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Chapter 01
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Abigail Olter had just turned 19 years old and currently lived with her friend, David, in the middle of downtown Steelsoul. The tall concrete jungle had a strangely empty atmosphere. The large buildings had been transformed into megablocks that had hundreds of apartments, as well as grocery stores, restaurants, and entertainment venues.

The air outside was toxic to those that didn’t get the monthly injections, and only a few of the blocks had clean air inside.

The way the city of Steelsoul prevented people from leaving was most cruel. Money was not something that was used a lot. Everyone had a Steel-Acc, a device that worked as a digital wallet. To live in the city, you didn’t need much of a starting fund. There were limited options for those without money, but they still got a place to sleep, and food.

Opting out was a different story as they basically became the property of the city. In Abigail’s case, it wasn’t quite as severe. She came from a lower middle-class family, so she could afford an opt-out service that would just require her to commit to 6 months of work wherever the board members for the city’s Manor of Law would choose. That, as well as a hefty sum of cash.
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The streets were getting dangerous. The cost of injections kept rising, so crime had become a necessity for a lot of people as a secondary source of income.

Abigail, or Abby to those that knew her, had heard of more and more cases of women disappearing in the streets. Tonight, she nearly fell prey to the horrible and unknown fate that so many girls had been victims of. A masked man, clad in black, had stepped into a puddle, and the sound was all she needed to turn and run.
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Moments after she started sprinting, she heard the footsteps of someone giving chase. The man was faster than her, but she wasn’t that far from the entrance to her block.

She slammed her ID card against the scanner, and the heavy steel door opened for her.
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She leapt through the door and shouted, “Emergency close!”

Thanks to her quick thinking and good stamina, she had just barely made it to safety. The masked man yelled angrily, giving her a brief impression of the man’s twisted and violent plans for his next catch.
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Abby had been working out daily the last two years. She’d had a close call a while back, and ever since, she had made up her mind to never be a victim.
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One by one, her friends had stopped contacting her. They’d disappeared into thin air. No one reported on the disappearance of girls, and they weren’t allowed to. The city’s Manor of Law had ruled that it caused a general unrest, and thus, reporting on such matters became illegal. One of many laws that had slowly turned the city of Steelsoul into a hell on earth.
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The girl was shaking, her foot tapping rapidly as she tried to calm herself. She had gotten away, again, and this was making her blood boil. How had it come to this? The city was a dark forest, full of hunters. She was prey…
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She heard the hum of the antagonizing overseer drone. She turned and yelled at it. She just shouted profanities, tearing into it, blaming it for the terrible state of danger and lack of safety.
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It, of course, responded with cold logic and threatened the girl with fining her if she wouldn’t stop yelling.
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Abby was able to stop herself from exploding, she had quite the willpower and it was used to holding her tongue. It did hurt nonetheless, and she wasn’t done addressing the drone. She complained to it, demanding layers of security, demanding turrets outside, countermeasures to the rising criminal activity. But, of course, the cost alone made this a hopeless cause.
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“I take it your jog wasn’t nice?” A voice spoke from behind the girl. She turned around and finally dropped her shoulders. Abby rushed over and gave her friend a warm hug. Shaking from anger and fear still, she could release her pent-up feelings and forget about the recent fright.

[image: ]

David was like a brother to her. Her late father had somewhat adopted him, even if he was 20 years old when he was brought into the family folds. When her father had died, he’d made David promise to protect and look after Abby.
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Abigail was strutting around in her underwear, still worked up from the scary event outside. She couldn’t relax, she couldn’t shower yet. She needed to work out more. It was a coping mechanism for her. The more afraid she was, the more she would grind away at the dumbbells, the more push-ups she would tough it out through.
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Using one of David’s devices, she did a set of sit-ups, blasting music through her headset while David watched. He was extremely protective of Abby, but he knew that she hated when others tried to keep her locked up inside. She needed to be active, and she had an irrepressible sense of freedom that no one could take from her.
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Halfway through her set, David couldn’t help himself. Seeing the sweaty girl hanging from the bar, he felt a little mischievous and stepped behind her.

“The neighbors love to watch you train, Abby” He chuckled, teasingly lowering her panties a little while she was hanging high up in the air.
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“David, don’t be we…” Abby was interrupted when David forced her legs apart.

“Time for you to stretch, Abby. If not, you’ll be thrashing about in bed again. I need to sleep tonight. Maybe the neighbors will enjoy this too” He said through a smirk as he roughly kneaded her thighs while spreading them wide. Abby groaned, she felt the fabric dig into her sex.
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“S…Stop…” She said through gritted teeth
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“It’s not funny…” She mumbled through her frown. She was doing some last stretches on their bed.

“Heh. If you didn’t like it, then you should’ve made me stop. You keep saying that people only respect force. Maybe you should practice what you preach, Abby…” He jabbed. David was always very carefree. He always acted very familiar around her, not really giving her personal space much thought, but he was loyal and kind hearted. Even if he was acting a bit strange lately.
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The two had no idea that the new air condition system was pumping other things than air through their apartment. Humanity had left the ruling part of the world a long time ago. There was a reason for David’s increasing boldness.



Abby was snoring. She had finally removed the headset and was fast asleep. Finally, as the drool gathered in the left crease of her lazy mouth, the man rolled over and made short work of the girl’s top.

Abby was a deep sleeper, and even more so after having worked out. When she was sore and aching from her workout, she wouldn’t be as fast asleep as she usually would, which is why he felt the need to help her stretch out and give her as deep sleep as possible. Evil? Maybe. But how could he not? She kept flaunting her immaculate skin to him, how was he supposed to get a good night’s rest when sleeping next to such a provocative creature?
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Testing her slit, he began drawing circles around the girl’s pink pearl. Abby moaned and moved around a bit in her sleep. Her chest was flushing a little and heating up. He smiled, it was obvious they both were enjoying themselves. This wasn’t wrong, this was just healthy. Or, at least that’s what he told himself to justify what he was doing.

He kept playing with the sleeping girl’s body…

* * *

Abby woke up with a gasp. She looked around, trembling. Was it just a dream?
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She rolled over and noticed David with his shirt on. It was just a dream then. She rested a hand on his muscular chest. Regardless of how much she worked out, David was a tank compared to her physique.
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She caught another half an hour of sleep while holding around David before she tore herself away. Was she feeling something? Why did she dream about that? She felt more disgusted and nervous than anything else as she cursed herself in her head. He was like a brother to her. Undressing, she then headed to the shower to clear her head. At least the worst part was behind her.

[image: ]

Or so she though, at least.
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Stepping into the shower, Abby sighed. What was going on with her?

[image: ]

She felt so tense and stirred up. Warm in her body, her crotch making it known to her that she needed to find some company soon. She pushed it all away from the forefront of her mind as she let the water cool her down.
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After a refreshing shower, she stepped into the bedroom where David was slowly waking up. Drying herself carelessly in front of the man, she gave him an encouraging “’morning David.”
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He scooted to the edge of the bed and leaned forward. “C’mere” he said with his arm extended.

Abigail hesitantly stepped closer. She wasn’t sure why since David was most likely just going to prank her or something. But, to her surprise, he didn’t. He just placed a hand around her right glute and shared a warm smile.
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“You seem to be in good spirits, Abby. Glad you’re not too messed up from last night’s jog, or aching from the workout” He said, massaging her backside. Abby wasn’t sure how to even react to this. He wasn’t a very touchy-feely person, so this was a new side of him.

“Well. It was thanks to you, I suppose. I jest and complain, but you’re a true frie…” She paused as he stood up, stepping closer to the girl. She tried to take a step back, but his hold around her butt kept her close.

“It’s time I help ya some more. Ya were moaning and shifting around in yar bed a lot. Was hard to sleep with you breathing sensually down my neck…” He said as he brought his right hand down to the girl’s crotch.

Abby pushed against his face. “Don’t touch me!” She scoffed, trying to wriggle free from his strong hold. His grasp around her ass only strengthened.
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“Now. Calm down, no need to be so violent. We both want this!” He growled, two fingers suddenly plunging into her sex. Abby let out a startled whimper as she tensed up more and fought back. Clawing at him to stop. She did not want to play this fucked-up game of his.

He had just crossed a line and she wanted nothing to do with this.

“Come here, bitch! ’Bout time I get to fuck that preppy cunt of yours! I have done nothing but support and help, and in the end, that’s all fucking forgotten about the moment I want something in return?!!” He roared at her as he grabbed the girl by the base of her ponytail and marched her across the floor.

[image: ]

Sharp lights were illuminating the room as the atmosphere turned nightmarish. The neighbors that could often get glimpses of the somewhat exhibitionism from the girl were now given a front row seat to far more…
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Several months later, Abby stood in a rundown apartment. It was finally time. She had a meeting with the human handlers. This was her last chance. She couldn’t run again. If she did, she’d spend the rest of her life in a mining colony. She did not want to be shipped to a place like Sarendawn.
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She was very warm, but she had learned to live in many layers of clothes. She looked like a weirdo, but at least her unwanted attractive features were hidden from the eyes of the men around her. She hadn’t bought clothes to look good since the accident.

Walking through the warm streets, there weren’t many people around. Ever since she ran from the large city, she had come to like the less crowded cities. She had a debt that she needed to pay, and it would likely take most of her life, but she was more interested in finding a workplace that wouldn’t strip her of her humanity.
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She had heard relatively good things about farmwork. The more conservative districts usually kept to how things used to be handled. A while back, they would be the less attractive work locations as the progressive society had developed past the archaic attitudes of old, but nowadays, it was the opposite.

Entering the building, Abigail walked past two men that were in the process of leaving. One of them looked at her and chuckled, the other one just marched out while fuming.
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Approaching the other two men standing by a table, she nervously looked around. This place was less a modern office and more a dilapidated interrogation room.

“Music off” One man said as he pointed for her to sit down while he yanked the headset off of her.
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Stowing it away, he fetched a paper slip while the other man spoke to her. Their accents were thick and they were obviously from the other side of the continent.

“We are here to appraise your value, to find a proper place for you to be assigned. You know us, you know what we do. You been doing this for months by now.” There wasn’t a question attached.

A letter was placed down in front of her.
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“You’ve been abusing the system and have been leeching off of the welfare of the state. You must be punished before you are reassigned. Now. Stand up, remove your jacket, and keep your arms down at the side.”

Abby obeyed without any smartass commentary. She knew far too well that she had gotten all she could out of the charity of the country, and was now left to do exactly as she was told. A nervous shiver took hold as they spoke of punishment.

One man grabbed a strange glowing device. He ensured it was held the right way while the other man rubbed against Abby’s lower waist.
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He pushed her pants a little down before he hoisted her shirt up, grabbing a firm hold of Abigail’s right breast as he gave her a cold smirk. The way the two went about this, it was obvious that they had done it a lot before.

She whimpered a little as the man pressed the device against her skin below her navel. It was cold, but it didn’t really hurt.
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A vibration of her nethers could be felt as the cold tendrils of the mark that had been placed upon her spread out, turning into a pink symbol that glowed on her skin.

“There. You won’t be able to hide from us again now, child.” The man that gave her the mark inspected it, pulling her pants lower. Abigail bit her nails as fear coated her face. She was shaking nervously, but the men didn’t seem to care much.
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“Okay… Hands behind your back, make sure your top doesn’t fall down, if it does, we’ll just tear it off” The man said, giving the girl a firm threat as he positioned a camera in front of her.

She did as she was told. From what she’d heard, these men could destroy her life if they felt like it, and they would not face any consequences from doing so. They held true power, and she did not want to test them. She did everything they said, and tried to not look too afraid. Even if she was shaking. But, it was business as usual for them.

[image: ]

Her lower waist tingled. Something felt strange. The thought of having her skin exposed like this gave her an unusual feeling. One she would need time to fully digest.

Progress was fast and she was thankful for that. After a few snaps of her, they removed the camera and told her to grab the letter.

Being escorted to the door, they gave her a large bag.

“Your purse no longer is yours. All your belongings will now be that bag, and the letter. Fuck up again, and we’ll take away everything… Everything” The man said, ensuring that she realized exactly what he meant.
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Abigail nodded. “Y…Yes sirs. I understand. Than… Thank you” She said awkwardly as she was rushed to the door and shoved out.
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Burying her face in her hand, Abby was overcome by a wave of emotions. She groaned audibly as she massaged her temple.

[image: ]

Feeling a refreshing breeze blow past, she shivered, lowering her hand as there was something different…

“W…” Goosebumps surged across her exposed skin. She hadn’t been out in public wearing this little since the accident. But, something was weird about it. Her left arm slowly fell down, and she pushed her pants a little more down.

Why did this feel so… good? So liberating?
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She was breathing heavy and bated breaths, her chest warming up. Every inch she revealed, a powerful and rewarding surge would pulsate through her body, starting from her upper pubic region. Slowly, she inched her pants lower and lower before she froze up. A footstep behind her. She quickly pulled her pants up.
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“Heya gal, I like what I’m…” Abby wasn’t about to let him finish. She ran off. The man, thankfully, didn’t give chase. Instead, she heard him catcall her and laugh.



With cheeks as red as tomatoes, she buried her face as she sat on her bed.
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Crying out, she was so confused, so conflicted, and in her moment of weakness, without David to console her, her mind went to the darkest place. Back to when her best friend raped her.

David grabbed around the base of her arm, squeezing tightly as he growled angrily. His large cock slowly entered her sex, violating her trust, her love, her everything. Screaming and crying, she thrashed helplessly.

Her wrists had been locked to the top of the device. His hold around her right side was so painful, she yelped out in pain. Her lower lips were pushed aside as his member delved into her. Another scream, he had just pushed his cock all the way inside of her. A pleasured and angry groan came from David as he began to hump her. Firm, fast, rough, uncaring, loveless.
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But that wasn’t enough for him. He freed her from the machine and instead pushed her against the railing of the balcony window. Raping her for all her neighbors to see, the man’s cock stabbed deep and hard. Abby screamed out, her cry for help was met with a stranger’s laughter.

[image: ]

Whistling loudly, a couple of men were celebrating her being assaulted. One even shouted for David to push her out and let them get a round with her corpse. David didn’t say anything, he just roared like an animal, hurting Abby with his rough treatment. The sound of his cock jackhammering in and out with such power and speed filled the air, accompanied by the others that were cheering David on. One of them had pulled out his phone and was recording. David’s face was out of sight, but Abby’s face and tits were in full view.
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Having spent a few moments staring at her mark, she noticed that it was getting redder. But she had little more time to spare. Having read through the letter, she knew she was expected to be at her new workplace in 2 hours… and she had no money for a taxi, so she would need to walk.

Scanning her new outfit, she was happy with the quality of the boots. They were made for walking long distances, not for looking good. But, as she looked closer at her outfit, she realized that there was one thing that seemed missing. Besides the latex-like panties with a zipper on the front, the pants she had received were actually chaps.
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She was going to work at a farm, or ranch, or whatever, but… These were so humiliating to wear. As the mark glowed red, she stifled a soft moan. What was wrong with her? She shook her head in disbelief at her own inability to take it as severely as it actually was. It didn’t feel like a very very bad thing.
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Posing to herself, she reflected it was a bit unnerving that the zipper for her panties didn’t lock that well. She would need to be aware of it so it didn’t undo itself without her noticing. Imagining her sex exposed in public, her knees wobbled dangerously.
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Shivering, she grabbed her bag and set off. She had tidied as much as she could, and the motel had taken the last of her money.

The walk towards the new job was mercifully void of people. A few cars drove by, and she saw hungry eyes staring at her, but none stopped. Every time she would hear a car approach, her heart would throb uncontrollably. It was intoxicating. Feeling so vulnerable, so exposed. Why was she loving this? It was crazy, it was insane. This wasn’t her, but… Her body wasn’t listening. She was being rewarded time after time for her scantily clad lower area.
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The sun was low on the sky as she arrived. Just as described. The place was strangely clean. A few metal frames on the ground in front of the entrance, and some chains strewn about. Another breeze caught her naked buttocks, and it gave her another bout of shivers.

She nervously knocked on the door and stepped back down. There were a few more things in the near future that she wasn’t very excited about. Her new boss had a strict apparel in mind for his workers, and she would likely not keep her ponytail for that long.
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She couldn’t complain, she couldn’t mess up. Anything save for flawless performance would be enough to sentence her to a life of actual slavery. The world had become such a fucked up place. Law after law kept getting approved, and the manor of law did nothing to prevent downright evil acts to be made legal.
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“There ya at, girlie. Been waitin’ for ya” The man said with a warm voice. He sounded like he looked. The old farmer stepped out and smiled to Abby
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“Y… Yes, sir. Hello. I am Abigail Olter. I was sen…” The man waved an impatient hand.

“Yes yes, and it’s a pleasure. You be a cute one. I did ask for a man, as I need some strong arms, but, seems ya got them covered” He chuckled.

Abby actually chuckled with him. He seemed very kind and friendly. Speaking warmly of her strength made her feel somewhat accomplished. She knew what a strong man could do, and being praised for her strong arms made her feel confident.

A growing heat was burning in her crotch.

The man’s eyes took in her appearance, scanning her up and down. Noticing her glowing mark, he seemed content with what he got.

He walked down and passed Abby. “Come, girlie, meet ma favorite farmhand and son Randy. Ah, and I am George, but peeps just call me”old man” or “Sir”.” He said as he brought her to a large barn. There was light inside and a man was busy working.

Entering the barn, Abby watched the two exchange some words to each other. Hushed tones, so she didn’t try to hear. But, she did catch the word “polite”. She smiled to herself. These men were uncultured and pure. Maybe not used to be in modern female company, but at least they seemed to have weirdly good hearts.
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The farmhand did seem a little… Simple… In his head. He flashed a goofy smile to Abby as the old man turned to leave.

“Randy here is your boss too. He’s a simple soul, kinda like his old man. Better be on ya best behavior. He will fill you in on ya looks”.

Abby froze up for a moment, as the shirtless man strolled over, he lifted her belt with a curious look on his face.
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“Glowy. Girl got glowy mark down there” He said with an aloof look on his face.

“Y…Yes, Randy…”

“Sir… Call me sir” He urged her.

“Yes… Yes sir. I got it from my handlers…” She said, squirming a little. But, Randy seemed to find it amusing. Though, she was hoping to get some respect from him. If she could establish herself, then she would live life easier.

