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CHAPTER ONE

Elise almost turned back twice before she reached the gate.

The first time was when the road narrowed into a single muddy lane, hedges rising high on either side until the world behind her disappeared in the rearview mirror. The second was when she saw the sign hanging from a black iron arch.

Rosewick Farm

The letters were carved deep into old wood, painted in a dark red that looked almost brown beneath the gray afternoon sky. Beyond the gate, the land rolled away into misty fields and bare-limbed trees. A farmhouse stood at the top of the hill, broad and old and severe, its windows glowing faintly gold through the drizzle.

But it was the barn that made Elise’s hands tighten around the steering wheel.

It stood to the left of the house, long and dark, with high timber doors and narrow windows. Warm light leaked through the gaps in the wood. Somewhere inside, something mechanical hummed softly.

Elise swallowed.

She knew what was in there.

She had read the advert more times than she could count.

Private live-in arrangement available for submissive woman. Must be over twenty-one. Must be experienced or sincerely curious about consensual power exchange. Thirty-day trial. Strict rules. Domestic service. Humiliation. Dairy training. Hucow roleplay. Lesbian applicants only. Absolute discretion required.

The advert had been clinical. Almost cold.

The email that followed had been worse.

Every question Mistress Rose asked had been direct.

Are you consenting to this fantasy of your own free will?
Do you understand the difference between roleplay captivity and actual captivity?
Do you have any hard limits?
Do you understand that you may end the arrangement at any time using your safeword?
Do you want to be humiliated?
Do you want to be trained?
Do you want to be milked?
Do you want to be kept?

Elise had answered every question honestly.

Too honestly.

Now she sat outside the gate with her coat damp from rain, her suitcase on the passenger seat, and shame curling hot and sweet beneath her ribs.

She could still leave.

That was the terrible thing.

No one had followed her. No one had trapped her. No one had taken her phone, her keys, or her money. She could reverse down the lane, return to her flat, and pretend she had never sent those emails in the dark.

But she did not move.

A light flicked on above the barn doors.

Then the gate opened by itself.

Elise’s breath caught.

Her phone buzzed on the seat beside her.

Drive to the house. Park by the barn. Do not make me wait.
— R

A tremor went through her.

Not fear.

Not exactly.

Something lower. Warmer. More humiliating.

“Yes, Mistress,” she whispered, though there was no one there to hear it.

Then she drove through the gate.

The tires crunched over wet gravel. Rain tapped against the windshield. As she climbed the hill, the farmhouse grew larger, its windows like watchful eyes. The barn waited beside it, black and huge and quiet.

A woman stood beneath the porch light.

Elise nearly stalled the car.

Mistress Rose was not what Elise had expected.

Or rather, she was exactly what Elise had expected, and that was worse.

She stood beneath the porch light like the farm itself belonged to her. Tall, full-bodied, and effortlessly imposing, she wore a long black dress that clung to the heavy curve of her hips and the soft, powerful swell of her body. The fabric moved with her when she breathed, elegant and severe, outlining the kind of woman Elise had only ever dared to want in the privacy of her own fantasies.

A dark red shawl rested around her shoulders. Her hair was black and pinned loosely at the back of her head, though a few curls had escaped and fallen against her cheeks. She looked warm, expensive, and untouchable.

But her eyes were not warm.

Her eyes were sharp.

They watched Elise park. They watched Elise turn off the engine. They watched Elise sit there, frozen, one hand still gripping the key as though the car could save her from what she had driven here to receive.

Mistress Rose did not wave.

She did not smile.

She simply waited.

And somehow that was more humiliating than being ordered out.

Elise forced herself to open the car door. The cold struck her first, followed by the smell of rain, hay, wet earth, and something faintly sweet from inside the barn. Her legs felt weak as she stepped onto the gravel. She pulled her coat tighter around herself, suddenly aware of how thin she seemed compared to the woman waiting for her — narrow shoulders, small frame, nervous hands.

Mistress Rose’s gaze moved over her slowly.

Not with surprise.

With appraisal.

Like Elise was something she had purchased sight unseen and was now inspecting for flaws.

Elise reached for her suitcase.

“Leave it.”

The voice was smooth, low, and certain.

Elise stopped at once.

Mistress Rose stood at the bottom of the porch steps now. She had moved without Elise noticing. Up close, she seemed even more powerful. Not just because of her size, though Elise felt the presence of her body immediately — the softness, the fullness, the unapologetic weight of her. It was the way she occupied the space around her, as though the farm, the rain, the barn, and Elise herself had all been expecting her command.

Elise’s mouth went dry.

“I said leave it,” Mistress Rose repeated.

Elise let go of the suitcase handle.

“Yes, Mistress.”

The words came out before she could think.

Mistress Rose’s eyes lowered briefly to Elise’s mouth, then rose again.

“Good. You remembered.”

Elise blushed.

Mistress Rose descended the last step and came closer. She moved slowly, deliberately, making Elise feel like something being approached in a stall. Her gaze traveled over Elise’s damp coat, her narrow shoulders, the nervous grip of her hands, the plain dress beneath.

“You are smaller than I expected,” Mistress Rose said.

Elise did not know how to answer.

Mistress Rose tilted her head. “Did I ask you to be silent?”

“No, Mistress.”

“Then answer.”

“I’m sorry, Mistress.”

“That is not an answer.”

Elise lowered her gaze. “I… I don’t know what to say.”

Mistress Rose’s expression did not change, but Elise saw the smallest curve at the corner of her mouth.

“That will improve.”

The words landed like a promise.

Or a threat.

Mistress Rose turned and walked toward the farmhouse. “Inside.”

Elise followed.

The house was warmer than she expected. It smelled of polished wood, candle wax, and roses. The hallway was wide, with old portraits on the walls and a runner rug the color of wine. Everything felt clean, expensive, controlled.

Mistress Rose led her into a sitting room where a fire burned low in the hearth. There was a table near the window. On it lay a neat stack of papers, a fountain pen, a glass of water, and a black leather collar.

Elise saw the collar and forgot how to breathe.

Mistress Rose noticed.

“You will look at me, not at that.”

Elise jerked her eyes up. “Yes, Mistress.”

“Sit.”

Elise sat in the chair beside the table. Mistress Rose remained standing. It made Elise feel smaller, which she suspected was the point.

For a moment, neither woman spoke.

Rain ticked softly against the window. The fire cracked. Somewhere outside, the barn gave a low mechanical hum.

Mistress Rose picked up the papers.

“Before we begin,” she said, “you will state your name and age.”

“Elise Hart. Twenty-six.”

“You are here willingly?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“You are attracted to women?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“You understand that this is a consensual adult arrangement involving domination, humiliation, roleplay captivity, and hucow training?”

Elise’s cheeks flushed at hearing the words spoken aloud in that calm, beautiful voice.

“Yes, Mistress.”

“You understand that nothing happens here without your consent?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“You understand your safeword?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Say it.”

“Red.”

“And what does red mean?”

“Everything stops.”

“Immediately,” Mistress Rose said.

“Immediately,” Elise repeated.

“What does yellow mean?”

“Slow down. Check in. Change something.”

“And green?”

“Continue.”

Mistress Rose set the papers down and leaned one hand on the table. Elise’s eyes flicked, helplessly, to that hand. Soft, pale, elegant fingers. A dark ring on the middle finger. Nails painted deep red.

“Look at me when I question you.”

Elise obeyed.

Mistress Rose’s voice lowered. “Are you here because you were forced?”

“No, Mistress.”

“Are you here because you are desperate for money?”

“No, Mistress.”

“Are you here because someone threatened you, pressured you, or manipulated you?”

“No, Mistress.”

“Then why are you here?”

Elise’s throat closed.

This was the question she had feared.

Mistress Rose waited.

The silence stretched until Elise could feel it pressing against her skin.

“Because…” She looked down, then quickly remembered and forced her gaze back up. “Because I want this.”

Mistress Rose’s expression remained unreadable. “Be specific.”

Elise’s heart pounded.

“I want to be dominated.”

“More.”

“I want to be humiliated.”

“More.”

Elise’s breath shook. “I want to be trained.”

Mistress Rose leaned closer.

“More.”

Elise’s hands curled in her lap. She wanted to disappear. She wanted Mistress Rose to stop asking. She wanted Mistress Rose to make her say all of it.

“I want to be kept in the barn,” Elise whispered. “I want to be treated like… like your dairy girl.”

Mistress Rose’s eyes darkened.

“There she is,” she said softly.

Elise felt those words all the way through her.

Mistress Rose straightened and slid the contract toward her.

“Read the first page aloud.”

Elise stared at her.

“All of it?” she asked.

Mistress Rose’s gaze sharpened.

Elise immediately lowered her eyes to the page. “Sorry, Mistress.”

“No,” Mistress Rose said. “Try again.”

Elise swallowed. “Yes, Mistress.”

“Better.”

The contract was written plainly, almost formally, but every line seemed designed to strip Elise more thoroughly than hands ever could.

“I, Elise Hart,” she began, her voice unsteady, “being an adult of sound mind and acting of my own free will, consent to enter a thirty-day submissive roleplay arrangement with Mistress Rose at Rosewick Farm…”

Her voice trembled on the word submissive.

Mistress Rose noticed.

Of course she did.

“Continue.”

Elise swallowed and forced herself onward.

The next paragraph was worse.

“During this arrangement, I consent to consensual domination, verbal humiliation, obedience training, inspection, barn confinement fantasy, hucow roleplay, and milking scenes…”

Her thighs pressed together beneath the table before she could stop herself.

Mistress Rose’s eyes flicked down.

Only for a second.

That was all it took.

Elise felt the heat flood her face. She tried to shift her knees apart again, but the movement only made her more aware of herself — of the nervous excitement gathering between her legs, of the embarrassing tightness in her chest, of the way her body had begun reacting before anything had even happened.

Mistress Rose set one hand on the back of Elise’s chair and leaned down slightly.

“Did something in the contract excite you?”

Elise’s mouth went dry.

“No, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose’s silence was immediate and dangerous.

Elise’s stomach dropped.

“No?” Mistress Rose asked softly.

Elise stared at the page, her heart pounding.

The lie had sounded pathetic the moment it left her mouth.

Mistress Rose reached forward and tapped the paper with one red-painted nail.

“You came all the way to my farm to read words like humiliation, inspection, and milking, and now you are going to insult me by pretending they did nothing to you?”

Elise’s lips parted, but the denial died before it reached them.

“I’m sorry, Mistress.”

“That was not an answer.”

Elise swallowed hard and her voice dropped to a whisper. “Yes, Mistress. They excited me.”

“What excited you?”

Elise gripped the edge of the paper.

Mistress Rose waited.

“The humiliation,” Elise whispered.

“And?”

“The inspection.”

“And?”

Elise could barely breathe.

“The milking, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose straightened.

“Good. Now read the sentence again, and this time, do not pretend you are better than it.”

Elise began again from the top of the paragraph, each humiliating word now landing heavier than before.

The second page listed limits. Elise read them aloud too. Hard limits. Soft limits. Health concerns. Safe signals. Emergency contact. Check-in rules. Hydration. Food. Sleep. Release conditions.

It was practical.

Responsible.

Almost comforting.

And somehow, that made the rest feel more dangerous.

Because Mistress Rose was not careless. She was not pretending ignorance. She knew exactly what she was doing. She had built the walls of the fantasy carefully, lovingly, with locks on the inside.

When Elise finished, Mistress Rose handed her the pen.

“Sign.”

Elise signed.

Her name looked small on the page.

Mistress Rose took the contract, reviewed the signature, then placed it in a leather folder.

“Stand.”

Elise stood.

Mistress Rose picked up the collar.

The room seemed to shrink around them.

It was simple black leather, soft-looking but sturdy, with a small silver ring at the front. No decoration. No pretty charm. Nothing playful.

A working collar.

Mistress Rose held it in both hands.

“Come here.”

Elise stepped forward.

“Closer.”

She obeyed.

Mistress Rose studied her face. “Once I put this on you, the role begins. You will address me properly. You will obey all instructions unless you need to use yellow or red. You will not hide behind nervousness. You will not pretend you did not ask for this. You will not waste my time with false innocence.”

Elise’s breath caught.

“Do you understand?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Do you want the collar?”

Elise looked at it.

Something in her wanted to say no. Not because she meant it, but because saying yes felt too honest. Too revealing. Too much like opening the door to the secret room inside herself and letting Mistress Rose walk in.

Mistress Rose waited.

Elise lifted her chin.

“Yes, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose stepped behind her.

Elise felt her there immediately — the warmth of her, the softness and weight of her presence, the faint scent of roses, rain, and smoke. Mistress Rose was close enough that Elise could hear her breathing.

Then the leather touched her throat.

Elise shivered.

Mistress Rose paused.

“Already?”

Elise closed her eyes in shame.

“Eyes open,” Mistress Rose said.

Elise obeyed.

Mistress Rose drew the collar around her neck slowly. Her fingers brushed Elise’s skin as she fastened the buckle, taking her time, making a ritual of it. The leather settled against Elise’s throat, snug and unmistakable.

Not too tight.

Not loose.

Exact.

Mistress Rose leaned close to her ear.

“There,” she murmured. “Now everyone who sees you will know what you came here to become.”

Elise’s stomach clenched.

Mistress Rose came around to face her.

For the first time, she smiled.

It was small.

Possessive.

Devastating.

“Look at me.”

Elise looked up.

Mistress Rose hooked one finger through the silver ring at the front of the collar and tugged gently. Elise stumbled half a step closer, so close now she could smell the warmth of Mistress Rose’s skin beneath her perfume.

“Tell me what you are.”

Elise’s lips parted, but nothing came out.

Mistress Rose’s smile faded.

“Already failing?”

“No, Mistress.”

“Then speak.”

Elise’s voice trembled. “I’m your dairy girl.”

Mistress Rose tugged the collar again, just enough to make Elise feel the pressure at her throat.

“Again.”

“I’m your dairy girl, Mistress.”

“Again. Less like a woman trying to protect her pride.”

Elise’s whole body flushed.

“I’m your dairy girl, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose watched her for a long moment.

“Not yet,” she said. “But you may become one, if you prove useful.”

The humiliation hit Elise like heat.

She had driven all this way, signed the contract, stood trembling in a collar, and Mistress Rose still made her feel like she had not earned the name yet.

It made her want to earn it.

Mistress Rose released the collar.

“Take off your coat.”

Elise obeyed quickly, sliding the damp coat from her shoulders.

“Fold it.”

She folded it.

“Place it on the chair.”

She did.

“Shoes.”

Elise slipped them off, standing barefoot on the rug, suddenly smaller without the faint lift of her heels.

“Dress.”

Her fingers froze at the buttons.

Mistress Rose said nothing.

That made it worse.

Elise lowered her gaze to the front of her dress and began to unbutton it. Each small movement felt louder than the fire, louder than the rain tapping against the window. Her fingers were clumsy, and every time she fumbled, she felt Mistress Rose watching.

Not helping.

Not rushing.

Just watching.

The final button slipped free.

Elise drew the dress down from her shoulders. The fabric slid over her arms, then gathered at her waist before falling around her ankles. She stepped out of it carefully and picked it up with shaking hands.

The room was warm, but her skin prickled.

She stood in her underwear and collar, bare feet on the rug, exposed in a way that felt more intimate than nakedness. The collar made it worse. It sat at her throat like a label, turning every inch of her body into something presented for judgment.

“Fold it,” Mistress Rose said.

Elise folded the dress and placed it on the chair.

Mistress Rose’s gaze lowered to her body.

Elise felt it as surely as touch.

Her bra was plain and pale, doing very little to hide the way her body had responded beneath the fabric. She wished she could blame the cold, but the fire was warm, and Mistress Rose was far too perceptive.

“Bra.”

Elise’s hands rose to the clasp at her back. Her fingers slipped once. Twice.

Mistress Rose watched in silence.

At last, the clasp gave way.

Elise drew the straps slowly down her arms. The cups loosened and peeled away from her skin, exposing her breasts to the warm room and Mistress Rose’s unblinking stare. They were small but full enough to fit nicely in the hand, lifted slightly from nerves and breath, her nipples hard and sensitive in the open air.

Elise hated how quickly her body had betrayed her.

Mistress Rose noticed at once.

Her eyes lowered, taking in Elise’s exposed chest with calm, humiliating precision.

“Sensitive,” Mistress Rose said.

“Yes, Mistress.”

“And eager, apparently.”

Elise opened her mouth, but no answer came.

Mistress Rose’s gaze sharpened.

“Do not pretend your body is not answering me.”

Elise swallowed hard. “I’m sorry, Mistress.”

“No,” Mistress Rose said. “You are not sorry. You are embarrassed. There is a difference.”

She stepped closer, and Elise fought the instinct to cover herself. The rule had not been spoken yet, but somehow she knew hiding would be a failure.

Mistress Rose reached out, not quite touching her, only letting her fingers hover near Elise’s chest, close enough that Elise could feel the warmth of them.

“You came here to be seen,” Mistress Rose murmured. “So you will be seen.”

Elise’s breathing trembled.

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Fold it.”

Elise looked down at the bra in her hands. Even folding it felt obscene now, like she was making a ceremony of her own exposure. She placed it neatly on top of her dress, painfully aware of her bare breasts shifting with every movement, aware of the collar around her throat, aware of Mistress Rose watching her as though she were already livestock being prepared for inspection.

“Underwear.”

Elise’s stomach tightened.

Her thumbs hooked beneath the thin fabric at her hips. For one humiliating second, she hesitated.

“One,” Mistress Rose said softly.

Elise’s pulse jumped.

“Two.”

The panties slid down her thighs.

She stepped out of them, fully bare now except for the collar around her neck. The shame of it was immediate and dizzying. There was nowhere to put her hands, nowhere safe to look, nowhere on her body that did not feel claimed by Mistress Rose’s gaze.

Mistress Rose looked at the folded pile of clothes, then back at Elise.

“Very good,” she said. “You can follow simple instructions.”

The praise was mild.

Almost insulting.

Elise’s body responded anyway.

Mistress Rose circled her once.

Slowly.

Elise remained still, but every instinct told her to cover herself. Mistress Rose looked at her from the front, from the side, from behind. She studied the shape of her hips, the line of her thighs, the nervous rise and fall of her chest.

“Plain,” Mistress Rose said.

Elise’s stomach twisted.

“Nervous. Thin. Easily embarrassed. Small breasts, but responsive.” Her eyes lingered there for one cruel second longer. “Pretty nipples. Poor posture. Too much pride left in the shoulders. Soft voice. Pretty enough, though beauty will matter less here than obedience.”

Elise stared forward, burning.

Mistress Rose stopped behind her.

“Do you disagree with my assessment?”

“No, Mistress.”

“Do you enjoy being assessed?”

Elise closed her eyes for half a second.

“Elise.”

“Yes, Mistress,” she whispered. “I enjoy it.”

Mistress Rose came back into view.

“Of course you do. That is why you are trembling instead of running.”

Elise’s breath caught.

Mistress Rose’s expression did not soften.

“You will not be punished for wanting this,” she said. “But you will be humiliated for pretending you do not.”

Mistress Rose walked to a cabinet near the fireplace and opened a drawer. She removed a folded piece of white fabric and handed it to Elise.

It was not clothing.

Not really.

