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Chapter 1 – Claiming May
(bd, d/s, oral, humil)  
A story with Jackie and May. 
Send comments to cpwm_kenna@hotmail.com. Feel free to repost this anthology, with proper credit given to the author (copyright and all, you know), in any forum where it will be appreciated and money is not involved. This is the original posting. If you have an undated copy or one dated earlier than this, replace it with this one and repost wherever you posted.  Please. 
Thanks to GaiaFlunkie for the inspiration to continue. 
This is a series of vignettes with each chapter a different story with the same characters as Ghost in the Mind and Girl with a Ghost. You should read them first, in that order. 
Choosing Jackie (a.k.a. Jack-Jack) over Cindy, May knew there would be changes in her life. Some changes she hadn’t counted on. Part-time slave, my ass, she thought. April is as full-time as ever. Indeed, part-time to April meant she decided when she was Cindy’s slave and that was all the time except Monday, Wednesday, and Friday at school. What it meant to May was she slept alone. At night, April was either tied in Cindy’s bed, on the floor at the foot of Cindy’s bed, or in one of the drawers under Cindy’s bed. It meant that April got to be Cindy’s slave all the time, right in front of May. 
The big change she expected was that Jackie didn’t have magic and so Jackie couldn’t do the more extreme situations Cindy had concocted. She was prepared for the separation. She knew she couldn’t spend all her time with Jackie, though by now, Jackie’s parents were aware of the intimacy of their relationship and pretended as if their daughter wasn’t getting her pussy licked behind her closed bedroom door. They were liberal minded enough to understand they couldn’t change Jackie and the consolation that they shared had become a standing joke between them, “At least she’s not going to get pregnant.” When she was with Jackie, May got what she needed. She’d also expected that while she’d merely changed owners, Jackie had other plans for her. 
The two girls were deeply in love, but May loved Cindy and April as well and choosing Jackie had been a hard decision. In the end, there were two overriding factors, the first of which was Cindy was for Cindy. Jackie was committed to May. They’d even drawn up and signed a contract, something Cindy would never do for April. 
CONTRACT OF VOLUNTARY SLAVERY
Jacqueline (hereafter known as Mistress) and May (hereafter known as kitty) agree to a life as Mistress and slave. Mistress and her kitty agree to enter into this contract, of their own free will, wherein kitty will be slave to Mistress forever and ever, though either Mistress or kitty may break the contract with 30 days’ notice.  This isn’t, a legally binding contract; the strongest bonds are those of the heart.
Upon the signing of this contract, kitty transfers to Mistress the power of decision making for her life without exception.  This contract takes effect immediately upon kitty’s sixteenth birthday and will be renegotiated every six (6) months, for the purposes of refining details, duties and obligations of both Mistress and kitty, understanding that this is a relationship that should always be growing and maturing, lovingly nurtured by both parties.
Both Mistress and kitty understand that this contract is not the sum total of their relationship; that they exist also as Significant Others, to include —but not limited to— loving and caring for each other, learning about each other and growing together, respecting each other’s opinions and the right to have them (even if not agreeing with them) and respecting each other’s beliefs and values.
TERMS 
I. The MISTRESS: 
A. The Mistress accepts her kitty’s desire to belong to her as property. The Mistress will, at all times, treat kitty as precious property that must be cared for with love.  She will ensure that kitty’s basic needs are cared for: health, shelter, clothing, food and drink.  She will never take her kitty’s submission for granted, nor abuse the priceless gift of that submission.
B. The Mistress agrees to honor the kitty's verbal safeword of JJ and/or snapping her fingers and/or grunting three (3) times rapidly, to indicate her inability to take any more of the current activity or a need to talk freely.  At that time the current activity will cease and a time of recovery will be allowed before continuing. 
C. The Mistress understands that kitty greatly enjoys humiliation and will, at any time of her choosing, embarrass the hell of out her kitty. 
II.   The kitty: 
A.   The kitty's only goal is to please her Mistress.  She acknowledges her complete and total submission to her Mistress in all areas.  She will do anything and everything her Mistress commands her to do regardless of the degree of humiliation, embarrassment or pain and accept any form of punishment if she fails to do so. Even if kitty does not want to perform as commanded, she will respond as if her Mistress can physically force her to perform. 
B.   The kitty shall keep her body available for the use of her Mistress at all times, and renounces all rights to her own pleasure, comfort and gratification except as her Mistress chooses and permits.  The kitty agrees not to touch or fondle her genitals, bottom, and breasts without the express permission of her Mistress.  The kitty must strive always to be ready to orgasm at any time; however, she must ask permission to actually have one and, immediately afterwards, must thank her Mistress for that privilege.  
C. The kitty agrees that she eats, drinks, sleeps and uses the bathroom only when given permission to do so by her Mistress.  The kitty is not permitted to use the furniture unless given specific permission do to so.
D.   The kitty will perform any sexual acts, utter any sexually explicit language, and position her body and eyes in the way befitting kitty status or position it as commanded.
E.   The kitty will, when in the presence of others, especially other Mistresses, Masters, and slaves, behave herself in such a way that it brings honor to her Mistress.  However, the kitty is allowed to be playful and "uppity" with others as long as it is not improper and/or in bad taste.  Subtle pride and conceit is expected of her; the lack of it taken to the point of docility and passivity is not desired.
F.   The kitty will use her "safeword" of JJ and/or snapping her fingers and/or grunting three (3) times rapidly to indicate her inability to take any more of the current activity or desire to talk freely.  Failing to use the safeword and bringing harm to herself —either emotionally, mentally or physically— may, at her Mistress's discretion, result in corporal punishment.  She agrees that she may never use her safeword in a careless or premeditated fashion to get out of receiving a certain action by her Mistress.  
G.   The kitty agrees that she will not "play" or have sexual relations with anyone but her Mistress unless commanded to do so by her Mistress.
H.   The kitty agrees and understands that once a week she and her Mistress will have a conversation to assess her progress and discuss any problems they may be having.  She understands that this will be the time to discuss anything that confuses or perplexes her about her submission, as well as make suggestions that might be helpful to her Mistress.  She agrees to be totally honest regarding her fears or concerns regarding her training and submission, and will answer any question put to her honestly and directly, as well as volunteer any information her Mistress should know about her physical or emotional condition.  While her Mistress expects her kitty to speak honestly and forthrightly about anything that bothers her, she will not whine or complain.  She will phrase her concerns politely and respectfully, and then graciously accept her Mistress's judgment in these matters without further complaint (although she may bring the topic back into discussion at the next meeting).
III. Sexual Acts: 
A.   Understanding that kitty trusts her completely, Mistress makes these promises to kitty: 
1) Blood - Under no circumstances will any act be performed that involves bleeding.
2) Permanent marking - Under no circumstances will any action be performed that will result in a permanent mark that may be visible when wearing normal clothes.  These actions are —but are not limited to— branding, tattooing and piercing.
3) Transferal - There will be no transferal under the terms of this contract, of kitty, either by sale, gift, auction (permanent or temporary), assignment or bequest, to any party or parties.     
4) Recordings - Recordings are of an intensely personal nature, and will never be shared or distributed by any means.  
IV)  Disciplinary Actions: 
A. Erotic Disciplines - a form of exercise and instruction intended solely as a means of submissive and/or sexual training, education, and stimulation, and of the strengthening of the kitty's character, spirit, and disposition.  Use of the safeword is allowed in this case. 
B. Disciplinary Punishment - these are administered as a direct result of the kitty's disobedience to the Mistress's commands.  Use of the safeword is not allowed.  Disciplinary Punishment is divided into four distinct categories:
1) Privilege punishment: the revoking of bestowed privileges.  The basic necessities (well-being, shelter, food and drink) will never be revoked as a method of punishment.  
2) Confinement punishment: 
3) Arousal punishment: being kept aroused and unable to climax while being ignored and untouched except when needed to maintain the kitty's arousal, or her long-term, continual climaxing.
4) Corporal punishment: 
VIII) Closing Remarks: 
This document may be changed to meet the needs of the aforementioned Mistress and kitty as is required.  Mistress will NEVER intimidate kitty to agree to changes to this contract. Both parties enter into this agreement with the understanding that this is a representation of their trust for one another and that they do this of their own volition.  Therefore as of the date below, the  kitty willing indentures herself to her Mistress forever and the Mistress indentures her leadership and vigilant caretaking of the  kitty's life. 
AGREED BY:  _______________________ MISTRESS      DATE:____/____/____
                        _______________________ kitty                   DATE:____/____/____
The second thing that convinced May was, as Jackie put it, “I missed the puberty train.” Cindy and Jackie were both 14, but Cindy had changed from cute into a beautiful young woman and Jackie… Well, Jackie looked 11. And Jackie was proud of it because it turned May on. Her little girl look fed her slave’s humiliation fetish. May wanted to be dominated by a little girl.  
*****
Within two weeks of choosing Jackie, May had no lingering doubts that she’d made the right choice. The first sign was just two days after her 16th birthday. She was helping Mistress with her homework. Mistress had tied kitty as expertly as Cindy’s magic ever did. Kitty was naked in a forced kneeling position with her arms crossed behind her, a spreader bar between her knees, a big red ball in her mouth, and kitty ears and tail. Kneeling beside Mistress, kitty felt more like a mere decoration, more distraction than help since Jackie kept looking at her as she read. When Mistress finally got out a worksheet, the level of the desk was just high enough that kitty couldn’t even see the paper. 
