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				CHAPTER ONE

				‘Go on then, Sam, open it!’ her father said.

				The crowd of birthday party guests gathered in the tent pavilion loudly and cheerfully echoed his exhortation. Even the slave-chained serving maids paused in their rounds with glasses and finger food to look on with interest. Sam’s Grandfather, seated in his wheelchair at the front of the throng, called out: ‘Looks like there’s a something lively in there that needs unwrapping, girl!’

				Samantha Fillister did not need any further encouragement. The mummy-like parcel of silver paper that stood as tall as she did and which was wrapped about by pink ribbons with a huge bow at its waist was irresistible. She suspected it contained the gift that every Irontown child dreamed of. The card tied to it read:

				Dear Sam, Happy 20th Birthday, with love and kisses from Mum and Dad

				Sam ripped open the seals, exposing slices of soft brown flesh. In seconds a beautiful naked black slave girl stood revealed before her amid a litter of torn wrappings. A bold label was tied to her collar: One Ponygirl/ pleasure slave: Personal Property of Samantha Fillister. Attached to it was a deed of ownership.

				‘Ohhh... my very own ponygirl and pleasure slave!’ Sam exclaimed breathlessly.

				‘She’s been tested and passed to serve as both,’ her father confirmed.

				‘Oh, thank you... she’s so beautiful!’

				With her mouth hanging open Sam walking round the naked bound girl, stroking her soft curves, feeling her shiver slightly at her touch... her owner’s touch... she amended joyfully. Sam noted with delight the striking and stylish contrast between her own pale skin and auburn hair and the deep brown and glossy black locks of the slave girl... her slave girl.

				She was mounted on a wooden block display stand from which rose a vertical rod that ran up between her strong legs and to which her ankles and knees were bound. The head of the rod passed into the valley of her firm, lushly rounded buttocks and was skewered up her rear passage, ensuring she stood stiffly upright, pushing forward the domes of her high full breasts tipped with plump, glossy dark chocolate nipples that stood up in stiff cones. Each nipple was pierced by a silver keeper bar. Her arms were pulled behind her back and encased from wrists to elbows in a sleeve binder, which was secured by a belt strap that pinched in her toned waist. Cast black rubber hooves enclosed her feet, combining integral arch supports that lifted her up onto her toes. Her head was enclosed by a rubber bridle, from the back of which hung her dark hair which had been bound into a single thick plait tied with a silver ribbon.

				A bit was thrust between her jaws, parting her full sensuous lips and exposing her white teeth. Cheek straps supported the flaps of blinkers, between which her dark clear eyes shone out. For a moment Sam met her gaze and felt a thrill of excitement course through her at their sparkle. Then the girl lowered her eyes submissively.

				About the slave girl’s neck was locked a silver slave collar stamped with the part name of “Rivet 23”. It was a good name for an Irontown slave girl. It declared that she was a useful component in the great machine of the city.

				The same word and numeral could be seen under her pony fringe neatly stamped in indelible silver ink across her high smooth forehead. It was repeated across her bare smooth pubic mound just above the divide of her sooty, deep cleft, where her pubic hair would have been. It complemented the large silver rings that were pierced through the thick outer lips of her vulva. Finally the name was also stamped across her haunches where her hips began to swell out above the cleavage of her proud, strong buttocks.

				Sam turned back to her parents and hugged and kissed them while the guests applauded.

				‘Oh gosh... thank you Father... Mummy. She’s wonderful!’

				‘Now you take good care of her,’ her mother said. ‘She has a nice temperament, she moves well, she’s strong and she’s had basic pony training. If you work hard with her you might even get a place on the stable team for the Lister Cup.’

				Shackleswell, also known as “Irontown” after its engineering and manufacturing heritage, had three ponygirl riding stables and there was intense rivalry between them. Once a year they competed for the Lister Challenge Cup at an event held in the arena in Rowland Park, in the centre of the city.

				‘I’ll try my best, Mum,’ Sam assured her. She looked Rivet 23 over again, her head full of wonderful possibilities. ‘But if we’re going to compete then I’m going to give her a proper pony name. I’m going to call her... “Beauty”.’

				It was a good choice and the guests applauded once again.

				Her father said: ‘Well now you’ve got your own pony you’ll need some new tack for her.’ He gave a signal and Mr Cleaver, the Fillister’s gynaton keeper, assisted by a gardener, wheeled into the pavilion a pair of devices tied with more pink ribbon. ‘So I thought we’d throw in a new pony box and hobby horse for good measure.’

				The pony box was a two-wheeled horse box in miniature, standing waist high, which was just large enough to hold a slave girl in a kneeling posture. It had a coupling to fit a standard tow bar and had a red and silver shell. Sam knew it was not chance that the colour scheme exactly matched that of her own Mini Cooper Roadster, or that it was small enough for her to tow behind it.

				The hobby horse was a uniquely Irontown version of that ancient children’s toy adapted for the use of a slave and her rider. Sam pulled off its ribbons and practically drooled over it. She could see it was the latest model.

				It was a lightweight but very strong, folding, carbon fibre frame built round a slim crescent leather saddle with a scalloped leading edge set at waist height. From its sides a pair of adjustable curved struts supported a pair of stirrups. Behind them a second pair of heavier struts bowed outwards from under the saddle to support canted 26 inch shock absorbing mountain bike wheels, positioned rather like an oversized set of stabilizers. A shaft ran forward from beneath the saddle, through a sleeve joint, and then curved upward to neck height. Where the shaft emerged from under the saddle, just beyond the sleeve joint, was a pair of sliding ring fittings carrying two slim vertical rubber dildos and a set of adjustable clips. The upper curve of the shaft was fitted with three sets of broad straps along its length, together with a slender adjustable “T” bar close to the top. On its ends were large silver rings crossed by pins like belt buckle tongues. Hanging by rubber cords from the top of the shaft was a truncated cone formed out of carbon fibre mesh with two smaller furls of mesh rising from its thicker end. It was fitted with clips and hooks and a pair of handles with trigger grips on the ends of short adjustable rods. From these handles control cables looped across to the “T” bar rings.

				Sam hugged her father again. ‘Thank you, Father. It’s all wonderful.’

				‘Go on, give the pretty cocoa girl a ride!’ her grandfather called merrily, and the other guests repeated his suggestion.

				Sam freed Beauty from her stand, unstrapping her ankles and knees and pulling the sliding posture rod out of her bottom. Then she led her over to the hobby horse which Cleaver was holding ready for her.

				Sam dipped the curving front shaft of the horse and Beauty obediently straddled it, with her back to the saddle. Sam lifted the shaft up, guiding the twin phalluses mounted on the inner edge of its lowest curve into Beauty’s vagina and anus. The ponygirl gave a slight shudder as the rubber prongs slid up into her, but her vagina and anus nevertheless swallowed them easily and clamped tight about them. A girl did not receive an Irontown part name unless she had been trained to accept as perfectly natural the insertion of a variety of objects into her orifices, from pleasure phalluses to mechanical couplings, and, of course, living cockshafts. It was what they were for.

				Sam used the clips on the front on the shaft to secure Beauty’s pussy rings to it. She was pleased to see there was a line of moisture visible on the crinkled tongue of her inner labia which was pouting noticeably from between her outer sex lips. Sam sniffed and caught the exciting scent of her arousal. Later she would see what sort of pleasure toy she was, but this was a sure sign of a responsive and passionate nature.

				The bow of the shaft closely followed the supple curve of Beauty’s belly and torso. The other straps on the shaft went about her waist and chest, crossing between her breasts. The final strap at the top of the shaft was very deep and went over her collar.

				Sam unfolded and adjusted the slender “T” bar that was mounted on the outside of the shaft level with the crossed straps that were now buckled about Beauty’s chest. She took out the keepers in Beauty’s nipples, feeling her hard cones of flesh pulse in her hands, and fed them through the rings on the ends of the bar, securing them in place with the sprung pins that slid through the fistulas in her teats so that they could not slip out. The bar and rings were designed not only to dampen the heave and bounce of fuller breasts during sharp turns taken at speed, and so improve the pony’s balance, but also to control her speed.

				With the main shaft secured the inner scalloped edge of the saddle now hugged the back curve of Beauty’s waist while its rigid stirrup struts were angled outward so that they did not touch her thighs. The stirrups themselves hung at knee height. The saddle wheels were spaced further apart than the stirrups so the rider’s feet would not foul them.

				Now Beauty supported the hobby horse frame and Sam could fit the muzzle onto her. It was neither strictly practical nor essential but it was entirely appropriate both aesthetically and psychologically.

				The light truncated mesh cone went over Beauty’s face like a mask, covering her nose and mouth. It had fastenings that clipped to her bridle and its short handles fastened to the rings on the sides of her bit that protruded through slots in the sides of the muzzle. The front of the muzzle was simply sculpted to resemble the mouth and nostrils of a horse, while the mesh furls rising from its rim on either side of Beauty’s head resembled horses’ ears. It weighed so little it did not inconvenience Beauty to any degree, but it further disguised her human features, making it easier to believe she was some exotic chimerical creature.

				There was an appreciative murmur from the watching guests, thrilling Sam as she saw what they saw. Beauty simply looked right in harness, as though she had always belonged there. The dark mesh of the muzzle merged easily with Beauty’s dusky flesh, as did the carbon fibre struts of the frame. The supple curves of her body fitted the bow of the main shaft while the lift that her rubber-hoofed feet gave her heels emphasised the muscle tone of her legs. Female flesh and machine were intimately merged into one functional form, exemplifying the Irontown ideal.

				‘Go on, girl, mount her!’ Mr Fillister senior said.

				Sam realized she was wearing her light party dress which was not the best costume to go riding in. However she did not want to waste any time changing into jodhpurs. Blushing slightly she tucked her dress up and straddled the saddle of the hobby horse. Sam’s weight was borne almost entirely by the wheels, which canted outwards a little more as their springy struts bowed slightly. All Beauty had to do was provide forward motive force.

				As Sam slipped her feet into the stirrups the insides of her bare thighs brushed Beauty’s naked hips. It was nearly as intimate as riding a horse. Sam’s crotch was almost touching Beauty’s back while Beauty’s sleeve bound arms brushed across Sam’s stomach. Sam reached round and cupped and squeezed Beauty’s soft warm breasts, delighting in their silky smooth sheen, establishing her possession of them and the nipples through which she would be giving her commands.

				‘Now you’re going to be a good pony for me, aren’t you?’ she asked.

				Beauty tossed her head and gave a meek whinny of assent.

				Sam took hold of the control handles and felt her connection with Beauty deepening. She could twist and turn the slave girl’s head as she wished through her control of her tender mouth. Beauty was now hers to command and a thrill of power coursed through her.

				Sam pointed Beauty’s head at the open door of the tent and squeezed the control triggers. Small wire nooses in the T-bar rings tightened about Beauty’s nipples, instructing her to move.

				In response to her command Beauty trotted obediently forward.

				They emerged onto the big lawn at the back of their house with the guests pouring out after them.

				Sam squeezed the control triggers harder and Beauty reacted by picking up her pace. Beauty’s legs were free to move unimpeded, kicking back through the space under her saddle between the splayed wheels.

				They cantered round the perimeter of the garden, with Sam thrilling at the lightness of the hobby horse frame and the power she could feel in Beauty’s body. At the corners of the lawn they leaned together into turns: Sam in her saddle while the shaft that was tightly bound to Beauty’s body rotated around the sleeve joint at its base, allowing her to angle herself appropriately.

				Sam squeezed the triggers to their maximum, pinching Beauty’s nipples and spurring her into a brief gallop down the longest side of the lawn. As she did so Sam leaned back, contrary to a normal equine rider’s instinct to hunch forward over her mount, thereby keeping her weight over the wheels and not adding to Beauty’s burden as she tipped the shaft forward and lengthened her stride. Her brown silk skin rippled and flowed over the bunched muscles of her calves and thighs, driven by the twin power hubs of her magnificent swelling, rolling buttocks.

				After a couple of laps Sam brought Beauty to a halt again by the pavilion and declared to the guests with a huge grin: ‘She handles wonderfully!’

				‘Let me look at her, girl.’

				Grandfather, working the joystick on his wheelchair arm that was linked to the controller plugged into the pussy of the naked slave girl cuffed to the handles of the chair, rolled to the front of the crowd and squinted at Beauty through rheumy but vastly experienced eyes. He had been judging the strengths and weaknesses of slave girl bodies according to Irontown standards for over eighty years. Politely everyone held back, waiting on his verdict.

				There was hardly any sweat on Beauty’s brow and she was breathing only slightly harder than she had been at rest, suggesting she had good stamina, but there was one sign that she had responded to her ride. Where the main shaft curved through her plugged pussy cleft her smooth ringed brown lips were lathered with her juices.

				But then this was perfectly natural and even encouraged. The vibration from every bump, the yaw from every turn and the pitch from every change of speed was transmitted to the dildos sunk inside Beauty’s hot, tight passages. It was an intimate and instant reward for her efforts and the spur that drove some ponygirls on to orgasm after orgasm on the trot. For a ponygirl a hobby horse was both a burden and a pleasure machine.

				Old Mr Fillister reached out and dabbed a finger in this sweetly scented froth, sniffed and then chuckled. ‘She’ll do you proud, girl!’

				The rest of the guests now clustered round and agreed with this estimation with such a show of unanimity that Sam felt dizzy with elation. Wait until Tessa Harrow saw Beauty, Sam thought. She’d be green with envy.

				* * *

				Later that afternoon, after the last of the guests had left, Sam’s father took her and Beauty round to see her new quarters in the old stable block where the slaves were housed and Mr Cleaver had his domain.

				As befitted one of the founding families of Irontown, the Fillister’s owned over two dozen slaves to serve their estate and house and they employed their own full time keeper. The walls were hung with restraints, lashes, chains and slave harnesses, while various gynaton powered devices were stored in corners. On a work bench a harness was being repaired with rivets and heavy waxed thread. Although she naturally approved of its purpose, in recent times Sam had become uncomfortable entering the building. Although she knew he did his job well Sam had personal reasons for feeling uncomfortable around Cleaver, and she avoided speaking to him or even catching his eye unless it was absolutely necessary.

				Beauty’s rubber hooves with their hard inlays clip clopped across the brick floor of the stable as Sam led her after her on a leash. Beside the slave cages a small cosy wooden pony stall had been erected, with a half height gate, a straw floor, an automatic toilet pan in the corner and tethers hung on its posts. By the stall were hooks for her harness and bays to keep her hobby horse and tow box. There were cloths and tins of leather and metal polish and a sponge, bucket, towels and a set of grooming aids.

				‘This is perfect!’ Sam exclaimed. ‘It’s just right for her.’

				Her father said seriously: ‘Beauty is your responsibility now, Sam. I mean totally yours. Cleaver will give you advice on her care and training if you ask for it, but neither he nor any of the staff will do the work for you. You’ll ensure she is properly exercised, washed and fed, secured and her stall is kept clean. That goes for all her kit as well, both out here and inside the house. She belongs to you and you must take full responsibility for her. Do you understand?’

				Had she not still been so elated at Beauty’s arrival Sam might have felt resentful at having her birthday present seemingly being turned into some sort of character test, or a reminder of the extra responsibilities it would incur. But none of that seemed to matter right then and she passed it off lightly.

				‘Oh, I know how to look after ponygirls, Father. I mean I’ve been riding at the Foundry for over a year. I always comb and wash them down after rides.’

				‘But sometimes only after being reminded to, so I hear. Face it, Sam; you’ve not had a good track record when it comes to treating slaves properly. Remember the business about Grandfather’s bitchpets?’

				Sam winced. Last year there had been a problem with Sam mistreating some slaves who had been provided for her Grandfather’s entertainment. They had been put into expensive remote controlled dog suits which Sam had managed to ruin. It had been blown out of all proportion in Sam’s opinion, however on her father’s orders she had been given a severe bare bottom paddling by Cleaver until she had humiliatingly wet herself in pain. She had not been able to sit down for days afterwards. Her buttocks clenched in reflex at the memory.

				Sam loved her life in Shackleswell, with all the benefits being a member of one of its wealthiest families entailed, but she sometimes wished certain nineteenth century values and traditions had been updated. Irontown was an unashamedly patriarchal society where men held all the positions of power and women, even free women, were expected ultimately to defer to their judgement, enforced if necessary by the strap or cane. During her beating, for instance, her mother had been strapped down next to her having her own bare bottom tanned by her father on the grounds that her over-indulgence of Sam had contributed to her misbehaviour.

				By Irontown law, until she was twenty-one, her father could still order her to undergo another punishment like it... or worse. Far worse.

				Of course she was free to leave Shackleswell and make her own way in the outside world that knew nothing of its secret ways. But then she could not take a slave with her. And she would rather have the right to own a lovely creature like Beauty, even at the risk of further beatings, than live a truly emancipated life.

				‘Please don’t bring that up again, Father. I’ve learned my lesson.’

				‘I hope so. You always were careless with your toys even when you were young. And you haven’t had to care for any of the stable mounts twenty-four hours a day. This will be different. Beauty is now your personal slave and pony. If you so choose you alone can enjoy all the pleasure and service she can give you, but that means you must keep her fit and healthy as you would any pet. Owning a slave is a privilege and it comes at a price. But it’s worth paying. Show her care and consideration and treat her fairly and she’ll reward you with years of faithful service.’

				‘Oh, I know how to make her obey me.’

				‘You’ll learn that there’s a huge difference between fearful obedience and cheerful obedience. By all means be firm with her. She’s been trained to expect that. But if you want to win that cup, you’ll have to learn how make her love and respect you.’

				Sam frowned. What did she need Beauty’s respect for? She had total ownership and mastery of her body. Wasn’t that enough?

				* * *

				But that night, after the household had retired, it was not thoughts of the Lister Cup that were uppermost in Sam’s mind as she led Beauty into her bedroom and locked the door behind them. Until now she had only been allowed to use house slaves for her pleasure with permission, which had been withheld on several occasions as a punishment for bad behaviour. But now Beauty was hers alone to do with as she pleased. And tonight it pleased her to have Beauty serve as a pleasure slave.

				Sam had a large en suite bedroom fitted out in typical Irontown fashion to suit the special needs of a slave-using occupant. There were convenient tether rings set in the walls of both the bedroom and bathroom, while the toilet unit and bidet were fitted with flush controls and specialized nozzles that could be operated without the use of hands. In addition a drawer in her wardrobe was full of straps, chains, lashes and phalluses of different functions. There were also standard extending rods and braces built into the head and foot of her iron-framed bed, which could transform it into a general purpose slave restraining and display device. Beds like hers were popular exports to those select friends and affiliates of Irontown society scattered about the country who secretly maintained enclaves of a slave-owning lifestyle while superficially conforming to the egalitarian freedoms and civilized trappings of modern Britain.

				In this room Sam had all that was necessary to assert her dominance over Beauty and teach her to obey her every wish. The possibilities of shaping her mind and body made Sam quite lightheaded. She’d show her parents that she knew how to keep and train a slave properly.

				Sam found she was trembling with anticipation and almost gave in to the temptation to lift her dress, lie back in her bed and have Beauty pleasure her there and then. But it would be more satisfying if they were both properly prepared first.

				Clipping Beauty’s leash to a wall ring Sam eagerly stripped off her own clothes. She caught sight of herself in the full length mirror on the wardrobe door and approved of what she saw.

				She had a neat chin and good cheekbones. Her mouth was wide and her lips full and sensuous. Her hazel eyes were clear and determined and her nose was firm. She had a pleasing body with a supple curve to her spine, a trim waist and good shoulders. Her breasts were neat, prominent and hung well, with scooping upper slopes and plump uptilted soft red nipples. Her legs were a nice balance between strength and shapeliness, with smoothly rounded buttocks. Between the tops of her thighs was a wide delta of thin auburn curls which capped her pale-lipped nether mouth.

				Sam drew Beauty over to the wardrobe so that the mirror reflected both of them together. Naked the contrast between them was even more marked. She stood behind Beauty and embraced her, looking over Beauty’s shoulder at her own reflection as she cupped and squeezing her slave’s breasts and ran her fingers over the silky smooth swell of her pubic mound and into the moist valley of her cleft. She turned Beauty round and ran her hands across her magnificent buttocks, feeling the strength of the gluteal muscles under their soft sheath of feminine fat. She ran a finger through the cleft between them, tickling the tight pucker of her anus which clenched and then relaxed invitingly. Beauty shivered at her touch, her nipples swelling into hard buds, while Sam revelled in this intimacy with her new slave. The warm scent of her body filled her nostrils. There was so much she was going to do with her!

				Sam felt her own pussy was wetting in anticipation of the pleasures to come. Why should she not have Beauty now? But, both surprised and proud of her own self control, instead Sam forced herself to remove Beauty’s bridle and bit, pony shoes and arm binder. Underneath she had on standard self-locking cuffs opened by a common key everybody in Irontown carried. Perhaps later she would have them replaced with a set that only she could open, but they would do for now. She clipped Beauty’s wrists together behind her back, admiring the strength of her shoulders and tone of her pectorals which helped carry her full breasts so proudly.

				Sam stood back for a moment, considering thoughtfully the one orifice she had not yet explored: Beauty’s sensuous full lips. Of course they would be put to use giving her oral delights; that was taken for granted, but should she allow her to speak on a regular basis? It was a moot point amongst her contemporaries.

				A ponygirl was not expected to speak, at least in public, except to make the normal series of accepted pony sounds, such as snuffles, whinnies and neighs. Household maids spoke when addressed or when their duties required. But a personal pleasure slave or sex toy was a special case and her vocal freedom was very much down to individual choice.

				Exchanging words with her personal living property opened up another level of intimacy. Beauty could be taught to utter words of love or declarations of submission on cue, adding to the erotic possibilities of loveplay. Sam could also use words to explore and shape her mind as she would her body, turning her into a perfect slave. And of course permitting or withholding the privilege of speech was another degree of control she could exercise over her.

				‘You may speak,’ she said.

				‘Thank you, Mistress,’ Beauty said simply.

				‘What is your pony name?’

				‘My pony name is “Beauty”, Mistress.’

				Her voice was pleasantly pitched but it was uncultured. Briefly Sam wondered about her background. Girls ended up in Shackleswell for many reasons and came from many different places. Then she decided that her past was unimportant. All that mattered was what she could make of her future. Beauty belonged to her now, body and soul, to do with as she wanted.

				‘From now on you will answer to the name Beauty at all times. Do you understand?’

				‘Yes, Mistress.’

				‘I want you cleaned up. We’ll go to the bathroom now.’

				‘Yes, Mistress.’

				Sam wanted her new slave’s body to be perfectly clean and free of any traces left by anybody who had handled her before this moment. From now on any marks, dirt or residues of bodily fluids Beauty bore would be put there by herself alone.

				First Sam put Beauty on the toilet so she could empty out her wastes. It was a thrill to command a girl to perform such an intimate act in front of her and see her obey without question, with just a slight lowering of her eyes as a stream of pee hissed from between her love lips to suggest a delightfully lingering hint of shame.

				Then she moved her to the bidet so that her front and rear passages were flushed out. Sam ensured the douche jets were on high so that the water foamed and bubbled merrily out of Beauty’s vagina and anus. Beauty gasped and shuddered as the flow surged through her, but she held her legs wide and did not attempt to pull off the intruding nozzles.

				Next Sam hooked Beauty’s leash to a ring in the shower stall, got in with her and washed both of them down. Later perhaps she would train Beauty to bathe and wash her, but for now she wanted to handle her intimately as she would a pony totally reliant on her to take care of it, enjoying her helplessness. In the hot steamy confines of the shower stall their naked soapy bodies rubbed sensuously together and Sam very nearly had an orgasm as she handled Beauty’s slippery sex mouth while straddling the girl’s thigh and rubbing her pussy against its smooth muscles. But she stuck to her plan. While still in the stall she brushed Beauty’s teeth, pressing her back against the tiled wall. Beauty obediently held her mouth open wide, just like a pony having its teeth examined. Her teeth, Sam noted, were pleasantly regular and very white. The toothpaste foamed in Beauty’s mouth and some bubbles dribbled onto the upper slopes of her breasts.

				Inspired, Sam squeezed more toothpaste out and rubbed it over Beauty’s nipples, making her shiver. Sam squirted out more toothpaste and worked it up into Beauty’s cleft. The girl gasped and shuddered as it stung her, but made no attempt to resist. Sam twisted Beauty around, bent her over and spread her legs. Pushing the head of the tube up between her buttocks she forced the nozzle into her anus and squeezed half the tube up inside the tight elastic tunnel of her rectum, making Beauty moan as the heavy flow of paste stung and burned as it oozed up into her tender insides like hot/cold minty lava.

				Sam left the paste inside Beauty for a full minute before flushing her vagina and anus out again. The paste bubbled and foamed out of Beauty’s anal mouth in a white spluttering jet leaving only the minty aroma behind. Sam felt she had taken a great step forward. She had done this because it had amused her and because she could. She needed no other reason. That it had caused Beauty some minor discomfort in the process was nothing compared to the pleasure it had given her. That was all that mattered.

				When they were both clean and dry and carrying the fragrant aroma of shower gel with them, Sam led Beauty back into the bedroom.

				‘Now I’m going to teach you to obey me without question,’ she told her slave.

				Sam twisted the knobs capping the posts at the foot of her bed and then pulled on the crossbar that formed the upper of two horizontal bars that linked the bedposts and contained the foot of the mattress. The bar and the knob-capped ends rose smoothly upward on rods that had been telescoped into the tubular posts. Sam locked them off when the crossbar was above head height, so that it now formed a goalpost-like frame rising above the end of her bed.

				Recessed into the rod sides were snap hooks which when pulled drew out wire ropes after them that ran through the posts. Positioning Beauty between the posts facing in towards the head of the bed, Sam re-clipped her wrist cuffs to the hooks that ran down from the upper corners of the frame. She pulled out more hooks and ropes from the foot of the bedposts and secured Beauty’s ankles in the same way, so that she now stood spreadeagled between them. Then she adjusted the tensioning keys for the rope pulleys which were hidden in the base of the bedframe until they were all taut.

				Sam stood back, feeling a thrill as she admired Beauty’s lovely dark body strung out between the posts and knowing she was all hers to do with as she wished. The bedroom lights shone off the soft, strong swells of Beauty’s dimpled buttocks, casting the deep cleft between them into shadow, up from which rose the supple groove of her spine. Seen from the front her up-stretched arms accentuated the rise and fall of her lush full breasts, the light caressing their subtle merging of cone and globe that capped the peaks of her dusky nipples. Below them the deep whirl of her navel stood out, pulsating with her breathing, as did the cleft pout of her pubes which was so full of promise.

				From its drawer Sam took out a large long box which she set down on the bed and opened up. Within was a selection of her favourite restraints and punishment devices. She laid them out so Beauty could see them. There were canes, lashes and paddles, assorted cuffs, hobbles, clips and binders, and of course a selection of dildos and vibrators. She took up a suspension bridle, climbed into the bed and buckled it about Beauty’s head.

				The bridle had a large ring stitched to two heavy straps where they crossed the crown of her head, one going across her cheeks and under her chin and the other going from her crown to the back of her neck, where it had a slot through which Sam fed Beauty’s plait, over her head and divided about her nose. The heavy straps were joined at the cheeks and back of the neck by a gag strap with cheek hooks with broad flat tips then went inside her mouth between her teeth designed to give a slave something to bite on. It held her mouth open but did not prevent her speaking. Sam pulled out a snap hook recessed into the very middle of the bed frame crossbar and hooked it to the crown ring, then adjusted the tension on the rope to ensure Beauty kept her head high. Sam wanted to see the expression on her face as she disciplined her, no matter how much she thrashed about.

				Sam was determined to show her father she knew perfectly well how to break Beauty in and did not need advice from him or Cleaver. And she knew it was important to maintain eye contact when giving her her first taste of discipline. From the start Beauty had to associate Sam’s face and voice with the threat of pain and so instil in her the instinct to obey.

				She knelt down on the bed and stroked Beauty’s body and kissed her nipples, feeling them pulse and swell against her lips. When they were swollen into tiny mountains of India rubber she bit on them until Beauty whimpered in pain. Sam felt her loins give a hot liquid flip as she saw the sparkle this had brought to Beauty’s eyes. I did that, she thought proudly.

				Sam took up a spanking paddle from the selection and showed it to Beauty. It had a pliant black rubber blade and a springy shaft and made a satisfying swish as she swiped it through the air in front of Beauty’s face.

				‘Now I’m going to beat you with this until you cry,’ she told her. ‘You haven’t done anything wrong and I want to make sure you never do. You see when I show you to the rest of my friends at the stables I want them to be in no doubt that I’ve got the most obedient slave in Irontown. And when I ride you I want to be sure you’ll obey my every command instantly and without hesitation, even if that means having to run your heart out to do it. Do you understand?’

				‘Yes, Mistress,’ Beauty said, her voice slurred by her gag.

				‘Good. I’ll start on your bottom and then work round to your boobs and pussy. Don’t try to be brave. I want to see tears. I want you to remember this first beating all your life.’

				Sam clambered off the bed and moved round to stand behind Beauty’s lovely spread-eagled body. She stroked the smooth, full warm double swell of her buttocks, assessing their resilience. Yes, they could take a good beating without sustaining any serious damage. Of course she did not want to harm those magnificent muscles beneath their soft sheath of flesh, with all the power in them that she had felt when Beauty had been harnessed to the hobby horse, but they simply begged to be paddled. It was the natural starting point for any lesson in discipline. The only drawback with dark flesh was that it did not show the blush of a beating as readily as paler tints did. No matter, she would just have to be a little firmer.

				Her first stroke landed with a most crisp and satisfying smack on the heavy undercurve of Beauty’s right buttock cheek, sending a ripple through Beauty’s bottom flesh and bringing forth a gasp of pain as she jerked in her bonds, flinching instinctively away from the impact, although her cuffs and ropes did not allow her much freedom of movement. The fronts of her thighs just above the knees were also pressed against the lower bar of the bedframe, forcing her to keep her legs straight. Sam shivered with a thrill at the sight and sound the blow made. She stroked the trembling posterior and felt the hot blood rising to the surface of the skin. Oh, this was going to be a delight!

				In all she delivered six smacks to each cheek until they were as hot and about the same colour, as brown toast. By the time she was done Beauty was sobbing quietly with tears running down her cheeks to drip onto her trembling breasts.

				Sam scrambled onto the bed and knelt face to face with Beauty so she could look into her pain-creased face. She kissed her gag-stretched lips, inhaling the girl’s hot, sweet breath. Then she dipped her head and kissed and licked the salty tears from the upper slopes of her breasts. She had never felt such intimacy with a slave girl before. But then she had never owned one before.

				‘Did that hurt?’

				‘Yes, Mistress,’ Beauty said.

				‘Well this will be much worse because I’m going to tan your lovely tits now.’ She looked deep into her big brown eyes. ‘Are you going to beg me not to?’

				‘No, Mistress... it’s your right to punish me.’

				‘This isn’t punishment, this is a warning so that you won’t need punishment in future. It’s for your own good. You want to be an obedient slave, don’t you?’

				‘Yes, Mistress.’

				Sam positioned herself with her knees wide as bracing and then began laying down a dozen strokes across Beauty’s breasts. The smacks sounded sharper with smaller masses of flesh to absorb them but they jumped and shivered and wobbled even more fluidly than her buttocks, even swinging and bouncing into each other like bells as she batted them from side to side. Full-on blows drove Beauty’s big chocolate brown nipples deep into them, only to see them pop back up again. And Beauty’s sobs and howls of pain were proportionately louder and more abject.

				For a moment Sam felt an unaccustomed pang of sympathy for her suffering, but then common sense prevailed. Girls were not chosen to be both pleasure slaves and ponygirls unless they had a deeper need to be mastered than common working slaves, and mastery required enforcement. They must secretly desire such treatment. Besides, as the wetness in her own pussy testified, it was such a delight to see her suffer. Surely nothing that felt this good could be wrong.