It was a short, thin white shift with ties at the shoulders, cut plainly, almost like something between a nightdress and a costume. The fabric was soft, but there was so little of it that Elise knew at once it had not been designed to hide her.

“This is what barn girls wear when they are still being evaluated,” Mistress Rose said. “Put it on.”

Elise slipped into it.

The fabric brushed over her breasts, dragging lightly against her sensitive nipples and making her breath hitch before she could stop it. The hem barely reached the tops of her thighs. It covered her just enough to make the exposure feel deliberate, not enough to offer comfort.

Mistress Rose stepped closer and adjusted one of the shoulder ties herself.

Her fingers grazed Elise’s collarbone.

Then the side of her neck.

Then the edge of the collar.

Elise held very still.

“You will earn better things later,” Mistress Rose said. “Or worse things.”

Elise did not know which possibility excited her more.

Mistress Rose’s eyes moved down over the shift.

“Turn.”

Elise turned.

“Slowly.”

Elise obeyed, rotating in place while Mistress Rose inspected the way the thin fabric sat on her body.

“Acceptable,” Mistress Rose said. “Humiliating enough for an applicant. Not yet humiliating enough for a cow.”

Elise lowered her eyes to the thin white fabric barely covering her thighs.

“Yes, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose stepped away.

“Your phone.”

Elise blinked.

“It’s in my coat pocket, Mistress.”

“Get it.”

Elise took it out and handed it over.

Mistress Rose held it up. “You may request it back at any time. If you say red, if you end the arrangement, or if you need it for a genuine reason, it will be returned immediately. Do you understand?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“For the fantasy, it stays with me.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Your keys.”

Elise handed them over too.

Mistress Rose placed both items in a small wooden box on the mantelpiece. She did not lock it.

That somehow made Elise feel even more trapped.

Because the cage was not made of metal.

It was made of wanting.

Mistress Rose took a thin leather lead from the drawer and clipped it to the ring of Elise’s collar.

The small click sounded impossibly loud.

Elise stared down at the lead.

Her pulse leapt.

Mistress Rose gave one light pull.

“Kneel.”

Elise sank to her knees at once.

The rug was soft beneath her. The fire warmed one side of her body. The thin shift rode higher as she settled back on her heels, exposing more of her thighs than she intended.

Mistress Rose noticed that too.

She noticed everything.

“Look at you,” Mistress Rose murmured. “You drove here pretending to be a normal woman.”

Elise’s throat tightened.

“A normal woman would have turned around at the gate. A normal woman would not have answered my advert. A normal woman would not have described her own fantasies in such desperate little emails.”

Elise looked to the floor.

Mistress Rose stepped closer, until the hem of her black dress brushed near Elise’s knees. From the floor, she seemed enormous — soft and full and elegant, a dark, commanding shape Elise could not help but look up at.

“A normal woman would not kneel half-dressed in a collar, nipples hard beneath a barn shift, waiting to be led outside like livestock.”

Elise’s lips parted.

Mistress Rose leaned down slightly.

“But you did, didn’t you?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“You wanted me to see through you.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“You wanted me to know that beneath all that shyness, there was a needy little barn girl begging to be put in her place.”

Elise’s eyes stung with the force of the humiliation.

The lead tightened.

“Eyes up.”

Elise looked up.

Mistress Rose’s gaze was merciless.

“Say it.”

Elise trembled. “I’m a needy little barn girl, Mistress.”

“No. You are not one yet. You are an applicant.”

Somehow, that was worse.

Elise swallowed.

“I’m a needy little applicant, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose smiled faintly.

“Awkward, but sincere. We will improve your vocabulary.”

She released the tension on the lead and turned toward the door.

“On your feet.”

Elise stood.

Mistress Rose walked, and Elise followed because the lead gave her no graceful alternative. They passed through the hallway, past the portraits and candles, toward the back of the house.

At the rear door, Mistress Rose paused.

“The barn is where the role becomes real,” she said. “Once we enter, you will not walk beside me unless invited. You will follow. You will answer when spoken to. You will thank me for correction. You will not cover yourself unless I permit it.”

Elise’s mouth went dry.

“Yes, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose opened the door.

Cold air swept in.

The thin shift offered almost no protection. Elise gasped softly as the night air touched her bare legs and slipped beneath the hem. Her nipples tightened again beneath the fabric, and she knew Mistress Rose could see the reaction because Mistress Rose’s eyes lowered for one brief, satisfied second.

The path to the barn was lit by small lamps along the gravel. Rain had softened to mist, silver in the light. Elise followed Mistress Rose outside, the leather lead clipped to her collar, the shift clinging faintly to her skin.

Each step toward the barn made her feel less like Elise Hart.

The woman who had driven here had a flat, a job, a phone full of unanswered messages, and sensible underwear folded on a chair in a stranger’s sitting room.

The woman being led through the rain had a collar.

A contract.

A mistress.

Bare thighs.

Hard nipples.

And a shameful ache between her legs that grew worse with every step.

The barn doors loomed ahead.

Mistress Rose stopped before them and looked back.

“One last question before we go in.”

Elise lifted her eyes.

“If you want to leave, you may leave. If you want to stop, you will say red and I will stop. If you want to slow down, you will say yellow and I will listen. But if you say green…” Mistress Rose’s voice deepened. “I will not soften the fantasy just because you blush. I will not spare your pride just because it trembles. I will treat you as the thing you asked me to train.”

Elise’s breath shook.

“Color?”

For a moment, Elise heard only the rain.

She thought about the gate behind her.

The car.

Her keys in the unlocked box.

Her phone beside them.

Every exit still existed.

And yet she looked at Mistress Rose, at the lead in her hand, at the barn waiting behind her, and felt a frightening, beautiful certainty settle into her bones.

“Green, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose’s smile returned.

“Good girl.”

She opened the barn doors.

Warm air rolled out, carrying the scent of hay, polished leather, clean straw, and something sweet beneath it. Lamps glowed along wooden beams. A row of stalls stretched into the shadows. At the far end, behind a half-open door, Elise glimpsed white tile, metal fixtures, padded restraints, and the slow pulse of machinery.

The milking room.

Her stomach fluttered.

Mistress Rose stepped inside and gave the lead a gentle pull.

Elise crossed the threshold.

The barn doors closed behind her with a heavy wooden sound.

Mistress Rose turned, unfastened the lead from Elise’s collar, and pointed to the straw-covered floor at her feet.

“Down.”

Elise blinked.

Mistress Rose’s eyes narrowed.

“Barn girls do not enter my barn standing tall.”

Heat rushed through Elise’s body.

Slowly, she lowered herself to her hands and knees.

The straw pressed lightly against her palms. The shift immediately rode up her thighs, exposing her in a way that made her freeze. Her body felt open, displayed, ridiculous, and shamefully eager.

Mistress Rose stood over her, broad and soft and severe, the mistress of the house, the keeper of the barn, the woman Elise had begged for without quite using those words.

“Do not stop,” Mistress Rose said.

Elise swallowed and crawled forward.

The straw whispered beneath her hands. Her bare knees pressed into the floor. The collar shifted against her throat with every movement. The hem of the shift lifted higher, making her painfully aware of Mistress Rose behind her, watching the pathetic, obedient shape she made as she crawled deeper into the barn.

“Slower,” Mistress Rose ordered.

Elise obeyed.

The humiliation grew hotter when she slowed down. Every second became deliberate. Every movement became something Mistress Rose could judge.

“Good,” Mistress Rose said softly. “There is the beginning of my barn girl.”

Elise’s arms trembled.

Not from weakness.

From the terrible pleasure of being seen like this.

Mistress Rose walked beside her now, one hand trailing lightly over the wooden wall of the nearest stall.

“You may have entered my house as a guest,” she said. “But you will enter this barn properly.”

Elise looked up at her from the floor.

Mistress Rose smiled.

“Crawl.”

And Elise crawled into the barn.


CHAPTER TWO

The barn was warmer than Elise expected.

That was the first thing she noticed as she crawled forward on her hands and knees, the straw whispering beneath her palms. She had imagined something cold and cruel, a place of splinters and shadows, but Rosewick’s barn was almost luxurious in its own unsettling way.

Golden lamps hung from the beams, throwing soft light over polished wood and fresh straw. The air smelled of hay, leather, warm dust, and something sweetly floral that reminded Elise of the candles in the farmhouse. Each stall was clean and carefully prepared, with thick bedding, brass hooks, folded blankets, and little wooden nameplates waiting blankly on the doors.

Waiting for names.

Waiting for girls.

Waiting, perhaps, for her.

Mistress Rose walked slowly beside her, the hem of her black dress brushing the straw. She said nothing for several long seconds, and the silence made every movement feel louder. Elise could hear her own breathing. She could hear the faint creak of leather at her collar. She could hear the distant hum from the room at the far end of the barn.

The milking room.

She tried not to look toward it.

Mistress Rose noticed anyway.

“You are very interested in that room,” she said.

Elise froze.

“I didn’t say stop.”

Elise’s arms trembled as she began crawling again. “Sorry, Mistress.”

“You will be,” Mistress Rose said calmly. “But not yet.”

The words slid through Elise like a hand under her skin.

She kept crawling.

The shift rode higher with every movement, exposing more of her thighs, then the curve beneath. She could feel the cool air against her skin and the awful, dizzying knowledge that Mistress Rose could see everything from where she stood.

She wanted to shrink.

She wanted to be looked at.

The two wants tangled so tightly she could barely separate them.

Mistress Rose stopped at the third stall on the left.

“In.”

Elise looked toward the stall. A brass plaque was mounted on the door, but no name had been engraved there yet. Inside was a low padded bench, a thick cushion, a folded blanket, and a shallow wooden bowl of water set on a small shelf.

It was not a bedroom.

It was not exactly a cage.

But it was certainly not a guest room.

Elise crawled over the threshold.

Mistress Rose followed, closing the half-door behind her with a soft click.

The sound made Elise’s stomach twist.

Mistress Rose stood above her for a moment, studying her on the straw-covered floor.

“You may sit back on your heels.”

Elise obeyed.

The shift slipped down slightly, but not enough to feel safe. Her bare knees pressed into the straw. Her hands rested nervously on her thighs. She wanted to fold her arms over her chest, but she knew better.

Mistress Rose reached down and took Elise’s chin between two fingers.

“Eyes.”

Elise looked up.

Mistress Rose’s face was calm, almost serene. In the barn light, she looked softer than she had in the house, but that softness only made her dominance more dangerous. Her body filled the doorway behind her, lush and heavy and completely at ease. She looked like a woman who had never once apologized for the space she occupied.

Mistress Rose turned Elise’s face slightly left, then right, inspecting her as though checking for marks, flaws, signs of hesitation.

“You are flushed,” she said.

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Your breathing is shallow.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Your hands are trembling.”

Elise looked down at them. They were.

“Yes, Mistress.”

“And yet you are still green.”

Elise swallowed. “Yes, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose’s thumb brushed once beneath her lower lip. Not tenderly. Not quite. It was more like a test.

“Good.”

The word made Elise’s chest tighten.

Mistress Rose released her chin and stepped back.

“Stand.”

Elise rose carefully.

The stall suddenly felt smaller with both of them upright. Mistress Rose circled her slowly, and Elise stared forward, heart hammering as that dark gaze traveled over her again.

The inspection in the sitting room had been humiliating.

This was worse.

Here, in the barn, the fantasy clung to everything. The straw. The wooden walls. The soft click of the door. The warm light on her thighs. The blank nameplate waiting outside like a threat.

Mistress Rose stopped behind her.

“Shoulders back.”

Elise straightened.

“Hands at your sides.”

She obeyed.

“Feet apart.”

Elise hesitated.

“Elise.”

The warning in Mistress Rose’s voice made her move immediately, placing her feet slightly apart.

“Wider.”

Heat flooded Elise’s face.

She widened her stance.

“Better.”

Mistress Rose came around in front of her.

“You are going to learn the difference between being naked and being presented,” she said. “Naked is accidental. Presented is obedient.”

Elise’s throat tightened.

“Yes, Mistress.”

“At Rosewick, you do not simply remove clothing. You offer yourself for inspection. You do not simply stand. You display. You do not simply blush. You let me see exactly what my words do to you.”

Elise felt her nipples tighten beneath the thin shift, as if her body had chosen the worst possible moment to prove Mistress Rose right.

Mistress Rose’s eyes dropped.

“There,” she said softly. “Like that.”

Mistress Rose took one step closer.

“Do you feel humiliated?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Good. Humiliation is not a punishment here. Not unless I make it one. Humiliation is a language. You will learn to speak it fluently.”

Elise’s breathing shook.

Mistress Rose reached to the shoulder tie of the shift.

“Color?”

Elise answered quickly. “Green, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose untied the left shoulder.

The fabric loosened.

Then the right.

The shift slid down Elise’s body and pooled at her feet.

She was naked again, except for the collar.

But this time, there was straw beneath her feet, a stall door behind her, and Mistress Rose watching her as if this was the first proper look she had earned.

Elise fought not to move.

Mistress Rose’s gaze descended with deliberate slowness.

Her face.

Her throat.

The collar.

Her chest.

The small, firm shape of her breasts.

The hard points of her nipples.

The nervous rise and fall of her stomach.

Her hips.

Her thighs.

The place she wanted most to hide.

By the time Mistress Rose looked back up, Elise felt as if the inspection had touched her everywhere.

“Mouth open.”

Elise blinked.

Mistress Rose’s eyes sharpened.

Elise parted her lips.

“Wider.”

She obeyed.

Mistress Rose studied her for a long, humiliating second.

“Good teeth. Soft tongue. Nervous mouth.”

Elise’s lips trembled.

Mistress Rose reached out and pressed one thumb lightly against Elise’s lower lip.

“You will learn to use it properly.”

Elise made a small sound before she could stop herself.

Mistress Rose’s smile was faint.

“That was not an instruction. Compose yourself.”

Elise tried to steady her breathing.

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Arms up.”

Elise raised her arms.

The position lifted her breasts slightly, leaving her more exposed. Mistress Rose stepped closer and looked, not touching, just letting her gaze do the work.

“Small,” she said again, “but pretty. Responsive. I expect they will be useful for training.”

Elise wanted to cover herself so badly her fingers curled.

Mistress Rose saw.

“Do not make fists.”

Elise forced her hands open.

“Good. Shame makes you tense. We will work on that.”

Mistress Rose walked around her again.

“Turn your head forward. I did not invite you to watch me.”

Elise snapped her gaze ahead.

Behind her, Mistress Rose gave a thoughtful hum.

“Your posture improves when you are frightened of disappointing me.”

Elise’s stomach fluttered.

“Yes, Mistress.”

“That was not a compliment.”

Elise’s pulse skipped. “Sorry, Mistress.”

“It was an observation.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose came back into view and reached for something hanging on the stall wall: a measuring tape, soft and pale, wound around a brass hook.

Elise stared at it.

Mistress Rose lifted one eyebrow.

“Did you think inspection was only visual?”

Elise’s gaze flicked to the measuring tape, then back to Mistress Rose.

“No, Mistress.”

“You did not think at all. That will also improve.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose stepped behind her again and laid the tape across Elise’s shoulders. Her fingers were cool, precise, and maddeningly calm. She measured slowly, noting numbers in a small leather-bound book she had taken from the shelf.

Shoulders.

Chest.

Waist.

Hips.

Thigh.

Each measurement became a ritual. Each touch was practical enough to deny Elise the comfort of calling it affection, yet intimate enough to make her knees weak.

When Mistress Rose wrapped the tape around Elise’s chest, her knuckles brushed the underside of Elise’s breasts.

Elise inhaled sharply.

Mistress Rose paused.

“Sensitive everywhere, are you?”

Elise’s voice came out thin. “Yes, Mistress.”

“That will make you easy to train.”

Elise closed her eyes for a second.

Mistress Rose’s tone hardened.

“Eyes open.”

Elise obeyed.

“Do not disappear inside yourself when I am inspecting you. I want you present for every inch of shame.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

The tape moved to her waist, then her hips. Mistress Rose crouched slightly to measure one thigh, and Elise felt the unbearable wrongness of looking down and seeing that elegant, full-bodied woman kneeling only for the purpose of cataloging her.

Mistress Rose glanced up.

“Do not mistake my position for yours.”

Elise’s breath caught.

“No, Mistress.”

“Good. I may kneel to inspect livestock. That does not make the livestock superior.”

The words hit so hard Elise nearly swayed.

Mistress Rose stood again, writing one final note.

“Weight?”

Elise answered.

Mistress Rose wrote it down.

“Height?”

Elise answered again.

Mistress Rose wrote that down too.

Then she closed the book.

“You may lower your arms.”

Elise’s arms dropped, slightly sore.

Mistress Rose regarded her in silence.

Elise hated the silence now. It stretched too long, giving her imagination space to punish her. Was she disappointing? Too nervous? Too plain? Too inexperienced? Too eager? Not eager enough?

Finally, Mistress Rose said, “You are suitable.”

Elise’s heart kicked.

Suitable.

The word was dry. Almost clinical.

She wanted to cry from relief.

“Thank you, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose’s mouth curved.

“Do not thank me yet.”

She opened a small wooden chest at the back of the stall and removed a folded bundle of pale fabric, a pair of leather cuffs, and a small oval mirror.

Elise’s eyes went to the mirror first.

Mistress Rose noticed.

“You dislike seeing yourself?”

Elise hesitated. “Sometimes, Mistress.”

“Tonight you will learn to dislike hiding more.”

Mistress Rose placed the mirror on the padded bench, angled toward Elise.

“Stand in front of it.”

Elise obeyed, stepping forward until she could see herself.

She almost looked away.

The woman in the mirror seemed both familiar and impossible. Her hair was damp from the mist. Her cheeks were flushed. Her body looked smaller without clothes, more delicate, more breakable. The black collar at her throat changed everything. It made her nudity look deliberate. Owned. Displayed.

Mistress Rose appeared behind her in the reflection.

The contrast was devastating.

Mistress Rose was dark silk, wide hips, heavy curves, and stillness. Elise was pale skin, nervous limbs, and trembling need.

Mistress Rose set her hands on Elise’s shoulders.

“Look.”

Elise looked.

“What do you see?”

Elise’s voice was barely there. “Me, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose’s hands tightened slightly.

“Lazy answer.”

Elise swallowed.

“A naked woman.”

“Still lazy.”

Elise’s eyes flicked to the collar.

“A naked woman in a collar.”

Mistress Rose leaned closer, her mouth near Elise’s ear.

“Better. What else?”

Elise’s pulse beat against the leather.

“A submissive.”

“What else?”

Elise stared at herself. Her hard nipples. Her parted lips. Her embarrassed posture. The shame in her eyes that looked horribly close to hunger.

“A woman who wants this,” she whispered.

Mistress Rose’s expression softened by half a degree.

“There.”

Elise’s throat tightened.

Mistress Rose reached around her and lifted the collar ring with one finger, making Elise’s reflection tilt her chin slightly higher.

“You are not here because you were fooled. You are not here because you are helpless. You are here because you wanted someone strong enough to take your fantasy seriously.”

Elise’s eyes stung.

“Yes, Mistress.”

“And I do.”

The words were quiet, but they struck deeper than any insult.

Mistress Rose released the ring and stepped away.

“Now we begin stripping away the parts of you that pretend otherwise.”

She picked up the leather cuffs.

“Wrists.”