As kitty wondered how this was helping, Mistress held the paper in front of her. It was multiple choice. She read the first question and her Mistress had marked A. It was so obviously the wrong answer that kitty knew her Mistress was just toying with her. “Unh, unh,” she grunted. 
“You think it’s B, kitty?” asked the young dom. As she erased her mark, she said, “What would happen to kitty if I find out tomorrow that this is wrong? Hmmmm?”
“Ihee es hank,” said kitty. 
“You wish it was just a spanking,” said Mistress casually. After that she got serious, marking right answers and holding it down for the older girl’s review. On number 8, kitty grunted once. “A? You think it’s A?” She flipped pages in her book and then read a passage aloud that confirmed her answer, C, was correct. 
“I inuh hee a ook,” said kitty with a sorrowful expression. 
“I’m sorry, did you just make an excuse, kitty?” She reached into her drawer and pulled out two nipple clamps. After teasing kitty’s nipples to hardness, she clamped one. “This is for being wrong.” As she clamped the second nipple, she said, “This is for making an excuse. If I didn’t know better, I might think this was April begging for pain.”
It was so easy. Me kneeling here with my tits pushed out. Her with those dang clamps. Here, let me hold still, Mistress. Got a good target? Squeeze that nipple a little harder, why don’t you? Like the tits on the big girl? Luckily, that was the only mistake kitty made. 
Finished, Mistress stood up and pulled her chair away so she could stand directly in front of her slave. Kitty thought she was exquisite. Short hair framing a cute face. Wearing the school uniform from May’s school even though she went to public school, she looked like a grade school girl, not an 8th grader. She didn’t think directly in terms of the flat chest, narrow hips, and bare (shaved) pussy; kitty just knew it was a much younger girl she knelt for. 
“Keep your eyes on my face,” said Mistress and then she put a foot up on her chair. The skirt was already shorter than allowed at school and she knew she was exposing her panties to her slave. “Oh, I’ll bet my kitty wants to look somewhere else, doesn’t she?” She held up five fingers in front of her face where kitty was looking.
“Unh, unh,” grunted kitty in response to the unspoken command. On a scale of one to five, two was how wet she was. Being a decoration got her going, not to mention the vibrator in her pussy humming on low. She didn’t dare lie, but she wouldn’t get to look until she was at least at four. 
“So, perfectly on display for me,” said the Mistress. “Push those pretty tits out.” As she teased kitty, she heard the doorbell. “Dang it, who is that?” She looked at her watch. “Holy cow, I forgot…”
Forgot what? Kitty didn’t miss the surprise and concern in Mistress’ voice. “Uhhnn?” she grunted. 
“Class project,” said Mistress. “It’s Susie. We’re doing it together. Here, move…” She half dragged, half bounced kitty into her closet, careful not to give her precious possession a rug burn. “Wait here… duh, of course you will,” she said, sounding flustered. She turned kitty to face the door and then shut it.  
Kitty was sorely disappointed at the interruption. This was only their second time together since her birthday and now she was locked in the closet instead of playing with Mistress. Just when I was getting going. Homework done and it’s playtime, but nooo, just hide me away… like I’m nothing… ashamed of me. Well, duh, not like I want Susie sauntering in and finding me like this.
Hearing the two girls return, kitty listened in as they talked about Susie’s boyfriend getting to second base. “Not like you really care about that,” said Susie after a couple of minutes. “After you and Cindy… well, you ever gonna have a boyfriend? I mean, it’s cool if you don’t. Maybe another girlfriend?”
“I don’t know about another girlfriend just now,” said Jackie. “I was thinking more in terms of a slave, you know, like Cindy’s sisters.”
“That’s just too… I dunno… weird? Kinky? How could a girl let herself get like that? I mean, I know you like being… umm… you have anybody in mind?”
No, don’t you dare! We’re just getting settled sorta. I don’t want anybody to know about us yet. Especially after ‘how could a girl let herself get like that?’ Like what? Weird? Kinky? A lesbian? A submissive? Tied in a closet? Gawd, if she opens that door, it’s like saying I’ve got a girl like that. Why don’t you ask her how she let herself get like that? Kitty squirmed in frustration. She wasn’t ready to be shared. Cindy didn’t share us right away. Class project. Remember the class project. 
“You have anybody in mind I could convince?” Jackie countered with her own question. 
“Uh uh, I mean, how would I know? Not like you can ask somebody, hey, you wanna be a les… lesbian sex slave? Sorry, is it OK to say that?”
“Lesbian? It’s what I am. So long as you don’t shout in out in class or something. You wanna see something cool? What if I’ve already found one? What if she’s tied in my closet? What if you know her already and the last thing she wants is for you to know?”
Kitty didn’t even realize she was at a three just from the possibility that the door might open. As Mistress suggested she was hidden in the closet, kitty felt the powerful tingle as she moved to a four on the wetness scale. She’s gonna. Oh my God, she’s gonna. Jackie’s trophy. Claiming me. Announcing me. Look, she wants it so bad, she left Cindy for me. Nipple clamps! I’m still wearing them. 
“Are you kidding me?” said Susie. “Right now? In the closet? Holy shit, is it May?”
What the fuck!!? Why is it May? Does everybody know… what turns me on? Why not April? Because April’s the pain slut and Jackie’s… not that mean. She was staring at the door with big eyes, anticipating the moment when… whoosh, the door opened. Blinking in the light, she saw Susie gaping at her. 
Kitty bounced on her knees, protesting so loud it alarmed Mistress. “Uh uh, uh uh, oh gaaah, uh uh!” She felt like she was 11 again and the door opened to expose her to Cindy’s friends. Only this time it was only Susie… that same Susie… Cindy’s and Jackie’s friend. And I’m fucking 16 years old. A high school sophomore and for God’s sake, Mistress just showed me off to an 8th grader. What if she says something to her friends? Can she embarrass me more than this? What is she staring at? Oh, fuck me to tears, my tits are bouncing… didn’t do that when I was 11. 
“It’s freaking May. God damn, it’s May. God, Jackie, you know I don’t… but I know you do. You are so freaking lucky! What? Did Cindy give her to you for the day or longer? Is she yours now?” She laughed at the beautiful girl kneeling helplessly and looking like she wanted to be anywhere but here. It was nothing special to her to see a naked girl, but the look on kitty’s face was hilarious. “Her face is so red right now.” 
Susie squatted down eye to eye with kitty. “You are like so…” Kitty thought the girl was going to say weird or kinky or something. “… screwed.” Looking up at Jackie she said, “This is it. Like that time in Cindy’s closet when she showed off her… what did she call them… trophies. She’s your trophy. She’s yours.” The last two words came out full of awe.
“Yep,” said Jackie. “She’s mine forever and ever. Isn’t she sexy?”
“I suppose… I mean, if I was into girls and if I was into bondage, she’s sexy. Can she come out and play?”
“You want your pussy licked?” asked Jackie in surprise. 
“Not even,” said Susie, blushing at Jackie’s interpretation of her request. “I don’t even want to go there. We spanked them last time. She’s already so wet. Did you notice? Of course you noticed. Gawd, was she like this five years ago? I didn’t even have a clue.”
“How about that, kitty? Want to come out and let Susie take a few swings at your bare bottom?”
“Ih aah haw u anh, Ississ,” said kitty. “I anh ih aaa.”
“Such a good girl,” said Jackie. 
“Why? What did she say? You understood that?”
The young Mistress wasn’t about to tell Susie that her slave said if that’s what you want, I want it bad. The intimacy of her obedience was none of Susie’s business. “She said yes.”
“I could tell that,” said Susie. “She nodded even. That’s OK, I could tell it was …umm… special. So lucky. You’re a…” She leaned close to Jackie and whispered. “You’re a perfect match. You belong together, you know.”
“Help me get her out? You don’t mind touching a naked slave, do you? She’ll absolutely hate it.” Jackie winked. 
When Jackie hooked her arms under kitty’s arms, Susie did the same, chuckling at how kitty cringed. Susie did mind touching a naked girl in certain places, but this wasn’t one of them. That made it more surprising that kitty did mind even the slightest touch from her. As the two carried her out, Susie observed, “No magic, huh?”
“Nope, that’s Cindy’s. Don’t ask me how.” She’d never asked Cindy. She didn’t expect a straight answer. 
Taking off the nipple clamps, Jackie said, “She was naughty. These were her punishment.” She tipped kitty forward to rest on her forehead and wide spread knees. “This is for fun,” she said as she handed Susie a wooden paddle. “Don’t know how much you know about her and April. Kitty gets five swats.” April would get more than that and love it. 
“Fun? She think so, too,” Susie asked rhetorically and then planted a firm swat on the upturned ass. 
“Unn, Ississ,” said kitty.
“She counts them?” asked Susie. 
For God’s sake, does she have to make a big deal out of everything? With just one swat, kitty’s face was redder than her bottom. 
“A little harder,” said Jackie. 
Susie shrugged and swatted kitty harder. “Oo, Ississ.” Susie clearly understood eee, or, and eye as kitty counted each swat. 
When it was over, Mistress put kitty back on her knees. This time when Mistress showed her five fingers, kitty grunted four times. “Watch this,” said Jackie, winking at Susie. 
Wondering what she was supposed to watch, Susie saw kitty’s eyes go wide. “Uh uh, uh uh, nooo, eeees, naw aah.” She looked to see what kitty was protesting so vigorously and saw a remote control in Jackie’s hand. Then kitty was squirming, practically dancing on her knees. “Gaaawww, Ississ, naw…” 
As kitty screamed, “Eeeuuh rriiiis,” and her body convulsed, Susie turned scarlet to match the brilliant color from kitty’s nipples to her forehead. She put a hand to her hot cheek. “Holy shit, you just made her… cum. Like I wanted to watch that.” Despite her protest, the invited guest couldn’t take her eyes off kitty as she bounced and bobbled. She’d never seen anything like the intense pleasure kitty was enjoying. Realizing that she was at least part of the reason kitty was so excited, Susie said, “It’s so personal, you know. Wouldn’t you rather cum in private? But holy shit, you’re doing it right there, right now.”
