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Warning

This book contains adult content that may be unsuitable for some readers.

This book is intended for adults over 18 and all characters in this story are represented as 18 or over.


The Ice Cream Farm

Olivia was sat at her desk, thoroughly bored.  She only had a year left in formal school and after the long summer holidays she would start at her prep school, getting ready for the year of her 20th birthday when she would be married off to the son of one of the good and great of Dorian society.  Idly she scratched her leg, raising the short plaid skirt even higher, if anyone was looking they would have seen the top of her panties, not that she cared.  The skirt hid very little, but in a society where 99% of women spent their entire lives naked it marked her and her class mates out as special.  

At the front of the class the teacher droned on, like them she wore clothes, a rather elegant dress that marked her for what she was, an elder wife of someone important who spent her days teaching, now that she’d been replaced as first wife by someone younger, hotter and sexier than her.  Someone that Olivia would soon be training to be.

Even among her peers Olivia stood out.  Not for her looks, she was as pretty as any other girl in the class, with her long blonde hair and tight young body.  Her chest was still growing, 34D and not slowing down.  She was proud of her chest, when the debutant ball came around in two years time she knew her chest would be her biggest asset and the sons of the rich and famous would be begging their fathers to pay for her.  And as her father was Deputy Director of the Internal Security Agency (ISA) he would ensure that she went to the man of her choice, and not just the highest bidder.  No one would dare to cross her father.

Olivia knew that her place in society was set, be sold off at 20 and assume the status of under wife for two years, while she learned how to manage a home, then eight years or so as first wife, the last two of which she would be training her replacement, then settle back as an elder wife, helping to look after the children.  If she was lucky she’d bear her husband a son, but that was so unusual, less than one percent of all births were male.  If she gave her husband a son, her daughters would be certain to attend school and have their place in society, otherwise they would hope their husbands did very well for themselves, as her father had done, otherwise it would be a life of slavery for them.  She didn’t like to dwell on this prospect.

The teacher continued to drone on, it was just after lunch and Olivia had a full stomach and was trying hard to stay awake.  She looked round the classroom, just her and nine other girls, all 18, all equally attired with crisp white cotton blouses, unbuttoned and tied under their firm, young breasts, flat stomachs exposed, revealing their cleavage – totally against uniform standards of course, but who would dare to pull her up on it?  Like all children throughout time they rebelled against school rules.  Under her blouse she wore a tartan bra top, matching her skirt, which she chose ensuring it could be seen through her blouse. 

The skirt was pleated tweed, the colors signified her school, black with a red tartan through it.  It was supposed to come to her knees, but she’d shortened it so it came down to just and inch or two below her pussy.  The skirts weren’t comfortable, there weren’t designed to be.  They were designed to make identifying the girls easy.  And to make them look sexy.  That was important.  From a young age the girls knew that they were chattel, items to be bought and sold.  And sex sold.

The socks that they wore were designed to be plain, but the way that there wore them was anything but.  The school code specified short white socks, but like all the girls Olivia wore long socks that came to just under her knees.  Shoes were supposed to be flat and black, she wore two inch heels, because she could.  And because she could, everyone else in the class could too. 

Olivia checked the large clock on the wall, just before one, the mail girl would be entering the classroom to collect the mail.  It was a very warm day, Olivia thought it would be nice to end the day with her friends in the Ice Cream Parlor.  It was in town, so she’d need to borrow her father’s coach to get them all there.  They could catch the bus, but that was mostly for slaves and men.  Women in clothes would look odd.

The teacher caught Olivia’s eye, then she checked the clock.  “Does anyone want to send mail?” she asked.  Olivia didn’t respond, she picked up a pen and started writing.

“I’m going for Ice Cream after school, does anyone want to come?” asked Olivia.  She looked around the room, every girl was smiling and nodding, fighting for her attention and approval, even Sienna looked hopefully at her and nodded.  Olivia couldn’t believe it, how dare that bitch even think that the invitation extended to her?  Olivia looked at her with her long red hair and equally full chest.  Olivia hated her with a passion, purely because she was better looking.  When the class was introduced to boys at the dance they always went for Sienna as first choice. 

Blonde hair was unusual, slave girls with blonde hair always commanded a premium.  But redheads, hell they were even rarer than boys.  Men went for them, big time.  Hell, she shouldn’t even be in the class, her mother had had twin boys and she got in because of that.  Poor girls shouldn’t be allowed an education, thought Olivia.  Poor girls should be slave girls.  Just accept your fate.

Olivia looked straight at Sienna, she could see that Sienna was desperate for her approval, in a small class like that no girl dared to oppose Olivia and make friends with Sienna, so as a consequence Sienna was always lonely.  Olivia teased Sienna, she smiled at her enemy, tempting her to ask.

“Can I please come Olivia?” asked Sienna.

Olivia smiled back, allowing hope to form in Sienna’s mind before she dashed it.  “Of course not,” she replied with a vicious tone of voice.  Olivia laughed as Sienna’s face fell, the rest of the class laughed with her.  Olivia was too young and vain to realize that the class wasn’t laughing out of fun, they were laughing out of fear of being equally excluded from the group.  Sienna wiped her eye, tears were forming and she was sad and upset.

Olivia wrote a short note, placed it into an envelope and addressed it to her father in his office downtown, only a couple of miles away.  She addressed a second note to the Gelateria in town, booking a table for nine.  She passed them to the mail girl, who was naked.  Olivia studied her, maybe 23 or 24 years old, five and half feet tall, long dark hair tied back into a pony tail.  Her legs were thick, her chest flat, a B cup at best.    Ideal for a mail girl.  The girl’s chest was heaving, forcing in oxygen, she’d clearly run the three miles from the sorting office to the school and her body was sweating profusely.