Elise extended her hands.

Mistress Rose buckled the cuffs around her wrists. They were lined with soft material inside, but the outside was firm black leather, matching the collar. A short chain connected them once Mistress Rose clipped them together.

Elise looked down at her bound hands.

Her stomach dropped.

Then tightened.

Mistress Rose watched her reaction.

“Do you need a color?”

“No, Mistress.”

“What is your color?”

“Green, Mistress.”

“Good.”

Mistress Rose picked up the pale fabric next. Elise realized it was not a garment. It was more like a little apron, if an apron had been designed to humiliate rather than cover. It tied at the waist, leaving everything exposed while marking her as something domestic, something assigned to service.

Mistress Rose tied it around Elise’s waist.

“There,” she said. “A little dairy apron for an applicant who has not yet earned a stall name.”

Elise stared at herself in the mirror.

The apron made the nudity worse.

Without it, she was simply naked. With it, she looked like she had been dressed for a role. A ridiculous, obscene, obedient role.

Mistress Rose stood behind her again.

“Say thank you.”

Elise’s lips parted. “Thank you, Mistress.”

“For what?”

The question made heat climb her neck.

“For my dairy apron, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose’s eyes met hers in the mirror.

“And?”

Elise’s voice shrank. “For making me look like this.”

Mistress Rose smiled.

“Good girl.”

Elise’s knees weakened.

Mistress Rose took a small brush from the shelf. For one strange moment, Elise thought it was for hair. Then Mistress Rose drew it slowly down Elise’s upper arm.

The bristles were soft.

Elise shivered.

Mistress Rose watched the goosebumps rise.

“Inspection includes grooming,” she said. “A barn girl should learn to be handled without flinching.”

She brushed Elise’s arm again, then her shoulder, then across her collarbone. The touch was maddeningly gentle, almost soothing, but the context made it unbearable. Elise stood naked in a stall, cuffed, collared, aproned, and being brushed like an animal while Mistress Rose studied every reaction in the mirror.

The brush moved lower.

Across the top of her chest.

Between her breasts.

Elise’s breathing turned shallow.

Mistress Rose did not touch her nipples. Not yet. She brushed around them, close enough that Elise’s body tightened in anticipation, then moved away each time.

Elise made a soft, frustrated sound.

Mistress Rose stopped.

“Was that a complaint?”

Elise froze. “No, Mistress.”

“Then what was it?”

Elise’s hands twisted uselessly in the cuffs.

“I don’t know, Mistress.”

“Yes, you do.”

Elise stared at her reflection, humiliated by the need written all over her face.

“It was… wanting.”

“Wanting what?”

Elise swallowed hard.

Mistress Rose waited.

“Your soft touch, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose’s gaze sharpened in the mirror.

“You are being touched.”

Elise’s body was eager and aching for relief. “More, Mistress.”

The brush resumed its slow path across her skin.

“You have not earned more.”

Elise let out a shaky breath.

“No, Mistress.”

“No, you have not. But wanting without receiving is useful. It teaches you where your obedience comes from.”

The brush drifted over one breast.

Elise gasped.

Mistress Rose smiled faintly.

“There. That is better. No performance. No pretending. Just response.”

She brushed the other breast, lightly, then circled one hard nipple without quite crossing it.

Elise bit her lower lip.

Mistress Rose’s voice cooled.

“Open your mouth.”

Elise obeyed.

“Good. Do not bite back sounds unless I tell you to. A barn girl’s noises are part of her usefulness.”

Elise’s cheeks flushed so deeply she could barely look at herself.

“Yes, Mistress.”

The brush finally passed over one nipple.

Softly.

Barely.

Elise’s whole body jerked.

Mistress Rose’s hand stilled.

“Very responsive.”

Elise trembled.

“Almost embarrassingly so.”

“Yes, Mistress,” Elise whispered.

Mistress Rose brushed the other nipple with the same feather-light cruelty.

Elise whimpered.

The sound seemed to echo in the stall.

Mistress Rose leaned close to her ear.

“I think you are going to be very easy to milk.”

Elise’s breath caught so sharply it almost hurt.

Mistress Rose set the brush aside.

“Turn around.”

Elise turned, awkward with her wrists cuffed.

Mistress Rose guided her by the shoulders until she faced away from the mirror and toward the stall door. Then she stepped behind her and unclipped the chain between the cuffs, leaving one cuff on each wrist.

“Hands on the wall.”

Elise placed her palms against the wooden wall.

“Higher.”

She lifted them.

“Feet back.”

She stepped back, stretching slightly forward.

“Arch.”

Elise blushed. “Mistress…”

Mistress Rose’s voice went still.

“That sounded almost like hesitation.”

Elise swallowed.

The position was humiliating. Exposed. Undeniably sexual, though Mistress Rose had not said anything crude. Elise could feel the little apron hanging uselessly against her stomach. She could feel the cool air on her bare skin. She could feel Mistress Rose behind her like weather before thunder.

But she did not want to stop.

“Then arch.”

Elise obeyed.

Mistress Rose made a soft sound of approval.

“There. Much better.”

Elise closed her eyes.

“Open.”

She opened them.

Mistress Rose walked behind her slowly, inspecting the line of her back, her hips, her thighs. Elise could not see her now, and that made every second worse. She waited for touch and received only the unbearable awareness of being looked at.

“Your body becomes much more honest when your pride is removed,” Mistress Rose said.

Elise’s arms trembled.

“Yes, Mistress.”

“You are not graceful yet.”

Elise’s face flushed.

“You are nervous, awkward, and far too concerned with how you appear.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“But there is promise.”

The words were mild, but they filled Elise with desperate relief.

“Thank you, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose touched her then.

One hand at the small of Elise’s back.

Warm.

Certain.

Possessive.

Elise sucked in a breath.

Mistress Rose pressed gently, adjusting the arch of her spine.

“Like this.”

Elise obeyed the pressure.

“Good.”

The hand slid away.

Elise nearly leaned after it.

Mistress Rose laughed softly.

It was the first real laugh Elise had heard from her, low and rich and cruelly amused.

“Oh, Elise.”

Elise squeezed her eyes shut, then remembered and opened them again.

Mistress Rose came around to face her. Elise remained with her hands on the wall, body angled, exposed and helplessly obedient.

“You are already chasing my hand,” Mistress Rose said.

Elise’s eyes stung with embarrassment.

“I’m sorry, Mistress.”

“No. Do not apologize for being trainable.”

Elise trembled.

Mistress Rose reached up and touched Elise’s cheek.

For a second, it was almost tender.

Then her fingers slid down to Elise’s chin and held it firmly.

“You will say something for me.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Say: I am here to be inspected.”

Elise swallowed. “I am here to be inspected.”

“Say: I am here to be corrected.”

“I am here to be corrected.”

“Say: I am here to be humiliated.”

Elise’s voice shook. “I am here to be humiliated.”

“Say: I am here to be milked.”

The words hit her like a physical thing.

Her lips parted.

Mistress Rose waited.

Elise could hear the machinery down the hall, that slow, patient hum.

“I am here to be milked,” she whispered.

“Louder.”

“I am here to be milked, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose’s thumb brushed her cheek.

“And say: I asked for this.”

Elise’s breath hitched.

“I asked for this.”

“Again.”

“I asked for this, Mistress.”

“Again, and believe it.”

Elise looked into Mistress Rose’s eyes.

“I asked for this, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose smiled.

“Yes,” she said softly. “You did.”

She released Elise’s chin.

“For the rest of tonight, when I ask what you are, your answer is applicant. Not woman. Not guest. Not Elise unless I use your name. Applicant. Do you understand?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“What are you?”

“Applicant, Mistress.”

“What kind of applicant?”

Elise hesitated.

Mistress Rose’s eyes sharpened.

“A willing applicant, Mistress.”

“To what?”

Heat gathered under Elise’s skin.

“To your barn, Mistress.”

“And?”

Elise’s voice nearly broke.

“To be your dairy girl.”

Mistress Rose considered her.

“Acceptable.”

Elise let out a breath she had not realized she was holding.

“Do not relax. We are not done.”

The breath caught again.

Mistress Rose walked to the stall door and opened it.

“Follow.”

Elise lowered her hands from the wall.

Mistress Rose looked back.

“Did I tell you to walk?”

Elise froze.

“No, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose’s gaze dropped to the straw.

Elise understood.

Her face went hot again.

She lowered herself carefully to her hands and knees, the little apron shifting uselessly against her body. The cuffs at her wrists creaked softly as she placed her palms in the straw.

“Good applicant,” Mistress Rose said.

The praise settled through her like a reward.

Mistress Rose stepped out into the aisle. Elise crawled after her.

The barn seemed longer this time.

More alive.

Every stall door looked like it might open. Every beam seemed to watch. The warm lamps threw Elise’s shadow onto the floor: collar, bowed head, crawling limbs, naked body partially marked by the absurd little apron.

Mistress Rose moved with unhurried confidence.

Elise followed.

At the far end of the aisle, Mistress Rose stopped before a tall wooden post set beside the entrance to the milking room. Several brass hooks were mounted into it. A leather strap hung from one of them. A small sign above read:

INSPECTION STATION

Elise’s stomach flipped.

Mistress Rose turned.

“Up.”

Elise rose to her knees.

“Stand.”

She stood.

Mistress Rose took Elise’s cuffed wrists and lifted them above her head, clipping them to one of the brass hooks. The position stretched Elise upward, not painfully, but enough to make her feel displayed. Her body lengthened. Her breasts lifted. The tiny apron did nothing at all now.

Mistress Rose stepped back to look at her.

“There,” she said. “Now you are presented.”

Elise’s pulse pounded so hard she felt dizzy.

Mistress Rose walked around her in a slow circle.

“This is where new applicants are checked before entering the milking room. Cleanliness. Obedience. Responsiveness. Attitude.”

Elise’s voice trembled. “Yes, Mistress.”

“You will be scored.”

Elise’s eyes widened. “Scored, Mistress?”

Mistress Rose smiled.

“Everything here is recorded.”

She picked up the leather-bound book again from a shelf near the post and opened it.

“Posture,” she said. “Improving, but nervous. Six.”

Elise lowered her eyes.

“Obedience. Prompt when corrected. Seven.”

A strange little thrill went through her.

“Verbal honesty. Poor at first. Better after pressure. Five.”

Elise swallowed.

“Physical responsiveness.” Mistress Rose’s gaze drifted slowly down Elise’s body. “Eight.”

Elise’s knees weakened.

“Potential.” Mistress Rose paused long enough that Elise almost could not stand it. “High.”

Elise closed her eyes.

“Elise.”

Her eyes snapped open.

“Thank me for my assessment.”

“Thank you for your assessment, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose wrote the scores down.

“Now we test presentation.”

She set the book aside and came close, standing directly in front of Elise. Their bodies were almost touching. Mistress Rose’s full breasts rose softly beneath the black fabric of her dress. Her waist and hips seemed impossibly lush from this close, a dark, warm abundance Elise could barely stop herself from staring at.

Mistress Rose saw her looking.

“Do you like my body?”

Elise’s mouth went dry.

“Yes, Mistress.”

“What do you like about it?”

Elise’s gaze flicked down before she could stop it.

“Your curves, Mistress.”

“Lazy.”

Elise swallowed. “Your hips.”

“Better.”

“Your breasts.”

Mistress Rose’s eyes darkened slightly.

“Continue.”

“Your softness,” Elise whispered. “The way you look powerful without trying.”

Mistress Rose considered that.

“Not terrible.”

Elise felt absurdly proud.

Mistress Rose stepped closer, close enough that the front of her dress brushed Elise’s naked stomach.

“You will learn to worship what is above you,” she said. “Do you understand?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Look down.”

Elise looked down at the space between them, at the heavy black fabric against her bare skin, at the way Mistress Rose’s body filled her vision.

“You are thin,” Mistress Rose said. “Nervous. Bare. Bound. Scored like livestock.”

Elise trembled.

“And I am clothed, warm, comfortable, and in complete control of whether you receive praise or shame.”

Elise’s lips parted.

Mistress Rose lifted her chin.

“That imbalance excites you.”

It was not a question.

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Of course it does.”

Mistress Rose stepped back before Elise could lean toward her.

“Beg to be inspected for milking.”

Elise’s stomach dropped.

“What?”

Mistress Rose’s gaze cooled.

Elise corrected herself immediately. “Sorry, Mistress.”

“Beg.”

Elise hung from the cuffs, exposed and shaking, the milking room humming behind her.

“Please inspect me for milking, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose waited.

Elise knew it was not enough.

“Please,” she whispered, face burning. “Please inspect me and decide if I’m suitable for your milking room.”

Mistress Rose’s smile was slow.

“There we are.”

She unclipped Elise’s wrists from the hook but did not remove the cuffs.

Elise lowered her arms, weak and flushed.

Mistress Rose took the lead and clipped it back onto her collar.

“On your knees.”

Elise sank down at once.

Mistress Rose turned toward the half-open door at the end of the barn.

The white-tiled room glowed beyond it.

The machinery hummed, slow and patient.

Elise’s pulse turned frantic.

Mistress Rose glanced down at her.

“You have passed first inspection.”

Elise felt relief and fear crash together inside her.

“Thank you, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose tugged the lead gently.

“Do not thank me too sweetly. Passing inspection only means you are ready to learn what Rosewick Farm does with a suitable applicant.”

Elise looked toward the milking room.

Mistress Rose smiled.

“Crawl.”


CHAPTER THREE

Elise crawled toward the white light.

The barn aisle seemed longer than before, every inch of straw beneath her palms another step away from the woman she had been when she arrived. Behind her, Mistress Rose walked at an unhurried pace, the leather lead held loosely in one hand.

Not pulling.

Not forcing.

Simply reminding Elise that she was attached.

That she had agreed to be attached.

The milking room waited at the end of the barn, its door half-open, bright enough that it looked almost unreal compared to the warm gold of the stalls. Elise could hear the machinery more clearly now: a low, steady hum beneath the softer sounds of the barn. Something clicked. Something breathed. Something pulsed with patient, mechanical rhythm.

Her mouth went dry.

Mistress Rose stopped at the threshold.

Elise stopped too, still on her hands and knees.

For a moment, neither of them entered.

Mistress Rose looked down at her. “Sit back.”

Elise settled back on her heels. The little apron shifted uselessly against her thighs. Her wrists still wore the cuffs, though they were no longer clipped together. Her collar felt warm against her throat.

Mistress Rose crouched in front of her.

It was disorienting, seeing that powerful woman lower herself to Elise’s level. Even crouched, Mistress Rose seemed in control of every inch of the space. Her black dress stretched over her curves, soft and severe at once, and her eyes held Elise in place more effectively than any restraint.

“Before we go in,” Mistress Rose said, “tell me your color.”

Elise swallowed.

The question steadied her.

That was the strange thing. It should have broken the mood, but it did the opposite. It reminded her that the danger was shaped. Held. Chosen.

“Green, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose studied her face.

“Not because you think you are supposed to say it?”

“No, Mistress.”

“Not because you are afraid to disappoint me?”

Elise hesitated.

Mistress Rose’s eyes sharpened.

“Elise.”

The sound of her real name cut through the roleplay like a hand parting curtains.

Elise took a shaky breath. “I don’t want to stop. I’m nervous, but I want this.”

Mistress Rose’s expression softened, only slightly.

“Good answer.”

The praise made Elise’s chest ache.

Mistress Rose reached out and touched two fingers beneath Elise’s chin. “Then listen carefully. The first milking is not about endurance. It is not about proving you can take everything at once. It is about learning that you can be exposed, restrained, humiliated, and still remain safe.”

Elise’s breath trembled.

“Yes, Mistress.”

“If you need yellow, you will say yellow.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“If you need red, you will say red.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“If you are too overwhelmed to speak, you will tap twice with your hand. Show me.”

Elise lifted her right hand and tapped twice against the straw.

Mistress Rose nodded.

“Again.”

Elise tapped twice.

“Good.”

Mistress Rose’s thumb brushed Elise’s chin once, then withdrew.

“Now you may enter.”

Elise turned toward the threshold.

“Not standing,” Mistress Rose said.

Heat rushed into Elise’s face.

“No, Mistress.”

“Crawl.”

Elise crossed into the milking room on her hands and knees.

The floor changed from straw to smooth white tile. It was warmer than she expected, heated beneath her palms and knees. The room was spotless, almost clinical, with white walls, polished metal fixtures, shelves of folded towels, a padded bench, and a large reclining chair at the center.

No.

Not a chair.

A station.

It had soft black padding, curved supports, adjustable straps, and metal arms that held equipment Elise could not look at for too long without her stomach fluttering. On a nearby counter sat bottles of oil, cloths, a shallow bowl of warm water, and several items laid out with terrifying neatness.

Everything had its place.

Everything had been prepared.

For her.

Mistress Rose stepped in behind her and closed the door.

The click of the latch was quiet.

Elise felt it everywhere.

“Rise to your knees.”

Elise obeyed.

Mistress Rose walked around her, letting her wait in the middle of the room. The contrast between them felt obscene now. Mistress Rose fully clothed, elegant and calm. Elise naked except for collar, cuffs, and apron, kneeling on warm tile, flushed and trembling beneath the bright lights.

“Look around,” Mistress Rose said.

Elise lifted her eyes.

She let herself take in the room properly. The chair. The restraints. The metal arms. The shelves. A clipboard hanging on the wall. A mirror angled toward the station, positioned so whoever sat there would be forced to see herself.

Her pulse kicked.

Mistress Rose watched her notice it.

“Yes,” she said. “You will see yourself.”

Elise’s throat tightened.

“You dislike that.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“And you want it.”

Elise shut her eyes for half a second.

“Eyes open.”

She obeyed. “Yes, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose came to stand in front of her.

“This room has rules.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“You will not touch the equipment unless instructed.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“You will not hide your face.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“You will answer questions honestly, even if the answer humiliates you.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“You will thank me for correction.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“You will not ask for pleasure as though you deserve it. You will ask as an applicant hoping to be trained.”

The correction made something inside her shrink and ache at the same time.

“Yes, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose’s gaze moved slowly down her body.

“And you will learn that the milking room does not care about your pride.”

Elise’s breath caught.

Mistress Rose pointed toward the station.

“Up.”

Elise rose unsteadily.

“Walk to it.”

Her legs felt weak as she crossed the tile. Every step made her aware of the useless apron tied around her waist, of the collar at her throat, of her bare skin under the lights.

She stopped beside the padded station.

Mistress Rose stood behind her.

“Sit.”

Elise sat on the edge of the padding.

The material was warm and soft beneath her.

“Lie back.”

Elise hesitated.

Mistress Rose waited.

Elise lowered herself onto the reclined padding, her heart hammering. The moment her back settled into place, the vulnerability of the position hit her. The station tilted her slightly upward, displaying her body beneath the light. Her knees remained together on instinct.

Mistress Rose’s eyes dropped to them.

“Open.”

Elise’s breath caught.

“Mistress…”

Mistress Rose’s voice changed at once. “Color?”

Elise closed her fingers against the padding.

For a second, the reality of it pressed too close. The bright room. The station. The way her body was being arranged. The knowledge that she wanted to obey and hated being seen wanting it.

“Green,” she whispered. “Just embarrassed.”

Mistress Rose approached slowly.

“Embarrassment is not danger.”

