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CHAPTER ONE

Elise woke aching.

Not in pain. Not exactly.

It was a softer, deeper ache than that — the kind that lived beneath the skin, where memory and desire tangled until the body could no longer tell the difference. Her knees were sore from kneeling. Her wrists remembered the cuffs. Her ass still carried the warm, tender sting of Mistress Rose’s paddle.

And her mouth…

Her mouth remembered everything.

The taste of Mistress Rose.
The heat of her body.
The dirt and straw from her boots.
The degrading bitterness of the barn mud she had been made to clean away with her tongue.

Elise swallowed, and the memory returned so vividly that her stomach twisted.

She was still in the stall.

Still naked.

Still collared.

Still at Rosewick Farm.

For a few seconds, she lay perfectly still on the thick bedding, staring at the wooden beams above her. The barn lights had been turned low, painting the stall in soft gold. Somewhere beyond the half-door, the milking room hummed quietly, like a machine that never truly slept.

The sound should have frightened her.

Instead, her thighs pressed together beneath the blanket.

She stopped herself immediately.

The movement was tiny, but the shame of it ran through her like heat.

No loopholes.

Mistress Rose had taught her that.

Elise looked down at her own hands, resting outside the blanket. Her fingers twitched with the old, desperate urge to reach beneath the fabric and relieve the ache that had been building since yesterday.

She did not move them.

She had been told not to touch herself.

So she did not.

The stall door was still not locked.

It never had been.

That fact had begun to feel less like reassurance and more like torment. There was no prison here. No real captivity. No excuse she could give herself. She had chosen the collar. She had chosen the barn. She had chosen to stay.

And now, waking alone in the straw with her body still trembling from denial, she wanted Mistress Rose more than she had the night before.

That frightened her.

Not enough to make her leave.

The barn door opened somewhere at the far end.

Elise’s whole body went still.

Footsteps.

Slow.

Measured.

Certain.

Mistress Rose.

Elise sat up at once, clutching the blanket to her chest before remembering herself. Her cheeks flushed. She lowered the blanket carefully, baring herself before Mistress Rose even reached the stall.

By the time the half-door opened, Elise was kneeling in the bedding, naked except for the collar and cuffs, hands flat on her thighs, back straight, eyes lowered.

Mistress Rose stood at the entrance.

For one long moment, she said nothing.

Elise felt the silence crawl over her skin.

Then Mistress Rose stepped into the stall.

She wore a deep burgundy dress this morning, darker than wine, wrapped elegantly around her full body. The fabric hugged her waist, flowed over her wide hips, and rose over the generous heaviness of her breasts. Her hair was pinned loosely, a few black curls falling against her cheek. She carried a leather-bound book under one arm and a small brass bell in her hand.

Elise saw the bell and swallowed.

Mistress Rose noticed.

Of course she did.

“Good morning, applicant.”

Elise’s voice came softly. “Good morning, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose closed the stall door behind her.

Not locked.

Never locked.

But the click still made Elise’s pulse jump.

Mistress Rose looked her over from head to knees, pausing on the collar, the bare breasts, the hands pressed obediently to her thighs.

“You remembered how to kneel.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Did you touch yourself after I left you?”

“No, Mistress.”

“Did you search for loopholes?”

Elise’s cheeks burned.

“No, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose tilted her head.

“Did you want to?”

Elise’s breath caught.

The old reflex — to deny, to hide, to protect the fragile little scraps of pride she still had — rose inside her.

But Mistress Rose had stripped too much of that away.

“Yes, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose’s mouth curved faintly.

“Good. Honesty before dignity. You may yet learn.”

The praise made Elise’s chest tighten.

Mistress Rose set the leather book on the small shelf inside the stall, then crouched in front of Elise. Seeing her lower herself like that should have reduced her power, but it did not. Mistress Rose remained magnificent even kneeling: soft, broad, elegant, completely in control.

She reached out and touched Elise’s chin.

“Eyes.”

Elise lifted her gaze.

Mistress Rose studied her carefully.

“How did you sleep?”

“Well, Mistress.”

“Any pain?”

Elise hesitated. “Tenderness, Mistress.”

“Where?”

Elise’s face warmed. “My ass. My knees. My mouth a little.”

Mistress Rose’s gaze dropped briefly to Elise’s lips.

“From service?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“And from punishment.”

Elise swallowed. “Yes, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose’s thumb brushed the corner of Elise’s mouth. The touch was light, almost gentle, but it carried the memory of all the degrading things that mouth had been made to do.

“Any regret?”

“No, Mistress.”

“Any fear?”

Elise hesitated.

Mistress Rose’s eyes sharpened.

“Honesty.”

“A little, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose did not punish the answer. She only watched her more closely.

“What frightens you?”

Elise’s hands tensed on her thighs.

“How much I want to stay.”

The words came out quieter than she expected.

Mistress Rose’s expression softened by a fraction. Not enough to comfort. Just enough to show she had heard.

“That is not a problem yet,” she said. “It may become one, if you begin mistaking desire for permission.”

Elise lowered her eyes. “Yes, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose lifted her chin again.

“But for now, you are still green?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Say it properly.”

“I am green, Mistress. I want to continue.”

“Good.”

Mistress Rose stood.

The loss of her closeness made Elise feel cold.

Mistress Rose picked up the brass bell from where she had set it on the shelf. It was small, polished, and attached to a narrow leather loop. The sound it made when Mistress Rose moved it was delicate but unmistakable.

Elise’s eyes fixed on it.

Mistress Rose smiled.

“You are very interested in this.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Do you know what it is?”

“A bell, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose’s smile deepened.

“Lazy answer.”

Elise flushed. “A collar bell, Mistress.”

“For whom?”

Elise’s mouth went dry.

“For me, Mistress?”

Mistress Rose did not answer immediately.

She let the question hang, humiliating in its uncertainty.

Then she stepped closer.

“Yesterday, you arrived at Rosewick Farm as Elise Hart. You signed a contract. You submitted to inspection. You were milked. You served. You disobeyed. You were punished.”

Elise’s pulse quickened with each word.

Mistress Rose touched the black collar around her throat.

“Elise is the name of the woman who drove through my gate.”

Her fingers slid to the ring at the front.

“But women do not sleep in my stalls.”

Elise’s breath caught.

Mistress Rose’s voice lowered.

“Dairy girls do.”

Heat rushed across Elise’s chest.

Mistress Rose held up the bell.

“You have not earned a permanent barn name. Not yet. But you have earned a temporary one.”

Elise could barely breathe.

“Yes, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose threaded the bell onto the collar’s front ring. The metal clicked softly against the leather.

Then the bell gave one tiny chime.

The sound made Elise’s whole body react.

Mistress Rose noticed instantly.

“Oh,” she murmured. “You like the sound.”

Elise’s cheeks burned. “Yes, Mistress.”

“Of course you do.”

Mistress Rose hooked a finger through the collar ring and made the bell tremble again.

Chime.

Elise shivered.

Mistress Rose leaned close.

“Your barn name is Daisy.”

Elise’s lips parted.

Daisy.

The name was softer than she expected. Simpler. Almost sweet.

That made it more humiliating.

It did not sound like a woman with a job, a flat, a phone, and a life outside the gate. It sounded like something kept in a stall. Something named by its owner. Something led, milked, praised, punished.

Mistress Rose watched the realization unfold across her face.

“Say it.”

Elise swallowed.

“My name is Daisy, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose tugged the collar gently.

“No. Elise’s name is Elise. Try again.”

Elise’s breathing trembled.

“I am Daisy, Mistress.”

“Whose Daisy?”

The answer burned.

“Your Daisy, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose’s eyes darkened with approval.

“Better.”

Elise’s chest rose and fell quickly.

Mistress Rose stepped back and pointed to the bedding.

“Down on all fours.”

Elise obeyed at once.

The bell chimed as she moved.

That small sound made the position feel ten times worse. Naked, collared, on hands and knees in the straw, with the tiny bell announcing every shift of her body.

Mistress Rose circled her slowly.

“Crawl to the corner.”

Elise crawled.

Chime.

Chime.

Chime.

Every movement betrayed her obedience. Every little ring announced that she was following the order. She reached the corner of the stall and stopped.

Mistress Rose’s voice came from behind her.

“Did I say stop?”

Elise’s face burned.

“No, Mistress.”

“Then circle the stall.”

Elise continued crawling.

The bell rang with every movement, bright and delicate above the whisper of straw. Elise’s breasts swayed slightly beneath her. Her knees pressed into the bedding. Her ass still stung from punishment, a dull reminder each time her hips shifted.

She could feel Mistress Rose watching.

Not just watching her crawl.

Watching her become Daisy.

“Slower,” Mistress Rose said.

Elise slowed.

The bell chimed more distinctly now.

“Listen to it.”

Elise’s throat tightened.

“Yes, Mistress.”

“That is the sound of you being where you belong.”

Elise shivered.

Chime.

“That is the sound of your body obeying before your pride can argue.”

Chime.

“That is the sound of Elise becoming useful.”

Elise almost stumbled.

Mistress Rose noticed.

“Did that embarrass you?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Good. Continue.”

Elise crawled another slow circle of the stall.

By the time Mistress Rose told her to stop, her face was hot, her knees ached, and the bell had become part of her shame. She knelt again at Mistress Rose’s feet, breathing unevenly.

Mistress Rose looked down at her.

“What are you?”

Elise answered too quickly. “Daisy, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose’s eyebrow rose.

“What else?”

Elise swallowed. “Your dairy girl.”

“Not yet.”

The correction struck harder than expected.

Elise lowered her eyes. “Your applicant, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose touched the bell.

“An applicant with a name.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Say it fully.”

Elise lifted her chin.

“I am Daisy, your named applicant, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose considered her.

“Acceptable.”

The word filled Elise with ridiculous relief.

Mistress Rose walked to the shelf and opened the leather-bound book. She wrote something down slowly.

Elise watched from her knees.

“What are you writing, Mistress?”

Mistress Rose did not look up.

“Daisy’s first entry.”

Elise’s chest tightened.

Daisy’s.

Not Elise’s.

Mistress Rose read aloud as she wrote.

“Temporary barn name assigned. Responds strongly to collar bell. Crawling obedience improved. Shame response immediate. Pride weakened but present.”

Elise’s face burned.

Mistress Rose paused, then added, “Arousal obvious.”

Elise made a tiny sound.

Mistress Rose closed the book.

“Did I write something inaccurate?”

“No, Mistress.”

“Then thank me for keeping proper records.”

“Thank you for keeping proper records, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose set the book aside.

“Stand.”

Elise stood.

The bell chimed once as she rose.

Mistress Rose’s gaze moved over her body, slower now. Elise felt the inspection as deeply as touch. She became aware of everything: the hard points of her nipples, the nervous lift of her chest, the smallness of her breasts compared to the heavy curves of Mistress Rose’s body, the vulnerability of being naked while Mistress Rose remained dressed.

Mistress Rose took Elise’s left wrist and turned her arm outward, checking the cuff marks from the night before.

“Any soreness here?”

“A little, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose pressed gently around the skin.

Elise did not flinch.

“Manageable?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose checked the other wrist, then her knees, then guided Elise to turn.

Elise obeyed, presenting her back and the warmed curve of her ass.

Mistress Rose’s fingers touched the skin where the paddle had landed.

Elise sucked in a breath.

“Sore?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Too sore?”

“No, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose’s hand moved over her with clinical care and possessive calm.

“You marked nicely.”

Elise’s stomach fluttered.

“Thank you, Mistress.”

“That was not praise. It was an observation.”

Elise’s face warmed.

“Thank you for your observation, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose gave a low, pleased hum.

“Learning.”

Her hand lingered one second longer on Elise’s punished skin before withdrawing.

“Turn.”

Elise turned.

Mistress Rose’s eyes dropped to her breasts.

Elise felt them tighten further under the attention.

“Still eager.”

Elise’s cheeks flushed.

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Small,” Mistress Rose said thoughtfully, “but very honest.”

Elise’s gaze lowered.

Mistress Rose’s voice sharpened.

“Do not sulk.”

Elise looked up quickly. “Sorry, Mistress.”

“Did I insult them?”

Elise hesitated.

Mistress Rose waited.

“No, Mistress.”

“What did I say?”

“That they’re small but honest.”

“And are they?”

Elise’s face burned. “Yes, Mistress.”

“Then do not pout because your body tells the truth.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose stepped closer.

“Hands behind your back.”

Elise obeyed.

Mistress Rose touched one breast with the back of her fingers.

Elise trembled at once.

“Very honest,” Mistress Rose repeated.

Her fingers circled the nipple, not touching it directly.

Elise’s breathing changed.

Mistress Rose smiled faintly.

“Daisy likes being named.”

Elise swallowed. “Yes, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose brushed the nipple lightly.

Elise gasped.

The bell chimed softly when her body jerked.

Mistress Rose’s smile widened.

“Oh, that is useful.”

Elise looked down in mortification.

The bell had announced her reaction.

Mistress Rose did it again, touching the other nipple with the same delicate cruelty. Elise’s chest lifted, and the bell rang against her collar.

Chime.

Mistress Rose laughed softly.

“There. Now I can hear when your body answers me.”

Elise’s face burned hotter.

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Again.”

Elise’s eyes widened.

Mistress Rose pinched one nipple lightly between finger and thumb.

Elise moaned, and the bell chimed as her shoulders trembled.

Mistress Rose watched with satisfaction.

“Good Daisy.”

The name struck Elise so hard that her knees weakened.

Mistress Rose caught her by the collar ring before she could sway.

“Steady.”

Elise panted softly.

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Does the name make it worse?”

Elise’s eyes stung with shame.

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Does it make you wetter?”

Elise froze.

Mistress Rose’s gaze sharpened.

“Honesty.”

“Yes, Mistress,” Elise whispered.

Mistress Rose released her collar and circled behind her. Her hands settled on Elise’s hips, turning her slightly toward the mirror mounted on the stall wall.

Elise saw herself.

Naked. Collared. Bell at her throat. Nipples hard. Cheeks flushed. Hands locked behind her back.

Daisy.

Mistress Rose stood behind her in the reflection, clothed in burgundy, full-bodied and elegant, her hands on Elise’s narrow hips.

“Look at the difference,” Mistress Rose said.

Elise’s breath caught.

“Mistress…”

“Look.”

Elise looked.

Mistress Rose’s body filled the mirror behind her: soft, broad, lush, powerful. Elise looked smaller in front of her, exposed and nervous, thin in comparison, almost fragile.

Mistress Rose’s hands moved from Elise’s hips up to her waist, then under her breasts, lifting them gently.

“These are Daisy’s little breasts.”

Elise whimpered.

The bell chimed.

Mistress Rose’s eyes glinted in the mirror.

“They are not impressive.”

Elise’s face burned.

“They are not heavy. They are not full enough to make a proper dairy girl proud.”

Elise’s stomach twisted with humiliation.

“But they respond beautifully.”

Mistress Rose rolled both nipples between her fingers.

Elise gasped, and the bell rang again.

Chime.

“They harden when I speak to you.”

Another slow pinch.

Chime.

“They ache when I ignore them.”

Elise’s legs trembled.

“And they will learn.”

Mistress Rose’s voice softened, but only slightly.

“Won’t they, Daisy?”

Elise’s voice broke.

“Yes, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose held her gaze in the mirror.

“Say it.”

Elise swallowed.

“My little breasts will learn, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose smiled.

“Good girl.”

Elise hated how proud the praise made her feel.

Mistress Rose released her breasts but did not step away. One hand slid down Elise’s stomach, stopping just below her navel.

Elise’s entire body went rigid.

Mistress Rose’s mouth came close to her ear.

“What does Daisy want?”

Elise’s lips parted.

She knew better than to say nothing.

“She wants to be touched, Mistress.”

“Where?”

Elise’s face flushed.

“Between her legs.”

“Why?”

“Because she is aching.”

“From what?”

Elise’s gaze dropped in the mirror.

Mistress Rose caught her chin and lifted it.

“Look.”

Elise looked.

“From being named. From being touched. From the bell. From you, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose’s expression warmed with approval.

“That was almost pretty.”

Elise trembled.

Mistress Rose’s hand slipped lower.

Elise’s whole body went rigid as Mistress Rose’s fingers slid between her thighs and touched her pussy directly.

The contact was slow and deliberate, two fingers parting her carefully, feeling just how wet she had become from nothing more than a name, a bell, and Mistress Rose’s voice in her ear.

Mistress Rose’s eyes met hers in the mirror.

“Oh, Daisy,” she murmured. “Soaked already.”

Elise’s face burned.

“Yes, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose rubbed her slowly, dragging the wet juices upward with lazy, humiliating precision. Elise’s knees nearly buckled when those fingers circled her clit, light at first, then firmer, just enough pressure to make her gasp.

The bell chimed.

Mistress Rose smiled.