On her feet were a pair of running shoes and socks.  The only clothes she would ever wear.  The mail girl wore a stainless steel collar, about three inches thick with her designation engraved in it.  DF-6752.  If the mail was lost or failed to be delivered it was her fault, no matter where it was lost or who was at fault.  Her number was tattooed Just above her pussy, on her left breast another tattoo showed that she was owned by the mail service.

Olivia handed the envelope to the mail girl who took it in silence, as she’d been trained.  All the other girls sent a note to their parents, letting them know they’d be going for Ice Cream after school.  Olivia looked at the girl’s back, it was crisscrossed with ancient marks from where she’d been whipped in the past.  She’d better not lose this one.

The mail girl opened the door and left the classroom, a mail girl would come in several times a day and it was always sobering, every girl in the class would watch in silence, grateful that this wasn’t her life.  And as long as she obeyed the law never would be. 

The lesson passed in silence, as the post lunch lesson always did, the teacher spoke and the girls largely ignored her, they were two weeks from the summer break and the teacher wasn’t interested either.  Olivia thought about her letter, the mail girl would run to the sorting office, the three miles should take her 20 minutes, five minutes to sort it and then it would be dispatched via another girl, her father’s office was only a couple of miles from the sorting office so the reply should be back by the three pm mail.

When the reply came it was positive, as she’d known it would be. 

Olivia,

Of course dear, I’ll send Jackson with the large trap.  He’ll pick you up at four, please be home for seven. 

Daddy xx

Olivia smiled, the after school treat was ready.  She didn’t like Jackson, there was something about him that she found more than a little creepy, but her father had employed him now for a few years and there was nothing she could do about it.

******

When the girls left school Olivia’s father was as good as his word.  His servant Jackson, a man of about 50 was outside wearing the groomsman uniform, he looked like he belonged to ancient England from before the collapse and resurrection.  Olivia wasn’t sure the old world had ever existed, but the image was appropriate.

“Good afternoon Miss Olivia,” said Jackson as she led her friends outside into the heat of the afternoon.  Jackson couldn’t help himself, he was eyeing up the girls as they approached him.  He was, after all, only a man and the sight of nine young women flashing their chests and legs had an effect on him.  The fact that they were covered up made a pleasant change from all the naked flesh he saw every day.  Olivia knew that it would, she smiled, knowing the effect she had.  She walked up to Jackson who was holding the reins of the lead pony girl.  The girl was sweating, she’d not been outside the school for long.

Olivia patted the girl’s head, like her she had long blonde hair.  This was a real statement of her father’s wealth and position in society, he had two teams of pony girls, 12 in each team and one team was blonde.  Each of these ponies must have cost $40,000 and there was 12 of them.  Olivia ran her hand down the lead pony’s chest, feeling her pierced nipples, then pushing her hand between the pony’s legs.  As she did the pony opened her legs slightly, allowing Olivia access to her pussy.

This wasn’t lesbianism, that was illegal in Doria.  It went on in private, no slave would reject the orders of a wife or master but never in public.  And they couldn’t complain of course, a slave’s word was nothing compared to their owners.  Olivia was simply inspecting the livestock. 

Each pony looked similar, there was only a couple of inches in variation in height between the ponies.  Each one wore an identical headdress, black leather round their foreheads, a tall feather inserted into the head set, an inverted Y strap coming down from the center of their forehead before splitting and opening, attached to rings either side of their mouths.  Their mouths were, of course, forced open with a thick steel bar wrapped in leather.  Her father would sell off the oldest every year and replace her with a new teenager.  Olivia had never wondered what happened to them after they’d been sold.  She didn’t care.  She was too wrapped up in herself to think that but for a twist of fate that could easily have been her standing there.

Each girl was wearing blinkers, restricting their views.  No pony could see anything except what was directly in front of her and they were too well trained to look to the side to see who was playing with her body.  Around each pony’s neck was a shock collar, the ponies were arranged in four rows of three girls, but this meant only the last row could be whipped.  The shock collars provided the driver with control.

Around each pony’s waist was a leather harness, the arms of the carriage attached to it.  The pony’s had their arms bound in leather, forearms pulled back against their upper arms, wrists bent, hands inside gloves, rendering them useless.  Each girl had a tail inserted on the end of a large butt plug up their asses, their legs inside long black leather hoof shoes.  Everything about these girls said that their owner was a man of money, power and position in society. 

The school girls got into the carriage in silence, suddenly the fate of the mail girls didn’t seem that bad.  Jackson got onto the front of the carriage and picked up the whip.  “Ready,” he ordered.  Each pony raised her right leg until her knee was level with her navel.  Jackson smiled, he made the ponies wait like this for over a minute before he commanded them to walk on, he knew that this was a painful position for them, but it was fun for him to make them wait like this.  He was a sadist at heart.

The team walked slowly, high stepping out of the school grounds.  Once they were outside Jackson cracked the whip and the girls broke into a run, not as fast as a mail girl could manage but still a steady pace.  Pulling the carriage with 10 girls inside was a serious effort for them and they were soon sweating and struggling.  Doria was pretty flat, even so it wasn’t easy.  Several times Jackson had to use the shock collars to encourage the ponies. 