“No, Mistress.”

“But it feels dangerous to you.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose placed one hand lightly on Elise’s knee.

Not forcing.

Waiting.

Elise understood.

She slowly parted her knees.

Mistress Rose’s hand withdrew the instant Elise obeyed.

“Good applicant.”

The praise made Elise’s body betray her again.

Mistress Rose moved to the side of the station and adjusted a strap near Elise’s wrist.

“Hand.”

Elise lifted it.

Mistress Rose fastened the strap around her cuffed wrist, securing it gently but firmly to the side of the station.

“Other.”

Elise gave her the other hand.

The second strap closed.

Elise tested them without meaning to. She could move a little, but not enough to hide. Not enough to cover herself. Her chest rose and fell quickly.

Mistress Rose noticed.

“Breathe.”

Elise tried.

“Slower.”

She inhaled shakily, then exhaled.

“Again.”

She did.

Mistress Rose watched until her breathing steadied.

Then she moved to Elise’s ankles.

Elise’s stomach tightened.

Mistress Rose paused with one hand resting on the strap.

“Color?”

“Green, Mistress.”

“Good.”

The ankle straps were lined with the same soft material as the cuffs. Mistress Rose fastened one, then the other, spreading Elise just enough to make the position unmistakable, not painful, not extreme, but humiliatingly open.

Elise stared at the ceiling.

Mistress Rose’s voice cut through the room.

“Mirror.”

Elise swallowed and turned her head.

The angled mirror showed everything.

Her body looked pale and small against the black padding. The collar framed her throat. Her wrists and ankles were secured. Her breasts rose with every nervous breath, nipples hard beneath the bright light. Her knees were parted. The little dairy apron was pushed up, ridiculous and useless.

She looked helpless.

She looked willing.

The sight made shame roll through her in a hot wave.

Mistress Rose stood beside the station, watching Elise watch herself.

“What do you see?”

Elise’s voice trembled. “An applicant, Mistress.”

“Good. What kind?”

“A willing applicant.”

“To what?”

Elise’s thighs trembled against the restraints.

“To your milking room.”

“And why is she here?”

Elise could barely look at herself. “To be trained.”

Mistress Rose leaned closer.

“And?”

“To be humiliated.”

“And?”

Elise’s voice dropped. “To be milked, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose smiled.

“There is the truth.”

She picked up a folded cloth from the counter and dipped it into the bowl of warm water. Elise watched her wring it out with slow, careful hands.

“Preparation comes first,” Mistress Rose said. “A good dairy girl is cleaned, checked, and made ready.”

Elise’s breath hitched as the warm cloth touched her shoulder.

The contact was gentle. Almost soothing.

That made the humiliation worse.

Mistress Rose wiped slowly over Elise’s collarbone, down one arm, then the other, cleaning skin that was already clean. It was not about hygiene. Elise understood that quickly. It was about ritual. It was about being handled. Prepared. Reduced to a body under another woman’s care.

The cloth moved across her chest.

Elise stiffened.

Mistress Rose paused.

“Do you think I will skip the places that embarrass you?”

“No, Mistress.”

“Good. Then do not act surprised when I do not.”

The cloth passed over Elise’s breast.

She gasped.

Mistress Rose’s touch remained practical, but the warmth and pressure were impossible to ignore. She cleaned one breast slowly, then the other, circling close to the nipple before finally dragging the cloth across it.

Elise whimpered.

Mistress Rose looked at her reflection in the mirror.

“Already noisy.”

Elise swallowed and lowered her gaze.

“Sorry, Mistress.”

“Do not apologize. Just know that I notice.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose rinsed the cloth and continued. Elise’s stomach. Her hips. Her thighs. Every movement unhurried. Every pause deliberate. When the cloth slid along her inner thigh, Elise gripped the restraints.

Mistress Rose’s eyes rose.

“Hands.”

Elise forced her fingers to loosen.

“Good.”

The cloth moved closer.

Elise’s breathing broke.

Mistress Rose stopped just short of the place Elise’s whole body wanted her to touch.

“You are very easy to tease.”

Elise’s eyes closed.

“Elise.”

They opened.

“Yes, Mistress.”

“I did not ask if you agreed. I made an observation.”

Elise swallowed. “Thank you for your observation, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose’s mouth curved.

“Better.”

She set the cloth aside and took up a small bottle of oil. She warmed it between her hands, rubbing her palms together slowly enough that Elise could hear the faint sound.

“Now we test responsiveness.”

Elise’s pulse pounded.

Mistress Rose placed both hands on Elise’s shoulders.

The oil made her touch glide.

Elise let out a shaking breath.

Mistress Rose massaged slowly at first, pressing into tense muscles, easing Elise back against the padding. The sensation was so unexpectedly comforting that Elise almost forgot to be ashamed.

Then Mistress Rose’s hands moved lower.

Over her chest.

Around her breasts.

Not touching the nipples yet.

Just circling.

The tease was unbearable.

Elise lifted her hips slightly before she could stop herself.

Mistress Rose’s hands went still.

The room seemed to freeze.

Elise’s eyes widened.

“I’m sorry, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose looked down at her.

“What did your body just ask for?”

Elise felt shame as she said. “Touch.”

“It is receiving touch.”

“More touch, Mistress.”

“Where?”

Elise could not answer.

Mistress Rose waited.

The silence stretched.

“Where?” she repeated.

Elise stared at herself in the mirror, strapped open and gleaming faintly with oil beneath Mistress Rose’s hands.

“My breasts, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose’s thumbs brushed the undersides of them.

“These?”

Elise whimpered. “Yes, Mistress.”

“You may ask properly.”

Elise’s voice shook. “Please touch my breasts, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose tilted her head.

“As an applicant.”

Elise’s shame flared. “Please touch your applicant’s breasts, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose considered her.

“Acceptable.”

Then she touched her properly.

Elise gasped, back arching against the padding as Mistress Rose cupped both breasts in warm, oiled hands. The contact was firm, possessive, unhurried. Mistress Rose lifted, weighed, squeezed gently, studying the way Elise’s body responded.

“Small,” Mistress Rose said, “but pleasing.”

Elise’s eyes fluttered.

“Responsive enough to be useful.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose’s thumbs circled her nipples.

Elise cried out softly.

The sound humiliated her more than the position did.

Mistress Rose smiled.

“There. That sound was honest.”

Her thumbs passed over the hardened peaks again.

Elise’s hips strained against the straps.

Mistress Rose noticed immediately.

“Still.”

Elise froze.

“You are not here to chase pleasure. You are here to be trained to receive it correctly.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Say it.”

Elise panted softly. “I am here to be trained to receive pleasure correctly.”

Mistress Rose pinched her nipples lightly.

Elise gasped.

“As what?”

“As an applicant, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose’s grip tightened just enough to make Elise’s breath catch.

“As what?”

Elise flushed so deeply she felt hot all over.

“As your applicant.”

Mistress Rose released her.

“Good.”

The loss of touch was almost as intense as the touch itself.

Elise made a small needy sound.

Mistress Rose looked at her.

Elise instantly wished she could disappear.

Mistress Rose took a step back and picked up the clipboard from the wall.

“Breast sensitivity,” she said, writing calmly. “High.”

Elise stared at her.

“Mistress…”

Mistress Rose looked up.

Elise swallowed the rest of whatever she had been about to say.

“Did you have something useful to add?”

“No, Mistress.”

“Then lie there and be recorded.”

Elise’s lips parted, then closed again.

“Yes, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose wrote another note.

“Nipple response: immediate. Vocal control: poor. Embarrassment level: severe. Arousal under inspection…”

She paused and looked between Elise’s spread legs.

Elise’s whole body went rigid.

Mistress Rose’s expression did not change.

“Obvious.”

Elise whimpered.

Mistress Rose wrote it down.

“Thank me for keeping accurate records.”

Elise closed her eyes.

“Eyes open.”

She opened them, humiliated and breathless.

“Thank you for keeping accurate records, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose hung the clipboard back on the wall.

“Now,” she said, “we begin the first milking.”

Elise’s heart lurched.

Mistress Rose crossed to the counter and selected two soft-looking cups attached to slim tubes. They were not cold, industrial things. They looked carefully made, designed for the body, with padded edges and adjustable pressure. That almost made them more frightening.

Mistress Rose saw her staring.

“These are for your breasts,” she said. “Gentle suction. Nothing painful. You may use yellow if the sensation is too much.”

Elise swallowed. “Yes, Mistress.”

“Color?”

“Green, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose returned to the station and stood beside her.

“Look in the mirror.”

Elise obeyed.

Mistress Rose held the first cup against her breast.

The seal formed with a soft sound.

Elise gasped.

The sensation was strange at first. Pressure. Pull. Warmth. A rhythmic tug that made her nerves spark in confused little waves. Mistress Rose watched her face as she attached the second cup.

Then she adjusted a dial.

The pulse deepened.

Elise moaned.

It escaped before she could stop it, open and startled and horribly needy.

Mistress Rose’s eyes gleamed.

“There it is.”

Elise strained against the restraints, not fighting them exactly, but needing somewhere for the feeling to go. The cups tugged at her nipples in slow, steady pulses, turning sensitivity into something relentless.

“Mistress,” she whispered.

“Yes?”

“I…”

Mistress Rose waited.

Elise did not know what she was asking for. More. Less. Permission. Mercy. Shame. She could not separate them.

Mistress Rose understood anyway.

“You are not being hurt.”

“No, Mistress.”

“You are not unsafe.”

“No, Mistress.”

“You are being milked.”

Elise’s whole body shuddered.

Mistress Rose leaned over her.

“Say it.”

Elise’s voice broke. “I’m being milked, Mistress.”

“Again.”

“I’m being milked.”

“As what?”

Elise’s eyes fixed on the mirror. On the cups attached to her breasts. On the collar. The cuffs. The spread legs. The helpless, gleaming body.

“As your applicant, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose brushed Elise’s hair back from her face.

“Good girl.”

The praise nearly undid her.

The machine continued its slow rhythm, drawing sensation from her body in waves. Elise’s breasts felt swollen with attention, her nipples pulled and released, pulled and released, until the rest of her body seemed to answer the rhythm.

Mistress Rose placed one hand on Elise’s stomach.

The touch grounded her and ruined her at the same time.

“You are going to learn something important now.”

Elise tried to focus through the sensation.

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Milking is not only about your breasts.”

Elise’s breath caught.

Mistress Rose’s hand slid lower, stopping just below her navel.

“It is about obedience. Exposure. Usefulness. It is about whether you can lie here, helpless and wanting, and still remember who controls the room.”

Elise trembled.

“Who controls the room?”

“You do, Mistress.”

“Who controls whether you are touched?”

“You do, Mistress.”

“Who controls whether you are allowed to come?”

Elise’s lips parted on a shaky breath.

“You do, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose smiled.

“Good.”

Her hand moved lower.

Elise’s entire body tightened.

Mistress Rose stopped just short of touching her where she needed it most.

“Ask.”

Elise whimpered. “Please, Mistress.”

“Please what?”

“Please touch me.”

“Where?”

Elise shook her head slightly, overwhelmed by shame.

Mistress Rose withdrew her hand completely.

“No.”

Elise made a desperate sound.

Mistress Rose’s voice remained calm. “No vague begging in my milking room. You will ask clearly, or you will not be touched.”

The cups continued their steady pull.

Elise was shaking now.

“Please touch between my legs, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose’s eyes darkened.

“As what?”

Elise blushed.

“As your applicant.”

“Why?”

“Because I’m needy.”

“And?”

Elise’s voice cracked. “Because being milked has made me desperate.”

Mistress Rose’s smile was slow and devastating.

“There.”

Her hand returned.

This time, she touched her.

Elise cried out.

Mistress Rose’s fingers moved with careful confidence, not rushing, not giving Elise anything like control. She stroked slowly at first, letting Elise feel every second of the contrast: the machine working at her breasts, Mistress Rose’s hand between her legs, the mirror forcing her to witness the whole humiliating scene.

Elise’s head tipped back.

“Mirror,” Mistress Rose warned.

Elise forced herself to look.

The sight nearly overwhelmed her.

Mistress Rose standing beside her, composed and beautiful, one hand controlling the machine’s rhythm, the other between Elise’s thighs. Elise strapped open, flushed, helpless, making sounds she could not hide.

“There you are,” Mistress Rose murmured. “That is what you look like when you stop pretending.”

Elise moaned.

Mistress Rose’s fingers circled, teased, pressed, withdrew, returned. Every time Elise’s hips tried to move, the restraints stopped her. Every time she made a sound, Mistress Rose listened as though collecting evidence.

“Too much?” Mistress Rose asked.

Elise shook her head. “No, Mistress.”

“Color.”

“Green. Green, Mistress.”

“Good.”

Mistress Rose rewarded her with firmer pressure.

Elise gasped.

The machine pulsed.

Mistress Rose touched.

The mirror watched.

Everything narrowed to sensation and shame.

“You will not come without permission,” Mistress Rose said.

Elise’s body clenched at the command.

“No, Mistress.”

“Even if you need to.”

“No, Mistress.”

“Even if being milked makes you feel too empty-headed to remember your pride.”

Elise whimpered. “No, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose leaned closer.

“But you do need to, don’t you?”

Elise nodded frantically.

“Words.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Say it.”

“I need to come, Mistress.”

“As what?”

Elise’s voice broke. “As your milked applicant.”

Mistress Rose’s breath caught, almost too softly to hear.

Then she smiled.

“Good. That was much better.”

Her fingers moved faster.

Elise cried out, her wrists pulling against the straps. The sensation built with terrifying speed now, sharpened by restraint, humiliation, and the relentless tug at her breasts. She could feel herself approaching the edge, helpless to slow it, terrified Mistress Rose would stop.

Mistress Rose saw everything.

“Not yet.”

Elise sobbed.

Mistress Rose slowed her hand.

The edge slipped away.

Elise’s body shook with denied release.

“Oh, poor thing,” Mistress Rose said softly. “Did you think passing inspection meant you would be allowed to finish whenever you wanted?”

Elise could barely speak. “No, Mistress.”

“Good. Because applicants do not decide.”

“No, Mistress.”

“Beg again.”

Elise stared at herself in the mirror, ruined by want.

“Please, Mistress. Please let me come.”

“Why should I?”

“Because I’ve been good.”

Mistress Rose’s fingers stopped.

Elise froze.

Mistress Rose looked down at her with quiet disappointment.

“Have you?”

Elise’s stomach dropped.

“I…”

“Were you honest from the beginning?”

“No, Mistress.”

“Did you pretend the contract did not excite you?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Did you have to be corrected?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Then do not insult me by telling me you have been good.”

Elise’s eyes filled with desperate heat.

“I’m sorry, Mistress.”

“Try again.”

Elise swallowed hard.

“Please let me come because I need it, Mistress. Not because I deserve it.”

Mistress Rose’s expression changed.

Approval.

“There.”

She touched Elise again, slow and deliberate.

“That is the correct answer.”

Elise shook beneath her.

Mistress Rose brought her back toward the edge, not rushing, dragging it out until Elise was panting and trembling, every part of her focused on not tipping over without permission.

Mistress Rose watched her face.

“You are going to ask one more time.”

Elise could barely breathe.

“Please, Mistress.”

“Full sentence.”

“Please let your milked applicant come.”

Mistress Rose’s fingers pressed exactly where Elise needed them.

“Come.”

The command broke her.

Elise cried out, her whole body arching against the straps as release tore through her. The machine pulsed steadily at her breasts, intensifying every wave. Mistress Rose kept touching her through it, guiding, controlling, not letting her hide from a single second.

Elise saw herself in the mirror as she came.

Mouth open.

Eyes wet.

Body restrained.

Collar at her throat.

Mistress Rose above her.

It was the most humiliating thing she had ever witnessed.

And the most intensely alive she had ever felt.

When it finally passed, she collapsed back against the padding, shaking and breathless.

Mistress Rose’s hand slowed.

Then withdrew.

The machine continued for three more soft pulses before Mistress Rose turned the dial down and released the cups one at a time. Elise gasped at the sudden absence. Her breasts felt tender, overly sensitive, marked by sensation even though nothing visible remained except flushed skin and hardened nipples.

Mistress Rose covered her with a warm towel.

The gesture was so unexpectedly gentle that Elise nearly cried.

“Breathe,” Mistress Rose said.

Elise obeyed as best she could.

Mistress Rose unfastened the ankle straps first, then the wrists. She did not remove the collar. She did not remove the cuffs. But she released Elise from the station and helped her sit up slowly.

For a moment, Elise swayed.

Mistress Rose steadied her with one hand at her back.

“Elise.”

The use of her name pulled her fully back.

Elise looked at her.

“Are you with me?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Color?”

Elise swallowed. “Green. A little… overwhelmed. But green.”

Mistress Rose nodded.

“That was your first milking. You did well.”

Elise’s chest tightened.

“Thank you, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose picked up a glass of water from the counter and held it to Elise’s lips.

“Drink.”

Elise drank.

The water was cool and grounding. Mistress Rose made her take several sips before setting it down.

“Any pain?”

Elise shook her head. “No, Mistress.”

“Any numbness?”

“No, Mistress.”

“Dizziness?”

“A little.”

Mistress Rose touched her cheek, checking her focus.

“Then we sit for a moment.”

Elise expected to be left on the station, but Mistress Rose sat on the padded bench beside her and guided Elise down to the floor between her knees.

“Kneel here.”

Elise obeyed.

Mistress Rose draped the towel around Elise’s shoulders and let her rest against the warmth of her legs.

It was not soft in the way ordinary comfort was soft.

It was still possession.

Still hierarchy.

But it was care.

Elise closed her eyes.

This time, Mistress Rose allowed it.

“You may lean,” she said.

Elise leaned against her, cheek resting against the black fabric of Mistress Rose’s dress. From here, she could smell roses, smoke, and the faint warmth of skin. Mistress Rose’s hand settled on her hair.

For several minutes, there was only the low hum of the room and the slow return of Elise’s breathing.

Then Mistress Rose spoke.

“Do you understand now why I said the first milking is only the beginning?”

Elise opened her eyes.

Her body was still trembling faintly.

“Yes, Mistress.”

“What did you learn?”

Elise thought of the mirror. The straps. The machine. Mistress Rose’s fingers. The way she had been made to ask, not as a woman demanding pleasure, but as something displayed and recorded and trained.

She swallowed.

“That I like being controlled more than I wanted to admit.”

Mistress Rose’s fingers moved slowly through her hair.

“Good. What else?”

Elise’s voice was quieter now.

“That humiliation makes it stronger.”

Mistress Rose smiled faintly.

“And?”

Elise pressed her cheek against Mistress Rose’s thigh, ashamed of how natural it felt.

“That I want to be useful to you.”

Mistress Rose’s hand stilled.

For a moment, the room seemed very quiet.

Then Mistress Rose touched the ring of Elise’s collar.

“You may prove that tomorrow.”

Elise looked up.

“Tomorrow, Mistress?”

Mistress Rose’s expression was calm again.

“Yes. Tonight was introduction. Tomorrow begins routine.”

Elise’s stomach fluttered.

“Routine?”

Mistress Rose’s smile returned.

“Morning inspection. Barn rules. Obedience practice. Service. And, if you earn it, another milking.”

Elise’s body reacted before she could speak.