“I’m…” Randy placed a strong hand on her shoulder. She noticed his pants and saw that he was pitching a tent.

“Nah. Glowy girl. I gotta work on you. Be calm. I’ll be fixin’ ya hair”

Abby growled. “Don’t touch me” She hissed dangerously, but the man seemed oblivious to her aggression.
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“Sit, if not, will make a mess” He said in a matter-of-fact tone.

Abby realized that she was getting nowhere, and her facade fell apart rather quickly. Disappointed, she plopped down on the crate, letting the man do whatever he needed to. She wasn’t too attached to her ponytail. If he made her butt-ugly, then that would just be a bonus.
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An hour later, and the man finally put away the scissor. Abby was in awe. She hadn’t ever seen anyone work so passionately on her hair before. She had no mirror, but she acknowledged his love for the craft, and his skill.
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“Why… Why aren’t you a professional hair stylist, sir?” She asked as he walked away to dispose of her ponytail and some of the hair he could gather up.

“Ah. M’dad say it no be for me. People will take advantage of me. Will find bad work. Here, can work nice horsies, nice cows, nice like you.” He said as he returned with a large mirror.

The man had hidden talents, and a lot of core strength. She noticed how he held the mirror on a straight arm.

Abigail wanted to win the man over, to find a way to control him to some degree. But, she had found nothing to work with.

Staring into her own reflection, she was hypnotized by her short hair. She hadn’t really ever experimented much with new hairstyles. A ponytail was simple and easy to deal with.
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“I put things into hair. Will need ta re-apply in two months.” He said, putting a small metal box away.

“Thank you. You… did amazing work, sir. The haircut is… Beautiful” Abigail showered him with compliments, and the man blushed and smiled. Waving at her awkwardly as he giggled to himself.

“Hihi.. T.. Thanks… Well. Pa wants ya now. Get goin’, girlie” He wiggled a hand at her before turning back to put the mirror down and resume his work.
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“That’s more like it. And ya look much more relaxed. Can see ya shoulders be lowered and abs less tense. Yap. Good for ya. How was my son?” The old man asked. Abby just smiled and said “he exceeded any and all expectations by a mile, sir.”

* * *
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George laughed heartily.

“Tha’s ma boy” He exclaimed proudly. Abby hummed softly, she enjoyed the warmth and the compassion in the air. She was very happy with her new position here.

“Come come. Unfortunately, I been informed ya been a bad girl, so to avoid trouble with the state, I gots to give you less impressive quarters. I sorry for that, girlie” He apologized up front.

“Nono, it’s on me, sir. I’ve been misbehaving lately”

Abby was used to lying about her accepting responsibility. She had been abused by the system, forced to run from dangerous men and work. She was on her last leg now. So, she had to suck it up and accept it. And frankly, it all felt worth it. George and Randy were great to her. Simple folks that she could live with and maybe even consider to be family in the future.

[image: ]

Her crotch was throbbing, her clothes felt a little too covering. Something was going on with her body. But, at least she wasn’t a place where exploring less clothed options would be that dangerous. Her own place inside the house. Might even be warm and cozy…
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There was an old door in the otherwise clean and impressive house. The basement was where they were going. Descending the creaky stairs, Abigail noticed the messy state of the basement and turned around.

“This?” She asked, trying not to be rude. But, she was clearly discontent with her new home. The chains and lewd devices cluttering the floor made her feel very uncomfortable. Her womb mark glowed brighter as she held back her frown.

[image: ]

“Yeh… Sorry girlie. Two other girlies lived here. They were into those metal things. But, they were transferred elsewhere. More busy with how they looked than the work needing ta be done. That’s why I hoped for a man. Less distracted, stronger. Y’know?” He gave her an apologetic smile, and it actually did disarm her. Part of her was hoping to vent frustration at this old man, but he seemed innocent enough. And with how hard it was to make a living, this was all sounding reasonable.

“So. Ya first task be to clean up all the things here. Since their owners left, they all be yours, but please put toys away. When ya done, go to bed. Tomorrow I’ll get ya some food.”

Abby nodded. She wasn’t that hungry, and a warm bed was all she needed. Quickly looking around, she noticed a cozy enough corner with a bed and blanket. She didn’t need more.

“I’ll leave ya ta explore and have fun. Want ya to be happy and healthy” And with that, the man gave her a last smile as he turned around and walked upstairs. Closing the door behind him, she noted that he didn’t lock the door.

When George left, Abigail began stashing all the strange devices and kinky things in a cage.
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There were many cages here, some of which couldn’t have belonged to the former girls. If so, how did they get them in here? She noticed the shackles hanging from the ceiling of one of the cages. This truly was a bdsm dungeon more than a basement.

Abby spent a good while staring at the different devices. She imagined herself being shackled and restrained. Being exposed and unable to cover herself up. When she found a large and powerful vibrator, she couldn’t help but bring a hand to her crotch.
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She needed this. She had been feeling a growing lust inside of her. A sexual awakening was taking place and this basement could be just what she needed.

The man wouldn’t be back until next morning. Why did this excite her so much? It was intense, she felt a little nauseous. She was shaking, not shivering, but shaking. Her palms were sweaty and her breathing unsteady. A finger danced along her slit, pressing against it through her panties.

After teasing herself for a solid five minutes, she broke away from the enticing sex toy. She had cleaned most of the mess. But, she wanted to rest. She was tired. She should sleep with her clothes on. The bed wasn’t that clean. But. She wanted to be naked. She should be naked.

She imagined herself naked, asleep, when a man would come upon her sleeping in her bed. Maybe even with an exposed breast? She moaned to herself.

Quickly, she stripped out of her clothes.
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She kept the panties on, but her tits were out for all to see. Well. All that could see through blankets.

She sat in her bed and stared at the strange items from the cage next to her bed. It was so dark and gritty down here. She felt a bit like a prisoner.
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Shivering, she closed her eyes as goosebumps surged across her supple body. Opening her eyes again, she stared at the mask and weird bdsm boots. So smooth, so delicate, so sensual, so erotic.
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No way she could sleep now. She slipped out of the bed and walked over to the cage.

Standing on her tiptoes, she felt the zipper nearly give in. She picked up the thick mask and looked at it, thinking to herself. The mark on her pubic region burned. She struggled to draw breath as she was so turned on, she felt dizzy.
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In a moment of brilliance, she grabbed her clothes and walked over to a larger cage. It had a thick padlock and was locked securely. If anything ended up too far into that cage, then she would never be able to get it. If she…

Abby threw her clothes far into the locked cage. She knew she couldn’t retrieve them after doing so, but she could not stop herself. Her chest was beating wildly, every item of cover she discarded sent such a thrilling throb through her being. It was intoxicating.
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Even her panties were tossed in. She was clad in nothing, stark naked. Exposed and indecent.

Now she had to use some of the things left behind to cover herself with. Her first choice was a transparent plastic skirt. It covered basically nothing. It felt so nice, and when she looked down, she could see her womb mark throb in sync with her own beats of growing lust.
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She was too drunk with excitement to make the connection. She was discovering such a daring side of herself. The rush was unreal. She grabbed the mask and undid the zipper in the back. With relentless eagerness, she managed to put it on.

The way it pressed against her head! Her short hair was helpful in putting it on. But, now she couldn’t hear that well. Sound was muffled and directionless.

The mask was beautiful. There was a thick and rigid strap that stood tall from her forehead. It waved as she moved her head. There was a second bit that almost looked like a bundled together mesh of hair that was bent and forced through a metal ring. It too was rigid and solid. She wondered what it was for. But, she kind of felt like this was something a pony would wear.
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She realized that she looked very fitting. On a ranch, being a pony. But there were rings on each side of her cheeks. The mask had an addon.

She brought a bit-gag up and snapped it on without taking a moment to think. Her plump lips surrounded the black gag as she fastened it firmly.
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She wanted more, she needed more. Her hands lowered themselves down to the skirt. It wasn’t needed. It only covered her crotch.

Moaning at every exhale, she couldn’t believe it. She was so revved up, so tuned to maximum, she didn’t want to slow down. She tore the skirt off and threw it into the cage, out of reach.
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She had found a weird little latex string that fit around her neck and dug into her pussy. Abby was pushing it more and more. Rubbing herself desperately while squeezing her right tit.

She stood at the bottom of the stairs. She tried to listen if someone was coming, but it was impossible. Her dampened hearing made it difficult. But that also made it all the more exciting.
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Abby had never felt like this before, it was insane. Her body was screaming for more. She wasn’t sure what time it was, but she must’ve been standing there for over an hour, getting herself off. But even if she came, she had no moment of rest. She needed more. More pleasure, more perilous situations. More excitement.

Abigail was now standing on top of the staircase, right by the unlocked door. Her back turned to the door, and her fingers delving as deep as they could into her dripping cunt. She was like an animal. All that was on her mind was pleasure, lust, excitement.
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Squirting down the stairs, she tripped. She fell to her hands and knees and started crawling down the stairs, giving the door a direct line of sight to her perverted pussy.
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She crawled off to the cages. Opening one, she fetched a large device that she had stowed away earlier. This was a crazy invention.
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She put on several restraints, then hooked the chains on. When she straightened up, she felt the dildo that was attached to the upper part of the device begin to move. It shot into her cunt and vibrated mercilessly. Sparks could be felt as it electrocuted her insides. She howled into the gag, moaning as she leaned against the metallic cage. She was a complete animal.
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She hobbled back and forth. Moving the device around, trying to figure out what caused the dildo to piston into her pussy. It felt random, but she tried to move around as much as she could.

She was sweating more and more, but she had never felt this good in her life. This was insane. She was so reckless because the pleasure overrode all of her caution. This was simply out of this world. She was tasting the ambrosia of pure debauchery, and she was addicted.
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The poor girl was unable to escape. It kept shocking her, it pistoned in and out of her pussy, and it vibrated at random times. Her muffled moans and gasps echoed in the basement as she wobbled around.

[image: ]

She needed to scream out in pleasure. She dropped down on her knees and hid her upper body under the blankets. She cried out as another mind-shattering orgasm tore through her. Turning her into pudding, rendering her dumb from the sheer orgasmic pleasure. Ecstasy, through and through.
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She imagined the old man walking down on her and seeing her lower half with a dildo pumping her stupid. She imagined several men standing around her, watching her in silence. She whimpered and moaned as she got herself off for what felt like an entire night.

* * *

Thrashing about, she came loudly once more. Abigail was making sounds that no human would make. She was far less than a human. She was just pure instinct. Base carnal desires were all that mattered. Nothing else.
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That was… Until she heard footsteps.
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The girl was FINALLY yanked out of her never ending loop of orgasm and masturbation.
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But, now she was fucked. What would George do? Would he send her packing? Would he report her? Or would he do far worse things to her? Was her life over? What a pathetic and graceless final moment she would live.
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“Wakey wakey, girlie”

The old man leaned over her. He had no shirt on, and was looking a little tired. Was it morning already?

The girl stared with wide eyes up at the man. She covered herself as best she could, but the mask was right next to the bed. Thankfully, the haircut had been applied not that long ago so a lot would be needed to undo her hairstyle. A modern miracle of technology, all thanks to a simple memory-ladened style gel.
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“Eh.. G.. Hello” She mumbled nervously.

Abigail pulled the blanket further up, but as she did, the dildo in her cunt plunged deep inside of her, vibrating as it zapped her.

[image: ]

He didn’t let her cover up. He pulled the blanket down as he sat down. Her left arm was trapped, but it didn’t seem to be the man’s intention. He traced a hand down the latex string as he shook his head.
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“Shhh… There there, baby girl. You are all tuckered out. Didn’t get a lick o’sleep now, didya?” The old man was strangely soothing and gentle. After pushing the pillow away, he reached a hand out and lifted her left arm that he had pinned down earlier. Holding it, he carefully gave her a soft squeeze.

“You need to calm down, you’re killing yourself. You are safe here. Know that”

He gave her an encouraging smile. Abby blinked, she wasn’t sure what to say. She felt a sudden exhaustion surge through her. Her eyelids grew tired. But, as he stared into her eyes, she took the opportunity to slowly pull the blanket further up, covering herself up a little bit.
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“There there… It’s all right, girlie” He cooed. Her frightened expression slowly melted into a tired and content one. She felt strangely okay with him inside her intimate area. She felt he was nurturing and kind. She had no idea.

The old man scooted in, he plopped the girl’s head down on his lap as he gently patted her head.

“No need to cover up, girlie. I know ya feelin’ a lot of emotions. Just relax. No need fer any strength. Just embrace the feelings. Such a good girl..” He whispered to her, placing his hand onto her pubic region.
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He could feel the slow rhythm of the dildo fucking the girl deep in her cunt. The device was merciless. It kept robbing her of dignity as it kept pumping in and out of her needy pussy.

Squirming a little, Abby obeyed. She let the blanket remain dangerously low. She stifled her whimpering sounds of pleasure as she felt so helpless and weak.

The man slowly let his hand slide around her lower waist. He was mapping her exposed skin. He was feeling her intimacy. Her shame. She felt so naked, so uncovered and vulnerable. It was a rush that paralyzed her. She was exhausted, tired and aching from the whole sleepless night of vigorous masturbation. But, she wanted more.

“You look very cute in this outfit. I have more things you can try, if you feel brave. But, no rush, no pressure. Today, you will get a day off. You’ve had a trying night, girlie. I am proud of you”
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Docile.

That was how she felt.

Abby was lying there, letting the man coddle her, praise her, reward her. She must’ve fallen asleep for a moment. Next thing she knew, she was lying on her chest over his lap.
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She moaned softly as she felt the device continue fucking her. Every now and then, electrical discharges sent shivers through her body.

How was this still feeling so incredible? She couldn’t get enough of it. Most of her brain had shut down, she was so exhausted. She needed more sleep, but couldn’t get any. The pleasure kept preventing her. But, now, she felt like she was resting somewhat.

The man’s hand was kneading her right ass cheek. She knew the blanket was dangerously low, perhaps even revealing the device she had put on. But, she couldn’t do anything to stop him. He held her head down with a hand, while the other was caressing and stroking her butt.

“Such good girl… Scared, I getcha, but you be safe here. Now, enjoy yourself. Such a difficult night you had. Be brave for me, girlie” He cooed, repeating his praise over and over as he patiently rubbed her naked skin with his wrinkly old hands.

Patting her on the butt after singing her praises some more, he just let the device do its thing while keeping her company. Abby was too tired and had too much strange brain fog to really analyze anything. She wasn’t thinking straight. She was unable to.

“I think I’ll letcha try on all sortsa cute outfits. I betcha will look ’sutely ’dorable. So much muscle, yet… So tender… smooth… soft… small…”

Abby whimpered muffled words of resistance. But, they never made it out. The man just chuckled a little, patting her bubble butt, enjoying the view of it bouncing like jelly as he drummed it.

Another electrical surge passed through her cunt from the dildo that was fucking her relentlessly. The blanket slipped further down as she tensed up. Gritting her teeth, she felt the coursing sparks force her into an elevated state of pleasure.

The man noticed that another climax was approaching. He kneaded her ass cheeks passionately as he whispered to her. “Good girl. Come for me, come now. Let the orgasm take you. It is yours to enjoy. Brave little girl…”

Abby was lifted up and brought into the embrace of the man. She was shuddering, unable to stifle her moans. She was shaking with borderline delirious bouts of ecstasy.

The man took advantage of her unguarded and vulnerable state. He let her rest against him as he took a firm grip around the girl’s butt cheeks. Holding them tight as he felt her shudder and quake with delight.
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“Good girlie… Come for me… Good… good” He repeated, massaging her rear while whispering words of encouragement and praise.

Kissing her neck tenderly, he kept his attention on her reactions. Her lack of resistance gave him a good indication that he could keep molding her still.

The dildo was plunging deep into her cunt. Dragging itself against her inner walls. Due to the angle she was splayed out in, the phallic object was pushing against her walls towards her womb mark. Added jolts of pleasure were mixed in as the teary girl cried out in helpless pleasure. She held around him as she shivered, crying out in a confused wail.

She was transformed into his baby child. Holding around him for dear life as his kindness was accepted without any hesitation. Abby’s breasts were pushing against his body, the latex string digging into her flesh as she was bent backwards while the machine kept fucking her without showing signs of slowing down. A perfect tool to groom good girls.

Having kneaded her ass through the orgasm, he quickly laid her down on her back. The shudder the discharge of electricity elicited from her body told him that she was still susceptible. The mark was such a devious invention. As long as its influence gave the girl rewarding chemicals for exposing herself, her refractory period was suppressed completely, allowing her to go for as long as she wanted.

He used the weak shake of the body as a sign to continue. He laid down next to her, his right arm holding her head near his as his left hand deftly sprung over to her crotch, finding her clitoris, and making circles as it danced around. He was very used to grooming pets, so his technique was flawless.

And just like that, the girl cried out in pleasure as he played her like a fiddle. Tears were streaming down her face as he slowly leaned in and pressed his tongue against Abby’s lips.

She parted her plump lips, allowing him inside of her. She gurgled a shaken little tune of confusion, pleasure, and sadness, as he was tongue-kissing the girl while fingering her.
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She was splayed out naked and afraid, while he was taking advantage of her. She was alone, in a stranger’s dungeon, no clothes, no easy means of escape. Exhausted beyond action, she could just lie there and take it. But, as long as he was patient, gentle, and slow in his method, he would be able to push her further and further. The most important part was to train her body to be open and suggestible during her time of heat. A bitch in heat is a man’s plaything.

“P…pleashe…” She whimpered into his mouth. The man paid her fear and anxiety no mind as he kept rubbing her clit. He felt her body tremble. He knew she was approaching another orgasm. He needed to inject more debauchery into the girl.

Her womb mark was glowing hot, spreading heat through the poor thing’s body. It was a good sign. The mark had been active for a long time. The man felt such gratitude for the fact that she had gotten such a great mark. Perfect for his training.

Abby was moaning into his mouth, squirming as her body was showing signs of approaching another climax. He slowed down before gently removing his tongue from her mouth.

Abby smacked her lips hazily as the man removed the lower restraint on the girl as well as the chain that linked the two pieces. Removing that part, he then hoisted her up against his chest, positioning her in front of himself so he could get a better hold of her.

