana on top of her, Malia guided her slave to her breasts and a few minutes later down to her pussy. 
Diana lapped at her mistress’ juices, having a very curious thought that she kept to herself. If girls liked the taste of a boy’s cum, then what did it mean when she liked a girl’s cum, too? She only had a minute to consider that before her mistress rolled over. “Lick my ass, Diana.” It wasn’t the fresh memory of punishment that made her obey the disgusting command. Beau was supposed to lick mine and it was washed. Mistress did lick mine. Mistress just came from the bath, so she’s clean. And mistress said Beau would be expected to do it even if it was dirty. Plenty of precedence and encouragement. She didn’t hesitate to part her mistress’ cheeks and lick the puckered asshole. 
“Feels good, Diana,” said Malia. “I like a little girl’s tongue on my ass.” Then she rolled back to her stomach. “I just like it better in my pussy. Fifteen minutes, Diana. Lick me for 15 minutes before you let me cum.” Then she changed her mind. “Diana, make me cum as close to 15 minutes as you can. If you’re a few seconds early, that’s fine.” She wanted to find out how accurate Diana could be. Watching more closely, she saw that as Diana licked, her head moved almost imperceptibly like a metronome. 
As Diana finished teased and started driving her toward an orgasm, Malia checked her watch. It was 14 and ½ minutes after she’d started. Though she might have cum a few seconds early, it only took a little effort to hold her orgasm so it was as precisely at 15 minutes as the aroused mistress could measure. “My God, Diana, that is some talent. I don’t want you to ever tell me how you do that.”
Malia took a few deep breaths and then said, “Now, my pretty little girl, play with your boy part and shoot your cum on my tits. My nipples are bulls-eyes.” 
“Yes, mistress,” Diana eagerly agreed. She straddled her mistress as she played with herself, more excited at the knowledge that she was inches from her mistress’ face. So close and so exciting. Her mistress could see everything. In less than a minute she coated one nipple and then deposited a little more on the other nipple. Looking at her cum, she licked her lips. 
“Does my fuck bunny want to clean that up? Taste her cum? Lick my nipples?”
Excited as she was, Diana still remembered her lesson on the subject. “Mistress, do you want me to lick my cum off your nipples?”
“Yes, Diana, mistress would…” …like that. She didn’t even get to finish the sentence as the 10-year-old practically pounced on her breasts, licking them with delight. Once her nipples were clean, she cuddled Diana close. It was too early to put Diana to bed, yet there wasn’t enough time to start something new. Diana melted into her arms and drifted off to sleep. 
Feeling like she made considerable progress with Diana, Malia almost changed her plans by allowing the little girl with the angelic face to spend the night in her bed. Instead, she forced herself to stick to her rule that once the plan was made, it didn’t changed, at least not that significantly. When it was time for bed, she woke Diana, let her use the toilet, and led her to her own room. “Put on your nightgown and get in bed tonight,” she said. “The door will be locked. Pleasant dreams, Diana.” 
Diana looked in wonder at the bed that had been in her room all this time. She’d been locked in a box for days and then when her mistress bought her, she’d slept in a cage until now. Now she didn’t hesitate to slip on the baby doll nightgown and crawl under the flowered sheets and pink blanket, smiling at her mistress as she snuggled into what was really nothing more than a bigger cage. 
After all she’d done wrong today (and suffered for), Diana couldn’t believe the reward of getting to sleep in her own bed. She felt like she’d really made a connection with her mistress today. Of course it was a connection between slave and mistress, but it was a connection. She understood what was expected of her. She understood how things worked. It gave her a feeling of being in control of her fate. She couldn’t control their day-to-day activities. That was preordained by her mistress. But she could control punishment and if she could control punishment, then it followed that she could control reward. Diana was so focused on other events during her training that gender never even came into her mind. 
Not so worried about her own fate, Diana felt sorry for Beau. He was top slave, but mistress had snatched him up and dragged him to the punishment room without batting an eye. She had a sense that Beau had screwed up big time. Not that she was sure about it, but she didn’t think Beau had come out of the punishment room the whole time she was with mistress. She wondered if Beau was learning what real pain was. What an impact that made on the little girl. The top slave, mistress’ favorite, had disobeyed mistress and was learning real pain. If that could happen to Beau, then Diana knew mistress wasn’t bluffing about doing it to her. 
She fell asleep worrying about Beau. The fact that mistress wasn’t bluffing about slavery, obedience, and punishment didn’t bother her that much. Why would it? She had no intent to disobey her mistress again. 
Diana’s Fifth Full Day
Waking in the luxury of her own bed, Diana felt good that she’d pleased her mistress. It was even better when she was allowed a fork and spoon for breakfast and then afterwards, her mistress gave her a book to read. It was, of course, a book about girls, not too different from one she’d scorned earlier. She even tried to imagine herself as one of the girls, but it was hard. These girls were so innocent and chaste. Aside from a short period playing dolls with the other girls, her life was far from innocent and chaste. 
After just a few chapters, she set down the book and went through her clothes. Free in her room for the first time, she looked at dresses, skirts, blouses, jumpers, and skimpy, sheer lingerie in her size. Careful to fold them back up when she was done looking, she picked out a sheer bra and panty set and tried them on. She looked so sexy that she got a hard on again. Picking out a pretty lavender and white dress, she put that on. The short dress demanded stockings and she slipped on a lavender pair. The very feminine look demanded pigtails and she made a valiant try at it. They weren’t very lopsided. Each outfit she tried on she carefully folded or hung up right where she’d gotten it from. Not wanting to be caught since she didn’t know how her mistress would react, she started to put her nightgown back on and then stopped. She wasn’t caged and therefore didn’t have to keep it on. So, she put the lavender dress and stockings back on. 
As Malia brought lunch to her little girl, she stopped dumbstruck at the sight of Diana sitting on the edge of her bed, dangling her feet over the edge, dressed in lavender, and reading her book. Pigtails! She’d even put her hair in pigtails. Trying to act nonchalant about the precious sight, she said, “That looks lovely, Diana. Come here and let’s work on your hair.” Putting Diana’s hair in proper pigtails, she said, “You did very nice, Diana. Just a little practice and you’ll be perfect.”  As she left Diana to her lunch, she added, “Stay in those clothes until after dinner. Would you like to wear that to meet the girls?”
“Yes, mistress, may I?” she asked, trying to sound like one of the polite girls in her book. 
Astounded at Diana’s personally chosen and very feminine look, Malia was pleased with her slave’s progress. She still wasn’t sure how Diana would react to dressing and acting feminine around her sister and brother. It almost looked like she’d be proud to wear something so pretty in front of them. Nevertheless, she didn’t want to jeopardize Diana’s training by rushing it. 
After dinner, Malia told her slave, “We have some unfinished business, my sweet. Let’s go to the bathroom.” 
Unfinished business in the bathroom? Diana didn’t like the sound of that. “Pull down your panties and bend forward with your hands on your knees,” said her mistress. Despite a memory of being spanked in that position, Diana did as she was told. She looked over her shoulder as mistress prepared a warm, soapy rag and then washed her bottom. With another rag, mistress rinsed her off. Oh, that unfinished business. Beau never did fuck my pussy. 
Minutes later she was blindfolded and on her knees with her cheek to the floor and ass in the air. Nothing was said and within a minute she heard Beau’s footsteps. After a few seconds of silence, Beau kissed her bottom and licked her pussy. Mistress had done it quickly just to prove a point. Now Beau circled her pussy and licked the very center of it. It felt divine and she was surprised when he didn’t stop. She let out a moan, raising her ass higher without even thinking. He likes my pussy. Indeed, she could hear him making contented sounds, “Mmmmm.” He’s enjoying it. 
 Over and over, the warm, wet tongue licked her pussy. Her boy part was hard from the incredible sensation. Feels just like mistress feels when I lick hers. “Oh, yeah,” she gasped, catching herself before she said more. She wasn’t gagged and there was no reprimand for speaking. A slave can beg. That’s a standing rule, isn’t it? “Beau, it feels good. Please, don’t stop. Can I… can I cum?” She wasn’t sure if that was Beau’s decision or mistress’ decision. It didn’t matter, they were both there. “Yeah, Beau. Oh, yeah. Will… will you fuck my pussy? Please?”
There was no answer, though Beau did lick even harder and faster as she pleaded. She was afraid it wasn’t in the plan for her to cum or even get his cock inside her. No amount of begging or squirming worked and then Beau just stopped and left. She’d been used just so mistress could make a point with Beau. Sure it felt good, but she’d been left unsatisfied. Her little cock pounded with arousal just from having a boy lick her pussy. Oh how she wanted to cum like mistress. 
Disappointed, Diana waited for her mistress to let her get up. The ache in her cock faded as it slowly went limp. When the blindfold was removed, Diana went to her room, took off the clothes, and folded them neatly and then put on her maid uniform. “Work before play,” her mistress said as she changed. Today she was to clean the rest of the kitchen. Unfettered, she wasted no time getting what she needed and starting work. There were different things to clean in the kitchen than the other rooms, but she’d had enough training to know to lift things and clean under them, search out nooks and crannies, and check everything twice. She only had to clean the outside of the cabinets, counters, and appliances; inside the cabinets and drawers was off limits. She worked quickly because mistress had mentioned time with the girls, yet did it thoroughly because mistress had mentioned time with the girls. 
Finished, the maid knelt in the kitchen to wait for her mistress. Inspecting her own work, she spotted the vent at the bottom of the refrigerator and wiped it down and knelt again. She got up again to wipe off the tops of the canisters. When her mistress walked in, Diana was kneeling again. “You think you’re finished, Diana?’
“No, mistress,” she said. 
Malia looked quizzically at her maid. “You’ve stopped, but you don’t think you’re finished?”
“Yes, mistress,” she paused long enough to get the non-verbal approval to say more. “I did my best. I’ve done everything I can think of. Now, you’ll show me what I missed, mistress. I won’t forget it next week.” She watched as her mistress inspected her work, hoping that her mistress wouldn’t find anything wrong. 
Malia stopped at the stove and pulled a knob off. Holding it out to Diana, she said, “My maid didn’t know these came off, did she?”
“No, mistress,” said Diana. She stretched up to see and then stood as mistress waited for her to see what she’d missed. The space under the knob was clean, but there was a neat circle of grease defining where the knob had been. Picking up her rag, she washed the panel, removed the four other knobs, and washed under them as well. While she was at it, she wiped off the knobs before replacing them. 
Next, Malia pulled the stepladder to the refrigerator. “Up,” she said and Diana climbed up on the ladder. “You completely missed the top of the refrigerator. Just because you can’t see it, doesn’t mean it doesn’t have to be cleaned.”
Diana squinted skeptically at the smooth white surface of the top of the refrigerator. It looked clean. Almost anyway. She had to look hard to see the very fine layer of dust. “Yes, mistress.” She stretched up and wiped it off. 
“I’m disappointed that you missed the refrigerator,” she chided. “Clean it even if it doesn’t look dirty. The knobs I can understand. Make sure that you do not forget either of them again. Put your things away, wash your hands so you don’t smell like soap, and put your lavender dress back on.”
Since it was their turn to host, Malia called Olivia while Diana got ready. Though her quarters were right down the hall, Olivia always made a point of perfecting her girls’ appearance before leaving. Hence, it was always several minutes before she arrived. It was enough time for Malia to tie Diana in a comfortable position. The girl was astride the coffee table, her ankles tied to the table legs at one end. Leaning back, her hands rested on the top corners of the table while her wrists were tied to the legs just below. In that position, the tops of her stockings were visible, yet the short dress nearly covered her panties. Anyone could lean down and peer up her dress to see her panties, but from her angle, Diana couldn’t see them. She waited without shame, eager for her friends to arrive. 
As the three girls greeted Mistress Malia with a curtsey, Diana was only able to say, “Good evening, Mistress Olivia.”
“Good evening, Diana,” said Olivia, eying the little girl closely. She bent down low enough to see Diana’s panties and then stood up and leaned over the bound slave. “I think somebody wants to get her cock sucked. Yeah, sitting there with her legs spread. Getting hard for her girlfriends. Practically begging for a mouth around that sweet little cock. What do you think, Annabelle? Think she’d like to have you lift that pretty skirt, pull down her see through panties, and suck her brains out?”
“Yes, mistress, I think I could get her off in 30 seconds,” said the blond. 
“Annabelle! Don’t tease her,” she spoke sharply and then turned back to Diana, cooing seductively, “That’s my job.”  
“But, I can’t help it, mistress,” said Annabelle, her twinkling eyes telling Diana that she wasn’t really arguing with her mistress. “She’s got the best cock. Tastiest cock. Bet it’s hard already.” She turned her back and lifted her dress to expose her ass in see through panties. “Sorry, mistress, you should spank me.”
“Would you like that, Diana? Want to see Annabelle spanked?”
“No, Mistress Olivia,” said Diana, squirming delectably at the sight of the girl’s nearly bare bottom. 
“You wouldn’t want to watch me pull down her panties and put a red hand print on her pretty little ass?’
“No, Mistress Olivia.” Pull down her panties, yes. Spank her, no. 
Olivia lifted Diana’s dress and looked at the hard cock testing the limits of her panties. “Looks like you could cum in a second.”
“Yes, Mistress Olivia.” She thought that was a pretty accurate assessment of her throbbing cock. 
“So, here’s the game,” said Olivia, her voice no longer seductive. “Each of the girls is going to tease you the best she can. She’ll have 30 seconds. If you can stay soft while she teases you, then later she’ll suck you and share the cum. If you get hard like you are right now, then she’ll suck you, but you won’t get to cum.” She turned and put a finger in Annabelle’s mouth, moving it in and out. “Imagine this mouth on your cock and no permission to cum.”
“Yes, Mistress Olivia,” said Diana. She looked at her own mistress plaintively. That was impossible. 
“Take a few minutes to relax and lose that hard on,” said Olivia. “Don’t want you to start with something like that.” She smiled at Malia. Did you see how hard she got in front of all of us without even thinking or caring about it? The two settled down in chairs to watch the fun. 
After a decent interval, Malia peeked at Diana’s cock. Her cock was soft, though there was a dark spot where her precum had soaked in from earlier. “Amy, you start,” she said. 
The oldest of the girls approached Diana. Lifting her own skirt, Amy showed her hard cock. “Look what you do to me, Diana,” she said. “Got me all hard just thinking about your hot cock. I wanna put it in my mouth. Mmmm.” She put one of her fingers in her mouth and sucked it. “I want a mouthful of your cum. Yeah, Diana, I wanna peel your clothes right off, get down on my knees, and let my sexy friend know how much I like her cock. You’d let me, wouldn’t you? Let me slide my lips around it… lick it… suck it… get a mouthful?” She quickly unzipped her dress and let it fall to the floor. “You could do me, too. We could share the cum. Kiss with a mouthful and share it. You could cum right now, huh? Want me to suck it now? I still got time. Get hard for me and I’ll suck it. You won’t have to wait until later. Oh, baby, are you hard for me? Please.” She leaned right over Diana’s crotch. Her victim didn’t know she wasn’t allowed to touch or even look under her skirt. “Mmmm.” She looked over at her mistress. “Please, mistress, let me do it now.” She looked back at Diana. “She wants it so bad.”
“Time’s up. Let’s have a look,” said Olivia. Amy pulled up Diana’s skirt to show a raging hard on. “Tsk, tsk, tsk, no self-control, Diana?”
There was nothing for the 10-year-old to say except, “No, Mistress Olivia.” Her expression said the rest. It was impossible. What was she supposed to do? 
Another few minutes passed and then it was Autumn’s turn. The redhead kept her clothes on, relying on just her voice and motions to tease her victim. At the end of the 30 seconds, Olivia exposed Diana’s hard on again as the poor girl looked like a deer in headlights. 
Then it was Annabelle’s turn.  Malia called out, “Diana?” When her slave looked at her, she said, “Don’t you dare get hard for Annabelle. Do you understand me?”
“Yes, mistress,” she gulped. Annabelle was the sexiest of them all. She was doomed. 
Leaning over Diana, Annabelle said, “I want to pull down your panties and just swallow that gorgeous cock of yours, baby. I want it all. I want to suck and suck and suck. You won’t get to cum because you can’t help it right now. Get hard for me, baby, so I can suck you for hours. There’s me on my knees blowing you. On and on. God, how I love sucking you. I could do it for hours. I want you hard forever. Don’t want you to cum so you stay hard. I want to lift your dress, pull down your panties, and suck you off right here on the table in front of everybody.” She glanced down at Diana’s dress. “Can’t help it, can you? You want it so bad, but you’re not gonna get it because you want it so bad. You wanna suck me? I’ll cum for you.” She lifted her skirt to show off her hard cock. “You want this, don’t you?”
“Time’s up, Annabelle,” said Olivia. Looking at Malia, she said with a smile, “That was cheating.” She lifted Diana’s dress. “Worked though, didn’t it, Diana?” The bound girl had resisted Annabelle’s temptations. 
“Yes, Mistress Olivia,” she agreed sheepishly. It had been pretty easy once she had the right motivation. She didn’t want to disobey her mistress. Punishment would be worse than not cumming. 
Diana’s mistress untied her and announced, “Bath time.” With a wave of a hand, her mistress dismissed her. The girls all followed Diana to the bath. 
After the bath, they all gather back in the sitting room, two naked mistresses and four naked slaves. “I have something for you to watch, Diana,” said her mistress. “Amy… Autumn… if you will please.”
Autumn knelt in front of Amy and sucked on the 12-year-old’s cock until it was hard. Then Autumn turned, knelt down, leaned forward, and put her ass up in the air. Diana knew exactly what was going to happen as Amy pressed her face between Autumn’s cheeks and lapped at the offered pussy for 30 seconds. Just as she suspected, Amy put her hard cock to the entrance to Autumn’s pussy and pushed, her sizeable cock disappearing into the younger girl’s pussy with just a couple of thrusts. Diana watched the point of entry as Amy thrust in and out, but she also watched Amy’s face as the brunette got more and more excited, just like from a blowjob. She didn’t have to pay much attention to Autumn to get the redhead’s opinion of being fucked. “God, yes, Amy baby. Fuck me hard. Pound my pussy,” Autumn said over and over. 
“Mistress, may we cum?” panted Amy after a couple of minutes.
We? Diana was surprised at the request and then she noticed Autumn’s hand was busy stroking her cock. Holy cow, she really likes it a lot. 
“Not on Mistress Malia’s floor,” said Olivia. 
“Diana, catch Autumn’s cum in your mouth,” said Malia. The little girl scrambled to get in position. As Autumn took her hand away, Diana took the hard, slender cock in her mouth and sucked. She was pretty sure that the two girls came at the same time as her mouth flooded with cum. It wasn’t so much a blowjob as it was just using her mouth to keep the floor clean. Waiting until she was sure Autumn was done, Diana crawled out and proudly presented her mouthful of cum to the mistresses and Autumn, unaware of how hard her own cock was. Then she shared it with her friends. 
Olivia slid her hips forward to perch on the edge of her chair. “Who wants to lick my pussy?” Four girls piped up eagerly. After she selected Autumn, three girls eagerly offered to eat Mistress Malia, who then picked Amy. 
When Diana looked disappointed, her mistress said, “Time for you to get that blowjob from Annabelle. You’re allowed to cum, but only after Mistress Olivia and I have both cum.” Diana came quickly after the two mistresses, relieved that they didn’t take very long. 
The mistresses lounged for a few minutes with their slaves kneeling and waiting. “Are you ready, Annabelle?” asked Malia.
“Yes, Mistress Malia,” nodded the only girl who hadn’t cum yet. 
“Diana, Annabelle is going to fuck your pussy now,” said her mistress. “I’ve decided that Beau doesn’t deserve the privilege of taking my fuck bunny’s virginity. You saw how it was done. Just remember that you do not get to cum again this afternoon.”
“Yes, mistress,” said Diana, happy despite the promise of no orgasms. She went through the process of sucking Annabelle to hardness and then letting Annabelle lick her pussy. With her ass in the air, she waited for her fellow slave to take her virginity. It wasn’t entirely true since the little slave had already experienced larger butt plugs. It was the first of many times she’d be sodomized by another slave. 
As Annabelle sank her cock into Diana’s ass, Olivia smiled. She rarely allowed herself to think of her slaves or Diana as boys, but it was one of her greatest thrills to watch one boy ass fuck another boy with such pleasure. The mind fuck was all important to her and it was fun to play a part in another little boy’s downfall. Her three girls were feminine to the core and Diana already had no reservations. The little fool had a big smile on his face as he took it in the ass. Already she could feel another orgasm was in order just from the thrill of such a complete level of control. 
That night Diana slept in her bed again, tucked between pink sheets, and clutching a rag doll that her mistress had rewarded her with. She thought about being fucked, sucking cock, and licking her mistress’ pussy. Most of all, she remembered the smile on her mistress’ face when she put on the lavender dress all on her own. 
Triple Fun
By Kenna
Chapter Six – Reunion
The night before the reunion of the oldest and middle siblings, Malia talked with Peter about the big step. Even before she’d started training her three slaves, Peter had been her chief counsel and had warned her against the approach she was taking. He preferred to break a slave down to understand her complete dependency on her master. Malia wanted to try a persuasive mix of carrot and stick. When he couldn’t change her mind, he relented, saying, “I know your idea won’t work for an adult. I also know it’s worked on children, just not 100% of the time.” With that final warning, he helped her lay out the plan that she’d used so far with great success. 
During the call she pointed out the signs that Snowball was ready for the next step. Her pet had never tried to stand and not spoken after the first day. Snowball had been nothing but cooperative, even holding still to be tied in positions that would hurt. There were even plenty of anecdotes of her attempts to please her mommy. Most of all, there were recent signs, like enjoying being a decoration, that Snowball actually reveled in her new life. 
“A house of cards,” said Peter. “Sorry, but it’s true. Six days doesn’t make a 12-year-old girl a slave. You’re still in the honeymoon phase. I’m more worried than satisfied that she hasn’t tested you. She’s stunned. She’s overwhelmed. Maybe she’s just plain dull-witted. Someday she’s gonna get her mind around what’s happened and throw a fit.”
“She’s not stupid,” countered Malia. “Are you saying I shouldn’t reunite them?”
“No, just that might be her hardest trick. Beau’s, too, for that matter. Have one of them completely restrained. You can’t handle two of them if they rebel. Face it, there’s never going to be a right time to do this. Maybe after a month would be safer, but I know what you want out of this. Do you?”
“Yeah,” she said, not sounding too sure about it. “It’s why I wanted siblings. It’s why I made the oldest into my pet. The incest and role reversal make it so hot.”
“Shock value,” said Peter. “That’s why you want to do it now while they’re more siblings than slaves. You want a gut wrenching experience for Snowball. To get the most out of this for yourself, you need to do it tomorrow. You understand that big sister complete with whiskers and tail up her ass is going to meet little brother knowing that she’s sucked his cock. He’s a normal boy and she’s a pet.” He shook his head at his own description. “Come to think of it, tomorrow will be when she really realizes what it means to be your pet. It’s her defining moment. If she thinks it’s a game, by tomorrow she won’t anymore.”
“And that’s good?”
“I think that’s good,” he waffled. “Think about that moment for you. It was probably in the first day or two of your slavery. That moment when you knew I was serious and you were seriously fucked.  The only place she can go is up. She’ll be more defiant for a few days once she knows the stakes and then one day she’ll be a slave. What would you have done on your third day if you had gotten loose?”
Malia was already lost in thought as she recalled the realization that she was screwed to the core. The answer to his final question was easy. “Run. Fight. Get the fuck away.”
“So your guard will have to be higher than ever for a few days. And Beau…” he stopped to think as he changed the subject. “He’s already had that moment I’d say when you let him think Diana was gone. But from what you tell me, your carrot approach has succeeded already. He wants to nurse at the wellspring of your femininity. He wants to mouth fuck his big sister and little brother. He’s had his low moment and all it did was convince him he has too good of a deal to rebel. He’s a happy boy toy, but he’s not a well-trained slave yet.”
“Yep,” she said proudly. “He’s being seduced into slavery. He doesn’t really understand what it means to be a slave. He thinks he’s slave, but each day he’s more of a slave. One day he’ll be a well-trained slave and he’ll never even know it happened.”
“Don’t get cocky,” warned Peter. “He might grow a conscience and become more hindrance than help. You are using him to help enslave the other two. Don’t be surprised if you lose that help and need to beat him down more.” With a wave of his hand, he dismissed that chance, “Probably not, but… well, I don’t know him well enough. And you’re going to wait on Diana?”
“Yeah, maybe another week or more,” she said. “Snowball knows she’s being screwed by being turned into a pet. Meeting Beau will embarrass her, but she’ll still be a pet. Diana looks happy for now, but meeting her brother and sister will remind her of years of being a boy.”
Peter nodded. “She’ll become a boy as she postures for them. She needs more time. Think a month, not a week. Talk to Olivia to see if she has any thoughts on the point of no return. She’s done… I guess around seven of them by now. She’s had Annabelle for six months now. Talk to her about Autumn if you haven’t already. They had a couple of go-rounds as late as four or five months into her training.”
“Still thought she was a boy?”
“Still had a domineering and masculine attitude toward Amy and Alice. Oh God,” he muttered as he thought. “I forgot. She regressed when Annabelle came along. Sometimes it just takes longer. Ah well, it’s getting late and you have a big day tomorrow. Want me on hand just in case?”
“No, but thanks, something I want to do on my own.”
“Yeah, you’ll be OK if you have her fully restrained. Call if you change your mind, ‘night.”
Malia led Beau into the room with Snowball, thinking about that call and Peter’s advice, especially about her pet as a house of cards that might come down in a few seconds. Her pet sat in profile without a sign to tell what was on her little mind. “Snowball, this is Beau,” she said and Snowball’s fluffy white head turned to look. 
Snowball had a minute to think about the meeting, still pondering what about Beau would make her want to speak. Just what might I say? Holy cow? Damn, he’s cute? I sucked that? Damn, he’s ugly? So, how should I say those without words? All she had was her facial expressions and cute little pet noises. I can wag my tail. Oh hell no, I can swish my tail. She’d already decided she was mostly a cat. Wagging was not what her tail did. 
At the sound of mommy’s voice, she turned and looked at Beau. Shorter than I expected. Younger than me. Oh hell no! No! No! No!  Her eyes opened wide as horror filled her. I’m freaking kneeling naked and cute and it’s Jake! She squirmed. Don’t want him to see me like this. Oh, for God’s sake, I sucked my brother! He fucked me! He’s top slave and I’m a freaking pet? He gets to be a boy and I’m a pet. Never walking. Never talking. I sucked him and swallowed his cum. And I was just looking forward to doing it again!
Several feelings ran through her from horror to revulsion to anger to defiance and even jealousy. As the oldest of them, she ought to be top slave. It was just too bizarre to be real, yet everything about her new life was too bizarre and it was all real. She looked sharply at mommy. Diana? She’s a pretty little girl. It couldn’t be Danny. She’s been a disobedient little girl this week and mommy is very upset with her. That could be Danny. She looked down the hall at the other locked door.  Who is the third slave, mommy? There was no answer, not even an acknowledgement of her question. 
“Hello, Snowball,” said Beau as he walked up to her. He patted her head and scratched behind her ears as she tried to will herself to disappear. Her attempts to shrink away were futile. She couldn’t move much and his hand just followed her. “You are so cute. Beautiful and sexy.” He stroked her bare back. “Sit up straight for mommy.”
She shook her head, tossing drops of spittle to the sides. Not cute. Not beautiful. Not sexy. Go away. Don’t touch me. Do not…eeek… look at my boobs. She glared at him as his eyes ran over her nude body. She wanted to be angry at him, but he was a slave. Her predicament wasn’t his fault and getting a blow job wasn’t his choice. Bet he enjoys this though. He’s got a hard on. Oh God, he is looking and enjoying. Maybe he has to look and pet, but he doesn’t have to enjoy.  
“Calm down, baby,” he said. Their mistress had given him some words to use… baby for Snowball and mommy for mistress. The condescending baby talk voice only seemed to make her more agitated. “Calm down,” he said more firmly. 
This one time Malia was willing to be patient. It was a shock for her pet. Enjoying the horror and frustration that was plainly on Snowball’s face, she could see Snowball’s mind working it out. What was that look for? Defiance? She allowed herself just a little bit of a smile. She was getting a sexual thrill from Snowball’s utter helplessness. Her pet wanted to run and hide, but all she could do was cringe in the face of Beau’s admiration. The top slave was taking his time to let Snowball understand their relationship. She was surprised when Beau said, “I’ll be right back, baby.” He looked at her for approval and Malia nodded, curious about Beau’s plan.
Just 20 seconds later, Beau returned with a warm, wet rag in his hand. He wiped Snowball’s drool off her chin and cheeks. Then he carefully patted her chest, everywhere that her vigorous head shaking had strewn her spit. “There, that’s better,” he said to the surprised pet. She didn’t miss that he was no longer hard. 
He disappeared again to put the rag away and when he came back, he knelt in front of her and hugged her. “Jeez, I thought maybe you were dead or something. I’m so glad to see you here safe with mommy.”
She was stunned. Safe with mommy? I am, aren’t I? He was worried about me? She could imagine that from Jake. Maybe not from Danny, but definitely from Jake. Snowball whined at him. And I wasn’t worried about him. Not recently anyway. She felt a little guilty over that. It was one of the first things he’d said to her, even before the blowjob. All she’d been worried about was being naked and he was even naked, too. Naked and taking care of her as nonchalantly as if they were fully dressed. He’s seen me before. He watched me blow him. It just didn’t seem like such a horrific thing anymore. Betrayal by mommy, but not horrific. 