				When she was done, Beauty hung sobbing between her straps while her breasts were a shade darker with a film of sweat lining the valley between them. Sam felt the heat from her abused globes which was tremendous. If she ever needed extra warmth when cuddling Beauty to her in bed, which of course she would be doing, then she only had to tan her breasts to create her own living hot water bottles.

				‘Now it’s just your pussy left,’ Sam told her.

				Beauty snivelled and nodded bravely.

				Sam adjusted her stance and swung the paddle up between Beauty’s spread thighs at the sex purse that pouted from the apex. The smack of rubber on flesh that it made was the crispest of all she had elicited from Beauty’s body and the cleft brown peach shivered like the springiest and finest rubber, setting its rings sparkling. Beauty jerked and bit on her gag hooks and then gave a plaintive cry of pain as her eyes sparkled with fresh tears. Sam swung the paddle up between her legs again and again, driving her rings into her flesh and making her pubes tremble and darken.

				Beauty writhed in her bonds and shrieked and wailed about her gag while her tears ran in twin cascades down her cheeks. But Sam could tell she was aroused by the blows. The tongue of Beauty’s inner labia, already noticeable, was swelling and pouting, pushing itself masochistically out of its warm vet valley between their larger ringed sisters and into the way of the paddle. The smacks became splats and the paddle blade came away from Beauty’s groin dark and wet while droplets of lubrication splashed across her inner thighs. Sam could smell her excitement streaming off the rubber as she swung it through the air.

				Despite her tears Beauty was responding to her ordeal like a true pleasure slave. All Irontown ponygirls were highly sexually responsive and could find pleasure in acts that would have mortified ordinary inhibited and untrained women, but a pleasure slave was in another league. Her body treated pain as another means of sexual stimulation. She could orgasm from pain alone.

				And this, before Sam’s eyes and with an animal wail and convulsive shudder that shook the bed frame, was just what Beauty did. Juices sprayed out of her lovemouth over the paddle blade in a fine haze. Then her eyes rolled up as though she had fainted and she hung limp in her bonds, her chest rising and falling raggedly.

				For a moment Sam felt cheated. She had planned to ride Beauty to her first orgasm. Then she realized that for the first time ever she had actually beaten a girl to orgasm. How responsive did that make Beauty?

				She crouched down over Beauty’s groin and ran her fingers through her hot, slippery cleft that was still oozing juices. She inhaled deeply and shuddered as she realised her own sex was about to boil over. Paddling Beauty had brought her to a high state of arousal. Now it was time to relieve the sweet pressure in her loins.

				Hastily she twisted the locking sleeves about the base of the bed frame posts. The upper half of the restraint frame bent over until it was horizontal. With her legs bound and knees braced against the bed end Beauty had to bend from the hips to go with it until her upper body was horizontal and her rear was thrust out invitingly. From her box Sam took out a triple headed dildo.

				It had a stubby rear anal plug with a hinged joint connecting it to a bowed shaft that had a perpendicular phallus with clitoral stimulator rising up from its side and a larger and wickedly ribbed rubber dildo head projecting forward. Sam slid the device between her legs and pushed the anal plug into her rear and the perpendicular phallus into her vagina, leaving the now doubly braced main shaft jutting up from between her thighs.

				Positioning herself between Beauty’s spread legs, Sam stroked and slapped her hot buttocks, rousing the girl from her swoon, and then guided the big dildo between her wet pussy lips. Beauty groaned as it filled her with a fluid gluck! Reaching under Beauty Sam grasped her heavy pendant simmering breasts and began to thrust with her hips. Now she was riding her like a real pony.

				The hinge on the anal plug clamped in her sphincter flexed as Sam drove into her slave’s pussy like a stallion, causing the shaft to pitch and making the phallus inside her work up and down, rasping the clitoral stimulator through her sex valley and across her straining nub. Beauty’s warm, silky brown body squirmed under her, instinctively pushing back against her thrusts. Sam thrilled at the strength in Beauty’s body and also the fact that it was bound and confined to serve her pleasure alone. This was as it should be. This was perfect. This was... ahhhh!

				Dizzy with delight Sam lay across her lovely new slave, a film of sweat sticking her breasts and stomach to Beauty’s strong back.

				‘You’re going to be such a wonderful pony,’ she whispered huskily in her ear.

			

		

	
		
			
				CHAPTER TWO

				Before Sam had named her “Beauty” and before she had been given the part name Rivet 23, she had been Carley Wilcox. Of course Carley was no more now. Rivet, now Beauty, could even pinpoint the exact moment when “Carley” had ceased to be and a new girl; fearful and uncertain but strong with hope, had embarked on the strange path that would lead her to becoming a living birthday present, love slave and ponygirl. It had been almost six months before inside a Shackleswell prison van...

				* * *

				Confined naked inside a wire mesh cage, Carley swayed with the motion of the van even as she helplessly jerked her hips in quick short forward thrusts at a steadily increasing rate. Her exertions had flushed her cheeks and caused sweat to bead between her bare brown breasts that jiggled and bobbed as she moved. Their upper slopes were already wet with dribble that dripped off her chin as saliva oozed from under the strap that held the rubber plug filling her mouth in place.

				She stood upright in her cage facing away from the side of the van. Her hands were cuffed behind her back. These cuffs were riveted to a heavy leather belt that was buckled tightly about her waist. From this belt a long strap ran up Carley’s spine to clip onto a ring on the back of a broad leather collar that was buckled about her neck. Hooked onto the same ring was a long heavy coil spring the other end of which was hooked to an eyebolt in the ceiling. There was enough tension to hold her upright, yet the strain was spread between her collar and belt so she did not choke. Her legs were spread and her ankles were cuffed to the sides of the cage and she stood on thick rubber matting that covered its floor.

				Her enforced posture was not so uncomfortable in itself, but it was made into a perverse nightmare by the device thrust up between her legs. It was a tubular rod mounted on a sprung swivel base plate and angled upward so that it pressed up into her groin. Its upper end was capped by a curving rubber sheath bristling with finger-like prongs that curled against the cleft of her vulva. They teased the mouth of her vaginal passage and toyed with her clitoris. However she twisted and turned her hips she could not escape its insidious touch.

				Holding still was also an option denied her. Two sprung wires curled upward from the top of the rod before it passed between her legs and pressed against the smooth pale hemispheres of her buttocks. They delivered a brief electric shock sharp enough to cause her to twitch her hips forward and so grind the prongs through her labial mouth. The rubber fingers never ceased to saw gently back and forth through her sex, the lips of which were now flushed and swollen.

				The sequence of shocks was controlled by a timer box on the outside of her cage and ran in five minutes cycles, gradually increasing in pace and intensity towards the end and then shutting off for two minutes’ rest. At their peak she was being shocked every half second. Carley’s gag muffled both her unwilling moans of pleasure and screams of rage at those who had done this to her, shamefully aware that the matting under her legs was splattered with drips of her own lubrication coaxed out of her traitorously responsive vagina. They were forcing her to masturbate herself to an orgasm for their own sick purposes. So far she had held out but the next sequence might get her.

				It was mixed comfort to know she was not alone in enduring this strange torment.

				There were ten cages inside the van arranged in two rows of five and divided by a narrow corridor. Eight of the other cages were occupied by naked young woman of about Carley’s own age restrained as she was. Like her they faced inwards so they could see each other as they unwillingly rode their pleasure rods in ever more frenzied spasms. A couple had already been brought to orgasm. They shied away from direct eye contact in shame but in the close confines of the van she could smell their arousal and knew they could smell hers. Perhaps it was better than the smell of fear, or at least it helped mask its scent.

				Carley’s hips were moving in a blur by now and a huge pleasure knot was tying itself in her loins waiting to burst. The prongs were tearing through her sex mouth, splattering her juices from their tips. She could feel it coming. The bastards, the bastards...!

				The timer cut out.

				Carley groaned and hung limp in her bonds, trembling and dripping with sweat, her pussy pulsing with unrequited need. As she rested she began to tug at her cuffs again even though the movement caused the prongs to shift slightly inside her sopping gash. It was probably futile but she had to try to get free and while she was doing so her anger overrode her fear. When she accepted the inevitable and ceased to fight back she knew that it would claim her. Then what would she become? Just another scared, sad and lonely looser for somebody else to use.

				Why had she ever listened to Thresher?

				* * *

				Two days earlier he had stepped calmly into Carley’s cell in Beddington police station. He was an upright wiry man in his mid forties dressed in a neat grey suit and carrying a small briefcase and a furled umbrella. The custody sergeant followed him in with a chair. He set it down opposite Carley’s bed then left without a word of explanation, locking the door behind him. The stranger sat down and smiled at Carley.

				‘Who are you?’ Carley demanded. She had been expecting to see the duty solicitor to discuss her remand hearing but there had been some sort of delay. Despite the suit her visitor did not look like a solicitor but more like an ex-military man.

				‘My name is Sebastian Thresher,’ he said. ‘And you are Carley Wilcox, aged eighteen and a half. Following the breakdown of your family you were first put into care when you were seven. Over the following years you have experienced discipline problems and suspensions at three different schools, though your teachers said you are actually quite intelligent. Recently you have been subject to arrests for shoplifting, minor vandalism and assorted petty crimes for which you have received police cautions and spells in young offenders’ institutions. Until six months ago you were in a local council home. Now you are living “independently”, shall we say.’

				‘So you’ve read my record, who the fuck are you?’

				‘I might be your saviour.’

				‘What?’

				Thresher continued unperturbed: ‘You are currently facing a charge involving actual bodily harm against the landlord of the flat you were occupying.’

				‘You know what he wanted me to do? He deserved it!’

				‘Perhaps he did, however he will deny it and he can hire a good lawyer to prove it while maintaining his reputation intact. You on the other hand cannot. Considering your past record you are certain to get a custodial sentence. That means serving time in a real prison. You haven’t been in one of those before, have you?’

				Carley shrugged indifferently. It was true and the prospect was tearing her guts out but she would never admit it. If you showed you cared about anything they threatened you with it made you seem vulnerable, and she had learned that to survive in this world you could not let anyone think that of you.

				‘So what? What’s it to you?’

				‘I work for the Shackleswell project.’

				‘That’s supposed to mean something to me?’

				‘We run a rehabilitation and educational programme for younger female offenders. You fit our eligibility profile. I can make a payment for damages to your victim and convince him he should withdraw his accusations. The police will then drop the charges and you will not go to prison.’

				‘Just like that?’ Carley said contemptuously, even as her heart gave a little leap of hope.

				‘Of course not, but there are influential people in the justice system who support our work. They don’t want to see young lives wasted any more than we do. They will ensure the process goes smoothly. The details need not concern you.’

				‘And then?’

				‘In return you will participate in a regime of special courses and exercise at Shackleswell’s retraining school. There’ll be outdoor activities and the opportunity to learn new skills so you can contribute positively to society. In the process you will repay our outlay on you. It won’t be easy and there will be rules to follow but it will be better than the alternative. You will be safe from external harm and live in surroundings of total security with other girls your own age, many of whom will have been through similar experiences. It will be a chance for you to form very real bonds with them as you work closely together. Once you learn what’s expected of you and how to fulfil those expectations to the full you will know peace of mind and will have found your place at last. That must be better than living each day in fear and uncertainty as you do now.’

				‘I’m not afraid of anything!’ Carley said sharply.

				‘If you say so,’ Thresher conceded. ‘I’m merely pointing out that what I am offering is your last chance to do something useful with your life instead of throwing it away for good.’ He smiled gently. ‘Of course, that’s just my opinion based upon years of experience. You’re an adult now and the choice is yours. However, don’t take too long to decide. I have other girls in similar situations to you to visit today and a limited number of places on our scheme. If you don’t take up our offer now the wheels of justice will start turning again.’

				Carley did not care about contributing positively to society, nor did she believe in the value of special courses and outdoor activities. She had heard that sort of thing too many times before connected to different community service initiatives. They thought they could unscrew people’s lives by making them live on a farm mucking out animals or going fell-walking or learning some dead-end job nobody else wanted to do. Yet at the same time she did not want to go to prison and this sounded like an easier option than spending twenty-three hours a day locked in a cell.

				‘How long is this course?’

				‘You must serve a minimum of three months. Then you can leave if you declare you want to go home, it’s a simple as that.’

				Three months was not too bad, Carley thought, compared to the sentence she was probably facing. The people running this sort of rehab programme were always ready to believe they could work miracles on people like her and she could play along with that. This lot were apparently ready to pay out good money on her behalf first, so they must be more naive than most. It might work. She could act tough at first, then put on a show of gradually softening up, and even get a bit weepy at the end. Three months and one day and she’d be out of there.

				However she must not seem too eager. Thresher must not think she owed him any gratitude or she was coming along too easily. She shrugged as though it meant nothing to her one way or the other. ‘Maybe I’ll give it a go. What’ll I have to do?’

				Thresher took out a form from his briefcase. ‘You simply sign this agreement to participate in the Shackleswell course and I’ll take care of the rest. I’ll collect you from here the day after tomorrow.’

				Despite herself Carley was impressed. ‘You can fix it that quickly?

				‘We believe in getting things done quickly and efficiently at Shackleswell, as you will find out when you join us. Moreover, the local authorities are eager to cooperate if it means saving the time and expense of mounting a court case and having one more inmate to feed and care for in some overcrowded prison. To be honest they will be pleased to see the back of you, though I also suspect they think we’re wasting our time with cases such as yours.’

				Carley did not argue.

				* * *

				Thresher was as good as his word. A large unmarked grey prison-style van was waiting for her in the station yard that morning with Thresher standing beside it. Carley supposed it was for collecting the other girls like herself he had mentioned. Behind him were two large men in dark overalls, gloves and riot helmets with neck guards. They had what looked like sheathed battens hanging from their belts. Though she kept her face blank Carley clutched her meagre bag of possessions a little closer to her for comfort, wondering if the Shackelswell people were quite as naïve as she had assumed. Still there was no going back now.

				One of her police escorts held out a clipboard to Thresher who signed it with a flourish. ‘We’ll take her from here,’ he said briskly.

				‘You’re welcome to her,’ one of the policemen replied with feeling, scowling at Carley. ‘Don’t get your hopes up. This one always comes back.’

				Thresher smiled. ‘Don’t worry, she won’t be bothering you again. This way, Carley....’

				He ushered Carley up the back steps of the van followed by the guards. The rear was the crew compartment containing a locker and three chairs folded up against the van walls. Light filtered in through small high tinted side windows and a rooflight. The compartment was floored with dark rubber matting and lined with quilted padding. A security door in the middle of the forward partition gave access to the rest of the vehicle.

				As soon as the rear door closed the engine started up and the van began to move off. Carley looked at the three men doubtfully.

				‘What happens now?’

				‘Now you take your clothes off and we put you into a restraint harness,’ Thresher said briskly. ‘We don’t allow our girls any clothes in Shackleswell and the harness makes you easier to control.’

				‘What!’ Carley cried in horror.

				‘Don’t waste your breath crying for help,’ Thresher said. ‘The van is well soundproofed so nobody will hear you. Now either you strip voluntarily or else... as you wish.’

				Carley had swung her bag into the face of one guard as she made a leap for the van door, but they were far too strong and experienced for her. They caught her arms and twisted them up behind her back. As she whimpered in pain Thresher stepped forward holding a small device with electrodes studding one end. Blue-white sparks crackled between them in stark warning.

				‘Cooperate or else,’ he warned her.

				‘You fucking - ahhh!’

				He had jabbed the device into her stomach and a brief agonising jolt of electric fire hit her like a hammer blow. She convulsed and then sagged dazed and trembling in the guards’ arms.

				‘Nor will I tolerate your foul language anymore,’ Thresher continued. ‘From now you will follow our rules. Be silent and do not resist or else there will be more pain, it is as simple as that. Do you understand?’

				Carley nodded wretchedly, for the moment too confused to speak, her eyes misty with tears.

				The guards handled her like a rag doll between them as they stripped the clothes from her quickly and surely. Her old stained anorak, boots, jeans, sweatshirt and underwear were briskly pulled off and tossed aside.

				When she stood naked and shivering before them Thresher looked her up and down with approval and said: ‘Yes, I think you’ll do very well. Secure her...’

				The guards took a gag and restraint harness from the locker and strapped them onto her, forcing her jaws wide to plug her mouth. When it was in place the strap between collar and cuffs formed a convenient handle. Thresher took hold of it and led her through the door into the forward part of the van.

				Carley gurgled in horror at the rows of cages and the six that were already occupied by naked girls.

				‘As you can see I’ve already had a busy morning,’ Thresher said as he guided her into an empty cage. ‘There’s still a couple more to collect before we start back to Shackleswell. We like to gather new girls in multiples of three for reasons you will soon discover. It makes training easier.’ He hooked and cuffed her into place, then extended the tormenting prong-headed rod from the floor and let it spring up into her groin. As she gasped in horror he said: ‘This, like everything that will happen to you from now on, has a purpose. When you’re all here together I’ll explain a little more.’ He closed and bolted the door of the cage, then tapped a compact black electronic control box bolted to the front of the cage. It was plugged into cables running down to the floor. ‘While you wait I suggest you contemplate this wise saying made by our founder.’ Fastened to the back of the box through the mesh so that it faced inwards was a small brass plaque inscribed with the words:

				“I have determined that the ideal method of correction for a wayward young woman is a life of discipline, sexual release and utility based upon sound mechanical principles.”

				W.S.Rowland.

				* * *

				Shortly afterward Melanie had been caged the van made a stop. Ten minutes later Thresher came into the compartment leading a naked dark-haired white girl harnessed the same way Carley had been. He put her in one of the empty cages, spoke a few words and left. She looked about her in mute horror at her fellow captives and then closed her eyes. Carley heard her stifled sobs and saw her shoulders shaking.

				There was another stop fifteen minutes later. This time Carley heard sounds of a scuffle through the wall. When Thresher came through he was leading a red-headed girl who tottered as she walked. Had she fought back? How many times had he had to zap her? When she was secured in turn and the van had started off again, Thresher paced up and down the aisle between the cages addressing them all.

				‘First let me reassure you that you have not been kidnapped to be trafficked and sold into some crude form of prostitution. Though your utility value as sexual creatures will be made full use of, indeed it will be actively encouraged, you are as I promised being taken to the town of Shackleswell to take part in a re-education and rehabilitation programme. It is simply not run in a conventional manner. And if you thought it was a soft alternative to prison run by naïve do-gooders, then you were very much mistaken.’

				The girls groaned and Carley shivered coldly. He’d known exactly what she was planning all along.

				‘Of course what we have already done to you is illegal, by English law. What’s more there is worse to come, though how much worse depends to a large extent on your own attitude. Cynically one might say it doesn’t matter how we treat you because everybody else has given up on you, be it the police, social services or you families. Your respective local authorities are glad to save themselves time, money and aggravation in housing, detoxifying or imprisoning you and hand the responsibility over to us. Even you have given up on yourselves.’

				‘So then why should we care? When you learn the history of Shackelswell, also known to us as Irontown, you will understand. But for now let us say it is because we see you as a valuable resource going to waste. We have the means to mould you into better, more useful, civilized, beings, both mentally and physically. You will live healthy lives and put them to better use than you ever have before. You will learn to serve and not to destroy, to make and not take. As we say in Irontown, you will become the well-oiled cogs of society and not the grit in its bearings. Finally you will learn to take pride in yourselves and what you can accomplish.’

				‘We shall be arriving in about an hour so there is ample time for your introductory lesson, which is that now we control whatever pain or pleasure you experience. It need not be an unpleasant lesson if you do not fight the inevitable.’

				He went round the cages setting the control boxes on each one. With sobs and whimpers the caged girls began to jerk their hips forward and back as the electric jolts smacked into their bottoms.

				Then he left them.

				* * *

				Carley was working her hips back and forth in a frenzy of lust. The primitive need had overwhelmed her and now she was racing to come before the timer cut. By now the compartment reeked of female discharge. At least she would be one of the last to give in. She had tried to resist but it had been too...

				An intense explosion of raw pleasure ripped through her body that left her panting and swaying from the roof spring, dripping sweat and expelled juices that tricked down her thighs. For a timeless interval she knew perfect bliss free of all cares or concern.

				Eventually, feebly, she tried to marshal her confused thoughts. It had been the most amazingly intense orgasm she had ever experienced. But how could it have happened to her here and now when she had been stripped and bound and imprisoned and humiliated and... and...

				Unless that was precisely why it had happened?

				No, that was not possible! She wasn’t weird like that... was she?

				Still feeling detached and light-headed the insidious desire to do it again crept over her. No! But then why not? Why shouldn’t she do it again if she had enjoyed it? Probably safer than getting high on drugs or drink. But that meant living in a state of what Thrasher had made sound like sex slavery. How could any woman, especially one with her skin colour, possibly accept that? She wanted to be free again!

				Why, her inner voice asked?

				What? How could she possibly not want to be free?

				Well where had years of being free and pretending to be hard and living a crap life got her? Why not accept and enjoy what had felt so good? Why not just give in? Maybe she was not very good at running her life or taking care of he own body. Perhaps she should let others do it for her.

				Carley had no answer. She could feel the shell of her old life crumbling away second by second. Had it always been that fragile? She looked at the moaning, whimpering naked girls in their cages about her, at their inflamed sexes and hard nipples and the tell tale wetness of their thighs and felt the dark allure of total surrender calling to her. Then she looked at the words on the plaque. Did this Rowland bloke know something she didn’t? Was this the time for a change? At least she would have company. And it seemed that somebody still cared enough about her life to try to turn it into something with purpose, even if it was by the most drastic means. Perhaps this was her last, her very last chance.

				Notwithstanding everything that was to follow, it was then, to all intents and purposes, that Carley died.

				* * *

				The van delivered Carley and her companions, stained with their own pussy juices, to Gryndstone, which was Shackelswell’s slave school, where raw, frightened, aimless girls were turned into confident, productive slaves. There the empty shell of a girl that had been Carley was given her part name of Rivet 23. And there she learned the history of Irontown: an improbable slave city in the heart of England, outwardly clean and respectable but with a secret heart driven by the labours of thousands of naked chained young women. It was a patriarchal society following the eccentric principles of a long dead Victorian engineer who had believed naked women and machines could be intimately combined. The very notion of it should have been disgusting, and yet somehow it worked. It made sense.

				Above all there was no discrimination. They were all slaves together. And although they had lost their normal freedoms they had gained something else: the companionship of slavery and the sense of belonging to something greater than they were in which they could serve a useful purpose. It was a last chance for losers and the lost to make something of themselves. Strange as it seemed, Rivet found it was possible to be a proud slave. When she performed well she was praised, and she had received precious little of that before in her life.

				Of course there was some lingering resentment to begin with but it was demolished by the simple question: if their previous lives had been so wonderful, how had they ended up here? Happy, well adjusted and successful girls did not come to Irontown. Therefore what had they got to lose?

				There were lessons that shaped her mind and body, teaching her sexual techniques and helping her meld with mechanical devices. Rivet found, once she had lost her sense of shame, that she enjoyed sex in all its permutations, both with men and women and especially when stimulated by pain and restraints. There was a strange comfort and reassurance to be found in the strength and solidity of straps and chains. They held her in place because it was important to somebody that she should be there to serve a purpose.

				In her spare time Rivet began to read. She had never been much of a reader in her previous life but now she had the opportunity to learn more and expand her vocabulary. It was actively encouraged. Irontown was a complicated machine and slaves were vital cogs within it, so nobody wanted stupid slaves that might fail in their function through ignorance.

				On graduation, when girls were assigned their tasks in the city, Headmaster Bradawl had recommended that Rivet go to Colter’s Stables, a small training school where they would train her both as a pleasure slave and a ponygirl. He told her he thought it would be her chance to shine.

				At Colter’s she built up her strength and stamina, thrilling at the possibilities her body held and enjoying the challenge of running faster and harder, while waiting for the one person who would make her life complete. She had learned that every slave, either openly or secretly, wished for the perfect master or mistress. Rivet began to believe that hers was out there somewhere.

				And then one day George Fillister came to Colter’s looking for a sturdy, passionate ponygirl slave as a birthday present for his daughter...

				* * *

				After she had recovered from her orgasm, Sam slithered under Beauty as she hung face down across the bed and made her lick her clean. Then she took Beauty off the frame, bound her wrist cuffs to garter straps buckled high on her hips and put her in her bed. She ran a chain from a ring set in the bedhead to Beauty’s collar.

				Their second coupling was gentler than the first. Sam straddled Beauty’s face while she rested her cheek on Beauty’s thigh and toyed with her labia rings letting Beauty tongue her to a second orgasm.

				Satiated at last, Sam reversed her position and cuddled Beauty to her so that Beauty’s sore brown breasts pressed against her paler orbs.

				‘Good girl,’ she told Beauty sleepily. ‘Wait till my friends see you.’

				Beauty lay bedside her sleeping mistress. Even if the simmering in her breasts, bottom and pubes had not been making sleep impossible until they subsided, her racing mind full of both hope and fear would have kept her awake.

				It was not fear of another beating. She would happily suffer for her new mistress if she knew her pain gave pleasure. It was the fear of daring to hope only to have those hopes dashed. Sam was very pretty and a member of a fine family, by Irontown terms. She had already shown she had a strong will and she had been masterful with her from the beginning, even giving her a new name. Also she clearly valued Beauty’s prowess both as a ponygirl and a pleasure slave. And in her turn, even after just a few hours, Beauty felt the stirrings of an affinity for Sam. People tended not to hide their true natures when alone with slaves because they had no need to impress them, so a slave often saw what lay beneath the surface. Beauty could not yet put into words, but she felt there was something in Sam that seemed familiar.

				Of course her feelings could never be reciprocated in kind. She could never be Sam’s equal or even her friend, in the sense most thought of it.

				But what tormented Beauty’s thoughts was the possibility that Sam might possibly be that fantasy of all slaves: her perfect mistress. If she surrendered to total slavish love and offered herself body and soul to Sam, would her love be accepted... or rejected?

			

		

	
		
			
				CHAPTER THREE

				The day after her birthday, Sam, now dressed in riding jacket, jodhpurs and boots, excitedly hitched her new pony box to the back of her car and loaded her new gifts into it. The folded hobby horse went into a narrow compartment set in one side of the box while Beauty, on her hands and knees, went in beside it. A small ramp extended from the underside of the box while a support rail extended out from the underside of its roof. Sam secured Beauty, already bridled, to the rail by a snaphook to her collar ring and a broad elastic strap about her waist. Her wrist and ankle cuffs were already linked by hobble chains. Beauty then shuffled up the ramp onto the rubber matt padding of the box floor. The support rail telescoped back inside with her. Sam put a pack containing Beauty’s sleeve binder and rubber hooves in with her and closed and bolted the rear doors of the box.

				The sides of the box had grilles for ventilation while there were narrow slots in its bowed leading edge through which Beauty could peer out but not be seen. There were few outsiders in Shackleswell at any one time and the overwhelming likelihood was that Sam could have driven the few miles to the Foundry Stables with Beauty sitting naked and bound in the front seat beside her and not passed anybody on the way who would have batted an eye at the sight. But it was indoctrinated into all Irontowners from their youth that slaves were never displayed in public, unless it was in a secure location closed to outsiders.

				The two other ponygirl club stables in Irontown in competition for the Lister Cup were Wainwright’s Pony Club and Mason’s Riding Academy. There was fierce rivalry within each club to be chosen for the team. So far Sam had never been picked for the Foundry team, but as she drove through the leafy lanes with her shiny red and silver pony box bouncing along merrily behind her, she felt a sudden surge of renewed hope. With Beauty as her mount and her new lightweight hobby horse, perhaps this year she would be appearing in the arena.

				* * *

				The Foundry stables lay on the edge of town. Extending out from the main buildings were several adjoining fields and a small stretch of woodland, screened from public view by fences, tree breaks and high hedges. With its secure access it was one of the spaces open to the air in Shackeswell where slaves could be freely exercised.

				Sam found a place in the car park adjacent to the stable block next to a crimson Jeep she recognized as belonging to Tess Harrow. ‘Wait until you see what I got for my birthday,’ she thought.

				Sam opened up the box and took out the hobby horse, unfolding it into its full size. Then she pulled out the ramp and let Beauty shuffle backwards onto the ground. Clipping a leash onto her collar she stood her up and gave her the horse to wheel along, which was easy enough even with her cuffed hands as it was so light. Carrying her harness pack she led her through to the stable yard.

				The brick yard was enclosed on three sides by the fronts of stalls that housed the stable’s own ponygirls and those belonging to their members who kept them on the premises. Half a dozen ponygirls were peering out over the tops of their split stable doors. All had their arms sleeve-bound behind their backs and wore bridles and bits, which were secured to the door posts by tethers clipped to their cheek rings. On the fourth side of the yard was the harness and equipment stores and office.

				Several members dressed in riding kit were in the yard either readying their mounts or unharnessing them after a ride in a parade of swaying breasts and juice-frothed pussies, all tightly bound by leather and metal rings. A couple of sweating ponies were being hosed down over a grating to one side of the yard preparatory to being towelled off and combed.

				Tess was harnessing up her own pony called Silver: a fine statuesque blonde of Scandinavian blood with high, almost perfectly conical breasts. Her mesh muzzle was colour matched to the pale tan of her skin and her harness was white leather. Tess glanced round as Sam appeared.

				‘Hallo Sam,’ she began lightly. ‘I’m awfully sorry I couldn’t make your party but...’ Then she caught sight of Beauty emerging from behind Sam and her eyes widened. ‘Oh... yes, I heard you’d been given a ponygirl. So this is her. Hmm...yes... she is quite... pretty.’

				The other riders crowded round to admire Beauty, and Sam realized for the first time that she had a kind of glow about her. She simply looked right in a bridle and bit standing in the pony yard. She was trembling with excitement at the sudden attention and the many hands that stroked and prodded her flesh to test her but there was also an impression of pride in what she was. The others could see it as well and their praise for her evident power and poise pleased Sam hugely, especially as Tess’s Silver had, up until now, been the most striking mount in the stable. Naturally Tess had to interject a negative note.

				‘Obviously she’s very strong but I’m not sure about her balance,’ she said loudly. ‘A little heavy in the hindquarters, perhaps?’

				‘Well I think she’s perfect, Miss Fillister,’ Danny Stamp said, speaking out with uncharacteristic emphasis. ‘I’d love to own a pony half a fine as her.’

				‘Well nobody asked your opinion, Stamp,’ Tess said scathingly.

				‘Er... thanks, Danny,’ Sam said quickly.

				Danny was a wiry young man with pale sandy hair and spectacles. Currently he was dressed in workman’s coveralls and was carrying a toolbox. He was normally amiable and not so outspoken. He loved ponies and was a good rider but his family was not wealthy and could only afford a few utility slaves. Maintaining a pure ponygirl was a luxury. Danny worked at the stables as a general assistant so he could earn a living and ride any ponies that were going spare. Technically he was a member of staff but he did have riding privileges and so it felt awkward on those occasions when he acted more like a regular club member.

				Ignoring Tess’s glare Danny continued: ‘You can see she’s got good proportions. Her shoulders balance her hips and haunches. Have you tried her over jumps yet, Miss Fillister?’

				‘I was just going to.’

				‘Can I watch?’

				‘Sure,’ Sam said, knowing it would annoy Tess. ‘Everybody can watch.’

				Sam buckled Beauty into her rig. Once again she looked perfect in harness: doubly impaled and firmly strapped to the shaft with her muzzle on and her nipples joined by the restraining bar. She was a natural ponygirl.

				Eagerly Sam climbed into the saddle and had Beauty trot around the yard a couple of times so the others could admire the smoothness of her action, her rubber hooves clip-clopping merrily and glossy breasts bobbing. Then, with a curious crowd at her heels, Sam wheeled Beauty out through the gate onto the large main paddock. Its perimeter was marked out as a race track while its centre contained a trial show jumping course.