At the school gate Sienna watched the rest of her class disappear into the distance, she didn’t like Olivia, not just because of the way she’d treated her over the years but she’d have given anything to be inside that coach with the rest of her classmates.  Just once, to be accepted for who she was and not as the poor girl.  She wiped away another tear as she walked home.  One day . . . one day.  Ah well, one year left, she thought, then I’ll go to a finishing school and hopefully a different one to that bitch.

******

Inside the coach the girls talked as teenage girls have done since the dawn of time.  They talked about their teachers, their absent classmate, all of the girls badmouthed Sienna, none of them actually disliked her, they just wanted to ingratiate themselves with Olivia.  Each time one of them was nasty about Sienna Olivia smiled, she liked this, the way they all submitted to her way of the world.

Occasionally a girl would look out of the window, as they came into town the sidewalks were filling with slave girls going about their business (or more accurately their owner’s business).  The slaves varied in all age groups, all the way from teenagers to ancient women, barely able to carry out their assigned roles in life.  When they were stopped in traffic Olivia studied two slave girls.  One her age, young, pretty, naked and another of about 60 years old.  She could see the young slave looking at the old one, knowing that this was her future.

Olivia thought about her household, her mother was now one of the elder wives, she’d never managed to produce a son but her father was a good man, he kept his elder wives (many a man would sell them, even into their 30s and 40s you could get a good price for one).  Her father kept hundreds of slaves, from the ones that worked the plantations to the ones that staffed the kitchens and kept the house clean.  A slave girl would start as a sex slave, to be fucked and used by her owner.  She’d progress, bear him daughters who would be sold just after birth, never knowing their parents.  As they got older and their owners lost interest in them, replacing them with someone younger and hotter, they’d be transferred or sold.  Her father was a good man, he’d keep most of his slaves, putting them to work in the fields until they couldn’t manage any longer, then move them into the house or some other less physical work.

The ones she almost felt sorry for were the ones that never got to be sex slaves, girls like the ponies pulling the carriage or the mail girls.  There were hundreds of jobs where a girl would never know the touch of her owner, for no reason other than there were better looking girls for his bed.  Some were just plain unlucky, like today’s mail girl.  She was pretty enough, but her legs were like tree trunks.  She just had the misfortune to be good at running.

When the carriage moved Olivia turned back to the conversation.  Alana spoke to Olivia.

“Olivia, how does the carriage work?  I mean, it must weigh a ton before we got in, there’s no way the ponies could pull it at this speed?”

“There’s an electric motor and battery,” she replied, “it assists the ponies and means we actually get somewhere at a decent speed.  Jackson controls it I guess.  The ponies are really for show.”

“Interesting,” replied Alana, not really caring.  But she’d shown an interest in Olivia, and that was what counted.

******

“Whoaaaaa,” called Jackson.  Inside the girls went quiet, they were at the Ice Cream parlor.  All the girls were excited, Ice Cream was a rare luxury in their society and they were looking forward to it.  When they got out they looked excitedly at the sign, 32 Below.  They all knew of this place, but it was very exclusive, Olivia was the only girl who had ever been inside before.

Jackson dismounted and tied the pony girls to the rail at the front of the store.  There were a couple of other traps tied up, but Olivia knew that she was from the most impressive house, the other traps had four ponies and were open, her carriage was closed and with a dozen ponies she was advertising her wealth.  Jackson opened the door and Olivia led the girls out and into the parlor.  The door was opened from the inside by an old slave, she instantly recognized the girls for what they were, the lucky ones, the ones that would become wives.  Jackson smiled and whistled quietly to himself as they passed by, then held the door to watch Olivia’s ass.  One day I’ll fuck her, he said to himself, one day.

The hostess came out of the back, she was maybe 40.  She recognized Olivia and greeted her.  “I’ve set the private room aside for you Mistress,” she said.  Mistress was the correct way to greet Olivia, at least by a slave.  “Or if you prefer there are a few booths in the main seating area.  Which ever you prefer.”  Olivia looked around, she was toying with abusing her father’s position by demanding an already taken booth.  She looked at the hostess who was almost quaking with fear, she clearly suspected what Olivia was thinking, and that would put her in an awkward position.  The existing tables all had at least one man on them, and any man outranked any female, but when the female was the daughter of the Deputy Director of ISA (as the booking from the mail girl stated) it would be a brave man that didn’t give up his seat.

Olivia thought for a moment, relishing the discomfort that she’d induced in the hostess without even trying.  However, last time she’d tried this her father had given her a grounding.  “The private booth with be great thank you,” she said, “And I’d like to see the cows, if that’s OK?”  Olivia used the polite form but she knew that a request from her was as good as an order from anyone else.

“Of course Mistress,” replied the hostess, “Do you want to inspect the animals before you eat or just watch them being milked as you eat?”  The other school girls looked around, they’d had Ice Cream before but this was new.

“I think if we can just see them being milked as we eat please.  And there’s one in particular I’d like to see.”

The hostess smiled as she answered, “She’s ready for you Mistress, your father asked for Buttercup to be prepared.”  The girls all looked at each other and smiled, trying to catch Olivia’s eye, to show her that they understood and appreciated the joke.  “Follow me please girls.”  They followed the naked hostess.

******

Outside Jackson finished securing the ponies.  They weren’t going to go anywhere, there arms were secured which prevented them from escaping their harnesses.  If they did escape they’d soon be captured and made an example of.  When this happened and an escaped slave was recaptured (and they were always recaptured) they’d be punished in the town square.  Every slave in the town would have to watch, to see what happened to girls that attempted to escape.