“Would Snowball like her gag out?” he asked, but she saw he was looking at mommy. “If I may, mistress?”
“If you’re ready to punish her if she speaks, then yes,” said Malia. 
“I don’t think Snowball wants me to spank her, does she?” said Beau. As she shook her head, he reached back and undid the strap and pulled the ring gag clear. “There, that’s better.”
She was more comfortable without the gag. That still left her naked and bound. She pretty much had to agree to not speak since he could so easily spank her. It wasn’t an agreement made lightly. There was no way she was going to say a word. Oh, how she did not want to be spanked by Beau. 
The top slave didn’t have much of a plan. His mistress expected him to get a blowjob, but Snowball’s initial reaction slowed him down. He wanted to let her get used to him as top slave. He wanted to look, let her know he was looking, and get her to accept that he was going to look. Then he thought of the three boys and their slave girl he’d seen at the pool. He expected to earn Snowball’s trust as the boys had. This was, after all, his sister. He looked to his mistress again, “Mistress, may I remove the straps on her legs?”
The girl didn’t look like she was trying to do anything out of the ordinary and with the straps gone she’d still be bound at the ankles, knees, wrists, and elbows. Now that she was calm, Malia said, “Yes, Beau, you may. Then no more delay. Let her suck your cock.”
Let her suck your cock. Let her... Snowball looked at mommy as she realized just how the words fit. This was her reward and his. She’d been looking forward to it. She’d done it before. Beau had watched her as she had done it blindfolded. Beau undid the straps from her legs and she was still immobile. She was, however, no longer looking forward to it. Just how is this my reward? What can I do though? Just what choices do I have? She silently chastised herself. I have no choices. Her racing mind thought of things that just couldn’t be done. She had two choices. Suck cock or be punished and then suck cock. Punished by Beau. 
As Beau stepped in front of her, Snowball took his cock in her mouth. Might as well. Just a few days ago she’d hesitated at mommy’s command to lick her and she could remember the disappointment she felt when she made mommy snap at her. She focused on his cock and the taste of his precum, unable to look at his face. It was an incredibly galling feeling to suck this cock now that she knew who it was attached to. She did it anyway and felt it harden in her mouth. Damn, he’s enjoying this. She tried to recall the feeling of pleasure she’d gotten from sucking a faceless boy’s cock. Her head bobbed back and forth, tasting the warm cock. Beau’s cock. Beau. Beau. Beau. She said the name over and over in her head to drive out the truth. For a minute she just sucked him with enthusiasm born of the need to get it over with. 
Naked. Kneeling. Whiskers. Ears. God, I’ve got a tail. She cast a quick glance up and saw him watching her intently. Nothing but my mouth to satisfy him. Do it now. Learn to like it later. No choice. This is my life now. Holy cow, he’s bigger and harder than ever.  
Beau didn’t want to say anything and break the spell. She wanted to pretend it wasn’t him. He was going to let her. His cock reacted more strongly that it had even done before. Though he’d watched her before, it was even better now that she knew. It was hard to believe she was doing it anyway. It was better knowing she knew whose cock it was. My freaking big sister. So prim, proper, and perfect… when she’s not being annoying that is… and now look at her. She’s sucking my cock and she’s good at it. Then she looked up at him. “That’s good, Snowball,” he said now that she’d acknowledged him. “Feels good, baby.” 
As Beau praised her, Snowball just sat back so the cock pulled from her mouth. She looked down at the floor. No, I’m not your baby. Not going to do it. Not gonna make it that easy for mommy. She looked up at Beau sadly. “How could you, Jake?” she said. She turned to look at mommy and felt Beau’s hand cover her mouth as he frantically tried to stop her even though he knew it was too late. She jerked her head to the side. “You’re evil!” she shouted at Malia. “Sick! Let us go!”
At the first words, Malia didn’t react except to frown her disappointment at her pet. When Snowball and Beau started to struggle, him pointlessly trying to stop her and her shouting anyway, the mistress stepped forward and took Beau’s wrists. She pulled them behind his back and clipped his cuffs together. Then she gently laid him down and clipped his ankles and knees together. Snowball was going to be punished just for speaking. However, her pet was trying to rally support from Beau so Malia wanted to make sure that Beau didn’t rebel as well. 
“No, don’t hurt him,” whined Snowball. “Just let us go. You can’t do this!” She started crying as Beau was immobilized and there was no hope left. Her blood ran cold as mommy put the ring gag back in her mouth. Her words meant nothing to mommy. Not now. Not ever. She was going to be punished just for speaking and all she had was the personal satisfaction of telling off the bitch in front of Beau. It was worth it, though. She glared triumphantly as mommy lifted her up and carried her into the punishment room. Mommy set her next to the vile wooden horse and she recalled the pain that mommy could inflict. It was still worth it. 
Rather than remove the leather bolster from the horse so Snowball could straddle the wedge and feel it dig into her pubic bone, Malia unclipped Snowball’s knees and sat her straddling the padded bolster. Then she adjusted the side supports so her pet’s knees rested just atop them and clipped those trembling knees to the sturdy spanking horse. With Snowball secured to the horse, Malia undid her ankles and clipped each of them to the side support. Then she undid her pet’s arms and clipped her left arm to a side support and then her right arm. She adjusted the side supports so Snowball’s forearms and calves just barely rested on them. 
“A pet spoke,” said mommy tersely. “A pet chose to express meaningless thoughts with words. A pet disobeyed.” She was furious, concisely reprimanding her slave so she didn’t show her anger. Now she’d have to listen to Peter saying I told you so. He hadn’t quite told her so, but she knew he’d disapproved of her rushing this meeting. Impatient. And look what it got me. Back to square one with Snowball. The house of cards collapsed. She took out the leather strap that Beau and Diana had learned to fear. Hanging it in front of Snowball, she said, “Mommy hasn’t had to use this on you yet, Snowball. I am so disappointed in you. Now I’ll have to punish you for not blowing Beau and then Beau will punish you for speaking.” She walked to the end of the horse and rubbed Snowball’s helpless ass. “A  pet will just have to sit here with her pretty bottom ready and waiting. A pet should consider just how much Beau does not want to punish her. He trusted you.” She walked to the front and put a finger through the ring gag. “A pet will just have to sit here with here naughty mouth ready and waiting. Oh yes, a pet will blow Beau anyway.” Then she left Snowball to consider her pretty bottom and naughty mouth and just how helpless she was to protect them. 
In the other room, Beau lay quietly. He hadn’t done anything wrong, but he knew anything he did now would change that. Mistress had left him there with no orders, so there he stayed. He didn’t see himself as a threat that needed to be neutralized. It just made sense that he be restrained while she was occupied with Snowball. It was eye opening to see how serious mistress was about Snowball’s talking. He hadn’t expected anything less though. We’re slaves and we get punished for breaking the rules. Why did she have to talk? Why did I think she wouldn’t? It felt almost like he’d dared her. My fault for taking out the gag. 
When his mistress came back for him, she undid his ankles and knees, but left his wrists together. Helping him stand up, she said, “Snowball needs to be punished and you need to get used to doing it.” She put a finger to his lips to stop him from responding. “It’s not something I will have you do for me when she breaks a rule. However, there was an unspoken agreement between the two of you that she wouldn’t speak, wasn’t there?”
“Mistress, it’s my fault for taking out the gag,” he started and then stopped as she frowned at him. “Yes, mistress,” he agreed. “I expected her to be quiet.”
“Beau, let’s be precise,” she said. “Snowball does not have to remain quiet. She may whimper, whine, growl, or whatever to express herself. She just is not allowed to speak words. You expected her not to speak.”
“Yes, mistress,” nodded Beau, trying to imagine Snowball spitting out his cock and growling at him. It made his cock want to crawl up inside him. 
“It is not your fault for taking out the gag,” continued Malia. “You asked. I agreed. She knew the rules.” She ruffled his hair. “Beau, you’re the best slave I’ve ever had. You’re not responsible for her bad behavior. You trusted her and she violated that trust. That’s why you’re going to punish her for speaking.” She spent the next 15 minutes coaching Beau on how he would punish Snowball until he could repeat exactly what she expected. 
As Beau was getting his instructions, Snowball was feeling the unnerving anticipation of being alone with the wicked looking leather strap hanging on the wall. It felt like she was glued to the spanking horse. From elbow to elbow she was pinned against the sinister device, held in place by the chains on her elbow cuffs. From elbow to wrist her forearms were pinned to the platforms they rested on. From knee to knee she was held down by her knee cuffs and from knee to ankle, her calves were immobilized. From breastbone to pubic bone her torso was held fast against the leather bolster. She could wiggle her fingers and toes and move her head. All she could think of was that leather strap and her immobile bottom and Beau’s cock and her mouth in a permanent O. Mommy had even poked her finger right in her mouth to show how easy it was. Now she drooled on the shiny leather under her chin, unable even to keep from doing that. 
Dammit, she’s right. I knew this would happen, didn’t I? I’m gonna suck his cock anyway.  Suck his cock or get spanked and then suck his cock. I made a choice to suck his cock and then… I just forgot what I am… it felt so bad that I stopped… I talked… now I’m gonna suck his cock with the gag in my mouth… after I get spanked… by Beau. Oh God, how stupid am I? Not stupid… mommy deserved to hear what I had to say… she can’t really ignore what I think, can she? Now Beau knows that I’m not happy being mommy’s pet and sucking his cock. It was worth it. 
If only her thoughts could raise her confidence. She looked at the door in dread as it opened and Beau came in with mommy on his heels. It was even worse when she saw that Beau had been given shorts and a shirt. They weren’t much covering for him, but he wasn’t naked. The thin, spandex shorts looked like a second skin with a bulge in the front. His shirt was just as tight and ended above his tummy, leaving an 8 inch swath of bare skin between shirt and shorts. 
“Snowball was a bad girl,” he said to the helpless pet as he approached her. “You know I trusted you not to speak. Now I can’t trust you. You’ll have to earn my trust.” He couldn’t believe how cool it felt just to say those words and watch her react with disbelief. I’m lecturing my big sister for a change instead of her telling me off. His confidence was buoyed by the fact that his mistress had given him the right words to say, Snowball couldn’t talk back, and the look on her face. Standing right in front of her, he ran his finger around the circle of her mouth. “This is how Snowball belongs now. Gagged so she can’t speak. It’s for your own good, pretty girl.” He reached out with both hands and grabbed handfuls of hair to prove he could hold her head in place. “When the time comes, I’m going to fuck your face instead of letting you blow me.” She followed his eyes down to his crotch where the bulge had grown considerably. “Such a sweet, helpless mouth.” The words were all from his mistress, but they came as if they were his own and it felt good. He was learning what it meant to be top slave. 
Stepping to the side, he put a hand on her bare back. “You broke one of mommy’s rules so you’ll be punished.” He walked slowly down toward the other end of the horse, trailing his hand down her back. “I trusted you to not speak, so I’m going to spank you. Three times. Right here, baby.” His hand came to rest on her bare ass so she knew exactly where right here was. He completed the walk ending up at the end of the horse where he could look right at her spread pussy. Both hands rested on her ass. “Right on this beautiful, bare, helpless ass.”
Snowball’s squirming was only mental. She understood he could control her mouth. The feel of his hand on her bare back, a relatively safe place, was still a reminder of her inability to protect herself. Then his hand slowly moved down and she knew exactly where it was going. “Unnnh,” she protested as he explained where she was getting spanked. Then she was shocked when his finger went to her pussy. “Mommy might let me fuck you later,” he said. “Remember how good that felt when we did it before, baby?” His finger found her clit and rubbed it in firm circles. She was horrified that he was touching her there. He knew just what he was doing. And yes, damn it, I can remember how good it felt last time. It just hadn’t been my little brother last time. 
As Beau calmly showed just how vulnerable she was, Snowball began to regret her outburst. This was not worth it. She’s brainwashed him. He didn’t hear what I said and my words were as pointless to him as there were to mommy. He’s showing me just how it feels to be a pet. I’ll be naked for him anytime he wants, blow him when he wants, and fuck him when he wants.  Right now I’m going to hold still while he spanks me… like it or not. “Unnnhhh,” she whined as she felt his breath on her pussy. She looked back, but couldn’t see him. He’s inches from my pussy. Staring. She wanted to die from embarrassment. 
Finally the top slave went to the wall and removed the strap. He knew exactly what was expected of him, but just in case, his mistress had warned him that if the swats were too soft, she’d do another three. He stepped beside her. Grasping the base of her tail, he pulled on it. Her asshole distended and then gave up the plug. As his mistress had instructed, he cleaned the plug and set it aside. Now her ass was ready. “Don’t ever disappoint me again, Snowball,” he said as he brought the strap down across her pure white ass as hard as he could. A 2-inch wide red stripe appeared like magic. 
Snowball’s scream pierced the room, her eyes wide with shock and surprise. How could he? The pain was incredible, second only to the galling feeling of betrayal. Betrayed by her brother and there was nothing she could do about it. Her muscles strained against the chains, but her bottom didn’t move an inch. Whining desperately, she tried to look back at Beau. Out of the corner of her eye, she could see him standing in position and then his arm went up in the air. 
The sound of his sister screaming gave Beau pause. It was probably less than what his mistress had done to him, but this was different. He was spanking his big sister. It hurt him to hurt her and he knew he was redefining their relationship. He was really, truly the top slave and she was nothing but a pet. The blood bond between them was of no importance in this world. He raised the strap and saw she was straining to watch. “Nothing a slave can do except take the punishment she earned.” Quickly he brought it down, the sound of a gunshot across her ass followed by her scream. He waited for the scream to die down and then raised his arm again. “Snowball should be careful in the future. I enjoy spanking her helpless ass.” It was what his mistress wanted him to say, but it was very true. If not enjoying, at least his cock was hard as a rock. He brought the strap down again, watching her flesh compress, rebound, and turn even redder. 
With the punishment done, he dropped the paddle to the floor with a clatter and quickly stepped in front of Snowball. He pulled his shorts down to show his cock was hard and throbbing. Again he seized her hair and this time he pushed his cock into the waiting circle, feeling her soft tongue as it fought to keep him out. True to his word, he fucked her face just so she could feel him thrusting deep in her mouth. The wide O was not tight enough, so he had to stop and stroke himself, quickly finishing himself off and shooting into her mouth and onto the leather in front of her. Most of what she got in her mouth dribbled out as well. “Good girl,” he said as he patted her head. He stepped back and pulled up his shorts. 
Snowball was still reeling from the pain when Beau put his cock in her mouth. He was hard from spanking her. She was sure he’d had a soft bulge when he first came in and now clearly had a fully erect cock. The humiliation of having her brother use her mouth for his own pleasure was overpowering. His cock rubbed across her tongue and she tasted his precum. Shocked and in pain, she put up no fight. Even when he let go of her hair and jerked off in her mouth, she held still and let him.  Thankfully, most of his cum ended up on the horse in front of her. Then, as Beau stepped away, mommy took his place. “Snowball has 15 minutes to clean the horse. Lick it and swallow it.” She hung the paddle in front of Snowball again. “I’ll give you three more… harder than Beau did if that horse isn’t clean.” The three of them stared at the white goo atop the leather bolster. There was no question that Snowball could reach every drop with her tongue. She leaned forward and licked the cum while they watched. Then mommy and Beau left her and she continued to clean her brother’s cum off like the pet she was. 
It was less than 15 minutes before the leather was sparkling clean and all of Beau’s cum as in her mouth. It was, however, not an easy task. She licked and then, like she already knew, she couldn’t swallow She returned to lick more and ended up drooling spit and cum. There was only one way to do it. Running her tongue around in one all encompassing lick, she got as much as she could and then lay with her head tilted back so nothing drained out. Her instructions were to swallow, but there was nothing she could do about that. She couldn’t even look down to see that the leather dried with scarcely a trace of the diluted cum. 
In the last few minutes, she had time to think about Beau as mommy’s accomplice. He’d enjoyed the blow job, spanking her, and then fucking her mouth. Yet she was sure the blow job was mommy’s idea. Beau had even seemed reluctant and mommy had told him a second time. He’d tormented her on the horse, but how much of that was mommy’s orders? The words and actions didn’t seem like something Jake would say and do. Mommy had made him touch her, spank her, and then fuck her mouth.  The words were so personal. Just how much could mommy make Beau do? She had little doubt she could order him to say fuck your face, right on this helpless ass, Mommy might let me fuck you later, or I enjoy spanking her helpless ass.  Mommy had the power to keep her from speaking at all. She could make Beau say or do anything. 
There Snowball waited until mommy came in with Beau following. This time he was naked. Mommy stopped in front of Snowball and looked in her open mouth. “Hmmm, the cum is still there, Beau. What did I tell you?”
“Yes, mistress,” agreed Beau. “You said she couldn’t possibly swallow. But since I asked, you said I could have a chance to help her.” He reached behind her head and undid the leather strap and extracted the ring gag. “Now swallow, baby,” he said soothingly and stroked her hair. 
Snowball closed her mouth and swallowed, galled, but grateful that Beau had helped her. She didn’t want another spanking for something that she couldn’t possibly do. It gave her another view of the top slave. He’d argued with mommy. He’d helped her out and saved her from three more, harder swats. She couldn’t have done what mommy ordered without his help. Recalling that as they met earlier she’d thought of him as a slave only doing mommy’s bidding, there were only three things he’d done that seemed genuinely Jake – remove her gag, unstrap her legs, and now remove her gag a second time so she could swallow. 
In reality only the first two had been unrehearsed. It was Malia’s version of good cop, bad cop… good top slave, bad mistress. She wanted Snowball to be an unquestioning slave for her, but be fond of Beau. With Snowball’s mouth clear, Malia gave Snowball a sip of water and then pushed a big red ball gag into the girl’s mouth. It was the kind with a full head harness with a Y strap up over her nose, between her eyes and buckling behind her head. Malia had hated it when Peter had trained her, but she liked the look on her slave. It didn’t matter that Snowball obviously didn’t like it. The head harness had the look of a muzzle put on a bad dog. The look was sexy in how it showed her control. 
Putting Snowball to the test, Malia freed the pet’s arms from the sides of the horse. The girl’s knees and ankles were still chained to the horse, so any disobedience was doomed. “Hold out your right hand, baby.”
Snowball’s face showed her concern, but she moved without hesitation. Please, I’ll be good, mommy. What are you going to do? Holding her hand steady, Snowball’s heart sank as mommy held out a big paw-like glove to put on her hand.  It looked like a kitty paw and she had no choice but to let mommy put it on. It was a little struggle to get on because it was tight. Her fingers fit into individual tight leather tubes with the tip of her finger out the far end. She could only bend her first knuckle. She couldn’t even use her thumb as an opposable thumb to grasp anything. In dismay she held still as mommy put one on her other hand as well. The gloves fit tightly around her wrist and then locked in place. They weren’t coming off without mommy’s key. 
When mommy told her to put her hands behind her back, Snowball again obeyed without hesitation. Her bare ass was still available, bright red from the recent spanking. Mommy clipped her wrists together. Mommy freed her right foot and put a paw on it and chained it back in place. Then, mommy put a paw on her left foot. The foot paws had two additional features. The top, over her arch, pulled back so mommy could lock them in place with straps. Then the flap was fastened with Velcro so the strap wasn’t visible. The bottom of the paw had a firm surface like the sole of a shoe though she knew she wasn’t allowed to stand on them. Lastly, mommy put her butt plug back in so she completed the look with a cute tail. 
Snowball had wondered a few days ago about paws, but had forgotten about them. They were the next logical step after the tail, but now it felt like she’d earned them with disobedience. She was astounded when mommy said, “Now, it’s time for your punishment for being a defiant little pet.” Her eyes opened wide. You can’t be serious. What defiance? What punishment? I’ve been spanked… by Beau! It’s not fair to punish twice for the same thing. I was good!
Her questions were answered when mommy said, “Beau punished you for talking. Now I’m going to punish you for not doing the blow job as ordered. You understand that if you defy me, you’ll end up doing it anyway. You were told to blow your little brother and now you have.” Both slaves were surprised at their mistress’ reference to their relationship. Beau distinctly remembered his mistress making a point that they weren’t brother and sister anymore. Snowball had noticed that mommy hadn’t used that reference before. It was simply too obvious for Malia to ignore anymore, so she decided to get it out in the open.  “Now I’m going to remind you why you do things the first time you’re told. No questions. No hesitation.”
Malia took the end of a rope running through a pulley on the ceiling and attached it to Snowball’s wrists. Then she pulled her pet’s arms into the air until the rope and Snowball’s arms were at a 45 degree angle to the floor. Snowball arched a little bit to relieve the strain on her arms, but then Malia pulled more and Snowball’s upper body arched up off the horse until just her hips were resting on the horse. 
The pain was immediate as Snowball’s shoulders were stretched and strained to bear her weight. Her back and tummy strained to hold her body up to minimize the strain on her shoulders. As if that wasn’t bad enough, she looked at Beau and saw the look on his face as he ignored her pain and admired her taut, naked body. It was like being mommy’s decoration only now it was Beau staring at her. Nothing she could do but show off her tits. Which, by the way, were thrust out more by the way her shoulders were pulled back. 
The helpless pet watched mommy’s hands as they reached for her tits. For all the control she had, they might as well have been somebody else’s tits, except that she felt mommy’s fingers pinch and roll her nipples around until they were embarrassingly hard bullets. Once they were hard, mommy put clamps and weights on them. Mommy stepped back and Snowball stared straight ahead at the blank wall in front of her. After 30 seconds she shifted her eyes to Beau and, sure enough, he was staring. 
Malia was waiting for Snowball to acknowledge her little brother’s presence and gave her a few seconds to bask in the feel of his eyes on her. “Beau, you’ve fucked your big sister and she’s blown you a few times. Now go get a feel of her cute little tits. Cup them. Squeeze them. Bounce the weights. The pain is her punishment and I think she needs to get used to being yours so she doesn’t get out of line just because she’s embarrassed.”
Beau didn’t hesitate. The boy reached out with both hands and cupped the small mounds on Snowball’s chest. She thought they were pushed out, but stretched as she was, they were actually less noticeable. Cupping the soft skin, he squeezed and bounced them, earning whines and moans of pain and humiliation. 
As Beau fondled her, Snowball heard mommy putting things in perspective. “Snowball, you are a slave. You do everything you’re told without question or hesitation. You belong to me. I’ll decide everything in your life. You’ve licked my pussy. You’ve sucked cock. You’re not a virgin anymore. My pussy is the most important pussy in your world. Beau’s cock is the most important cock in your world. In time, I’ll give him time to spend with you any way that he pleases. So, get it through your head that you are your horny little brother’s sex toy and you will please him any way that he wants.” Mommy’s words were worse than Beau’s hands as they clearly explained what it meant for Beau to be the top slave. 
After giving Beau a minute to enjoy his sister, she pulled his arms behind him and attached his wrist cuffs. Then she hooked his wrists to a hook in the wall so that the two could see each other. Beau’s cock was hard and he had a look of pride on his face… proud to be exposed with a hard on. Snowball had a less than happy look on her face at being exposed for Beau’s viewing pleasure. Malia gagged Beau with a simpler ball gag. She didn’t want even a one sided conversation going on in her absence. 
Leaving the two slaves, she called Peter so he could say I told you so and get it over with. Instead of rubbing in her mistake, he came over and they talked about how to put a house of cards back together and make it sturdier from the start. “Basically, you’re back to square one, but training a slave is half the fun. Use this to your advantage. First, she has no place to go but up. Don’t let her up too fast. Second, you have Beau’s help, but keep an eye on him so you know before he does that he’s growing a conscience. Third, she has one more surprise in her future. Get that out of the way, too.”
“You think she should meet Diana?” asked Malia in surprise. 
“And vice versa,” nodded Peter. “What if they both regress back to square one when that meeting takes place? Diana’s going to have to be a peace with being a girl in front of her sister and brother. Snowball’s going to be embarrassed to be a pet all over again. Get it out of the way now.”
“I don’t know,” said Malia. “I’m not ready for that. I don’t have a plan.” She looked at her watch. “I have to get Snowball down in five minutes. You have any ideas?”
“Diana’s day always starts as a maid, right?”
“Basically,” agreed Malia. “She sometimes blows Beau first, but cleaning is every day.”
“Today she does what?”
“Washes the linens.”
“Oh, that’s a little hard to work around if I remember wash day correctly,” he smiled. Precious was not his maid, so his washing was done by the ship’s crew. Dirty clothes went and clean clothes came back. “She’ll start the wash, wait a while, dry the wash and start a new load, and wait?”
“Yeah, this week there’s only my linens and Beau’s, so two loads.”
“Would you mind not having linens done today? I mean, if things take longer than expected?”
She cocked her head at him. “Peter, you told me once that slave training takes precedence over everything. Linens can wait.”
“Might not come to that.” He ran through a quick idea. They discussed it for a couple of minutes before Malia went to take care of Snowball. 
Snowball hadn’t considered the consequences of breaking multiple rules. She hadn’t even seen the difference between breaking one and breaking two at the same time. After mommy left, she got the chance to consider it. Spanked by Beau had already made her outburst not worth it. Now she was in pain again as Beau stared at her. This was just plain mean. She’d been in a worse physical position just being a decoration a couple of times, but the icy stab of mommy using this as punishment made it the worst ever. There wasn’t the satisfaction of being on display and mommy’s comments about her being sexy. Now there was just pain and the humiliation of being on display only for Beau. If he thought she was sexy, he couldn’t say anything about it and she didn’t want him to say she was anyway. 
The pet glared at her little brother’s hard on and it eventually went away. If mommy lets him use that on me again… Damn, she just said she would. He’ll do it over and over. Whenever he wants. Horny little brother. That’s what I am… a pet and a sex toy. After a few minutes the pain got bad enough that she didn’t worry about him anymore. 
Beau was relatively relaxed, just standing with his hands chained to the wall. He watched Snowball strain, wondering if she knew just how sexy she looked. His hard cock said it for her, but that faded after a few minutes. Then he watched her strain, trying to relieve the pain by shifting the little bit she could. He wanted to feel sorry for her, but she knew the rules. He’d been punished enough times to know that you followed the rules and life was better. This was her fault, not his. Besides, she did look sexy, her body slick with sweat, drool dripping from her mouth, straining, taut, and… big sister. He’d never even dared to try to sneak a peek and here she was right in front of him. And what mistress said! I’ll give him time to spend with you any way that he pleases. So, get it through your head that you are your horny little brother’s sex toy and you will please him any way that he wants. He’d rather not be considered horny little brother. He was top slave and would use her… wait a second. I have to take care of her. Mistress made that point. Then she said, any way that he wants. Well, sometimes it’ll please me to use her like a sex toy. Mistress just said that to get to Snowball. 
Returning to her slaves, Malia found Beau looking more concerned about Snowball than excited. She didn’t say anything though that was what she wanted from her top slave. On the other hand, Snowball appeared oblivious to Beau’s concern. She released Snowball’s arms and got her down off the horse. Clipping Snowball’s wrists, elbows, ankles, and knees together, Malia laid her on the floor with her back to the wall and chained her pet’s wrists to the wall. “Snowball, mommy’s about to do something else for your own good. So we don’t have to do this all over again when you meet Diana. Yes, I’m going to let you meet her. She’s your other little brother, but she’s a girl now.”
Snowball’s second surprise was just a little less than the first one. She’d guessed it, but hadn’t really believed it. Danny is here? And turned into a girl? What? How? She looked at Beau who nodded soberly. He knew about Danny? He knew about me. Her mind reeling again, she looked back at mommy for an explanation. 
 Malia waited the few seconds it took for Snowball to accept her words as truth and then said, “She’s a slave girl who is like you in many ways. She serves me as a little plaything and she’s blown Beau a few times.” She had to pause again as Snowball looked at Beau again. 
The boy blushed at the admission that his little brother had sucked his cock. You have to see her to understand, he thought. She’s cute. She’s a girl. No fooling. 
“She doesn’t get to talk much, though she does get to talk. She’ll help take care of you, but she’ll never get to order you around like Beau will. She still has her boy part, so you’ll get to blow her, too. You must accept that she’s a girl. Beau already understands there will be serious punishment for anyone who makes Diana think she’s not a girl. She’ll be sent away and you’ll be punished. For her own good, let her know she’s a sexy girl. You’ll have a few minutes to think about what I just said before I have her ready to bring in.” With that, Malia left her astonished pet. 