With one hand, he held her leg firmly, bending her backwards as the machine kept fucking her with fervor. The other hand he slipped in front of her mouth. He was curious about something. The way she would falter into a weak and strangely child-like state, he had a theory he needed to test out.

Within moments he realized that his theory was indeed correct. She had latched onto his thumb the moment it had bumped against her lips. Suckling it, she found solace in sucking his thumb. Reverting back to a time she was robbed of, as she was forced to grow up and take charge early. So it brought her a strange sense of comfort and calm to be looked for and embraced like this.
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“There there, child. Good girl… Such a brave little thing” He cooed, letting her suckle his thumb while her tears still kept rolling down her cheeks.

He smirked to himself. It had been such an incredibly insightful day. He quickly leaned down and adjusted a few things on the device. It began fucking her faster and harder. Wet sounds of her insides being churned by the phallus filled the air. And as it grew louder, her sucking also made more sounds. Sloshing saliva around in her mouth, her cheeks bulging a little, she kept suckling like a scared little babe.

“That’s it… That’s it… Make daddy proud, girlie… Yes”

He kept repeating the same praise. Letting it sink in as the metal device kept fucking her hard and deep. He knew it had a battery life of a week of constant use, but he couldn’t help but consider buying a spare battery, in case his new little pet would use it to depletion.

He held her close until she began squirming and humping against the mechanical device fucking her. He knew she was rising higher and higher, so he kept pushing.

He lay down and brought the poor girl with him. Positioning her on top of his lap. She sat atop him, flopped forward, in cowgirl position. He hoisted her hips up in the air, making her slide into his embrace while the device kept fucking her.

He started bouncing her up and down in rhythm with the device, Abby groaning softly as he grabbed around her and held her tightly against him. Her beating heart was throbbing wildly, her moans and whimpers poured into his ears.
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“C’mon, girlie. Be good to daddy. Moan, let it out. Ya deserve this. Such a brave little child” He kissed her passionately before he planted another kiss on her ear, licking around her neck, making love to the discombobulated girl. His hand was kneading her ass as he humped her. Abby began moaning louder and louder as she approached a gigantic explosion.

“This be it, girlie. This be the end. Show daddy whatcha can do. Be good, be brave. Moan, scream out”

Abby couldn’t help herself. She was under his spell as her body had been fucked into submission. She let out a gut-wrenching scream as she nearly overdosed on pleasure. She tensed up, shaking as if possessed, then squirted a small fountain out her dripping cunt.

Her pussy had been fucked for so long, it was a drenched mess. The girl howled out, like an animal. Her rump cheeks clenched together, as the dildo electrocuted her mercilessly. She kept crying and screaming, as the old man had broken her a little.

Then… Everything went black…

George was growing fond of Abby.
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Abby slowly lifted her head up from the bed. Dazed and groggy, she looked around. Her first instinct was to curl up and shiver, but, as the moments passed, she felt a weirdly calming warmth spreading throughout her body. She must’ve slept for 2 days.
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Her body was beyond sore. She wasn’t quite sure what had happened. Shaking her head, she figured it was time to get going. She was supposed to work, not just laze around.

But, as she got up, her whole body was aching. It was like she had been working out for days nonstop. She slowly stood up and looked around for her clothes.
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She’d had this strange and overly sexual dream last night. She needed to get going, she had to get her mind on something else. Ever since she had received this womb mark, her libido had skyrocketed.

She figured all that had happened down here was a dream. But, when she looked around, she couldn’t see her clothes anywhere…

Carefully, she began looking for something to wear. She walked around, only wearing the dumb latex-like string that covered… Nothing really. But it gave her some thrills when it rubbed against her sex.

“Someone… could come….” She muttered to herself. Those words gave haste to her sore body.

Seeing the cage, it was where she thought she threw all her clothes in a strange lust-driven stupor in her dream. But… She saw all the clothes were in the opposite corner. No way she could reach them.

There had to be something left for her to wear.

Her heart was beating faster and faster. A rush of anxiety and something else took hold of her. Had she actually done it? Thrown her own clothes away?

She had forced herself to be naked, but, how could she possibly face anyone without clothes? She’d be ravaged if the men saw her like this, especially the farmhand.

Dropping down to her hands and knees, Abby crawled to the cage door. The padlock was scary heavy. She leaned in and saw the skirt. The only piece she could reach.

Her body was aching from whatever she’d done yesterday. The latex string was digging into her sex, and as she leaned in, the pressure against her sensitive area sent jolts of excitement through her body. Goosebumps surged across her skin as she spent a moment to revel in the excitement.
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If someone saw her like this… She shuddered again. But she didn’t want to get caught. She needed to regain some of her power. She needed to be prepared and meet whatever today had in store face first.

* * *

The man didn’t want to spook the poor girl. He figured she’d be quite skittish and weary today.

When he rounded the corner with a selection of clothes for the girl, he saw her with another girl’s skirt, and a belt tied around her tits. Abby stood there, deer in headlights, as she froze up in shock.
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The man stared at her, and she was practically naked. But, to her surprise, he didn’t seem upset, angry, or anything else. He gave her a warm and apologetic smile.

“Sorry, girlie, didn’t mean’ta startle ya. Here. You been a good girl, so I gotcha some clothes. Items from others, hand me downs, and the sort. We ain’t got much of clothes that’d match your tight lil’ frame, so I apologize for the limited selection. Breakfast is served in an hour. You must be starved.”

He put the basket down.

He gave her a tip of his hat before turning around. “I’ll bring a mirror so ya can have some fun and take a look at chaself. I’ll delay breakfast until 90 min.”
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He started walking upstairs.

“T..Thank you, s…sir…” Abby said in a weak voice.

The man stopped as he smiled to himself. He then continued upstairs, leaving her down there for a moment before returning with a large mirror before he left her to get dressed.
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Abby was taken aback by how organized the piles of clothes she could try on were.

She had spent a while testing things, some of the items were rather hard to don, requiring her to slowly slither into tight latex that constrained her, either restraining her flexibility, or making her unable to balance properly.

But she went for the set with the most to it. Even as her mark was burning with desire for more skin to be shown, she realized that her need to cover up had backfired.

It was like a reverse outfit. Her extremities were all packed and covered up behind thick and black shiny latex, but her actual core was blatantly exposed for all to see. The pale pasties and weird curved crotch cover did the minimal amount of work in hiding her shame.

As she straightened up, trying to get used to the very tall heels, she felt a powerful shiver throughout her body. Seeing herself in the reflection, she couldn’t believe her eyes.
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She looked absolutely amazing. Strong, sexy, tall, confident. It was ludicrous, she was so scantily clad right now, she looked like a pornstar, but… There was something about it. It felt so rewarding.

Her knees wobbled as she struggled with maintaining her posture. She was so preoccupied looking at herself, she didn’t even notice the door opening upstairs.

She admired herself, the reflection of her own exposed skin sending her into a higher and higher state of arousal.

Turning around, she felt cheeky, admiring her own rear end as she tensed up, then relaxed.
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Her butt cheeks were partially covered up. It seemed like the entire purpose of this outfit was to put all the focus on her exposed center. Her pale skin dominated the reflection. The large ring hanging from the leather collar was swaying back and forth.

She detested collars, hated them with a passion, but this was a fashion accessory, and it felt amazing. Part of her wished it was a real collar as she tried to imagine being dragged through a crowded street wearing one with this outfit.

She shuddered. The curved piece of crotch cover sent a weak jolt through her body. She nearly fell over. Was it actually meant to pleasure her? What a fucked up detail to add to an already overly lewd and perverted outfit.

She bit her lip as she waited for the next shock. It was a little stronger. She mouthed an airy moan, followed by a nervous, but amused chuckle. She was such a goof. She was so glad no one was watching her.

“Absolutely amazing” A man’s voice rang from the stairs behind Abby.

“Ah shi…!” Abby snapped around and freaked out.

Her ankles wobbled and she lost her balance. Flailing, she fell towards the voice while her limbs thrashed about.
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She clumsily hit the stairs, thankfully not hurting herself. The old man, who had been sitting there, was staring at her with a perplexed look of amusement as she went down like a jelly tower.

“Are you okay, girlie?” The man sounded concerned.

Putting the food he brought aside, he crouched down and reached a helpful hand down.

Abby groaned as she slowly pushed herself up with her arms. She felt so dumb. The sudden fall had made her forget about her skimpy wear.
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She grumbled an apology as she got up without accepting his hand. It was just a reflex of hers. She rarely wanted help from others as she tried to maintain herself as an independent woman. Even if that was impossible at times, she still felt empowered by her stubbornness.

The man helped Abby to get to her feet and brought her down closer to the bed. He took his time as the girl seemed to still struggle a little with balancing herself. She was so focused on not falling again that she had yet to realize how exposed she truly was. Or, perhaps, parts of her didn’t mind it?

“The trick is, girlie, that you need to keep your arms higher. Then you can get’chaself balanced, easy peasy” He gave her a warm smile.

“Ah.. But, it is… difficult” She muttered, clearing her throat a little as she suddenly noticed what the man held in his hands. Her stomach growled loudly at this revelation, she was absolutely starving. The enticing smell of pancakes slowly filled the air in the cellar.

“Ya hurt?” He asked as he looked her over, concerned that she had bumped her head against the wall on her way down as she had fallen.

“N…No, no sir.” She stuttered, her stomach voiced its opinion as her hunger made itself audibly known again.

The man couldn’t help but chuckle at this. Her honest body language was to be rewarded. “Good girl” He said, holding the plate up for her.
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“I made sure ta give ya some extra banana. It’s good for ya. You got such a good exercise done, and now ya need some proteins.”
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“In fact, let’s practice some posture and balancing now” The man said.

He put the apple into a pocket and grabbed a fork. He pierced two pieces of juicy banana slices with it and slowly lifted the fork up towards Abby. Her stomach was growling angrily for food. She gave him a quick nod.

“Hands behind your back, grab your forearms and lower your shoulders. While doing that, enter a wider stance.”

She didn’t hesitate. She was so hungry… and the moment the man told her what to do, her crotch cover, again, gave her a powerful electric discharge. She snapped into position, balancing herself quite well on top of her high heels.
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“Good girl. You’re magnificent, girlie” He praised as he moved the fork towards her mouth.

She wasn’t sure what was happening. Was he trying to feed her? Regardless of how hungry she was, she could eat by herself without accepting any help. He kept calling her girl. She should feel annoyed at this… The smell of the warm breakfast sent a shiver through her body.

As the fork approached her slightly pursed lips, the man then said: “Open up”

And as he did, a powerful shock exploded from her heating pussy. The crotch cover zapped her, and as it did, she opened her mouth and let out a mix of a pained cry and sultry moan.

The fork entered her mouth as the sudden moan had her parting her lips. She pushed weakly against the man’s chest as she squirmed but, as the taste spread through her tongue, she ceased her resistance.
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It tasted heavenly. She was so starved, she couldn’t fight it. Gently chewing it, she averted her eyes from the man’s stare as she felt her cheeks glow in embarrassment. She was letting the man feed her. It was humiliating, but the incessant crotch cover didn’t stop zapping her, melting away the fight in her.

“Good girl… But ya moved ya hands. Toldya to keep ’em behind.” He noted, shaking his head a little.

She groaned a little. The game he was playing with her was vexing, she was on the fence about letting him get a piece of her mind, but it was a difficult task. He treated her with such casual ownership. It was intimidating, and it felt hard to speak up.

“What’s on your mind, girlie?” He asked, seeing her thoughtful expression as she finished chewing.

“Eh… clothes… keep zapping me, sir…” She mumbled, still too hungry to raise any other points.

The man chuckled.

“Yeah. But that’s how the outfit be. If ya want, ye can take it off. But, I figure ya wouldn’t want to walk without anything covering that cute little pink, hm?” He joked as he brought another fork full of food to her mouth. She reluctantly opened up and let him continue to feed her.

He quickly wiped a bit of food away from the crease of her mouth. Making sure he didn’t make a mess.
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Every time the man’s fork approached her mouth, a small shock would be delivered to the girl’s crotch. The cruel little bit of cover for her sex made sure she was receptive to the feeding session.

Abby couldn’t help but squirm and make soft moans as the man kept feeding her. She just stood there, trying to not move as much. He reprimanded her gently a few times when she moved too much. It was hard for her to keep the same posture when being tormented by the zapping.

After giving her over half the meal, the man paused, taking a moment to remove a strand of hair from the girl’s mouth.

He gave her cheek a warm caress as he cooed. “Good girlie… You’re doing so great, so brave. You makin’ me so proud.” His words were so honest, she kind of hated it but also, a part of her found a strange comfort in his patronizing praise.

He gave her a moment to compose herself and move her arms behind her back.
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“Not much left now, girlie” He informed her.

Time had flown by, and he had actually spent over half an hour feeding her. He was taking his time, making sure she looked and felt comfortable enough to let him continue.

Wiping her lips with a red napkin, he patted her shoulder.
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“Good job, girlie. You performed marvelously. Ya truly an amazing specimen, yes.” A wide smile and beaming eyes shining at her.

“Now. Girlie, how was the food?” He finished cleaning and pocketed the napkin.

“Eh…” Abby cleared her throat a little, having been silent for so long, she wasn’t used to speaking up.

“It was really nice, sir” She answered. Giving him a content smile.

“Glad ta hear. Now… Maybe a reward be in order” He said, delivering a knowing wink.
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The man sat down on her bed and got comfortable. Taking a moment to relax, he then spoke up. “Guess I can swap out that lower clothing piece o’yours, girlie. Y’deserve something better, ye?”

Abby hesitated a little. Was it a question? She then noticed that he was sitting there, staring directly at her crotch. She shuddered as her womb mark glowed and sent sparks through her body. Her knees wobbled and she had to take a few moments to collect herself.
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“Y..Yes sir” She finally said, hoping it would be a good enough answer.

The man just chuckled, staring at her tiny little cover. Her pussylips had slipped past on each side of the slender piece, and the man was admiring it rather blatantly.

Why couldn’t she feel angrier? And why was the humiliating feeling rendering her paralyzed? She tried to fume, but she couldn’t. She’d been turned to jelly from the man’s constant attention and grooming.

Being exposed, her lower regions on display for this old man to enjoy, it was a messed up scenario, and one she couldn’t get out of, couldn’t get enough of. Her breath was struggling and her chest was flushed, her cheeks warm and red. She shuddered again as she jutted her crotch towards the man a little bit.

“It’s time ta take it off, girlie” The man reached a hand out towards her nether region.

A little meek whimper was heard as Abby couldn’t find it in her to decline the man. She shivered in anticipation, excitement, fear, and anxiety.

She took a few unsteady steps forward as she presented her crotch to the man, letting his hands grab around her. One hand found her butt and held her leaning forward, the other caressed the lower part of the crotch cover, sliding against her dripping labia, making her let out a sudden moan.

He chuckled as he held his hands still. “Hehe, now, girlie. Take it off” He said, a hint more command in his voice than usual, but nothing imposing or agitating.

She wriggled a little, then moaned as she was just sliding her pussy along the man’s hand. She gathered her strength and brought both hands down, beginning to remove the little item.
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Slowly bending the front pad, she stripped the last bit of cover her sex had.

“Good girlie, such a brave girl…” He said warmly as she stripped for him.

A gasp marked the moment Abby exposed her pussy to the man. He took the strange crotch cover and pocketed it, noting how wet and warm it was. Looking at the girl, he gave her a kind and encouraging look, his smile was loving as he nodded.

“Girlie, that was a very brave thing you did. Ya should be proud of yaself”

Abby had no idea what was wrong with her. She was shivering, tears trickling down as she felt so many things at the same time. Opening her mouth, she said nothing, just whimpering a bit as she shuddered.

“Come here, girlie. You did so well today” He opened his arms, and she rushed in, hugging him as she let out confused sobs while her womb mark was sending her to an elevated state of arousal.

The lust was intoxicating, Abby’s body was warm, and as the man felt her skin, she moaned a little in between sobs. She held him tight, and the man took great pleasure in seeing the meeker and meeker demeanor of the little girl. He grabbed himself a handful of quivering assmeat as he was petting her head, trying to calm her down like she was a pet or a child. Rubbing her butt gently as she kept weeping.
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With a few encouraging words and a kiss on the cheek, the old man stood up.

“Girlie, you can have fun with the toys left around here. Y’earned a little bit of play time. Play to ya heart’s content, lil’ one.” He chuckled as he turned around and headed off.

“I’ll be back later with ya rewards”

Abby got up and paced around impatiently. She was walking around with her cunt laid bare, exposed for anyone that entered to see.
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She kept trotting back and forth in view of the door to the basement. She felt so aroused, so warm, when she could see the door to the basement, knowing that if someone entered, they would be greeted with a clear view of her exposed pussy.

Plopping her bouncy butt down onto the cold concrete floor, she looked over the different toys and clothing items that were left for her earlier.
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Digging out from the pile a handful of interesting items, some of them electronic. She spread her legs, making sure the door would still be within line of sight to her sex.
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The first thing Abby did was to remove her nipple covers. They were already struggling due to her erect nipples, so she just stripped them off, letting her most intimate areas be left completely exposed. But that wasn’t enough. She felt the same heat growing in her, the womb mark denying her any break.

She started rubbing herself off before she quickly donned the strange string item, and then shoving a large pink dildo up her own pussy. She kept pumping it in and out as she admired the other items.

There was this large and crude hook attached to a chain. She needed it, but she didn’t know how it was used. Spending a good time looking at it, she suddenly felt a jolt administered deep inside of her pussy. Rotating the bottom of the dildo, it began vibrating and delivering sweet, sweet tingling pleasure.

[image: ]

Having it turned on, she then positioned the latex string over it to keep it lodged inside of her. Conveniently, the latex would stick to any non-skin surfaces, making it glue to the dildo, keeping it secured inside of her even if she were to move around. With this, she stood up as she found another little pink thing.

* * *

Abby got up on her feet and walked around, enjoying the thrill of the toys in her pussy. She had clamped on a gentle padded clothespin that was connected to a vibrator. Every now and then, it would vibrate strongly, sending ripples of such amazing sensations through her clitoris. The feeling was absolutely addictive. Painful, but that just added to the stimulation and pleasure.

Looking at the mask in her hand, she moaned softly as stared at it. Just like in her dream. Maybe… Maybe she could…
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She quickly put it on, finding it strange that she knew exactly how to do it.

