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		"Thought you should know," said Larissa.

		Mari had mostly fallen asleep on the arm of Larissa's couch, but that probably deserved a response. "Mphm?"

		"Jenn wants to buy you."

		"What?" That woke her up all the way.

		"Well, Jenn and Rafaela, really," said Larissa. "I mean, Jenn's paying, but Rafaela is going to be part of the deal. They'll give me fifteen thousand bucks for you."

		"What? Wait, no. What?"

		Larissa laughed. "They know that I'm going away for school, and that you're stuck here. And they're going to LSU, and they've already got an apartment or something. And also Jenn knows that you're into that sort of stuff."

		"Holy shit!" said Mari. "What the hell, Lari?"

		Larissa turned off the TV. Which had still been on, though Mari hadn't noticed that until Larissa turned it off. "You know that Jenn and I were basically best friends through sophomore year. So when you broke up with Jake, and Jenn talked to Jake and found out why, I was in the loop. Honest—this isn't me going around telling people stuff about you."

		"I . . . look. Okay. Listen to me closely, Lari. I'm never going to stop being embarrassed by the fact that I wanted to try some stuff that Jake thought was weird enough to break up with me about. Okay? I'm also aware that Jake talked to people who talked to people so that there are lots of people who know exactly what weird stuff I wanted to try. I've adjusted my life to that fact. But that doesn't mean that I want to be purchased by two girls who I barely know, for . . . for what?"

		Larissa shrugged. "Didn't really ask. Jenn said that I should tell you. If you want to find out more, you can talk to them. And I could use fifteen thousand dollars."

		"What the hell? Why would you get the money?"

		"That's the part that bothers you?"

		"No that's not the part that. . . We're not even dating!"

		"Yeah," said Larissa. "But the fact is, we're close enough that if I told you that you had to do this, you'd probably do it."

		When they'd started watching the movie, Mari had decided that the pillow on the arm of the couch was uncomfortable, so she'd moved it to the floor. Now, she picked it up and whacked Larissa with it.

		"Look," said Larissa. "Would it have been better if instead of freaking out and dumping you, Jake had turned a quick profit? I mean, you were talking about being his slave, right? Slaves get sold. That's part of the deal."

		"Lari," said Mari, drawing it out. "We are not talking about that."

		"No," said Larissa. "We're talking about how Jenn and Rafaela want to buy you. They're both going to LSU, and they're going to be roomies? Anyhow, they had an argument about pets—Rafaela really wanted a beagle, and Jenn is allergic to dogs."

		"So they settled on me?" said Mari. "This is insane."

		"Sure," said Larissa. "I mean, I'm not saying it's sane, I'm saying what it is. If you're not interested, that's your call. But I could use fifteen thousand bucks. And you could probably use some money too?"

		"There's money there for me now?"

		Larissa made a wiggling motion with her hand. "I'll be honest. There's more for me if you're not going to be paid. But, well. You know how Jen's dad is super rich, and her mom is a complete asshole?"

		"No," said Mari. "I do not know any of those things. I know that Jenn is a girl who was in Bio with me, and she cheated on literally everything, and got better grades than me."

		"And that's why you're stuck here, and she's buying girls," said Larissa. "Point is, her dad's fronting the money, and he'll probably pay—

		"Her dad! This thing gets more insane with literally every word that you say."

		"Relax," said Larissa. "Her dad lives in France or something. He thinks you're a friend from around here who she really wants to have with her in Louisiana. So, you know, a few thousand bucks for a girl to keep his baby company, and that's it. He's not going to be coming over to have sex with you or anything."

		"Nobody is!" said Mari. "I'm not doing this?"

		"No?" said Larissa. "So why are you still talking about it?"

		"Because it's super weird, and also a little hot?" said Mari. "I mean, as a fantasy, not as a thing to do with my actual life, because that would be insane."

		"Why?" said Larissa. "I mean, you're eighteen, so everything is totally legal. You don't exactly like your step-dad, and your mom pretty much likes him more than she likes you. And it's ten thousand bucks in your bank account, as well as room and board. Better than trying to get a job flipping burgers, which will suck, and will barely pay your bills for the next thirty years, until you get drafted in the robot wars."

		"Isn't that the show where little robots run obstacle courses and then buzz-saw each other?"

		"Sure," said Larissa. "Point is, why not?"

		"Answer is, because I don't know or like them? And also, why do you get more money than I do?"

		"Because I'm the one who owns you."

		Mari whacked Larissa with the pillow again. "That is not the relationship we have. We are friends."

		"Sure," said Larissa. "A friend who. . . ." she was going to say something smart, and she was going to get whacked with the pillow again. But she changed her mind at the last minute. "A friend who thinks this actually might be a good idea."

		Mari looked at her.

		"I mean, okay. Because of how that breakup with Jake went, a lot of people around here think you're a whore. And I happen to know that you're the sort of whore who's miserable about not having sex, and who hates how her life is, and who's so afraid of debt she's going to be trapped into bullshit jobs forever for no good reason. And Jenn . . . well, I mean, she's not nice. But she's not awful."

		"So you think my response to being thought of as a whore is that I should solve it by having sex for money?"

		Larissa shrugged. "I think you'd have a good time, honestly. And, fuck it. It's a year in Louisiana. You get the check for fifteen thousand, I get a check for fifteen, and give you ten of those. You go from nothing to twenty-five thousand dollars after a year where you don't have to pay any bills. And then you go to school somewhere that's not here and that's not Louisiana."

		"Lari," said Mari, and she wasn't sure what she was going to say. "You're serious?"

		"Kind of," said Larissa. "Like I said, Jenn isn't nice. But that's what you keep talking about, you know—when you get wasted, and pour your heart out?"

		"I. . . ." she did, a little.

		"And yeah, people will think you're a whore. Particularly people who're going to the University of Louisiana. What with you having sex with them for money. But it's a big country. Get the money, go to school somewhere cool far away from Louisiana. I'll visit you, and when we're both done with school, we'll move somewhere great. If it turns out you don't like being Jenn’s whore, you can walk. I'm not going to have much to have much money to spare, whether or not you take Jess up on her offer, but I promise that no matter how little I have, I'll cover your bus fare back here."

		"I'd have to leave my job," said Mari, not believing that she was even considering the possibility of maybe doing that.

		Larissa sighed. "Your job is to be a checkout clerk at Walmart. It's not as though the board is going to have to form a search committee to find a replacement, and it's not as though if this thing with Jenn and Rafaela doesn't work out, you're going to have any trouble finding something that uses your talents and abilities just as completely as trying to tell people how many items fifteen items or fewer is."

		"They don't let us say anything when people have more than fifteen items," said Mari. "I've gotten written up for that."

		"That's the most depressing thing I have heard all day," said Larissa, "and we just watched a movie about a woman getting consumption and committing suicide."

		"You really think this is a good idea?' said Mari. "I don't know her. What happens if I want to leave, and she doesn't let me? What happens if I get sold to a drug dealer or something? What if—"

		"Dunno," said Larissa. "Do know that while Jenn isn't a great person, she's also not, like, a rapist or a murderer. And I know that you're not going to be smoking weed while you're there, so if you're worried about drug dealers, that's already a better choice."

		"This again," said Mari. "You're like a 1950s FBI warning about wacky tobaccy. It's just—"

		"A crutch that you use to deal with a life you don't like," said Larissa. "And also, you're buying from Rich, and Rich is a fucking skeezeball."

		Mari didn't want to argue that again. Larissa made a bigger deal of it than it was worth making about that, but she wasn't entirely wrong. Particularly not about Rich, who was a fucking skeezeball. "Yeah, fine. But this is still crazy."

		"Not saying it's not crazy," said Larissa.

		"You're saying that you think I should do it."

		"At least talk to them?" said Larissa. "It's a lot of money."

		"And you get fifteen thousand for talking me into it."

		"I get five thousand for talking you into it," said Larissa. "I'll give you the other ten. I mean, fair's fair."

		"Five thousand for talking me into it is fair?" said Mari.

		"Yeah, pretty much," said Larissa. "I've been talking for like fifteen minutes. My time is valuable! Also, you hit me with a pillow twice."

		Mari whacked her with the pillow again.

		"Three times! So I should also be getting hazard pay. Maybe six thousand would be fair. I mean, I'd still be giving you nine thousand dollars that are supposed to be for me."

		"Let me think about it," said Mari.

		"Sure," said Larissa. "I mean, you're the one that they know is into that sort of stuff. If they start looking at internet personals or something, they're . . . well, there are a lot of weirdoes out there."

		"Not weirder than me for thinking about this, not weirder than you for trying to talk me into this."

		"Maybe not," said Larissa. "Anyhow. Ice cream?"

		"Sure," said Mari.

		Ice cream was good. Ice cream was always good, that was the deal with ice cream. And Larissa didn't push it. Not that night, not the next week. But like she'd said, Mari thought about it. She thought about it while she was in her room, trying to keep things quiet while she touched herself, because the walls were thin and she didn't want her mom to have to deal with that. And she also thought about that when she was manning the register in Walmart. It wasn't a bad job, honestly. You picked things up, ran them across the scanner, and then put them down. Wasn't exactly demanding, but they talked about maybe assistant manager at some point.

		Then she told Larissa that she'd talk to them.

		"Great," said Larissa. "I'll pick you up after work."

		It wasn't like either of them had a car, but Larissa's dad let her use his, so when they went places, Larissa usually drove. She was waiting in the parking lot when Mari got off work, and she wiggled her fingers in greeting as Mari let herself into the shotgun seat, but she didn’t stop talking on the phone. "Okay, I’ve got Mari with me now," she was saying. "And she's . . . no, she's not convinced, but I figured you could—"

		A pause. "Sure. By the pool?"

		Another pause. "Great, see you guys then."

		"They have a pool?" said Mari.

		"Dude. Her dad is paying thirty thousand dollars so that his daughter can have a friend hang out with her all year. Dude."

		Mari digested that for a bit.

		"And also that's a bit of why I'm close friends with Jenn. I mean, seriously. You're fun and all, but you don't have a pool on offer."

		It wasn't like Mari didn't know that Jenn was rich. She was obviously the richest person in school, all the way through it, although Rafaela was pretty close, according to the rumors. But growing up the way she did, the idea that someone would just have a pool in their backyard was weird. It wasn't like they were going to school in one of the good suburbs.

		When they got to Jenn's house, it was a little clearer. It was a big old place, and the rest of Louisville had grown up around it. It was a big house sitting on a giant lot, and when they parked out in front, she could see a big-ass chandelier through the front doors. Only they didn't go in the front door; they went around to the back, where Jenn and Rafaela were lying on beach chairs in front of a pool that was bigger than the public pool where Mari had learned to swim.

		"Hey," said Larissa.

		Jenn lowered her sunglasses to look at them. The corner of her mouth quirked upward in something that was almost a smile, and her cheek dimpled. Mari wasn't as into girls as she was into guys, but that was pretty cute. And also, she wasn't as into girls or guys as she was into fantasies about the sort of thing they'd been talking about, so she was feeling embarrassingly turned on.

		"So, um," said Mari, looking for somewhere to sit down. "I kinda wanted to talk to you about the thing you suggested to Larissa?"

		Larissa had sat down on the chair next to the table, by the pool, and Mari went to sit next to her on the deck, if there weren’t any chairs available. Before she’d gone two steps, Jenn said, "No, stay where you are."

		Mari made a squeaking noise and stopped so suddenly she almost fell over.

		Jenn looked over at Larissa. "I have to talk to her?" she said.

		"Yes, Jenn," said Larissa. "She's kind of into the idea, and kind of frightened of the idea, so if you don't reassure her, I don't get your money."

		"My dad's money," said Jenn. Then she sighed. "Okay," she said, looking back to Mari. "What did you want to talk about?"

		"It's just, I mean—like, what exactly are you going to want me to do? And also, if it's not what I want, how . . . I mean, I need to be able to call, or to get out, or—"

		"You're going to be a slave," said Jenn. "Do all the dishes, wash all our clothing, clean the floors and all that."

		"I thought," said Rafaela, "that you were offering this instead of a puppy. A puppy doesn't wash dishes."

		"Ugh!" said Jenn. "I have never washed dishes in my life, and I'm not starting now."

		"Fine," said Rafaela. "We'll get a service in."

		"So. . . " Mari trailed off.

		"Well, for one thing, you're going to be a puppy," said Jenn. "Which was what I was going to say next. You'll learn to beg and fetch and roll over. And, this is a thing that we wouldn't do with a dalmatian—"

		"I want a beagle," said Rafaela. "They have such sad faces, it's hilarious."

		"Whatever," said Jenn. "Point is, we're going to fuck you. Your face and all your holes. And when we get boyfriends, they're probably going to fuck you."

		"Also, when there are parties," said Rafaela.

		"Point is," said Jenn. "We're going to college, and you're going to learn a lot."

		"Yeah, I um, yeah." Mari was flamingly embarrassed, but at the same time, yeah, that was kind of the stuff that she'd talk about, when she got wasted and poured her heart out. Not that, exactly—they didn't seem to know what they wanted, exactly. But going to college and learning a lot, in that sense, was definitely what she was looking for.

		"You can bring clothing along," said Jenn. "You just won't be wearing it much. If we need you to go somewhere, or if the city is flooding or whatever, you can put your clothing on. You need to make a phone call, you can call someone. Maybe they'll pick you up. Whatever. Point is, though, if you leave, you don't get my money."

		"Your dad's money," said Larissa.

		"My dad's money," said Jenn.

		"Not okay," said Larissa.

		Jenn looked at her.

		Larissa shrugged. "She works for you for eleven months, you turn up the heat at the end, she's not walking away with nothing. A thousand a month, with an extra eight if she gets through the whole year."

		Jenn sighed. Then she looked at Larissa. "That's twenty thousand," she said.

		"And that's why you've been accepted to such a renowned institute of higher learning," said Larissa.

		"That's going to come out of your share," said Jenn.

		"Don't see why it should," said Larissa. "I mean, come on, look at her. She's worth it."

		Jenn smiled another of her not-quite smiles and twirled her finger in the air. Mari swallowed, then turned around, ending back facing them, staring defiantly at Jenn.

		"Ugh," said Jenn. Then she shrugged. "Whatever. Dad's paying for it."

		"Oh!" said Rafaela. "There was another thing we'd never do to a puppy, that we're going to do to you."

		"Uh?"

		"I'm going to punch you a lot," said Rafaela. She made a fist and punched her hand. Not that convincingly, but at the same time, it made Mari a little anxious, especially when Rafaela added, "And also I'm going to kick you."

		"Uh," said Mari.

		"Oh, come on," said Jenn. "That's something that you made Jake do to you before you guys even broke up."

		Mari was blushing. She'd been blushing since the whole stupid conversation had started, but even so. "I asked him to hit my butt."

		"And also your tits!" Larissa called out from where she was sitting on the side.

		"Yes, thank you Larissa," said Mari. "And also my tits. But not just punching and kicking, wherever."

		Rafaela waved a hand dismissively. "Fine. We're not going to like, break your nose or something. But it's going to be your ass, and your pussy, and . . . I mean, this is stuff we'd never do to a puppy."

		"Obviously," said Jenn.

		"But it's still not a puppy," said Rafaela.

		"Well, we haven't done any face painting," said Jenn. "But come on. Bark, Mari."

		Mari looked at Larissa, who grinned, and then back to Jenn, who was lying back in her chair, not looking at her. "But—"

		"Listen," said Jenn. "You want thirty-five thousand of my dad's dollars in order to spend a year as a sex slave, right?"

		"Yeah, but—"

		"So fucking bark, bitch."

		Mari swallowed. And then she barked.

		"Ha!" said Jenn. "See?"

		"Louder, though," said Rafaela.

		Mari barked louder, trying not to see Larissa, who was probably laughing at her. Which might have been part of the reason why she'd decided to hang out with Larissa. Well that, and she was also a good friend, better than anyone else that she'd—

		Rafaela picked up a stick and threw it. It landed in the pool.

		Mari looked at the stick, and back to Jenn. Who sighed. "Fetch, stupid."

		"But it's not like I have—"

		"No talking," said Jenn. "Puppies don't talk. And it's not like you're going to be wearing clothing next year?"

		"She is a bit stupid, though," said Rafaela, as Mari started untying her shoes.

		"You wanted a stupid dog," said Jenn. "There you go. So it's fine, assuming that I don't wind up allergic to her dander."

		"I'm not a hundred percent sure that people have dander," said Larissa.

		"Whatever," said Jenn. "If I start getting hives, she's sleeping out in the backyard."

		Mari paused, her sock half off.

		"What?" said Jenn. "It's fenced in, so you won't wander off and get lost. Now, come on, girl. You see the stick, right? Go on, stick!"

		Shoes and socks were off, but. . . well, whatever. She pulled her shirt up over her head, bra with it, then she shucked off her shorts and underpants, and dove into the pool. That's what they were paying for, that's what she wanted to do—

		The water was a little cold. Not too bad. Only there was someone yelling from outside of the pool. She'd swum halfway out to the stick, but she stopped and looked back.

		"No!" said Jenn. "Bad girl! That's not how puppies swim. Come back and try again."

		Right. Fine. Her own fault, really. If she'd gotten into character earlier, they. . . whatever!

		Mari swam back to the edge of the pool. Then she climbed out, went down on all fours, and sort of flung herself into the water, and tried to doggie-paddle out to the stick. Which was a lot harder than actually swimming would've been. And also the stick kept floating away as she swam towards it, because of the waves she was making.

		And maybe she was a little stupid, but by that point Mari had figured that if she tried to grab that stick with her hands, that wouldn't be good enough. Not that it was easy to bite a stick that was bobbing up and down in chlorinated water, but then, it wasn't as though she'd been able to keep any illusion that it was going to be easy earning that money, either her share or Larissa's.

		Eventually she bit down on it, and managed to doggie-paddle back to the other side of the pool, climb out, and crawl back to Rafaela with the stick in her mouth. She dropped it into Rafaela's waiting hand, and got a pat on her head.

		Well, if she was going to do it, she was going to do it. She closed her eyes and shook herself as hard as she could. The fact was, she wasn't actually a dog, and didn't have fur, and wasn't going to spray them with as much water as a dog could. But her hair was kind of long, and she'd gotten it wet when she'd started swimming normally. Enough to get them a little wet, anyway.

		"No!" said Jenn. "That's a bad dummy!"

		Rafaela was laughing her ass off, though. And when Mari looked up, they were both smiling at her.

		"So," said Larissa. "Any more tricks that you want her to show off?"

		"No," said Jenn. "I think we'll take care of teaching her new tricks."

		"She's a little stupid, though," said Rafaela.

		"Well," said Larissa. "If she was clever, she'd have gotten enough scholarships that she'd be able to go to school without crazy loans. So . . ."

		Mari shot Larissa a murderous look. Mari's dad was earning a lot and wasn't paying for anything, which was why she couldn't get the good loans. And yeah, maybe if she'd pushed a little harder, she'd have a better transcript. But it wasn't so much her grades that were the problem as it was not having extracurriculars. Which was because she'd had a job, and also because the breakup had gone bad enough that it was hard to get volunteering opportunities where she didn't have to work with people who thought she was a crazy whore.

		"Ha!" said Jenn. "Yeah, that's true. Okay, dummy. Come here."

		Mari crawled over to Jenn, who took her face in her hands, and looked at her closely. "Skin is a little tragic. But that's fine, we'll see what we can do about that. She's otherwise healthy?"

		"Has her shots and everything," said Larissa.

		"Okay," said Jenn, not letting go of Mari's face. "Check if she's turned on, Rafi."

		Mari started wriggling at that; she couldn't help it. It wasn't exactly how her fantasies had gone—for one thing, it wasn't someone she actually knew or anything, but—

		Rafaela got up, and Mari yelped and lurched forward when she felt a finger on her pussy. "Stay still!" said Jenn. "I mean, seriously."

		Mari gave an uncomfortable whine, which made Jenn smile. "Sh," she said. "Be a good girl."

		If Mari hadn’t been turned on before then, she would've been way the hell turned on by that. Of course, she was pretty much turned on already, so when Rafaela's finger went into her pussy again, Mari had no illusions about what she was going to find.

		"Ha!" said Rafaela. "She's like. . . I mean, check this out!" Her finger twisted inside Mari, turning around. It hurt a little, when the nail scraped her, but at the same time . . . at the same time, she couldn't remember actually doing something quite that hot, not with Jake, not with anyone.

		Rafaela came over, sat down on the beach chair next to her, and showed Jenn her finger. Which was. . . well, Mari had been pretty excited.

		"Oh, my God," said Jenn, finally letting go of Mari's face. "That's hilarious."

		"I know, right?" said Rafaela.

		"You made a mess, Mari," said Jenn. "Clean it up."

		Mari swallowed, hard. Then she licked at Rafaela's finger. It was. . . well, it wasn't like she'd never licked her fingers after playing with herself. But at the same time. . .

		"Come on," said Rafaela. "Sucky sucky."

		Mari swallowed again, and took the finger in her mouth. It twisted again, like it had inside of her, which made her twitch again. If they double checked, Mari wasn't going to be any less turned on.

		"So," said Larissa. "If you want her to be sucking on something else, I could—"

		"No," said Jenn. "Plenty of time for that later. Okay. Wrap it up and bag it: we'll take it."

		"Great," said Larissa. "If you want her for this month, you could—"

		"Ugh!" said Rafaela. "Like we want to have to take her down to Louisiana? Fuck that!"

		"Well, yeah," said Jenn. "I mean, later. Anyhow. We're good for now. She's for when school starts, when I get bored."

		"Or angry," said Rafaela.

		"And also I'm not paying for a whole month starting on the twentieth. You can pack her up and deliver her, first of next month."

		"You'll pay gas?" asked Larissa.

		"Sure," said Jenn. "Whatever."

		"Deal," said Larissa. "Um, you can probably stand up and get dressed, Mari?"

		Mari had gotten into it, pretty much. No denying what she'd sucked off of Rafaela's finger, anyway. So she'd kind of forgotten about, like, being normal. She flushed, went across the too-hot stone walkway to the pool, and got her clothing back on as Jenn and Rafaela smirked at her, lying back in their lawn chairs.

		They didn't say goodbye or anything, and neither did Larissa. Mari was tempted to wave, but at the same time, she wasn't.

		"So," said Larissa, once they were back in her car. "That was . . ."

		"Yes?" said Mari, truculently. "What was that, Lari?"

		"That was kind of hot," said Larissa. "And I got like, thousands of dollars more, just by asking for it? How cool was that."

		"That was pretty cool," said Mari. Now that she'd done it, now that she'd committed, her heart was pounding, and her pulse was racing, and it felt a little bit like flying, and also she felt a little bit like she was going to throw up. "Wait, though—little hot? I thought you weren't into that sort of thing. Or girls."

		"That," said Larissa, "is not what I've been saying. Could be that I wouldn't mind something like that at some point. But not now, and I've never wanted to start something temporary. Anyway, after a year of that, I don't know what you're going to be into, but I imagine that there might be some changes in terms of what it is."

		"Wait, wait—"

		"Nope," said Larissa. "Not waiting. That's the point. If I find myself in the market for something like that, and if you're available, I'll check my budget. But I'm not, and my budget is mostly enough for ramen."

		"Well," said Mari. "Your budget just went up a bit. I mean, I was going to do that for twenty-five, so I'll still do that for twenty-five. Anything more—"

		"Huh," said Larissa. "Yeah, I mean, if you push, I'm probably not going to say no, but at the same time, I'd regret that. So I'm going to keep my share at five, and then you're not going to push. If you want to give me money later, you can give me money later."

		"I. . . okay," said Mari. "And thanks."

		"You're welcome," said Larissa. "I mean, this is what you were looking for?"

		"Not exactly," said Mari. "But I'm flexible."

		"I could see that," said Larissa. "But what I mean is, they were being kind of mean?"

		It'd be easier to talk about this if she'd had a beer or a joint or something. But Larissa didn't really like that, and it wasn't like Mari could afford it, honestly. Not before spending a year as a sex slave, anyway. "Yeah," said Mari. "Which is sort of why I'm going to do that stupid puppy thing. Because, I mean, yeah. I do want a loving, supportive relationship, which indulges in whatever weird sex I like. But there are times that I also want to have to go serve someone who is going to be mean to me. I want to do things that I have to do, even if I don't want to do them?"

		There was a pause. "No, don't try to work that sentence out," said Mari. "You get my point."

		"Kind of," said Larissa. "I guess that makes sense. And also kind of puts what Jake was upset about into context?"

		Mari sighed. "No it doesn't. He was a bag and a half of assholes."

		"Well, sure," said Larissa. "Telling people private stuff like that? Fuck him. The part I didn't understand was anyone breaking up with you in the first place. But I guess there are people who need to be the only one, you know? So, okay—I mean, so, okay, that part."

		"So," said Mari. "Are you, um, that is. If you were, I'd—"

		"Jeez," said Larissa. "I watch you get molested and say it was hot, and then despite my being extremely clear about not wanting to date you right now, you're all up in my business."

		"Little bit," said Mari. "Answer the question, though."

		"Dude," said Larissa. "If we were married, I'd still be selling you to Jenn and Rafaela for the year. That's money in the bank, and I'd be even poorer if we were together."

		"Okay," said Mari. "Let's do it."

		"Get married?" said Larissa. "Are you out of your mind?"

		"Maybe a little, but not what I meant. Let's go on dates and have fun, and be together as a couple, and then you sell me to them."

		Larissa raised an eyebrow.

		"Oh, come on," said Mari. "You're the one who was telling me how this was a thing I should do. And you were watching some girl finger-fuck me. So what's your—"

		"My deal is as follows," said Larissa. "I'm going to school. I have a good scholarship to a good school. In order to keep my scholarship, I have to work hard. I'm not planning on doing much dating. And I do not want to be halfway in a relationship with some girl who is like three thousand miles away, and having to do all sorts of demeaning sex acts for a pair of wealthy girls who have poor impulse control."

		"But—"

		"But I'll tell you the same thing I told you the last time you tried to ask me out. I am not currently looking for a relationship. If that status changes, and if we're both looking at that point, I'll let you know."

		"Ugh," said Mari. "But, I mean—"

		"No means no, Mari," said Larissa, but she was smiling. "Which is something that you're going to have to be clear on, because I have a feeling that girls like Jenn and Rafaela, who are going to LSU and who have a sex slave. . . well, they're going to be throwing a bunch of parties. And you're going to be kind of popular."

		"Oh god," said Mari. What she'd done had left her breathless and a little dizzy, but, well, she hadn't really been thinking about it as a thing that was really going to happen.

		"Tell you what, though," said Larissa. "I'll make sure they let me skype with you once a week, or so. Mostly they're going to be crazy pervs, but whatever. That's their deal, that's your deal. Fine. So you'll probably get to be crazy pervs on camera. But if you need help, and you don't feel like you can say that outright, you can. . . hm. Tell me that you like what I've done with my hair."

		"I generally like what you've done with your hair," said Mari.