 Then she returned to Peter to finish talking about how to bring Diana into the room with her two siblings. When they were sure the plan was right, Malia went to get Diana. 
Diana was having a less boring day, assuaged by the existence of a book and a rag doll. She suffered through being alone between breakfast and lunch. Right after breakfast, she picked out a pretty white blouse and red plaid jumper. With ankle socks and tennis shoes, it was a different look than the day before, but she wanted to see how her mistress liked it. Then she sat down and read her book. Midway through the morning, she took off the schoolgirl look, hung the clothes up neatly, and put on a pink frilly dress because she thought her mistress would like it better. At lunch she was rewarded with a big smile. 
After lunch she heard the piercing screams from Snowball, setting down her book and rocking back and forth on the edge of her bed as she commiserated with the unknown girl. It sounded horrible and she couldn’t read until several minutes after the noises died down.  The screams were close and she wondered if mistress had another girl slave. She wasn’t quite clear on that. Beau was the only one she knew of. Certainly Beau hadn’t screamed like that, had he?
Nearly an hour later, her mistress came in. “You look adorable, Diana. I love the dress you picked out today. However, I want you in your maid outfit. It’s time to do some cleaning. You can put that on afterwards.”
“Yes, mistress,” said Diana. Work before play. She understood that rule. Without batting an eye, she skinned off her pretty clothes, including the Tinkerbell panties. She caught the look from her mistress at the sight of them and knew she’d picked good ones. The panties alone had given her a hard on when she put them on at first. Her mistress liked them, too. Then she put on the sheer panties, stockings, dress, shoes, apron, and hat that made up her work clothes. 
“What do you to today, Diana?” asked Malia as she put Diana’s hair in pigtails. 
“Mistress, I do laundry on Saturday,” she said. “I wash the linens.” She couldn’t believe it had been less than a week since she’d been bought. Seemed like forever. 
“That’s right. Now, normally you won’t have to wear your maid uniform on Saturdays and Sundays to do the laundry. You can put things in the washer and dryer in that, a pretty dress, or nothing at all. Today I have a little cleaning that needs to be done. Get a wet rag and a dry one. You’re going to wipe a place on the floor so it’s clean enough to eat off of. Don’t worry. It’s not you that will eat off the floor. Now go and meet me outside the door of the punishment room.”
Diana scampered out of her room and stopped short in the sitting room at the sight of Peter. “Ummm…” she said. 
“Curtsy and say good afternoon, Master Peter,” said her mistress from behind her. 
“Good afternoon, Master Peter,” blushed Diana. She hurried to the closet to get two rags. In the kitchen she got one wet and then went to the door of the punishment room. Malia and Peter had decided that Peter would be there for this next meeting. The cleaning and his presence were intended to be distractions for the three slaves. A chore for Diana to concentrate on and a familiar face for the other two to wonder about. 
“Diana, Master Peter has just one slave. Her name is Precious. You’ll meet her soon. I’m sure soon you’ll get to suck Master Peter’s cock, too. Bet you’ll like that.” She paused to let Diana ponder the brief introduction. “You’re going to meet my other slaves today. Beau is in there and Snowball, my pet, is with him. I want you to go in with us and clean a big circle, say about 3 feet in diameter, in front of Snowball. We’re putting on a show for Snowball, so I want to make sure you get down on your hands and knees and let her have a look under your dress at your delicious little bottom.”
“Yes, mistress,” said Diana, looking anxious to do her job. 
“Diana, sweetie,” said Malia getting Diana’s full attention with the term of endearment. “You’ve sucked off Beau, so in a way you’ve met him. You’ve never even been with Snowball. This is the first time you’ll see both of them. Just so you aren’t too shocked when you walk through the door, I want you to know that Snowball and Beau are your big sister and big brother.”
“Yes, mistress,” said Diana, not taking the term literally until Malia held her gaze. It didn’t seem strange that her fellow slaves would be called a sister and brother. Then the full impact hit her. Stacy and Jake. That big sister and big brother! One look at her mistress and she knew the woman wasn’t kidding. She bit her trembling lip. 
“Diana, sweetie, I’ve already punished Snowball for thinking the rules changed when she saw Beau was her brother. I don’t want to punish you for the same thing. The rules haven’t changed. You’re a slave. They’re slaves. You do what you’re told. Understand?”
“Yes, Mistress.”
“They know you’re a girl. Don’t act like you’re not. Understand?”
“Yes, Mistress,” said Diana, letting out an audible sigh of relief. 
“They’re both naked. You’re not. You may look all you want as long as you don’t have something to do. Understand?”
“Yes, Mistress.”
Malia looked at Peter, who nodded his approval. She could go on with more preparation, but they’d decided just a minimum so Diana didn’t freak out when she saw her siblings. She opened the door and stepped in, Diana on her heels, and Peter trailing them both. 
In the few minutes she had to digest the news, Snowball thought about how bizarre mommy was. She was a pet. Danny was a girl. Jake was top slave. Mommy was fucking with them all. It was hard for her to feel so totally screwed when Danny was being forced to be Diana. I at least get to be a girl pet. Beau may have had the best deal, but he’d been forced to put his cock in his little brother’s mouth. Like a couple of fags. She caught herself at that thought. There will be serious punishment for anyone who makes Diana think she’s not a girl. I can’t even think that. She was left wondering whether Diana would think Beau was sexy or her. Twisted world we’re in. 
When the door opened, both slaves noticed that their mistress stepped quickly to the side so they’d see Diana. Beau couldn’t believe the erotic sight of the cute little girl in a short maid’s uniform. As if she wasn’t cute enough already… wow, he could practically see her panties. Snowball was even more astonished. She’s wearing clothes! Girls’ clothes! Pigtails!! No gag. And smiling. For God’s sake. She is CUTE! And not even looking at us. Huh?
Diana knew what came first. Work before play. Mistress had specifically said she could look when she wasn’t doing anything. Sure she gave a quick look at Beau’s face and Snowball’s face and tits. Holy cow! It certainly was Jake, but she needed a better look at Snowball. Quickly she wiped a big circle clean and dried it with the other towel. It took some work to turn to show her bottom to Snowball, but she loved it just as much as when mommy looked. She even made sure Beau got a look. Finishing up, she looked over her shoulder and caught Snowball staring. The little wench grinned at her mistress and then turned to face Snowball. Kneeling across the circle from Snowball, she took a good look. Her big eyes took in the red face, white hair, whiskers, gag, ears, and paws and then finally the familiar features of her sister. Yep, that’s Stacy. She felt an erection stirring as she stared at the naked pet. A girl with nice tits and no boy part. That was actually unusual to her. She wanted to reach up and touch Snowball’s whiskers, but didn’t want to smudge them. 
After a minute of staring at Snowball, Diana turned and looked at Beau. Her eyes fell on his hard cock and then ran up to his face, blushing as she wondered if he could tell she was thinking about the blow jobs she’d done. It looked bigger than she’d thought. She felt lucky to have a boy slave to play with, unlike Amy, Autumn, and Annabelle. After 30 seconds of gazing at him, she realized that neither of her siblings were the least bit surprised to see her as a girl. Beau was excited and Snowball was more worried about her own appearance. 
After the initial look at Diana, Snowball looked at the man that had come in with mommy. She recognized Master Peter and wondered what he was doing there. It made her a little apprehensive. Without Precious beside him, she just didn’t think he belonged here. Does he just want to watch the three of us together for the first time? This is personal… mommy, me, Jake, and Danny… just family. He doesn’t belong. 
She looked over at Diana, just a couple of feet in front of her. The clothes that she’d been so envious of at first didn’t cover a darn thing really. The black and white maid outfit was indecent, hardly better than nothing at all. Nothing to envy. She recalled mommy’s first description of Diana a few days ago. My third slave is Diana. She’s a pretty little girl. I like playing with her, but she is to be my work slave as well as pleasuring me. She’ll cook and clean. In time she’ll help take care of you by feeding you and sometimes playing with you. Playing like making you cum with her tongue or sucking on your tits or kissing you. All the things that you like mommy to do and more. It may be a while before you get to meet Diana. She’s been a difficult little girl this week and mommy wants her better behaved before you meet. Snowball had had a vision of a cute little girl from that description and she had to admit Diana fit that description. The maid outfit made sense if Diana was to be the work slave. Obviously Diana was much better behaved than mommy had said at the time. She was a little angel, doing just what she was told. And then… oh, my God! She’s flashing me. Her panties… I can see right through them. She leaned forward unknowingly and cocked her head to see Diana’s boy part between her legs from behind. Just then Diana peered over her shoulder and Snowball’s face felt like a wildfire. She was frozen as Diana looked at her and then she whined her humiliation as Diana looked at her tits and pussy. 
Snowball lay on one side of a clean circle. Diana knelt on the opposite side. Beau was standing a little bit away. Their attention was on each other, but the circle couldn’t be ignored. “Diana, stand up and pull your panties down to your knees,” said Malia. 
It was Diana’s turn to be embarrassed. Pulling down her own panties seemed worse than starting out naked like Beau and Snowball. Yet, they were in the punishment room and she’d recently heard screams. Her mistress had said that Snowball had forgotten the rules. There was no way she was going to be punished in front of her brother and sister. She stood, still facing Snowball across the circle, and pulled her panties to her knees as instructed. With Snowball lying on the floor, she knew her hard cock was visible to the cat girl. “Play with yourself, Diana. I want you to cum and when you do, shoot it right in the center of the circle.”
Without hesitation, the little girl reached under her skirt and started stroking her cock. She even lifted her skirt a little with her other hand so it wasn’t in the way, giving everyone a good view as she masturbated. It wasn’t a big deal to do it with all of them watching. She had a good view of Beau and Snowball naked, plenty of reason to be aroused. It took about a minute before her little boy part spasmed three times, shooting a glob of cum each time. Rather than a single spot on the bulls-eye, she left several spots scattered near the center and a line of cum running toward the near edge. 
“Very nice, Diana. Thank you. Pull up your panties now,” said Malia. She knelt by Snowball’s head and removed the head harness and ball gag. “Mommy wants you to lick it up, baby.”
It was the first time Snowball had ever seen a girl (or boy) jack off. Diana’s little hand stroked quickly, putting such emphasis on her cock. It was amazing to watch and she never thought about why Diana was doing it. She hadn’t even seen cum before. Tasted it. Felt it. Smelled it. She just hadn’t seen it. So, she was staring at it as the command came for her to lick the floor clean. Oh, fuck, that’s why she did it? Lick it up… right in front of Beau and Diana… lick it up. Oh, fuck me. She knew mommy was proving a point right now. She desperately wanted to refuse. Right in front of Beau and Diana. I am going to lick it up. No two ways about it. I licked up Beau’s cum. Didn’t want to then. Don’t want to now. She could easily imagine the consequences of refusal. Sure, let’s add a spanking right in front of Beau and Diana and then lick it up. 
It only took a second for those thoughts to run through her head. Then she rolled to her stomach and wormed her way to the treat. This is my life now. She ran her tongue over the floor, cleaning a dollop of girl cum off the floor… another… and another. Then she ran her tongue the length of the stripe of cum. She didn’t even wonder if she could stop and call that good enough. She cleaned up every bit she could see and swallowed it all. Rolling onto her back, she looked up at Diana. “Mmmmm,” she rumbled. This is my life now. 
Diana had been as surprised as Snowball at the command to lick it up. She just hadn’t been disgusted like Snowball. It was even exciting to imagine it in the second she had before Snowball took action. The reality was every bit as good as her imagination. Her sister… Snowball… the pet… lapped up her cum just like a dog would. Then Snowball did the most astounding thing. She actually said she liked it. Of course she liked it. She’s a girl and girls like boy cum. She looked at her mistress with a new appreciation. Mistress wasn’t lying. I am a girl. 
Though she didn’t see the importance of Diana’s expression, Malia said, “My two girls… so sexy. Look what you’ve done to Beau.” The two girl slaves looked and both wondered if mommy/mistress was talking about the raging hard on. Bit of a stretch to say we’ve done that, thought Snowball. He’s had that for a while. “Suck him off, Diana,” said the mistress. She knelt down and gagged Snowball again. 
“Yes, mistress,” said Diana with a smile. She gave Snowball a look that said, ha, I get to do it, not you. Dropping to her knees in front of Beau, she looked at the hard cock. It looked a lot like Amy’s, but it was Beau’s. Her brother’s. The top slave’s. She’d told him he tasted divine. Masturbating for the audience had been nothing. Sucking Beau’s cock for an audience? That also was nothing. She took him in her mouth and reached around to rest her hands on his bottom. She felt so lucky as she sucked him dry and held his cum in her mouth. She showed it to him and then looked at her mistress and then at Snowball. Do I share it?
Peter chuckled and then tried to disguise his laugh as a cough. He knew what Olivia’s girls did with each other’s cum and it was obvious what Diana was thinking. 
“Well, I just gagged her, sweetie,” said Malia. “Do you really want to?”
Diana nodded and smiled. 
“It’s so sweet of you to share. Hang on a second.” She knelt down and removed Snowball’s gag again. “Diana wants to share Beau’s cum with you, baby. She’ll expect you to do the same from now on.”
Share Beau’s cum? Just what does that mean? The confused pet, used to being alone with mommy, was getting a whole new outlook on being a slave. She didn’t like the implication of sharing Beau’s cum given that it involved her mouth. She was still trying to imagine a way this could be less than horrible when Diana leaned close to her face.  Oh fuck no! Snowball could have turned her head, but it would only delay the inevitable. She looked in Diana’s sparkling eyes, fully aware that Diana thought this was a treat. She opened her mouth and let Diana kiss her, feeding her cum as their tongues entwined. Diana gave her half the cum and then the two girls swallowed their share. It was Diana’s turn to say, “Mmmmm,” and then adding, “He tastes divine Snowball.”
“Mmmmm,” agreed Snowball. She didn’t know what else to say. Good? Yeah. Divine? You gotta be kidding me. She was almost glad when mommy gagged her again. This is my life now. She stiffened as Diana’s hand snuck between her legs while mommy was gagging her. Get away from there. Eeeek. I’m wet. From what? Deny it as she tried, Diana’s little discovery reinforced what she was hiding in the back of her mind. Parts of this… but only parts, she insisted to herself… were exciting. She could remember the first time mommy had kissed her on the lips and the surprise and wonder of that moment. Licking her lips, she appraised Diana’s kiss. He… she… kissed me. My little… brother/sister/fellow slave… kissed me. And it was a great kiss. Snowball’s eyes swept the room, taking in everyone in a single pass. This was family and they were a very different, very close, and very sexual family. Mommy, top slave, cute work slave, and pet.  
The pet didn’t consider than her siblings were as new to this and as confused as she. They acted like this was normal. She felt mommy’s hand stroke her hair and looked up at the woman with a mix of feelings… confusion, disgust, gratitude, desire. The woman was demanding, criminal, dirty, beautiful, kind, strict, loving. Her overriding impression of mommy, one that was still unfocused in her subconscious and colored all her other thoughts, was awe. Illegitimate as mommy’s authority was, Snowball was still in awe of that absolute power. 
“Tsk, tsk, tsk,” said mommy sounding slightly amused. “Snowball is being punished. What will mommy have to do next time if Snowball enjoys this kind of punishment?”
Snowball shrugged, a very human gesture, to answer the question. I don’t know. She didn’t know if mommy was serious or not. Shaking her head, she wanted to say she didn’t enjoy the punishment. In fact, she was sure she wasn’t excited and wet when mommy got her off the horse. The part after that wasn’t punishment, was it? It didn’t make it any better when she realized she’d enjoyed watching Diana masturbate, licking the floor while they all watched her, watching Diana blow Beau, and then… that nasty kiss. She opened her mouth and gratefully allowed mommy to gag her. 
Peter’s role in the whole drama was to watch and let the three slaves wonder about him. Though they ignored him, it was a pointed effort to ignore him. If the mistress’ “honeymoon” with her slaves was nearing an end and they were about to start testing her, Peter’s presence put them back on their best behavior. He was just another master, but his presence was such that it was as if the principal was watching the teacher in her classroom. It was all subconscious, but effective anyway. Now Malia kissed his cheek. “Did you enjoy that?” She teased. Neither of them wanted to give the impression that he was there to make sure nothing went wrong. There could be no sign of weakness for the mistress. So, he was just there to enjoy.
“Immensely,” he said. “They’re beautiful. Between you and Olivia…” he shook his head, “… I may have to get myself two or three slaves, but now I need to get back to Precious. She can only hang by her heels for so long.” He winked at the three slaves, leaving the Beau and Snowball wondering if he was kidding about hanging Precious. Diana, a little more naïve, didn’t catch the meaning of his wink. She had no doubt that somewhere a slave girl was hanging by her heels. 
With Peter gone, Malia picked out a simple wooden paddle and came back to the three slaves. “You’re all slaves,” she said, addressing them collectively for the first time. “You all have one rule. Obey without hesitation. You do it without question. You do it without thinking. Your mistress… me… I don’t care what a slave thinks. You’ve all seen we’re on a ship where everyone is a master, mistress, or slave. You’re the slaves. There is no escape, no alternative, you don’t eventually graduate to master or mistress. You’re a slave for the rest of your life. Before too long you’ll learn to accept it. Everything that happens is for my pleasure. You will find pleasure in some things that I do, but I will never do something just to please you. You, on the other hand… well, you have no other purpose in life than to please me. Bend over, Beau.” 
The command came so smoothly at the end of her short speech that Beau almost missed it. The boy bent quickly with an eye on the paddle in his mistress hand. Just as he expected, she cracked the paddle across his bottom. He grimaced, but made no sound. When Malia stepped away, he stayed bent over. “Stand up straight, Beau,” she said. “What a good boy.” She looked at Diana as she said, “Notice he stayed put until I told him to straighten up. Beau’s a fast learner. Bend over Diana.”
Diana bent and put her hands on her knees. She too received a single swat with only a slight groan afterwards. “Stand up, Diana. Put your ass in the air, Snowball.”
Knowing what was coming, Snowball got to her hands and knees and put her ass in the air for mommy. She jumped at the gentle touch as mommy caressed her bare bottom. “Such a pretty little bottom, Snowball. You are too sexy.” Snowball looked back in surprise as mommy had the paddle in her left hand, not even ready to spank her. 
Malia caressed Snowball’s soft bottom for a few seconds and then said, “You may stay like that or lie back down, baby,” she said. The three of them watched as Snowball tried to decide what mommy really wanted. Deciding that mommy was sincerely offering her a choice, Snowball lay down. She wasn’t ready to be that free with her body in front of her fellow slaves. 
“You’re all different,” continued Malia, now scratching behind Snowball’s ears. “You all have different rules. It would be boring to have three slaves all the same. My beautiful pet never gets to stand, never gets to speak, and never gets clothes. She does get pampered. She gets to do whatever she wants, as long as she obeys her rules. The only chore she has is to clean her own kennel.” She looked at Beau and Diana. “The two of you need permission just to pee. Snowball does not.”
Standing, Malia turned to Diana and took her hand and kissed it. Holding Diana’s hand against her cheek, she said, “My pretty little girl never gets to be a decoration. She’s my maid and does all the housework, but she’s the only one who gets to wear clothes every day. Pretty clothes. Just like Snowball, she gets to keep Beau satisfied. And she’s got friends already. Amy, Autumn, and Annabelle.” She smiled as Diana beamed her appreciation to her siblings. Diana was also turning out to be her oral girl… best cocksucker and pussy licker, but she thought the others would take that wrong. She didn’t want to put Diana down. In time they’d think of that as praise. 
Malia moved behind Beau and draped her arms over his shoulders. Her hands resting on his chest, she said, “My beautiful boy is my top slave. The only cock in the house. He gets to fuck all three of us.” She paused at Snowball’s look of surprise. What? The girl thinks I don’t like a cock once in a while? “Once in a while he gets clothes. He keeps my two girls out of trouble and they obey him. I paid $100,000 for my boy toy, so you know he’s special.” 
Diana looked appreciative of the big number, but Snowball was downright stunned. She knew the final bid on herself and was glad mommy hadn’t said that out loud. Ten times what she paid for me? She felt just like Malia wanted her to feel… expendable and insignificant. 
“Diana, remember I said you didn’t really need the maid outfit today. Go put on what you had on before and come back here. You look sexy like that, but I want them to see how cute you are.” Diana dashed out of the room. 
With her youngest slave gone, Malia turned to the other two. “Two hours ago I thought she was my biggest problem, but she’s happy. She’s not happy because she got to jack off, because you licked up her cum, or because she sucked your cock. She’s happy making me happy.”
“Yes, mistress,” said Beau. “She is happy. I haven’t seen you this happy before. I’m happy, too, but…” It felt like he was just saying it for her benefit. He wanted to be truthful. “I want to be as happy as she is.” That felt like the right thing to say. He could see how Diana brightened just from a little attention from their mistress. He wanted to feel like that, but he was sure it wasn’t as easy as just wanting to. 
“Beau, I don’t care what a slave wants. You either obey or not. You can obey out of fear for all I care. I don’t really care that Diana is happy except that she’s so very obedient because she’s happy.” She was a little annoyed at Beau’s observation that he hadn’t seen her this happy before. She didn’t feel all that happy over Snowball’s defiance. Contented was more the word for how she felt about having gotten this major event out of the way. It had gone well. The relationship of her slaves may still be an issue, but it was downhill from here. She was mostly annoyed that she’d taken such a risk with their training just because she wanted to see that look of surprise on Snowball’s face. She’d told them they were slaves, not siblings. Now she had to convince herself of that. 
The jury was still out for Snowball. Malia had seen her pet happy and loving. She knew Snowball could express herself quite well without words. The fact that Snowball just lay there and listened said a lot about where she was on the happiness scale. 
Diana burst back into the room wearing her pink dress, stockings, and shoes, all topped with a big smile. “Wow,” said Beau. He’d seen her before all dressed up like this. “She’s… you’re gorgeous!” Even Snowball sat up with wide eyes and looked over the pretty girl. Sure she was cute, but… Gorgeous? And he tastes divine? These two have something going on the side? They’re just putting on an act for mommy. She smiled and nodded her appreciation. She even rubbed against Diana’s leg. Mommy likes that. She looked up and saw Tinkerbell panties and froze, fighting to keep from chuckling. Danny is wearing Tinkerbell panties and has a hard on! He’s not happy because mommy is happy. He’s just having a freaking good time.  
Snowball pulled her head back and lay back down, more confused than ever. It was all a big facade. She might be the pampered one without a care in the world, but she’d give anything to be in Diana’s shoes. Playing dress up while I play undressed for life. 
Malia didn’t catch Snowball’s discontent, but she’d already spent much more time with Snowball than she’d intended. This was supposed to be a quick blow job for Beau. Het pet’s meltdown had been more than she expected, though it seemed to have gone well at the end. Following the training principle of having just one slave free at once, she clipped Diana’s wrists and ankles together and chained her to the wall. Then she freed Snowball, clipped a leash to the pretty collar, and led her pet to the kennel. Snowball’s relief was obvious as she hurried through the hole in the wall to the safety and security of her kennel. The mistress knelt outside the window and gazed in at the forlorn looking pet. Still thinking Snowball was merely overwhelmed, she could easily imagine Snowball’s desperate need for some time alone to think. 
It wasn’t until she was safe in her kennel that Snowball realized she was still wearing everything, including the new paws and a ball gag. There was nothing she could do about it. Mommy had said she could do what she wanted, but the head harness, collar, and paws were locked. She could take off the ears, but they didn’t bother her and mommy had been disappointed when she did last time. She just curled up in the middle of her small space. 
My God, Beau and Diana are here with me on the ship. They were so different she couldn’t even put their old names to them. Brother, sister, fellow slaves. Those names didn’t even seem to fit. Beau was Beau. A cock to suck. A boy who’d be able to do anything he wanted with her. Almost like a little master. Diana was Diana. A cute girl who was way overboard on being a girl. A girl with a cock, a boy part. She snorted at the absurdity of the idea, but there had been a completely unveiled threat about arguing the point. 
Beau had been concerned. I thought maybe you were dead or something. I’m so glad to see you here safe with mommy. She just couldn’t bring herself to feel that way right now. The relief she felt was more like she’d found the answer to a riddle. Where did Jake and Danny go? They disappeared and became Beau and Diana. Only it wasn’t a funny riddle. It didn’t feel like her brothers were here with her, but then in a way it didn’t feel like Stacy was here. That girl was long gone. 
Both Beau and Diana had been too accepting of their fate. And why not? Beau was the top slave. She shuddered as she tried to imagine what it was like for him. He gets to fuck mommy! Sure he’s freaking happy. He gets blow jobs. What do I get? Spanked for talking. Strung up for refusing to suck a cock. It’s my body. I get to choose. She sighed heavily. Not anymore. Licked the God damn cum off the floor. I should have said no. Shit, I would have licked it up eventually. I couldn’t say no. I can’t say no anymore. Just freaking obey. 
He got a blow job (sort of) from me and one from Diana. Of course he’s happy. Even Diana got to cum. Shot it all over the floor and yummy, yummy for me. It sucks so bad. Why bother to clean the floor before I licked the cum? The cum was grosser than licking the dirty floor. Except then she realized she wouldn’t have just been licking a dirty floor, she could have been forced to lick cum off the dirty floor. It was only cum. I’ve swallowed cum before. It tasted… not divine! Not bad. Just the idea of… I did it in front of Beau and Diana. What was that for? Put me in my place?
She looked up at the window as the light in her kennel was blocked. Ahhh, go away. Beau and Diana were kneeling and looking in at her and mommy’s feet were beside them. She started to cry. Just leave me alone. She waved them away and crawled into the back corner. They could still see her though it felt like she was less exposed. Huddling in the corner even after they left, she cried for several minutes. I’m not a God damn zoo animal. 
She was a pet and she was starting to get that message louder and clearer than ever. The bottom of the totem pole. Crawling on hands and knees. Never even saying yes, no, please, thank you, or fuck you that hurts. It wasn’t the first time she’d spoken and yes, this time the punishment had been worse. There was no question that she’d never speak or walk. The punishment wasn’t worth it anymore. It was odd that mommy gave her paws for her feet that felt like shoes when she wasn’t supposed to walk. With cumbersome hands, she felt her “shoes” and discovered the shocking truth. The soles of the shoes were studded with little pins pointed right at the bottom of her feet. If she stood, her weight would drive the pins into her feet. The gag made it so she couldn’t talk. The paws made it so she couldn’t walk. Not even if she wanted to try for more punishment. 
The gag and the paws made her reconsider her position in life. She’d really pissed off mommy to get this treatment. She’d gone too far. Never mind that she’d earned it, she just felt terrible that mommy didn’t trust her anymore. I’m not even allowed to fuck up if I want. Checking the window, she crawled out of the corner. Time to get with the program, Snowball. You thought life sucked before? Try living like this with mommy pissed off. 
Half an hour later, she had to poop. The logistics behind such a simple task seemed insurmountable. However, there was no stopping it. She squatted over the litter box and pooped, wrinkling her nose at the smell. Then she unrolled toilet paper and tried to grab it with a floppy paw. Just like she imagined, she couldn’t get hold of it. She could just wipe with her paw, but they were locked on her hands. If she did that, she’d just be sitting in her kennel with poopy paws. 
Getting an idea, she squatted back down over the litter box and pressed her butthole against the kitty litter. It stuck to her bottom, but she’d managed to leave some poop behind in the box. She cleared another spot and did it again. Then she caught the toilet paper between two fingertips and brushed away the litter stuck to her bottom. One more time and her bottom was as clean as she was going to get it. At least it wasn’t itchy. How basic can it get? Can’t wipe my own butt. I need to earn my own hands back. 
She looked out the window, grateful that nobody had watched that debacle. Just where is everybody and what are they doing? What’s the chance I can get out and play with mommy? She knew it wasn’t her turn. Dinner. Bedtime. Breakfast. My turn. Sure would be nice if we didn’t have turns. Sounds like that’s gonna happen someday. We’ll all be out together. She rolled her eyes, uncertain that she wanted that. She wanted to be out all the time, but that meant out with Beau and Diana. He could do anything he wanted to her. Maybe that wouldn’t suck as bad as being alone for most of the time. 
Malia wanted to make sure her two other slaves knew all about Snowball, so after locking Snowball away in her kennel, she led Beau and Diana to the kennel. The two still had their wrists and elbows cuffed together as she opened the door from the sitting room to the kennel. First she stopped them at the outside kennel, the 6-foot by 6-foot area enclosed by a low fence. Alongside the area was a hallway that ran from the sitting room door to another door that led in from Malia’s bedroom.  “This is where Snowball gets to eat. In the future it will be her outside play area when she’s not out with us.”
Taking them down the hallway, she pointed out the very obvious window, 3 feet high and 6 feet long, that made up an entire wall of Snowball’s inside kennel. “This is her inside area when she gets some privacy.” She didn’t bother to mention that privacy was a matter of perspective. Anyone of them could look through the window and there went any semblance of privacy. “Kneel down so you can see better.” The two slaves knelt and peered in at the pet. Snowball immediately looked at them in obvious distress and started to cry. “Keep watching her,” said Malia. “She needs to get used to being looked at. Her purpose is to be cute and sexy and to be admired for that. She’ll be happier when she learns that.” 
It made him uncomfortable to watch as Snowball cried, but Beau knew there was no choice. Besides, his mistress was right. Snowball was cute and sexy. She didn’t really make an effort to cover herself. Even when she crawled into the corner and sat with her back to them, he could see her perfect bottom and back. It was as if she thought if she couldn’t see them, then they couldn’t see her. Since she was huddled with her arms across her chest under her breasts, it didn’t even take much effort to check out the swell of her small breast from the side. 
Looking around Snowball’s Spartan furnishings, he noticed right away that she had a litter box. The two of you need permission just to pee. Snowball does not. That’s what his mistress had said, but Snowball had her own pee problems. Toilet paper and sink. She has to poop there, too. That’s gotta suck. There was nothing else in the room except a nice blanket that Snowball had folded and set into the corner. Sexy as she was, he didn’t get a hard on watching her misery and was glad when his mistress finally led them back to the sitting room. 
Diana, on the other hand, didn’t feel sorry for the naked girl. Instead, she wondered why Snowball didn’t enjoy being a pet. A life of leisure. I have to do all the housework and then have fun. She just gets to have fun. Not that being in the kennel was fun, but Diana knew what it was like to be locked in a cage smaller than Snowball was in right now. She had no sympathy for Snowball’s predicament. Mostly she was disappointed that she couldn’t see Snowball’s face once the pet moved to the corner. She was intrigued by the cat-like appearance, right down to the whiskers. That was indeed cute and she wanted to see it again. 
“Diana, it’s time to start the laundry. Go to my room and take all the sheets off and the pillowcases. I have a small washer and dryer, so you’ll have to do small loads. Bring them out here and I’ll show you how to use the washer.” She freed the little girl’s arms and hands so Diana could get the linens. 
The 10-year-old was pleasantly surprised at the order. It’s not my turn until after dinner. Am I getting part of Beau’s turn and my turn? She looked at Beau, wondering if he was going to stay out. Both of us? She managed a odd smile behind her gag, feeling like this was a big reward. Two hours ago I thought she was my biggest problem, but she’s happy. The implication when mistress said that was that she was no longer the biggest problem. She knew she’d pleased mistress and was getting a reward for it. 
Malia was indeed purposely rewarding Diana. Today she’d realize that of the three slaves, she trusted Diana the most. It didn’t fool her into thinking Diana was trained. Diana would still test her limits, forget rules, and question her role, but the little girl had accepted her siblings as fellow slaves without batting an eye. The little slut had even enjoyed performing in front of them when Malia had been worried Diana would suddenly insist on being a boy again.
Content to leave Beau’s arms bound behind him, she took him to the center of the sitting room and looped a long rope around his waist, between his legs, and to a hook on the ceiling. She pulled it taut, leaving him standing flatfooted and nervous. Diana’s return with the linens interrupted her. Leaving Beau without a word, she knew he couldn’t get free and expected that he wouldn’t try. 
“Let’s see what you have,” said Malia, checking to make sure Diana had a bottom sheet, top sheet, and two pillowcases. “Not the blanket, sweetie,” she said. “The washer’s not big enough for that, too. Take it back.” When Diana returned, Malia took her to the stacked washer and dryer. “Put those in the washer. Have you done laundry before? Watched someone do it?”
Diana nodded her head. Lifting the lid, she pushed the sheets in, careful to spread them around the drum so they weren’t lumped together. 
“That’s good, Diana. You might have questions, though,” said Malia as she removed Diana’s gag. “Now get the soap. Take off…” She stopped as Diana was already unscrewing the top, acting confident about what she was doing. The girl poured the right amount of liquid into the measuring cap and poured it in over the sheets. The mistress mentally thanked Diana’s mother for showing her son how to do laundry. From Diana’s confidence, it looked like Diana had even done it herself. She didn’t want to ask and bring up memories of another woman that Malia wanted Diana to forget. Diana even measured out the right amount of fabric softener and then looked confused about where to put it. “In here, Diana,” said Malia, pointing at the hollow center of the drum. 
As Diana started to shut the lid, Malia stopped her. “One more thing,” said the mistress. “On the shelf there, the Oxyclean. Open it up. Scoop out some powder and spread it around the clothes.” She watched as the little girl did as she was told. “Diana! Be careful,” she snapped as some of the powder missed and scattered across the top of the washer and on the floor.
“Yes, mistress. Sorry, mistress,” said Diana in fright. It had been going so well. “I’ll clean it up.”
“Of course you will,” said Malia. “Now, put away the scoop. Close the lid. Set this dial to hot wash and cold rinse. This dial to medium. Then push this button.” When Diana started the washer, Malia said, “Remember these settings for linens. Tomorrow when you do clothes there will be some differences. This will buzz when it’s finished. If I don’t hear it, come and get me. You must stay close enough that you don’t miss it.” 
Diana nodded her understanding. “Yes, mistress.” When her mistress told her to follow, she went with the woman to the sitting room and sat on the couch as instructed. It worried her that she hadn’t been given time to clean up her mess, but her mistress clearly wanted her sitting on the couch. 
Diana actually felt better when her mistress gave her some corrections. “Diana dear, I don’t always want you flaunting your short dresses, tight panties, and boy part. We need to discuss how a girl sits when she’s just been told to sit and nothing more. Smooth your dress down and place your hands in your lap. Feet and knees together. There, that’s better.” Mistress looked her over and approved, giving her that little sense of satisfaction that she’d come to appreciate. “There are plenty of opportunities for you to show off, but now I want you to look like a little lady.” Diana thought of the times she’d kneeled for her mistress, crawled on her hands and knees scrubbing a floor, or was just naked flaunting herself. The only difference she saw was that she’d been told to sit on the couch. Ergo, sitting on a chair or couch meant ladylike. Mistress liked both. At this moment, she knew she was simply hiding herself from Beau’s gaze. 
Beau had no choice but to wait, comfortable, yet nervous, for his mistress to return to finish what she’d started. He didn’t know what she had planned, but he’d been a decoration enough times and this felt like another chance to decorate his mistress’ room. As Diana plopped down on the couch, he was horrified to realize that Diana was going to sit and watch. Gagged (he still wouldn’t have said a word if he wasn’t), he just looked over at the little girl in silent protest as she watched with interest. Beau remembered his mistress saying, my pretty little girl never gets to be a decoration. That meant she’d get to watch him and he’d never get to see her stretched and straining on display. Pity, he thought she’d look good like that even if she was wearing clothes like she is now. That thought made him think about Snowball. His mistress had distinctly not said Snowball would never decorate her room. He looked forward to that. For now, it galled him to think he’d soon be stretched and straining for Diana. 
Turning her attention back to Beau, who was four feet in front of Diana, Malia said, “Get hard for mistress.” For good measure she stroked his cock. Despite his concerns about Diana, his cock sprang to its full length and girth only to have his mistress put a wide, black band of rubber around the base. The mistress put a scrotum stretcher on him, pulling his balls down half an inch away from the base of his cock. She’d eventually move up to wider bands, but for now this was obviously uncomfortable to the boy. Running a cord through an eye on the band, she pulled on it. Beau had to follow the cord as his balls were attached to it. Walking forward, he had to strain on his tiptoes by the time she’d finished. She tied that off so he was stretched forward by his balls and backward by the crotch rope. He’d been like this before with Precious watching, but then the pretty 12-year-old had been tied up in the same fashion. Being equal made it better. 
“There, my handsome boy looks just right like that. It really shows off your cock. What do you think, Diana?”
“Umm,” she hesitated. He looked like it hurt. He was top slave. He was delicious, delectable, and divine. “Yes, mistress.” She looked down when Beau glared at her. 
Catching the look, Malia needed to set him straight. “Beau, there’s an important point you need to accept. I put you on display for my pleasure. Diana is sitting there because I told her to sit there. She’s telling the truth. You are sexy. Be damn glad you’re sexy because sexy pleases me. You are top slave. If I ever think you’re mistreating Snowball or Diana because you didn’t like something I did, you’ll be pulling a cart around the deck for a week. Now, thank Diana for the compliment.”
The boy’s cock, balls, arches, calves, and shoulders already ached. Thanking Diana wasn’t high on his list of things to do. What a slave thought didn’t matter and he knew it. “Hank you, Iana,” he said.  A look at her as she raised her eyes and gazed at him and he felt his hard cock twitch. I am sexy. It freaking hurts, but I’m sexy. All of a sudden it felt incredible to be decorating the room. There was still the issue that based on past experience, he’d be doing this for a long time. There would be more pain. He looked at his mistress and his cock twitched again. Diana made him feel sexy. Mistress made him feel it was worth it. She’s an older woman. Not so old that she looks old... older than me but young… like 20 or something… full grown with a great body… beautiful and powerful. And she wants to look at me! I’m 11 and a woman wants me!  
For two minutes, the two females stared at the straining boy as he showed off his cock, balls, ass, and just about every muscle in his body. It made Beau excited and nervous to have them staring intently at him for that length of time. They could look anywhere they wanted and they were. Then his mistress broke the spell, “Go clean up your mess, Diana. I’ll be in my office. Come see me when you’re done.”
As the two of them left the room, Diana studied her mistress. She couldn’t believe the woman was really going to leave Beau like that, even though it was obvious that was the plan. It just didn’t make sense. He wasn’t being punished. Mistress made it sound like a game almost… decoration? Beau… she shuddered at the mental picture of him… was sooo sexy and that pose was incredibly obscene. There was no point in him standing like that if not for them to watch. Yet, he was. She scurried off to clean up the powder that had spilled. Then she went to mistress’ office and got some interesting instructions. So, this is a game. 
Returning to the sitting room, Diana knelt in front of Beau, his hard cock looming in front of her. He looked incredible, thrusting his hips forward as if offering her an eternally hard cock. She stretched up and from an inch away breathed on his cock. She pursed her lips and blew on it, up and down, even blowing on his balls. Licking her lips, she said, “Mistress says the cock ring might not keep you hard. You might shrink after a while. She said if you’re hard when she unties you, then I get a reward.” She smiled slyly at him. That was her challenge for the next hour. The only rule was she couldn’t touch him. From playing this game with her three girlfriends, she knew some tricks to try and was determined he wouldn’t get soft. 
The little vixen stuck out her tongue and pretended to lick his cock. “Maybe she’ll let me suck it as my reward,” she suggested, taking advantage of permission to say anything she wanted to Beau. She teased him for five minutes with no change in the condition of his erection. “I think you like showing it off. I suppose that hurts, but it looks good. Wonder if Snowball would like to watch, too.” 
“Unnnhhhh,” whined Beau into the gag. No way did he want Snowball to see this, too. Bad enough to have Diana watching and teasing. It was embarrassing, but at the same time, this was better than the other times he’d been a decoration. Having an audience, being the subject of Diana’s naughty attention… it was more than a good way to pass the time. She didn’t take her eyes off him and he didn’t take his eyes off her. Her antics and words made him excited, but just looking at her was fun. She didn’t seem to know how sexy she was and he couldn’t tell her. Her clothes were sexy, maybe even sexier than if she was naked.  
“Yeah, she’d like that,” said Diana, knowing that she’d struck a nerve. “She could just curl up and watch, maybe smiling a little smile.” The little tease stood up and leaned toward him. In a conspiratorial whisper, she said, “Or, you could imagine her like this and you watching her. Mistress…” 
The 10-year-old stopped as Beau whined even louder at that thought. “Guess you’d like to see that,” said Diana. “Mistress did say that she’d be a decoration, too. She’d look good, huh?” She knew she’d struck an even richer vein of arousal with that idea. 
Walking behind Beau, she said, “You have a nice ass, Beau. So tight when you’re stretched like that.” At the sound of footsteps, she said, “Here’s comes mistress, sexy.” Malia passed through the room with an admiring glance at Beau. He jerked as he felt Diana’s breath on his tight ass. 
Another five minutes passed and Diana looked closely at Beau’s cock. “You must be hot,” she observed. “You’ve got some cum on the tip. Mmm, bet that’s tasty.” She swiped her tongue, barely missing it by half an inch. There was also drool on Beau’s chin with strands dripping to his chest, but she made no mention of that. It was kind of exciting, but she thought it was more embarrassing than exciting. 
The washer buzzed and Diana left him to put the linens in the dryer and get his linens. After she was done, she came back to find him waiting for her like the decoration he was. “Miss me?” she teased. 
For the next half hour, Beau stayed rock hard as his fellow slave teased him with words and actions. Then she lay down on her stomach facing away from Beau. With her crotch a couple of feet from him and her legs spread to either side of his aching feet, she rose up on her knees with her cheek pressed to the floor and gave him a perfect view of her panty clad ass. With an impish smile, she looked over her shoulder. “Know what I think?” she asked and paused for several seconds so Beau could ponder what was going on in her devilish mind. “I think my reward might be to get fucked. How’d you like to shove your cock in my pussy? As much as I’d like it?” She wriggled her panties down enough to show her bare bottom. 
Nothing was off-limits. She wasn’t even thinking in terms of limits. It was simply fun to play this game with Beau. And, she knew she was good at it. Beau’s cock showed no sign of wavering. All it took was some imagination. The glistening pearl at the tip of his cock was even more sign of her success as it grew to the point of nearly dripping to the floor. 
Malia passed through the room several times, just as interested in Diana as she was in Beau. The interplay between them was incredible. Two brothers! They wanted each other so much. It had only taken a little façade and some serious mind fucking and now they were boy and girl playing naughty games together. It wasn’t entirely true that Beau needed Diana’s help to stay hard. Not for the hour that she planned to keep him like that. The two of them didn’t need to know that. 
Again the washer buzzed and Diana scampered off to take one load out of the dryer and put another in. She set the clean linens on mistress’ bed. Mistress had told her they’d make the bed later. 
Forty-five minutes after she left Beau to decorate the room, Malia came back and sat on the couch. The boy breathed through his nose with an occasional bubbling exhalation around the gag. His chin and chest were covered with drool, something she found very arousing as a reminder that she could control his ability speak and even to swallow. His body showed the signs of aches and pains that she expected, yet his expression didn’t show signs of being in distress. With his eyes on Diana’s antics, he looked like he was enjoying himself. Sitting back and relaxing, she admired the taut young male body helplessly on display for her. At the same time, it was hard not to watch Diana tease Beau. The sight of the little girl flaunting her sexuality around told Malia that the fucking Beau was going to give her later would indeed be a reward. 
When Diana flashed her bare bottom again, Malia interjected, “It will be bath time soon. The tub is big enough for the three of us.” She left them no doubt that they’d be in the tub together with her. “Then it will be playtime. Diana, you’ve earned your reward and you’ll get it at playtime. Now, take off your clothes.”
Beau was beside himself with lust. When Diana had started the tease, he was very aware that this was once his little brother… cute and feminine as hell. She’d sucked him off on more than one occasion and he knew she was good. As she came within an inch of licking him, he knew what he was missing. From all appearances there was a sexy little girl teasing him. The mention of Snowball distracted him enough that he easily fell into the fantasy that their mistress wanted them all to share. Diana was a girl with a boy part. 
For the next 40 minutes, Beau didn’t even stop to wonder where Diana had learned to tease like a sexy girl. Any embarrassment about thrusting his hard cock out on display was lost in the growing desire for Diana’s attention. He longed for her to touch him, but it was obvious that she wasn’t allowed. All he could hope was that when this was done, she would touch him. She offered him a blow job. Then she blatantly offered him her pussy. Both knew it was up to their mistress to decide. That didn’t keep Beau from desiring. How it exciting it was when Mistress came back to admire his eternal hard on. It was a little embarrassing to react to Diana as he did knowing that Mistress was watching, but sexual energy was overwhelming. 
The command to Diana to take off her clothes sounded simple enough to Beau. He didn’t know that it was the trigger Diana was waiting for to do what their mistress had told her earlier. Keep teasing and take your clothes off slooowly. He couldn’t even tell that Diana was nervous about doing it wrong, though she’d had 45 minutes to think about it. What he saw was a girl confident in her sexuality as she leaned toward him and asked, “Want to see me naked?” He whimpered and nodded his head. 
He didn’t take his eyes off Diana as she flashed him a few times and then took off her shoes. Then she walked behind him and the best he could do was try to peer over his shoulder to see what she was doing. He couldn’t tell until a hand reached around to show him a stocking. Diana laid the stocking on his shoulder and slowly pulled it back out of sight. “Bet you want to watch the other one,” she cooed, moving in front of him. His cock throbbed as she sat on the floor and lifted her leg so he got a look at her leg all the way up to her panties as she unrolled the stocking. Stretching it out, she stood and draped the stocking over his cock. As she turned her back to him and slowly slid down the zipper of her dress, he held his breath until she shrugged it off her shoulders and it pooled at her feet. Her panties stretched across her perfect, round ass. When Diana turned around, he was surprised to see Tinkerbell bulging out and wearing the tip of Diana’s boy part like a crown as it peeked out above the waist band. 
Diana had it all planned out, including sliding her panties down with her back to him. After all, Beau liked her bottom, not her front. She was so astonished at the sight of her panties that, in her surprise, she deviated from her plan so she could show off her boy part. As she started to slide her panties down, she had a brief moment of fear that Beau wouldn’t appreciate her boy part. When she looked up, he was staring just as intently at that as he had at any other part of her. She felt wonderful. 
The sight of Diana’s boy part made Beau shiver. A sexy little girl was stripping for him and Diana’s obvious stiffy… a male member… was no less sexy than the rest of her. Defined by Mistress as girl’s boy part made it less threatening and he knew he wanted that part of her as much as the rest of her. He wanted her and it was part of her. He didn’t allow himself to think of this as a boy, his brother. That was trouble. It didn’t keep his subconscious from being aroused at the thought of a boy so cute that he looked delicious in girls’ clothes. Diana was being mind fucked and he thought that was incredibly erotic. 

