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CHAPTER ONE

Daisy woke to the sound of laughter.

Soft laughter.

Female laughter.

Not Mistress Rose’s. Not quite.

This laugh was lighter, warmer, and far too pleased with itself.

Buttercup.

Daisy opened her eyes in the stall and stared at the wooden beams above her.

For one drowsy second, she forgot where she was. Then the harness reminded her. Leather hugged her ribs, framed her small breasts, and pressed the blank brass tag against her chest. The bell at her collar rested cold against her throat.

Blank.

Still blank.

Daisy swallowed.

Down the aisle, Buttercup laughed again.

A sharp little twist of jealousy moved through Daisy.

She had spent the night trying not to imagine what happened after Mistress Rose sent her back to the stall. She had tried not to picture Buttercup staying with her, sitting beside her, being praised, being touched, being allowed the closeness Daisy had wanted so badly.

She had failed.

Every sound from the barn had become evidence.

Every soft murmur.

Every quiet footstep.

Every imagined sigh.

Now morning had come, and Buttercup sounded happy.

That felt worse than anything.

Daisy pushed herself upright in the straw and settled into the kneeling position before she had even fully woken. Her body knew what to do now.

Hands on thighs.

Back straight.

Eyes lowered.

Bell still.

She waited.

The footsteps came a few moments later.

Two sets.

Mistress Rose’s steps were easy to recognize: slow, measured, perfectly certain.

Buttercup’s were lighter, but no less confident.

The half-door opened.

Mistress Rose stood there in a black wrap dress, elegant and severe, the fabric hugging her full body. Her dark hair was pinned high, exposing her neck and shoulders. She looked rested. Composed. Untouchably beautiful.

Buttercup knelt beside her.

Daisy’s eyes went to her immediately.

Buttercup wore her leather harness, the engraved tag gleaming between her large breasts.

Her blonde braid rested over one shoulder. Her cheeks were faintly flushed. Her lips curved in a soft, satisfied smile that made Daisy’s chest ache.

Mistress Rose noticed the look.

Of course she did.

“Good morning, Daisy.”

Daisy lowered her gaze. “Good morning, Mistress.”

Buttercup’s voice came sweeter.

“Good morning, little Daisy.”

The nickname still made Daisy blush.

“Good morning, Buttercup.”

Mistress Rose lifted one eyebrow.

Daisy corrected herself quickly.

“Good morning, senior dairy girl.”

Buttercup smiled.

“Better.”

Daisy hated the word.

Hated that Buttercup could say it so gently and still make it sound like a collar tightening around her throat.

Mistress Rose opened the half-door fully.

“Out.”

Daisy crawled out at once, the bell chiming.

Mistress Rose looked her over.

The inspection was brief but thorough: Daisy’s posture, the harness, the blank tag, the flushed skin where she had slept in leather, the immediate attention she gave Buttercup’s chest.

“You are already jealous.”

Daisy’s cheeks flushed.

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Of what this time?”

Daisy swallowed.

“That Buttercup stayed with you.”

Buttercup’s smile faded slightly into something softer.

Mistress Rose did not soften.

“And?”

Daisy’s throat tightened.

“That she sounds happy.”

Mistress Rose’s mouth curved.

“She is.”

The words hit with a small, sharp pain.

Daisy forced herself to remain still.

“Yes, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose touched Daisy’s bell.

Chime.

“Good. At least the jealousy is honest this morning.”

Daisy’s cheeks warmed to a deep red with shame.

Mistress Rose clipped the lead to the front ring of Daisy’s harness.

“Collection Day begins with breakfast.”

Daisy blinked.

Breakfast.

Of all the things she had expected — the milking room, the platform, inspection, punishment — breakfast had not been one of them.

“Yes, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose glanced at Buttercup.

“Buttercup, walk beside me.”

Buttercup rose smoothly.

“Yes, Mistress.”

Daisy lowered herself to follow on all fours.

The difference was immediate and humiliating.

Buttercup walked.

Daisy crawled.

Buttercup moved beside Mistress Rose, calm and upright, her harness gleaming beneath the barn lights. Daisy followed behind them, bell chiming with each movement, staring at the floor and trying not to watch Buttercup’s hips sway ahead of her.

Mistress Rose led them out of the barn and through the side corridor into the farmhouse.

The polished floor beneath Daisy’s palms felt cool and clean after straw. Her bell sounded louder indoors. Every chime seemed to announce that she was not a guest here. Not quite a pet. Not quite staff.

A dairy girl in training.

An unproven one.

They entered a large kitchen warmed by morning light. A wooden table stood near the window, set beautifully with plates, cutlery, fresh bread, fruit, butter, jam, tea, and a covered dish that smelled sweet and creamy.

Daisy’s mouth watered before she could stop it.

Mistress Rose noticed.

“Hungry?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Good.”

Mistress Rose took her seat at the table.

Buttercup remained standing beside the chair nearest her, waiting.

Mistress Rose gestured.

“Sit, Buttercup.”

Buttercup smiled and sat beside her.

Daisy froze.

The sight cut deeper than she expected.

Buttercup at the table.

Beside Mistress Rose.

Eating like a favored girl.

Not crawling.

Not kneeling.

Not waiting below.

Mistress Rose turned her gaze to Daisy.

“Come here.”

Daisy crawled closer.

The bell chimed across the kitchen floor.

Mistress Rose reached down and unfastened Daisy’s wrist cuffs from her thighs, then drew her hands behind her back. A short leather strap waited on the table. She secured Daisy’s wrists together behind her, not tightly, but enough that Daisy could not bring her hands forward.

Daisy’s pulse quickened.

“Mistress?”

Mistress Rose’s hand paused at her shoulder.

“Color?”

“Green, Mistress. Surprised, but green.”

“Good.”

Mistress Rose finished fastening her wrists, then pointed to the floor beside the table.

“Kneel there.”

Daisy obeyed.

Buttercup watched from above, seated at Mistress Rose’s side. She did not smirk exactly. That might have been easier. Instead, she looked curious, amused, and faintly affectionate.

Mistress Rose lifted the covered dish.

Steam rose.

Porridge.

Thick, pale, and creamy, glistening with honey and a dusting of cinnamon.

Mistress Rose spooned some into a bowl.

For a moment, Daisy thought the bowl would be placed on the table and that someone would feed her.

Mistress Rose set it on the floor.

In front of Daisy.

Daisy stared at it.

A blush crept up her neck.

Buttercup’s eyes brightened.

Mistress Rose settled back in her chair.

“Buttercup sits at the table because she has earned a place beside me. Daisy eats below because she is still learning where she belongs.”

Daisy’s throat tightened.

“Yes, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose picked up her own spoon.

“Eat.”

Daisy looked at the bowl.

Then at her bound hands.

Then at Mistress Rose.

Mistress Rose did not need to repeat herself.

Daisy lowered herself awkwardly, bending over the bowl with her hands secured behind her back. Her bell swung forward and touched the rim with a faint metallic tick.

The porridge smelled sweet.

Warm.

Comforting.

That almost made the humiliation worse.

Daisy lowered her mouth to it.

The first taste was rich and creamy, thick over her tongue, sweetened with honey, warm enough to make her shiver. She ate clumsily at first, lips and tongue working at the porridge while Mistress Rose and Buttercup ate properly above her.

The spoon clinked softly against Mistress Rose’s plate.

Buttercup poured tea.

Daisy ate from the floor.

Her cheeks colored under Buttercup’s gaze.

She could hear them eating. Hear cups lifted and set down. Hear Buttercup’s soft sigh when she tasted her tea.

Daisy’s face was inches from the bowl.

The porridge smeared slightly against her upper lip. She tried to lick it clean without lifting too far, but that only made Buttercup laugh softly.

Mistress Rose looked at her.

“What is funny, Buttercup?”

“She is trying to be neat, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose looked down at Daisy.

“And failing.”

Daisy swallowed the porridge in her mouth.

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Do not stop.”

Daisy lowered her mouth again.

She ate more slowly now, trying to control herself, but the position made dignity impossible. She had to push her mouth into the bowl, lick along the side, catch the thicker parts with her tongue. Her bound wrists flexed uselessly behind her back.

The porridge was delicious.

Creamy, smooth, sweet, warm.

But there was something else beneath the honey and cinnamon. A richness she could not place at first. A faintly unusual taste that made her pause with her mouth close to the bowl. It was not unpleasant. If anything, it made the porridge feel fuller, silkier, more intimate somehow.

Daisy swallowed.

The taste lingered.

Unusual.

But strangely familiar.

Her tongue moved over her lower lip, chasing the last trace of it before she understood why she was doing it.

Mistress Rose noticed.

“Something wrong with your breakfast?”

Daisy froze.

“No, Mistress.”

“Then continue.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

Daisy lowered her mouth again and kept eating.

The flavor stayed with her now that she had noticed it. Warm, creamy, and faintly personal in a way that made a needy unease stir low inside her. Every mouthful made her more aware of Buttercup sitting above her at the table, calm and smiling.

Daisy ate until the bowl was nearly empty, chasing the last of the porridge around the bottom with her tongue, licking the thick cream from the ceramic while her bell tapped faintly against the rim. Her breasts hung beneath her in the harness.

Buttercup sat at the table.

Daisy licked a bowl on the floor.

The contrast settled into her like heat.

At last, the bowl was clean enough that Daisy lifted her head, lips damp, humiliated, and still hungry for approval.

Mistress Rose looked down.

“Finished?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

Buttercup tilted her head.

“Did you enjoy it?”

Daisy glanced at Mistress Rose.

Mistress Rose said nothing.

That was permission enough to answer.

“Yes.”

Buttercup’s smile widened.

Daisy corrected herself.

“Yes, senior dairy girl.”

Buttercup’s eyes gleamed.

“What did you like about it?”

Daisy’s chest pinched with envy.

“It was warm.”

“And?”

“Sweet.”

“And?”

Daisy swallowed.

“Creamy.”

Buttercup’s smile became slow.

“Very creamy, wasn’t it?”

A nervous flutter moved through Daisy.

Something in Buttercup’s tone made the room feel suddenly smaller.

“Yes, senior dairy girl.”

Buttercup looked to Mistress Rose.

Mistress Rose took a calm sip of tea.

Buttercup turned back to Daisy.

“Do you know why?”

Daisy’s mouth went dry.

“No.”

Buttercup’s eyebrow lifted.

Daisy’s cheeks warmed to a deep red.

“No, senior dairy girl.”

Buttercup leaned down slightly, her large breasts pressing softly against the edge of the table.

“Mistress made it with my milk.”

Daisy went completely still.

The words did not make sense at first.

Then they did.

Her eyes dropped to the empty bowl.

The creamy sweetness still coated her tongue.

Buttercup’s milk.

In the porridge.

In her mouth.

Down her throat.

Warming her stomach.

The strange richness made sense now.

That faintly unusual taste beneath the honey.

The warmth.

The creaminess.

The way it had lingered on her tongue and made her want another mouthful before she even knew why.

Buttercup.

Daisy felt so humiliated she could barely look up from the empty bowl. Buttercup’s milk was still warm in her stomach, still sweet on her tongue, and the worst part was that she had enjoyed every mouthful.

Mistress Rose set her cup down.

“Look at me.”

Daisy looked up.

“Did you enjoy it?”

Daisy’s lips parted, but no answer came.

Mistress Rose’s gaze sharpened.

“Honesty.”

Daisy swallowed.

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Did you enjoy Buttercup’s milk?”

Daisy’s throat worked.

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Say it fully.”

Daisy’s eyes stung.

“I enjoyed Buttercup’s milk, Mistress.”

Buttercup’s smile softened into something smug and pleased.

Mistress Rose’s voice remained even.

“You ate every mouthful.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“You licked the bowl.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“You drank your rival and enjoyed every drop.”

Daisy’s whole body shivered.

The phrase struck deep and filthy.

“Yes, Mistress.”

Buttercup reached down and touched Daisy’s chin with one finger, gathering a small smear of porridge that remained there.

“Messy little Daisy.”

Daisy held still.

Buttercup held the finger in front of her mouth.

“Clean it.”

Daisy opened her lips and obeyed.

The last taste of porridge spread over her tongue.

Sweet.

Creamy.

Buttercup.

Daisy cleaned Buttercup’s finger carefully, aware of Mistress Rose watching from above, aware of Buttercup’s soft breath, aware of the humiliating truth that she did not hate the taste.

She liked it.

Buttercup withdrew her finger.

“Good girl.”

The praise from Buttercup made Daisy’s chest twist.

Mistress Rose looked satisfied.

“A productive dairy girl contributes to the house. Buttercup has earned that privilege.”

Daisy lowered her gaze to Buttercup’s tag.

Mistress Rose followed the look.

“Yes. Her name is engraved because she has proven herself useful.”

Daisy’s blush deepened.

“Yes, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose reached down and touched Daisy’s blank tag.

“And Daisy?”

Daisy’s throat tightened.

“Daisy is still learning.”

“Correct.”

Buttercup lifted her teacup and took a small sip.

The casualness of it was unbearable.

Daisy remained kneeling on the floor, hands bound behind her, mouth still tasting Buttercup’s milk, while Buttercup sat beside Mistress Rose like she belonged there.

Mistress Rose opened the leather-bound dairy book she had brought to the table.

Daisy’s pulse quickened.

Mistress Rose wrote slowly.

“Collection Day. Morning feeding. Daisy given porridge containing Buttercup’s milk.”

Daisy made a tiny sound.

Mistress Rose looked at her.

“Did I write something inaccurate?”

“No, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose continued.

“Reaction: strong embarrassment. Rival jealousy intensified. Consumption complete.”

Buttercup smiled.

Mistress Rose paused, then added:

“Enjoyment confirmed.”

Daisy squeezed her eyes shut for a moment.

Mistress Rose’s voice cooled.

“Eyes open.”

Daisy opened them.

“Yes, Mistress.”

“You are not humiliated because Buttercup fed you. You are humiliated because you liked it before you knew.”

Daisy swallowed.

“Yes, Mistress.”

“And now that you know?”

Daisy’s breath trembled.

“It feels worse.”

Mistress Rose’s eyes held hers.

“And?”

Daisy hated the truth.

But Mistress Rose had built this place out of truth.

“And better, Mistress.”

Buttercup gave a soft little laugh.

Mistress Rose smiled.

“There she is.”

Mistress Rose turned the dairy book slightly so Buttercup could see the entry.

“Buttercup, what would you record?”

Buttercup leaned over to look, then glanced down at Daisy.

“She swallowed well, Mistress.”

Daisy’s cheeks went bright red.

Mistress Rose wrote.

Buttercup continued, sweetly merciless.

“She seemed surprised by how much she liked it.”

Mistress Rose wrote that too.

Daisy’s body tingled with shame.

“And,” Buttercup added, “she looked very jealous when she realized she had been fed from me.”

Mistress Rose wrote.

Daisy lowered her eyes.

Mistress Rose snapped the book shut.

“Good observation.”

Buttercup smiled. “Thank you, Mistress.”

Daisy waited.

Nothing came for her.

That was becoming familiar.

Mistress Rose finished her tea, then pushed her chair back.

“Daisy.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Thank Buttercup.”

A sinking little dread moved through Daisy.

She looked up at Buttercup.

Buttercup rested her chin lightly in her hand.

Daisy swallowed.

“Thank you, Buttercup.”

Mistress Rose’s gaze sharpened.

Daisy corrected herself.

“Thank you, senior dairy girl.”

“For?”

“For your milk.”

Buttercup smiled.

“And?”

Daisy’s voice trembled.

“For making Daisy’s breakfast creamy.”

Buttercup’s eyes brightened.

Mistress Rose waited.

Daisy knew there was more.

Her hands flexed uselessly behind her back.

“And for showing Daisy what a productive dairy girl can give.”

Mistress Rose’s expression warmed.

“Good.”

Buttercup leaned down slightly.

“You are welcome, little Daisy.”

Daisy hated the way the words warmed her.

Mistress Rose stood.

Buttercup stood with her.

Daisy remained on the floor.

Mistress Rose unclipped the strap binding Daisy’s hands but did not let her rise yet. Daisy flexed her fingers, the relief almost embarrassing.

Mistress Rose picked up the empty bowl and set it back down in front of Daisy.

“There is still a trace left near the rim.”

Daisy looked.

There was barely anything.

A thin creamy smear.

Mistress Rose’s voice was calm.

“Clean it properly.”

Daisy leaned down.

This time her hands were free, but she knew better than to use them. She lowered her mouth to the bowl and licked the rim, cleaning the last traces of Buttercup’s milk from the ceramic.

Buttercup watched.

Mistress Rose watched.

Daisy’s tongue swept slowly around the inside edge until nothing remained.

When she lifted her head, Mistress Rose’s eyes were dark with satisfaction.

“Good Daisy.”

The praise landed so hard it made Daisy’s eyes sting.

“Thank you, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose touched Daisy’s bell.

Chime.

“Now you know how Buttercup tastes.”

Daisy’s cheeks warmed again.

“Yes, Mistress.”

“And today you will learn why she scores higher.”

The warmth from breakfast curdled into nervous anticipation.

“Yes, Mistress.”

Buttercup stepped closer and crouched in front of Daisy. Up close, her harness smelled faintly of leather and warm skin. Her large breasts hung heavily above the engraved tag, so close Daisy could not help seeing the difference.

Buttercup’s smile softened.

“Do not sulk too much today, little Daisy.”

Daisy looked at her.

“I’ll try.”

Buttercup tilted her head.

Daisy corrected herself.

“I’ll try, senior dairy girl.”

Buttercup touched Daisy’s cheek with two fingers.

“You will do better than try. Mistress does not engrave tags for girls who only try.”

The words stung.

But they also felt like advice.

Daisy swallowed.

“Yes, senior dairy girl.”

Mistress Rose moved toward the door.

“Both of you. Barn.”

Buttercup rose and followed at Mistress Rose’s side.

Daisy lowered herself onto all fours.

The bell chimed.

They returned through the farmhouse corridor, Mistress Rose leading, Buttercup walking beside her, Daisy crawling behind them with the taste of Buttercup still coating her tongue.

It was not just breakfast now.

It was evidence.

Buttercup’s body had fed her.

Buttercup’s training had produced something Daisy had consumed from a bowl on the floor.

And the worst part — the part that made shame curl through Daisy every time she swallowed — was that it had been delicious.

Back in the barn, the air smelled of straw, leather, and warm wood. The milking room hummed faintly in the distance, but Mistress Rose did not lead them there yet.