		"Yeah, I know," said Larissa. "You've made that pretty clear. Anyhow. Point is, if you say nice things about my hair in general, that's not going to mean anything. But if you say, 'I like what you've done with your hair,' I'll come get you."

		"But you're going to be in Boston, and I'm going to be in . . . where is LSU?"

		"Baton Rouge," said Larissa. "I'm not saying it's going to be cheap or easy, but whatever. If you need me to get you out, I'll come get you out."

		"Thanks," said Mari, and she could feel a little of the tension leaving her. Just a little, though—she was going to do something insane, and it wasn't getting any less insane, but at least she had a way out. "We're like spies!"

		"Yes, yes," said Larissa. "Something something deep insertion. Got it. Anyhow."

		It still hadn’t quite sunk in by the time Larissa dropped Mari off at her place. She was going to have to give notice at Walmart, and she was going to have to explain to her mom that she'd gotten a job in Baton Rouge, doing . . . well. Whatever. It wasn't like her mom was going to be that interested in what she was doing. Not that it was her fault, really, but anyway. There was stuff to do.

		More stuff than she'd realized, actually. The first payment came in from Jenn, which paid off a bunch of old debts, and then it was a question of packing—packing pretty light, as apparently she wasn't going to be wearing clothing much, but still. And while she'd had trouble getting as many hours as she wanted before she put in notice, once she said that she was leaving, they wanted her most of the time, and putting a little in the bank wasn't a bad idea.

		Then it was time to go.

		Jenn and Rafaela had flown out, but they weren't interested in paying for a plane ticket for Mari. It was like four hours by car from Greenwood to Baton Rouge, and paying gas money for Larissa to drive her down was cheaper than paying for a flight. "Also," said Larissa, once they were packed into her mom's old station wagon, "they want you gift wrapped."

		"Uh?"

		"Don't worry," said Larissa. "Made sure they're going to pay for it. Also, we're not going to do that until we're like fifteen minutes from their house. I mean, I'm not going to stop them from fantasizing about you being packed into a crate for the whole trip, but fuck that. Four and a half hours, more if there's traffic? I've got to drive back by myself, but we're going to road trip the hell out of this going."

		"Sounds good," said Mari. "I mean, I assume that means that you want to listen to my music, and also listen to me talk the whole way."

		Normally, Larissa prefered speed metal, and occasionally Scandinavian people shouting about death, and did not have a lot of time for the sort of Taylor Swift type stuff that Mari liked. But when Mari said that, Larissa half-smiled and said, "Yeah, okay."

		"Really?"

		"Really," said Larissa. "I'm going to miss you, Mari."

		They weren't actually moving yet, so Mari twisted around in her seat and give Larissa a hug. "I'll miss you too," she said.

		"Yeah, well," said Larissa. "Settle down, girl. We've got a long way to go, and we're not saying goodbye yet."

		The ride down was great. They did spend the ride listening to Mari's music, and Larissa did a certain amount of grumbling about that, but not like, actually upset grumbling. And also they talked about how Boston was going to be amazing, which wasn't necessarily something that Mari was convinced was true, but Larissa needed some convincing, so Mari did her best. And they also talked a little about Jenn and Rafaela. According to Larissa, they weren't bad people, exactly. But they were super spoiled, both of them. Which was. . . well, it was certainly in keeping with what Mari had seen of the two of them. At least the spoiled part was. Whether or not they were bad people remained to be seen.

		The thing was, while Mari was looking forward to what was going to happen—at least, the sort of looking forward that was like fifty percent delicious, sickening fear—she was glad to hear that Larissa thought that Jenn and Rafaela were both okay. Because . . . well, yeah, she wanted to be abused by people who didn't much like her. But she didn't want to wind up being sold to some brothel across the border or something. So, there was that, at least.

		They made a few stops on the way—lunch, and also a park that looked nice. And also PetSmart, to get a travel crate for a large dog.

		"Like I said," said Larissa, after picking one out, "they want gift wrapping. I already have the face painting stuff. You think you can fit into this one?"

		Mari considered. "I think so?"

		"Yeah, but like, for a night?"

		Mari swallowed hard. "Okay, maybe the next size up."

		"Right," said Larissa. "Oh, also a collar and a lead. Pick out one you like, and don't worry about how much it costs. They are totally paying for this, and also a little more than this."

		"Okay?" said Mari.

		There were a lot of collars. The spiky one was probably a bit much, but . . . well, there was a blue leather one which looked nice. It was a robin's-egg blue, and it had a flower pattern embroidered on it. The leather looked reasonably sturdy, anyway, which was probably going to be relevant.

		"Well," said Larissa, who'd apparently taken care of what she wanted to do with one of the sales clerks. "Go ahead and try it on."

		"Uh."

		"Come on," said Larissa. "If you want, you can wait until we're back in the car, but if it doesn't fit, you're going to have to return it and pick out another one."

		That would be awkward. But then, putting on a dog collar while in a pet store was awkward. Also, what's she'd signed up for was awkward. It was awkward all around. She put it on, and it fit. It fit pretty well actually. And yeah, a guy trying to get a fifty-pound bag of dog food into a shopping cart saw what they were doing, and took a picture with his phone. Well, whatever. There'd . . . whatever. Mari's face was a little flushed, and she was breathing a little hard.

		"Great," said Larissa. "Okay. As far as the name-tag goes, they've offered a choice of 'stupid,' 'bitch,' 'or 'dummy.' Gotta say, little disappointed in their range of options, but that's what you've got. Pick one."

		"Lari," said Mari. "That's not—"

		"I'll be honest," said Larissa. "Not thrilled with the idea of getting a clerk to do a thing that says bitch. So I'd rather you'd pick one of the other two. And yeah, it's probably going to be what they call you for most of next year. So, you know. One or the other."

		"Dummy, I guess," said Mari. "I mean—"

		"Okay," said Larissa. "Fine. Let's get this paid for, and then let's get somewhere I can take care of the gift wrapping. Couple of options looked good in street view, but, well. Kinda hard to find privacy when you're somewhere that can be seen from Google street view."

		In the end, the place they went with was a run down park near the edge of Baton Rouge. The first step was face painting, apparently. Which didn't need that much privacy. Mari could do it fully dressed, and it was sort of fun. Larissa frowned with concentration the whole time, trying to get the freckles and puppy nose and whiskers right. Larissa wasn't really much of one for makeup, but when she used a mirror to show Mari what she'd done, Mari had to admit that it looked pretty cute. The thing was, though, that the next step was lines on her back and arms to suggest a beagle's coat pattern. Which wasn't something that could be completely done with Mari's shirt on. They'd parked away from the entrance of the park, and while nobody had come in since they'd started, this would be really hard to explain if someone noticed.

		"Come on," said Larissa. "Longer we take, the longer it'll be until I'm back home, and the longer it'll be before you're being molested. Shirt off, and up on the table."

		The table was a raggedy old picnic table, which wasn't . . . Mari took her shirt off and got on her hands and knees on the table.

		Larissa, still frowning in concentration, got to work painting blotches on Mari. It wasn't like they were going to cover her whole back, but there were enough that it took a while. And then it was time for her shorts to come off as well. Mari tried to do nothing but look straight ahead. Because, yeah, the whole experience was weird, but she was way, way turned on, and Larissa wasn’t going to be able to miss that.

		She didn't. Instead, she snickered. "Well, whether or not this is a good idea," she said, "you're already having fun."

		Mari didn't say anything. Just looked at the bushes ahead, hoping that everything would get done soon, so she could . . . what? Sit in the car like that? Just, anyway. Maybe at some point it might be a little less awkward, but right now—right now, Larissa was putting another patch of color on the side of her butt.

		"And there was another thing," said Larissa when that was done. "Rafaela got it online and had it sent to me. Bit of an awkward conversation with my mom about that, but okay."

		"Um?" said Mari.

		"Yeah, um," said Larissa. "It's a thing that goes in your butt. Want to put it in yourself, or—"

		"Or," said Mari, quickly.

		Larissa hesitated, then said, "Well, okay. What are friends for?"

		"I. . . they are apparently for a lot of things that I didn't think they were for," said Mari.

		"Apparently," said Larissa. "Anyhow. According to the internet, I'm supposed to use more of this than I think I should. And while I grease up the tail, you get to put some up your butt."

		"I. . .please, Lari, I—"

		"Yeah, I know," said Larissa. "But I think I've found the precise line that I'm not willing to cross. I'll push a thing in, but I'm not putting my fingers in you. Okay?"

		That wasn't what Mari wanted, but she had to admit it did sound fair. "Okay."

		"Good," said Larissa. "Now, give me your hand."

		It wasn't exactly easy trying to find a way to sit on the picnic table so that she could get a big squirt of KY jelly into her hands, and then get as much of it as she could inside of her. It was also uncomfortable, and more than a little gross. And also it was kind of hot. But more uncomfortable than hot.

		Some of it got in her butt, some of it got on her butt and some of it—the first little bit—accidently not accidently got on her pussy, which felt really nice.

		The part of the tail that went into her butt didn't feel nice. The thing was, guys would talk about wanting to do anal, but when you called their bluff they tended to get a little shy about it, because of the poop issue. And it hurt, so it wasn't like Mari would push on that point. But the longer they spent trying to get a tail into her butthole, the more chance there was that someone was going to stop by and see what they were doing. So she did her best to relax, and Larissa pushed on it, and they'd used a lot of lube. It got in.

		"That okay?" asked Larissa.

		"Little uncomfortable," said Mari. She shook her hips, and the tail swished across the back of her thighs. "It's also a little . . . I mean, it's nice, though."

		"Huh," said Larissa. "Weird, but okay. You do you, and all that."

		"That it?" asked Mari.

		"Not quite," said Larissa. "They wanted gift wrapping, and gift wrapping means ribbons. Wrists first, I guess. Um. . ."

		She took out a thing of baby wipes, and passed it to Mari. "May as well clean up a little first. I'll do my best to remind them about the importance of hygiene, but. . . not always the most responsible people in the world."

		It was more the lube left on her hand than anything else, but it was nice to clean that off. Then Larissa tied a ribbon around her wrist. She'd worked at Hobby Lobby for a while, so she was good at gift-wrapping things. And it was a nice ribbon, not the cheap stuff, so it was pretty soft and comfortable. Both wrists, then both ankles, and then Larissa stepped back and scowled.

		"It looks okay?" asked Mari.

		"It looks so weird," said Larissa. "I mean, little bit hot, not going to lie. But weird. Anyhow. There's one more thing that I was thinking of doing, and we'll see if it works. If not. . . whatever. But I think it'll work?"

		"Okay?" said Mari.

		Larissa took out a couple of garters. Red and white lace—the ribbons were red, so they'd match, anyway, but they looked way too small for Mari.

		Which made sense, because she didn't try to put them on Mari's legs. Instead, she grabbed Mari's boob, and pulled the garter up around the base of it. When she let go, the garter stayed in place, squeezing her a little.

		"Thought so," said Larissa. "About as wide as the smallest size garter they had, and squishy enough that it can tighten without slipping off. Been curious about that."

		"Uh," said Mari. She wasn't entirely sure that was a compliment, but on the other hand, Larissa had been thinking about her breasts? And also handling them?

		The next garter went on just the same, with the sudden warmth of Larissa's hand, then the mild tension of the elastic. "Right," said Larissa. "Pigtails next, then we can get you packed up."

		Pigtails didn't take too long, and were tied into place with ribbons. And then back to the car. The cage that Larissa had bought was in the back of the station wagon, and it wasn't easy to crawl up and into it without getting any of her ribbons snagged. Then Larissa put the collar around Mari's neck, and Mari couldn't help shivering a little. The rest of it had been dress-up—a little silly, but it felt light and fun. There was something more about that collar. But. . . well. Mari wasn't exactly sure what she was feeling about that, and Larissa didn't seem to notice anything. She just smiled at her, and shook her head. "Probably should've made you get a red collar?" she said. "But, whatever. The ribbons won't be on for long. And you look cute."

		Then she frowned. "Could be a little too cute, actually. Okay. Stay put; I'll see if I can. . ."

		There was a blanket shoved into the corner, under Mari's suitcase. It wasn't exactly a clean blanket—there were oil stains, and a certain number of crumbs. Crackers, mostly? Whatever it was, the blanket went over the cage, and pretty much covered it; Larissa weighted one down by the suitcase, and the other end by, like, a tire tool or something? And then she found some bungee cords, which worked a lot better to hold it in place. It was absolutely dark inside the cage, and Mari couldn't see anything at all.

		"Good enough," said Larissa. "I mean, it'd be awkward if I get stopped by a cop or something, but at least passerby aren't going to be able to see what I'm bringing over to Jenn's place."

		"Uh," said Mari. "It's, um—it's just a little dark in here, you know?"

		"I know," said Larissa. "But there's airflow, and it's just for like, twenty minutes, if the GPS is telling the truth about traffic. You'll be okay?"

		Mari breathed in, breathed out. "Okay."

		"Good," said Larissa.

		There was the thump of the back of the station wagon closing, then the car lurched back into motion.

		It wasn't the smoothest ride ever. Mari felt every one of the jolts and bumps that she wouldn’t have noticed if she’d been sitting properly. And she couldn't even see where they were going, or like, if they were going to have to stop for a light or something, so she wasn't bracing herself naturally.

		Then the car stopped—like, for real stopped, and she could hear the driver's door opening. Mari straightened the garter on her left breast, and turned to face the entrance of the cage. Her heart was beating like crazy, and she wasn't exactly sure what it was that she was looking forward to? What she was afraid of? What—

		The bungee cord came off, and then the blanket.

		"And there you are," said Larissa. "One puppy, gift wrapped according to the order."

		Mari blinked in the sudden light. Jenn and Rafaela were both looking over their sunglasses and smirking at her. "Ha!" said Jenn. "What are those on her boobs? Like, garters?"

		"Yeah," said Larissa, "I figured—"

		"That she does have kind of floppy tits," said Rafaela. "So that makes sense. So which one is it?"

		"Which what?" asked Larissa.

		Jenn reached out and pulled on Mari's collar, yanking her halfway out of the cage. "Yes! It's Dummy!"

		Rafaela frowned.

		"Which means that I get to do what I want with her first, and—"

		"And she stays a puppy so long as that face-paint stays on," said Rafaela.

		"Yeah, whatever. Come down from there, Dum-dum."

		Crawling out of the cage and out of the back of the station-wagon wasn't easy, and it seemed like Jenn didn't have the patience for it. She grabbed ahold of Mari's collar and pulled her out, tumbling her down onto the grass.

		"So," said Larissa, "before I turn her over, I'm going to take a look around? Having a pet is a big responsibility, and I want to make sure you're ready to handle it."

		"I'll handle it," said Rafaela. "That stupid thing is going to—"

		"Yes, I know," said Larissa. "But before that—"

		"Before that I get to show you around, and Rafaela has to take Dummy's things into the house, because she guessed that it would want Stupid, and I guessed Dummy."

		"And bitch?" asked Larissa.

		"That was going to be a compromise. Anyhow."

		Larissa attached a lead to Mari's collar, and gave a tug, so Mari tried to crawl as fast as she could. They'd parked at the end of the driveway, and there wasn't that much open space to travel before they got into the garage, but there was some, and—

		"So what happens if your landlord—"

		"Landlord?" asked Jenn. "You mean my dad?"

		"What, he happened to have a place in Baton Rouge, and—"

		"No," said Jenn. "I told him that I wanted a house when I was in college, and it made more sense to buy than to rent. I mean—it's kind of old-fashioned inside, so he'd have it remodeled anyway after we were done. This way, we do whatever we want, no rent, no landlord. When we're done with school, he'll sell it. Makes sense, right?"

		"Sure," said Larissa. "Only—"

		"This isn't about that. Anyway. There's a ring in the floor of the garage—that's for when we're like going on vacation or something, and need to make sure she doesn't go anywhere. Drain in the floor, some water bottles, she'll be fine. I mean, there's poop, but we can flush that out no problem."

		The floor of the garage was concrete, splashed with oil stains. There were a few tools, and some shelves with like, cans of paint. And there was a big iron ring in the floor.

		"First of all," said Larissa, "if she misses her birth control pills for a few days, that'll be—"

		"Oh, she's going to get her pills every day," said Jenn. "You said that she was on the no-period stuff, right? But whatever—we can leave those out for her, together with the water bottles."

		"Also," said Larissa, "She's going to need some way to get out in case of emergency."

		Jenn sighed.

		"No, but seriously. If nobody's in the house—"

		"Fine!" said Jenn. "We'll give her a key or something. But if she uses it, she's going to be in big trouble."

		"That's fine," said Larissa. "What next?"

		"Kitchen," said Jenn. "There's a dishwasher, right? Only I don't think I'm going to let her use that. Seems like cheating."

		"I thought that you were getting a maid service in?"

		"Yeah, well," said Jenn. "You'd be surprised at how much of a pain that is, especially one who'll walk your pets for you. But maybe. For now, she can do chores and stuff when we're not home, and be a pet when we're around."

		That sounded less boring that having to stay in a cage all day, anyway.

		"Okay," said Jenn. "Next, back yard."

		She was running through the rooms pretty quickly, and it was hard to keep up, crawling. Larissa didn't seem to have that much patience, either. She gave a jerk on the leash when Mari didn't get around the island in the kitchen as quickly as she'd wanted.

		"So," said Larissa. "I notice that you have a lake in your backyard."

		"Yeah," said Jenn. "It's called University Lake, because we're, like, right near the university. Anyhow. I guess she can go swimming? But here's the outside kennel for when she's been bad—I know that she didn't choose bitch, but we had to have something to put on the doghouse, and it's not wrong. Also, if she's extra-special bad, check this out, right—"

		It was like the iron ring on the floor of the garage—there were two rings, one on each side of the doghouse. "Hey dummy," said Jenn. "Climb up on top of the doghouse. No, not like that, Jesus. One leg on either side."

		She'd tried crawling but that wasn't what they wanted. The thing was, the top of the dog house was sharp. And it spread out her legs, sitting on top of it like that, so the sharp part was right in her crotch.

		"So we tie her legs to those loops, right?"

		The dog house was between a backyard shed and a tree, so it wasn't like Mari could see a lot of the lake. But she could see some of it, and there were people out canoeing in the distance. if she could see them, they might be able to see her? But there were hedges, and—

		And it really hurt, having the point of the doghouse in her pussy. She tried to shift her weight, but it wasn't like she was finding a lot of other comfortable options.

		"Not all night, though," said Larissa.

		"We'll see," said Jenn.

		"Jenn."

		"We'll see! Probably not, though. I mean, if we break her, getting a replacement will be complicated. Okay, you can come down now."

		Mari climbed down awkwardly. Then dropped to her hands and knees, and looked up at Jenn.

		Who laughed. "Okay. Living room, bathroom, whatever, not your problem. Our room."

		They went to Jenn's room first.

		It was pretty big, and kind of pink and frilly? Big computer monitor, dog bed at the foot of a bed that was probably big enough for three people. "She stays there when she's been good, once she's done being a puppy and if it's my turn to be playing with her. I've got a hoop that I'm going to try to train her to jump through, and maybe she'll learn to balance things on her head? We'll see."

		"Well, good luck," said Larissa. "I've managed to train her to flush the toilet when she's done, but that took more work than you'd expect."

		Mari felt her face heating up. Twice. She'd forgotten to flush twice, and that was because she'd been a little stoned. It wasn't fair that—

		Jenn laughed. "She's just going to piss in the back yard, anyway. I mean, poop means she'll have to use the toilet, but we've got plans for if she's bad, so—okay. Rafaela's room."

		Rafaela's room wasn't quite as pink as Jenn's room. It looked grown-up. Well, not so much grown up, as like, a furniture company ad. Only in addition to the bed and the bench at the foot of the bed and the wardrobes, there was a dildo sticking straight up on some sort of steel hardware, looking like a microphone on a stand.

		"That's for keeping her in place," Jenn explained. "Raffi saw it on one of those porn sites? You put it in her, and then you raise it up, and up, until she's like on tiptoes. And then she can't get out, because it's all the way inside of her, and she's like, tied up, without anything else. Neat, huh?"

		Larissa considered it. "Yeah, actually," she said. "That is pretty neat. Good job."

		"Thanks! And there's her room. Raffi's probably got the stuff up already, so we can check that out."

		Mari hadn't really expected to get her own room. And, truth was, she didn't exactly have her own room. What she had was a bathroom where they'd taken out the bathtub and put a cage in there instead. It was a pretty big bathroom. Big enough that Rafaela had plenty of room to spread out as she sat next to Mari's suitcase, cutting her clothing into strips. Mari stopped cold when she saw that, and looked up at Larissa, who didn't seem thrilled.

		"What?" said Rafaela. "We said that she could have clothing, but she doesn't need that much clothing. Like, okay—this is enough of a shirt, and this is enough of a skirt, and what else does she need?"

		"Shoes?" said Larissa. Also underwear, if that was what Mari was going to be wearing. That shirt was. . .there was no way she'd be able to wear that without her breasts hanging out, not after what Rafaela had done to it.

		"If she's very good, we'll get her some shoes later," said Rafaela. "Maybe even a little bit of a longer shirt. But if she wants to leave, she can wear that without being arrested for indecent exposure, and that's the deal."

		Larissa considered, then shrugged.

		"Also," said Jenn, "we need something to line the cage with, right? Because we're going to be doing crate training. I got a thing from the ASPCA about that, so also, you should give us your shoes."

		"Wait, what?" said Larissa.

		"Oh, come on. They're ratty old sneakers. You still have the same shoe size as me, right? So you can take a pair of sandals from me, and if you want to pretend that it's not a good trade, you're lying."

		"Well, okay," said Larissa. "But why?"

		"Because when you get a new puppy, you leave them some familiar stuff in the kennel, so that they'll go there when they need to go somewhere safe," said Jenn. "Honestly, Lari, haven't you read anything about taking care of puppies?"

		"I'll be honest," said Larissa. "No."

		"Also," said Rafaela, "I'm going to hit her ass with those sneakers."

		"Sure," said Larissa. "You do you. And you do her. It's a deal." She took her sneakers off and gave them to Jenn, who put one of them in the cage and the other one in a box on the floor of the bathroom. There was some other stuff in there—some dildoes, a rolling pin, a riding crop, and so on. Also, another pair of sneakers, fancier than Larissa’s old pair of Keds. Those ones probably weren’t to make the cage feel like somewhere safe, but Mari wasn’t sure what they were for.

		"So there you go?" said Jenn. "You've seen the place, you've heard more or less what we plan on doing with her. Done?"

		"What about diet?"

		"Well," said Rafaela, "there's human-grade dog food at—"

		"No," said Larissa.

		"Oh, come on," said Jenn.

		"No," Larissa repeated. "Human-grade doesn't mean anything, and it's also not going to have all the nutrients that a person needs. She gets fruit and vegetables, and she gets protein, and enough calories that she's going to stay healthy."

		"Ugh, fine," said Rafaela. "But also dog food."

		"If it's actually USDA certified as edible," said Larissa. "And not if she keeps throwing it up."

		"Fine," said Jenn. "What else?"

		"I've read up about butt plugs," said Larissa. "They can't stay in forever, or the lube will dry up, and they'll tear the skin coming out. So it's got to come out once every three or four hours, and get re-lubed."

		"Oh, sure," said Jenn. "We're going to stuff lots of things up her butt anyway."

		"Other than that," said Larissa, "if she's not feeling well, you take her to a doctor, and if I don't get to talk to her once a week, I'm going to assume that things have gone wrong, and I'm going to do something about it."

		"Jeez," said Rafaela. "I thought you guys weren't even dating."

		"We're not," said Larissa. "But owning a pet is a big responsibility."

		"I know," said Jenn. "I know. Anyhow. Ready to take the check, or what?"

		"Sure," said Larissa.

		Jenn gave Larissa a check. She looked at it, smiled, folded it up, and tucked it into her pocket. Then she passed the lead over to Jenn. "She's all yours."

		Mari made a sad little whine, which she hadn't really been thinking of doing, but it was . . .

		Larissa knelt down next to her and chucked her under the chin. "It's fine. You'll do fine. They're going to take really good care of you."

		That did not seem entirely obvious to Mari.

		Jenn jerked on the lead. "Yeah, well. Time to say hello, and since you're dummy, rather than stupid, you lick my feet first."

		Mari turned around, licked the top of Jenn's foot, and then looked up at her. Jenn jerked on the chain again. "Come on, dummy," she said. "You can do better than that."

		Mari looked back down. The sandals Jenn was wearing looked pretty fancy. Also, her toenails were done up with like, French pedicure? Mari licked again, a little longer. "Come on, dum-dum. Get in there. Between the toes."

		Okay, fine. Mari did that. It tasted a little bit like dust, and a little bit like sweat and skin.

		Jenn giggled. "Okay, enough tickling. Now Rafaela."

		Rafaela was still cutting up Mari's clothing. There was a little pile of zippers and buttons by the side of the cage, and a lot of strips of fabric in the cage. She didn't stop when Mari crawled over to lick her feet, but she did pause when Mari got her tongue in between her toes. "I'm going to kick your cunt with that foot," she said. "Hard."

		"Yeah, but later," said Jenn. "I won, so I get to fuck her first. But before that, I have to go get some shoes for Larissa, and then we're going out to eat, remember?"

		"Whatever," said Rafaela. "She'll be around all year. Okay, into the cage, stupid."

		"It's dummy!" said Jenn as Mari crawled into the cage.

		"Just because she wants to be called dummy doesn't make her not stupid," said Rafaela. Mari was trying to find a way to get over the entrance to the cage, and it seemed like she'd been crawling too slow, because Rafaela planted her foot on Mari's ass and pushed her in, hard enough to send her into the far side of the cage. Then she locked it behind her.

		"We're going out," said Jenn. "There's a key taped to the lock, and there's a baby monitor in the cage. Use the key for emergencies, start yelling if it's less emergency than that, and you're going to be in trouble if you do either of those things."

		Mari struggled back up to her hands and knees.

		"Oh, and good girl for getting in your cage!" said Jenn. She poked her fingers through the bars of the cage, and, not entirely sure what she was supposed to do, Mari licked them.

		"Good girl for getting in your cage?" asked Rafaela, as they left.

		"According to that pamphlet from the ASPCA, you're supposed to praise them for going to the kennel," said Jenn. "It's part of crate training. So it's a safe place?"

		They turned off the light and shut the door behind them. The bathroom didn’t have any windows, so it was really dark. There was just the faintest line of light from under the door. Mari gave another helpless little whine, but there wasn't anyone there to tell her that it was fine, and that she'd be fine. So she did her best to curl up on her pile of cut-up clothing. She was still wearing the ribbons on her wrists and ankles, the tail in her ass, and the garters on her boobs, and even though they weren't exactly comfortable, she was pretty sure she'd get in trouble if she took them off. More trouble than being kicked in the crotch really hard? Probably. As Mari tried to find some way to make herself comfortable on that cut-up clothing, she found something buried under what had been one of her shirts. Sort of rubbery, and. . . oh. A dildo. They hadn't really given her any instructions or anything. Was she supposed to suck on it? Masturbate with it? The thing was, Jenn and Rafaela were both kind of horrible, but at the same time, Mari really, really wanted to come. So if they were giving her a dildo, maybe that's what they wanted her to do?