With the strip tease done, Malia rose and released the cord attached to Beau’s scrotum. He sighed in relief as he could step back and ease the ache in his legs. “Go start the bath, Diana,” she said as she removed the cock ring. His cock wilted, seeming almost to sigh in relief itself as she removed the crotch rope. With Diana gone, Malia winked and said, “She better be careful or she’s gonna have you all over her soon.” 
Beau blushed at the remark. He did indeed want to play with her this afternoon, but the idea that she’d enticed him to that or that he’d want her more than just this afternoon was something he hadn’t quite been aware of until his mistress mentioned it. He thought about that as his mistress freed his arms and removed the gag. Bath time and then playtime. He was looking forward to it. There had been no promise that he’d get to do anything at all with Diana, but the implication was there. It sounded even more promising when she said, “She deserves a reward and you deserve one, too. Know why?”
“No, mistress,” he said. He had some ideas, but he wasn’t sure. 
“Because you were a sexy decoration,” said Malia. It wasn’t the real reason, but she didn’t want to praise him for treating Diana so much like a girl. Drawing attention to the façade would only ruin it. “Now, I want you to think about sucking her boy part during playtime. I want you to think about taking her cum in your mouth.” She could tell he was less than enthusiastic about the idea. “You do agree she deserves a reward. How else do you expect her to cum? Consider yourself lucky that I’d even bother to give a slave time to think about it.” She wouldn’t have except that she needed it to go smoothly. She needed his cooperation, not that he needed to know that though it was hard to disguise. “When you do get a mouthful of cum, it’s very important that you act like you don’t like the taste.” She chuckled. “That’s not so hard, I suppose. You don’t like the taste, but you’ll take it all in your mouth and you’ll keep it in your mouth. Diana’s going to swallow it, so you’ll give it to her. Understand?”
“Yes, mistress. Like Diana gave it to Snowball.”
“Yes, but not quite. Just follow my instructions. Don’t get ahead of me. Now, when we go into the bath, I’ll get in first. You get in and sit with your back to me, in my lap. Diana will sit with her back to you. Enjoy her.” 
“Yes, mistress,” he nodded. He thought that part of her instructions unnecessary. She always got in first when it was the two of them. He expected to get in second. It was just the position that was important, but even that seemed logical. “May I undress you?” he asked. 
“In the bathroom,” she said. “So Diana can watch.” She led the way to the bathroom where Diana had the tub half full, wearing a thick crown of bubbles. 
Diana waited eagerly for her mistress and Beau. She’d only been near Beau and sucked his cock a few times. She’d never actually been with him, touched by him, and held by him. All that, she figured, was about to change. Giddy with delight, her face brightened when they came in. She watched with envy as Beau unbuttoned their mistress’ blouse and took it off, undid the bra with practiced ease, and slid down her shorts and panties. Envy that Beau got to do it and envy that mistress looked like that. She knew she wouldn’t ever look like mistress’ pussy, but she wanted tits. Is that too much to ask? Don’t girls get tits?
Malia stepped into the tub and sat with her back against the end of the tub. Beau stepped in between her legs and sat back against her. “In my lap, Diana,” he said. He couldn’t quite put his finger on it, but she looked like a girl. Her mannerism, her attitude, and her eagerness to please all made her a girl. With a smile, she turned, wiggled between his legs, and leaned back. Her head came to rest against mistress’ arms as they wrapped around Beau. Then she felt Beau’s arms around her. 
The top slave felt Diana melt against him as he held her. It felt so natural to have her in his arms. For a moment his mind was poised in the past as he questioned the feeling. He’d never so much as kissed a girl. He’d hardly appreciated girls. Now he was holding one. He wasn’t just holding one, he was sandwiched between two of them. When had this started to feel normal? His hands wandered across Diana’s upper body, toying with her nipples, fingering her navel, and caressing everything in between. It gave him a few minutes to think about what was suddenly normal. Snowball naked as the day she was born. The naughty pet strapped to the spanking horse and me spanking her. Diana jacking off on the floor for Snowball to eat. Diana blowing me while Snowball watched. Snowball in a little kennel. Me tied in the sitting room with my freaking cock hard for an hour. Diana… wow. Sexy and warm and now in my arms. When did this become normal? 
His thoughts were interrupted as his mistress stroked his hard cock. Snapping back to the present, he wondered when his cock had gotten hard. It felt nice and he reached for Diana’s boy part. She tensed as his hand slid down and then relaxed as he took it firmly, yet gently in his hand. 
“What a good boy,” whispered Malia. 
“What a good girl,” he echoed in Diana’s ear. 
“Time to wash,” announced the mistress. “Beau, wash Diana first.”
The two slaves went through the ritual. Up until now Beau had only bathed with his mistress, unaware that Diana had bathed with other girls. Knowing what was expected, he washed Diana’s hair, wondering if their mistress would let her grow her hair longer. After minutes of pampering Diana’s hair, he moved to wash her upper body. Moving to her bottom, he did an especially good job in case her reward was to be fucked. There would be no hesitation to lick her pussy this time. When it was time to wash her boy part, he did that just as thoroughly. He finished up with her legs. 
“Diana, I’ll let you wash Beau now,” said Malia. “I like to do it myself, but you need to be familiar with his body. Do a good job.” She’d enjoyed watching Beau wash Diana and now, reclined in the warm bath, she enjoyed the reciprocal.  
Technically speaking, Diana knew how to wash a preteen with a cock. She’d washed the anatomically identical Annabelle, but this was the first boy she’d washed. That knowledge alone meant it felt different. It was a real cock that she washed, not a boy part that didn’t belong. She treated Beau’s cock with more reverence than she had for Annabelle’s. Though she took her time, it seemed to be over too soon. 
To Diana’s amazement, mistress knelt in the tub and Beau washed her hair. There hadn’t been a word said about it, she just moved and he knew what to do. The little girl had never seen mistress get washed. She realized Beau had done it before, probably every day. He’d bathed with mistress every day. Duh, that made sense. Snowball must bathe with mistress every day, too. She frowned. Everybody got washed once a day. That meant this was Beau’s job. She watched with interest, wishing she could have that honor. She was glad to be sitting down in the water when her boy part got hard watching Beau with mistress’ breasts and pussy. He’s a boy! Touching mistress like that! Duh, he’s done a lot more than that with mistress. Suddenly it dawned on her that the three of them were going to have playtime together and she’d get to watch Beau with mistress. That just seemed so forbidden and it excited her. 
Beau’s attention was on his mistress where it should have been, so he missed Diana’s looks as she watched him. Malia didn’t. Bathing could be fun and in the near future would become a sexual activity of its own when she wanted. For now it was intended just as a way to emphasize that she did nothing more than take care of her property. It was still arousing (and amusing) to watch Diana as the little girl was clearly excited at the sight of her being washed by Beau. She could only wonder what was going through Diana’s little head. All she could do was feel the excitement and let it feed her arousal. 
Beau did his usual thorough job and then they all rinsed in the shower. The two slaves dried their mistress and then each other. “That’s sweet, Diana,” said Malia, indicating her hard boy part. To Beau, who was not hard, she said, “Good boy, Beau. You know I want you to have some control.” 
After they were dried, she put their cuffs back on and led them to her bedroom. Positioning Diana on her back, the mistress clipped Diana’s wrists to her ankles. With her arms inside her bent legs, Diana’s legs were spread wide. Malia reclined on the edge of her bed where she could look down on the squirmy little bundle. The 10-year-old had a smile as she anticipated being played with. 
“Beau, get hard for mistress.” He responded nicely, his cock inflating for the little girl slave and his mistress. “She’s helpless, Beau,” Malia stated the obvious. “Now it’s payback time. I want you to tease her. She doesn’t get to cum, but you can touch her anywhere you want.” She waved at Beau to bend closer and then she pulled his head so her lips were at his ear. “Show her she’s all girl. Show her how a boy treats a girl. Kiss her. Play with her tits. Play with her pussy. Make her boy part hard. Tease, tease, tease, Beau. Most of all, let her know she’s sexy and beautiful.”
The boy knew just what was expected of him. Put most basic, he was to make out with his brother. He couldn’t afford to look at it that way. Their mistress had made it plain… Diana’s life depended on it. He was to play his part in convincing Diana that she was a girl or she’d be sent away. Not that it appeared she needed much convincing. It wasn’t all that hard to think of her as sexy and beautiful. She had a gorgeous pixie face and with long hair and a dress, she’d be indistinguishable from a preteen girl. The way she squirmed and preened was so enticing and alluring. “Tease you, huh?” he said as he stood over her. “I think it’s gonna be hard to control myself with a sexy little thing like you, Diana.” He knelt down and ran his hands over her upper body… the soft smooth skin of her tummy, her tiny nipples, her belly button, and the flawless skin of her shoulders. 
“So sweet and beautiful,” he crooned after a couple of minutes of just caressing. His hand went to her boy part now, stroking it gently. “How lucky to have a cock and a pussy. Gonna make it hard. So hard.” It took just seconds to get Diana to a full erection. “So dainty,” he said. “I’m gonna play with it, but you don’t get to cum. You wanna cum? Want me to play with it and make it cum all over you? Want to cum for me? For mistress? Maybe later.” He leaned down and licked her nipples, sucking them to hardness. “Such perfect titties,” he said. Diana squirmed deliciously as he toyed with them. “All mine,” he said. “Every inch of you is mine right now.” He added the last two words because Diana wasn’t all his. She belonged to his mistress and she was on loan right now. 
Moving higher, he kissed Diana’s throat and then her lips very gently. “You want a real kiss?” he asked. “You’re gonna get one. I can’t help it. You’re so beautiful. You want it?”
Diana nodded her head, not trusting her voice. Beau was talking so soft and seductive. She just wanted to listen and let him have her way with him. He was taking away all her worries about being ridiculed for being a girl now. Having Beau accept her like this was overwhelming. Being sexy and beautiful in his eyes meant more than anything. When he put his lips to hers this time, she felt his tongue in her mouth. It made her shiver with delight. She couldn’t forget that this was her brother and the last time she’d seen him look at a girl like this was Karen, the pretty girl from the campground. He was even more into her than he’d ever been with Karen. 
After 10 minutes, Diana was wondering if this was going to go on for an hour. She didn’t think she could take it. Her cock was throbbing. Every word out of his mouth was perfect and every touch of his hand made her feel so good. Then, to her surprise, he rolled her to her stomach and licked her pussy. Her mistress had done it briefly just to show it wasn’t disgusting and now Beau spent some time showing her that it felt good. It was an incredible tease to have him stimulate her pussy while her boy part was untouched. Soon she was moaning desperately. Then he just stopped and rolled her to her back again. 
Nearly two weeks of captivity had changed Beau, convincing him that he was no longer in control of his future. Nearly a week of slavery had changed him even more. Not only did he not question his status as mere property or that obedience was his only purpose in life, but he’d come to accept that there were no boundaries. Now as he looked at Diana squirming with desire and looking like a sexy girl except for an extra part, he had no doubt that they would have sex and he’d enjoy it. She’d already blown him more than once. It was only a matter of time before he returned the favor. His own cock throbbed with desire as he told her again how sexy she was and then leaned down and licked her cock. He had no choice, but he wasn’t reluctant. Cocks, boy parts, and pussies had blurred into one thing… sex objects. 
Malia let Beau tease Diana for 20 minutes total and then stopped him. “I think you’re going to make her explode, Beau,” she said. Not to mention the lust she was feeling. “Put her on the bed next to me.” Beau put an arm under her shoulders and the other under her bottom and lifted Diana onto the bed. 
“Now she’s just going to watch,” said the mistress. “Come to me.” She lay on her back and opened her arms invitingly. 
With pleasure, thought Beau as he crawled atop the woman. Following her lead, he kissed her open mouthed, their tongues meeting even before their lips did. The two kissed for several minutes as Malia teased Diana yet another way. Without a word, she used her hands to steer Beau lower until he was licking and sucking her nipples. She could watch Beau as he enjoyed himself or Diana as she stared in wide eyed wonder, her desire obvious. When Diana locked eyes with her, Malia could practically read her mind. She’d been left out of the fun early in her slave training with Peter, so it was easy to empathize with the little girl as she wished she wasn’t tied. 
Diana was better at eating pussy, but in the interest of teasing her, Malia made Beau do it while the 10-year-old could only watch. The mistress didn’t put a time limit on Beau. She was too excited to want him to tease her and in just a few minutes she came. 
Beside herself with lust, Diana wondered when she’d get to join in. The more she was treated to sex between a woman and a boy, the more she wanted to be a part of it. So far she’d only seen sex between women and girls, so this was exciting. “My, my, what a hard cock, Beau,” said her mistress with a look that said she wanted it. Then she looked at Diana and said, “It’s time for her reward. Fuck her, Beau. Show her how good you can make her feel.” Fuck me? I thought it was for mistress. Yes, oh, yes, please. 
“Yes, mistress,” said Beau. That sounded to flat so he added, “Thank you, mistress. I’ve wanted to do this all day. She has such a cute pussy.” He offered the little girl his cock. “Make it wet for me, Diana.” Surprising him with an eager look of delight, she hardly needed to be told. She wet his cock and then he turned her over and licked her pussy again just for good measure. “Such a beautiful pussy,” he said as he rubbed the head of his cock against the little pucker. Then he slowly worked it in as Diana surrendered her ass easily. He wondered if it really felt as good as she made it sound as he sank his cock in her pussy to the hilt. Then he started stroking his cock in and out. 
Beau was amazed at how tight Diana’s pussy was. It clenched around his cock and tried to squeeze his cum out with each thrust. It loosened up, but even then it was tight. The little bundle of sex under him squirmed, whined, and cooed in pleasure.  “Mistress, may I cum?” he asked. 
As Beau’s cock pressed against her ass, Diana just relaxed as much as she could. This was going to feel funny. It was going to hurt. But, she wanted him inside her more than anything. As he entered her and filled her up, she moaned in pleasure. It was better than she’d imagined. Because she’d relaxed, the pain was almost nothing. Because she wanted it to feel good, it did. Beau is fucking me! The top slave likes my pussy. This is my reward and it feels wonderful. So good, Beau. I love your cock. With her words limited, the only sound she made was a soft moan of pleasure.  When he asked if he could cum, it was like the ultimate compliment. She heard mistress say yes and then Beau’s cock moved in and out fast. “Yes, Beau,” she whined, figuring she was allowed to replace Mistress with Beau. She felt him spasm inside her and fill her with warmth. Just when she thought it couldn’t get any better, Beau asked, “Mistress, may I make Diana cum?”
As much as she wanted Diana to never think of herself as a boy, Malia’s thrill came from watching the two brothers. Two boys ass fucking. She’d laid the groundwork with the appropriate mind fucking, but now the two boys rutted on her bed with no regard for the norms of society. It was incredibly arousing. Of course she granted Beau permission to cum. It would make Diana feel so sexy. Diana’s reaction proved her right. She’d forewarned Beau that he was going to suck Diana’s boy part, but it still amazed her when he asked. Does he want to? Or is he just scoring points with mistress by asking? It really didn’t matter. What he wanted was unimportant. That he was trying to please his mistress was everything. “Yes, she is sexy, isn’t she,” she said. “You may suck her boy part, but don’t swallow her cum.”
Beau asked because he knew mistress wanted that and he wanted to make Diana feel sexy. Rolling the pretty little girl onto her back, he was already committed. It wasn’t like he could stop and screw up his courage. He just smoothly bent down and took the little boy part in his mouth. It tasted good and it was pretty small even though it was hard. It just wasn’t a big deal. Not doing it would be a big deal. There were worse things than sucking a cock and once he’d started, he realized it wasn’t so bad. Tossing aside the limits he’d once known, it was actually fun. Diana just went wild as he sucked her boy part. That made it worth it. 
Cum for me, Diana. He looked up at her face as she looked down at him. Sucking Diana’s sexy boy part. He thought he just might get used to the idea. As her moaning got louder and breathing came faster, he knew she was close and then he had a mouthful of cum. Warm, salty, and metallic. He made a face. It didn’t taste good, but he wasn’t going to throw up over it. Holding it in his mouth, he waited for mistress’ instructions. 
These were the moments that Malia would cherish. The two brothers making love with wild abandon. Diana had an assload of cum and as Beau got his mouthful, she was pleased with his eagerness that fed Diana’s sexy feminine persona and aroused by his success. “Lean over Diana, Beau. Over her face. Diana, open your mouth. Beau, open your mouth and dribble her cum into her mouth. Boys don’t swallow cum from boy parts, but girls do.” Just as she hoped, Diana smiled and then opened wide. With the cum swap finished, Diana swallowed.  
As excited as she was, Malia pulled Diana to her and pushed the girl’s face right into her pussy. “Lick me, Diana. Do not tease your mistress. I’ve treated my slaves well and now you may serve me. Lick me and make me cum the way you do so well.” With Beau kneeling in the background so handsome and proud and a little girl’s face in her pussy, Malia came from the talented girl’s tongue. When she was done, she had Diana kneel next to Beau until she was ready to get up.
Several minutes later, she roused herself. “Beau, go look in on Snowball, but don’t linger. Diana, get dressed and get Beau’s linens from the dryer. I’ll be in the kitchen starting dinner.” Malia dressed and floated to the kitchen, very happy with how it had eventually turned out. 
Beau returned quickly and when she asked, reported that Snowball was fine and ready to serve her mistress. “She has no chores, Beau, except to look pretty. Was she doing that?”
“Yes, mistress,” he said. “She was doing it very well.” 
“Go kneel in the corner,” she told him. “Look handsome, sexy, and proud.” A few minutes later she instructed Diana on making Beau’s bed and watched the work slave do that. “Now make my bed, Diana,” she instructed.  
With her chores done, Diana watched her mistress make dinner and wondered if this would be her chore someday soon. It was, unfortunately, against her rules to ask the question. She paid attention, expecting to be required to cook the same meal with just one demonstration. 
When dinner was prepared, Malia called Beau to the kitchen and handed him a bowl of food, a bowl of water, and a small dish of cream. “Take these and feed Snowball,” she said. “We take care of my pet first because she’s special. Watch to make sure she starts eating, but it’s dinner time so don’t take too long.” As he hurried off with the bowls, Malia said, “Diana, use the toilet and wash your hands. You will be eating at the table with us tonight. You were a very good girl today.”
“Yes, mistress,” said Diana. A toilet? And dinner at the table? She felt overwhelmed by the simple reward on top of all the others. 
In her kennel, Snowball was comfortable. It was her safe place and she was used to spending long periods of time in it. It gave her time to wind down after the unexpected turn of events. When Beau looked in on her, she raised her head, wondering what was going on. He left quickly and it made her feel good that he’d checked on her. Mistress didn’t do that often and she even wondered if he’d snuck in to do it without permission. That would be like Jake… Beau. It wasn’t long after that when he brought her dinner and called her out very politely. 
She so did not want to come out and did not want to eat in front of him. However, she understood Beau was on mistress’ orders and she’d be in trouble for not coming out. It had been made clear that she followed his orders as well. She gave him a nervous glance as she stuck her head out the door. It wasn’t a glare that said go away, but a look that said she understood he wouldn’t go away. Just don’t say anything. She padded out and looked at the bowl of cream for a second. She didn’t even want to acknowledge his presence, but she looked up at Beau for help and he took off her gag. Then she lapped up the cream.  
Watch to make sure she starts eating, his mistress had said. Considering that the cream didn’t count, he decided to wait for her to eat solid food. She was very good at looking pretty and sexy and… yuck. “Snowball, did you… umm… do a number two?”
She blushed bright red at the question. Is it that obvious? She held up her paws to tell him she couldn’t wipe her bottom any better. Her eyes pleaded with him to just go away now. Don’t say anything at all, just leave. 
“Wait. Don’t eat yet, Snowball. I’ll take care of you,” he hurried back to their mistress. 
Take care of me? She watched him go and stood on all fours beside her food. Now that he was gone would be a good time to eat, but he’d told her to wait. I could eat. He’s my little brother. I don’t have to follow his orders. Yet, she couldn’t bring herself to even so much as nibble. 
“Mistress, I need permission,” said Beau when he returned to Malia. “Snowball did a number two and she couldn’t wipe her bottom good with those paws on. May I wash her bottom?”
“Pooped, Beau. Snowball pooped. Please use that term. Yes, you may wash her. Go the bathroom and wet a rag with hot water. That should do it.” She watched him hurry off again, pleased that he was taking care of her pet. He looked so earnest. 
As Beau returned to her, Snowball saw the rag in his hand. She reached up to take it, but he said, “No, it’s my job, Snowball. I’m taking care of you. Just hold still.” He gently washed the brown streak from between her cheeks and the little bit that had smeared on one cheek. The rag was warm and soothing, but his concern and gentle touch was even more so. She couldn’t take care of herself, but Beau was doing it. She couldn’t imagine Jake doing such a dirty job like cleaning her bottom. It was the first thing Beau had thought of and she was touched by his concern. 
“OK, does that feel better? Now you can eat,” he told her. 
Without a second thought she bent down and took a bite of the meat in her bowl. She looked up at him. This was not her little brother. Jake would most certainly not have wiped her bottom and now he wasn’t looking at her like he was ogling his naked big sister. She could see the concern in his eyes. He was thinking about something and it wasn’t her boobs or her bottom. It occurred to her that he hadn’t stopped her from eating to be mean, but he didn’t want her eating with a dirty itchy bottom. She’d had enough time between pooping and dinner to put that out of her mind, but he didn’t know that.  
“Good girl,” he said after a few seconds. “Take your time. We’re having dinner, too.” Then he left her in peace. She was amazed. She’d expected to be scrutinized the whole time. Halfway through her meal, she realized she wished somebody was with her and wondered why she wasn’t eating with them. The image that came naturally to her mind was her eating out of a bowl on the floor, but at least in the same room. 
After using the toilet and washing his hands, Beau joined his mistress and Diana at the table for dinner. He held mistress’ chair and helped her sit and then went to Diana’s chair and held it. The little girl looked at him in surprise. Mistress had told her the rules about waiting for permission to sit and to eat, but she hadn’t mentioned this part. 
Of course Malia hadn’t mentioned Beau holding the chair for Diana because she hadn’t thought of it. She was as surprised as Diana, but stuck to her plan of sitting and taking two bites of her food before telling the slaves they could sit. There stood Beau at Diana’s chair, the only one of the three who was naked and he showed no signs of embarrassment. “You may sit,” she said. Then Beau slid Diana’s chair out and seated her. Walking around to his chair, he sat and the two slaves waited. “You may eat,” said Malia. 
“Mistress, may I clean Snowball when she poops?” asked Beau as soon as he had permission to eat and, therefore, permission to speak freely. “Without asking each time, I mean?”
“Yes, Beau, you may,” agreed Malia. “Soon you’ll be able to take care of her however you need to without asking permission. For now, once I give you permission for something about caring for her, you may do it without asking after that.”
He took a bite and after he swallowed, he asked, “Mistress, I was thinking that she could do a better job if the paws weren’t locked. She could take them off when she had to – only when she had to though – and wipe herself. She was like that for a while.”
Taking a sip of her wine, Malia pondered Beau’s remark. It was simple enough, well intentioned, and even a good idea that she intended to do even before his observation. However, during her brief slavery Peter had instilled in her an awareness of certain key words: think, want, believe, and like. “What a slave thinks is unimportant, Beau,” she said. That didn’t mean she wouldn’t give Snowball control of her hands, but it told him it wasn’t his thoughts that convinced her. 
Considering his mistress’ remark, Beau took it a different way than she meant. He simply rephrased what he’d said. “Mistress, I know Snowball could wipe her bottom better with her hand than a paw. She can’t hold toilet paper with a paw.”
Beau’s respectful tone and his careful, clever wording kept Malia from reprimanding him. “I know that as well, Beau. Your thoughts are unimportant, but what you know is not. Snowball is a pet and wiping her bottom is a privilege. She was going to get those paws sooner or later and the fact that she stood meant she got them sooner. She may have already figured out that the shoes on her feet, her new paws, keep her from standing. She will never be allowed to remove them. I do plan to remove the locks from her hand paws so she can remove them when she needs to. Now eat some, your food will get cold.”
“Mistress, where is the ship going?” asked Diana. 
“Diana! The top slave is allowed to speak during dinner. I gave you no such permission,” snapped Malia. “Have I not made it clear that each slave has different roles and permissions? Do not ever assume you can do what Beau is allowed.”
“Yes, Mistress,” said Diana, cowering. She opened her mouth to say she thought dinner was different, but what a slave thinks is unimportant. And she’d already overstepped her bounds.
“Sit on your hands, Diana,” ordered Malia, taking Diana’s silverware and pulling the slave girl’s plate closer to herself. As the girl looked ready to cry over her lost dinner, Malia cut a bite, skewered it on her fork, and fed it to Diana. Then she ate a bite of her own. A bite for Diana and a bite for herself. 
“Mistress, where is the ship going?” asked Beau. 
The mistress glared at Beau as she chewed a bite of meat. She wasn’t sure she wanted to answer the question given that it was Diana’s illegitimate question, but it was a piece of information that the slaves should know. If they thought they were going somewhere, it would give them hope of escape. “Nowhere, Beau. The ship sails in international waters all the time, never in sight of land and never near a country where the laws prohibit slavery. That is how your current condition is legal. The ship makes its own laws. I don’t know where we are right now. I don’t need to know and neither do you.”
“Are you rich, mistress?” 
“Eat, Beau,” said Malia. “A slave needs to understand what is important to slaves and what is not. How much money I have is not. I know I said you could speak freely at dinner, but you need to learn appropriate conversation.”
Beau took a few more bites before venturing another question. It had almost sounded like he wasn’t to speak anymore during the meal, but she hadn’t exactly said that. “Mistress, a slave knows his mistress is rich. It’s important to this slave…” he reverted to speaking of himself in the third person since it sounded so very humble, “… why his mistress cooks for us?” As he’d set Snowball’s food down and watched her eat, he’d had such a feeling of taking care of her in every way, including wiping her bottom. He knew his mistress took care of her property in intimate ways like bathing them, but cooking meals was different. That’s what either mommy or hired help did.  Rich meant hired help. 
“As opposed to someone else cooking? Or as opposed to giving you cold oatmeal in a bowl on the floor?” she asked, but didn’t let him respond to her rhetorical questions. “A slave depends on his mistress for everything. You sleep when and where I say. You use the toilet when I say. You have no possessions… no money, no clothes, no toys.” At Diana’s inquisitive look, she said, “Yes, Diana, I know there are clothes in your closet, but I own the clothes and you wear what I want when I want. If I don’t feed you, then you don’t eat. I’d no sooner let someone else feed you than let someone else bathe you. I enjoy taking care of my slaves when they are well behaved. If I am very displeased with you, I’ll send you to be a pony for a few days and then you’ll appreciate being my slave. Unless that happens, I take care of my property myself because it pleases me.”
Diana’s hand shot up. “Put your hand down, Diana,” said her mistress and put another forkful of food in the girl’s mouth. 
“You’ve noticed an improvement in your treatment, Beau. From a cage to a bed. From oatmeal to eating at the table. A slave should not set expectations. Just as I can spank you just because I want to or as punishment, I can also give you a bowl of oatmeal to eat off the floor just because I want to. Any of the privileges I grant can be taken away on a whim. You will be just as happy with cold oatmeal on the floor as with hot a meal at the table knowing that it what your mistress wants.”
“Yes, mistress,” said Beau. “I was thinking about… I was considering… wondering if Snowball’s treatment will change. She won’t get out of her cage or eat at the table, will she?’
“Beau, she’s not in a cage. She’s in a kennel. That is her room. It will stay her room. No, she won’t get a bigger room and no, pets don’t eat at the table. I’ll gradually allow her out of her kennel more and even let her eat with us, but not at the table. I won’t do things to Snowball on a whim either and neither will you. A pet needs consistency.”
 “Yes, mistress,” he nodded. He didn’t see the point behind consistency. She’s still a person, a pet girl. She didn’t just get stupid because she’s a pet. Even if he missed the point consciously, that his mistress treated Snowball as a pet in every way was sub-conscious reinforcement for Beau.
Malia fed another bite to Diana and when the girl had swallowed, she said, “If you had a question important to a slave, you may ask it now, Diana.” Then she took a bite.  
With the condition that the question had to be important, Diana thought about it again and asked, “Mistress, am I being trained to cook?”
“Not to do it instead of me,” said Malia. “You’ll learn to cook for times when I’m too busy or to help me, but not usually. Both of you finish eating now. No more talk.” She continued to feed Diana until the girl’s plate was clean. “Clear the table and do the dishes, Diana. Have you washed dishes before?”
“Yes, mistress,” she looked hopefully at Beau. Usually when she washed, somebody else dried. 
“Don’t look to him for help, sweetie,” said Malia. “You’re the work slave and don’t presume to expect Beau to help. You wash and dry and put the dishes away. I’ll watch you tonight and expect you to do it yourself after that. Beau, get Snowball’s dishes. Get them even if she’s not finished. She’s had plenty of time. Put her back in the inside kennel and lock the door.”
Beau found Snowball’s dishes spotless, licked clean no doubt. “You enjoyed dinner, baby,” he said, stroking her head. “Mommy’s a good cook.”
Yes, thank you for bringing it. Thank you for wiping my butt. She’d hoped mommy would come for the dishes, but she’d had enough time to think about Beau being the one. She hated to do it, but he needed to be told she appreciated what he’d done so he’d do it again. Rubbing her cheek against his leg, she thanked him as she would mommy. Oh hell no, she thought as his cock responded to her gesture. Down, boy. She shook her head, point at the dishes and then at her bottom, and rubbed again. I’m not hitting on you, you idiot. Get the message. 
Naked with a naked girl rubbing against him, Beau took the gesture as sexual. It certainly looked sexy. Snowball was a pretty, sexy girl and he would soon be able to do what he wanted with her. His cock rose to half erect. Blow job in exchange for dinner. Those thoughts came to a screeching halt as he realized he couldn’t do that. Dinner carried no obligation. He couldn’t act on a whim. There would be no extortion. Sex with Snowball would be planned and done carefully and considerately. She needed consistency. His cock paused at half staff as she made her message clear. “You’re welcome, baby,” he said. “I’ll thank mommy for you.” How easy it would be to run his hand down her beautiful bare back to her cute ass or fondle her tits for a second. It wasn’t fear of their mistress finding out that stayed his hand. He needed to earn her trust. He patted her head instead. 
“Now back inside,” he said. When she looked forlorn, he said, “I think you’ll get to spend more time out pretty soon, baby. You have to behave though.” 
She knew he was right, but glared at him anyway. Who was he to tell her to behave? She crawled back in and he shut the door behind her. Today just sucked all the way around, she thought. Beau and Diana get so much and what do I get? Pampered? She calls this pampering? She reflected on blowjobs and a little brother who told her what to do now and spankings. It all came down to the same thing over and over. I have to behave. Life is so much easier when I behave. If only the top slave wasn’t Jake. Anybody but him. Even that thought gave her pause. It could be worse. Would a stranger have cared about my bottom? Damn it! He cares about me like nobody else would, except mommy. Does he have to call me baby? 
Mom used to say when life gives you lemons, make lemonade. So where’s the lemonade in this? I’m still with family. I liked blowing the faceless top slave. Mommy makes me feel so good sometimes and I make her feel good. Beau made me feel good when he fucked me. I’m going to be pampered… if I behave. Guess it’s time to see what pampering is all about. Time to behave. 
After the dishes were done, Malia announced, “Time for a walk.” She told Beau to get her red bikini and Diana’s pink bikini. He found his mistress’ right where he knew it would be and then in Diana’s room he was relieved to find the same organization. He pulled out the tiny pink bikini and examined it. He opened a couple of other drawers quickly to confirm that she had lingerie and underwear suitable for a girl in the same place as mistress had hers. 
“Put mine on me,” said Malia when he returned. She stood as Beau stripped her and then expertly put the skimpy bikini on her with Diana watching in amazement. He was just putting the top on his mistress’ lovely breasts when Malia said, “Get hard for mistress, Beau.” The reaction surprised Diana even more. It called her attention to the fact that Beau didn’t get hard from stripping and dressing the woman, but did on command. “Now put Diana’s on her,” said the mistress. She’d made him hard so they wouldn’t face the awkward predicament of him getting hard for Diana. Maybe he wouldn’t, but she wanted to avoid the possibility. 
Now with a prominent erection, Beau took off Diana’s shoes, socks, frilly dress, and underwear to find a hard little boy part hidden underneath. He ignored it as best he could while he put the bikini bottoms on the girl, tucking her boy part in the little triangle of cloth in front where it barely fit. His cock started to soften as he put the bikini top on the titless girl. It was pointless on her, but looked sexy nonetheless. 
Calling her friend, Malia asked, “Where are you and the girls, Olivia?”
“In my cabin. I talked to Peter. He said things went well today. How have they been since he left? I’d love to hear all the details.”
“Fine, they’re so obedient. I’m taking them for a walk and wanted to make sure where you are before I do. Did you want to meet or not?”
“All of them?” asked Olivia in surprise. 
“No, Beau and Diana.”
“Not that it matters, I suppose. Yes, I’ll meet you at pool 3.” Pool 3 was a no sex pool, used as a quiet meeting area. Her girls had their fun and she didn’t want them getting more sex tonight. “What about Peter?”
“I’ll call him, too,” said Malia. “Be nice to all meet for a change. See you there.” She hung up and called Peter, who also agreed to meet. Malia figured Peter would be willing, but she hadn’t been sure if Olivia was ready for her girls to meet Beau. 
As she walked her slaves on deck, Malia knew one thing about the ship’s location. With warm days and evenings, they had to be near the equator. This evening the sun was slowly setting with a warm breeze blowing. She made her way directly, but at a slow pace, to the pool and was the first one to arrive. Across the pool was a man with two 7 or 8-year-old girls who wiggled themselves out of the pool when he beckoned them. The girls took their places kneeling and facing him. 
Peter was the first to arrive with Precious wearing only a collar. Beau and Diana recognized the master, but only Beau had met Precious before. “Good evening, Master Peter. Hello, Precious,” said Beau. He prompted Diana with a look. 
Diana opened her mouth to mimic Beau’s greeting and then caught herself. “No, Beau,” said the girl. She’d greeted Peter once when she’d been told to, but she assumed a greeting was not allowed without permission. 
“Good evening, Mistress Malia. Hello, Beau. Hello, Diana,” said Precious. She knelt beside Peter as he sat in a deck chair. “She’s the cutest ever,” she said to her master. 
“Precious, you’re incorrigible,” said Peter. “She is darling, but they can’t all be the cutest. Amy, Autumn, Annabelle, and Diana are a four way tie for the second cutest on the ship. The cutest if we don’t count you.”
Precious giggled. “Cutest that I can see right now, master.”
Beau looked between Precious and Diana, wondering what to say. He’d called Precious the most beautiful girl, leaving his mistress to be the most beautiful woman. What was he supposed to say now with Diana present? He wasn’t sure he should contradict Master Peter who thought Precious was the cutest and she was damned cute. But next to him was a damn cute girl as well and one that he was forbidden to insult. 
Across the pool, the master decided his privacy wasn’t going to be invaded and waved his girls back into the pool. Swimming was a simple reward that kept them happy and occupied while giving him the chance to admire their slender young bodies. Besides, the scenery across the pool was getting interesting. 
“I see things went well after I left,” said Peter. His assumption was that Malia wouldn’t be out with two of them if things hadn’t gone well. “What about Snowball?”
Malia shrugged. “I thought about bringing her, but she’s in for the night and I didn’t want to disrupt her routine. She’s doing well.” 
“Good idea,” agreed Peter. “Take it slow with her.”
Still thinking about what to say, Beau decided to be diplomatic and said, “Beauty is in the eye of the beholder and wherever I look I see it.”
Peter laughed, but Malia said, “Beau, pay attention to the conversation. We’re past the greetings.”
“Yes, Beau,” said Peter, trying to stifle his laugh. “Well said, but bad timing.” The master and mistress chatted for a few more minutes until Olivia arrived with three bikini clad girls, looking quite sexy herself in a bikini.
Beau could clearly see that Olivia’s three slaves were girls by their attire and sported boy parts in the tiny bikinis. They were sexy in that same way that Diana was. With long beautiful hair, it was obvious they’d been girls much longer than Diana. Holy shit! I’m the only boy slave? Talk about top slave. He listened as formal greetings went around. The three girls greeted Peter, Malia, Precious, Diana, and him. Precious greeted Mistress Olivia, Amy, Autumn, and Annabelle. He was grateful when Diana took the lead to greet the newcomers, giving him another chance to hear the names. “Good evening, Mistress Olivia. Hello, Amy, Autumn, and Annabelle.” They each nodded to him as he said their names and he matched names to faces. “Beauty is in the eye of the beholder and wherever I look I behold it,” he repeated for the newcomers’ benefit with a slight embellishment. 
“Yes, yes, let’s not get into that contest,” said Peter. “Three beautiful people and seven beautiful slaves. Six for now, but a seventh whom you’ve all met, Snowball.”
“Girls, go swim,” said Olivia, sending her three off to make their skimpy bikinis transparent and clingy. 
“Go ahead, Precious,” said Peter.
Beau and Diana were still leashed, looking longingly at the pool. Malia tugged on their leashes. “This is a no sex pool. It’s not my rule. It’s the ship’s rule. If you break one of their rules, you’ll be doubly punished. There will be no sexual touching or teasing. Go play with your friends.” She unhooked their leashes and sent them off. 
Diana dove into the pool toward Annabelle as Amy yelled, “No, don’t!”  The other girls giggled as Diana came up naked. “Not for diving,” said Annabelle. “Almost not for swimming either.” She helped Diana collect her missing suit and put the two pieces back on. “If you tie the bottoms tighter they might stay on, but nothing you can do about the top.”
Beau dove in without a care and surfaced near Precious. “What do you want to play?” he asked her, feeling more comfortable with her since she was the only one he’d met before. 
“Marco Polo or tag or something,” she said as Amy swam over using a modest breaststroke to keep her suit in place. 
“How come you’re not wearing a bikini?” asked Amy.
“He’s a boy,” said Precious. 
“Really?” said Amy. “I didn’t think Mistress Malia would have one of those.” She eyed Beau suspiciously. “I guess Beau is a guy’s name. Could go either way,” she shrugged. “She’s kept you hidden.”
“I met Precious already,” said Beau. “I’ve just been here a week.”
“Same as Diana and Snowball,” observed Amy as Autumn paddled over. 
“You got it sweet,” said Autumn. “You do Diana yet?’
“Shut up, Autumn,” said Amy. “Don’t answer that,” she said to Beau. “Don’t even talk about that stuff here. Let’s play tag. I’ll be it. No tag backs. You got three seconds.”
She watched the three others swim away. Precious was damn hard to catch because she didn’t have to worry about losing her suit. She figured Beau would be at least as hard to catch. Autumn was an easy catch. Wanting to make Beau feel welcome as part of the group, she started after Beau anyway. Maybe he wouldn’t be so hard to catch. 
With the slaves gone, Peter made sure they were occupied and out of earshot. “Not to spoil the party,” he said, “but Precious’ 13th birthday is coming up.”
Olivia snorted her disapproval. “I thought you’d be different with this one.”
“Because she adores me so? You know I like the challenge of breaking a slave,” said Peter. “You think I’d play favorites?”
“Not play favorites just because she adores you, sucks cock like a Hoover, and is gorgeous and sexy and petite,” said Olivia. “She’s still pretty small up top just the way you like them. Your previous Precious was that big on her 11th birthday. Play favorites because you won’t find a sex toy like her and you’ll complain to us when you don’t.”
“She is all that,” admitted Peter. “I would miss her. Dammit, I never said that about one of the others. So, I was thinking about getting another one, a 10-year-old, and keeping Precious a while.”
“Two at once,” chuckled Olivia. “You jealous of us? What do you think, Malia?”
Listening to the old friends, Malia was comfortable staying out of it. She was learning more about them, how they discussed and decided as a group. “I have a soft spot for Precious,” Malia reminded them. “I think you’re discarding her because it’s her birthday, not because she doesn’t please you anymore. Keep her and get another one. She does enjoy helping you train new slaves,” she added with a wink. 
The three sat in a semi-circle where they could all see their slaves frolicking in the pool. The master on the other side of the pool called his girls to him. As Beau watched the two girls swim to the edge, Olivia yelled, “Beau! Get over here! Diana? You, too. Over here now!”
Alarmed, Malia asked, “What’s wrong?” Her slaves obediently swam to the edge of the pool and climbed out.  
“Nothing much,” said Peter. “They’re OK. You missed something because we didn’t mention it. Your slaves shouldn’t show interest in another master’s slaves without his permission.”
“Could have been trouble,” said Olivia, “but wasn’t.” 
“Kneel,” said Malia, when her slaves came to her. She wasn’t quite sure what to say to Beau and Diana, so she passed the buck. “Mistress Olivia called you. Listen to her.”
“A slave does not stare at another slave without permission, Beau,” Olivia instructed. “You were showing too much interest in the two little girls. There was no indication from their master that you were allowed to do so. You may play with our slaves. You were given permission for that. If Master Marvin had taken offense, he could have punished you.”
“Yes, Mistress Olivia,” he said contritely. “I was… Thank you, Mistress Olivia,” he wisely cut off his excuse. 
