
By Birthright: Calm

By TerraMGP


“Waterpark!”

The shout stunned Harper. The water deer sat in the midst of the grand main room of her Mistress’ suite. The doe was in awe of it. Cool marble floors with lush lovely rugs. Soft couches and exquisite hand-crafted paintings. Even with her memories mostly eroded by whatever the slaves had done to her, the deer was fairly sure she’d never seen anything as amazing in her whole life. She knew right away what a lavish monument to tasteful New Avalon Luxury it really was.


She looked for several long moments at the  door to her Mistress’ bedroom. Her paws awkwardly fumbled with the ends of a simple blue and green one-piece swimsuit. Mistress Katie had spent the whole night last night leaving Harper on a rather wicked torture device. The poor doe’s most intimate holes sounded and fucked relentlessly. A massive rubber ball gag behind her doofy fangs to muffle her screams. Hours of her owner’s synthesized voice on a loop calling her degrading names to help keep her busy when Mistress went to sleep in her nice soft bed.


And yet Mistress had insisted that Harper change in the living room. That it was somehow indecent to see her naked while they were doing so. Never mind what had happened the night before.


The doe looked back at the pile of gifts resting under the holoprojector’s artfully crafted emitter array. The box she’d been sent in lay there, open and unused. A simple tool to transport a toy, no different than every other wrapped up box. Very likely not even the most expensive thing there. That thought made her squirm. It also made her wonder just how much the doe did or didn’t know.


“Hey! I said Waterpark!” Katie’s voice jolted the poor deer out of her seat. She collapsed on the ground and looked up. Much to her own shock she had already covered her modest chest. Katie giggled and tugged at the floaty foam ring around her midsection. The royal blue lines on her silvery swimsuit lighting up and flickering along with her emotional state.


“You still aren’t dressed yet, Harper?” Katie snickered.


“I donno if this fits me, Mistress.” The doe whimpered “I mean I tried putting my arms in but it’s kinda tight. I’m pretty sure I’mma break it.” Her lisp and the feel of her braces on her tongue were not comfortable for the doe. That much told her something. Maybe. The fact that she felt this ashamed with Mistress gazing at her body told her far more.


Mercifully the princess moved around behind her pet and began to tug on the arm bands for the suit. She guided the slave’s arms in the way one might when dressing a small child. Another added layer of humiliation, though not one Katie seemed to realize was even there.


“There we go.” Katie nodded “I don’t think It’s that tight on you. Maybe you’re just used to bikinis or something.”

“I wouldn’t know, Mistress.” Harper lisped.


“That’s probably what it is.” The oblivious chipmunk nodded her mop of red hair and tussled her toy’s brown headfur with a snicker.


Not long after both girls would find themselves resting in a rather large shadow. They both turned at once, looking up at the comparatively small squirrel maid who stood over them, rugged yet stylish designer tote over one shoulder and a beach parasol in the other. Natty’s soft brown fur contrasted sharply with the near vantablack V cut she wore. Offset only by a rather goofy looking set of neon green polymer sandals.


“Not one word.” Natty muttered as she fidgeted with her sunglasses.


Both princess and pet struggled to stifle their laughter. The annoyance on the maid’s face growing as the older girl glanced off to the side. “I didn’t think the little miss would wish to go to the water park when there are  plenty back home. Better ones, I may add. So naturally I didn’t pack any appropriate footwear.”

“Footwear?” Katie blinked “But you’re supposed to be barefoot in a water park.”

“Yes, Miss. But we have to ‘get’ to the waterpark first. It’s not like our lift takes us directly there. I mean you don’t exactly plan on running around barefoot all the… of  course you do. Why am I even surprised.” The maid sighed and slipped her rump on the couch. Katie leaning ever so slightly to catch a glimpse into Natty’s bag. For a moment the squirrel almost hoped the younger girl was seeking a peek at something else. Though naturally that couldn’t be the case.


“Well” Katie sighed. “I’m not gonna make you go barefoot if you don’t wanna. I know how you are about germs and getting your paws hurt.”

“So Can I wear-” Harper started in


“No, Pet.” Katie sighed. “You can’t wear those shoes you like to the water park. Seriously I don’t know why anyone would program that into you in the first place.”

“Kay-” Harper whined dejectedly. The sadness hanging just long enough for Katie to pull herself up and tug the deer up with her.


Natty soon joined the other two and gave each a subdued once-over. Careful to ensure that the suits fit well. “Now remember.” The maid chided “When we are down there, we are simply passengers like anyone else. The last thing we need is a security breach from someone suspecting that Princess Katie is who she is.”