		Mari wasn't sure that they had even thought things out that clearly. But . . . well, when it came down to it, it didn't feel like she was supposed to come without them telling her to do it. They'd paid a lot for her, really, so she was theirs.

		Mostly theirs. Mari had found the sneaker that they'd put in the cage with her. Mostly, it smelled like old sneaker, but it was Larissa's, and . . . well. Mari was about as comfortable as she was going to get, and she laid her cheek down on that sneaker. When this was all over, she was going after Larissa. No more excuses or anything. Larissa was great, and she was sort of interested in girls, and sort of interested in Mari, and while she wasn't actively doing the sort of stuff to her that Jenn and Rafaela were doing, she wasn't not involved. Mari was mostly Jenn and Rafaela's, for the year. After that, she'd do her best to belong to someone else.

		Mari hadn't expected to be able fall asleep curled up in the cage. The twenty minutes or whatever it was that she'd spent there in the back of the station wagon had been deeply uncomfortable, and cut-up clothing wasn’t a great mattress. And she was also pretty worked up.

		All the same, she'd spent a lot of the day pretty worked up, and there wasn't anything else to do. So she did drift off.

		Which meant that when she woke up, she wasn't sure where she was, and it was way darker than anywhere she'd ever been, and when she tried to stand up she banged her head into a cage. Which was when she remembered. The garter on her left breast had fallen off, and she didn't want to get in trouble when they came back, so she found it and put it back on. Then she made sure that the other one was sitting right. And then. . . well, and then her head hurt from where she bumped it, and also, she really had to pee.

		Mari did her best to wait, her legs twisting against each other, the hair on the tail tickling them. But it'd been hours, and . . . and the pressure was really bad. If she moved too fast, Mari would probably start leaking.

		There was a key taped to the lock, apparently, and also a baby monitor? They’d said that she'd get in trouble if she used either of them, but at the same time, Mari had a feeling that she'd get into trouble if she pissed all over her cage.

		"Um," she said. "I need to pee, please?"

		Nothing happened.

		"Please?" Mari repeated to the empty darkness of the bathroom. "I really need to pee."

		There was some laughter downstairs. "Oh God," said Jenn, loud enough for Mari to hear. "I thought you walked her when we got back?"

		"I was gonna, but I got like five new followers on instagram, and also, she was totally sleeping. It was so cute!"

		Then the door opened, and Mari blinked at the light. "Okay, first of all," said Jenn. "No bark! Bad girl!"

		"Hah, right," said Rafaela. "We have that thing for when she talks. Anyhow. Let's get her out before she makes a mess."

		Mari whimpered as Jenn clipped the lead on the collar and then yanked on it, pulling her out of the cage. She tried to stand up, and Rafaela put a hand on her head. "Stay down, dummy," she said.

		Crawling up the stairs had been tricky, and down the stairs would have been difficult even if she didn't have to pee. As it was, Jenn was pulling hard, and Mari really, really had to go to the bathroom. And there'd been a toilet in her room? But even if they didn't mind her talking, pointing that out probably wouldn’t have helped, so Mari just did her best to keep up. She didn't want to make a mess, and she felt like she was about to burst. She was pretty sure that she leaked a few drops on the way down the stairs.

		They got down to the ground floor, anyway, but they didn't take her to the bathroom there, either. Instead, Jenn pulled her out to the backyard. It was dark outside.

		"So, I read that crate training pamphlet you keep going on about—” said Rafaela.

		“Finally,” said Jenn. “I kept telling you, you’re the one who wants a puppy—”

		“Yeah, whatever. So apparently, if you let them out because they're whining about having to pee, it has to be like, they get their business done, and then back in the crate, or they'll start whining all the time."

		"Ugh," said Jenn. "I want her to lick me out, though."

		"Well," said Rafaela, "you should've done that first. And hey, stupid, I thought you had to pee?"

		Mari looked up at them. They looked down at her. Well, they'd said that she was going to be pissing in the backyard, and it made sense, but—

		"Come on," said Jenn, tugging on the lead a little more. There was a plastic fire hydrant on the lawn—like, one of those novelty gift things.

		"Sniff it first," said Rafaela. "If there are any strays around, you should let us know about it."

		It was just. . . she really, really had to pee—it ached, and it ached worse with every move she made. But, okay. She sniffed at the hydrant—it smelled like plastic—and then turned around and lifted up one leg. That got an approving nod from Jenn. It was an awkward way to try to pee, and they were both watching her, so even though she wasn't sure that she could hold it in for another second, it actually took her a few seconds before she actually managed to start.

		When she did, it was like turning on a faucet. It sprayed hard, over the hydrant, over her leg, over the grass. It was. . . well, it was also a really, impossibly good feeling, emptying out like that. She'd had orgasms which didn't feel as good as it did to finally let go and piss.

		"Good girl," said Jenn, and patted her on her head. "Only now you smell stinky, so we're going to have to wash you off before you get back in the house."

		Mari stayed there on her hands and knees and waited for whatever it was that they were going to do next.

		What they were going to do next, it turned out, was to bring her over next to the house, and then turn the hose on her.

		Baton Rouge was hot, but the water from that hose was freezing. And also it wasn't like standard pressure. It sprayed hard enough that it felt like someone hitting her. "Ahhhh fuck ahh!" Mari shouted when the water hit her.

		"Bad girl!" said Rafaela. "No talking! And no bad language, shithead!"

		The hose turned off, and Mari shivered there on the grass. "Turn to face me, dummy," said Jenn, and she sounded sort of kind when she said that? But it was clear that what was coming next wasn't going to be kind. Mari turned, and looked up at her. It was a little dark, out behind the house, but the back door was open, and she could see Jenn in the light from inside.

		Jenn smiled at her. "Okay, lesson one. No talking! Lesson two. No swearing! So, stand still, and keep your mouth open. Rafi, I think I'm going to want a picture of this, okay?"

		"Sure," said Rafaela, and she got her cell phone out.

		Then Jenn aimed the hose at Mari's face. She gave a full body shudder, but she stayed where she was, mouth open, facing Jenn. She even tried to keep her eyes open, but that only lasted as long as it took for the hose to turn on, aimed right at her face.

		Mari was coughing and choking, and every time she tried to turn to face the hose, she had to turn away, because it hurt too much.

		It seemed to last forever, but it probably didn't.

		"Okay," said Jenn. "So, um. Can you get the bark collar, while I chain her up out here? I don't want her dripping on the carpets."

		Instead of going inside, Rafaela went over to Mari, and she put her foot on Mari's back, over her shoulders, pushing her front down to the sidewalk that went from the house to the lake. Then she put her other hand on Mari's pussy, underneath the wet hair of the tail. Mari couldn't help it; she gave a little moan, and ground a little against Rafaela's hand. "Dude," said Rafaela, pulling her hand away. "She's going to be dripping on the carpets."

		"Ha, yeah," said Jenn. "But whatever. I'll take the tail out, and then we can put like a bucket down to keep that from making too much of a mess."

		"But what about crate training?" said Rafaela. "You can't let her think she can get out by whining. The ASPCA said so!"

		"It also said that we're not supposed to use the crate for punishment, which I'm probably going to do. And also we've washed off most of her makeup anyway. See if you can find those boob garters, though—they can't have gotten far."

		Rafaela was standing behind her, so Mari couldn't see her. But she could almost hear Rafaela pouting.

		"And also I won the bet, so I get to choose what we're doing," said Jenn. "She'll be a puppy again when it's your turn. Just put the shock collar on, and tie her up outside."

		Nothing from Rafaela.

		"Ugh, fine," said Jenn. "I'll see if I can see where the hose sent those garters, and you can kick her in the crotch before I fuck her with the strap-on. But just once."

		"Yeah, okay," said Rafaela. Her hand was back on Mari's pussy, and she was moving against it, without thought. "You hear that, dummy? This thing isn't going to feel so good, once I'm done." Then she took her hand away, and tied something on Mari's throat, over her collar. The shock collar, presumably.

		"Hey dummy," said Jenn. "Bark."

		Mari braced herself, and barked. Or, more like, made a strangled little yip—as soon as the noise started, she was shocked hard enough that she couldn't finish it.

		"Nice," said Jenn. "It's supposed to not kill you, but it might leave burns, so don't bark too much while you're wearing it. Also, you pissed on your tail, so we're going to have to get that cleaned or something." She pulled out the plug, and that hurt coming out—she'd kind of forgotten about it, so it was just a permanent ache. Pulling it out made it hurt again.

		Then Rafaela attached a length of chain to Mari's regular collar, which she was still wearing, and the other end was locked to a bolt near the back door. After a little bit, Jenn found the boob garters, and put them back on, pulling hard on Mari's breasts, to make sure that they went all the way up on them. Then the two of them went inside, and left Mari outside. It wasn't cold, but she was still shivering from the hose. Her hair had come out of the pigtails and hung in dripping strands around her face and shoulders. The garters were tighter than they had been, and they were wet, and that made them a lot less comfortable than they had been. And also. . . also there were mosquitoes.

		They hadn't tied her up much, and since Jenn and Rafaela were inside, doing whatever, Mari did her best to slap the mosquitoes off her. It wasn't like she was in the middle of a swamp or something, but by the time Jenn came to let her in, she'd picked up a few bites.

		It was also nice to get out of the muggy air outside, into the air conditioning inside. As soon as she stood up to go in, Jenn shook her head. "Nope," she said. "Don't stand unless you have permission. I mean, you're not a puppy for the moment, but . . . well, whatever. Look better crawling, I guess. Also. . ."

		The lead went back on the collar, and Jenn gave a strong tug, pulling her back to the living room, where Rafaela was looking at her phone, and where they had a coffee table that Mari hadn't noticed on her first tour of the house. Probably she hadn’t been paying close attention? It had cuffs attached to the corners, which suggested what it was going to be used for, anyway.

		And yeah, maybe Mari did drip a little on the carpet looking at that. It was. . . well, the whole set up wasn't exactly what she'd fantasized about. But it was pretty close to what she'd fantasized about. And it was definitely being part of someone else's sex fantasy, and that was definitely a thing that she liked doing. With Jake, it'd most been giving him oral, and that was. . . .

		"Hey!" said Jenn, unfastening the lead. "Helloooooo? You still there, dum-dum?"

		Mari shook herself, looked up at Jenn.

		"Okay, this is going to be really complicated, so you have to listen carefully. In your box of toys, there are a couple of strap-ons. Mine is the rainbow colored one. Go get the rainbow strap-on, dummy. The rainbow one."

		Mari turned to go.

		"And the red sneakers," said Rafaela.

		"Oh, come on," said Jenn. "You're going to confuse her. And how's she supposed to carry two things at once? Her mouth isn't that big."

		"She can go get the strap-on, and then get the shoes," said Rafaela.

		"Look," said Jenn. "By the time she gets the strap-on down here, she's going to be thinking about getting fucked, and only about getting fucked. So wait until she brings it down, and then tell her to get those sneakers."

		"She can probably remember two things?"

		"She can barely remember her name," said Jenn. "Look at her! She's sitting on the floor, and she's all confused. Shh, dummy. Shh. Go get the strap-on. The rainbow one."

		Well, fine. And given everything else that they'd said, it was pretty clear how they wanted her to go get it, as well. Mari crawled up the stairs and pushed the door open to her bathroom. There was that box full of. . . well, mostly sex toys? There was something that looked like a taser, which seemed like a bad idea, and, like, a whip, and a toilet brush, and. . . and yeah, there were at least three strap-ons. There wasn't anyone watching her, but at the same time, they did say that they had a baby monitor in the room, and they might be watching her on, like, their phones.

		And also it would be kind of hot to have to use her mouth to get it out of the box, not just to carry it downstairs like that. So she got it out, and then she put the other toys back. Except for that pair of red sneakers, which were tied together by the laces, and which she wasn't really looking forward to having used on her.

		When she got back downstairs, Jenn was watching one of those 'Real Housewives' shows, and Rafaela was busy with her phone.

		"There, see?" said Jenn. "She's just very slow, and very stupid. Not disobedient or dead!"

		"Five more minutes," said Rafaela, "and I'm pretty sure you'd be wrong about one or both of those."

		"Oh, hush," said Jenn. She grabbed Mari's head and gave it an affectionate ruffle. "Don't listen to mean ol' Rafaela. She's not going to kill you."

		"No," said Rafaela. "But I am going to hurt you. Go get the shoes."

		That was a less appealing prospect than the strap-on, and that strap-on was bigger than anything that Mari had put inside of her. But the fact was, whether or not she was slow or stupid, she was pretty obedient. So she crawled back upstairs, and brought those red sneakers back downstairs, carrying them by the knotted laces.

		"Ugh!" said Rafaela, when Mari dropped the sneakers in front of her. "She slobbered all over the laces!"

		"Dude," said Jenn. "That's how mouths work."

		"Oh, fuck you," said Rafaela, pulling the shoes on and lacing them tight. "And now you get to stand up, and after that, you learn what happens when you stand up when we're home."

		Mari shivered, but she stood up, like she was told.

		Rafaela shook her head at her. "No, not there—over by the fireplace. Legs apart, and hands behind your back—make sure you're holding them tight, I don't want you ruining this by flinching and putting them in the way."

		Jenn had muted her TV show, and she was looking pretty interested. "You seem way into this, Rafi."

		"So you know my dad?" said Rafaela, measuring out three steps between her and Mari, who was twisting a little, her hands knotting and unknotting in fists behind her. "And he made me do like, soccer? So one time in soccer, one of the other girls got a really good shot in on some weirdo? Anyhow, weirdo was like, almost puking, and everyone said that it was because she was trans, and had balls. Which, maybe. But I don't think that was it—I think it just hurts like hell, and I've wanted to do that ever since. But not, like, enough to keep playing soccer after Dad lost interest."

		"Whatever," said Jenn. "I mean, I'm pretty sure Dummy isn't trans? So it might wind up being a little disappointing. But—"

		Rafaela took three steps forward and kicked Mari in the crotch.

		She did flinch a little, and twist a little, when she saw the kick coming. Not enough to get out of the way, and for a fraction of an instant, she was kind of proud of that. But then Rafaela's kick landed, and Mari screamed and collapsed, curling up into a ball. It hurt, and it hurt, and it didn't stop hurting, and that collar had shocked her for screaming, and she was going to puke on their carpet, and—

		"See?" said Rafaela. "That's awesome. Do you think I can make her do that again?"

		"What, like right away?"

		"Yeah?"

		Jenn considered as Mari curled tighter. She was crying. Not sobbing crying, but it hurt so much—standing up and doing that again would—

		"Probably not?" said Jenn. "I mean, right—the thing about cunts is that all the important stuff is inside, so you can beat them up a lot. But at the same time, if she throws up on the carpet, we're going to have to get a cleaning service in. And I'd really like to wait until we've had at least one party before we get to that point. Otherwise our cleaning budget is going to be through the fucking roof, you know?"

		Rafaela considered. Mari looked up at her through her tears, and there was the faintest hint of satisfaction in her smile. "Well," said Rafaela. "That's probably enough for the first time out." She looked down at Mari, who was curled up on the floor, pulled into a tight ball. "I mean, this is going to be part of my workout, so she's going to have to do better than that soon, but okay."

		Mari pulled in a long, shaky breath, as Rafaela sat down. "And now you can fuck her," she said.

		Jenn tightened the last of the buckles on the strap-on. "Ugh, finally," she said. "On your back and spread 'em."

		The strap-on bobbed up under Jenn's skirt. It was big, and Mari hurt more than she ever had before. It wasn't easy to straighten out and lie down on her back. It was the first time she'd been with a girl. The first time with a guy had hurt, kind of a lot, but even though she'd had guys and toys before, it hadn't ever been anything that big, and she hadn't been hurting that much. Another long, shaky breath, as Jenn stood smirking down at her. "And now we get to find out if you're worth what we paid."

		"She's barely housebroken," said Rafaela. "A beagle would've been much cheaper."

		"Sure," said Jenn. She kicked Mari's legs apart, and then nudged them a little more, spreading her more open than would've been comfortable even if her crotch didn't hurt like hell. "But if you started kicking a beagle in the crotch, I'd call PETA on you, and also, if I was fucking a beagle, that'd probably be weird."

		"Probably," said Rafaela. Jenn unzipped her skirt and stepped out of it. Mari had known Jenn was hot—even before she'd seen her at the pool, she'd seen her around at school. But there was something about those perfectly sculpted hips and legs, with the leather of the harness and the bright colors of the strap-on that made Mari's breath catch, despite everything else. Then Jenn knelt between Mari's legs, and spit on her hand, and rubbed it on the strap-on.

		"Butch!" said Rafaela.

		"I know, right?" said Jenn. "I mean, when I find the right guy. . . well, you know how much guys like watching that sort of thing?"

		"Yeah," said Rafaela. "Sure. Guys."

		"Ugh," said Jenn. She positioned the strap-on at the entrance to Mari's cunt. Just the pressure was enough to make Mari have to bite her lip against the pain. "Like you're not going to be fucking her."

		"Shyeah I am," said Rafaela. "Just not pretending that it's about turning on imaginary boys is all."

		"You'll see imaginary when we start having parties," said Jenn. She leaned forward, her chest looking pretty amazing, her arms on either side of Mari. Then she thrust in, and Mari screamed. The collar shocked her, but it hurt too much not to scream.

		Jenn slapped her, hard. "Shush, dummy. This is what you want, remember?" Then she thrust again.

		Mari tried to keep quiet, she really tried. But that strap-on was big, and every thrust was like another kick. She was moaning and trying to wriggle out of the way, whether or not she wanted to. Every so often the moans were loud enough that she got that shock on her throat. Which wasn't that painful, but it was sort of . . . it stunned her, almost.

		"So that's why you wanted to kick her first," said Jenn, over Mari's yelps and moans and weeping.

		"You were the one who wanted to fuck her until she cried," said Rafaela.

		"Not complaining," said Jenn. "Just saying. Although I was also going to fuck her until she came."

		"You're going to let her come?" asked Rafaela.

		"Sure, why not?" said Jenn. "It's fun."

		"If. . . oh, I've got an idea," said Rafaela. "How about whoever makes her come harder gets to be in charge next?"

		For a while, there was nothing but Jenn fucking her. It hurt so much. That was the sort of thing that Mari had fantasized about, that was the sort of thing that she'd been hoping for when she'd gotten a boyfriend to slap her ass, but hoping for more and imagining more wasn't the same as the actual pain. She didn't know if she could take it.

		"Maybe," said Jenn after a while. "Not right away, anyway." Then she paused a little bit in her fucking. "Hey, dummy. Want it in the butt instead?"

		Mari wasn't sure what to say. Jenn was thrusting again, and it hurt too much, every thrust of it hurt too much. But that strap-on was really big, so it wasn't like it was going to hurt much less in her ass. And it was. . . "Tell you what," said Jenn. "We'll even use lube this time."

		This time. With that strap on. "Ye—" then the collar shocked her.

		"No talking, dum-dum!" said Jenn. "You can nod yes, if you're asked a question."

		"Or shake her head no?" said Rafaela.

		"Of course not," said Jenn. "She doesn't get to say no, she doesn't get to shake her head no, she doesn't . . . just, there aren't going to be any nos from her."

		Jenn pulled out, leaving Mari gasping, still crying, trying not to curl back up into a ball. "Come on," said Jenn. "On your belly. Pass me that lube, Rafi?"

		Mari flipped over, burying her face in the carpet, and then Jenn squirted a wad of lube onto Mari's ass.

		Mari bit her lip, and even though everything hurt, her hips were moving. She didn't want to rub against anything, that would hurt too much, but . . .

		But Jenn's weight was on her back, with the strap-on pushing into her ass.

		There was that moment when it went in, and Mari stiffened, head jolting up in shock. She'd played a little bit with her ass, but even though guys were supposed to want anal more than anything, all the guys she'd dated had been a little hesitant, because of the whole poop thing. And when they did fuck her ass, they didn't use that much lube, and they weren't quite as forceful as Jenn. So it went in faster and deeper than anything had before. It hurt, but Mari didn’t even scream. It was just too deep and strange, and inside of her.

		Jenn's hips slapped rhythmically against her ass, as she grabbed a handful of Mari's hair and pulled her head back. "Fucking hell, bitch," said Jenn, and Mari whimpered, just a little. It hurt and it felt weird, but also kind of a little good? It was. . . well, she was super turned on.

		"She's taking it like a champ," said Rafaela.

		"Yeah, well," said Jenn. "That's her fucking job."

		"And good practice for the party on Thursday."

		For a while, there was nothing besides Jenn fucking her, hard and fast, one hand wrapped in Mari's hair, the other pushing back on her hip so that she could slam the strap-on in harder. Then she stopped and pulled out. "Gimme those wipes," said Jenn, as Mari lay on the floor and panted.

		"We're going to have to get that carpet cleaned," said Rafaela. "You got lube on it, and also a little bit of shit. That's why we should get a service in—"

		"Whatever," said Jenn. "We're going to have a party on Thursday, so there's no fucking point in getting carpets cleaned before then." Then she kicked Mari in the ribs. Lightly enough that it was almost just a warning, hard enough that it wasn't really. "Hey, dummy, time to start licking."

		After cleaning it, Jenn had taken her strap-on off and put it by the side of the couch on top of the sneakers that Rafaela had kicked her with. Mari's crotch still ached, and her butt was sore, and her head was spinning, but she could do that. Jenn was sitting on the couch, legs spread wide, and Mari went in between them.

		She hadn't been with a girl before, but . . . well, she knew how things were, there. She started licking, and had her head pulled away, roughly. "Jesus, dummy," said Jenn. "I know that Larissa said that you didn't know what you were doing, but seriously. Start slow. I want you licking me out until I decide to come. So don't fucking start in on my clit."

		Right. Mari tried licking Jenn's labia; they were waxed, or had hair removal, or something, so they were completely smooth—there wasn't even any stubble there or anything. Whether that was exactly what Jenn wanted or not, she didn't hurt Mari for doing that, so she kept at it; outer labia first, with occasional little licks on her inner lips, or at the entrance to her cunt.

		Jenn put one of her legs up on Mari's back, and leaned back. "Finally. You know, you go through all this trouble, and—"

		"Whatever," said Rafaela. "You know I go next, so you know I want you to hurry up and finish."

		"And you know that since she chose dummy rather than stupid, I'm the one who gets to choose what happens when. And what I want now is the sort of slow oral that it takes like a million years to get from guys, because for guys, going down on girls is a way to get to sex."

		"Fine!" said Rafaela. "But speaking about that, what about the next contest thing?"

		"I dunno," said Jenn, as Mari lapped at her pussy. "I mean, first of all, she's pretty worked up now, right? So whoever would make her come first would have an advantage. I mean, it's always going to be a smaller orgasm when they've just had a good one."

		For a while, there was nothing but the wet noises of Mari licking out Jenn, and occasional texting noises from Jenn's phone.

		"Yeah, that's true," said Rafaela. "Okay, how about this—we have her jerk off after we're done playing with her tonight. And then we give her like a week without letting her come, and—"

		"There's the party on Thursday," said Jenn. "Probably one of the guys will wind up dicking her to orgasm."

		"Like they're going to be trying," said Rafaela.

		"Like she'll need them to be trying," said Jenn. "I was half expecting her to come from being fucked in the butt, which I was mainly doing because it's a good ab workout."

		"Yeah, she is super slutty," said Rafaela. "Okay, give her a day's break? Like, she jerks off tonight, you get her off tomorrow night, I get her off on Monday night?"

		"What, you think it's a good idea to let her come that often?" asked Jenn. "They're always a little weird and distant and unmanageable after you let them come for like, hours."

		"They?"

		"Well, Jake was like that," said Jenn. "I mean, he started off way enthusiastic about all sorts of slave stuff, but when I finally let him squirt, he was like, ashamed about everything, and like, got dressed and left, and I didn't even have a chance to try the strap-on on him."

		Jenn had dated Jake, after he dumped Mari and told everyone about her weird fetishes? And he'd been enthusiastic about slave stuff, and—

		Jenn grabbed the back of Mari's head and pushed it into her crotch. "Hey, dummy, keep your fucking mind on your job."

		Right. That was. . . right. She'd been licking, but she had gotten a little distracted.

		"Look," said Rafaela, "if you don't want her orgasming, why'd you leave a dildo in her cage?"

		"So she could practice sucking?" said Jenn. "I mean, she's going to be a party favor, right? So the guys are going to do all the stuff to her that their girlfriends don't want to do for them. Figured that dummy could practice not choking, and also maybe work on loosening up her butt?"

		"Eh," said Rafaela. "Choking is kind of hot, and she didn't have any problems taking that fake cock deep and hard."

		"Whatever," said Jenn. "Point is, if she comes without permission, she'll regret it, and I feel like if we let her come three days in a row, she's going to start remembering that she's a person with hopes and dreams, and that could be an issue if we take her out in public or something."

		Another long pause. Jenn's clit had gotten a little stiffer, in the time that Mari had been working at it, and now she wasn't being corrected for dragging her tongue across it, or even for sucking on it a little.

		"Yeah, but you said there'd be things we could do to switch off," said Rafaela. "Also, I'm totally going to win, also, we're going to need a service in to clean up after the party even if she's still allowed to stand up and do things when we're not around, so. . . ."

		"Ugh, fine," said Jenn. "But only if she's not allowed to come for at least a week after that, whether or not you're the one who's in charge of her."

		"If you go first," said Rafaela. "I mean, if you're the one making her come tomorrow night."

		"Deal," said Jenn. "I mean, like it's going to be a contest. I'm great at making girls come."

		"Sure," said Rafaela. "Whatever. Deal."

		Jenn's hips had been rocking a little while Mari had been licking her. But she wasn't rushing anything. Mari's jaw was starting to feel a little sore by the time Jenn finally grabbed the back of Mari's head and pushed her hard into her crotch, holding on, not letting her even breathe until she was finished coming.

		When Jenn finally pushed Mari back onto her knees, gasping, face wet, Rafaela motioned her over, not looking up from her phone. Well, that was what she was there for, and she was pretty confident that she knew what she was supposed to do. She crawled over to Rafaela, and pushed her face in under her skirt.

		Rafaela's pussy was as bare as Jenn's, and while her clit was a little more prominent, she seemed happy with the same thing Mari had done for Jenn, licking around the edges of her pussy before going in for her clit. It didn't take Rafaela quite so long before she guided Mari's head in and came. But unlike Jenn, who was pretty clearly done after Mari had made her come, Rafaela wasn't finished. It was back to licking at her labia and a little tonguefucking and then cautious laps at her clit, and then her face held hard in place, squashing her nose and making it hard for her to breathe until Rafaela eased up on the pressure on the back of Mari's head.