She stopped in front of the central mirror.

“Line up.”

Buttercup took her place immediately.

Daisy crawled beside her and rose to her knees.

Mistress Rose looked at them both in the mirror.

Buttercup: upright, calm, engraved, full-breasted and composed.

Daisy: flushed, nervous, blank-tagged, mouth still damp from licking the bowl.

The difference was cruel.

Mistress Rose placed one hand on Buttercup’s shoulder and one on Daisy’s.

“Collection Day is not about kindness.”

Daisy swallowed.

“Yes, Mistress.”

“It is about record, discipline, productivity, and improvement.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

Buttercup answered at the same time.

“Yes, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose’s hand moved from Daisy’s shoulder to her blank tag.

“Daisy wants a name engraved here.”

Daisy’s voice was quiet.

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Then she will learn from every comparison.”

Daisy looked at Buttercup in the mirror.

Jealousy stirred again.

But this time, beneath it, something else moved.

Hunger.

Not the hunger from breakfast.

The other kind.

The kind that wanted to be better.

Mistress Rose saw it.

“Good,” she said softly. “There may be use in her yet.”

Daisy’s bell trembled as she breathed.

Chime.

Mistress Rose smiled.

“Now we begin.”






CHAPTER TWO

Mistress Rose stood behind Daisy and Buttercup in front of the central mirror, one hand resting lightly on each of their shoulders.

The difference between them was impossible to ignore.

Buttercup knelt on Daisy’s right, calm and composed, her blonde braid falling neatly over one shoulder. Her leather harness sat perfectly against her body, every strap shaped to her curves as if it belonged there. Her large breasts filled the front of it beautifully and her ass squeezed perfectly in to the leather strap.

The sight made shame curl through her every time she looked at it.

She knelt beside Buttercup, trying to match her posture, trying to keep her hands still on her thighs, trying not to let the little bell at her throat betray every nervous breath.

It betrayed her anyway.

Chime.

Buttercup’s eyes flicked toward the bell in the mirror.

Her smile was small.

Daisy’s cheeks colored deeply.

Mistress Rose saw everything.

“Collection Day begins with comparison,” she said. “Not cruelty. Not kindness. Comparison.”

“Yes, Mistress,” both girls answered.

Mistress Rose’s fingers moved from Buttercup’s shoulder to the engraved tag at her chest.

“Buttercup is trained.”

Daisy watched the tag catch the light.

“She knows how to kneel without looking as if she is waiting to be rescued from her own feelings.”

Buttercup’s smile deepened.

Daisy lowered her gaze.

Mistress Rose touched Daisy’s chin and lifted it back to the mirror.

“No hiding.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose continued.

“Buttercup presents naturally. Daisy presents eagerly, but with too much emotion.”

Daisy’s blush deepened.

“Yes, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose’s hand moved lower, over Buttercup’s harness, tracing the straps that framed her large breasts.

“Buttercup has fullness.”

Daisy’s chest pinched with envy.

Mistress Rose’s other hand moved to Daisy’s smaller breasts, framed by her own harness. Daisy’s nipples tightened the moment Mistress Rose brushed them.

The bell gave a tiny, traitorous sound.

Chime.

Mistress Rose smiled.

“Daisy has sensitivity.”

Buttercup glanced at Daisy’s chest, not unkindly, but with the calm confidence of someone who had no need to compete.

Mistress Rose pinched Daisy’s nipple lightly.

Daisy gasped.

Chime.

“Very obvious sensitivity.”

Buttercup laughed softly.

Daisy felt ashamed.

Mistress Rose’s hand remained on Daisy’s breast.

“Do you hear the difference?”

Daisy swallowed. “Yes, Mistress.”

“Buttercup does not announce every reaction like a little bell-wearing thing desperate for attention.”

Daisy’s voice was quiet. “No, Mistress.”

“But Daisy does.”

Chime.

Buttercup’s smile widened.

Mistress Rose cupped Buttercup’s breast, lifting the heavy softness into her palm. Buttercup’s breathing changed, but her posture remained steady. The nipple hardened under Mistress Rose’s thumb, but Buttercup did not twitch. She did not whimper. She did not let the harness creak with need.

Mistress Rose looked at Daisy in the mirror.

“Control.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

Then Mistress Rose cupped Daisy’s breast again.

Daisy tried to hold still.

She really did.

But the moment Mistress Rose’s thumb brushed the nipple, her shoulders trembled.

Chime.

Buttercup murmured, “Poor little Daisy.”

The words were gentle.

The humiliation was not.

Mistress Rose released them both and stepped back.

“Buttercup has the better dairy body.”

Daisy went still.

Mistress Rose’s eyes met hers in the mirror.

“Daisy has the more desperate one.”

A needy ache stirred low inside Daisy before she could stop it.

The truth of it was worse than the insult.

“Yes, Mistress,” she whispered.

Mistress Rose opened the dairy book and began to write.

“Collection Day comparison. Posture: Buttercup superior. Presentation: Buttercup superior. Breast fullness: Buttercup superior. Sensitivity: Daisy superior. Discipline under inspection: Buttercup superior.”

Daisy felt each word like a mark.

Mistress Rose paused.

“Potential.”

Daisy’s breath caught.

Mistress Rose wrote.

“Daisy: present.”

The small mercy hurt almost as much as losing.

Mistress Rose closed the book.

“Buttercup wins the first comparison.”

Buttercup bowed her head slightly.

“Thank you, Mistress.”

Daisy’s throat tightened.

Mistress Rose looked at her.

“And Daisy?”

Daisy forced the words out.

“Congratulations, senior dairy girl.”

Buttercup smiled at her through the mirror.

“Thank you, little Daisy.”

Mistress Rose’s gaze sharpened.

“Because Daisy lost, Daisy receives the loser’s chore.”

Daisy’s pulse kicked.

“Yes, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose turned to Buttercup.

“Remove your harness.”

Buttercup obeyed immediately.

She stood and unfastened the straps with practiced ease. First the shoulder bands, then the breast supports, then the waist strap, then the thigh straps. Daisy watched despite herself as the leather peeled away from Buttercup’s body.

The harness had been on her all morning.

Maybe all night.

Daisy realized, suddenly, that Buttercup had not showered after staying with Mistress Rose.

The thought landed hard.

Buttercup’s skin still carried the night before. Her body had been warm beneath those straps. Her breasts had filled them. Her thighs had pressed into them. Her ass had worn the rear strap. Her pussy had rested close to the lower leather.

Daisy could smell it now that the harness was free.

Leather.

Sweat.

Warm skin.

Barn air.

Something muskier underneath.

Something intimate.

Something Buttercup.

Buttercup handed the harness to Mistress Rose.

Mistress Rose held it for a moment, then lowered it in front of Daisy.

“Clean it.”

Daisy stared.

“With your mouth.”

Her cheeks warmed to a deep red.

“Yes, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose lowered the harness until the engraved tag hung just in front of Daisy’s lips.

“Tag first. I want you to taste the name she earned.”

Daisy leaned forward.

The brass was warm from Buttercup’s body. Daisy touched her tongue to the engraved letters.

BUTTERCUP

The metal tasted faintly of salt, leather, and skin. Daisy licked carefully over the letters, tracing the name her rival had earned.

Buttercup watched with bright eyes.

“That’s the tag I earned,” she said softly. “Be gentle with it.”

Daisy’s blush deepened.

“Yes, senior dairy girl.”

Mistress Rose held the harness steady.

“Again.”

Daisy licked the tag again, slower this time, polishing the brass with her tongue until it gleamed faintly beneath the barn lights.

Mistress Rose shifted the harness.

“Breast straps.”

Daisy obeyed.

She took the leather strap into her mouth and dragged her tongue along it. The taste was stronger here: warm leather, faint sweat and the heavy warmth of Buttercup’s skin. It was not dirty exactly. It was personal. Intimate. A private scent Daisy had no right to taste and yet had been ordered to clean.

Buttercup’s large breasts swayed slightly now that they were free of the harness.

Daisy tried not to look.

Buttercup noticed.

“Those held something heavier than yours, little Daisy,” she said. “Clean them properly.”

Daisy’s mouth paused around the leather.

Mistress Rose’s voice came at once.

“Do not stop because Buttercup tells the truth.”

Daisy resumed.

“Yes, Mistress.”

She licked along the curve of the strap that had framed Buttercup’s breast, tasting salt and heat. Her tongue moved over the buckle, around the edge, down the leather where it had rested beneath the soft weight Daisy envied so much.

Mistress Rose watched with cool satisfaction.

“That is the scent of a girl ahead of you.”

Daisy’s throat worked.

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Lower.”

Mistress Rose lowered the under-breast supports to Daisy’s mouth.

These were warmer somehow, more intimate. Daisy could taste the salt of Buttercup’s skin more clearly here, the places where sweat had gathered under the weight of her breasts. It spread over Daisy’s tongue, leather and body heat, and a sour little twist of envy moved through her.

Buttercup sighed above her.

“I wondered if she would wrinkle her nose.”

Mistress Rose smiled. “She knows better.”

Daisy kept licking.

The harness shifted lower.

“Waist strap.”

Daisy cleaned it.

Then the side rings.

Then the buckles.

Then the thigh straps.

The taste grew stronger as she worked lower. The leather that had circled Buttercup’s thighs carried more sweat, more musk, more of the night before. Daisy could smell Buttercup on it before her tongue touched it.

Her body answered before her pride could stop it.

A wet ache stirred between her thighs.

Buttercup saw the tiny shift of Daisy’s knees.

“Oh,” Buttercup murmured. “She likes this part.”

Daisy’s cheeks blushed under Buttercup’s gaze.

Mistress Rose did not look surprised.

“Of course she does.”

Daisy licked the thigh strap slowly, shame and arousal tangling together until she could barely separate them. Buttercup’s scent clung to the leather: warm skin, faint sweat, the intimate trace of her pussy where the strap had sat close between her legs.

Mistress Rose brought the lower strap forward.

Daisy went still.

This one had rested between Buttercup’s thighs.

The scent was unmistakable.

Buttercup leaned closer, her voice soft and amused.

“That one sat very close, little Daisy. Do not pretend you cannot taste me.”

Daisy’s lips parted.

Mistress Rose’s tone cooled.

“Clean.”

Daisy obeyed.

Her tongue touched the leather.

The taste hit her at once: salt, musk, warm leather, and the faint wetness of Buttercup’s arousal dried into the strap. It was stronger than the others, more intimate, humiliatingly alive with the memory of Buttercup’s body. Daisy had to force herself not to shiver.

Buttercup’s smile widened.

“There she is.”

Mistress Rose held the strap steady while Daisy dragged her tongue along its length. The leather flexed slightly under her mouth. Daisy cleaned the edges, then the center, then the underside where Buttercup’s scent was deepest.

“This is what losing tastes like,” Mistress Rose said.

Daisy moaned before she could stop herself.

The bell chimed.

Buttercup laughed softly.

Mistress Rose’s eyes narrowed with approval.

“Useful jealousy.”

Daisy kept cleaning, slower now, her lips damp against the strap. The taste of Buttercup filled her mouth again, different from the milk at breakfast but somehow connected to it. Buttercup had fed her. Buttercup had beaten her. Now Daisy knelt with Buttercup’s harness in her mouth, tasting the warm evidence of a body that had already earned a place above her.

Mistress Rose handed the harness fully to Daisy.

“Hold it with your mouth. Hands stay behind you.”

Daisy shifted her hands behind her back and took more of the strap between her teeth.

Buttercup moved closer.

Daisy saw her bare feet first.

Then her thighs.

Then Buttercup’s hand, reaching down.

Her fingers touched Daisy’s cheek.

“You are making such a careful job of it.”

Daisy’s breath trembled through her nose.

Buttercup’s fingers moved to the bell at Daisy’s collar and flicked it gently.

Chime.

“Still so easy to hear.”

Daisy continued licking.

Buttercup’s hand moved lower, over Daisy’s small breast. Her fingertip circled one nipple, teasing it through the open frame of the harness.

Daisy jolted.

The strap nearly slipped from her mouth.

Mistress Rose’s voice cut in.

“Do not stop cleaning because Buttercup found proof of your jealousy.”

Daisy whimpered around the leather and resumed.

Buttercup pinched her nipple lightly.

Daisy’s bell rang.

Chime.

Buttercup’s fingers drifted down Daisy’s stomach, slow and cruel, until they reached between her thighs.

Daisy froze.

Buttercup’s voice turned honey-soft.

“Look at you. Cleaning my harness and getting wet for it.”

Daisy hung her head in shame.

Buttercup slid one finger over Daisy’s pussy, just enough to gather wetness, just enough to make Daisy’s knees tremble.

No relief.

Only proof.

Buttercup raised the finger briefly and looked at the shine.

“Mistress.”

Mistress Rose glanced down.

“Yes. I see.”

Daisy whimpered against the strap.

Buttercup touched her again, running one fingertip lightly over Daisy’s clit.

Daisy moaned into the harness.

The vibration made the leather shift between her lips.

Buttercup smiled.

“Poor little thing.”

Her finger circled once.

Then stopped.

Daisy almost chased the touch.

Mistress Rose saw the tiny movement.

“Still.”

Daisy froze, breathing hard through her nose, Buttercup’s harness still in her mouth.

Buttercup stroked her clit again, slow and light, not enough to build release, only enough to make Daisy wetter and more helpless while she cleaned.

“Keep going,” Buttercup whispered.

Daisy obeyed.

She licked the strap that had rested between Buttercup’s thighs while Buttercup teased her pussy with maddening little strokes. Her tongue tasted Buttercup’s musk. Her own wetness gathered between her legs. Her hands stayed behind her back. Her bell chimed every time she trembled too much.

Mistress Rose watched both girls in the mirror.

“Daisy is learning something important.”

Daisy could not answer.

Mistress Rose smiled.

“She can be used even when she is losing.”

Buttercup’s finger paused against Daisy’s clit.

Daisy shook.

Then the harness shifted in Mistress Rose’s hand.

“Rear strap.”

Daisy’s breath caught.

Buttercup’s smile changed.

More openly amused now.

Mistress Rose presented the rear strap in front of Daisy’s mouth. It had rested against Buttercup’s ass, tucked close behind her body, warmed by the long night and morning in the barn. The scent was deeper here. Salt. Sweat. Leather. Heat. Buttercup’s ass musk clinging to the strap.

Daisy hesitated.

Buttercup clicked her tongue softly.

“Do not wrinkle your nose, little Daisy.”

Mistress Rose’s voice followed, calm and absolute.

“You lost.”

Daisy opened her mouth.

The rear strap touched her tongue.

It was warm, salty, intimate. Daisy dragged her tongue along the leather and tasted the sweat from Buttercup’s ass, the lingering musk from a night spent close to Mistress Rose, the blunt reality of the girl who had beaten her.

Humiliation sank through her like warmth.

Buttercup’s fingers resumed between Daisy’s thighs.

A single teasing stroke over her clit.

Daisy groaned into the strap.

Buttercup leaned closer.

“Make sure you clean the taste of my ass off it entirely, little Daisy.”

Daisy’s eyes stung.

“Yes, senior dairy girl,” she whispered against the leather.

Mistress Rose corrected her.

“Mouth busy.”

Daisy resumed licking.

Buttercup’s hand stayed between her thighs, teasing, circling, slipping just close enough to make Daisy’s hips want to move. But every time Daisy trembled too hard, Mistress Rose’s voice stopped her.

“Still.”

“Continue.”

“Do not seek relief.”

“Clean the strap.”

Daisy cleaned.

She licked the rear strap slowly, thoroughly, tongue moving along every edge and crease in the leather. Buttercup’s taste coated her mouth now: sweat, musk, warm skin, the private scent of her body where the harness had held her. The more humiliating it became, the more Daisy’s body betrayed her.

Buttercup felt it.

“You are dripping, little Daisy.”

Daisy whimpered.

Buttercup’s finger slid lightly over Daisy’s clit again.

“Is it because you are tasting my harness?”

Daisy looked at Buttercup.

Mistress Rose answered for her.

“Yes.”

Buttercup smiled.

“Is it because she lost?”

Mistress Rose’s mouth curved.

“Yes.”

Buttercup leaned down until her lips were near Daisy’s ear.

“Or is it because she knows I spent the night with Mistress and did not wash before she had to clean me?”

Daisy shuddered so hard the bell rang sharply.

Chime.

Mistress Rose’s eyes darkened.

“There it is.”

Daisy could barely breathe.

Buttercup’s finger pressed lightly against her clit.

Not enough.

Never enough.

“Clean all of it,” Buttercup whispered. “Mistress likes thorough girls.”

Daisy obeyed.

She licked until the rear strap shone damply under the barn light. Her mouth felt wet with saliva and the taste of Buttercup. Her thighs trembled. Her pussy ached from Buttercup’s teasing fingers. Her small breasts rose and fell behind the leather harness.

Mistress Rose finally took the harness away.

“Enough.”

Daisy sat back on her heels, lips wet, breathing unevenly.

Buttercup withdrew her hand from between Daisy’s thighs.

The loss made Daisy tremble.

Buttercup lifted the damp finger and showed it to Mistress Rose.

“Mistress, she made quite a mess.”

Mistress Rose inspected it.

“She did.”

Daisy’s blush deepened.

Mistress Rose looked down at her.

“Did Buttercup give you relief?”

“No, Mistress.”

“Did she tease you?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Did you continue cleaning?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose opened the dairy book.

“Loser’s chore completed,” she wrote aloud. “Jealousy high. Arousal obvious. Obedience improving under rival contact.”

Daisy swallowed.

Improving.

Not good.

Not enough.

But improving.

Buttercup took her harness from Mistress Rose and inspected it, turning it slowly in her hands.

“She did well,” Buttercup said.

Daisy looked up despite herself.

Buttercup tilted her head.

“But I am not sure she is truly thankful.”

Daisy’s pulse kicked.

Mistress Rose closed the book.

“Then determine it.”

Buttercup’s smile widened.

Daisy’s body went still.

“Yes, Mistress.”

Buttercup stepped in front of Daisy.

“All fours, little Daisy.”

Daisy obeyed immediately, lowering herself onto her hands and knees before Buttercup. The bell chimed. The barn floor felt warm beneath her palms.

Buttercup circled her slowly.

Daisy could feel her presence behind her, then beside her, then in front again.

“You cleaned my tag.”

“Yes, senior dairy girl.”