She had put it all on, and it was so overwhelming, she lay down on the cold concrete floor, presenting her cunt to the door once more as she moaned and drooled. Lifting her crotch up and down in rhythm to the vibrations and electrical shocks, she moaned and fantasized about a crowd of people gathering around her, staring at her, judging and glaring with cold eyes. Muttering words of disappointment.
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She closed her eyes, imagining the worst, imagining being walked in on. She moaned louder, maybe loud enough to be heard from outside the door. The mask was pressing against her ears, dulling her sense of hearing profoundly. This just added to the excitement. She couldn’t even hear if someone walked in on her. Would they just stand there and stare?
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Abby lifted her crotch higher, her glowing heels flanking the inviting pussy. She wiggled her ass, sending the vibrator sliding from side to side. Her drippy cunt shuddered in pleasure and excitement. She was such a lost cause. Abby had a moment of reflection, but only for a brief moment. The drug-like high of the arousal made it hard to really think clearly. But she knew that she was absolutely deplorable. She was taking advantage of the man who hired her. He wasn’t paying for her to get herself off and lose her inhibition. Or, that’s what she thought at least.

[image: ]

She didn’t know… That the man was closer than she even fantasized about. He had already walked down the stairs. He was given such a great look at the horny girl’s sex, how could he not take advantage of the situation?
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Abby moaned loudly. Shaking, she felt the explosion of the orgasm wracking through her foggy mind. But, the orgasm came from something else pushing against her pussy. The strap was pushed to the side, and the clothespin on her clit was slid off. The pain detonated a chain reaction that kept quaking through her. Opening her eyes, she stared at the man, like a deer in headlights. She was caught, busted, exposed! She was fucked. But why did this just add fuel to the fire?
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“Uaaaaah” She cried out, gurgling as she squirmed and shook. A squirt of nectar shot out of the girl’s drippy cunt, hitting the man’s clothes. His thumb had started rubbing her clit while the girl shook, shooting her pussyjuice out as the man kept milking her.

“Soooohhhwhhhyyyy” She whined as she couldn’t stop the mind-breaking orgasm.

As Abby was squirming wildly on the floor, the man secured a hand around her throat, then the other against her pelvis, pushing her back down into the concrete as she was shaking uncontrollably.

“Calm yaself now.” He grabbed the dildo and moved it around in her cunt, sloshing around as loud sounds of her wetness filled the air.
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He tore off the latex strap that ran down from her neck. “Not part of the ’fit” He muttered, smacking her gently on the crotch. Moaning, crying, and apologizing through spit, tears, and snot, Abby was far from what she had been when she had first arrived.

He threw the dildo to the side, then cupped the girl’s wet and warm crotch. Nectar was still leaking from it.

“Girlie. Ya hopeless, but… Ya doing really good.”

He saw how she tried to hide her face and cleared his throat before reprimanding her.

“Do not hide from me, little one! Look at me” He commanded with her stern voice.

Abby slowly lowered her arms and looked up at him. As she did, he slid two fingers into her drenched cunt, and began fingerfucking her unceremoniously.
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“Ya mixed outfits, so ya will have ta be punished.” He exhaled slowly and gave her an encouraging smile. “I know ya can do it, girlie.” He then helped her to stand up

Abby squirmed and shivered nervously as she stood there while the man walked over and fetched a metal device. As he returned, she could figure out what it was he had brought her.

“Here. This yoke be the punishment, that and no further additions to the outfit. Well, ya can’t make any further adjustments ta it” He said as he leaned in closer to her.

“Ya ready for it?” He asked the girl, leaning over and grabbing her ass, pushing her towards him. Abby whimpered a little as she looked anxiously into the man’s eyes.

“Y…Yes sir” She said, shivering in fear.
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“What a good girl you are. Knew ya could do it”

It wasn’t until her arms were restrained to her sides that she realized how dangerous and scary this truly was. Her naked body was so exposed, it was haunting. Her knees quaked and her womb mark burned so warm, so strongly, she moaned softly as she felt the man’s left hand grab so casually at her tit.

He kneaded it, squeezing it firmly, taking his time as he handled her with a sense of ownership. Tears were rolling down the girl’s leather-padded cheeks.
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She had been reduced to such a whimpering little mess. She felt so weak, and her resolve had been shattered long ago. There was no real opposition. She had no one to really rebel against. Her horny body was the true culprit, and she felt that. She was just letting her uninhibited lust guide her. And she knew she couldn’t go back. She had gone way too far, and the man was constantly demanding more.

But she would obey. She wanted to be good. She couldn’t go against the contract. She couldn’t afford to.
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George marched the naked girl up the stairs and out the door. It was late, and the sun was lingering by the horizon, behind some clouds.

Shivering wildly, Abby was being made to walk in her incredibly exposing outfit and her arms trapped in the metal device. She was marched into the forest in mostly silence. Just the sound of the two of them walking and the wind howling.

Abby’s nipples were hard and protruding proudly. This was absolutely insane. Her womb mark throbbed with such powerful shock waves of pleasure and excitement.
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Trying to be brave, the girl gritted her teeth as she was led on. She wasn’t sure where exactly they were going, but she trusted the man to not do something cruel to her.

Stopping in the middle of nowhere, having spent 10 minutes just walking in anxiousness and excitement, Abby was suddenly made to stand still.

“Good girl…” The old man said in a low tone as he fetched something from his pocket. Moments later, he was fixing a brass bell to her neck.

“There. Now ya won’t be able ta go unnoticed. Imagine if a stranger heard tha bell and came over ta investigate? He be fucking ya without a second hesitation, yes.”

Staring at the old man in shock, Abby opened her mouth, but he was faster. Two fingers plunged into her drenched cunt and she was unable to word anything intelligible.

“What an excited little thing ya are. Hah! It ok. Be still, let me finger ya a bit.” He crudely said as he was fingerfucking the girl. She howled out in ecstasy while the bell rung out loudly, clanking merrily as she was treated like something other than a woman.
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“That’s it, girlie. Orgasm for me. Let me feel ya pussywater squirting.” His fingers moved faster as he hooked upwards, delivering such sweet pleasure to her.

Abby had no chance. With a loud and gurgling cry, she felt the climax detonate in her crotch. The man’s technique was ridiculously effective. As the powerful orgasm slowly subsided, he gave her pussy a few happy pats before kissing her.

“Good girl.”

Before Abby could speak up, she felt something shoved into her mouth. A large and tight leather strap with extra padding was forcefully lodged deep into it. The way it bulged inwards, a part of it was filling her mouth to some degree.

Locking it in place, George hummed happily to himself before finishing up.
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“There. Now ya look absolutely beautiful. Ya the prettiest ya ever been.”

He stroked her breast while staring into her insecure and adorable eyes.

“I want ya ta trot around. Prance to ya heart’s content, hear me? Ya be a good girl, a good pony, and I want ya ta flourish.”

He gave her another kiss. Abby felt so conflicted about this, but she was a horny bitch, and she felt so appreciated and loved. The man genuinely must care so very much for her. She gave him a weak nod. She could do this. And a big part of her felt absolutely ecstatic about doing this. Running around in the forest at night. The unknown hiding behind every corner. Unable to run away from anything or anyone as her high heels wouldn’t let her outrun anything. Her tits and cunt on full display, easily available for anyone who wanted.

And, the way George was handling her, she felt like livestock. But it was exciting. A thrill. She couldn’t even speak back to him now. She was reduced to a helpless pony, lost in the woods.

“Hya!” The old man shouted as he smacked her right ass cheek, making the girl jump in surprise and pain before she began running off.

“Raise ya legs, ponygirl. Raise ’em high! Ya should be prancing proudly.” He sternly commented as Abby was trotting off. She did her best with lifting her legs up high while running. It felt humiliating, but her womb mark glowed in appreciation of this.
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The sound of the bell was all the man could perceive of her as she had pranced out of sight. He laughed to himself before turning around and heading back home. He had several trackers on the girl, so he could always track her down or send someone, if she needed rescue.

With her tits lifted high, and her legs imitating that of an equine, she was slowly making a turn, pointing her erect nipples towards where the ranch was. Her heels were glowing in shifting pink patterns, helping to illuminate the forest floor.

‘Clink clank’ sounded out loudly, as she was trotting through the dark forest. Pep in her step, bounce in her breasts, and beyond horny. She was on high alert for any sounds or movement.
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Seeing a moving shadow, she nearly toppled over when a squirrel ran into hiding as she emerged from the shadows. This felt incredible. She was loving every moment of this. She didn’t want to go home just yet. She wanted more. She felt like a pony, and she felt so pretty and elegant. She wished she could take a photo of herself. If her friends from her old life could see her now. They would be so impressed with her grace and dignity.

She was practicing her posture and gait as she pranced on. She wanted to excel at moving like this. She wished she could find a road so that she could hear the click clacks of her heels against the asphalt.

This was so much fun, it felt so good… This was all she wanted to do!
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She wasn’t sure how much time had passed. She was thriving in the excitement.

Seeing the lights from the barn, she trotted on, approaching it with curiosity. A cold breeze caressed her exposed ass crack. She felt goosebumps cover her skin as she moaned softly to herself.
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Making her way inside, she looked around as she stood tall. The warmth from the cozy barn felt so nice. Her muffled hearing and limited vision robbed her of what was going on behind her. Farmhand Randy shut the Barn gate as he admired the pretty pony that had entered.
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There was something unnaturally beautiful about a girl that had been willingly transformed into livestock. There was grace in surrender. He approached the docile equine with a wide smile across his face.

Abby heard the sound coming from behind. Turning around, she was standing face to face with the farmhand. He gave her an eager smile as he reached around her and pulled her a little closer. His left hand casually planted itself on her right tit, squeezing it tenderly.

“Good pony…” He cooed warmly as he stared into Abby’s eyes. She was frozen stiff.
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A brief moment of introspection had her asking herself a lot of questions. The core of which was a simple ‘What is it I’m doing?’ and ‘Do I want this?’.

She wasn’t actually sure. But she was beyond horny at this point, and feeling like a pony was the best thing in the world. Her eyes relaxed as she threw her head a little back, stomping her right foot down, planting herself firmly where she stood. Seemingly willing and playful. It was her playtime after all.

Seeing Abby’s relaxed state, she obviously wasn’t against this continuing. Randy had gotten several stern talks and reprimands from George from his lack of consideration when it came to handling livestock.

Seeing her willingness to continue, he gave her a kiss on the cheek. “Beautiful pony Abby. Close your eyes, ya been good.”

He held around her butt with his right hand, keeping her in place, while his left hand found her crotch. Abby’s pussy was dripping and glowing hot. He shoved a finger inside of her, hooking it upwards and giving the good girl a fitting reward.

Abby obeyed, closing her eyes when she was told to. Her nipples were hard and standing, conveying the absurd amount of pleasure this situation was giving her.
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She moaned lustfully as the man’s finger plunged past her lower lips, into her quivering slit. She bucked her hips forward, desperate for the man to fingerfuck her.

Randy kissed the girl through the leather gag while fingering her. Before she could get her much needed release, he pulled the finger out of her.

Stomping her feet, Abby bent forward, arching back, presenting her tits to the man. She wanted him to finish what he had started. The bell rang loudly as her eyes begged the man to keep masturbating her.
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“Sorry, ponygirl. But ya need ta fully look tha part first. I know George ain’t likin’ it when ya ponies change ya outfits, but he’s fine with me doing that. So. Plop ya pretty ass down on that box, and I can give ya some fitting boots.”



26

Abby sat down immediately. She presented her feet to the man as she couldn’t do much more to assist. The metal yoke held her arms in place, and the gag denied her the chance to talk.

The bell clinked and clanked merrily. Randy removed her glowing heels, and showed her a much more fitting set of boots. They were tight, black, and framed by sturdy metal that would deny her the ability to shift her stance. In the end of the boots, thick metal horseshoes, giving her the appearance of having hooves.
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“This will help ya be even prettier.” His words fueled the flame that burned inside of her.

It felt incredible. She would have to balance herself perfectly to not fall, but she was strangely adaptive to these things. The new boots fit her perfectly, almost like they were ordered specifically for her.

And Randy was really good at equipping Abby with these boots. He must’ve had a lot of experience with such.

Realizing this made Abby hesitate for a moment before pushing any speculations aside. She couldn’t wait to stand up and try her new horseshoes. There was a weirdly intimate moment shared between the two. Randy was quietly working while Abby watched with excitement. He held a strange power over her.
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“And done. Stand up, pony.” Randy said, breaking the long silence. He got up and gave her some space.

Abby needed a few attempts to get up, having to balance through the restrictions of the new footwear. But, the girl quickly got used to it. She stood tall, strutting her stuff.

She tested a few steps with her new boots, smiling behind the gag.

“What a good pony ya are.” Randy said with an excited smile on his face. He caressed her cheek and Abby leaned into it, presenting her naked core to the man with zero inhibition or hesitation. She loved being complimented and praised. She wanted more. Cooing in satisfaction, she closed her eyes.
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“George must’ve rewarded ya, hm? Ya out here to have fun?” He asked the happy pet. Abby nodded to his words. Randy had an idea.

“Well. I can give ya something really fun. Might be a bit ta much for ya, but… If ya feel ready, gimme a nod.”

Abby nodded. She felt like she could take on whatever was coming her way. She was strong.

Opening one of the horse stalls, he brought Abby in with him. He pushed her in front of him, not saying anything else as he was guiding her into the hay-filled area.
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She saw a strange metal frame in front of her.

“Ya so pretty. With tha new boots. Ya look almost perfect.” He turned her around and held her lovingly, stroking her cheek with a kind hand.

Abby looked at the man with such sensual and dependent eyes. She felt like she was this man’s pet, his pony. She wanted him to groom her, to pet her and care for her. She wanted to feel treasured and cared for by him. She left herself very emotionally vulnerable.

In addition to her embracing this moment, a bit of drool was swinging back and forth from her lips. She couldn’t really prevent saliva from trickling out.

[image: ]

Randy chuckled a little as he cleaned it off of her. She couldn’t clean herself, so he had to do it for her.
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A little time of cuddling and pampering later, and Randy finally spoke up.

“Now. I got something for ya…” He turned her around and positioned her in the strange metallic device. He placed her feet into metal restraints, and swapped out her yoke for a stationary version with slender metal, attached to the metal frame.

She was completely immobilized. She was trapped and completely at the man’s mercy. Just to demonstrate how much in control he was, and how little she was, he placed his hand around her mouth and clamped her nose shut with his thumb. His right hand held around her tit, massaging it, while depriving the girl of air.
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“Ya be a really pretty thing, Abby. Ya so pretty, it be incredible.”

Abby had a little bit of air flow through her nose, but as she struggled with breathing through the limited space, Randy pushed harder, robbing her of the final sliver of air intake.

Finally letting the girl breathe in some air, he affixed a blindfold to her, attaching it to the mask. She was now blind, mute, restrained, and helpless. Her hearing was muffled and she couldn’t locate the origin of sounds around her. Her naked tits and pussy felt so exposed. She shuddered as she felt like she experienced a small orgasm.
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What was this? Her senses had been robbed, and this made her so incredibly horny. Every sensation she still had was amplified tenfold. Her skin prickled as nearly imperceptible shifts of air current made her moan in pleasure.

“Now…” She heard Randy’s voice. “Come here. That’s right. Easy now. In here… Breed this pony. She be in heat.”

Two sets of footsteps… Then she heard the gate to the stall open, and someone with heavy footsteps approached her.

Abby was panicking in her predicament. Fighting against the unyielding metal restraints, she whimpered. Tensing up, she tried to win some semblance of control back.

She won nothing.

The large man stumbled towards her. Eager grunts and heavy breathing was all she heard from the stranger.
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‘Is this man going to… breed me?’ She thought to herself. A jolt of excitement and fear surged through her.

A hand bumped against her face. The hand quickly found her mouth and began feeling her up and down, like he was trying to get an idea of how she looked through touch. His other hand grabbed around her ass, then quickly mapped out her basic physique, tracing her tight stomach up towards her firm, perky, and small tits, before going down towards her crotch.
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The stranger’s hands held around the metal on each side of her as he positioned himself straight in front of her. The huge cock of the stranger was pressing against her womb mark. The slippery head of the cock was really oily. The cock was warm and thick, throbbing in excitement, feeling her womb mark’s heat, as the man was getting ready to fuck her. To… Breed her…
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She felt his lips press against hers. The man was wearing a black mask from what she could feel. Most likely a mask that covered his eyes. She eagerly kissed back, doing her best with the gag preventing her from actually engaging with her tongue.
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The man’s kiss was sloppy, wet, and perfect. There was a strong sense of intensity, bordering on desperation, from him. He was impatient. Very impatient.

The huge cock of the stranger plunged all the way into her cunt. The massive phallus stretched her elastic insides, pushing against them as it demanded more room.
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The restrained and helpless girl clenched down around the cock, pleasuring it with her tight pussy instinctively. She let out a scared and pained cry, slobbering saliva into the man’s mouth as he was completely devouring her.

Abby’s butt cheeks tensed up, her body tightening up, as she shook and squirmed while she was taken against her will by the giant man.
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The towering mass of muscles that was the man fucking Abby licked her face up and down, even lifting her blindfold as his strong tongue mapped out her face as best it could.

Seeing the masked man, Abby realized what he was doing as his hands clenched around her firm ass cheeks and the man’s body hunched down.

She cried out as the cock jackhammered her pussy mercilessly. He Slammed in and out of her with such ludicrous force that her breathing was completely decided by the cock that rammed air out of her at every impact.
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“Love what I’m seeing, yeah…” Randy smirked.

Abby’s hand reached out towards him, but the farmhand just enjoyed the view. Watching the large bull frantically fucking the bound and mute pony. Randy was going to cherish this memory of her for a long time. Watching her scared little frame, being used and abused by such a monster of a man.
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The large man that fucked her groaned as it fucked her with such tenacity he actually started to loosen the restraints. The way the device worked was that if a man would move the metal, it would yield freely.

After 20 minutes of intense fucking, something happened. Abby fell forward, hitting the ground head first. Ass up, face down.
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She whimpered weakly as she took several deep breaths. Having been so light headed from the ravaging of the man.

“Oh. Seems the pony is out of the metal. Don’t think the bull is done with ya just yet.” Randy chuckled, still watching eagerly.
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Abby had crawled out of the stall, but the large man only needed a few moments to collect himself before he gave chase. Feeling his way out of the stall, he then found the girl on the ground, trying to crawl to the barn door.