		Which also wasn't enough. She had to do that one more time before Rafaela finally pushed her away. Only she didn't push her that far away. She grabbed hold of Mari's chin and held her there, studying her face, which was still slick with Rafaela's juices. Then she nodded. "Yeah, okay. This was a good idea, Jenn."

		"Better than a puppy?" asked Jenn.

		Rafaela hadn't let go of Mari's chin. Another searching look. "You know? It might be. I mean, one of the things a puppy does is give guys a way to start a conversation. This . . ."

		"This is going to get a different sort of guy to start a conversation," said Jenn.

		"Heh, yeah. Okay, dummy, let's get you something to eat."

		Mari crawled after Rafaela to the kitchen and watched Rafaela's shoes as she got a can out of the pantry and opened it up. It smelled a little. . . well, a little strong, anyway.

		Mari hadn't eaten since she'd had lunch with Larissa, which seemed like forever ago. So she was pretty hungry. Not hungry enough that the bowl of dog food that got put down in front of her looked very appetizing, though. It wasn't like, gray or anything, but she could see bits of gristle in the meat, and a sort of gelatine layer that made her fight back a dry heave.

		"Sh," said Rafaela, kneeling next to her. "You can do this. Go ahead, give it a try."

		Mari leaned forward and took a cautious bite. It was. . . it was not great. The flavor was harsh, and the texture was worse. She pulled back, gagging a little.

		Rafaela was patting her hair, pulling it back away from her face. "If you can't manage it," she said, "we're going to have to give you people food. But it'd make me really happy if you could eat pet food for me. I'd go to the pet store and get a few cans, and know that my pet was going to eat what I fed her. Come on, dummy. Another little bite. You can do it."

		Another little bite. And another gag. It was more the idea of it than anything else. But the idea of it was pretty bad, honestly.

		Rafaela finished pulling Mari's hair into a ponytail, tied it off with one of the ribbons that had apparently still been in her hair, and started running her hands across Mari's shoulder and back. "Little more," she said.

		Mari steeled herself and took another bite. And another. Bits of gristle got caught in her teeth, and when she tried to use her hands for anything—even just like, holding the bowl in place so it wouldn’t move around when she put her face in it—Rafaela slapped her ass. So she got dog food spread across her face, and she could smell it just as strong no matter how close she was to the bowl, and feel it, too. It was really gross. But at the same time, Rafaela kept petting her the whole time, talking quietly about how well she was doing. So Mari kept eating it.

		She had a couple more gagging fits, and one time she was sure she was going to throw it all up. But she managed to keep it down, and when she was done, and she looked up at Rafaela, Rafaela looked really pleased with her. "Good job," she said. "Let's go out back and we'll wash you off, and then you can rub one out for us. You're going to like that, right? A nice little come before you go to sleep?"

		Mari was still a little hungry—she definitely didn't want any more of the dog food, but it hadn't been a lot of food—and she was tired, and her crotch still ached from having been kicked. But the thought of being allowed to come, whether she had to do it herself or if Jenn or Rafaela was going to fuck her. . . heat coiled in her belly, and she scurried along behind Rafaela as quickly as she could, all her attention focused on Rafaela's legs and heels. And then on the hose, watching Rafaela unwind and aim it as Mari waited on her hands and knees.

		Being sprayed with cold water from the hose ought to have made her a little less interested, but it really didn’t. She was cold and wet and it hurt, and also it was stupid and humiliating and she hated it, and also it turned her on more than one of those baths with rose petals and a glass of wine and too many candles was supposed to turn girls on.

		Rafaela seemed to have noticed that, not just the way Mari tried to shut her eyes and scrunch up her face against the blasts of cold water. "Jeez," she said, after a while. "It's amazing that the football team or something didn't figure out what kind of a slut you were. You'd have been. . . well, not popular, obviously, but at least invited to parties. Now, open up your mouth. We've got to clean you out inside too."

		Mari hesitantly opened up her mouth.

		"Wider," said Rafaela.

		Mari opened up wider.

		"Wider than that."

		There wasn't really a wider than that, but she tried, and as she was trying, there was a sudden blast of water right down her throat. Mari choked and spat and gasped. Rafaela's laughter sounded far away. "Amazing," she said. "It's like that wharble garble dog that people used to post on the internet."

		Mari coughed miserably, and then Rafaela's legs were straddling her shoulders. "Couldn't find any of those doggy biscuits that are supposed to brush their teeth that were human grade, so looks like we're going to have to do it the old fashioned way."

		Mari coughed again, head hanging down, and Rafaela sighed. "Head back, mouth open, stupid. I have to brush your teeth? Which are in your mouth?"

		It wasn't like she'd. . . Mari straightened up like Rafaela wanted and opened her mouth. And she was embarrassed by having to be told, even though it wasn't like she hadn't been paying attention to what was happening, or anything—it was just that nobody had explained it to her, and she'd been choking, and—

		And Rafaela started brushing her teeth. She used a lot more pressure than Mari did—probably than anyone did when they were brushing their own teeth. She was pretty thorough, and it was weird, having someone else brushing her teeth like that. Also, she didn’t give Mari any time to spit, so she was drooling a mix of toothpaste and drool on the little patch of concrete beyond the back door. When Rafaela was done, Mari finally spit it out.

		"Now comes the rinse," said Rafaela, and while Mari didn't want to, she opened up her mouth, wide as she could, and waited until she got a blast of the hose. It wasn't quite as bad, because she was ready for it, though she did cough a bit afterward, and some of the toothpaste got up her nose. She was shaking her head, trying to clear it, when Rafaela started tugging on the lead to her collar.

		But all the same, she was still pretty excited to get back to the living room, where Jenn had put down a towel. She crawled over to it and waited for instructions.

		"Wow," said Jenn after a little bit.

		"Yeah," said Rafaela. "Larissa said that she wasn't the brightest, but I would've expected her to figure this one out."

		"Seriously," said Jenn. "Okay, dummy. Up on your knees."

		Mari got up on her knees, and they both laughed. "Yeah," said Rafaela. "But now turn around to face us?"

		Right. That one, she probably should've figured out. But she was distracted!

		Mari turned around. Jenn was texting, and Rafaela was sitting back in her chair with an expectant look.

		"Um?" said Jenn. "Go ahead and start jerking off, dummy?"

		She'd been waiting for permission, but it seemed like they’d expected her to just start. Okay. Mari bit her lip and put her hand between her legs. There were a lot of things that she hadn't liked about moving in with Jenn and Rafaela, and she was worried about the whole rest of the year, and she was so turned on that it was going to take like, two minutes, tops, before she came.

		"Hey, dummy!" said Jenn.

		"No, hold on," said Rafaela. "Let me record some of this—it's hilarious."

		Mari had closed her eyes when she'd started. They snapped open at that. Jenn looked irritated, and Rafaela was holding her phone up, recording.

		Mari’s hips were still moving, and her clit was sliding wetly between her fingers, but she felt a lot less sure about what she was doing after that. Maybe five minutes before she came?

		"Look," said Jenn. "I'm not saying it's not hilarious, but that training book said that it was really important not to allow bad behaviors that you think are funny, because they'll interpret that as positive attention, and it'll be really hard to fix it."

		What was she even doing wrong? They told her to masturbate, and she was masturbating. Her hand slowed, and she looked up at Jenn, hoping for some sort of clue as to what they wanted.

		"Aww," said Rafaela. "You ruined it. Besides, it'd be fun fixing something like that."

		"Yeah, well," said Jenn. "Maybe if you win. Okay, dummy. Here's the deal. When we let you touch yourself, it's because we want you to put on a show, either for us, or our friends, or because we want some funny videos to watch when we're bored. So, like, put on a show, if you ever want to be allowed to touch yourself again?"

		Put on a show? But she'd been . . . if they wanted to watch her rub one out, that's what she'd been doing. Maybe, like, more dramatic movement with her hips or something?

		Rafaela hadn't stopped recording, and when Mari started again, she didn't lower her phone. But she was laughing again.

		Jenn sighed. "For fuck's sake. Haven't you seen any porn? Or, like, learned to masturbate?"

		Mari had seen some porn. Just not porn that focused on ladies jerking off, because she wasn't that interested in ladies jerking off. And she still had that collar on which shocked her if she talked. She shook her head.

		"Didn't say stop," said Rafaela. Mari had stopped, but okay. She started again.

		"First thing," said Jenn. "Your other hand. The one that's not doing anything? Your left hand?"

		Mari had gotten that when she'd said "other hand," but she still wasn't sure what Jenn wanted.

		"Do something with it!" Jenn said. "I don't know. Cup your breast. Pinch your nipple. No, harder than that. Harder."

		Mari pinched down hard enough to make her wince, and tears sprang to the corners of her eyes.

		"Like that," said Jenn. "Now, put your thumb against your fingers, and suck on your hand. Pretend it's a cock. Try to get all your fingers as far down your throat as possible. In and out."

		Rafaela was still recording, and she was still laughing. Quietly, but hard enough to make her stomach shake.

		Jenn shook her head. "Now switch hands. You haven't been finger-fucking yourself enough, but let's pretend you were. Lick your fingers clean, one by one."

		Mari was really used to using her right hand, when she played with herself. So even if it wasn't for everything else, that would've slowed her down. But she did as she was told, and when she was done, she looked up to Jenn for more instructions.

		Which didn't seem to make Jenn much happier.

		"She's like a goldfish!" said Rafaela through her giggles. "You can't expect her to remember all that for so long."

		"Dummy," said Jenn. "Your other hand. What should you be doing with it?"

		Oh. Mari started caressing her breast, occasionally pinching down hard on her nipple.

		"Yeah," said Jenn. "But look at us. No, not a stupid look. Sexy look. Come on, you've seen me, and you've seen Rafi. You know what sexy looks like."

		Mari tried to make a sexy face. It didn't make Rafaela stop laughing, not even a little.

		Jenn sighed. "Well, maybe we'll start with a bag over your head or something. And a dildo for you to use—I mean, the main reason we'll be letting you jerk off is to make guys think about fucking you."

		That was. . . well, she was still trying to give them a come-hither look, and she was pinching herself hard enough that she was probably going to be bruised. But the whole thing—that they were having her masturbate as part of their games, and that they were going to make her fuck guys she didn't know, and . . .

		Her eyes had drifted shut. Even though they hadn't been yelling at her about that, Mari knew that she wasn't supposed to have her eyes closed, so they snapped open as soon as she realized. Rafaela was still recording on her phone, but she wasn't laughing as much. She looked a little hungry, though. Jenn just looked bored and sarcastic.

		"That's right," she said. "Now wrap things up. And while you're probably going to have to fake it for some of the guys, if you try that with us, you are going to regret it."

		She hadn't been—the idea of trying to fake an orgasm hadn't even crossed her mind. Her eyes fluttered closed again as she thought about what she was doing, what was going to happen next, what she'd signed up for.

		"Keep playing with your fucking tits, dummy," said Jenn.

		The thing was, touching her breasts felt nice, but it was also something she had to think about, like she had to think about keeping her eyes open, and thinking was a little distracting. But Rafaela recording her, and Jenn watching with her bored look, and everything. . . that wasn't distracting.

		Then the movement of her hips went from fast, to faster, to uncontrolled, and the waves of pleasure rolled over her, and she twisted and gasped as she came.

		"And, scene," said Rafaela.

		"Do me a favor," said Jenn. "Send me that video. It's been awhile since I changed my lock-screen, and there were some hilarious faces in there."

		"Sure," said Rafaela. "Anyhow, that's what it looks like when dummy gets fucked by someone who doesn't know what she's doing."

		"Yeah," said Jenn. "So, obviously, even you can do better than that."

		"Pff," said Rafaela. "You’ll see. Anyhow, come on, dummy. Time for you to go to your cage."

		Mari lay slumped in a pile on the floor, the sweat cooling on her skin. She'd had fantasies about being treated more or less the way that Rafaela and Jenn were treating her, but usually, those fantasies went away after an orgasm, and she'd go to sleep, or have some cookies, or just go back to watching whatever shitty TV show that she'd stopped watching before jerking off. Fantasies didn't put a lead on her collar, and then lead her up the stairs to the cage in a bathroom where she'd be living for the rest of the year.

		It was frightening, and she hurt—whatever Jenn and Rafaela said, that had been a pretty intense orgasm, so her stomach was cramping a little, and she still ached from being hit, and . . . well, and she was making squishy noises as she crawled up the stairs. If they wanted her to crawl back downstairs and go again, she probably could, and she'd never been able to manage multiple orgasms before.

		There were a lot of things she hadn't done before.

		She was slow getting into the cage, so Rafaela kicked her. Not nearly as hard as when she'd been standing up, but all the same, in addition to flinching and lurching forward, Mari may have moaned a little.

		"Ha!" said Rafaela, locking the door of the cage behind her. Then she went around to the back of the cage and put her fingers through the bars.

		Mari licked them and looked up at Rafaela.

		"Cute," said Rafaela. "I mean, you look like garbage without makeup, but that's sort of the point, isn't it? Jenn's been talking about making you tan more. I think I'm going to have to talk her out of that. I want you looking unhealthy and unkempt, you know? Like having an ugly girl with you when you're hitting on someone."

		Yeah, okay. Rafaela hadn't taken her fingers away, so Mari licked them again.

		"Heh," said Rafaela. Then she reached through the bars of the cage, pulled the garters off Mari's breasts, and put them in the toy box. "Bark collar stays on overnight. Gotta make sure you learn your lesson." Then she patted Mari's cheek. "Truth is, this might work out. Anyhow. Get to sleep. Busy day tomorrow."

		She was in a cage, which meant that she couldn't even turn over easily, let alone stretch out, and instead of a mattress, she had a pile of scraps that had used to ber her clothes. But, well, that was part of the thing. Slaves got sold, and slaves didn't get to choose about where they slept or what they ate. Which didn't make it any easier for her to sleep, but it felt right, and oddly comfortable. Mari found the dildo that they’d left in the cage with her and sucked on it as she fell asleep.

		The truth was, the dildo was kind of a help. During the night, she woke up a lot. Sometimes she found another position to lie in and fell back asleep, but usually, she was too excited and uncomfortable for that. So she'd spend a few minutes working on taking the dildo deeper, and holding it longer. There was going to be a party, apparently, and she was going to service a bunch of guys, so practice was probably a good idea. And there wasn’t a lot else she could do in that cage.

		The next morning, she was dozing when the door opened. She blinked blearily as someone walked in. Jenn, probably—it was hard to tell, because it had been super dark in the bathroom, and the lights were on behind her. But Mari thought she recognized the platform sandals.

		"Okay, dummy," said Jenn. Definitely Jenn. "Here on in, when one of us comes in, I want to see you happier to see us. So, up on your hands and knees."

		Mari got up, and smiled.

		"Bigger smile," said Jenn. "Wriggle your butt. Come on, dummy. You know how puppies get when they've been left alone for a while. It's that, or I leave you here for another hour, and then give you a whipping for peeing all over your clothing."

		Bigger smile, and Mari started wiggling her butt. Because there had been a water bottle attached to the cage, and when she'd gotten her throat irritated with the dildo, she'd had more to drink than she should've. Also, because that was what Jenn had told her to do, and a little bit also because she was a puppy who'd been left alone for a while.

		Jenn laughed. "More like it." She unlatched the cage, took the shock-collar off, and dropped it in the toy box. Then she attached the lead to Mari's collar and led her out back to pee. And then back to the kitchen, where they put a bowl on the floor, and a whole head of lettuce.

		Mari crawled over and took a bite of lettuce. There was a lot of it, and it wasn't exactly easy to eat a head of lettuce without using her hands.

		"Hey!" said Rafaela. "First things first. Lick our feet. When we're bored of that, you can eat."

		That. . . well, it sounded a little better than lettuce, actually.

		Jenn and Rafaela were talking about their plans for the day—Rafaela was getting her hair done, and Jenn had to set something up with her bank, and then they were going to go shopping and meet some of their classmates for lunch afterwards—and Mari licked their feet. They had nice feet, really. Fancy pedicures, well taken-care-of in general, with smooth, soft skin. Also they were just, like, pretty feet.

		After a while, Rafaela bent over, and gave Mari her birth control pill. Then she kicked Mari in the face hard enough to make her wince, which made her think it was time to try again with the lettuce.

		She was hungry, but there was a lot of lettuce. As she tried to get it down, she heard the click of a phone camera.

		"Thought you wanted her terrible o-face as a lock-screen," said Rafaela.

		"Well, yeah," said Jenn. "But come on, that's pretty funny. Oren is going to want to see that."

		"And that's why you're doing this."

		"No," said Jenn. "I'm in this because I want as much oral sex as I want, whenever I want it, and because it's fun to do things to stupid girls. But if you think that I'm not going to be using her to get guys, you're as dumb as she is."

		"Yeah, but—"

		"But whatever, Rafi," said Jenn. "Sorry I'm not bi enough for you. Here, tell you what— stop eating that, dummy, and come here and eat me out."

		That sounded like a good idea. Mari crawled over, Jenn pulled her skirt up and her underwear down, and Mari started licking her out like Jenn had taught her to do the night before.

		"Sorry," said Rafaela after a while.

		"Whatever," said Jenn. "It's fine. Anyhow, dummy. When we're gone, clean the house. You're allowed to stand while we're not at home, and you're also allowed to use the toilet. But if you're doing any of those things when we come back, you're going to spend at least an hour tied to the top of the doghouse."

		That was. . . well, she knew that Jenn had won the first game, and she'd known that Jenn wanted her to work. But cleaning the whole house seemed like kind of a big job? And she wasn't sure when the two of them would be back—their plans had sort of faded out when they got to lunch.

		"And," said Rafaela. "If you're hungry, tough fucking luck. You eat what you're fed, and that's it."

		"Yeah," said Jenn. "But you can drink some water, I guess?"

		"Jenn," said Raefala.

		"What?" said Jenn. "Trying to make sure that she's dehydrated, so she doesn't come as hard as she should tonight?"

		"Pretty much, yeah," said Rafaela. "But also, like, you want her drinking from a cup, like a person?"

		"God no," said Jenn. "You can drink from the toilets when you're thirsty."

		Mari had her head between Jenn's thighs, and she was licking along her labia. But there was something about that which made her ears turn red, and which also made her legs shift a little. Mari'd known that she was into some weird stuff, but she hadn't really known just how into weird stuff she was until they'd started doing it.

		"Also," said Jenn, "you can hurry up. Rafi wants her morning workout before we go."

		Morning work . . . oh. It wasn't going to be easy to face getting kicked like that again, now that Rafaela had done it once and Mari knew what it felt like. But at the same time, she sped up, moving her attention to Jenn's clit, and her legs were moving a little more. While Mari wasn't sure that Larissa was right that this whole thing was a good idea, she'd been right that it was something that Mari was into.

		For a while, Jenn just sat there and ate her breakfast, as Mari licked her out. But then she started moving a little, and a little bit after that, she grabbed hold of the back of Mari's head and forced her in deeper and harder. It lasted long enough that Mari started struggling, trying to get some air, but then Jenn tensed, came, and let go of Mari's head.

		"The sneakers, dum-dum," said Rafaela before Mari could catch her breath, so Mari crawled up to her box of toys.

		"Good," said Rafaela, as she put those down in front of her. "And also the ping-pong paddle."

		That was something else that Mari'd seen in the toy box, and which she was a little curious about. She also had a feeling that being curious about it wasn't going to end well, but, whatever. It wasn't her choice. She went and got that and dropped it in front of Rafaela, who’d pushed her chair back from the table and put the sneakers on. Mari did her best to give Rafaela a pleading look, and while Rafaela's returning look was mostly amused, there was something else there, which made Mari tremble a little.

		"No, stupid," said Rafaela. "Give it to me, not put it near me."

		The thing was, when it had been in the box of toys, Mari had been able to bite hold of the handle, which had been sticking up. It was a lot harder to pick up a ping-pong paddle from the floor, where she'd put it down, without using her hands.

		Neither of them were going to help her, and both of them would be mad if she used her hands. So they watched for what felt like forever, until she managed to nudge it up against the leg of the table, and then finally get hold of the handle.

		"Hilarious," said Rafaela, though she wasn't laughing. She took the paddle from Mari, and smacked it against the palm of her hand. "Okay, stand up, so you can learn about what happens to girls who stand on their hind legs."

		Mari stood, a little unsteadily. It hadn't even been a whole day, but she'd gotten used to crawling around.

		"Hands behind your back," said Rafaela. "Tits forward."

		She did that, and Rafaela started hitting her.

		That was one of the things that she'd wanted her boyfriends to do, but she'd wanted them to . . . well, she'd sort of expected it to be slower, and . . . Mari tried to stay still, but she couldn’t help flinching as Rafaela slapped her breasts with that ping-pong paddle. Rafaela shook her head, and the more Mari squirmed the harder and faster the blows came, until she was cowering away from Rafaela, her chest aching, on the verge of crying.

		"Not great, dummy," said Rafaela. "Let's try again. Stand still. Tell you what—hold your tits up. That's right, hands under each."

		"Aww," said Jenn. "I like how flappy they are when you're beating them up."

		"Yeah, that's kind of funny," said Rafaela. "But I really want those nipples crushed. Now, fucking stand still, stupid."

		Mari took a long, ragged breath. It was what she wanted, it was something that she had been looking forward to ever since Larissa had mentioned that someone wanted to buy her, but fucking standing still wasn't going to be easy. Not the way that Rafaela was hitting her.

		It wasn't. A few missed shots glanced off her fingers, which hurt more, maybe, than the ones that hit where Rafaela was aiming. But it hurt differently, which was almost the same as a break? And it was the only break that Rafaela was giving her. It could be that it would've hurt less if Mari was less turned on, but her nipples were pretty stiff, so every shot hurt really bad, and it was a bunch of fast shots on her left breast, and then on her right, and then on the left again, over and over.

		By the time Rafaela was done, Mari was crying. Just a little, but she couldn't help it. It had hurt really bad.

		"Not her butt?" asked Jenn.

		"Nope," said Rafaela. "But if you want to fuck it, that's fine by me."

		"Like I don't have anything else to do all day," said Jenn.

		"Well then," said Rafaela. "Hands behind your back, legs apart. It's time."

		Mari did what she was told, but she couldn't face what was coming next. She closed her eyes and bit her lip. And then Rafaela kicked her in the crotch again, probably harder than she had last night, and Mari collapsed on the floor, breathing hard, and trying not to puke.

		"Nice," said Jenn.

		"I know, right?" said Rafaela. "The self-defense guy said that it worked on girls too, but I hadn't completely believed him until we got her. Anyway."

		Rafaela had dropped the paddle on the floor when she was done with it, and as Mari gasped and writhed, she dropped the sneakers too, one after the other.

		"Put those away on your hands and knees," said Rafaela. "The rest of the house cleaning, do whatever. But I want you crawling with those."

		Mari nodded. That seemed right.

		"And don't take forever," said Jenn. "I want things clean and you ready as soon as we get back."

		Mari lay curled up on the floor as their heels clicked out of the house. It just . . . it hurt so much. Just as much as it had last time, maybe more. And her breasts hurt, and she was achingly unsatisfied.

		What she wanted to do was to lay there for a while, then get up and raid the fridge, and maybe sit on the couch and eat ice cream and watch TV. However, she had a feeling that doing that would be a very bad idea. So as soon as she could, she carried the shoes back up to the toy box, and then the paddle. And then she used the toilet in her room, and then she cleaned it. And then she cleaned the toilet next to Jenn's room—Mari was thirsty, and the toilet had been pretty clean, but she wasn't ready to drink out of a toilet that she’d just used.

		Mari wasn't entirely ready to drink out of any toilet, but it was that or go thirsty, so she closed her eyes and made herself drink. And then she got back to cleaning. There was a lot of cleaning. The was a new washing machine and a dryer hadn't even been plugged in, and apparently both Jenn and Rafaela just like, dropped their clothing on the floor when they changed, and expected someone else to pick up after them.

		And while sitting on the couch eating all the leftover takeout in the fridge would have been a bad idea, Mari was pretty sure that ruining any of their clothing would be an even worse idea, so she was really careful about following washing instructions, and hand-washed a bunch of their stuff in the sink.

		Fortunately, they didn't cook much, so the stove didn’t need to be scraped clean. But there were a lot of floors that needed to be washed and carpets that needed to be vacuumed.

		Mari had thought that Jenn and Rafaela were going to be out for the rest of the day, and with the vacuum running, she didn't hear them coming in. She was just about done with the carpet in the living room, and then when she looked up, she saw the two of them standing in the doorway, not saying anything, just looking at her.

		She wasn't supposed to be standing when they were at home. She dropped to her hands and knees as soon as she saw them, the vacuum still running.

		"So," said Rafaela, walking over and turning the vacuum off. "I think she needs a reminder."

		"Yeah," said Jenn. "Only don’t completely ruin her cunt yet. If you want to beat it up tomorrow, that's fine, but tonight, it has to be functional enough for a good orgasm."

		"Fine," said Rafaela. "Go get the sneakers, dummy. I'll go get your lunch ready. You're going to have to eat fast, though, because we're going shopping."

		Shopping? But. . . well, first, she had to go get the sneakers, and then Rafaela was going to hurt her.

		

		

		When she came back downstairs, they were in the kitchen. And there was a bowl of dog food in her bowl. This one was supposed to be pork, and it smelled even stronger than the last can of dog food had.

		Well, that was what she'd signed up for, so that was what she got.

		Jenn was just leaving. "I'll go set up the thing in the car. You can hurt her a little, but I want her functional tonight or the bet's off."

		"Don't worry," said Rafaela. "She'll be fine."

		"Good," said Jenn. "And apparently, she has to wear clothing outside? Which is weird, but whatever—something appropriate, which won’t get her arrested."

		"Okay," said Rafaela.

		Mari was hungry, and she was supposed to eat fast. Maybe if she gulped it all down, it wouldn't be as terrible for as long? Only when she tried that, she started gagging, so she had to slow down to keep from puking it all back up.

		Rafaela had those sneakers on well before Mari was done with her lunch.

		"Sadly," she said, "if I start kicking your stomach, you'll probably throw up your lunch. And frankly, you're not worth the extra can of dog food. Still, tits are nice and flappy. Chin up, dummy, and take it like a . . . well, take it like whatever you are. Not a person, certainly."

		Mari put her chin up, and braced herself. Then Rafaela started kicking her breasts. First one side, then the other. Hard. When Rafaela was done, Mari was sore, and still had that horrible taste in her mouth, and had to take a few seconds breathing before she could follow Rafaela to her room, where she had an outfit ready for her.

		The T-shirt covered her shoulders and a bit of her chest, and that was about it. It went down over her nipples, but just barely.

		"According to Jenn," said Rafaela, "the laws say that we can't expose the nipples, so. . . ." So, it turned out, was a glue stick. "This should work. There you go."

		It felt sticky and weird. And wearing clothing felt a little weird too. It hadn't been that long, but she'd gotten totally used to being naked.

		The skirt was probably made of less fabric than the shirt. Just a band that went around her hips, and a little bit lower than that. Definitely nothing covering the bottom half of her butt, or the bottom half of her breasts. And since she wasn't wearing underwear, that was. . . .

