
Chopper had quickly learned that the best way to tell time in his dark and windowless cell was when the Master, or one of the strange beast-men he kept aboard his ship, came to massage his feet.  It had been three days since Chopper’s first interaction with the Master, and the soles of his feet which had at the time stung so horribly tears spilled from his eyes were finally now starting to feel normal.  Chopper had figured out the schedule for somebody to come and massage his soles was on an hourly schedule given that he got a brief glance of the outside deck every time the door opened.  The light changed minimally, and eventually turned to night.  He counted at least fifteen visits before nightfall came, and then at least nine more before the sun was up in the sky.

Sleep came infrequently.  Chopper was bound still.  He sat up on a literal pedestal wide enough to fit him but not to lay down.  If he tried to fall back and lay his ankles would pull and cut into the stocks binding his bare soles in place.  He was at least four feet off the ground, and in the dark could just barely make out the shake of the wooden stocks that the seastone collar around his neck made him too weak to even attempt to break.  He had been carried here by two beasts, either guards or prisoners Chopper could not tell, and settled in.  At the time, he had been exhausted and humiliated by his hundred lashes and could do little more than fight his tears.  Now his soles were near normal, yet still he remained trapped.


He had not been hurt since his first day.  Humiliated, degraded, and treated like a brainless animal, yes, but not hurt. The only pain came from his stupid attempts to free himself and hurt his already raw wrists which were still trapped behind his back in tightly wound rope.


Nine times out of ten, whenever the door opened it would be the Master.  Chopper had given up talking to him.  The only communication between the two came from the occasionaly gasp or whine his body involuntarily let out in the time they had together.  It didn’t help that the Master teased and toyed with every noise Chopper made, using his words like weapons to humiliate the already blushing reindeer.  His fingers had learned just where to touch Chopper’s massive and bare feet to make him react.


The worst part was; his feet were getting softer.


Chopper had suspected at first that the substance that was constantly rubbed into his feet upon every massage was some sort of lotion of healing remedy meant to treat the pain on his feet.  At first, it had worked, for it gave a great cooling sensation to the stinging.  However, even as the pain dulled the cream that was worked into his soles with nimble but strong fingers continued to pour on.  A deep massage that touched every inch of his soles was met with Chopper every hour on the hour.  Between his toes fingers would run and glide.  Fingertips would dig into his arches and teasingly tickle for just a moment, long enough for Chopper to gasp, and then return to massaging.  He knew how to, ironically, keep Chopper on his toes.  Just two days ago, the simple touch of a finger on the underside of his toes would make him feel strange.  Now, whatever had been massaged into his feet made even the slightest touch beg his body to giggle.  His two big toes were tied back, but even wiggling his freed toes made him feel uneasy.

On the rare occasion it wasn’t the Master who had come to massage Chopper’s feet, it was a beat-man.  Chopper had tried to talk to them, to plead and ask for a way out.  They never responded or looked to him, but simply worked at his soles with fingers much less skilled than the Masters at pressing his buttons.  Only the lion had ever spoken to him.


“Not supposed to talk to you,” The lion said.


The next visit was morning.  The Master came in without lotion and instead his riding crop.  He had spanked Chopper’s soles ten times on each foot without waking him up from whatever bit of sleep he had managed to get.  Chopper woke up in pain, yelling and gasping.  It was over fast, but the pain on his soles was only amplified by the newfound sensitivity he was given.


“Don’t speak to my servants,” The Master had said right before leaving.


Chopper kept his mouth shut, and wiggled his stinging toes slowly.


By what Chopper guessed was his third morning in captivity, a new problem was starting to set in.  More specifically a problem Chopper knew about but chose to ignore because his current situation was horrifying enough to distract him.  He was thirsty.  Hungry too, but thirsty beyond belief.  His tongue felt dry like cardboard and trying to swallow only hurt his aching throat.  He hadn’t been hungry like this in years, but the medical part of his brain was yelling at him to get some water.  He was dehydrated, and every drop of sweat that overtook his body in this boiling room was making it worse.  He had to drink something.