Mistress Rose saw.

Of course she saw.

“Still eager after all that?”

Elise flushed. “Yes, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose tugged the collar ring gently.

“Then answer properly.”

Elise lowered her gaze.

“Yes, Mistress. Your applicant is still eager.”

Mistress Rose’s smile widened by a fraction.

“Good.”

She stood, and Elise immediately felt the loss of her warmth.

Mistress Rose picked up the clipboard again and wrote a final note.

Elise watched from the floor, wrapped in the towel, still wearing her collar and cuffs.

“What are you writing, Mistress?”

Mistress Rose did not look at her.

“Your final score.”

Elise’s stomach tightened.

Mistress Rose wrote slowly, deliberately, then hung the clipboard back on the wall.

“First milking response,” she said. “Very promising.”

Elise’s heart leapt.

“Thank you, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose looked down at her.

“But vocal discipline remains poor. Begging requires refinement. Pride remains present, though weakened. Mirror tolerance acceptable. Obedience under restraint good.”

Elise’s cheeks flushed with shame.

“Yes, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose walked to the door and opened it.

The warmer, golden light of the barn spilled into the white room.

“Stand.”

Elise rose, keeping the towel around her shoulders.

Mistress Rose’s eyes dropped to it.

Elise froze.

“May I keep it, Mistress?”

Mistress Rose considered her.

“For the walk back to your stall, yes.”

Relief moved through Elise.

“Thank you, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose clipped the lead to her collar.

“But once you are in your stall, you will return it. Barn girls do not sleep wrapped in rewards they have not earned.”

Elise swallowed.

“Yes, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose stepped into the barn aisle.

Elise followed on shaking legs.

This time Mistress Rose allowed her to walk.

Only as far as the third stall.

At the door, Mistress Rose stopped and turned.

Elise stopped too, suddenly nervous again.

Mistress Rose opened the stall and gestured inside.

“In.”

Elise stepped into the stall.

Mistress Rose unclipped the lead but kept her fingers on the collar ring for one extra second.

“You passed the milking room,” she said.

Elise’s breath caught.

Mistress Rose’s gaze sharpened.

“But understand this, applicant. Passing once does not make you trained. It makes you trainable.”

Elise’s body warmed at the word.

Trainable.

“Yes, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose held out her hand.

“The towel.”

Elise hesitated only a moment before letting it slip from her shoulders. The barn air touched her bare skin again, and she stood in the stall with nothing but the collar, cuffs, and tiny apron.

Mistress Rose folded the towel over one arm.

“On your knees.”

Elise knelt in the straw.

Mistress Rose looked down at her, full-bodied and darkly elegant beneath the warm barn light.

“What are you?”

Elise’s voice trembled.

“Your applicant, Mistress.”

“What kind?”

“A willing applicant.”

“For what?”

Elise lifted her eyes.

“For your barn. For your milking room. For whatever training you decide I need.”

Mistress Rose’s expression softened into something almost approving.

“Better.”

Elise’s chest filled with desperate pride.

Mistress Rose reached down and touched her cheek.

“Sleep in the stall tonight. Rest. Think about what your body admitted before your mouth did.”

Elise swallowed, still shaken by how completely Mistress Rose had seen through her.

“Yes, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose stepped back and closed the half-door.

It did not lock.

Elise noticed that immediately.

The stall was not locked.

Her keys were in the farmhouse. Her phone was in the box. The barn door was behind Mistress Rose. The gate was somewhere beyond the rain.

Every exit still existed.

Mistress Rose walked away down the aisle, her black dress trailing softly over the straw.

Elise remained kneeling in the stall, flushed, exhausted, naked, and aching with the memory of the machine and Mistress Rose’s hands.

She could leave.

That had always been the truth.

But as the warm barn light settled around her, as the collar rested against her throat, as the milking room hummed quietly in the distance, Elise realized the most frightening part of Rosewick Farm was not that Mistress Rose had kept her.

It was that Elise was already hoping to be allowed to stay.


CHAPTER FOUR

Elise woke to the sound of the birds outside the barn.

At first, she did not remember where she was.

There was no ceiling above her bed, no familiar curtains, no pale strip of morning light across the wall of her flat. Instead, there were wooden beams, golden lamps turned low, the clean scent of straw, and the distant, patient hum of the milking room.

Then she felt the collar.

The memory returned all at once.

Rosewick Farm.

Mistress Rose.

The contract.

The station.

The mirror.

The terrible, beautiful shame of seeing herself strapped open beneath the lights while Mistress Rose touched her and made her beg properly.

Elise’s body warmed before she was fully awake.

She lay curled on the thick bedding in the third stall, naked except for the collar and cuffs. A folded blanket had been placed over her at some point during the night. She did not remember Mistress Rose returning to do it.

That made it worse.

The care. The quietness of it. The way Mistress Rose could make her feel owned even while doing something kind.

Elise shifted beneath the blanket, and the leather at her wrists creaked softly. Her body was still sensitive from the night before, her breasts tender, her thighs aching faintly from tension and restraint. Between her legs, there was a slow, humiliating warmth that had returned the moment she remembered where she was.

She was in the barn.

Mistress Rose’s barn.

The half-door of the stall stood closed but not locked.

Elise looked at it for a long moment.

Still not locked.

She could stand. She could open it. She could walk out.

Instead, she pulled the blanket tighter around herself and listened for Mistress Rose’s footsteps.

They came a few minutes later.

Slow.

Certain.

Unhurried.

Elise’s pulse quickened.

The barn door opened at the far end, letting in a gray ribbon of morning light. Mistress Rose entered with a mug in one hand and a small leather-bound book tucked beneath her arm. She wore a dark green dress this morning, softer than the black one from the night before but no less commanding. It wrapped around her full body beautifully, the fabric emphasizing the heavy curve of her hips, the generous swell of her breasts, the soft strength of her waist.

Elise sat up before she was told.

Mistress Rose noticed.

She stopped at the stall door and raised one eyebrow.

Elise froze.

“Good morning, applicant.”

Elise’s throat tightened. “Good morning, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose opened the half-door and stepped inside.

Her gaze moved over Elise in the bedding, the blanket clutched to her chest, her hair messy from sleep, her collar still snug at her throat.

“Did you sleep?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Any pain?”

“No, Mistress.”

“Tenderness?”

Elise flushed. “A little, Mistress.”

“Where?”

Her face grew hotter. “My breasts. My wrists. My thighs.”

Mistress Rose nodded and wrote something in the book.

No teasing.

No cruelty.

Just accurate record keeping.

That made the embarrassment more intimate.

“Any regret?”

Elise looked up quickly. “No, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose studied her.

“Color?”

“Green, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose’s eyes remained on her for another second before she closed the book.

“Then your first lesson begins.”

Elise’s stomach tightened.

Mistress Rose held out her hand.

“The blanket.”

Elise’s fingers clutched it instinctively.

Mistress Rose waited.

No anger. No hurry.

Just expectation.

That was often worse than anger, Elise was beginning to understand.

Slowly, Elise let the blanket fall from her body and gathered it in her hands. Morning air touched her bare skin. Her nipples tightened at once, partly from the coolness, partly from the shame of being naked in front of Mistress Rose again.

She handed the blanket over.

Mistress Rose took it and folded it once over her arm.

“Good. You hesitated, but you obeyed.”

“Thank you, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose’s gaze dropped to Elise’s chest.

“Still sensitive.”

Elise blushed. “Yes, Mistress.”

“Good. Sensitivity makes training easier.”

Elise’s thighs pressed together beneath her before she could stop herself.

Mistress Rose looked down.

Elise forced them apart again.

Mistress Rose smiled faintly.

“Learning already.”

The praise went straight through her.

Mistress Rose set the blanket aside and pointed to the straw.

“On your knees. Back straight. Hands on thighs.”

Elise obeyed.

The position was familiar now, and that familiarity embarrassed her. She sank to her knees too quickly, too eagerly, settling with her hands flat on her thighs and her chin lifted.

Mistress Rose circled her once.

“This morning is not milking.”

Elise tried not to react.

She failed.

The disappointment must have shown on her face because Mistress Rose gave a soft, amused hum.

“Oh. You were hoping.”

Elise swallowed. “Yes, Mistress.”

“After one night?”

Elise lowered her gaze. “Yes, Mistress.”

“Greedy.”

The word struck like a slap.

A pleasant one.

Mistress Rose stepped in front of her.

“You were milked once and already you wake in my stall hoping to be put back in the station.”

Elise could barely look at her.

“Yes, Mistress.”

“And yet you still blush when I say it.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Pathetic.”

Elise’s breath caught.

Mistress Rose’s expression sharpened slightly.

“Color?”

“Green, Mistress.”

“Good. Then accept the truth properly.”

Elise looked up.

Mistress Rose leaned down enough to hold Elise’s chin.

“You are a greedy, needy little applicant who slept in my straw and woke up wanting my machines.”

Elise trembled.

“Say it.”

“I’m a greedy, needy little applicant, Mistress.”

“Who slept where?”

“In your straw.”

“And woke up wanting what?”

Elise’s throat tightened.

“Your machines, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose’s smile was cruelly pleased.

“Better.”

She released Elise’s chin and moved toward the stall door.

“Up.”

Elise stood.

Mistress Rose handed her the same thin white shift from the night before.

“Put this on.”

Elise obeyed, slipping the fabric over her head. It brushed her tender nipples and made her inhale sharply.

Mistress Rose did not miss the sound.

“You are going to be very distracted today.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“That was not permission to enjoy yourself.”

Elise’s stomach fluttered.

“No, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose clipped the lead to her collar.

“Follow.”

This time, Mistress Rose allowed her to walk beside the stall for exactly three steps before stopping.

Elise froze too.

Mistress Rose looked at her.

“Did I invite you to walk upright?”

Shame warmed Elise’s face.

“No, Mistress.”

“Then why are you doing it?”

“I’m sorry, Mistress.”

“Lazy answer.”

Elise lowered her gaze. “Because I forgot my place, Mistress.”

“That is better.”

Mistress Rose pointed down.

Elise knelt, then lowered herself onto her hands. The shift rode up instantly. She felt exposed all over again, and the morning light made it feel different from the night before. Less dreamlike. More real.

Mistress Rose walked into the aisle.

Elise crawled after her.

They stopped at a wide open space near the center of the barn. A low wooden platform had been placed there, covered in a soft dark rug. Beside it stood a small table with a bowl of water, a folded cloth, a hairbrush, a jar of lotion, and a tray with fruit, bread, and a silver pot of tea.

Breakfast.

Or perhaps not breakfast.

At Rosewick Farm, Elise was learning that ordinary things became humiliating when Mistress Rose touched them.

Mistress Rose sat in a high-backed chair beside the platform. She looked completely at ease, one leg crossed over the other, her full body settling into the chair with regal comfort. The green dress draped over her hips and thighs, and from Elise’s position on the floor, Mistress Rose seemed impossibly large, lush, and commanding.

“Come here.”

Elise crawled closer.

“Stop there.”

Elise stopped at Mistress Rose’s feet.

Mistress Rose looked down at her.

“Lesson one. Service.”

Elise’s mouth went dry.

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Service is not simply doing what I ask. Any dull little thing can follow an instruction. Service is attention. Anticipation. Worship. Knowing what pleases me before I have to waste words.”

Elise’s pulse quickened at the word worship.

Mistress Rose reached to the side of her dress and loosened the tie at her waist. The fabric shifted, opening slightly at the neckline. Elise’s gaze dropped before she could stop it.

Mistress Rose smiled.

“You are staring.”

Elise’s cheeks flamed. “Sorry, Mistress.”

“No. Do not apologize. Answer honestly. Do you want to look at me?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“What do you want to look at?”

Elise’s throat worked.

Mistress Rose waited, calm and merciless.

“Your body, Mistress.”

“Lazy.”

Elise’s face grew hotter. “Your breasts. Your hips. Your thighs.”

“And?”

Elise glanced down, then back up.

“Your ass, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose’s eyes gleamed faintly.

“There. Honesty is improving.”

She stood.

The chair creaked softly as she rose, and Elise felt herself shrink under the sudden height of her. Mistress Rose untied the dress fully and let it slide from her shoulders.

The fabric fell slowly.

Elise forgot to breathe.

Mistress Rose wore a black bra and matching underwear beneath, both simple, elegant, and devastating against the softness of her body. Her breasts were large and heavy, held high by the dark lace. Her stomach was soft, her hips broad, her thighs full and powerful. She looked abundant. Untouchable. A woman made not to be hidden, not to be apologized for, but adored.

Elise stared openly.

Mistress Rose let her.

For three heartbeats.

Four.

Five.

Then she said, “Mouth closed.”

Elise snapped it shut.

Mistress Rose’s smile was small and cruel.

“You look at me like you have been starving.”

Elise swallowed. “Yes, Mistress.”

“Yes?”

“I have, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose stepped closer.

“Good answer.”

She reached behind herself and unclasped the bra.

Elise’s pulse thundered.

The straps slipped down Mistress Rose’s arms, and her breasts fell free, full and soft and heavy, the nipples dark and already slightly peaked in the warm barn air. Elise had seen breasts before. She had touched women before. But there was something overwhelming about Mistress Rose revealing herself here, in the barn, while Elise knelt half-clothed and collared at her feet.

It did not feel like being invited to pleasure.

It felt like being shown what she was beneath.

Mistress Rose placed the bra on the chair.

“Look properly.”

Elise looked.

Her gaze moved over the curve and weight of Mistress Rose’s breasts, the soft slope of her stomach, the shape of her waist, the wide power of her hips. Her own body reacted shamelessly.

Mistress Rose saw.

“Do you worship thinness, Elise?”

Elise blinked, startled by the question.

“No, Mistress.”

“What do you worship?”

Elise’s voice trembled. “You, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose stepped closer until Elise’s face was level with her soft stomach.

“That is not what I asked.”

Elise’s lips parted.

Mistress Rose lifted her chin with two fingers.

“What do you worship?”

Elise looked up at her, then back at the body in front of her.

“Softness, Mistress. Curves. Fullness. Strength.”

Mistress Rose’s gaze deepened.

“Better.”

She released Elise’s chin.

“Kiss my stomach.”

Elise leaned forward at once.

Mistress Rose caught her by the collar before her mouth could touch skin.

“Did I tell you to lunge like an animal?”

Elise froze, mortified.

“No, Mistress.”

“Ask.”

Elise lowered her eyes as color rose in her cheeks.

“May I kiss your stomach, Mistress?”

“No.”

Elise’s heart lurched.

Mistress Rose looked down at her with cool amusement.

“You were too eager. Try again, properly.”

Elise swallowed hard.

“Please, Mistress. May your applicant kiss your stomach?”

Mistress Rose considered her.

“Yes.”

Elise leaned forward more slowly this time and pressed her lips to Mistress Rose’s soft stomach.

The contact undid something in her.

Mistress Rose was warm. Real. Not just the untouchable figure who had inspected and restrained her, but a living woman of heat and softness and scent. Elise kissed once, then again, barely daring to breathe.

“Do not peck at me like a frightened bird,” Mistress Rose said. “Worship.”

Elise closed her eyes and kissed more deeply.

Her lips moved across the softness of Mistress Rose’s belly, then along the curve of her waist. Mistress Rose’s hand settled in her hair, not guiding yet, merely resting there as a reminder.

“Better,” Mistress Rose murmured.

Elise’s body warmed under the praise.

She kissed lower, near the top of Mistress Rose’s underwear, then hesitated.

Mistress Rose’s fingers tightened in her hair.

“Did I give you permission to go lower?”

“No, Mistress.”

“Then where should your mouth be?”

“Where you allow it, Mistress.”

“Good.”

Mistress Rose guided her upward.

“Breasts.”

Elise’s breath caught.

Mistress Rose sat back in the chair, legs parted slightly, body gloriously exposed above the waist. She pointed to the floor between her knees.

“There.”

Elise crawled into place, kneeling between Mistress Rose’s thighs.

From this close, Mistress Rose’s breasts seemed even fuller, heavier, softer than Elise had imagined. The kind of breasts that made her want to press her face into them and disappear. The kind that made her own small body feel even more pathetic in comparison.

Mistress Rose lifted one breast with her hand.

“Kiss.”

Elise leaned forward and kissed the underside of it.

“Again.”

She did.

“Again.”

Elise kissed slowly, reverently, moving over warm skin. Mistress Rose’s hand remained in her hair. Elise could feel the weight of the breast in Mistress Rose’s palm, could smell the faint perfume on her skin, could hear the slight change in Mistress Rose’s breathing when Elise’s mouth moved closer to the nipple.

It was intoxicating.

She wanted to please her.

Not perform. Not pretend.

Please her.

Mistress Rose seemed to sense the shift.

“You like being used for worship.”

Elise’s mouth was still against her skin. “Yes, Mistress.”

“You like knowing my body is above yours.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“You like that I am soft where you are small.”

Elise trembled. “Yes, Mistress.”

“You like that you have to ask before touching what you want.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose guided Elise’s mouth to the nipple.

“Then ask.”

Elise swallowed.

“Please, Mistress. May I worship your breast with my mouth?”

Mistress Rose smiled faintly.

“You may.”

Elise closed her lips around Mistress Rose’s nipple.

Mistress Rose inhaled slowly.

The sound went straight to Elise’s center.

She sucked gently, then more firmly when Mistress Rose’s fingers tightened in her hair. She used her tongue carefully, learning from every breath, every shift, every little pressure of Mistress Rose’s hand. The nipple hardened in her mouth. The breast was heavy against her cheek. Elise moaned before she could stop herself.

Mistress Rose looked down.

“Are you enjoying yourself?”

Elise pulled back just enough to speak. “Yes, Mistress.”

“Too much?”

Elise blushed. “Probably, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose’s laugh was low and pleased.

“At least you know.”

She guided Elise to the other breast.

“Continue. And remember, this is not for your pleasure.”

Elise kissed the second breast, then took the nipple into her mouth.

Her own pleasure rose anyway, shamefully strong. The weight of Mistress Rose’s body, the taste of her skin, the command in her voice, the way Elise knelt between her open thighs like a thing assigned to service — it all made her ache.

Mistress Rose’s hand moved from Elise’s hair to the back of her neck, holding her in place.

“Good applicant,” she said softly. “Useful little mouth.”

Elise whimpered around her nipple.

Mistress Rose’s breathing deepened.

For the first time since Elise had arrived, Mistress Rose’s composure shifted. Only slightly. Only enough to show that Elise’s mouth was not merely being tolerated. It was affecting her.

The realization made Elise dizzy.

She wanted more of that.

She wanted Mistress Rose to need something from her.

She wanted to be the thing that provided it.

Mistress Rose pushed her back gently by the forehead.

“Look at yourself.”

Elise turned toward the mirror mounted near the inspection station.

She saw herself kneeling between Mistress Rose’s thighs, lips wet, cheeks flushed, eyes dazed. She saw Mistress Rose above her, bare-breasted, full-bodied and serene, one hand resting possessively on Elise’s head.

Mistress Rose’s voice was calm.

“That is where you belong this morning.”

Elise’s chest tightened.

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Say it.”

Elise looked at herself in the mirror.

“I belong at your feet this morning, Mistress.”

“And why?”

Elise’s voice shook. “To worship you.”

“And?”

“To serve your body.”

“And?”