As Abby let out a scared yelp, the man grabbed around her tiny waist and aligned his cock with her battered cunt. The girl was on her hands and knees, trying to crawl away from the man’s iron grip. But, it was all in vain. Moments later, he began fucking her violently once more.
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The bull then flipped the girl around, wanting to fuck her in a new position. Splaying her out on her back, he pushed his cock back into her comfy pussy while kissing her face with his sloppy technique.

Abby was giving off more desperate vibes as he wasn’t just kissing her mouth, but also her eyes and nose.
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As he was pushing his tongue into her right nostril, his wriggling and slippery appendage made her feel defiled. No part of her was spared or given any sanctity. She was just meat for the taking.

A rush of adrenaline and other chemicals surged through her. She even bucked her hips against his hard thrusts.

Lifting her up and plopping her onto a box, he fucked her from behind while Abby could finally remove the gag. She tore it off and coughed and cried.

“P…P…Please” She begged.
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“Oh. He doesn’t really listen to female voices. When he’s here, they are nothing but mating calls.” Randy’s voice sounded.

Answering her mating call, the large man turned the girl around and pushed her down onto the box. He then fucked her standing up straight while kneading her left tit.

Crying and moaning, Abby was slowly gaining some foothold. Her womb mark throbbed as she was presenting herself to the man as a naked torso, one to be fucked and used.
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She weakly tried pushing him away, but her hands gave up, and instead explored her own sex.

Just as she had gone through what must’ve been her third orgasm so far, the bull lifted her up, then turned her around. She weighed practically nothing in his strong and animalistic grasp.

He planted his cock deep inside her pussy and wore her like an adornment. As he took a few steps, the pony girl’s legs waved around as they couldn’t find the ground.
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He then resumed fucking her, slamming her down onto the entirety of his cock over and over again.
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The huge man dropped down to one knee as he flipped the girl forward, having her land on her tits on the ground. He then held her ass securely in his hands while he fucked the ever living life out of her. Slamming into her pussy, making her ass cheeks sing in rhythm to Abby’s abuse.

He lifted her ass further up as she was rendered a drooling mess on the floor. Grunting and moaning, the man slammed against her with such force, she was sure he was going to break her.
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Being dragged around on the ground, fucked in every conceivable position and even a few more, she was just a living sex toy for this brute. He had yet to cum, and she was praying for him to soon finish inside of her.
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She was so dirty. Filthy, ruined, broken, overfucked. But he wasn’t done with her yet.

Lifting her legs up into the air, he fucked her by yanking her lower body up and down, letting his cock plunge into her over and over.
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Some time later, Abby had regained some strength and composure. She was fighting to not break. She couldn’t count how many orgasms she had enjoyed, while this bull had yet to unload once.

She was standing on her own two feet, her hands holding onto the wall while her ass was jutting out. She was clenching down on the cock, trying her best to stimulate and pleasure the man that was using her. Moaning wantingly, she was giving off a totally different energy than before. This looked and felt consensual.

A long strand of drool hung from her tongue as she was panting passionately. Covered in dirt, defiled by the unending sexual assault, yet still blissful.
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She tightened her bubble butt as she met the man’s thrusts. She hadn’t even noticed that the barn doors were opening.

“Get back.” George told the large man. The bull immediately pulled out and stepped back. Lowering its head, the masked man was breathing heavily, he was exhausted.

Abby felt a new hand caress her pussy. She cried out as another orgasm hit her. Was another man here to fuck her? She jutted her squirting cunt out, humping the fingers eagerly.
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“Child. You be in a world of trouble. But… Are ya okay?” “F…F…Fine… I… fine…” Abby mumbled, still yet to really process what was going on.
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Giving the bruised pony’s rump a gentle smack, the old man grabbed her by the head adornment and led her off.
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“Randy, show the bull to its stall and let him return to himself.”

Bringing the confused pony over to one of the punishment devices, the old man seemed angry with the dumb girl.

“Lost ya toys, lost the things I gifted ya with. I’m disappointed in ya…” He coldly said as Abby stumbled forth. She felt so bad, so horrible. She wasn’t quite sure what had happened, but she felt that she had failed him, and it was a gruesome feeling.
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“S…S…Sorry… Sir…” She whimpered and mewled.

Not responding to her weak apology, the farmer just placed the girl on the device, fixing her arms to the metal poles and locking her head in the small stockade.

“Now, keep your ass presented, child. Need ta punish that butt of yours for ya disobedience…”

He pushed two fingers into her cunt and lifted her backside up by her sex.
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Crying and shivering in fear, Abby couldn’t formulate any words. She felt so horrible. She was slowly regaining her bearings after the intense and brutal fucking she had been subjected to. It seemed like the pain was far from over though.

When George was done locking her to the stockade, he stepped behind her and quickly brushed some dirt off of her perky ass cheeks.

“This will teach ya ta go against my commands…” He sternly uttered before lifting his arm and preparing to spank the disobedient pony.
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“Wait!” A voice called out. Randy had returned and noticed that Abby was about to be punished.

“Hm? What?” George grunted, having stopped his hand an inch from her butt.

“Ah. Sorry pa. See… I kinda took off her things. T’wasn’t her. But me.”

George stepped away from Abby. The poor girl wasn’t listening. She was standing with her ass presented. But she wasn’t really there. She had checked out. It had been an insane day.

“Hmm… Why the hell didn’t ya say so earlier?” George asked with an angry tone.

The two chatted for a while. Randy gently massaged the pony’s butt, explaining her bravery and skill.
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Having been told to clean herself up. Abby was naked, standing in the dark and cold corner in the creepy basement. She dried some tears as she prepared herself for a cold shower.
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She had spent the last 6 hours curled up in bed, not having had the best night of rest.

Her memories of last night were foggy, but she was fairly sure that George was angry at her. This took a toll on her as she felt like the old man had done nothing but help and care for her during her long stay.

She gasped as the icy cold water splashed down onto her naked and dirty skin. The mark throbbed in excitement as the nude girl arched her back and washed her hair.
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Using some of the products, she cleaned herself like she’d been told to do. The old man was very insistent on her being clean and presentable, even if she lived in the filth down in the basement. But showers like this were so rejuvenating. Aching limbs and bruises felt like they all were washed away by the invigorating water.

One thing Abby was fond of was to not dry herself off too much. Walking around, naked and dripping wet… It was a strange pleasure.

She sat down inside a cage and felt herself. Her heart beating in warm and deep throbs. She felt surging pleasure and excitement. She envisioned being locked in a cage, then placed out in the sun. To dry in the sunlight, in view of many spectators. These moments of daydreams dominated her daily life. It made her chores so enjoyable.

She hadn’t worked out in a day, so she figured she could work out while flashing her body to the door. Maybe someone would enter while she was busy working out in the nude.

George had told her to keep working on her core, and also dedicate every other training session to legs and ass. She didn’t mind at all, even if she knew he liked large and firm asses. Being honest with herself, she also enjoyed having pleasing assets.
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‘Why am I angry?’ She thought to herself. A slowly fading part of her had realized something, but at this point, she had been altered too much. A lot of her independence had been destroyed. And, this rare moment of clarity, now suddenly fueled her with an anger that she used to improve her efforts in working out.

She was letting this old geezer sculpt and groom her into an object of his liking.

But, when she chewed on these thoughts, she felt the womb mark growl with lust. She gasped and moaned. She was willingly turning herself into his plaything. And, it felt absolutely addicting.

Maybe he would display her to others?

The water had dried off of her body. Even though she was expending a lot of energy with these training sets, she was still feeling increasingly good. Sweat trickled down her breasts, but, for the most part, she was mostly dry.

Finishing a punishing set for her legs, she did 12 more squats.
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She needed to look into attaching additional weights during these sets. She wanted bigger muscles and a larger ass. Endurance was one thing, but she wanted to really pop. To really be eye-catching.

And, maybe, if she worked out enough, he would forgive her…
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Abby had been resting for the better part of half an hour. Her stomach was growling, but she didn’t want to intrude, so she was sitting on the concrete floor. It was enjoyable. Her legs were spread apart, always giving the door a direct line of sight to her vagina.

The door to the basement opened. Abby stood at the bottom of the stairs, having practically jumped over there. With her head lowered, she stood there, greeting the old man with her naked body, having no qualms about flashing him every inch of her exposed skin.

“Hmmm… Good girl…” George complimented her. His voice was warm and loving. Abby shuddered from the praise, shaking in glee.

George was happy with how docile and well programmed Abby had become. Feeling a tinge of pride in his grooming technique, he let the feeling linger in his mind and heart.

“Child. I gotcha a present. I apologize for earlier, but this is not because of it. Ya have earned this.” He held his hand out and in it, a long metal chain leash with a simple metallic collar.

Abby opened her eyes and stared at it. She didn’t know what to say. She was afraid that he would come down here and terminate her stay. Send her packing… But, this wasn’t what she had been expecting at all.
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The farmer pocketed the chains and then brought the two half pieces of the collar towards Abby.

“Child. Ya belong ta me. Ya shouldn’t be afraid of being abandoned or sent away. Ya be mine. I will protect ya. I will feed ya. I will treat ya.”

Abby stared at the collar as she shivered. “W… W…” She whimpered, hesitating.

“Speak, child” He permitted her voice.

“W… Will I… Be slave? But… I am… Free…” She mumbled nervously.

“Look around, child. Ya think this collar really gonna change much?” He asked bluntly. Abigail Olter looked around.

The dungeon. Her little corner where she was sleeping behind the cages. The other cage with all of her old clothes. The shower behind the prison doors. The tons of restraints and slave devices.

Looking back at the old man, she shook her head. “No Sir…” She admitted. She was kind of his slave already. But, it was more in a job way. She was working for him, and if he fired her, then she’d be sold as spare parts or worse. He was her only protection and safeguard.

“I’m not going to lay claim to you or anything. I don’t really see tha point. Ya belong ta me either way. Ya agree, right?”

Abby mulled over his words. She wanted to rebuke him, but there wasn’t nothing to really disprove. She knew in her heart that she wouldn’t be this happy anywhere else.

“Y…Yes Sir…” She said, nodding.

“Now, be a good girl and kiss me while I place this slave collar around ya neck. Okay child?” He leaned forward and stole a kiss from the girl. She shuddered in ecstasy. Moaning into his mouth, she orgasmed then and there, as the man fixed the slave collar around her neck, she came. Kissing the man that was symbolically turning her into his own slave.
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What was wrong with her? Or… Was this perhaps the most logical thing that could’ve happened?

For some time, the old man had cared for the girl, treated her to everything her heart desired. As the world became a hostile and unlivable place for women, this man at least let Abby flourish and thrive. Her old life had betrayed or abandoned her. Her new life…

‘CLICK’

The two metal halves met. They met, they merged, they became one. As the two halves become one, Abby became less. But she didn’t mind.

Leaning back, Abby slowly opened her eyes. They closed as soon as the man kissed her. She still tasted the whiskey in his saliva. It was the best taste in the world, even though she wasn’t much of an alcohol enjoyer. But it was the man’s spit that truly was the greatest taste ever.

She noticed that he had locked the leash to her collar.

“You are a good girl. My good girl. And will always be a good girl. Ya beauty can’t be understated.”

Abby melted a little. She gave him a sultry and loving look. Her eyes reflected her absolute indoctrination and worship.
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Vibrating with content and happiness, the naked girl eagerly followed the man. George had turned around and was heading upstairs, and while leaving the basement, he made sure to tug at the leash, dragging the girl with him by the neck.
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Abby’s womb mark was quaking with arousal and heat. The girl was absolutely relishing the moment. She held her hands behind her back while she tried to walk with a straight posture after the man. Being led by a leash in such a manner, it unlocked something new in her.

Bringing Abby into the livingroom, he headed towards the sitting area, pulling the girl by the chains attached to the collar around her neck.

Abby saw the hamburger. Her stomach growled as she realized just how hungry she was.
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“Hehe. Ya hungry, child?” The man said with a warm and teasing voice.

“Yes sir” Abby responded, nodding eagerly as she was brought over to the sofa. Waiting for the man to sit down, she wasn’t sure what to do. She didn’t want to mess up, she was too hungry.

“Ya doing great work, girlie. Truly, I’m so proud of ya. Now come on, when I sit here, you should kneel in front of me”

He said as he plopped down on the couch.

He wasn’t prepared for what Abby did. She knelt down, but lifted herself up and leaned back, staring up into the man’s eyes as she rested her arms on his legs.

“Hi” Abigail said through a giggle. It was strange, but she was thriving in her new living conditions. Her reduced inhibition and newfound enjoyment of exhibitionism made life a lot more fun. The old man was her only tether to a safe and comfortable life. She had made up her mind a long time ago to just be what he wants her to be. She didn’t even mind. Sharing in a laugh, the man squeezed her right tit as he smacked his lips.
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“Feeling mischievous eh, girlie? Well, first we eat, then deal with the next thing on the agenda, then you can play.”

His expression turned a little more serious.

“Again, child, I apologize for yelling at you earlier. After speaking to Randy, I know ya did just whatcha thought was right. And… Ya were in the right. I in the wrong. I’ll make it up ta ya. Starting right after I’m done feeding ya”
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Abby turned around and got comfortable on her knees. The man held her chains in one hand, and the other hand grabbed a bit of french fries, feeding it to the girl. She was strangely accustomed to being fed this way. It only felt thrilling and exciting to be treated like a pet. Her mark throbbed powerfully. Rewarding her every obedient act.
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“The bull went hard on ya. Without permission, he won’t unload inside ya… So… He will keep humpin’ forever. I’ll let Randy know ta not let it spiral out ever again.” He fed her a piece of hamburger.

He then wiped her lips, letting her speak up.

“It… was painful… sir…” Abigail said with a weak voice.

The man’s face twisted into an empathetic look of encouragement and sympathy.

“Yes, child. But you’re such a good girl. Brave girl. I saw ya. Stood upright. Even through tha pain, ya endured. Strong. So strong. Made me proud” He gave her a warm head pat before he resumed feeding her.

Footsteps could be heard. Someone was approaching. Abby froze up and stared helplessly at George. Panic was beginning to spread. The old man jingled her chains. “Don’t worry, child. I’ll keep ya safe” He said before addressing the approaching man.
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“Dom, glad’ta see ya. Randy let ya in?” His tone was casual and friendly. He gave him a wave before putting the hand on Abigail’s cheek, caressing her lovingly.

“Yeh. As agreed upon. Three months are up, I’m here to check up on the progress and see if I must relocate the female.” He sounded gruff, annoyed, and impatient.

“Ah yes, of course. I remember tha’bit, sure. Sit down, please. I ain’t got food for ya, but ya look like a bit of a break could be nice.” The old man said, gesturing to his right. Abigail nervously shifted where she was kneeling, scooting a bit closer towards the old man.

George patted his lap. “Sit here, child.” And Abby didn’t hesitate. She crawled up on his lap, curling up with her back towards the other man. She clung to the old man as she shivered. She didn’t want to be taken away. Given the plethora of horrible scenarios out there that were waiting for her, she feared for her life. If she was let go from this spot, then she’d move to nightmare territories.
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“I see the female has taken a liking to you, George. Classic or modern grooming?” He asked in a casual business tone.

“It’s all classic, sir. I figured tha I didn’t want to ruin more pure innocents with the crude tools of the modern age. Call me old fashioned, but this be much more of ma own style.” He explained, giving the poor girl a kiss on the cheek before he whispered to her in a loving tone. “Don’t be afraid, child. Ya got nothing ta fear. Be brave, be strong, be a good girl.” He nuzzled her.

“I see. Well. Considering it’s only been a few months… That’s incredible progress. Can you demonstrate any of your training? Or have you not started yet?” The man asked.

Abby felt a sting of cold nervousness take hold. Training? What were they talking about? And did they mention grooming? She was just doing this to live a comfy life and be pampered non stop.

“Be brave for me, child. Turn around and show tha visitor some hospitality. Giving him a cold shoulder ain’t good company, y’know” The old man said as he slowly lifted Abby up and rotated her.

Plopping her down on his lap, he held the chain leash firmly. He wasn’t sure if Abigail would be aggressive as she didn’t seem to be as relaxed now.

[image: ]

“Hello again…” Abby said, scowling at the man. His careless attitude bothered her. She was naked, exposed to the world, unprotected, her shame on full display, and even leashed. So… Why was he not acting like it was a bigger thing? And what was this talk about training? And…

“W…Wait… Three months?” She blurted out, slightly confused.

“Yes, Abigail, you have been here for three months now.” The man said in an informative tone.

She narrowed her eyes. Not caring to really humor his attempts to rattle her.

“Well. I have been a good girl.” She simply said. She had never ever spoken about herself in such a reductive and condescending manner. It just felt right to say. Because, in all honesty, she had been very good.

“Heh. If you say so.” He said, seeming a bit amused by her spunk.

“Oh. She been a good girl. Letting tha girl get lots of playtime too. She been acting good, deserving of treats.” The old man said, rubbing her side gently.

This softened the girl’s demeanor.

“Well. Seems like there’s no need for me to relocate this one and reassign it. Heh. Perhaps being on her last leg is what it took to get her to accept her role… She knows what happens if she…” The man was interrupted by George. The old man spoke up, sounding a little annoyed.

“No need ta bring up such crude facts to the poor thing. She been good, so let’s leave it at that. Don’t want the child to get bad dreams” He said in a protective voice. The chain strained as he held her back. There wasn’t a need, but he just wanted to show some dominance to make sure Abby didn’t fuck up by yelling at the Human Handler.

“I gotta say, old man. You got a good handle on the creature. I have faith in your work here. You said your usual staff wouldn’t return until later, and winter is approaching. Should feel it in the air soon. Will you be giving this one body mods to let it endure during the cold season?”

Abby opened her mouth as she was not going to let the man call her an ‘it’ and not hear it, but the chain yanked her by the neck and she was returned to reality. She felt only gratitude from the show of force.

“I’ll leave that up ta her. I got plenty’o ways for HER ta be comfy during winter times. I’m a veteran, dontcha forget, son” The farmer said. His voice was firm and slightly forceful.

“I will mark your disrespectful tone. One more step out of line, and I’m taking your new pet for myself”

Both Abby and George were stunned and silent. The man’s threat sent shivers down their spines.