		Well, there were bathing suits that covered a lot less than that. And she hadn't been wearing anything at all for a while. But all the same, wearing that left Mari feeling more exposed than she had before.

		"And since we're trying to avoid getting in trouble for kidnapping or some bullshit," said Rafaela, "it's probably not going to be the shock collar. Turn around and bend over."

		Mari turned around and bent over.

		"Fine," said Rafaela. "Butthole and cunt both clearly visible. I tell you to pick something up, you do it just like that—no bending your knees or anything."

		Mari flushed, thinking of it.

		"Oh, come on already," said Rafaela.

		She hadn't told her to stand up straight, but she was already halfway out of the room. Mari hurried after her and got a disapproving look.

		"And I didn't say you could walk, stupid. You're in the house, you fucking crawl."

		Right. Well, the skirt wasn't long enough to interfere with crawling, anyway. And, as usual when she had to follow one of them, Rafaela was walking way faster than she could crawl. By the time Mari got to the front door, both Jenn and Rafaela were standing by the car.

		Mari hesitated at the door. Was she supposed to walk, or crawl, or what?

		Jenn sighed. "Up on your hind legs, dummy. We haven't got all day."

		Walk, then. Mari stood up and walked to the car.

		"No shoes?" asked Jenn.

		"Of course not," said Rafaela. "Shoes are for people."

		"Yeah," said Jenn. "But if you want to show off her ass, she should be wearing heels."

		"Hey, stupid," said Rafaela. "Up on your tiptoes."

		Mari did what she was told.

		"If you get your heels even a little dirty," said Rafaela, "You're riding the doghouse for at least an hour."

		"After I make her come," said Jenn.

		"Ugh, fine. But after that, and also after you get your punishment for going up on your hind legs."

		Mari hadn't been crawling for that long, really, but she'd been looking forward to not crawling, at least for a little bit. Her knees hurt, and her legs were sore, and so were her shoulders. Walking without letting her heels touch the ground wasn't exactly going to be a rest, though.

		When she got to the car, she saw what Jenn had been doing. There was a dildo taped to the middle of the back seat.

		"Right," said Jenn. "Lean forward, on the hood."

		Mari put her hands on the hood of the car, bent forward. It wasn't a busy street, but there wasn't much skirt, either.

		"No," said Rafaela. "Hands behind your back, tits against the metal."

		The hood of the car was bright red, and it was really hot. The shirt didn't give much protection against that. Mari pushed against it, squirming a little, as Jenn put a little tub of vaseline or something in the middle of Mari's back, and then put some on her asshole.

		"There you go," she said. "Now, go make yourself comfortable."

		"She means," said Rafaela, "that you should go to the back of the car and sit down on the dildo."

		"Right!" said Jenn. "It's supposed to go inside your butt. Sorry I didn't make that clear."

		"Don't apologize to it," said Rafaela. "And can we go already?"

		Mari had understood what Jenn had meant without the additional explanation. Still, between the low roof of the car, and the way she had to not to let her heels touch the floor, maneuvering took a little time. By the time Mari had managed to get that thing inside of her, they were already on the road. Jenn was driving, and Rafaela was checking her makeup in a compact. "You don't seem happy enough to be on an outing, dummy," she said.

		Mari smiled.

		"Bigger smile," said Rafaela.

		She smiled a little bigger.

		"If you were actually excited and happy to be outside," said Jenn, "I'd expect a little more bouncing on your part."

		Right. Again, keeping her heels off the floor of the car made that tricky, but Mari did what she was told.

		"Didn't say stop smiling," said Rafaela, who was watching her in the compact mirror.

		Mari hadn't actually stopped smiling, but . . . well, maybe it had gotten a little less? So she plastered on the big fake smile again, and kept bouncing on the dildo.

		"Good," said Jenn. "Now, keep doing that until we get there."

		'There' turned out to be a sex shop next to the highway.

		It took Mari a little longer to get out of the car than it took Jenn and Rafaela, because she had to get the dildo out of her butt, and then the first time she got out, Jenn gave her a package of wet-wipes and told her to clean off her toy and her butt, because they didn't want her getting shit and vaseline everywhere. But then it was time to go into the sex shop, not wearing very much. There were spots right next to the door, but Jenn had parked on the other side of the lot, which meant that she had to walk across a lot of really hot asphalt without any shoes on, and without using her heels to walk on.

		It was almost a relief to get into the shop. Almost. It was air-conditioned, anyway. But it was dingy, and the floor was sticky, and the guy behind the counter was leered at Mari as she walked in.

		"Nice," said Rafaela.

		"Yeah, fine," said Jenn. "I mean, it suits her."

		"Obviously," said Rafaela. "You're going to be trying stuff on her?"

		"Yeah?" said Jenn. "Why, something you want here?"

		"One or two things," said Rafaela. "Not stuff they let you try on, generally."

		"Oh, don't worry, ladies," said the guy behind the counter. "I can tell you're serious customers. You want to try stuff on her, do whatever you like."

		Rafaela cocked her head at him. "You mean that you put butt plugs back on the shelves after people have put them in their asses?"

		"No, no," he said. "I haven't . . . it'd just be, I mean, like I said, you can—"

		"Got it," said Rafaela. "Thanks."

		Jenn clicked her tongue. "Come on, dummy. We have to try some cuffs on."

		So Mari followed Rafaela past blow-up dolls and racks of DVDs to where there were a bunch of leather and metal things hung on a wire rack. "Turn around," said Jenn. "And stay like that."

		As it turned out, as hard as it was to walk around on the balls of her feet, that was easier than standing in one place—Mari's calves ached, and the longer she stood there, the worse they ached. Then Jenn started trying out cuffs on Mari’s upper arms, just over her elbow. Metal ones at first, which were either loose enough that they slipped down over her elbow or tight enough to start cutting off circulation. When she was done with that, she switched to leather. At least those generally had buckles, so they could be adjusted.

		It took a while. Then came cuffs for her wrists—metal—but that didn't take as long. Mari was hoping that was it, when Jenn told her to put her foot up.

		Mari squeaked unhappily. She wasn't supposed to talk, but she also just couldn't do that, not without letting her heel touch the floor, which she'd been told not to do.

		"Your foot?" repeated Jenn. "It's at the end of your leg?"

		"Dude," said Rafaela. "She's in terrible shape. No way she could do that after walking like ten feet, or whatever."

		"Yeah, well," said Jenn. "I'm not bending down for her."

		"Obviously," said Rafaela.

		Jenn sighed. "Just do it. Brace yourself on that shelf if you have to."

		So Mari held onto a shelf full of cock-rings and other things that she didn't even know what they were, and put her foot up behind her. Jenn tried a few different cuffs on—the last one was the biggest and the heaviest and the coldest, just like it'd been with the cuffs for her wrists. So it wasn't exactly surprising when those were the ones that she put on the counter when they got back to the front of the store. Along with a pair of cuffs that fit around Mari's upper arms, and some metal bars with loops on the end. Mari wasn't sure what those were for, but she had a feeling that she'd find out before too long.

		The guy scanned them, not taking his eyes off of Mari's breasts. "You know," he said, "I could probably arrange a discount on these."

		"Hm?" said Rafaela, who gave him a butt plug to scan. It was a pretty big one, with a tail like the one that Larissa had put in her—just yesterday? The tail was a bit longer, and the fur a bit darker, and it didn't look like Rafaela was going to have Mari try it out before she bought it.

		"Yeah," he said. "I mean, you guys can share, right?"

		"Uh," said Jenn. "We can also pay for the stuff we want to buy?"

		"Yeah," he said. "But like, you could tip."

		"She's not giving you the tip," said Jenn. "She doesn't even have a cock."

		That got him distracted enough to actually look at Jenn.

		"Yeah," said Rafaela. "It's not happening. Just give me my change."

		"Fuckin' whores," he muttered under his breath. But he gave Rafaela her change, and also a plastic bag that was way too flimsy and small for all the stuff that they'd bought.

		Jenn raised an eyebrow, but he shrugged. "All sales final," he said.

		"Yeah," said Jenn. "I figured."

		She gave Mari a look that pretty clearly meant that she was supposed to carry the stuff back to the car. And yeah, if she let the bag take any of the weight, it was going to fall apart. So she had to hurry along behind them, on the balls of her feet, holding a bag of sex toys like it was a baby.

		"I mean," said Rafaela, when they were out of the shop, "she could've at least given him a blowie. I mean, that's her job."

		Jenn sighed. "Listen. When people hear that we've got a live-in whore, they're going to be like, 'haha, awesome.' But if they hear that we've got a live-in diseased whore, they're going to be like, 'haha, gross.'"

		"Huh," said Rafaela. "Good point. Maybe I'll have to come up with a different plan for my shoe budget. Come on, dummy, hurry up—we don't have all day?"

		Mari managed to get the stuff they'd bought into the trunk. Then she had to bend over the hood again, to let Jenn lube her asshole, and then she sank down onto the dildo on the back seat. It felt so good to be off her feet that at least part of her smile was genuine. Then they hit a speed-bump at the edge of the parking lot, which turned her smile into a wince.

		"Hey," said Rafaela. "You know what would be fun? Going down a dirt road, with a bigger thing up her butt."

		"Not in my car," said Jenn.

		"Sure," said Rafaela. "I'll drive. I mean, that's why I had dad buy me a jeep anyway. More or less."

		"If you're trying to get me to go camping," said Jenn, "you're still not going to get me to go camping."

		"Well," said Rafaela. "I'll definitely be taking her along. I mean, you said that I'd be able to do the stuff I wanted to do with a dog, plus a little more."

		"How about, instead of going camping, we go to Starbucks?"

		"Sure," said Rafaela.

		There were Starbucks everywhere, so they just pulled into the nearest one. When they left, Rafaela looked at Mari, who still had that fake smile on her face. "Keep bouncing," she said. "And smiling."

		"You want to crack a window for her?" asked Jenn.

		Rafaela considered. "Eh, probably. I mean, if someone happens to notice that we left a pet in the backseat, we wouldn't want them to panic. And it's going to be pretty hot either way, so we don't have to worry about her not having the proper experience."

		The windows rolled down, just a hair, and they left. Mari bounced and smiled as they went into the Starbucks, because she really didn't want them to turn around and see her not doing what she was supposed to do. But even after they were clearly inside, she kept doing what Rafaela had told her to do. It was hot and it was uncomfortable, and her ass hurt from having that thing in it for that long.

		Yeah, maybe she was turned on a little. Maybe she was even a little turned on by having something moving in her ass while it hurt from being used too hard and too long. But if she was on her own, there wasn't any way that she'd have kept that up.

		Which was . . . well, there were a lot of things about what she'd apparently signed up for. She wanted people to be mean to her and tell her what to do, and she was definitely getting that. But that was a fantasy, and this was real, and one of the things about it being real was that she had to keep doing something for longer than she would've, if it was just her fantasy. It meant that she had to keep pushing when she would've stopped. So she sat there, and watched the door of the Starbucks, grinning like an idiot, and fucking her own ass with a dildo that was taped to the back seat of a car.

		There were other people in the parking lot, too. A few passed close enough to see that there was someone inside that sports car roasting in the parking lot, although none of them actually stopped and looked and noticed the whole weird fake smile, dildo up her butt, shirt glued on thing. Mari was definitely roasting. The air conditioning had been on, so it had been cool inside the car until they stopped and cracked the windows, but Jenn had parked in the sun. As soon as they left, hot, humid air started pouring in through those slightly open windows, and the seats and the rest of the car started heating up. About five minutes after they'd gone into Starbucks, Mari was already sweating pretty bad, and she knew that there wasn't even a chance that they were going to just get their drinks to go.

		So Mari smiled and fucked her ass on that dildo as she waited in the car, as she watched the door of the Starbucks, and as sweat plastered her hair to her head, and she felt like she was going to pass out and die. She didn't pass out or die, but she was feeling more than a little weak when Jenn and Rafaela finally strolled out of Starbucks. Rafaela had a drink with her, and Jenn was texting or something.

		"Whew," said Jenn, as they got into the car. "It smells like a locker room in here."

		"A locker room where girls have been fucking," said Rafaela.

		"Yeah. A locker room." There was a sudden blast of cold air from the air conditioner, and Mari shuddered at it, her breath finally coming a little easier. "Anyhow, were you going to give her what was left in your drink?"

		"No," said Rafaela. "That's people food. I was going to make her watch while I poured it out."

		"Nice," said Jenn. Rafaela opened her window, and Mari watched hopelessly as Rafaela poured the iced coffee out onto the parking lot. She hadn't had the cash for Starbucks that often, but those were so good, and she was so hot, and . . . "Tell you what," said Rafaela, as the last clump of frozen coffee fell out of the cup. "You've been good. I'll give you another can of dog food when we get back home."

		Then Rafaela dropped the cup out of the window too, and they drove off.

		Like Rafaela said, Mari got another can of dog food when they got home. It was just as gross as the other cans, but it was a slightly different flavor. Chicken. If they were all the same flavor, it might have been easier to get used to it, but they were all gross in different ways. The new can tasted a lot like chicken, but it was just too much softer than chicken for her to eat it without feeling like throwing it back up.

		Then Jenn took her out back, brushed her teeth and washed her with the hose, and left her in the dog house while she went to do stuff inside.

		Mari hadn't slept too well the night before, and her butt was really sore from having to fuck that dildo the whole time in the car. There was a little more room in the doghouse than there had been in the cage inside, and she wasn't tied up or anything—just a chain from her collar to the doghouse. So she dozed off. Not a hundred percent asleep, but not a hundred percent awake either. It was too hot for her to sleep comfortably, but there was a breeze, and it was way better than the car.

		So she lay in her doghouse, and sometimes she drifted off, and sometimes she watched the lake—her view was mostly obscured by the shed and the hedges, but there was a little space where she could see the water. A few boats were out, far enough away that they probably couldn't see her too well. It was just, well, where she was.

		It was just, well, who she was.

		By the time Jenn came to bring her back indoors, she'd picked up a few mosquito bites, and had spent enough time thinking about where she was and who she was that she made little squishy noises as she crawled back into the house.

		Jenn knelt behind her and poked a finger into her cunt. "Ha," she said. "Looks like you're ready for it, anyway. Few things we have to do first, though."

		First? Right. Jenn was going to make her come. That thought made Mari shiver all over—it'd been a really long time since someone else had given her an orgasm, and both Jenn and Rafaela were going to be trying to make it as intense as possible, and . . . well, it was weird, given the way that they'd been treating her, and given how often they'd used her for sex, but Mari felt a little shy around both of them, and the thought of Jenn . . . well, pleasuring her, was . . .

		They went to the bathroom first. Jenn's bathroom, which was huge, and had a hot-tub in it. It had taken forever to clean. After Jenn put those heavy steel cuffs on Mari's wrists and ankles, she used the steel bars to hold Mari's legs apart, and started shaving her crotch.

		Mari had tried that once, and she hadn't liked it. It felt weirdly smooth when she walked, and when the hair grew back it itched like hell, and also she managed to get ingrown hairs after she’d been doing it for a while. But it didn't seem like anyone was asking her opinion, and she didn't feel like doing anything at all to indicate disapproval, not with a razor working on her bits.

		Also, while the bathroom had taken forever to clean, it looked like it was going to take longer than that to clean next time, because Jenn just shaved her in the middle of the bathroom floor, without putting anything down to keep the shaving cream or hair from getting everywhere.

		When she was done, she went and filled up a bucket from the tub.

		"Time for a rinse, and a look at how we're doing," she said.

		Mari tried to brace herself, but that bucket was almost completely filled with cold water. She gave a shriek, and twisted when it hit her, freezing on her recently shaved skin.

		"Yeah, well," said Jenn. "Shut up, dummy, and stay still."

		Mari whimpered. She wanted to be good, but there wasn't any way she could've stayed still when that happened. Not that Jenn seemed to care much. She went and got something from the cabinet, and then sat down, straddling Mari's leg.

		Tweezers. For every hair that she hadn't gotten with the razor. And she wasn't being particularly delicate about that. Sometimes she'd get two or three hairs at a time, and she'd twist them out, rather than just pulling. It was little pinpricks of pain in the folds of her pussy, on the insides of her thigh, around her butt, and there were more of them each time Jenn used her tweezers.

		"Well," said Jenn, after . "That'll do for now. Starting tomorrow, you can make sure you're shaved before you get to work. Pussy and armpits and legs and everything. There are going to be consequences for every hair I find. Trust me on that."

		Mari completely trusted Jenn about that. She also wasn't sure where she'd find the time to do all of that, in addition to cleaning the house, especially if they were going to be taking her out to creepy sex shops after lunch or whatever. But she just nodded to show that she understood, and when Jenn got up and headed out of the bathroom, Mari crawled after her, back down to the living room.

		"So," said Rafaela. "You were going to show off your amazing skills, right?"

		"Soon," said Jenn. "See the thing is, you want to shake up the bottle for as long as you can, before you pop the cork."

		"Oh, man," said Rafaela. "When we were in Paris, we went to this restaurant where they chopped off the top of the bottle with a saber. It was awesome."

		"I know, right?" said Jenn. As she was talking, she was arranging Mari on the floor, using those cuffs and the lengths of metal with bolts at the end, and attaching them with carabiners. When she was done, Mari was pretty well immobilized, knees bent, legs spread apart, her pussy right near Jenn's foot.

		Jenn toed off her shoes, and then started rubbing her foot along Mari's pussy. Mari couldn’t move much, but she wriggled at that. She couldn't help it.

		But Jenn just went on talking to Rafaela, like she wasn’t even paying attention to what she was doing Mari. "The thing with those birds, though, is super gross?"

		"Birds?"

		"Yeah, dad wanted to impress his newest girlfriend, so he took us to this place in Landes, where they served these like, tiny little birds whole? It was really kind of gross, and also it's like, illegal? So they didn't let me even take pictures of it before we ate."

		"Weird," said Rafaela.

		"Yeah, well, the rest of the meal was pretty good. And they definitely did that trick with the saber and the champagne."

		As she talked, Jenn slowly rubbed her foot up and down Mari's pussy. Mari kept trying to push against it, but the way she was restrained meant that she couldn't get any force behind that. She was also making needy little noises, but that wasn't something that she could control even a little.

		"You know, it'd be fun to make that thing fuck one of those champagne bottles."

		"Dude," said Jenn. "Once it's been sabered open, the neck of the bottle is all broken glass? So if she fucked that, it'd cut her up a bunch inside."

		"It's not—"

		"I mean, yeah, dad gave me the number of the lawyer I'm supposed to call if I need to get out of something, but I'm pretty sure that he meant for DUIs, not homicides."

		"Okay, first of all, it's not like he wouldn't want you to get away with it if you killed someone, but second of all, I didn't mean one of the sabered ones. I mean, like, the huge ones they have?"

		"Hm," said Jenn. "Hey, dummy? Think you could fuck a Jeroboam?"

		Mari gave an eager little nod, and they both laughed.

		"Dude," said Rafaela. "She probably thinks you're talking about one of her cousins."

		Jenn and Rafaela kept talking about their trips to Europe—well, Jenn's trip to Europe and the Caribbean, and Rafaela's trip to Europe and Japan. Ever so often they'd stop to make fun of Mari, who was being driven slowly insane by Jenn's foot, moving up and down her pussy, enough pressure to drive her crazy, but nowhere near enough to get her off. Before she'd started, Jenn had put a towel down underneath Mari, and she knew that she was leaking juices on it. Anyone would. Jenn had been working her over for like an hour or two or a million or something—Mari had lost track of time, and was losing track of everything else too, everything except the constant teasing pressure on her pussy, the way heat was spreading out from her clit through her belly, how badly she wanted to be fucked, and how hard she wanted to be fucked.

		When Jenn finally stopped what she was doing, and started unfastening the carabiners that held her in place, Mari was confused, and her joints hurt from being held in one position for however long it had been, and she was so turned on she felt like some sort of barely-tamed animal.

		Which was exactly the way they treated her. Both Jenn and Rafaela pulled her up onto the coffee table and clipped the carabiners into place so that she was held down on her back, wrists over her head, legs on the legs of the coffee table, toes clutching at the carpet. One limb at a time, almost. She had been half tempted to grab Jenn, pull her down, and just start fucking, but not only was that not something that she'd do, it wasn't something that she could've done.

		"Well," said Rafaela. "Gotta admit, looks like you've shaken the bottle up plenty."

		"Yeah," said Jenn. She leaned over, and nipped lightly at the inside of Mari's thigh. Mari moaned, writhing against the steel of her cuffs, wanting so badly that it didn't matter what anyone told her, or what she wanted to do. If it weren't for those restraints, she’d have made her try at grabbing Jenn and pulling her down anyway. "And if you're going to be copying me tomorrow, I'm not sure that's—"

		"No," said Rafaela. "I've got my own plans. Just might be that winning is going to be a little more challenging than I anticipated."

		"Pff," said Jenn. "Like you're going to win."

		"We'll see," said Rafaela.

		"Yeah," said Jenn. "We will." She bit Mari again, and then again, a little higher up.

		Mari was lost, twisting, her hands clutching at nothing, her feet twisting in their restraints. She was nothing like a virgin, but at the same time, she'd never had sex anything like that in her life; she was lost, utterly, utterly lost.

		Jenn brushed her hair out of her face, pulling it back into a ponytail.

		"If you come before I say that you can," she said, "You're spending the night riding that doghouse."

		"Hey!" said Rafaela.

		"What, worried that she won't be responsive after that?"

		"No," said Rafaela, "worried that you're neglecting her crate training. We need to be consistent about keeping her in that cage at night, if we want her to crate-trained."

		"Right," said Jenn. "Well, we'll work something out. But I don't want you confused on this point, dummy. Don't come until you're allowed."

		She slapped Mari's pussy, hard. Mari gasped, and jerked up. No way she could protect herself from that, not the way those cuffs were fastened, but that didn't stop her body from trying. "Got it?"

		Mari bit her lip hard, and nodded. She knew what she wasn't supposed to do, but she wasn't at all sure she was going to be able to keep from doing it. She got even less sure when Jenn's lips touched her pussy.

		It was. . . she was so turned on, so keyed up that she almost came just from that, which was lighter than a kiss. "Settle down," said Jenn, pulling back.

		"I think she's forgotten about not coming until you tell her to," said Rafaela.

		"No," said Jenn. "She's going to remember that one."

		Another lick, well below her clit, and Mari shuddered again, breathing ragged and uncontrolled.

		"Settle fucking down," said Jenn. "Or you're not going to be getting much oral before I put something up your holes."

		That . . . that did not make it easier to settle down.

		But Jenn wasn't stopping. Light touches with tongue and lips, so light that Mari might have been imagining some of them. Every touch on her clit, real or imaginary, left Mari fighting back an orgasm. It was too much, and Jenn knew that it was too much, and she was going to fail and she was going to be punished for it. The idea of failure was way worse than the idea of punishment, even though when Jenn and Rafaela were just doing regular non-punishment stuff to her, it was still pretty tough to deal with. Mari was completely convinced that when they punished her, it was going to be the worst pain that she'd ever felt. But not doing what she was told—worse, not doing what Jenn wanted her to do. . . Mari tried to take some control of her breathing, tried to keep herself from falling apart at every touch.

		Finally, Jenn backed off. "Looks like she's not used to that sort of thing."

		"Dude," said Rafaela. "You saw her trying to masturbate. Most fun she's ever had was probably humping inanimate objects."

		"Well, that's a thing we can do to keep her decorative," said Jenn. "And, speaking of inanimate objects, let’s get this turkey stuffed."

		Even though Jenn had stopped licking her, Mari was still twisting against the cuffs and making needy noises. She felt even needier at that. She wanted—she needed—things filling her. Whatever they were.

		She pushed back against Jenn's hand when Jenn put lube on her butt, and even though the dildo that Jenn pushed in there was bigger than the ones she'd used before, she didn't even try to flinch away. It hurt, sure, but it hurt good.

		The dildo for her pussy was even bigger than that one, and because she had the thing in her butt, it felt like it was pushing against the other one, through her, and there wasn't enough room inside her for both. It hurt, and it hurt good, but it hurt so much that there were pain noises in among the need noises, and she was both pushing toward it and away from it.

		But it wasn't like she was going to be able to get anywhere, and Jenn wasn't going to ease up any. In the end, she got it in, and as soon as it was in place, she pulled straps up through the holes in the coffee table and across Mari's stomach, holding it in place.

		"Nice," said Rafaela, as Mari squirmed, trying to find some way to be comfortable with the new restraints, and also some way to fuck herself with the dildo by pushing it against the straps.

		"Sure," said Jenn.

		"But if you're going to act like I'm stealing your ideas when I fuck her with things, I'm—"

		"Pff," said Jenn. "I did kind of guess that you were going to be trying that. Anyhow. Open wide, dummy, and let's see how much practice you've done sucking on cocks."

		Mari had practiced, at least a little. It was something to do when she was locked in that cage and couldn't sleep. But she'd had her hands free, and she could decide how deep the thing was going. This wasn't like the dildo in her pussy, or even the one in her asshole, either—having something fat and plastic-tasting shoved down her throat wasn't necessarily a sexy feeling. But it was Jenn fucking her throat, with that bored and annoyed look on her face, and that was—well, to to the extent that Mari could think between slobbery gasps of air and constant gagging, it was kind of sexy. And also Jenn started playing with Mari's breasts as she forced the dildo in and out of her throat—light touches, scratches, pinches at her nipples, which were already super uncomfortably stiff. By the time Jenn had enough of making Mari choke on a dildo, Mari was even more turned on than she had been when Jenn had started.

		"Fine," she said. "I'd have you keep that in your mouth, but I have a feeling that you're about to bite down, and I don't want to encourage you to bite the tops off penises."

		"We could tell her not to," said Rafaela.

		"I want to her to come as hard as she possibly can," said Jenn. "As you'll recall."

		"Yeah, well—" started Rafaela, but Mari didn't hear anything more, because Jenn had undone the strap holding the dildoes in place so that she could get at Mari’s pussy and start licking again.

		Jenn had told her not to come until she had permission, and she didn't have permission, but this wasn't like, licks that were so light that Mari might have imagined some of them. Jenn's mouth was on her, hot and wet and insistent, sucking and licking, and—

		Mari whimpered, tried to get away, tried to hold back what was about to happen, but there wasn't any way she could, not for long, the—

		"Go ahead," said Jenn.

		That was all it took. If she'd just said that and had stopped touching, Mari would've been over the edge. As it was, Jenn went back in, harder than before, and Mari was shouting, twisting, the waves of pleasure more intense than anything that she'd ever felt before, tearing her apart, her head twisting back and forth, legs pulling hard but unable to move. And it didn't stop, not for a long time, until Mari was completely limp, worn out, spots floating behind her eyes.

		"There," said Jenn, pulling away. "Beat that."

		"Well," said Rafaela, "gotta admit. That was pretty good."

		"Pretty good," said Jenn.

		"I mean, for a girl who keeps acting like she's not into girls."