Stunned that her words seemed to re-ignite the bound rocket trying to launch itself through the ceiling, Susie grinned at Jackie and then said to kitty, “Never wanted to see something like this, but you’re having a good time showing off.” This time as kitty screamed out, “Eeeuuhh rriiis,” Susie understood. “Jesus Christ? It’s that good? God, you are out of control. Your… your boobs are like going everywhere.” It was fun to turn the older girl that shade of red. 
Finally, Mistress turned off the vibrator and kitty calmed down, still red in the face and now panting heavily through her nose. Susie looked at her friend and said, “I think I should go now. You… she… umm… have fun. Going now.” She opened the door, backed out of the room, and paused in surprise. Did May… kitty… just say thank you, mistress? Knowing the answer, she shut the door, hurrying away before she did something she’d regret. Tingling with excitement, she didn’t want to go further with the two girls. She was halfway home before she realized how envious she was. When I do myself, it’s never like that. Maybe I need to get Jeff to third base.
“Good girl,” said Mistresss as soon as Susie left. She stroked kitty’s hair and scratched behind her fake ears. “Such a good kitty for me. My trophy and now Susie knows that you’re mine… and I’m so proud of you.” She took off her shirt and skirt. A bra wasn’t necessary so now she wore only thigh high stockings and little panties adorned with a teddy bear over the crotch that would have embarrassed any other 14-year-old. Pausing to remove kitty’s gag, she then removed her panties and offered her dripping pussy to her slave. She reveled in the sight, sound, and feel of the eager tongue cleaning her inner thighs and pussy lips before diving in to find her clit. “Did you see how red she got when you came? And just think… she knows what you’re doing right now.”
It was a multi-sensory experience for kitty as well. The soft skin of Mistress’ thighs. The smell of arousal. The taste was like… like nothing else in the world. It was a delicious privilege that she’d earned. It tasted like success covered with a creamy topping of warm love. And the sight… she’d never had to tell Mistress how much she loved the hard little pebbles on the flat landscape of her chest, her smooth pussy, or those freaking thigh-high stockings that made kitty want to sit back and stare at her powerful little mistress. Mistress just knew. 
Such a wonderful Mistress. I’m owned! I’m really, really owned! She showed me off! Mistress’ trophy! Indeed, it was better than the brief collaring ceremony Mistress had conducted just yesterday. That was a formality that showed her devotion to her Mistress. This was a visceral, erotic claiming of her that she’d never forget. She took her Mistress to three orgasms and expressed her disappointment with a soft sigh and sad eyes when it ended. 
*****
A week after that, the young dom unveiled a handmade bondage device. To some it might look like a crude contraption compared to the professional equipment Cindy always had. To kitty it was magnificent… handmade by Mistress for her. It was a square frame of four 2x6s, each two and a half feet long. The joints were braced with L-brackets and looked professionally done. Lacquered and sanded three times, it was as smooth as Mistress’ thighs. 
Not that kitty had any time to admire it that first time. It lay on the bedroom floor and Mistress positioned kitty in the frame with her hands on the floor in two corners and her feet in the other two corners and put leather cuffs on her slave’s wrists and ankles. Each cuff was secured to a corner by an eight inch chain. Kitty was chained to the frame, but the chain was long enough she could move her hands and feet inside or outside the frame, or even perch on the frame. The two things she realized immediately that she couldn’t do were raise up or drop to the floor. It looked like she could even move the frame with her attached to it… clumsily, but it was possible. On her hands and feet with her butt up in the air, she didn’t feel sexy at all. Vulnerable yes, sexy no.
“Eyes on the wall!” With kitty staring straight ahead, Mistress ran a hand lightly down kitty’s back. “So beautiful, so helpless. I could spank you all I want.” Smack! She swatted kitty’s bare bottom with her open hand. “I could tickle you,” she said and reduced kitty to giggles in a second. “I could fuck you.” She poked a finger in kitty’s pussy. “You slut! I haven’t even started and what’s that? … A two? Already?” She swatted her naughty kitty’s butt playfully again. Grabbing kitty’s tits as they hung down accentuate by gravity, she said, “I could play with your tits. Big bouncy boobs.” At 16, kitty had tits the size of oranges and nipples like half dollars and Mistress enjoyed them immensely. 
When Mistress walked around in front of her, kitty looked at the pink form when it came into her peripheral vision. When did she get naked? Smack, take off her top? Tickle, take off her shorts? Poke, take off her panties? “What is my naughty kitty looking at?” Oh God, the wall. I’m looking at the wall… at least now I am. 
“Ississ, ihee ih ooking aah yooty.” 
“How sweet,” said Jackie as she retreated from kitty’s sight. “Did kitty have permission to look at her beautiful Mistress?”
“O!” said kitty explosively as the first swat landed on her available, helpless ass just as she answered with what was supposed to be a more dignified, no, Mistress. “Unh, Ississ.”
“You’re kidding me,” said Mistress. “You thought that was playtime? Kitty was naughty and this is punishment.” Kitty didn’t count punishment swats, only playtime swats. “Kitty doesn’t get playtime now.” Amidst muffled yelps of pain, she rapped off nine more swats, reddening kitty’s ass and bringing tears to her eyes. 
This time when her diminutive Mistress walked into her peripheral vision, kitty stayed focused on the wall. “Oh, how kitty wants to look,” said her Mistress. “Wants to look, but can’t. I can look all I want at my naked beauty. Bare skin everywhere and it’s so beautiful and it’s all mine.” Frustrated, kitty stared at the wall as her Mistress silently looked for a full minute.
“Kitty may look,” said Jackie. She moved quickly to stand inches in front of kitty’s face. “Oh, what I can do with my kitty,” she continued where she’d left off before the interruption by kitty’s misdeed. “Stand here and make her stretch… yes, a little farther… lick Mistress.” Her slave was beautiful, but it wasn’t just that. Her obedience and desire to please thrilled Mistress; it was an awesome feeling. 
After letting kitty lick her outer lips, Mistress stepped away. “I could look all day, but that’s only half of what this is for. Step outside the box… just your right hand and foot.” She tilted the frame toward kitty’s right. “Lie down on your side.” The two worked to get the bound slave on her side with the frame standing up on its side. “Now roll onto your back, kitty.” Mistress lifted the frame as kitty rolled to her back. “Put your feet here,” she pointed at the corners and waited until kitty had her legs spread and her feet supporting the frame. “Put your hands here.” When kitty had her hands on the other corners, Jackie stepped away. “Now hold it level. Just like the glass table top.” 
Heavier than the table top. And wider… I’m stuck holding it with my legs even wider. How wicked Mistress is. It was one of kitty’s favorite positions, putting her helplessly on display without actually binding her. At least she hadn’t been chained to the table top. She steadied herself as her Mistress tried to set a plastic cup at each of the four corners. Dang it, I should have known. It was a never ending task for her Mistress. With just two in place, kitty shifted and they cups fell. Another at the next corner and it fell before Mistress got to the fourth corner. Two more in place and they fell. 
Jackie frowned and collected the fallen cups. “It’s OK, kitty,” she said. “Maybe this needs some work. You used your knees on the table. Your legs are too long and it makes it uneven.” It was her fault for building something that wasn’t quite right, so she soothed kitty with caresses, crooning that she had a good kitty and she was proud of her. 
Stepping into the frame to straddle kitty’s sides, Mistress said, “The best part is there’s no table top in the way. Not just showing off everything, but I can touch everything.” She squatted down and rested her hands on kitty’s breasts. “Do you know how much Mistress wanted to do this? I wanted to touch the decoration. Now I can.” 
She frowned again. “It’s too heavy, isn’t it?” She knew that, but expected kitty to be able to hold it longer. Stepping out of the box, she set a 2-foot long 6x6 post under a corner and another under the adjacent corner. “Lower it down now. Let it go with your feet and just rest on these.” She guided it down until the frame rested on the supports. Then, she put posts under the other two corners and guided them down. Kitty was still spread wide, but now her limbs dangled from the corners instead of supporting them. 
With a sigh of relief, kitty relaxed. Her arms and legs ached from the awkward position of holding the heavy wooden frame in the air. It was a little scary as well since if it fell, it would fall on her and she couldn’t imagine where her limbs would go if they were chained to the frame as it lay on her. What now? She watched her Mistress put on long thigh-high stockings. These were black spandex, fitting Mistress’ slender legs like they were painted on. They didn’t look easy to put on and she knew Mistress was going to all this trouble for her. White stockings, striped stockings, black stockings… it didn’t matter. They all drew attention to that perfect pussy so well. Then Mistress did something different. She pulled long gloves onto her arms, again in black spandex right up to just inches below her shoulders. 
Kitty didn’t know if she liked the new look, except that her heart beat faster. All the parts that anybody was allowed to see were covered and all the private parts reserved just for kitty were… well, they were on display. It wasn’t a term she’d thought of for Mistress before. Kitty was on display often. Mistress was never until now.