“Please… Dom…” The farmer said. George’s tune had changed as he was very aware of Dom’s authority and reach. Dom stood up as his expression was growing angrier.

“Your slave is glaring at me, you are being condescending… I do not tolerate such disrespectful behavior.” He pointed a finger at Abby, the poor girl flinched and whimpered anxiously as she squirmed on the farmer’s lap.
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“Abby didn’t mean anything by it, and I…” The farmer was interrupted once more.

“You will hear from me soon enough, and I will make sure that actual measures are being taken for this thing’s progress to speed up. It isn’t a child, it isn’t your pet, it is a piece of livestock that you will mold into a useful product.”

With those hurtful and horrifying words, the man turned around and left. The two were left sitting there, their hearts beating fast.

Abby felt a fear take hold deep inside of her. What was going on? She was here to help out on the farm, that was all. Why did he keep calling her an ‘it’, and why ‘livestock’?
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Abby turned around and clung to the old man. Crying, she was shaking. She felt so naked and afraid.

“There, there, child. Shhh… Calm calm. Be brave. It ain’t the end, just a small hiccup. Dontcha fret, I been through the hoops several o’times b’fore” The man said in a comforting voice.

He held her gently and let her vent her fears and sadness out. He was so used to her nakedness, he just gently held around her, feeling her butt cheeks tense up every now and then as she drew strained breaths in between long sobs.
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“It’s okay, baby…”

He let her take as long as she needed. And 10 minutes later, Abby felt much better. The constant barrage of supportive words from the farmer made it easier for her to regain her composure.

George gently pushed the girl off of him, urging her to stand up. He maintained a grip around the handle of the chain that was attached to the collar around the girl’s neck.

“Stand and give me a pose, babygirl. Maybe…” He furrowed his wild brows as he stared at her, deep in thought.

“Eh… Sir?” Abby nervously asked as she assumed a straight pose. Her hands behind her back, and her womb mark glowing red.
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Abigail was so changed by the mark. It was on a subconscious level that she kept jutting her hips forth, always trying to show off her mark, and by doing so, her crotch.

“Hmm… Bein’ honest, girlie, still ain’t figured out what ya be best suited for… Need ta figure it out, but… Don’t wanna make the wrong choice… Show me ya butt, girlie” He rattled the chains.

Abby turned and presented her large backside. Her muscles were impressive. Two large mounds of fat and muscle, twitching a little as she nervously tried to pose for the old man. Her proud body was a constant source of strength, but it felt weird moving around to the man’s words.

The heat by her crotch reinforced her obedience as she enjoyed the sensation, even when she was under distress. Strangely, feeling fear and anxiety only fueled her darker lust-ladened side.

The man stood up and sighed. He walked over to the girl and shrugged a little.

“Need to figure out whatcha be best for, girlie. I can’t…” He looked so sad and frustrated. Abby waddled closer and leaned in, hugging the man.

“Thank ya, child” He cooed as he embraced her tenderly. The two exchanged warmth and comfort.
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Abigail was growing strangely attached to the man. She felt such a bond, and it wasn’t the literal one. Tears trickled down her cheeks as his sadness and frustration made her feel so bad.

He wasn’t getting anywhere with wracking his brain now. He instead swooped her off of her feet and held her in his arms. Abby wasn’t prepared for the spryness of this very old man, but he was a farmer, so he was used to physical work. She was still impressed with his strength.

“Randy, need’ya ta bring this one up ta ma room and give her a bit of attention. I’ll be there shortly. Can’t get much more done, so might as well just make it an early night, y’know” He explained as the farmhand came walking over.

Abby stared at George with big and wet eyes. She didn’t say anything, but she clung to the old man. She was a bit afraid. The unknown was scary, and the future was nothing but. The shivering girl stared at the man as tears still rolled down.
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“Be brave for me, child. Be with ya shortly.” He wiped her tears before turning his attention to Randy.

Abby whimpered as she was handed over to Randy. Her legs fell down as the farmhand grabbed around her supple ass cheek. She was daintily delivered to the other man and he held her with such ease.
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“Treat’er nice, and no bulls tonight. I be with ya in 15 min.” The farmer said as he left the room. Randy turned and left the living room, heading to the stairs, ascending them. He gave Abby a simple smile as he squeezed her ass cheek. His thumb traced the lower parts of her slit. He wasn’t as moved by the sadness in her eyes as he hummed to himself, carrying her off.
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“That’s it, hold it in, don’t come yet. Good girl” Randy said while he fingerfucked Abby after having brought her to a bedroom on the second floor. Abigail clenched her eyes shut as she did her best, but she couldn’t hold it in for long. Moments later, she cried out and squirted into the air, covering the man’s hand in nectar.
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He laughed, smacking her pussy, then continued fingering her. Starting over again, Abby moaned helplessly as she tensed up, doing her very best. The feeling was absolutely intoxicating.

He was playing with her body, having fun masturbating her, and she couldn’t do anything to stop him. She was paralyzed from the pleasure, and the fact that she was completely naked, only wearing a metal collar, drove her crazy. Mad from the heights of lust and depravity, she kept falling further into the black hole of debauchery.

Randy let go of her, but she couldn’t help herself, she rolled over and kept fingering herself while moaning and whimpering. The heat was unbearable, she needed release, but every time she came, it only made her even hornier and more revved up.

“She seems a tad bit overstimulated, Randy. Maybe ya don’t go so hard on the poor thing next time, eh? But, that aside, good job.” George patted Randy’s shoulder and the farmhand left the room, leaving the helpless girl to masturbate endlessly in the old man’s bed.
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“Hey, girlie. Stop touching yaself for a moment” George said with a sharp tone. It was what Abby needed to snap out of it. She sat up and looked at him, nervous and with wet cheeks from tears, she hoped he wasn’t mad at her. She felt so useless, unable to do anything but obsess over her need for pleasure.
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“I’ll join ya in bed. And, no need ta be sad, child. Ya did nothing wrong” He assured her before removing his clothes.

George lay down in the bed and let a hand rest on the girl’s hip.

“Ya beautiful, child. Beautiful and cute. Ya try so very hard, and ya are so strong. Don’tcha worry ’bout a thing, we’ll get through this lil patch. Might need ta make a visit to Dom later, but, for now, just relax yaself”

He said, gently stroking her side as he flashed a loving smile to Abby.
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“Ge… S… Sir…” She softly said, stuttering a bit.

“Ah. And, just keep calling me ‘Sir’. No need for names or other titles. Keep it simple.” George suggested. Having nurtured her enough, he hoped this would go over well.

George lay down and sighed. Today was not the best of days. Dom’s words were lingering in his mind. He had to do something. He had grown so attached to the newest acquisition, he hadn’t got the heart to just break it like the others. But…

Abby slowly crawled over, staring down at the old man with bated breath. Her cheeks flushed as her breasts swung gently back and forth as she came to a stop. She was in deep thought, her eyes staring adoringly at the man who was caring for her so very much.
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She had changed a lot lately, more than she could possibly have imagined. She had been groomed quite thoroughly, and her feelings for this man were basically installed into her brain during her long stay. Now, she was so very loyal to him, and she felt comfortable, even happy, when she let her insecurities take control. Unsure, she just looked at him, minutes passed. Finally, she opened her mouth.

“Sir.. I want… To help you…” She awkwardly stated. The ring on her metal collar swung around a little as she shuddered where she stood. A throb of excitement and pleasure rippled through her.
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The old man saw the state of the poor girl. She was scared, unsure, nervous, frightened, horny, lustful, groomed into a domesticated pet, and in need of release. The girl was in heat.

George figured he should take a bit of control. She was so cute and timid, he just had to taste her.

Flipping Abigail onto her back, he brought one hand to her glowing warm cunt. It was dripping wet. His lips found hers, and they embraced in a loving and passionate kiss. He was generations older than her. He was old, crooked, authoritative, and dangerous. She was young, naive, beautiful, unspoiled, and emotionally vulnerable.

Their kiss was a beautiful thing. He knew what he had done to her, and this brought him such pleasure and excitement.
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After a long and loving kiss, George broke the contact.

Abby felt more confident after the kiss. The reciprocation of such love, she couldn’t help but wanting to give more. She gently pushed George back, and he lay down on his back. He had nothing against Abigail getting comfortable and intimate with him. He wanted to see how much he had managed to reprogram the girl.

A lot, it would seem. With little hesitation, the girl pulled the old man’s underwear down, tossed it aside, then grabbed his cock, and began dragging her tongue up and down its large size. It was obvious she had little experience with this as she just kinda marked the cock with her tongue, wanting to show George that she was open for more. He felt relieved. Having been nervous that the experience with the bull had pushed her away from doing intimate things, but it didn’t seem to be the case at all.
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“Mmmh.. Good girl…” He cooed as he admired her focus.

With the praise pushing her further, the girl climbed onto the old man. She straddled him, jutting her crotch against the base of the growing cock. The gray hairs prickled against her sensitive and smooth skin.

“Heh… Now… Ya see the problem, child?” He smirked as he leaned on his arms, getting a better view.

Her expression was priceless. Scared, anxious, excited, determined, trying to hold a mask of control and power, tears welling in her eyes as she was obviously overwhelmed. Abigail pushed the mammoth phallus against her body. It was now bigger than her arm. At the mental image of how deep inside of her it would reach, she moaned a little as her cunt quivered. George laughed.
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“Hah! ’Fraid that would be bad for ya. And even dangerous for me. Without any procedures done, ya can’t have ma cock, child”.

She opened her mouth, but had nothing to respond with. She instead climbed over the cock, then sat down, resting her back against it. George lifted himself further up, meeting the ascending girl.

The two laughed a little as they met at the top before just exchanging a long and silent stare. Abby’s hand graced the man’s bald head. His chin bumping against her cleavage. He couldn’t help but admire the beauty of her youth and innocence. She was perfect.
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“Girlie… Ya something else, that fer sure” He admitted.

“Mmmh.. Sir, you’re the nicest man I ever met. The best man I’ve ever met…” She admitted in return. The two slowly slid back down again.

“Ya can’t take my cock. Just relax. No need ta try anything. Maybe with time, ya can be trained to take it. But… Fer now, let’s just get some rest. I know ya haven’t been able ta sleep fer long. Let me make you orgasm one last time, and we can take an early night” He said.

It wasn’t a suggestion, as he was already fingerfucking the young woman. She leaned back and they interlocked fingers. Humping against his hand, she moaned warmly, smiling blissfully as she let the man toy with her naked body.
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It felt right. And so very very good. The more she offered up herself, letting the men here do as they wanted, the more the mark glowed with warmth. She couldn’t stop herself, and now, she had been so changed by it, it was impossible to go back to how she was.
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George, the old farmer, was snoring softly. He held around her body, and his head was resting on her. Abby was strong, her body was solid, and she could easily support the weight of George without even noticing. She felt happy that he used her as support when sleeping.
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But, she woke up early. Still long until the sun would rise. She gasped. There was something in her crotch. It was burning so much, it was almost painful. She had to scratch the itch, she needed to expose her private parts. She had been covering it up all night, and it was such excruciating misery to not flaunt her cunt.

As she pulled away from the cover of the blanket, she spread her legs, lifted her hips up, and presented her vagina to the open air. The red light of the mark was glowing so brightly, the room was basking in the red hue of her unquenchable horniness. Her unending need to expose herself.

Moaning softly, she moved her hips around. In his sleep, George’s hand found her breast and began kneading it. He was still fast asleep, but Abby was more than happy to give him a stress ball to play with.
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She needed more…

Curse her mark. She couldn’t rest, she couldn’t stop herself. Bouncing up from the bed, she was wide awake. Now, she needed to go get something to help… bring her more pleasure. More thrills. He had removed most of the toys downstairs, so she hoped she could find something.
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He slept alone for 20 minutes. He was enjoying his sleep. Such a nice way to fall asleep, a beautiful girl in his arms.
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Returning, the girl leaned over the bed, checking if George was still asleep.

She stifled a moan as the sound of a vibrating toy filled the air. She had added some cuffs that she didn’t find a way to lock her own hands with, a half mask that covered her lower face, and she had a clothespin attached to her clit. It vibrated at random intervals and caused her such pleasure, and some pain.
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She wondered if the old man would take advantage of her if he found her all tied up and helpless. She didn’t want to tie herself up in the basement, yet she was so very close to doing just that.
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The sun had risen a while ago, Abby was on her seventh orgasm. Her legs were spread, and her fingers were working away. After every orgasm, she just felt a powerful surge of arousal throb from her womb mark, before she would start her next round of fingering.

Moaning, basking in the sunlight, she masturbated desperately. She was frustrated and scared, but more than anything, the intense need for pleasure was driving her mad. Her left arm was tired, her pussy was demanding more, and she wondered how it felt to feel at peace. She had forgotten. She couldn’t stop herself anymore.

George opened his eyes and was welcomed by the sight of his pretty little girl rubbing herself in front of him. She had obviously been rummaging through the basement for more toys. She was such a hopeless addict.
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“You perverted little pet” He chuckled as he leaned over and shoved a few fingers into her wet slit. Moaning and squirming, Abby stared at the man as she pouted, wanting more. Even if she was approaching another orgasm, she needed more. She was so desperate for release, she couldn’t control her body anymore.

“Ah… More… Please… Sir!” She cried as he fingerfucked her.
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Noticing her distress, he knew an orgasm wouldn’t change anything. He had thought about this for a little while. It seemed she couldn’t get rest from the mark, and she was forced to masturbate 24/7 just to keep up with the mark’s demand for stimulation. What she needed was to be snapped out of it.

“That’s enough, girl!” He said in a stern voice as he flipped the girl around, lifted her ass up, and positioned himself behind her.

She figured he was gonna fuck her, so she spread her legs and pressed her hips back towards him, desperate to be used.
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“That’s not it!” He said, and delivered a loud and fleshy smack to her ripe ass. It echoed in the small room as he slapped her butt cheek, the girl cried out in pain and sobbed, her hands clenching around the sheet. When he hit her again, she began crying. But, he didn’t stop. He needed to beat her out of her cycle. If not, she would kill herself eventually.

She flailed and thrashed in pain as she collapsed onto the bed, trying to get away from the punishment she was suddenly receiving. George didn’t relent. He pushed her head down with one hand, and continued spanking the girl with the other.

Her large and bubbly butt was made to be smacked around. The way it bounced, the satisfying sound it made, and how it reddened, having the hand that abused it painted onto it, it was all beyond enticing for the farmer.
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“You been a bad child, and bad children are punished. Now be still and take your punishment like a brave girl” He said as he placed her over his lap. That gave her a moment of rest.
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Her right cheek having received the brunt of the punishment, he swapped targets; and as the loud sound of her fat ass cheek being struck filled the air he held her down with the other hand. Abby curled up as she cried out, wailing weakly.

George felt his cock grow bigger and bigger, from the way Abigail cried and thrashed around so pitifully. She was like a little child being reprimanded. He loved how it felt to punish and abuse the meek blonde girl. Every spank he dished out, his cock throbbed in delight.

Pale, smooth, unmarred skin, beautiful and shiny. Every smack reddened it, and as she received her spanking, her once perfect skin now bore his punishment for all to see.
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“Such a strong child…” The old man said. He had Abby stand up on the floor and face him. She squirmed a little, still wracked with the pain and sadness from him spanking her.

Grimacing, Abigail tried her best to not cry. Her face reflected the struggle, but she didn’t make a sound. Her mark was burning, but she paid it no mind. She didn’t want to be bad. She didn’t want to lose her new life. She didn’t want to cause the man more pain or hardship.

“You’re a brave girl. And, what I did, ’twas to make ya snap outta it.” He said as he brushed her hair lovingly. His mammoth cock pressed against the top of her cleavage. It had gotten so big, it was inhumane. If not for the medicines the man was on, he would’ve died long ago as so much blood was flowing to his junk.

He couldn’t help himself. His cock throbbed again. She looked so stupid where she stood. Sniffling like a child, her face twisted in pain and sorrow. Naked.
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He put a hand to her cheek and caressed it before he started to remove her mask.

“Let me help ya out, lil’ one”

Abby’s makeup was a mess. He loved it. He made sure to only buy makeup that would spill if wet enough. There was something about the tragedy in her eyes that got him so hot and bothered. He was a sadist at heart. He loved the dumb little thing, but he couldn’t help himself.

“Hey… Tell me, girl… Still compelled ta do nothin’ but masturbate?” He asked bluntly. Abigail blinked a few times. She just now realized that she could finally think again. The heat from the womb mark had cooled down quite a bit. She took a deep and refreshing breath of air.

“Sir! You spanked me to help me” She said in an emotional voice, elated, but also still hurt.

“That’s right, child. I smacked your ass to snap you out of it.” He chuckled a little as he held around her. His large cock nearly reached her chin where they stood.
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“Time ta get ya ready” He said, stretching a little.

Abby looked a little confused. She looked around, trying to remember if today was an important day.

“Gonna get ya some new treats and toys in town, and something to help snap ya out of it if need be” He said as he opened a small case and pulled out some articles of clothing.

“We going ta town, so better cover ya up a lil’ bit.” He informed her. Abby looked overjoyed. She hadn’t been out of the house for a good while. According to what people told her, she had been here for months. It only felt like under a week, but they wouldn’t lie to her.

Smiling, she quickly donned the clothes. Assless chaps, open jacket, and the torturing crotch cover. He then held out a glove. But, it wasn’t a glove. It was a mitten of sorts, but it was sturdy, rigid, and wouldn’t allow much in the department of movement.
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“Can’t have ya running off or doing dumb things. And can’t have ya touching yaself all the time. Wouldn’t be right. So, this will keep ya unable ta do stuff” He chuckled. Abby smiled happily as she wiggled her butt a bit in excitement. Her ass was so warm and bruised. It hurt, but the added wind from the wiggling cooled it down a bit.
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“Fuck…” He muttered. Seeing her perking up in such a youthful manner, he couldn’t help but feel his cock harden even more. He wasn’t sure what he was going to do if it kept at it. It wasn’t that long until a slave he could actually fuck would return.

Feeling the mittens constrict her hands, she couldn’t help but try to close her jacket, noticing just how impaired she had been rendered thanks to the last things he had put on her.

“Hehe. Ya so cute when ya playful” He smirked as he fastened her left mitten some more.