		"Oh, fuck you," said Jenn.

		"Well, if I did, it seems pretty clear that you know how to give head. But, frankly, I'd rather eat dinner."

		"Sure," said Jenn. "That French place?"

		"They don't serve whole birds with the bones in, do they?"

		"Don't think so."

		"Yeah, okay."

		"I mean, if they do, you could like, not order it?"

		"I could, but—" the door shut behind them, and then Mari could hear Jenn's car pulling out of the driveway. She lay on the cool wood of the coffee table, and tried to put herself back together. That had been. . . was that what sex was like? She enjoyed sex, obviously, but it had never been anything like that intense. Of course, it was Jenn trying to make it as good as she possibly could, but still, that was way better than Mari had thought it could be.

		Also, there was the way they'd just left after Jenn was done. Mari wasn't sure if that made it more or less intense than having the sort of relationship where they'd cuddle in bed. Or even the sort of relationship where she'd get untied from the table when they were done fucking her.

		For most people, probably those relationships would be better, but Mari was developing a sneaking suspicion that for her, it would take a little bit of the edge off of things. Maybe. On the other hand, if it was someone she loved, rather than near-strangers who just enjoyed fucking her . . .

		It was something to think about, and she had plenty of time to think about it while Jenn and Rafaela were out for dinner. And probably drinks or something afterward. By the time the front door finally clicked open, Mari had been stretched out on that table for hours. She ached, and she really had to pee, but when Jenn unlocked her, her legs and arms were so badly asleep that she couldn't even crawl. She just collapsed into a pile when Jenn tried to lead her out back to pee.

		"What the hell," said Jenn.

		"Cramps, looks like," said Rafaela. They both sounded a little tipsy.

		"Yeah, but I don't have all night. Do me a favor and kick her a little until she stops being so fucking lazy?"

		"Why don't you kick her?"

		"Because that's your thing."

		"Yeah," said Rafaela. "But those sneakers are upstairs, and I don't like touching that with my bare feet. It's a little gross, you know?"

		"Oh, come on," said Jenn.

		"Fine," said Rafaela. She kicked off her shoes. Strappy high heels that looked like they cost several hundred dollars for maybe six square inches of leather. "Come on, stupid. Start moving or it's going to hurt."

		Mari tried. She really tried, but there were pins and needles everywhere, and her joints just weren't responding. It hurt, and she couldn't.

		And then it hurt more, because instead of kicking her, Rafaela knelt next to her and started punching. Breasts and thighs and ass and pussy. Mari howled, and tried to curl up to protect herself. That hurt more, but it did get her moving, anyway.

		"Come on," said Rafaela. "Start crawling, or it gets worse."

		Mari’s legs still weren't entirely there, but she could pull herself along by her arms—like, army crawling. It wasn't fast, but it did get her away from being hit like that.

		"Huh," said Jenn.

		"Yeah," said Rafaela. "It just feels weirdly squishy when I kick it without shoes on."

		"Weird."

		"Oh, sure," said Rafaela. "Everything else is normal, but that's weird."

		Her legs were coming back alive, and it was like they were being dipped in molten metal or something—it hurt like hell!

		"Could be that we should be a little more careful about leaving her unattended?"

		"What, you want to like, babysit her all the time?" Rafaela walked over to where Mari was struggling along on the floor, grabbed her by the hair, and started pulling her out back. Mari struggled to keep up, managing to get back up to her knees.

		"No, but like, a webcam or something?"

		"Maybe," said Rafaela. "Whatever—I'll see if there's a pamphlet for making sure her legs don't go out like that, or something."

		"Not sure that the ASPCA has that sort of thing."

		"See! I told you she would be more trouble than a regular puppy. Whatever. I'll google something."

		By that point, Mari was more or less back on her hands and knees. Rafaela was still pulling her along by her hair faster than she could crawl, and her joints still ached, and her legs were still all pins and needles. When they got out back, Rafaela put her foot in the center of Mari's back and pushed her down onto the lawn. "Can't get up when you're told, you lie down to piss."

		Pissing on her hands and knees in the backyard wasn’t particularly dignified. This was less dignified than that. Rafaela's foot on the small of her back made it worse, and so did knowing that Rafaela didn't like touching her with her bare feet, but was doing it anyway. The stream of urine went all the way down her leg, hot and strong, and it smelled strong enough that there wasn't any mistaking it.

		She looked up at Rafaela, who wrinkled her nose down at her. "Stinky," she said. "You should drink more water."

		It wasn't like she was free to drink water most of the day, and also she'd sweated a ton while she was in that overheating car. But Mari would try to do better the next day.

		Whether it was just because of how tired she was, or because of the advice that brochure had given them about crate training, Mari slept a little better that night. There were still hours where she was awake, not able to find a position comfortable enough to let her sleep, and either sucking on that dildo that they left with her, or snuggled up with Larissa's old shoe. But she probably slept most of the night? At least it was enough that she felt kind of awake after they woke her up.

		The can of dog food didn't necessarily help, but after Rafaela rinsed her mouth out with the hose, she was allowed to lick out both Jenn and Rafaela, which was pretty great. She didn't get a reaction nearly as strong as Jenn had gotten with her, but there was a definitely shudder after Jenn was finished, and Rafaela looked reasonably pleased with her when she'd come for the third time.

		And then the heavy shackles and the cuffs for her upper arms went on. So did a chain between her ankles, so she couldn't take long steps. And one of those metal bars attached the arm-cuffs to each other behind her back.

		She couldn't really crawl— she could still move her forearms, but not enough to support her weight on them, or her hands.

		Mari's head sank down almost to the floor, and she looked up at Jenn, who gave her a satisfied look. "There," she said. "That'll make cleaning the house a little harder, so you'll pay more attention to what you're doing."

		Right. Sure. Because trying to clean the entire house every day was so super-easy, they needed to make it more challenging. Right.

		Not that skipping her chores or not paying attention to them was really an option. She just had to do them while shuffling around the house and being able to use approximately one hand at a time. But it did mean that she didn't really get to think about much beyond what she had to do, and how she could possibly do it properly. Fortunately, Jenn and Rafaela didn't come back super-early, like they had the day before. So she managed to get the upstairs cleaned, and the laundry done, before she heard a car pulling up in the driveway.

		And this time, she gםt down on her knees before they came in, head pressed down to the carpet.

		"See?" said Jenn, as they came in. "Isn't that nice?"

		"It's going to be just as good when I have someone in to do the cleaning."

		"Whatever," said Jenn. "Come on, dummy—kitchen. We checked an online calculator, and it turns out that for large breed, it's like three cans of that stuff for you to get your daily calories in."

		"And today, it's liver!" Rafaela wrinkled her nose as she popped the can open. "Eat this one quickly. It smells gross."

		There had been a can for breakfast, and a two raw potatoes and a head of lettuce in her food dish for the day. Mari was really hungry, but not quite hungry enough to make that sound or smell appetizing. She did her best to eat quickly as Jenn and Rafaela talked. Apparently it wasn't quickly enough.

		"Truth is," said Rafaela, when she was done, "we’ve warned you about riding that doghouse, but I'm thinking that you’ll listen better after you've had an hour or two to understand exactly what that means."

		Jenn raised an eyebrow.

		"Also," said Rafaela. "There are some people who think that you'll come better if your cunt isn't aching." She shook her head. "I mean, that's the way it works for people, but I'm pretty sure that you're going to like it better when your cunt is treated more like you want to be treated, you know? So, backyard."

		The air conditioning in the house was on pretty strong, but it was only when she got out into the muggy heat of the backyard that Mari started shivering.

		The roof of the doghouse wasn't like, sharpened, but it was pretty steep. And she had to stand up to climb on top of it, which made Rafaela shake her head. Then Mari's legs got cuffed into position, and she started to feel just how grueling it was going to be.

		If she tried hard, tensing her legs, Mari could take some of her weight off of her crotch. Otherwise, the wood of the doghouse cut into her. It wasn't entirely on her pussy—it was also the bit between there and her asshole. Hours? She might be able to manage ten, fifteen minutes, but hours?

		Rafaela stood back and gave a satisfied nod. Then she went to the shed and got out a can of bug spray. "Close your eyes, stupid," she said. Mari closed her eyes and felt the cool blast of aerosol that was the bug spray. Then Rafaela's fingers, rubbing it in on her face, on her neck, down onto her chest.

		"This is going to hurt like hell, stupid," she said, softly. "It's going to hurt so much, and then I'm going to bring you into the house, and I'm going to hurt you more. Which is what you want, isn't it?"

		Mari wasn't sure if she was even supposed to answer. Obviously, she wasn't supposed to talk, but it didn't entirely sound as if Rafaela was talking to her. But she nodded a yes anyway, just to be safe.

		Rafaela laughed. Another spray of bug spray, this time on her chest. "See, now there's a safe answer. I mean, obviously, I'm right, but you haven't figured that out yet. Take the time to think about it. Not like there's anything else you can do for the next while."

		Rafaela was rubbing Mari's breasts, and that made her toes lose their grip on the side of the doghouse. And yeah, it hurt like hell when she wasn't bracing herself. And yeah, maybe Rafaela wasn't completely wrong, either. It was the contrast between her hand, soft against Mari's skin, and the unyielding wood of the doghouse, the care she took in massaging the bug spray into Mari's skin, and the way that she was planning on leaving her tied up outside, behind a shed and a hedge, but still, outside, where anyone could see her, and—

		And then the bug spray hit her thighs and her butt and her clit, and Mari lost her train of thought, and it stayed lost until Rafaela's last touch, on the sole of her foot. "Truth is," she said, "you probably deserve this for letting your heels get dirty, even if I didn't want you rubbed raw by the time I showed Jenn how it should be done."

		Then she sighed. "You can open your eyes now, dummy."

		Mari opened her eyes, blinking a little, in time to see Rafaela walking back to the house. She held onto the roof of the doghouse with her legs, enough to ease the pressure on her crotch. She wasn't going to be able to keep that up for long. Out on the lake, people were waterskiing. Mari could hear the roar of the motor and their shrieking laughter out where she was.

		Her leg slipped, and she winced at the pain as she tried to grab hold again. It was going to be a long couple of hours. It was going to be a longer year. The liver-flavored stuff had tasted worse than anything, although it might not have been as bad, overall, as the raw potatoes. And it was clear that they were going to keep coming up with more, worse things to do to her.

		It was true that this was more or less what she wanted. But while Rafaela was right, in theory, when it came down to it, Mari wasn't sure if she was going to be able to cope with the pain. Her leg slipped again—maybe because she let her leg slip again?—and again she winced how much it hurt. Whether or not she wanted it, she couldn't bring herself to do it to herself on purpose.

		But whether or not she could do it to herself, she was going to do it to herself. Mari was sore all over, and not just because she'd had to sleep in a cage, or because her knees had been locked into position for too long, or anything. This whole thing was working her out more than she'd ever really worked out on her own, and there wasn't any way that her legs were going to be strong enough to keep her up for however long Rafaela planned on leaving her out there.

		There was the roar of the motorboat, and then the shrieks of someone who'd fallen off their waterskis or something. Mari's leg slipped, and she tensed up, trying to escape the pain, strangely comforted by the fact that she wasn't going to be able to escape it for long, and that even when she really wanted it to stop, it wasn't going to stop until it was well past the point where she could handle it.

		By the time Rafaela came back out, it was starting to get dark, and Mari was sobbing. She'd been crying harder a little earlier, when the pain had really sunk in, but she hadn’t been able to keep it up any more than she’d been able to keep her pussy off the roof of the doghouse. Now it was just slow, steady sobbing.

		When Rafaela unlocked Mari's legs from the sides of the doghouse, she slid down the side to the ground, still sobbing. It was strange that she wasn't bleeding—it felt like she'd been sawn in half, on that thing—but she couldn't bring her legs together; even the idea of doing that hurt too much.

		"Good," said Rafaela, clipping the lead onto Mari's collar. "See how much nicer it is when you're not standing up?"

		It was. It was so much nicer.

		"Piss," said Rafaela, and Mari did. It hurt so much and she was so exhausted that she didn’t even flinch when Rafaela blasted her with the hose. When that was done, she dragged Mari back insid, to lie on the kitchen floor.

		"You want to do this now?" asked Jenn.

		"After dinner," said Rafaela. "Point is to punish her cunt, not completely destroy it. And also Chance is going to be taking us out for drinks, and I do not want to be late."

		"If you don't come back after dinner," said Jenn, "I win by default."

		"Well," said Rafaela. "Winning by default is how you've been living your life until now. But no. Don't want to move that fast with him. Maybe a blowjob in the bathroom? No—probably not even that."

		"Anything with her?"

		Rafaela looked down at Mari. The bar was still holding her upper arms behind her back, so she was awkwardly sprawled, legs apart, one arm half under her, the other one up in the air.

		"I'll give her another can of chow," Rafaela decided. "And, ugh, maybe another vegetable. But I guess she can keep cleaning?"

		"You know," said Jenn, as Rafaela started looking through the cabinet full of dog food. "If she doesn't have to be a pet full time, she could, like, cook?"

		"You'd be okay with her handling people food?" Rafaela took out a can and studied it. "Lamb? Or is that too much of a treat?"

		"They all smell like vomit," said Jenn. "Turns out nanny-cams aren't that hard to set up, so we could check to make sure she wasn't, like, eating any of it?"

		Rafaela opened up the can of lamb chunks in gravy. It . . . well, Jenn was right. It kind of smelled a lot like vomit. She scooped it out into Mari's food bowl, and then dropped a kohlrabi into it. "It's not just her eating it—I'm not sure if she should be touching my food. It's kind of gross, you know?"

		"Eh," said Jenn. "That Chance dude is kind of gross, but you're going after that."

		"Also, can it even cook?"

		"If she can't," said Jenn, "she'll learn."

		"Heh," said Rafaela. "Well, maybe. Now, eat up, stupid. Busy night ahead of you."

		"Yeah," said Jenn. "And when you're done with that, you should get started on the basement. If Rafi wins this stupid contest, we're going to have to get someone in to do the cleaning, and they're not going to be doing that."

		And that was it. Mari still hurt too much to be hungry, but the longer she left that gunk in the food bowl, the worse it was going to get. And once she started, it was clear that she was really hungry. So she ate around the kohlrabi, saving it for last—not that she was very enthusiastic about kohlrabi, but it left her mouth tasting cleaner than the dog food did. And after that, she got to work on the basement. Which was . . . well, it was an unfinished basement, so it was hard to tell how clean they wanted it to be? She got a lot of the dust off the top of the cabinets and defunct lawnmowers and so on, but trying to wash the floor was like trying to wash dirt.

		She'd made a little bit of progress, but was still pretty busy when she heard the door open upstairs. Mari dropped to the floor. She hadn't heard them lock it or anything, so there was a chance that sooner or later it was going to be someone breaking in, or, like, a neighbor who wanted to borrow a cup of sugar.

		Mari had a few minutes where she tried to decide the odds that a stranger would treat her better than the people who were supposed to be there, before Rafaela appeared at the door to the basement. "Hey, stupid," she said. "Why aren't you upstairs?"

		Because she'd been working on the basement, and because she wasn't supposed to be on her feet when they were in the house? But it wasn't like Rafaela was waiting for her to answer. She was waiting for her to climb up the stairs, which was almost impossible with the metal bar connecting those upper-arm cuffs. She tried going up the stairs on her knees, but they were steep, and there wasn't any way she could climb them without being able to use her hands. She looked up at Rafaela with as much of an appeal as she could manage.

		She got a discouraging look in return. "Come on, dummy. Upstairs? You remember? The place on top of the stairs?"

		Mari got a hand on the railing and managed to pull herself up one of the stairs. It was going to take forever at that pace, but it seemed like that was how she was going to do it.

		It didn't forever, not exactly, even if it took long enough that Rafaela didn't stay to watch the whole thing. When Mari got upstairs, they were both in the living room, on their phones. Finally, Rafaela unhooked the bar from her arm cuffs so that she could crawl properly.

		Mari was so grateful that she immediately kissed Rafaela's foot. Which made Jenn laugh, and Rafaela shake her head. "Gross, but okay. Moving on. Go get the sneakers. Then go back, and get the harness with the blue strap-on with the spikes. And then get the new butt plug."

		"She's not going to remember all that," said Jenn, not looking up from her phone. "Three things?"

		"Right," said Rafaela. "Shoes, dummy. The red shoes? Go!"

		Mari went. And while she could've remembered the list, Rafaela made sure to repeat each item before Mari went to get it. The new butt-plug was the trickiest to bring downstairs because it was still in its packaging, and the edges of the plastic kind of cut her mouth.

		While Mari had been going up and down the stairs, Rafaela had gotten a couple of things from her room, too. Another strap-on with a nicer looking harness, and a smaller dildo, and a thing that looked kind of like a billiard ball on the end of a lightsaber handle.

		And she had those shoes on. Mari trembled, looking at them, but she couldn't not look at them.

		"That's right," said Rafaela. "Hind legs."

		Mari stood up, slowly, and squeezed her eyes shut. The whole time she'd been cleaning the basement, she'd been aching from that session on top of the doghouse. And she knew how much that kick was going to hurt. She was shaking, hoping that Rafaela wasn't going to kick her, knowing that she was, and also, somewhere deep inside, looking forward to it when she did.

		Rafaela did, and Mari collapsed, the wind knocked out of her.

		"Good," said Rafaela, looking down at her. "Not taking these off, either, because I'm not done hurting you." She picked up the strap-on that she'd brought out of her room. "This is the thing that I'll use on girls I'm dating."

		"And guys you're dating," said Jenn.

		"Sometimes," said Rafaela. "If they deserve it." She put it down. "It's different with you, though, because you aren't a girl I'm dating. You're a thing, and I'm one of your owners. Understand?"

		Mari nodded weakly, on the floor. For better or worse, she understood.

		"This one is for you," she said, picking up the bigger strap-on. "And it goes in your ass, only in your ass, because it's mine, and I don't want it to get filthy. Understand that?"

		Another weak nod.

		"Good," said Rafaela. "Now, here's the thing. Jenn's okay with treating you nicer than you need to be treated. If that's what you actually want, all you’re going to have to do is act like you're not coming as hard from what I do as from what she did. That's it—even you could probably manage that."

		Mari wasn't sure that she was going to be able to come at all. That kick had hurt, and it still hurt.

		"But that's not what's going to happen," said Rafaela. "We both know it. Now, up on your hands and knees, stupid."

		She could probably manage that? And it was pretty clear that if she didn't, bad things were going to happen.

		"No. Facing away from me."

		Mari turned around.

		"Good! Now, tell me that you love me."

		Mari froze. That wasn't something—she wasn't supposed to talk, and—

		"I'm waiting."

		Still frozen. Was she . . . if she didn't . . . but . . .

		"Jeez, Rafi," said Jenn. "I thought you didn't want her talking."

		"Well," said Rafaela. "I think that we're starting to understand each other a little better now. Now, do as you're told."

		"I love you, Rafaela," said Mari. She hadn't exactly decided to do that—it was just that, well, she did as she was told.

		"Of course you fucking do," said Rafaela. "First person to treat you right, really. Now, legs apart, because bad things happen to you when you talk."

		Oh.

		And again, it wasn't that Mari decided to do as she was told—it was just that she did what she was told without thinking about it. Also she was crying before Rafaela kicked her.

		It left her flat on her stomach, retching, trying to keep from curling up. And wondering if she'd meant what she'd said.

		Then Rafaela was next to her. She patted Mari's cheek, softly. "There, there. You're doing very well."

		Mari whimpered and then, impulsively, kissed Rafaela's hand. "Good girl," said Rafaela. She took her hand away, went around behind Mari, and started rubbing lube into her ass.

		Her pussy hurt so much. Mari was sure she wasn't going to be able to come. And she definitely didn't want to be rubbing against the carpet, not feeling as sore as she did. But her hips started moving, just a little.

		Rafaela positioned something hard and smooth under Mari's pussy. And then there was the hard length of the dildo against her, and Rafaela's weight on her back, warm and solid.

		"Breathe deep," said Rafaela. "This is going to hurt a little."

		Mari whimpered, but she also pushed up against Rafaela. Who thrust in, long and slow and practiced.

		The dildo was too big. The spikes on it weren’t exactly sharp, but Mari felt each one with every thrust. And also, her pussy had never hurt as much as it did right then. But, well. For a while they had a cat. Mari's mom didn't want to get it fixed, because she thought that wasn't right, so they had to keep it inside when it went into heat. Only that didn't exactly work. A couple of times, Mari had heard that cat getting fucked, right outside her bedroom window.

		Right then, she felt like that cat had sounded. It hurt, it hurt really bad, but it was also exactly what she wanted. She pushed up to meet every thrust, moving under Rafaela without any thought at all.

		Then the thing under her pussy switched on.

		Mari gasped, tried not to come—she hadn't been told it was okay, and she didn't want things to end that soon. But it was. . . she'd used vibrators before, and this was way stronger than any vibrator she'd ever heard of.

		It switched back off, and she breathed again, long and shaky.

		"Hey," said Rafaela, on top of her. Rafaela's breasts on her back, Rafaela's teeth marks on her shoulders and neck. "You know that new buttplug?"

		Mari nodded.

		"If Jenn wins this little contest, it goes back in your box of toys. If I win, it stays in you, full time. You need to take it out of your ass for any reason, it goes in your mouth instead."

		The dildo slowly moved out, and then rammed in, hard, all the way to the base. It hurt, and Mari yowled, still moving on the vibrator.

		"Easy way for you to avoid all of that," said Rafaela. "You're not going to, because this is what you want."

		The vibrator switched back on, and Rafaela bit the back of Mari's neck.

		A helpless noise, which Mari wasn't even aware of making.

		"Yeah," said Rafaela, and Mari missed the wet warmth of her mouth, the sharpness of her teeth, when she pulled back. "You can come, when you can come."

		Then she bit down again on Mari's shoulder. But the vibrator was so strong, and her pussy was so sore and sensitive, that she couldn't come, not easily—if she could have gotten any distance from it, it would have been easier, but Rafaela was pushing down on her, hammering her down onto the vibrator.

		Mari was making noises that were strange even to herself, her head twisting back and forth, with a streamer of drool running from her mouth and across the carpet. She couldn't—she had to—she couldn't.

		Rafaela grunted into her on a particularly hard thrust, and her breath on Mari's back was irregular, through her bites. Was Rafaela going to come from that? The vibrations were so hard that Mari could almost believe that they were going all the way through her, and through the strap-on, up into the woman on top of her. Or maybe she was just that turned on by what she was doing.

		Maybe it was that thought; maybe it was the combination of that thought, and everything else. But the orgasm started, low in Mari's belly, and then spreading out from there, and it was more than anything. It spread, and it grew and it spread and she needed to be off that vibrator, but she couldn't, and everything hurt, and she was floating, and, and . . .

		And when she woke up, she was lying on the floor, sweat drying on her back. She lay there, feeling incredibly sore, feeling every bruise and . . . and something large and uncomfortable in her incredibly sore ass, and something soft tickling the tops of her thighs. And utterly satisfied, but at the same time, ready to go again if they would let her.

		She was also tied up pretty tight. Her arms together, behind her back, her ankles together. She shifted a little, trying to make it a little more comfortable.

		"There," said Rafaela, above her. "See? She's fine. Just fucked unconscious. Which is what happens when someone fucks her the way that she's supposed to be fucked."

		"Fine," said Jenn.

		"Which means that I won, and that I get to make choices about her for the next while."

		"Fine!"

		"Because, like, you were treating her the way a person would want to be treated? And the fact is, she doesn't want that. See—"

		"Yes, thank you Rafi," said Jenn. "We're going to do what I want for a while after the party."

		"If you win the next—"

		"No, because while you're one of the people who owns her, I also own her. And I'm the one who actually paid for her."

		"Oh, come on—"

		"Look, if you want one who'll do exactly what you want, full time, you can buy one yourself. But, like, we'll switch off. I mean, I'll probably start dating someone, and won't have that much time to play with my toys."

		A long pause. "That's fair, I guess," said Rafaela. "I mean, I haven't had that much luck finding someone who'll do the cleaning with her in the house?"

		As she was talking, Rafaela came over and untied Mari a little—not the whole way, her ankles were still together, but it was enough that she could get up on her hands and knees, and sort of hop-crawl along behind Rafaela as she headed upstairs.

		"Yeah, I didn't have much luck either."

		"I know, right? They get all weirded out when I tell them that I also need them to walk the fuckpet, and let her shit and all that?"

		"Have you tried offering more money? Money usually solves problems like that."

		"Yeah, well," said Rafaela. "That's the problem with my parents. Because, like, they'll give me money, but they keep asking questions about what I'm spending it on, and they pay attention to what I tell them."

		"Ouch," said Jenn. "I mean, sorry about throwing that thing about my paying for her in your face, and all."

		"Don't worry about it," said Rafaela. "Hey, dummy—hurry up. You get to lick me out before you go to sleep, only not if you're going to take forever to climb the stairs."

		"You came when you were humping her," said Jenn, from downstairs.

		"Yeah," said Rafaela. "But unlike some people, I have a healthy sex drive. Come on, stairs, stupid."

		When they got upstairs, Rafaela tied Mari to her cage, arms spread, and fucked her face hard, leaving it wet with drool and juices, before more or less throwing her into the cage. There were wet wipes in there with her.

		"If you can't handle the plug in your ass, it goes in the mouth," she said. "Clean it off first, though—really don't want to have to go to a clinic and try to explain how goddamn stupid you are."

		If Rafaela couldn't find a maid to clean while Mari was in her cage, she probably didn't have a clinic in mind which would focus on that sort of question. But, frankly, Mari wasn't ready to go to a clinic that would ask more normal questions, either. She wasn't sure she had the answer for any of them.

		And she managed to keep the plug in all night, though it hurt pretty bad in the morning.

		It actually hurt worse when Rafaela took it out. "Turns out," she said, "that you should probably re-lube these things every once in awhile, or you can cause rips and bleeding. Who knew?"

		Mari hunched forward, wincing, as Rafaela slathered more lube into her ass.

		"Not that you don't deserve a few rips and bleeding, but we've got a party planned for tomorrow night, and I don't want to be a bad host. Anyhow."

		Rafaela snapped her fingers, and looked at Mari.

		"Truth is, I'd be happier if you could learn these things without me having to talk to you, but apparently I only get to do this some of the time, and I don't have the time for it. When I snap my fingers like that, it means you follow along behind me. Got that?"

		Mari nodded, and followed along as they went down to the kitchen.

		It was . . . well, it turned out the rules were a little more severe when Rafaela was in charge than they had been before. She was only allowed to stand up to use the toilet, and she had to spend the rest of the time no higher than on her hands and knees. Before Rafaela left to go to orientation, she gave Mari some poses to memorize—lying on her stomach and her back, legs spread, legs together, and so on—and she had to practice those until Rafaela came back.

		Rafaela was particularly insistent that she get one of them right. Hands and knees, head down on the floor, ass up, back arched. "That's the way that you show that you're ready for mounting," she said. "And you should be ready for mounting a lot."