“There it is. Even your collar knows when you’re needy.”

Elise whimpered.

Mistress Rose kept rubbing her pussy in slow circles, watching every reaction in the mirror. Her free hand stayed at Elise’s waist, holding her upright while her fingers worked between Elise’s thighs with maddening control.

“Look at yourself,” Mistress Rose said.

Elise forced her eyes to the mirror.

She saw everything: her flushed face, her open mouth, her little breasts tight and trembling, the bell against her throat, and Mistress Rose’s hand moving between her legs.

The sight nearly broke her.

“Mistress…”

“What is Daisy feeling?”

Elise swallowed hard.

“Your fingers on her pussy, Mistress.”

“And?”

“They feel good.”

Mistress Rose’s fingers slowed.

“Lazy.”

Elise’s breath hitched.

“They feel too good, Mistress. They’re making Daisy desperate.”

Mistress Rose’s smile deepened.

“Better.”

Her fingers slipped lower, teasing Elise’s entrance, gathering more wetness before sliding back up to her clit. Elise moaned and the bell rang again, bright and traitorous against her collar.

Chime.

Mistress Rose laughed softly.

“I do like that sound.”

Elise’s hips twitched before she could stop them.

Mistress Rose’s fingers stopped immediately.

Elise froze.

“Did I give you permission to ride my hand?”

“No, Mistress.”

“Then what should Daisy do?”

“Stay still, Mistress.”

“Then stay still.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose resumed, but slower now, crueler. She rubbed Elise’s clit in delicate circles, then pressed two fingers against her entrance and slid them inside just enough to make Elise gasp.

The sensation made her whole body tighten.

Mistress Rose held her there, fingers buried shallowly inside her, thumb resting near her clit.

“Do you want more?”

Elise trembled. “Yes, Mistress.”

“Ask.”

“Please, Mistress. Please finger Daisy.”

Mistress Rose’s eyes darkened.

“Again.”

Elise’s shame burned hotter.

“Please finger your Daisy, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose pushed her fingers deeper.

Elise cried out.

The bell chimed sharply as her body jerked.

Mistress Rose watched her reflection with calm satisfaction, slowly fingering her while keeping her pinned against her own shame in the mirror. Each thrust was measured, controlled, never quite fast enough to satisfy, never soft enough to ignore. Her thumb brushed Elise’s clit every few strokes, sending little shocks through her body.

Elise’s breathing became ragged.

The bell kept ringing in tiny, helpless sounds.

Chime.

Chime.

Chime.

“Listen to yourself,” Mistress Rose whispered. “Every little sound says the same thing.”

Elise could barely speak. “What, Mistress?”

“That Daisy is easy.”

Elise whimpered.

Mistress Rose curled her fingers inside her.

Elise’s knees weakened.

“Color?”

“Green,” Elise gasped. “Green, Mistress.”

“Good.”

Mistress Rose fingered her a little faster, thumb circling her clit now, bringing Elise rapidly toward the edge. Elise’s hands clenched behind her back. Her thighs shook. Her body wanted to grind down, but she forced herself to stay still, trembling under Mistress Rose’s control.

“I’m close,” Elise whispered.

Mistress Rose smiled in the mirror.

“I know.”

“Please, Mistress…”

“Please what?”

“Please let Daisy come.”

Mistress Rose’s fingers kept moving.

“Why?”

Elise’s voice broke. “Because she needs it.”

Mistress Rose’s expression cooled.

“Wrong answer.”

She pulled her fingers out.

Elise made a broken, desperate sound.

The bell gave one final pathetic chime as her body sagged.

Mistress Rose held her upright with one hand around her waist.

“No,” she said softly. “Daisy does not come because she needs it.”

Elise panted, eyes wet with frustration.

“No, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose lifted her sticky wet fingers in front of Elise’s mouth.

“Daisy comes when I decide her need is useful.”

Elise swallowed.

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Open.”

Elise opened her mouth.

Mistress Rose placed her wet fingers on Elise’s tongue.

“Taste what your name did to you.”

Elise closed her lips around Mistress Rose’s fingers and cleaned them obediently, tasting herself under Mistress Rose’s calm gaze.

The humiliation was so sharp it almost felt like pleasure.

Mistress Rose withdrew her fingers slowly.

“Well?”

Elise swallowed.

“I taste needy, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose’s smile was slow.

“Yes. You do.”

She turned Elise back toward her, then took the collar bell between two fingers and made it ring once.

Chime.

“From now on, when you are in the barn, you answer to Daisy.”

Elise’s breath trembled.

“Yes, Mistress.”

“If I call Elise, it means I am checking on the woman beneath the role. If I call Daisy, I expect the dairy girl to answer.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“What are you?”

“Daisy, Mistress.”

“Whose Daisy?”

“Your Daisy.”

“What do you want?”

Elise’s eyes lifted to Mistress Rose’s.

“To become your dairy girl.”

Mistress Rose’s expression softened into something dangerously close to fondness.

“Perhaps.”

The uncertainty hurt.

It also made Elise desperate.

Mistress Rose stepped away and picked up the leather-bound book again. She wrote another note.

Elise stood naked in the middle of the stall, breathing hard, denied, bell resting against her throat.

Mistress Rose read aloud as she wrote.

“Daisy responds intensely to naming. Bell collar increases visible shame and arousal. Breast sensitivity high. Self-control under edging: poor but improving. Denial tolerance…”

She paused and looked at Elise.

Elise’s thighs trembled.

Mistress Rose wrote, “Developing.”

Elise swallowed.

Mistress Rose closed the book.

“You may put on your shift.”

Elise blinked.

The command felt almost merciful.

“Yes, Mistress.”

She reached for the thin white shift where it lay folded on the shelf and pulled it over her head. The fabric brushed her sensitized breasts, making the bell give a tiny chime as she shivered.

Mistress Rose’s eyes brightened.

“Charming.”

Elise flushed. “Thank you, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose clipped the lead to her collar.

“On your knees.”

Elise knelt.

The bell rang.

Mistress Rose looked down at her.

“Before we leave this stall, you will thank me properly.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Begin.”

Elise lowered her gaze.

“Thank you for giving me a barn name, Mistress.”

“And?”

“Thank you for making me Daisy.”

“And?”

Elise’s face burned.

“Thank you for my bell collar.”

“And?”

“Thank you for touching me.”

Mistress Rose’s eyebrow lifted.

Elise corrected herself quickly.

“Thank you for touching me and denying me, Mistress.”

“Better.”

Mistress Rose bent slightly, taking Elise’s chin between two fingers.

“And why did I deny you?”

Elise’s voice shook.

“Because Daisy has not earned release.”

“Not quite.”

Elise’s stomach tightened.

Mistress Rose’s gaze held her in place.

“Because Daisy’s release belongs to me.”

Elise felt the words settle inside her like a brand.

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Say it.”

“Daisy’s release belongs to you, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose smiled.

“Again.”

“Daisy’s release belongs to you.”

“Again, and make the bell ring.”

Elise’s breath caught.

She lowered her head in a small, obedient nod as she spoke.

“Daisy’s release belongs to you, Mistress.”

Chime.

Mistress Rose’s smile deepened.

“Good Daisy.”

The praise nearly undid her.

Mistress Rose turned toward the stall door.

“Crawl.”

Elise lowered herself to her hands and knees.

The bell chimed immediately.

Mistress Rose opened the half-door and stepped out into the aisle. Elise followed on all fours, the shift riding up, the collar bell announcing every movement.

Chime.

Chime.

Chime.

The barn seemed brighter this morning, or perhaps Elise simply felt more exposed in it. The sound of the bell carried softly through the aisle. Every step of Mistress Rose ahead of her was graceful and measured. Every crawl of Elise’s body behind her sounded small, obedient, named.

No longer just Elise.

Daisy.

Mistress Rose led her past the central platform, past the inspection post, past the milking room door that made Elise’s body tense with memory.

Elise slowed without meaning to.

Mistress Rose stopped.

The lead tightened.

Elise froze.

Mistress Rose turned back.

“Did the milking room distract you?”

Elise’s face burned.

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Do you want to go in?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

The answer came too quickly.

Mistress Rose’s eyes narrowed with amusement.

“Greedy little Daisy.”

Elise lowered her head.

“Yes, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose stepped closer and crouched in front of her in the aisle.

“Look at me.”

Elise looked.

Mistress Rose touched the bell.

“If you want to be a real dairy girl, you must be fitted properly. Yesterday, you were inspected as an applicant. Today, Daisy is prepared as equipment.”

Elise’s heart raced.

“Equipment, Mistress?”

Mistress Rose’s smile was calm, dark, and beautiful.

“Yes.”

She stood and tugged the lead gently.

“Come.”

Elise crawled after her, the bell ringing softly with every movement, her body still aching from denial and her mind fixed on one terrible, thrilling thought.

Mistress Rose had given her a name.

Now she was going to give Daisy a purpose.






CHAPTER TWO

Daisy crawled behind Mistress Rose through the barn aisle, the little bell at her collar announcing every movement.

Chime.

Chime.

Chime.

The sound had become unbearable.

Not because it was loud. It was delicate, almost pretty, a tiny bright note beneath the whisper of straw and the soft rhythm of Mistress Rose’s steps. That was what made it so humiliating. It did not sound cruel. It sounded sweet. Innocent. Cheerful.

As if Daisy were something harmless.

Something kept.

Something named.

Each chime reminded her that Elise had woken in the stall, but Daisy was the one crawling now.

Mistress Rose led her past the milking room and deeper into the barn, toward a part Daisy had not seen before. The aisle widened near the back, opening into a warm, lamplit fitting area. A tall mirror stood against one wall, its frame dark wood carved with roses. Beside it was a padded standing platform, a low bench, and a long table covered with carefully arranged items.

Leather straps.

Polished buckles.

Soft padding.

Daisy stopped without meaning to.

The lead tightened gently.

Mistress Rose looked back over her shoulder.

“Did I tell you to stop?”

Daisy blushed. “No, Mistress.”

“Then crawl properly.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

She crawled forward until Mistress Rose stopped beside the platform.

“Up.”

Daisy rose onto her knees.

“Stand.”

She stood, the bell chiming once at her throat.

Mistress Rose unclipped the lead from her collar and walked around her slowly.

Daisy kept her eyes down, though she could feel the mirror in front of her waiting like a threat.

“Look.”

Daisy lifted her gaze.

Her reflection stared back at her.

The thin white shift barely hid anything. Her bare legs looked too pale beneath the warm light. The bell collar made her throat look marked, claimed, ridiculous. Her cheeks were flushed from crawling. Her hair was slightly messy from the stall. Her nipples were still hard beneath the thin fabric from Mistress Rose’s earlier teasing.

She looked needy.

Worse, she looked like she knew it.

Mistress Rose appeared behind her in the mirror, burgundy dress elegant against her full body, one hand resting lightly on Daisy’s shoulder.

“Tell me what you see.”

Daisy swallowed. “Daisy, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose’s fingers tightened just slightly.

“Do not hide behind the name. Describe her.”

Daisy’s face warmed.

“She is collared.”

“And?”

“She is embarrassed.”

“And?”

Daisy’s eyes dropped in the mirror to the bell at her throat.

“She is wearing your bell.”

“And?”

“She wants to be fitted.”

Mistress Rose’s mouth curved.

“Does she?”

Daisy’s thighs tightened before she could stop them.

Mistress Rose noticed in the reflection.

“Open your legs.”

Daisy obeyed, placing her feet farther apart.

“Better. Dairy girls do not clench their thighs together every time the truth excites them.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose took the bottom of Daisy’s shift between two fingers.

“Arms up.”

Daisy raised her arms.

Mistress Rose pulled the shift slowly over her head.

The fabric dragged over Daisy’s breasts, catching briefly on her hard nipples. She gasped, and the bell chimed as her chest jerked.

Mistress Rose laughed softly.

“That bell may be my best idea yet.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose folded the shift neatly and placed it on the bench.

Daisy stood naked in front of the mirror.

Only the collar remained.

Only the bell.

Mistress Rose’s gaze moved over her body with that calm, devastating appraisal Daisy was beginning to crave and fear in equal measure.

“Hands behind your back.”

Daisy obeyed.

“Shoulders back.”

She straightened.

“Chin up.”

The bell trembled as she lifted her head.

Mistress Rose stood behind her, close enough that Daisy could feel the warmth of her through the space between them.

“Today,” Mistress Rose said, “you are fitted for your dairy harness.”

Daisy’s mouth went dry.

“Yes, Mistress.”

“This is not decoration. It is not costume. It is equipment.”

The word struck Daisy deep.

Equipment.

Not clothing.

Not lingerie.

Something used.

Something practical.

Something made to hold her in place.

Mistress Rose walked to the table and lifted the first piece of leather.

The harness was black, sturdy, and beautifully made. Soft padded straps crossed at the chest, with smaller adjustable bands designed to frame the breasts rather than cover them. There were rings at the front, at the sides, and between the thighs. A narrow waist strap connected to thigh straps.

Daisy stared at it, pulse quickening.

Mistress Rose held it up.

“You will not be allowed to hide in this.”

“No, Mistress.”

“You will not be allowed to pretend your body is not being presented.”

“No, Mistress.”

“You will watch while I put it on you.”

Daisy looked toward the mirror.

“Yes, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose stepped behind her and draped the first strap over her shoulders.

The leather was warm from Mistress Rose’s hands.

Daisy shivered.

The bell chimed.

Mistress Rose paused.

“Already?”

Daisy lowered her eyes in the mirror. “Sorry, Mistress.”

“No. Do not apologize for being responsive. Apologize when you disobey.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose adjusted the strap over her shoulder, then the other, drawing the harness down until the central ring rested just below Daisy’s collarbone. Her fingers brushed Daisy’s skin with clinical intimacy, moving slowly, fastening buckles, smoothing leather, tightening and loosening until the fit was exact.

The straps framed Daisy’s breasts.

Did not cover them.

Framed them.

That made it worse.

Her small breasts were lifted slightly by the harness, held apart and displayed, the nipples left exposed and already tight in the warm air. The leather seemed to point at them, emphasizing how naked she remained.

Mistress Rose saw her noticing.

“Look at them.”

Daisy’s cheeks burned.

She looked.

In the mirror, her breasts appeared even more vulnerable held in the harness. Small, yes. But exposed. Offered. Made important by the cruel attention of straps and buckles.

“What are you thinking?” Mistress Rose asked.

Daisy swallowed.

“That they look small, Mistress.”

“They are small.”

The bluntness made Daisy flinch.

Mistress Rose’s eyes lifted to hers in the reflection.

“And?”

Daisy forced herself to keep looking.

“And exposed.”

“And?”

“Like they belong in the harness.”

Mistress Rose’s smile warmed.

“Better.”

She cupped both breasts from beneath, lifting them slightly into the leather supports. Daisy gasped as Mistress Rose’s thumbs brushed the nipples.

The bell chimed.

“There,” Mistress Rose murmured. “They may not be heavy, but they are obedient.”

Daisy’s breath hitched.

Mistress Rose rolled one nipple slowly between finger and thumb.

Daisy’s knees weakened.

“Sensitive little things.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Honest little things.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Daisy’s little training teats.”

The phrase made Daisy’s face burn so hot she nearly looked away.

Mistress Rose caught her chin.

“No. You will look when I name parts of you.”

Daisy’s eyes returned to the mirror.

“Yes, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose pinched both nipples lightly at the same time.

Daisy cried out.

The bell rang sharp and bright.

Chime.

Mistress Rose’s mouth curved.

“Say it.”

Daisy’s voice shook. “Daisy’s little training teats, Mistress.”

“Again.”

“Daisy’s little training teats.”

“And what will they do?”

Daisy swallowed.

“They will learn, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose released her nipples and tightened the chest strap by one notch.

“They will.”

The next strap went around Daisy’s waist.

Mistress Rose’s arms came around her from behind, enclosing her briefly in the warmth of that full, powerful body. Daisy’s breath caught as Mistress Rose pulled the leather snug, her knuckles brushing Daisy’s stomach.

“You are shaking.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“From fear?”

“No, Mistress.”

“From what?”

Daisy’s voice came small. “Wanting.”

Mistress Rose buckled the waist strap.

“Wanting what?”

Daisy watched herself in the mirror.

“To be fitted.”

“And?”

“To be touched.”

“And?”

“To be used in the harness.”

Mistress Rose’s eyes darkened.

“Good Daisy.”

The praise made the bell tremble at her throat.

Mistress Rose knelt behind her to fit the thigh straps.

Daisy stared at the reflection, overwhelmed by the sight of Mistress Rose lowering herself behind her naked body. Mistress Rose’s hands slid down her hips, over her thighs, guiding her legs wider.

“Wider.”

Daisy obeyed.

The position left her open in the mirror.

Her body was still wet from the edging in the stall. She could see it. She knew Mistress Rose could see it.

Mistress Rose’s fingers moved along the inside of her thigh, fitting the first strap high and snug.