With each girl in turn he took their left leg and pulled it up and attached a carabiner on a short rope to their ankle cuff, pulled it tight, raising their leg up high before clipping it to a hook on her waist belt, leaving each girl standing on one leg.  He couldn’t help himself either, with each girl he hobbled he took one of their breasts into his hand and squeezed it hard.  The girls ignored his attentions, they just had to accept their position in life.  At least he wouldn’t be fucking them, not out here in the open.

When each girl was hobbled he plugged the carriage into the charging point.  He figured the girls would be inside for an hour, which gave him plenty of time to sample the wares at the parlor.  But he wasn’t going to eat Ice Cream.  Not straight away anyway.

Jackson walked round the back of the parlor and in via the back door.  As expected there was a hostess on hand, ready to greet him.  He was expected, Olivia’s father’s request for a table implied that a man would be coming as well.

“Good afternoon Sir,” the hostess said, “How can I help you today?”  Jackson studied the hostess, she was a petite woman of Asian heritage maybe in her early 50s.  Long, straight, dark hair, small breasts but still looking pretty good for her age.  He could feel his cock pulsing looking at her, she was a good looking woman.  30 years ago he’d have been all over her, but then 30 years ago she’d have been the property of someone more important than him.

“Can I look over the livestock?”

“Of course Sir, it will be my pleasure to show you the animals.”  She had a twinge of sadness in her voice, knowing that her days as a pleasure slave were probably behind her.  “Follow me please Sir.” 

As he stepped inside the building Jackson removed his sunglasses, naturally it was darker inside the parlor and the hostess guided him forward.  “How many cows do you have here?” he asked as they descended the stairs, making conversation.

“Almost 100 at the moment Sir,” replied the hostess, “We got a dozen at the Easter sale.”

“And how many are in milk?”

“All of them Sir, the drugs are very effective these days.”  The hostess brought Jackson to a steel door with a narrow window in it.  She looked through the window into the milking room, checking that each cow was properly secured.  When she was satisfied that no cow was missing she unlocked the door and opened it, pulling it to one side.  As they stepped in no cow moved.  Jackson smiled, a dozen young women were locked in place in stalls, milking machines attached to their breasts, sucking milk from them.  It would be pumped into a churn and taken upstairs, ready to be made into Ice Cream.

Each stall contained a single human cow, legs spread apart and secured, pussy exposed, bent at the waist, arms folded behind her back and locked into place with steel chains.  A second chain held their necks in place, heads down, hair falling downwards.  There was a central pump, each girl had a suction pump on each breast, covering the nipple.  The noise of the machine pumping away never stopped.  He smiled, there was no way they were escaping.

“How much do you get from each cow?” he asked, stepping forward between two cows and taking a breast into his hand.   He squeezed it, the cow barely reacted.

“Each cow is milked once every four hours, for an hour Sir.  So that’s one hour on, three hours off.  Each girl’s output is monitored, so it depends, but on average it’s about three pints per cow per day Sir.  That one is a good milker, look at the size of her breasts,” she added, prodding the ass of the girl.  Jackson wasn’t looking, he was feeling.  The hostess stood next to him and rubbed his cock through the material of his pants.  “She’s available if you want this one Sir, they all are.”

Jackson smiled, he slipped his hand between the cow’s legs and started to rub her pussy.  The girl responded, despite the way she was being degraded, being held captive as a milking animal someone was showing her attention, any form of sexual stimulation was welcomed, even against her will like this.  She pushed back against his hand, moving from side to side, rubbing her pussy against his hand.  Jackson smiled and put his other hand onto the ass of the cow to his other side, slapped her a few times and then started to rub her pussy as well.

“Suck my cock,” he said to the hostess.  She didn’t speak, just dropped to her knees, pleased to be able to serve.  Jackson assumed (correctly) that with age came experience and he wasn’t disappointed when she took him into her mouth and sucked hard, swallowing his length at the first try without gagging.  She held him in place as she extended her tongue beyond her mouth and down to his balls.  Jackson gasped, she really was good at this.  He looked down at her, her eyes were fixed on his. Without being told she put her hands onto her breasts and started to squeeze her own chest, pulling her nipples hard to get them erect, twisting them hard to hurt herself for his pleasure.  She was no fool, she knew he was going to fuck one (or more) of the cows, but she knew she had to try hard, she had to avoid being beaten.  And the more she hurt herself the happier he looked.

Jackson raised his arms high and then brought his hands down quickly onto the two cows asses on either side of him.  The sound of him slapping their tender rumps reverberated round the milking shed and the two cows cried out in pain, making noises almost like humans.  If they spoke they’d be severely beaten.  They only cried out due to the shock, they’d not been expecting it.  Jackson laughed, he was a sadist and enjoyed hurting a woman.  Physical pain was one thing, he thought, the psychological pain was even better, knowing that they’d been reduced to the status of livestock.  He amused himself over and over, slapping them harder and harder, always trying to hit the same place until each former human had a huge red stain on her rump from repeated slapping.

When he finally realized that neither was going to speak he pushed the hostess off his cock and grabbed the girl to his right’s ass.  She knew what was coming and held her breath as he thrust into her warm, wet cunt.  In that moment the girl despised herself, she started to cry as he thrust in and out of her, she couldn’t help herself and pushed back against him, enjoying the physical sensation of being raped.  She started to cry. 

Jackson almost came at that point, but he wanted more.  He stopped thrusting, loving the way the girl continued to fuck him back, despite everything he’d done to her.  He looked down at the hostess, she met his gaze.  He pointed at the other cow, “Get her ass ready,” he said, speaking loudly enough so that she could hear him over the noise of the milking machines.  She started to sob, she was going to be ass raped and she welcomed it.