				A ponygirl, however strong, could not of course truly jump a vertical obstacle of any significant height while pulling a rider and rig after her. The “jumps” were actually shallow ramps of different sizes and angles with sharp drops on the other side, variously framed by gates, poles and brush hedges. There was also a head-high grassed earth mound known as “the hill” that was even harder to descend than climb and a couple of shallow water jumps with ramps at each end that had to be taken at a gallop to clear. Nevertheless they were still challenging obstacles, especially when taken at speed while racing the clock, and many a rider and pony had come to grief on them.

				As Sam trotted Beauty around the perimeter of the course to warm her up, waving to the other riders who were already out with their mounts, she realised with sudden shock that she had only run Beauty a couple of times around her garden and she had no idea how she would perform over jumps. She seemed confident and strong and was a joy to have moving between her thighs, but could she jump? However it was too late to turn back now, especially with Tess watching.

				Sam leaned forward and said in Beauty’s ear: ‘Just go steadily and do your best.’

				Beauty tossed her head in understanding.

				Sam lined her up for the first jump, gave her a squeeze of the rein handles, raised herself off the saddle in anticipation of the drop and hoped for the best.

				Beauty flew over the jump, her breasts rising as she dropped off the far side only to plunge and rebound with a fluid surge as she landed sure-footedly on her sprung hooves. The rig came down behind her with a thud that bowed the wheel braces, but the superbly strong yet elastic composition absorbed the impact and flexed back to shape. Sam’s knees bent as she landed to absorb the shock but it had been far lighter than she had dared hope.

				Thrilled at the ease with which she had negotiated the first hurdle, Sam swung Beauty round to face the next jump. Beauty seemed to sail over it.

				At a steady pace Beauty took all the jumps cleanly without incurring any penalties, weaving her way nimbly between them with Sam twisting and turning with her to keep the rig’s wheels on the ground. Beauty’s thighs and calves bulged with effort as she hauled Sam up the hill, with Sam pressed against her shoulders to stay balanced, but she showed no fear or hesitation coming down the far side. The final water jump she took at a gallop, clearing it with two feet to spare.

				Sam brought Beauty to a panting halt, patting and stroking her hot breasts and praising her loudly. ‘Good girl, good girl.’

				Beauty tossed her head in pleasure while about her groin her juices frothed.

				The other club members crowded round chattering in appreciation.

				‘That looked terrific,’ Danny said.

				Tess said with a pinched face. ‘Well I suppose she’s not too bad.’

				Then Gordon Paring, the stable owner and senior riding instructor, stepped forward from the back of the crowd. Sam hadn’t realised he’d been watching.

				‘So this is your new pony, Sam? I saw how she ran. Mind if I have a closer look at her?’

				‘Please do, Mr Paring,’ Sam said respectfully.

				Paring was experienced in the ways of ponygirl flesh and always bluntly honest. The relative wealth and influence of the club members counted for nothing with him, only their skill in the saddle and ability to handle ponies.

				He unharnessed Beauty and ran his hands over her sweat-sheened body, testing her joints and pinching her muscles to determine their tone. He weighed her breasts in his palms, probed her dripping vagina and had her bend so he could slide a finger up her rear and then have her squeeze on it as hard as she could. Finally he declared:

				‘Yes, she’s a strong pony and you’ve got the right rig for her. But you’ve still got a lot of work to do if you want to make the team. You need to spend an hour every day riding her, just getting the feel of her and her for you, so there’s no misunderstanding between you. And you might get in a little more exercise yourself. You’re on the tall and heavy side to be a competition hobby horse rider so you need to build up those thigh and stomach muscles in compensation. Being able to shift your balance to keep the rig in line a fraction faster on each turn might add up to two or three seconds gained at the end of the course. That could be the difference between coming first or fourth.’

				Sam would not have taken such a criticism of her body from anyone else. ‘I can do that, Mr Paring.’

				‘Well, if you work hard and put in consistently good performances I’ll consider you for the team.’

				Sam felt a swell of pride. ‘Thank you, Mr Paring.’

				‘One other thing. Are you using her for pleasure as well?’

				‘Well yes, of course. She’s trained for pleasure. That will help her bond with me. Everybody knows riders should always be intimate with their ponies.’

				‘Yes, but she seems quite tender. Did you give her a beating last night?’

				‘Just as an introduction, to teach her to obey me in future.’

				‘Light spankings only from now on, and be sparing with them. She can’t run her best with bruises or raw skin. Also too much punishment now will make her less responsive to the whip when it matters.’

				‘But she’s got to be disciplined.’

				‘You’ll just have to learn to use subtler means.’

				‘But she really enjoyed it,’ Sam protested. ‘She came while I was paddling her pussy. And I wasn’t using a phallus on her at the time either. ’

				There was an impressed murmur from the club members.

				‘And do you know how long it had been since she was last allowed to orgasm?’ Paring asked. ‘It might have been days, just to make her seem more passionate to a new owner.’

				Sam hadn’t thought of that. But she persisted: ‘I’m still sure she’s a natural pain slut. And it makes her more eager to please. That’s what you want in a pony.’

				Paring shrugged. ‘I’ve given you my advice, Sam. I can’t force you to take it but you know what’s at stake.’

				Sam sighed. She could see Tess was enjoying her discomfiture. Carrying on the disagreement further would be impolite. ‘Yes, Mr Paring. Thank you.’

				‘Now she’s built up a good sweat. Make sure she has a proper wash and rub down when you’re done with her. I take it you’ll be stabling her at home?’

				‘Yes, Mr Paring.’

				‘Well exercise her hard every day. Pleasure slaves have more fat on them than ponies because their owners want something softer to cuddle. Don’t let that happen to this one. She’s carrying full enough breasts as it is. She has plenty of potential, but only if she’s handled properly.’

				Paring returned to his office and the others drifted away back to their ponies, except for Danny. While Sam re-harnessed Beauty he said: ‘I think you’re right, Miss Fillister. She’s got a sort of wild, hot look in her eyes. Maybe she wants a firm hand.’

				She did not want to be seen taking advice from Danny Stamp but she supposed he meant well. ‘Thank you, Danny,’ she said stiffly. ‘I know she does.’

				For the next hour Sam rode Beauty about the training paddocks and along the adjoining woodland paths. She did not want to risk another go on the jump course because she was afraid she would not be so lucky twice. For the moment she was pleased to ride Beauty at a gentle pace with other riders, so they could show off their captive ponyflesh to each other. Nowhere else but Irontown could you see such a scene, Sam thought with pride and delight. Breasts of all shapes and hues jiggled and swayed gently, ringed nipples strained, sturdy thighs swelled and buttocks rolled and plugged pussy clefts seeped with helpless excitement.

				As she returned to the main paddock Sam saw Tess Harrow, no doubt in an attempt to regain the spotlight, take Silver over the jumps. Sam could see she was whipping Silver on to put in an extra fast round but to Sam’s delight she cut a corner too tightly and hit the side of one of the fences with a wheel on the approach.

				As Sam finally guided Beauty back to the stable block for unharnessing and a good rub down, she knew Beauty had made a winning first impression on everybody and that felt very good. But she still did not like having her judgement questioned in public, even by Mr Paring. Irontown society taught women to respect and defer to the opinions older and wiser men, which meant she could not have prolonged the argument, but that did not stop her believing he was wrong. She was certain Beauty had responded unusually intensely to her paddling. Why not give her more of the same? And had it been quite proper for him to tell her she needed to take more exercise herself? Those were the sort of observations you made about slaves, not free women. It was her body, not his, in the same way that Beauty was her personal slave not his and she could use her any way she wished.

				* * *

				‘I mean how could Mr Paring expect me not to beat her for pleasure if I want to?’ Sam asked.

				She was seated at the dining table that evening with mother and father. Her father insisted on at least one formal family meal a day. Beauty was kneeling on a mat by Sam’s chair eating from her own bowl and taking scraps from Sam’s hand.

				‘Yes, Sam, she’s yours to do with as you like, within the limits of acceptable slave treatment,’ her father agreed.

				‘But why couldn’t he see it in her? Slaves are all different. Some like pain. A few bruises are worth it if they make her try harder.

				‘Yes, I agree slaves are all different. But if Beauty isn’t as masochistic as you believe you risk losing her loyalty. A driven slave is never as good as a loving one. You’d be foolish not to take Paring’s advice. He’s very knowledgeable where ponygirls are concerned.’

				Feeling frustrated, Sam found herself falling back on the feeble retort: ‘Well Danny Stamp agreed she needed a firm hand.’

				‘Danny Stamp?’ her mother said. ‘Oh yes, nice boy. Pity his family had those all those difficulties a while back. I really must call round to see his mother again soon.’

				Her grandfather, who was seated at the other end of the table being helped to eat by Cog 107, his slavemaid carer, spoke up: ‘Yes, ponies like a good firm hand. Young Paring was always too soft. A good crack of the whip on their rumps gees them along! It’s what they expect.’

				He landed a feeble blow of his hand on Cog’s bare bottom, which she responded to with a dutiful yip.

				‘You see,’ Sam said triumphantly. ‘Grandfather understands.’

				‘Well as I said, Beauty is your responsibility, Sam,’ her father reiterated. ‘But remember if you do it your way and it all goes wrong, you’ll have nobody to blame but yourself.’

				* * *

				It was only later that night, as she prepared to enjoy the delights of Beauty’s body once again, that Sam realised she had been talking about Beauty’s response to pain all day long with different people but she had not questioned Beauty herself on the matter. Even Mr Paring and her father had not thought of it. But then who asked a slave her opinion about anything, even how her own body was to be used?

				With an effort Sam contained the lust that was making her own pussy so hot and slick and took a thoughtful look at Beauty.

				Sam had extended the frame built into the head of the bed. It had braced struts that unfolded forward so that they overhung the top third of the bed like the frame for a canopy. Beauty’s wrists were attached to the struts by wire ropes that pulled her arms upward above her head. She was facing the foot of the bed and straddling a slave saddle, to the base of which her ankles were cuffed.

				The saddle was a popular device used to toy with slaves. It had a humped, saddle-like upper body of black padded vinyl mounted on a flat base with retractable castors. Inside were motors and gears that drove rods which protruded through slots in the crest of the saddle. These could be capped with a variety of phallic accessories which could be made to rotate, reciprocate, oscillate or vibrate as required. Sam held the remote controller for it in her hand.

				Currently Beauty was impaled by an electric finger up her rear and a fat dildo up her vagina. Elastic cords hooked into her labial rings held her cleft wide open, exposing her clitoral hood and the tiny mouth of her pee hole, allowing the clitoral spur wheel attachment mounted on the base of the dildo free play to ride over them. Sam had put large silver rings in her big chocolate nipples to make them easier to manipulate and they were now standing up like organ stops. Her mouth was once again filled with a thick rubber bit she could bite on and drool about freely. In consideration to the rest of the household this would also mute her screams.

				That was the way with slaves, Sam reflected. You usually stopped their mouths when you were using them, either with gags or cocks. After her brief conversation the previous night she had only expected to allow Beauty to speak again when she wanted to hear words of devotion from her. You could go weeks or months without actually talking to a slave even if you were sleeping with her warming your bed every night.

				And now she was actually going to ask her opinion. But wouldn’t Beauty simply say what she thought she wanted to hear? Well she’d just have to order her to be absolutely honest, that was all. Had she ever spoken to a slave girl like that? It would almost be like having a real conversation with a free person. But what if Paring was right and Beauty was not as much of a pain slut as she imagined? Would she forego the pleasures of tormenting Beauty for the chance she might run faster and win her a place in the Cup team? She wanted both, of course. She’d always had everything she wanted. But suppose she could only have one? Which was more important to her?

				Before her thoughts got further confused Sam pulled out Beauty’s bit and held her chin so she looked her square in the eye.

				‘Now I’m going to ask you a question in a moment and I want you to give me an honest answer. I don’t want you to say it just to please me. I want you to tell me the exact truth about how you feel. Do you understand?’

				‘Yes, Mistress,’ Beauty said, her lovely big brown eyes very wide and puppy like.

				‘You heard me talking about you earlier to Paring and my parents. They’re not sure you enjoy hard punishment and think it might slow you down. I think you do and it’ll make you try even harder. Or at least it won’t harm your performance. Which is it?’

				‘You really want the truth, Mistress?’ Beauty asked anxiously.

				‘Yes, and I promise I won’t punish you whatever you say.’ Sam chuckled as she realized the absurdity that involved. ‘Although of course if I’m right you’d enjoy being punished.’

				‘No, Mistress. It would hurt.’

				Sam frowned. ‘But if you’re really a pain slut and masochist how can it?’

				‘If I stub my toe it hurts, Mistress. I don’t come. It’s how I get the pain that matters. A light spanking will always turn me on in any circumstances. Pain mixed with sex helps and I can take more. I think I am quite slutty like that. But I only really enjoy serious suffering if I know it’s appreciated, Mistress. Pain for punishment is not the same as pain for giving pleasure to somebody I care about. You see... I’ve really got to like who does it to me. I’ve got to... well, love them.’

				‘Well, that’s all right. I’m your owner. You’ve got to love me.’

				She saw Beauty’s mouth pinch unhappily. Why did I start this, Sam wondered? But it was too late to turn back now. ‘All right tell me the truth again.’

				‘I don’t know if I love you yet, Mistress. I hope I will. I want to... but, honestly, I don’t know yet.’

				Sam took in a deep breath. Well she had asked for the truth. Even though you could buy slaves’ bodies you could not buy their affection. Previously that had not mattered to her but now Beauty was her own slave she wanted her to be perfect and in the stories perfect slaves always fell in love with their masters or mistresses. However it seemed that life was more complicated than in the storybooks.

				Enough of this, she thought impatiently. Beauty is mine to do with as I want and right now I’m going to use her for pleasure.

				She put her gag back in, then she activated the saddle. Beauty gasped and groaned and rolled her eyes up. Her hips jerked as the electric finger sent a jolt deep into her rectum. The dildo began to pump steadily up into Beauty’s vagina, making her silver ink-labelled vulva bulge and suck in. The clitoral spur wheel rolled up and down the deep, peeled-wide valley of her cleft, which began to brim with wet slickness. Beauty rocked forward and back, swaying from her up-stretched arms, rolling her head from side to side. Her breasts began to rise and fall faster as her breathing became more excited. Sam could smell the excitement rising from her hot cleft as it was remorselessly reamed out and repeatedly jabbed by the spur points.

				Oh God she did look lovely when she suffered, Sam thought! How could this not be right for her?

				Sam hooked a finger through Beauty’s right nipple ring, pulling her big globe out into a fat cone and with the spanking paddle began to beat the soft mound. Ripples shivered through Beauty’s brown flesh while she ground her hips ecstatically into the impaling saddle.

				* * *

				Much later, as Sam cuddled Beauty’s sweaty body to her under the covers, Sam found a faint niggle remained in the back of her mind, spoiling what had been an otherwise delightful night’s pleasure. It seemed she heard echoes of Paring’s and her father’s warnings and, disturbingly, Beauty’s own words. This was where thinking too much about slave’s feelings got you, she thought angrily. It was absurd but she now felt that she was on some kind of probation.

				* * *

				The next morning Sam was determined she would start Beauty’s home exercise regime as she meant to go on. She’d loved showing her off at the stables but she suspected she had been very lucky going clear over the fences for the first time with a new pony and rig. She needed more practice in private before she risked that again, especially if Tess Harrow was watching. Besides, she had the feeling that nobody thought she had the determination and self-discipline to train properly for a place on the Cup team. Well she’d show them.

				Harnessing Beauty up Sam took her for a canter along the paths that ran through the rough gardens about the lake. Their grounds were surrounded by fields and were well screened from the nearest public road, so she could run Beauty in the open without any worries.

				Once again Beauty pulled the rig strongly, even across the varied terrain of gravel paths and rough grass. Sam made the sharpest turns she could to mimic the corners in a jump course, fighting to keep the rig steady as the wheels dug ruts into the grass. But although it was a thrill to feel Beauty respond to her to readily, it was a bit boring galloping round out here without anybody to race with or watch. Her parents were out and her Grandfather was spending a day in bed. She decided that tomorrow she’d take her to the stables and run her on the proper course again, Tess or no Tess. At the same time she could invite some members she was friendly with to bring their ponies round to her when they were not at the club and they could take rides together.

				By now Beauty was lathered in sweat and was beginning to stumble while Sam was feeling the strain in her legs, back and stomach. This training business was also hard work. Of course if she wanted to get into the stable team she knew they would have to practice hard. And she was supposed to exercise more herself. That was going to be a bore. Wasn’t it the duty of the slave to adapt herself to her rider? It was her function to do the hard work, after all.

				She guided Beauty back to her stall in the slave block at a gentle walk. When she entered the big double doors she saw Cleaver working at his bench. He looked up at her and Beauty with interest

				‘How is she performing, Miss Samantha?’ he asked.

				‘Very well, except Mr Paring said I should exercise her hard each day, but I think she’s already about done.’

				‘Were you running her fast?’

				‘Yes.’

				‘For how long?’

				‘Er... about twenty minutes.’

				‘Then it’s no wonder she’s blown. Ponygirls are not real ponies, even if you harness them like them. In fact when run like horses they’re less efficient for their weight. Working through pedals and gears utilizes their strength better, as Rowland demonstrated. You’d get more miles out of her if she was harnessed to a slave bike. But ponygirls are traditional so we still keep them. It still means a ponygirl couldn’t pull a rig and driver for very long at competition speed. They can only perform like that for a few minutes at a time. You’ll only be able to ride her at the gallop for short periods and then she’ll need a proper rest before you can run her again.’

				Of course Sam knew all this but she realised she had been carried away by the thrill of Beauty’s presence between her thighs. In reality she was just another slave girl and she could not expect the impossible from her.

				‘But that means I’ll have to keep putting her in and out of harness and rubbing her down and - ’

				‘Yes, Miss Samantha. You make ponygirls helpless and dependent on you. That’s part of their appeal. But in return they need to be properly cared for. That’s the price you pay for having a luxury like her.’

				‘But she’s got to be exercised or else I won’t get on the team. Mr Paring said at least an hour a day when I was at home.’ She did not mention they were both meant to exercise for the same period.

				‘Well if you want to build up her stamina then it’s got to be done at a pace she can take. You can put her on the slave mill if you want and we can agree a regular session for her.’

				Sam thought this was a better idea than having to keep riding and stopping all day. ‘Right, I’ll do that. Can she go on now?’

				‘No, Miss. First you’ve got to clean her up and water her and she’s got to rest. And you might check over your rig and give it a clean and polish as well. You won’t win any prizes if your rig fails in the middle of the competition. It needs regular maintenance.’

				‘But... I don’t know anything about that,’ Sam protested. ‘Can’t you get a lad to do it?’

				‘If you recall, by your father’s instruction everything to do with Beauty is your sole responsibility, Miss. You can learn. I’ve kept the instructions it came with. It’s not that hard.’

				Sam was about to reprimand Cleaver for talking to her like that when she recalled her father’s warning. ‘Yes, Mr Cleaver,’ she said with as much humility as she could muster.

				And so Sam washed and rubbed Beauty down, combed her hair, gave her water and put her in her stall to rest. Beauty looked over the stall gate with interest as Sam then cleaned and polished the hobby horse, checked its tyre pressures and linkages and oiled the bearing. When she was finished she felt so grimy she had to go into the house to have a shower. By then it was lunchtime.

				When she returned after lunch she negotiated with Cleaver, time on the treadmill for Beauty. They agreed an hour a day in the early afternoon. Cleaver was usually out at that time so there would be no clash with other slavegirls needing to use it.

				‘Perhaps while she’s on it you could maintain the horse or clean her stall, Miss,’ Cleaver suggested helpfully.

				‘Perhaps,’ Sam said doubtfully. She did not like the way her duties and obligations were mounting up. Owning a ponygirl was meant to be fun.

				The treadmill was a massive device over a hundred years old that stood in its own compartment to one side of the main doors. How many miles countless slave girls had laboured on it nobody could guess, but with regular maintenance it still worked perfectly well.

				Its main structure was a cast iron wheel with slender spokes some nine feet in diameter. This was mounted on a heavy hollow axle supported from one side by a cast iron and wood bracket and base. The wheel’s rim was formed of yard long wooden slats that formed a continuous ribbon of treads. To use the device Beauty stood on the treads with her arms bent backward and crooked.

				Protruding through the hollow hub of the mill wheel from its supporting mount and separate from it were four tubular rods, which were variously angled and bent after they emerged into the space with the drum of the treadmill. The first of these rods bent sideways and then turned a right angle and passed between the insides of Beauty’s bent elbows and the supple curve of her back. Her wrist cuffs were chained across her stomach and a crossbar was screwed across the end of the rod so she could not slip her arms off it.

				The second of the hub rods projected behind Beauty and then bent outward over her bottom. It carried an adjustable socket which had plugged into it a paddle-like thin wooden board with tin tacks hammered through it. The third rod crossed in front of Beauty’s breasts. It carried a pair of chains which were hooked to her nipple rings and a second set that hung downwards and hooked to her labial rings. The fourth tube angled inward once it was above the level of Beauty’s head to where it supported a large pair of brass balls set on a vertical axle linked by levers to a sleeve that ran down into the tube. It was a device that every Irontown child would recognize as a Watt conical pendulum governor.

				In front of the wheel a post rose from the right front corner of the frame base and was capped by a panel bearing several brass knobs and dials. It was connected by chains and levers through the hollow hub to the rods that surrounded and confined Beauty. Cleaver adjusted their positions carefully and then turned to the control panel.

				‘Best see how she does at a moderate pace first,’ he told Sam. ‘Let’s say thirty revolutions a minute for fifteen minutes. Remember this is harder work than running on the flat. She has to drive the wheel round as well.’

				As he threw the release, the lever over the spiked pad behind Beauty began to sink towards her bottom while the rod to which her nipples and labia were chained began to turn, tightening the chains. Bracing herself against the rod about which her arms were secured Beauty began to run, straining to overcome the inertia of the wheel for the first few strides, and then gradually getting it up to speed. As the wheel turned the governor above her head began to spin, throwing the balls outward and so raising the sleeve to which they were connected. As it spun faster the spiked pad which had been close to her buttocks lifted away and the rod that had been reeling in her nipple and labia chains reversed its motion, letting the chains go slack. When the wheel reached a revolution every two seconds the rod stopped turning. As long as she maintained the pace that had been set for the time indicated the devices would stay that way. But if she slowed down the rod would wind in the chains once more and the paddle would descend. If the wheel turned too slowly or stopped before its allotted time or number of revolutions, a trip would be activated that began cocking the paddle and then releasing it in a spanking motion, powered by a big coil spring in the base of the wheel that was wound up as it turned.

				With satisfaction Sam watched Beauty’s breasts bounce with a jingle of chains and her bottom swell and roll. She really was a lovely mover. And if she needed more encouragement she could always put something more painful in the socket that held the spiked board. Holly, stinging nettles, long needles...

				Her thoughts were interrupted by Cleaver who said: ‘Well I’ve got to get along now, Miss Samantha. I’ll be an hour or so. And don’t leave her unattended, of course.’

				‘Of course not.’

				After he was gone Sam looked at Beauty jogging away steadily, then at her watch. This was certainly an easier way to train a ponygirl, but surely with the counters set did she really have to stand over her? She supposed she could read or else listen to something on her headphones. Of course according to Paring she was also meant to be working out herself.

				Sam looked at the other exercise and posture devices set out about the room for the use of slavegirls in their training. No doubt they did their job but she would not be seen dead using a device designed for a slave to use. Maybe she could do some basic weight work, although it always seemed incredibly boring simply hefting lumps of metal about. If she had to exercise she’d much rather swim. She enjoyed that.

				Well why not? That would neatly take care of her exercise obligations and the poolhouse was only a little way along from the slave quarters beyond a screen of trees. Of course Cleaver had said she should not leave Beauty unattended, but that was silly. She would come to no harm on the wheel. If she finished her allotted time everything turned off and she could stand there until Sam came back.

				Sam ran back to the house to collect her costume and a towel and then went along to the poolhouse. The pool was enclosed by sheltering walls, a loggia and a row of changing booths. It had a roof that was retracted now the weather was warmer. But her parents rarely used it at this time of day, preferring the evenings for a swim. Sam changed quickly in one of the cubicles and then plunged in.

				It was while she was on her second length that the idea came to her. When Cleaver was out she could not only exercise Beauty but also get her to clean and maintain the rig. Weren’t girls like her meant to be good with their hands? Or perhaps they taught them at Gryndstone? Anyway, she should be sure it was in full working order even more than Sam, since she was in more intimate contact with it. Meanwhile she could go for a regular swim, which was also good exercise.

				Training a ponygirl, Sam decided, did not have to be that hard if you used some common sense.

			

		

	
		
			
				CHAPTER FOUR

				Sam’s complacency did not last long, however. The next day, as she led Beauty into the Foundry Stables yard, she saw Tessa in the middle of a crowd showing Silver off. Sam could hear Silver making a range of realistic sounding equine sounds such as neighing, whinnying and snorting. And each time, for some reason, the onlookers applauded.

				Danny Stamp was standing on the edge of the crowd, this time dressed in his second hand riding gear. He looked round as Sam appeared.

				‘Oh... hallo, Miss Fillister. Hallo Beauty.’

				‘What’s going on?’ Sam asked, not worrying about his status for once.

				‘It’s Miss Harrow. She’s had Silver fitted with a muter.’

				Sam had heard of muters. It was a relatively new procedure developed by the Shackleswell centre for slave medicine and control. It involved putting delicate plastic sheaths and a miniature control unit over a slavegirl’s vocal chords, making it impossible for her to form intelligible words. By including magnetic particles into the composition of the sheaths they could be re-set by an external control unit to modify their vocal range. It was somewhat controversial, since it might be judged to infringe a slave’s rights, but as it was easily reversible and did no lasting harm it had been permitted.

				‘...so now,’ Tess was explaining, holding up a phone-sized device with a metal loop at one end, ‘when the full mute is activated she is dumb, except for grunting. When it’s turned off she can talk normally. When it’s turned to “pony” she can only make pony noises. I was thinking about having dog as well for fun but that might confuse her.’

				The other’s laughed. Tess appeared to notice Sam for the first time. ‘Oh, there you are, Sam. I’ve just had Silver fitted with one of the new muting systems.’

				‘Yes, so I can see,’ Sam said. ‘It’s very amusing but what’s the point? If you want a girl to be quiet you gag her. If you want her to neigh you train her to neigh.’

				‘Well according to research it will help a slave become more like the animal they sound like,’ Tess replied assuredly, making it sound as though it was something everybody else but Sam already knew. ‘It means Silver will be a better pony. It’ll help her concentrate.’ She looked round at the others. ‘Want to see how she does over the jumps?’

				Most of them followed Tess out onto the field, leaving Sam with Danny,

				‘I think it’s just a gimmick,’ he said. ‘If you train a girl properly she’ll behave like a pony, no matter what noises she makes. With a bit in her mouth it hardly matters anyway. And it’s more natural like that. Bits and reins are more... intimate. That’s how a rider communicates with his pony. It makes them closer. Taking away her voice won’t do that.’

				Danny spoke a lot more sense than she had previously realised, Sam thought with some surprise. This muting business was simply a silly attention-grabbing stunt on Tess’s part. This was all because of Beauty. She must have been desperate for Silver to be top pony again to arrange the procedure so quickly. Her family had probably pulled some strings on her behalf. But it was still just a craze. In a few days everybody would have forgotten about it...

				* * *

				‘But why can’t I have Beauty muted?’ Sam asked in exasperation.

				Her father looked up from his newspaper. ‘I thought we’d settled this last night, Sam. Because it’s not right that you should be modifying a girl you’ve hardly owned for a week. Get to know her properly as she is before you start altering her body.’

				‘It’s not an alteration to her body, it’s an accessory,’ Sam explained. ‘And the implants can be turned off or removed quite easily. Everyone else at the stables is having their ponies muted.’

				‘Everyone?’

				‘Well... four or five,’ Sam admitted. ‘But they say they’re all doing it at Wainwright’s and Masons.’

				‘That doesn’t make it any less of a fad that will soon pass. I understand Tessa Harrow started this off because she was jealous of Beauty. Now you’re behaving equally foolishly. Is there any actual proof that muting improves ponies’ performance, or is it simply that it gives their riders a little more confidence?’

				‘No, but either way it might help, Father. You know I’m trying for a place on the Cup team.’

				Her mother said: ‘Beauty is Sam’s property, George.’

				‘Yes, Mary, but there are limits to what she can do to her.’

				‘But I can punish her if I want,’ Sam said. ‘Why can’t I mute her? It won’t hurt.’

				‘Because muting will take away something vital that marks her as human: the ability to speak for herself. By having to gag a slave it reminds you that she has the capacity to speak. There’s a danger that if we turn slaves into dumb animals we shall begin to believe that’s what they are. Irontown’s stability rests on the principle that while slaves serve us personally or the wider community we are also improving their characters through training and education. When they pass beyond serving age they become free citizens, as Beauty herself will one day. How can we then expect her to respect our laws if we have treated her inhumanely in the past?’

				Sam did not want to think that many years ahead. All she was interested in was the respect of her friends here and now... and not letting Tess Harrow continue behaving with such insufferable superior smugness, of course. She cast an imploring glance at her mother.

				‘The muting process is approved and it is fully reversible, George,’ her mother pointed out carefully. ‘If it means so much to Sam perhaps we should let her. If it’s all a fad as you say then she’ll have learned an important lesson.’

				Sam saw her father hesitate, his brow creased in thought. Then he looked at Sam sternly. ‘Muting is an elective procedure unnecessary for Beauty’s health or wellbeing, do you understand?’

				‘Yes, Father.’

				‘That means it’s not available on the health service. If it was carried out on her you’d have to pay for it out of your savings, because I won’t.’

				Sam gulped and took a deep breath. ‘I’ll pay for it, Father.’

				‘Then do it. But you know who you’ll have to blame it if all goes wrong or it proves a foolish waste of money, won’t you?’

				* * *

				And it was a lot of money, but Sam could not turn back now. Trying not to copy Tess’s hasty example Sam was able to book a place for Beauty at the slave clinic a week later. And now the day had come and here she was feeling awkward and nervous. The surgeon performing the procedure asked if she wanted to come in with Beauty and observe.

				‘It’s all very quick and quite painless, Miss Fillister,’ the surgeon explained. ‘We only use a local anaesthetic to relax the larynx to allow the implant to be made using remote manipulators. It will only take about twenty minutes. They’ll be no blood. She will be fully recovered in an hour and you can take her straight home.’

				‘I know, but medical things always make me feel a bit queasy,’ Sam said.

				And so Beauty, strapped to the trolley, was wheeled into the operating room alone while Sam waited outside feeling she should have been braver. This was stupid. She was only exercising her rights as her owner. There was no reason for her to feel guilty about anything.

				The day before she had asked Beauty about her own feelings on the matter. There was nothing in Irontown law that said she had to but she was curious. And perhaps she also wanted reassurance. Unfortunately Beauty had given her none.

				‘Do what you wish with me, Mistress, as long as it pleases you,’ Beauty had said simply, lowering her lovely big brown eyes humbly. Or was it perhaps to hide her true feelings of fear or resentment?

				And now it was too late for Sam to change her mind.

				* * *

				But to her relief the procedure went smoothly and Beauty looked perfectly fine afterwards. Sam was shown how to use the control unit and then she loaded Beauty into her box and drove her back home.

				Of course she showed Beauty off to her parents straight away, holding the controller over Beauty’s throat and turning on and off her voice while she was speaking, or distorting it so that she could only make equine snorts or whinnies.

				‘Yes, it’s a clever trick, Sam,’ her father agreed. ‘I just hope you think it was worthwhile.’

				Actually, now that Sam had got over what she thought of as her foolish doubts, she was beginning to think it was. She was not sure if muting would make any significant difference to Beauty’s performance as a pony, but it did give Sam a huge new sense of power over her. Wasn’t that one of the main reasons people enjoyed owning slaves? So you had the thrill of wielding power over them, to enjoy their bodies and to make them please you in any way you wished whenever you desired.