“Master Marvin enjoys his privacy,” Peter explained to the slaves, though it was for Malia’s benefit as well. “Some masters or mistresses don’t mind. Assume every master and mistress minds your curiosity. You’ve had your eyes in the right places at other times we’ve met, but don’t let a little freedom get you in trouble. Ignore other slaves unless you have permission to do otherwise. He’s leaving now. It’s safe to send them back, Malia.”
After Malia sent them back, Olivia said, “Sorry, Malia. I thought he was going to say something to them. There would have been hell to pay for that.”
“No, by all means, Olivia,” Malia assured her friend. “Thank you for catching it. I don’t think I’m ready to let someone else punish my slaves, particularly over something I overlooked. Maybe I shouldn’t have let them go play.”
“No, you should let them play,” said Peter. “Watch them. They’re burning off energy and they’re getting used to their places in life. Playing naked with each other without a second thought. This kind of thing is important, too. It’s like tricking them into accepting life on the Haven.”
“Nothing your slaves do wrong is your fault,” added Olivia. “No matter how much you might think it is, they get punished. You don’t ever get to say, oops, my bad. 
“Yes, I suppose,” nodded Malia. Returning to their interrupted conversation, she said, “So you think you’re ready for two at once?”
“I meet with the Wilson’s tomorrow,” said Peter. “I’ll pick a girl and she’ll be here within a couple of weeks I hope. The only question is whether Precious stays or goes. You both play your slaves off each other so well. Looks like fun.” He was no stranger to managing multiple slaves himself, though he’d never had two of his own at the same time. “Yeah, I’ll keep her a few more months. Her tits are just perfect, aren’t they?”
The subject soon turned to Malia’s three slaves and she gave Olivia all the details of the eventful afternoon. The sun had set by the time the three gathered up their slaves and went their separate ways. 
When they returned to her quarters, Malia had Beau get ready for bed. When he was ready, she herded him to his room. “In bed, Beau, you’ve had a longer day than usual.” She sat on the edge of his bed and questioned him about Snowball’s likes… what kind of music, what kind of food, and what kind of books. Then she kissed him and left. 
Locked in his room, Beau wondered now what Diana and Snowball were doing. He’d had a taste of interacting with them as top slave and enjoyed the feeling of superiority. There was no doubt in his mind that he was a slave, but he wasn’t the bottom of the ladder. He could picture Snowball on the spanking horse, spanking her and fucking her face. She’d licked cum right off the floor. She was locked in a freaking kennel with a big window. He’d fed her in a dog dish on the floor. Most of all, he remembered her rubbing her face on his leg in gratitude. It was submissive, endearing, and very erotic. Though he’d fucked and sucked Diana, Snowball was all he thought about until he fell asleep. 
Once Diana was ready for bed, Malia said, “You look exhausted, Diana.” She led her slave to the master bedroom. “Get in my bed. You’ll be sleeping with me tonight.” When Diana beamed a smile, she said, “Yes, Diana, you were so good today that I’m rewarding you. I’d like to have a little bundle of snuggly girl between my sheets. Now get in bed. I’ll be a few more minutes, so don’t wait up for me.” She tucked the smiling girl in bed, cuffed her hands behind her back, and gave her a kiss.
Diana was asleep within seconds. The last thought in her head was that she planned to stay awake until her mistress came to bed. 
After locking Diana in, Malia had one more thing she needed to do. She checked on her pet and discovered Snowball had fallen asleep. Since she hadn’t officially tucked Snowball in, the blanket lay folded in the corner. Opening her pet’s kennel door, she called Snowball out. 
Snowball stretched and blinked sleepily at the sound of her name. Momentarily disoriented, she shook her head and then realized mommy was calling. Is it morning already? She stuck her head out the door and stretched against as she poured herself through the small opening. What’s going on, mommy?
“Awww, mommy’s sorry, baby,” said Malia in a baby talk condescending tone. “I didn’t expect you to go to sleep so early. Tired? Big day? Come here, baby.” She sat and took Snowball into her lap, petting her pet’s head and shoulders as Snowball got comfortable. She took the locks off Snowball’s wrists and said in a calm, soothing voice, “You can take your paws off when you need your hands. We’ll take them off for your bath. You can take them off when you need to clean yourself, though I understand Beau took very good care of you.” She left the locks on Snowball’s feet. Those would come off at bath time, but no other time. 
“Beau and Diana would like to spend more time with you,” said Malia. “You were not a good girl today, but you were punished and you’re forgiven. If you’re very good tomorrow, I’ll let you stay out longer. Would you like that?’
Snowball nodded. Yes, mommy. I’d like to be out all day. She rubbed her face on mommy’s leg. 
“Good. I’ll expect your best behavior. No acting out to get attention. What I expect from you hasn’t changed just because you’re with my other slaves. If anything, I expect more from you.” Caressing Snowball gently, she said, “Now relax, baby. Mommy wants to cuddle you and pamper you. Beau and Diana are already in bed. You were the first I saw in the morning and you’ll be the last I see tonight. My special pet.” Malia stroked Snowball until the girl was nearly asleep in her lap. Then she roused the 12-year-old, kissed her, and sent her back in her kennel. 
Tired as she was, Malia still had more to do. She went into her office and downloaded some of Snowball’s favorite music and some classical music to augment that and ordered a couple of books from the ship’s library. Finally she went to bed, cuddling with a little bundle of snuggly girl, and fell asleep. 
In the morning, Malia roused her top slave first and told him to feed and water Snowball. “Thank you, Mistress,” said Beau with a smile, leaving Malia to wonder about the smile. As he got her dishes, he thought, it’s my job to take care of our pet and it’s something I want to do. I want her to like me and I want to be responsible. She is my sister after all and she’s so screwed. I want her to know somebody is looking out for her. There was a deeper, darker thought as well that didn’t bubble to the surface of his consciousness. He thought she was incredibly sexy and it was such a forbidden, yet thrilling concept to have his big sister as his pet. He knew he was looking forward to seeing her naked and he knew she had no choice, but he didn’t know how much that excited him.  
Returning to her room, Malia found Diana awake and waiting for her. “Yes, Mistress,” beamed the little girl, thrilled to have spent the night in Mistress’ bed. With her limited vocabulary, it was the best she could do by way of a good morning and thank you for letting me sleep in your warm, cozy bed. She found it so frustrating when she couldn’t let Mistress know how special it was, but then again, she knew Mistress didn’t care how she felt. 
“I do like having a little bed warmer,” said Malia. “It’s always nice to have a slave in bed.” She freed her slave’s wrists and said, “Use the toilet and put something nice on and wait for me in your room. Later you’ll dress up as a maid and do your chores.”
“Yes, Mistress,” said Diana and she scampered off to her room. After wearing that tiny bikini last night, she knew how sexy it looked to wear almost nothing. There were tight, tiny tops and tight shorts in her drawers. After briefly considering those, she decided that put something nice on meant a dress. She selected a backless, powder blue dress adorned with lace and yellow and white flowers. After putting on miniscule panties, she pulled up the dress and tied the strap behind her neck.  Knee socks and shiny black shoes finished the look. Briefly admiring herself in the mirror, she giggled at how it made her feel. I look like a special little girl all flowery and frilly, but at the same time, I look sexy with such short skirt and no back to the dress. Mistress will think it looks nice and Beau will think I’m sexy.
Following his mistress’ brief instructions, it took Beau almost no time to cook some scrambled eggs and bacon and he put those in Snowball’s food dish and filled her water bowl. He set them outside the outer kennel and got a wipe for the floor. When everything was ready, he opened her door. “Snowball, I have breakfast for you,” he called out. 
Snowball had been awake for nearly an hour, wondering what time it was. She felt rested, but there was no activity and definitely no clock. Ready for mommy, she had her ears and tail in place as she knew was expected. Finally her door opened and she rose, but she froze as she heard Beau’s voice. He has breakfast for me? Not mommy? I have to go out there and get my breakfast from him? And what was that last night about I’m the first one mommy sees in the morning and the last one she tucks in at night? She’s already seen Beau this morning and he’s the first thing I’m going to see in the morning. 
Sitting for a few seconds, she considered not responding to him. However, mommy had made it clear that Beau was the top slave and would help take care of her. Grudgingly she rose again and stuck her head out the door. The top slave was standing and waiting for her, wearing nothing but a smile and holding the wipe to clean the floor. What caught her attention was Beau, still needing to pee, was still sporting his morning erection. Eek! My little brother is gonna see me naked and he has a hard on about it! He’s gonna feed me, right? Or do I have to pay a price first? That sucks!
She was halfway out the door when she had an idea. It was the thought of him as her little brother rather than top slave that spawned the mischievous thought. I’m a pet, right? Pet’s are playful, right? If he thinks he’s gonna use that on me, he’s got another think coming. As she cleared the door, she bounded forward with a playful trill and as she got in range, she reached up with her fluffy right front paw and batted the obvious offender… once… twice… and a third time before her surprised brother stumbled back out of range and covered his cock. 
Having taken several minutes to prepare, Beau needed to get this done because he needed to pee. Already aware of his cock, he saw the look of surprise in Snowball’s eyes as they zoomed in on his erection. It meant something totally different than what she saw, but before he could even decide if he should mention the obvious, she charged at him and batted his cock. What the fuck? “Stop it, Snowball,” he said as he backed away. “You’re gonna make me pee.”
As soon as she heard those words, Snowball decided not to charge playfully again. She couldn’t tell if he was telling the truth or what and she didn’t see the connection between playing with his cock and peeing. Still, it wasn’t worth finding out. 
“What’d you do that for?” said Beau. 
Snowball only smiled cryptically and meowed. I’m a pet and I’ll play if I want. As a way of answering, she licked the back of her wrist as a reminder that she was a pet. 
“What’s going on, Beau?” demanded Malia as she rounded the corner in response to his outburst. 
“She… umm…” Oh shit! thought Snowball. He’s gonna get to tell his side of the story. “… she wanted to play… I think… with my… ummm…” he looked down at his erection. 
“Cock, Beau," finished Malia. “Don’t suddenly get embarrassed. Just what are you doing with a hard-on? Aren’t those reserved for me?” She glared at him and then said, “Did you pee this morning?”
“No, Mistress. I wanted to feed Snowball first. She’s hungry and… she’s more important than peeing,” said Beau. Now he was worried that he’d screwed up and punishment was on the way. 
He didn’t pee? What’s that got to do with anything? Snowball looked from Beau to mommy with wide, demanding eyes. Somebody going to explain this to me? She didn’t miss what Beau had said at the end and underlying her confusion was an important thought. I’m more important than peeing. That made her feel special in some odd way. She knew what it meant to have to go bad and for Beau to wait until after he fed her made her feel good. 
“Finish feeding her and then go use the toilet, Beau,” said Malia. “In the future, there is time to pee before you feed her.” She made Beau explain what happened as he handed Snowball the wipe and then put her dishes on the clean floor. Then she shooed Beau off to the bathroom. 
Once Beau was gone, Malia chuckled and then smiled as she recalled the questioning look from Snowball who’d given up on expecting an explanation and started eating. “Baby, boys usually get a morning erection because they need to pee. He may be turned on by how sexy you are, but I’m pretty sure that’s not why he was hard.”
Pausing for a moment, Snowball rubbed against mommy’s leg as a way of thanking her for the explanation and then returned to eating. Damn right he thinks I’m sexy. I’m naked and I don’t like it and I don’t like him thinking I’m sexy, but this is what my life has become. A freaking pet… Mommy’s toy and Beau’s eye candy… jeez, the first thing I saw this morning wasn’t mommy or Beau… it was his hard on. What was I supposed to think? I’ve blown him and fucked him and when he looks at me, I’m not surprised his cock goes boing. My little brother thinks I’m sexy and I don’t like it… well, maybe a little… be pretty insulting if he didn’t. 
With that excitement cooled down, Malia fixed breakfast. Taking a moment once she had everything started, she went to get Diana. “My, my, aren’t you a pretty little girl this morning,” she exclaimed at the sight of Diana’s choice of dresses. She had Diana turn around and said, “And I think somebody’s being a little tease, this morning.”
“Yes, Mistress,” said Diana with a blush. I meant to look nice for you and this looked… pretty and… umm… sexy sorta.
“It’s perfect, Diana,” Malia soothed the girl’s worry. “I expect you to look nice and sexy at the same time. As far as I’m concerned, just a short little dress like that makes you look hot.” That and the fact that I’ve got a little boy pleased as punch to be an unwitting cross-dresser. That’s what I like about being a mistress. I’ve totally screwed him and he’s happy. I guess I should say she’s happy to be a little girl slut with a naughty boy part. “Let’s go show Beau.”
Taking Diana by the hand, she led her conquest out to the sitting room. Beau was there petting Snowball as she patiently endured his attention while trying not to look like she enjoyed it. “Holy cow,” said Beau as he admired the 10-year-old. “Good morning, Diana. You look beautiful this morning.”
Great! I’m sexy and she’s beautiful. Snowball peered around Beau. Holy cow is right! I can see her panties and… she’s showing nothing but bare skin from her butt to her neck. My God, I wouldn’t be caught dead in that. I mean, if I was allowed clothes ever again. I suppose I’d take that if it was the only thing, but she’s so hot that mommy or Beau is gonna rip that right off her… damn it, since when do I think like that? 
“Yes, Beau,” said Diana, responding much more demurely than she had for her Mistress. Compliments from Mistress were delightful, but from Beau they made her heart beat faster.  
“The three of you play nicely,” said Malia. Or you’ll be sorry, she left the threat unspoken, almost daring them to not play nicely. “Breakfast will be ready soon.”
Fortunately for the trio of siblings, they weren’t alone long enough to get in trouble. When breakfast was ready, Snowball lay on the floor and watched how people ate meals. Beau had suddenly gained manners and held the chair for mommy, as she expected, and then held the chair for Diana. The little floozy gets treated like a lady? I could look sexy like that, but then I suppose that’s the whole point. Mommy doesn’t want a girl who’s really a girl. 
As soon as they were all seated, Malia said, “Starting today you may have manners, Diana. You may say thank you, you’re welcome, excuse me, and pardon me. You may also say a short sentence after you say an allowed phrase, like yes, Mistress, it would be my pleasure.”
“Yes, Mistress. Thank you, Mistress,” replied Diana with a smile. Excited to be on her way to a larger vocabulary, she hoped that soon she’d be allowed to speak at meals. 
As breakfast neared its end, Snowball went to her kennel and peed and pooped. She figured it was safe to do with everyone occupied and she didn’t know what was in store for after breakfast. Whatever it was, she didn’t want to worry about those two details. 
While Diana did the dishes, Malia brought out rope and called Snowball. The human pet’s heart sank as she saw what her first activity would be. For God’s sake, I’m going to decorate the room with Beau and Diana watching?! Humiliation, not rebellion, filled her young mind. Unaware of how she’d started to look forward to the sexy positions for her Mistress, she held still without question. Beau’s gonna get a hard on from this. Bet he thinks this is sexy. Before long, Snowball knelt in the center of the room stretched between a rope through her pussy and rope to the ball gag in her mouth. 
Having been in similar positions, Beau felt sorry for Snowball. She was sexy as hell like that, but he thought of being a decoration while Master Peter and Precious had watched. There was a little thrill from being on display for his mistress, but she made it last too long and he didn’t like being on display for a man. 
Finished with her pet, Malia admired the sleek, stretched form for half a minute and then said, “Isn’t she perfect, Beau. Such a hard body and she’s gonna be like that for a while. See how tight her ass is? Sticking out her chest and pretty little tits for me. Drooling and she can’t help it. I even like the way her arms and shoulders look pulled back and strained like that. You can watch her stretch and strain and hurt all in the name of being my sexy decoration while you join her.”
Beau was about to agree with his mistress as she described Snowball in cock-hardening detail and then she said… what? While I join her? Oh God, her in front of me and me in front of her. On display for Mistress and Diana and Snowball. 
By now Diana was sitting like a well-behaved little girl on the couch and watching. She had no qualms about having a naughty boy part hidden in her panties as she sat with her hands in the lap. This was gonna be hot! Best of all, she knew she’d never have to do this. 
Beau was uncomfortable when Mistress tied him hanging by his wrists facing Snowball so close that his dangling cock brushed her face. Her hot breath threatened to be a constant reminder and he worried that he’d get a hard on for her. Standing so close, his hard on would push to the side of her face instead of entering her mouth. Of course, I forgot that part, he thought as Mistress ran a rope around his waist, back through his legs, and tied it to the ceiling behind him. By the time she was done with that, he’d backed up a foot and now hung by his wrists, up on his tiptoes, with his cock a foot from that sexy mouth. He could look down on her with a good view of her ass outlined with tan lines and sporting her cute tail, back, arms, and upturned face and the barest of views of her tits almost below the horizon of her outthrust chest. She had a good view of him from his knees to his face, depending on where she rolled her eyes to. 
Mortified to be on display for her brother, Snowball felt a sense of triumph when she learned Beau would hang in front of her. When the deed was done, she stared at his crotch. Guess I’m gonna get familiar with his cock. Makes it a little better to get to check him out as much as he checks me out. 
Having endured this before, Beau had to agree that is was better to have something to look at. He’d once had Precious on display with him and that was great. To his surprise, he found he’d rather have Snowball with him like this than Precious. The whiskers and freckles on her kitty face made her absolutely adorable and the curve of her body was irresistible. 
Not wanting to let them off easy, Malia reminded them that they weren’t alone. “Diana, I’m going to do a few things. You sit here and watch them for a few minutes and then come find me. Snowball, you’re the sexiest thing in the room. Beau, I’m impressed by your control. While you’re being a decoration, you may get hard. I’m sure Snowball and Diana would agree that completes the decoration.”
The two decorations shared their humiliation through their eyes at the reminder of Diana’s presence. Snowball hardly had time to blush as being the sexiest thing in the room and then mommy suggested Beauo get a hard on. Like he could do anything with it like that. 
Beau turned scarlet at the suggestion that he needed to complete the decoration and then at the smile that graced Snowball’s face. Damn it, she does want me to get hard. Wants to see her little brother’s hard cock inches from her face and unable to do anything with it. “Beau, get hard for Mistress,” came the key words and his cock inflated in seconds, beckoning across the small space that separated them, but it might as well as been miles. My God, I’m showing off my hard cock and you know what? It feels good to have them stare at it. Want a piece of this, girls? Damn, it hurts, but I think this is gonna be worth it.
The stretched sibling stared at each other unabashedly. Beau was hard at the sight of Snowball and the thought of using his cock on her later. Snowball was hot because… damn it, I’m getting wet and tingly because I like this! What’s that all about? I like being on display and mommy knows it. Look at his eyes… all over me… Diana’s, too… they’re both here and I’m still the sexiest thing in the room. Just check out Beau’s cock… looks hard, but always feels soft in my mouth… a little curve to it… curving up toward his stomach… and the head is purple… ish… so cool to just get a chance to look all I want… and his balls… now they look odd.
It was wickedly fun for Diana to watch the other two slaves so blatantly on display. I’m dressed and they never get clothes and now they’re even tied up so I can see everything. Snowball looks like she hates this… that’s gotta hurt. Beau looks incredible… straining and showing off his muscles… and his cock… what a stud. She wanted to get up and look at them from different angles, but Mistress had been clear. She was to sit and watch. By the time Diana tore herself away from the pair and went to find mommy, there was a shared puddle of drool on the floor between the decorations. When she came back, she had a twinkle in her eyes, a blue ribbon in her hair, and red lipstick. The 10-year-old never wondered why she was lucky enough to be the one who watched and then played with the decorations instead of being one herself. It was just the way it was and she liked it that way. Best of all, now Mistress wanted her to tease them and she was allowed to say what she wanted. 
Eager as she was, the first instruction was to take it slow, so she circled the pair of decorations twice. She stopped behind Snowball and looked her over. Her sister’s ass was so smooth and taut and just like Mistress had said, Snowball’s pussy was wet. I thought she hated this, but guess not. Then she stopped behind Beau and appraised his ass. It looked just as good as Snowball’s. 
On the third circle, she stopped behind the pet again. She’d learned so much in the past few days and liked getting away with things she’d never been able to do or say before. When it came to talking dirty, she just dug as deep into that new found language as she could. “You look sexy like that, Snowball. Your ass looks super from back here and I can see how much you like this.” Diana felt funny when Snowball whined at that remark. “You can’t see it, Beau, but…” She had to stop as Snowball complained loudly, the indignant whines drowning her out. Dammit, get away from there, Diana. Do not tell him what’s back there. I do not want him to know. “… she’s getting wet and excited. She really likes it.” No! Don’t say that! 
Snowball raised her eyes up to look at Beau and when their eyes met, she blushed, practically admitting that Diana was telling the truth. She wanted to defend herself, but all she could do was beg with her eyes. I don’t know why it happens, but it does. I can’t help it. Please don’t think there’s something wrong with me. Beau’s eyes were on her and it excited her and then he looked past her at Diana, a surprised look on his face. What’s going on back there? She felt Diana’s breath on her pussy. Eek! Get away from there. “You smell good,” said Diana. Gawd! She’s smelling me? Just when I thought it couldn’t get any worse. Isn’t she supposed to be sitting and watching? A few seconds later the mortified girl breathed a sigh of relief as she heard Diana’s footsteps again. 
The little tease’s next stop was right beside the two where she could see Snowball’s face and Beau’s cock just inches apart. The position just begged to be exploited. “I don’t think Beau likes it so much to be tied up. I’ll bet he’s excited because he’s thinking about your mouth. Mistress could just take out your gag and untie Beau’s ass and he’d just step right up and you’d blow him, wouldn’t you, Snowball?” She petted Snowball’s head. “I know how you feel. I’d do it, too.”
Kneeling, Diana was about eye level to Beau’s cock and Snowball’s face. “Know what’s fun to do?” she asked Snowball. “Too bad you can’t do it, because it’s fun. Watch this.” She reached out her tongue, getting it as close to Beau’s cock as she could without touching it. “Mmmm,” she rumbled as she pulled her tongue back in. “Just imagine me licking you up and down, Beau. Imagine me sucking it or Snowball sucking it.” She again reached her tongue out and licked just short of Beau’s cock. So much fun to tease them. Fun to watch Beau… he wants me so bad. Fun to watch Snowball… she can’t believe what I’m doing. 
Indeed, Snowball was absolutely astonished at Diana’s lewd behavior. She’s a slut! A tease! I never got to wear lipstick when I was 10. She’s enjoying herself. I’ll suck Beau because I have to and she’ll do it because she wants to. Well, maybe I’d like it some. I did before I knew who it was. But Diana… what a slut. Just look at her tease Beau. And me… oh, yeah, she’s teasing me… she didn’t have to say anything about my pussy and now… watch her tongue… is she going to really lick him or not? Does she know what she looks like when she does that?
 “Now, Beau,” said Diana, shaking her head in mock disapproval, “you do look like you’re proud to show off your cock for us. All big and hard for us.” When Beau grunted an incomprehensible response, Diana said, “Or, maybe you’d like to hide it? A little embarrassed to be on display for us?  Oh well, nothing you can do about it. Waving it right in Snowball’s face and wow, is she getting an eyeful.”
Yeah, you’re gonna get yours, you little tease, was Beau’s thought as he grunted. Remember last time you teased me? Took it in your pussy when you were done and man was that sweet. Oh, shut up with that on display crap. Jesus, I am not waving it in her face and dammit, I know she’s getting an eyeful. You don’t have to rub it in. Damn, Snowball is so sexy… what does she think about me… my cock?
Diana shifted her position again, walking behind Beau. Lightly running her fingers down his bare back, she was surprised and delighted when he gave a little shudder. “You like that, Beau? I can’t see from back here, did that make his cock harder, Snowball?” Like Snowball, he tried to gauge what was going on behind him by watching her eyes. Her eyes went to his cock when Diana asked if he got harder. Did she just smile? Was that a nod? Oh, come on, I so did not get harder… did I? “How about this?” Diana rested her hands on his ass. “Playing with Beau’s ass. I mean, he is sticking it out just for me. Nobody here to look except me.” Get away from there, Beau echoed Snowball’s recent thought. Not that I mind, but does she have to narrate it, too?  Then Snowball’s eyes dropped below his cock, focusing between his knees. What’s she up to, now? 
The naughty girl knelt and stuck her face between Beau’s legs. She stretched her tongue out and this time it looked like she just might lick the top slave’s balls. Feeling her press against the back of his thighs, Beau couldn’t see what she was doing. Dammit, Snowball’s watching something with big eyes. What? 
Enjoying herself immensely, Diana started to crawl between Beau’s legs, but stopped and backed up when she couldn’t figure out how to avoid the growing puddle of drool on the floor. Instead, she moved again so her siblings were in profile to her. “You jealous, Snowball? I petted him and not you?” She petted Snowball’s hair and scratched behind the pet’s ears. “I love the whiskers and ears. So cute.”
Screw you, Diana, thought Snowball, getting angry for the first time. Those are there for good and I hate them. How’d you like to get tattooed with something on your face? Can’t hide it and can’t get rid of it!
Seeing the flash of anger, Diana shut up and just petted Snowball. What’s she so mad about? She doesn’t like her whiskers? It was the first time she’d actually thought about it from Snowball’s point of view. Of course she doesn’t like being a pet. That sucks, but the whiskers are no big deal compared to no talking and no standing and no using utensils or the toilet. Oh, oops, I’m not suppose to tease her about being a pet… just treat her like one. Did I just disobey Mistress’ orders? No teasing about her being a pet. 
After chastising herself, she went back to the game Mistress had sent her to play. There were just three places she was allowed to touch – Beau’s back and bottom, Snowball’s head, and Snowball’s nipples. For the last one she lay on her back and slid under the helpless kitty. As she reached her tongue out, this time she made contact. “Unnhh, ahhh,” protested Snowball at the unwanted touch. It felt good, but therein lay the problem. Unable to look down to see, she could tell right where Beau was looking. Undeterred by mere moans, Diana licked both nipples for half a minute and then sucked on one. Now this is teasing! Doing it right in front of Beau. Bet he’s loving it and she’s not. Probably worse with him watching. Making her nipples hard and not a thing she can do about it. 
“Ooo, somebody likes this,” smirked Diana, earning even louder protests from Snowball. “Oh, be quiet, Snowball, I wasn’t talking about you. I’m talking about Beau. He can see ‘em better when they’re hard like this.” Oh God! He does! He can! They are! Fuck, I’m Diana’s little toy now. Just the two of them and it’s making me so hot to be like this in front of them. “I suppose you like it a little,” added Diana. “They are your tits and your nipples that are getting so excited.”
They are getting excited! I’m getting excited. For God’s sake, I’m only 12 and they’re turning me into a sex slave… a slut. Without even being aware of it, Snowball started to rock side to side, getting the rope to rub her throbbing clit. That felt divine, but frustrating as well. 
It felt like enough time had passed, so Diana slid out from under Snowball and said, “Who wants to see me naked?” Beau’s eyes said he did and Snowball’s eyes were more like a dare. Either way, she figured those were both yeses. Turning her back, she lifted her skirt so her siblings could see her little blue panties crawling up the crack of her slender ass. “Like that, Beau?” she asked. She knew he did and, not being sure about Snowball, didn’t ask her the same question. 
“I didn’t put on much this morning,” said Diana. “Wish I could take more time, but here goes.” She untied the bow behind her neck and lowered the top to show her preteen chest. After a brief pause, she dropped the dress to the floor and stepped out it, showing off her very naughty boy part bulging in the scant panties. Posing, she let the two pairs of eyes focus on the shape and then realize the panties were semi-transparent. “Yeah, check it out,” she said as she pulled down her panties. “My boy part gets naughty for naked boys or girls. I sure want to suck that cock and eat that pussy.” Stepping up close, she added, “Wouldn’t mind having Snowball suck the naughty right out of it either.” Wow! Can’t believe I even said that, but it’s true. 
Keeping her shoes and socks on because Mistress liked it that way, Diana circled the decorations again, keeping up a steady stream of teasing comments about her nude and helpless siblings. She also didn’t mind calling attention to her own nudity and what the near future might have in store for them. Sometime between now and dinner, she figured there’d be a bath and then playtime. Mistress would fill in the blanks about when and what games they’d play, but her suggestive comments were never far from possible and turned them all on. 
“Have you done everything you’re supposed to do, Diana,” asked their mistress as she entered the room. 
The little girl jumped at the sound of Mistress’ voice. “No, Mistress,” she said. “Not the last part.” 
“No, Mistress, I haven’t done the last part,” corrected Malia. “I said you could say a sentence and that requires a subject and a verb.” 
“No, Mistress, I haven’t done the last part,” said Diana. What? Is she an English teacher now? 
Sitting, Malia ran her eyes over her decorations. They were beautiful before, but now they shone with sweat and the strain was obvious. With their muscles knotted in pain, she felt such power and pleasure from them. Amazingly, Beau was still hard and she didn’t doubt that Snowball was dripping wet. “I’ll bet with these two beauties, you’re ready for the last part,” she said. “Do it for them.”
“Yes, Mistress,” said Diana with a smile. Facing the aching statues, she stroked her boy part. “Thank you, Mistress,” she added without taking her eyes off Snowball and Beau. “See, I know just how much you’d like to cum, but all you get to do is watch me. I get so excited watching you like this. You’re there for Mistress’ fun, but I like it, too. Makes my boy part hard and Mistress is going to let me cum.” It felt marvelous to play with herself as she teased them one final time. They deserved to cum and she knew that they would later, but right now it was her and her alone. 
As she got more excited, Diana’s hand sped up and when her cum came boiling out, she groaned and caught it in the palm of her hand. The helpless decorations were horrified as Diana filled her palm. Both of them were certain she’d put that to use in some nasty way and then the little girl lifted her palm to her face and licked it all off. “Best of all,” she said to the astonished slaves, “Mistress lets me eat it, too. Yum.”
“Nicely done, Diana,” said Malia. “Teasing time is done and you’re back on your strict vocabulary. Now run and fetch a towel. You are to wipe up all the drool. We have guests coming.” At the brief whine from both bound slaves, she said, “Yes, I invited friends over. You’re so perfect, I want to share you.”
While they waited, Diana mopped up the puddle of drool. It seemed pointless since they’d just drool more, but she wasn’t about to argue. “Put the towel in the laundry and come right back. Hurry, Diana,” said her mistress. It took just seconds to put the towel away and return. “You’ve had your fun, Diana, now I want you to lie on your back between them… your head under their mouths… you are to keep the floor clean. Catch their drool before it hits the floor and swallow it since they can’t.”
Are you kidding me? Diana cast a glance at her mistress. Fuck me, she’s not kidding. That’s gross. Crushed at the turnabout, she wriggled under Snowball just in time to see a strand of drool start her way. Oh, gross! I have to line up… is that good… over a little… gawd, right in my mouth.  She’d caught a couple of strands, missing a couple of Beau’s before she figured out how to judge the longer drop.  Only then did her mistress say, “You’ve kissed them, sucked cock, and eaten pussy. Drinking their spit isn’t all that bad compared to cock and pussy, but I just enjoy making a slave do something special. I suppose it is worse in a way to be a human spittoon, but I like it so you’ll do it.”
A minute later Peter knocked on the door and led in Precious. “Good morning, Mistress Malia. Good morning, Beau, Diana, and Snowball.” That’s me, thought Snowball. The oldest and I’m last on the list of hellos. Just a freaking pet. Who else is coming? I suppose Mistress Olivia and her girls. She was worried that on a ship this size mommy would have lots of friend and she’d only met the tip of the iceberg so far. An endless parade of new admirers was not high on her list of ways to spend her slavery. 
Moments later, Olivia brought her three girls into the room. As greetings were exchanged, Diana wanted to die. She’s making me do this in front of my friends! For the new slave, it was traumatic. Amy, Autumn, and Annabelle thought no less of Diana for what she was doing. If they were ordered to do catch drool, they’d do it, too. They’d never done that, but it looked like a routine test of obedience and it looked like Diana had passed the test. 
Mistress Olivia and Peter sat; Amy, Autumn, and Annabelle knelt; and Precious, with her master’s permission walked around the decorations, admiring them from every angle. The three owners chatted briefly and then Olivia broached the real subject of the meeting. They were praising Malia’s control of her slaves and how obedient they were already when the moment was right. “Peter, you should tell Malia about the difficult girl you had.”
“Yes, I hate to admit the failure, but sometimes you just get a slave who’s too stupid or stubborn or proud to learn her new place in life,” he said. By the time he’d finished that sentence, Precious had knelt at his feet and now hugged his leg with her head resting on his thigh. She’d heard the scary story before and wanted her master to know that she was his with no regrets. “I had her for several weeks. She never learned the rules, disobeyed constantly, and argued even while I was punishing her. I can never understand why a slave would do that. I mean, our slaves are in the lap of luxury. Firm rules so they have predictable order in their lives. Safety. Good food. Playtime nearly every day and you know a slave likes that when she gets to cum. No worries. No school. Pampering. Precious is the center of my attention. I daresay it’s the same for you and yours. So why not be a satisfied slave?”
He waved at Malia’s three slaves and said, “Sure they don’t like certain things at first, like being a decoration, but Precious loves it now.” He chuckled. “Looks like Snowball enjoys it, too.” Great! Diana has to go and say it and now Master Peter. Check out the wet pussy on the helpless pet. No, how about you check out the sore shoulders, my neck, and the rope on my clit. “You took just another face in the crowd and made her an exquisite beauty so special that every eye in the room is drawn to her.” No, don’t say that. Exquisite beauty, huh? Is every eye on me? And sexy, don’t forget sexy. And in pain, don’t forget that part either… exquisite beauty? Really? The pain never seemed as bad when she thought about being on display because she was beautiful and sexy. 
“They decorate the room or they catch drool, but later they’ll get a luxurious bath and playtime with you. Special time with you when they can romp naked with a beautiful and naked mistress. Something they never imagined weeks ago. A chance to earn rewards and even your affection perhaps.” He stroked Precious’ hair as he said that. 
“So, anyway, this girl, I named her Toady. She started as a Precious, but I changed her name later. Toady’s punishments got more and more severe. She pulled a cart for a week. I spanked her, bound her, and cut down on the quality and quantity of her food. When she didn’t respond to any of that, I decided she wouldn’t be a treasured sex slave ever and showed her what it meant to be a real slave.” 
Peter knew without a doubt that though the story was being told to their mistress, the three new slaves were hanging on every word. That was the whole purpose of the story, actually a fictional story, he told all his slaves to seal their obedience. He made their lives sound so wonderful and now was going to show them the flip side. Pausing for several seconds, he let the message sink in and the suspense build. Snowball and Diana couldn’t see him, but Beau’s eyes never wavered. When the boy’s eyes virtually begged Peter with a ‘are you gonna finish the story?’ look, Peter continued, “I gave Toady to the ship’s crew as a laborer. Picture the 10-year-old shoveling shit in the stables, scrubbing floors in that huge dining room, swabbing the deck, and toting cargo from the hold to the kitchen or library or crew’s quarters. And hanging by her wrists when they didn’t have anything for her to do. Working 16 hours a day and spending the other 8 in a dark, dank room. Oh, and fucking and sucking every crew member who wanted a piece of her with no orgasms herself.” 
Shaking his head in mock despair, he glanced at Beau and then back to Malia. “I often wonder if she’d like another try at being my sex slave, but I never went looking for her. I paid a hell of a lot of money for her and then just discarded her. She’s still around somewhere, 16 by now, and I wonder what the high point of her day is. Alone time with a shovel and pony shit? Taking a break from working and hanging by her wrists? Locked up in darkness so she can dream her aches away? Or maybe it’s sucking a cock that hasn’t been washed for days.”
“You’ve never seen her again?” asked Malia. 
“No, there’s no point. I didn’t want her back. I bought a new one and she trained up real nice.”
“You know what I think,” said Olivia “I think a girl like that just thinks you’ll give up on her and she’ll go back home like nothing happened. She doesn’t realize what happens to a slave who becomes worthless.”
Peter shrugged, “I don’t care why she was like that. Now she’s got nobody who cares about her.” As the horrifying lesson unfolded, Beau, Diana, and Snowball were shocked at the other possibility in their future. Then, all three of them heard the final message and as one they realized that there was one and only one person in the world who cared about them – Mistress/mommy. Diana had already decided she had it good compared to Beau and Snowball and wasn’t going to rock the boat. Now she had even more reason and her siblings shared her outlook. With so many kids to easily replace them, they were expendable. 
“Well, that was depressing,” said Malia. “I’d hate to spend that much money and end up with nothing.” Depressing?! Snowball was outraged. Depressing to waste money? You should see it from my point of view. I’m your pet and if I screw up, I’m a laborer in some dark hole. I have to be your pet and hope that someday I like it. Someday I won’t just get wet and tingly from being a decoration, I’ll look forward to it. Someday I’ll look forward to being walked on a leash on deck. Someday I’ll think of Beau as top slave and not my brother. Someday I’ll have a smile on my face and think this is normal. It made her want to cry, but she was already whimpering in pain with tears running down her cheeks. 
“Diana, get dressed,” said Malia. When Diana scrambled to her feet and started to put on her panties, the mistress added, “Well, don’t do it here. Go to your room. Good girls don’t get dressed in public. Come back when you’re decent.”
Chastised, Diana hurried to her room. I lay out there naked for the whole time and now I’m supposed to be modest? That makes no sense at all. There was also no point in trying to make sense of it. Mistress said, so Diana did and came back a minute later with panties and dress back in place. 
While Diana was gone, Malia relaxed the rope around Snowball’s waist, untied the rope from her gag and then removed her gag altogether. As she eased forward for balance, it looked a lot like Diana’s suggestion was going to come true. The tension eased in her body, but she was still captive. 
Telling Diana to sit, Malia then relaxed the tension on Beau’s crotch rope and said, “Get hard for Mistress, Beau.” It was embarrassing to come fully erect at a command, but Beau imagined his mistress naked and Snowball’s lips around his cock. In seconds he was hard. After removing his gag, she said, “You know what I want, Beau. Tell Snowball what to do.”
Yeah, we all know what mommy wants me to do, thought Snowball. Suck cock. Not just suck cock, but wait for him to tell me and then be an obedient pet and suck him off with a roomful of people watching. “Suck my cock, Snowball,” said Beau. It was thoroughly humiliating to obey Beau without question. It didn’t matter what the order was, it was humiliating. Sucking his cock just made it worse. There was no hesitation however as she stretched up and corralled the head of his cock between her lips and slid it into her mouth. Their position was such that she had to stretch to get it into her mouth, making her look eager to suck him. It hurts, dammit. Not just suck cock, but stretch and hurt for it. God, I hope he cums quick. 
After just 30 seconds, Malia said, “That’s good, Snowball. Stop now. Maybe later I’ll let you finish.” The show was over and the guests departed as Malia freed her two decorations. They both looked like a puddle of relief as the pain faded and they melted into the floor. “Beau, go give Snowball a bath. You will both soak in a hot bath and you will wash her. She is not to wash you. Your job is to take care of her, not the other way around.”
Minutes later, Beau eased himself into the hot bubble bath and then Snowball crawled over the side and between his legs, resting back against him with a sigh. It felt so good that she only minded a little that she was cradled in her little brother’s arms and they both were naked. She didn’t object as his hands caressed her and his cock pressed against her back. Later when he washed her, there was a brief ‘oh shit’ moment as she realized mommy had taught him how to wash a girl. And I can’t do it back to him. No, I don’t have to do it back to him. It’s not my job. It’s my job to… be pampered. Ooo, yeah, wash my ass… right between the cheeks… and, “Oooh,” inside my asshole like mommy does. Wash my pussy because you have to… no, you want to pamper me. I’m that important to mommy that you have to pamper me. Wash my tits, too. Damn, he does it good. She cast a glance at him. He’s enjoying it. He likes pampering me. I’m that important to him, too. 
 After he let the water out and they showered off the soap and bubbles, she was amazed at how tender he was with her. He never took advantage of me. Caressed, washed, and rinsed, but not like he was getting off on it. When he’d patted her dry, he put her paws, collar, and tail back on, even being gentle with the butt plug. 
As soon as Beau and Snowball left for their bath, Malia told Diana to put on the maid uniform and start the wash. As the only one with chores, Diana still thought she got the good end of the deal. Being a decoration looked agonizing and she didn’t understand the mental reward of looking sexy for an audience. She’d also never heard the threat that their mistress had made to Beau and Snowball. They could be in that same agonizing position in a dark room with no one to watch them. 
When Beau and Snowball finished their bath, Malia got out Snowball’s shorts, top, and star and put them on the embarrassed girl. Naked was bad, but it was even worse to wear these clothes and that damn star in front of Beau and Diana. “Watch carefully, Beau,” said the mistress. “I’ll expect you to dress up my little darling for me.” Eeek! Did she have to call me little darling like she’s proud of me… of how I look… of owning me?  And Beau dressing me… I hate these clothes… hate wearing them just for a tan… hate this whole idea… crap, I hate the idea of him dressing me like I couldn’t do it myself. 