Jackson watched as the hostess moved behind the cow and pulled her ass cheeks apart.  She spat onto the cows asshole and pushed her head in, licking her ass.  The cow tried to relax her muscles as the hostess pushed one, then two fingers inside the cow.  Jackson watched, a broad smile on his face, the first cow continued to fuck him, her body craving his touch.

“She’d ready for your cock Sir,” said the hostess as she stood and pulled the girls wet ass apart, exposed her hole.  Jackson pulled out of the first girl and moved to the second who inhaled and held her breath.  Jackson paused, he wanted to hurt her.  He waited, slowly wanking himself until she couldn’t hold her breath any longer.  As she exhaled he thrust inside her ass and she screamed in pain.  Jackson couldn’t help himself, the sound of her pain, the humiliation she was feeling was too much for him and he started to cum, pumping her full of his seed.  He thrust a few times, forcing himself deeper as he came. 

After he’d cum he held himself inside her, he leaned down over her, grabbing her breasts even as they were still being pumped by the machine.  He crushed them in his hands and whispered into her ear about how much she’d obviously enjoyed being used like the animal she clearly was.  The tears were flowing down her face as he spoke, not from pain, but from the shame that he was right.

When he pulled out she cried out again.  The hostess didn’t need to be told what to do, she took his still erect, shit covered cock into her mouth and swallowed, allowing him access to her throat.  Jackson patted her head, he watched as his load dribbled out of the cow’s ass.  When the hostess couldn’t hold her breath any longer he released her and she greedily sucked the cum from her charge’s ass, swallowing it all.  Jackson was satisfied, he wouldn’t have to beat them after all.  Shame, he thought.

******

Olivia sat down at the head of the long table, four girls sat on either side of it.  They jockeyed for position next to Olivia, desperate to sit near her to suck up to her.  Olivia reveled in the attention, fake though it was.  The other end of the table was pushed against a small stage.  Once they’d sat down a waitress appeared and passed out the menus.

The girls talked as they studied the menu, discussing sundaes and options for their after school treat.  They heard a squeak on the stage and they all looked up.  Olivia smiled, she knew what was coming. 

Two middle aged slaves pushed a portable milking stall onto the stage, the front of it was covered by a black cloth.  The conversation at the table died, everyone was watching what was happening in front of them.  When it was in place the girls disappeared, leaving the stall alone on the stage.  Olivia stood up and silently walked round the table and climbed onto the stage.  The school girls all watched as she walked behind the stall and round to the front.  Olivia squatted down and took a cord into her hand, she knew that when she pulled it the black cloth would open and reveal the stall’s contents.

“Are you all ready for this?” Olivia asked.  The girls all murmured their agreement.  In her seat Alana was fascinated, what was going to happen?

“I said are you ready for this?” Olivia shouted.  This time the girls started to bang the table and shouted with enthusiasm.  For all her faults Olivia could always raise a shout from a crowd.  She smiled at her friends and pulled the cord, the blanket came down and revealed the contents.

Inside the stall was a young woman, 19 years old.  Her legs were wide apart, she was bent at the waist, her ample breasts hanging down, arms bound tightly behind her back, her head hanging down in shame.  Olivia stood up and ran her hand down the cow’s back.  She picked an anal hook off the poor cow’s back and showed it to the crowd, the hook had an eye at one end and a ball at the other.  The girls eyed each other, what was she going to do with it.

[image: Master Series The Steel Anal Bondage Hook : Amazon.co.uk: Health &amp; Personal  Care]

Olivia greased the end of the hook and spun the stall round, showing her exposed pussy to the crowd.  The girls were all uncomfortable at this, but they knew they had to watch.  This was just part of life in Doria.  Olivia pulled the girl’s ass cheeks apart and rubbed the ball end against the cow’s asshole before slipping it inside, the cow cried out as it invaded her body.  Next she tied a rope to the eye before spinning the stall around.

Olivia took the rope and pulled it, forcing the ball deeper inside the cow.  Next she took the lose end of the rope and attached it to a thin rope in the girl’s hair and pulled them against each other.  The rough ropes went tight, forcing the girl’s head upwards.  Again she cried out in pain as her head was forced upwards and she looked out into the room.

It took the girls a few seconds to recognize the cow for who she was.  Buttercup spotted the girls instantly and she started to cry.  A year ago she’d been in the same school with these girls.  A year ago she’d been in her last year at school, looking forward to the debutant’s ball, to being selected as a wife for some dashing young man.  How her life had changed in the last year.

“Is . . . .” asked Isabella, “Is that Alicia?”  Olivia smiled. 

“No,” she shouted back, “This is Buttercup.”  Buttercup was crying now.  This was the final humiliation, being exposed in front of her former friends and classmates, exposed as a cow.  Her tears formed on her cheeks and ran down her face, onto her jaw and fell onto the floor.  Olivia had always hated Alicia, mostly as she refused to treat her with the respect she felt she deserved.

“Buttercup here was arrested last year.  Or more to the point her father was.  He was charged and found guilty, at which point all of his possessions became property of the state – Alicia here would have been spared if she’d been married, then she’d have been property of her husband.”  Hearing this again made the poor cow sob again.

“Buttercup was bred quickly and then sold to this Ice Cream parlor.  And she’ll be here until her milk dries up in 20 or so years.”  The girls all watched in silence, they’d all known that 32 Below was Cedar Creek’s only human milk place, but seeing the reality of the situation made it very real for them.  They were all aware that this could easily be their fate, should their father (or future husband) break the law.  They were equally aware that Olivia’s father, as Deputy Director of ISA could be the one to manage their fate.  Best to stay close to Olivia.