				At least that was how it was for six days of the week.

				* * *

				‘Why do we have to let slaves have a day off?’ Sam moaned a few days later.

				It felt like an intolerable imposition on her rights. By Irontown law all slaves were allowed a day a week, or two half days, to themselves. At this time they were allowed to dress in what was virtually the uniform of off-duty slaves: grey knee-length belted coats and ankle boots plus scarves and headbands, which concealed their collars and identification marks from strangers. They were also given an allowance of gynetokens to spend, which were accepted as cash anywhere in Shackleswell. They could then go where they wished. Sam had visions of her meeting Beauty walking down the street in the middle of town while she was out with her friends or perhaps finding she was sitting next to her in the cinema, like a free person. What would she do?

				‘We allow them one day off a week so that they are happy to serve us the other six days,’ her father said wearily. ‘You know your history. That is what keeps Shackleswell functioning.’

				‘Yes, I can see working slaves must need time off, like workers everywhere, but personal slaves and pets shouldn’t need it. They aren’t worked so hard. They don’t need a rest.’

				‘A rest is not just an absence of effort,’ her father said. ‘They have minds as well.’

				‘But what if she runs away?’

				‘She won’t if she respects you enough, will she?’

				Actually she’d never heard of a slave ever running away from Shakleswell, but Sam did not want to be responsible for one who spoiled that record. It would be such a terrible judgement on her. Why couldn’t they just spend a day safely locked up in a cage somewhere?

				But the law said otherwise.

				And so came the moment when once again Beauty stood before Sam fully dressed, which seemed quite unnatural and vaguely obscene. Sam handed over her allowance of gyntokens and a daypass disk to clip to her collar to show she was out on her own with her owner’s permission, however grudgingly given. She deactivated Beauty’s muter and then she asked:

				‘Where are you going today?’ This was partly out of curiosity and partly so she would be sure she would not accidentally run into her.

				‘I’ve arranged to meet my chain sisters in town, Mistress. We’re going to see a film. And then I thought I might go to the public library.’

				‘What do you do there?’

				‘I read, Mistress. I wasn’t that good at reading before I came to Irontown. Now I’m trying to make up for it. To improve myself.’

				She wanted to improve herself, Sam thought in bafflement. What needed improving?

				* * *

				However when Beauty was not taking days off, Sam found they were slipping into a comfortable routine. The nights were wonderful. Beauty was a passionate sex slave and a delightful bedwarmer. In the daytime, when they were not practicing at the stables, they had their regular twenty minutes hard ride together in the mornings and then she would leave Beauty in her stall to rest over lunch. On the afternoons she knew Cleaver would be away from the slave stable for long enough she left Beauty jogging on the wheel, each day at a slightly faster speed to build up her strength. After a twenty minute swim Sam slipped round the back of the slave quarters from the pool, took Beauty off the wheel, chained her to her stall post and set her cleaning and polishing the rig while she went back for more swimming. By the time Cleaver returned Sam was dutifully putting the gleaming rig away and preparing to take a glowing Beauty back into the house for her personal pleasures.

				On days she did not go to the stables she was usually able to invite somebody round regularly with their mounts in the mornings and they rode together along the wild garden paths. Whether Beauty’s muting was helping or not, they were working well as pony and rider and she easily managed to win their unofficial garden races. Her performance was also appreciated at the stables by Mr Paring who complimented her on her progress. It looked like Sam would make the Cup team, along with Tess and Silver.

				This all filled Sam with both pride and mischievous satisfaction. She was handling Beauty the way she wanted to, not how other people told her, and she was making a success of it. The only frustration was she could not tell anybody about it. Neither Paring nor Cleaver must learn that she was not obeying their directions to the letter. At least she could be sure Beauty would not talk. It really was a lot easier to master her when she had no voice. This was what owning a slave should feel like. In fact she now felt confident enough to take her for a run in public in Rowland Park. Yes, she’d go tomorrow morning and take her exercise there. It would be a change. And she was sure Beauty would enjoy it.

				* * *

				Beauty, who now had to remind herself that she was still officially known as Rivet 23 and had almost forgotten that she had ever been Carley, always felt that Rowland Park was the heart of Shackleswell. It was here that she regularly met her Gryndstone chain sisters and it was where being a slave seemed most natural.

				Sam unloaded Beauty and the rig in a sheltered car park and they made their way through a double set of big solid gates, watched over by uniformed wardens.

				Beyond was a large open space comprising many stretches of rolling lawn, copses of trees, flower beds and fountains, statues and benches. There was also a bandstand, and open air theatre and the arena where the Lister Cup competition would be held. All these spaces were linked by a network of winding and dipping gravel pathways and surrounded by a high boundary wall with controlled access to ensure no outsiders ever entered. People could picnic or play freely here in the Irontown style; off duty slaves as well as their masters.

				On a weekday morning it was not over-crowded, but there was still a sprinkling of people in sight. There were leashed naked girl pets being walked, or having to run and fetch sticks or balls thrown for them by their owners. There were also naked slavegirls walking freely, playing bat and ball games, throwing Frisbees, laughing and chatting with friends or simply sprawled on the grass. In other words it was a typical Irontown scene.

				The park was also an ideal place to exercise ponygirls. Beauty could see a couple of them now clip-clipping along a path. They had plumes on their headbands to show they were out for fun. The sun glinted off the metal of their rings and buckles.

				Sam harnessed Beauty to the hobby horse. She hesitated when she was about to clip the muzzle onto her.

				‘It’s a nice day and we’re not racing,’ she said. ‘Let them see what a pretty face you have.’ She folded back Beauty’s blinkers. ‘We don’t need these either...’

				She hung the muzzle on the back of the saddle and then took her seat. Beauty felt Sam’s thighs pressing against her hips as she slid her feet into the stirrups. As she leaned forward to gather the rein handles her breasts brushed against Beauty’s back. When she shifted in the saddle Beauty felt her weight transmitted through the hobby horse frame to her harness straps. It was a burden of course, but one she was pleased to bear if it pleased her mistress. She was serving; being useful. That was what gave her life meaning and purpose.

				Sam squeezed the rein handles, pinching Beauty’s nipples, and they set off at a gentle trot.

				Beauty shivered, but from excitement and not from cold. She was suddenly acutely aware that she was being shown off, naked, harnessed and helpless, before dozens of people. The setting was otherwise so ordinary it felt quite different from being ridden at the stables. Of course her months spent totally nude at Gryndstone had virtually purged her of the normal sensations of bodily shame, but it had been replaced by a kind of perverted thrill at her exposure. Everybody could see her nipples were pierced, that she had rings in her labia and that her vagina and anus were impaled. They could also see she was responding to this invasion of her body with flowing juices. It was obscene and wonderful at the same time.

				Along the straight clear pathways Sam set Beauty galloping for short spurts, then allowed her to slow to a walk, so she was not tired out too quickly. With her peripheral vision unimpeded by blinkers Beauty caught several admiring glances from those people they passed. It was good to know that she was pleasing to them because their approval would please Sam. As she lost herself in the mindless automatic business of obedience like any good pony it allowed her time to think about Sam.

				Although she preferred the feel of bits and gags in her mouth, Beauty did not mind too much having her voice muted at Sam’s whim or else being forced to make horse sounds. There was a dark thrill to being under such control. The procedure had been painless if a little frightening, but she had soon got over it, and, after a few days with a sore throat she was not aware of the implant now, unless it was activated. And if it genuinely pleased her mistress then she would happily accept it.

				But truthfully she wished her muting had been done because Sam had chosen it for herself and not as a hasty reaction to the fashion Tess Harrow had set. But then Sam was not quite as assured as she pretended to be, nor as mature. She was too ready to try to keep up with her contemporaries. Like many rich girls who did not need to work, and despite her father’s obvious best efforts, she had been spoiled. At times there was also a selfish, self-centred side apparent in Sam that saddened her.

				And yet with all those reservations she liked Sam a lot, edging perhaps towards love, even if her reasons were very slavish. Sam smelt nice in bed, her pussy juice tasted exciting and obeying her commands sometimes gave her an indescribable thrill. At those fleeting moments when she looked into Sam’s eyes, even if she was raising a paddle to beat her, and felt she was at the centre of her universe and the most important thing in her life. It was then, as her knees went weak and her loins seemed to fill with liquid lust, that she imagined Sam might be, one day, her perfect mistress. That was worth suffering for.

				Sam rode Beauty at a gentle trot past the arena. It was empty at the moment, just stands and many banks of seats waiting to be filled.

				‘Do you think we can make it?’ Sam asked Beauty. ‘That would be fantastic. And it would make Tess so annoyed.’

				Beauty thought a little disappointedly: did it matter what Tess felt? Competing for the cup would be an achievement for both of them. That was what should matter most.

				As they continued their meandering circuit of the park they came upon a man with a barrow selling novelty items to visitors to the park. Amongst the fun hats and simple sets of sporting goods was a selection of novelty dildos. Only in Irontown, Beauty thought, could you find such items so boldly and publically displayed. But then after over a century and a half of intimate slave usage, Irontowner’s attitudes to sex were more realistic and robust than the norm. And there were sales to be made to slavegirls on their day off, or owners walking their pets. They saw a trigyn of naked slavegirls laughing over a pink foam rubber triple dildo they had just bought which jingled as they shook it. And there was a girl on a leash being led along by her amused owner with an inflatable curling pig tail wagging from between her buttocks.

				Beauty heard Sam chuckle and she drew her up next to the barrow and dismounted. Automatically Beauty brought her rubber-hooved feet together. Sam reached down and clipped her ankle cuffs together, hobbling her, and then went to examine the goods on offer.

				After five minutes she came back with a multicoloured double-ended soft rubber dildo that she held up for Beauty to see. It had bulbous fluorescent pink shaft ends with a large ball sac hung between them. Both the balls and the knobs squeaked as she squeezed them.

				‘We can play with this when we get home,’ she said.

				Beauty’s face lit up at the suggestion and her nipples stood up a little harder.

				‘You’d like to do that, wouldn’t you?’

				Beauty nodded. Her mistress wanted to play with her. Of course she wanted to do that.

				Sam unclipped Beauty’s ankles and then felt the wetness about Beauty’s stuffed vagina and then sniffed her fingers. ‘Oh God, you do smell good! You’ve got really excited, haven’t you?’ Sam grinned and pinched Beauty’s nipples. ‘Maybe we won’t wait until we get home. Perhaps we can find somewhere quiet around here. I think I know just the spot...’

				Sam rode Beauty along the winding paths towards one of the many small copses of trees and bushes that dotted the park. Dismounting, Sam led Beauty off the path and into the shade of a little dell. Within was a perfect secluded hollow. Unfortunately it was spoilt by a ring of iron rods driven into the ground with lengths of cord strung between them hung with notices saying: KEEP OFF. NEWLY SEEDED. A fine-mesh net, pegged down about the edges, had been hung over the whole structure to keep off birds. Underneath the ground was covered with an even carpet of inviting fresh green grass.

				‘That’s grown by now,’ Sam declared. ‘It doesn’t need protecting any more.’

				She unhitched Beauty from the hobby horse, leaving her bridle on and her arms in their sleeve. She pulled the ground staples out and drew back a corner of the netting, ducked under it and the tape and led Beauty into the enclosure. Lying Beauty on her back on the springy grass she pulled her legs wide to admire her brown nether mouth. Beauty felt a renewed thrill as Sam gazed into the deep wet depth of her pussy cleft and felt herself dripping onto the fresh grass. She was making a blatant display of her lustful passion but that was what a slave girl was supposed to do. Her love lips were engorged from straddling the shaft and her vaginal mouth was still gaping like a well from being filled with her riding dildo. Even her anus was gaping wide. She was shamelessly inviting penetration in any orifice her mistress cared to use. She wanted Sam, or any device attached to Sam, inside her.

				‘You look perfect,’ Sam said, making Beauty’s heart skip a beat. ‘I want to keep you exactly like this...’

				Sam pulled up a couple of the iron rods marking out the seeded area, removed the cord from them and then skewered them through the rings on Beauty’s ankle cuffs, pinning her rubber-hooved feet to the ground. Her legs were now stretched out wide, so that the big muscles of her inner thighs showed and the cleft mound of her dripping sex stood out starkly.

				Standing over her and grinning, Sam unbuttoned her shorts and pulled them and her panties down to her ankles. She pushed one end of the novelty dildo into her vagina the soft rubber gently parting her labia. It jutted out jauntily before her. Sam secured its ties about her waist and then she went down on her knees between Beauty’s spread thighs and slid the other end into her. Beauty felt herself filled but without great pressure, the pliant hollow rubber moulding itself to her passage. Then Sam lay across Beauty, kissing her bit-spread lips. Beauty moaned and tried to kiss back.

				Sam began to thrust into Beauty and immediately they both broke down into helpless laugher. The double dildo heads squeaked as their internal muscles compressed them while the ball sac squeaked as they ground it between their pussies. It was absurd and yet such fun. They were coupling and laughing as the dildo squeaked madly between and inside them. Fun and lust combined. It was perfect...

				‘And just what do you think you’re doing, Miss!’ snapped an officious voice.

				A park warden in peaked cap and uniform shirtsleeves stood over them. In one had he held a combination litter picker and spike and in the other the leash of a chain-hobbled slavegirl with a wire mesh basket of rubbish strapped to her back who was squatting at his side. They had not heard him approach above the sound of their lovemaking and the squeaking of their toy dildo.

				Irontown had a very different set of values than the rest of the country when it came to sexual matters, especially involving nudity and slavegirls. What they were doing in itself was not wrong or illegal in a controlled public space such as the park, but Beauty still saw Sam blush furiously as her eyes lost their lustful fire and she struggled to rise and pull up her shorts.

				‘No, Miss, you hold it right there,’ the warden said. He was a lean man in his forties and his face was creased in an angry scowl. He prodded Sam in her bare bottom with the jaws of his grabber, pinning her down so she remained coupled with Beauty. ‘Now... can you read?’ he demanded.

				Sam looked confused and embarrassed. ‘Uhhh... what?’

				‘I asked if you can read.’

				‘Yes... of course! Now stop prodding me with that thing!’

				‘Not until you read this.’ He held out one of the signs that had been hung on the cords before Sam’s eyes and prodded her rear again. Beauty groaned as by reflex she drove the dildo into her pussy. The dildo squeaked and Sam screwed up her eyes in a fresh rush of acute embarrassment.

				‘Read it aloud!’ the warden insisted.

				Gritting her teeth Sam read it out aloud.

				‘And what do you imagine it means?’ he asked.

				‘That the grass is newly sown and should not be walked on,’ Sam said. ‘But it looked fine to me - aww!’ The warden had used the grabber to pinch her bottom. ‘Stop that!’

				‘No, Miss. I am permitted by law to use whatever means necessary to apprehend those who break the park ordinances,’ he replied unapologetically. ‘Now are you qualified to judge if this grass was fit to walk on?’

				‘Er... no,’ Sam admitted miserably.

				‘And yet you have done so and used it to play with your slave, in the process entering an officially cordoned-off area. It is an act of trespass for a member of the public to enter it. In addition you have moved items of park property from their assigned places, to wit: a pair of supporting rods, and used them to secure your slave’s legs, which is a misuse of park property. If you’d waited until tomorrow this area would have been open to the public once more and you could have tupped your girl here all you liked. But the law is the law and now it’s a fine for you. How old are you, Miss?’

				‘Twenty,’ Sam said.

				‘And your parents or guardians will be informed.’

				Beauty saw a fresh look of dismay cross Sam’s face which she well understood. Any revelation of irresponsible behaviour involving Beauty would certainly annoy her parents and might well lead to her father scrutinizing her day to day activity more closely, which would put an end to her training regime deception.

				The look of dismay was replaced by one of desperation.

				‘I’m so sorry I’ve broken your rules,’ she said, humbly. ‘I really didn’t mean any harm. Can’t I just make a contribution to the park upkeep fund or something?’

				‘That’s not the Irontown way and you know it, Miss. We set a bad example to our slaves if masters or mistresses are seen to simply buy their way out of trouble. You deliberately disobeyed the rules and so you must be seen to suffer for it.’

				Sam took a deep breath. Now desperation gave way to calculation. ‘Of course... I know that. But do you have to tell my parents? Couldn’t you... punish me in some other way?’

				There was a brief but significant pause before the warden said: ‘And what “punishment” had you in mind, Miss?’

				‘I... I’d leave that entirely up to you... sir.’

				‘Are you sure?’

				Sam gulped. ‘Yes, sir.’

				‘Stay,’ he commanded. He had his slave kneel and tied her leash to one of the iron rods. Beauty saw her gazing at them with shy fascination. She must have seen many slaves like herself disciplined, but never a free woman. Now unhindered, the warden came back to Sam.

				‘Untie the dildo and pull it out of you, but leave it inside your slave. Stay on your hands and knees.’

				Sam obeyed, lifting herself off Beauty, her end of the dildo coming out of her vagina with a slight sucking sound. It remained jutting out of Beauty’s cleft glistening with her mistress’s juices.

				‘Take off your shorts and knickers,’ the warden said.

				Sam wriggled out of her shorts and underpants, leaving her naked between the bottom of her t-shirt and the tops of her socks.

				‘Now turn round and sit on the dildo. I want to see it go right up your arse.’

				‘No, please, not that...’

				‘It’s just rubber. Do you want the real thing?’

				Biting her lip, Sam shuffled round and sat back onto Beauty’s hips, guiding the slippery dildo into her anus. It squeaked as it entered her tighter rear hole. Its pliancy did not over-stretch Sam’s sphincter but she had not been used there like a slavegirl and she whimpered as it filled her rectum.

				‘Now lie back on her and spread your legs as wide as hers,’ the warden commanded.

				Sam reclined, her head coming down between Beauty’s breasts, resting against her sternum. Beauty felt Sam’s legs spreading until they pressed against the undersides of her own.

				The warden smiled in appreciation at Sam’s bare exposed groin and the red-lipped soft-cleft mount of her vulva with its fine crown of gold curls. He must have seen countless naked slavegirls disporting themselves in the park and he had his own on a leash, whom he no doubt had carnal use of. But young and pretty free women would not have come under his power very often.

				He used the litter picker again, pinching and twisting the lips of Sam’s sex, peeling them apart to look into the secret valley between them and the dark pit of her vagina. Beauty felt Sam tremble and heard her whimper even as she caught a powerful new waft of her lovejuice scent. Sam’s body tensed against hers as though she was about to spring up and run, but it was far too late for that now. She would have to accept her punishment, whatever it might be.

				‘This hungry little pussy of yours has got you into a lot of trouble,’ the warden said as he toyed with Sam’s sex lips, tweaking and stretching them to their limits with the jaws of his picker, pinching her slippery flesh until Sam began to shudder and sob. ‘If you’d been thinking clearly instead of letting it do it for you, you might have waited until you found a better spot. Now I’m going to have to teach it a lesson. One it won’t forget in a hurry. Do you understand?’

				‘Y... yes, sir,’ Sam snivelled.

				He shifted the picker until its spike slid into the mouth of her vagina. Sam went rigid and bit her lip in sudden fear. He ran the spike about the rim of her passage. It tried to clench about it, dribbling as it did so. Sam groaned. The Warden reversed the picker and examined its spike.

				‘Wet and sticky. This hole will need some work as well. I’d better make sure you pay attention. Put your arms out sideways, hands flat to the ground.’

				Sam obeyed. He took up four more of the ground staples Sam had lifted that had been holding the netting down. They were narrow hoops of thin rod with sharpened tips. They were not big enough to go over her wrists, but they did span the middle fingers of her hands. He drove a pair of the hoops over them, pinning her hands to the ground. Turning her feet out so their sides lay on the grass he slid the other pair through the loops of her trainer laces and pinned them down in turn. Balling up her discarded panties, the warden pushed them into Sam’s mouth, forming a crude gag.

				Now Sam was as helpless and exposed as any slave girl and Beauty felt her shiver in fear.

				The warden was unbuttoning his flies. He pulled them wide to free his swelling cock. Sam whimpered at the sight of it.

				‘You didn’t think you were going to get off lightly?’ he said. ‘You’ve got to remember this and the best way is to make it painful. I’m going to leave bruises inside you...’

				He mounted Sam roughly and rammed his shaft inside her. Even though she was already well-lubricated she squealed though her panty gag. Beauty felt the weight of two people on top of her, grinding her buttocks into the grass even as it forced the dildo deeper into her vagina and Sam’s rectum. The pressure of the two bodies, driven by the warden’s pounding as he left his reminder inside Sam, transmitted itself through to her stuffed vagina. Beauty was struggling to breathe and sad for mistress’s suffering but at the same time her own nature could not be denied. Under a double load the dildo was pumping inside her vagina and squeaking merrily. It was exciting to be used like this. Her pussy, already aroused, was now overflowing and an orgasm was not far off. Was it wrong for her to enjoy herself even when her mistress was being punished? Sam was gasping and grunting on top of her. Was that in pain or delight?

				Beauty clenched her teeth on her bit as she came, only to hear Sam make a similar muffled sound, followed by the orgasmic grunt of the warden.

				For a minute all three of them lay in a sweaty heap on the new grown grass. Then the warden pulled himself out of Sam’s sticky slot and got off his double thickness girl flesh mattress. Deliberately he wiped his soiled shaft clean on a fistful of Sam’s hair, which he then twisted until she looked him in the eye.

				‘When you get free you will put everything back exactly as you found it. And don’t let me catch you breaking the park rules again. Understood, Miss?’

				Sam made a feeble whimper of understanding.

				The warden recovered his rubbish picker, unhitched his slavegirl and led her away without a backward glance.

				After a minute’s struggle Sam managed to pull her fingers of her right hand out from under the staple and she was then able to free her other hand and feet. She dug the wadded panty gag out of her mouth and took in a deep breath. Groaning she pulled herself off Beauty, the novelty dildo going with her as it was jammed in the tighter hole of her rear, so that it wagged from between her buttock cheeks with the fake ball sac hanging down between them. Shakily going down onto her hands and knees Sam reached behind her, pulled it out of her rear and threw it aside in disgust. She winced as she moved and clutched at her bruised pussy, which was oozing with the warden’s sperm. She turned and Beauty saw her face properly for the first time since she had been pinned down on top of her.

				Sam was red cheeked, tear stained, angry and embarrassed, which was to be expected, and yet she also appeared oddly excited. She seemed flushed both with shame and also a suggestion of wonder, almost pride, at her own daring.

				Her eyes burned with a strange inner fire as she said to Beauty: ‘You will never ever tell anybody about this! Not my Father, not Cleaver, not your chain sisters, not anybody, understand?’

				Beauty nodded solemnly.

				* * *

				However in the days following the incident it was Sam and not Beauty who found it hard not to tell of her odd encounter in the park, despite her own rationalisations. By Irontown standards the warden’s actions had been acceptable and she had not been damaged either mentally or physically by the incident. She had been no innocent virgin and growing up in Irontown in a slave-owning family had fully educated her in the ways of sexual dominance. The ache of her bruised vagina had faded after a couple of days, leaving only a memory behind. Fortunately the soft rubber dildo had been kinder to her rectum and that recovered even sooner, so she could pretend she had not been forced to take it up her bottom. She told herself that she had simply committed a misdemeanour and she had been suitably chastised for it by an official with right on his side. It had also been acutely embarrassing since he was not only socially beneath her but had been at least forty, so of course she would not want to talk about it. And that should have been the end of the matter.

				The trouble was it had also been exciting in its strange way. Her orgasm was proof of that. Was that wrong with her? She had deliberately encouraged him to punish her as the lesser of two evils, which, she flattered herself, had taken some nerve. But should she actually have enjoyed it? She’d actually come like Beauty: like a slave!

				And so now Sam felt a growing urge to confess to somebody and share the delicious thrill of her own daring, not simply to elicit sympathy or even admiration, but so she might understand herself better. But she could not be sure that any of her friends could be trusted to keep it secret, and if it ever got back to Tess then she would taunt her unmercifully. For that matter her mother and father would not be any too pleased to hear of it either.

				And then, one afternoon, while Sam was in the pool and Beauty was on the treadmill in the slave quarters, her phone rang. It was Lucy Grader, who had been a school friend of Sam’s. Lucy lived over the far side of town and she hadn’t seen her since her birthday party. Lucy was always trustworthy and Sam realised she was the ideal confidant. Sitting on the pool steps Sam was soon pouring out all the gory details of her and Beauty’s brief encounter in the park, including taking the dildo up her rear.

				When Sam was done, Lucy made suitable exclamations of sympathy and expressed admiration at Sam’s nerve, which pleased Sam no end. Then she asked casually: ‘So how is Beauty doing now?’

				‘Oh she’s on the treadmill...’ Sam glanced at her watch and suddenly realised how long she had been talking. ‘Oh shit is that the time! I should have taken her off ages ago. Catch you later. Bye...’

				Still in her bikini Sam raced along the path to the slave quarters. Cleaver would be back soon and she didn’t want him finding Beauty unattended. But a terrible scene met her eyes and she realised she was too late. Far too late...

				A tear-streaked and exhausted looking Beauty was kneeling on a bench while Cleaver applied first aid to her bottom, which was streaked with blood. Beside him stood her father, his face ominously pinched with anger.

				‘W... what happened?’ Sam choked.

				Her father did not seem capable of speech so Cleaver explained: ‘You didn’t set the treadmill timer, Miss. She must have been running hard for forty-five minutes or more. When I found her she was in a bad way, hardly able to put one foot in front of the other. The spanker was still going. She was muted so she couldn’t call for help. I’m sorry but I had to inform your father.’

				Sam felt a stab of anguish. Oh God she’d messed up badly! She ran to Beauty and stroked her hair. ‘I’m so sorry. I didn’t mean for this to happen. You know that.’

				But Beauty would not look her in the eye. Where was her mute controller? In her bedroom? She must get it so she could let Beauty speak so she could say she understood.

				But by now her father had found his tongue, even as his terrible glare froze Sam to the spot. ‘So, you’ve been swimming while you left your pet unattended on the mill. Something you were specifically told not to do. And then you compounded your dereliction by setting the device carelessly so that she could have suffered severe harm. And, thanks to your muting of her, she was doubly helpless. That is a catalogue of gross carelessness and incompetence.’

				‘I’m so sorry, Father.... I was on my phone and -’

				‘Silence! You’re only making it worse.’

				He took hold of Beauty and gently helped her down from the bench. She winced visibly as she moved and Sam felt another stab of regret.

				Her father addressed Cleaver. ‘I’m going to take Beauty to the house to show my wife, so she understands what comes of humouring Samantha’s foolish whims. As a penance she can apply more cream to her bottom until it is soothed, even if it takes all night. Meanwhile I want you to punish my daughter severely. Take as long as you need and use whatever means you see fit. Her bottom is all yours, do you understand? I don’t care if she can’t sit down for a week. Unless she is made aware of the magnitude of what she has done I fear she will continue to disgrace me like this, and I will not have that. Is that clear?’

				‘Perfectly, Mr Fillister,’ Cleaver said.

				Her father led Beauty out, leaving Sam alone with Cleaver. Suddenly she realised that she was only wearing her skimpy bikini and he was looking at her with cold calculation. She wrapped her arms across her front and chewed her lip. ‘I... I’m really sorry, Mr Cleaver, I know she’s been hurt - and I’m so sorry - but it wasn’t that bad. A good caning would have done as much damage. I’ve seen you do it to bad girls. You did it to me!’

				‘Yes, I did, Miss Samantha. But there’s a world of difference between deliberate, calculated, purposeful punishment and injury caused by carelessness. Every slave owner must know that. Your father is angry because you’ve broken the Irontown trust between slave and slave master. We promise to give them a better life if they accept we have power over them. That means we take responsibility for their minds and bodies. If we don’t live up to that bargain then we’re no better than common people traffickers.’

				‘But I -’

				‘Be quiet girl!’ he snapped. There was no diffidence in his voice now. It was the same tone he might use on a thoughtless slave. ‘We’re done talking. Now I’ve got to punish you as your father wishes. I’ll have to do a better job than last time. I’ll begin by having you take off your costume.’

				‘Oh... no, please don’t make me -’

				Cleaver unhooked the cane he carried on his belt and swiped it through the air. ‘Now, girl!’

				Miserably, snivelling in fear, Sam peeled off her bikini top and bottom. Her hands moved to cover her breasts and pubes but Cleaver snapped: ‘Hands clasped behind your neck! You’re not allowed any modesty in here. Not today, not after what you’ve done.’

				Feeling sick and yet also strangely detached, as though this was happening to somebody else, Sam obeyed. He did not seem moved by her exposure or those intimate details of her body that were now revealed. To him she had become just another naked female body that needed disciplining.

				Cleaver drew out one of the devices stacked neatly against the walls. It was a low, solid wheeled bench of dark wood fitted with an array of heavy tubular brass rods and clamps. Like the treadmill it might have been a century old but it had been built to last. A pair of rods rose vertically from the rear corners of the bench with sliding clamps on their ends. In front of them a second, shorter pair, had clamps at their bases while above them they were linked by a horizontal rod on sliding mounts. An adjustable hinged wooden board fitted with gag straps and a set of vice-like clamps extended from the middle back edge of the bench.

				Cleaver swung the horizontal rod aside and said sharply: ‘Lie on your back, head on the board and legs up high...’

				With her stomach churning Sam climbed onto the bench and lay back as he commanded. Her head now lay between the rubber-lined jaws of the vice mounted on the hinged board, while her buttocks overhung the front edge of the bench, which had been chamfered and rounded. The wood under her felt unexpectedly smooth: polished by the bodies of who knew how many slavegirls before her. But how many of their mistresses as well: the wives and daughters of strong Irontown men who knew how to keep their women in line? Or was she the first to be shamed like this? Selfishly she hoped not.

				Cleaver pulled her arms out sideways to the clamps at the base of the forward pair of uprights and closed the rubber-lined hoops about her wrists. Then he pulled her uplifted legs further back, spreading them as he did so, until her shins were vertical and her knees were close to her shoulders. Then he clamped her ankles to the tops of the corner uprights. He screwed the vice jaws together about her head, the rubber pads pressing against her temples until her head was held fast and she could not turn it, nod or raise it unless he permitted. He pulled the side straps across her mouth. They held a thick rubber bit which he forced between her teeth.

				Sam accepted this into her mouth almost eagerly. As any Irontowner knew it was best to have something to bite on when the pain came and it might also muffle her screams a little.

				Finally Cleaver swung the horizontal bar back into its place bridging between the two shorter uprights and lowered it downward. It pressed against the bowed backs of Sam’s double-over thighs, forcing them a little further downwards until she whimpered at the strain on her hip joints. Then he locked the bar in place.

				Now Sam was totally helpless and about as exposed as it was possible for a woman to be. Her splayed and bent legs, pinned down by the crossbar, thrust her haunches and the soft mound of her sex upward, so that its plump outer halves naturally parted revealing the intimate details her inner labia. The tension on her thighs pulled her skin taut, causing her bottom cleft to gape and so expose the crinkled pucker of her anal mouth. It was a position ideal both for a beating and for intercourse.

				Cleaver ran a hard hand over her groin, stroking and pinching her bottom and pussy. Sam whimpered and her eyes grew wide in fear and shame at being handled so intimately by an employee of her father’s. It was worse than exposing herself to the park warden. At least he did not know her. Cleaver was staff. He’d worked for the family for years. But he was not feeling her for his immediate pleasure. He was merely assessing how much damage she could endure.

				From a pegboard rack on the wall he took down a supple leather strap and slapped it across his palm. Sam flinched.

				‘And so you should, girl,’ Cleaver said. ‘Your father wants you to suffer and it’s my job to make you. Six of the best to start with. Think yourself lucky it’ll be over sooner for you than it was for Beauty.’