“Wait, but won’t people know anyhow?” Harper chimed in


“Nah, not really.” Katie chirped “There are lots of chipmunks out there. Lotsa redheads too. Plus everyone thinks of me as ‘Katherine’. It’s like how Lady Runa’s big brother used to take her and her sister out among the common people all the time when she was little. People don’t think a royal is actually gonna go out like that.”

Natty nodded her approval “And even if they did, security has been alerted. But since you aren’t used to keeping your trap shut, little doe. It seemed only fitting to remind you. Don’t go around calling her princess or bragging about how you’re the personal pain doll to our beloved monarch. As far as anyone is concerned, she’s just another middling little lordling among the others there, having a good time at the-”

“WATERPARK!” Katie Squealed


“Yes…” Natty sighed “the water park”
--------------------


Simulated sunlight and blue sky hung overhead. Warm white sugary sands ran from the composite paving stones at the entrance all the way out to the water. Everything about the Lost Island waterpark was designed to give patrons the illusion of being planetside. The whole thing would have been impressive enough on land. A large artificial island at its core opened to a crystal clear lagoon with various slides and rides going all the way to a sandy shoreline where parents and guardians sat lounging on chairs or blankets. Slides rolled down and blended in to different parts of the island while carefully designed rock formations and plantlife created a natural-seeming jungle gym swarmed by cubs and teens alike.


There was even a large sphere of water hanging up above one of the deeper swimming areas. It looked for all the world to be suspended in midair. A trick executed with the help of some high end clear polymers and some basic optical camouflage materials. Inside of that sphere swimmers in gill masks frolicked and played without a care in the world. 


Natalya Ione Polley had become a near coinsure of such amusements by now. They were one of the things outside of Yggdrasil’s heir apparent which seemed to interest her Mistress. When she was younger the squirrel maid had begrudgingly gone along with the antics and worn herself out for the sake of her Little Miss’ entertainment.


As a teen, especially as she neared the end of those years, Natty found herself unable to fully invest such enthusiasm. Oh sure, she’d participate if asked. But that was the key difference now. ‘If asked’. The squirrel maid was naturally at the service of her princess. That didn’t mean she had any intention of exhausting herself in childish play. Especially not with the new girl to help serve as a play companion.


The trio were among hundreds within the park. Princess Katie and Harper both led the way. The duo had snagged most of the belongings before Natty could even protest and were too busy talking for the squirrel to chime in about how improper it was for Katie to carry anything. Natty herself trailed behind as the three hit the sand. Her sandals squeaked with each step. She carried a basket and umbrella with her, the latter holding an array of freshly printed gourmet foods for the day.


Princess Katie had spent most of the walk down bouncing between topics. Most of those topics seemed to circle back around to Runa Jarlsdottr of Yggdrasil. The eternal object of the Little Miss’ affections. Now and then the talk circled back around to aspects of the waterpark itself. Historical facts about water parks, how this one compared to many of the others they’d seen in the past, future projects from various subsidiary companies on other worlds, a few of which Katie likely didn’t even realize she owned. All the while the doe-eyed waterdeer fawn nodded her head and strained to soak up every word like a sponge. No topic was too inane. No over-excited tangent or scattered thought too banal. There was nothing but a rapt adoration in the slave’s eyes. Something Natty had to admit made her feel a little jealous.


The three girls finally stopped at an arbitrary patch of mostly clear beach. Natty jammed the umbrella deep into the sand and popped it open, taking the towels from among the bundle Harper had grabbed with her and tossing them out in a perfectly straight line only a properly trained and augmented maid could possibly manage. The other various water toys and play objects were dumped haphazardly about and the two girls grinned proudly at Natty who was quick to give each girl a small pat on the head for their work.


“Ok then, wrists out!” Natty chimed in a sing-song voice. Katie happily presented her left wrist. Harper looked on confused for a long moment before finally parroting the action, briefly offering up her right hand before shifting it to the left.


A simple polymer bracelet snapped around each girl’s wrist with a click. Katie’s smile widened, while Harper gazed at the trinket in bewilderment.


“What is this, Mistress?” she lisped though her bared fangs.


“An added security measure.” Katie lectured.


Natty smiled and nodded “Everyone here has them. It’s because things are so big and chaotic. This provides a way for anyone with the right code to know where the wearer is at all times. Just in case somehow someone’s data jack gets damaged. Or there’s a kidnapping attempt. A lot of wealthy people here after all.”