With delighted anticipation, Kitty watched as Mistress stepped into the box to straddle her again. Then the perfect, pert ass perched itself on the frame between her legs. Those delicate, dainty, hidden feet lifted up and rested on the sides of the frame. On display! For me! Kitty stared up at Mistress’ slick, bare pussy spread wide not more than three feet from her face. Those legs… long and lean and leading right up to that beautiful pussy. It was mesmerizing. 
The look on kitty’s face was at least as good as Mistress had imagined. She didn’t think of herself as on display as much as she was teasing her slave. Kitty liked to look and now she could. She just couldn’t touch. With one hand, Mistress caressed her chest, building the tingle in her nipples. With the other hand, she brought a vibrator to her lips and licked it all over before turning it on and pressing it to her pussy. “Oh yes, Mistress thinks her kitty is sexy. Just watch what Mistress thinks of her kitty. You can watch me cum and know it’s because of you. Because you can’t close your legs. Because you can’t cover your tits. Because from up here I can see everything that I own. Because you want to cum, but can’t.”
Kitty had never seen anything like this. Mistress was on display and playing with herself. She wanted to be part of it, but she wasn’t. Just a spectator. And that’s being part of it. I am part of it. She wants me to watch… to tease me… to make me want her… and it’s working. I’ve never watched. It’s always been my tongue. Just look at her. Yeah, yeah, I can’t cover up. I’m owned. But Mistress, you’re just as much exposed. You’re showing me… rewarding me… is she really? I don’t deserve a reward, do I? No, she’s just doing it… for me.
From her vantage point, Mistress could see kitty squirm and the wetness seep out of her pussy. She’d teased kitty by having orgasms and denying them to kitty, but she’d never had the nerve to boldly expose herself and cum. It wasn’t the act of exposing herself that was thrilling, not like how kitty got aroused by it. It was that she was doing it for kitty and only kitty. It was kitty’s response. It was the power to cum right in front of kitty knowing that it excited kitty. 
After two orgasms, Mistress tossed the vibrator onto her bed and dangled one foot down from her perch. Nestling the foot against kitty’s pussy, she made slow circles. “Kitty wants to cum now. Will Mistress give her permission to cum?” She pointed her toes and dug her big toe between the glistening lips. “My, my, kitty is wet, isn’t she? Kitty aches for her pleasure. But Mistress is having fun just sitting here and looking at her toy. Not allowed to cum and can’t beg. Maybe kitty would like the gag out so she can beg.” She held up five fingers.
“Unh, unh, unh, unh, unh,” grunted kitty. 
“Yeah, I can see that.” Mistress made circles in kitty’s pussy with her toes for several minutes. The clumsy, inexpert digits were nothing like fingers as they rubbed kitty without the possibility of climax. Kitty writhed and moaned in the aching distress of need. Then Mistress rose from her perch and stepped out of the box. She knelt at the end of the frame, staring at the wide open, wet pussy. “Kitty has permission to cum, but… kitty can’t right now. So, the question is… Does Mistress want kitty to cum or not? And will Mistress help her?”
Leaning forward, her face was inches from kitty’s pussy. She could smell the arousal now. “Nothing kitty can do to stop me,” she said and ran her tongue over kitty’s equally bare pussy. God Almighty, nothing kitty wants to do to stop Mistress! “Mmm, kitty will cum for Mistress.” This time she ran her tongue right up the juicy slit. Oh, the delicious noises kitty made for that! She circled the hard button and then sucked on it. “Mmmm,” she rumbled and then got down to pussy eating in earnest. She pushed two fingers into kitty’s fuck hole while she licked, nibbled, and chewed on kitty’s clitty. It was a rare treat that the 14-year-old lesbian loved, but withheld anyway just to make it more special. This was the first time since they’d signed the contract. 
Kitty’s weight was comfortably on her back, though she was dangling from the frame. It certainly made her vulnerable. Looking down past her rapidly rising and falling breasts, she could see Mistress’ eyes watching her. When I do it for Mistress, I look up submissively She’s looking at me… so powerful. Daring me to resist. It’s me getting licked, but I’m still the sub. Feels so good. Wow, what she can do with her mouth. She almost felt like crying for joy, but the tingling of an approaching orgasm overrode everything else. 
Jerking at her restraints in the heat of passion, kitty nearly tipped the whole frame and supports over. Oh shit, no! That was close. She has to stop or else… How can I tell her? She grunted into her gag, but Mistress’ eyes merely twinkled with delight. Oh… my… God… it’s up to me. I have to hold still. Driving me crazy and I can’t move. The feeling hit her and her muscles tensed. Her face registered the pleasure. “Eeeuuuhhh rriiissss,” she moaned into her gag. Aside from that, she looked like an alabaster statue, as she experienced a wonderful orgasm – the mental bonds to protect her Mistress no different than physical ones.  
Easing herself out from under the frame, Mistress uncuffed her kitty and lifted the frame free. Then she lay down beside the panting teen and caressed her cheek. “You are so beautiful all the time… more beautiful, I think, when you cum. Sexy. So sexy. Mistress is so very proud to have kitty as her slave.” Her hand wandered to a breast. With almost none of her own to speak of, Jackie was as fascinated by the globes as a boy would be. 
“Such a wonderful slave,” she crooned. “Don’t worry that you couldn’t balance the cups, kitty. It was impossible and besides, now that you’re mine, I’ll think of new ways for you to decorate a room. Susie thinks you’re a pretty decoration. No, no, don’t be embarrassed. She’s mentioned you twice since then. That makes me so proud. She’s not into girls, but she talks about you. Maybe you’ll convince her to give it a try. Hmmm? How proud that would make me. Oh, I’m not that kind of a girl,” she mocked Susie’s voice. “But what you’ve got in your closet just might make me that kind of a girl.”
Rising up on an elbow, Mistress took kitty’s gag out. “Don’t speak,” she said as kitty’s mouth was freed. The older girl’s cheeks were slick with drool and kitty took a few seconds to swallow what hadn’t leaked out. “You know how much I love you, kitty,” said Mistress, “and I know how much you love me. I’ll never let you say it. You’ll have to keep showing me… all the time. You do that so well.” She kissed kitty’s warm lips, assaulting her slave’s mouth with her tongue. When she felt kitty’s tongue playing with hers, she broke the kiss, “Yes, do.”
Cindy was adamant that a slave’s tongue did not enter the mistress’ mouth, but Mistress allowed it if kitty asked nicely with her tongue. Mistress liked the feel of her lover’s tongue as they tasted the sweetness of each other’s lips and more. They kissed in silent passion for several minutes before Mistress stopped. “Kitty will get me too excited,” she said teasingly. “Mom will be home soon though. Get dressed and be normal, kitty.”
As May dressed, Jackie struggled with the long, tight gloves. “Dang it, May, give me a hand with these,” she said when May had her bra and panties on. 
“OK, Jackie,” said kitty. It was hard to roll the gloves and the stockings down and kitty realized how hard it had been to put them on. She put them on for me. There were times that May was allowed to talk freely, but even ‘act normal’ had its limitations. She couldn’t thank Jackie or even say how good she looked in the gloves and stockings, but that didn’t stop her from expressing herself. As she knelt to roll down Jackie’s stockings, she looked up at Jackie’s face and then slowly down the luscious body, pausing with her eyes on the pretty pussy and licking her lips. It took just two seconds, but said so much.
*****
Alone with her mom later, Jackie asked, “Can I sleep over at Cindy’s house tomorrow night?” It was Thursday and sleepovers at Cindy’s house were common on Friday and Saturday nights. 
“No,” said her mom flatly. Maggie knew what went on between Jackie and May and she was tired of the secrets. In particular, given that she’d accepted that Jackie was in love with another girl, she didn’t want her daughter hiding it anymore. “Why don’t you ask what you really want, Jackie?”
The 14-year-old’s brow furrowed. What’s this about? What I really want is to spend the night at Cindy’s house. Then I can be alone with May and… ohhhh. “Can I sleepover at May’s house?” she asked cautiously and felt her face warm at the admission. 
“Yes, you may, Jacqueline,” said Maggie. “Think I’m blind? Sweetheart, I don’t know if you’re experimenting or if it’s permanent, but I’m not going to forbid you from seeing May. That would probably only make you want to do it more. You’d probably just sneak around and it’s just safer here than wherever else you might do what you do.”
Do what we do? “Mom, she helps me with my homework. You know April and May are gonna be co-valedictorios. They get like straight As all the time.” Because Cindy punished them if they don’t. And now I’ll punish May. “My grades are better, too, you know.”
“Co-valedictorians,” Maggie corrected her daughter. “Your grades are better, but…”
“They’re both gonna be doctors. They’re really smart.”
“Jacqueline, I came home early on Tuesday and before I went back out to the store… May is noisy.”
Again, Jackie felt her face warm at her mom’s words. May is not noisy. I gag her so she’s not. Well, kinda of muffled noisy maybe. Oh, shit, Tuesday… I took her gag out for the last one. “Sorry, mom, guess that’s sorta… obvious. I’ll gag her next time.”
It came out of her daughter’s mouth so easily that Maggie laughed at the joke and Jackie joined in. “Yeah, that might work,” she chuckled, happy that the embarrassing moment was defused. She’d made her point that she knew they were having sex without actually having to say the word. “Just one more thing.”
“Yeah?”
“Girls your age and May’s age… they fall in and out of love easy. I’ve seen the way you two look at each other, Jackie. I know you’re in love and it looks… special. I hope she doesn’t break your heart.”
“It is special, mom,” said Jackie. “And it’s forever.”
Maggie gave her daughter a comforting smile. “I hope so, but if you need to talk about anything, anything at all, you let me know.”
“OK, sure,” said Jackie. 