				Positioning himself by the foot of the restraining bench he stroked the strap across the cleft of her bare sex. Sam shuddered at its sensual suppleness and felt a perverse surge of lust flare in her loins. No, she could not respond like this! Cleaver drew the strap down through her furrow a second time but even deeper and she felt a warm slickness coating the leather. She was oiling the strap with her own juices.

				Cleaver grunted. ‘That’s right, girl, you wet it. Wet leather has more bite.’

				She sobbed in shame. He was tormenting and shaming her, exposing her instinctive reactions. Why couldn’t he just get on and beat her!

				Cleaver drew back his arm and swiped the strap across the pale twin hills of her outthrust bottom.

				Sam almost bit through her gag as the pain seemed to cut into her like a hot knife to her very bones and the air rang with the crisp crack of leather on girl flesh. Her breasts jerked as she shrieked and the impact ripple surged across her bottom. The whole bench frame shook as she yanked on her clamps and hot tears filled her eyes. It was the worst thing she had ever felt. She could not take six of these. She would do anything, anything!

				Cleaver laid the second stroke neatly beside the first. If anything it felt worse. The sound she made was to her ears scarcely human. Tears filled her eyes and overflowed, blurring everything about her.

				As the third stroke fell the pain became too much. She lost control of her bladder and a fountain of pee spurted high into the air, some of it falling back on her splayed thighs and red-barred bottom where it stung abominably. For a moment utter despair rivalled the searing fire in her backside. Cleaver waited patiently for this shameful display to finish and the last hot drops to trickle down through her pussy cleft and around her pinched anus, before continuing.

				And then Sam must have fainted for a few seconds because she did not remember the last two strokes falling. It was little relief. She recovered with Cleaver still standing over her with her head spinning to the pain of her searing, blazing bottom. Instinctively she tried to lift her head to see what damage he had done to her but the vice holding her head did not permit it. She realised she was trembling violently from pain and fear. How easily she had been reduced to this miserable state. She’d never be bad again!

				Cleaver felt her raw cheeks. Even as she yipped in pain Sam thought the heat from them must burn him. Surely they were on fire.

				‘Now I’m going to give you a choice, girl,’ Cleaver said. ‘There are two ways of driving this lesson home and you’re going to decide which. I could give you six more whacks of the strap...’

				Sam whimpered in horror and tried to shake her head.

				‘Or else,’ Cleaver continued, ‘I could take out your gag and listen to you begging me, and I do mean seriously begging, to hose out your rear hole out and then give you a good hard buggering which will leave you bruised for a week!’

				Sam started. He really knew how to make her suffer. By tradition in Irontown anal intercourse was almost exclusively reserved for slaves. If free women did it voluntarily they did not talk about it. Sodomy was the kind of thing a husband might inflict on his wife as a means of re-asserting his dominance. Or of course a woman might offer it as an act of contrition or penance...

				‘Now that’ll hurt a bit less than the strap, but it’ll leave its own kind of scar on you. It’ll mean from now on every time you see me you’ll be reminded where I’ve been inside you and that’ll bring this day back and you’ll remember what you did and why you had to suffer. So which is it to be: the strap across your bum or my cock inside it? You beg for one or the other or you get both.’

				And he pulled out her gag.

				Of course she could not face the strap again. But to be made to beg him to sodomise her was disgusting. But then that was the idea, of course. Either way she would remember this for the rest of her life. And what option she was going to choose was really never in doubt. She did not have the courage to beg for six more strokes of the strap.

				‘P... please, Mr Cleaver, will you wash m... my bottom hole out and bugger me.’

				‘I want to hear you sounding more sincere that that, girl!’

				‘Please put your big hard cock up my bumhole and fuck me hard!’ Sam sobbed. ‘I... need to be buggered. I want to feel you right up inside me!’

				‘And why do you need buggering?’

				‘T... to make sure I never forget what I’ve done wrong, Mr Cleaver.’

				‘You’d better not, girl!’ he said, pushing the bit back between her teeth.

				He uncoiled the douche hose he used on the slavegirls. It had a selection of soft rubber nozzles to use both on vaginas and anuses, a liquid soap dispenser and a cup fitted about its head to suck the soiled water away. Sam gasped as the nozzle slid up inside her and the cup rim pressed against her buttock cheeks and the warm water flushed out her rectum. A final press of a trigger delivered a blob of lubricant inside her.

				Then Cleaver took up position between her spread legs and unzipped his flies. With her head clamped she could not see his cock. How big was he? Would it hurt?

				Uhhh! The plumb of his shaft forced its way into her anus, stretching it wide to swallow it down... and wider... Oh God he was big! No, she couldn’t take it... ahhh... the head had passed through and the rest of the shaft was sliding in after it, making her bottom bulge as it slid ... and slid... no... too much... he’d rupture her! Owww! His lower belly ground against her raw, simmering buttocks.

				Then he began to pump into her with long hard strokes that felt as though they were riding up into her spine, while the thud of hips grinding into her sore bottom spiced the pain. She began to sob and whimper. Cleaver knew his job. Each stroke was intended to bruise both her mind and body. He was brutally taking his pleasure with her in the most degrading way he could. He was using the pliant sheath of her rectum and the tight mouth of her anus as a sex toy and, what was worse, she was responding. Despite the terrible pain in her bottom her juices were flowing and her nipples were hard.

				He was forcing her to enjoy serving him and being abused. As with the park warden she could not help herself. Why fight it? She could not sink any lower. At least for a few seconds she would have some release from her suffering.

				But this tiny balm was also denied her. Before she could climax she felt his hot sperm spurting deep in her rear passage. As the slippery stuff seeped through her she felt suddenly sick, soiled and dirty. Was that it now? Surely he could do nothing to make her feel any more wretched.

				But he could.

				Cleaver pulled his shaft out of her. With his cock still hanging out he moved round to the head of the bench and reached under the headboard. The board hinged downward, bending Sam’s neck and head back until she saw his cock upside down bobbing before her eyes. He pulled out her gag and pushed the head of his penis between her lips in its place.

				‘Lick me clean, girl!’ he commanded.

				Sam hesitated, revolted at the thought of where it had been. She had never sucked off any of her boyfriends after they had been inside her. Cleaver took hold of her nipples between thumb and forefinger and pinched and twisted them, digging his nails in so that she screeched in pain. As she did so Cleaver thrust his shaft between her lips.

				Trying not choke or to be sick, feeling tears returning to her eyes, Sam sucked and licked him clean. When she was done, like the warden, Cleaver wiped his cock dry on her hair.

				As she shivered in utter dejection, Cleaver replaced her gag and folded the headboard back to its starting position. Then he took more items from the wall rack. One was a telescopic t-bar with a rubber ribbed dildo capping its main shaft and hooks on the bar tips. This he plugged into Sam’s vagina. With her haunches doubled over it jutted out from her cleft at forty-five degrees. The next items were a pair of short slender chains with lead weights on one end and crocodile clips one the other. He closed the clips about Sam’s nipples, making her eyes water afresh, and hung the chains over the t-bar hooks so the weights dangled in front of her scarlet bottom.

				‘These’ll make sure you don’t doze off,’ he told Sam. ‘I want you to think over what you’ve done for the next few hours...’

				Sam’s eyes widened in horror. Hours! No, he could not leave her like this for hours. She hurt so much. And who might see her?

				But that was exactly what he did. And she had no choice but to lie on the bench in her pain and soiled misery, with the root of the t-bar firmly planted in her vagina and held tight within her. She held it tight because any motion tugged on her clamped nipples. She dare not attempt to pleasure herself with it and the pain did not allow her any rest, even though she was weak with nervous exhaustion. Her punishment was total and complete.

				* * *

				Cleaver now returned to his regular duties, ignoring Sam. Other slavegirls were brought in, washed, fed and caged or else taken to serve in the house. Sam screwed up her eyes, cringing in her bonds, her cheeks burning in shame almost as fiercely as her bottom. They could see her exposed and beaten and plugged. Did they recognise her? No doubt that was intended as well. What did they think of her? More importantly, what was Beauty thinking of her right now?

				I’m so very, very sorry, Beauty, she thought miserably.

				Finally, when evening had turned the sky purple and the electric lights were on, Cleaver at last released her from the bench.

				After hours bent over double Sam could hardly stand to put her bathing costume back on. Every movement of her legs hurt her seared bottom flesh. Even the light material of her swimsuit felt like sandpaper as it pressed against her buttocks while her sore nipples stung as she slipped her breasts into their cups, but she was not going back to the house naked. Cleaver said nothing as she struggled to dress and she did not look him in the eye. What more was there to say?

				At last, wincing in pain, Sam shuffled stiff-legged across to the house. Her father met her at the side door.

				‘Are you sorry for what you have done?’

				Sam hung her head humbly. ‘Yes, Father.’

				‘You will go to bed without your supper. Tomorrow we shall discuss how you will make amends to Beauty.’

				* * *

				Sam limped to her room. Her bottom burned so that every step hurt and her rectum ached from Cleaver’s ruthless sodomising. She felt his sperm still seeping out of her sore anal mouth, adding to her misery. She had to remind herself once again that she was an Irontown girl who could take such things in her stride. However that did not stop her feeling wretched and ashamed.

				But then of course that was how she was meant to feel.

				In her room she stripped off her costume. The panty half was now streaked with blood and sperm stains. Fearfully she examined her rear in her bedroom mirror. It was not quite as bad as it felt. Cleaver had done a neat job. Her bottom was an even blaze of scarlet crossed by a few horizontal purple welts where the edges of the strap blows had overlapped, some of which were oozing blood. How it hurt. And she had no Beauty to console her! No Beauty to apologise to!

				She wanted her to know she had not meant her to suffer. That it had all been a stupid mistake. The image of Beauty’s cold expression haunted her. It hurt more deeply than her beaten and buggered bottom and she wanted Beauty to say she forgave her to take the hurt away.

				But relief for her conscience was denied her. It would burn along with her backside and the throbbing ache in her rectum.

				Sam used the toilet to expel the contents of her rectum without actually touching the seat rim with her ravaged flesh and then flushed it clean with a hose over the bidet. She then took a long shower, hardly daring to soap her rear and playing cold water across it. Even dabbing it with a towel hurt. Taking a tube of anaesthetic ointment from the medicine cabinet she applied copious quantities to her throbbing bottom. She followed the ointment with paracetamol and then she lay face down on her bed with her shiny red bottom exposed to the air: alone with her misery.

				As the drug eased her pain slightly Sam dozed fitfully. In her waking moments her sense of shame and guilt gradually became tempered with the notion that she had, partly at least, been a victim of circumstance.

				After all she would not have got into this position now if she had not been on the phone to Lucy for so long talking about her encounter with the warden. And she would not have had that experience if the warden had not been so high handed and officious. For that matter she would not have been screwing Beauty if she had not smelt so delicious. And why had that man been selling those stupid dildos in the park anyway? Come to think of it Beauty would not have been on the treadmill in the first place if Paring had not insisted she needed so much hard training. And if Cleaver had been allowed to do his job and had looked after Beauty along with the rest of the slaves she would not have had to be responsible for her twenty four-hours a day. And that had all been due to her father’s foolish whim to start with.

				Sam now saw that for weeks everybody was telling her what to do and how to behave. It seemed that owning Beauty had brought her nothing but hard work and grief. Well she’d had enough!

				Resolved, she looked about her, surprised to find the bedside clock now read eleven thirty-five. Perfect.

				Stiffly, Sam dressed, packed a bag, put on a travelling coat and then sneaked out of the house down the back stairs. Reaching the gravel hard standing where her mini rested she loaded in her bag, released the handbrake and rolled it down the slight slope of the drive before jumping in, gasping as she sat on the seat and her poor bottom blazed afresh. She was well clear of the house before she started the engine and turned on the headlights. As she drove out of the front gates she thought of the note she had left on her bed.

				Beauty is my slave to use as I want, even if I make mistakes with her. But it’s become a misery. I’m going away for a week or two. Maybe up to Fort Lockrey to stay with cousin Moira. Cleaver can take care of Beauty while I’m gone. I’m sure he’ll be much better at it than I’ve been!

				Her mention of Scotland was a ruse. In fact she planned to stay at a travel Inn not too far from Shackleswell. Inevitably her parents would call her mobile number but she would not answer. Then they would call Moira but of course she would not know anything about her. After a few days they’d be worrying more about her wellbeing than any mistakes she had made. Then she could come back and all would be forgiven and she would be allowed to resume training Beauty in her own way for the cup competition.

				* * *

				Ten minutes later, as Sam was picking her way along the dark winding, wooded back roads heading away from Shackelswell, the mini’s engine coughed and then died. She had just enough momentum to pull over onto the rough verge. She pressed the starter again and again but nothing happened. No, no, not now, she thought! This would ruin her dramatic departure.

				She got out a torch, opened the bonnet and poked about the engine. There did not appear to be anything wrong. But it still would not start. She would have to call the breakdown service. But then they would want to take her back home. She would have to think of some excuse to get them to take her to a hotel.

				She rang the number on the card in the glove compartment and described where she was using her satnav position. They said they’d have somebody with her in twenty minutes. Sam was grateful. At night without any other sign of life this was a lonely spot to be marooned.

				In fact it was hardly ten minutes later that she saw lights on the road ahead of her and a large towing vehicle pulled up in front of her, its multiple headlights blazing. A man got down from the cab and walked over to the mini. Sam wound down the side window as he bent towards her.

				‘I don’t know what’s wrong with it,’ she began. ‘It just cut out -’

				That was as far as she got before he reached into the car. He was holding a pistol in his hand and calmly he used it to shoot her in the neck.

				Sam was so shocked that she hardly made a sound. She reached up and felt the feathered tip of the dart sticking out of her skin in amazement, as though she could not quite believe it. The last thing she saw, as the numbness spread through her body and the light faded and she toppled over sideways, was that what she had taken to be his face was in fact a flesh-coloured mask.

			

		

	
		
			
				CHAPTER FIVE

				On the morning two days after her ordeal on the treadmill, Beauty was kneeling in the sitting room of number twenty-three Coppersmith Gardens, the neat town house belonging to the Stamp family.

				Danny she had met before, of course. He was there with his father and mother, who seemed like nice enough people. Currently though they were all looking a little bemused as their guest explained her presence.

				George Fillister sat in the chair beside which Beauty knelt, holding the end of her leash. She was still confused and saddened by the events of the last few days and, despite much creaming, her bottom still felt raw. She wanted to see Sam again so they could come to some new understanding and restore their trust, but Sam had gone.

				‘Samantha has rather abruptly taken herself off to stay with some relations in Scotland,’ Fillister was explaining. ‘We had a disagreement about the proper means of training Beauty. This kind of thing is very much in Sam’s nature, I’m afraid. I have no idea when she’ll be back and I don’t intend to chase after her. But earlier she had mentioned how much Danny had admired Beauty when she was riding her at the stables, so I thought he might like to look after her while she’s away.’

				Danny’s eyes had lit up. ‘You really want me to take care of her, Mr Fillister? I mean... completely?’

				‘Treat her exactly as you would your own slave,’ Fillister assured him. ‘I’ve brought a bag with her street wear and slave tokens due for the next month, so you won’t be put to any extra inconvenience. Otherwise keep up her training as you think best. I’m sure you’ll do a good job. I still haven’t given up hope of Beauty competing for the cup, but I didn’t want to put her in the stables alone and she’ll need more attention than my man Cleaver can spare. Being pleasure trained as well she’s got an affectionate nature and I think she’ll respond best to some one-to-one training. I’ve already taken her hobby horse, harness and so on to the Foundry. You can use them and the facilities there as and when you like. Oh, and while you’re minding Beauty you won’t have to do any extra mucking out to pay for pony time. I’ve arranged with Paring for you to use Sam’s membership. And if you’re good enough, and Sam does not get back in time, then you can ride her in the cup team.’

				Danny gulped, looking as though he could not quite believe his ears. ‘Actually ride her in the Cup, Mr Fillister?’

				‘Why not? Paring says you’re a better than average rider and it would be a pity to let her talent go to waste. By the way...’ he took an item from his pocket and handed it to Danny, ‘here’s Beauty’s mute controller. You set it as you think best.’

				‘Thank you for having such confidence in my boy, Fillister,’ Mr Stamp said sincerely. ‘I know she’s a valuable animal. I promise he’ll take good care of her.’

				‘I know he will,’ Fillister said.

				* * *

				Half an hour later Beauty was kneeling on a rug in Danny’s bedroom on the second floor. It was at the back of the house overlooking a block of narrow but well-tended back gardens enclosed by a square of similar terraces and all opening onto a common service alleyway that led to an underground station. Since this space was shielded from the public roads and all the properties were owned by Shackleswell citizens, the naked forms of slaves could be seen hanging out washing or weeding flower beds.

				Danny’s room was smaller and more cluttered than Sam’s and certainly less sophisticated in its décor, which could not entirely be put down to his being male. Perhaps he was simply unconcerned about revealing where his true enthusiasms lay. There were pictures on the walls of ponygirls and a several painted white metal models of them harnessed to hobby horses, racing traps and Rowland gynbikes. The detailing of the harnesses and small parts was perfect. If he had made them himself then he was good with his hands and very patient, she decided. There were also a couple of shelves of books. Amongst standard adventure stories and modellers’ instruction books were some uniquely Irontown editions to do with ponygirl racing and training and the life and philosophy of W.S. Rowland.

				Danny was sitting on the side of his bed staring at Beauty with wonder in his eyes, as though he still could not quite believe his good fortune. He had taken her hobble chain off and she knelt facing him with her arms still cuffed behind her and her thighs spread, submissively displaying the full deep cleft of her naked ringed sex towards him. She noted the growing bulge in the front of his trousers and was pleased that he was responding to her body openly and normally now they were in private.

				Briefly Beauty felt a pang of concern that she was in some way being disloyal to Sam by enjoying Danny’s response to her. Then she told herself that whether or not Sam would have approved of her father lending her to Danny to look after was not her concern. Until instructed otherwise she must be as ready to serve him as she would Sam. She felt the familiar warm tingle in her loins and knew her bodily responses would not let her down. She was a Gryndstone girl and could give pleasure to anybody, but it helped that she already liked Danny.

				‘I don’t know how Miss Fillister could have gone off and left you behind,’ Danny said. ‘She must have been crazy.’

				Of course Beauty could not explain the details of Sam’s departure. For good reasons Mr Fillister had made it sound less dramatic than it had been. Beauty guessed even if she had not left she could not have ridden her for a week after Cleaver had punished her. Such abstinence would have been hard to explain at the club. How long before both her flesh and her pride healed?

				‘Anyway I said I’d take care of you and I will,’ Danny continued. ‘But I’ll have to do it my way.’ He held up the mute controller. ‘For a start, I don’t think you need to have your voice shut down like this. You’ll know when you can talk or not. I’ll put a gag or bit in your mouth if it’s really important. Come here...’

				Beauty shuffled over to him and lifted her head. He held the controller against her throat and she felt the tickle that meant the implant had been adjusted.

				‘Is it off now?’

				‘Yes, Master,’ Beauty said.

				‘Do you like to be able to talk?’

				‘Yes, Master. When it pleases you, Master.’

				Danny smiled and stroked her hair. ‘I think it’s exciting to able to talk to a slavegirl, especially when she’s harnessed like a pony. It makes it so much more personal and intense. Then if you have to gag her it just bottles up all the words for later. She shouldn’t worry that she’ll never have a chance to say what she thinks. How could anybody really want a girl to become a dumb animal? I mean a talking horse, like in a fairy story, would be a wonderful thing. You wouldn’t want to stop it talking. Well I think a ponygirl is almost as wonderful, because you can harness her and use her for sport like an animal but also talk with her about the details of what she felt afterwards.’

				‘Yes, Master.’ It seemed to Beauty that Danny had been putting a lot of thought into the whole question of muting. She’d never heard it spoken of quite like that before.

				His expression became more serious. ‘Do you want to compete in the Cup team, Beauty? Not for your owner’s sake, I mean, but for yourself?’

				Nobody had asked her that question outright either before. ‘I do, Master.’

				‘Then that means, if I’m going to ride you properly and keep up your training, you’ve got to obey me like you would Miss Fillister. I’m not trying to take her place but you’ve got to respond to me as if I was your master. No doubt or hesitation. Do you understand?’

				‘Yes, Master.’

				‘You see right now I think you’re just being polite when you say that to me, which is fine and not your fault, but you must really mean it if we’re to be a team. They think I’m soft at the Foundry, but I do know the proper way to master a girl. I said when I first saw you that you’d respond to a firm hand. I think you want to be put in your place, and that you’d respect somebody who could dominate you without being cruel. But you want somebody who can be strong and who you can also trust. After all you’re handing over your body to someone else to use for their pleasure and service so you must be sure. The test is to happily accept a paddling from them just because they wish to give you one. Only a master can ask this of his girl. On his part he has to inflict pain with restraint, to show he cares about her feelings, even though he has the power to do far more. Any idiot can terrorise slaves into obedience through fear and punishment. I hate that sort. The true Irontown way means forging a bond of mutual respect between masters and slaves. Every flesh-cog in the city machine matters. That’s what’s allowed our system to last as long as it has.’

				Beauty felt a thrill course through her. He really understood how she wanted to belong to something greater than she was.

				‘Did Miss Fillister think that way?’

				‘Yes... a bit, I think, Master. But... you say it better.’

				‘Then will you accept a master’s beating from me? Well, a temporary master, anyway. So that we know where we stand.’

				Her heart skipped a beat. ‘Yes, Master.’

				Danny beamed in delight and reached under his bed, pulling out a box which he opened up to reveal a smaller, plainer version of Samantha’s set of punishment tools and slave dildos. At the sight of them Beauty’s nipples stood up harder. He selected a standard spanking paddle and slapped it across his palm.

				‘This will make your eyes water,’ he said, ‘but it won’t leave any deep marks. Mr Paring was right about not damaging your skin, but you can still have a fair tanning.’ He patted his knees: ‘Lie across here.’

				With her heart thudding and pussy feeling hot and slick, Beauty got to her feet and lay across Danny’s knees with her bottom raised. For the first time Danny saw her rear close-up. Her brown flesh and the healing creams had helped conceal it somewhat but the damage Sam had carelessly inflicted was still visible.

				‘Oh... who spoilt your lovely backside?’ Danny exclaimed, tracing a fingertip lightly across the multiple pin marks. ‘Um... has this anything to do with Miss Fillister leaving?’

				‘Will you allow me not to say, Master?’

				‘Of course. That’s none of my business. Does it still hurt?’

				‘A bit, Master.’

				‘Can you still run?’

				‘Yes, Master.’

				‘But you weren’t going to say anything. You’d have let me beat your bottom even in this state?’

				‘It’s your choice, master.’

				‘You don’t have to hide any injury from me. While I’m you’re master you tell me if anything’s wrong with you. You’ll have to be a hundred percent fit if you’re going to compete in the cup.’

				‘Yes, Master.’

				‘And for a start those scars have got to heal. Now where else can I use? Back on your knees...’

				She resumed her former position at his feet. He cupped and squeezed her breasts. She rolled her eyes as he handled her pliant globes. ‘These look perfect: lovely big nipples and not a mark on them. Are they sensitive?’

				‘Yes, Master.’

				‘You know it will hurt if I tan them.’

				Beauty felt her stomach churning in fearful delight while her pussy began to drip. ‘Yes, Master. I know you’ve got to hurt me to teach me my place, Master. Please be firm, Master.’ She sat further back on her heels, spreading her legs and arching her back so she thrust her breasts out towards him. ‘Beat me, Master...’

				‘I’ll give you something to bite on...’

				He found a thick rubber bit in his box and pushed it between her teeth. Then he cupped his left hand under her right breast, lifting it up so that it formed a soft brown dome. Raising the paddle he brought the blade sharply down on it, making a crisp smack as rubber met flesh and sending fluid shivers through the heavy substance of her breast. Beauty gave a yip of pain. Danny moved his hand to cup her left breast and smacked that in turn. Then he changed his angle of attack and swiped the paddle full on to the nipples, driving their hard cones back into their yielding globes and indenting them with her rings. He shifted his grasp to take hold of her nipples rings, one at a time, and lifted her breasts, exposing their undersides to swinging, upward paddle blows that made them heave.

				And as he methodically beat her breasts Beauty gasped and whimpered and drooled about her gag as her eyes became misty with tears, but she did not attempt to pull away from him. For his part Danny did not rush. He savoured each blow, testing the heat he had beaten into her mammaries, noting the sparkle of tears in his eyes. He was enjoying himself as he should but he also cared how she felt. It was all very controlled, deliberate and very masterful. She decided that Danny was stronger than he looked. He was hurting her but under his hands it did not feel like ordinary pain. Beauty felt herself growing hotter and she realised her pussy was beginning to dribble. She recalled it had been nearly two days since she had last had an orgasm: before the treadmill incident. That was a long time for a healthy slavegirl to go without

				And then Danny stopped, leaving her swaying on her heels with her simmering breasts throbbing. The bulge in his trousers was very pronounced. He pulled her bit out.

				‘Who am I?’ he asked.

				‘You are my master,’ Beauty responded.

				‘Will you obey me as you would your mistress?’

				‘Yes, Master.’

				‘Get on the bed...’ he said sharply.

				‘Yes, Master.’

				It was a far less elaborate bed than Samantha’s but it did have retractable chains built into its corner posts. Danny chained her legs wide, freed her wrists and stretched out her arms and re-clipped her cuffs to the headboard.

				For a moment he stood over her spread-eagled body, looking her over hungrily. Then he stripped off his clothes. He was more lightly built than Sam but he was no weakling, with slender hard muscles and a wiry physique. By now his penis was standing up stiffly and it was certainly not undersized.

				Grinning like a schoolboy he mounted her, taking his place between her legs and sliding his shaft into her slippery wet, eager passage. She clamped her sheath about him and he began to ride her. Beauty delighted in the feel of a man’s cock inside her again. She still loved Sam’s pussy and the dildos she had used on her, but there was nothing quite like having a real flesh penis plunging like a piston in her slippery hot depths.

				And then Danny did something that many masters never did and was to her far more intimate than coupling. Inflamed by his growing passion he kissed her hard on the lips.

				They came together, she bucking so hard with her ponygirl strength that she almost threw him off her, and for a timeless interval Beauty felt she had touched the sky.

				* * *

				They talked as Danny lay resting on top of her, their naked bodies sticky with sweat.

				Beauty was perfectly happy to lie bound under him, supporting his weight, still giving him the pleasure of her resilient flesh.

				‘You were fantastic,’ he assured her once again with bubbling boyish sincerity. ‘I really envy Miss Samantha having you. You’re something special. And so strong! I’m glad I had you well chained down. I mean you’re not my first ponygirl. I’ve used several of the spare ponygirls at the stable when Mr Paring’s given permission. But it’s not the same as owning your own girl in your own home, as Tess Harrow and her friends keep reminding me. It’s all right for them. They’ve got rich parents...’ Danny’s face clouded. ‘Mine... well we’ve had problems.’

				‘I’m sorry, Master,’ Beauty sympathised while at the same time feeling strangely superior. One thing a slave did not have to worry about was money problems. Somebody in Irontown would always be ready to find a position for them. They were never short of people ready to make use of their abilities.

				But Danny’s natural good humour returned swiftly. ‘Anyway I’m working at the stables which is great, but it means I’ve got to save for things. It’s a shame there’s no money in ponygirl riding. It really is only for the rich.’ He looked at Beauty thoughtfully. ‘I don’t want to sound selfish, but part of me hopes Samantha stays away until after the cup. Maybe this is the only chance I’ll ever get to ride a girl as good as you.’ He checked the bedside clock. ‘And I’ve got to be getting off. I’m due at the stables this afternoon. I’ll have to work first but when I’m done I can give you a proper ride.’

				* * *

				Danny was dressed and Beauty was cleaned out and was fit once more to be seen in public, which was to say her hands were cuffed behind her once again, a leash was clipped to her collar and she now had a pair of sandals on her feet. Her breasts still simmered gently but it had been a precise beating and her skin was unbroken and so evenly flushed that it did not show. She felt acutely aware of her mammaries and her nipples stood up hard and proud, lifting her rings clear of the lower curves of her breasts.

				Danny looked her over with pride and satisfaction. Then he took a padlock out of his pocket. Squatting in front of her he drew her labial rings, still a little slippery with her juices, together and snapped the padlock through them. She felt its weight tug on her delicate flesh as it hung heavy against her cleft.

				‘I read that it makes a girl feel she belongs to a master more if she knows he has the only key to her pussy,’ he explained. ‘That entrance to your body is for my exclusive use from now on. You’ll wear the padlock in public when there’s nothing else filling you. What does it feel like?’

				Beauty felt a thrill of helpless anticipation even as her juices began to seep through her now pinched sex mouth. The degree of his control over her had just been raised a notch. It seemed that Danny could be surprising in his own way.

				‘Exciting, Master,’ she said.

				A gate at the bottom of the garden of number twenty-three opened onto the service alleyway. Looking both proud and slightly self-conscious, Danny led Beauty through it. He was of course taking her out into a public space while naked and leashed but thanks to the industry and ingenuity of Shackleswell’s founding fathers, during her journey to the stables she would not be seen by anybody except Irontown citizens.

				At one end of the alley there was an ornate cast iron and glass canopy that sheltered the head of a flight of spiral stairs that wound down deep into the ground. At the bottom was a long electric-lit tunnel well below street level. A handful of people were in sight, a couple also leading naked slavegirls.

				The end of the tunnel opened out into a small, neat, white-tiled underground station. Loops of the narrow gauge rails peeled off from the outsides of the straight through-line to form the platform stops. A low bridge over the line connected the two halves of the station. The signs on the walls read: POTTERY LANE and: CIRCLE LINE

				After the loop rejoined the mainline at either end of the station it vanished into the mouths of low tunnels, far smaller than those used by regular underground trains. A few dozen people were waiting for the next train. Danny nodded politely to a few he evidently knew by sight and took a seat on a bench. Beauty knelt beside him, aware of the curious and appreciative eyes upon her and the weight of the padlock in her sex.

				A few minutes later there came the smooth click clack of wheels and a train emerged from the tunnel on their right, turned off the through line and pulled up at the platform. Danny rose to join it, leading Beauty after him.

				The train comprised three low, lightweight, open carriages. The rear carriage had simple metal lattice frame sides while the first two had solid sides and were each fitted with three rows of comfortable double seats. The rear carriage was floored with black sponge rubber matting and had two rows of six phalluses rising vertically up from the floor. Its sides were hung with chains and fastening rings. Five girls were currently occupying the carriage, each squatting down impaled on a phallus with their leashes clipped to the frame rings. At the rear a guard rode on a small fold-down seat. As the train drew to a halt he climbed out into the platform and checked the passengers were entering and leaving the train safely.

				But it was the engine that was the most striking, and Beauty thought the best, feature of the train.

				It was powered by a pair of naked, sweating slavegirls who were secured side by side and face down within a cylindrical metal frame a little like the boiler section of an old-fashioned steam engine. This rested on four rail wheels, the front pair smaller than the rear. The girls’ arms were stretched out in front of them and cuffed to the frame that carried the front buffers and lamps. The girls’ chests and stomachs rested on padded trays to which they were firmly strapped. The rings of their dangling, glossy breasts were threaded through by a horizontal rod that linked them to the frame of the engine. Their legs were cuffed to sets of bicycle-like pedals and heavy gears that were connected to the rear set of larger drive wheels.

				Behind the girls sat the driver in an open cab above the rear drive wheels. Before him was a bank of controls that connected to the wheel, gears and his living pistons. Ribbed power control rods, functioning like throttles, were inserted up the girls’ greased rectums with warning spiked pads mounted behind them. Each notch signalled a required increase in speed.

				Danny took Beauty to the cattle truck, removed her pussy padlock and saw her settle over a phallus before clipping her leash to a tether ring. Then he took his seat in the forward carriage.