Daisy trembled.

“Still.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

The second thigh strap followed. Mistress Rose took her time, adjusting the angle, checking the fit, sliding two fingers beneath the leather to make sure it was not too tight.

Every practical touch felt obscene.

When Mistress Rose’s fingers brushed close to Daisy’s pussy, Daisy inhaled sharply.

Mistress Rose paused.

“Did you enjoy that?”

Daisy looked down.

“Yes, Mistress.”

“A strap being fitted?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Or my fingers being near your needy little cunt?”

Daisy’s legs trembled.

“The second, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose gave a pleased hum.

“Honesty is improving.”

She buckled the strap and stood.

Daisy looked at herself.

The harness had transformed her.

That was the only word.

Transformed.

She was still naked, but not simply naked. She was arranged. Framed. Held. The leather crossed her shoulders and waist, lifted and exposed her breasts, marked her thighs, and connected to the bell collar at her throat. The little brass tag at the center still hung blank.

Mistress Rose picked it up between two fingers.

“This will have your barn name engraved if you earn it.”

Daisy’s breath caught.

“Daisy?”

“Perhaps.”

The uncertainty twisted inside her.

“What would it say now, Mistress?”

Mistress Rose considered her reflection.

“Applicant.”

Daisy swallowed.

Mistress Rose smiled slightly.

“Does that disappoint you?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Good. Disappointment is useful. It shows me what you want.”

Daisy’s voice softened. “I want to earn Daisy.”

Mistress Rose stepped closer behind her.

“You have the name.”

Her hands rested on the waist strap.

“You have not earned the certainty of it.”

Daisy’s chest tightened.

“Yes, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose reached to the table and picked up a pair of thin black gloves. She pulled them on slowly while Daisy watched in the mirror. The sight made Daisy’s body clench.

Mistress Rose noticed.

“You like the gloves.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Why?”

Daisy hesitated.

Mistress Rose waited.

“They make your hands look… stricter.”

Mistress Rose smiled.

“An interesting answer.”

She picked up a slim riding crop from the table.

Daisy’s stomach fluttered.

Mistress Rose tapped it once against her own gloved palm.

“Posture training.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Arms at your sides.”

Daisy obeyed.

Mistress Rose circled her slowly, crop in hand, inspecting every line of the harness. She used the crop to lift Daisy’s chin.

“Higher.”

Daisy lifted it.

The crop touched her shoulder.

“Back.”

She adjusted.

The crop tapped the inside of her knee.

“Wider.”

Daisy widened her stance.

The crop slid lightly up the inside of her thigh, stopping just short of her pussy.

Daisy’s breath broke.

Mistress Rose looked at her in the mirror.

“Did I touch you?”

“No, Mistress.”

“Then why did your bell ring?”

Daisy blushed.

“Because Daisy wanted you to, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose smiled.

“Very good.”

The crop moved up, tracing the leather strap over Daisy’s hip, then the line of her stomach, then the underside of one breast. Daisy’s nipple tightened before the crop even touched it.

Mistress Rose tapped the very tip of the crop against it.

Daisy gasped.

Chime.

“Responsive.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

The crop tapped the other nipple.

Another chime.

Mistress Rose laughed softly.

“Ridiculously responsive.”

Daisy nodded.

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Thank me for noticing.”

“Thank you for noticing, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose stepped behind her and used the crop to guide Daisy’s hips back.

“Bend forward. Hands on the platform.”

Daisy obeyed.

The position made the harness shift, tightening across her chest and thighs. Her breasts hung slightly forward, framed by leather. The bell dangled beneath her throat.

In the mirror, she could see Mistress Rose standing behind her, crop in hand.

Daisy’s pulse pounded.

Mistress Rose ran the crop lightly down Daisy’s spine.

“Back arched.”

Daisy arched.

“Hips higher.”

She raised them.

“Do you see yourself?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“What do you see?”

Daisy’s voice trembled. “A harnessed applicant.”

“And?”

“A dairy girl in training.”

“And?”

Daisy’s cheeks burned.

“A needy one.”

Mistress Rose tapped the crop lightly against her ass.

“Very needy.”

Daisy whimpered.

Mistress Rose set the crop aside and placed both gloved hands on Daisy’s hips. The leather of the gloves was smooth and cool against her skin.

“Hold still.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose’s fingers slid between Daisy’s thighs from behind.

Daisy cried out softly.

The touch was different with gloves.

More impersonal.

More controlled.

Mistress Rose parted her slowly, spreading the wetness that had gathered there during the fitting.

“Oh, Daisy,” she said. “The harness has made such a mess of you.”

Daisy’s forehead lowered toward the platform.

Mistress Rose’s voice sharpened.

“Head up. Look.”

Daisy lifted her head and forced herself to watch in the mirror as Mistress Rose touched her from behind.

Mistress Rose rubbed her pussy in slow, humiliating strokes, gloved fingers sliding over her clit, then down to tease her entrance, then back up again. Daisy’s whole body shook.

The bell rang in little broken notes.

Chime.

Chime.

Chime.

Mistress Rose’s free hand tightened on Daisy’s hip.

“Still.”

Daisy tried.

Mistress Rose slid one gloved finger inside her.

Daisy gasped so hard the bell jerked against her collar.

Mistress Rose pushed in slowly, watching Daisy’s reflection with cool satisfaction.

“Does Daisy like being touched in her harness?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Does she like being bent over for fitting?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Does she like knowing the mirror sees every shameful little response?”

Daisy’s voice cracked.

“Yes, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose added a second finger.

Daisy moaned.

“Rules,” Mistress Rose said.

Daisy blinked through the pleasure.

“Mistress?”

“Recite them.”

Daisy’s eyes widened.

Mistress Rose’s fingers stopped inside her.

“Do you need me to repeat myself?”

“No, Mistress.”

“Then begin.”

Daisy swallowed hard.

“I answer when spoken to.”

Mistress Rose’s fingers curled inside her.

Daisy’s knees nearly buckled.

“I do not hide my body unless given permission.”

Mistress Rose began moving again, slow and deep, her gloved fingers sliding in and out with maddening precision.

“I do not touch myself without your permission.”

“Good,” Mistress Rose murmured.

“I ask before touching you.”

Mistress Rose’s thumb found Daisy’s clit.

Daisy almost lost the next line.

The bell chimed wildly.

“I thank you for correction.”

Mistress Rose rubbed her clit in small circles while fingering her, making Daisy’s voice shake.

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

“And what is Daisy’s need?” Mistress Rose asked.

Daisy’s breath broke.

“To come, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose’s hand slowed.

“Continue.”

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

Mistress Rose pushed her fingers deep and held them there.

“Color?”

“Green, Mistress.”

“Good.”

She withdrew her fingers completely.

Daisy cried out in frustration.

The bell gave one sharp, pathetic sound.

Mistress Rose stepped back.

Daisy stayed bent over, shaking, empty, denied.

“Mistress…”

Mistress Rose removed one glove slowly.

“Did you think posture training ended in release?”

Daisy panted. “No, Mistress.”

“Liar.”

Daisy closed her eyes.

Mistress Rose’s voice cooled.

“Look at me.”

Daisy opened her eyes and met Mistress Rose’s gaze in the mirror.

“Yes, Mistress. I hoped.”

“Hope is not disobedience,” Mistress Rose said. “Expecting is.”

Daisy swallowed. “Yes, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose held the wet glove near Daisy’s face.

“Clean it.”

Daisy’s cheeks burned.

She turned her head, opened her mouth, and took Mistress Rose’s gloved fingers between her lips. The taste of herself spread over the leather, wet and humiliating. Mistress Rose made her lick each finger, slowly, until the glove was clean.

“Good.”

Mistress Rose removed the second glove and set both aside.

“Stand.”

Daisy pushed herself upright on trembling legs.

The harness creaked softly as she moved.

Mistress Rose guided her to turn and kneel.

Daisy sank down at once, grateful and ashamed.

Mistress Rose stood over her, full-bodied and beautiful in burgundy, while Daisy knelt in the leather harness, bare and aching.

“You have been touched enough.”

Daisy lowered her eyes.

“Yes, Mistress.”

“But you are still too tense.”

Daisy looked up, confused.

Mistress Rose reached to the tie of her own dress.

Daisy’s breath caught.

Mistress Rose smiled.

“A calming reward,” she said. “Do not mistake it for your pleasure.”

“No, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose loosened the burgundy dress and let the top fall open. She did not fully undress. She only exposed her breasts, heavy and soft, framed by the rich fabric.

Daisy stared.

Mistress Rose watched her with amusement.

“So easily distracted.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Come here.”

Daisy crawled forward until she knelt between Mistress Rose’s feet.

Mistress Rose sat on the bench and guided Daisy’s face upward.

“You may worship my breasts.”

Daisy’s voice trembled. “Thank you, Mistress.”

“Ask properly.”

“Please, Mistress, may Daisy worship your breasts?”

Mistress Rose’s fingers threaded through Daisy’s hair.

“Yes.”

Daisy leaned forward and kissed the underside of one breast.

Mistress Rose sighed softly.

The sound went through Daisy like a reward.

She kissed again, slower, then pressed her mouth to the warm softness and let herself sink into worship. Mistress Rose’s breasts were heavy against her lips, lush and real and overwhelming after so much humiliation. Daisy kissed the curve, then the nipple, then drew it into her mouth with careful devotion.

Mistress Rose’s hand tightened in her hair.

“Gentle.”

Daisy softened her mouth.

“Better.”

Daisy sucked slowly, tongue circling the nipple until it hardened. The harness rubbed against her own sensitive nipples as she moved, making her ache worse, but she ignored it. This was not for her.

Mistress Rose’s breathing deepened.

Daisy’s pride flickered. She could make Mistress Rose feel good. Even denied, even small, even not yet fully Daisy, she could serve.

Mistress Rose guided her to the other breast.

Daisy obeyed, kissing, licking, sucking with more confidence now.

“Useful mouth,” Mistress Rose murmured.

Daisy whimpered around her nipple.

“Do not get greedy.”

Daisy pulled back at once.

Mistress Rose smiled down at her.

“Learning.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose held Daisy’s chin and made her look up.

“Tell me what you are worshipping.”

Daisy swallowed.

“Your breasts, Mistress.”

“Lazy.”

Daisy flushed.

“Your beautiful, heavy breasts.”

“And why?”

“Because they are above me.”

“And?”

“Because you allowed me to.”

“And?”

Daisy’s voice softened.

“Because Daisy wants to please you.”

Mistress Rose’s eyes warmed.

“Continue.”

Daisy returned to her worship, slower now, more careful. She kissed the soft skin between Mistress Rose’s breasts, then along the underside, then each nipple again. Mistress Rose let her continue until Daisy’s body began to tremble too obviously from her own frustration.

Then Mistress Rose pushed her back gently.

“Enough.”

Daisy stopped immediately, though every part of her wanted to beg.

Mistress Rose closed her dress.

The sight of those heavy breasts disappearing behind burgundy fabric felt like a punishment.

Mistress Rose stood and adjusted herself with calm elegance.

Daisy remained kneeling, harnessed, wet, aching, and denied.

“Thank me.”

Daisy lowered her head.

“Thank you for allowing Daisy to worship your breasts, Mistress.”

“And?”

“Thank you for stopping her before she became greedy.”

Mistress Rose smiled faintly.

“Very good.”

She picked up the crop again.

Daisy’s stomach fluttered.

Mistress Rose did not use it, she clipped the lead to the front ring of the harness, lower than the collar.

Daisy felt the difference immediately. The pull came from her chest now, from the center of the straps that framed her breasts.

Mistress Rose gave a gentle tug.

Daisy’s body followed.

“This,” Mistress Rose said, “is equipment.”

Daisy’s breath quickened.

“Yes, Mistress.”

“And now we see if it holds you properly.”

She turned toward the milking room.

Daisy’s whole body reacted.

The bell chimed once.

Mistress Rose looked back with a slow smile.

“Greedy.”

Daisy lowered her gaze, trembling in the harness.

“Yes, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose walked forward, and the lead pulled lightly at the center of Daisy’s harness.

Daisy followed on her hands and knees.

The bell rang at her throat.

The leather creaked softly around her body.

The milking room waited ahead, bright and white and humming.

And Daisy crawled toward it, fitted at last, aching to discover what kind of equipment Mistress Rose intended her to become.


CHAPTER THREE

The milking room seemed brighter when Daisy entered it in the harness.

The white tile gleamed beneath the lights. The polished metal fixtures reflected everything in clean, fractured shapes. The station waited in the center of the room, black padding smooth and warm-looking, restraints neatly arranged, mirrors angled with deliberate cruelty.

The machine hummed softly.

Patiently.

As if it had been waiting for her.

Daisy stopped at the threshold, still on her hands and knees, the lead attached to the front ring of her dairy harness. The leather crossed her body snugly, framing her breasts, holding her thighs, making every part of her feel presented even before Mistress Rose ordered her into position.

The little bell at her throat gave a soft chime as she swallowed.

Mistress Rose looked down at her.

“Already distracted.”

Daisy’s face warmed. “Yes, Mistress.”

“By the room?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“By the machine?”

Daisy’s thighs tightened.

“Yes, Mistress.”

“By the thought of what it did to you yesterday?”

Daisy’s breath shook.

“Yes, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose’s eyes moved over her with cool amusement.

“Greedy little thing.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose gave the lead a gentle tug.

“In.”

Daisy crawled into the milking room.

The change from straw to tile made her feel suddenly exposed. There was no rustle of bedding to soften her movement, no warm barn shadows to hide in. The room was too clean, too bright, too honest. Every little chime of the bell sounded louder here.

Mistress Rose closed the door behind them.

The latch clicked.

Daisy’s pulse jumped.

Mistress Rose noticed.

“It is still not locked.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“You may leave.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“You may stop.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“You may slow down.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose stepped in front of her and crouched, lifting Daisy’s chin.

“Color?”

“Green, Mistress.”

“Do you want to be milked today?”

Daisy’s answer came too quickly.

“Yes, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose’s smile curved.

“Of course you do.”

Daisy’s cheeks burned.

Mistress Rose’s thumb brushed the bell beneath Daisy’s throat.

“Do you want the harness used?”

Daisy swallowed. “Yes, Mistress.”

“Do you want to be restrained?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Made to watch yourself?”

The mirror seemed to wait for her answer.

Daisy’s voice dropped. “Yes, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose studied her face.

“And if anything becomes too much?”

“I say yellow or red, Mistress.”

“If you cannot speak?”

“I tap twice.”

“Show me.”

Daisy tapped twice against the tile.

Mistress Rose nodded.

“Again.”

Daisy tapped twice.

“Good.”

Mistress Rose stood.

“Today is your first proper milking as Daisy. Yesterday, you were introduced to the room. Today, we test whether Daisy can be useful in it.”

The word useful sank into her.

“Yes, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose pointed to the station.

“Up.”

Daisy rose unsteadily.

The harness shifted as she stood, the leather snug around her ribs and thighs. The lead pulled lightly at her chest, making her feel guided not by the collar now but by the equipment itself.

Mistress Rose unclipped the lead and hung it on a hook beside the station.

“Step onto the platform.”

Daisy obeyed.

“Face the mirror.”

Daisy turned.

Her reflection appeared in full.

She had not looked this thoroughly since the harness was fitted. Under the brighter light, it looked more severe. The black leather cut clean lines across her pale skin, lifting her small breasts and leaving the nipples exposed. The thigh straps framed her legs. The brass tag at the center still blank, still waiting for a name she had not fully earned.

The bell at her throat caught the light.

Daisy looked like something prepared.

Something ready to be used.

Mistress Rose stood behind her reflection, burgundy dress dark and elegant, her body full and powerful behind Daisy’s smaller frame.

“Tell me what you see,” Mistress Rose said.

Daisy’s voice trembled. “Daisy, Mistress.”

“What is Daisy wearing?”

“Your harness.”

“Why?”

“To be held.”

“And?”

“To be presented.”

“And?”

“To be milked.”

Mistress Rose smiled.

“Better.”

She stepped closer, her hands moving to Daisy’s shoulders.

“You will watch everything today.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“You will say your barn name when I ask.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“You will not hide from the mirror.”

“No, Mistress.”

“You will not pretend the harness does not excite you.”

“No, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose’s hands moved lower, over the harness straps, checking them one by one. Her touch was practical, but Daisy’s body responded anyway. The bell chimed when Mistress Rose’s fingers grazed one nipple.

Mistress Rose laughed softly.

“I barely touched you.”

Daisy flushed. “Yes, Mistress.”

“So easy.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose guided her backward toward the station.

“Sit.”

Daisy sat on the black padding.

“Lie back.”

She obeyed.

Daisy settled onto her back, the station cradling her body in warm, firm support. Mistress Rose adjusted the angle until Daisy could see herself clearly in the mirror: lying back beneath the lights, harnessed and collared, the leather outlining every place she wished she could hide.