Elise’s humiliation flared hotter.

“To fulfill your needs, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose’s smile deepened.

“Good.”

She stood again.

Elise looked up.

Mistress Rose hooked her thumbs into the sides of her underwear and drew them down over her hips.

Elise’s breath caught.

The black fabric slid down Mistress Rose’s full thighs and fell to the floor. Mistress Rose stepped out of it and stood completely naked in the warm light of the barn.

Elise stared.

She could not help it.

Mistress Rose’s body was magnificent. Her breasts heavy, her stomach soft, her hips wide, her thighs thick and smooth. When she turned to place the underwear on the chair, Elise saw the full curve of her ass, round and heavy and perfect beneath the soft slope of her back.

A sound escaped Elise’s throat.

Mistress Rose turned her head.

“What was that?”

Elise flushed violently. “I’m sorry, Mistress.”

“No. Name it.”

Elise stared at the straw.

“Wanting, Mistress.”

“What were you wanting?”

Elise could barely speak.

Mistress Rose’s voice sharpened.

“Do not become shy now. You were bold enough to stare.”

Elise swallowed hard.

“Your ass, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose turned fully away from her and rested both hands on the back of the chair, giving Elise an unobstructed view.

“Then look.”

Elise looked.

Mistress Rose’s ass was full and soft, the kind of curve Elise had fantasized about touching, kissing, worshipping, but had never imagined being commanded to admire. The sight made her mouth water and her face burn at the same time.

Mistress Rose glanced back.

“Do you think you deserve to put your mouth there?”

Elise’s stomach dropped.

“No, Mistress.”

“Good. You do not.”

The denial hit hard.

Mistress Rose turned, walked back to her, and took Elise’s chin.

“But I may allow it anyway, because I enjoy seeing what desperation does to you.”

Elise’s breath trembled.

“Thank you, Mistress.”

“Do not thank me yet. You have not been useful.”

Mistress Rose sat on the edge of the platform now, placing one knee on the rug and turning slightly so her body was displayed in profile. Her breasts hung heavy and beautiful. Her stomach folded softly as she shifted. Her thighs parted just enough that Elise’s whole body went tense.

Mistress Rose’s eyes narrowed with pleasure.

“There,” she murmured. “That look.”

Elise tried to lower her gaze.

Mistress Rose caught her chin.

“No. If you are going to want me like that, you will do it where I can see.”

Elise shuddered.

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Come closer.”

Elise crawled forward.

“Stop.”

She stopped with her face inches from Mistress Rose’s thigh.

“Kiss.”

Elise pressed her lips to the inside of Mistress Rose’s knee.

“Higher.”

She kissed higher.

“Slowly.”

Elise obeyed, moving up the soft inside of Mistress Rose’s thigh, pausing between kisses, letting each one linger. Mistress Rose’s skin was warm beneath her mouth. The scent of her changed the closer Elise moved, becoming more intimate, more unmistakably arousing.

Elise’s hands trembled on the rug.

Mistress Rose noticed.

“Hands behind your back.”

Elise obeyed instantly, clasping her cuffed wrists behind her.

“Good. You may worship with your mouth. Nothing else.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

Elise kissed higher.

Mistress Rose’s thigh shifted slightly beneath her lips.

The first sign of impatience.

Elise nearly moaned from it.

Mistress Rose’s voice lowered.

“You are very eager for a woman who has not earned anything today.”

Elise paused, lips close to the crease of Mistress Rose’s thigh.

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Do you think worshipping me will earn your milking?”

Elise’s heart jolted.

“I hope so, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose laughed softly.

“At least that was honest.”

She leaned back on one hand and opened her thighs wider.

Elise’s mind went blank for a moment.

Mistress Rose was fully exposed now, lush and confident, her body offered not as surrender but as command. Elise had never felt so aware of the difference between desire and permission.

Mistress Rose touched Elise’s cheek with the back of her fingers.

“Do you want to taste me?”

Elise’s voice came out broken. “Yes, Mistress.”

“Ask.”

“Please, Mistress. May I taste you?”

“As what?”

“As your applicant.”

“What kind of applicant?”

A deep flush spread over Elise’s face.

“A needy applicant.”

“Needy for what?”

Elise’s eyes flicked up.

Mistress Rose waited.

“Your pussy, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose’s smile was slow, approving, and devastating.

“You may.”

Elise leaned forward.

The first touch of her mouth made Mistress Rose inhale through her nose.

Elise kissed her softly at first, reverent and trembling, then parted her lips and let her tongue taste Mistress Rose properly. The intimacy of it overwhelmed her. Mistress Rose was warm and wet against her mouth, the wet taste of her spreading over Elise’s tongue, rich and humiliating and addictive.

Elise moaned before she could stop herself.

Mistress Rose’s hand slid into her hair.

“Slowly,” she said. “This is not a feast for you. It is service.”

Elise whimpered against her, but obeyed.

She slowed down, dragging her tongue with careful, worshipful strokes, learning the shape and heat of Mistress Rose by taste. Every breath Mistress Rose took became instruction. Every slight movement of her hips became a lesson. Elise followed them desperately, eager to please, eager to be useful, eager to prove her mouth belonged between her mistress’s thighs.

Mistress Rose’s fingers tightened in her hair.

“Better,” she murmured. “Now you are listening.”

The praise made Elise ache.

She licked deeper, tasting more of Mistress Rose on her tongue, swallowing the evidence of her arousal like it was a privilege. Her own body throbbed uselessly beneath the thin shift, untouched and ignored, but she forced herself to focus on Mistress Rose’s pleasure instead of her own.

That was the lesson.

Her mistress first.

Her mistress above her.

Her mistress’s needs before her own.

Mistress Rose leaned back on one hand, thighs opening wider around Elise’s face.

“Look at you,” she said, voice lower now. “On your knees, mouth wet, tasting me like you were made for it.”

Elise moaned into her.

Mistress Rose tugged her hair just enough to make her pause.

“Answer.”

Elise pulled back, lips glistening, cheeks burning.

“Yes, Mistress. I love tasting you.”

Mistress Rose’s eyes darkened.

“What do you love tasting?”

Elise’s face flushed violently.

“Your pussy, Mistress.”

“And?”

“You on my tongue.”

Mistress Rose smiled slowly.

“Filthy little applicant.”

Elise shuddered.

“Thank you, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose guided her back down.

“Then continue. Make yourself useful.”

Elise obeyed eagerly.

She pressed her mouth back to Mistress Rose and worshipped her with renewed devotion, licking and sucking with careful hunger. She let the taste of Mistress Rose fill her mouth. She let herself become nothing but service: tongue, lips, breath, obedience.

Mistress Rose’s breathing changed.

Elise heard it and nearly trembled with pride.

She kept the rhythm, slow and devoted at first, then firmer when Mistress Rose’s hips moved against her mouth. The hand in her hair tightened. Mistress Rose’s thighs shifted around her. Elise could feel the softness and power of her body closing her in, keeping her exactly where she was useful.

“That’s it,” Mistress Rose breathed. “There. Keep your tongue there.”

Elise did.

She licked exactly where Mistress Rose wanted her, again and again, until Mistress Rose’s composure began to crack. Her body tensed. Her breath caught. Her hips moved more openly now, using Elise’s mouth in slow, controlled motions.

Elise whimpered with need, but she did not stop.

She wanted this.

She wanted Mistress Rose to come against her tongue.

She wanted to feel it happen and know she had caused it.

Mistress Rose gripped her hair.

“Do not stop.”

Elise did not stop.

Mistress Rose came with a deep, controlled moan, her thighs tightening around Elise’s face as her pleasure spilled against Elise’s mouth. Elise felt the tremor of it through Mistress Rose’s body, felt the warm rush of her climax on her tongue, tasted the proof of her mistress’s release as she kept licking, helplessly devoted, until Mistress Rose pulled her back by the hair.

“Enough.”

Elise stopped immediately.

She sat back on her heels, breathing hard, lips wet, face flushed, Mistress Rose’s taste still heavy on her tongue.

Mistress Rose looked down at her, chest rising and falling, her expression satisfied and severe.

Elise swallowed.

Mistress Rose saw.

“Did you swallow like a good little servant?”

Elise looked down.

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Did you enjoy tasting me?”

Elise trembled.

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Say it properly.”

Elise lowered her gaze.

“I enjoyed tasting your pussy, Mistress. I enjoyed feeling you come in my mouth.”

Mistress Rose’s smile was slow and devastating.

“Good applicant.”

The praise made Elise’s eyes sting.

Mistress Rose stood slowly, and Elise’s gaze dropped helplessly again to the curve of her hips, the fullness of her ass as she turned.

Mistress Rose stopped.

“You are staring again.”

Elise flushed. “Yes, Mistress.”

“At what?”

“Your ass, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose’s mouth curved.

“At least you are becoming honest.”

She moved to the chair, but instead of dressing, she placed one foot on the low platform and bent slightly forward, resting one hand on the chair back. Her ass was offered to Elise’s gaze again, heavy and soft and humiliatingly beautiful.

“Come here.”

Elise crawled closer, heart racing.

Mistress Rose glanced back.

“You may kiss. Nothing more unless instructed.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose’s skin was warm and soft beneath her lips.

Elise kissed one full cheek, then the other, slowly and reverently. She did not rush this time. She had learned. Mistress Rose’s body was not something she was allowed to grab at or devour without permission. It was something placed above her, something she was permitted to worship only as much as Mistress Rose allowed.

The thought made her dizzy.

She kissed lower along the soft curve of Mistress Rose’s ass, breathing in the intimate warmth of her skin, still tasting her on her tongue from moments before. The scent of Mistress Rose surrounded her: perfume, sweat, sex, and the heavy sweetness of the woman she had just made come.

Elise moaned softly against her.

Mistress Rose glanced back.

“You sound very pleased with yourself.”

Elise froze. “Sorry, Mistress.”

“No. Speak.”

Elise swallowed, lips still close to Mistress Rose’s skin.

“I am pleased, Mistress.”

“Why?”

“Because I made you come.”

Mistress Rose’s eyes narrowed.

“You were allowed to make me come.”

“Yes, Mistress. I was allowed to make you come.”

“And now?”

Elise’s voice shook.

“Now I’m allowed to worship your ass.”

Mistress Rose’s smile curved.

“Are you happy about that?”

Elise’s embarrassment flared, but the truth came quickly.

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Say it like you mean it.”

Elise pressed another kiss to the heavy curve of Mistress Rose’s ass.

“I’m happy to worship your ass, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose’s hand reached back and settled on Elise’s head.

“Again.”

Elise kissed her again, slower, deeper.

“I’m happy to worship your ass, Mistress.”

“Why?”

Elise’s lips moved over her skin.

“Because it belongs to you. Because you’re above me. Because I want to show you I’m useful.”

Mistress Rose exhaled softly, pleased.

“Better.”

Elise kissed lower, then higher again, worshipping the fullness of Mistress Rose’s body with her mouth. Her own need throbbed between her legs, ignored and denied, but somehow that only made the service feel more intense. Mistress Rose had come. Mistress Rose was satisfied. Elise was still aching.

And that imbalance made her feel exactly where she belonged.

Mistress Rose shifted her stance, offering more of herself while keeping Elise in place with one hand in her hair.

“You may lick.”

Elise’s breath caught.

“Thank you, Mistress.”

She leaned forward slowly, her mouth hovering just behind Mistress Rose’s full body. From this close, every detail felt overwhelming: the soft weight of her cheeks, the gentle crease where they met, the warmth radiating from her skin, the faint sheen of sweat from being worshipped and pleasured so thoroughly.

Elise’s pulse thundered.

Mistress Rose was not posing for her like something delicate or distant. She was presenting herself with complete confidence, letting Elise see the intimate heat of her body, the softness, the fullness, the private place Elise had been permitted to serve.

“Do not stare like a frightened virgin,” Mistress Rose said. “Use your tongue.”

Elise flushed violently.

“Yes, Mistress.”

She pressed her lips to the curve of Mistress Rose’s ass first, kissing the warm skin with trembling devotion. Then she opened her mouth and dragged her tongue slowly over her, tasting the salt of sweat, the warmth of her body, the lingering scent of sex still clinging to her skin.

Mistress Rose exhaled softly.

The sound made Elise ache.

“Deeper,” Mistress Rose said.

Elise obeyed, parting her lips and pressing in with her tongue, worshipping the intimate crease between Mistress Rose’s cheeks. The heat there was dizzying, private and humiliating, and Elise felt her own body throb with need as she realized how eagerly she was obeying.

Her mistress’s hand tightened in her hair.

“There,” Mistress Rose murmured. “That is where a desperate little applicant belongs.”

Elise whimpered against her.

She licked slowly, carefully, reverently, letting her tongue explore exactly where Mistress Rose allowed. The taste was raw and intimate, sweat and skin and the dark, addictive evidence of the woman above her. Elise felt degraded, exposed, and blissfully useful, her hands trapped behind her back while her mouth served the part of Mistress Rose she had been aching to worship.

Mistress Rose glanced back over her shoulder.

“Are you happy back there?”

Elise pulled away just enough to speak, lips wet, face burning.

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Say it properly.”

Elise swallowed, still close enough to feel the heat of her.

“I’m happy licking your ass, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose’s smile was slow and cruel.

“Filthy girl.”

Elise trembled.

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Continue.”

Elise obeyed immediately, pressing her mouth back to Mistress Rose, licking deeper, slower, with helpless devotion. Every stroke of her tongue made her feel smaller. More owned. More useful. Mistress Rose’s body was warm and soft against her face, and Elise found herself grateful for the humiliation, grateful for the privilege of being allowed to taste what other women would never even be permitted to see.

Mistress Rose’s breathing changed again, just slightly.

Elise noticed.

She had learned to notice.

So she stayed there, tongue working carefully, worshipfully, until Mistress Rose’s fingers relaxed in her hair and her voice came low above her.

“Good applicant. At least your mouth is learning obedience.”

Elise shivered with pride.

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Do not speak. Continue.”

Elise continued.

She licked and kissed until her mouth felt swollen, until Mistress Rose’s hand relaxed in her hair, until the act stopped feeling like something she was merely performing and became something deeper, darker, and more embarrassing.

She liked it.

She liked being on her knees behind Mistress Rose.

She liked tasting her.

She liked knowing her mouth had brought Mistress Rose pleasure and was now being used to worship every part of her mistress’s body.

Mistress Rose looked over her shoulder.

“You are enjoying this far too much.”

Elise pulled back just enough to answer.

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Filthy.”

Elise’s gaze dropped, but she did not pull away.

The word should have made her shrink.

Instead, it sank into her, hot and humiliating, exactly where Mistress Rose meant it to.

“Yes, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose smiled.

“At least you are honest.”

Eventually, Mistress Rose stepped away.

Elise nearly followed without being told.

Mistress Rose turned sharply.

Elise froze.

“Careful.”

Elise lowered her eyes. “Sorry, Mistress.”

“You are not a dog chasing scraps.”

“No, Mistress.”

“You are an applicant being trained.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose dressed slowly, making Elise watch from her knees. The underwear first, drawn up over full thighs and hips. The bra next, lifting and holding her heavy breasts. Then the green dress, tied neatly at the waist until the goddess-body Elise had worshipped was hidden again beneath fabric.

Somehow, clothed Mistress Rose felt even more powerful now.

Elise knew what was underneath.

And she knew she had been allowed to serve it.

Mistress Rose sat back in the high-backed chair and poured tea from the silver pot.

Elise remained kneeling, breathless, aching, and ignored.

Mistress Rose took a sip.

Then another.

The silence stretched.

Elise could still taste her.

Even after Mistress Rose had dressed, even after the green fabric had hidden the soft stomach, heavy breasts, thick thighs, and full ass Elise had been allowed to worship, the taste remained on her tongue. Mistress Rose’s warmth. The evidence of her climax. The intimate salt of her skin.

Elise swallowed again, almost without realizing it.

Mistress Rose noticed.

“Still tasting me?”

Elise licked her lips.

“Yes, Mistress.”

“And?”

Elise lowered her eyes.

“I don’t want it to fade.”

Mistress Rose’s smile was small and cruelly pleased.

“Good. Let it remind you that my pleasure came first.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“And yours did not come at all.”

Elise trembled.

“No, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose set the cup down.

“You are wondering if you will receive anything.”

Elise’s face flushed.

“Yes, Mistress.”

“You already did.”

Elise blinked.

Mistress Rose looked down at her.

“You were allowed to worship me. You were allowed to make yourself useful. You were allowed to hear me come because of your mouth. That is not nothing.”

Elise’s breath caught.

“No, Mistress.”

“Do you need more?”

Elise hesitated.

Her body screamed yes.

Her pride wanted to hide.

Mistress Rose’s eyes narrowed.

“Careful. This is a lesson in honesty.”

Elise swallowed.

“Yes, Mistress. I need more.”

Mistress Rose’s expression did not soften.

“Need?”

“I want more, Mistress.”

“Better.”

Mistress Rose crossed one leg over the other.

“Beg.”

Elise looked up, startled.

Mistress Rose simply waited.

Elise’s voice shook. “Please use me, Mistress.”

“No.”

The word hit instantly.

Elise’s stomach dropped.

Mistress Rose took another sip of tea.

“You begged poorly.”

Elise’s eyes stung. “I’m sorry, Mistress.”

“Try again.”

Elise’s fingers curled behind her back.

“Please, Mistress. Please touch your applicant.”

“Where?”

Elise flushed. “Between her legs.”

“Why?”

“Because she is desperate.”

“Why is she desperate?”

Elise’s breath trembled.

“Because she worshipped you and it made her ache.”

Mistress Rose’s gaze sharpened with approval.

“And what does she deserve?”

Elise almost said something foolish.

She caught herself.

“Whatever you decide, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose smiled slowly.

“There she is.”

Elise felt the praise like a hand around her throat.

Mistress Rose leaned forward.

“Open your knees.”

Elise obeyed.

The shift fell between her thighs, hiding almost nothing.

Mistress Rose looked at her from the chair.

“Show me.”

Elise froze.

Mistress Rose’s expression cooled.

“Did you misunderstand?”

Elise shook her head. “No, Mistress.”

“Then show me what worshipping my body did to yours.”

Elise’s whole body trembled as she reached down and lifted the hem of the shift.

The humiliation of it was almost too much.

She knelt on the rug, knees apart, exposing herself to Mistress Rose’s seated gaze like an offering. The air touched wetness. Her body was visibly aroused, shamefully so.

Mistress Rose studied her.

“Messy.”

Elise whimpered.

“Needy.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Untouched.”

Elise’s breath caught.

“Yes, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose stood and approached slowly.

Elise’s heart hammered.

Mistress Rose crouched in front of her, still fully dressed now, while Elise knelt exposed and shaking.

The power imbalance was devastating.

Mistress Rose touched Elise’s cheek first.

Then her throat.

Then the collar.

“You will not come.”

Elise’s eyes widened.

Mistress Rose’s hand slid lower, over the thin shift, tracing the line of Elise’s stomach.

“This is instruction, not reward.”

Elise swallowed hard.

“Yes, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose’s hand moved between her thighs.

Elise gasped.

The touch was slow and controlled, two fingers gliding over her with maddening precision. Mistress Rose did not hurry. She did not give enough. She gave just enough to make Elise’s body jerk and strain.

“Still.”