“You cleaned the straps that held my breasts.”

“Yes, senior dairy girl.”

“You cleaned the strap that sat against my pussy.”

Daisy felt humiliated.

“Yes, senior dairy girl.”

“And the strap that sat against my ass.”

Daisy’s voice trembled.

“Yes, senior dairy girl.”

Buttercup looked to Mistress Rose.

“She says the words.”

Mistress Rose remained calm.

“But?”

Buttercup’s eyes returned to Daisy.

“I do not know if she means them.”

Daisy’s throat went dry.

“I do.”

Buttercup’s eyebrow lifted.

Daisy corrected herself.

“I do, senior dairy girl.”

Buttercup smiled.

“Then thank me properly.”

Daisy looked up.

Buttercup turned around.

Daisy’s breath caught.

Buttercup stood 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.”

Daisy hesitated for half a second.

Mistress Rose’s voice came softly.

“Daisy.”

That was all.

Daisy leaned forward and pressed a small kiss to the curve of Buttercup’s ass.

Buttercup looked unimpressed.

“That was polite.”

Daisy’s blush deepened.

Buttercup shifted closer.

“I did not ask for polite.”

Daisy swallowed.

Buttercup’s voice sweetened.

“Properly.”

Daisy leaned in again.

This time she kissed Buttercup’s ass slower, pressing her lips to the warm skin with deliberate obedience. She kissed one cheek, then the other, feeling the soft weight of Buttercup’s body near her face, smelling the sweat and musk she had just cleaned from the strap.

Buttercup sighed lightly.

“Better.”

Mistress Rose watched in the mirror.

Daisy kissed again, lower this time, more humbly, letting her mouth linger.

Buttercup looked back.

“Now thank me.”

Daisy’s voice shook.

“Thank you, senior dairy girl.”

“For?”

Daisy closed her eyes for a moment.

Then opened them.

“For allowing Daisy to clean your harness.”

“And?”

“For allowing Daisy to taste you on it.”

Buttercup’s smile softened into something smug and satisfied.

“And?”

“For teasing Daisy while she cleaned.”

Buttercup hummed.

“And?”

Daisy swallowed.

“For letting Daisy thank you properly.”

Buttercup reached back and rested a hand lightly on Daisy’s head.

“There. That sounded more honest.”

Mistress Rose stepped closer.

“Good.”

Daisy’s chest loosened at the word.

Mistress Rose’s hand touched the blank tag at Daisy’s harness.

“Do not mistake this for praise.”

Daisy’s heart sank slightly.

“Yes, Mistress.”

“It is assessment.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose looked at Buttercup.

“Put your harness back on.”

Buttercup obeyed, fastening the cleaned leather around her body again. Daisy watched the straps return to the places her tongue had just cleaned: around the breasts, under the weight of them, around the waist, between the thighs, around and tight within her ass.

Daisy remained on all fours.

Her mouth still tasted of Buttercup.

Her pussy still throbbed from Buttercup’s teasing.

Mistress Rose opened the dairy book once more.

“Daisy completed the loser’s chore. Gratitude corrected by senior dairy girl. Rival hierarchy reinforced.”

She wrote for another moment, then closed it.

Daisy waited.

Mistress Rose looked down at her.

“Cleaning Buttercup’s harness was only the first correction.”

Daisy’s pulse quickened.

“Yes, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose’s eyes held hers.

“There is still one part of you that expects reward when it should expect training.”

Daisy did not understand at first.

Then she saw Buttercup’s smile.

Slow.

Knowing.

Wickedly sympathetic.

A nervous flutter moved through Daisy.

“Mistress?”

Mistress Rose touched the bell at Daisy’s collar.

Chime.

“Your next lesson begins after lunch.”

Daisy swallowed.

“Yes, Mistress.”

Buttercup leaned close to Daisy as Mistress Rose turned away.

Her voice was soft enough that only Daisy could hear.

“Poor little Daisy,” she whispered. “You really do still think you know where Mistress is going to put you.”

Daisy went very still.

Buttercup smiled and walked after Mistress Rose, her cleaned harness creaking softly around her body.

Daisy remained on all fours in front of the mirror, mouth wet, body aching, jealousy sharpened into something almost unbearable.

And somewhere beneath the humiliation, beneath the envy, beneath the taste of Buttercup still lingering on her tongue, there was a worse truth.

She wanted to know what Mistress Rose meant.

And she was afraid Buttercup already did.


CHAPTER THREE

Daisy knew she should not hope.

Hope had become dangerous at Rosewick Farm.

It made her careless. It made her read kindness into commands, reward into training, softness into ownership. It made her forget that Mistress Rose did not give pleasure because Daisy wanted it.

She gave it when Daisy had earned it.

And Daisy had not.

Not yet.

Still, as Mistress Rose led her back to the central platform after lunch, Daisy could not stop the thought from forming.

The strap-on.

Buttercup.

The platform.

The memory of watching Buttercup receive what Daisy had wanted so badly.

Her body betrayed her before Mistress Rose even gave the first order.

The bell at her throat chimed softly.

Mistress Rose glanced back.

“Already imagining things, Daisy?”

Daisy blushed.

“Yes, Mistress.”

Buttercup smiled from Mistress Rose’s other side.

“Oh, little Daisy.”

Daisy hated the way Buttercup made pity sound like praise.

Mistress Rose stopped beside the padded platform.

“Up.”

Daisy obeyed.

“Hands down. Knees apart. Chest low.”

Daisy’s pulse kicked.

She moved into position on all fours, lowering herself over the platform until her chest pressed against the padding and her hips were raised behind her. The pose was humiliatingly open. She could see herself in the angled mirror: harnessed, collared, waiting.

Buttercup knelt in front of her.

Calm.

Smiling.

Watching.

Mistress Rose moved behind Daisy.

Daisy heard the leather first.

The soft shift of straps.

The buckle.

The quiet, deliberate preparation.

Her breath caught.

Buttercup noticed immediately.

“You look hopeful,” she said.

Daisy swallowed.

Mistress Rose’s voice came from behind her.

“Is Buttercup right?”

Daisy closed her eyes for a second.

“Yes, Mistress.”

“What are you hoping for?”

Daisy’s blush deepened.

“That you will reward Daisy.”

Mistress Rose stepped closer.

The heat of her body settled behind Daisy.

“And how does Daisy imagine being rewarded?”

The answer was shameful because it was obvious.

“With your strap-on, Mistress.”

Buttercup gave a soft laugh.

Daisy opened her eyes and saw Buttercup watching her expression with bright, amused interest.

Mistress Rose let the silence stretch.

Then Daisy felt the first deliberate brush between her thighs.

Mistress Rose dragged the strap-on slowly along Daisy’s wet pussy, letting it press against her just enough to make her gasp. It slid through her arousal, teasing the place Daisy had been aching for, close enough that her body immediately believed the reward had finally arrived.

Daisy’s hips twitched.

Mistress Rose’s hand tightened on her harness.

“Still.”

Daisy froze.

“Yes, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose brushed the strap-on over her pussy again, slower this time, coating it in Daisy’s wetness. Daisy’s breath came apart. Every nerve in her body leaned toward it, desperate for Mistress Rose to push forward, desperate to be taken where she wanted it most.

For one breathless second, she thought she had guessed correctly.

Then Mistress Rose moved higher.

The strap-on slid away from Daisy’s pussy and up between her cheeks.

Daisy went still.

“Mistress…”

Mistress Rose spread Daisy’s ass with calm, deliberate hands, exposing her while Buttercup watched from the front. The humiliation hit instantly: Daisy’s pussy was dripping and ignored beneath her, while Mistress Rose positioned the strap-on against her ass instead.

Mistress Rose held her there, not entering yet, only letting Daisy feel the difference between what she wanted and what she was about to receive.

“Color.”

Daisy swallowed hard.

“Green, Mistress. Nervous, but green.”

“Good.”

Mistress Rose’s voice lowered.

“You thought I was going to reward your pussy.”

Daisy trembled.

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Buttercup earned relief.”

Daisy’s eyes flicked to Buttercup.

Buttercup smiled.

Mistress Rose continued.

“Daisy earns training.”

Daisy’s throat tightened.

“Yes, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose leaned over her, one hand pressing between Daisy’s shoulder blades, keeping her low.

“You don’t deserve pleasure yet, Daisy. Your body still needs training.”

Mistress Rose did not rush.

She held Daisy open with one steady hand and guided the strap-on with the other, pressing forward slowly until Daisy felt the first careful push against her ass.

Daisy’s breath caught.

Buttercup watched her face from the front, eyes bright, lips parted in a small smile as Daisy’s expression shifted from nervous anticipation into startled surrender.

Mistress Rose edged in deeper, inch by slow inch, giving Daisy’s body time to adjust but not enough room to pretend she was in control. Daisy gripped the edge of the platform, her knuckles tightening as the pressure spread through her.

“There,” Mistress Rose murmured. “Breathe.”

Daisy tried.

The first moan slipped out before she could stop it.

Buttercup’s smile widened.

“Oh, little Daisy,” she whispered. “There it is.”

Mistress Rose began with slow, gentle thrusts, each one careful and deliberate. Daisy felt every movement, every humiliating inch, every slow withdrawal and return. It was not the reward she had imagined, not the pussy pleasure she had hoped for, but her body still responded.

That was the worst part.

Mistress Rose’s pace stayed gentle at first, patient enough to make Daisy feel how completely she was being trained. Then, as Daisy’s breathing grew steadier and her body began to accept the rhythm, Mistress Rose increased the pace.

Not harshly.

Not carelessly.

Just enough to make Daisy’s voice break.

The platform creaked softly beneath her. Her bell chimed with every little tremor. Her pussy hung wet and ignored beneath her, dripping with the pleasure she was not allowed to spend, while Mistress Rose fucked her ass with slow-growing confidence.

Buttercup leaned closer, watching Daisy’s face change with every thrust.

“You were shocked at first,” she murmured. “Now listen to you.”

Daisy moaned again, helplessly.

Mistress Rose’s hands tightened on her hips.

“Good. Let her learn.”

Buttercup reached forward and cupped Daisy’s small breasts in both hands.

Daisy gasped.

The bell chimed sharply.

Buttercup’s thumbs circled Daisy’s nipples with slow, cruel attention.

“Your little breasts give you away every time.”

Daisy felt ashamed

Mistress Rose’s voice came from behind her, calm and controlled.

“Good. Keep her sensitive. I want her aware of everything she is not being given.”

“Yes, Mistress,” Buttercup said sweetly.

Daisy shook beneath both of them.

Mistress Rose controlled the rhythm from behind. Buttercup controlled her from the front, teasing her breasts, watching her face, smiling every time Daisy tried to hide a reaction and failed.

Daisy had never felt so exposed.

Not merely naked.

Seen.

Buttercup saw the exact moment her expression changed. The moment surprise became strain. The moment strain gave way to something needier, more humiliating, more honest. Daisy could feel it happening and still could not stop it.

Her mouth fell open.

Her lashes fluttered.

A moan escaped before she could swallow it.

Buttercup’s smile widened.

“You were so surprised,” she whispered. “And now you’re moaning for it.”

Daisy’s cheeks flushed a humiliating shade of red.

Mistress Rose’s voice came from behind her.

“She is learning the difference between expectation and obedience.”

“Yes, Mistress,” Buttercup said.

Her fingers rolled Daisy’s nipples again.

Daisy gasped, and the bell betrayed her.

Chime.

Chime.

Chime.

Buttercup’s gaze lowered.

From where she knelt, she could see what Mistress Rose was denying Daisy. Daisy’s pussy hung wet and exposed beneath her, aching and ignored, glistening with need that had nowhere to go.

Buttercup’s eyes brightened.

“Oh, Mistress,” she said softly. “Her poor pussy is dripping.”

Daisy made a mortified sound.

Mistress Rose did not relent.

“Of course it is.”

Buttercup’s fingers tightened around Daisy’s breasts.

“She really thought that was where she was going to get you.”

Daisy moaned despite herself.

“And now look at her,” Buttercup whispered. “Dripping from a place that gets nothing.”

Mistress Rose’s voice remained steady.

“Good. Let it ache. It will learn patience while the rest of her learns obedience.”

Daisy’s hands clenched against the platform.

She had never felt so watched.

So used.

So aware of her own body betraying her.

Buttercup leaned closer, her fingers still teasing Daisy’s small breasts while Mistress Rose continued behind her.

Mistress Rose’s strap-on moved in slow, steady strokes, sliding deeper into Daisy’s ass with each controlled thrust. Daisy’s body rocked forward slightly against the platform every time Mistress Rose pushed in, and Buttercup watched the effect it had on her face: the helpless flutter of her lashes, the parted lips, the way she tried to stay quiet and failed.

Buttercup smiled.

“Poor little Daisy,” she whispered. “You really thought this was going to be your reward.”

Mistress Rose thrust deeper from behind.

Daisy moaned before she could stop herself.

Buttercup’s thumbs circled Daisy’s nipples, making the bell at her throat chime softly.

“Instead, Mistress is fucking your ass while your needy little pussy gets nothing.”

Daisy’s cheeks warmed to a deep red.

Mistress Rose’s hands tightened on Daisy’s hips, holding her steady as she continued the slow, humiliating rhythm.

“She is learning,” Mistress Rose said calmly.

Buttercup’s smile widened.

“Yes, Mistress. She is.”

Buttercup was flushed now, her own breathing changed by what she was witnessing. Her thighs shifted slightly where she knelt, and Daisy saw the truth of it.

Buttercup was aroused.

Aroused by watching Daisy struggle.

Aroused by seeing Mistress Rose train her.

Buttercup smiled when she realized Daisy had noticed.

“Look what watching you does to me.”

A shameful heat spread through Daisy.

Mistress Rose’s hand tightened at Daisy’s hip.

“Serve her while I train you.”

Daisy’s breath broke.

Buttercup moved closer, positioning herself in front of Daisy with slow, confident cruelty. She was already wet, already open, already pleased by Daisy’s humiliation. Daisy could smell her before her mouth reached her: warm skin, arousal, and that intimate Buttercup scent she had been forced to taste all morning.

Buttercup’s hand slid into Daisy’s hair.

“Come on, little Daisy.”

Mistress Rose’s voice followed, lower and firmer.

“Buttercup gets your mouth. I get your obedience.”

Daisy obeyed.

The next part of the lesson blurred into heat, breath, shame, and service. Mistress Rose controlled her from behind while Buttercup guided her from the front. Daisy’s moans were swallowed into Buttercup’s pleasure. Buttercup’s hands moved through Daisy’s hair, then back to her breasts, teasing and correcting, making sure Daisy never forgot who was receiving and who was still being denied.

Buttercup grew louder.

Daisy grew shakier.

Mistress Rose stayed in control.

Every time Daisy’s own need tried to pull her attention inward, Buttercup pulled her back with a hand in her hair or a whispered correction.

“Slower.”

“Not like that.”

“Use your tongue properly.”

“There. Better.”

Daisy hated needing the correction.

She hated that Buttercup sounded pleased.

She hated most of all that she obeyed.

Mistress Rose’s rhythm from behind remained patient and inescapable, each movement deepening the lesson without granting what Daisy had expected. Daisy’s pussy ached helplessly, wet and untouched, while her mouth worked for Buttercup and her body learned Mistress Rose’s version of patience.

Buttercup’s thighs tightened around Daisy’s face.

“Oh, little Daisy,” she breathed. “That’s it.”

Daisy moaned into her.

The vibration made Buttercup gasp.

Mistress Rose noticed.

“Good. Let her feel what training does to you.”

Buttercup’s hands returned to Daisy’s breasts, fondling them as Daisy served her. Her thumbs teased Daisy’s nipples until Daisy’s bell rang again and again, soft frantic chimes beneath the louder sounds of the lesson.

Mistress Rose’s voice stayed calm.

“Do not chase what you wanted, Daisy.”

Daisy trembled.

“You are here for what I decide.”

Buttercup’s body tightened.

Her fingers gripped Daisy’s hair.

“Don’t stop.”

Daisy did not stop.

Buttercup’s pleasure broke over her in a warm, trembling rush. Daisy held still, mouth open, taking the proof of it while Mistress Rose kept her pinned in the lesson from behind. Buttercup’s moan filled the room, satisfied and shameless, and Daisy understood the humiliation clearly.

Both of them had received something from her.

Daisy had received no relief.

Mistress Rose slowed at last, her hands still firm on Daisy’s hips.

Daisy was shaking.

Her body had betrayed her completely. She had moaned for the lesson. She had responded to it. She had felt pleasure there, deep and humiliating, enough to understand why Mistress Rose had chosen it.

But it had not given her release.

Her pussy still ached beneath her, wet and untouched, clenching around nothing. The need there had only grown worse, fed by every command, every touch from Buttercup, every mocking word whispered into her ear.

Mistress Rose withdrew slowly.

Daisy whimpered at the loss, then immediately hated herself for it.

Buttercup saw.

“Oh, little Daisy,” she murmured. “You liked it.”

Daisy lowered her gaze in shame

“Yes,” she whispered.

Mistress Rose’s hand settled on the back of Daisy’s neck.

“But did you come?”

Daisy swallowed, still trembling.

“No, Mistress.”

“Good.”

The word made Daisy ache harder.

Mistress Rose leaned closer, voice low and calm.

“That was the lesson. You can enjoy training and still receive no relief.”

Daisy’s breath shook.

“Yes, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose stepped back at last, leaving Daisy trembling over the platform.

Daisy stayed on all fours, breath uneven, hands gripping the padding, her body still aching with everything she had been given and everything she had been denied.

Mistress Rose stood behind her for a moment, letting the silence settle.

Then she moved around to Daisy’s front.

The strap-on was still fastened at her hips.

Daisy looked at it, then quickly lowered her eyes.

Mistress Rose noticed.

“Look.”

Daisy looked.

Her cheeks warmed to a deep red with shame.

Mistress Rose’s voice was calm.

“You wanted this as a reward.”

Daisy swallowed.

“Yes, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose stepped closer until the strap-on rested just in front of Daisy’s mouth.

“Instead, you took it in your ass.”

Daisy’s breath shook.

“Yes, Mistress.”

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

“Now clean your ass off my strap-on.”

Daisy trembled.

For a second, the humiliation was so sharp she could barely move.

Buttercup watched from nearby, still flushed and satisfied, her lips curved in that soft, senior-girl smile.

“Go on, little Daisy,” Buttercup murmured. “Mistress gave you an order.”