		So there was that. It was kind of boring, but it did leave her a little more focused on sex than she had been when she was trying to clean the house. Which was good, because another thing that Rafaela wanted was for Mari to spend more time initiating sex.

		"Pets are supposed to want to play, stupid," she said. "So if we're home, and you're not tied up or something, you go and get toys, bring them down, and make puppy faces until we either decide to play with you, or hit you with a rolled-up newspaper."

		Then Rafaela had paused and considered. "But not too much. Don't want you to become a pest. Oh, and every four hours, take that plug out and lube it up again; you want to have a nice, supple asshole for the guys who're going to be hanging out here."

		It wasn't actually the easiest instruction to follow. Mari had gotten burned on trying to suggest sex stuff when the whole thing with Jake blew up. It was a lot easier to try to do what Jenn and Rafaela told her to do, and it usually wasn't at all easy to do what Jenn and Rafaela told her to do.

		So when she wasn't rolling around on the floor practicing the positions, or putting that plug into and out of her increasingly sore ass, Mari took the time to look through the toy box that they'd left in her bathroom.

		There were some things in there which she didn't recognize, and some things which she recognized, but wasn't sure how they were planning on using—mouse traps? A thing full of thumbtacks?—and various other things that seemed either impractical, unsafe, or painful.

		And . . . well, yeah, before she'd moved in with Jenn and Rafaela, Mari used to masturbate most nights. A few minutes at night, which made it easier for her to get to sleep, generally. When she really went at it, it would usually be like a week before she wanted to have another extended session.

		The last two nights, she'd just had the two strongest orgasms of her entire life. So she really should've been. . . less enthusiastic? She wasn't less enthusiastic at all, though.

		Part of that had to do with being naked and practicing for being mounted, part of that had to do with the way Jenn and Rafaela were treating her, and . . . well, it wasn't like looking at that box of toys hurt. There were Larissa's old shoes, which she was allowed to play with on her own, though she wasn't sure how she was supposed to do that, there was a cheapo electric fly-swatter that seemed super ominous, a thick leather belt, an Indiana Jones style whip, and all sorts of things that were supposed to go into various places inside her.

		The new plug was enough trouble. When she just couldn't keep it in her butt any more, she washed it off and put it in her mouth, which made her gag occasionally, and drool enough that it ran down the tail onto the floor, and . . . well, the guys they were going to have over probably weren't going to just be fucking her ass. Rafaela and Jenn had been having her practice sucking on things, and . . .

		And when Jenn came back, Mari was on her hands and knees in front of the door, face against the carpet, butt high up in the air, pulsing with need.

		"See?" said Rafaela. "Isn't that better."

		"Eh," said Jenn. As she walked past, she slapped Mari's ass, hard. "I mean, it's decorative, but, like, having a clean living room is decorative. Are you committed enough to this idea that you're going to like, set up for the party rather than let her do it?"

		"Good question," said Rafaela. She snapped, and Mari scurried after her to the kitchen, where she poured dry dog food into Mari's bowl. That was the first time they'd given her that, rather than stuff from a can, and it was even grosser than the stuff from the can.

		"Always something new, right, stupid?" asked Rafaela. "Later, I'm going to fuck you with some vegetables before you get to eat them."

		Mari shivered as she crunched down on her dog food. There was more of it than there had been of the stuff from the cans, and she couldn't gulp it as quickly, because it was really super dry—if she tried to take too big a mouthful, she started gagging, and she needed to drink between bites.

		Drinking kind of spread the taste around her mouth.

		"Anyhow," said Rafaela. "Point is, I found someone who'll do the work for cleaning lady level pay, so I don't have to choose. Can you do me a favor and pass me those carrots, though? And the cucumber."

		"Carrots," said Jenn, putting something down on the table behind her. "There aren't any cucumbers, though."

		"Oh, come on," said Rafaela. "The big green thing?"

		"That," said Jenn, "is a zucchini."

		"Huh," said Rafaela. "I guess that living on our own is as educational as it's supposed to be."

		"You did fuck a girl unconscious last night."

		"Yeah, but I knew how to do that before. Now, ass up, stupid. No, I didn't say that you should stop eating. For fuck's sake—that's it, there you go."

		Mari whimpered when Rafaela drove the carrot into her cunt. It was cold and hard and pointy, and it wasn't at all what she would've chosen for a toy. And, given what she was eating, she wasn't even looking forward to having a carrot to eat—the idea of food was sort of repulsive.

		"So about this cleaning lady—" started Jenn.

		"She's a student at LSU," said Rafaela, working the carrot in and out of Mari, hard and fast. "One of those flyers up in the hallways? Anyway, I told her what I wanted, she's willing to do the work, fifteen bucks an hour."

		"And you're going to trust her with—"

		"I've got fifteen thousand dollars in shoes in my closet," said Rafaela. "If I'm trusting her with that, I'm trusting her with this." At 'this' she pushed the carrot in as far as it would go, and then a little further. Mari bit back a howl as Rafaela pulled it out, dropped it in her food dish, and started with the next carrot.

		"Seems reasonable."

		"Good," said Rafaela. "So how many more people do we need?"

		"Four or five more, maybe," said Jenn. "Figure, probably don't want to start at capacity? I mean, neighbors know that we're students, and they're kind of braced for it, and also paid off—"

		"Paid off?"

		"I went and introduced myself, and told them that we're probably going to be a little loud, only young once, you know? And here's five hundred bucks so you don't call the cops."

		"Nice," said Rafaela.

		"Dad suggested it," said Jenn. "That's the thing about how he solves his problems by throwing money at them—it's a good idea, and it always works."

		"I know, right? So why start small?"

		"Well, there's the diseased whore issue—I mean, if we let like fifty people fuck her, one of them will probably sneak in a friend who'll sneak in a friend who has AIDS. But aside from that, it's a way to see how much the toilets can take, and whether we need sturdier tables and so on. Scale things up once we know that not everything is going to fall apart at once."

		For a while, Rafaela was quiet, considering. The only noises were Mari crunching on her dog food, and the wet squelching of that carrot in her cunt.

		"So, four or five," said Rafaela.

		"Yeah," said Jenn. "And not, like, people who're going to give our whore herpes or anything, or people who are going to try to find an adult and tell them that we have a special girl we keep just for making kisses with."

		"Got it," said Rafaela. "Shouldn't be hard to find."

		"Wouldn't think so," said Jenn.

		Mari wanted to finish the dog food before she started on her vegetables, so she was eating around the carrots, licking up the last scattered bits of dry dog food, and trying not to gag at the taste. The next carrot came out, and then the zucchini went in. And that was long and wide and nearly as hard as the carrots. It would have been easier if Rafaela had known what a cucumber was, and had gotten one of those.

		It would've been easier to eat a cucumber raw, too, when Rafaela was done playing with her. But while raw zucchini wasn't nice, it was a lot better than any sort of dog food. So Mari finished eating, tasting herself on all the vegetables she'd been given. Then Rafaela took her out back, and washed her off. There was the usual frigid blast of the hose, but when that was done, Rafaela soaped her up with a sponge, and after the next blast of the hose, she brushed out Mari's hair for a while, just the two of them out in the dark back yard, skin against skin.

		When that was done, Mari was pretty much ready to curl up at their feet and sleep until they needed her. But she was supposed to initiate more, and that meant that she should probably try bringing at least one thing down from her toybox.

		She was tempted by Larissa's shoe. She hadn't seen Larissa for a while—she'd be able to talk to her on the computer on Friday, but that felt like a long way away. Only she also didn't want to make Jenn and Rafaela think that she was pining after Larissa or something. Not that they'd care, probably, but at the same time . . . Mari found the electric fly-swatter, carefully picked it up in her mouth, and brought it downstairs. It was probably going to turn out to have been a bad idea, but at the same time, that was the thing that she hadn't been able to stop thinking about.

		Downstairs, Rafaela was on the phone with someone. When Mari dropped the fly-swatter in front of her and gave a pleading look, Rafaela looked annoyed and shook her head.

		So Mari tried it with Jenn, who was going through something on her phone.

		She looked up at Mari and raised an eyebrow. Mari tried to convince her by looking at her. Didn't seem to be working, and, at that point, she just wanted them to play with her a little, whatever it was. So she nudged the flyswatter with her nose, looked up at Jenn again.

		Jenn sighed. "After the party, dummies will be available when wanted, and that's it."

		"For a while!" said Rafaela.

		"Fine," said Jenn. "For a week, okay?" Then she looked back at Mari, and sighed again. "Okay, fine. Beg."

		Did she want her to talk, or. . . Well, if she wanted Mari to talk, she'd probably make that clear. But if not, and Mari did, that'd probably end badly. So, what?

		Mari crouched and put her hands up in front of her, giving Jenn another pleading look.

		Nothing.

		A pleading whine?

		"Ugh, fine," said Jenn, picking up the flyswatter. "Turn around."

		Yes! She'd . . . well, she'd gotten Jenn to hit her ass with an electric flyswatter, apparently, which wasn't completely a win. But it felt like a win, anyway. Mari turned around, and wiggled her butt.

		Which got hit, lightly, with a metal thing that didn't have much weight to it. And again. No shock at all?

		"Hey, Rafi?" said Jenn. "What's up with this piece of shit?"

		"I told her to initiate more," said Rafaela.

		"Yes, haha. I mean the thing I'm trying to hit her with?"

		"I don't fucking know," said Rafaela. "I bought it because it looked like it might be funny. Is it on?"

		"Pretty sure it's on."

		"Maybe hit her harder."

		She did, and that time, it did shock Mari. A lot harder than she expected. She yelped and jumped away.

		"There you go," said Jenn. "Back up."

		Another two tries which didn't connect, and then it shocked her again.

		"I think I've figured it out," said Jenn. "Hey, dummy, turn around."

		Mari turned around, and looked up at Jenn.

		"Okay," said Jenn, holding up the flyswatter. "Lick."

		Hesitantly, Mari stuck her tongue out. No way she could do that with her eyes open, so she squeezed them shut, and leaned forward. There was the flavor of metal and that was it, though.

		"No," said Jenn. "The metal in the middle."

		Mari opened one eye, and saw what Jenn meant. Then she did what she was told, and jerked back when it stung. Those shocks hurt—she could still feel where she'd been shocked on her butt before, both times.

		"See?" said Jenn. "Has to get through the cage thing, and then it works right."

		"Dude," said Rafaela. "Kind of on the phone?"

		"Whatever," said Jenn. "Here, take this, dummy. Now, turn it off, and stick one of your nipples through. Right—turn it off; there's a switch in the handle. And, okay—nipples are the things that stick out of your boobs? Just pull it fucking through. Okay. Now, smile for the camera, and turn it on."

		Not much easier than licking it, and it hurt way more than that had. It didn't, like, stay on and burn, but it kind of felt like she'd gotten a whole kick in one small and sensitive place.

		"Ugh, you moved. Do it again."

		Mari had jerked halfway out of the little metal wires when she'd shocked herself the last time. She got as far as putting her nipple back through, but it was hard to push the trigger on the flyswatter. Jenn was frowning at her, and Mari was the one who'd chosen that toy for them to use on her, and. . . she closed her eyes, bit her lip, and pulled the trigger again.

		Same kick, same place.

		"Okay," said Jenn, "that's probably someone else coming to the party."

		"Good," said Rafaela. "Think I found a guy who'll be able to fix that swatter so it works better, and maybe set up the webcams."

		"Nice," said Jenn. "Hey, dummy—you put your toys away after you're done with them."

		Probably just meant the flyswatter, but maybe also meant her. She wasn’t sure, though, so she didn't bring another toy down, but she did go back down. Nobody yelled at her, so she curled up on the floor between them, and drifted off.

		After a while, Rafaela pulled Mari up onto the couch, and started fiddling with her hair and her ear as she talked to a guy on the phone. And that was it—it didn't turn into anything painful or closer to sex than that. Mari was just something to play with for a while while Rafaela was on the phone.

		And that, more than anything else, was what she thought about after they both used her for oral sex and then locked her in the cage for the night.

		The next day was Thursday, which meant that there was going to be a party at night, and someone was going to come in to do the cleaning. The plug had started hurting too much for her to leave it in, so Mari had spent most of the night sucking on it. It was strange how she'd gotten used to having it in her all the time, but most of what had happened to Mari over the last couple of days was more than a little strange.

		How happy she was to get the plug back in her ass was more than a little strange, but at the same time. . . yeah, it was heavy, and yeah, it was going to leave her sore, but it also felt a bit like sex. She'd always been too focused on sex, and now she was allowed to just focus on that to the exclusion of everything else, and that was honestly pretty great.

		Rafaela seemed to notice that. Or at least, she put her foot on Mari's back, pushing her down into the lawn when she was allowed to pee. And it was her bare foot, and maybe Mari had been good enough that she wasn't as grossed out by doing that any more?

		There wasn't any getting used to how cold the water from the hose was, so she still screamed when Rafaela sprayed her clean. While there might have been some getting used to how gross a can of dog food was, she wasn’t there yet, so it wasn't just that she was happy to lick out Jenn and Rafaela before she ate, it was also that despite being hungry, she wasn't exactly looking forward to breakfast.

		But they both finished, and then it was the lamb with gravy, and another carrot which she'd gotten to know intimately. "The cleaning lady will be coming around in an hour," said Rafaela. "Back into your cage for now."

		Not just back in her cage—Rafaela threw a blanket over the cage, so it was dark and stuffy. There was a water bottle strapped to the side of the cage, and she drank maybe a little too much trying to get the lingering taste of the dog food out of her mouth. When the blanket came off the cage, Mari was kind of hoping to be let out for another trip to the backyard.

		"And that's the dummy," said Rafaela. "She'll need a walk, and you're also going to have to let her use the toilet at least once. More, if she's scratching at the door to the bathroom or something. Doesn't bite, but she's kind of stupid, so you should probably keep an eye on her. If there's behavior that needs correcting, do it quickly and firmly, or it's just going to get worse."

		The girl with Rafaela was a little shorter than her—actually, probably a little taller, because she was wearing canvas sneakers, and Rafaela was wearing heels. Sweatshirt and jeans, dark hair, tan skin, high cheekbones. She gave Mari a slightly puzzled look, and then shrugged. "Sure," she said.

		"Good," said Rafaela, and put the blanket back down. "The keg will be coming in a couple of hours, and so will the ice; ice goes in the tub in the downstairs bathroom, with the cans. . . "

		There was more, but the blanket muffled it, and when the door clicked shut behind them, Mari couldn't hear them at all. She did her best to settle in to her rags, and try not to pee until someone let her out to the backyard.

		The next time the blanket came off the cage, it was just the new woman. She crouched down and looked at Mari.

		Another puzzled look, and then a shrug. She took the lock off, and Mari crawled out, looked up at her.

		She sighed.

		"Okay, here's the thing," she said. "I know that your . . . girlfriends? don't want you to talk or stand up, which is really fucking weird, but whatever. Point is, we're going to have at least one conversation."

		Mari froze.

		"Yeah, well, deal with it. You're supposed to do what I say, and I say we have to talk. First of all—is this actually something that you've agreed to, or is it some sort of abusive blackmail thing, or what?"

		Mari looked down at the tiles of her bathroom floor. "It's something I agreed to," she said.

		"What, for fun?"

		"Well, I mean. . . yeah. I mean, it's something I've wanted to do, and, I guess. Um. Could also be that they're paying me."

		She hadn't had to admit that, really. Though why it was more embarrassing to be paid than to be doing it just because she was a massive perv was hard to say.

		The woman sighed. "So that's what having too much money means. Jesus Christ. Anyhow—I'm Ray."

		Mari froze again.

		"And you are?" said the woman.

		"I. . . it's. . ."

		"Look, I know that they want me to just insult you instead of talking to you, but, seriously. What's your name?"

		Mari looked up at Ray, who looked a little impatient. Back down at the bathroom floor. "Sorry," said Mari. "It's . . . I guess . . . I mean, I'm not going to say that all of this is totally normal. But it's also, I mean, it feels a bit like it's happening to someone else, you know? Because there aren't any connections to people I knew before or where I was living before, or anything. It's a break from things? So I don't. . ."

		"So you don't want to tell me your name, because that would interfere with your fucked up sex fantasy life?"

		"Kind of?"

		There was a long pause. "You'd think that fifteen bucks an hour for house cleaning would be an easy way to cover rent, but. . . well, whatever. At least it's not sales."

		Mari had sort of gotten over being embarrassed about stuff, kind of? But now she was blushing hard enough that she knew that Ray would be able to see it on the back of her neck.

		"And, frankly, if you expect me to insist that you pee in the backyard, or keep your butt-plug in your mouth while you shit, you're going to have to come up with a lot more than fifteen dollars an hour. I mean, if that's what you want to do, fine—but don't take too long. That Raphael chick wants me to do five hours of work in two hours, so you're going to be helping."

		Mari looked up at her. But. . .

		But whatever—Ray was already leaving the room.

		Well, fine. She could just go pee in the toilet, and then go downstairs to help, and everyone would be happy. Well, Rafaela and Jenn wouldn't be happy if they found out, but there wasn't any reason to assume they would find out.

		It was just, well. First of all, she'd been told that she wasn't supposed to stand, and she wanted to do what she was told. And also. . . well, it was going to make her look like a humongous perv, but the fact was, Ray didn't know her name, and also Ray had signed up to clean house and take care of a sex pet, so it wasn't like she was getting something she didn't expect.

		And, also, it was kind of hot.

		So Mari crawled down the stairs, and nudged the back door open, and peed on the grass out back, next to that inflatable hydrant. And then she crawled to the kitchen, where Ray was cleaning out the fridge.

		Mari hadn't done that, because she didn't want to throw out stuff that Rafaela and Jenn might have still wanted, and also because she couldn't face looking at a fridge full of leftovers that nobody would miss.

		Also, she wasn't supposed to talk—Ray had insisted that she talk before, but now she could get away with just being there. So she waited on her hands and knees, until Ray noticed her.

		"Huh," she said, looking down at Mari. "Well, fine. I was going to use a mop, but I guess if you want, there are some rags under the sink. Get those, put on the gloves, and you can get started on the floor. Not that it needs it, but that's what they asked for, so that's what they get."

		It wasn't exactly how Rafaela had meant for Mari to be spending her day, but it was the sort of thing that Jenn enjoyed, so, okay. Wearing nothing but a bright yellow pair of rubber cleaning gloves, Mari scrubbed the kitchen floor as Ray threw out a bunch of old take-out containers and cleaned the shelves of the fridge. She was still working on the floor when Ray took delivery of a whole bunch of ice, and a pony keg, and set up the living room for a party.

		When she was finally finished with the floor, Mari took the opportunity to use the toilet. It took a little longer than usual, because she had to clean the plug off, so that she could keep it in her mouth while she was on the toilet, and then she had to re-lube it, and put it back in. When she was done with that, Ray was on a couch in the living room with the TV on.

		Mari crawled down next to her, and waited for instructions. In theory, she probably was supposed to go get a toy from her box, and see if she could get Ray to play with her, but she had a feeling that would freak Ray out, and then she'd be in trouble for losing the only cleaning lady they'd been able to find..

		It did seem like she was having at least a bit of an effect on Ray—she was watching some reality show, but after a while, Mari could see that she was paying more attention to the naked girl on the floor than to the real housewives on the screen.

		"I really shouldn't do this," said Ray. "I mean—it's clear that while you're not stupid, you have got a bunch of stuff going on. But, on the other hand, Rafael said that it was the only tip that I was getting."

		Mari started wriggling. She couldn’t have said why she was so excited about having sex with a girl who she didn't know, and who didn't seem enthusiastic about the thing, but, well. Rafaela would be happy if she found out that Mari had done it.

		Ray eased the jeans off her hips, pulled her underwear down. "Go ahead," she said, and Mari scurried over, and dove in.

		It was a little trickier than it had been with Jenn and Rafaela, because Ray had thick curls there. But she'd had a lot of practice lately, and it seemed like Ray was a lot less picky about how she got her oral sex than either of the women who owned Mari. Three minutes after Mari started, Ray pulled her head down and held it there, as she arched up against her, then collapsed down, boneless.

		"Huh," she said after a while, as Mari knelt at her feet, looking up at her, flushed, her cheek slicked with Ray's juices. "So, that's a thing."

		For a while, they stayed there like that, the housewives upset about something on the screen behind them. Then Ray shook her head. "I suppose college is a time for experimentation, anyway. Okay, go play or whatever—I've got to finish up before they get back."

		So Mari went back upstairs and worked on the positions that Rafaela had taught her. And then she crawled into her cage and tried to sleep a little. There was supposed to be a party that night, and she hadn't been sleeping much.

		But Ray had left the light in the bathroom on, and Mari wasn't allowed to stand up, so she couldn't turn it off. So she twisted one way and another, but when she finally drifted off, Ray was back. "Hey, um. . . you," she said. "There's a can of dog food for you in the kitchen?"

		Mari wasn't looking forward to that, exactly, but she had been hungry. So she crawled out, and Ray shook her head. "Really?" she said, watching Mari crawl downstairs. "That's kind of fucked up, you know?"

		Mari knew. But all the same, that's what they wanted, and she wanted to do what they wanted. So she gulped down her dog food, like usual, trying to eat it before it nauseated her too much for her to eat.

		As she was eating, Rafaela came in, and paid Ray. "And how was the dummy?" she asked. "Give you any trouble?"

		"She was fine," said Ray.

		"And did you fuck her? She's got a soft mouth, anyway."

		"Uh," said Ray. "I . . . yeah. She's fine. Great."

		"Good," said Rafaela. "Could be we'll need you to check in on her next week?"

		"Uh," repeated Ray. "Well, I mean, you've got my phone number."

		"Great!" said Rafaela. Then Ray left, and it was just the two of them.

		"People are going to be showing up pretty soon," said Rafaela. "Let's get you clean enough to fuck."

		Clean enough to fuck meant a long session with that hose, and then Rafaela brushed her hair. A lot harder than she really needed to, but, well, it hurt a lot less than some of the other things that Rafaela liked doing. Then she tied it up in pigtails. "Some guys like having handles," she said. "Truth is, we should probably have someone doing this for you in general. I mean, when Jenn's not letting you do things." She shook her head. "And now let's flush you out."

		They'd been out in the back yard, but it seemed that 'flushing her out' didn't mean another blast of cold water up her cunt—Rafaela headed inside, and Mari followed, more than a little apprehensive. And instead of taking her to either of the bigger bathrooms downstairs, they went up to Mari's room, where Rafaela dug something out of the box of toys. A bag and a hose, and. . . well, Mari had heard of enemas, and she'd been a little interested in it, but she'd never actually seen an enema kit in real life. Still, that thing was probably that.

		"Nice, huh?" said Rafaela. "Anyhow, according to google, there's a chance that giving you these every day can cause problems. Which is too bad, but, well. Let's give it a try, anyway—there are some guys who get weird about getting poop on their dicks, and also, seems like fun."

		Mari was watching her, mostly afraid of what was coming, but also looking forward to what was coming.

		"And the reason that you're not ready for mounting is?" said Rafaela.

		Mari turned around, pressed her cheek against the bathroom floor, and lifted her hips. "Fuck but you're slow," said Rafaela. Then she eased the butt plug out, and Mari heard the sink running. "Truth is, you're there to be fucked and grunt. Seem to do that okay, even if you are a thicko."

		She knelt next to Mari and gave her the buttplug to suck on. It tasted of soap and silicone. "And, I mean," Rafaela went on, putting a dollop of lube on Mari's ass, "if you weren't an idiot, it'd be a little awkward doing this sort of thing."

		She pushed something in—it was narrower than the plug, so it slipped in easily. "Now, there are all sorts of weird things that google says you can put up people's asses, but let's start with some saline."

		At first, it just felt like she had a different, easier to deal with plug in her ass. But it didn't stay like that—there was something moving, spreading out inside of her. Mari tried to adjust her position, and Rafaela stepped on her hand. "Stay still," she said.

		It didn't feel great, honestly. Mari gave a little moan, twitching in place.

		"Little more," said Rafaela. "I mean, for the first one. Next one is going to be more than that."

		Mari groaned again. Then the enema thing got pulled out, and she clenched, trying not to have an accident.

		"Okay," said Rafaela. "Four."

		That was one of Mari's poses. On her knees, hands behind her back, knees apart, mouth open. She felt awkward and a crampy and like she had to shit.

		"Tell you what," said Rafaela. "I'll let you use the toilet after you make me come. And if you make a mess, you're going to be cleaning it all up before the party."

		Mari was normally in favor of giving head—it was something that both Jenn and Rafaela liked, and she could do it the way they wanted. But it wasn't easy to do while holding the enema in and keeping her arms locked behind her. It seemed that Rafaela was enjoying that, though, because she was already pretty turned on.

		Still, she made Mari wait for it. Maybe five minutes before there was the hitch in the rhythm of her hips that meant that she'd had an orgasm. When she was done, she pulled back and gestured to the toilet. Mari crawled over as quickly as she could, sat down, and it felt like she was emptying out everything that had ever been in her bowels in her whole life.

		"Good," said Rafaela. "Wipe off, and let's do that again."

		Next time there was even more water. Enough to make a noticeable bulge in Mari's belly, which hurt when Rafaela started rubbing it. And then she had to lick Rafaela out again before she could use the toilet.

		When she was done with that, Rafaela let her go lie down in the cage for a bit, and went to get changed for the party.

		Jenn came in as Mari was drifting in and out of asleep, the plug back in her ass, the dildo in the cage in her mouth.

		"So you know how you're not supposed to talk?" said Jenn. "Well, that's the rule, but here's the deal. Not only are you going to walk, you're going to talk and wear clothing soon."

		Mari curled up a little tighter.

		"Yeah, well. Don't worry—you'll be punished for it tomorrow. It's just that some of these guys have gotten like, come to Jesus talks from their moms about how they shouldn't rape people, because rape is bad. So you have to let them know that this is totally your deal, and everything is fine, and it doesn't count as rape in any legally actionable sense. Oh, and mention that you're on the pill. I mean, they're going to be wearing condoms, but that'll keep them reassured."

		Mari didn't uncurl at that. It made sense that she'd have to say that, but it had been super awkward even trying to explain anything to Ray, and this was going to be a whole room of people.

		"Anyhow, obviously, clothing comes off as soon as you're back in here. If you need a break from being fucked, you can hide in your cage. Otherwise, I want you out and ready for mounting as soon as a guy leaves—we've got guests, and I want you to be a good host."

		Mari nodded, not taking the dildo out of her mouth. Jenn looked away, scowled at the room. Then she left and came back lugging a futon, which she opened up in the space where it looked like there used to be a bathtub.

		"Little crowded. But I guess some guys would rather fuck on something soft than bathroom tiles?" Jenn shrugged. "Anyhow, when someone comes in, you do whatever they fucking tell you. I mean, I know that it can be hard for you to remember things occasionally, but that's seriously your only job. Got it?"