“Who wants to see her milked?” asked Olivia.  The simple truth was no one did, but they all shouted their agreement with fake enthusiasm, no one wanted to be on the wrong side of Olivia.  Olivia smiled, she thought that their cheers were genuine.

Olivia picked up the suction cups for the churn and turned the milking machine on.  To add to Alicia’s utter degradation she offered the suction cups to Alicia’s mouth (which she opened as she’d been trained) and she licked round the ends of the suction cups.  Olivia then pushed one up against her former classmate’s breast, ensuring that her nipple was fully covered by the pump.  Everyone watched as the milk started to flow from her full breast.  Olivia smiled as she did the same on her other breast.  When she was satisfied she jumped down and walked back to her seat.

The girls all ordered, all of them secretly wishing that they were somewhere else.  While they were waiting they started to talk, quickly discovering that when they spoke to Olivia they could look away from Alicia/Buttercup and that made it slightly better for them.  No matter what they did though they couldn’t unsee what they’d seen, nor block out the low buzz of the milking machine and Alicia’s tears.

When the Ice Cream started arrived the girls all were nervous.  Alana looked around, her sundae of Strawberry and Raspberry was the first to be served.  Aware that everyone was watching her (and more to the point Olivia was watching her) she picked up her spoon and nervously tasted the sundae. 

“Oh my God,” exclaimed Alana, “This is incredible.  I’ve never tasted Ice Cream like this.  It’s . . . it’s so sweet and creamy.”  She took another spoonful greedily, then paused and looked at her former friend, being milked like an animal not 10 feet away from her.  Suddenly she felt guilty.  She continued to eat her sundae and the other girls dishes arrived.  Conversation died out as all the girls ate, their desire to eat the delicious Ice Cream and stay in Olivia’s good book outweighing their disgust at Alicia’s treatment.

“How did you know she was here?” asked Alana.  Everyone had eaten and just ordered a second desert.

Olivia licked her spoon, getting the last of the mint choc chip off it.  She was tempted to pick up the bowl and lick it, but that wouldn’t have been acceptable in Dorian society.  And Olivia was determined to be a leading lady of that society.

“I chose her punishment,” she said casually.  The school girls all looked at each other.

“What?” asked Jenna, a timid and now very worried girl. 

“Simple,” replied Olivia, looking at Alicia, “When her father was arrested by the ISA my father told me about her impending guilt and it’s up to him as Deputy Director to set the sentence.  You all know I hated her, so I thought that this would be a suitable punishment for her.  I couldn’t think of anything more degrading and dehumanizing.”  Olivia said this last speech loudly, to make sure that Alicia could hear and would know who had settled her fate.  Olivia smiled at Alicia and blew her a kiss.  Alicia’s shoulders slumped, now knowing the truth.

Just then the second round of deserts came out.  The girls ate in silence, determined to never get on the wrong side of Olivia, even if that meant excluding Sienna even more.  They didn’t like doing it, but if they ever found themselves in trouble with ISA it would be good to have Olivia on side.

When they’d finished the second round of Ice Cream Olivia paid and they made their way outside into the evening light.  The pony girls were stood where Jackson had left them, hobbled in the raw sun for over an hour.  Jackson was no where to be seen – Olivia summoned a hostess to find him, it didn’t take long.  The girls waited outside, talking as he unhobbled the ponies – until the carriage was moving it would be stifling inside without the breeze.

The girls talked as the ponies ran around town, dropping off girl after girl at home.  This late in the day the streets were mostly empty, just the occasional mail girl running through the streets as if their life depended on it.  Which, in Dorian society, it usually did.

******

When they got home Olivia waited for Jackson to open the door for her.  Olivia pondered the situation, as a man he out ranked her, but he worked for her father and her father doted on her.  He knew his onions and when to obey the law, and when not to obey protocol. 

Jackson offered his hand to Olivia as she climbed out of the carriage, having first secured the ponies. As she walked towards the house she looked around, there were several carriages present, marked with the ISA logo.  For any normal person this would be time to panic, Olivia assumed that her father was having a meeting with his staff. 

When she went into the house she knew something was very wrong.   As she closed the door behind her a man in the black ISA uniform stopped her.

“Are you Olivia?” he asked.  He should have been polite, almost subservient but he was bullish and domineering.  Something was definitely not right. 

“Yes,” she replied, fighting down an urge to turn and run, not that it would do any good.  No one escaped the ISA troopers, if you ran they shot you.  And there was no way she could outrun one anyway.

“Follow me.”  He turned and walked to the lounge area, she paused at the door as she entered, seeing the sight in the room.  Her mother and the other wives were all on their bellies, arms bound behind their backs, wrists tied to their ankles, naked, hogtied.

“What the . . .” her words died in her throat, she was unable to speak.  She knew what was coming.

“Remove you clothes and lie on the floor.”  Olivia didn’t move, she was too scared.  For her hesitancy the guard punched her in the stomach and she bent over, falling to the floor.

“Do as you are told or face the consequences.”  This time she moved quickly, removing her clothes and lying down.  A second guard tied her quickly, taking time to grope her teenage breasts.  Olivia was shocked, no one had ever treated her like this.  She was sure her father would have this man put to death.  When she was secured the man gagged her.

The first guard spoke, looking at the women bound on the floor.  “Your husband, your father was arrested today at four pm and was charged with a dozen violations of the law, including incorrect sentencing of a school girl.”  He bent down and touched Olivia’s cheek, then kissed her ear.  “I believe that was you that sentenced that poor girl.”  He stood and continued to speak.  “He confessed almost instantly.”  He smiled a sadistic smile and added, “They always do.”  That sent a shudder of fear through the 20 women lying on the floor.