Daisy opened her mouth and obeyed.

The taste hit her immediately. Musky, intimate, humiliating — the evidence of her ass still clinging to the strap-on, mixed with the warm taste of her own pussy juices where they had dripped and splashed onto it during the lesson. Daisy shivered as it spread across her tongue. Her body had betrayed her from both places at once: her ass learning what Mistress Rose wanted, her pussy soaking itself uselessly below, and now the proof of both was being cleaned from Mistress Rose’s strap-on by Daisy’s mouth.

Mistress Rose held Daisy steady by the hair.

“Slowly.”

Daisy slowed.

Her tongue moved along the length of the strap-on, careful and obedient, cleaning every wet place. Saliva gathered at the corners of her mouth as she worked, mixing with the musky taste of her ass and the wet trace of her denied pussy. The act made shame curl low and hot inside her.

This was not like cleaning after being rewarded.

This was cleaning after correction.

Her pussy still throbbed uselessly, wet and denied, while her mouth cleaned the proof that Mistress Rose had chosen a different lesson for her body.

Buttercup crouched beside her.

“You really did think this was going somewhere else, didn’t you?”

Daisy moaned softly around the strap-on.

Mistress Rose’s fingers tightened in her hair.

“Answer.”

Daisy pulled back just enough to speak, lips wet.

“Yes, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose looked down at her.

“And where did Daisy think she would take it?”

Daisy’s cheeks flushed deeper.

“In her pussy, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose’s expression darkened with satisfaction.

“And where did Daisy take it?”

Daisy’s voice trembled.

“In her ass, Mistress.”

Buttercup smiled.

“And now?”

Daisy swallowed.

“Now Daisy is cleaning her ass off your strap-on, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose’s hand stroked once through her hair.

“Good. Continue.”

Daisy returned to it.

She licked more thoroughly this time, dragging her tongue over the head, down the shaft, and closer to the base where it met Mistress Rose’s harness. Each pass made the humiliation heavier. Saliva slipped from Daisy’s lower lip and trailed down her chin, dripping onto her small breasts below.

Buttercup reached out and touched the wetness where it had fallen.

“Messy again.”

Daisy whimpered.

Mistress Rose did not let her pull away.

“Finish.”

Daisy obeyed until the strap-on was clean, until her lips were wet, her chin damp, and her body still shaking from the relief she had not been allowed.

Only then did Mistress Rose touch her cheek.

“Enough.”

Daisy pulled back immediately, breathless and ashamed.

Mistress Rose lifted her chin.

“What did you learn?”

Daisy swallowed.

“That wanting your strap-on does not mean Daisy gets to choose where she takes it, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose smiled.

“Very good.”

Buttercup leaned closer, voice soft and amused.

“And did Daisy get relief?”

Daisy lowered her eyes.

“No, senior dairy girl.”

Mistress Rose’s hand remained beneath her chin.

“No. She got training.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose removed the harness and set it aside, then took the dairy book from the shelf.

Daisy remained kneeling.

Buttercup settled beside her, closer than necessary.

Mistress Rose opened the book and wrote in neat, deliberate strokes.

“Advanced training initiated. Expectation corrected. Rival observation effective. Pleasure denial maintained.”

Daisy swallowed.

Mistress Rose paused, then wrote the final line aloud.

“Obedience improving.”

The words entered Daisy like warmth.

Not enough.

Never enough.

But something.

Mistress Rose closed the book.

“Back to your stall.”

Daisy lowered herself to all fours automatically.

Her body still trembled. Her thighs were wet. Her pussy still ached with all the pleasure she had not been allowed to receive. Her ass felt sore and tender from the way Mistress Rose had used her, every movement reminding her of the lesson she had been given instead of the reward she had expected.

Buttercup walked beside Mistress Rose as Daisy crawled behind them, bell chiming softly with every movement.

At the third stall, Mistress Rose opened the door.

“In.”

Daisy crawled inside.

“Kneel.”

She obeyed, though the soreness made her movements slower than before.

Mistress Rose noticed.

Of course she did.

“Sore?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Too sore?”

“No, Mistress.”

“Good. Then remember it properly.”

Daisy swallowed.

“Yes, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose unclipped the lead from Daisy’s harness.

“You will rest. You will not touch yourself. You will not rub against the bedding. You will think about the difference between wanting and earning.”

Daisy’s throat tightened.

“Yes, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose touched the blank tag.

“Still blank.”

Daisy’s eyes stung.

“Yes, Mistress.”

“But less blank than it was this morning.”

Daisy looked up before she could stop herself.

Mistress Rose’s mouth curved.

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

Daisy lowered her gaze.

“Yes, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose turned and left.

Buttercup lingered a moment at the stall door.

Daisy did not look at her at first.

Then Buttercup spoke.

“You did better than I expected, little Daisy.”

Daisy lifted her eyes.

Buttercup’s expression was soft, but unreadable.

Daisy did not know whether the words were praise or another humiliation.

“Thank you, senior dairy girl.”

Buttercup smiled.

“I wonder what Mistress will do with you next.”

A nervous flutter moved through Daisy.

Buttercup touched the edge of Daisy’s breasts softly with one finger.

“Whatever it is, I hope I get to watch.”

Daisy looked nervous.

“Yes, senior dairy girl.”

Buttercup smiled and stepped back.

Mistress Rose closed the half-door.

It did not lock.

It never did.

Daisy remained kneeling in the stall, body aching, mouth still tasting the lesson, jealousy tangled with frustration until she could barely breathe around it. Her ass was still tender, her pussy still denied, and the worst part was that both aches belonged to Mistress Rose now.

She had thought the worst thing would be not getting what she wanted.

She had been wrong.

The worst thing was realizing Mistress Rose could give her something else entirely…

…and make her want that too.


CHAPTER FOUR

Daisy woke sore.

Not the clean soreness of kneeling too long or sleeping awkwardly in the stall.

This was deeper.

More private.

A tender, humiliating ache that lived low in her body and reminded her of Mistress Rose every time she shifted. Her ass still felt used from the lesson she had been given after lunch, a slow soreness that made even the smallest movement feel like a memory. Her pussy, worse still, remained needy and unsatisfied, still carrying the frustration of everything Mistress Rose had denied her.

That was the cruelest part.

Not the soreness.

Not even the denial.

The fact that both had stayed with her.

Her body had been trained in one place and left aching in another, and now both sensations belonged to Mistress Rose.

The lesson had followed Daisy into sleep and waited for her in the morning.

She lay still in the straw for a moment, staring at the wooden beams above her, feeling the harness against her skin. The leather framed her small breasts, hugged her ribs, and held her ass tightly.

Still blank.

Mistress Rose had said it was less blank than it had been that morning.

Daisy did not know how a blank thing could be less blank.

But she had clung to the words anyway.

She had clung to them through the ache, through the need, through the shame of knowing how much she still wanted the woman who had sent her back to the stall without relief.

Down the aisle, footsteps approached.

Daisy sat up at once.

The movement made the soreness flare, and she had to bite back the tiny sound that tried to escape her throat. She shifted onto her knees carefully, feeling yesterday’s lesson again as her body settled into position.

Hands on thighs.

Back straight.

Eyes lowered.

Bell still.

Trying not to tremble.

The stall door opened.

Mistress Rose stood there in a dark green dress today, fitted at the waist, soft over her full body, elegant without seeming delicate. The fabric followed the curve of her hips and the fullness of her breasts with effortless authority. She looked composed, powerful, and untouched by the turmoil she had left inside Daisy.

Beside her stood Buttercup in her harness.

Daisy’s eyes went to her before she could stop them.

Buttercup’s leather straps sat perfectly against her body, lifting and framing her large breasts.

She looked rested.

Smugly soft.

Fresh in the way someone looked after a night spent exactly where she wanted to be.

Daisy noticed the little details: the relaxed set of Buttercup’s shoulders, the lazy curve of her mouth, the comfortable way she stood beside Mistress Rose as if that place had already been made for her.

Buttercup noticed Daisy noticing.

Of course she did.

“Good morning, little Daisy.”

Daisy swallowed. “Good morning, senior dairy girl.”

Mistress Rose’s mouth curved slightly.

“Good. She remembers.”

“Yes, Mistress,” Buttercup said.

Mistress Rose stepped into the stall and looked Daisy over.

Her gaze moved slowly, not missing the stiffness in Daisy’s posture, the careful way she held herself, the flush already forming across her cheeks, the way her thighs pressed together before she remembered to keep still.

“You are sore.”

Daisy’s cheeks warmed to a deep red with shame.

“Yes, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose’s eyes remained steady.

“Too sore to continue?”

“No, Mistress.”

“Color?”

“Green, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose touched Daisy’s chin and lifted her face.

“Today, I am not your only instructor.”

Daisy’s pulse kicked.

Her eyes flicked to Buttercup.

Buttercup smiled softly.

Not cruelly.

Not exactly.

Worse than that — knowingly.

Mistress Rose saw the look.

“Yes. Buttercup.”

Daisy’s throat tightened.

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Buttercup has a tag because she has learned lessons Daisy still resists. She has earned the right to instruct you under my permission.”

Daisy lowered her gaze.

Mistress Rose’s fingers tightened at her chin, keeping her looking up.

“No hiding.”

Daisy looked at Buttercup.

Buttercup’s smile was gentle, almost fond, but her eyes were bright with the pleasure of being placed above Daisy.

That somehow made it worse.

Mistress Rose continued.

“When Buttercup corrects you today, you thank her. When she gives instruction, you follow it. When she demonstrates, you watch. Is that understood?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

Buttercup’s eyes brightened.

Mistress Rose looked to her.

“She is yours to instruct until I say otherwise.”

Buttercup bowed her head slightly.

“Thank you, Mistress.”

The words moved through Daisy like a small, sour sting.

Yours.

Not fully.

Not forever.

But enough.

Enough to make Daisy feel handed over.

Enough to make Buttercup look pleased.

Mistress Rose clipped a lead to Daisy’s harness.

“Out.”

Daisy crawled out of the stall.

The first movement made the soreness flare again, low and unmistakable, and she could not quite hide the stiffness in her body. Her bell chimed softly as she crawled, too bright and delicate for how exposed she felt.

Buttercup noticed.

“She is moving carefully.”

Mistress Rose looked down.

“She will remember yesterday better that way.”

Daisy’s cheeks flushed.

Buttercup’s fingers drifted upward, brushing the leather straps that framed Daisy’s small breasts. Her touch was light, but Daisy reacted anyway, nipples tightening beneath the attention.

The bell gave a tiny chime.

Buttercup smiled.

“Still very easy too.”

Daisy’s blush deepened.

“Yes, senior dairy girl.”

Buttercup’s fingers lingered on the leather frame of Daisy’s harness, tracing the place where the tag would one day hang if she earned it.

“But less blank than before, Mistress said.”

Daisy looked up despite herself.

Buttercup’s gaze softened slightly.

“That means something.”

Daisy did not know what to do with the kindness.

It almost hurt more than teasing.

So she lowered her eyes.

“Yes, senior dairy girl.”

Mistress Rose gave the lead a gentle tug.

“Mirror.”

Daisy followed on all fours, sore, aching, and aware of Buttercup walking beside her with the effortless confidence of a girl who already had a name.

Mistress Rose led them to the central mirror.

“Stand.”

Daisy rose carefully.

Buttercup circled her.

Daisy felt the inspection from every angle: Buttercup’s gaze on her posture, her harness, her small breasts, her collar bell, her sore movements, her tight ass.

Buttercup stopped behind her.

“Shoulders back.”

Daisy obeyed.

“Chin up.”

Daisy lifted it.

Buttercup stepped in front of her and smiled.

“You kneel like you want to be noticed.”

Daisy’s blush deepened.

Mistress Rose watched from behind them.

Buttercup touched Daisy’s sternum.

“You serve like you want proof that you matter.”

Daisy’s throat tightened.

Buttercup leaned closer.

“Mistress prefers girls who serve because they want her pleased.”

The words landed hard.

“Yes, senior dairy girl.”

Buttercup’s fingers moved to Daisy’s breasts, cupping them lightly through the open frame of the harness.

Daisy inhaled.

The bell chimed.

Buttercup glanced at it.

“Still very easy.”

Daisy’s cheeks warmed to a deep red with shame.

Buttercup’s thumbs brushed Daisy’s nipples, just enough to make them tighten.

The bell chimed again.

Mistress Rose smiled from behind them.

“She listens with her body even when her pride argues.”

Buttercup nodded.

“She reacts quickly.”

“Too quickly,” Mistress Rose said.

Buttercup pinched lightly.

Daisy gasped.

Chime.

Buttercup smiled.

“Very quickly.”

Daisy swallowed.

Buttercup tilted her head.

“Thank me for noticing.”

Daisy’s voice shook.

“Thank you for noticing, senior dairy girl.”

“Good.”

Buttercup released her and stepped back.

“Mistress?”

Mistress Rose sat on the central platform, one leg crossed over the other, watching with composed interest.

“Yes?”

“I think Daisy needs to learn from underneath today.”

Daisy’s pulse kicked.

Mistress Rose’s eyes moved over Daisy.

“I agree.”

A nervous flutter moved through Daisy.

Buttercup turned back to her.

“On your back.”

Daisy looked to Mistress Rose.

Mistress Rose lifted a brow.

“Did Buttercup stutter?”

“No, Mistress.”

Daisy lowered herself onto the padded mat with her head closest to the central platform and her legs stretched away down the length of the barn. She lay flat on her back, hands pressed to the mat at her sides, her small breasts rising and falling beneath the open frame of her harness.

Mistress Rose stepped over Daisy’s head and stood above her, one foot near each of Daisy’s shoulders, so Daisy was forced to look up from beneath her.

Then Buttercup moved into position.

She knelt over Daisy’s upper body, placing one knee on either side of Daisy’s chest so that Daisy’s small breasts were trapped between Buttercup’s thighs. Buttercup faced Mistress Rose, leaning forward between Mistress Rose’s legs, while the front of Buttercup’s body hovered over Daisy below.

From underneath, Daisy could see Buttercup’s large breasts hanging in the leather harness, the engraved tag swaying above her face, and beyond Buttercup, Mistress Rose standing open and commanding. Buttercup’s hips hovered close enough that Daisy could smell how aroused she already was, warm and unmistakable above her. It made the lesson feel even more humiliating: Buttercup was serving Mistress Rose, but Daisy was trapped beneath the scent and heat of Buttercup’s body, close enough to know what watching Mistress Rose had done to her., the warm scent of her settling over Daisy’s face while Buttercup leaned forward to serve Mistress Rose. Daisy was not just watching the lesson now. She was physically beneath it.

Buttercup leaned forward between Mistress Rose’s thighs and began licking Mistress Rose’s wet pussy with practiced confidence. From below, Daisy could see enough to understand the lesson: Buttercup’s face pressed close, her mouth moving with slow, deliberate attention, her tongue working with the certainty of someone who already knew exactly how Mistress Rose liked to be pleased.

Daisy’s hands twitched at her sides.

Mistress Rose looked down sharply.

“Still.”

Daisy froze.

“Yes, Mistress.”

Buttercup’s large breasts shifted in the harness as she leaned in deeper. The engraved tag swung gently above Daisy’s face.

Every time it moved, it caught the light.

Daisy lay underneath, horny and aching, close enough to watch Buttercup please Mistress Rose, close enough to hear the wet lapping sounds of her mouth, but not trusted enough to join in.

Mistress Rose moaned softly.

The sound went through Daisy like a hook.

Buttercup paused only long enough to glance down at her.

“Are you watching, little Daisy?”

Daisy swallowed.

“Yes, senior dairy girl.”

“Then learn.”

Buttercup returned to Mistress Rose, tongue moving with steady devotion. From beneath her, Daisy heard everything: the wet, intimate sounds of Buttercup licking Mistress Rose’s pussy, the slow press of her mouth, the slick movement of her tongue, the way Mistress Rose’s breathing deepened every time Buttercup found the right rhythm.

Buttercup’s body shifted above Daisy with every movement. Her thighs pressed lightly against Daisy’s small breasts, trapping Daisy beneath her, while Buttercup’s own large breasts swayed in the leather harness above Daisy’s face.

Then the first warm drop fell onto Daisy’s cheek.

Daisy flinched.

Mistress Rose’s gaze cut down.

“Still.”

Daisy froze.

Another drop followed.

Then another.

The wet mixture of saliva from Buttercup’s mouth and Mistress Rose’s pussy dripped down onto Daisy’s face, warm and wet as it landed across her cheek, near her lips, and along her chin. More followed as Buttercup continued above her, smearing glossy trails over Daisy’s face. It slid down toward her cheek, and left her face shining with the evidence of the pleasure Buttercup was giving to Mistress Rose.

Daisy felt humiliated beyond words, forced to lie beneath them while Buttercup’s skill literally marked her skin.

Buttercup kept going.

Mistress Rose moaned again.

The sound was quieter than a command but stronger than praise.

Daisy’s mouth parted with hope to taste her Mistress’s juices.

A drop reached her lower lip.

She tasted it before she could stop herself.

Her body answered immediately.

Mistress Rose noticed.

“She likes being beneath us.”

Buttercup paused just long enough to look down, eyes bright with satisfaction.

“Of course she does.”

Daisy’s cheeks warmed to a deep red with shame.

“Yes, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose touched Buttercup’s hair.

“Continue.”

Buttercup obeyed.

Daisy lay beneath them as more warmth and wetness marked her face, Buttercup’s breasts swinging above her dripping with her saliva, Mistress Rose’s moans gathering overhead. Daisy’s face grew wet with the evidence of pleasure. Saliva and wet juices smeared across her cheeks, lips, and chin, clinging to her skin each time Buttercup shifted above her. Daisy could feel it landing around her mouth and trailing slowly down her cheeks.

She was close enough to be soaked by Mistress Rose’s juices, but still not trusted enough to be the one giving her pleasure.

This was how Buttercup served.

Buttercup did not rush. She followed Mistress Rose’s breathing, slowing when Mistress Rose softened, pressing closer when Mistress Rose’s fingers tightened in her hair. Daisy saw the difference now. Buttercup was not serving for praise. She was serving by paying attention.

Mistress Rose’s thighs tensed.

Buttercup’s shoulders moved with renewed focus.

Mistress Rose gave a low, shuddering sound, and Daisy felt more warmth fall across her lips and cheek. She stayed still, breathing carefully, taking the humiliation because she had been told to learn from it.