Mistress Rose secured the first wrist.

Then the second.

The straps closed over Daisy’s cuffs, snug but not painful, holding her arms slightly away from her body so she could not cover herself.

“Color?”

“Green, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose moved to her ankles.

The ankle restraints clicked into place.

Then Mistress Rose attached two short straps from the station to the rings at Daisy’s thighs, fixing her legs open. Daisy lay on her back, wrists strapped, ankles secured apart, hips displayed, breasts exposed and lifted by the harness.

The position was unmistakable.

The mirror showed everything.

Daisy’s breath caught.

Mistress Rose looked up.

“Color?”

“Green, Mistress.”

“Embarrassed?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Good.”

Mistress Rose stood beside her and adjusted the harness at Daisy’s chest, clipping a short strap from the station to the center ring. It held Daisy’s upper body more securely against the padding, making it impossible for her to twist away from the mirror.

The bell chimed as Daisy tried to breathe steadily.

Mistress Rose’s eyes gleamed.

“Beautiful.”

Daisy’s heart lurched.

“Mistress?”

“You heard me.”

Daisy’s eyes stung.

Mistress Rose touched the bell.

“Do not become sentimental. I said the harness holds you beautifully. I did not say you had earned relief.”

Daisy flushed.

“Yes, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose walked to the counter and lifted the milking cups.

Daisy’s body tightened at the sight.

The cups were soft-edged and familiar now, attached to slim tubes that led to the machine. Yesterday, they had seemed strange. Today, they looked like a promise.

Or a threat.

Mistress Rose held one up.

“What are these for?”

Daisy swallowed.

“Daisy’s little training teats, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose’s smile deepened.

“Good.”

She came closer and warmed the cup briefly in her hands before fitting it over Daisy’s left nipple.

The seal formed.

Daisy gasped.

The second followed.

The cups enclosed her sensitive nipples with soft pressure, the harness holding her breasts steady and perfectly exposed. Mistress Rose adjusted the tubing, then turned the dial.

The machine began.

A slow pull.

Release.

Pull.

Release.

Daisy moaned immediately.

The bell trembled at her throat.

Mistress Rose stood beside her, watching with calm satisfaction.

“Oh, Daisy,” she said. “That was the first pulse.”

Daisy flushed with embarrassment. “Yes, Mistress.”

“Look in the mirror.”

Daisy forced herself to look.

The sight was worse than the feeling.

Her body was strapped open, leather harness framing her, tubes attached to her breasts, the cups working in slow rhythm while Mistress Rose stood above her fully clothed. Daisy’s cheeks were flushed, lips parted, eyes already unfocused.

A dairy girl in training.

A named applicant.

Equipment being tested.

Mistress Rose adjusted the suction slightly.

Daisy cried out.

“Too much?”

“No, Mistress.”

“Color.”

“Green, Mistress.”

“Good.”

The machine kept its rhythm, drawing sensation from Daisy’s breasts in steady pulses. The harness made the sensation sharper somehow, keeping her displayed and held, denying her the comfort of movement.

Mistress Rose picked up the leather-bound dairy book from the counter and opened it.

“First harnessed milking,” she said aloud as she wrote. “Subject: Daisy. Status: temporary named applicant. Response to breast suction…”

The machine pulled.

Daisy whimpered.

Mistress Rose wrote, “Immediate.”

Mistress Rose looked at her.

“Thank me for keeping records.”

Daisy turned her eyes back to the mirror.

“Thank you for keeping records, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose wrote again.

“Mirror shame remains severe. Bell response useful.”

The bell gave a tiny chime as Daisy shifted.

Mistress Rose smiled.

“Very useful.”

Daisy’s body was already warming too quickly. The cups tugged at her nipples in soft, relentless pulses. Each pull sent a line of sensation down through her stomach and between her thighs, where she was exposed, wet, and untouched.

Mistress Rose noticed the way her breathing changed.

“Needy already?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“From the milking?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“From the mirror?”

Daisy swallowed.

“Yes, Mistress.”

“From being called Daisy?”

The bell chimed when Daisy shivered.

“Yes, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose set the book aside and came closer.

“Say your name.”

“Daisy, Mistress.”

“Whose Daisy?”

“Your Daisy.”

“What does Daisy want to become?”

“Your dairy girl.”

Mistress Rose’s hand moved to the dial.

The suction deepened.

Daisy gasped.

“What does Daisy’s body do in my milking room?”

Daisy’s voice shook.

“It obeys, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose’s hand slid down Daisy’s stomach.

“And?”

“It responds.”

Her fingers reached the wetness between Daisy’s thighs.

Daisy jerked against the straps.

The bell rang.

Mistress Rose smiled.

“And?”

Daisy could barely breathe.

“It gets needy.”

Mistress Rose touched her pussy slowly, dragging two fingers through the moist heat there.

“Very needy.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose rubbed her in slow circles, just enough to intensify the pulsing ache from the cups at her breasts. Daisy’s body tried to lift toward her hand, but the straps and harness held her in place.

Mistress Rose looked toward the mirror.

“Watch.”

Daisy watched.

She saw Mistress Rose’s hand between her legs, moving slowly, spreading her wetness. She saw the milking cups pulse against her breasts. She saw herself trying not to writhe.

Mistress Rose’s fingers circled her clit.

Daisy moaned.

The machine pulled.

Her body clenched.

Mistress Rose’s voice lowered.

“You are easier to read in the harness.”

Daisy panted softly. “Yes, Mistress.”

“Every strap tells me where your body wants to move.”

Her fingers pressed slightly firmer.

Daisy cried out.

“Every bell chime tells me when you fail to stay still.”

The bell rang again.

“Every little sound tells me how close you are to begging.”

Daisy’s eyes filled with desperate heat.

“Please, Mistress…”

Mistress Rose stopped moving.

Daisy froze beneath her.

“Please what?”

Daisy’s face burned so hot from shame that she could feel it in her ears. The machine tugged at her breasts, slow and cruel, and Mistress Rose’s fingers rested wetly between her thighs, close enough to ruin her but not enough to satisfy.

“Please put your fingers in Daisy’s pussy, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose’s eyes darkened.

The silence that followed was almost worse than the words.

“Again.”

Daisy trembled.

“Please, Mistress. Please put your fingers inside Daisy’s pussy.”

Mistress Rose smiled.

“At least she remembered her name.”

Her fingers slipped lower, teasing Daisy’s entrance before sliding inside.

Daisy cried out.

The sound echoed off the tile, high and helpless, followed by the tiny bright chime of the bell at her throat.

Mistress Rose covered Daisy’s mouth lightly with her free hand.

“Not yet. I want your voice, but not without control.”

Daisy nodded beneath her palm.

Mistress Rose removed it.

“Better.”

Her fingers moved slowly inside Daisy, curling with precise, devastating pressure. Her thumb circled Daisy’s clit, never quite fast enough, never quite soft enough to ignore. The cups tugged and released, tugged and released, until Daisy’s whole body began to shake.

“Color.”

“Green, Mistress.”

“Good.”

Mistress Rose fingered her deeper.

Daisy’s head fell back.

“Mirror.”

Daisy forced her head up and looked.

Mistress Rose’s reflection watched her from beside the station, one hand working between Daisy’s spread thighs while the machine milked her breasts. Daisy’s body was flushed and trembling, strapped open, mouth parted around desperate breaths.

She had never looked so used.

She had never wanted anything more.

“I’m close,” Daisy whispered.

Mistress Rose smiled.

“I know.”

Daisy whimpered.

Mistress Rose pulled her fingers free.

Daisy cried out in frustration.

The machine kept pulsing at her breasts, dragging her closer and nowhere at once.

Mistress Rose stepped away.

“No,” Daisy whimpered before she could stop herself.

Mistress Rose turned.

Daisy froze.

“Mistress…”

“No?”

“I’m sorry, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose walked back slowly.

“Daisy is demanding now?”

“No, Mistress.”

“Daisy thinks the milking room belongs to her?”

“No, Mistress.”

“Then why did she complain?”

Daisy’s eyes stung.

“Because she was desperate.”

Mistress Rose touched her cheek.

“Yes. She is.”

The gentleness made it worse.

Mistress Rose turned the suction down slightly.

Daisy exhaled shakily.

Then Mistress Rose walked to a drawer beneath the counter and opened it.

Daisy watched in the mirror.

Mistress Rose removed a black leather harness of her own.

And a smooth strap-on.

Daisy’s entire body went still.

Mistress Rose laid both on the counter with deliberate care.

The room seemed to shrink around them.

Mistress Rose looked at Daisy’s reflection.

“Color.”

Daisy swallowed hard.

“Green, Mistress.”

“Are you sure?”

Daisy’s voice trembled.

“Yes, Mistress. Nervous. But green.”

Mistress Rose nodded.

“This will be slow. You will tell me if you need yellow. You will tell me if anything hurts. You will remember that intensity is not the same as danger.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“And you will keep watching.”

Daisy’s pulse pounded.

“Yes, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose removed her burgundy dress with unhurried elegance, hanging it on the wall hook. Beneath it, she wore black lingerie that held her full body beautifully: heavy breasts lifted by lace, hips soft and wide, stomach warm and real.

Daisy stared helplessly.

Mistress Rose saw and smiled.

“Still hungry.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose removed the lingerie next, leaving herself bare beneath the white light.

The contrast between them made Daisy ache. Mistress Rose stood free, powerful, lush, in command. Daisy lay restrained, harnessed, milked, and open.

Mistress Rose stepped into the strap-on harness and fastened it around her hips. Daisy watched the leather settle against Mistress Rose’s soft body, watched her adjust the toy with calm hands, watched her become something even more intimidating.

Mistress Rose turned back toward her.

“Do you want this?”

Daisy’s throat tightened.

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Say what you want.”

Daisy could barely speak.

“I want you to use it on Daisy, Mistress.”

“Why?”

Daisy’s body trembled beneath the continuing pulse at her breasts.

“Because Daisy wants to be taken in her harness.”

Mistress Rose’s expression darkened with pleasure.

“Good.”

She returned to the station and stood between Daisy’s spread thighs. Daisy was still on her back beneath her, wrists strapped, ankles secured apart, hips displayed, breasts held by the milking cups. Mistress Rose adjusted Daisy’s position, raising her hips slightly, checking the straps at her thighs and the rings at the harness.

The machine continued at low rhythm, keeping Daisy’s nipples sensitive and tight. Mistress Rose touched Daisy between the legs again, spreading her slowly, making sure she was ready.

“Breathe.”

Daisy breathed.

“Color.”

“Green, Mistress.”

Daisy expected the strap-on to press against her pussy. Her body was already waiting for it, open and aching, every nerve trained on the slow approach.

Instead, Mistress Rose angled lower.

The smooth head of the toy pressed against Daisy’s ass.

Daisy went still.

“Mistress…”

Mistress Rose paused immediately. “Color.”

Daisy swallowed hard. “Green, Mistress. Surprised, but green.”

“Good.”

Mistress Rose held the pressure there, not entering, only letting Daisy feel the humiliating possibility of it.

“You thought you knew where I intended to use you.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose pressed just a little more firmly.

“Not today. But one day, Daisy will be trained here too.”

Daisy’s breath shook.

The shame of it went straight through her.

“Yes, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose leaned over her, heavy breasts brushing Daisy’s harnessed chest.

“And when that day comes, you will tell me the truth the way you just did.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose shifted the strap-on upward, dragging it slowly through Daisy’s wetness until it pressed against her pussy instead.

Daisy gasped.

“Now,” Mistress Rose murmured, “take what you were expecting.”

She pushed in slowly.

Daisy cried out, the sound breaking into a moan as the strap-on filled her with deliberate pressure. Mistress Rose did not rush. She held Daisy’s thighs, watching her face, watching the mirror, watching every little bell chime and breathless twitch as Daisy’s body opened around her.

The machine continued to work at Daisy’s breasts.

Pull.

Release.

Pull.

Release.

Mistress Rose withdrew, then entered again.

Daisy moaned.

This time Mistress Rose moaned too, low and controlled, almost under her breath.

Daisy heard it.

The sound ruined her.

Mistress Rose was not untouched by this. Her breath warmed. Her skin began to shine beneath the lights. Her dark hair loosened around her face as her hips moved with slow, dominant rhythm.

“Listen to that,” Mistress Rose said, voice thicker now. “Even I can hear what a mess you are.”

Daisy whimpered.

Mistress Rose gripped the side rings of Daisy’s harness and used them to hold her hips steady against the station with each thrust.

The leather tightened across Daisy’s body. The bell rang. The milking cups tugged harder at her nipples as Mistress Rose reached for the dial and increased the pulse.

Daisy cried out.

The pleasure was too much and not enough at the same time. The strap-on filled her. The machine milked her. The mirror showed everything. Mistress Rose’s body moved above her, lush and sweaty and powerful, taking control of Daisy’s pleasure like it belonged to her.

Because it did.

“Watch,” Mistress Rose ordered.

Daisy forced her eyes to the mirror.

She saw herself strapped open, harnessed, fucked, milked. She saw Mistress Rose between her thighs, hips moving with patient force, full breasts shifting with every thrust, one hand gripping the harness like a handle.

Daisy looked ruined.

Mistress Rose looked magnificent.

“Say your name.”

“Daisy,” she gasped.

“Again.”

“Daisy, Mistress.”

“That is who is taking me.”

Daisy moaned.

Mistress Rose thrust deeper.

“That is who is being milked.”

The cups pulled.

Daisy’s back arched.

“That is who is going to come when I allow it.”

“Please, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose’s thumb found Daisy’s clit.

Daisy nearly screamed.

“Not yet.”

Daisy shook beneath her, trapped between the machine, the toy, and Mistress Rose’s hand. The room smelled of heat, leather, sweat, and sex. Mistress Rose’s breathing grew rougher. Daisy could hear her moans now, low and satisfied each time Daisy’s body tightened around the strap-on.

“You like hearing me enjoy this,” Mistress Rose said.

“Yes, Mistress.”

“You like being useful enough to make me moan.”

“Yes.”

Mistress Rose thrust hard enough to make the bell ring sharply.

“Yes, Mistress,” Daisy corrected, breathless.

“Good.”

The pace deepened.

Daisy’s body strained against the restraints. Sweat gathered under the collar, beneath the harness straps, along the curve of her back. Mistress Rose’s skin gleamed too, her stomach and breasts damp with heat, her control made even more devastating by the fact that she was enjoying herself.

Daisy felt herself climbing too fast.

“Mistress, I’m close.”

“I know.”

“Please.”

Mistress Rose leaned over her, thumb circling her clit, hips moving with ruthless steadiness.

“Say what you are.”

Daisy’s eyes filled with tears.

“Your Daisy.”

“More.”

“Your dairy girl.”

“More.”

Daisy’s voice broke.

“Your useful dairy stock.”

Mistress Rose smiled.

“There.”

She thrust deep and held Daisy there.

“Come.”

Daisy shattered.

The orgasm tore through her with brutal force. Her breasts pulsed under the cups. Her clit throbbed beneath Mistress Rose’s thumb. The strap-on filled her as Mistress Rose kept moving, slow and deep, drawing every wave out of her.

Daisy cried out, body straining against leather and restraint, bell ringing in helpless little bursts.

Chime.

Chime.

Chime.

Mistress Rose moaned above her, using the harness to hold Daisy steady, riding out the pleasure of watching her fall apart.

Daisy saw herself in the mirror as she came.

Harnessed.

Milked.

Fucked.

Named.

Daisy.

Mistress Rose slowed only when Daisy collapsed back against the padding, shaking and breathless. She turned the milking machine down, then off, releasing the cups one by one. Daisy gasped as her nipples were freed, tender and flushed.

Mistress Rose withdrew carefully, watching Daisy’s face.

Daisy whimpered at the emptiness.

Mistress Rose placed a hand on her stomach.

“Breathe.”

Daisy breathed.

“Again.”

She obeyed.

“Color.”

“Green,” Daisy whispered. “Overwhelmed, but green.”

Mistress Rose’s expression softened by a fraction.

“Good.”

She unfastened the straps at Daisy’s wrists first, then her ankles, then the harness attachments. She did not remove the harness itself. Daisy remained dressed in it, marked by it, held by its shape even without the station.

Mistress Rose fetched water.

“Drink.”

Daisy drank.

“More.”

She drank again.

Mistress Rose touched Daisy’s cheek.

“Are you with me?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Who are you?”

Daisy swallowed.

“Daisy.”

Mistress Rose smiled slightly.

“Good.”

She helped Daisy sit up slowly.

The room tilted for a second, then steadied. Daisy’s body felt warm, heavy, tender, and strangely hollowed out. The aftershocks still trembled through her thighs.

Mistress Rose guided her off the station and down onto a folded blanket on the floor.

“Kneel if you can. Sit if you need.”