“Sir. Your… thing… Is so big. How will… you get pants on?” She asked hesitantly.

Growling a little, George considered his options.

“I’ll be back soon, child. Need ta take care of business real quick.”

“Stand straight, hands behind ya back. Stay” He said, almost like she was a dog. Abby did as she was told. George turned the lights off when he left, closing the door behind him, leaving her in the sunlit room.

Closing her eyes, she couldn’t help but smile a little to herself. The world was so strange, and her life had gotten crazy. It was like she was living in a dream. Everything felt so different. She could barely remember who she used to be. But even when she was in complete silence, she didn’t really think much about things.
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Something she did notice was the absence of the overwhelming urge to masturbate and expose herself. It was still there, but she could keep things under control. In fact, doing as she was told gave her a small jolt of excitement.

Also, was she going out wearing this? A slight breeze and her tits would be exposed. And people could see the shape of her vagina through the tiny bit of coverage her crotch had received. At least it didn’t zap and vibrate nonstop. Was she going to wear boots? She couldn’t walk through town like this, any shard of glass and she’d be bleeding out. She was so used to depending on the old man, she hoped he would put some good footwear on her.
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20 minutes later, George returned. He was happy to see the girl standing just where he had left her. With no words exchanged, he attached the leash to her collar and dragged her out of the bedroom. Walking downstairs, they headed towards the foyer.

Abby had a look of determination and focus on her face. The metal jingled merrily as she was walked through the living room. Her face was still a mess from all the crying, raccoon eyes as the black makeup had left a mess of her. Her ass was bruised and red, her spanking still visible for all who looked her way. Every time she took a step, she felt her nipples brush against the fabric.
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Goosebumps surged across her exposed skin. She was thrilled. But she could still control herself. The warm throbs from her recently smacked butt cheeks kept her in line.

George put boots on her, and as they walked to the car, he couldn’t help but admire the upbeat and spirited girl as she stomped eagerly after him.

“When in town, behave yaself, child” He said, brushing some strands of hair away from her eye.

“Yes Sir, I will be good” She said, smiling, but feeling a little embarrassed for him pampering her and being so overprotective. But, she felt safe with him.
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“Heh… Ya will be a good pony, that for sure. Even got the prance right” He chuckled, noticing her arms. Giggling, Abigail did a few pretend steps, acting like a pony. She found it amusing. He unclipped the leash and nodded

“Get into the car, and we will get going”

Getting into the car, Abby was excited for where they were going, and she hadn’t been in a car in so long! It was a fun experience. This was an ancient thing though, this car must be one of those that ran on explosives. The stuff that could burn down buildings if one wasn’t careful. Gasoline, yes, gasoline. In the big city, everything was electronic.

The ride was a lot of fun. The car was old, it shook, it made sounds as if it was in the process of blowing up. The seats bounced the two up and down. Abby couldn’t help but laugh a little in delight. The sun was warm and comforting on her skin. A reminder that she was still very exposed. It was thrilling, but not too distracting. They shared a few nice words during the brief drive to town.
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Eventually, the car slowed down. They parked in the mostly abandoned road.

The two left the vehicle. George walked in front of the car, turned around, and then jingled the chains.

“Child, come. Let me leash you” He smirked a little when he saw the meek and hesitant demeanor of Abigail. She slowly shifted towards him. Feeling so naked. Her red ass-cheeks brought a blush to her face as she must’ve looked so silly. But the old man seemed to only enjoy her nervousness and anxiety.

When Abby approached, a couple of pedestrians stopped in their tracks. Others watched from afar, but the two men seemed more bold. They walked towards Abby and George. They smiled and nodded to the farmer. Did they know each other?
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“Good girl…” The old man cooed as he snapped the leash on the girl. A hand rested around her neck, it felt safer to be close to George.

“Aaah. George! Nice seeing ya here. This be the latest livestock?” The man with the beanie said in a friendly tone.

“This child be Abigail Olter. 19 years of age, Blood type W-Clean, ID SHPU-07441D1765. Barely finished grooming her. Training will begin tomorrow.” George said with a hint of pride in his voice. He pushed Abby forward a little and presented her to the two men with a spark of excitement.
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“Child, this here be two gentlemen that help keep ma ranch runnin’. They often come by ta visit, watch the progress, and also rent our services. During early summers, we runnin’ visitor programs too. Come to play with our projects. Everyone have fun, and we earn some much needed coins. This here be Jason Mallet” He nodded towards the man in the beanie.

“And that be Duke Derrington. Both come from esteemed names in this part. Derrington be the heir t…” George’s introduction was interrupted as the man in the coat cleared his throat before injecting.
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“Ah yes, I did hear of the complications that arose. My heart goes out ta ya old man. The most ambitious man I know. Hope he recovers swiftly” George smiled to the men.

Abby slowly turned around and leaned closer to the farmer.

“Mmmh…” She muttered nervously. Abigail was shy and scared. She had seen the impulses of men that looked a lot like the two men. She didn’t want to be stabbed or worse.

“Sir…” She whimpered, staring at him with such a conflicting expression. She wanted to be polite and kind, but she was so scared. She trembled where she stood.

“Seems ya new project is a bit intimidated, old man” Jason chuckled. He didn’t take a step back or anything, he just enjoyed the view.

“And, also, seems ya new project be lacking in behavior and etiquette. Guessin’ that’s why her ass cheeks be red and carry handprints.”

He wasn’t wrong.

George gave Abby his kind and loving smile.

“Child, it be okay.”
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“C’mere” George said as he brought Abby in for a hug.

“Had to give her a good spanking. She couldn’t stop masterbating, so had ta smack her cheeks for her own good” He explained. Abby whimpered and trembled. She felt so embarrassed from how they talked about her. And George told these strangers that he had to slap her ass to get her to behave. It felt like she was stabbed in the heart. She sobbed softly as she hugged the old man.

“Can I touch her?” The man with the beanie asked. Meanwhile, the other man was busy on his phone.

“Aaah… This one ain’t a normal slave. Fascinating. Must come on by later, to check up on her. Always wanted to see how these kinds of females were trained.” The man in the coat said. He began taking a few photos of Abby’s butt.

“Go right ahead. But be careful with her. She be delicate. And, she have been punished enough, so be good to her.”

Abigail shuddered as she felt a stranger’s hand on her ass. Her warm cheek met his cold palm. The man in the beanie, Jason, was not a shy person. He sampled her ass like it was an item on sale. Tracing her smooth rump with his hand.
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“Ah… Her cunt is very warm. Great stock! Congratulations, George.” He congratulated the farmer for the heat coming from the pussy of the poor girl. The farmer just chuckled.

“Heh. Thank you. She be very promising, just need ta treat her right. And, can’t let her roam free. She still need ta learn more control.”

“Gotta leave now soon. But, okay if we take a few photos?” The man in the coat asked.

“Of course. Child, turn around and be friendly. These men be good to me. Be good to them.” George said, his voice a little more commanding. Abby slowly turned around. Sniffling, she tried her best to be brave. The men seemed very taken by the teary girl’s beauty.

“Might I hold her leash for the photo?” Jason asked. Duke was adjusting settings on his phone for a better photo.

“Sure. She be friendly” Abby felt her heart cry out as the leash that the old man held was handed over to a stranger. She didn’t protest. She really wanted to, but she didn’t want to be rude. So, she just stood there. Shaking in fear. Jason stroked her hair as he held the leash tight.

“She gonna be so fucking popular.” He said, marveling at the girl’s features.

“Smile” Duke lifted the phone up, then started taking selfies with the group. Jason seemed too taken by Abby to realize the photos were being snapped.
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“Wow… Feels so incredible… When they’re not just soulless slaves… It’s like holding a life in a chain” Jason said as he adjusted his grip and yanked Abby up, forcing her to lift her head. The man enjoyed himself greatly, grabbing at her and toying with her. He was loving every moment of it.
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“Yes, well, she is a person. Maybe not be so rough with her, mh? She prefers kindness to cruelty” The farmer said, watching from the sideline, ready to step in if Abby seemed like she was about to snap. He knew she was fighting against her instincts. He knew she did not enjoy this, and that she allowed it only as a kindness to George.

The man gave Abby some slack before letting go of the chains altogether. He leaned in, holding around her breast and face, moving in and placing a sudden kiss on the girl’s lips.

Abigail blinked in confusion. Tears were welling in her eyes as she was doing her best to be good. As she was opening her mouth to whimper a weak protest, the man took it as an invitation and delivered her his tongue, pushing it past her lips, tasting the insides of her mouth.
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“Ah. What an amazing girl you got there! She’s fantastic!” Jason exclaimed happily as he let go of her, letting Abby recover from the man’s aggressive advances.
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 *“She’s actually really cute. Hello there lil’ one, hope I haven’t been too forceful withya” The man chuckled. He didn’t sound very sincere, but Abigail couldn’t help but give him a small smile. She wasn’t that nervous anymore, even though she was exposed and in the open.

The man placed a hand against her chest and felt her rapid heart beats as well as her warmth.

“Heh. Say, I’ma have to come on by some time soon. Visit the farm. This one will be such a good welcoming face on the ranch” He said as he lifted Abby’s face, giving her a beaming warm smile.
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“Yeah. Thank ya, Jason. Feel free ta come by any time ya want. This one loves ta play, and would do well with some friends. Ya can sample her training once we get started” George said, incredibly satisfied with Abby’s friendliness.

“Y…Yes… I look forward to… it, sir…” Abigail told Jason. He laughed a little.

“Can talk and all. Thank ya, girlie. See ya soon” He said, his friend was practically staring daggers into him as the two needed to get going.

“I’ll look up ya stats soon enough. Hope to see more published on the database. Take care George, see ya soon” He waved goodbye to Abby and George and headed off with his friend.

“Child, you were amazing! So brave!” George celebrated as he grabbed around Abby and hugged her before planting a warm kiss on her lips.

“Thank you, Sir. He was so touchy. But, he reminded me a bit of you. So… It was all good. He was kinda nice” Abigail giggled eagerly as she clung to the old man.

“Glad ya happy, child. Looking forward to playing with ya new friend soon?” He asked, brushing his nose against hers playfully.
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“Yes Sir! And it is good for the ranch too, yes?” She said, grinning happily with her own contribution.

“Yes yes, that it be” George said as he grabbed a hold of Abby’s chain leash and tugged it.

“We soon there, child.” He hummed as they walked on. Abby felt a tinge of pride as she was led by chains past people eating lunch and having fun outdoors. Scores of people stared at her, a few men catcalled, and some even congratulated George. Seemed like he was a familiar face on the outskirts.
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“Damn… Fat ass got spanked red! I’ll come by later, George. Gotta try ya new stock!” A man shouted after George. He just chuckled and kept walking.
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“Here we be, babygirl. Time for ya present. This should help ya with focus, and give ya something for future playtime as well” George said with a big grin as he dragged the girl through the door of the building.
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“Hey Mirko, we here for the piercings. Ah, and didya manage ta get the items?” George said in a happy and jovial voice to the man waiting inside.
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“Hello George, glad to see you in such good spirits. I have all the items prepared. Was quite easy to come by. But, I got a busy schedule today, got lots of slaves to process. So, let’s make this quick. Bring that one to the chair in the back and remove the jacket. I’ll be with ya soon” Mirko nodded to George before heading off to get his tools ready.

Abby stood there in silence, too intimidated by the man to really speak up. She wasn’t sure what she was in here for. Piercings? She had such a low pain tolerance. Squirming a little, she kept close to George. The old man seemed happy with what he heard. He chuckled a little and pushed Abby forward, leading her to a chair.

Having removed her jacket, he plopped the girl down on the chair. She whimpered a little, but tried to not show her fear. When Mirko returned to them, he had a strange cylindrical device in his hands.

“Make sure it doesn’t scream. I got a bit of a headache, so I’d appreciate some professionalism.” He said in a cold voice. Abby wanted to protest, but being called an ‘it’ wasn’t that big of a deal. Instead, she grabbed the hand of George, or she tried. But he hadn’t removed her mitts, but thankfully he saw her attempt and grabbed around the rigid black material.

“There there, child. It be all right, ya see. A bit of pain, then it’s over. Ya can do it. Me spanking ya rump was more painful. Just be brave.” His words managed to quell the panic in the girl. She did her best, closing her eyes. The cold metal hitting her breast made her gasp, but as George’s grip got firmer, she gritted her teeth.
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Tears were rolling down her cheeks as the pain set in. Her nipple had been pierced, but it didn’t feel hot. It felt… Strange. Like something was moving inside of her nipple. The pain was not nearly as bad as she was expecting, but the tears kept flowing. She sobbed silently, her dumb wails remaining low. George’s hold on her hand kept her sane, and his constant stream of encouragement kept her spirit high.

“Ya got this, child. So brave, my girl.”

She felt her right breast come into contact with the cold metal. The left breast was still hurting, and the pain was slowly increasing.
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When he pierced her second nipple, she cried out a little higher. Not enough to bother Mirko, in fact, he just chuckled at her brave and devoted attempts to keep it down.

“Reward the dumb bitch, I’m done with the piercing. I’ll go get ya items. The bitch doesn’t need to remain sitting” He said as he left for the other room. Abby couldn’t pay much attention to his biting words as she was just processing the pain. Crying and whining, she shivered and shook. The pain just kept increasing.

Mirko left the two alone and closed the door to the backroom.

A sudden smack to her cunt brought her back to reality.

“Owwwwie!!! Sir!!! Ouch!!” Abby complained through her sobs as her hips lifted up and she writhed in agony.
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“Such a brave one, focus on your crotch. Feel my warmth” George said while he rubbed her nethers. His palm held around her puffy vagina, squeezing at it, patting it tenderly, lovingly. Abigail moaned and whimpered. Pain and pleasure mixing together. She gyrated her hips, pressing her pussy against the old man’s palm.

An orgasm later, and Abby found herself on the old man’s lap. She was whimpering and breathing, weak sounds of self-pity came from the teary girl.

“Such a brave and strong child. My girl, so good. You will be okay, baby.” He said, gently lifting her right tit, honking it playfully.
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“It.. Aw…. Sir…” She muttered. Pouting as she was breathing heavily.

“What’s the matter? You got such a cute set of piercings now.” He squeezed her breast again while chuckling.

“Mmh. Stop Sir. You are making fun of me.” Abby said as she wriggled, goosebumps rippled across her naked skin. The pain was waning, and the old man’s intimacy more than made up for the small amounts of agony she found herself in.
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“Very well. Stop pouting, stand up and give me a pose, kiddo.” George said as he pushed the girl off of his lap. Abby stood up and took a moment to gather herself a bit.

“Like… This?” She asked, posturing as she strutted a few steps to the side. Lifting her arms playfully. She couldn’t help but grin as she felt the weight of the new nipple piercings.
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“Hah. That’s more like it. Also, I’m not making fun of you. You are absolutely amazing, child. I ain’t lying.” He tilted his head a bit while he enjoyed the view.

“You making me blush, Sir! Knock it off” Abby giggled as she wiggled her butt and waddled around happily. Wanting to feel the weight of the piercings more, she bounced around for a while. She didn’t even notice the man returning with a large bag.
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“I got the goods. Payment is all taken care of. So, ya good to go George.” He handed the bag to the old man.

“Ah excellent. This gonna be great, ya hear!” George smiled from ear to ear as he accepted the bag.

“Say thank you and goodbye, child” He poked Abby. She turned and smiled at the man that pierced her nipples.

“Thank you, sir. Bye bye” She waved her mitted glove and turned. Leaving with George, the two smiled as they headed off.

Exiting the building, they came outside and the weather had changed a little. A cold sun gleaming through from behind some light hazy cloud cover.

“I need to go run an errand. How ’bout you stay parked here. Enjoy the sun. Think ya can do that for me, child?” George said, appreciating the excited smile on the girl’s face.

Abby lifted her legs and pranced back and forth. “Can’t park me, Sir. I am unparkable, hah” She giggled.
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He didn’t feel like she should stay here unchained, so, after putting away the bag in the car, he walked back over to Abby with the chain in his hands.

“Be polite to other men that may approach, child. It would reflect horribly on me if you were mean or rude.” George said as he snapped the metal leash onto the girl’s collar.
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“Yes Sir, I know. I will be good. Oh… Where is me jack…” She was interrupted.

“In the bag. Worry not, child. I know you love the fresh air.” He said, flicking her erect and pierced nipple.

Gasping, Abigail squirmed a little. Her arms were held aside as she couldn’t rebuke him. She was having the thrill of a lifetime. Standing here in the crowded street. All the men that stared at her body with such hungry eyes. It was exhilarating.

“Be back in 15. Be safe, child.” And with that, the old man left her.

Waving goodbye, Abby felt the taut chains keep her by the car’s door. The leash was attached to the car, and she couldn’t free herself due to her mitted hands. She was basically chained to the car.
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Two large men walked by, whistling approvingly. Abigail gave them a nervous curtsy as she tried her best to stay strong and not buckle under the scariness of the task. Public exposure… She felt her crotch throb in appreciation.
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“Shit! She’s so warm!” One of the strangers told his friend. A group of boys had swarmed her and were asking a million questions while their hands roamed her body. They weren’t shy at all. Having been taught about slaves in class, they knew not to treat them like humans. They laughed and played, having fun as they groped Abigail. One of the perks of having turned 18, the boys were taught about slaves and all the fun things one could do with them.
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“Ah… Heh… Thank you. I am not a slave. I work at George’s ranch. I am Ab… Aaaaah…. Abigail Olter. An… Ah… What was the other question?” Abby did her best to be polite and forthcoming.

Her body was glowing hot, the mark fueled her lust. Doing what the kids asked, answering questions, and letting them toy with her body…it was better than anything she’d felt. She could get addicted to this. She trembled as her cunt quaked, a small orgasmic explosion of pleasure had her moaning out.

“Hahaha! She’s just a horny thing. Look” One of the kids tore off her crotch cover and shoved two fingers into her vagina with zero hesitation, carelessly fingering her in the middle of the open street. Abby whimpered an unintelligible complaint before opening her mouth wider and moaning in ecstasy as the kid masturbated her. The other boy was holding around her, squeezing and sampling her every curve. The boys were talking less and touching more. They were wild ones and rather unhinged.
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They were insatiable. Abby felt her mark burn with desire, she wanted more as well.