At last, Mistress Rose stepped back.

Daisy expected to be ordered up.

She expected to be told to copy Buttercup.

Instead, Buttercup wiped her mouth with the back of her hand and looked down at Daisy’s messy face.

“She is covered, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose glanced down.

“So she is.”

Daisy’s eyes lowered, but Buttercup caught her chin.

“No hiding.”

Daisy looked up.

Buttercup’s expression was thoughtful, almost playful.

“I do not think she is ready to copy me yet.”

Daisy’s throat tightened.

Mistress Rose tilted her head.

“No?”

“No, Mistress. I think she should learn what mistress expects first.”

Mistress Rose smiled slowly.

“Proceed.”

Daisy’s pulse quickened.

Buttercup moved above her, her knees coming down on either side of Daisy’s head. As she lowered herself, her wet pussy hovered directly over Daisy’s face, close enough that Daisy could feel the heat of her and smell how aroused she was.

Buttercup lowered herself with confident slowness, trapping Daisy beneath her weight.

Daisy’s hands stayed flat.

Her breath came shallow.

Buttercup’s voice softened.

“You do not get to copy me yet, little Daisy.”

Daisy swallowed.

“No, senior dairy girl.”

“First, you learn how a favorite dairy girl expects to be served.”

Mistress Rose’s voice came from nearby.

“Good. Teach her.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

Buttercup settled her pussy over Daisy’s mouth and squashed it closely against her face.

The world narrowed again, all Daisy could see were Buttercups huge sweaty breasts above her and Buttercup’s strong thighs.

Daisy was beneath both now in a new way: Mistress Rose standing nearby, watching; Buttercup above her, warm and commanding; the hierarchy pressing down until Daisy could feel it in her ribs.

Buttercup lowered herself slowly, letting Daisy feel the heat of her before allowing full contact. Daisy’s breath caught against her skin. Buttercup was already wet from watching Mistress Rose, from instructing Daisy, from the pleasure of being placed above her.

“Begin,” Buttercup said.

Daisy obeyed, serving Buttercup’s pussy with her mouth and tongue while Buttercup watched from above.

At first, Daisy was too eager. She licked with desperate hunger, trying to prove herself, trying to make Buttercup react quickly, trying to win praise instead of earning it.

Buttercup’s hand tightened in her hair.

“Slower.”

Daisy forced herself to slow.

“Not desperate.”

Daisy adjusted, softening her mouth against Buttercup’s pussy, letting Buttercup guide the pressure and rhythm instead of chasing the reaction she wanted.

“Listen.”

Daisy tried.

She listened to Buttercup’s breathing. To the tiny shifts in her hips. To the way Buttercup’s thighs flexed when Daisy found the right pace. She listened the way Buttercup had listened to Mistress Rose, and the lesson became humiliatingly clear.

This was not about Daisy’s hunger.

This was about usefulness.

Buttercup’s leaned back and her hands found Daisy’s small breasts and teased them while Daisy served her pussy. The touch was cruelly light, enough to make Daisy tremble, not enough to give her anything like relief.

The bell chimed against her throat.

Chime.

Buttercup smiled down at her.

“Your little breasts give you away.”

Mistress Rose stood over them, arms folded, eyes dark with approval.

“She is learning.”

Daisy kept going.

Buttercup corrected her whenever she rushed.

“Too fast.”

Daisy slowed.

“Stay there.”

Daisy stayed.

“Good. Now keep that rhythm.”

Daisy obeyed, cheeks warm with humiliation, mouth working beneath the girl she envied most. Buttercup’s engraved tag swung above her face, glinting with every small movement of her body.

Every correction reminded Daisy that Buttercup knew this world better than she did.

Every soft sound from Buttercup made Daisy feel useful.

Every bit of praise made her ache.

Buttercup’s hips began to move more insistently.

Daisy followed.

Not chasing.

Listening.

Her mouth stayed where Buttercup guided it, tongue moving with more patience now, breath shallow beneath the weight and warmth of the senior dairy girl above her.

Buttercup’s fingers tightened around Daisy’s breasts.

“Better,” Buttercup whispered.

The word went through Daisy like a reward.

Mistress Rose’s voice came from nearby.

“Do not stop because she praised you.”

Daisy kept going.

Buttercup’s breathing grew uneven. Her thighs tightened around Daisy’s head, holding her in place as Daisy continued the careful rhythm she had been taught.

“Stay there,” Buttercup whispered.

Daisy stayed.

Buttercup’s body trembled above her, pleasure taking her in a slow, helpless wave. Daisy felt the change in every part of her: the grip in her hair, the pressure of Buttercup’s thighs, the way her body shifted as control slipped from her for a moment.

But Buttercup did not lift away immediately.

Instead, she drew a shaking breath and smiled down at Daisy.

“Not finished,” she whispered.

Daisy’s eyes widened.

Buttercup rose just enough to turn herself around above Daisy’s face, moving with slow, deliberate confidence. Now Daisy no longer looked up at Buttercup’s breast. She saw the curve of Buttercup’s ass lowering toward her instead, full and warm, spreading over her view as Buttercup settled back down.

Daisy’s breath caught beneath her.

Buttercup looked back over her shoulder, flushed and still trembling from pleasure.

“A senior dairy girl expects thorough service.”

Daisy swallowed.

“Yes, senior dairy girl.”

Buttercup lowered herself closer, making Daisy understand exactly what kind of service she meant. The scent of her was stronger from behind, warm and intimate, mixed with sweat, arousal, and the lingering proof of the pleasure Daisy had just given her.

Mistress Rose watched without stepping in.

“Continue teaching her,” she said.

Buttercup smiled.

“Gladly, Mistress.”

Daisy obeyed as Buttercup spread her cheeks and sat firmly onto Daisys’s face, Daisy worshipped Buttercup from beneath while Buttercup guided her with slow, humiliating little corrections.

“Slower.”

Daisy slowed.

“Do not act shy now.”

Daisy’s was ashamed but so aroused, she stayed where Buttercup placed her.

“Good,” Buttercup whispered. “That is better.”

The praise made Daisy ache.

She was no longer simply serving Buttercup’s pleasure. She was being taught the full meaning of being beneath a tagged girl — not only the pretty parts, not only the parts Daisy envied, but the intimate, degrading obedience that came with it.

Buttercup held her there through it, then lifted only when Mistress Rose said:

“Enough.”

Daisy gasped softly as Buttercup’s ass moved away.

Her face was wet.

Her mouth ached.

Her body ached worse.

Buttercup moved off and remained kneeling beside her, flushed and satisfied, while Mistress Rose looked down at Daisy.

“What did you learn?”

Daisy tried to gather herself.

“That a tagged girl does not rush, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose’s eyes held hers.

“And?”

Daisy swallowed.

“That Buttercup listens better than Daisy.”

Buttercup smiled.

“And?”

Daisy’s cheeks warmed to a deep red.

“That Daisy still thinks too much about being noticed.”

Mistress Rose’s expression softened by the smallest amount.

“Better.”

The single word went through Daisy like praise, even though it barely was.

“Thank you, Mistress.”

Buttercup touched Daisy’s damp cheek.

“And what do you say to me?”

Daisy looked up at her.

“Thank you for teaching Daisy, senior dairy girl.”

Buttercup’s smile deepened.

“Good.”

Mistress Rose stepped back onto the central platform and reclined with calm authority.

“Now show me whether she taught you anything.”

Daisy’s body went still.

Buttercup stood beside her.

“Up.”

Daisy rose to her knees, shaky and messy, her face still wet and sticky from the lesson. Her mouth still tasted of Buttercup. Her cheeks and chin were damp. Her small breasts rose and fell behind the harness, still sensitive from Buttercup’s teasing fingers.

Mistress Rose rested one hand on her thigh.

“Begin.”

Daisy crawled forward.

This time she did not rush.

She did not throw herself into eagerness.

She remembered Buttercup’s corrections.

Slower.

Listen.

Not desperate.

Useful before eager.

Daisy began at Mistress Rose’s foot, kissing carefully around her toes and arches. Then she moved to the ankle, the calf, and the inside of Mistress Rose’s thigh, her legs were still moist from Buttercup’s service. Daisy only progressed when Mistress Rose’s breathing told her she was allowed.

Buttercup knelt beside her, watching closely.

“Too quick,” Buttercup murmured.

Daisy stopped herself.

She had been climbing Mistress Rose’s thigh too eagerly, mouth chasing what she wanted instead of listening for what Mistress Rose needed. She slowed, kissing the soft inside of Mistress Rose’s thigh with more care.

“Better.”

The word from Buttercup made Daisy ache.

Daisy moved higher.

Mistress Rose’s pussy was already soaked from Buttercup’s service, wet and swollen from the orgasm Buttercup had drawn out of her. The scent of her filled Daisy’s senses, warm, intimate, and impossible to ignore.

Daisy’s mouth watered.

But she did not rush.

Not this time.

She kissed closer, slower, letting Mistress Rose’s breathing guide her. A deeper inhale. A slight shift of the hips. The soft tightening of fingers in Daisy’s hair.

“There,” Mistress Rose said.

Daisy obeyed at once.

Her tongue met Mistress Rose’s wetness, and the taste of her spread over Daisy’s mouth immediately — warm, rich, and humiliatingly unmistakable. Mistress Rose was still slick from Buttercup’s tongue, still wet from the pleasure Buttercup had given her, and Daisy felt the proof of it the moment she began to serve.

The humiliation made her body throb.

Buttercup had already brought Mistress Rose to that point.

Daisy was only being allowed to taste what Buttercup had earned.

Buttercup leaned closer.

“Do you feel the difference?”

Daisy did not lift her mouth.

“Yes, senior dairy girl.”

“You are listening now.”

Daisy’s eyes stung.

“Yes, senior dairy girl.”

Mistress Rose’s breathing deepened.

Daisy stayed focused, following every breath, every small shift, every quiet sound. When Mistress Rose softened, Daisy slowed. When her fingers tightened, Daisy pressed closer. When her hips moved, Daisy followed.

For once, jealousy did not ruin her service.

It sharpened it.

Mistress Rose’s fingers curled in Daisy’s hair.

“There. Keep that.”

Daisy held the rhythm, lips wet, body aching, pride stripped down to obedience.

Buttercup’s voice came low beside her.

“Better, little Daisy.”

The praise nearly made Daisy falter.

Mistress Rose’s hand tightened.

“Do not stop because she praised you.”

Daisy kept going.

Mistress Rose let her continue a little longer, long enough for Daisy to feel the difference between hunger and service.

Then she drew Daisy back by the hair.

“Enough.”

Daisy pulled away at once, trembling, lips wet, breath unsteady.

She wanted to keep going.

But this time, she stopped when told.

Daisy sat back on her heels, trembling.

Mistress Rose looked at Buttercup.

“Assessment?”

Buttercup considered Daisy with infuriating calm.

“Improved, Mistress. Still eager, but less clumsy.”

Daisy’s cheeks colored.

Mistress Rose nodded.

“Agreed.”

Daisy waited for praise that did not come.

Mistress Rose saw.

“Do not beg with your eyes.”

Daisy lowered them.

“Yes, Mistress.”

Buttercup crouched beside her.

“She did better.”

Mistress Rose’s eyes moved to Daisy’s blank tag.

“She did.”

The words warmed Daisy anyway.

Buttercup’s hand slid to Daisy’s thigh.

Daisy stiffened.

Mistress Rose watched.

Buttercup’s fingers moved higher, slow and deliberate, stopping just short of where Daisy wanted them most.

“May I test how badly she wants praise, Mistress?”

Mistress Rose smiled.

“Briefly.”

Daisy’s pulse jumped.

Buttercup’s touch became softer, crueler, gliding over the inside of Daisy’s thigh until Daisy’s body answered before she could hide it. Her thighs parted slightly. Her breath caught. The bell trembled at her throat.

Buttercup noticed every bit of it.

“Still so needy,” Buttercup whispered.

Daisy’s cheeks warmed to a deep red.

“Yes, senior dairy girl.”

Buttercup teased her just enough to make the need sharper, never enough to satisfy it. Daisy’s hands curled on her thighs. Her body leaned toward the touch before she could stop herself.

Buttercup clicked her tongue softly.

“Careful. Useful girls do not chase.”

Daisy forced herself still.

“Yes, senior dairy girl.”

Buttercup smiled and let her fingers linger only a moment longer, just enough to make Daisy’s breath break.

Mistress Rose’s voice came cool and absolute.

“She does not come.”

Buttercup stopped at once.

“Yes, Mistress.”

Daisy whimpered before she could stop herself.

Buttercup smiled sympathetically.

“Poor little Daisy. You are getting better but not finished.”

Daisy’s eyes stung.

“Yes, senior dairy girl.”

Mistress Rose opened the dairy book.

Daisy knelt between them, aching and denied again, her face still damp from the lesson, her mouth still carrying the taste of Buttercup. But the denial felt different this time.

Less like being ignored.

More like being shaped.

Mistress Rose wrote.

“Instruction under senior dairy girl completed. Rival obedience improved. Jealousy redirected.”

Daisy swallowed.

Mistress Rose paused, then added aloud:

“Daisy learns faster when corrected by what she envies.”

Buttercup smiled.

Daisy’s blush deepened.

Mistress Rose closed the book and stood.

“Back to your stall.”

Daisy lowered herself to all fours.

Buttercup walked beside her on the way back.

Not beside Mistress Rose this time.

Beside Daisy.

That confused her more than she wanted to admit.

Buttercup said nothing during the walk, but Daisy felt her there beside her, close enough that their shoulders almost brushed. Not rival. Not friend. Not exactly teacher anymore.

Something worse.

An example.

At the stall, Mistress Rose opened the door.

“In.”

Daisy crawled inside and knelt.

Mistress Rose unclipped the lead.

“You will rest. You will not touch yourself. You will not rub against the bedding. You will think about the difference between being eager and being useful.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose touched the blank tag.

“Tomorrow, we find out whether Daisy can carry a name.”

Daisy’s breath caught.

“Yes, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose turned and left.

Buttercup lingered.

Daisy looked up at her.

Buttercup’s expression had lost some of its smugness.

Not all.

But some.

“You are improving,” Buttercup said.

Daisy’s throat tightened.

“Thank you, senior dairy girl.”

Buttercup crouched and touched Daisy’s cheek. Her thumb brushed lightly over the dampness still clinging there, a final reminder of the lesson Daisy had spent the day beneath.

“But Mistress Rose does not keep girls because they need her.”

Daisy went still.

Buttercup’s voice softened.

“She keeps girls because they become useful.”

The words hurt.

They also settled into Daisy like a key.

“Yes, senior dairy girl.”

Buttercup smiled faintly.

“Good.”

Then she stepped back, and Mistress Rose closed the half-door.

It did not lock.

Daisy remained kneeling in the stall, sore, wet, denied, and strangely steadier than she had been that morning.

She still envied Buttercup.

She still wanted Mistress Rose.

She still wanted the tag.

But for the first time, Daisy understood that wanting was only the beginning.

Useful.

That was the word that mattered now.

And tomorrow, Mistress Rose would decide if Daisy had become useful enough to carry her name.


CHAPTER FIVE

Daisy woke before Mistress Rose came for her.

For once, it was not laughter that pulled her from sleep.

Not footsteps.

Not the creak of leather.

Just the weight of knowing.

Today.

The word sat inside her before she opened her eyes.

Today, Mistress Rose would decide whether Daisy could carry a name.

She lay still in the straw, staring up at the beams above her, feeling the familiar press of the harness around her body. The blank brass tag rested against her chest, cold and empty.

Still blank.

But not meaningless anymore.

It had followed her through every lesson. Through Buttercup’s milk on her tongue. Through the harness she had cleaned. Through the soreness Mistress Rose had left behind. Through the humiliating lessons from beneath Buttercup. Through denial after denial after denial.

The tag had stayed blank through all of it.

Waiting.

Testing.

Judging.

Daisy touched nothing. She did not rub against the bedding. She did not search for comfort with her thighs. She kept her hands flat on the straw and let the ache remain where Mistress Rose had left it.

Her body felt different this morning.

Not satisfied.

Never that.

But shaped.

Her ass still carried a faint tenderness from the training Mistress Rose had given her. Her pussy still carried the sharp frustration of everything she had been denied. Her mouth still seemed to remember Buttercup, Mistress Rose, lessons learned from below and above.

Every part of her felt written on.

Except the tag.

That was the last empty place.

Daisy sat up carefully and settled into her kneeling position before the footsteps came.

Hands on thighs.

Back straight.

Eyes lowered.

Bell still.

She breathed slowly, trying to remember Buttercup’s lessons.

Not desperate.

Listen.

Useful before eager.

The footsteps came at last.

Two sets.

Mistress Rose’s slow, commanding tread.

Buttercup’s lighter steps beside her.

Daisy’s pulse quickened, but she did not move.

The stall door opened.

Mistress Rose stood outside in black.

Not a dress this time.

A fitted black robe tied at the waist, soft and severe, the neckline low enough to reveal the heavy fullness of her breasts and the pale curve of cleavage above the dark fabric. The robe hugged her waist before falling over her broad hips, making every part of her look deliberate, controlled, untouchable.

Her hair was pinned high.

Her mouth was painted dark red.

She looked like judgment.

And Daisy, kneeling naked in the straw except for her harness, collar, bell, and blank tag, felt every inch of the difference between them.

Daisy’s small breasts were framed by the leather straps, nipples already tight from nerves and the cool morning air. Her pussy was bare and exposed between her parted thighs, still aching with everything Mistress Rose had denied her. Her ass, still tender from the previous lesson, was uncovered behind her, another humiliating reminder that no part of her body was hidden from inspection.

The harness made her feel displayed rather than dressed, every strap a reminder that her body was not being covered — it was being assessed.

Beside Mistress Rose stood Buttercup.

Harnessed.

Tagged.

Composed.

Buttercup’s large breasts filled her leather harness beautifully, soft and heavy beneath the straps, the engraved brass plate between them catching the morning light.

BUTTERCUP

Her body looked comfortable in the role Daisy was still trying to earn. Her posture was easy, her thighs strong, her mouth calm, her skin carrying the warm, lived-in scent of leather and barn heat.

But today, Buttercup was quieter.

Less teasing.

Less openly smug.

She looked at Daisy with something close to seriousness, and that made Daisy’s nerves sharpen.

Mistress Rose’s gaze moved over Daisy slowly.

The kneeling posture.

The still hands.

The lowered eyes.