Daisy tried to kneel, but her legs shook too badly.

Mistress Rose noticed.

“Sit.”

Daisy obeyed immediately, folding her legs beneath her as best she could.

Mistress Rose wrote in the dairy book.

Daisy watched through half-lidded eyes.

“First proper harnessed milking,” Mistress Rose read aloud as she wrote. “Machine tolerance improved. Mirror obedience improved. Strap-on introduction successful. Orgasm permitted after verbal surrender.”

Daisy’s face flushed even through the haze.

Mistress Rose looked down at her.

“What did Daisy call herself?”

Daisy’s throat tightened.

“Useful dairy stock.”

Mistress Rose wrote it down.

Daisy made a tiny embarrassed sound.

Mistress Rose’s eyes lifted.

“You said it.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“You came when you said it.”

Daisy burned.

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Then it belongs in the record.”

Daisy lowered her gaze.

“Yes, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose closed the book and came to stand before her.

Daisy looked up.

Mistress Rose had not dressed yet. She remained naked except for the strap-on harness around her hips, full body warm under the milking room light, hair slightly loosened, eyes dark with satisfaction.

Daisy stared at her.

Mistress Rose noticed.

“Still hungry?”

Daisy’s voice was barely above a whisper.

“Yes, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose touched Daisy’s chin.

“Even after release.”

Daisy flushed.

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Greedy.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose stepped closer, the toy resting inches from Daisy’s lips.

“Clean it.”

Daisy obeyed immediately.

She opened her mouth and took the wet head onto her tongue, tasting herself at once. The humiliation of it made her shiver. Mistress Rose had used her, made her come, emptied her into obedience — and now Daisy knelt in the harness, cleaning the evidence from the very thing that had done it.

Mistress Rose rested one hand on Daisy’s head.

“Slowly.”

Daisy slowed.

Her tongue dragged along the length, careful and devoted, licking away the wetness in long strokes. She cleaned around the head, down the shaft, then closer to the base where it met Mistress Rose’s harness. The nearer she got to Mistress Rose’s body, the more deeply she felt her place: kneeling, mouth open, still trembling, still useful.

Mistress Rose looked down at her with quiet satisfaction.

“Good Daisy. No hesitation this time.”

Daisy moaned softly around the toy.

“Do not get greedy,” Mistress Rose said.

Daisy stilled, then resumed more carefully, sucking and licking until Mistress Rose finally touched her cheek.

“Enough.”

Daisy pulled back at once, lips wet, face flushed, body still shaking from the release Mistress Rose had allowed.

Mistress Rose lifted Daisy’s chin.

“Thank me.”

“Thank you, Mistress.”

“For using you.”

Daisy swallowed.

“Thank you for using me, Mistress.”

“And for making you clean up afterward.”

Daisy’s cheeks burned.

“Thank you for making me clean up afterward, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose smiled.

“There. Much better when you do as you are told.”

Mistress Rose removed the strap-on harness, setting it aside to be washed properly later. She slipped into a robe and returned with a warm towel.

She cleaned Daisy gently.

The tenderness after everything almost undid her.

Mistress Rose washed between Daisy’s thighs with calm care, then her stomach, then her tender breasts where the cups had marked her with redness rather than bruises. Daisy stayed still, too exhausted and emotional to do anything else.

“Mistress?”

“Yes?”

“Was Daisy good?”

Mistress Rose paused.

Then she touched the bell at Daisy’s throat.

“Daisy was promising.”

The answer hurt.

But it also fed her.

Promising meant not finished.

Promising meant she could earn more.

“Yes, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose’s expression softened just slightly.

“And yes,” she added. “She was good.”

Daisy’s eyes filled before she could stop them.

Mistress Rose saw at once.

“Too much?”

Daisy shook her head quickly.

“No, Mistress.”

“Emotion?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose sat on the edge of the station and drew Daisy closer until Daisy knelt between her knees, forehead resting lightly against Mistress Rose’s thigh.

“You may breathe there.”

Daisy breathed.

Mistress Rose’s hand settled on her hair.

For a while, neither of them spoke.

The machine had gone quiet now. The room felt softer without it, though Daisy could still feel its memory in her breasts. She could still feel the harness, the strap-on, the mirror. She could still hear herself saying the words.

Useful dairy stock.

Her cheeks burned again.

Mistress Rose’s hand moved slowly through her hair.

“You are embarrassed.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“By what you said?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“By how hard you came after saying it?”

Daisy squeezed her eyes shut.

“Yes, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose’s voice was quiet.

“Good.”

Daisy looked up.

Mistress Rose held her gaze.

“Shame is not always something to escape. Sometimes it is a doorway. Today, you walked through one.”

Daisy’s throat tightened.

“Yes, Mistress.”

“But remember this. Being allowed release does not mean you are in control.”

“No, Mistress.”

“And being used in the milking room does not make you complete.”

Daisy’s breath caught.

“No, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose lifted her chin.

“A dairy girl must be useful in more than one room.”

Daisy’s pulse quickened.

Mistress Rose smiled.

“There it is. Curiosity.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Good. Tomorrow, we leave the station behind.”

Daisy swallowed.

“What happens tomorrow, Mistress?”

Mistress Rose’s fingers brushed the bell, making it chime softly.

“Service.”

Daisy’s stomach fluttered.

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Not machine service. Not restraint service. Personal service.”

Mistress Rose stood, and Daisy immediately missed the warmth of her thigh.

“You will learn how to wash, worship, and attend to my body properly.”

Daisy’s mouth went dry.

Mistress Rose looked down at her.

“And if you are very good, Daisy…”

Daisy waited, barely breathing.

Mistress Rose’s smile deepened.

“You may learn that a dairy girl’s mouth is useful outside the milking room too.”

Daisy’s body reacted despite exhaustion.

The bell chimed.

Mistress Rose laughed softly.

“Still so easy.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose clipped the lead to Daisy’s harness and guided her to her feet.

Daisy swayed slightly.

Mistress Rose steadied her.

“Walk. Slowly.”

Daisy obeyed.

They left the milking room together, Mistress Rose robed and composed, Daisy harnessed and tender, the bell at her throat sounding softer now, almost dreamlike.

Back in the golden warmth of the barn, everything seemed different.

The aisle.

The stalls.

The straw.

The door that was never locked.

Daisy no longer felt like she had merely been allowed into Rosewick Farm.

She had been entered into its records.

Tested.

Milked.

Used.

Named.

At the third stall, Mistress Rose opened the half-door.

“In.”

Daisy stepped inside.

“Kneel.”

She obeyed, though her legs trembled.

Mistress Rose unclipped the lead from the harness.

“For the next hour, you rest. You do not touch yourself. You do not remove the harness. You do not rub against the bedding. If you need me, you call.”

Daisy flushed.

“Yes, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose touched the blank brass tag at Daisy’s chest.

“This remains blank.”

Daisy’s heart sank slightly.

“Yes, Mistress.”

“But not forever, if Daisy continues to improve.”

Daisy looked up quickly.

Mistress Rose’s mouth curved.

“Do not look so hopeful. Hope makes girls sloppy.”

Daisy lowered her gaze.

“Yes, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose turned to leave.

Then paused.

“Daisy.”

The name made the bell tremble as Daisy lifted her head.

“Yes, Mistress?”

Mistress Rose’s eyes held hers.

“What are you?”

Daisy’s voice came softly, but clearly.

“Your useful dairy stock, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose smiled.

“Good Daisy.”

Then she closed the stall door.

Again, it did not lock.

Daisy remained kneeling in the straw, harnessed, aching, and glowing with the memory of release. Her breasts were tender. Her thighs shook. Her mouth still tasted faintly of herself and Mistress Rose’s command.

The milking room hummed behind the walls.

The bell rested warm against her throat.

And for the first time, Daisy did not wonder whether she belonged in the barn.

She wondered how much more of herself Mistress Rose would teach her to give.




CHAPTER FOUR

Daisy expected to be taken back to the milking room.

That was where her thoughts went the moment Mistress Rose returned to the stall. The harness was still snug around her body, its leather warmed by her skin, the blank brass tag resting at the center of her chest like an unfinished sentence. Her breasts remained tender from the machine. Her thighs still remembered the strap-on. Every time she shifted, the bell gave a small, humiliating chime.

She had been told to rest.

She had tried.

But rest was difficult when her body still felt written on.

Mistress Rose opened the stall door without knocking.

Daisy was already kneeling.

The movement had become instinctive now. Hands on thighs. Back straight. Eyes lowered. Bell still.

Mistress Rose paused in the doorway.

“Good.”

The single word warmed Daisy more than she wanted it to.

Mistress Rose wore a dark robe now, tied loosely at the waist. Her hair had been let down, black curls falling over her shoulders. She looked less formal than before, but not less powerful. If anything, the softness made her more dangerous. Without the dress, without the leather book in her hand, she seemed almost intimate.

Daisy swallowed.

Mistress Rose noticed.

“Still hungry?”

Daisy’s face warmed. “Yes, Mistress.”

“Even after this morning?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose stepped inside and touched the blank brass tag on Daisy’s harness.

“Greedy dairy girl.”

The bell trembled as Daisy shivered.

“Yes, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose’s mouth curved.

“Not the milking room tonight.”

Daisy’s stomach dipped.

Mistress Rose saw the disappointment immediately.

“Oh. Poor Daisy.”

Daisy lowered her eyes. “Sorry, Mistress.”

“No. Do not apologize for wanting what I trained you to want.”

Daisy’s breath caught.

“But do not mistake wanting for choosing.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose clipped the lead to the front of the harness, then tugged once.

“Come.”

Daisy lowered herself to her hands and knees.

The bell chimed.

Mistress Rose said nothing as she led Daisy out of the stall and through the barn. They passed the milking room door, and Daisy’s body tightened even though she knew they were not going in.

Mistress Rose glanced back.

“Still thinking about the station?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Still thinking about being strapped open?”

Daisy’s cheeks burned.

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Still thinking about my strap-on inside you?”

The words made Daisy’s knees weaken mid-crawl.

The bell rang sharply.

Mistress Rose smiled.

“Careful.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

They continued past the fitting area, past the central platform, and toward the farmhouse. Daisy had not expected to be brought back inside. The shift from barn straw to polished stone made her feel suddenly aware of her own nakedness beneath the harness. The leather creaked softly around her. The bell rang with each crawl.

Mistress Rose did not make her stand.

She led Daisy through a side corridor of the farmhouse, lit by low amber lamps, then down a short hallway to a heavy wooden door.

Warm steam curled from beneath it.

Daisy’s mouth went dry.

Mistress Rose opened the door.

The room beyond was a private bathing chamber.

It was larger than Daisy expected, tiled in dark green and cream, with brass fixtures, candles burning along recessed shelves, and a deep clawfoot bath already filled with steaming water. The air smelled of lavender, roses, and clean soap. A padded mat lay beside the tub. Folded towels were stacked on a wooden bench. Beside them sat a bowl, a sponge, oils, and a silver tray with a glass of water.

It was beautiful.

Intimate.

And somehow more frightening than the milking room.

The milking room had been clinical. It had made her feel like a subject under study.

This room made her feel like service.

Mistress Rose stepped inside.

Daisy stopped at the threshold, uncertain.

Mistress Rose glanced back. “In.”

Daisy crawled in.

The tile was warm under her palms.

Mistress Rose closed the door behind them, then removed the lead from Daisy’s harness.

“Stand.”

Daisy rose.

The bell chimed softly.

Mistress Rose looked over her.

“You will not need the harness for this.”

Daisy’s breath caught.

Mistress Rose stepped close and began unfastening the straps herself. Buckle by buckle, the leather loosened from Daisy’s body. The sensation of being removed from it was strangely vulnerable. The harness had humiliated her, but it had also held her. Without it, she felt even more naked.

Mistress Rose lifted the chest strap away first, freeing Daisy’s small, tender breasts. Daisy inhaled sharply when the leather brushed her nipples.

Mistress Rose paused.

“Sore?”

“Tender, Mistress.”

“Too tender?”

“No, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose continued.

The waist strap came next.

Then the thigh straps.

Finally, the harness was gone, folded over Mistress Rose’s arm. Daisy stood naked except for the collar, cuffs, and bell.

Mistress Rose hung the harness on a hook beside the door.

Daisy stared at it.

Mistress Rose smiled faintly.

“You miss it already.”

Daisy flushed. “A little, Mistress.”

“Good. Equipment should teach the body to crave its purpose.”

Daisy’s throat tightened.

“Yes, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose pointed to the padded mat beside the bath.

“Kneel.”

Daisy obeyed.

Mistress Rose stood above her and untied her robe.

Daisy’s heart began to pound.

The robe slipped from Mistress Rose’s shoulders and fell open, revealing the full, lush body Daisy had already worshipped and still could not look at without feeling ruined. Heavy breasts. Soft stomach. Wide hips. Thick thighs. Skin warm from the steam and candlelight.

Mistress Rose let the robe fall to the floor.

Daisy stared openly.

Mistress Rose allowed it for several seconds.

Then she lifted one brow.

“Do not drool on my tile.”

Daisy’s mouth snapped shut.

“Yes, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose stepped into the bath.

The water rose around her calves, then her thighs, then her hips as she lowered herself into it with a soft sigh. Steam curled around her body. Her breasts floated heavily at the surface, nipples dark and visible through the shifting water. Her hair spilled over one shoulder.

Daisy could barely breathe.

Mistress Rose rested her arms along the sides of the tub and looked down at her.

“Tonight you learn personal service.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Not machine service. Not punishment service. Not desperate little milking-room obedience.”

Daisy’s cheeks burned.

“Personal service requires attention. Patience. Care.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“And worship.”

The word passed through Daisy like a hand.

“Yes, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose lifted one wet foot from the bath and placed it on the edge of the tub in front of Daisy.

“Begin here.”

Daisy leaned forward.

Mistress Rose’s voice stopped her.

“With your hands first.”

Daisy froze.

The correction surprised her. She had expected humiliation. Tongue. Degradation. Instead, Mistress Rose wanted care.

“Yes, Mistress.”

Daisy took the sponge from the tray and dipped it into the warm water. She squeezed it gently over Mistress Rose’s foot, watching water run over the soft arch and down to the heel.

Mistress Rose relaxed slightly.

“Slowly.”

Daisy slowed.

She washed the top of Mistress Rose’s foot, then the ankle, then the sole, her hands careful and reverent. The intimacy was different from boot cleaning. No mud. No straw. No bitterness on her tongue. Just warm skin, soap, and the knowledge that Mistress Rose had allowed Daisy to tend to her.

“Describe what you are touching.”

Daisy swallowed.

“Your foot, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose’s eyes narrowed.

“Lazy.”

Daisy flushed.

“Your soft foot. Your arch. Your heel. The toes Daisy cleaned after the barn.”

Mistress Rose’s mouth curved.

“Better. And why are you washing it?”

“Because you allowed Daisy to serve you.”

“And because?”

Daisy looked up.

“Because your comfort comes first.”

Mistress Rose’s expression softened by half a degree.

“Good.”

Daisy washed the other foot the same way. She took her time, passing the sponge over each toe, along the sole, around the ankle. Mistress Rose watched quietly, correcting only when Daisy rushed.

Then Mistress Rose lifted her calf.

“Higher.”

Daisy washed her calf.

The skin was warm, wet with water, soft under Daisy’s hands. She worked upward slowly, over the curve of the calf and behind the knee. When she reached Mistress Rose’s thigh, Daisy’s breath hitched.

Mistress Rose noticed.

“Continue.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

Daisy washed the outside of Mistress Rose’s thigh first, then the inner thigh. The sponge slid over soft skin, leaving trails of foam. The scent of lavender grew stronger. Daisy’s hands trembled as they moved higher.

Mistress Rose reclined in the tub, calm and powerful, letting Daisy’s nervousness gather.

“Do you like touching my thighs?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Why?”

Daisy’s face warmed.

“They’re soft. Strong. Beautiful.”

“And?”

Daisy swallowed.

“They make Daisy feel small.”

Mistress Rose smiled.

“There it is.”

Daisy washed higher.

The water shifted around Mistress Rose’s hips. Her pussy was beneath the surface, hidden by steam and ripples, but Daisy knew exactly where it was. She could smell the faint musk beneath the soap and rose oil. Her body responded at once.

Mistress Rose’s gaze sharpened.

“Daisy.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“You are not here to beg yet.”

Daisy lowered her eyes.

“No, Mistress.”

“You are here to attend.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose leaned forward and lifted one heavy breast from the water.

“Wash.”

Daisy’s mouth went dry.

She rinsed the sponge, added soap, and brought it to Mistress Rose’s breast. The first touch made Mistress Rose inhale slowly. Daisy’s heart kicked. She cleaned carefully around the heavy curve, following the roundness, washing beneath it where the skin was warm and soft.

Mistress Rose’s nipple tightened.

Daisy stared.

Mistress Rose laughed softly.