		Mari got it. She nodded, eyes still closed. As usual, the air conditioning was on high, and on top of that she was feeling weirdly chilled by anticipation, like she was about to run a race or something.

		Jenn turned the lights out when she left. No way that Mari was going to be able to sleep, but she lay there, curled up her cage, sucking hard on the dildo, perfectly still, except for her feet, which were rubbing slowly against each other, completely beyond her control.

		She couldn't hear much through the door, but there were occasional bangs, and there was some laughter, and maybe a guy's voice? A guy who she hadn't met, who she probably wasn't going to meet, and who would probably be fucking her later. Mari’ whole body shivered, just once.

		Then the door opened, and Rafaela came in carrying the outfit that Mari had worn when they took her out shopping.

		"Yeah, I know," she said, looking down at Mari. Then she snapped her fingers, and Mari scurried up out of her cage to wait by Rafaela's heel. She scratched Mari's head, just behind her ear. "But hind legs, and get dressed. Gotta make your big speech."

		Mari hadn't exactly planned a big speech. She was just going to tell them that everything was fine? She also didn't want to stand up, not when Rafaela didn't really want her standing.

		But it was that or get in trouble for taking too long. Mari stood up and put on the skirt and the shirt—there wasn't any glue that time, so unless she was careful, there were definitely going to be visible nipples.

		Well, given how excited she was, there were going to be visible nipples anyway. And given that she was going down to talk to people who were going to be fucking her later, they were also going to be seeing her nipples without her shirt on. But the point was, she was supposed to reassure everyone that everything was fine, and it wasn't going to be easy to do that if her tits were hanging visibly out of her shirt. Probably?

		Rafaela left the bathroom, and Mari ran after her, feeling unsteady on her feet. She'd just been in the cage for a while, and that made her a little wobbly afterward, for whatever reason.

		She was barefoot, and Rafaela was wearing wedge heels, but Rafaela moved faster than her, and took a drink from someone at the bottom of the stairs.

		There were a lot of people there. Well, not that many, but more than she'd expected. Fifteen, maybe? Most of them were talking to each other, or playing beer pong and stuff—there was a guy fiddling with the stereo, and a girl with a lot of tattooes heckling him. Jenn was talking to a tall, lanky guy with shoulder-length blonde hair, and also another, faster-talking guy, who was smaller and pudgier, and who looked really excited about something.

		One of the girls looked up, gave her a mildly disgusted look, and looked away, and two of the guys were straight up staring at her. Then the lanky guy who was talking to Jenn noticed her, and said something to Jenn. Who looked up and then whistled ear-splittingly loud.

		That got everyone's attention.

		"Hey," said Jenn. "Said there was a party girl living with us. She's got something that she wants to say."

		Mari didn't actually want to say anything—she wanted everyone to just accept things and move on. But she had to say something. Everyone was looking at her, and if she squeaked and ran away, that would be super weird, given all the other stuff that she'd just gone ahead and done when she was told to.

		"So, um," said Mari, which wasn't the best start to a speech. "I guess—" She took a deep breath, steadied herself. She didn't want to say anything, but they needed to hear what she wanted them to know. Fine. "This is kind of a thing that's been a fantasy of mine for a while. So I'm doing it. I, um, I guess I hope that you guys have fun?"

		She turned to go, but Rafaela grabbed her arm and held her. "Hold on," she said. "Questions?"

		Everyone was staring at her, and Mari couldn't leave until Rafaela let her. Nobody said anything, until the little pudgy guy who’d been talking to Jenn spoke up. "So, like, if you want to leave, you know that any of us would get you to a shelter or something, right?"

		"I. . . sure," said Mari. "But it's fine. I don't want to go to a shelter or something. I want to do. . . I mean, I'm here because I want to be, and this is stuff I'm into."

		"Not sure how I feel about fucking a girl who isn't comfortable saying that we're going to fuck," said the tattooed girl.

		"Then don't," said Jenn.

		"Honestly, mostly she doesn't talk. That's sort of her deal, you know?" said Rafaela. She was still holding onto Mari's arm, but her grip had loosened a little. "Anything else?"

		"She's going to strip here, or what?" asked another one of the girls.

		Jenn gave her a disgusted look. "Dude, it's a party, not an orgy. But you know how some places have a hot tub, or whatever? We've got her. She'll be in the upstairs bathroom, if you want to use her—"

		Rafaela let go of Mari’s arm, which she took to mean that she was allowed to leave. So she did, as quickly as she could, with a full-body blush. Maybe she was supposed to start crawling once she got up the stairs, but that wouldn't have been quick enough. Mari ran to the bathroom, stripped down, and took the ready to mount position, facing away from the bathroom door.

		Three seconds later, the door opened behind her, and Mari went stiff.

		Rafaela chuckled. "Easy there, stupid. It's going to take them a little bit to work up their courage. There were just a few things I wanted to set up."

		She hadn't said anything about Mari taking a different pose, so Mari stayed on her knees, cheek against the floor, watching what she could see of Rafaela—mostly her shoes and her legs—going around the bathroom. She put a bowl of condoms on the floor next to the futon, and then got a sharpie out, and went around behind Mari.

		She couldn't see what Rafaela was writing on her until it was finished and Rafaela held up a mirror. Then it took a few seconds to puzzle out, because it was backwards. "Condoms required!" on Mari's butt, and, in smaller writing, "Plug must be kept in pet at all times (ass or mouth.) Please wash before reinserting."

		"It'd be okay if they didn't, really. I mean, you were flushed pretty clean, and that wasn't that long ago." Rafaela patted Mari's butt and stood up. "Now, do what they tell you to do. If I get any complaints, you're going to be suffering for more than that whole standing up and talking thing tomorrow."

		Mari nodded, her cheek still pressed on the tile. "Good girl," said Rafaela. Then she left, leaving the light on.

		If Mari couldn't deal with what was going to happen, she was allowed to go hide in her cage. Hopefully the people at the party would know that? It seemed like the sort of thing that Jenn and Rafaela would take care of, but then, Rafaela hadn't actually known what a cucumber was.

		For whatever reason, she trusted them, but now she also had to trust everyone that they'd invited to the party. The guy who'd been fiddling with the stereo had gotten the music turned on, and it was pretty loud—Mari could feel the bass pulsing through the floor against her cheek. If. . .

		If whatever, whatever. She wasn't there to make decisions, or to have thoughts about things. She was there to be fucked and to grunt. She could handle that.

		It wasn't actually that long before the bathroom door opened. Mari's breath caught in her throat for a long minute, not looking behind her, not moving, just her feet twitching a little, feeling the sweat on her skin, her pulse fluttery.

		The door clicked shut.

		"You sure about this?" asked a guy with a little bit of a Texas drawl.

		Mari nodded. Maybe he couldn't see that? "Mm-hm," she said, sounding quiet and small, even to herself.

		"Well, hell," said the guy. "Then let's get it on."

		He went over to the bowl of condoms, took one out. Belt unbuckling, pants sliding down to the floor. He knelt behind her, and then he pushed into her. No foreplay or touching or anything, but Mari was so wet that didn't matter even a little. She grunted softly, and pushed back against him, his hands warm on her hips, his cock warm inside her.

		"Holy," he said, softly, drawing it out. And then he started fucking her, hard and fast and strong, his hands pulling her up and back with every thrust. It felt good. It felt really good—it felt like sex with a guy was supposed to feel, when everything was going fine. Mari could feel the heat building in her. Nobody had said whether or not she was supposed to come, so she was going to try not to, if she could—there was a long night ahead of her. And she'd probably be punished if she did, and they found out, but maybe not?

		In either case, that guy didn't take long enough for her to finish. It wasn't that he couldn't hold back—it was more than he knew where he was going, and didn't really care if she got there or not. He moved to the pulse of the music, until he sped up, and then spasmed hard, three, four times.

		He pulled out with a sigh. Then there was the sound of something dropping into the little trash can, and his pants getting zipped back up.

		Almost as soon as he left, someone else came in. "Dude," said the short guy, the one who had been talking to Jenn. "College fucking rocks."

		"Yeah, well," said someone else, who Mari couldn't place. "You're not wrong. Heads, or tails?"

		"Mmm, heads," said the first guy. "No, wait, condoms are required, so tails."

		"Yeah, that does suck," said the other one. "Guess we'll find out if she does, huh?"

		The short guy sighed. "That's. . . that's not your best material, Jase."

		"Yeah, well." He came around to where Mari could see him, to get some condoms. Solidly built, dark. He was wearing deck shoes, no socks, and he had thick, curly hair on his legs. Not terrible looking? "It's an open something night, but I don't see any mics, so—"

		He tossed one of the condoms to the other guy, and then got his cock out of his shorts, put his on. Lot of pubic hair.

		The other guy pushed into Mari's pussy, a little awkwardly—it didn't get in, at first. Not nearly as long as the first guy had been, but wider. Mari made an uncomfortable little noise as she tried to adjust around him.

		"Hey," said the guy in front of her. "Head up, buttercup."

		He knelt down, but it still wasn't that easy to both get him into her mouth, and not change her angle too much for the guy who was fucking her from behind. And that's when she really appreciated the amount of work that she'd put into training with the dildo. With that condom on, his cock did taste like latex, and she needed to keep her hands on the floor for balance, so it was ramming into her throat over and over. If she hadn't practiced, she probably wouldn't have been able to manage.

		But she did. The guy behind finished first, and then the condom in her mouth kind of ballooned when the guy who was fucking her face finished.

		Another two full condoms in the trashcan, and then the two of them left.

		"Didn't a hundred percent seem to know what she was doing," said the darker one.

		"Yeah, but. . . dude. Dude."

		"I know. And hey—she figured it out before too long."

		There was a little bit of a pause after that, and then a couple of more guys—first someone who took out the plug and fucked her ass—a big guy, and his whole weight was on her, pushing her down into the bathroom tiles, as she choked on her butt-plug, and then the lanky guy who'd been talking to Jenn when she'd come downstairs.

		Instead of just fucking her, he actually took a while before he got undressed, sitting on the floor next to her. "Havin' fun?" he said, sounding even more Texas than the first guy had.

		Mari nodded, trying to look as enthusiastic as possible.

		He laughed. "Fair enough. But no, really—having fun?"

		Another nod, not quite as broad, but definitely a yes. She was having fun.

		"Good," he said. "Glad to hear it. I mean, it's not like I'm going to call the cops or anything if you're just not feeling it, but—"

		He reached over,and tousled her hair. "Come over here for a minute. No, not—just sit down, put your head here—that's right."

		It wasn't one of the positions that Rafaela had been making her practice. Just sitting, leaning against a tall guy from Texas who had long blond hair and smelled nice.

		"So, I know how Jenn doesn't want people calling you anything but . . . well. Thing is, well, what's your name?"

		Mari froze against him.

		"Don't worry," he said, "I'm not going to tell Jenn on you for talking. I'm just sort of curious, you know?"

		"I. . ." Mari shook her head. "I'd rather . . ."

		"Hey, easy; I'm not going to hurt you, or yell at your or anything. If this isn't okay, I'll—"

		"It's okay," said Mari. "It's fine. Honest. But it's also . . . I mean, I don't really know either Jenn or Rafaela, and that's part of what makes it okay? That it's people who don't actually know me, and that people who actually know me are real far away."

		He chuckled. "Not that far, by the sound of it. You from Missouri?"

		"It's far enough," said Mari. "If you ask, I'll tell you, but I really don't want to."

		He hesitated for a really long time. Then he said, "Sorry. Not really used to this sort of thing, you know? I'll quit prying. Only . . . I mean, fuck it. Never made love to a woman without knowing her name."

		Mari stayed where he'd told her to stay, but she didn't say anything. If he pushed—

		"Tell you what—first off, I'm Caleb. And you look a bit like a Susan. You okay with being called Susan?"

		She looked nothing like a Susan, but sure. Better than having to give him her name, anyhow. She gave a firm nod.

		"Good girl, Sue," he said. "Pleased to meet you. Now let's move this over to the futon there, shall we?"

		She would do whatever he told her to do—that's what she was there for. And the truth was, Caleb was really good at sex. He started to go down on her and noticed that she was fighting off an orgasm. And rather than giving her one anyway, he pulled back. And when he was fucking her, he kept the pace slow and comfortable. If she'd wanted to come, she could've finished like, ten times, but each time he noticed her getting close, he backed away. And when he was done, he kissed her long and hard, which no one else had done, and said thank you, and helped her get back into position.

		Another full condom in the trash, and a little while trying to decide what she thought about Caleb after he was gone.

		Then a couple came in, a boy and a girl. The girl put down the toilet seat and sat down—Mari could just see the bottom of her sandals. The guy went and got a condom. "You sure about this?"

		"Sure I'm sure," said the girl. "You want to fuck a girl in the ass, there's someone here for fucking however you like. It's not cheating if I know about it, and better her ass than mine."

		"Look, I mean . . . this isn't me being set up for some sort of test? Where if I don't have sex with her, I prove that I'm good, and if I do then you're going to break up with me?"

		"Dude, you've got a whole lot of issues, don't you?"

		"You've met my ex."

		A pause, and then the girl laughed. "Fair enough. But go on, have a nice little ass fuck, and I'll watch. Happy birthday!"

		"It's not my birthday for like three months."

		"Happy last birthday."

		He rested his hand on Mari's hip, and she pushed up into it, just a little. "Little smudged," he said, "but it seems like she's supposed to keep the plug in her mouth when it's not in her ass? And it should be washed."

		"Well, obviously it should be washed, it's been up her butt."

		Mari struggled to keep still when the guy worked the plug out of her butt—even though she'd more or less gotten used to it, that still hurt. "It's just weird, is all," he said, as the girl washed it off.

		"Well, maybe a little. But, I mean, maybe it seems a bit less weird to me because we feel more pressure to be up to whatever weird shit guys are into. So, like, whatever turns her crank, you know?"

		"I guess," said the guy. The girl knelt down to give Mari the plug to suck on, as the guy worked a little lube into Mari's butt.

		The girl was pretty—straight brown hair, a friendly smile. "There you go," she said. "Comfy?"

		The plug meant that Mari was going to leave a puddle of drool on the floor, but yeah, she was. She nodded, and the guy pushed himself into Mari's ass.

		He didn't take too long, and his girlfriend put the plug back in Mari's butt before they left, hand in hand. The next guy finished even faster. Pants down, condom on, into Mari's cunt, and then coming in less than three minutes.

		There was a long break after that. Mari kept her pose, breathing hard. It wasn't a big bathroom, and Rafaela had closed the window—it smelled strongly of sex, and Mari's body was twitching and pulsing almost randomly. It had been super intense, and it didn't seem like the night was over.

		The next person to come in was the tattooed girl who'd been making fun of the guy trying to get the stereo to work. She knelt in front of Mari, lifting her chin from the floor and holding her up so that she got a good look at her.

		"Yeah," she said. "You'll do. Kind of a pain slut, right?"

		When Mari had been researching stuff before bringing up the idea of being Jake's slave, she'd kind of thought that she was. Now Rafaela had actually been doing it to her, way more than she’d been able to find by poking a bit at google with the safe search off, and she wasn't so sure. But, well. Probably yeah, honestly. She nodded.

		The girl shrugged. "Well, that's always fun. So let's see what you have in that box of toys."

		Mari stayed in the position that she'd been left, as the girl went through the toy box. "Okay, so that's a terrible idea," she said about something, and then, "little unrealistic, but might be fun," and, "what, not even a pair of cloverleaf clamps? Well, okay, mousetraps it is. But seriously, why not get something a little more moderate? Back on your knees, dummy."

		That was the first time that any of them had called her by the name written on her collar. Mari went back on her knees, closed her eyes, and bit her lip. It seemed like the girl with the tattoos knew what she was doing, anyway. She lifted Mari's breast, positioned it, and Mari took a shaky breath.

		The mousetrap closed on her breast, and Mari's eyes opened wide. It hurt—maybe a little less than she'd expected, but still, it really hurt, and it kept hurting. Like she was being bitten.

		"Take it that they haven't played with those yet," said the girl. She reached out, lifted up Mari's other breast, got the mousetrap ready.

		Mari had to close her eyes. She couldn't face it. It hurt just as much as the other one. The girl hadn't actually let it snap closed the whole way—she'd been holding it open after it had already triggered. So it was more like a clamp than like a trap biting down, but it still hurt.

		"Right," said the girl. "Hands and knees; we'll warm you up a bit before trying out one of those strap-ons."

		Mari did as she was told, and then the girl hit her with something. Mari jolted forward, which made the mouse-traps sway on her breasts, which made them hurt more. She wasn't sure what it was—there was a sort of swish-thock each time, and it was wide, so it hit a lot of her butt at once. A shoe?

		Larissa's shoe. It wasn't as hard as the sole of the sneakers that Rafaela used when she was kicking her. Occasionally it hit the base of the plug in her ass and drove it further in. When that happened, Mari jumped, which made the mousetraps swing. Less than a month before, Larissa had told her that Jenn wanted to buy her, and that she thought it might be a good idea, and now this was where Mari was.

		Could be that Larissa hadn't been wrong.

		When the girl finished the beating, Mari's ass was sore, the skin heated where it had been hit. "Nice and red," said the girl, with a brief caress. "And now, let's see. Condoms are required, apparently, so let's get one on. And then let's get that plug moved to your mouth—you might like taking beatings, but I like girls' butts, and ramming things into them."

		Mari was wriggling hard. And she wriggled more when the girl fucked her. The guys had been. . . well. She liked having sex with guys. Real cocks were warm and firm and nice. But there was something about being fucked by a toy instead. It was more about her than it was about the person who was fucking her, maybe? Whatever it was, when the girl was done with the strap-on, and let Mari eat her out, she was as turned on as she'd been when any of the guys had been doing her. More.

		There were two other guys after that—maybe some of the guys a second time?—and then Caleb came back. "Hey there," he said. "I've been talking a little bit to that Raffi girl. Could be that I wasn't playing the game exactly right last time, but. . . ." he shook his head. "Not the easiest thing to jump into, you know? Anyhow, let's try this again. You can go get one of those condoms, and put it on me. And then, if you do a really good job sucking me off, could be that you'll get a little treat."

		That was a lot better than the previous approach. Mari crawled over, got out a condom. She was so excited she had a little trouble getting it on, but once she did, she did her very best. His skin was pale, and his pubes were neatly trimmed, sandy blonde and pretty. There was the feel of skin against skin, under the condom, and even though he'd had her an hour or so before, he was pretty enthusiastic. Still wasn't as good as giving a blow-job without a condom, but it was pretty good.

		Caleb seemed to agree. After her finished, he took out something wrapped in a paper napkin from his pocket, and unwrapped it. A chocolate-chocolate chip cookie.

		Mari stared at it. She knew that she wasn't supposed to eat people food, but at the same time, she'd had nothing to eat for days except for dog food and raw vegetables. And she wasn't likely to get anything other than dog food and raw vegetables for . . . well, probably for the rest of the year. Unless Caleb came over more often?

		She looked at it, and looked at him. He gave her a long, slow smile, and sat down on the floor. Then he held it out to her. "Come on. Take a nibble."

		There. That was what she was waiting for. She wasn't supposed to, probably, but she was definitely supposed to do what people told her to do. So she crawled over, and reached for it. He shook his head, and pushed her hand back down to the floor. "No," he said. "Could be you'll get in trouble for this, but no reason to make any more trouble by letting you use your hands like that."

		Right. Yes. Mari leaned forward and nibbled at the cookie. It was probably from a box, but Jenn or Rafaela had bought really amazing packaged cookies.

		Could be that several days of eating dog food had gone into that appraisal. Or maybe the fact that she was eating it while naked, from the hand of a cute guy who was dressed, in the bathroom where she'd just been fucked repeatedly in all sorts of different ways.

		Whatever it was, she did her best to eat it slowly so that it would last, and she didn't exactly succeed—it was just so good. When she was done, though, she made sure to lick every single crumb from Caleb's hand. Then he smiled at her, patted her cheek, and left with a jaunty swing in his stride.

		By that point, Mari was more than a little tired, but she took up her position again, over where he'd fed her that cookie, and licked crumbs from the bathroom floor as she waited. Could be the party was winding down? The music wasn't as loud, and there weren't that many people talking, or they weren't talking as loud?

		They weren't quite done with her, though. The guy who she'd sucked off while another guy was fucking her came back, and he worked her over pretty well—first in her cunt, and then in her ass.

		And then another girl came in, locked the door, checked it, checked it again, and sat down on the closed toilet, and looked at Mari, hard.

		"So, like, you're the girl, right? The one that Rafaela owns?"

		The one that Jenn and Rafaela owned, but close enough. Mari nodded. "So, like, she said that this is the stuff that you're into, which is why she's doing that with you? Is that . . . I mean, you're into this stuff?"

		Again, she had to talk, apparently. And also, she had to talk about what she was into. "I. . . yeah," said Mari.

		The girl nodded, and let out a breath. "I mean, because, right—she's really pretty, isn't she? And, like, she's certainly . . . I mean, she takes control, right?"

		There was a pause that probably meant that Mari was supposed to answer the question.

		"Jenn and her are pretty equal friends?" said Mari.

		"Yeah," said the girl. "That's true. Do they like . . . they don't share all their girlfriends, do they?"

		"I don't know," said Mari. "I mean, I only kind of knew them."

		"Huh," said the girl. She'd been fiddling with her bracelet throughout, and now she started twisting it around her wrist. "I mean, that's weird, but whatever. I guess, I mean. . . is it fun? What you're doing?"

		Mari nodded. It was fun. It was all sorts of other things too, but it was definitely fun.

		"But, like, aren't you scared? I mean, getting up and saying those things, and being fucked by like, everyone?"

		Another nod.

		"I don't know," the girl said. "Seems like a lot, but maybe . . . I don't know."

		Mari wasn't sure, either. "Maybe you should talk to Rafaela? But like, believe her. I mean, she was pretty clear with me about what she was going to do, and she's been doing what she said she would."

		The girl swallowed, stood up, squared her shoulders and looked at the door. Then she looked back down at Mari. Mari was still ready for mounting, her head on the floor, but where the girl was standing now Mari could see all of her for the first time. She was about the same height as Mari, but a little broader-shouldered, with really pretty brown hair.

		Mari waited, and the girl came over and scratched Mari's head. "You're a good girl, though. You can lick my foot."

		She was wearing strappy sandals, and Mari ran her tongue across her toes, and the back of her foot.

		"Okay," she said, giggling a little, then stepping away, and then heading out. "Have fun."

		Mari had been having fun, but it had pretty much reached the point of enough fun. When the music went off, she slumped forward, and then a little bit further forward, when she couldn't hear any more conversations.

		Still, she was in the position that she was supposed to be in, more or less, when the door opened again.

		"Well," said Jenn. "You were popular. Not thrilled about you talking to people, but I guess they're not going to understand things unless they're told. Anyhow. Cage."

		Mari scurried to her cage. Jenn locked it, headed to the bathroom door. But before she got there, she stopped and looked at the trash can. Then she took it back over to the cage and sat down on top of the cage.

		"It's too late for us to bother about getting you anything to eat tonight," she said. "But you did do a good job, and you deserve a treat."

		She took one of the condoms out of the trash, held it up, and squeezed it out. There was a drip of cold semen onto Mari's back. "Truth is," said Jenn, "I mean, odds are good that none of those guys have anything that you could catch from licking up their come. But you're going to be up here whenever we throw a party, so it'd be a bad habit for you to get into. So, not like an eating treat, but something nice for you to show what a good job you've done."

		Another long, slow drop of come.

		"Next time, I'll have them tie these off, so the come doesn't dry out or anything." She was finished with that one, and dropped the empty condom onto Mari, and fished out another one. "It's going to get a little flaky and itchy when it dries, but. . . well. Be nice for you to have that smell on your bedding, anyway."

		Mari was squirming, again.

		"Aw," said Jenn. "Didn't any of them let you come?"

		Mari shook her head. "Wow," said Jenn. "You know, if you don't expect people to have manners, it's always a surprise when it turns out that they did. Tell you what—you've got your skype with Larissa tomorrow. If you can finish while you're talking to her, maybe I'll allow it."

		That was. . . it was an interesting thought. Jenn didn't have much more to say—she just emptied all the condoms that still had come in them, and then dropped the rest on top of Mari. There were a lot of them. Then she held up her hand next to the bars of the cage, and Mari licked it. Then Jenn left, and turned off the lights.

		Mari was exhausted, but before she could fall asleep, Rafaela came in, and she had that girl with her, the one who had been asking Mari about Rafaela. "See?" said Rafaela. "Told you she slept in that cage."

		"Wow," said the girl. "I mean, lot of people talk about that sort of thing, but. . . ."

		"But a lot of people have a lot of reasons not to do things that they want to do," said Rafaela. "I don't."

		The girl was staring at Mari, who was blinking back at them in the sudden light.

		"Speaking of which," said Rafaela, and she bit the girl's ear, lightly.

		The girl moaned and shivered, but then she shook her head. "Yeah, but. I mean, it sounds hot, and you seem great, but I'm not . . . I don't want to wind up. . . I mean."

		"Look," said Rafaela. "She's a dummy we own. Well, that we own for a year. I don't know her, I don't really want to. You don't end up like that unless you start like that. I mean, I might pretend with you, or treat you a bit like her if you really want me to. But you're not that, and I'm not going to treat you like that."

		She shivered, and then she turned to look at Rafaela. Who looked back at her, and then leaned in and kissed her. The girl kissed back. She seemed a little unsteady on her feet—buzzed, but not completely drunk. Rafaela had been drinking, but she didn't seem like it at all. She certainly didn't make any false moves taking the girl's clothing off. And then she got the strap-on out of the cabinet over the sink, the one that was for girls who she was dating. Mari watched them kissing, and then Rafaela bent the girl over the cage and started to fuck her. There was a lost, dreamy look in the girl's eyes, and Mari looked up at them, not at all sure what she was feeling.

		Rafaela sighed. "Hey, dummy," she said. "This is Anna. We're seeing each other now. So start sucking on my girlfriend's tits while I fuck her. For fuck's sake."

		Anna's eyes were closed, and she was moaning a little at every thrust. Mari came up against the bars of her cage and started sucking Anna's breasts. They were firm and soft, with rock-hard nipples—Anna moaned louder at the touch of Mari’s lips and tongue.

		It didn't take long before Anna came, and Rafaela didn't stop fucking her, not until she came a second time. And then she laid her down on the futon that some of the guys had used to fuck Mari on, and the two of them made out, talking softly in between kisses. After a while, Rafaela helped her stand up, and they headed to the bedroom together. There was the faintest hint of a wink to Mari as she left.

		And that was it. Rafaela shut off the lights behind her, and Mari was left in the darkness of her cage, which was littered with condoms and smelled like sex. The sex the guys had been having with Mari, and the sex that Rafaela had been having with Anna.

		The next day, Mari was supposed to talk to Larissa, who'd probably want to know how things had been. That was going to be tricky to answer. Mari fell asleep trying to work it out, and the closest she got was, "mixed, and she was looking forward to whatever was coming next."
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