Elise tried.

Mistress Rose touched her again, firmer this time.

Elise moaned.

“Quiet.”

Elise bit the sound back.

Mistress Rose’s eyes sharpened.

“I did not say silent. I said quiet. Learn the difference.”

“Yes, Mistress,” Elise whispered.

Mistress Rose continued, slow and merciless. Elise’s thighs shook. Her hands remained behind her back, leaving her helpless to touch, guide, or hide. Mistress Rose played her like something she had already learned by heart, bringing her close enough to tremble, then easing away.

Again.

Again.

Again.

Elise’s breathing broke.

“Mistress, please…”

Mistress Rose stopped.

Elise nearly sobbed.

“Please what?”

“Please let me come.”

“No.”

Elise’s whole body clenched.

Mistress Rose’s fingers rested lightly against her, not moving.

“Today you learn that serving my pleasure does not guarantee yours.”

Elise’s eyes watered.

“Yes, Mistress.”

“You learn that your body may ache and still obey.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“You learn that being useful is not the same as being rewarded.”

Elise trembled violently.

“Yes, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose began touching again, slower now, softer, making the denial worse.

Elise squeezed her eyes shut.

“Open.”

She opened them.

Mistress Rose’s face was close, beautiful and severe.

“Look at me while you fail to get what you want.”

A broken sound slipped from Elise’s throat.

Mistress Rose smiled faintly.

“There. That is the lesson.”

She brought Elise right to the edge.

Elise shook with the effort of holding back.

Then Mistress Rose removed her hand.

Elise sagged forward, gasping.

Mistress Rose caught her by the collar before she could collapse completely.

“No.”

Elise froze.

“You do not crumble unless I allow it.”

“Yes, Mistress,” Elise whispered.

Mistress Rose lifted her chin.

“You did well.”

Elise’s eyes filled with tears of frustration, shame, and unbearable pride.

“Thank you, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose reached for the folded cloth on the table and cleaned her fingers slowly while Elise watched.

The act was so casual, so devastatingly composed, that Elise felt degraded all over again.

Mistress Rose then took another clean cloth, dipped it in the bowl, and cleaned Elise gently between the thighs.

Elise whimpered from the sensitivity.

Mistress Rose’s voice softened by a fraction.

“Breathe.”

Elise breathed.

“Any pain?”

“No, Mistress.”

“Color?”

“Green. Frustrated, but green.”

Mistress Rose’s lips curved.

“Good. Frustration can be very educational.”

She lowered Elise’s shift back into place.

Elise remained kneeling, shaking, unsatisfied, and more deeply tangled in Mistress Rose’s control than before.

Mistress Rose returned to her chair and finished her tea as though nothing extraordinary had happened.

Elise knelt at her feet and tried to steady her breathing.

After a while, Mistress Rose looked down.

“Lesson two.”

Elise lifted her head.

Mistress Rose’s smile was calm.

“Rules.”

Elise’s body was still throbbing.

“Yes, Mistress.”

“You will learn them while needy. That way I will know they stayed in your head even when your body wanted to make you stupid.”

Elise flushed.

“Yes, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose opened the leather-bound book.

“Rule one. You answer when spoken to.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Rule two. You do not hide your body unless given permission.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Rule three. You do not touch yourself.”

Elise swallowed.

“Yes, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose’s eyes rose from the book.

“Say the full rule.”

Elise thought for a second and then remembered.

“I do not touch myself, Mistress.”

“Without?”

“Without your permission.”

“Good. Rule four. You ask before touching me.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Full rule.”

“I ask before touching you, Mistress.”

“Rule five. You thank me for correction.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Rule six. You speak honestly about arousal, shame, discomfort, and need.”

Elise’s throat tightened.

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Full.”

“I speak honestly about arousal, shame, discomfort, and need, Mistress.”

“Rule seven. Your pleasure is mine to allow, delay, or deny while you remain green.”

Elise’s breath hitched.

Mistress Rose waited.

Elise forced the words out.

“My pleasure is yours to allow, delay, or deny while I remain green, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose’s eyes warmed with approval.

“Very good.”

Elise’s chest tightened.

Mistress Rose closed the book.

“Now repeat them from memory.”

Elise stared at her.

Mistress Rose’s gaze cooled.

“Do not make me ask twice.”

Elise began.

“I answer when spoken to. I do not hide my body unless given permission. I do not touch myself without your permission. I ask before touching you. I thank you for correction. I speak honestly about arousal, shame, discomfort, and need. My pleasure is yours to allow, delay, or deny while I remain green.”

Mistress Rose tilted her head.

“Acceptable. But you forgot my title at the end.”

Elise’s stomach sank.

“I’m sorry, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose leaned back.

“Thank me.”

Elise blinked.

Then remembered.

“Thank you for correcting me, Mistress.”

“Again from the beginning.”

Elise repeated the rules.

This time, she ended every line properly.

Mistress Rose made her do it again.

And again.

By the fourth repetition, Elise’s voice was steadier. By the fifth, the words had begun to carve themselves into her.

By the sixth, her need had not faded.

It had sharpened.

Mistress Rose watched her with satisfaction.

“Good. You can learn while frustrated.”

Elise lowered her eyes. “Thank you, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose stood and picked up the lead.

“Now we test rule three.”

Elise’s stomach flipped.

Mistress Rose clipped the lead to her collar.

“You will return to your stall. You will kneel. You will keep your hands on your thighs. You will not touch yourself, no matter how badly you want to.”

Elise’s pulse pounded.

“Yes, Mistress.”

“For one hour.”

Elise looked up in alarm.

Mistress Rose’s eyes glinted.

“Did you have an objection?”

“No, Mistress.”

“Good. During that hour, you will think about my body. You will think about how I tasted in your mouth. You will think about the fact that I came and you did not.”

Elise trembled.

Mistress Rose leaned closer.

“And if you obey, perhaps tonight I will decide you are ready for punishment.”

Elise’s body reacted instantly.

Mistress Rose smiled.

“Oh. You liked that word.”

Elise whispered, “Yes, Mistress.”

“Then you had better earn it.”

She tugged the lead gently.

“Crawl.”

Elise lowered herself to her hands and knees.

She crawled back toward the stall while Mistress Rose walked beside her, satisfied and composed, the scent of her still on Elise’s lips, the ache between Elise’s thighs growing worse with every movement.

At the third stall, Mistress Rose opened the door.

“In.”

Elise crawled inside.

“Kneel.”

Elise rose to her knees.

“Hands on thighs.”

She placed them there.

Mistress Rose removed the lead from her collar.

For a second, Elise thought she might leave.

Instead, Mistress Rose crouched and looked directly into her eyes.

“What are you?”

Elise swallowed. “Your applicant, Mistress.”

“What did your mouth do this morning?”

“Worshipped you, Mistress.”

“What did your body want?”

“To come, Mistress.”

“And did it?”

“No, Mistress.”

“Why?”

Elise’s breath trembled.

“Because my pleasure belongs to you.”

Mistress Rose’s expression softened with satisfaction.

“Very good.”

She stood and stepped out of the stall.

“Hands stay on your thighs. If I return and find you have touched yourself, your punishment will not be the one you are hoping for.”

Elise’s pulse leapt.

“Yes, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose closed the half-door.

Again, it did not lock.

Then she walked away.

Elise remained kneeling in the straw, hands pressed to her thighs, body still aching from denial and humiliation.

The barn was quiet around her.

The milking room hummed in the distance.

Her mouth still tasted faintly of Mistress Rose.

Her body begged for relief.

But she did not move her hands.

She knelt there, trembling, wet, frustrated, and obedient, thinking of Mistress Rose’s soft stomach beneath her lips, her heavy breasts in her mouth, her thighs around her face, the full curve of her ass offered for worship.

She thought of the rules.

She thought of the word punishment.

And for the first time since arriving at Rosewick Farm, Elise understood that the most dangerous thing Mistress Rose could do was not touch her.

It was make her wait.


CHAPTER FIVE

An hour had never felt so long.

Elise knelt in the stall with her hands pressed flat to her thighs, just as Mistress Rose had ordered. The straw beneath her knees had grown warm from her body. Her shift clung to her skin. Her mouth still held the fading taste of Mistress Rose, and every time she swallowed, it returned just enough to make her ache.

She did not touch herself.

Not once.

But that did not mean she behaved.

Her hands stayed where they belonged, but her thoughts did not. They wandered helplessly back to Mistress Rose’s body: the heavy softness of her breasts in Elise’s mouth, the heat between her thighs, the full curve of her ass beneath Elise’s tongue. She remembered the way Mistress Rose had come against her mouth, the deep sound she made, the tightening of her thighs, the command that followed.

Enough.

Elise shivered.

The more she remembered, the harder it became to stay still.

Her knees shifted in the straw.

Only a little.

Then again.

She told herself it was nothing. Just discomfort. Just the ache of kneeling.

But then her thighs pressed together.

Her hips moved.

Barely.

A small, shameful grind against nothing.

Elise froze.

Her heart began to pound.

She had not touched herself with her hands. She had not broken the rule exactly. Not in the way Mistress Rose had stated it.

But she knew.

She knew.

And when Mistress Rose’s footsteps came down the barn aisle a few minutes later, Elise’s stomach sank as if Mistress Rose already knew too.

The steps stopped outside the stall.

Elise kept her hands on her thighs.

The half-door opened.

Mistress Rose stood there in her green dress, composed and beautiful, her dark hair pinned neatly, her expression calm enough to be frightening.

“Well?” she asked.

Elise’s throat tightened.

“Good afternoon, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose stepped inside.

She looked at Elise’s hands.

Her knees.

Her face.

Then lower.

Elise felt that gaze like a hook.

“You kept your hands on your thighs.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose’s eyes lifted slowly.

“Did you obey?”

Elise’s mouth went dry.

The right answer should have been yes.

It was there, waiting, easy and useful.

But Mistress Rose had not trained her to be easy.

She had trained her to be honest.

Elise’s fingers trembled against her thighs.

“No, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose’s expression did not change.

There was no shock. No anger. No raised voice.

Only interest.

“No?”

Elise looked away. “No, Mistress.”

“What did you do?”

Elise swallowed hard.

Mistress Rose waited.

“I moved.”

“Moved?”

Elise lowered her eyes.

Mistress Rose’s voice sharpened. “Look at me.”

Elise looked up.

“I moved my hips, Mistress.”

“For comfort?”

Elise’s shame deepened.

“No, Mistress.”

“Then why?”

Elise could barely speak. “Because I was desperate.”

Mistress Rose stepped closer.

“And?”

“Because I wanted relief.”

“And?”

Elise’s eyes stung.

“Because I thought maybe it did not count if I did not use my hands.”

Mistress Rose’s mouth curved slightly.

“Oh, Elise.”

The softness of it made Elise want to sink through the straw.

Mistress Rose crouched in front of her, bringing their faces level.

“So you looked for a loophole.”

Elise whispered, “Yes, Mistress.”

“You wanted punishment.”

Elise’s breath caught.

Mistress Rose’s eyes sharpened.

“Do not lie now. Not after coming this far.”

Elise trembled.

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Yes, what?”

“Yes, I wanted punishment.”

Mistress Rose touched the ring of her collar.

“And you thought the best way to earn it was to be a sly little thing in my stall?”

“I’m sorry, Mistress.”

“No,” Mistress Rose said. “You are aroused. You are guilty. You are ashamed. But you are not sorry.”

Elise had no answer.

Mistress Rose stood.

“Color.”

“Green, Mistress.”

“Good. Then you will learn the difference between being punished and being rewarded.”

Elise’s pulse leapt.

Mistress Rose clipped the lead to her collar.

“Crawl.”

Elise lowered herself to her hands and knees at once.

Mistress Rose gave the lead a light tug and led her out of the stall.

The barn felt different now.

The golden lamps were brighter. The aisle seemed longer. Every stall door looked like it had eyes. Elise crawled with her face hot and her body trembling, aware of Mistress Rose’s footsteps beside her, aware of the dirt and straw beneath her palms, aware of the shift riding up her thighs.

They did not go to the milking room.

Not at first.

Mistress Rose led her to the central platform where the morning’s lesson had taken place. The chair remained there. The low table remained too, though now it held different things: a folded towel, a leather paddle, a small jar of salve, a bowl of warm water, and a pair of black ankle straps.

Elise’s stomach twisted.

Mistress Rose stopped beside the platform.

“Up.”

Elise rose to her knees.

“Stand.”

She stood.

Mistress Rose unclipped the lead from her collar but kept it in her hand.

“Take off the shift.”

Elise obeyed, pulling the thin fabric over her head with shaking hands. The barn air touched her naked body. Her nipples tightened immediately, and she knew Mistress Rose saw.

Mistress Rose hung the shift neatly over the back of the chair.

“Hands behind your back.”

Elise clasped them there.

Mistress Rose picked up the paddle.

It was dark leather, smooth, not large, but solid enough that Elise’s breath caught at the sight of it.

Mistress Rose noticed.

“Do you understand what this punishment is for?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Say it.”

Elise looked up at her mistress.

“For trying to find a loophole. For moving my hips in the stall when I was told not to touch myself.”

Mistress Rose stepped closer.

“And why did you do that?”

“Because I was desperate.”

“Desperate after what?”

Elise swallowed. “After worshipping you.”

“And being denied.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose’s mouth curved.

“Good. Honesty improves when you know I already see through you.”

Elise’s eyes lowered.

Mistress Rose tapped the paddle lightly against her own palm.

“Bend over the platform.”

Elise’s stomach dropped.

She looked at the low wooden platform, covered in the soft dark rug.

Mistress Rose’s voice cooled.

“Elise.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

Elise bent over it.

The position made shame bloom hot through her body. Her stomach and chest pressed to the rug. Her hips remained raised. Her hands stayed clasped behind her back. She could feel the barn air over every exposed inch of her.

Mistress Rose walked behind her.

Slowly.

Elise heard the faint sound of the paddle brushing against Mistress Rose’s palm.

“Your first punishment will be mild,” Mistress Rose said. “Not because you deserve mildness.”

Elise trembled.

“But because a good mistress does not waste severity on an applicant who has barely learned to kneel properly.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“You will count.”

Elise closed her eyes.

“Elise.”

She opened them again.

“Yes, Mistress.”

“You will thank me after each one.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“And if you need yellow or red?”

“I say it.”

“Good.”

Mistress Rose rested one hand on Elise’s lower back.

The touch was warm.

Possessive.

Almost gentle.

Then the paddle struck.

Elise gasped.

The impact was sharp, hot, and startling, less painful than she feared but more humiliating than she expected. The sound cracked softly through the barn, a clean slap of leather against skin.

“One,” Elise breathed. “Thank you, Mistress.”

“Louder.”

“One. Thank you, Mistress.”

The second landed on the other cheek.

Elise jerked.

“Two. Thank you, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose continued slowly.

Never rushing.

Never letting Elise predict exactly when the next one would come.

Three.

Four.

Five.

By six, Elise’s body had begun to betray her again. Each strike stung, but beneath the sting was heat. Beneath the heat was the unbearable knowledge that she was bent over naked in the barn, being punished by the same woman whose body she had worshipped that morning.

Seven.

“Thank you, Mistress.”

Eight.

Her voice shook.

Nine.

Her thighs trembled.

Ten.

Mistress Rose stopped.

Elise remained bent over the platform, breathing hard, her ass warm and stinging, her body embarrassingly alive.

Mistress Rose laid the paddle on the table.

“Do not move.”

Elise stayed still.

Mistress Rose’s hand touched her punished skin.

Elise sucked in a breath.

“Sensitive,” Mistress Rose said.

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Aroused.”

Elise buried her face against the rug.

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Still hoping punishment becomes pleasure.”

Elise could barely answer.

“Yes, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose’s fingers traced lightly over the heat she had left behind.

“That is why you will not come from it.”

Elise whimpered.

Mistress Rose leaned down, her mouth near Elise’s ear.

“This is correction. Not reward.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Say what you did wrong.”

Elise’s voice trembled.

“I tried to cheat your rule.”

“And what was the rule?”

“I do not touch myself without your permission.”

Mistress Rose’s hand rested on her ass again.

“And did you touch yourself?”

“No, Mistress.”

“Did you obey the spirit of the rule?”

Elise swallowed.

“No, Mistress.”

“Good. You understand why loopholes bore me.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose helped her upright.

Elise stood unsteadily, cheeks flushed, ass burning, need coiled tight between her legs. Mistress Rose looked her over with calm satisfaction.

“On your knees.”

Elise obeyed.

Mistress Rose sat in the high-backed chair and crossed one leg over the other.

Her boots were dark leather, practical and elegant, worn from the walk through the barn. Mud and straw clung faintly to the soles and edges. Dust marked the toe of one. A piece of hay was caught near the heel.

Elise stared.

Mistress Rose followed her gaze.

“Now we address humility.”

Elise’s pulse kicked.

Mistress Rose extended one boot toward her.

“These boots carried me through the barn while you knelt in your stall pretending not to seek relief.”

Elise nodded in agreement.

“They walked over the same floor you crawled on. Through straw. Dust. Dirt.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose tilted her foot slightly, showing the mud at the edge of the sole.

“You will clean them.”

Elise’s stomach tightened.

“With your tongue.”

The words went through her like lightning.

Mistress Rose watched her face closely.

“Color.”

Elise’s breathing shook.

“Green, Mistress.”

“Good. Then begin.”

Elise leaned forward, then stopped herself.

Mistress Rose’s eyebrow lifted.

“Ask.”

Elise looked at Mistress Rose’s shoes.

“Please, Mistress, may I clean your boot with my tongue?”

Mistress Rose smiled faintly.

“You may.”

Elise lowered her mouth to the leather.

The first touch was humiliating beyond anything she had expected.

The boot smelled of leather, hay, earth, and the faint dampness of the barn floor. Elise dragged her tongue carefully along the toe, and the taste hit her at once: bitter mud, old straw, dust, and the sharp tang of dirty leather.

Her stomach turned.

A small piece of straw stuck to her tongue. She tried to pull back on instinct, but Mistress Rose’s voice stopped her.

“Do not stop.”

Elise whimpered.

“Yes, Mistress.”

She forced herself to lick again, slower this time, dragging the mud from the edge of the boot with her tongue. Some of it smeared across her lips. Some of it dissolved bitterly in her mouth. When she swallowed, she felt it slide thickly down her throat, making her stomach twist with shame and nausea.

Mistress Rose watched from above, calm and unmoved.

“There,” she said softly. “That is the face I wanted.”

Elise’s eyes watered.

She felt filthy. Low. Ridiculous. Like a pig being made to lick mud from the shoes of the woman who owned the barn.

The thought made her cheeks burn hotter.

Mistress Rose tilted her boot, showing Elise the dirt gathered near the sole.

“Look at you,” she murmured. “Cleaning up what I walked through. Mud. Straw. Barn dirt. All because you could not obey one simple rule.”

Elise’s throat tightened.

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Does it make you feel sick?”

Elise’s voice trembled. “Yes, Mistress.”

“Good.”

Mistress Rose leaned forward slightly.

“Then remember it. Next time your needy little body goes looking for loopholes, remember how my barn tasted on your tongue.”

Elise shuddered.

The words should have made her want to stop.

Instead, they sank deeper into the shame already burning through her, twisting sickness and arousal together until she could barely tell which was stronger.