Telling Diana to have the wash finished and the clothes put away by the time they got back, Malia took Beau and Snowball with her. The mistress had Beau’s leash in her hand as he walked behind her and Beau had Snowball’s leash in his hand. Snowball meekly followed though she burned inside. We’re going to the tanning booth. Mommy is showing Beau the way. Is she going to let him take me there on his own someday? Crap, walked on a leash to get a tan for mistress by my brother. Everybody will see us. 
Since his mistress hadn’t explained any of this to him, Beau didn’t understand until Snowball got into the tanning booth. Snowball’s tan lines were easily discernable, but he’d never even stopped to think about how they’d gotten there. Mistress is doing it on purpose. Shows off her private, no touch parts. He understood on a very basic level that meant Snowball’s private parts may be public parts now, but with a constant reminder of the boundaries, they’d always be special. 
Finished with the tan and back home, Snowball allowed mommy to remove her tanning attire. To her embarrassment, mommy did something she’d never done before – she traced the tan lines under and over her tits and around her waist and thighs. “You look fantastic, Snowball,” said mommy as she admired her slave. Tracing the star on her tummy, Malia said, “Doesn’t she look fantastic, Beau?”
Snowball felt like she’d been punched in the gut as mommy asked Beau how she looked. I don’t want to look fantastic like this. I don’t want him to even notice. Most of all, I don’t want him to say no! Crap, I do care what he thinks! She looked at him aware that he probably had to say she looked fantastic since mommy had prompted him. “Yes, Mistress, she looks fantastic.” Oh, my God, he said it and he meant it. He didn’t have to say it like that. Another punch to scatter the butterflies in her tummy. And I like it… I care. She blushed and looked down. I don’t want to be this girl… all fluttery and shaky when my brother looks at me like that. But this is what I am. Feeling trapped and vulnerable, her life was becoming all about approval. Hers was a demeaning position and affirmation from mommy and Beau were important to her, making her feel special instead of demeaned. 
Mommy was free with her hands, touching Snowball wherever she wanted. Then Snowball felt Beau’s hand caress… pet? … he’s petting me… her back, his hands stayed away from the white areas. My head… my ears… stop that! … my back… my legs… roll me over and pet my tummy. Mommy left to fix lunch after giving Beau permission to pet Snowball. Now the pet watched his hand as it treated her treasures like treasures to be saved for later.
When she got a chance, Snowball rubbed her face on Beau’s hand to show her appreciation. Surprised at the affection, Beau mistook it as a request and caressed her cheeks with his fingertips. Lightly cradling her head, he caressed her and stroked her hair. Snowball wanted to die. But there was something else, too. She didn’t want him to stop. 