Chopper lasted three visits from the Master come morning.  At first he had vowed to keep his silence, to not give the Master some sickly satisfaction by making him beg.  He thought to himself surely this man wouldn’t let him die, not after showing such an infatuation for his soles.

Chopper felt sick at acknowledging that the man had such an appreciation for his feet, and quickly beat that feeling down.


On the third visit since dawn, the Master arrived with a mug sloshing with water.  He stood there and drank it slowly.  All of it. Water spilled and sloshed down the corners of his mouth and down to his bare chest where Chopper stared, half tempted to illogically lean forward and lick the bare skin of his captor.


The Master knew.  He was toying with Chopper.


“Oh, I’m sorry,” The Master said.  “Did you want some?”


Chopper pursed his lips, looked away, and then nodded.


“I’m sorry?”


“Yes…” Chopper mumbled, instantly wincing at his silence breaking.


“Hmmm,” The Master moved his hand forward and touched Chopper’s chin. Chopper thought about turning his head but surprisingly the man was strong and kept him in place.  His pinky finger went down and began to stroke at his neck.  “Perhaps I have been neglecting you a bit.”

Chopper hated this man.


“Tell you what,” The Master said.  A sickening grin crossed his face.  “We’ll play another game.  You loved the last one, didn’t you?”


Chopper didn’t reply.  He was afraid he would scream or shout or even curse like Zoro liked to do and it would steal away his chance at a drink.


“If you can last… say… five minutes of me tickling your feet, I’ll let you have all the water you want.”


“E… Excuse me?” Chopper asked.  His eyes widened.  His heart began to pound in his chest.  He knew the fear must have shown on his face as well as an annoying blush because the Master’s already sickening grin widened.


“What’s the matter?” The Master questioned.  “You love your feet being touched, don’t you? It is moaning you resist when I massage them, isn’t it?”


No. No. No. No. NO!


Chopper bit back his thoughts by biting his tongue.


“Yes, or no?” The Master asked, tightening his grip on Chopper’s jaw.


Chopper closed his eyes and tightened all his muscles. He hated this he hated this he HATED this!


“Yes…” He whispered.


“Yes what?” The Mast said.


“Yes you can… t… tickle me.”


Even the words made Chopper’s face flush.


The Master’s grin send a chill down Chopper’s spine.


It was then that Chopper understood the purpose of the stocks.  Even more so than the chair in which he had received lash after lash, here he was truly captive.  The way the ropes wrapped around his two big toes and pulled them back gave very little room to wiggle or free his feet from their bindings.  His ankles hurt from just how tightly bound the stocks themselves were.  As the Master approached them he ran his finger along the tips of them one by one.  Chopper realized with horrifying fear that he already was fighting the urge to laugh.  His feet flexed and soles scrunched the best they could.


The Master pulled a watch from his pocket, messed with it for a few seconds, and then set it down.


“Starting now,” He said.


The Master laid a single finger on the edge of Chopper’s foot near his arch and ran it up and down.

“A-Ahahaha!”


“Oh, already?”  The Master teased.  “One little finger? C’mon, I wanted a LITTLE more fighting than that!”

“A-Ahahaha!” Chopper continued to laugh.


Chopper suddenly understood what the Master had been doing so long massaging his feet.  Not only had he been softening them with the lotion, but he had been STUDYING them.  He had stared at each and every one of Chopper’s reactions to every touch and every spot preparing for this exact moment.  He had observed how Chopper’s muscles tightened and his lips quivered when his toes were rubbed.  He had taken note how Chopper fought to gasp when his arches were stroked.  He knew everything about Chopper’s captive, bound soles.


And Chopper had just given him permission to exploit them.


“Tickle tickle,” The Master teased as he settled three fingers down on either of Chopper’s feet and stroked down.  Over the balls of his feet they raced and settled on his arches where he scratched gently.  Chopper’s big toes burned as he desperately pulled at his feet to get them away from the tickling fingers.  His entire body was writhing now, giggling and trying to free himself.  Any attempts to stifle his sudden and gasping laughs were met with a finger poking or prodding a new location which ripped free a new string of giggles Chopper didn’t know he had in him.