The next moments went by in a blur. She was grabbed by the head and found herself passionately kissing the one kid while the other was pressing his impressively large sized package against her womb mark. Moaning into the mouth of the young man, she dutifully reciprocated what he dished out.
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She was so warm, so in need of real stimulation. Her pelvis pushed against the cock as her tongue danced around the boy’s.

She cried out in pain, surprise, and pleasure. The cock had plunged into her without any warning. The boy was fucking her with such eagerness. Frantically fucking her, the cock pumping in and out. The large member stretched her insides, her inner walls contracting around it, massaging it as the pain and pleasure consumed her. The other boy licked her face as she gritted her teeth and whimpered. Her tits swaying wildly as she was fucked relentlessly by the stranger.
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How did it come to this? She found that she had a moment of clarity to think about her situation. Why was she suddenly letting random boys on the street fuck her? At least the cock in her had been upgraded, which wasn’t possible for someone under the age of 18. So the kids were likely just one year younger than her. It still was a fucked up situation. She wasn’t just a commodity for men to walk over and fuck on their leisure. She was more than this. But…

She moaned out, her hips bucking, slamming herself onto the cock with newfound vigor.

“Hah! The slut loves my cock, Bruce!” The kid fucking her laughed. His hand around her butt squeezed her tight cheeks as he kept ravaging her.

Her owner had returned. Abby cried and moaned. She was fucked against the car, and the kid showed no signs of slowing down.

“If you want to play with the girl, you best pay up front.” George said, holding out a hand.

[image: ]

“Ah… C… Come on… Old man…” The boy fucking her panted as he couldn’t stop thrusting in and out of the girl in front of the old man.

“Child. Stop letting the man fuck you. You ain’t no charity case.” George pushed the kid off of Abigail. She slowly slumped down on the ground, breathing heavily, feeling conflicted as she hadn’t gotten off just yet.

“Ah come on! I was so close!” The kid protested, his cock still standing tall.

“Tuck ya cock away, boy. If ya want to finish what ya started, come visit the farm. Y’can play more with her there. Both of ya can. Just bring cash.”

The kids muttered an apology for using the girl without the man’s permission. They seemed interested in visiting. The kids left Abigail and George.
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“Sir! I’m not… A whore…” Abigail muttered angrily as she felt the tug on her leash. She looked up and scowled at the man.

[image: ]

“You were grinding the cock and moaning loudly, child. You did this. You are wearing a work uniform and are tied to my car. People see this and think that my workers can be fucked for free at any time. Ya making a mess of ma ranch and ma reputation. Think, girlie, think”

The man reprimanded the naked girl. She groaned as her head slowly lowered.

“I… I… I’m sorry… Sir..” She apologized. She was angry at herself. Eagerly fucking the young man in public. She should be better…

“But. Seems the ranch will get more interested visitors in the future. Seems ya made a good impression, so… I’m not angry at ya, child.”

He gave her a quick head pat and then pocketed the crotch cover that the kids had stripped off Abby. They had plenty more of those at home with different uses, but they were a little pricey, so he hoped the kids hadn’t damaged it.

“Mmmh.. well. The bag goes into the passenger seat. So. Ya will be riding in the back.” He helped Abby to get to her feet. He then turned her around.

“Up ya go, girlie. Giddy up!” He smacked her ass and she instinctively jumped up, vaulting into the back of the truck with an impressive display of athleticism

[image: ]

“So. You been good, you still full of energy. There be a race happening every now and then. Wanna go check the lane? I figured you would be a good runner. A test race sound fun?” George asked after fastening the leash to the truck.

“A… A race? I am… good at track, Sir.” Abigail said, an excited smile slowly growing on her face.

“Oh yeah, child? Y’think so?” George leaned in and stroked her cheek lovingly.

[image: ]

The two had a moment as people watched from the sideline. The streets were getting quite crowded. Abby felt the thrill of being exposed to so many people to be intoxicating.

Sitting in the back was a lot of fun. Abby waved to plenty of people as they drove past them. Goosebumps surged across her naked skin as she felt such a rush. She was practically being showcased to the neighborhood. She leaned back and presented her chest proudly, the two metal rings shining in the light of the sun. Even if it was obfuscated behind a light cover of clouds, every now and then, a ray would pierce through.

[image: ]

Stopping at a red light, the car stood still for a little while. Abby saw a man waving and waved back. In front of him was a woman that seemed to be on a smoke break. She felt happy to see a woman living a normal life. She received a hateful frown by the woman, but the man gave Abby such joy when she saw how happy he was to receive her wave. Her tits jiggled softly as she waved some more.

“Hello~” Abigail called out to the man.

“Hiii~” He responded.

“Ya working on George’s farm?” The man asked.

“Yes, come play with me some time” Abby answered before even thinking. She gasped as her womb mark throbbed. The reward of inviting the man to come enjoy her at the farm, she couldn’t help herself.

“Piss off, slave!” The woman shouted angrily before stomping on the rest of her cigarette and turned to head back inside.

“Don’t mind her, lass. She is just jealous. You are amazing. Great working spirit. Can’t wait to visit!” The nice man said, giving her a last wave before smacking the ass of the woman that was heading inside. She groaned, but didn’t do anything else about it.

Abby just giggled. She wasn’t a slave, but the woman was just a mean bitch. Who cared what she thought.
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Espagnol

Al llegar a su destino, George dejó que la niña saliera. Estaba llena de energía y saltaba con entusiasmo mientras saltaba sobre el concreto.

“Muy bien, niña. Muéstrame lo que tienes. Este es un buen lugar para ver lo que tienes y si tienes potencial. Entrenarte puede ser algo agotador y costoso, así que debes asegurarte de que tienes lo necesario”.

George soltó a la niña, liberándola de la cadena. Abigail trotó ansiosamente, observando el extraño entorno. El hormigón era duro y liso, aunque parecía áspero y dentado. El sonido que hacían sus tacones la hizo reír. Los fuertes clics eran muy satisfactorios de escuchar.

—Muy bien. Ahí dentro, dame 20 vueltas en sentido contrario a las agujas del reloj. —El anciano dejó entrar a la joven en la zona circular vallada. Ella no se quedó a medias, se puso a correr a toda velocidad, antes de disminuir la velocidad, ya que el pequeño camino no le permitía ir rápido. Llevaba tacones raros, pero hizo un tiempo excelente. George cronometró sus carreras y, hacia el final, había conseguido unos tiempos impresionantes.

Cuando terminó, corrió hacia el hombre. Al ver su expresión, Abby no pudo dejar de sonreír.

“Lo hiciste increíble. ¿Estás feliz? ¡Serás corredora, nena!” Le dio un beso rápido.

“¡Aaah! ¿Corredor? ¿Qué significa eso?” Abby se rió alegremente. Le encantaba correr por ahí, por alguna razón, se sentía bien.

“Espera. Es hora de desvestirme. Quédate quieta”. Con esas pocas palabras, el hombre desnudó por completo a la chica.

—Oye… —Abby ladeó la cabeza.

—¡Mi ropa! —Miró a su alrededor, intentando ver si había alguien cerca.

—¿Tu… ropa? —George levantó una ceja. Se inclinó y la agarró por el coño.

—Tú eres mi trabajadora, nena. Mía… —Se inclinó. Abby se estiró hacia atrás y se flexionó, presionando su frente contra la nariz del hombre.

“Mío…” dijo Abigail con una sonrisa malcriada. Luego le dio un suave golpecito en la cabeza al hombre con su guante.

George se rió entre dientes, nunca había oído a ninguna chica reclamarlo antes. Le dio un beso profundo y apasionado antes de enderezarse.

“Un momento, niña. Tengo algo para celebrar la ocasión”.

Regresó momentos después con una manzana.

Él presionó su hombro desnudo. Abigail se puso de rodillas. No necesitaba decirlo, ella podía captar la indirecta. No era tonta. Se rió para sí misma, sintiéndose bastante bien consigo misma.

Pero su arrogante seguridad en sí misma quedó un poco olvidada cuando la manzana descendió. Levantó los brazos, como una mascota, abrió la boca y movió la lengua.

“¿Tienes hambre? Gime si tienes hambre”, le dijo. Abigail tenía mucha hambre, así que gimió en voz alta, moviendo el trasero juguetonamente.

George le dio unas palmaditas en la cabeza.

—Buena niña… —Luego, lentamente, dirigió la manzana hacia la boca de la niña.

“Espera…” dijo suavemente, la manzana tocaba su labio superior. Abby gimió débilmente, levantando las cejas en un gesto de interrogación.

“Gime más”, le ordenó. Abby dejó escapar otro gemido profundo y sincero. Sensual y suave, se sentó allí de rodillas, ansiosa por que le dieran una deliciosa manzana.

—Dale un mordisco —le dijo, y ella no dudó. Le dio un mordisco, masticando la jugosa manzana mientras el hombre se desplomaba detrás de ella.

“Levanta la entrepierna”, le ordenó. Abby hizo lo que le dijo y levantó las caderas, parándose sobre sus rodillas en una postura erguida.

“Buena mascota…” El hombre arrulló mientras comenzaba a tocar el coño de la chica.

—Adelante, come—dijo con voz suave, hundiendo dos dedos en su coño, bombeando dentro y fuera mientras la desesperanzada ponygirl solo sabía gemir mientras comía de la mano del hombre mientras él hacía lo que quería con su cuerpo.

“A un buen poni le encanta que lo toquen. Un buen poni tiene un cuerpo sano y fuerte. Un buen poni debería sentirse feliz cuando los hombres lo recompensan con manoseos y caricias. Abby, sé un buen poni”. Sus palabras llevaron a la chica al frenesí. Se chasqueó los labios, gimiendo alegremente mientras comía la deliciosa manzana. Empujó sus caderas hacia adelante y hacia atrás, disfrutando del momento, deleitándose con los mimos.
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Arriving at their destination, George let the girl out. She was full of energy and bounced eagerly as she pranced around on the concrete.

[image: ]

“All righty then, child. Show me what ya got. This be a good place to see whatcha got, and if ya got potential at all. Training ya be a taxing and costly thing, so gotta make sure ya got the stuff.”

George untethered the girl, releasing her from the chain leash. Abigail trotted around eagerly, looking at the strange environment. The concrete was hard and smooth, even if it looked rough and jagged. The sound her heels made had her chuckle. The loud click clacks were so satisfying to listen to.

“All righty. In there, gimme 20 laps, counterclockwise.” The old man let the young one into the circular fenced area. She didn’t half-ass it, she exploded into a sprint, before slowing down as the small path didn’t make it easy to go fast. She was wearing weird heels, but she made great time.

[image: ]

George timed her runs, and towards the end, she had managed some impressive times. When she finished, she ran over to the man. Seeing his expression, Abby couldn’t stop grinning.

[image: ]

“Ya did incredible. Ya happy? Ya gonna be a racer, girlie!” He gave her a quick kiss.

“Aaah! Racer? What that mean?” Abby giggled happily. She loved running around. For some reason, it felt right.

“Ait. Time ta undress. Stand still.” With those few words, the man completely stripped the girl.

“Oy…” Abby cocked her head. “My clothes!” She looked around, trying to see if anyone was nearby.

“Your… clothes?” George raised a brow. He leaned in and grabbed around her cunt.

“Ya be ma worker, girlie. Mine…” He leaned in. Abby reached back and flexed, pressing her forehead against the man’s nose.

[image: ]

“Mine…” Abigail said with a bratty grin. She then gently booped the man on the head with her mitten.

George cackled, he hadn’t heard any girl lay claim to him before. He gave her a deep and passionate kiss before straightening back up.

“One moment, child. Got something ta celebrate the occasion”

He returned moments later with an apple.

He put pressure on her naked shoulder. Abigail got down on her knees. He didn’t need to say it, she could take a hint. She wasn’t dumb. She chuckled to herself, feeling quite good about herself.

But, her cocky self-assuredness was a tad forgotten when the apple descended. Her arms lifted, like a pet, she opened her mouth and wiggled her tongue.

“Hungry? Moan if ya hungry.” He told her. Abigail was very hungry, so she moaned loudly, wiggling her butt playfully.

George patted her head. “Good girl…” He then slowly steered the apple to the girl’s mouth.

[image: ]

“Wait…” He said softly, the apple was touching her upper lip. Abby groaned weakly, eyebrows raising in a meek questioning manner.

“Moan more.” He commanded her. Abby let out another deep and honest moan. Sultry and soft, she sat there on her knees, eager to be fed a delicious apple.

“Take a bite.” He told her, and she didn’t hesitate. She bit into it, chewing the juicy apple while the man slumped down behind her.

“Lift your crotch up.” He commanded her. Abby did as she was told and raised her hips up, standing on her knees in a straight pose.

“Good pet…” The man cooed as he started to finger the girl’s cunt.

[image: ]

“Go ahead, eat.” He said in a soft voice, plunging two fingers into her pussy, pumping in and out while the hopeless ponygirl knew only to moan as she ate from the man’s hand while he did what he wanted with her body.

“A good pony loves ta let others touch her. A good pony got a healthy and strong body. A good pony should feel happy when men reward her with groping and touching. Abby be a good pony.”

His words pushed the girl into a frenzy. She smacked her lips, whimpering happy little moans while she ate the delicious apple. She thrust her hips back and forth, basking in the moment, reveling in the pampering.
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When George finished feeding the girl, he helped her get back up on her feet.

“Good girl. Now. We can do some light training, and, gotta see how ya handle a bit’o pain.”

Abigail’s eyes widened a little, but she let the man move her around. He spun her around and caressed her ass cheeks.

[image: ]

“Mmh. Still a tad warm. Red from spanking. Good. Folks love ta see it. But. Let’s get to it.”

He locked the collar to the hanging chains, forcing Abby to keep herself upright.

“Good good. Now. Lift ya legs. 90’, and keep the toes down down down. Arms up, present ya mitts, and whenever ya can, tighten them cute lil’ butt buns of yours.”

It was embarrassing, Abigail blushed a little as she uncomfortably trotted in circles around the weird machine that she was now attached to. George had set the speed to slow, but it took some getting used to.

[image: ]

“What wil…” Abby asked, but was interrupted.

“When we do this, ya won’t speak unless asked ta.” He grabbed a long whip and delivered a weak, but still really painful, smack to her rear. She cried out and bucked in pain.

[image: ]

“Good, good. Ya got the reactions down right. Gotta keep moving. If ya fall, then ya will be dragged across the ground.”

Abby whimpered a little as she nearly fell over. Her ass now sported a red mark from where the man had struck her.

“Keep on ya toes as much as ya can. Gotta work out ya calf!”. He said, whipping her again.

[image: ]

Crying out in pain, Abigail jumped when he hit her, but she kept moving. This was so hard. She struggled with the rhythm. When he struck her, she fell out of her gait.

Seeing that she was struggling, he snuck behind her and followed her as she trotted in circles. When she noticed that he wasn’t where he used to be, Abigail looked around in confusion. The next moment, the man had grabbed her left nipple piercing and yanked it upwards.

Crying out in pain, Abby couldn’t help but laugh as the pain subsided a little.

[image: ]

“Haha! Ya gotta be a natural, child! Ya will be the best pony around! Everyone will look at ya and be so impressed. Turning heads! Being my ranch’s number one in no time!”

Tears were trickling down from the pain, but the girl was smiling. Overwhelmed by the praise and attention. She giggled, wanting to talk, but trying to hold her tongue.

“Amazing, child… Amazing” George was so taken by the girl. Her beauty, her spirit, her talent, and how easily he was changing her personality.

“We’ll keep going for 20 minutes. Stay strong, child.”

* * *

A painful and trying 20 minutes later, George yanked her nipple from behind. Startled by the sudden tug on her tit, the girl wet herself a little.



50

“Hey now!” He detached the chains from the collar and turned the girl around before stepping back. “Ya made a real mess.” He prodded her with a finger.

[image: ]

“S…S..Sorry Sir…” Abby whimpered, shivering as she couldn’t believe what she had done.

“And now ya talking without permission…” He gave her left ass cheek a solid spank before pushing her towards the car.

“Ya got talent, but ya still need ta learn more…” He couldn’t help but smile when he saw the girl shivering as she walked towards the car. Her shaking little frame was the most delicious thing in the world.

[image: ]

“Up up, into the back. I’ll go clean up ya pee before we leave. Ya just lie there, thinking ’bout what ya done.” He closed the tailgate and left to clean up after Abby.

Slowly, she curled up. Feeling so sad from what she had done

[image: ]

It didn’t take long before she felt the car begin to hum. They began moving, and soon enough, they were heading home.

“Ya shouldn’t be too sad, child. I’m so proud of ya. Ya impressed me, truly.” He shouted to her while waiting for a green light.

Abby was lying naked in the man’s trunk. Curled up, collared, restrained, like a pet. She felt like less than a person. Her right hand tried to reach her own cunt. She attempted to rub herself, but the large mitt didn’t let her masturbate.

[image: ]

Groaning softly to herself, she felt her last bit of resistance die as she lay there, allowing herself to fully become an animal. She was happy like this. Many wouldn’t understand, but as long as George took care of her, she didn’t care. She was going to be an amazing pony. She just wished she could get some more pleasure.

* * *

Back at the ranch, George opened the tailgate. “Here she be, Randy. The newest pony. Amazing runner!” George bragged.

Abby jumped out of the car. She smiled eagerly. She couldn’t wait to learn more.

[image: ]

Running around… if that was going to be what she did around here, then she had truly hit the jackpot. What amazing life awaited her. She was overflowing with optimism and eagerness.

She didn’t really mind being naked. The womb mark rewarded her for it non stop. Even if she couldn’t rub herself off, then at least she could enjoy the mark stimulating her pussy.

“How about the two of ya play for an hour while I make dinner, eh? And no bulls today, Randy. Maybe ya can show her one of the shorter tracks around here, or if she be in heat, put ya dick in her. But, whatever she wants be priority.” George said as he gave the girl a kiss, then headed inside to prepare dinner.

* * *

Abigail was having the time of her life.

Randy and Abby played around for an hour. When George called the two in for dinner, Abigail was cleaning the farmhand’s cock.

She had finally gotten some much needed release. She sported a little bit more of a red glow on her rump cheeks, but it was a good way to signal that playtime was over. A quick spanking and she was ready to resume her daily life.

Abigail Olter, 19 years old slave and ponygirl, is going to get some more slaves to join her very soon. Among them, both veteran livestock, as well as newcomers.
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