				When all was ready the guard blew his whistle and waved his flag and then returned to his seat. The driver pushed the power rods forward and the girl pistons began to pedal. They moved off slowly at first, clicking over the points to return to the main line. But as they plunged into the tunnel they were picking up more speed, and all cleanly and noiselessly without expending any electricity, coal or oil. As Rowland had discovered a century and half earlier, it was remarkable how large a mass could be moved by female muscle power alone it if was applied at its greatest efficiency via pedals and gears to loads moving on smooth rails with minimal gradients.

				As they speeded up Beauty could feel the familiar slight vibration of the wheels and the click of joints and points transmitted up inside her by her phallus on which she was impaled. It was a happy feeling. She felt connected both to the girls powering the engine and the whole web of secret underground lines. The girl-powered railway network under Shackleswell was one of the wonders of the city. She did not for a moment think the girls powering the engine were oppressed. They knew that while they were working hard they were serving an important and useful purpose. They were a perfect representation of Rowland’s principles: female bodies and muscle power carefully controlled and directed to keep goods and passengers moving swiftly and efficiently about the city.

				They changed trains at Needlemakers onto the Furnace Green line. This stopped at Foundry Halt. Here Danny took charge of Beauty again and led her out of the station. They ascended a square spiral of stairs and emerged from under another ornate canopy situated in an enclosed garden next to the stable entrance with its own discreet gateway leading into the premises.

				Once inside the stables Danny led Beauty to Parings office. The stable owner flashed a rare reassuring grin at him.

				‘Fillister has explained everything, so you don’t have to tell me how you came to be in charge of his daughter’s prize ponygirl. In all honesty I’m not unhappy she’s gone. This pony has great potential, but I’m afraid Samantha Fillister has not got what it takes to really make the most of her.’

				Beauty felt a pang of disappointment on her mistress’s behalf. Sam was not a bad rider.

				‘You, on the other hand, might have,’ Paring concluded.

				‘That’s very kind of you to say so, Mr Paring.’

				‘You know I don’t flatter or swell heads. I tell it like it is. We’re not busy at the moment so why not harness Beauty up and take her round the jump course? I want to see how well you work together.’

				Ten minutes later Beauty felt Danny’s weight for the first time transmitted through the harness and phalluses of a hobby horse as he sat behind her straddling her hips. He squeezed her breasts reassuringly as he reached round to gather up the control handles. Then, with Paring striding after them, he guided her out of the yard into the paddock.

				Danny took her on a circuit of the perimeter first so he could get a feel for her rhythm. As he did so she was assessing him. He was a little lighter than Sam and so he was easy enough to pull. Also he steered her through turns with a steady hand. But how would it be over the jumps? She had been getting used to Sam’s weight and style of riding and they had been steadily improving their times. It was hard to make the adjustment to somebody else having such intimate control over her. At the same time Beauty could sense Danny was acutely aware of Paring’s eyes on them. The pressure was on them both, and despite what she had said to Danny her bottom was still sore. Well, she must simply ignore it.

				She tried to surrender her will to Danny as she had been learning to do with Sam. While she supplied the power a pony must be utterly subservient to her rider when it came to the line they took about the course. Her skill came in hitting her stride exactly for takeoff and landing and keeping her feet under her as the wheels came down at her heels and the rig bounced and swayed.

				Danny lined her up for the starting line. Paring was standing beside it holding a stopwatch. Beauty heard Danny groan under his breath. Suddenly the pressure on them multiplied.

				Beauty gave herself up to Danny’s control. He was the master of her nipples and bit and all his commands would flow through them. All she had to do was obey them without thinking, leaving only the pacing of the takeoffs and the recovery upon landing for her to worry about. Her thighs strained as he called for more speed and they galloped across the start line.

				It was a wonderful round! The angles Danny chose for each jump were tight and he swung his weight about that fraction faster than Sam. Hauling less weight up the hill was a definite bonus and Beauty felt she almost flew up it. As they cleared the water jump and flashed across the finish line she was sure they had done at least as well as the best round she and Sam had put in. But would Paring and his stopwatch agree?

				Danny was patting her as he swung her round into a gentle trot. ‘Well done, Beauty! Well done...’

				They returned to the line and Paring showed Danny his time. It was nearly a second better than the best she and Sam had yet achieved. ‘Keep going like that and you’ll be on the cup team,’ he said.

				Beauty felt a thrill of excitement while Danny gasped. ‘Oh... thank you, Mr Paring. I’ll do my best.’

				‘Now walk her round to cool off then put her on the walker for a couple of hours while you get on with your work. If you want you can have another go with her over the jumps later.’

				‘I’d love that, Mr Paring.’

				Paring returned to his office while Danny rode Beauty gently round the perimeter of the field. It was hard to say which one of them felt more elated. Danny kept patting and stroking Beauty. ‘You are so strong,’ he said. ‘Samantha is so lucky to own you.’

				Having Danny riding her felt right, Beauty had to admit. So had Sam, of course, but in a subtly different way. One way or another she began to believe she would compete for the cup.

				There was a small, high-hedged, secluded paddock gated off from the main field. It housed several exercise devices each sheltered by a large folding awning. The ground was covered with woodbark chippings, making it virtually an all-weather facility. Riders could leave their ponies there being mechanically exercised while monitored by a staff member.

				The walker was a six-armed rotating frame mounted on a sturdy hollow central post. A pony’s collar could be clipped to the end of each arm. Leading the arms was a smaller sprung rod that hooked into the girl’s nipple rings. As long as the arms turned at a set rate air was pumped into a piston set in the central post raised. If the rate slowed the weight fell and pulled on the nipple chains to encourage them to speed up. A couple of ponies were already clopping round it at a steady pace.

				Danny unharnessed Beauty from the rig. She felt the phalluses pulling out of her wetly and knew she had become aroused by her run. Of course Sam was used to seeing her like this but this was the first time for Danny.

				He ran a finger through her sticky cleft and then smelt her discharge. ‘Looks like you’ve been enjoying yourself.’

				‘I have, Master.’

				‘You should. I’ve never ridden a better pony. I think we can make this work.’

				‘I’ll try my best, Master.’

				He had just replaced her pussy lock when the thud of hooves the jingle of harness warned them of the approach of another rig. Tess Harrow and Silver rode through the entrance to the paddock and pulled up beside the walker. She looked at Sam’s rig and then at Danny.

				‘What are you doing riding Sam’s pony?’ she asked sharply. ‘Where is she?’

				‘Miss Samantha has gone away for a while and Mr Fillister has left Beauty to me to train,’ Danny explained.

				‘Why on earth would he do that?’

				‘He was kind enough to say he trusted me to take good care of her. Isn’t that right, Beauty?’

				‘That’s right, he did, Master,’ Beauty said clearly for Tess’s benefit.

				Tess looked appalled. ‘You’re letting her talk? What’s the point of having a muter fitted if you let her speak?’

				‘I chose to allow her to speak when it pleases me, Miss Harrow,’ Danny said stiffly. ‘And as I’m now her master until Miss Samantha comes back it’s my choice.’

				‘You’re too soft!’ Tess said with contempt. ‘Any idea how long Sam’s going to be gone?’

				‘None at all.’

				A look of malicious satisfaction crossed her face. ‘That doesn’t surprise me. Sam never stuck to anything for very long. Well if she doesn’t get in enough practice, Beauty certainly won’t be riding for the Cup. That’s a bit of a waste because she’s not a bad pony. She should be given to somebody else to ride.’

				‘Actually Mr Fillister said in that case I could ride her, if we were good enough. We did a round earlier and Mr Paring seemed quite pleased with our performance.’

				‘But... you’re staff!’

				‘While I’m riding Beauty I think I count as a full club member.’

				Tess looked baffled and affronted. With a jerk she twisted Silver’s head about and set her off round the field at a gallop.

				Danny stroked Beauty reassuringly. ‘Ignore her. You remember everything we do each day when we’re riding and how it feels to you and we’ll talk about it later. That’s going to be our big advantage. Silver is a strong pony and Tess is a good rider but they don’t communicate, especially after she had her muted. Not like we can.’

				* * *

				That evening at dinner in his house Beauty knelt beside Danny’s chair in the small dining room, which was far less grand that the Fillister’s. She ate out of her bowl and from Danny’s hand while he related to his parents for the fifth time how well she had performed at the stables.

				‘Don’t get too carried away, Danny,’ his father warned him gently. ‘I can see how much you like Beauty but don’t expect too much. You know you won’t be able to practice as much as the others.’

				‘Just to compete in the club team will be good enough.’ He patted Beauty on the head. ‘Won’t it, girl?’

				‘And don’t let yourself get too attached to her. Remember she isn’t yours. Samantha Fillister might come back at any time and then you’ll have to give her back.’

				Danny smiled ruefully. ‘I know, Dad,’ he said. ‘But that only means I should enjoy every minute I can with her.’

			

		

	
		
			
				CHAPTER SIX

				Sam woke painfully and slowly.

				At first her thoughts were so confused that she imagined she was in her own bed at home, which for some reason had become strangely hard and cold. And where was the warmth of Beauty’s body beside her? Her bottom was sore and so was her throat. And there was something strange about the feel of her nipples and pussy.

				She forced her gummy eyes open. They focussed on a pattern of stripes that resolved itself into a row of iron bars. It took her a moment to make sense of it. Then she realised she was looking out through the bars of a cage. Beyond it was a linoleum floor and brick walls lit from somewhere above by an electric light.

				And then memory of her late night drive, the breakdown truck and the masked man with the dart gun returned with a rush. With an incoherent sob of horror Sam threw back the thin blanket that had been covering her and sat bolt upright. Her head throbbed and she felt a sudden terrible wave of nausea surge through her. She sagged back against the cold bars, hugging herself in a desperate attempt not to throw up. Slowly, still numbed with shock, she began to take stock of her surroundings.

				The cage was rectangular in plan, a little higher than her head when she was sitting upright and was just long enough for her to lie flat. It was mounted on some kind of low plinth raising it above the level of the floor outside. The cage floor was lined with rubber matting on which was laid out a single thin narrow mattress and pillow. It had a single vertical sliding door set in one side that was just large enough to crawl through. A water bottle hung on the inside of the bars beside it. On the side opposite the door was a low gap midway up the bars just wide enough for her hips. The gap was enclosed on the outside by a smaller basket of bars that framed the top of a waste bucket set on the floor below. On the bars beside it hung a roll of toilet paper and a pack of wet wipes.

				The small room containing the cage had bare brick walls and a barred grating over a single high narrow window. Its only door was of riveted grey steel with a peephole set in it. Mounted up in one corner of the room was a small closed circuit camera pointed down at the cage. There was only one other object on the floor beside the cage and that was a flatscreen monitor on a stand, reproducing the image from the camera. In it Sam could see herself in close-up detail. And yet for a moment she did not recognize who it was.

				She was naked. Her hair had been dyed a darker blonde and had been cut to shoulder length and restyled so that she now had a fringe. She had steel and rubber slave cuffs on her wrists and ankles and a heavy collar about her neck. There were cold, hard, silver slave rings threaded through her now pierced nipples and outer labia. On her forehead, on her now smooth-shaven pubic mound and across her haunches was stencilled the slave part name: SCREW 159.

				She had been turned into a slave!

				It was too much to take in. For a moment Sam went wild, moaning and clawing at her collar and cuffs and body rings, trying to tear them from her flesh. And then her stomach flipped and she was just able to shove her head through the gap over the waste bucket before she retched.

				When her stomach was finally empty; miserable, cold and shivering Sam cleaned herself up. She took a drink from the water bottle and then sank back into a huddle in the corner, wrapping the blanket tight about herself. Desperately she tried to marshal her confused thoughts, all the time fighting back tears. She was trying to appear self-controlled once more. It was unlikely that television image was for her benefit alone. The men who had kidnapped her were no doubt also watching and she would not give them the satisfaction of seeing her break down a second time.

				But who were they? If she had been specially targeted was it a kidnapping for ransom? After all, her family was very wealthy. But then why had they turned her into a slave? That suggested they did not know or care who she was. Then what did they want her for? Her part naming implied they were Irontowners, in which case they must know there were easier and perfectly legal ways to obtain slaves. To pick her up as they had they must have been listening in on calls to the breakdown service and got to her ahead of the official vehicle. Were they looking for any single women or had they been stalking her for weeks, waiting for the right moment? But if so they must know her name and would realise who she was. They would also know that a huge search would be made for her. It looked like there was daylight outside the high grated window. Perhaps it was already underway.

				How long had she been unconscious? Long enough to transform her into a slave, in which case this might be the day after she had left home. They would certainly be looking for her by now, then. Or would they?

				Her parents might not have realised she was gone until the morning. And she had laid a false trail to Scotland. The tow truck would undoubtedly have taken her car away to hide their tracks. Where would her family begin looking? Could her mobile call to the breakdown service be traced?

				Her thoughts were interrupted by the rattle of doorbolts being thrown back.

				Sam shrank back as the door swung open and two large men entered the cell. Presumably they were the same ones who had driven the breakdown truck. They both wore identical dark blue coveralls and heavy black workboots and their faces were covered in the same sinister flesh coloured masks. About their waists they wore broad belts, from which hung, like sidearms, canes and electric cattle prods, together with coiled leashes, assorted straps, gags and rubber plugs. They were utility belts for slavemasters.

				They came over to the cage and looked down at her. She now saw they had large nametapes sewn to the breast pockets of their overalls. One read “HATCHET” and the other “SHEARS”. They had to be false, unless they were unbelievably stupid, but then why wear them? So she could tell them apart? That suggested she was going to be interacting with them in some way.

				Sam gritted her teeth. Whatever they wanted from her she would not be cowed. If they did not know who she was she might still be able to influence them.

				Taking a deep breath Sam grasped the bars, looked them full in the face and said: ‘I am Samantha Fillister. My father is rich and powerful and you will get into serious trouble if you do not let me go right now!’

				At least that was what she intended to say. What actually came out of her lips was a series of barely audible drones, wheezes and whines. Sam clasped her throat in horror. Why could she not speak properly?

				The man labelled Hatchet held up a device she recognized only too well. It was a muting implant controller. While she had been unconscious they had fitted her with a muter implant, just like Beauty. They’d stolen her voice away!

				‘We like our women to learn to hold their tongues right from the start,’ Hatchet said gruffly, speaking from behind the motionless lips of his mask. ‘You don’t speak until we decide you’ve got something we want to hear. If you’re good then later maybe we’ll let you speak a little dog. Then perhaps pony. But not like a person, unless we want to hear you say something special, because we know a slavegirl isn’t a real person. That’s why you’ve got a part name stamped on you. You’re not a person anymore, you’re SCREW 159.’

				Sam shook her head. ‘No, I’m free! I am a person!’ she cried. But of course all that came out of her mouth were feeble, meaningless squeaks. With a snivel of despair and frustration she clamped her lips together.

				‘That’s right,’ Shear added. ‘You’re getting the idea. You’re just a dumb animal who needs to be trained to behave herself properly and learn to please her masters.’

				‘You see, Screw,’ Hatchet continued, ‘we know somebody who wants a girl unofficially, one who won’t be missed, for a little experiment he has in mind. And you fit the bill very nicely. For a finder’s fee we’re going to pass you onto him. After we’ve softened you up a bit and taught you some manners, of course. Because that’s what we do.’

				‘Yeah,’ Shear said. ‘It’s our business.’

				Sam went cold. Now she knew what they were. They were “Breakers”.

				There had always been rumours about such people circulating about Irontown. They were shadowy traders in specially trained slaves and unruly girls who were impossible to master by normal means. It was said they could break any girl, however stubborn. And any badly behaved slavegirl whose behaviour suddenly changed for the better was said to have had a midnight visit from the Breakers. It was also said that they traded in slaves across the country beyond Irontown and its strict codes of ethics. They could obtain any girl you wanted... for a price.

				But not her. She was free! They could not treat her this way! Then she recalled another saying about them. They believed that all women, even free ones, were at heart natural slaves...

				‘Now, if you’ve recovered we’ll start your training,’ Hatchet said. ‘We’ve got a week before we hand you over and we’ve got to get you fit and tenderise you a little more. From the look of your bum somebody has already had a go. Been a naughty girl, have you? Well we’ll do a proper job. Don’t worry, Screw, we won’t break you so you’ve no sprit left, though we could do that. But we’ll just make you pliant enough so you won’t need a cropping every two minutes.’ He unlocked the door of her cage and slid it up. ‘Now get on your hands and knees and crawl out of there!’

				But Sam could not face whatever plans they had in store for her. Her thin veneer of bravado melted away. This could not be happening to her. Snivelling she shrank away from them into a corner of the cage, pulling the blanket up about her. But there was no escape. Unhitching their cattle prods they jabbed them between the bars into her flesh.

				She shrieked and jerked as they crackled and sparked, her body twisting and convulsing as they stabbed into her thighs and belly and back. Shockwaves of pain tore through her. They only stopped when she had been reduced to a pitiful trembling heap in the bottom of the cage, sobbing helplessly. Hatchet reached inside, took hold of a handful of her hair and hauled her out onto the cold floor of the cell.

				‘On your knees, Screw!’ he commanded.

				Unsteadily Sam obeyed, swaying and blinking away her tears, her breasts dangling under her, her nipples feeling stretched by the weight of their rings. Her whole body was tingling and pricking and her muscles were twitching uncontrollably.

				‘That’s what happens if you don’t do as you’re told,’ Shears said. ‘Do you want another demo?’ He trailed the electrode tips of his prod along her back, through the cleft of her buttocks and into the soft mouth of her newly-ringed vulva.

				Sam shuddered and whimpered and shook her head desperately.

				‘Now in a moment I’m going to restore your voice just long enough for you to tell us what a good girl you’re going to be for us,’ Hatchet said. ‘Then you’re going to kiss our boots, each one of them, and tell us you’re our slave and we’re your masters. Understood?’

				Sam nodded. She was too dazed to think of being stubborn or caring about her pride.

				‘On command you will sit back on your heels, clasp your hands behind your back and lift your chin. Now!’

				Sam sat back. Hatchet held the controller against her throat. She felt something like a faint tickling sensation. The men stood in front of her with their heavy boots gleaming.

				‘Now say your piece, Screw!’

				‘I... I’m going to be a very good girl for you,’ Sam said wretchedly. Then she bent forward and kissed the toes of each of their boots in turn. And as she did so she said huskily: ‘I’m your slave and you’re my masters.’

				‘And what’s your name?’

				‘I... I’m Screw 159, Master.’

				‘That’s better,’ Hatchet said. ‘Back on your heels...’

				She straightened up and Hatchet held the controller against her throat again. ‘Now you’re set to dog,’ he told her. He unhooked a leash from his belt and clipped the end to her collar. ‘When we’re leading you about you stay on your hands and knees like a good bitch. Understand?’

				Instinctively she tried to say “yes” but it came out as a throaty: ruff! Tears pricked at the backs of her eyes. They were already turning her into an animal!

				They strode out of the cell with Sam shuffling along at their heels. Beyond was a long windowless utilitarian corridor lit by florescent tubes with half a dozen other steel doors opening off it. How many were cells like hers? Did they have any other captives in them or was she the only one? They led her through a door at the end.

				Within was a surprisingly spacious high-ceilinged room. What might have been a pair of windows were closed off by steel shutters. Monitor cameras were mounted on the walls while unidentifiable devices lurked under dust sheets about its sides. The middle of the room was open except for a stout post that ran from floor to ceiling. Hung from it at neck height on a rotating mount and braced by heavy springs was a six foot long tubular steel horizontal arm. On its end were a large snaphook and a pair of coiled electrical cables. In a circle about the post a ring of hardboard sheets had been laid out, forming a kind of track, with an inner ring of hardboard slats nailed to them in radial fashion. On this board track rested a small four-wheeled trolley loaded with a sandbag. It had a long handle attached to its two front steerable wheels which had a pair of close-set dildos set on a hinged mount on its end.

				‘Now, our client wants you toughened up a bit, so every day, in addition to your obedience training, you’re going to work out for a few hours,’ Shears explained. ‘We’ll start you off on this. On your feet...’

				They stood her on the board track and clipped her wrist cuffs together behind her back. Then they secured the ring on the back of Sam’s collar to the hook on the end of the rotating arm. They uncoiled the electrical cables and used the spring clips on their ends to fasten them to her nipple rings. Then they pulled the little trolley over and positioned it behind her. Its long handle went between her legs. Sam snivelled as the twin dildos slid up into her vagina and anus. It had clips on its end that fastened to the rings set in her labia, ensuring it could not be pulled out of her.

				She felt unnaturally stuffed full inside by the double dildos. It was only the second time she had ever had both her passages filled simultaneously and the dildo was harder than the toy one in the park had been. It was horribly like a hobby horse impailer mount, she thought dizzily. But only slaves rode those...

				There was a small control panel on the rotating mount of the arm and Hatchet set some dials on it. ‘Testing,’ he said.

				Sam yelped, jerking at the arm and making her collar link rattle, as a sharp jolt of electricity stabbed out of her wired-up rings and through her nipples.

				‘That’s what you get every three seconds if you stop or don’t turn the arm fast enough,’ Hatchet explained. ‘I’ve set it for a complete turn every ten seconds. That’s your target to prevent your nipples getting fried. You can do it easily walking free. But can you keep it up for an hour pulling the trolley? We’ll see how good your stamina is.’

				Shears stroked her plugged and clipped pussy, making Sam squirm in revulsion. ‘Do your laps like a good bitch, Screw, and you’ll get a reward,’ he promised her.

				‘Get ready,’ Hatchet warned her, pressing a green button. ‘Go...’

				With a sob Sam leaned forward, gripping the slats with her bare toes, and began to haul the trolley with the plugs in her anus and pussy. The arm to which her collar was fastened turned with little resistance but the laden trolley took a heave to get moving, especially as it rode over the first few slats which made it judder. She had never felt such a strange sensation as its weight tugged at her insides. It made her feel sick but she had no choice unless she wanted her nipples to suffer.

				Once she got up to speed the trolley rolled along relatively smoothly at her heels, clunking softly as it ran over the slats. All she had to do was keep it moving like that. As she bent her head she saw the boards under her feet were worn with tracks from its wheels and, running between them, was a continuous loop formed by numerous dark stains merged and blurred into one rings. How many other girls had strained to pull the trolley round the track before her? She fought down a fresh wave of nausea as she suddenly wondered how many strange vaginas and rectums had the dildos now inside her been up before?

				Hatchet and Shears watched her for a minute. Then Hatchet said: ‘We’ll be back in an hour.’

				They walked out, closing and bolting the door behind them and leaving Sam to struggle on with her enforced task observed only by the ever-vigilant eye of the monitor camera. Gritting her teeth she marched on, concentrating on putting one foot in front of the other and trying not to let her mind dwell on the nightmare into which she had fallen for fear she would break down again. She must be brave and stay alert for any chance she could escape. And above all she must not give up hope that her parents would find her.

				Soon her insides were aching with the strain of holding the dildos clamped within her. She wished she could spit them out of her, but that was impossible. She had to keep them held tight as though she loved the feel of them inside her. If she did not they twisted even more painfully inside her passages. Inevitably her vagina was lubricating profusely, stimulated by the vibration of the trolley wheels as they bumped over the slats which was transmitted up through the towing handle. All right, she told herself, it’s good that I’m wet. It’s natural. It makes having the dildos inside me a bit more comfortable. All girl/machine interfaces needed lubrication. Every Irontowner knew that. Girl machines were well known to be self-lubricating. It aided efficiency.

				The trouble was she was feeling more than simply “efficient”. Try as she might she could not deny that she was getting seriously aroused. Her pussy was actually dripping between her thighs, adding her personal quota to the old stains under her feet. Was that the idea of the slats? To humiliate as captives were being exercised. How did ponygirls manage? Of course, they had no shame. They came if they wanted to. They were expected to. But not her, not a free woman! She would not let herself go like that. She had no choice but to do her laps but she would not give her captors any further satisfaction by humiliating herself.

				And so round and round she went dragging the terrible jiggling trolley behind her by her genitals. Soon her legs were aching and she was dripping with sweat, adding to the stains on the boarding. If only there was a clock in the room so she could tell how long she had to go. Surely it had been half an hour now. Perhaps forty-five minutes. Only another fifteen to go. It had to end soon... because otherwise she was going to cum!

				The vibrating dildos were filling her loins with a liquid heat which would have to be released. Her body did not care about how degrading it might be for her. In fact being bound and helpless was making her more excited. This was just like with the park warden and Cleaver. How large a dark side did she have? Free women in Irontown were more informed and adventurous with sex than the average but it was not done to respond like a slavegirl. At least, so they said...

				By now Sam was clamping her thighs together, fighting exhaustion and trying to hold her orgasm in. Now she was waddling grotesquely, feeling her juices running down the inside of her thighs. Don’t come, don’t come! Ahhh! She yelped like a dog as she slowed down too much and got a sharp jolt through her nipples. Fearfully she broke into a stumbling rush around the board track. The trolley bounced after her, setting the dildos shivering and twisting inside her. The dam inside her loins burst and she came with a gasp and groan of raw delight that was mutated into a canine howl, spraying her juices out past the plug of her dildo.

				Electric pins stabbed into her nipples again and again. She collapsed to her knees, pulling the sprung arm down with her, pulling her collar painfully tight against her chin. Her collapse drove the dildos further up inside her as she bucked and writhed, caught somewhere between agony and ecstasy. It felt like she was bursting. Her nipples were on fire and her juices seemed to be gushing out of her. Her eyes rolled back and she howled. She had had never felt anything like it. Was there any end to it? Was she going to die like this?

				Then a bell on the control box rang and the terrible jolts stopped.

				Her hour was up.

				* * *

				The men freed Sam’s limp, sweat-sodden and girl-juice stained body from the exercise machine. The dildos came out of her hot sticky orifices with slurping sounds. Sam was dimly conscious of being utterly ashamed of that sound and what it said about her, yet paradoxically being too dazed to care.

				The men pulled her up onto her feet, supporting her as her legs felt like rubber, and fed her water out of a plastic bottle. Hatchet slapped her cheeks a few times to get her attention.

				‘You’re tougher than I thought,’ he said, sounding grudgingly impressed. ‘You’ll have to pull two bags next time.’

				‘But now you get your reward as promised, Screw,’ Shears said. ‘You don’t have to do anything.’ He went over to one of the objects covered by dust sheets in the corner of the room and pulled the sheet off it. ‘You see we’ll do all the work...’

				* * *

				Sam was bent over with her head and hands locked between the upper boards of a set of shiny metal folding stocks.

				The stocks were the latest design, fashioned to hold a slavegirl securely with the minimum degree of freedom while exposing her to the maximum for the purposes of punishment or penetration. The upper “boards” were in fact a pair of aluminium lattices with rubber-lined semi-circular recesses for neck and wrists cast into them. Its central post which supported the main boards was of a light lattice box construction. It had four folding braces that formed a broad X-shaped supporting base. Clips on the ends of the rear arms of the “X” hooked to Sam’s ankle cuffs, holding her legs well spread. An expanding rod, hinged at the base of the central post, pressed a crossbar into Sam’s stomach and across the front of her hips, forcing her to thrust out her haunches.

				The stocks also had a useful extra set of mini stock boards that unfolded horizontally from the back of the main set. These were clamped about Sam’s breasts, making them bulge like pink balloons. They also carried an integral set of rubber-coated double hooks, like twin claws, set on slender expanding rods and mounted on either side of the head hole in the main set of boards. There was also a stout elastic cord attached to the rear of the main upper board with a large single-tipped rubber hook on its end.

				It was a device Sam would have loved to put Beauty into. It would have seemed such fun to play with her as she struggled and strained within it. Now she knew better...

				Hatchet and Shears stood in front and behind her. The flies of their coveralls were open exposing their swollen cocks which were, respectively, buried in Sam’s mouth and vagina. She had not been able to resist the penetration of either of the men. The front set of hooks were dug into the sides of Sam’s mouth, pulling her head back and mouth wide and wedging her jaws open so she could not bite Hatchet’s shaft as it plunged down her throat, either by intent or helpless reflex. As he ravaged her gullet she gulped and gasped and struggled to suck in air past his plunging shaft.

				She hardly had time to care about what Shears was doing to her vagina, except that he knew he was also enjoying perfect access to her. The hook on the end of the cord that was attached to the back of the board behind her head, which ran tautly back along her spine and between her buttocks, was buried in her rectum. The tension pulled her bottom up, exposing her sex pouch to whatever use he chose to put it to.

				In a delirium, half insensible, Sam was pounded between the faceless men as they drove their cocks into her without any concern for her comfort. Despite the bracing of the base frame the stocks rocked with their thrusts, setting the bulging globes of her clamped breasts shivering and bobbing, her nipple rings swaying like bell clappers. They were using her as though she was a piece of meat on a skewer between them, put there exclusively to satisfy their desires, which was effectively what she had become.

				Through her misery she thought how she hated and feared them! But they had gone too far. She could take no more. If they let her speak she would tell them they had broken her. She had nothing left in her. She was nothing...

				And then a pleasure bomb exploded in her brain as her pussy soaked Shears’ cock with her juices.

				The next thing Sam knew Hatchet was slapping her cheeks. She could taste his sperm in her mouth. She focussed on him blearily.

				‘You’re living up to your name. You’re a good screw. Better get used to this kind of thing, though. You’ll be getting plenty more where that came from.’

				* * *

				Afterwards they cleaned her up in a small white-tiled washroom which also opened off the main corridor. It was fitted out with the usual squat toilet pans and hoses for flushing out slavegirls’ sperm-filled orifices. Naturally she had to perform all her functions under their watchful eyes with her legs spread wide, hiding nothing of the intimate process of evacuating her wastes, mingled with their sperm. Normally she would have been acutely embarrassed to be observed like that but at that moment she was too sick and tired and numbed by what she had already undergone to have much room left in her thoughts for modesty. At least she felt clean again. The men even, with curiously practised roughness, washed and combed her hair. In their strange way they were taking good care of her. But then she must be worth quite a bit of money.

				Another door led to an office cum rest room, where Hatchet and Shears evidently monitored the other cells via a bank of screens set on a desk. Its windows were curtained. The fear began to grow in her mind that she would never glimpse the light of day in this place, or have any idea of its surroundings. If she ever got free again there was no way she could identify her kidnappers or their lair.

				While Hatchet and Shears relaxed in a pair of shabby armchairs, Sam ate on her knees in front of them out of a large dog bowl. On its side was stencilled: FOR A GOOD BITCH. And like a dog she ate with her mouth alone. Her hands were cuffed behind her. By spreading her knees wide and thrusting out her bottom for balance and dipping her back she was able to gobble up the food relatively neatly, even if her nipple rings did trail across the floor. It was a humiliating posture to be forced to adopt since it emphasised her helplessness and blatantly exposed the naked cleft pouch of her sex and her anal mouth to her captors’ gaze.

				But by that time Sam was too hungry to care.

				The food was standard slave rations which was sold in Shackleswell in the same casual way bags of pet food were in other cities. It was specially formulated to provide all the nourishment a slave needed and, because it was pressed into meatball-sized lumps, it was ingestible without the use of cutlery or fingers.

				Again, in its odd way, this meal reassured her. However else she suffered she knew at least that she would be well fed. But then they were training her up for some purpose that required both strength and stamina. What was it? Who were they selling her on to? And would they ever let her go again?

				Once she was fed Hatchet and Shears put Sam back in her own cell. The darkness beyond the high window suggested it was now night outside. In truth she did not care. She was so utterly exhausted that the thin mattress felt like a bed of thistledown and she fell asleep in moments.

				* * *

				For Sam the days that followed became a simple alternation between periods of deep exhausted sleep in her cage and intense activity in the training rooms that combined gruelling exercise with pain and sex. She no longer struggled to preserve her dignity or reserve. It was pointless and foolish. If she felt like coming she did so and was grateful for the brief release it gave her. The rest she tried not to dwell on. It was the best strategy she had to survive this living nightmare without going mad. She was sure that a non-Irontown woman would have done, but she was familiar with such things, if only from watching slaves suffering similar ordeals. And anything a slave could endure she could, she told herself. All she had to do was put herself in the mindset of a slave.