“Distracted again.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Wash the other.”

Daisy obeyed, moving to the second breast with trembling hands. She washed slowly, reverently, the sponge gliding over soft skin and around the nipple. Mistress Rose’s breathing deepened.

That sound gave Daisy courage.

She leaned closer.

Mistress Rose’s eyes narrowed.

“Did I give you permission to use your mouth?”

Daisy froze.

“No, Mistress.”

“Do you want to?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose let the silence stretch.

Then she said, “You may kiss. Not suck.”

Daisy’s entire body warmed.

“Thank you, Mistress.”

She pressed a soft kiss to Mistress Rose’s breast.

The wet skin tasted of soap, steam, and roses. Daisy kissed again, slower, feeling Mistress Rose’s nipple harden near her mouth.

“Careful,” Mistress Rose warned.

Daisy pulled back slightly.

“Yes, Mistress.”

She kissed around the nipple instead, then beneath the breast, then between them. Her lips moved with worshipful restraint, every kiss a tiny act of obedience.

Mistress Rose’s hand settled in Daisy’s hair.

“Good Daisy.”

The praise nearly made Daisy whimper.

Mistress Rose leaned back again.

“Now my shoulders.”

Daisy resumed with the sponge, washing Mistress Rose’s shoulders, then the curve of her neck, then down her arms. The service became almost hypnotic. Water. Soap. Skin. Breath. The quiet chime of Daisy’s bell whenever she moved too quickly.

The bathwater glowed in candlelight.

Mistress Rose looked almost regal in it.

Eventually, Mistress Rose took the sponge from Daisy’s hand and set it aside.

“Enough washing.”

Daisy’s stomach fluttered.

Mistress Rose shifted in the bath, water rolling over her breasts and stomach.

“Now worship.”

Daisy’s lips parted.

Mistress Rose lifted one wet hand and pointed to the mat.

“Lie down.”

Daisy’s pulse quickened.

She lay on her back on the padded mat, the tile warm beneath it, the steam curling above her. Her bell rested at the hollow of her throat. Her body was bare, still faintly marked where the harness had pressed into her skin.

Mistress Rose rose from the bath.

Water streamed down her body.

Daisy stared helplessly.

Mistress Rose stepped out slowly, one foot on either side of Daisy’s waist. She did not dry herself. Droplets ran from her heavy breasts, down her soft stomach, along the generous curve of her hips. Water slid between her thick thighs and traced glistening lines over her skin.

She looked like a goddess made of steam and command.

Mistress Rose looked down at Daisy.

“Open your mouth.”

Daisy obeyed.

Mistress Rose lowered one wet foot to Daisy’s lips first.

Daisy kissed it.

Then licked the bathwater from her skin.

Mistress Rose’s mouth curved.

“Good. Clean what the bath leaves behind.”

Daisy obeyed eagerly, licking water from Mistress Rose’s foot, then her ankle, then her calf as Mistress Rose slowly stepped forward. Daisy followed with her mouth where she could, kissing and licking whatever Mistress Rose offered. The water tasted faintly of soap and skin.

Mistress Rose moved until her full body stood above Daisy’s face.

Daisy’s breathing changed instantly.

Mistress Rose saw.

“Do not move your hands.”

Daisy kept them flat beside her.

Mistress Rose lowered herself slowly, and this time there was no mistaking what she was offering. Her wet pussy descended toward Daisy’s mouth, swollen and wet from heat, bathwater, and arousal. Daisy could see every intimate detail as Mistress Rose hovered above her: the softness of her thighs, the dark wetness between them, the glistening folds Daisy had been aching to taste again.

Daisy’s lips parted wider.

Mistress Rose smiled down at her.

“So eager when you know exactly what is being lowered onto you.”

Daisy whimpered.

“Yes, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose settled her pussy against Daisy’s mouth.

The first contact made Daisy moan.

She tasted warm water first, then soap, then the richer, unmistakable taste of Mistress Rose beneath it all. Her mistress was wet against her lips, hot and intimate, the soft weight of her body pressing Daisy’s head into the mat as she lowered herself more fully.

“There,” Mistress Rose sighed. “Useful outside the milking room.”

Daisy opened her mouth beneath her and began to worship.

Mistress Rose did not stay still. She rolled her hips slowly, grinding her pussy over Daisy’s lips and tongue with lazy, confident control. Daisy felt the wet warmth of Miss Rose’s pussy over her mouth. The way Mistress Rose’s arousal spread across her lips and chin with every slow hump.

Daisy moaned into her.

Mistress Rose’s thighs tightened around Daisy’s head.

“Again.”

Daisy moaned again, letting the vibration pass through her mouth and into Mistress Rose’s body.

Mistress Rose exhaled with pleasure.

“Good Daisy.”

Daisy’s body throbbed uselessly beneath her, but she did not move her hands. She kept them flat. Obedient. Powerless. Her whole world became the wet heat of Mistress Rose’s pussy grinding against her face, the soft weight of her thighs, the steam on her skin, the sound of water dripping from Mistress Rose’s body onto the mat.

Mistress Rose’s hips moved harder.

Daisy worked her tongue desperately, licking into her each time Mistress Rose’s pussy rolled over her mouth. She tasted bathwater, salt, arousal, and the warmth of Mistress Rose growing wetter with every grind.

“Look at you,” Mistress Rose murmured from above. “Pinned beneath me, letting me ride your face like a bath mat.”

Daisy whimpered.

The humiliation made her tongue more eager.

Mistress Rose reached down and threaded her fingers into Daisy’s damp hair, holding her in place.

“Stay there.”

Daisy stayed.

Mistress Rose used her mouth with increasing hunger now, grinding down in slow, filthy strokes. Her full stomach shifted above Daisy’s eyes. Her heavy breasts swayed wetly with each motion. Her thighs pressed in on either side of Daisy’s face, trapping her in heat, scent, and command.

Daisy could feel how wet Mistress Rose was.

Not just taste it.

Feel it.

The glide became harder, messier, more urgent. Mistress Rose’s pussy slid over Daisy’s mouth and chin, coating her, making her face part of the worship. Daisy licked and sucked wherever she could, following the rhythm, matching each rolling motion with her tongue.

Mistress Rose’s breathing broke.

“There,” she said, voice thick. “There, Daisy. Do not stop.”

Daisy did not stop.

Mistress Rose rocked faster, her pussy grinding over Daisy’s mouth, using her tongue, her lips, her entire face. Daisy felt her mistress’s body tighten above her, felt the thighs clench, felt the shudder building.

Then Mistress Rose came.

Her hips pressed down hard as release rolled through her. Daisy felt the hot wet rush of it over her mouth, felt Mistress Rose’s pussy pulse against her tongue, felt wetness spill and drip across her lips and chin. She tasted Mistress Rose as she came, rich and overwhelming, her juices spreading over Daisy’s face and sliding down around her mouth.

Mistress Rose gave a deep, shuddering moan and ground through every wave, making Daisy take all of it.

Daisy lay still beneath her, mouth open, tongue working until Mistress Rose’s grip in her hair tightened.

“Enough.”

Mistress Rose lifted slightly.

Daisy gasped, flushed, wet-faced, and trembling.

But Mistress Rose did not move away.

Instead, she shifted.

Daisy blinked through steam and wetness as Mistress Rose turned above her, repositioning with slow, deliberate confidence. Her full ass came into view, round and heavy, water still clinging to the soft curves. Droplets ran down the backs of her thighs. Steam rose around her body.

Daisy’s breath caught.

Mistress Rose glanced back over her shoulder.

“You stared at it yesterday. You worshipped it during punishment. Tonight, you clean it properly.”

Daisy lowered her gaze.

“Yes, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose lowered herself backward until her ass hovered just above Daisy’s mouth. From this angle, Daisy could see the full softness of her mistress: the heavy cheeks, the intimate crease between them, the warmth and wetness of bathwater trailing down her skin.

Mistress Rose reached back, spreading herself just enough.

Daisy’s pulse thundered.

“Tongue,” Mistress Rose ordered.

Daisy obeyed.

She lifted her head and dragged her tongue slowly along the soft underside of Mistress Rose’s ass, tasting warm skin, bathwater, sweat, and the lingering musk of sex. Mistress Rose exhaled, pleased, and lowered herself a little more, making Daisy feel the weight and heat of her.

“Deeper.”

Daisy trembled, then obeyed, pressing her tongue into the intimate crease, cleaning where Mistress Rose allowed her, worshipping with slow, careful strokes. The act was degrading and intimate, far more personal than the bath itself. Daisy felt the softness of Mistress Rose’s cheeks against her face, the damp heat of her skin, the steam and scent surrounding her completely.

Mistress Rose’s hand tightened in Daisy’s hair.

“There. Good.”

Daisy moaned against her.

Mistress Rose looked back down at her.

“You like cleaning my ass.”

Daisy pulled back just enough to speak, lips wet, face burning.

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Say it properly.”

Daisy swallowed.

“Daisy likes cleaning your ass, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose smiled.

“Filthy little dairy girl.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Continue.”

Daisy returned to the task immediately, licking deeper, slower, more reverently. Her tongue moved where Mistress Rose guided her, cleaning the warm, wet skin, tasting the private heat of her mistress’s body. The more humiliating it became, the more Daisy felt herself sink into the role.

This was not the milking room.

This was not the harness.

This was personal.

Mistress Rose was making Daisy worship the parts of her body no one was entitled to touch. Daisy understood that. She understood the privilege hidden inside the humiliation, and it made her desperate to be good.

Mistress Rose finally lifted away and turned back around, settling once more above Daisy’s chest.

Daisy lay beneath her, breathless, soaked, and ruined.

Mistress Rose looked down at Daisy’s face.

Wetness glistened around Daisy’s mouth and chin. Mistress Rose’s release still marked her lips, dripping slowly along her jaw. Bathwater streaked her cheeks. Her eyes were dazed and shining.

Mistress Rose touched Daisy’s cheek.

“Messy again.”

Daisy swallowed, tasting her.

“Yes, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose dragged her thumb through the wet juices near Daisy’s mouth.

“Clean.”

Daisy opened her lips and sucked Mistress Rose’s thumb clean.

Mistress Rose watched with dark satisfaction.

“Good Daisy.”

Then she stepped away and reached for a towel.

Daisy thought she would be allowed to rise.

Instead, Mistress Rose draped the towel around her own shoulders and pointed to the floor beside the bath.

“Kneel.”

Daisy sat up shakily and knelt.

Mistress Rose sat on the wooden bench and opened her legs slightly.

“Dry me.”

Daisy took a second towel and began.

She dried Mistress Rose’s feet first, then her calves, then her thighs. The towel moved where her mouth had been moments before, and Daisy’s cheeks burned at the memory. Mistress Rose reclined with lazy authority, letting Daisy serve her quietly.

When Daisy reached Mistress Rose’s stomach, she slowed.

Mistress Rose noticed.

“You like it there.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Why?”

Daisy touched the towel gently to the soft curve.

“Because it is soft.”

“And?”

“Because Daisy likes how confident you are.”

Mistress Rose’s eyes warmed slightly.

“Continue.”

Daisy dried her breasts last, moving carefully around the nipples, then beneath the heavy softness. Mistress Rose allowed her one brief kiss against each breast before taking the towel away.

“Enough.”

Daisy sat back on her heels.

Her body was damp from steam and from Mistress Rose. Her hair clung to her cheeks. Her collar bell rested wet and warm against her throat.

Mistress Rose stood.

“Now you.”

Daisy blinked.

“Me, Mistress?”

Mistress Rose’s eyebrow lifted.

“Did I stutter?”

“No, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose pointed to the bath.

“In.”

Daisy stepped into the warm water.

The bath closed around her body, soothing the soreness in her knees, thighs, and ass. She sank down with a soft gasp.

Mistress Rose remained standing beside the tub, wrapped in her towel like a queen in a robe.

“Do not relax too much,” she said. “This is grooming, not a reward.”

Daisy’s pulse fluttered.

“Yes, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose took the sponge and began washing her.

The reversal made Daisy feel strangely exposed. Mistress Rose washed her shoulders first, then her arms, checking her wrists where the cuffs had marked her. Then her chest, carefully around the tender nipples. Daisy gasped when the sponge passed over them.

Mistress Rose’s expression sharpened.

“Too sore?”

“No, Mistress.”

“Good.”

She washed Daisy’s little breasts with slow, practical care, then beneath them, then her stomach. There was no haste. No indulgence. She cleaned Daisy like livestock being groomed after use.

Daisy’s body responded anyway.

Mistress Rose saw the ripple that went through her.

“Even grooming excites you now.”

Daisy nodded lightly. “Yes, Mistress.”

“Training is taking.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose washed lower.

Daisy held her breath.

Mistress Rose’s sponge moved between her thighs, gentle but thorough, cleaning the wetness left from the milking room and from the bath chamber. Daisy’s hips twitched once.

Mistress Rose stopped.

Daisy froze.

“Sorry, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose looked down at her.

“You are not being punished. Stay still because you are obedient, not because you are afraid.”

The words landed softly but deeply.

Daisy swallowed.

“Yes, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose resumed, cleaning her carefully until Daisy was trembling but still.

Then Mistress Rose rinsed the sponge and set it aside.

“Stand.”

Daisy rose from the bath.

Water ran down her body.

Mistress Rose wrapped her in a towel and dried her with firm, efficient strokes. Not tender exactly, but not careless. She dried Daisy’s arms, shoulders, breasts, stomach, thighs. She checked every strap mark from the harness, every place the restraints had pressed.

When she finished, Daisy was warm, clean, and shaking for reasons that had nothing to do with cold.

Mistress Rose held the towel around her for one extra moment.

“Elise.”

Daisy’s breath caught at the name.

She looked up.

Mistress Rose’s gaze was steady.

“Are you all right?”

The question cut through everything.

Not Daisy.

Elise.

The woman beneath the role.

Elise swallowed.

“Yes.”

Mistress Rose’s eyes narrowed slightly.

Elise corrected softly. “Yes, Mistress. I’m all right.”

“Still green?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Do you need anything?”

Elise hesitated.

Mistress Rose waited.

The truth rose before pride could stop it.

“I don’t want to leave.”

Mistress Rose’s expression changed, but not enough for Elise to read.

The steam drifted between them.

“I know,” Mistress Rose said.

Elise’s throat tightened.

“I mean… after the thirty days.”

Mistress Rose was silent.

Elise’s heart pounded.

Then Mistress Rose took the towel away and set it on the bench.

“That is not a request to make while warm, satisfied, and floating in fantasy.”

Elise looked down.

“No, Mistress.”

“It is something to discuss later, when you are rested, dressed, and thinking clearly.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose touched the bell at her throat.

Chime.

“But I will not pretend I did not hear it.”

Elise’s chest tightened.

“Thank you, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose turned and collected Daisy’s harness from the hook.

“Arms up.”

Daisy obeyed.

Mistress Rose fitted the harness back onto her freshly cleaned body. The leather felt cooler now, more noticeable after the bath. Strap by strap, Daisy was returned to the shape Mistress Rose wanted.

Chest.

Waist.

Thighs.

Buckles tightened.

Breasts framed.

Bell centered.

Blank tag resting against her sternum.

When Mistress Rose finished, she guided Daisy to the mirror mounted near the door.

“Look.”

Daisy looked.

She was clean now. Harnessed again. Skin pink from the bath. Hair damp. Collar bell shining.

Mistress Rose stood behind her, towel wrapped around her full body, one hand on Daisy’s shoulder.

“You are becoming attached to this place.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“And to me.”

Daisy could not deny it.

“Yes, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose’s hand slid to the blank tag.

“Attachment is not obedience.”

Daisy swallowed.

“No, Mistress.”

“Wanting to stay is not earning a place.”

“No, Mistress.”

“And being useful to me in private does not mean you understand what it means to belong in my dairy.”

Daisy’s heart began to beat faster.

Mistress Rose saw.

“You are not my only girl.”

The words struck like cold water.

Daisy stared at her reflection.

Something hot and unpleasant moved through her chest.

Jealousy.

Mistress Rose watched it appear.

“There it is.”

Daisy dropped her gaze.

“Mistress…”

“Do not hide from it.”

Daisy’s mouth went dry.

“I don’t like that.”

Mistress Rose’s eyes remained calm.

“I did not ask if you liked it.”

Daisy lowered her gaze.

Mistress Rose caught her chin and lifted it back to the mirror.

“Look at yourself while you feel it.”

Daisy looked.

She saw the hurt in her own eyes. The possessiveness. The ridiculous, childish ache of wanting Mistress Rose to belong only to her when Daisy did not even fully belong to Mistress Rose yet.

Mistress Rose’s voice was low.

“Jealousy is pride wearing perfume.”

Daisy’s throat tightened.

“Yes, Mistress.”

“You thought being named made you special.”

Daisy’s eyes stung.

“Yes, Mistress.”

“It made you noticed. Not special.”