It might have ended there except Maggie got to thinking about her daughter so glibly mentioning a gag and the locked footlocker in Jackie’s room. The footlocker had always been there, but the padlock had appeared about a month ago. Respecting her daughter’s privacy was one thing, but she had a responsibility to protect her as well. After dinner, she went up to Jackie’s room. “Where’s the key for your footlocker. I want to see what’s in there, Jacqueline.”
Jackie paled. “It’s private, mom. And personal. You can’t.” 
They both knew that mom could… that can’t really meant don’t do it. “Jacqueline Jackson! It’s private, personal, and locked and you’re 14. Let me see it.”
“It’s embarrassing,” said Jackie. 
“A rule to live by, Jacqueline… never do anything you’re ashamed to tell your mother,” said Maggie. 
“I’m not ashamed,” countered the teen. “I’m afraid. Afraid you’ll… s-stop us.”
“I could get your father  to…”
Get dad to what? Open it? “No! I’ll open it. Promise me you won’t be mad.”
“I promise that I love you no matter what and I’ll do what I think is right.”
“You won’t understand,” complained Jackie, but she got the key from her drawer. Kneeling in front of the footlocker, she saw her whole future with May vanish.  Grounded. Forbidden to see May. After mom had just said she wouldn’t forbid it. Unlocking her greatest fear, she twisted the key slowly and pulled the padlock free. She glanced back at her mom, somehow hoping that her mom would relent. Stepping back, she refused to open it herself. 
Maggie saw the reluctance, even fear, that was uncharacteristic of her boisterous, confident daughter. She took her daughter’s place, kneeling in front of the footlocker and lifted it slowly, almost afraid to see what was so damning. Inside were coils of rope, several gags, paddles, and clothes she hadn’t seen before. The reality seemed worse than her imagination. Of all the things she saw, she picked up kitty’s headband with furry cat ears. Holding that up to show Jackie, she said, “What is that girl making you do?”
What is May making me do? Nothing. Mom doesn’t get it. “Mom, it’s me that ties up May. It’s what I make her do.”
All this time, Maggie was working with the wrong assumptions. That May, as the older girl, had asked Jackie out. That May had initiated the relationship and sex. Faced with a footlocker full of bondage gear, that May was taking advantage of her daughter. Jackie’s words inverted all those assumptions. She was stunned that it was all based on Jackie’s initiative. Despite the disconcerting ropes and gags, she felt a little proud of Jackie knowing that Jackie was “dating” a sophomore, a beautiful and successful girl. That Jackie had seduced the older girl. Jackie went out and got what she wanted.
“Mom, you can’t stop us. It would crush May,” said Jackie in the few seconds of silence as her mom digested the news. 
Crush May? Maggie thought she knew May, but this was a different side of her. Dependent on Jackie? Needs this relationship? Needs to be tied? “I don’t see how I can let this continue,” she said. 
“Mom, you just said it was OK to experiment.” Jackie threw her mom’s words back at her with a brief flash of anger.  
“Don’t you throw a fit, young lady,” said Maggie. That was her term for a Jack-Jack attack from which even she was not immune. 
“Do I look like a Jack-Jack attack?” asked Jackie evenly. “When was the last time you saw me do that? More than a year ago. Maybe I am mad, but I don’t do that anymore. May doesn’t like it.” It wasn’t exactly true that May didn’t like it. More to the point, the one and only time she’d had a Jack-Jack attack when May was tied, May was scared witless. She hadn’t even been mad at May, but helpless slave and Jack-Jack attack didn’t belong in the same room. 
That gave Maggie pause. She hadn’t seen Jackie throw a fit in quite a while. Over a year. Because May doesn’t like it? All these years I’ve tried to deal with her fits and she stops because May doesn’t like it. Aside from the fact that it was a lesbian relationship which she found distasteful but had come to accept, May was a good influence on Jackie. She’s calmer. She gets better grades. She’s happy. And she thinks of May first. Not I want to do this with May, but it would crush May. No more fits because May doesn’t like them. May’s also the only one of her friends who calls her Jackie. Maggie just didn’t know what May called Jackie in private.   
As she was thinking, Maggie had set the kitty ears back in the footlocker was looking over the rest of the contents. She held up the brief skirt and white blouse noting that it was May’s school uniform, but it was too small for May. She glanced at a red faced Jackie and quickly put the uniform back with yet another point in May’s favor. It was intuitively obvious that Jackie wore the uniform which meant she wore it around May which meant May liked Jackie’s look so much that Jackie purposely dressed like a little girl. That’s why Jackie is happy being so petite and underendowed. Like Mother like daughter and Maggie could remember the teasing she’d faced growing up like that until she found a man who actually appreciated her body. It would crush May to lose Jackie. What would it do to Jackie?
“There will be conditions,” said Maggie finally. 
“OK, what conditions?” asked Jackie hopefully. 
“You can’t tie her when there’s somebody else in the house.”
“I don’t ever anyway,” said Jackie. “Well, at least I don’t tie her and… umm… she wears her clothes when I tie her and you’re home… and I don’t tie her as much.”
“Don’t tie her at all when somebody else is around. If that’s a problem, then I’ll take all of this right now.”
“OK, I won’t,” grumbled Jackie. “I’ll make sure she’s OK with it, too.”
“You’ll make sure it’s OK with her? It better be OK with her.”
“Um… oh, I didn’t mean I’d ask her. I’ll tell her and she won’t… uh… have a problem with it.” Shit, don’t tell mom she’s my slave or anything and would never argue with me. “She’ll understand.”
“Make sure she does. For the next week you can’t tie her at all,” said Maggie. “I just want you to see what that’s like. I want to know that you can have a relationship without it.”
A week seemed like an eternity in those terms. Jackie mulled it over for a few seconds though she knew she had no choice. Mom won’t know if we do anyway. I could still sneak it in. Except what if she caught us? No more May at all? Suddenly it was on her shoulders. A mistake right now and she’d be the one responsible for crushing May. “At the sleepover tomorrow,” she said. “There’s something that May wants. It’s not… I need to… Can I tie her and we don’t… umm… have sex? Just the one time all week.”
Oh, God, thought Maggie, too much information. She ties her and they have sex while May’s tied? Why am I surprised? She ties her. They have sex. I said OK. She ties her and they have sex… makes sense, I guess. “No tying at all for a whole week. No exceptions,” insisted Maggie. “Starting on Saturday.”
“OK, thanks, mom,” said Jackie, gladly accepting the compromise. “Starting on Saturday.”
“Finally, look me in the eye and tell me this is OK with May. You’re not coercing her in some way. She enjoys it, too.”
Jackie looked her mom in the eyes and solemnly said, “Mom, I promise you that this is as much May’s idea as mine. She enjoys it. It’s even like she needs it. It’s hard to explain, but letting me tie her is a sign of her love and trust. It’s important to both of us.” She even signed a contract of her own free will, but I am so not telling mom that May is my slave.
“You’ll tell me if it gets out of hand?”
“Yes, mother,” said Jackie with a tone that objected to her mom’s implication that something would ever go wrong. “It won’t get out of hand. I would never do anything to hurt May and she wouldn’t hurt me.” 
It wasn’t until after her mom had left that Jackie allowed herself a grin. May’s mom knew what went on and even showed the young mistress how to tie certain knots. It had always made their house a safe place to play and now she’d just gotten her mom’s grudging approval… with conditions. She still had to worry about her dad or little brother Bernie, but mom was on her side. 
*****
At the Friday sleepover, Jackie and Cindy played with the twins together, but when it came down to touching, caressing, kissing, and licking, they didn’t share. Kitty was disappointed when Mistress announced it was bedtime at a reasonable hour. There was still plenty of time to play more, but of course she didn’t argue. She just didn’t know that Mistress was about to give her something special. It wasn’t even something kitty had thought about or knew that she “needed.” All she knew was that for the first time in nearly two weeks, she was going to spend the night with Mistress. She’d have been happy if that’s all Mistress had planned. 
Jackie had told her mom this was something that May wanted, but that was true only in the sense that she knew May would like it. Kitty did not get to express her wants. Alone in kitty’s bedroom, Mistress got a bottle of bubble bath from her bag and led her naked slave into the bathroom. “You’ll learn how to do this for me,” she told kitty. “I will explain it once. Start a hot bath, as hot as you can stand. Pour in a palm full of this. I want lots of bubbles. Set out two towels. Once the bath is ready, kneel by the tub.” As kitty got the bath ready, Mistress stripped.
Preparing the bath, kitty thought it looked wonderfully luxurious. It was something Mistress deserved and she was delighted at the thought of pampering her petite dominatrix. Aware that Mistress was getting naked, she kept her attention on the bath. When the bubbles topped the edge of the tub and the water was halfway up, she knelt. “The bath is ready, Mistress,” she said without looking at Mistress. 
Mistress ran her hand languorously through the bubbles and tested the water temperature. Patting kitty’s head, she said, “Get in the bath, baby.” 
Surprised, kitty looked up at Mistress. What? Baby? Me in the bath? She’s going to bathe me? Pamper me? What did I do to deserve this wonderful treat? 
Little things told Mistress everything she needed to know; kitty was so expressive in many ways. The look of surprise and delight in kitty’s eyes delighted her in return. Kitty fluidly rose from kneeling to standing, stepped one foot into the tub, and looked at her again, confirming the unexpected permission to use “Mistress’ bath.” She smiled at the tentative nature of Kitty’s movements, taking the uncertainty for what it was. Kitty couldn’t believe Mistress was about to pamper her with a hot bath. From that, Mistress got a deep sense of satisfaction for a way to express her pride and love that obviously surprised, delighted, and touched her slave. 