Princess Katie’s grin grew as she nodded and looked at Harper with what had to pass for stony determination to the chipmunk maiden. “This place is a lot safer than it looks. But this also keeps track of your vitals. Medical drones and first responders can reach someone in less than a minute if they get hurt. Lifeguards, too. Plus they look really cool! I have a whole collection of them back home!”

“Most people simply recycle them.” Natty sighed, rolling her eyes as she glanced at the cheap band of brightly colored pink around her little miss’ wrist. Harper’s was lime green, and the one Natty herself wore a garish purple.


“I’ll print a new rack so you can start one too!” Katie chimed in excitement “Ohh, I wonder if Lady Runa has anything like that. I bet she’d like it. It’s like a sword rack. Big Brother uses a sword rack for all of his swords. I told you he collects them, right?”

Natty tuned out the conversation a bit, instead going to the collection of items they’d gotten. Grabbed a pair of decorative foam floaties and carefully jammed them on to the water deer girl. Mindwiped as she was the newly activated little slave at least seemed to have the good sense to be a bit embarrassed by the childish things. “I don’t remember seeing anything about swimming lessons in your programming outline.” Natty sighed “So stay close to Miss Katie. And it is Miss Katie or ‘Miss’ while we are here. Katie may be fine too. But no opening your mouth about things you should not.”

That much at least should be easy. One thing that had been listed on Harper’s slave crate was that she was programmed to withhold information she was told to keep secret, even under the most extreme torture. Thus it was unlikely that even the scatterbrained little companion would be able to mess that up. Fortunately the princess, for all of her eccentricities, was always good about simply blending in. If the squirrel had to guess, she figured that may be more what the Little Miss wished for anyways. She smiled at that thought. Perhaps it was exactly that humility which saw the Lord fit to place such a kind soul in the royal family.


“So you’re not going to come with us, Miss Natty?” Harper quizzed as she cocked her head to one side.


“Nuh uh.” Katie shook her head and grinned “She’ll come play later. For now she’s gonna watch the stuff and catch up on her cooking shows.”

Natty blushed furiously at that and bit her lip. “Well it is a maid’s duty at our level to know real cooking. One cannot simply rest on her laurels after all.”

“Yuh huh.” Katie snickered “So all those cooking competition shows? Like the one where high level chefs have to start out with random stuff from food printers? Or the one where the lady gives out sabotages and they only get to take home what they don’t use to buy decent tools?”

“A-adversity builds creativity.” Natty huffed. Without another word she turned to the pile of items once more and pulled out a thin foam pillow. A few button pushes and magnetic clamps on either end released, letting the foam slowly inflate into a nice plush triangle. One which would easily keep the squirrel’s body propped up in a comfortable half-upright position. “Anyways. I will be watching you both. I’ll also come in a bit later, as the Little Miss said. But for now you two can go have some fun. Maybe burn off the plate left over of duck wings you had this morning in place of a real breakfast.”

“Yes Natty!” Katie’s sing-song tone far less mocking than it was probably intended to be. Without a word the princess grabbed hold of Harper’s hand and dragged the stunned doe out into the artificial lagoon. 


Natty watched the two splash into the crush of privileged kids and more than a few overly-energetic adults. 


That done the squirrel laid back and waved a hand, letting two AR windows pop up. One showing her charge and the little tag-along doe. The other one paused at a familiar title screen.


She tapped the air where the play icon rested and leaned back, humming away at the familiar old starting noise while a dapper looking vole began interacting with some traditional puppets and explaining some science behind cooking real meat.

--------------------


Simulations were a funny thing. Many people took it for granted how easy it was to Dive. To simply hook up one’s data jack to a port and lose yourself in a virtual world of infinite possibilities. Admittedly those possibilities were somewhat marred for the lower classes. The poor often had to make due with centuries-old and utterly outdated connections. Sometimes putting health or even life on the line for a decent hit of a fantasy better than this reality. For someone like Princess Katherine it was easier to get such adventures. She could experience some of the best that money could buy. Yet there was always something different about reality. The sights, the sounds, the tastes and smells. An active mind had so much to grasp from even a simple interaction with their surroundings.


This was even more true in places where care and attention to detail were taken by the paws of careful craftsmen. The thought flittered though the back of Katie’s mind along with a dozen others as she climbed up a webbed netting of bio-engineered vines. She looked down at Harper from her perch near the top. The poor doe was struggling to get her footing stuck down at the bottom of the little cliff they’d run up. Her arms were wrapped around one of the vines and she was struggling like crazy not to get her flaoties tangled up in it.


“Come on, I think I saw a cool cave up near the top.” Katie cooed. 