The correction hurt.

It also deepened the need.

“Yes, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose’s expression softened only slightly.

“Tomorrow, Daisy will meet someone who knows exactly how a proper dairy girl behaves.”

Daisy’s stomach twisted.

“Another girl, Mistress?”

“Yes.”

Daisy’s voice was smaller now.

“Does she have a barn name?”

Mistress Rose smiled.

“Buttercup.”

The name felt warm and humiliating and unbearable.

Daisy swallowed.

“Is she… good?”

Mistress Rose’s smile deepened.

“She is trained.”

The answer was worse than good.

Daisy looked down.

Mistress Rose did not allow it. Her hand tightened at Daisy’s chin.

“No. You will look at the jealousy. You will learn from it.”

Daisy forced herself to meet the mirror again.

“Yes, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose leaned close to her ear.

“If you want a place in my barn, Daisy, you must learn that my pleasure does not exist to reassure you.”

Daisy’s breath trembled.

“Yes, Mistress.”

“You will serve beside her.”

Daisy’s eyes widened.

“You will watch her.”

The heat in Daisy’s chest twisted sharper.

“You will learn from her.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“And if you are jealous…”

Mistress Rose touched the bell.

Chime.

“…you will make something useful from it.”

Daisy swallowed.

“Yes, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose clipped the lead to the harness and opened the bath chamber door.

“Back to your stall.”

Daisy lowered herself to crawl.

The tile was still warm beneath her palms. Her body was clean, harnessed, and humming with the memory of bathwater, steam, Mistress Rose’s thighs, and the terrible new knowledge that there were others.

Buttercup.

A trained dairy girl.

A girl who already knew how to behave.

Mistress Rose led Daisy through the hallway, back into the barn, past the milking room, and to the third stall. The bell rang softly with each movement.

At the stall, Mistress Rose opened the door.

“In.”

Daisy crawled inside.

“Kneel.”

She obeyed.

Mistress Rose unclipped the lead.

“You will rest. You will not touch yourself. You will not rub against the bedding. You will think about what you felt when I said her name.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“What was it?”

Daisy’s voice was quiet.

“Jealousy.”

“And what is jealousy?”

Daisy swallowed.

“Pride wearing perfume, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose smiled.

“Good Daisy.”

She reached down and touched Daisy’s cheek, just once.

“Tomorrow, you meet Buttercup.”

Daisy’s stomach tightened.

“Yes, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose stepped back and closed the half-door.

It did not lock.

Daisy remained kneeling, clean and harnessed, the bell resting against her throat. The bath had soothed her body but unsettled everything else.

She had thought the hardest part of Rosewick Farm would be surrender.

Now she understood that surrender had only opened the door.


CHAPTER FIVE

Daisy did not sleep well.

Mistress Rose had left her in the stall clean, harnessed, and full of jealousy. At first, Daisy had tried to kneel properly and think through what she had been told.

Jealousy is pride wearing perfume.

But the words did not soothe her.

They sharpened everything.

Buttercup.

A trained dairy girl.

Another woman who already knew Mistress Rose’s rules. Another woman who had already earned a barn name. Another woman who might kneel better, crawl better, serve better, take the milking room better.

Another woman who had already belonged in the dairy before Daisy had even arrived.

Daisy hated the thought.

Not because she had any right to.

That made it worse.

She lay on the bedding with her hands pressed carefully at her sides, not touching herself, not rubbing against the straw, not searching for loopholes. The harness hugged her body through the night, reminding her of the milking room and the strap-on and the way Mistress Rose had made her come only after reducing her to a phrase in the dairy book.

Useful dairy stock.

The memory made her thighs tighten.

Then she remembered Buttercup, and the heat twisted into something sharper.

Would Buttercup have said it better?

Would Buttercup have taken it without trembling?

Would Buttercup’s tag already be engraved?

Daisy closed her eyes and tried not to care.

She cared.

By morning, she was kneeling before the stall door before she heard Mistress Rose’s footsteps.

Hands on thighs.

Back straight.

Bell still.

Trying.

Always trying.

The footsteps came with another sound.

Not just Mistress Rose’s steady, measured tread.

Another pair.

Softer.

Bare feet or light slippers over the barn floor.

Daisy’s heart lurched.

The half-door opened.

Mistress Rose stood there in a black dress, elegant and severe, hair pinned high, red-painted nails resting lightly on the stall door. Beside her knelt a woman Daisy had never seen before.

Buttercup.

Daisy knew instantly.

The woman was older than Daisy by a few years, maybe early thirties. Her hair was honey-blonde and loosely braided over one shoulder. Her skin was warm-toned, her lips curved in a calm, knowing smile. She wore a leather harness similar to Daisy’s, but hers looked lived in. Familiar. Earned.

And her breasts.

Daisy’s stomach dropped.

Buttercup’s breasts were much larger than Daisy’s, full and heavy, framed beautifully by the harness straps. They looked exactly like Daisy feared a proper dairy girl’s breasts should look: lush, soft, weighty, made for the fantasy in a way Daisy’s small, sensitive chest was not.

A little brass tag hung from Buttercup’s harness.

Engraved.

BUTTERCUP

Daisy’s mouth went dry.

Mistress Rose watched her notice everything.

“Good morning, Daisy.”

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

Mistress Rose’s gaze shifted to the woman beside her.

“This is Buttercup.”

Buttercup smiled sweetly.

“Good morning, little Daisy.”

The nickname hit like a slap.

Daisy felt ashamed but kept it hidden.

“Good morning, Buttercup.”

Mistress Rose tilted her head.

“And?”

Daisy swallowed.

“Good morning, senior dairy girl.”

Buttercup’s smile widened.

“Oh, she is sweet.”

Daisy hated the warmth of Buttercup’s voice.

Hated that it was kind.

Hated that it made her feel smaller.

Mistress Rose opened the stall door fully.

“Out.”

Daisy crawled out at once, the bell chiming softly.

Buttercup watched her crawl with calm interest. She did not mock. She did not need to. Her ease was worse. She looked like someone who had already crawled these floors a hundred times and no longer had to fight shame with every movement.

Mistress Rose stopped Daisy in the aisle.

“Kneel beside her.”

Daisy obeyed, settling on her knees beside Buttercup.

The difference between them was immediate.

Buttercup knelt beautifully.

Back straight. Shoulders relaxed. Hands resting neatly on her thighs. Chin lowered without looking timid. Her harness sat perfectly on her body, lifting and displaying her heavy breasts, the engraved tag resting between them like proof.

Daisy felt awkward beside her.

New.

Small.

Mistress Rose circled them both.

“Look at Buttercup.”

Daisy’s cheeks warmed.

She looked.

Buttercup turned her head slightly and gave her a soft, knowing smile.

Mistress Rose stood behind Daisy.

“What do you see?”

Daisy’s stomach tightened.

“A trained dairy girl, Mistress.”

“And?”

Daisy’s eyes fell helplessly to Buttercup’s chest.

Mistress Rose saw.

“Say it.”

Daisy gathered courage and looked up at her mistress.

“She has bigger breasts than Daisy, Mistress.”

Buttercup’s smile deepened, not cruelly, but with unmistakable pleasure.

Mistress Rose’s hand settled on Daisy’s shoulder.

“Much bigger.”

Daisy’s throat tightened.

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Does that bother you?”

The truthful answer hurt.

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Why?”

Daisy swallowed.

“Because she looks more like a proper dairy girl.”

Mistress Rose’s expression remained calm.

“And Daisy?”

Daisy’s eyes stung.

“Daisy feels small.”

Buttercup’s voice came gently. “Small girls can be useful too.”

Daisy looked at her.

The kindness made the humiliation worse.

Mistress Rose smiled faintly.

“She is right. But usefulness is not the same thing as importance.”

Daisy lowered her gaze.

“Yes, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose touched Daisy’s bell.

Chime.

“You are jealous.”

Daisy’s voice was quiet. “Yes, Mistress.”

“Of her breasts?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Of her tag?”

Daisy glanced at the engraved brass plate.

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Of her training?”

Daisy’s hands tightened on her thighs.

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Of the fact that she already knows how to please me?”

Daisy’s chest ached.

“Yes, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose’s hand slid into Daisy’s hair and held her head still.

“Good. Jealousy is only ugly when it is wasted. Today, you will make it useful.”

Daisy’s breath trembled.

“Yes, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose turned toward the bath corridor.

“Both of you. Follow.”

Buttercup lowered herself to all fours smoothly.

Daisy followed a heartbeat later.

They crawled side by side.

The difference was humiliating.

Buttercup’s movements were graceful and quiet, hips shifting with trained ease, her heavy breasts swaying in the harness with each crawl. Daisy’s bell chimed with every nervous movement. She felt loud beside Buttercup. Clumsy. Obvious.

Mistress Rose led them not to the milking room, but back to the private bath.

The same warm steam curled beneath the door.

Daisy’s body remembered the previous night at once.

Mistress Rose’s pussy grinding over her mouth.

Her ass lowered to Daisy’s tongue.

The wet taste of her.

The jealous ache sharpened into need.

Inside the bath chamber, Mistress Rose stopped beside the deep tub. Candles burned along the shelves again. Steam rose from the water. Towels were folded neatly on the bench.

Mistress Rose turned.

“Kneel.”

Both girls obeyed.

Buttercup settled gracefully.

Daisy tried to match her.

Mistress Rose noticed the effort.

“Do not imitate badly, Daisy. Learn first.”

Daisy flushed. “Yes, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose untied her black dress.

Both girls watched.

The fabric slipped from her shoulders and fell away, revealing Mistress Rose’s full body beneath: heavy breasts, soft stomach, broad hips, thick thighs. Daisy’s mouth went dry. Beside her, Buttercup inhaled softly, reverent and controlled.

Mistress Rose looked between them.

“Today, you serve together.”

“Yes, Mistress,” Daisy said.

“Yes, Mistress,” Buttercup echoed.

Mistress Rose stepped into the bath and lowered herself into the steaming water.

The bath was wide enough for her to recline comfortably, one arm stretched along the rim, her heavy breasts rising above the water whenever she shifted. Daisy and Buttercup remained kneeling outside the tub, one on each side, leaning carefully over the curved edge to reach her.

Mistress Rose lifted her left foot toward Daisy and rested her right foot toward Buttercup.

“Begin.”

Daisy leaned over the bath rim, taking Mistress Rose’s wet foot in both hands. Buttercup did the same on the other side. Their shoulders nearly mirrored each other across the tub, both girls bent forward in service while Mistress Rose reclined between them like a queen being attended.

Daisy dipped the sponge into the bathwater and squeezed it over Mistress Rose’s foot. Water ran over the soft arch and dripped back into the tub.

Across from her, Buttercup moved with practiced calm, washing Mistress Rose’s other foot in slow, confident circles.

Daisy tried not to watch.

Mistress Rose noticed.

“Learn without sulking.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

They washed upward together, leaning farther over the bath as Mistress Rose extended her legs. Daisy washed the left calf, then behind the knee, then along the outer thigh. Buttercup mirrored her on the right, smoother and more confident, her large breasts hanging heavily in her harness as she bent over the tub.

Mistress Rose spread her thighs slightly beneath the water.

The motion made Daisy’s breath catch.

From where Daisy knelt at the side of the bath, she could not reach Mistress Rose fully without leaning farther over the rim. She braced one hand carefully on the edge and bent forward, bringing her mouth to Mistress Rose’s inner thigh just above the waterline.

Buttercup did the same on the other side.

Both girls were kneeling outside the bath, leaning in over the rim, kissing the exposed inner thighs Mistress Rose had lifted toward them. Their mouths worked above the water while steam rose around their faces.

“Kiss higher,” Mistress Rose said.

Daisy obeyed, pressing her lips to the warm, wet skin of Mistress Rose’s inner thigh.

Buttercup kissed higher too, closer to the crease of Mistress Rose’s thigh.

Daisy saw how near Buttercup’s mouth was to Mistress Rose’s pussy and felt jealousy twist through her. Mistress Rose was still partly hidden beneath the water, but her thighs were open enough that Daisy could see the dark, slick shape of her between steam and ripples.

Mistress Rose’s scent rose through the soap and bathwater.

Heat.

Skin.

Sex.

Daisy’s mouth watered.

“Closer, Daisy,” Mistress Rose said.

Daisy leaned farther over the tub, her bell chiming softly as she stretched. Her lips moved higher along Mistress Rose’s thigh, close enough now that she could feel the heat of Mistress Rose’s pussy against her cheek even before touching it.

Across the tub, Buttercup kissed the matching spot with no hesitation.

Mistress Rose sighed.

“There. That is better. Both of you close enough to understand what you are serving.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose lifted both breasts from the water, heavy and glistening.

“Up.”

The two girls rose higher on their knees, still leaning over the tub’s rim.

“One each.”

Daisy’s breath caught.

Buttercup moved to Mistress Rose’s right breast. Daisy moved to the left.

The difference was immediate and devastating. Buttercup knew exactly how to begin, kissing the underside first, then around the nipple, then drawing it gently into her mouth when Mistress Rose’s hand brushed her hair in permission.

Daisy followed a moment later, mouth closing around Mistress Rose’s left nipple, tongue trembling with effort and need.

Mistress Rose sighed.

“Together.”

They worshipped her breasts at the same time.

Daisy sucked slowly, carefully, matching Buttercup’s rhythm when she could. Mistress Rose’s body shifted in the water, her breathing deepening as both mouths served her. Daisy could hear Buttercup’s soft little moans around the nipple, confident and intimate, and the sound made jealousy twist hot in her belly.

Mistress Rose’s hand moved to the back of Daisy’s head.

“Do not compete.”

Daisy froze.

Mistress Rose’s fingers tightened.

“Serve.”

Daisy softened her mouth.

“Yes, Mistress.”

Buttercup pulled back just enough to murmur, “Slower, little Daisy. She likes when you build it.”

Daisy hated being corrected by her.

She also obeyed.

She slowed, circling Mistress Rose’s nipple with her tongue, sucking gently instead of desperately. Mistress Rose hummed with approval.

“Good correction, Buttercup.”

Buttercup smiled. “Thank you, Mistress.”

Daisy’s chest tightened.

Mistress Rose noticed.

“Thank her.”

Daisy pulled back, cheeks burning.

“Thank you for correcting me, Buttercup.”

Buttercup’s smile was soft and smug.

“You’re welcome, little Daisy.”

Mistress Rose leaned back.

“Enough.”

Both girls stopped immediately.

Mistress Rose rose from the bath, water streaming down her body.

Daisy and Buttercup remained kneeling as Mistress Rose stepped out, wet and glorious, her full body shining in the candlelight. Daisy could not stop staring at her stomach, her breasts, the water tracing lines down between her thighs.

Mistress Rose pointed to the padded mat.

“Daisy, on your back.”

Daisy obeyed quickly, lying down as she had the night before. Her bell rested at her throat, her arms at her sides.

“Buttercup, kneel beside her.”

Buttercup knelt near Daisy’s head.

Mistress Rose stood over Daisy’s face.

The memory returned so vividly Daisy’s mouth opened before she was told.

Mistress Rose smiled.

“Eager in front of Buttercup.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose lowered herself, placing her pussy against Daisy’s mouth with practiced confidence. Daisy moaned instantly, tasting bathwater, heat, and arousal, her tongue rising to meet her.

Buttercup watched from inches away.

The humiliation of being watched made Daisy’s body flare.

Mistress Rose began to grind slowly over Daisy’s mouth.

“Watch her, Buttercup,” Mistress Rose said. “Tell me what she does wrong.”

Buttercup leaned closer.

Daisy whimpered into Mistress Rose.

“She is too eager at first,” Buttercup said gently. “But she listens when corrected.”

Mistress Rose rolled her hips.

“Does she?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

Daisy worked harder, desperate to prove herself. Mistress Rose’s wet pussy slid over her lips and tongue, spreading warmth across her mouth and chin. Buttercup’s eyes stayed on her, calm and appraising.

“Too much tongue,” Buttercup said.

Daisy flushed beneath Mistress Rose’s weight.

Mistress Rose’s hand pressed into Daisy’s hair.

“Adjust.”

Daisy adjusted, softening, letting Mistress Rose use her mouth instead of trying to devour.

Mistress Rose exhaled.

“Better.”

Daisy’s chest filled with pride.

Buttercup smiled down at her.

“There you go, little Daisy.”

Mistress Rose’s hips moved harder.

Daisy moaned, and the vibration made Mistress Rose’s thighs tighten.

Buttercup leaned in and kissed Mistress Rose’s stomach while Daisy remained beneath her, then moved upward to lick water from Mistress Rose’s breasts. Mistress Rose sighed as both girls served: Daisy below, Buttercup above, each mouth assigned to a different part of her body.

Daisy had never felt so used.

Or so replaceable.

Or so desperate to be chosen anyway.