Tickling had always been a soft spot for Chopper.  He had taken enough beatings in his life to leave him half an inch from death to understand his limits, but in all his training and efforts to catch up to his shipmates power he could never overcome something so simple and humiliating.  He was horribly, horribly ticklish.  So ticklish that so much as walking barefoot in his human form across the grassy deck of the Sunny made his feet feel strange.  So ticklish that once he had accidently fallen out of his hammock because Luffy thought it okay to tickle his bare feet that hung over the edge in his sleep.  Right now, this was true torture.


“A-AHAHAHA NOT THERE!” Chopper screeched.  Right now every single one of the Master’s fingers was running greedily against the underside of his pathetically wiggling toes.  Chopper tried with all his might to tug them shut but the Master grabbed all of them and pulled back, running his nails greedily against the soft, sensitive furry skin.  Chopper’s lungs hurt by how loud he was starting to laugh.  He thrashed in the stocks.  A string of begging mixed with his laughing as he steadily became more and more hysterical.

His feet were so soft.  His feet were so ticklish.  His feet were the most ticklish feet of any pirate in the world, surely.


The Master grabbed both of Chopper’s big toes and planted his face on his feet.  One strong lick upward, and Chopper nearly lost his mind.


“BA-AHAHAHAHAAHA!”


Just a few days ago the licking hadn’t been this horrible.  What the heck was in that lotion?  What on earth had made his feet so ticklish?  As lips greedily wrapped around his toes and suckled and pulled fingers ran against the arches and Chopper felt tears pool in his eyes.  The lips greedily sucked at his large toes as though somehow the Master was feeding from them, and eventually he was running his tongue along the tightening arches.  He planted his face in full and took in a long, deep breath.


The timer went off on the Master’s pocket watch.  With great reluctance and a final kiss against Chopper’s big toe he pulled his face away and wiped at his lips with the back of his hand.  Chopper was twitching slightly and still giggling.  Somehow a tear had slipped past his eye and he was trembling slightly.


“N-No more…” Chopper whimpered.  “Plhehese…”


Chopper felt lightheaded when the stocks were unclasped.  He was pushed off his pedestal and fell to the floor without even attempting to catch himself.  He lay there gasping and trying to hide his soles against the floor to avoid any more tickling.  He closed his eyes and tried desperately to catch his breath.  It was as though all the energy had been sucked out of him.  His toes were wet and still vibrating with the sensation of a tongue lashing over them.  He gasped once and felt his body wrack with the threat of a cry.  His face was hot and blushing.


The Master walked around slowly.  Eventually he settled his boots in front of Chopper and the reindeer recoiled slightly, his back pressing against the base in which he had just fallen from.  Something was set down in front of him.  He looked.  It was a dog bowl.  It was brimming with water.


“Drink,” The Master said.


“B… But…”


“Do you want water, or not?” The Master questioned.


Chopper’s eyes stung more.


Somehow Chopper got to his knees despite his wrists still bound to his back.  He scooched over to the bowl and stared at it.  He wanted to refuse.  He wanted to say he didn’t need it.  But the truth was, he desperately needed it.  With a shaking body he leaned down, pressing his lips to the base.  He sucked at the water from the dog bowl, licking his tongue against the water and nearly gasping with relief at the cool sensation running through his mouth.  He drank, drank, drank, and when he began to cough he still tried to drink.  He drank the entire bowl, and when he was done he licked greedily at the sides and base hoping to get more.  He was gasping when he was done, closing his eyes and hoping that his blush wasn’t too strong.

He just drank from a dog bowl at the feet of his captor.


The Master got down on one knee and took Chopper by the chin.  He forced Chopper to look up.  Again, his eyes and smile spoke a truer evil and slimy nature than words ever could.


“Now,” The Master said.  “What will you do to get food?”  