				Beauty could have done it... but she dare not think of Beauty. Yet of course she did. And how she missed the soft, scented warmth of her body at night!

				Fortunately only the highlights of the many cruelties they concocted for her lingered in her mind...

				* * *

				The device resembled a standard powered running machine of the kind seen in numerous health clubs, but it had been modified to suit Irontown requirements. Extra tubular rods and bars had been clamped to the side rails, extending across the front and back of the machine. Between them Sam pounded along the endless belt with a sandbag strapped to her back.

				She could not get off the machine until she had run her allotted distance. She could not rest her feet on the panels on either side of the belt because the sides had been filled in with Perspex panels. Climbing off the front or rear was also not an option.

				Her nipple rings were hooked to elastic cords fastened to a bar in front of her. Any slowing of her steady jogging pace gradually drew them painfully taut. Not that she dared let herself move far back down the moving track, even if she could endure the pain it would cause her breasts. Mounted on a bar behind her was a board with six inch nails hammered through it that was set at bottom height.

				She had no choice but to pound on and on, sweating under her load, until her captors were satisfied she had done enough. As she did so and exhaustion crept over her, her mind began to wander. She tried not to think of Beauty’s poor bottom the last time she had seen it. Maybe she should let her nipples be stretched until her bottom was stabbed by the nails. Then she would know what she had felt... uhhh!

				Sam blinked. Unconsciously she had slowed down. Her breasts were drawn into cherry-topped pink cones in front of her while the nail points were jabbing into her rolling, sweat-filmed buttocks.

				Sobbing she quickened her pace again.

				* * *

				It was an elevated frame a little like an upright skeletal chair, but one built from scaffolding poles and couplings.

				Sam was seated on it with her legs spread wide. Her arms were pulled out straight on either side of her and strapped at the elbows and wrists to a crossbar that passed behind her back. Her spread legs were strapped about the thighs, knees and ankles to bars that formed a wide “V”, which left her naked exposed groin hanging over nothing. No, not quite nothing. That would have been too kind.

				They had opened her vulva further than was natural by strapping rubber garters to her thighs, from the inside of which hung sprung hooks. These were hooked to her labial rings. The tension peeled back her thick outer lips, exposing the ridge of her delicate inner flesh petals and the mouth of her vagina they enfolded. Her posture forced this dark pit to gape wide as though in a shameless invitation to enter, which was not ignored.

				There was a motorized impaling device underneath her groin that drove a pair of large, black ribbed, rubber dildos alternately up into her vagina and then anus. First her stomach bulged as the intruder filled her front passage and then her bottom as her rectum was plugged. The dildos squelched and sucked as they pumped into her and she dripped onto the floor.

				Hatchet and Shears stood on either side of Sam, lashing her breasts and belly with spanking paddles while she was jerking against her straps, snivelling and yipping in pain as she bit on the gag bar between her teeth. They did not hit her hard enough to break her skin but it was sufficient to smack and sting and burn terribly. By now her front from sternum to groin was a solid mottled mess of blushing pink and scarlet, except for the undercurves of her breasts just below the nipples where her rings hung down and caused pale hoop-like shadows to form.

				‘We want to see you come again, Screw,’ Hatchet said.

				‘Yeah, it’s been a good twenty minutes since your last spray,’ Shears observed.

				In between batches of lashes they fed her water, pinching her nose and pushing a squeeze bottle and tube into her mouth so she had to swallow. It was not simply out of concern for her dehydrating, but another aspect of her training.

				She felt the need growing inside her once again. It was perverse that she could come so many times but it was her only release, however brief. Of course they had made sure it was not without its price.

				Sam moaned as she surrendered to the inevitable once more. The frame rattled as she bucked and clenched her sheath and sphincter tight about the dildos pumping into her. Squeezed tight by her orgasmic contractions, pounded from within by the dildos and assailed from without by the pain of her beating, she lost control of her bursting bladder.

				Once again she pissed as she came and her hot pee splattered onto the rubber mat beneath the impaler device, while for a few seconds she knew perfect delight.

				This torment had no exercise value. Pain, pleasure and shame were the only tools they employed. Perhaps it was simply to crush her will further by humiliating her. Or else it might be they were getting her used to repeated orgasms until it was mindlessly easy for her to respond. She did not try to fight it and tried to enjoy each pleasure rush for itself and not think of how it was being forced upon her. That was her little victory. Or was that what they wanted her to believe?

				When she was utterly drained and exhausted and could give no more, briefly they switched her voice back on.

				‘What do you say?’ Shears demanded.

				By now she knew what was expected of her. ‘Thank you, Master...’ Sam sobbed wretchedly. ‘Thank you, thank you....’

				Disturbingly for a moment she actually thought she meant it. Wasn’t the complete attention of her master all that a slave truly craved? Could you love people even when they beat you?

				* * *

				It was a standard rowing machine but again one that had been adapted for the use of slavegirls.

				The sliding padded seat Sam sat upon had an anal dildo fitted to it on which she was impaled, ensuring she could not slip off. Her wrist and ankle cuffs were clipped to the oar handles and footrests. She maintained a steady stroke rate because of the motorised arm in front of her that was extending and then withdrawing a pair of large vertical wire rings. Her standard nipple rings had been replaced by a set of slender but oversized copper wire ones, fifteen centimetres across which had springy braces that held them perpendicular to her breasts so that they jutted forward improbably. The powered rings were interlocked with those on her nipples.

				Sam was desperate not to let the sets of rings touch. It was like the dexterity game where you held a metal hoop and had to move it along a twisting wire track without touching it and completing a circuit. The consequences, however, were far more serious than making a buzzer sound, as her tingling nipples could testify.

				The Breakers had added one further refinement to make her task that little bit more stimulating. A spring compression rod on a pivot mount was set on the machine’s frame between the footrests. It extended horizontally backward where it plugged into a ribbed phallus which in turn was plugged into Sam’s vagina.

				With every stroke she impaled herself on it and then pulled it almost, but not quite, out of her, now sopping wet and sucking at her insides. By now she could not help coming from such stimulation, but she dare not break stroke. And so she learned to orgasm while rowing, sobbing and shuddering but still keeping up a perfect stroke rate as her juices flowed over her seat.

				* * *

				With each day Sam also hoped for some chance of escape, of course, but the Breakers were too careful. She was amply strapped, chained or caged and under their eyes or that of the monitor cameras at all times. They knew how to keep slaves in their place.

				And so with every day that passed her hopes of freedom dimmed. At night she welcomed her rapid fall into exhausted sleep, without giving way to tears if possible. It was an escape from her other nemesis: a growing sense of guilt. How she wished she had not run away from home! Did her family realise she was missing by now? What were they doing to find her? Would she ever see them again?

				* * *

				And then came the morning that Hatchet and Shears took her straight to the washroom where they meticulously flushed out, scrubbed down, shampooed and dried her. When they were done they even applied a dab or two of perfume to her most intimate places. Finally they reset her muter implant.

				‘Time’s up, Screw,’ Hatchet told her. ‘We’re going to take you to meet our client today. You’d better behave yourself while we’re handing you over. If we have to bring you back here for any reason... well we’d make you wish we hadn’t.’

				Sam’s heart thudded. That meant a whole week had gone by since she had been captured. She was not sure she had been counting the days correctly. Would having a change of masters help her chances of being rescued or escaping?

				They cuffed and hobbled her and put a cheap rope muzzle over her mouth and a narrow blindfold strap over her eyes. They led her by a plain rope leash along the hall to the very end, out through a door and into the open air. For a few seconds she felt stone slabs under her feet and the sun on her bare back. Then she was made to clamber into what seemed like the back of a small van. They ducked her head down and she shuffled on her knees into the confines of a slave travelling cage.

				There followed a journey of about half an hour, as near as she could judge, before the van stopped again. She was freed from the cage and decamped back into the open air but onto a surface of bricks this time. A man’s voice said authoritatively: ‘Bring her inside...’ It was the first new voice she had heard in a week. He sounded mature and commanding.

				She was led into another interior. She thought she could smell polish and leather. She felt a rug under her feet.

				‘There you are, sir,’ Hatchet said. ‘A fine specimen of girl flesh, if a bit wanton. She’s had the rough edges knocked off her but she still needs hard training and a firm hand. And be warned she’ll bolt if given half a chance. But she’s passionate enough when you get her roused. Keep her blindfold on until you’re sure you want her. Then if she’s not right she won’t know where she’s been and we can try her with somebody else.’

				‘Understood. Let me check her over,’ the new voice said.

				Unseen but confident hands, strong and work-hard, prodded and squeezed her, testing the tone of her muscles. They slapped and weighed and squeezed her breasts. Her nipples were tweaked into their maximum hardness. Her rope muzzle was removed and her mouth was pried open and her teeth were checked. The hands then bent her over and spread her legs. Stiff fingers slid up her vagina and anus, gauging their tightness and her response to their presence inside her. Sam whimpered and squirmed feebly. She knew this was how a slave was handled and assessed: like an animal. It had seemed perfectly natural before and she wondered why they had sometimes flinched and appeared unhappy. Now she understood.

				‘Yes, she seems to be just what I’m after,’ the man declared at last, pushing Sam down onto her knees. ‘I think this is what we agreed...’ There was a rustle of paper.

				Sam gulped, feeling sick. She’d just been sold like a piece of meat.

				‘Thank you, sir,’ said Hatchet.

				‘Oh, and about her voice?’

				‘Left set on pony as you wanted. Here’s the controller... but you probably don’t want her talking freely until she’s fully broken in. Maybe not even then.’

				Sam felt her heart grow cold. How could they do that to her?

				‘Well that’s my decision now. I know how to get in touch when I need your services again. Good day to you, gentlemen...’

				She heard Hatchet and Shears leave and felt a sudden shiver almost of loss or regret. She hated them but at least she knew what they expected of her. Now she had been thrust into the unknown with a new master. A new master! What a horrible thought! But perhaps she could communicate with him somehow and tell him who she was. Or did he already know? Worse, perhaps he did not care.

				She could hear him moving about her. Then the strong hands pulled her blindfold off. ‘Let’s have a proper look at you...’

				Sam blinked and squinted against the sudden light. She was kneeling on a worn rug in the middle of a room lined with shelves and racks full of ponygirl tack. She looked up and the face of her new owner swum into focus before her. He was a powerfully built middle-aged man with greying hair, a strong jaw and a bristling moustache, dressed in a tweed jacket.

				Sam gasped, shame and surprise rising up within her, because it was a face she knew!

				He was Vincent Wainwright, the owner of Wainwright’s Pony Club: the Foundry’s rival ponygirl stable.

			

		

	
		
			
				CHAPTER SEVEN

				Unlike Sam, Danny went to the Foundry Club almost every day. It was not just the necessity of work, Beauty soon realised. He really loved everything about the stables, from grooming the ponies to polishing their harness. With Paring’s cooperation he was able to get in enough solid riding time on Beauty to steadily improve their performance. While he was working, Beauty was put onto one of the clubs exercise machines or courses about the paddocks to maintain her strength. It meant that she got far more regular and carefully controlled exercise sessions than she ever had with Sam.

				Inevitably over the next few days they saw a lot of Tess, who was of course also trying for a place on the Cup team and so was also putting more time in at the club. She was evidently not happy with the thought of Danny competing for the cup team, but with Paring supporting him she could do nothing about it. Apparently she then decided to pretend Danny and Beauty did not exist and pointedly ignored them. It was evident that about half the other club members over whom she had some influence were also cold-shouldering Danny. However in her unguarded moments Beauty glimpsed Tess giving Danny some dark looks, while she herself received a few frankly covetous ones.

				* * *

				Beauty thought nothing of those looks until the day Paring sent Danny to one of their suppliers on the other side of town to get some replacement parts for the club rigs. Before he left he took Beauty to the exercise paddock and put her on the rail, under the watchful eyes of Charlie Puller, who was the stable lad on monitor duty that day.

				The “rail” was an irregular loop of a single railing set on low posts that kept it at a constant height above a dipping and rising board walkway beneath it. The rail itself was a narrow metal channel, a bit below crotch high, through the upper greased slot of which ran a small sliding shuttle on which were set a pair of dildos like those on a hobby horse. Ponygirls could straddle the rail and ride the dildo shuttle about the course. To ensure they kept moving they were followed by a second powered shuttle fitted with a forward-pointing cattle prod on a sprung arm that carried it at buttock height. This could be programmed to move at a set speed or start and stop at irregular intervals. The rise and fall of the track and its continual change of direction was of course highly stimulating to the girls as they rode it with their vaginas and rectums plugged. In addition the shuttle had a pair of internal in-line wheels with ribbed rims and off-centre axles. As it moved the wheels caused it vibrate and rock rapidly, adding to its stimulating power.

				The pursuing shuttle ensured they had to keep moving, even while they were riding their dildo plugs to a blissful conclusion. Beauty understood and accepted its purpose which was to teach ponygirls how to control their orgasmic responses, either to release their tension through several small orgasms as they ran or else hold back and use the growing desire to drive them on to the finish line, when if they had done well they would hear the magic words: ‘You can come now.’

				This then was the device that Danny secured her to; clipping her labial rings to the front of the dildo shuttle to ensure she could not lift herself off it. Not that she would have dreamed of trying. There were three other ponygirls in the paddock being exercised on other devices so she would not be alone. He set the pursuing shuttle to a moderate pace that she could easily maintain, ruffled her hair and said: ‘Enjoy yourself,’ and left on his errand.

				Beauty happily jogged round the track with the narrow rail sliding between her thighs. Her breasts jiggled merrily and she could feel her juices flowing, adding to the greasing of the track. The stimulation from the dildo shuttle between her legs was pleasant without being overwhelming. At this speed she could even half ride it for short stretches, almost sculling with her legs. Once she stopped deliberately so the pursuing shuttle caught up with her and she received a sting in the rear from its electric prod. As she thought, Danny had set it at a very low level. It was only the mildest of incentives to keep moving; which was why, for his sake, she would continue to do so all the while he was gone. If they did not make the cup team it would not be for her lack of fitness.

				She had only been in the paddock about ten minutes when three riders came in together. Without a glance in her direction they took their respective ponies off the devices they had been using and led them out, leaving Beauty alone with Charlie. Even as Beauty was wondering at this slightly odd occurrence, Tess Harrow entered the paddock leading Silver behind her. She had changed from the jodhpurs she had been wearing for riding into a long skirt, but she still wore her riding boots.

				Tess did not look at Beauty either but spoke to Charlie. ‘I’ll be staying here with my pony for half an hour.’ She held out a note to him. ‘Here’s ten pounds, go and clean my rig and harness.’

				‘But I’m meant to stay here, Miss,’ Charlie protested. ‘Mr Paring says they’re not to be left alone.’

				‘But they won’t be alone, will they? I’ll be here. Now run along...’

				She closed the paddock gate behind him. Then she led Silver over to the star jump machine.

				This comprised a pair of posts set six feet apart with an adjustable, sprung vertical rod fitted to the flat baseboard that lay between them. On the end of the rod was a large ribbed dildo, while on either side of it were large pressure plates each divided into two halves. Running in short recessed channels on the insides of the posts were coil-sprung sliding hooks, one set high and the other low. From the top of each post hung a coiled electrical cable with a crocodile clip on its end. Set on the outside of the right-hand post was a small control keypad.

				Tess stood Silver with her legs spread and feet resting on the pressure pads over the dildo, and adjusted it so that it slid up inside her. Then she hooked her wrist cuffs to the upper pair of sliding hooks and her ankle cuffs to the lower, thereby securing her in a spread-eagled posture but with some freedom to move her arms and legs within the limits of the sprung hooks and the distance they could slide along channels in the posts. Tess then uncoiled the cables and clipped them to Silver’s nipple rings. She moved to the keypad and punched some buttons, then a green key.

				‘Continue jumping until you come!’ she commanded.

				A two-tone chime began to sound: high, low, high, low...

				Silver gave a whinny and then began to do star jumps in time with the alternating tones, throwing her arms up and down as far as her springs allowed and shifting her bare feet from the inner set of pressure pads to the outer and back again, in the process setting her fine firm breasts with their trailing wires jiggling. This of course meant that she drove the dildo deep inside her with each jump and then partly out again. Beauty could see her bare pubic mound bulging with each penetration. In seconds the dildo was glistening with Silver’s juices but she did not stop. She had a strong motivation. While she maintained the rhythm, hitting the pressure pads in turn, she would not receive an electric shock to her nipples.

				Tess stood back to admire Silver’s efforts for a moment and then she came over to the rail track smiling wickedly at Beauty. Beauty shrank back from her in alarm. Impaled and secured to the rail as she was and with her arms cuffed behind her she was quite defenceless. But to her surprise Tess simply caught the pursuing shuttle and turned it off.

				‘Stay where you are!’ snapped.

				Beauty halted facing the star jump posts and the pale body fluttering up and down between them.

				‘You see my pony going through her paces?’ she asked.

				Beauty nodded, not wishing to offend Tess by speaking.

				‘Now watch this,’ she said.

				Tess rolled up her skirt and tucked it in, baring herself from boot tops to hips. She was wearing nothing underneath it. Her pubic mound, capped by a tightly trimmed “V” of dark curls, stood out prominently. Tucked into a garter belt about her right thigh was a spanking paddle. She slid it out and moved round to stand behind Silver. As the blond girl continued jumping she began to spank her bouncing bottom. The crisp smacks of rubber on flesh filled the paddock. Silver squealed and bit her lips as she struggled to maintain her rhythm. She missed a step and jerked as she was shocked. Tess continued to beat her and Silver struggled to recover. By now she was sobbing in pain but she still kept jumping and impaling herself. Her ringed nipples were standing up like thimbles. Suddenly her eyes rolled up and she shuddered, clenching the dildo inside as her juices sprayed out about it. Beauty’s vagina clenched about her own dildo in slavish sympathy.

				Tess turned off the star jump device’s power and Silver sagged, her chest heaving, hanging loosely between the posts.

				Tess came back to over Beauty, her haunches still bared, sliding the paddle back under its garter. Her pupils were enlarged with delight and her cheeks were rosy. The shiny crinkled tongue of her inner labia was now peeping out of her cleft in arousal.

				‘Now that’s what I call obedience and devotion,’ she said. ‘And she did not learn it by me being soft with her. I also know a sore bottom will make her try harder. She only comes when I allow her and she does not waste my time speaking. That’s why she’s such a good pony. Slavegirls need to be put in their place and kept there. Most of them were criminals and dropouts anyway so they should be grateful we’ve given them a purpose in Irontown. Were you any better?’

				Beauty shook her head.

				Tess looked contemptuous. ‘I didn’t think so. That’s why Danny Stamp can’t possibly succeed with you. He has no idea of the right way to handle you...’ As if to demonstrate she took hold of Beauty’s warm breasts and squeezed and rolled them between her palms. Her face softened. Keeping a finger hooked through Beauty’s right nipple ring she reached up and stroked Beauty’s cheek. Beauty shivered but she could not pull away. ‘You really are very lovely. You’re wasted on Stamp and Sam can’t be bothered to continue your training. I could do so much with you...’ Taking hold of Beauty’s hair she bent her head and kissed her forcibly on the lips. Beauty tried not to respond but it went against her slavish instincts. She lived to please. Her lips parted and she kissed back.

				Finally Tess broke the kiss. Her cheeks were now bright pink. ‘God, you are amazing! If you were mine I’d get a two-girl trap and put you next to Silver as a contrasting pair. You’d be magnificent. Maybe after this hopeless fiasco is over Sam will sell you to me. Because it is hopeless...’

				She pulled Beauty by her hair along the track, forcing her to shuffle in reverse, until it dipped. Then she bent Beauty over backwards, forcing her supple spine to arch and bending the stiff rubber dildos inside her passages as her hips were bent as far as they allowed, until the back of her head was touching the track. Tess pulled a cord from her pocket and tied it across Beauty’s collar and under the track. Now she was bent painfully backwards with her head lower than her hips, her breasts flowing up towards her shoulders and with the tips of her rubber-hoofed feet barely touching the wooden boards of the track walkway.

				Tess’s flushed and excited face hung above her. ‘Don’t worry. We won’t be disturbed. I just want you to learn your place...’

				She unhooked her paddle again. Deliberately she rubbed the paddle blade through her own pouting cleft, leaving wet streaks across it, and then stroked it across Beauty’s shivering, half inverted breasts. ‘Lovely mammaries like these just beg to paddled,’ she said. She grinned at the fear on Beauty’s face. ‘It’s all right I won’t do any permanent damage. At least, nothing I wouldn’t do to my own pony. I just want you to know what I can do to creatures like you...’

				She swung the paddle in a forehand stroke, smacking it into the side of Beauty’s right breast. She squealed as it heaved and shivered like a chocolate jelly. A backhand swing set then her left breast trembling in sympathy. Beauty sobbed and Tess laughed. Left and right, again and again Tess belaboured Beauty’s defenceless globes, driving her ringed nipples deep into their fleshy pillows until they were stinging and simmering and throbbing.

				Suddenly, with an animal groan of desire, Tess dropped the paddle and straddled the rail and Beauty’s head. Her smooth strong thighs closed about Beauty’s cheeks as she lay across her head to tail and with desperate urgency ground her dripping pussy into Beauty’s face.

				And, despite her pain and misery, Beauty did what she had been trained to do. She slid her tongue into the sweet, hot, hungry wet slot that was being raked across her nose and mouth and gave it pleasure. Tess gasped and bucked her hips wildly, ravaging Beauty’s face. Then with a shudder she came: joyfully but also maliciously and selfishly, without concern for any feeling but her own.

				A stream of hot pee gushed out of Tess’s slot to mingle with her orgasmic juice and together they sprayed full into Beauty’s face. She sobbed and spluttered but trapped between Tess’s silky thighs she could not escape the full shameful deluge as it flooded over into her eyes and hair.

				The flow finally ceased. Tess lay across her for some moments, breathing heavily and gathering herself. Then she climbed off the rail and Beauty’s now urine-sodden face. Pulling up a handful of grass she wiped the insides of her thighs dry. She retrieved the paddle and tucked it away under it garter. Then she unhitched her skirt, let it drop and smoothed it down. Once again she appeared to be a respectable young woman, if one with unusually flushed pink cheeks and bright eyes.

				‘This is what I can do to you any time I like,’ she told Beauty. ‘And I will if you or your precious Daniel gets in my way. Tell him about this if you want. The lad saw nothing and my friends will swear I just brought Silver in here to put her on the jump machine. It’ll be your word against mine and yours counts for nothing. You count for nothing, except what we make of you. That’s the truth about Irontown. Never forget it. Now, I’ve interrupted your exercise session so I’d better make up for it...’

				She untied Beauty from the track and helped her sit upright. Trickles of urine from her sodden hair began to drip onto her smarting breasts, making them sting afresh. Tess then bent over the pursuit shuttle and adjusted its settings. Then she gave Beauty a smack on the rump. ‘It’s now set on maximum shock and high speed. You got a five second start. If anybody asks me I’ll say this is how it was set when I came in. Not my job to interfere...’

				With a sob Beauty began to run along the track, her wet breasts bouncing and the impaling shuttle jiggling and rasping inside her. With a whir of motors the pursuit shuttle set off along the rail after her. Tess laughed and went to free Silver.

				As Beauty turned a bend she snatched a glance behind her. The shuttle was closing on her rear.

				She stumbled as the track dipped before her, swaying crazily and grazing her thighs on the rails, only held upright by her plugs that twisted inside her. Before she could recover her stride the electric prong of the chasing shuttle jabbed into her rear. Beauty shrieked as the shock jolted through her. That hurt!

				She heard laughter. Tess was leading Silver out of the paddock, closing the gate behind her again. How long before anybody else came in who was not part of Tess’s alibi gang?

				While the shuttle’s capacitor recharged Beauty stumbled on. Should she call out for help? No. That would only please Tess. There was only one thing she could do.

				She ran faster.

				The sides of the rail seemed to scorch the insides of her thighs as she sprinted round the track in the strange slightly bow-legged gait it forced upon her. The dildo shuttle was vibrating crazily, making her loins churn and pussy dribble. Even in extremis she could not help getting aroused. Gasping for breath and blinking the sweat from her eyes Beauty became the pursuer. Weeks of training paid off as she began to lap the shock shuttle. But by now the entire track was slippery with her juices that were splattering about the dildo bases. She felt the pressure growing in her loins. She was going to come! Only a ponygirl could have continued like this, stimulating and degrading herself with every stride. But then that was what made them so special.

				Now the whirring shuttle was only a few feet ahead. But as she closed on it her orgasm closed on her. And it felt massive. But if she came she would lose all the ground she had made up. Would she have the strength to do it again?

				With a final desperate lunge she dipped her back, twisted her head round over the shuttle and clamped her teeth about the base of the raised shock arm. She slithered to a halt, holing the shuttle against the whine of its wheels until there was a fizz and pop as its motor burnt out.

				And then Beauty came, sprawled between the two shuttles, breasts dangling on each side of the rails, knees turned inward and thighs clenched about the dildos over which she was jerking her hips as she sprayed her juices over them. Dizzy with shock, exhaustion and orgasmic elation, she was still slumped over the track like this when Danny found her fifteen minutes later.

				* * *

				Naturally Danny seethed with anger after Beauty explained what Tess had done to her. But as he hosed her down, washing the urine from her hair, he praised Beauty first instead of giving vent to his feelings, which was very much in his nature.

				‘You actually lapped and caught the shock shuttle when it was set to top speed! That’s amazing. No girl has ever done that before. Well done!’

				Beauty felt herself swell with pride.

				Then he tried to read the deeper meaning in Tess’s actions. ‘This wasn’t simply about jealously or resentment. Tess wouldn’t have been trying to demoralise and frighten you if she didn’t think we were serious competition for a place in the cup team,’ he said. ‘And of course she also wants you for her own, but since she can’t have you she’s trying to spoil you. Well it won’t work. You’re not going to let her frighten you off, are you?’

				‘No, Master,’ Beauty promised.

				‘Good Girl! Do you want me to tell Mr Paring what she did? Club members do not interfere with each other’s ponies without permission. Despite what Tess assumed I think he’d believe you. He could certainly make things difficult for her.’

				While she had been waiting for his return Beauty had time to think about this.

				‘Whether he does believe me or not, Master, it’ll only annoy or upset other club members. I think the best way we can get back at Tess is for you to harness me up and we’ll put in our best time yet over the jumps.’

				And they did.

				* * *

				That evening Beauty finally realised what the most important difference between Tess and Sam was. Both were from wealthy backgrounds and both had probably been spoiled. But although she knew to her cost that Sam could be both thoughtless and selfish, she had never to her knowledge been actively spiteful. And before she left she had been softening her attitude towards Danny. In Beauty’s opinion that made a world of difference between them.

				Sam was in her thoughts a lot over the next few days. Despite her ease in Danny’s company and growing delight each time he rode her, both in the saddle and in bed, she found she was missing Sam. In the time that she had owned her, despite all her faults, they had formed a strong bond. Perhaps it had even been the beginning of true slave love. And yet she felt she could already trust Danny more. He was solid and reliable and she felt safe in his company, whereas with Sam there had always been that edge of uncertainty. Would it be hard to leave him when Sam returned or would old instincts reassert themselves?

				She wondered if Sam was missing her right now.

			

		

	
		
			
				CHAPTER EIGHT

				Sam cringed in horror, waiting for Wainwright to recognize her with her eyes now uncovered. The shame and embarrassment when he did so would be acute on both sides, she thought with dread.

				But there was no sign of surprise or recognition on his face. Of course he did not know her particularly well but they had been introduced at some big luncheon not so long ago, and she had seen him at several pony club meets. What was the matter with him? She was the daughter of one of the richest families in Shackleswell. Her face had been in the papers several times. Surely she could not have changed that much in a week. She’d only had her hair dyed and cut and a part number stamped on her forehead. It was still her underneath! How could he not tell she was a free woman, not a slave!

				However it seemed that at that moment a slave was what Wainwright expected to see and that was what he saw. And with her voice distorted to speak only pony she could not tell him the truth, leaving her feeling sick with rage and frustration.

				‘I don’t normally have any reason to explain anything to my ponies,’ Wainwright told her gravely. ‘I believe they only need to do what they’re told when they’re told and they’re happy enough. I treat them firmly but fairly and they seem to like it. But this is a special situation so you need to understand as much as you’re capable of doing. You’re here because I wanted an under-the-counter girl for my son Toby to use. He’s got a little experiment he wants to try. I don’t think it’ll work but I indulge him, like fathers do. But be warned it’ll be hard on you. More than a decent pony should normally have to endure, in fact. That’s why I didn’t want him to spoil one of ours. But it’ll only be for a few weeks. Afterwards, if you’re good, you go back wherever Hatchet and Shears found you. If you’re bad or if you talk about anything that happened here then you’ll regret it. It’ll be your word against ours, so nobody’ll believe you anyway. Do you understand?’

				Sam nodded dumbly. What else could she do?

				‘Right. First you’ll need a proper pony name.’ He looked her over. ‘“Topaz”’ he declared. ‘We’ll call you Topaz. You answer to that now and nothing else. And you’ll be my boy’s exclusive mount. You do what he tells you... and put up with everything else with as little protest as possible.’

				Sam shivered. What kind of scheme had Toby Wainwright got in mind?

				Would he recognize her? He must. God, she’d actually danced with him once at a formal evening dinner. He was quite good looking, although she recalled he had also been polite in a rather stiff way and somewhat condescending. Afterwards her fellow clubmates had jokingly taunted her for dancing with the enemy.

				‘Now I suppose I’d better take you to meet my boy,’ Wainwright said. He did not sound happy.

				Taking up her leash he led Sam out of the room, along a short corridor and through an outer door into a bustling ponygirl stable yard. After her week of solitary incarceration it was a shock to see so many people again.

				Except for the barn-sized green-painted steel frame and corrugated panel structure that adjoined one corner of the stable complex, it was also achingly similar to the Foundry yard. There were the rows of split stable doors with bridled ponygirls looking out over them and girls being combed and washed down. Others were being put into harness or taken out of it. The wheel spokes of hobby horse rigs flashed in the sun. Smartly dressed riders, utility-clad stable lads and bare-bottomed ponies milled about. The air rang with the jingle of harness and the clop of rubber hooves. Over it all hung the exciting, pervasive smell of pony sweat, leather, metal polish and aroused slavegirl pussies.

				For a brief fanciful moment Sam imagined she was actually back at the Foundry where she had always felt safe. Then the dreadful realisation came that she was no longer a rider but a naked slave exposed to the gaze of dozens of pairs of eyes, some belonging to people she knew slightly. She whimpered with shame, her cheeks burning, expecting to feel them leering at her intimacies and laughing and pointing, and then perhaps choking off incredulously as they saw who she was. But instead there were just a few casual glances of mild interest, nothing more. She was simply one more naked body in a yard full of bare flesh of many tints.

				Wainwright led her across the yard and into what might have been a smaller version of Cleaver’s workplace, with racks of restraints and harnesses and several pieces of slave training equipment stood about the walls. A dark-haired young man of about her age, not tall but of compact and sturdy build and dressed in jodhpurs and shirtsleeves, was bent over a workbench. A crop and cattle prod hung from his belt.

				Sam cringed and lowered her eyes, recognising him immediately.

				‘Here she is, son,’ Wainwright senior said. ‘She’s called “Topaz”’.

				Toby Wainwright turned round. His face lit up as his gaze fell on Sam. ‘Oh, they’ve delivered her already. Excellent. Can I check her over?’

				‘Go on.’

				Toby took charge of Sam, handling her firmly and subjecting her to much the same examination as his father had performed, but with younger, softer hands. He looked Sam full in the face as he inspected her mouth. Any second she expected to see realisation dawn. But it did not. Were they simply blinded by their expectations... or did she really look and feel like a true slave?