Even as she lay down with her back against the end of the tub, kitty moved slowly, her eyes constantly seeking approval. Really? The bath is for me? I can lie down? Relax? While Mistress just stands and watches? This should be for her. Finally coming to rest, her body went limp and she let out a deep sigh of contentment. She didn’t know what she’d done to deserve it, but the bath was heavenly. 
Then… what? What’s she doing? Getting in with me… oh, my God, we’re taking a bath together! It was a double surprise when Mistress stepped in the tub between her spread legs and lay down against her chest, fitting perfectly with that dainty neck between her breasts, head canted to rest on kitty’s shoulder, and hair right at the level where kitty could brush her cheek against it. And Mistress purposely placed my arms around her!  In my arms! She’s in my arms! I haven’t ever… have I? Never ever had her in my arms like this. She kept her hands on Mistress tummy where they’d been set, unwilling to do anything else without permission despite how delighted she was and how much she wanted to caress the soft, precious bundle in her arms. 
“In the bath,” Mistress said in her instructional voice, “kitty may touch Mistress anywhere she wants in any way she wants, but… there will be no sex in the bath.” Her voice softened, “I just want to relax with my kitty.” She felt kitty’s hands caress her tummy and little breasts and she caressed kitty’s legs. 
“My kitty is very pleasing,” crooned Mistress. “I don’t get to spend enough time with you. Not nearly enough special time alone. My kitty deserves more time, more attention. I want you to know how special you are, baby. How proud I am to own you. How much I love you. How much I appreciate your devotion and love. My most precious possession.”
Kitty’s heart melted at the words. It felt odd to hold her Mistress and caress her, especially with Mistress saying the soft, soothing words she often heard while in Mistress’ arms. I’m holding her, so I should be saying the words. As Mistress continued, kitty felt like her Mistress was expressing her thoughts.  It worked both ways. How proud I am that you own me. How much I love you. How much I appreciate your care and love. You are the most precious thing in my life. She couldn’t say them, so Mistress said them for her. 
After a few minutes, Mistress slid away from kitty and turned to face her. “Stand up.” As kitty stood, Mistress lathered her hands, stood in front of kitty, and started washing her slave’s throat with soft caresses. She worked her way down, washing kitty’s upper chest and then washing, caressing, and fondling kitty’s full breasts. No sex in the bath, kitty recalled Mistress’ words. Indeed, Mistress’ busy hands were appreciative without being arousing. Mistress’ progress was slow and methodical, taking care to wash her tummy and then completing the enchanting attention to her front by washing her pussy inside and out. 
Moving to kitty’s arms, Mistress’ hands took on a different tenor, washing and massaging muscles that ached from the strenuous playtime and sex they’d just enjoyed. From shoulders down to even washing kitty’s elegant fingers. She turned her lovely partner around and washed and massaged the smooth, perfect skin of kitty’s back. She could caress and fondle her slave whenever she wanted, but Mistress enjoyed this in a different way. Kitty was still a slave, her property, but it was more like she was pampering a lover. 
As she washed kitty’s back, Mistress heard the rumbling, “Mmmmm,” that was kitty’s purr. The sound intensified as she washed kitty’s alabaster ass. She hadn’t spanked her slave today just so she could knead the round cheeks without worry. She even washed kitty’s crack and asshole, making them squeaky clean to the sound of purring. 
Kitty was beside herself with joy. The touch was sensuous and refreshing and so very decadent. What a privilege it was just to have Mistress wash her. Add to that the soothing massage, it was better than she could have imagined. She had an urge to wash Mistress, sharing a mutual scrub, but this was definitely just for her. Mistress’ hands were so small, but so firm, strong, and sensitive. 
“Time to wash your hair,” said Mistress and kitty let herself be guided to a kneeling position. Warm water from the shower washed over her head and then she felt Mistress’ fingers work shampoo into her hair. As the fingers firmly massaged her scalp, she let out a soft involuntary squeak. Purring was something she’d practiced until it was second nature, but kitty didn’t even know she squeaked her ultimate pleasure. Mistress knew it and often worked to earn that simple, satisfying sound. All kitty knew was that the shampooing lasted several incredible minutes. 
After Mistress rinsed kitty’s hair, she said, “Now you will wash me.”
It was a command, but it was what kitty wanted as well. Her Mistress’ pleasure was her life and now she knew how pleasurable a bath was.  Needing permission to touch Mistress, having free rein to touch her anywhere was an unexpected privilege and pleasure. She washed the slender form in the same order, starting with Mistress’ throat and spending extra time on Mistress’ small mounds. Sometimes she wasn’t consciously aware of it, but right now she enjoyed washing a little girl. A dominant little girl who was “making” her wash her, but a little girl nevertheless. No sex in the bath, but Mistress’ nipples were hard and kitty washed Mistress’ pussy and bottom, enjoying that most of all. When she finished with Mistress’ hair, she helped Mistress out of the tub and dried her off. It was perfect when Mistress picked up the other towel and dried her off. 
Mistress’ short hair dried quickly, so after a quick brushing, she sat kitty down and blow dried her long blond hair as she brushed it out. “You should know that Mistress enjoys taking care of her kitty. It is kitty’s job to take care of Mistress, but it is Mistress’ pleasure to take care of kitty.” She brushed for a few seconds, amused at kitty’s frustrated expression in the mirror and then added, “And I know it is kitty’s pleasure to do her job well.” The tension faded from her slave’s face. 
There was just one last thing to do. With kitty naked and face down on the bed, Mistress said, “Hands behind your back, palms together.” With a length of rope, she lashed kitty’s wrists securely. She had five lengths of rope and the second one was used to tie kitty’s ankles side by side. Already kitty was tied well enough that she couldn’t escape, but it wasn’t about captivity and Mistress wasn’t done yet. She tied kitty’s legs together above and below her knees. Then, she used the final length of rope to tie her elbows together so they touched. Rolling kitty onto her back, she put a comfortable sized ball gag in her mouth and a blindfold over her eyes and admired her happy slave. Ready for bed, she turned out the light, climbed into bed naked, and pulled up the covers. Kissing kitty’s forehead, she said, “My, my, look what Mistress has in her bed. Good night, baby. Sweet dreams.”
With her Mistress’ arms around her, Kitty was as satisfied a slave as there ever was. My, my, look what Mistress has in her bed. Me. Naked and tied like a good slave should be. Good night, my love, my Mistress. 
*****
Since May’s parents always went out on Friday night, those had always been the best nights for sleepovers. Now that the girls were older, their parents often spent more time away with their slaves. Two weeks after the last sleepover, they would be gone from Friday night until Sunday noon. Taking advantage of the chance, Jackie came for the weekend. 
After a Friday night of playing and pampering, Jackie had breakfast with Cindy while their two naked slaves waited on them. Midway through breakfast, the two doms gave their slaves permission to eat. Kneeling with their faces in pet dishes, the 16-year-olds gave their mistresses a great view of their asses and pussies. 
“I love watching kitty eat like that,” said Jackie. They all knew the view was enticing, but she said it for kitty’s benefit. From this angle, she just had to imagine the blush on kitty’s face. “Her pretty ass up in the air. Her pussy squeezed between her thighs.”
“Yeah, April looks good, too,” said Cindy. She’d dropped the use of doggy for her slave years ago, though she still leashed April and walked her like a dog sometimes. “I like having kitty like that. She’s yours and I’ll bet she hates showing off for her little sister.” She winked at Jackie. 
“She loves it and you know it,” laughed Jackie. “Did she just wiggle her ass for us? You know, from this angle, you can’t tell them apart.”
“Twin butts,” laughed Cindy. “Oh, I meant to tell you, Jack-Jack. April entertained a couple of boys a week or so ago… you know, a couple of the regulars. One of them said he misses May and the other one said they look alike so just imagine it’s May.”
Red faced, Kitty stopped eating. If was as if she’d been naked, but she didn’t get pleasure out of it, except of course, when somebody told her about it like Cindy just did. Then it was a brief twinge of arousal. She looked at April who also stopped long enough to nod. Yeah, that really happened. It was one of their worst shared nightmares.
“Who was it? What happened? Kitty needs to know what she did with the boys,” said Jackie. 
“Charlie and Gus. I spanked her before they came, so she was hot and ready for them. I had her… hmm, her wrists were tied to her ankles and she was on her back when they came in.” Kitty had been tied like that enough times to be able to picture herself given to two boys with her right wrist tied to her right ankle and left to left. Her legs would be spread like she was inviting them. Unlike April, she wouldn’t be hot and ready, but it wouldn’t take long like that, especially since Charlie and Gus were in middle school. “She started begging right away,” Cindy continued. “I think she gets off on the humiliation as well. Not so much as kitty, but she does.”
Cindy laughed, “So get this… Charlie is fucking April and Gus is getting a blowjob from May. It’s like that first time at the pool. You weren’t there. Missed a good one. Half of April was naked and the other half of May was naked. Put them together and you have a whole naked April or May, take your choice.”
For God’s sake! I blew Gus and I wasn’t even here. Not like she ever saw Gus anymore, so she wouldn’t have to face him, but it was still annoying. It irritated her that Cindy could still embarrass her and it made her appreciate Mistress. One thing she knew Mistress would not do was allow anyone to confuse her with April. She wiggled her ass, inviting the two younger girls to look and, hopefully, change the subject. 
“It was always fun watching them make out with each other,” said Jackie. “Like they’re making out with a mirror.” Of course she could tell the twins apart from their faces, but everything else was perfectly identical. 