“You will all be sold tomorrow.”

Olivia started to cry as the guards lifted the women out of the lounge and into the waiting carriages by the door.  Jackson held the door open and smiled at Olivia as she was carried past.  When she was in the transport he walked over to her and kissed her, the grabbed her breasts through the bars of the meat wagon.

“I know you’ll have fun when you’re sold bitch,” he said to her, his voice full of threat, “You’re in for a fun life.”  Olivia cried uncontrollably, she knew that she’d be found guilty, everyone was.

******

Sienna was enjoying school, it would be a shame to leave.  It was over a year since Olivia had been removed from school and sold, Sienna’s life improved overnight, no longer was she the social outcast, now she was part of the crowd.  The other girls lives had also improved, no longer did they live in fear of Olivia, of being on the wrong side of her.

The Monday after she’d been arrested and sentenced the class had been informed of what had happened to Olivia, but no details on sentencing.  Rumors abounded, but they died down after the summer break. 

The following summer Alana suggested going to 32 Below again.  The girls were nervous, no one had really enjoyed their last visit, not seeing their former classmate being degraded like that. 

“We should go,” Alana told her friends – real friends, not fake friends as they’d been with Olivia as their leader, “My father was in last week and he saw something he thought we’d all enjoy seeing.”

“I, I can’t afford to go,” said Sienna.  Alana smiled at her.

“Don’t worry,” Alana replied, “We’ll all cover your share.”  Sienna looked at her friends, in the fall they’d all be at the same finishing school, real friends, getting ready for their future lives as wives.

“Thank you,” she said, “Thank you all.” 

After school they walked into town, the naked slaves made way for them, their clothes marking them out as different, their superior social status.  They were greeted at the entrance and taken to the private room.  The girls all made Sienna sit at the head of the table, to apologize for their treatment of her over the years.

When the hostess handed out the menus they studied them, then on the dark stage two hostesses wheeled out a cage, as a year ago it was covered with a cloth.

“Sienna,” said Alana, “Do you want to do the reveal?”

“No,” she replied, sounding disgusted, “I . . . I don’t want to degrade another girl like this.”

“Oh but you should,” said Alana, “You’ll enjoy this one.”

The other girls shouted their encouragement and eventually Sienna bowed to peer pressure and walked to the stage, she took the cord in her hand and pulled it.  She looked at her friends, then at the cow on the stage, her full breasts were full of milk, primed and ready to be emptied. 

“Pull her hair, let’s see her face,” shouted the girls.  Sienna felt guilty, but she did as suggested.  She took the cow’s blonde hair and pulled her pony tail, forcing her head upwards.  The cow looked out at her former friends, this was the final humiliation for the cow formerly known as Olivia.  She started to cry, her punishment was chosen to match the one she handed out to Alicia.  The law was obeyed.  An eye for an eye, a tooth for a tooth.

Sienna picked up the anal hook and showed it to Olivia, she broke down and started to cry.  “I’m not going to insert this into you,” she whispered, “I want to watch you being used.”  Olivia, looked up, wondering what could possibly be worse that being used by Sienna. 

The girls watched as a man came on stage, Olivia couldn’t see him but she could hear him.  He greased the anal hook and pushed it into Olivia’s ass, causing her to cry out.  Expertly he gathered her hair and pulled it back, tying a rope round it and then attaching it to the anal hook.  He pulled the rope taught, forcing her head upright and causing her intense pain as her head was lifted, her collar digging into her throat.  The man laughed, he knew that the pain would only get worse and worse. 

He pulled his pants down, revealing his huge erect cock.  Some of the girls in the audience hollered their appreciation.  He slowly walked round in front of Olivia and pushed his cock into her mouth.  She gagged and tried to pull away, but that just made the anal hook dig in deeper.  The man fucked her throat for a while, then pulled out.  He bent down and whispered into her ear.

“You’ve got no fucking idea how long I spent in that house bitch,” he whispered into her ear, “Watching you grow and develop.  All the while wanting to do what I’m about to do.”  She couldn’t quite place the voice until he pulled back and she looked at his face.  Jackson smiled and laughed as it dawned on Olivia that he was about to use her, in front of her friends, the man that had sold out her father and forced her into a life of slavery.  She wailed and spoke through her tears, begging him to stop.  Jackson laughed again, that breach of her training would just allow him to torture her some more.  Maybe even allow him to buy her?

He moved behind her and lined up his cock against her pussy.  He looked at the teenage girls in front of him and smiled.  If only he could get them all to fuck, then he’d be truly happy.  For now, Olivia would have to do.  He thrust into her and her spirit died completely.  She was just an animal to be used for the pleasure of others.


Afterword

Thank you for reading this book.  I really hope you enjoyed reading it as much as I enjoyed writing it. 







If you did enjoy it please leave a review or star rating on Amazon (even an anonymous rating would be wonderful), or do please get in touch, I love hearing from people who read my books.




Paige

xx
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I was born in the late 90's and I've been fascinated by BDSM, particularly female submission for as long as I can remember. My stories are based on my own real-life experiences, or things that I fantasize about happening to me. I write as frequently as I can, concentrating on longer books - if you find something you like please let me know.


Praise For Author

[Blackmaiiled]

I'm generally not a fan of blackmail and coercion storylines in erotica, but I still found myself enjoying this one a lot. Is there an element of coercion here? Absolutely, but Sarah (the heroine) invites it on herself. She has a blackmail kink and deliberately put herself in a position to be exploited (although she quickly loses control of the situation). The enjoyment she takes in the experience was enough to make me get really into it, and I loved the creative and kinky situations that are played out.