The naked body held in leather.

The small breasts already betraying her.

The bare pussy between her thighs.

The tender ass she could not hide.

The blank tag.

“Good morning, Daisy.”

Daisy swallowed.

“Good morning, Mistress.”

Buttercup’s voice followed, softer than usual.

“Good morning, little Daisy.”

Daisy lifted her eyes just enough to look at her.

“Good morning, senior dairy girl.”

Buttercup’s mouth curved faintly.

Mistress Rose opened the stall door.

“Out.”

Daisy crawled out immediately, the bell giving one soft chime.

Her naked body felt exposed against the barn air, every movement making the leather harness shift over her small breasts and ribs. Her blank brass tag swung beneath her as she crawled, cold against her skin whenever it tapped her chest. Her pussy was still bare between her thighs, and the position made her feel opened to the room, displayed beneath the eyes of both women. Behind her, the lingering tenderness in her ass reminded her of the lesson Mistress Rose had chosen for her body.

Mistress Rose did not correct the chime.

That somehow made Daisy more nervous.

Buttercup watched her crawl, but this time she did not tease. She simply stepped aside and let Daisy take her place on the barn floor before Mistress Rose.

“Kneel.”

Daisy obeyed.

Mistress Rose crouched in front of her and touched the blank tag.

The metal shifted against Daisy’s chest.

“You know what today is.”

Daisy’s throat went dry.

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Say it.”

Daisy drew a careful breath.

“Today Mistress decides whether Daisy can carry a name.”

Mistress Rose’s eyes held hers.

“Not whether Daisy wants one.”

“No, Mistress.”

“Not whether Daisy begs prettily enough.”

“No, Mistress.”

“Not whether Daisy is jealous enough, needy enough, sore enough, or desperate enough.”

Daisy’s cheeks warmed to a deep red with shame.

“No, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose’s fingers tapped the blank tag once.

“A name is given when a girl proves she can carry what it means.”

Daisy’s breath trembled.

“Yes, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose stood and gave the lead to Buttercup.

Daisy looked up before she could stop herself.

Buttercup accepted it.

Mistress Rose saw the reaction.

“Buttercup walks you today.”

Daisy’s chest pinched.

“Yes, Mistress.”

Buttercup’s hand closed around the lead, not roughly, not gently.

Properly.

Like she had been trusted with something.

“Come, little Daisy.”

Daisy followed on all fours.

The barn felt different this morning. Quieter. Expectant. The central platform had been cleared and polished. The milking room door stood open. The dairy book rested on its stand. Beside it, on a small velvet-lined tray, lay something covered by a folded black cloth.

Daisy saw it.

Her body went still.

Mistress Rose noticed.

“Do not stare at what is not yours.”

Daisy lowered her eyes at once.

“Yes, Mistress.”

Buttercup leaned down slightly as they passed the tray.

Her voice was quiet, almost kind.

“Do not look at it like it is already yours.”

The words stung because they were fair.

Daisy swallowed.

“Yes, senior dairy girl.”

Mistress Rose stopped before the mirror.

“Line up.”

Buttercup guided Daisy into place beside her.

Daisy rose carefully to her knees.

In the mirror, the contrast was almost painful.

Buttercup: calm, full-breasted, engraved, trusted with the lead.

Daisy: flushed, aching, naked in her harness, blank-tagged, kneeling under the weight of everything she still had to prove.

Mistress Rose stood behind them both.

“Today has two formal trials before the final test.”

Daisy’s pulse kicked.

Mistress Rose raised one finger.

“Milking discipline.”

Then a second.

“Jealousy discipline.”

Daisy swallowed.

“Yes, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose’s gaze met hers in the mirror.

“If Daisy passes both, she will face the final trial.”

Buttercup’s expression changed slightly.

She knew what that meant.

Daisy did not.

That made it worse.

Mistress Rose touched Buttercup’s engraved tag.

“Buttercup has already proven she can carry her name.”

Buttercup lowered her eyes.

“Thank you, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose then touched Daisy’s blank tag.

“Daisy has not.”

Daisy’s blush deepened.

“No, Mistress.”

“But she has improved.”

The words landed softly and fiercely.

Daisy held very still.

Mistress Rose continued.

“She has learned to be jealous without becoming useless. She has learned to receive correction from what she envies. She has learned that wanting is not the same as earning.”

Daisy’s eyes stung.

“Yes, Mistress.”

Buttercup glanced at her in the mirror.

There was no mockery in her face now.

Only attention.

Mistress Rose removed her hand from Daisy’s tag.

“But improvement is not a name.”

Daisy’s hope tightened painfully.

“No, Mistress.”

“Today, Daisy proves whether improvement can become obedience.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose looked to Buttercup.

“Bring her.”

Buttercup gave the lead a gentle pull.

Daisy lowered herself back to all fours and followed.

Past the mirror.

Past the platform.

Toward the open door of the milking room.

The low hum of the machines greeted her before she crossed the threshold.

Daisy’s body remembered.

Her nipples tightened inside the harness.

Her bell gave the smallest sound.

Chime.

Buttercup looked down.

“Already?”

Daisy’s cheeks warmed.

“Yes, senior dairy girl.”

Buttercup’s voice softened, but only slightly.

“Then breathe slower.”

Daisy obeyed.

In.

Out.

Slower.

Not desperate.

Useful before eager.

Mistress Rose stepped into the milking room behind them.

“Begin the first trial.”

The milking room was warmer than the barn.

Daisy felt it immediately as Buttercup led her inside: the low heat, the soft mechanical hum, the scent of leather, metal, straw, and bodies that had already been trained here before hers.

Her body remembered this room too well.

The padded stations stood side by side beneath the dim gold light. The polished metal cups hung neatly from their lines, waiting. The bench, the straps, the recording table, the dairy book stand — everything looked prepared.

Not improvised.

Not playful.

A trial.

Buttercup guided Daisy to the left station.

Mistress Rose pointed to the right.

“Buttercup.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

Buttercup handed Daisy’s lead back to Mistress Rose and moved to her own station without hesitation. She knelt first, then rose into position with practiced grace, her large breasts framed perfectly by the harness. Her engraved tag rested between them, bright and steady.

Daisy watched despite herself.

Buttercup looked calm.

Of course she did.

Mistress Rose noticed.

“Do not watch her to suffer, Daisy. Watch her to learn.”

Daisy swallowed.

“Yes, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose stepped behind Buttercup first, adjusting the straps at her shoulders, then the ones beneath her breasts. Buttercup lifted her chin and held still, letting herself be positioned without fidgeting.

Daisy’s eyes followed every movement.

Buttercup’s breasts were full and heavy in Mistress Rose’s hands, soft beneath the leather, settling naturally into place as if her body had been made for this room. Mistress Rose fitted the cups to her with calm precision.

Buttercup inhaled once.

Then steadied.

No whimper.

No tremble.

No little bell giving her away.

Mistress Rose looked toward Daisy.

“See?”

Daisy’s cheeks warmed to a deep red.

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Buttercup feels it. She simply does not let the feeling become the lesson.”

Daisy nodded.

“Yes, Mistress.”

Buttercup’s eyes met hers from the other station.

“Breathe before it touches you,” she said quietly. “Not after.”

Daisy blinked.

Buttercup’s voice was not mocking.

Not this time.

“Yes, senior dairy girl.”

Mistress Rose returned to Daisy.

The moment her hands touched the harness, Daisy’s body reacted.

Her nipples tightened before Mistress Rose had even adjusted the straps.

The bell chimed.

Chime.

Mistress Rose paused.

Buttercup’s mouth curved, but she said nothing.

Mistress Rose looked down at Daisy’s chest.

“Already sensitive.”

Daisy lowered her eyes.

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Look at me.”

Daisy did.

“This is not punishment. This is trial. You will feel. You will want. You will be embarrassed. None of that matters if you remain obedient.”

Daisy’s throat tightened.

“Yes, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose adjusted the leather beneath Daisy’s small breasts, lifting them into the open frame of the harness. Daisy felt exposed under her hands. Smaller than Buttercup. More nervous. More obvious.

Mistress Rose’s thumb brushed one nipple.

Daisy gasped before she could stop it.

Chime.

Buttercup’s voice came softly from beside her.

“Breathe slower.”

Daisy forced air into her lungs.

In.

Out.

Slower.

Mistress Rose picked up the cups.

Daisy’s pulse kicked hard.

Her hands curled against her thighs.

Mistress Rose saw.

“Hands still.”

Daisy flattened them at once.

“Yes, Mistress.”

The first cup touched her breast.

Cool metal against warm skin.

Daisy’s breath broke.

Mistress Rose held it there, making her wait, making her feel the anticipation before the machine even began. The second cup followed. Daisy’s nipples were drawn into position, trapped in the intimate hold of the cups, and the shame of it moved through her as sharply as the sensation.

Buttercup watched her.

Not cruelly.

Like a senior girl waiting to see if Daisy would fail.

Mistress Rose stepped back.

“Begin.”

The machine started low.

A soft pull.

A steady rhythm.

Daisy’s body reacted instantly.

Her shoulders trembled. Her breath hitched. Her thighs pressed together before she remembered herself and forced them still. The cups tugged at her breasts with a slow, insistent pressure, drawing sensation through her body in waves she could not hide.

The bell trembled at her throat.

Chime.

Chime.

Buttercup remained still beside her.

Daisy saw it in the corner of her eye.

The same machine.

The same room.

The same trial.

Buttercup’s breathing stayed even.

Daisy’s did not.

Mistress Rose stood between them, watching both.

“Daisy.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Where is your jealousy?”

Daisy’s mouth went dry.

“Here, Mistress.”

“Where?”

Daisy swallowed.

“In Daisy’s chest. In her throat. In how much Daisy wants to be like Buttercup.”

Buttercup’s expression changed slightly.

Mistress Rose’s gaze sharpened.

“And what will Daisy do with it?”

Daisy almost answered too quickly.

She stopped herself.

Breathed.

Listened.

“Use it, Mistress.”

“How?”

Daisy looked at Buttercup.

At her posture.

Her calm hands.

Her controlled breathing.

Her engraved tag.

Daisy copied her.

Shoulders down.

Hands still.

Breath slower.

In.

Out.

The pull of the cups did not lessen.

Her need did not disappear.

But it became something she could hold.

Something she could shape.

Mistress Rose saw.

“Good.”

The word struck Daisy so hard her eyes stung.

Buttercup smiled faintly.

“Better, little Daisy.”

Daisy’s cheeks warmed.

“Thank you, senior dairy girl.”

The machine continued.

The rhythm deepened slightly.

Daisy bit back a sound, but not quickly enough.

Mistress Rose lifted an eyebrow.

“Do not swallow your reactions. Control them.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

Daisy let the next breath leave her slowly instead of breaking into a whimper. The sensation still rolled through her breasts, still pulled heat low through her body, still made her pussy ache with everything she was not allowed to seek.

But she did not chase it.

She did not squirm.

She did not beg.

Buttercup’s voice came again, quiet and steady.

“Do not fight the machine. Settle under it.”

Daisy obeyed.

The advice made sense in her body before it made sense in her mind. Fighting made every pull sharper. Settling made it bearable. Humiliating, yes. Arousing, yes. But bearable.

Mistress Rose watched Daisy’s face.

“There.”

Daisy stayed still.

The room seemed to narrow to the hum of the machines, the tug at her breasts, the warmth between her thighs, the presence of Buttercup beside her, and Mistress Rose’s eyes on her.

For once, Daisy did not resent Buttercup’s calm.

She borrowed it.

The trial continued until Daisy’s body shook with restraint.

Then Mistress Rose lifted one hand.

“Stop.”

The machines softened, then stilled.

Daisy exhaled shakily.

Mistress Rose removed Buttercup’s cups first.

Buttercup remained composed.

Then Mistress Rose removed Daisy’s.

Daisy trembled at the release, her nipples flushed and sensitive, her small breasts aching in the harness. She kept her hands exactly where they were.

Mistress Rose noticed.

So did Buttercup.

Mistress Rose opened the dairy book.

“Trial one. Milking discipline.”

Daisy’s heart hammered.

Mistress Rose wrote slowly, making Daisy wait.

“Response: intense. Control: improved. Jealousy: present.”

Daisy swallowed.

Mistress Rose paused, then added:

“Redirected.”

Daisy’s breath caught.

Mistress Rose looked at her.

“Pass.”

For a moment, Daisy could not speak.

Then Buttercup’s hand touched the lead at Daisy’s harness and gave the smallest tug.

Daisy remembered herself.

“Thank you, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose’s mouth curved.

“Do not thank me as if the name is yours.”

Daisy lowered her eyes.

“Yes, Mistress.”

Buttercup leaned closer.

“One trial is not a tag.”

Daisy nodded.

“Yes, senior dairy girl.”

Mistress Rose closed the dairy book.

“Bring her back to the mirror.”

Buttercup took the lead again.

Daisy lowered herself to all fours, still trembling from the machine, still aching from the denial, still painfully aware of the blank tag resting against her chest.

But something inside her had shifted.

She had passed.

Not finished.

Not named.

But passed.

Buttercup led her out of the milking room and back toward the central mirror, and this time, when Daisy saw Buttercup’s engraved tag swing beside her, the jealousy came again.

Sharp.

Hot.

Familiar.

Daisy breathed through it.

Not desperate.

Useful before eager.

Mistress Rose followed behind them.

“Now,” she said, “we test what Daisy does when Buttercup is given everything she wants.”

Buttercup led Daisy back to the central mirror.

The barn seemed colder after the milking room.

Daisy felt the change on her skin immediately: the cool air brushing over her sensitive breasts, the faint ache left by the machine, the damp heat between her thighs that she was not allowed to comfort. Her blank tag tapped softly against her chest as she crawled.

Buttercup walked beside her with the lead in hand.

Not pulling.

Not dragging.

Guiding.

That made it worse somehow.

Daisy was beginning to understand the difference.

At the mirror, Buttercup stopped.

“Kneel.”

Daisy obeyed at once.

Mistress Rose stepped behind them, the dairy book held loosely in one hand.

“Trial two is jealousy discipline.”

Daisy’s throat tightened.

“Yes, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose looked at Buttercup through the mirror.

“Buttercup has assisted Daisy well today.”

Buttercup lowered her eyes.

“Thank you, Mistress.”

“She corrected without cruelty.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“She guided without losing authority.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“She helped Daisy pass her first trial.”

Daisy’s chest pinched.

The words were true.

That somehow made them hurt more.

Mistress Rose touched Buttercup’s engraved tag, letting the brass catch the light.

“A senior dairy girl is not only useful with her body. She is useful because she makes the girls beneath her better.”

Buttercup’s cheeks colored softly.

Daisy saw it.

Buttercup liked the praise.

Of course she did.

Mistress Rose turned Buttercup gently toward her.

“Buttercup, kneel beside me.”

Buttercup obeyed, lowering herself gracefully at Mistress Rose’s feet. Her harness shifted as she knelt, the leather lifting and framing her large breasts, the engraved tag settling between them like proof of everything Daisy still wanted.

Daisy remained several paces away, kneeling in front of the mirror, forced to watch.

The cool barn air touched Daisy’s bare skin. Her small breasts were still sensitive from the milking trial, nipples tight inside the leather frame of the harness. Her pussy ached between her thighs, wet from the machine, from the praise, from the sight of Buttercup being brought close while Daisy was made to stay back.

Mistress Rose stroked Buttercup’s hair.

Slowly.

Possessively.

Buttercup’s eyes fluttered for half a second before she settled herself.

Daisy felt the jealousy rise.

Not wild this time.

Not the hot, childish jealousy that had made her feel small and bitter.

This was quieter.

Sharper.

It sat beneath her ribs and between her thighs, waiting to see what she would do with it.

Mistress Rose cupped Buttercup’s chin and tilted her face up.

“You served well.”

“Thank you, Mistress.”

“You taught well.”

“Thank you, Mistress.”

“You made Daisy better.”

Buttercup’s eyes flicked briefly toward Daisy.

Then back to Mistress Rose.

“Thank you, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose bent and kissed Buttercup.

Not hurriedly.

Not lightly.

A slow, deliberate kiss that Daisy had to watch from the floor.

Buttercup accepted it beautifully. Her lips parted for Mistress Rose at once, soft and obedient, her body melting upward as if the kiss alone had given her permission to become needy. Mistress Rose’s hand slid into Buttercup’s hair and held her there, controlling the pace, making the kiss deep, lingering, possessive.

Then Mistress Rose’s tongue entered Buttercup’s mouth.

Buttercup moaned softly into the kiss.

Daisy’s breath caught.

She could see Buttercup opening for her, tongue meeting Mistress Rose’s with helpless obedience, lips wet and parted as Mistress Rose kissed her deeper. Buttercup leaned into it, shoulders softening, large breasts shifting in the harness as her breathing changed. The engraved BUTTERCUP tag swung lightly between them, flashing in the barn light every time Mistress Rose pulled her closer.

The sound of it made Daisy ache.

Soft breath.

Wet lips.

The quiet, intimate movement of tongues.

Buttercup’s little moan as Mistress Rose took the kiss deeper.

Daisy’s fingers curled on her thighs.

She wanted to be there.

She wanted Mistress Rose’s hand in her hair.

She wanted that tongue in her mouth.

She wanted to be the one softening under Mistress Rose, the one being kissed until her whole body forgot how to stay still.

Mistress Rose broke the kiss slowly, drawing back just enough that Buttercup followed her for half a second, lips parted, eyes heavy, breath uneven.

Daisy saw the shine on Buttercup’s mouth.

Saw the pleased little tremble in her chest.

Saw the way Buttercup looked up at Mistress Rose like being kissed by her was its own reward.

Mistress Rose brushed her thumb over Buttercup’s lower lip.

“Good Buttercup.”

Daisy’s bell gave the faintest tremble.

Chime.

The sound betrayed her jealousy before she could hide it.

Mistress Rose looked at her.

“What does Daisy feel?”

Daisy’s mouth went dry.

She could feel the answer everywhere. In her tight nipples. In the heat spreading across her cheeks. In the wet ache between her thighs. In the sharp, shameful need to crawl forward and beg for a place beside them.

But she did not crawl.

She did not beg.

She stayed where she had been placed.

“Jealousy, Mistress.”

“Where?” Mistress Rose asked.

Daisy closed her eyes for a second.

“In Daisy’s chest,” she whispered. “In her throat. Between her thighs.”

Buttercup’s gaze sharpened.