The deer girl whined loudly and shook her head. Her arms and legs fumbling and flailing between attempts to reach for a higher rung and the imminent fear of falling all of a meter on to her butt.


The princess had no such worries. Like any good chipmunk she was up the vines and sitting on the ledge above her pet with a grin on her face, looking down at the girl with an encouraging smile. The doe looked up fearfully and returned it while swinging in place. It was enough for her to finally pull herself up another rung. Then another. Poor Harper inch-wormed herself up along the vines until finally she pulled herself up beside her owner.


“You did great!” Katie beamed, patting her pet on the head. She giggled when Harper looked up at her and smiled a big, doofy fanged smile. It took a few more moments before the princess felt ready to help her poor tired pet up. 


“It’s gonna be bad trying to climb back down again, Mistress.” Harper lisped.


“Don’t worry.” Katie giggled “We’re not climbing back down. We’re going down the slide.” 


Harper’s eyes went wide as saucers. They traced up the several tiers they had yet to climb of the artificial island. Looking up to the top. There were several slides dotted around the thing. Katie gazed at those big eyes and the cute look of shock. She was sure her pet was just as excited as her, and was quick to grab her by both paws and help her up.


Katie giggled happily at her pet’s reaction. She was so distracted that the munk didn’t even see the small crush of furs crashing their way along the not-too-narrow cliff side. Katie herself felt a rough shove from someone walking carelessly behind her. The munk girl’s body hammering in to Harper and knocking her off of the edge.


She watched in horror as her pet fell backwards the three meter drop down. The water deer girl thudded into the ground below, her body twitching a moment. Katie could feel terror crushing her heart. Her body lurching forwards in a fruitless effort to grab the girl. A soft cough thankfully broke the tension at last, reminding the princess that many of the ‘rocks’ here were in fact smart padding which would turn non-Newtonian in the event of a rapid fall or impact. She watched Harper rolling on to her side and coughing as the poor doe tried to get wind back into her lungs. Stunned, but unharmed.


“Are you ok?” The Princess’ voice cracked. She scampered her way down to the doe and helped her sit up. In spite of knowing how safe such a fall would be due to years of her own experiences, Katie still made a careful search of the ground and Harper’s head to ensure there was no blood. Her fingers began poking at the pet’s spine and ribs as she methodically looked for any sort of pain reaction.


“Ow, ow! Owwww. M-mistress please.” Harper lisped while wiggling around helplessly.


“Oh gosh, you’re hurt?” Katie yelped


“Well yeah, you’re poking me!” The doe whined back. Her body slumped a bit afterwards and she hung her head “S-sorry.” She lisped


Katie threw her arms around the girl and kissed her cheek hard, hugging as tight as she could. This affection lasted for a few long, comforting moments before the princess pulled herself up and snagged hold of Harper’s paw. Her eyes narrowing a bit “Come on.” She said insistently. No explanation offered to the slave. Katie wasting little time in making Harper scramble her way up the netting and follow her along the path up towards the top of the island.


It wasn’t hard to pick out those responsible. A large crowd of a half-dozen teens standing there waiting impatiently in line while a small AR display helped regulate when kids were to go down based on the order they arrived. Katie marched her way up to the clique. She grabbed the nearest one. A teen bobcat boy in blue trucks with ornate cybernetic forearms who snarled as he was interrupted.


“The fack do you want, brat?” The boy spat before Katie could even get a word out.


The chipmunk girl huffed loudly and stomped her foot, refusing to back down an inch “You knocked us over back there! You owe her an apology!” The princess pointed to Harper. The bashful doe simply standing there and shuffling from foot to foot while she sought to avoid any eye contact.


“Who are these herbs” A hawk girl in a string bikini snickered while looking between Katie and Harper. The thick, posh Albion accent oozed with contempt and superiority.


“Donno, babe.” the bobcat shrugged


A Doberman boy leaned in over the bobcat’s shoulders and sniffed the air contemptuously. “Maybe that’s the thing you tripped over while we were walking up here, Cliff.” The canine snickered “I bet they’re coming up here to say sorry.”

“Is that so?” The bobcat grinned wider and leaned down until he was looming over Katie. “That it, princess? Your friend here trying to apologize?”

It was a common insult Katie got when incognito. Part of her felt rather badly for any red-headed chipmunk girl out there. Especially those named ‘in honor’ of her. Not that it should matter. These types of thugs shouldn’t be countenanced no matter who they attacked. The girl made this point by leaning in and giving a hard shove to the feline boy. A shove which barely budged him back. Even then, likely more due to surprise than any true physical force “How dare you be so mean to her!” Katie snapped “What makes big stupid bullies like you think you can just get away with pushing people around? All you had to do was ask us to move or let us know you were there.”