Mistress Rose’s eyes narrowed.

“Color.”

Elise swallowed again, tasting earth and straw.

“Green, Mistress.”

“Then continue.”

Elise lowered her mouth back to the boot.

She licked the mud from the leather in slow, obedient strokes, trying not to gag as the bitter taste spread across her tongue. The dirt smeared over her lips and chin. Straw clung wetly to her mouth. Every swallow made her stomach lurch, but every command from Mistress Rose held her in place.

“Good girl,” Mistress Rose said. “A filthy little barn applicant cleaning up after her mistress.”

Elise whimpered against the boot.

Her body trembled with disgust, humiliation, and the terrible heat of knowing Mistress Rose was watching every second of it.

She cleaned the first boot until the toe shone faintly. Mistress Rose turned her ankle, presenting the side. Elise followed. Then the heel. Then the edge of the sole, where straw and mud clung stubbornly.

She used the tip of her tongue carefully, cleaning what Mistress Rose had brought in from the barn floor.

Every second was degrading.

Every second made her more aware of the ache between her thighs.

Mistress Rose hummed approvingly.

“You were so eager for punishment,” she said. “Is this what you pictured?”

Elise pulled back just enough to answer.

“No, Mistress.”

“What did you picture?”

Her blush answered before she could.

“Being touched.”

Mistress Rose’s smile was cruel.

“Of course you did.”

Elise lowered her eyes.

“Instead, you are cleaning my boot.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“With what?”

“My tongue, Mistress.”

“Why?”

Elise swallowed.

“Because I disobeyed.”

“And because?”

Elise’s voice shook.

“Because I need to learn humility.”

Mistress Rose’s expression warmed with approval.

“Good girl.”

The praise made Elise’s chest ache.

Mistress Rose offered the second boot.

Elise did not wait to be told twice.

She leaned forward and began again.

This boot was dirtier. A smear of mud darkened the side, and when Elise’s tongue touched it, shame went through her so sharply her thighs pressed together.

Mistress Rose noticed at once.

“Open your knees.”

Elise obeyed.

“Do not seek pressure while you serve.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

Elise continued with her knees open, body exposed and aching, tongue working over the dirty leather. The denial made everything sharper. Her own pleasure was not allowed. Her own body was not the point. Mistress Rose’s boots were.

The second boot took longer.

Mistress Rose made her clean every visible mark.

When Elise finally drew back, her lips were damp and dirty, a fleck of straw clinging near the corner of her mouth. Mistress Rose reached down and wiped it away with her thumb.

“Messy little pig,” she said.

Her blush deepened, impossible to hide.

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Thank me for letting you clean my boots.”

Elise swallowed, still tasting mud.

“Thank you for letting me clean your boots, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose inspected both boots in silence.

Elise waited.

Mistress Rose extended the toe of one boot beneath Elise’s chin and lifted her face with it.

“Acceptable.”

Elise’s breath caught.

“Thank you, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose lowered her boot.

“Now kiss them.”

Elise kissed each boot.

Softly.

Gratefully.

When she finished, Mistress Rose reached down and stroked her hair.

The gentleness made Elise shiver.

“You took that better than expected.”

Elise’s eyes lifted.

“Thank you, Mistress.”

“But your punishment is not finished.”

Elise’s stomach fluttered.

Mistress Rose stood and removed the boots.

Elise watched, confused and breathless, as Mistress Rose set them neatly beside the chair. Beneath them, her feet were bare.

Soft.

Full.

Slightly dusty from the inside of the boots and the warmth of the barn.

Mistress Rose sat again and extended one bare foot toward Elise.

“Now clean what the boots held.”

Elise’s whole body reacted.

Mistress Rose smiled.

“Yes. You like this part more.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Do not be too pleased. These feet walked the barn before they entered those boots. They stood in straw while you crawled.”

Elise stared at Mistress Rose’s foot inches from her mouth.

“Clean them.”

Elise leaned forward and kissed the top of Mistress Rose’s foot.

“Tongue,” Mistress Rose said.

Elise obeyed.

She dragged her tongue slowly over the warm skin, tasting salt, leather, and the faint earthiness of the barn. It was more intimate than the boots. More human. More humiliating. She licked along the arch, over the toes, around the heel where dirt still clung.

Mistress Rose sighed softly.

“Better. You are more enthusiastic when the dirt is on me instead of leather.”

Elise whimpered.

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Filthy little thing.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose placed her other foot against Elise’s chest, pushing her back just enough to make her feel the weight and warmth of it.

“Do you like being under my feet?”

Elise’s voice shook. “Yes, Mistress.”

“Why?”

“Because they belong to you.”

“Better.”

“Because you walked through the barn and made me clean them.”

Mistress Rose’s eyes darkened.

“Better still.”

Elise kissed her ankle.

“Because it makes me feel low, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose smiled.

“There is the honest answer.”

She placed her foot against Elise’s mouth.

“Then feel low.”

Elise opened for her.

Mistress Rose let Elise kiss and lick her toes one by one, slowly, humiliatingly, making her clean between them with delicate attention. Elise felt shame, but her body was beyond hiding. The more degrading the task became, the more desperately she wanted Mistress Rose to see her doing it.

To see her accept it.

To see her need it.

Mistress Rose made her switch feet.

Then switch back.

Mistress Rose rested both clean feet on Elise’s thighs.

The contact was light, but it felt like ownership.

Elise swallowed.

Mistress Rose looked toward the milking room.

“Now for the second part of your punishment.”

Elise’s pulse jumped.

Mistress Rose stood, picked up the lead, and clipped it to Elise’s collar.

“You will not be milked.”

The disappointment hit before Elise could hide it.

Mistress Rose smiled.

“No. Not after trying to cheat. Tonight, you serve.”

Elise’s throat tightened.

“Yes, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose led her not to the milking station, but to the padded rug beside it. The white-tiled room glowed bright and clean beyond the barn’s warmer shadows. The machinery hummed nearby, cruelly close, unused.

Mistress Rose pointed to the rug.

“Lie down.”

Elise obeyed.

The rug was soft beneath her back. She looked up at Mistress Rose, heart pounding, not knowing what came next.

Mistress Rose removed her dress again, slowly, making Elise watch from below. Then the bra. Then the underwear. Piece by piece, the woman above her became bare again, lush and powerful under the white light.

Elise felt a tingle.

Mistress Rose stood over her.

“Hands above your head.”

Elise obeyed.

Mistress Rose used the straps at the edge of the rug to secure Elise’s wrists. Not tightly. Not painfully. But enough that she could not reach up or touch.

Elise tested them once.

Mistress Rose noticed.

“Still hoping to interfere?”

“No, Mistress.”

“Good.”

Mistress Rose stepped over her body, one foot on either side of Elise’s shoulders.

Elise’s breath caught.

From below, Mistress Rose seemed immense and beautiful, all soft stomach, heavy big breasts, wide hips, beautiful tight pussy and thick thighs. The sight made Elise feel tiny before she was even touched.

Mistress Rose lowered herself slowly.

Not fully.

Not yet.

She hovered above Elise’s face, close enough that Elise could feel the heat of her body and smell the intimate musk of her arousal. Mistress Rose’s pussy was inches from her mouth, glistening from the pleasure Elise had already given her, framed by the soft weight of her thighs.

Elise stared upward, helpless and trembling.

Mistress Rose looked down at her with calm, cruel amusement.

“You can see exactly what you are for down there, can’t you?”

Elise’s lips parted.

“Yes, Mistress.”

“If you need air, tap twice.”

Elise tapped twice against the rug.

“Good.”

Mistress Rose lowered herself gently onto Elise’s mouth.

Elise gasped against her, then steadied herself, remembering the rule, remembering the signal, remembering that this was punishment because Mistress Rose had decided it was. Her tongue met the moist heat from her pussy, and Mistress Rose settled her weight carefully but firmly, pinning Elise beneath her heavy thighs.

Her thighs framed Elise’s head.

Her hips pressed down with controlled confidence.

Above, Mistress Rose looked down at her like a queen using a throne.

“There,” Mistress Rose said. “Now you are useful.”

Elise moaned into her.

The sound vibrated upward, and Mistress Rose’s eyes narrowed.

“Again.”

Elise obeyed with her mouth.

Mistress Rose exhaled slowly.

“Good.”

Elise worked her tongue with desperate focus, tasting Mistress Rose again, surrounded by the smell of her arousal and the heat of her body as her tongue entered her wet pussy. There was no distance now. No pretending. No angle that spared her from what she was doing.

She was pinned.

She was beneath.

She was being used.

Mistress Rose rested one hand on the wall and the other on Elise’s hair, fingers spreading possessively over her head.

“You like being under me.”

Elise could not answer in words.

Mistress Rose lifted her hips just enough.

“Answer.”

Elise gasped. “Yes, Mistress.”

“Say it properly.”

“I like being under you, Mistress.” She exclaimed.

“Why?”

Elise’s voice shook.

“Because you’re soft and heavy and powerful, and I can’t forget who I belong to.”

Mistress Rose’s expression changed.

Approval.

“Good.”

She lowered herself again.

Elise welcomed the pressure this time, shamefully, eagerly. Her tongue moved where Mistress Rose wanted it. Her lips pressed and sucked as her tongue penetrated deeper. Her whole world narrowed to the woman above her, to the taste of her, the scent of her, the weight of her, the slow roll of her hips as she took what she wanted.

Mistress Rose used her.

There was no other word for it.

She rocked against Elise’s mouth, not frantically, not losing command, but taking pleasure with increasing confidence. Elise’s wrists strained lightly against the straps. Her own body writhed beneath Mistress Rose’s weight, needy and ignored, but she could do nothing except serve.

“That is better,” Mistress Rose said, voice thicker now. “You learn quickly when you are pinned.”

Elise moaned into her again.

Mistress Rose’s thighs tightened around her head.

“Such a desperate mouth.”

Elise worked harder.

“Such a greedy little tongue.”

The degradation made Elise’s whole body throb.

Mistress Rose leaned more of her weight down, smothering Elise with the entirety of her wet pussy. Elise felt surrounded by her: the softness of her thighs, the scent of sex, the heat of her, the heavy breasts swaying in view, the shadow of Mistress Rose looking down at her like she owned every breath Elise was allowed to take.

And Elise was grateful for it.

The thought made her whimper.

Mistress Rose smiled down at her.

“Yes. You understand.”

She moved faster.

Elise followed, tongue and mouth devoted completely to Mistress Rose’s pleasure. Her jaw ached. Her lips felt swollen. Her body shook with its own denied need, but Mistress Rose had told her what this was.

Not reward.

Comfort.

Service.

Punishment.

Mistress Rose’s breathing broke.

Her hips moved harder, grinding against Elise’s face with slow, commanding rhythm. Elise felt every movement: the wet drag of Mistress Rose’s pussy over her lips, nouse and chin, the pressure of her thighs, the heat of her body, the way her arousal spread over Elise’s face

“Do not stop,” Mistress Rose ordered.

Elise did not stop.

Mistress Rose rose slightly, just enough to shift her position, then lowered herself again with a deeper, firmer grind.

Elise whimpered beneath her.

Mistress Rose looked down, eyes dark with pleasure.

“Good girl. Stay there.”

Elise stayed.

Her tongue worked desperately, her mouth open beneath Mistress Rose as she rode her face with more open hunger now. Mistress Rose’s control never fully broke, but it frayed beautifully at the edges: her breath catching, her hand tightening in Elise’s hair, her hips pressing down harder as the pleasure built.

Elise could feel it coming.

The tension in Mistress Rose’s thighs.

The change in her breathing.

The rhythm growing less patient.

Mistress Rose’s hand gripped Elise’s hair.

“Look at me.”

Elise opened her eyes.

Mistress Rose was looking down at her, full-bodied and magnificent, riding Elise’s mouth with controlled, ruthless pleasure.

“This is what your punishment gives me,” Mistress Rose said, voice rougher now. “Your mouth. Your breath. Your patience. Your need.”

Elise moaned into her.

Mistress Rose’s body tightened.

Then her hips ground down hard against Elise’s mouth as pleasure broke through her, her thighs clamping around Elise’s head, her full body shuddering above her. Elise felt the rush of Mistress Rose’s release over her lips and tongue, felt it smear across her mouth and the back of her throat as Mistress Rose rode out every wave, using her face until the last tremor passed.

Then, with deliberate cruelty, Mistress Rose lifted herself away and shifted higher, settling over Elise’s chest instead of her mouth.

Elise gasped for air, flushed and dazed.

Mistress Rose looked down at her face.

Elise knew what she must look like: lips wet, chin dripping, cheeks flushed, Mistress Rose’s climax glistening across her mouth and beginning to drip slowly down toward her cheek.

Mistress Rose reached down, not with one finger this time, but with her whole hand.

“Messy,” she said.

Elise trembled.

“Yes, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose dragged her palm slowly over Elise’s mouth and chin, smearing the wetness across her lips, cheeks, and jaw with deliberate, humiliating care. Elise’s eyes fluttered, her breath catching as Mistress Rose marked her face with the evidence of what she had just been used for.

Mistress Rose’s hand moved over her again, slow and possessive, rubbing the juices into Elise’s skin while she watched every reaction.

“Look at you,” Mistress Rose murmured. “Covered in my climax.”

Elise whimpered.

Mistress Rose held her glistening hand in front of Elise’s mouth.

“Clean it.”

Elise opened her lips immediately.

Mistress Rose smiled.

“Eager even now.”

She pressed her fingers between Elise’s lips first, then let Elise take more of her hand, forcing her to lick slowly over the palm, the fingers, the places still wet from Elise’s face. Elise cleaned her with trembling devotion, tasting Mistress Rose again, tongue dragging over her skin until every trace had been licked away.

Mistress Rose watched with dark satisfaction.

“Good girl,” she said softly. “Useful even when ruined.”

“Thank you, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose tilted her chin upward.

“For what?”

Elise swallowed, still tasting her.

“Thank you for making me clean your hand, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose’s smile was slow and devastating.

“There. That is much more honest.”

Mistress Rose reached for a folded cloth but did not clean Elise yet.

Instead, she tilted Elise’s chin so Elise had to feel the slow trail of wetness sliding lower.

“Thank me.”

Elise trembled.

“Thank you, Mistress.”

“For what?”

Elise’s humiliation rose so hot she could hardly speak.

“Thank you for using my mouth.”

“And?”

“Thank you for sitting on my face.”

“And?”

Elise swallowed.

“Thank you for coming on me, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose’s smile deepened.

“Good applicant.”

Only then did she take the cloth and wipe Elise’s face with slow, careful strokes.

The gentleness after the degradation made Elise’s eyes sting.

Mistress Rose noticed, of course.

“Too much?”

Elise shook her head.

“No, Mistress. Just… intense.”

Mistress Rose finished cleaning her and brushed damp hair away from Elise’s forehead.

“You took your punishment well.”

Elise’s voice was small but sincere.

“Thank you, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose unfastened the wrist straps.

Elise did not move her hands even after they were free.

Mistress Rose noticed.

“Good. Learning restraint.”

Elise swallowed.

“Yes, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose stood and wrapped herself in a robe hanging near the door. She then returned and crouched beside Elise.

“Any pain?”

“No, Mistress.”

“Breathing all right?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Too much?”

Elise shook her head slowly.

“No, Mistress. Intense. But not too much.”

Mistress Rose nodded.

“Good.”

For a moment, the room softened around them. The machinery hummed quietly. The barn beyond the door was still. Mistress Rose’s hand rested on Elise’s cheek, warm and steady.

Then the softness passed.

Mistress Rose stood.

“Up.”

Elise sat up carefully.

Her ass still stung from the paddle. Her mouth felt swollen from service. Her body ached with denial so sharp it almost hurt.

Mistress Rose looked down at her.

“What did you learn?”

Elise’s voice was hoarse.

“That loopholes are still disobedience.”

“And?”

“That punishment is not mine to shape into a reward.”

“And?”

Elise looked up at her.

“That serving you comes before my pleasure.”

Mistress Rose’s expression warmed.

“Very good.”

Elise’s chest tightened.

Mistress Rose clipped the lead to her collar.

“Back to your stall.”

Elise’s heart sank slightly, but she obeyed, lowering herself to crawl.

Mistress Rose watched.

“Stop.”

Elise froze.

Mistress Rose tilted her head.

“You may walk.”

Elise blinked.

“Thank you, Mistress.”

“Do not look so pleased. It is not a promotion. Your knees need rest.”

Elise flushed.

“Yes, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose led her back through the barn. This time Elise walked beside her, naked except for the collar and cuffs, the sting of punishment warming every step.

At the third stall, Mistress Rose opened the door.

“In.”

Elise entered.

“Kneel.”

She knelt.

Mistress Rose unclipped the lead and looked down at her.

“For the rest of the evening, you will rest. You will not touch yourself. You will not attempt cleverness. If need becomes unbearable, you will call for me and confess it honestly. Do you understand?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“If you obey, tomorrow you may earn the milking room again.”

Elise’s body reacted so strongly she had to grip her thighs.

Mistress Rose smiled.

“There it is.”

Elise lowered her gaze.

“Yes, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose stepped closer and touched the warmed skin of Elise’s cheek.

“You wanted punishment.”

Elise swallowed.

“Yes, Mistress.”

“And did you receive it?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“And did it make you less needy?”

“No, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose’s smile turned almost tender.

“No. I imagine not.”

She stepped back and closed the half-door.

Again, it did not lock.

Elise remained kneeling in the stall, aching, punished, denied, and trembling with the memory of Mistress Rose’s weight above her face.

The barn lights dimmed slowly.

The milking room hummed in the distance.

Her ass stung.

Her mouth still tasted of her mistress.

Her knees ached.

Her body begged.

And beneath that, bitter and humiliating, the taste of mud and straw still lingered at the back of her throat.

But Elise kept her hands on her thighs.

This time, she did not search for loopholes.

This time, she waited.


Continued in Part 2
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She leaned in and kissed Buttercup’s ass first, then dragged her tongue over the damp skin, tasting sweat and heat. Buttercup shivered, oversensitive and still breathing hard. Daisy licked slowly, humiliatingly, cleaning the sweat from the soft curve of one cheek, then the other.

Mistress Rose’s hand rested on Daisy’s head.

“Deeper.”

Daisy obeyed, pressing her tongue into the intimate crease, cleaning the sweat from Buttercup’s ass while Buttercup trembled against the platform. The act made Daisy feel smaller than ever: not just denied, not just jealous, but ordered to worship the body of the girl who had received Mistress Rose’s reward.

Buttercup moaned softly.

Thank you again for purchasing this book, I hope you have enjoyed it!

AUTHOR NAME IS ALICIA CASTELLE.

Could I ask you a favor? If you did enjoy this book, could you leave me a review on Amazon?

If you search for my name and the title on Amazon you will find it. Thank you so much, it is very much appreciated!

[image: ]

OEBPS/image_rsrc3CN.jpg





cover.jpeg
ALICIA Gulatuiet B

7 VYV 7 NV

L1IUNUU VN
MILKINGS, LEZDOM & HUMILIATION

A DT ANTT
FARI ONE





OEBPS/image_rsrc3CM.jpg
HER
SUBMISSIVE
lméw/w atn
HUCOW
MILKINGS, ;lizg-?%gUMlLlAﬂON