The two girls finished their breakfast and watched the slaves until they both knelt upright, the sign they were finished. “You could, you know…” whispered Cindy. “OK, with me if you do.”
Jackie grinned and winked. They were both polite enough to not command each other’s slave, but now with Cindy’s permission, she said, “April, clean kitty and then kitty, you can do April.”
The older twin looked her sister over and then licked kitty’s chin, lips, and cheeks to clean off the small amount of breakfast that adorned kitty’s face. Then April sat back and let kitty inspect and clean her. The twins might have wanted to enjoy each other in many ways, but cleaning faces was not one of them. Still, it was in their nature that pleasing their respective mistress was pleasing to them.  
Going their separate ways after breakfast, Mistress had special Saturday plans for kitty in kitty’s bedroom. “I think I’ll let you decorate the room for me,” she said, laying down her expectations. She tied kitty’s legs as they had been last night – ankles, above the knees, and below the knees. Then she tied kitty’s wrists together with her hands in front of her. 
Making kitty hop to the wall, she turned her slave so her back was to the wall and tied her hands to a hook up high on the wall, just high enough that kitty was stretched, but standing flatfooted. She tied kitty’s feet to a hook near the floor. “Such a pretty decoration,” said Mistress, running her hand over the bound form. “You’ll just stand there while I do some other things, but…” She let the word hang for a few seconds. “… it’s not quite right yet.” 
She retrieved a long, firm, curved pillow that she’d brought just for this occasion. On end, it stood nearly as tall as kitty. Mistress placed the flat side against the wall and worked the pillow between kitty and the wall. It forced kitty to her toes as she arched away from the wall following the contour of the curved side of the firm cushion. 
Not just a simple decoration, observed kitty. Stretched and straining… pushing my tits and hips out… like I’m offering them to Mistress. She already felt the familiar tingle of being helpless and in an embarrassing position. With just Mistress to watch her, it wasn’t the height of humiliation, but kitty did enjoy the thrill and challenge of catching Mistress’ attention. It was indeed a game for kitty to squirm and moan to try to get Mistress to look at her. She opened her mouth for the inevitable ball gag. Of course, let’s not let kitty make too much noise to get Mistress’ attention. 
It was a letdown when Mistress put a blindfold on her. Kitty needed to see or else she couldn’t tell when she’d successfully earned Mistress’ attention. It was practically a rule of the game, but then she knew she didn’t make the rules. “Perhaps I’ll stay and read a book… look up once in a while… or maybe I’ll go watch TV or go home to get some more toys and leave you here on display and wondering if I’m even here. How long can I go without coming to see my pretty kitty decoration?”
No, not that. You have to stay. I hate it when you leave. I need you to look. It wasn’t the first time kitty had been bound and called a decoration only to be left for an indefinite period. It never seemed fair to take away the whole point of being on display. She couldn’t play the game of getting Mistress to look… and win an occasional glance. They were playing the other game. A game that was more fun, except that it took so long to play. The game had one rule. Kitty never knew when Mistress was looking or even was there to look. The frustration of being posed so carefully to accentuate her charms, yet left for later would grow into humiliation and then… but it takes hours!
The door shut and kitty moaned in despair. Then she jumped out of her skin at the sound of Mistress’ voice right in front of her. “Never get to know when I’m here and when I’m gone. There’s just something so special about having a big girl like you…” She squeezed kitty’s tits to let kitty know she meant a girl with big tits. As opposed to a little girl like Mistress. “… tied up and waiting for me. Waiting to please me, but only when I’m ready.”
There really was a science project due at the end of the school year, next week, and Susie really was Jackie’s partner. They’d just done all their work at school until today. Susie had considered saying no to the meeting at May’s house for a final review of their display. It wasn’t really necessary. She knew May would be there, certainly tied and naked. She’d thought a lot about what she’d seen last time. Her attempt to get her boyfriend to third base had backfired. After licking and sucking his cock, she finished him off with a hand job, only to be casually rebuked when she said it was her turn. Now she was in between boyfriends and feeling like she deserved an orgasm that didn’t involve her own fingers. Not that she wanted to do it with a girl, but she wouldn’t have agreed to the meeting if she wasn’t willing to face the seduction. I might even let Jack-Jack succeed. 
After an hour, kitty decided she didn’t like this new position. She drooled whenever she was gagged and she could feel it dripping onto her chest and running between her tits. The arch of her body showed off her tits and pussy, but it was her tummy that was thrust out the farthest. Her flat tummy was actually taut and slim, though she thought she must look like a cow. The steady stream of drool ran down between her tits to her tummy and then dripped to the floor from there. Unable to see, in her mind’s eye, the end of the trail of drool on her glistening tummy must draw Mistress’ attention to the fat belly… not the kind of attention she wanted. She started to ache from the strain and she didn’t know if Mistress had been in the room for the past hour. Though she wanted to be upset with Mistress, she had just started to feel the first tingles of arousal. 
Hearing Mistress’ voice from a distance, kitty realized that the door was open and probably had always been open. If April or Cindy went by… This is not for them. That brief thought was instantly replaced by the question of, who is Mistress talking to? She clearly heard the words, “Do you want to see my decoration?” 
Oh, God, who is with her? Not April or Cindy. A boy? Girl? How many? Aside from Susie, Mistress hadn’t included anyone in their relationship and Mistress was more possessive that Cindy. Kitty wasn’t sure about the rules of sharing her. “Yeah,” said Susie and kitty recognized the voice. The tingle that shot through her was not just from the idea of being seen like this… again. It was the memory of Mistress saying how proud she’d be if her sexy body convinced Susie to experiment. Mistress, kitty, and Susie were all on the same sheet of music. 
“Holy cow,” said Susie as she entered the room. “That is just so… incredible. She’s… tied and so… stretched. Yeah, decoration. That’s the right word.” Susie’s stomach flip-flopped nervously as she gazed at the nude girl. For the first time, she wasn’t looking at kitty as somebody else’s toy as she tried to imagine touching the soft, inviting skin. She knew how much kitty enjoyed doing just what she was doing now despite her sounds of protest. 
Jackie noted that Susie was using safe words – incredible, stretched, and decoration – and avoiding others, so she helped out with some of those words. “I think she’s sexy like that and beautiful. Something about having her just… available. She can’t do a damn thing about it, you know?”
“Helpless,” said Susie, a word she’d heard used on the twins before. “Damsel in distress with no one to save her. What now?” She wasn’t ready to take the next step on her own. She still wasn’t sure she wanted to take the next step. Just being there was experimenting with new feelings. 
“We work on the project,” said Jackie. “First, this though.” She removed kitty’s blindfold. Yes, look at me. Finally. I’m aching for you, Mistress. No, no, don’t look away. Making a deliberate act of turning away, she led Susie to her desk where two chairs were waiting and their posters were laid out. “Let’s both read through our papers… you know, check our hypothesis and data and conclusion.”
“And look for typos,” added Susie. She glanced over her shoulder at kitty and then started reading. She looked! thought the delighted trophy. 
For the next half hour, Jackie worked on two difficult tasks. The first had always been difficult for her with an enchanting decoration in the room. She forced herself to not look at kitty despite the sounds from behind her. The second task was keeping Susie occupied with the project and then with what she thought of other projects and then what she thought about science class in general. Jackie never looked at kitty, but she kept her eye on Susie and the frequency of Susie’s passing and then lingering glances. “She wants us to look, doesn’t she?” asked Susie once. 
“Naughty kitty,” said Jackie, focusing on the wall in front of her. “Making those noises and probably squirming, isn’t she?”
“Yeah, both,” said Susie. “You’re not looking.”
“I don’t want to spoil her. You can look all you want. You know… the more you look, the noisier she gets. Kinda cool, isn’t it?”
“Sorta,” agreed Susie with a long look before turning back. She understood the rules of the game and didn’t understand why Jackie didn’t look more often. Kitty was working so hard. Kitty was even embarrassing herself by practically begging for attention. And there was the part she’d noticed right off. Kitty was freaking naked and couldn’t do anything about it. I don’t want to look at a naked girl, I’m just looking because I’m curious… morbid curiosity, she rationalized. 
When the half hour was up, Jackie finally turned around and looked. “What a sexy decoration. Working so hard to get me to look. And it is hard not to look at something that beautiful.” She got up and removed kitty’s gag and blotted kitty’s face and chest dry. “Hey, Susie, wanna try something?” She got out a pair of nipple clamps and held them up to Susie. “Put these on her.”
“Really?” The visitor took the clamps and looked at them and at kitty.
“Yeah, really. She’ll hold still for it. No choice in the matter.”
Moving close enough to touch the decoration, Susie caught the musky smell of arousal without knowing what it was. She peered at kitty’s semi-erect nipples. “They have to be… you know, bigger than that first, right?” she asked, by way of rationalizing why she would dare touch that part of another girl. Then she rolled kitty’s right nipple between her thumb and forefinger. 
“Ohhhh, gawwwd,” moaned kitty as someone besides Mistress touched her like that and with Mistress’ permission. Excited and passionate, she had been finely tuned for the past hour and a half to be Mistress’ means of seducing Susie. Not that Jackie gave a whit about getting in Susie’s panties except in the sense that it would be another memorable moment for kitty. 
When Susie grinned and blushed at the erotic sound, Jackie suggested, “It’s even better if you suck on them a little. They get really big then.” 