The speech was cut short by one of those mechanical paws wrapping around the soaked bundle of coppery headfur the princess sported. She was hoisted up on her tiptoes by the feline who took a couple of steps towards the water slide. Katie kicked and flailed the whole way in spite of the pain it caused her.


“Listen here, brat. My father’s a viscount. Cliff Redstone can do whatever he wishes. If some borderline class 2 dork and her little loser friend aren’t smart enough to keep their eyes out for their betters then that’s not my concern.


“Let her go!” A frizzy ball of waterdeer charged head-long at the bobcat. She made it a good deal of the way forwards before a not-so-stray foot slipped out before her legs and sent Harper tumbling end over end planting once again on her back.


Cliff scoffed and glanced at the fawn, before turning his attention back to Katie. “I guess runts stick up for each other.” He laughed “Don’t worry though, girly. I’ll be sure to figure out just who’s family you belong to. Someone has to pick up the tab for you brats assaulting us after all. But first…”

The mechanical hand pulled back


It never fell


Katie winced as she braced for the impact which didn’t come. Both of her paws gripped the arm holding her while she fidgeted and squirmed. When her eyes opened again, she glanced up to see Natty standing there. The panting squirrel holding the boy’s other arm by the wrist. A hateful, furious look in her eyes.


“What exactly do you think you’re doing here, sir?” The word dripped with a sea of venom. Natty may not have been that much older than Katie, and she certainly wasn’t bigger than the boy. However she held a menace which seemed to make her loom well over him.


“The hell are you supposed to be?” The feline scoffed “Big sister or something?”

“I am the Little Miss’ guardian on this trip. And I’ve already informed the security staff about this little ‘incident.” Natty growled “I suggest you release her now.


The hawk girl from nearby scoffed loudly “or what?” She called out


“Or it will be worse for you than it already is.” Natty said simply. “You do realize that there are security drones everywhere around here, correct? Your actions were all recorded. If you let her go now things may go easier on you.”

Cliff capitulated. His paw opened slowly and he turned to Natty. The sculpted feline puffed his chest out and smirked a confident little smirk as he gazed down at her. “Sure about that? You really think some low breed and her babysitter are going to scare me? I’m captain of my school’s jousting club. I’ve taken on squires. What, am I supposed to think you’re some chromed up little gun bunny ready to blow my head of if I make a wrong move?”

Natty’s smile grew a bit more. The squirrel leaning in closer. “Oh no, not at all. I lack any sort of real combat augmentation. Hardly augmented at all in fact. But would you like to know what I am?”

The boy leaned in. Confidently staring the maid down. His crossed arms tensing, preparing to strike.


“What?” He purred wickedly


“Dry!”

Katie watched the whole thing in awe. Natty’s back foot lacing its Achilles tendon against his. A carefully calculated shove to the middle of his chest. The boy went down smack dab in the small pool which sat at the top of the waterslide. He flailed helplessly for a moment while the waters and the slippery materials carried him over the edge. On his back, head first, streaking down the massive winding ride.


In truth Natty wasn’t quite dry. It was in fact very clear that she’d had to swim up to the island proper based on her fur and suit still being damp. Katie still snickered in awe at the line. Not to mention the calm her beloved maid showed on her face as she turned to the others. “I suggest you all go after him. If only to avoid any trouble when actual security arrives.”

The other teens were quick to make their way down the slide. A couple even deciding to simply turn and try to climb back down.


Katie sighed and made her way over to Harper, helping the doe up and dusting her butt off carefully.


“How did you do that, Miss Natty?” Harper lisped


Natty shrugged and cast a small smile to Katie. Katie beamed it back and hugged her doe tight for several long moments. “Are you ok?” The deer whimpered “Like really ok?”

Harper nodded and whimpered a small ‘yes Mistress’ while sinking into those arms. 


Katie giggled and looked back at natty before running up to hug the older girl “That was insanely cool! I bet that big dope will think twice before picking on someone again.”

There was a deep blush on the squirrel girl’s cheeks. She nodded and gave Katie a check over similar to the one Katie had given Harper not a few moments ago. It made the munk girl blush a bit and fidget at the rough pokes and prods. 


“You seem fine, Miss.” Natty smiled “So all is well. But I suggest the two of you find something other than the waterslides to occupy your time for a bit.”

The suggestion only cased the hyper munk girl to grip her maid’s paws tight and give her a tug. “You mean ‘we’ do something else.” She corrected happily “Now come on. I was just gonna go show Harper the cave area!”