At lunch, Malia, Beau, and Diana ate at the table and Snowball stared at her bowl on the floor in the same room. The bowl sat where both mommy and Beau could see her as she pondered her dilemma. Eat while he watches or could I push the bowl out of sight? Under the table? Probably not allowed to hide. Better eating here than in my kennel, right? This is a step up, right? Mommy means it as a reward, so is it and how bad could I screw myself by not eating? 
Making up her mind to eat, Snowball was faced with another problem. If I eat like I am now, he’ll get a good view of my tits from the side. Turn and eat facing him and he can watch me grovel in my bowl. Turn and eat facing away from him and he’ll get a great shot of my ass and pussy. She looked up at him. Oh, my God, he’s not even watching! Why the hell not?! You idiot, you don’t want him to watch, remember? She took a bite and looked at him again. Talking to mommy and ignoring me.

Chatting casually with Beau, Malia kept an eye on Snowball. Trying to make sense of how Snowball was acting, she quickly decided that Snowball was flirting with Beau without even realizing it herself. It was comical to watch and made it hard to focus her attention on Beau as she explained his education to him. He was done with math, science, social studies, and computer classes. She wanted him to read the classics, write poetry, and study ballet and art. 
Having selected a life alone with child slaves, Malia didn’t want to get lost in the sexual tone of the Haven.  She’d let her pet and maid stagnate with the education of a child, but she wanted a beau who could carry on an intelligent conversation. It was an amusing, but cautionary warning that Beau looked as if reading the classics was the worst thing his mistress had ever demanded of him until she mentioned learning ballet. Ignoring what he wanted or didn’t want, she still talked of how the activities would fill his time, give him purpose, and, in the case of ballet, add to his strength, balance, and agility. Indirectly she talked him into being the beau she wanted. Of course he’d follow her commands, but now he’d do it with purpose. 
The first order of business after lunch was an outing to the nearest gym where the three slaves each met a personal trainer. Malia had made arrangements for her three slaves to spend an hour a day with their trainers six days a week. Like most of the crew, the trainers were pedophiles who enjoyed the sight of young slaves, but couldn’t afford citizenship on the Haven or slaves. They had to be content with the fantasies that visions of nubile young slaves could engender. Snowball’s trainer was a woman who admired the girl’s sleek form already thinking about her own fantasies. She talked to Malia about adding leggings to Snowball’s attire. Pointing out the roughness of the pet’s knees, she talked Snowball’s mommy into getting leggings from ankles to above the knee that matched Snowball’s ears, paws, and tail. The function leggings would include knee pads to all Snowball to walk more comfortably and gracefully, yet wouldn’t detract from the pet’s sleek look. 