Mistress Rose came with a deep moan, grinding down over Daisy’s mouth while Buttercup worshipped her breasts. Daisy felt the hot rush of release, felt it spread over her lips and chin, tasted it as Mistress Rose rode the last wave against her face.

Buttercup watched Daisy take it.

Then Mistress Rose lifted away.

Daisy gasped, wet-faced and trembling.

Mistress Rose looked down at her.

“Messy.”

Daisy swallowed, tasting her.

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Buttercup.”

“Yes, Mistress?”

“Clean Daisy’s face.”

Daisy’s eyes widened.

Buttercup smiled.

She leaned down and licked Mistress Rose’s release from the corner of Daisy’s mouth.

Daisy froze.

Buttercup’s tongue moved slowly across Daisy’s lips, then her chin, cleaning away the evidence of Mistress Rose’s climax with intimate, humiliating care. Daisy’s body clenched helplessly.

Mistress Rose watched with dark satisfaction.

“There,” she said. “Both of you useful.”

Buttercup pulled back, lips wet.

“She tastes like you, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose smiled.

“And jealousy.”

Buttercup laughed softly.

“Yes, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose stepped away.

“Up.”

Daisy sat up shakily.

Mistress Rose dried herself slowly while both girls knelt at her feet. Then she dressed in a robe and led them back to the barn.

But not to Daisy’s stall.

To the central platform.

A strap-on harness waited there.

Daisy’s breath caught.

Buttercup saw it too.

Her calm expression changed.

Not fear.

Anticipation.

Mistress Rose turned to Daisy.

“You will watch.”

Daisy’s stomach dropped.

“Yes, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose looked at Buttercup.

“Platform.”

Buttercup obeyed immediately, moving to the platform and bending over it with beautiful, practiced grace. Her knees spread. Her back arched. Her large breasts hung heavily in the leather harness, swaying slightly beneath her.

Daisy stared before she could stop herself.

Mistress Rose noticed.

“Look at her.”

Daisy’s cheeks burned.

“Yes, Mistress.”

“She does not pout because another girl is watching.”

“No, Mistress.”

“She does not need to be reminded how to present.”

“No, Mistress.”

“She has earned relief today.”

The words cut.

Daisy’s body tightened.

“Yes, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose stripped out of her robe and stepped into the strap-on harness. Daisy watched, kneeling on the floor, hands on thighs, as Mistress Rose fastened the leather around her hips.

Buttercup looked over her shoulder at Daisy.

Her eyes were warm, teasing, and already glazed with need.

“Watch carefully, little Daisy.”

Daisy’s mouth went dry.

Mistress Rose positioned herself behind Buttercup.

Daisy expected herself to look away.

She could not.

Buttercup was bent over the platform with perfect, practiced grace, her knees apart, her back arched, her large breasts hanging heavily in the leather harness. They swayed with each breath, full and soft, nipples hard beneath the barn light. The engraved BUTTERCUP tag rested between them, catching the gold glow every time her body shifted.

Mistress Rose stood behind her, naked except for the strap-on harness around her full hips. Her breasts moved with each slow breath, heavy and flushed, her stomach soft beneath the leather strap, her thighs strong as she stepped closer.

Daisy knelt on the floor, hands on her thighs, bell still at her throat.

Forced to watch.

Mistress Rose guided the strap-on between Buttercup’s thighs.

Buttercup inhaled sharply.

The smooth head pressed against Buttercup’s wet pussy, and Daisy saw the way Buttercup opened for it, saw the glossy wetness already shining there before Mistress Rose had even entered her.

Jealousy hit like heat.

Mistress Rose pressed forward slowly.

Buttercup moaned at once.

Loudly.

Openly.

Shamelessly.

The strap-on slid into her pussy inch by inch, disappearing between her thighs while Buttercup’s mouth fell open and her heavy breasts swung forward in the harness.

Heat twisted sharply through Daisy.

Mistress Rose’s hands settled on Buttercup’s hips.

“Look closely, Daisy.”

Daisy swallowed.

“Yes, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose withdrew slowly, then pushed in again.

Daisy watched the strap-on slide out wet and shining, then sink back into Buttercup’s pussy with a smooth, intimate glide. Buttercup moaned again, louder this time, fingers gripping the edge of the platform.

Mistress Rose began slowly.

Controlled.

Measured.

Each thrust made Buttercup’s breasts sway heavily beneath her. Mistress Rose’s own breasts moved too, full and flushed under the barn lights, her body glistening faintly with sweat as she took Buttercup from behind.

Daisy could see everything.

The strap-on moving in and out of her lustful pussy.

Buttercup getting wetter around it.

The glossy shine spreading over the strap-on each time Mistress Rose drew back.

The way Buttercup’s thighs trembled and opened wider.

The way Mistress Rose’s hips pressed forward with calm, dominant certainty.

Buttercup moaned again, deep and helpless.

“Oh, Mistress…”

Mistress Rose smiled.

“Listen to her. That is what a dairy girl sounds like when she accepts reward without shame.”

Daisy trembled.

“Yes, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose thrust harder.

Buttercup cried out, her large breasts swinging heavily in the harness. The movement was obscene and beautiful, everything Daisy feared she lacked: fullness, confidence, experience, the look of a proper dairy girl being rewarded.

Mistress Rose glanced toward Daisy.

“Say it.”

Daisy’s voice shook.

“Buttercup earned her relief.”

Mistress Rose thrust deeper.

Buttercup gasped.

“Again.”

“Buttercup earned her relief.”

“And Daisy?”

“Daisy has not.”

Mistress Rose’s pace increased.

The strap-on moved faster now, sliding in and out of Buttercup’s pussy with wet, rhythmic force. Buttercup’s body rocked against the platform. Her breasts bounced and swayed in the harness. Mistress Rose’s hips snapped forward harder, her own breath growing heavier, sweat shining across her breasts and stomach.

Daisy’s whole body ached.

She wanted to be Buttercup.

She wanted to be better than Buttercup.

She wanted Mistress Rose to look at her like that.

“Daisy watches and learns,” Mistress Rose said.

Daisy’s eyes stung.

“Daisy watches and learns, Mistress.”

Buttercup moaned loudly, head dropping forward.

Mistress Rose gripped her hips tighter and did her harder, the strap-on sliding in and out of her wet pussy faster now, each thrust making Buttercup’s body jolt. Daisy could see Buttercup’s juices coating the strap-on, see it glisten under the barn lights, see how easily she took Mistress Rose.

Buttercup was panting like a dog now.

Sweat dampened her back.

Her breasts swung with every thrust, large and heavy and humiliatingly perfect in the harness.

Mistress Rose’s hand slid up Buttercup’s spine and into her hair.

“Come for me, Buttercup.”

Buttercup cried out.

Her pussy tightened around the strap-on.

Mistress Rose kept thrusting, steady and deep, holding her in place as release broke through her. Buttercup moaned so loudly it echoed through the barn, her thighs shaking, her pussy clenching tightly and firm around the strap-on.

Then Daisy saw it.

Buttercup’s climax spilled wetly over the strap-on, warm wet release coating it and dripping down between her thighs as Mistress Rose drove into her through the last waves. The sight made Daisy’s stomach twist with jealousy and arousal. Buttercup was not just coming. She was making a mess of the relief Daisy had been denied.

Mistress Rose held her through it, hips still pressing deep, one hand in Buttercup’s hair, the other gripping her waist.

Buttercup trembled beneath her.

Daisy knelt there, aching and silent, forced to watch every second.

Mistress Rose withdrew from Buttercup slowly.

The strap-on slid out smooth, glossy and wet, glistening with Buttercup’s release. Buttercup collapsed forward onto the platform, panting, satisfied, glowing.

Daisy expected that to be the end.

It was not.

Mistress Rose turned to her.

“Come here.”

Daisy crawled forward on shaking limbs.

The bell chimed.

Mistress Rose pointed between Buttercup’s thighs.

“Clean her.”

Daisy froze.

Buttercup looked back over her shoulder, breathless and smiling.

“Come on, little Daisy. I made such a mess.”

Mistress Rose’s gaze sharpened.

“You will clean Buttercup after the relief she earned.”

Daisy burned with jealousy, humiliation, and need.

“Yes, Mistress.”

Daisy crawled behind Buttercup and lowered herself to her knees at the rear of the platform. Buttercup was still bent forward over the padded surface, chest pressed down, hips raised, knees spread, her body trembling from what Mistress Rose had just done to her.

From behind, Daisy could see exactly what she had been ordered to clean: Buttercup’s thighs still shaking, her pussy wet and swollen from Mistress Rose’s strap-on, release glistening between her legs and slowly dripping down toward the platform.

Buttercup glanced back over her shoulder, breathless and smiling.

“Come on, little Daisy. I made such a mess.”

Mistress Rose’s gaze sharpened.

“You will clean Buttercup from behind, while she stays presented exactly as I left her.”

Mistress Rose stood above them both.

“Use only your mouth.”

Daisy obeyed.

She pressed her tongue closer to Buttercup’s pussy and tasted the wet aftermath of her relief.

Buttercup moaned softly as Daisy’s tongue touched her sensitive pussy.

Daisy burned with shame and need.

She licked slowly, cleaning Buttercup’s release from between her thighs, tasting the wet evidence of the pleasure Daisy had been denied. Buttercup’s body twitched with oversensitivity, her pussy wet and swollen beneath Daisy’s tongue.

The humiliation was almost unbearable.

Buttercup had received the strap-on and an orgasm.

Buttercup had come.

Buttercup had been praised.

And Daisy was on her knees cleaning her and her pussy was aching for relief.

Mistress Rose crouched beside Daisy and touched the bell at her throat.

“Tell me what jealousy tastes like.”

Daisy pulled back just enough to speak.

“Warm, salty and wet, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose’s eyes darkened with satisfaction.

“Good answer.”

Daisy lowered her mouth again.

Buttercup sighed.

“She is learning, Mistress.”

“She is,” Mistress Rose said. “Slowly.”

Daisy kept her mouth between Buttercup’s thighs until Mistress Rose touched the back of her head.

“You’re not finished yet.”

Daisy froze.

Mistress Rose grabbed Daisy’s hair and guided her slightly higher and farther back, away from Buttercup’s pussy and toward the full curve of her ass.

“I want you to clean all of her.”

Buttercup obeyed at once, arching deeper over the platform and reaching back to spread herself more openly from behind.

Daisy’s breath caught.

Buttercup’s ass was full and soft, damp with sweat from being taken so hard. The skin glistened under the barn light, and the scent of sex and heat clung to her. Daisy’s mouth hovered there, jealousy and shame twisting together.

Mistress Rose’s voice was calm.

“Taste the ass from the girl who earned my pleasure.”

Daisy whimpered.

“Yes, Mistress.”

She leaned in and kissed Buttercup’s ass cheek first, then dragged her tongue deeper inside licking her wet skin, tasting sweat and heat. Buttercup shivered, oversensitive and still breathing hard. Daisy licked slowly, humiliatingly, cleaning every inch of 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 soft wet crease, cleaning the musky 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.

“Oh, little Daisy… do you like the taste of my ass?”

Daisy nodded whilst licking her.

Mistress Rose’s voice cut through.

“She does not stop until I say.”

Daisy continued, licking slowly and carefully, tasting and rimming closer to Buttercup’s asshole and the aftermath of Buttercup’s pleasure, she realised she had her entire face buried between Buttercup’s spread ass cheeks.

Then Mistress Rose finally pulled her out by her hair.

“Enough.”

Daisy sat back on her heels, lips wet, face flushed, body shaking.

Mistress Rose stepped in front of Daisy.

The strap-on still jutted from the harness at Mistress Rose’s hips, wet and dripping with Buttercup’s release. Daisy stared at it, unable to help herself.

Mistress Rose smiled.

“You stared enough while it was inside her.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Now you will clean her from it.”

Daisy’s throat tightened.

She leaned forward at once.

Mistress Rose did not ask this time. She simply stood there and expected obedience.

Daisy opened her mouth and took the wet strap-on onto her tongue.

The taste was different now.

Not hers.

Buttercup’s.

The realization made jealousy flare so sharply Daisy almost whimpered.

Mistress Rose’s hand settled in her hair.

“Slowly. I want you to understand exactly what you are tasting.”

Daisy obeyed.

She licked along the smooth wet length, tasting Buttercup’s pussy on the strap-on. She cleaned the head first, then the shaft, then closer to the base where it met Mistress Rose’s harness. She could taste Mistress Rose near the base, proof of her excitement whilst she was rewarding Buttercup. Her lips wrapped around it carefully, sucking and licking the taste from it.

The mess drooled down Daisy’s chin

Each time she pulled back to breathe, thin strands of saliva clung between her lips and the strap-on, shining under the barn light before breaking and dripping down her chin. Buttercup’s wet juices smeared across Daisy’s mouth, glossy and humiliating, marking her with the relief she had been forced to watch another girl receive.

Mistress Rose watched with cool satisfaction.

“There. Daisy likes cleaning Buttercup’s pussy from my strap-on.”

Daisy moaned softly around it.

The sound made more wetness slip from her mouth, her saliva running over her lower lip and trailing toward her jaw.

The mixture dribbled down Daisy’s chin, trailing along her throat and over the bell at her collar before slipping lower onto her small breasts. It ran down over the leather-framed curve of her chest, marking her with Buttercup’s pleasure in a way that made her feel even smaller.

“Messy little thing,” Mistress Rose murmured. “Still jealous?”

Daisy pulled back just enough to speak, lips wet and glistening.

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Good. Keep cleaning.”

Daisy returned to the task, sucking and licking the strap-on until her mouth felt swollen and her chin was damp. She dragged her tongue along every inch, cleaning the head, the shaft, and the base until the shine began to disappear.

Mistress Rose finally touched her cheek.

“Enough.”

Daisy pulled back immediately, breathless, lips wet, eyes shining. A final thread of saliva stretched from her mouth to the strap-on before snapping and dripping onto her chest.

Mistress Rose lifted her chin.

“What did Daisy taste?”

Daisy swallowed, still tasting Buttercup.

“Buttercup’s dripping pussy, Mistress.”

“And did Daisy receive what Buttercup received?”

Daisy’s throat tightened.

“No, Mistress.”

“Good. Remember the difference.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose helped Buttercup upright and kissed her forehead.

“Good Buttercup.”

Buttercup smiled, dazed and pleased.

“Thank you, Mistress.”

Daisy waited.

Nothing came.

Mistress Rose looked down at Daisy.

“What are you waiting for?”

Daisy’s throat tightened.

“Nothing, Mistress.”

“Liar.”

Daisy’s eyes stung.

“Praise, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose’s expression did not soften.

“Did you earn it?”

Daisy swallowed.

“I served.”

“Yes.”

“I obeyed.”

“Yes.”

Mistress Rose stepped closer.

“But you served while wishing you were her.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“And you obeyed while feeling sorry for yourself.”

Daisy lowered her gaze.

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Then you are not praised. You are dismissed.”

The words hurt more than she expected.

“Yes, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose clipped the lead to Daisy’s harness.

“Buttercup will remain with me.”

Daisy looked up before she could stop herself.

Buttercup gave her a sympathetic smile.

That was worse than smugness.

Mistress Rose saw the hurt.

“Good,” she said softly. “Remember that feeling. It may make you better.”

Daisy’s throat ached.

“Yes, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose led her to the third stall.

Daisy crawled in without being told.

“Kneel.”

She knelt.

Mistress Rose removed the lead.

“You will stay here. You will not touch yourself. You will not rub against the bedding. You will think about what you watched.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“And what you tasted.”

Daisy’s face burned from shame.

“Yes, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose touched the blank brass tag at Daisy’s chest.

“Still blank.”

Daisy’s eyes stung.

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Earn it.”

The stall door closed.

Not locked.

Never locked.

But Daisy had never felt more held in place.

She remained kneeling in the straw, lips still wet, body aching, jealousy burning so fiercely that it felt like another collar. Down the aisle, she heard Buttercup’s soft laughter. Then Mistress Rose’s voice, low and warm in reply.

Daisy closed her eyes.

She had thought being named meant being chosen.

She had thought being used meant being special.

She had thought wanting Mistress Rose would be enough.

But as she knelt alone in the stall, still tasting Buttercup on her tongue, Daisy understood that jealousy was just another leash Mistress Rose had wrapped around her throat.

And if she wanted a place in the barn, she would have to learn how to pull against it without breaking.
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Buttercup smiled.

“Then thank me properly.”

Daisy looked up.

Buttercup turned around.

Daisy’s breath caught.

Buttercup was directly before her on all fours, close enough that Daisy’s face was level with her ass. Her body was bare now except for the collar and the harness she had not yet put back on. Her ass was full, soft, and still carrying the warmth and musk Daisy had tasted from the leather. The scent of her was stronger now, no longer filtered through the harness: sweat, skin, heat, and the lingering intimacy of the night before.

Buttercup glanced back over her shoulder.

“Kiss it.”
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