- G. Jorgensen

[5 Days in San Fransico]

This is the first time I've bothered to pen a review, and the first time I've read this author. I've read quite a few ponygirl/ hucow stories and other sort of dom/sub stories. To date it is the best and I will most certainly be revisiting the world of this writer. The mix of what is realistic and what is oft written about, but not realistic is nicely balanced and flows well. I give

- Jonel

[Pony Girl Ranch : Fire and Flame]

Was recently recommended this book by a friend, lovely written and interesting story that draws you in and teaches more about the specific BDSM culture

- Chris

[The Secret Slave]

I read this book cover to cover and loved every sexy word of it. I loved how all the slave fetish actions were explained so clearly. There were a couple of fetishes in this book that I have looked for and could never be seen in any book so far. Loved it. I would highly recommend this author and his books.

- Lonney C. Smith


Books By This Author

The Secret Slave

By day Emily works as a PA to her boss, a successful lawyer. What he doesn't know, what he can never know is that she worships him, both figuratively and literally. She is, in every sense of the word, his slave. For the weekend she decides to take his ownership of her to a new level. Once everyone has left the office and she's alone she takes the only set of keys for a set of padlocks and posts them to herself. Then when she's alone in her car she puts a slave collar on her neck and padlocks it in place. In her apartment she's written out possible things to do for the weekend, she'll use dice to control her actions for the weekend, will she sleep with a stranger or pick up a woman? All new experiences will be valuable practice when it comes to serving her master better.

Emily has also written out a list of punishments, once more she'll use the dice to chose when, how and for how long she should be punished should she fail in her tasks. Emily knows that her Master deserves perfection and that as a slave she is bound to fall short of what he deserves - punishment and suffering are inevitable for her, and she welcomes them both.

What fate will the dice have in store for her?

5 Days in San Francisco

India is a young English girl crossing America after leaving University. She's broke and looking for somewhere to stay in San Francisco for 5 nights. Mason's in his mid 30s and recently single looking for some fun. They meet on Tinder and strike up a 5 day romance. India wants to experience San Francisco's alternative scene.

Over the course of their 5 days together Mason shows her the best that San Fran has to offer, she stars in a porn film shoot, they attend a BDSM orgy and the Folsom Street Fair, where India is paraded round the streets naked.


“Are you hungry? Shall we get something to eat?”

“Yes please sir, I’ve not eaten since yesterday lunch,” she replied, then in a seductive tone she added, “and what you have planned for later sir?”

Mason smiled and reached into his bag. He took out a thin steel collar with a ring at the front. He unlocked it and opened it, moving the device towards India’s neck. She half stepped back, looking around nervously.

“Don’t worry, this is San Francisco. We’re a couple of blocks from Fulsom Street. No one will care. Where we’re going for breakfast I doubt anyone will even notice – hell, they might say that you’re underdressed.”

He continued to smile and after a moment she nodded.

“Have you ever worn one before?” he asked.

“No sir,” she replied, “but I’ve often thought about it.”

Poker Slaves

Susie forgot her fake ID so what to do on a Friday night? A few beers later and Willow comes up with the idea of playing strip poker. Four room mates and their girlfriends start a wild few weeks of playing for higher and higher stakes until the final game, when the losing girl will become the winning couple’s slave for the weekend. There’s everything to play for and everything to lose.

Pony Girl Ranch : Fire and Flame 

Lisa is stuck in a dead end job, living with an abusive boyfriend. Her only escape from her dreary life is 2 afternoons a week working at a stables. Lisa is envious of the horses, of the pampered life that they lead. One day she's browsing porn and comes across a video that changes her life : Pony Girl porn. Lisa becomes obsessed with pony girl porn and contacts Rachel who trains pony girls. Before long she signs up for a pony girl trial, 13 weeks living and working as a pony girl, devoid of human rights, devoid of human speech.

Rachel extended a hand on Lisa’s chin and raised her head up slightly.

“Is there anything you want to ask me Lisa?”

Lisa thought for a while. “Have you ever been a pony girl?”

Rachel laughed, “Of course. Maybe seven or eight years ago? I did a one week taster, then came back for the full 13 weeks you’re about to experience. I didn’t really want to be pony, I wanted to be a trainer. But Travis won’t allow any trainers who’ve not experienced what it’s like to be a pony.”

“What’s it like?” asked Lisa. Her face was full of desire about being a pony.

“It’s hard work, don’t be fooled for a moment. It’s also incredible, you’ll drive men – and women – wild with desire.” Lisa smiled at that, she found it hard to believe that she could drive anyone wild with desire, six months of Adam putting her down had left a mark on her confidence. Rachel could see the doubt.

“You will, you’ll lose weight, get more defined, and with your hair,” Rachel added, running her hands through Lisa’s long red hair, “Don’t doubt yourself Lisa, everyone will want to fuck you.”

“Do I get any choice in who fucks me?”

“No.”

Lisa was taken aback at Rachel’s abruptness. She thought for a moment. “What happens at the end of the 13 weeks?”

“You’ll move into the house for two weeks. I’m guessing you don’t have any ties to here, so will you let your accommodation slide?” Lisa nodded. “In those two weeks we’ll help you find somewhere to live, set you up with interviews, jobs if that’s what you want. And generally get you used to be being a human again.” Rachel smiled at Lisa. “Any more questions?”

“No.”
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