Then, putting on simple knee pads for now, the trainer took Snowball aside for stretching and exercises would eventually enable Snowball to walk gracefully on her hands and knees and even run given enough time. When she was finished, Snowball would be more comfortable on four legs than on two. Of course, Snowball only understood the exercises would make her more limber, not the final goal.

Beau’s workout was much more straight-forward for a pubescent boy. His trainer taught him stretching exercises, but the emphasis was on weight lifting. Dressed in a purple leotard, Diana spent time stretching, lifting weights, and learning the basics of girls’ gymnastics. The little girl was struck by two things. First, she looked so hot in her leotard that her trainer couldn’t keep his eyes off her. Second, she loved the idea of learning to do the floor exercise. 
Returning home with three sweaty slaves, Malia ordered Beau and Diana to kneel and wait for bath time. “I’m going to clean up Snowball. She’s already had one bath.”
Already had one bath? I only get one a day? I’m all hot and sweaty. Just how is she going to clean me up? The curious pet followed mommy, the hair on the back of her neck rising as they went into the dreaded punishment room. Mommy removed her paws, tail, and ears. 
“Just stand in that corner, Snowball,” said Malia. She opened a cabinet and pulled a garden hose out, unrolling it from its spindle as she did. Turning on a faucet, she said, “This should feel good to a hot pet.” 

Say what? A garden hose instead of a bath? This is going to feel good how? As mommy pointed the nozzle at her, Snowball instinctively knew it was cold water. You just didn’t get hot water in an instant. Steeling herself, she made sure she didn’t have a punishable outburst as the cold water struck her. “Eeeee, haahhhh,”  she gasped as her instinct proved true. Cold! Cold! What did I do to deserve this? Just because I had a bath? Mommy! This is mean! I can’t even tell you what I think!! Oh! Yes, I can! Raising her hand, she clawed the air in mommy’s direction and hissed. Screw you! I can’t talk, but I can still tell you what I think!
The cold spray stopped almost instantly, surprising Snowball enough that she still had her hand up and her hiss filled the room. Then it went silent. Oh, crap, what’s she going to do now? She said I could express myself! I just can’t talk. I did not break a rule!!
“Aw, Snowball didn’t like a cold shower after getting all hot and sweaty?” said Malia. Hell, no, so is she teasing me or what? Malia was surprised at Snowball’s reaction. Of course, the girl wouldn’t like a blast of cold water, but Malia had expected her pet to cower. Instead, Snowball had kept her wits and responded like the pet she was. Impressed, Malia said, “You made that very clear, baby.”
With a little tug, the hose coiled back onto the spindle and Malia turned off the water. Sticking her head out the door, she said, “Beau, start a hot bath. Diana, stay where you are.” Then to Snowball she said, “Would you like a hot bath, baby?”

Yes, mommy! Snowball’s eyes brighten and she nodded. As quickly as she could, she walked to mommy and rubbed her cheek on mommy’s leg. She was relieved, but confused as well. Cold shower because I already had a bath. I hissed at her and made it clear I didn’t like it. So, now I get a hot bath? What happened to the part about she doesn’t care what I like? I don’t care. Don’t question it… just get pampered in a hot bath again. 

Shivering, Snowball followed mommy into the bathroom where bubbles were sprouting in the bathtub. I just got excited about getting a bath with everybody. Ready to jump in the tub naked without a care. Is this what I want? Duh, yeah. Like I’d want to watch everybody but me get a bath. I want to be in the bath and I earned it… crap, I earned it, didn’t I? Earned it by being a pet… by being an angry pet and acting like it. If I’m about to get a hot bath, why do I feel like I lost? 

 Beau heard Snowball’s initial squeal even through the closed door and now it was obvious Snowball was wet. Not knowing there was a hose in the room, he was perplexed as she shivered in front of him. Mistress said, I’m going to clean up Snowball. She’s already had one bath. Something had happened and he couldn’t figure it out. Snowball’s not getting a bath. Snowball squeals. Snowball is wet. Snowball is suddenly getting a bath. His conversational privileges were reserved for mealtimes, so he knelt and sniffed her and patted her. It was water all right. 
When the bath was filled, Malia slipped in with a sigh. “Go get Diana,” she told Beau. He dashed off and the two returned within seconds. “Beau, in my lap,” she said, pleased at how her slaves looked forward to baths. She waited until Beau was settled in and leaning back in her arms. “Diana, get in facing us.” Again there was a pause as Diana sat on the opposite end of the tub. 

I am getting a bath, right? Snowball wondered. Shouldn’t I get in before Diana? How is this going to work. Oh hell, no. She swallowed hard as she looked at Diana. “Snowball, sit in Diana’s lap,”  came the command she’d just imagined.  

Good Christ! Sit in Diana’s lap! I’m even Diana’s pet? Oh well, better than a cold shower. She climbed in and leaned back carefully so as to not crush the little girl who wrapped her arms around her pet. “Ahhhh,” she said as she relaxed in the hot bubble bath. It felt wonderful after a hard workout and especially after a brief cold shower. Get your hands off me, Diana. I don’t care what mommy says, that’s a boy copping a feel and that’s a hard cock pressing against my ass. 

Indeed, under the cover of the bubbles, Diana showed her true colors as she enjoyed the smooth skin and curves of her big sister. Who’s gonna wash Snowball? I’ve got her, so do I get to wash her? 
“Isn’t that a beautiful sight, Beau?” said Malia. “My two girls sitting together.”

“Yes, Mistress, they are the two most beautiful slaves on the Haven” said Beau. Sexy, naughty, and cock hardening, too, but I’ll agree with beautiful. 
“Just not quite right, though,” said Malia. “Can’t see Diana all that well. Snowball, scoot forward. Diana, stand up.” She rearranged them so they were side-by-side, turned slightly toward each other, and stretched out with their legs entangled with Beau and Malia. The huge tub was cozy, but comfortable with the four of them in it. Now when Diana cupped her tit, Snowball cupped Diana’s balls only to discover that encouraged Diana. 

Pulling one of her legs up, Diana slid it out again, but this time it went between Beau’s legs and rested on Beau’s cock.  Beau frowned at Diana, but the little vixen wouldn’t look at him as her foot massaged his cock. Ignoring her as best he could, she finally got bored and stopped. 
With Beau in her lap, her hands caressing him, and his hands caressing her thighs, Malia enjoyed the hot water and the view of two heads poking out of the bubbles. After just a week of slavery, Beau was filling the role of top slave, Snowball had just surprised her with a display that indicated acceptance of her role, and Diana was incredibly sexually precocious as a girl. She wondered just what would be their hardest trick. Had she seen it from all of them, some of them, none of them? In truth, she thought they already did everything she wanted. Yet, she realized what she had her slaves doing now was just the tip of the iceberg. She wanted them in a routine and then she’d ask for more. 
When it was time to wash, Malia washed Beau and he washed her. Leaving the two girls in the tub, Malia and Beau rinsed in the shower and then Beau dried and dressed his mistress. Then he returned to the tub and washed Diana and Diana helped him wash Snowball. After the three of them rinsed, Beau dried Snowball and then Diana before drying himself. Snowball didn’t miss the order of who got dried when. Greeted last, but dried off first.. How special it felt to be second only to mommy in his eyes. 
With playtime imminent, the slaves were surprised when they were leashed for a walk. Beau was naked, Diana wore just a pair of sheer panties, and Snowball wore her complete costume as they set out. After a short walk and only one turn, Malia stopped and knocked on a door. “Come in,” said a man’s voice and Malia led her slaves into Rudolph’s cabin to meet him for the first time.

“Hello, Rudolph,” she greeted him. “I’ve told you about Beau, Diana, and Snowball.”  

“Nice to see you, Malia,” he said and looked over the three slaves. 

“Good afternoon, Master Rudolph,” said Beau. 

Diana smiled her greeting. Snowball glanced at the 50-year-old man and licked her back of her wrist, feigning disinterest. I’m not going to meow or something, so this is all you get from me. Just what am I expected to do for an old man? 

Rudolph chuckled at Snowball’s lack of greeting. Malia had told him all about her slaves, including how Snowball had taken to her role as a pet. What the girl meant as a silent defiance was actually the precious look of a pet… so much like a cat. 
“Let’s go to my playroom,” said Rudolph. He led them to a room with a large bed, padded floor, two big chairs, and whips hanging on the walls. The three new slaves missed all of that as they gaped at the attention grabbing sight of a girl hanging upside down from the ceiling with her hands tied behind her back. “Malia, you already know Lola.” The 16-year-old Lola said, “Good afternoon, Mistress Malia. Hello, Beau, Diana, and Snowball.”

“Hello, Lola,” said Beau as he took in the hanging slave. She looks big… bigger than any other slave I’ve seen on the ship… around high school age, but with Mistress Olivia sized tits and… fat… well, compared to Mistress… she’s OK, but not like Mistress. A glance at his mistress and then back at Lola and he thought, wow, how lucky am I to be Mistress Malia’s boy toy? All the other women on the Haven are big. 
“Has she done something wrong?” asked Malia, knowing full well that this was how Rudolph played with his toy. The question was just so he could make that point. 

“No, not at all. I just like giving her a good spanking once in a while and she does, too, don’t you, Lola?”

“Yes, Master, nobody spanks me like you do.”

Rudolph laughed. “They better not.” He picked up a leather paddle and winked at Malia. “This is how I get her warmed up.” He swatted the ample bottom of the teen. 

“One! Oh, yes, Master, thank you. That was a good one to get me warmed up. Please, may I have another?”

Malia’s stunned trio watched as Rudolph delivered ten swats. To each one, Lola responded with a count, a thank you, an increasingly glowing appraisal of the quality of the swat, and a sincere request for another. Beau imagined Diana hung like that and getting spanked. Snowball thanked her lucky stars that she was a pampered pet and would never get anything like that. She was willing to bet that Beau wouldn’t get it either. Diana flinched at every swat, knowing full well Beau and Snowball wouldn’t get that treatment. I hope Mistress doesn’t like this because if she does, I’m gonna be hanging and pretending to enjoy a spanking. Just in case that happened, she listened closely to what Lola said so she’d make a good show of it, too. 

Lowering Lola so she rested on her back with her legs raised, Rudolph removed the suspension cuffs from his slave’s ankles. Freed, Lola immediately knelt in front of her master and hugged his legs. “Master, may I please you now?”

“Yes, of course, Lola,” Rudolph said. “You may please me by kissing every cock and pussy in the room.” 
“Yes, Master,” smiled Lola. She knee walked in front of Malia. “Mistress Malia, may I kiss your pussy?”

“Go ahead, Lola,” said Malia. She stood still as Lola pulled her shorts and panties below her knees and then kissed her pussy. “Get them all the way off,” she told the slave. As Lola helped her out of her shorts and panties, Malia removed her own shirt. 

Without bothering to request permission from slave attached to them, Lola kissed Beau’s cock, Diana’s boy part, and Snowball’s pussy. This is how it’s always going to be? I’m the last one greeted and the last pussy kissed? Beau, Diana, Snowball. Beau, Diana, Snowball. I’m the oldest! Finishing up, Lola removed her master’s shorts and boxers completely and kissed his cock. 
With that done, Malia said, “Beau, Lola, lie down on the floor. We want to see the two of you kissing and touching… no touching pussies or cocks yet.”

“Show him a good time,” added Rudolph. He sat on the bed and patted the spot next to him. “Hop up here, Snowball.”

Yikes! I didn’t see that one coming, thought Snowball. Creepy old man alert! Creepy old man alert! He’s older than daddy. Mommy, why would you make me do this? Her hands and feet had more sense than she did, starting her toward the bed as the implications ran through her head. On the bed next to him… anything goes, doesn’t it? Her reluctance was obvious as she put her front paws on the bed and hesitated. I am so gonna get spanked if I don’t. Put on that nasty horse and my ass is hers. She imagined herself going back to square one. Back in my kennel for hours… spanked for disobeying… losing mommy’s trust and love… eating oatmeal… cold showers. She looked at Beau and Diana as if daring them to say anything. I’m not eating oatmeal while they eat good food at the table. She climbed on the bed, pressed her cheek to Master Rudolph’s chest, and felt his hand rest on her head. For God’s sake, is everybody going to pet the kitty?
When the master put his hand under her chin and lifted her face to his, she suddenly wished he was still petting her. He kissed her and she let his tongue in with the creepy old man alert blaring in her head. When his hand cupped her small breast, she couldn’t muster the creepy old man feeling. His fingers were soft and well-manicured. Bigger than mommy’s hands, but just as soft and gentle. 
In one fluid motion, he broke the kiss, put an arm around her shoulders and the other arm scooped right under her knees as smooth as could be, and he lifted, turned, and set her down on the bed on her back. Almost before she knew it, the length of his body rested next to hers, warm and gentle. As he kissed her, the creepy old man alert was still going, but segueing to big, strong, virile, hey, he’s not that old feeling. 

Malia watched the events unfold, not pleased at Snowball’s reluctance, but not angry. She was upset at herself for not seeing the significance of the moment. It wasn’t just sex at playtime. It wasn’t just a boy. It was her first man. In retrospect, it went smoother than it could have. Sitting in one of the chairs, she called Diana to come sit on her lap as she watched Lola show Beau a good time. Apparently that meant guide his hands, encourage him, and give him ideas. Her top slave had about 60 seconds of tentative shyness and then had a good time while Lola looked like a sex hungry high school girl taking advantage of a younger boy. 

On the bed, Rudolph had silenced Snowball’s creepy old man alert. As his hands caressed her, she saw a pattern in the masters and mistresses she’d met so far. I’m a slave and they do what they want. They shouldn’t do any of this, but they also don’t have to be gentle. Mommy, Master Peter, Mistress Olivia, and Master Rudolph can do what they want and what they want has never been rough and mean. In her assessment, she didn’t consider punishment. That was a different matter. What did matter was that she’d never seen cruelty to well-behaved slaves. I wish I was back home, but it could be worse. I thought abducted kids were hurt and killed. 
With her friend busy, Malia directed the other three slaves for her own pleasure. At her command, Beau and Lola moved into a 69 with Lola’s ass facing her so she could watch Beau’s tongue in the shaved pussy. “Lick his cock and balls,” she told Lola. “Don’t suck him yet. And Beau, lick her but she is not allowed to cum either.” She guided Diana to kneel between her legs and slid forward in the chair so Diana could lick her pussy. “Ten minutes, Diana. Don’t make me cum until then.”

When he was ready, Rudolph lay on his back with his cock pointing at the ceiling. “Straddle my hips,” he instructed his preteen toy. “Let yourself down on my cock. All the way in and then fuck yourself.” 

What does he want? Snowball didn’t understand exactly what he wanted, but she lined his cock up with her pussy and lowered herself down, taking several seconds to slide him into her tight tunnel. Fuck myself? She rose up and went back down. Like that? OK, he liked that. It didn’t take her long after that to realize this was the same as when Beau fucked her, just that she was doing the work instead of him. Now that she knew what was expected, she enjoyed being able to set her own pace. His hands and eyes told her Master Rudolph wasn’t so much being lazy as he was just enjoying the view. It made her tingle with delight. It was like being admired as a decoration only it felt much better. 
“You may cum after I cum,” said Rudolph, adding an incentive to her actions. It was at moments like this that he considered trading Lola in on a younger model. This lithe child was a dream. Tight pussy, small tits, pretty face, smooth skin, and eager obedience. As she got excited, he warned her, “Don’t let it fall out. Faster is good, but don’t let it fall out.”
Keeping track of ten minutes while sex was going on all around her was one of the hardest things Diana had ever done, yet as usual, her timing was excellent. With an orgasm imminent, Malia managed to give Beau and Lola permission to cum and then succumbed to a powerful orgasm. Moments later, Beau and Lola treated each other to satisfying climaxes. 

In her top position, Snowball was getting an education in male arousal. Beau had always been in control of his own orgasm, but today she was in control of Master Rudolph’s pleasure. Observing the master, something that had been minor with Beau, became very important. This time she could sense the rising need in his eyes, his breathing, and his hands. There came a moment when she knew he was about to cum and ten seconds later, he proved her right. 
Excited as she was, Snowball saw her chance to cum fade like the master’s cock. She milked the last of his cum out and then his cock slipped out of her. Feeling cheated, there was nothing she could do. Then her mistress said, “That was very good, Snowball. Beau, it’s Snowball’s turn to cum. Go take care of her. Lola, come do Diana.”

“Yes, Mistress, thank you,” said Beau, eagerly settling between Snowball’s spread thighs. One lick and his eagerness vanished. It tastes like cum… Master Rudolph’s cum… dammit, he just came in her. He glanced up at Snowball who was softly panting with her eyes closed dreamily. Might as well be sucking his cock. Mistress knows it, too. Not like I can change her mind. Focusing on her clit, he licked away the taste and then it was all Snowball’s delectable juices. 
“Use it like a cock, boy,” said Rudolph as he moved to watch. “Stiffen your tongue and fuck her with it.” As Beau did as he was told, the master said, “There, that’s what I want to see.”

Your cum on my tongue? Beau disliked the taste and it only made it worse that the master was deliberately making him stick his tongue in it. Just great. Just when it became bearable, he has to make it disgusting again. It’s not even the right way to make Snowball cum. He poked his tongue in and out of Snowball’s messy pussy for what he thought was a respectable length of time and then went back to licking and nibbling Snowball’s clit. With no further interruptions, he gave Snowball her reward. 

“Don’t like my cum, boy?” asked Rudolph. 
“No, Master,” said Beau. He knew the master probably wanted to hear that his cum was delicious, but Mistress said it was important to not like cum. 

Scowling, the man said, “The least I expect of a slave is to pretend to like it.”

“Yes, Master,” said Beau without conviction. “I liked your cum.”

He was insulted that Beau didn’t even pretend to mean it, but when Malia caught his eye, Rudolph dropped the subject, deciding he needed to talk to Malia before he made an issue out of it. 

As much as she liked Rudolph, Malia was glad playtime was over. Peter and Olivia had warned him his sessions were always brief and focused on one orgasm for him. When that happened, he was done. Because of their friendship, she’d indulged him with an introduction to her slaves. 
Alone later, Malia privately praised her top slave for following her order. She understood his motivation and wanted him to know that. She also prepared him for what had to be said at dinner in front of Snowball and Diana. “I know that boys don’t like the taste of a man’s cum, Beau, but don’t tell a master that you don’t like his cum. Despite how you feel, you will lie to him and assure him his cum is delicious and his cock is the most wonderful in the world.”  

“Yes, Mistress,” he nodded. The other two slaves got the message that between the four of them he hated cum, but for a master, he was required to pretend the opposite. 
Now that the expected comment had been made, Beau had something on his mind. “Mistress? I guess I don’t understand girls’ … um… women’s bodies.”

“There’s a lot to learn, Beau,” she said, but she didn’t think he was talking about details about a woman’s plumbing. “Something in particular you don’t understand?” Something odd about Lola perhaps?
“Yes, Mistress. Mistress, um… are you still growing?”

“No, Beau,” she said, wondering if she should stop him now or let him hang himself. Deciding he needed to learn appropriate conversation, she said, “Why do you ask?”

“Lola is younger than you, Mistress, but she’s… umm… bigger… in… in… I mean, she’s taller and bigger in the hips and… up top, too.”

“Beau, are you so…” she started, her voice hinting at disapproval… so naïve that you can sit there and insult me without knowing it or what the hell are you thinking? 
“Mistress, I think you’re the most beautiful woman in the world,” said Beau when his mistress hesitated. “I think you’re perfect. I mean, I like Snowball and Precious and Diana and Amy and Autumn and Annabelle. They have nice bodies, but Lola was so big. So, I was just wondering why you’re so… so perfect and… and small.”
He definitely needs to read Shakespeare. I think I’ve just been soundly complimented, but he could say it a lot better. So earnest… so sincere… I’m not perfect because I’m his mistress… I’m perfect because I’m petite and beautiful… really, no fooling perfect in his eyes…and to top it off, that’s not his point. He just wants to know why. “Beau, it would take a long time to explain why Lola is big and I’m petite. Simply put, that’s just the way it works. Girls develop differently. Lola probably isn’t even done growing yet. I’m done growing, so I’m going to stay like this. I take it you approve?”
Beau opened his mouth and shut it and turned bright red. Oh, my God, that’s not what I meant. Well, I did mean it, but I didn’t mean… I don’t know what I meant. Jeez, I just told a girl she’s beautiful… all mushy and stuff… and sucking up… hope Mistress didn’t think I was sucking up. Flustered, he tried to explain, “Mistress, I didn’t mean it like approving or something. I mean, you’re stuck like that… oh, shoot, I didn’t mean stuck… I mean I don’t get to approve…” 
Across the table from him, Diana zipped her lip. Shut up, Beau, you idiot.
Yeah, I should zip it, shouldn’t I? “Mistress, what a slave thinks isn’t important.”

“Beau, do you think you could turn any redder?” asked Malia. Apparently he could. “You’re right. What a slave thinks isn’t important.” Though your mistress does like being called perfect, even by a slave. “For the next three days, you’ll wear a blindfold during playtime to remind you that what I look like isn’t important. All that matters is I’m your mistress.”
“Yes, Mistress,” said Beau. 

Triple Fun
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