Mistress Rose’s voice softened dangerously.

“And why?”

Daisy looked at Buttercup.

At the engraved tag.

At the soft shine on her lips from Mistress Rose’s kiss.

At the way she knelt so close to Mistress Rose’s body, warm and wanted and trusted.

“Because Buttercup is praised,” Daisy said. “Because Buttercup is trusted. Because Buttercup can be close without ruining it.”

Mistress Rose’s expression did not change, but her eyes darkened with approval.

“And Daisy wants that?”

Daisy’s throat tightened.

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Does Daisy want Buttercup’s place?”

The question struck deeper than Daisy expected.

Her eyes moved to Buttercup again.

Buttercup was watching her, still kneeling at Mistress Rose’s feet, still flushed from the kiss.

Daisy swallowed.

“Yes, Mistress.”

Buttercup’s expression shifted.

Not anger.

Recognition.

Mistress Rose stepped away from Buttercup and crossed to Daisy. She crouched before her, close enough that Daisy could smell the dark warmth of her body and the faint trace of Buttercup on her mouth.

“Jealousy is not failure.”

Daisy’s eyes lifted.

Mistress Rose touched the blank tag.

“But selfish jealousy is.”

Daisy breathed slowly.

“Yes, Mistress.”

“What will Daisy do with it?”

Daisy answered carefully.

Not fast.

Not desperate.

“Make it useful, Mistress.”

“How?”

Daisy looked past Mistress Rose to Buttercup.

Buttercup was watching her now, no longer smiling.

Daisy swallowed.

“Daisy will learn from what she envies.”

Mistress Rose waited.

Daisy continued, voice trembling but clear.

“She will not hate Buttercup for being praised. She will become better because Buttercup shows her what praise requires.”

Buttercup went very still.

Mistress Rose’s fingers rested against Daisy’s tag.

“And if Buttercup receives what Daisy wants?”

Daisy’s chest ached.

“Daisy will not sulk, Mistress.”

“And?”

“She will watch.”

“And?”

“She will learn.”

Mistress Rose’s mouth curved.

“And if Daisy’s body aches while she watches?”

Daisy’s cheeks warmed to a deep red.

“She will stay useful.”

Mistress Rose held her gaze for a long moment.

Then she stood.

“Good.”

Daisy’s breath left her in a fragile rush.

Mistress Rose turned to the dairy book stand and opened the book.

“Trial two. Jealousy discipline.”

Daisy stayed perfectly still.

Mistress Rose wrote slowly.

“Jealousy: admitted. Source: named. Response: redirected.”

The pen paused.

Then continued.

“Pass.”

Daisy’s eyes stung.

Buttercup smiled at her.

Not smugly this time.

Proudly.

That almost hurt worse.

Mistress Rose closed the book.

“Both trials complete.”

Daisy’s pulse kicked.

Her eyes went to the covered tray before she could stop them.

The black cloth still lay over it.

The hidden tag waited beneath.

Mistress Rose saw where she looked.

“So eager.”

Daisy lowered her gaze.

“Yes, Mistress.”

“But not yet.”

The words landed heavy.

Daisy’s hope clenched.

Mistress Rose stepped toward the tray and rested one hand on the folded cloth.

“A name is not earned by passing the easy parts.”

Daisy swallowed.

“No, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose lifted the covered tray but did not reveal it.

“Daisy has proven discipline.”

She carried the tray to the central platform.

“She has proven jealousy can be redirected.”

Buttercup moved closer, standing at Mistress Rose’s side.

“But the final question remains.”

Daisy’s body felt suddenly too small for her own heartbeat.

Mistress Rose placed the tray on the platform.

“Can Daisy receive reward and remain obedient after?”

Daisy’s breath caught.

Buttercup’s expression changed.

Now Daisy understood.

The final trial was not denial.

It was what came after denial.

Mistress Rose looked at Buttercup.

“Prepare the platform.”

Buttercup bowed her head.

“Yes, Mistress.”

Daisy’s whole body went still as Buttercup moved toward the polished platform.

Buttercup glanced back at her, quiet and serious now.

“Breathe, little Daisy.”

Daisy tried.

In.

Out.

Slower.

Not desperate.

Useful before eager.

Mistress Rose stepped close and touched Daisy’s blank tag one more time.

“The name waits.”

Daisy’s eyes lifted.

Mistress Rose’s voice was low.

“Now Daisy proves she can earn it.”

Buttercup moved with quiet purpose.

No teasing now.

No smug little comments.

She crossed to the central platform and began arranging it exactly as Mistress Rose expected: the padded bolster placed at the center, the folded cloth set beside it, the restraints laid neatly within reach.

Then she lifted the first harness.

Daisy’s breath caught.

It was not the harness she wore across her chest.

This was lower.

Heavier.

Made for the hips.

A strap-on.

The sight of it sent heat rushing through Daisy before she could hide it. Her pussy tightened uselessly between her thighs, still aching from everything she had been denied. The leather looked thick and serious in Buttercup’s hands, made for use rather than decoration, and Daisy understood at once that the final trial was not going to be a quiet one.

Buttercup held the harness for a moment, then looked to Mistress Rose.

Mistress Rose nodded.

“Put it on.”

Buttercup obeyed.

Daisy watched as Buttercup stepped into the straps and drew the leather up over her thighs. Her movements were practiced, but there was a new gravity to them, as if even Buttercup understood this was not simply a reward.

It was part of the trial.

The black leather settled around Buttercup’s hips. She tightened the buckles at her waist and thighs, each pull making the harness sit more firmly against her body. The strap-on jutted from between her thighs, dark, thick, and impossible for Daisy not to look at.

Daisy’s pussy clenched at the sight.

She hated that Buttercup saw it on her face. Hated more that Buttercup did not tease her this time. The silence made the promise of it feel heavier.

Mistress Rose adjusted one strap at Buttercup’s hip.

Then another.

Buttercup held still.

Her large breasts rose and fell behind the leather frame of her dairy harness, soft and heavy above the new strap-on at her hips. Buttercup’s breasts, Buttercup’s tag, Buttercup’s calm, Buttercup’s place on the platform.

Buttercup looked ready.

Trusted.

Chosen.

And now she would be part of Daisy’s final test.

Mistress Rose reached for the second strapon harness.

Daisy’s body went still.

This one was for Mistress Rose.

She removed the black robe with slow, deliberate grace, letting it slide from her shoulders and fall in a dark pool at her feet. Daisy stared before she could stop herself.

Mistress Rose stood bare beneath the barn light, full and commanding, her heavy breasts, soft stomach, broad hips, and thick thighs displayed with a confidence that made Daisy feel even smaller on the floor. Her body was lush and powerful, all softness and authority, the kind of body Daisy wanted to worship and feared disappointing in equal measure.

She looked untouched by nerves.

Untouched by shame.

Completely in control.

Mistress Rose stepped into the harness and drew it up over her hips. Buttercup moved forward to help without being asked, fastening the leather at Mistress Rose’s waist with careful hands. Her fingers worked the buckles smoothly, tightening the straps against Mistress Rose’s full hips and strong thighs.

Daisy watched the two of them together.

Buttercup close to Mistress Rose.

Buttercup trusted to touch the buckles.

Buttercup useful.

The jealousy came again.

Hot.

Sharp.

But Daisy breathed through it.

In.

Out.

Slower.

Not desperate.

Useful before eager.

Mistress Rose noticed.

“Good.”

Daisy’s heart clenched around the word.

“Thank you, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose turned toward her.

“Do you know what the final trial is, Daisy?”

Daisy looked at the two harnesses.

At Buttercup’s strap-on.

At Mistress Rose’s.

At the covered tray waiting nearby.

Her mouth went dry.

“No, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose smiled faintly.

“Good. Then you are finally learning not to assume.”

Daisy’s cheeks warmed to a deep red.

“Yes, Mistress.”

Buttercup climbed onto the platform and lay back against the bolster. Her blonde hair spread beneath her, her large breasts rising and falling inside the dairy harness, the engraved tag resting between them.

She parted her thighs and lifted her hips slightly against the padding, presenting the strap-on between her legs. The sight was obscene in its confidence: Buttercup relaxed beneath the barn light, full-bodied and tagged, waiting for Daisy to climb onto what Mistress Rose had chosen.

Daisy could not stop staring.

Buttercup beneath her.

The strap-on waiting.

Mistress Rose touched the folded black cloth covering the tray.

“The name stays covered.”

Daisy’s eyes flicked to it.

Mistress Rose’s voice sharpened.

“Eyes on me.”

Daisy obeyed instantly.

“Yes, Mistress.”

“You have passed discipline.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“You have passed jealousy.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“But now Daisy must prove she can receive.”

Daisy swallowed.

Mistress Rose stepped closer, naked except for the harness, every part of her body full and commanding above Daisy. Her heavy breasts swayed softly with each step, her stomach and hips lush beneath the barn light, her thighs thick and steady as she moved. The strap-on at her hips made Daisy’s pulse jump harder because Daisy knew exactly where Mistress Rose had trained her to take it.

Receiving.

The word seemed too soft for what Daisy could see waiting for her.

Mistress Rose touched Daisy’s blank tag.

“Receiving is not the same as taking.”

Daisy’s throat tightened.

“No, Mistress.”

“Receiving does not mean Daisy forgets obedience.”

“No, Mistress.”

“Receiving does not mean Daisy becomes greedy.”

“No, Mistress.”

Buttercup’s voice came from the platform, softer now.

“It means you stay Daisy, even when Mistress finally gives you what you have wanted.”

Daisy looked at her.

Buttercup was watching her carefully, her expression no longer smug. There was heat there, yes, but also something steadier.

Instruction.

Expectation.

Maybe even pride.

Mistress Rose touched Daisy’s chin.

“Color.”

Daisy drew a shaky breath.

“Green, Mistress.”

Buttercup’s eyes stayed on her.

Mistress Rose nodded.

“Then come here.”

Daisy crawled forward.

Every movement felt heavy with anticipation. Her small breasts shifted in the harness. Her bare pussy ached with memory and want. Her ass still held the faint tenderness of previous lessons, and now both places seemed aware of the strapons awaiting her.

She reached the platform and stopped at Mistress Rose’s feet.

Mistress Rose pointed to Buttercup.

“Mount her.”

Daisy’s breath caught.

Buttercup held out both hands.

Not teasing.

Inviting.

Daisy climbed onto the platform slowly, knees trembling as she straddled Buttercup’s hips. The position made her feel exposed at once. Her bare pussy hovered above Buttercup’s strap-on, she was already wet and aching, close enough that every small shift brushed her need against the hard promise beneath her.

Buttercup looked up at her, breathing a little heavier now, hands resting on Daisy’s waist. Daisy could feel the contrast between them: Buttercup beneath her, soft breasts heavy in leather, tagged and trusted; Daisy above her, naked, blank, trembling, still waiting to be allowed.

Their bodies were close now.

Buttercup beneath her.

Mistress Rose behind her.

Buttercup squeezed Daisy’s waist gently.

“Breathe, little Daisy.”

Daisy obeyed.

Mistress Rose moved behind her.

The heat of her body settled at Daisy’s back. Daisy could feel Mistress Rose’s presence before she touched her: warm, powerful, certain. Then Mistress Rose’s hands rested on Daisy’s hips, firm and controlling, holding her exactly where she wanted her.

Daisy trembled.

Below her, Buttercup’s strap-on pressed against Daisy’s wet pussy, teasing the place that had been denied through every lesson. She fought hard not to push it into her.

Behind her, Mistress Rose’s strap-on waited at her ass, the place Mistress Rose had already claimed for training. She could feel the plastic strapon grazing against her sweaty cheeks.

The understanding hit her all at once.

This was not just reward.

This was the final trial.

Mistress Rose’s mouth came close to Daisy’s ear.

“Do not chase your orgasm, you are here for our pleasure.”

Daisy’s voice shook.

“Yes, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose’s grip tightened.

“If Daisy remains obedient, then Daisy earns her name.”

Daisy closed her eyes for half a second.

When she opened them, Buttercup was looking up at her.

“Ready?” Buttercup asked softly.

Daisy swallowed.

“Yes, senior dairy girl.”

Mistress Rose’s hands held her hips.

“Then begin the final trial.”

Daisy hovered above Buttercup, trembling.

Buttercup’s hands rested on her waist, steady but not forcing. Her body lay warm beneath Daisy’s, blonde hair spread across the padding, large breasts rising and falling inside the leather harness.

Mistress Rose stood behind her, hands firm on Daisy’s hips, her body close enough that Daisy could feel the heat of her through every nerve.

“Slowly,” Mistress Rose said.

Daisy swallowed.

“Yes, Mistress.”

Buttercup looked up at her.

“Breathe first.”

Daisy tried.

In.

Out.

Slower.

Her bare pussy brushed against Buttercup’s strap-on again, and the contact sent a shiver through her. She had wanted this for so long that the nearness of it almost hurt. Her body wanted to drop, to chase, to take what had been denied.

Mistress Rose’s fingers tightened at her hips.

“Do not take.”

Daisy froze.

Mistress Rose leaned closer.

“Receive.”

The word moved through Daisy like a command and a warning.

“Yes, Mistress.”

Buttercup’s hands softened at her waist.

“That’s it, little Daisy.”

Daisy started to lower herself onto Buttercup’s eager strapon. She was so wet that it slid inside easily.

The first pressure made her gasp.

Buttercup’s strap-on pushed against her slowly, stretching her open by degrees as Daisy sank down with trembling thighs. The sensation was everything she had imagined and worse because it was not private. Buttercup was watching her face from below. Mistress Rose was controlling her from behind. The hidden tag lay beside them, waiting to see if Daisy could remain obedient while finally being given what she had ached for.

Daisy’s mouth fell open.

Buttercup’s eyes darkened.

“There she is,” Buttercup whispered.

Daisy’s cheeks flushed hot with shame.

Mistress Rose’s voice came from behind her.

“Keep going.”

Daisy obeyed, sinking lower until Buttercup was fully beneath her, filling the need that had been kept hungry for so long. She shook with the effort of not moving too fast.

Her hands braced against Buttercup’s stomach.

Buttercup’s own breath had changed now, soft and uneven beneath her.

“Good,” Buttercup murmured. “Feel how much better it is when you listen?”

Daisy whimpered.

“Yes, senior dairy girl.”

Mistress Rose’s hand slid over Daisy’s lower back.

“Do not forget me.”

Daisy went still.

Behind her, Mistress Rose pressed close, her bare skin warm against Daisy’s back for one breathless second. Daisy could feel the heat of her body, the dampness of sweat where they touched, the slow certainty of Mistress Rose positioning herself behind her.

The air between them felt thick now.

Hot.

Wet.

Alive with the smell of leather, sweat, arousal, and the barn.

Daisy was already wet where she straddled Buttercup, her thighs trembling as Buttercup’s hands steadied her waist. Buttercup was breathing harder beneath her, flushed and damp, large breasts moving up and down inside the harness.

Then Mistress Rose guided the second strap-on into place against Daisy’s ass.

Daisy’s breath caught.

This was the place Mistress Rose had trained.

The place still tender enough to remember.

Mistress Rose paused there, letting Daisy feel the pressure and the promise of it while Buttercup held her from below.

Daisy gripped Buttercup gently.

Mistress Rose spread Daisy’s cheeks entered Daisy slowly at first.

Daisy cried out, her whole body tightening as Mistress Rose pushed into her from behind with careful, dominant patience. At the same time, Daisy sank harder onto Buttercup’s strap-on, taking her deeper in her pussy as Mistress Rose filled her from behind.

The two sensations hit together.

Buttercup beneath her.

Mistress Rose behind her.

Her pussy stretched around Buttercup’s strap on while her ass opened wide for Mistress Rose.

A moan broke out of Daisy before she could stop it.

Low.

Shaking.

Almost startled.

Buttercup moaned beneath her in answer, hands tightening on Daisy’s waist.

“Nice and slow.” Buttercup breathed.

Mistress Rose eased deeper into Daisy’s ass, inch by controlled inch, and Daisy moaned again, louder this time, her voice breaking as the fullness spread through her. Every careful push from behind made her sink harder onto Buttercup, and every time Buttercup shifted beneath her, Daisy’s moan turned helpless and uneven.

Buttercup’s own breathing grew rougher.

She moaned softly as Daisy moved over her, large breasts rising and falling in the harness.

“Breathe,” Buttercup whispered, though her own voice trembled.

Daisy tried.

Mistress Rose settled fully behind her.

Daisy moaned long and helplessly, head dropping forward, bell chiming at her throat.

Chime.

Chime.

Mistress Rose paused.

Then Mistress Rose began to move.

Slow at first.

Measured.

Each thrust into Daisy’s ass pushed her forward and down onto Buttercup’s strap-on, making Daisy take Buttercup deeper in her pussy at the same time. Daisy moaned with every motion now, soft at first, then louder as the two sensations met inside her.

When Mistress Rose pushed in, Daisy sank harder onto Buttercup.

When Buttercup lifted her hips, Daisy was driven back deeper onto Mistress Rose’s strapon.

Daisy cried out, caught between them.

Buttercup moaned beneath her, flushed and breathless, hands gripping Daisy’s waist as her body rocked with the rhythm. Mistress Rose stayed controlled behind them, but even her breathing changed, deepening as she held Daisy’s hips and guided every thrust.

The platform creaked softly beneath them.

Their bodies grew warmer, sweatier, more breathless with every movement. Buttercup’s moans came in soft, eager bursts beneath Daisy. Daisy was broken and helpless, her juices spilling out of her no matter how hard she tried to stay composed. Mistress Rose’s breath was low and heavy behind her, a controlled sound that made Daisy feel even more owned.

Her pussy finally received what it had been denied.

Her ass took what Mistress Rose had trained it to accept.

And both were happening together.

Daisy moaned so loudly Buttercup smiled up at her.

“Listen to yourself, little Daisy.”

Daisy tried to answer, but Mistress Rose thrust deeper and the answer became another loud moan.

Mistress Rose leaned close to Daisy’s ear.

“Good. Let her hear what reward does to her.”

Buttercup lifted her hips beneath Daisy.

Daisy cried out again.

Mistress Rose’s grip tightened.

“Buttercup gives your needy pussy what it wanted.”

Buttercup moaned at the words, her hands sliding up Daisy’s waist.

Mistress Rose drove the rhythm harder.

“And I give your ass the training it needs.”

Daisy’s body clenched helplessly around both of them, her moan breaking into something almost sobbed.