Susie bit her lip at the same time that kitty let out a deeper moan of desire. Her hesitation turned immediately into action. She had to do it just because of that sexy sound and the promise of even more. Cupping kitty’s tit in one hand, she put her lips to the soft skin and sucked on the hard nub in the center and licked and sucked some more, goaded on by the tantalizing sounds. Then she clamped the protruding nipple to the sound of another, surprisingly erotic sound – a gasp of pain. 
Standing back, Jackie watched the interaction. Kitty’s eyes were on Susie’s fingers and lips, whatever was touching her and then on the clamp as she did the only thing she could; she tried to will Susie to stop. Susie’s eyes were locked on kitty’s nipples with occasional guilty glances at kitty’s face. It was as if Jackie wasn’t even there until Susie clamped the second nipple and stepped back with an expectant look at Jackie. Now what?
“Look at you, kitty,” said Mistress. “Posing so perfectly for us. Aren’t you ashamed of yourself flaunting that sexy body in front of Susie? I know you love it. Love being a toy. I could let you cum, you know… oh, you’d fight it, wouldn’t you? Cumming in front of Susie. Or, are you so excited it doesn’t matter? Would kitty like to cum?’
“Yes, Mistress,” said kitty. “Even in front of Susie.”
“Then beg.”
When Susie first came in, kitty felt a fresh wash of humiliation. Adding that to her frustration of not knowing if she’d been watched at all for the previous hour was like adding a brilliant swath of red to an already intense shade. Mistress could be so cruel to put her on display for others; a cruelty that would blossom into need against her will. Indeed, it was more intense simply because it was against her will.  
Then, for an interminable time, she listened to them talking about middle school science without so much as a single glance from Mistress. Just those casual glances from Susie that made her feel like the definition of kinky. At first it was just that – the glances were curiosity. Somewhere in there the glances became longer. It wasn’t just hey, look at the girl tied to the wall; it was hey, look at those tits, that pussy, those legs, the sexy decoration straining and begging for attention. If wonder if… It was that eerie feeling of being undressed by someone’s eyes except that she was already undressed. Susie was interested. 
Finally, as the pair approached her and she had their full attention, she felt the full brunt of humiliation, frustration, and uncertainty. From across the room they could watch. Up close they could touch and oh, how Susie touched her. Hetero Susie touching her reeked of sex like she couldn’t believe. And it was her sex reeking. Me… kitty… me… tied, naked, squirming, and moaning… I’m the bait and Mistress just got Susie. It was Mistress’ success, but kitty knew it was because she was the sexiest thing in the world. 
Kitty knew Mistress well enough to know that her orgasm was a foregone conclusion. Mistress and Susie would surely cum, but kitty’s reward would be wonderful. She’d get to cum and in the state she was in, it would be fantastic, rocket to the moon level. “Then beg,” said Mistress. 
What? After all that? I’ve been on display for hours. I’m so ready. You got Susie because of me. I deserve to cum and now you want me to beg in front of her? “Mistress! Please! Don’t make me beg in front of her.” Her toes curled in desire. Her hands clenched as if seizing the passion. It was no illusion that her body arched to thrust her tits out even more. Begging not to beg and I’m going to beg anyway. “Please, Mistress, kitty needs to cum. May kitty cum? I’m so… so… hot. Kitty will cum so good for Mistress. May kitty cum for you? May kitty cum for S-Susie? Please, kitty aches to cum.”
“Don’t stop,” said Mistress as she went to her bag to get the vibrator. It had a big, bulbous head that, when thrust against kitty, seemed to vibrate every inch of her sensitive pussy. 
“Please, Mistress, use that… put it in kitty’s pussy… against kitty’s clitty. Mistress, make kitty feel good, please. Rub it in kitty’s cunt until I cum.”
Jackie handed the vibrator to Susie. “Hold this,” she said and knelt to untie kitty’s legs and ankles. “Kitty is that excited, is she? I think I will let you cum for me and for Susie. I’ll let you show Susie how fun it is to watch you… to make you.” When kitty’s legs were free, Mistress said, “Beg with your pussy now. Spread wide and show Susie how wet you are. Then ask her to fuck you.”
Kitty’s legs sprang open and she thrust her hips forward with her eyes locked on the possessor of the vibrator. “Please, S-S… Mistress Susie, please, fuck me.”
Me? Fuck her? Susie looked at the vibrator in her hand in a new light. “What…?”
“She just means use the vibrator on her, not fuck her like a boy,” said Jackie. “Do it. It’s incredible.” She knew it would be. All the signs were there. The wet thighs… clenching hands and feet… thrusting forward to beg with her hips… panting. Nothing like making kitty beg in front of Susie to really wind her up. She’d carefully orchestrated it so that she’d virtually made Susie’s mind up for her. Here, hold the vibrator… oh look, kitty’s excited and you’ve got the vibrator… you have to.
It wasn’t as if she had no choice, but Susie was feeling, not thinking. Kitty’s urgent pleas showed her desperate arousal and she had the vibrator in her hand. She stepped forward and pushed the vibrator against kitty’s dripping pussy and earned more of those delicious sounds. Resting her left hand on kitty’s right tit, she squeezed the plump flesh as she used the vibrator to spread kitty’s lips open and get the vibrator right on the throbbing nub of need. 
Kitty’s climax hit almost immediately. Susie didn’t know when the moans changed from mere arousal to a full blown orgasm. She just knew she was riding an unstoppable wave. Kitty’s pleasure was in her hand and she couldn’t stop now. Using her body to press the vibrator against its target, Susie ground her hips against kitty’s and it looked as if she might be fucking the bound girl. The pillow had vanished and she had kitty pinned against the wall. When did we start kissing? God, she feels good. Listen to her cum. How can anybody feel such pleasure? When did Jackie get naked? Oh, my, it’s happening!
As Jackie took the vibrator from her, Susie felt like something was missing now. She wanted to finish what she’d started. “Take off your clothes,” said Jackie and that sounded like a damn good idea. As she stripped, she watched enviously as Jackie rubbed her naked body against kitty’s sleek, sexy form. Then it was her turn again as Jackie gave her back control and Susie felt the warm pleasure of another girl’s body against hers. And just how long would kitty cum? she started to wonder. 
The answer to that question, as Mistress knew, was just about forever. Technically, kitty was on her third orgasm, but Mistress was the only one who could tell when kitty stopped for a breather and then went super nova again. It was fun making kitty do this and just as much fun watching Susie make kitty do it. Mistress untied kitty’s hands and she was free, but still pressed against the wall by Susie’s passion. 
After kitty’s fourth orgasm, Mistress took the vibrator from Susie and pushed the other girl to the floor. After the intense effort, Susie was shaky and thought it was a good idea to lie down. Then, she was suddenly aware of kitty’s tongue in her pussy. It was her turn to feel embarrassed as she realized what she was doing, but she also had no intention of stopping. Yeah, it’s really happening. And it’s so right. Might as well share this moment with these two after what I just did to kitty. Just like she expected, the first orgasm not from her own fingers was the best orgasm of her life. As were her second and third.
As she lay there basking in the warm afterglow of triple orgasms, she watched kitty devour Jackie’s pussy. Kitty was the real treat to watch, voluptuous and sexy. She’d always thought Jackie’s body was pathetic, but to her surprise, Jackie was an amazing sexual creature. Sexy in her own way.
When it was over, Susie was astounded at how Jackie took control, caressing and soothing the exhausted, glowing slave. On the outside looking in, she realized the amount of energy kitty had expended for her Mistress. And, after pushing her to the limit, how the Mistress brought her slave back to reality. She moved closer and tentatively reached out to touch kitty. Jackie put a finger to her lips and nodded. Then Susie reached out and caressed the glistening skin. 
Relaxed and happy, kitty opened her eyes and watched Susie’s hand as it dodged Mistress’ hand to caress her thigh, brush against her pussy, cup her tit, and stroke her side. Taking advantage of the words in her contract that said subtle pride and conceit were expected, she said, “Mmmm, kitty likes that, Susie. Such a soft touch on soft, beautiful skin. I think you like it, too. I feel so warm and sexy. Mmmmm.” She languorously stretched catlike with her fingers reaching for the wall, her toes pointed in the opposite direction, and every inch in between taut. She was so stretched, she looked like she’d grown a foot. It was an incredible sight that left the other two girls speechless and eager to caress the sleek kitty. 
“Mmmm,” rumbled kitty as she relaxed after a good ten seconds. “Mistress, I think Susie couldn’t keep her eyes off me. Going to spoil a kitty with attention. I guess it’s not every day you get to see a high school girl tied up for you. So good with a vibrator, Susie, making kitty cum forever. And such a tasty pussy. I would love to taste your sweet nectar again, but only with Mistress’ permission of course. Maybe you should get one of your own because I’m taken.”
It was tempting, Susie had to admit. She thought of the pleasure she could get if she had kitty, but she couldn’t have kitty and she didn’t know who else might play so extreme. She thought of the complications, too. Jack-Jack went to such trouble for her slave between tying, catering to kitty’s needs (no, she didn’t miss the responsibility on Jack-Jack’s shoulders), and thinking of new ways to play. Then there was the sheer, unadulterated (and unnatural) intensity of the sex. It was too intense and she didn’t want to play either role. 
“Kitty is beautiful and sexy,” said Susie. “I know your mistress is proud of you. Since there’s no other like you, I think I would never be happy with a slave of my own.”
“And kitty would never be happy with another Mistress,” said kitty. She rubbed her leg against Mistress. “No one else, but Mistress.” She’d seen Pretty Woman and remembered when the short, round guy treated Julia Roberts like a whore. No way did she want Susie to ever treat her like a slave if they met when Mistress wasn’t around. She wanted to be subtly clear about that. 
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