Buttercup looked up at her, flushed, breathless, and clearly affected.

“Stay with us, little Daisy.”

Daisy tried.

She really tried.

But the pleasure was no longer one thing. It was everywhere. Beneath her. Behind her. Through her. Her pussy was wet and aching around Buttercup, her ass sore and full around Mistress Rose, and every thrust forced another sound out of her.

Mistress Rose’s voice cut through it.

“Do not disappear into pleasure.”

Daisy sobbed.

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Stay obedient.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

Buttercup’s hands moved to Daisy’s breasts, holding them through the harness, they were drenched with sweat, her thumbs brushed the nipples as Daisy trembled and moaned between them.

“Good Daisy,” Buttercup whispered.

The words made Daisy shake harder.

Mistress Rose corrected her at once.

“Not yet.”

Daisy whimpered.

“Not until I allow it.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

Daisy trembled between them, suspended on the edge Mistress Rose refused to let her cross.

Her body was soaked with sweat now, the leather of the harness damp against her skin. Her small breasts rose and fell quickly beneath Buttercup’s hands, nipples tight from every teasing brush of her thumbs. Her bell kept chiming loudly as she rode each of them.

Chime.

Chime.

Chime.

Mistress Rose slowed again.

Daisy almost cried out from the cruelty of it.

“No,” Mistress Rose said behind her, as if she had heard the complaint before Daisy could make it. “You do not rush the end of a trial.”

Daisy shook.

“Yes, Mistress.” She moaned out loud.

Buttercup’s hands tightened at her waist, steadying her.

“You are doing well,” Buttercup whispered.

Daisy looked down at her.

Buttercup was flushed beneath her, hair spread across the platform, lips parted, eyes bright and fixed on Daisy’s face. Her large breasts glistening and shifted inside the harness with every uneven breath.

Mistress Rose’s hands held Daisy’s hips firmly.

“Do you want it?”

Daisy’s voice came out broken.

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Then stay with me.”

“Yes, Mistress.” She panted.

“Stay obedient.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Stay useful.”

Daisy’s throat tightened.

“Yes, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose leaned over her back, her voice low and close to Daisy’s ear.

“Then earn it.”

The words went through Daisy like a command struck directly into her body.

Mistress Rose began again.

This time, the rhythm was deeper, harder, more certain.

Daisy cried out as Mistress Rose drove into her from behind, each thrust forcing her forward and down onto Buttercup beneath her. She was still riding Buttercup, still taking her soaking strapon in her pussy, still pinned between the pleasure below and the force behind. Every movement made her body rock helplessly between them.

Buttercup moaned beneath her, hands tight on Daisy’s waist, guiding her back down whenever the force of Mistress Rose’s thrusts pushed her forward.

“Stay with us,” Buttercup whispered, breathless now.

Daisy tried.

She really tried.

But Mistress Rose was pounding her ass harder now, no longer gentle, no longer testing whether Daisy understood the lesson. She knew Daisy understood. Now she was making her prove she could survive the reward without forgetting obedience.

Daisy’s pussy clenched around Buttercup’s strapon tightly with every downward motion. Her ass took Mistress Rose from behind with the soreness and training of the previous days turned into something darker, hotter, and more humiliating. Sweat slid down her spine and thighs. Her small breasts bounced inside the harness. The blank tag slapped softly against her chest with every thrust.

Still blank.

Still waiting.

Even now.

Even while she was being taken by both.

Mistress Rose’s voice came low behind her.

“Good. Better.”

The word made Daisy shudder violently.

Buttercup smiled up at her through her own uneven breathing.

“She heard that.”

“Yes,” Mistress Rose said. “She is starving for praise.”

Daisy’s cheeks warmed to a deep red with shame.

“Yes, Mistress.”she cried out.

Mistress Rose thrust harder, deeper, and Daisy moaned so loudly the sound seemed to fill the barn.

“And yet she is still listening.”

Daisy’s eyes stung.

“Yes, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose’s grip tightened on her hips.

“Then listen now.”

Daisy forced herself to focus, even as her body rocked between them, even as Buttercup filled her from below and Mistress Rose claimed her from behind.

“When I allow it, you will not simply come because you are needy.”

Daisy shook between them.

“No, Mistress.”

“You will come because you remained obedient through reward.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“You will come because you learned from Buttercup instead of hating her.”

Daisy looked down at Buttercup.

Buttercup was flushed and breathless beneath her, breasts moving in the harness dripping from sweat and pleasure.

“Yes, Mistress,” Daisy whispered.

“You will come because you carried jealousy without becoming useless.”

Daisy’s breath hitched.

“Yes, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose’s voice lowered.

“And you will come looking at the name you want.”

Daisy’s whole body tightened.

Mistress Rose nodded to Buttercup.

“Show her.”

Buttercup reached toward the tray with one hand while keeping the other locked on Daisy’s waist. Daisy was still moving over her, still trembling, still being driven forward by Mistress Rose from behind. Slowly, carefully, Buttercup lifted the folded black cloth.

Daisy’s breath stopped.

The brass tag lay beneath it.

Daisy stared at it while Mistress Rose kept pounding into her from behind and Buttercup kept her held from below. Her name waited on the tray while her body shook between the two women who had trained her into wanting it.

Mistress Rose’s voice came from behind her.

“Not yours yet.”

Daisy’s eyes filled.

“No, Mistress.” She gasped.

“But close.”

Daisy shook so hard Buttercup had to steady her.

“Yes, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose drove into her again, and Daisy cried out, the sight of the tag making everything more unbearable.

Buttercup’s hands slid up to Daisy’s breasts again, holding her through the harness while Daisy continued riding her, both of Daisy’s holes were begging for release.

Daisy could feel herself getting dangerously close. The orgasm was brewing in her wet pussy now, hot and desperate, tightening around Buttercup’s strapon every time Mistress Rose drove into her from behind. Every thrust made it build harder, spreading through her thighs and up into her trembling stomach until she could barely breathe.

Mistress Rose felt her getting close.

“Hold.”

Daisy sobbed.

“Yes, Mistress.”

Buttercup’s thumbs brushed her nipples.

Mistress Rose’s thrusts stayed hard and controlled behind her.

Buttercup held her from below.

Daisy nearly broke.

“Hold,” Mistress Rose repeated.

Daisy held.

Barely.

Her body shook violently. Her bell rang in frantic little bursts. Her mouth fell open, but no words came out.

Buttercup looked up at Mistress Rose.

“She is trying.”

Mistress Rose’s voice was calm but dark with satisfaction.

“I know.”

Daisy clung to that.

Mistress Rose knew.

Mistress Rose saw.

Mistress Rose had not forgotten her.

The rhythm deepened once more.

Then Mistress Rose leaned close.

“Now.”

Daisy’s breath caught.

“Come as Daisy, let us feel your body release on us”

The permission broke through her.

Daisy came with a helpless cry, her whole body shaking between them as the release finally tore through the place that had been denied for so long. Her wet pussy clenched hard around Buttercup’s strap-on, pulsing as the orgasm overwhelmed her, her juices spilling down over it while she trembled above her.

Her ass tightened hard around Mistress Rose’s strap-on at the same time, her body gripping both of them helplessly as the release tore through her.

Her pussy kept dripping through the aftershocks, wetness sliding down over Buttercup’s strap-on and onto the harness beneath her and down her waist. Daisy could feel it, could feel the humiliating proof of how completely her body had surrendered, even as Mistress Rose held her upright and refused to let her collapse.

Her body bowed forward, trapped between them, shaking through the orgasm while Buttercup held her steady from below and Mistress Rose controlled her from behind.

Her bell rang wildly.

Chime.

Chime.

Chime.

Her small breasts shook inside the harness. Sweat slid down her neck. Her thighs trembled so hard Buttercup had to hold her steady from below.

Mistress Rose did not let her collapse.

“Stay with us.”

Daisy sobbed through the pleasure.

“Yes…. Yes… Mistress.” She gasped.

Buttercup’s hands held Daisy’s waist, fingers digging in gently as Daisy shook above her.

“Good Daisy,” Buttercup whispered.

This time, Mistress Rose did not correct her.

Daisy heard that.

Even through the orgasm.

Even through the heat and the shaking and the impossible relief.

Good Daisy.

The words seemed to sink into the empty place where the name had been waiting.

Mistress Rose kept her controlled through the aftershocks, one hand firm at Daisy’s hip, the other sliding up her back to steady her.

“Do not fall apart,” Mistress Rose said.

Daisy tried to breathe.

“Yes, Mistress.”

Her body continued to pulse and tremble, every wave of pleasure leaving her softer, weaker, more exposed. Buttercup looked up at her from beneath, flushed and breathless, the engraved tag shining between her breasts.

Daisy’s eyes drifted to the tray.

DAISY

The name blurred through her tears.

Mistress Rose noticed.

“Still looking.”

Daisy swallowed.

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Still wanting.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose’s grip tightened.

“Good. Wanting after reward is honest. Obeying after reward is proof.”

Daisy’s breath shook.

“Yes, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose slowed at last.

Buttercup stilled beneath her.

For several long seconds, the barn was quiet except for Daisy’s broken breathing, Buttercup’s soft exhales, and the faint creak of leather as their bodies settled.

Mistress Rose withdrew from Daisy’s ass carefully first.

Daisy gasped at the loss, trembling harder for a moment as the fullness left her. Buttercup’s hands stayed at her waist, keeping her from slumping forward.

“Easy,” Buttercup murmured.

Daisy lowered her gaze.

“Yes, senior dairy girl.”

Buttercup helped her lift away slowly, guiding Daisy off her and onto her knees between them.

Daisy nearly folded forward.

But she caught herself.

Hands on thighs.

Back straight, even if shaky.

Eyes lowered.

Bell trembling.

Still obedient.

Mistress Rose stood before her, naked except for the harness, her body drenched with sweat, her eyes dark with satisfaction. Buttercup sat on the platform beside her, flushed and breathless, her large breasts rising and falling behind the leather straps.

Daisy knelt between them.

Used.

Rewarded.

Still blank.

The uncovered tag lay on the tray beside them.

Daisy did not reach for it.

She did not ask.

She did not beg.

Mistress Rose watched her carefully.

Then her mouth curved.

“There.”

Daisy’s throat tightened.

“Yes, Mistress.”

“That is what I wanted to see.”

Daisy’s eyes stung again, but she stayed still.

Mistress Rose stepped toward the tray.

For one impossible second, Daisy thought she was finally going to pick up the tag.

But Mistress Rose stopped.

Not yet.

Instead, she looked down at Daisy, calm and merciless.

“The final proof comes after reward.”

Daisy’s pulse kicked weakly.

Mistress Rose’s voice remained controlled.

“Now Daisy shows whether she can still serve.”

Daisy swallowed.

Her body was exhausted. Her thighs shook. Her pussy still pulsed from the release, her ass remained sore and tender from Mistress Rose, and every part of her wanted to collapse into the straw and cry from relief.

But Mistress Rose had given an order.

And Daisy had learned.

Reward did not end obedience.

“Yes, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose touched Daisy’s chin and lifted her face.

“Clean Buttercup first, you made such a mess.”

Daisy turned toward Buttercup.

Buttercup’s expression softened, but she did not move to help her.

Not this time.

Daisy crawled forward on shaking knees and lowered herself between Buttercup’s thighs.

The harness was still strapped to Buttercup’s hips.

Daisy looked at the strap-on, then at Buttercup’s engraved tag above it.

BUTTERCUP

Senior dairy girl.

Rival.

Teacher.

Part of her reward.

Daisy lowered her mouth obediently.

“Thank you, senior dairy girl,” she whispered, voice hoarse and trembling, “for helping Daisy earn her reward.”

Buttercup’s breath caught.

For a moment, she did not answer.

Then her hand settled lightly in Daisy’s hair.

“You are welcome, little Daisy.”

Mistress Rose watched.

“Clean.”

Daisy obeyed.

Her body still trembled from the release Mistress Rose had allowed her, but she lowered her mouth to Buttercup’s strap-on without being told twice. That mattered now. She understood that it mattered.

The leather harness was still warm and wet from Daisy’s pussy, glistening faintly beneath the barn light. Her own orgasm still clung to it, wet and messy, proof of the reward Buttercup had helped give her.

Buttercup’s hand rested in her hair, gentle but firm.

“Do not look embarrassed now,” Buttercup said softly. “You made the mess.”

Daisy swallowed.

“Yes, senior dairy girl.”

Mistress Rose’s voice came from behind her.

“And Daisy cleans what Daisy is given.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

Daisy leaned in and began to slide Buttercup’s strap-on into her mouth.

The taste of herself hit her first, warm and intimate, mixed with the salt of sweat and the leather musk of Buttercup’s harness. Daisy shivered as it spread across her tongue. This was different from cleaning after punishment. Different from cleaning after denial.

This was cleaning after reward.

That somehow made it more humiliating.

Because she had come.

Because she had been allowed.

Because Buttercup had felt her shake above her, had heard every moan, had watched her lose control and still stay obedient.

Daisy cleaned slowly, carefully, using the patience Buttercup had spent the previous day teaching her. She did not rush. She did not hide from the shame of it. She licked along the length of the strap-on, gathering the wetness she had left there and swallowing it down, cleaning the proof of her own pleasure from the girl she had envied through every lesson.

Buttercup’s fingers tightened slightly in her hair.

“That is better,” she murmured.

The praise made Daisy ache all over again.

“Thank you, senior dairy girl,” Daisy whispered, then returned to her task.

Mistress Rose watched in silence.

That silence felt like assessment.

Daisy cleaned more thoroughly, moving with small, careful devotion, until Buttercup’s strap-on no longer shone with the evidence of Daisy’s release. Her lips were damp. Her chin was wet. Her knees shook beneath her.

Buttercup looked down at her.

“You really did earn that reward.”

Daisy froze.

The words hit harder than she expected.

She looked up.

Buttercup’s expression was serious now.

Not smug.

Not playful.

Serious.

Daisy’s throat tightened.

“Thank you, senior dairy girl.”

Mistress Rose stepped closer.

“Do not soften yet.”

Daisy lowered her gaze at once.

“Yes, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose stood before her, still wearing her own harness. Her body was damp with sweat, her heavy breasts rising and falling slowly, her broad hips framed by black leather. Daisy’s eyes went to the strap-on at Mistress Rose’s hips.

The one that had taken her from behind.

The one that still carried the final part of the trial.

Mistress Rose noticed.

“Now me.”

Daisy crawled toward her.

Her ass was sore. Her thighs were weak. Her pussy still pulsed faintly from the orgasm Buttercup had helped draw from her. Every movement reminded Daisy of what had just happened, of how completely she had been used, filled, tested, and rewarded.

She stopped at Mistress Rose’s feet and knelt.

Mistress Rose rested a hand on Daisy’s head.

“Look.”

Daisy looked.

Mistress Rose’s strap-on was wet too, marked by where she had used Daisy, by sweat, by the evidence of the final trial. Daisy’s body trembled at the sight.

“You wanted a name,” Mistress Rose said.

“Yes, Mistress.”

“You received reward.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“And now?”

Daisy swallowed.

“Now Daisy serves after her reward.”

Mistress Rose’s mouth curved.

“Good, now clean me.”

Daisy leaned forward and obeyed.

The taste was different here.

Darker.

Muskier.

More humiliating.

This was not the sweetness of her release on Buttercup. This was the intimate proof of where Mistress Rose had taken her, the soreness in Daisy’s ass echoed on her tongue. She cleaned slowly, obediently, feeling the lesson settle deeper with every movement.

Reward did not make her equal.

Reward did not erase service.

Reward did not mean she could stop being useful.

Mistress Rose’s fingers slid into Daisy’s hair and held her there.

“Slowly.”

Daisy slowed.

Her tongue moved carefully, cleaning the length of Mistress Rose’s strap-on, tasting the proof of her own training. Her mouth watered. Saliva mixed with the musk and sweat of the scene. Her lips grew wet, and a thin trail slipped down her chin.

Buttercup watched from the platform.

“She is still obeying, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose looked down at Daisy.

“Yes,” she said. “Even after reward.”

The words entered Daisy like heat.

Even after reward.

That was the final proof.

Daisy kept cleaning until Mistress Rose’s hand tightened once in her hair.

“Enough.”

Daisy pulled back immediately.

Her lips were wet. Her chin damp. Her body still trembling. She knelt at Mistress Rose’s feet, breathing carefully, eyes lowered, waiting.

Mistress Rose removed the harness and set it aside.

Buttercup removed hers too, slower, quieter. She placed it neatly beside Mistress Rose’s, then returned to kneel near Daisy.

For a moment, no one spoke.

Then Mistress Rose turned toward the tray.

Daisy’s breath stopped.

The engraved tag lay uncovered on the velvet.

DAISY

Mistress Rose picked it up.

The little brass plate caught the barn light.

Daisy stared at it, barely breathing.

Mistress Rose returned to her and crouched.

“Look at me.”

Daisy forced her eyes up.

Mistress Rose held the tag between them.

“Daisy passed discipline.”

Daisy’s throat tightened.

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Daisy passed jealousy.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Daisy received reward and remained obedient after.”

Daisy’s eyes stung.

“Yes, Mistress.”

Mistress Rose’s voice softened, but only slightly.

“Now she has earned it.”

Daisy’s breath broke.

Mistress Rose reached for the blank tag at Daisy’s harness.

For a moment, her fingers rested there.

Then she unclipped it.

The blank brass plate came away.

Daisy felt strangely naked without it.

Mistress Rose set the blank tag aside.

Then she clipped the engraved one into place.

DAISY

The tag settled against Daisy’s chest.

Heavier than the blank one.

Warmer somehow.

Real.

Daisy looked down and saw her name resting between the leather straps.

Not imagined.

Not promised.

Not waiting.

Given.

Earned.

Her eyes filled.

Mistress Rose touched the tag once.

“There.”

Daisy’s voice came out broken.

“Thank you, Mistress.”

Buttercup leaned closer, looking at the tag.

Her smile was soft now.

“It suits you.”

Daisy turned to her.

“Thank you, senior dairy girl.”

Buttercup’s eyes warmed.

“Good Daisy.”

This time, the words did not feel like a tease.

They felt like a place.


The End

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

AUTHOR NAME IS ALICIA CASTELLE.

Could I ask you a favor? If you did enjoy this book, could leave me a review on Amazon? If you search for my name and the title on Amazon you will find it. Thank you so much, it is very much appreciated!
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