				‘She’s just right, Father,’ Toby declared at length. ‘Thanks for getting hold of her.’

				‘You know what I think about this scheme of yours, Toby. But you’ve got to find out for yourself. Just don’t be too hard with her. And explain what you’re trying to do. She deserves that much.’

				‘If you insist, Father,’ Toby agreed stiffly.

				‘And keep her muted at all times. Don’t give her any opportunity to cause trouble or accuse us of mistreating her before witnesses.’

				‘You know I’m hardly likely to give her any chance to talk, Father,’ Toby said impatiently. ‘That would ruin the experiment.’

				‘Well just see that she doesn’t,’ his father said wearily.

				Wainwright turned and walked out, leaving Sam alone with Toby. He considered her with an attitude of disdainful pity. ‘Apparently my father wants me to talk to you, Topaz. All right, I will to keep him happy. I don’t know how much you’ll understand, but he won’t be able to say I didn’t try.

				‘You’ve been brought here to be the subject of a special experiment I have in mind. I believe that any reasonably fit slavegirl can be turned into a winning ponygirl if she’s correctly motivated and conditioned. But just like a real horse a ponygirl needs to be properly broken-in. However this is not the case at present. Trainers are far too lax. A girl should be truly broken in spirit and body so she will obey her rider instantly and without a second thought. Then training becomes far simpler, since all her actions are controlled by her rider, who she is conditioned to obey absolutely. She need not think for herself at all, only respond as directed. Fear of further punishment and memories of her breaking-in will ensure she’ll run her very hardest, far beyond her normal limits of endurance.’

				Sam shivered as the full implications of his words sank in. She was going to be brutally broken-in like an animal without any compassion. He’d seemed reasonably decent when she’d danced with him. Had he been planning this experiment even then?

				‘Of course this is a departure from the guidelines for slave training that Rowland first laid down, but I believe we have to move with the times,’ Toby continued briskly. ‘Modern females are more independently minded and are less easily subjugated. Some of those we take in now ungratefully insist that they have “rights” and it can take months to teach them proper respect for their masters. I believe that your case will be a useful demonstration to a select few that there must be a change in general policy... however that does not concern you now.

				‘Anyway, for what it’s worth, you now know my plans for you.’ He gave a thin smile. ‘Of course you have no choice in the matter and what you feel about them is irrelevant. In fact I would rather you were resistant. You’ll live and breathe as a ponygirl according to my rules and be broken just the same, which will help prove my point. The only measure of success will be by result. To do this I’m going to ride you in a competition for a prize called the Lister Cup...’

				Sam swayed and almost fell over. Toby caught her by the hair. ‘What’s the matter with you, girl?’ he exclaimed angrily. ‘I thought you were fit and healthy...’

				Sam hardly heard him. She was going to be totally humiliated. This was the last straw. She could not do this... A stinging slap on the cheek brought her to her senses and she saw Toby glaring at her. It did not matter what she felt. She had no choice.

				‘I’m done with explanations. You know all you need to now. Now I’m going to turn you into a proper pony...’

				There was a frame suspended from the ceiling by a wire rope connected to a powered winch. The frame had several lighter wire ropes dangling from it. He clipped her collar to one of them like a leash, holding her in place. Then he got out a set of ponygirl accessories and harness.

				The harness itself was of white leather and comprised a cross of straps that went over her shoulders and between her breasts, connected to a broad belt. It was fitted at the shoulders and belt sides with heavy “D” rings.

				Next he fitted her feet with white rubber hooves. Sam felt her heels lifted as her feet were slid into the hooves and they were buckled on, their bracing straps with integral tether rings replacing her ankle cuffs. She swayed on them. It felt a little like wearing high heels but the spread of them gave much more stability and arch support. How did Beauty manage to move so gracefully in them?

				Toby took up a full sleeve binder which was virtually a tube of white rubber and used it to confine her arms behind her. It was more elaborate than the simple sleeves they used at the Foundry, which only covered girls’ arms from wrists to elbows. This totally enclosed the arms when they were folded together behind the back, hands and all. Broad elastic cuffs sealed the ends about her upper arms just above the elbows. He applied a hand pump to a valve on the sleeve and drew out the air within it. As it shrank about her she felt her hands squeezed flat against her forearms, as though pressing them out of sight and merging them all together into a single featureless hoop that linked her shoulders.

				‘You will forget you have arms or hands or fingers,’ he told Sam. ‘While you’re in my possession you won’t be using them. Those are things people have and you’re not a person now, you’re a ponygirl. All you need to concentrate on are your legs and using them to pull a hobby horse where I direct you.’

				Toby brought out an artificial ponytail. It was not realistic but made of a long lightly sprung tapered strip of the same white rubber that enclosed her arms that arched gracefully. Tails of any kind were seen rarely in Irontown these days, usually only on carriage ponies and then just for show. This one had a complicated plug mount of a type Sam had never seen before. He held it up to show her.

				‘You’ll wear this at all times,’ he explained. ‘You can pass your wastes around it and even take a buggering with it in place. I believe it will help make you feel more like an animal.’

				Sam shuddered.

				The root of the tail was mounted on a cushioned rubber pad which was supported by a slender rubber-coated spring steel rod that bent back on itself. It then went past the tail pad and merged with the side of a short length of stiff rubber tube, slightly tapered, an inch in diameter at its narrowest.

				From the box Toby took out a tube of lubricating jelly. ‘Spread your legs,’ he commanded. Feeling sick Sam obeyed.

				Toby pushed a blob of the jelly up her anus and then forced the tapered tube into her anus. He slid it up inside her until the tail pad was pressed against her coccyx, so that the plume of the tail hung clear of her buttocks, and the return curve of the rod pressed against the side of her anal mouth from which it now appeared to emerge. The tail remained held in place by the tension of the sprung arm inside her pushing against the inside of her rectum. As she moved the light tail bobbed and swayed and she felt its complex mounting move inside her. She shuddered.

				‘You’re already responding to its presence,’ Toby said. ‘That’s good. Do you know why girls ride hobby horses while mounted on phalluses? Because it’s like having their master’s cock inside them even when they’re running. What you can feel inside you now is a stand-in for my cock up your rear. You will learn to love it and worship it and submit to it and obey it as you would the real thing, and you will do whatever is required to please it.’

				Even in the depths of her misery Sam thought that sounded weirdly egotistical. Was Toby a little obsessed? And now she was his plaything, his guinea pig, testing his theories!

				Next he produced a specialised pony bridle. It was a clear plastic face mask that left only her eyes and nostrils uncovered and a round hole over her mouth. A split rubber bit with a “U” shaped kink in its middle pierced it from cheek to cheek. Rings hung from its ends. Beside the eye holes were thin black rubber blinkers that could be buttoned across them, turning them into blindfolds. The rim of the mask was hung with straps.

				He pulled the mask over her head and pressed it against her face. The bit slipped between her teeth and pressed down her tongue. It was only slightly malleable and gave little, so her face had to conform it its contours. He pulled the straps tight behind the back of her head, under her chin and over her crown. It pressed into her skin from forehead to chin and cheek to cheek, imprisoning her face. Her features were trapped and made immobile under a clear plastic skin, so that she could only roll her eyes about. Her forehead slave part mark showed clearly through it.

				Toby looked at her confusion with satisfaction. ‘No, you can’t move your facial muscles now. That’s the idea. I don’t want to see human expressions on you anymore and you’ll soon learn it’s pointless to try to make them. All you can do is roll your eyes like a horse. I control what happens to the rest...’

				He twisted her bit by its rings opening it up inside her mouth, the kinks in it turning up and down and forcing her teeth wide to frame the round hole in the mask. It was big enough she realised with dismay, to pass a cock through.

				The final touch was a high white rubber posture collar that he buckled about her neck over her regular collar. It had slots in its sides to allow access to the rings of the inner collar and lifted her chin high so she could not hide her face.

				Toby unfolded a full length mirror from the wall so she could see herself in it.

				‘Now you’re my animal,’ he told her, with a dangerous gleam in his eye. ‘All mine. Nobody else will ride you or have you. I’m going to break you down and then make you into a perfect ponygirl! My ponygirl.’ He slid his hand down across her belly into her pussy. ‘Every bit of you belongs to me now to do with as I choose. You exist only to work and serve and give pleasure...’ He savoured his own words as he stirred his fingers in the deep cleft of her lovemouth, dipping into the tunnel of her vagina. Sam felt sick even as her recent slave training caused her juices to flow over his hand.

				‘The response of a true slut!’ he said with amused contempt. ‘And people say slaves should have more freedoms! What else would you do with them? You exist to serve your masters...’

				He pulled down a pair of wire ropes from the frame above and clipped them to the sides of her harness belt. He bent her forward and clipped more ropes to the shoulder rings of the harness. Then he pulled her legs up off the ground, bent her knees until her pony-shod feet were pointing at the ceiling and clipped ropes to their ankle rings. Suddenly she was suspended in mid air as though hogtied, with her thighs splayed, exposing her groin, with the flap of her bobbing tail playing peek-a-boo with her pussy.

				Toby chuckled as he twisted her round, winding up the supporting cable and then letting go so that she unwound suddenly, spinning and yawing from side to side. Her dangling breasts bobbed and swung outward. For all his grand sounding theories he could still play with her like a schoolboy.

				He unhooked his cattle prod and jabbed it into her buttocks as she spun. She bucked and shrieked through her wedged open mouth and out the hole in her bridle mask, making an odd hollow sound. He jabbed the prod into her bobbing breasts and she shrieked again.

				‘This is just a taste of what you will suffer if you do not obey me absolutely,’ he told her. ‘I’m now the master of your pleasure and pain. Your pleasure will come from serving me. The pain will come when you do not do so absolutely and without hesitation. And I mean severe pain, something far worse than a spanking or a prodding. I’ve prepared something to break the will of even the most insolent and wilful slut. Here, I’ll show you...’

				From between the racks of shelves he pulled out a foam rubber mat about the size of a thin mattress and laid it out under her suspended body. Sam whimpered as she saw it upper side was covered with holly leaves; gleaming glossy green and bristling with spines, which appeared to have been glued onto the mat.

				‘I call it my bed of persuasion,’ Toby said. ‘It will be incredibly painful but it will not do your body any serious or long lasting damage. I want you to be able to run afterwards but never forget it.’ He moved round to the control box for the power hoist that supported the frame from which Sam hung.

				The cable drum spun free and with a muffled shriek Sam dropped face first into the holly bed.

				The sponge gave about her breasts, belly and hips, wrapping them in its spiny encrustation. As she sank into it only her face was protected by the bridle mask. A thousand pins seemed to jab into her flesh, stabbing into the nipples and vulva.

				Sam shrieked in pain and shock, utterly helpless to lift her body off the bed of pain, while Toby looked down on her and smiled in satisfaction as she writhed about. The thought passed through Sam’s addled mind that it would hurt slightly less if she could make herself lie still instead of driving the spines even deeper into her skin. But even that slight respite was denied her.

				Toby jabbed the cattle prod into the wet slot of her sex. It cracked and sparked deep in the folds of her vulva. Sam yipped and bucked her hips, convulsing and squirming, setting the wire ropes twanging and bouncing while gouging her flesh with the holly spines ever more deeply. The combined pain was indescribable.

				Her bladder cut loose and she peed over the prod head and the holly bed. But that did not distract Toby. He held the prod inside her and kept pressing its trigger again and again, sending wave after wave of pain tearing through her. Were her pussy lips lighting up pink as each spark shone through them, she thought wildly, as she shrilled and whinnied and neighed and sobbed as it went on and on...

				When finally Toby at last pulled the prod out of her, Sam was left dazed and twitching, sprawled on the persuasion bed half conscious, wet with cold sweat and her own urine. He activated the winch motor, lifting her off the holly bed. Some spines driven deep into her flesh pulled out of her painfully, stretching her skin in tiny cones.

				The whole front of her body was peppered with pinpricks of blood and simmered and burned, while her sex also throbbed and stung from the prod shocks, feeling as though it was crawling with biting ants. Toby slid the bed aside and then grasped her by the hair and forced her to look him in the eye.

				‘Now, would you rather have more of that or my cock inside you?’ Toby asked.

				Through her own tear-blurred eyes Sam saw in his face no compassion for her feelings, only a driving ambition. Trembling and snivelling wretchedly, Sam nodded wiggled her hindquarters in desperate unwilling invitation. Of course she would rather have him inside her thousand times over rather than lie on the bed again. She had no choice and no pride left. Now it was a matter of survival.

				He moved behind her, stepping between her splayed thighs. She felt his stiff cockhead slid into her tingling vagina. Miserably she clamped her sheath about it in false welcome. Taking hold of her hips he began to pump into her with sharp, brutal thrusts.

				‘You will learn to respect my cock above everything else,’ he told her as he reamed her out. ‘When you are harnessed to my rig you will be impaled on rubber dildos moulded from my own manhood. When we ride for the Lister Cup I will be inside you all the time.’

				Oh God he was totally obsessed, Sam thought wretchedly.

				With a final jerk Toby came inside her. Sam felt nothing. Even Hatchet and Shears had moved her more than this.

				He pulled out of her and moved back round to her head where he thrust his soiled shaft through the hole in her bridle mask into her mouth for her to clean off as best she could. As she did so his sperm began to drip from her cleft onto the floor.

				‘Remember the taste of my seed,’ he commanded. ‘That is the taste of your master’s essence. You will come to love it more than anything else.’

				Sam tried not to be sick.

				The briefest flicker of a smile crossed his face when he finally pulled his cleaned member out of her mouth and buttoned up. He freed her legs, allowing her to swing upright, and with an antiseptic wipe cleaned the smears of blood from her breasts and belly. Sam looked down at herself, fearful she had been badly cut, but all there was to show for all that pain was red blotchy skin and a few minor pinpricks and scratches. Yet it had felt so terrible. Her relief was tempered with the knowledge that he could do it to her again any time he chose.

				‘Now I’m going to begin your pony training in the exercise shed,’ he said.

				Uncoupling Sam completely from the ceiling ropes he set her on her feet and led her out of the harness shop. His sperm was still dribbling out of her while her stinging breasts bobbed as she tottered after him, trying to get used to the feel of her new hooves. Toby took her across the yard to a side door of the big green shed.

				The shed had several clear skylight panels let into its roof to provide illumination. It was divided by tall partitions into a series of compartments of different sizes. Through those doors that were open Sam glimpsed an array of exercise and restraint devices. It was like the exercise paddock at the Foundry but totally enclosed.

				‘Our members are encouraged to personally discipline their ponies,’ Toby said. ‘That sometimes requires specialised equipment and a degree of privacy.’

				This was not how they did things at the Foundry, Sam thought. Who draws the line between discipline and outright cruelty? If she ever got out of this she would make sure this place was thoroughly inspected.

				They came to a large compartment containing a four-armed rotary exerciser that was heavier either than the one they had at the Foundry, or that Hatchet and Shears had used on her. This was because on the ends of its arms were not simple collar clips but heavy wooden yokes, braced by cables from the top of the centre post.

				‘We like our ponies to be well loaded,’ Toby said.

				He positioned Sam under one of the wooden yokes. Two of them were long beams with holes for wrists as well as the neck and two were rectangular slabs with neck holes alone. It was one of these that he closed about Sam’s neck. Its underside was padded with foam rubber. Toby slackened its bracing wire and the weight of it descended up her shoulders. She felt herself sag under it. She could never carry this! Except that she had no choice.

				The yoke block had a pair of hooks on coil springs bolted to its lower edge. Toby hooked them to her nipple rings. The tension stretched them painfully upward, curling about the bottom of the yoke block.

				There was a metal-banded rubber dildo on the end of a long loop of coiled electrical cable hung on the supporting arm. Sam shuddered as she guessed it purpose. Toby uncoiled the cable and slid the dildo up into her rectum so it rested beside the tail mount rod, doubly stuffing her. It also had spring hooks set on its base. Toby slipped these between her legs and hooked them to her labial rings, holding the dildo in place so she could not expel it.

				‘You will run at the pace I set for as long as I choose,’ he told her. ‘While you are here all training procedures are to be carried out until you drop, or I choose to end them. That is how you will learn to give your all.’

				The control box for the device was mounted by the door of the compartment. He set the dials and Sam whinnied as she felt a stabbing jolt of pain up her rear. Fearfully she began to trot forward, turning the exerciser frame with her. The yoke block jolted against her chest and shoulders, tugging on her nipples. How long could she possibly keep up this pace?

				‘I’ll be back to see how you’re getting on later,’ Toby told her sternly. He tapped the control box. ‘This keeps a record of how many turns you do. If it’s not enough I’ll put you on the bed again. By the way, the shocks get more intense each time.’

				He walked off, leaving her trotting round and round with her plugged backside and yoked nipples.

				Sam had to struggle to stop herself from crying in rage and frustration. It was so unfair! She had no goal to aim for; no way of knowing if she had done enough to please her master. But then that was the idea.

				Soon she was lathered in sweat and the yoke felt more like lead than wood, but she dare not slow down. Fear of the terrible holly bed drove her on. But no ponygirl ever had to bear such a load. Rigs were balanced so that she only had to pull. She was probably exercising the wrong set of muscles. It was all mad.

				Round and round she went. The endless procession of the joints in the boards that made up the partition walls became hypnotic. How long had she been on this hellish merry-go-round?

				Her legs felt as though they were on fire and her knees were buckling with each stumbling step. She was scraping the ground with her hoof tips instead of lifting them cleanly. She stumbled and received an agonising jolt up the rear before she could find her pace again.

				Her mind began to wander. Please come back and free me, Master, she found herself thinking. I’m sorry I thought those bad thoughts about you. I just want to please you. But please tell me I can stop!

				Then the ground came up and hit her as she collapsed into the dirt, the rotary arm hinging against its tension springs. The weight of the yoke pinned her down. She did not have the strength to rise. The dildo was stabbing electric knives up her backside again and again but she was past caring. It was over and all she wanted to do was sleep...

				* * *

				Sam was woken by a bucket of cold water being thrown over her face. The yoke and the dildo had been removed. Toby was standing over her. Even as she coughed and spluttered he took hold of the front of her harness and hauled her to her feet. Her legs felt like rubber and she could hardly stand.

				‘That was adequate for your first session,’ he said. ‘But tomorrow you’ll do better.’

				The terrible thing was she felt a brief surge of pathetic gratitude towards him for ending her torture. Such power he now had over her.

				He led her out of the shed to the yard. To her surprise the sun was low in the sky. How long had she been on the machine or unconscious?

				Toby halted her in front of a stable door that bore her pony name: TOPAZ. A tight-lipped lad was waiting for them who nodded to Toby gravely.

				‘This is Luke,’ Toby said. ‘He’ll be your groom. He has strict instructions on how to look after you. When you’re not being exercised or being ridden out in the paddocks you’ll be kept in your stall. You’re not a house pet. You’ll sleep like a pony because that’s what you are...’

				Toby handed Sam over to Luke and walked off.

				Without a word Luke led her inside the stall.

				It was about five feet wide and eight deep, and was fitted with an elaborate set of straps hanging from a frame fitted to the ceiling which was connected via pulleys to a wire rope windlass bolted to one wall. On the wall opposite was bolted and plumbed in a complex folded double hose and pump device. There was a second smaller hose, bottle and hopper-like device mounted on the wall above it. There was also a rack for cloths, comb, soap, towel, toothbrush and a bucket.

				Luke stood Sam under the ceiling frame and clipped the straps to a hook on the top of her bridle, her shoulder and belt rings and her ankle rings. A pair of straps with padded sections he also passed under her arms and about her upper thighs. Taking up a spreader bar that had been leaning against the wall he pulled her feet apart and clipped it to her ankle rings. The bar had a short chain fitted to its middle. A snaphook on the end of this clipped to a ringbolt recessed in the floor. Then Luke cranked the windlass. The frame rose, lifting Sam off her feet. He locked it off with her rubber-hoofed feet dangling a few inches above the floor.

				He then proceeded to flush her out, wash her down, towel and comb her. It was all done with great care and in total silence. That was unnatural. Grooms always talked to their ponies as they tended them. No doubt it was on Toby’s instructions. He wanted her to hear no other voice of authority but his own. But it was also stupid. He wanted her total unquestioning devotion and obedience to make her his personal ponyslave, and yet he could not be bothered to groom her himself. Maybe he didn’t want to get his soft hands dirty.

				When she was clean Luke plugged Sam into the devices fitted to the walls of her stall.

				The upper hose went into her mouth through the hole in her mask, clipping onto her cheek rings. The hopper that fed the tube was filled with slave rations, the compressed balls of which were small enough roll down the tube to her mouth. A thinner tube was wound about this which fed her water from a bottle next to the hopper when she sucked on it. Together they formed the modern equivalent of a horse’s nose bag.

				The lower set of tubes was fitted to her groin. The nozzle of the larger rear tube went into her anus while the other tube ended on a transparent cupped funnel that enclosed her vulva.

				It was an ingenious system. Now while upright she could eat, drink, pee and excrete, all without making a mess or using her hands.

				Again without speaking Luke left the stall, shutting the lower half of the door and leaving Sam swaying in her harness utterly helpless looking out over it across the stable yard. The pale faces of other bridled and harness-hung ponygirls stared mutely back at her.

				Although it was totally degrading, physically she was not uncomfortable. The web of straps that supported her distributed her weight evenly amongst them. The stall was heated and all her bodily needs were taken care of. It took an effort of will to do so with people moving about just outside her door, but she made herself pee into the cup over her pubes and then force her solid wastes into her anal relief tube. Some kind of sensor system in the tube heads activated a pump to suck the wastes away and spray her orifices with a cleansing flush of clean water. She would probably even be able to sleep like this. Her underlying exhaustion would ensure that. But she would do so upright like a pony, which was exactly as her new master desired.

				It grew dark and lights came on around the yard. Luke came round shutting the top halves of the stable doors. Before he did Sam’s he pulled the flaps of her blinkers across her eyes and blindfolded her. Then she heard the door slam shut and the bolts slide across.

				Alone in the darkness Sam whimpered and then began to cry.

				She did not know how long she sobbed, but like all things it ran its course leaving her feeling drained but a little better. At least nobody had seen her break down.

				Now she could feel the desperate need for sleep creeping over her. She was not fighting it; indeed she welcomed its embrace. But it was held at bay by her tumbling thoughts.

				This was to be the pattern of her life from now until the cup competition. At least there was that cutting-off point: something to hope for. Once Toby had concluded his insane experiment his Father wanted to get rid of her. Incredibly, by comparison with Toby, the thought of returning to Hatchet and Shears did not seem so terrible. But until then she would have to survive one day at a time.

				Of course she prayed for escape or release, but it might no longer be safe for her to be recognized for who she really was, not after the terrible things Toby Wainwright had done to her. Not only would it be incredibly embarrassing and impossible to rectify, there were the possibly criminal consequences if any of it ever became public knowledge. Perhaps, in such circumstances, they would not dare let her go for fear of the trouble she could cause them.

				Toby Wainwright was abusing her as part of a deliberate, calculated experiment. As Cleaver and her father would both say, he had broken that unspoken pact between slave and slave master. It was far worse than her neglect of Beauty, although exactly how illegal it was, by Irontown standards, Sam was not sure. She suspected Wainwright senior understood the possible consequences but Toby was too brash and self-assured to care. Perhaps his father was letting him have his way to teach him a lesson while he still had some influence and control over him and so avoid him doing something far worse in the future. That might perhaps be excusable... except she would still be the one who suffered.

				At some point there would be a reckoning, she promised herself that.

				Meanwhile she must push Sam Fillister away into a corner of her mind where she could hide. Her name was Topaz and she was a ponygirl and her purpose was to endure whatever misery was inflicted upon her. She would try her hardest to be a good pony and please Toby because she was too terrified not to. But she knew she was dammed either way. If she failed to win a place in the club team Toby would punish her further. Yet if she did win a place it would mean competing in the arena in Rowland Park before her clubmates as a naked ponygirl. And should they recognise her then it would be the worst day of her life.

			

		

	
		
			
				CHAPTER NINE

				Paring stood before the assembled Foundry club members and their ponies, who were gathered in an eager press in the stable yard.

				‘I’ve selected the following pony and rider teams to represent the Club in the Lister Cup Competition,’ he announced. ‘Mike Bar and Aspen. Tessa Harrow and Silver. Guy Wiresmith and Nutmeg... and Danny Stamp and Beauty.’

				Beauty felt both a huge swell of pride and nervous apprehension while Danny grinned and patted her. ‘We made it!’ he said.

				The round of applause following the announcement was marred by some angry mutters and shaking of heads, mainly from those clustered about Tess Harrow. Their glances at Danny and Beauty clearly showed where the cause of their disgruntlement lay.

				‘These are the four teams who have consistently shown the best results in the practice sessions,’ Paring went on, glaring at the detractors. ‘I hope you will all do your best to support them now they begin full-time training for the Cup.’

				‘You heard that?’ Danny said to Beauty. ‘Now we’ve got to get serious.’

				* * *

				At the beginning Sam had no idea who else was in the Wainwright team. Knowing how long they had until the event and when the decision had to be made, she presumed Wainwright senior had made his choice and she and Toby were on it, since he would have made it abundantly clear if it was otherwise. Of course he did not tell her and her master did not deem it necessary that she should know or fraternise with the other ponies and riders, beyond practising for the only group event in the competition, which was a relay and required close cooperation between all team members. It was only then, from what she overheard, that she found out the ponies were called Fawn, Cherry and Sirocco.

				On occasions during those joint sessions, when Toby was driving her hard with plenty of whip, she caught them giving her looks of commiseration. She even got a few sympathetic looks from Luke, although he still never spoke a word to her. Still it was more sympathy or good will than her master got. Being the boss’s son in any organisation was always an awkward position, but Toby did not help himself with his abrasive manner. He seemed to have formed passing friendships with a few of the other club riders, but he was short and strict with the staff which won him no respect from them at all. She gradually realised he was as isolated and alone as he had made her.

				The simple truth was that Toby now dominated all her waking moments and what he required of her was that she mindlessly obeyed him. And out of fear and a terror that was, she supposed, similar to a desperate kind of warped love, she tried her best.

				She was getting used to being harnessed to a rig as she had once harnessed Beauty, doubly impaled on those rubber moulds of Toby’s erect shaft while following his directions transmitted through her mouth and nipples. Toby rode her round the practice courses and over the jumps and she obeyed his every whim, straining her utmost to pull him fast and true.

				To her shame she found she was soon dribbling and frothing about her groin just as profusely as Beauty had ever done. Her double impalement, the vibrations transmitted through the rig frame and the dark thrill of being exposed harnessed and naked could not be denied. After a few days she did not try to fight it. She had thought only slavegirls responded so blatantly because it was their nature, but it seemed the well-bred daughters of respectable families could do so as well.

				Toby took it as a sign of her helpless delight at his mastery of her. He did not understand that it actually meant she got more pleasure by having two rubber versions of his cock churning and shivering inside her than she did the real thing, which he mechanically rammed into her on a daily basis to “maintain and strengthen your slavish sense of respect for my mastery of you”, as he put it.

				After a few days he was exalting in his control over her which he had established so swiftly, proving as he thought that his strict methods were working. He put her through her paces before his father in one of the paddocks.

				‘Yes, she moves well for a novice pony, Son,’ he agreed. ‘But that doesn’t mean she’ll be a winner.’

				In fact Sam knew she was using her own skill at ponygirl riding to aid her performance as a pony. It was probably a unique situation for a free Irontown woman to have experienced both being in the saddle and ridden. Although he was controlling her she was anticipating his commands by a fraction of a second. It was enough to give her an edge and the only way she would ever come close to performing as well as her master desired. By now she had decided that any reasonably fit woman could be turned into an adequate pony given enough strength and deportment training, but true champions were born. And she knew she was not one of them. Her master’s expectations were impossible to achieve in the time they had. But he would never admit it.

				* * *

				Beauty turned so sharply within the semi-circle of poles so that the rig went over onto one wheel and Danny had to lean over almost horizontally to keep them from toppling over. As Beauty completed the turn he straightened up and the rig dropped back onto two wheels. She felt her nipples pinched tight in the command for maximum speed and she galloped out of the ring again.

				The jumps course was the ultimate test for pony and rider and they practiced that each day, but the other events had their own special requirements and techniques which they both had to master. And so they also wove their way between rows of wide-spaced poles with Danny waving a paddle from side to side swiping each in turn. They hauled a bamboo “A” frame loaded with sandbags up and down the field. And Danny used a broom handle modified into a short lance to skewer the halves of coconut shells filled with clay which rested on their sides supported by small rubber rings. These were set upon a staggered row of half a dozen trays laid out about the field at wide intervals, which Beauty had to gallop past in a specific order.

				They both ended each day tired, although Beauty’s exhaustion was obviously physically far greater. But she didn’t mind because what followed was almost better than riding together.

				She was secured in a stall with her arms outstretched and slack chains linking her cuffs to wall rings. Another slack chain from the ceiling was clipped to her collar. While she was thus lightly restrained, Danny personally washed her over and rubbed her down, then shampooed and combed her hair and put cream on any places her harness had chaffed.

				Beauty felt at perfect ease with him, but knowing how busy he was her conscience prompted her to speak up. Checking they could not be overheard, she said: ‘I could do this myself if you wish, Master, to save you time. Or we could wait until we get home. Nobody else needs to know.’

				‘I don’t want to take a sweaty girl with me on the underground,’ Danny said with a grin. ‘Anyway, I like taking care of you.’ He cupped and squeezed and rolled her glossy breasts together. ‘And it gives me another excuse to play with these.’

				Beauty felt her heart swell in delight. ‘And I like you taking care of me as well, Master,’ she admitted.

				When he was done she bent over as far as her collar chain and tethered arms permitted and spread her legs, offering her pouting brown cleft to him, still excited by its hours spent plugged by a racing dildo. He grinned and took hold of her hips and accepted her gift. Ponygirl and rider merged into one and all was as it should be.

				* * *

				‘You have to let her exercise her arms each day or she’ll lose the use of them,’ Wainwright senior told Toby bluntly.

				They were talking about her over her head again, as though she did not exist as a person merely a dumb animal, which was more or less true from their viewpoint. She had become used to it. Vaguely, in another life, she felt a faint pang of concern that she might have done the same thing. But it was getting hard to think of herself ever having been anything but what she was now.

				‘But having her arms bound makes her behave more like a pony,’ Toby protested.

				‘She still needs strength in her shoulders to pull a rig properly and you’re going to lose that if she can’t exercise them,’ his father countered. ‘Remember she’ll have to go when this is over. They won’t take her back if she’s crippled. And that’s what she’ll be soon if you don’t let her exercise her arms!’

				In truth after the aches in her shoulders and elbows of the first few days had faded, Sam had almost forgotten she had arms. They played no part in anything she did.

				Luke took off her hooves to wash her feet once a day but it seemed he had been told to leave her arms bound.

				Reluctantly Toby released the air valve and pulled off the binder, freeing her arms. Sam could hardly straighten them out to bring them back round in front of her and whimpered as she forced her muscles and joints to stretch and bend. She was horrified to see how pale and dead her arms looked. Clenching her fists was sweet agony.

				The shock briefly rekindled that buried part of her that loathed her master. It would not last long, slinking away again in fear and hopelessness, but she savoured it while it was there.

				Wainwright examined her arms. ‘Half an hour morning and night on the walker,’ he declared. ‘No arguing, Toby.’

				‘Yes, Father,’ Toby said grumpily.

				And so for an hour a day Sam got to use her arms.

				The walker was another device kept in the exercise shed. It resembled a standard power-walker exercise machine but it had cuffs and chains on its footrests and handlebars to keep a girl in place on it. An angled bar had also been added extending forward from the rear of the machine between her legs. It had twin dildos on its end that plugged into her groin, clipping onto to her labial rings. They were wired to the speed monitor and shocked her if she did not maintain her pace. A powered stocks bar had been clamped about her breasts and hooked to her harness, with hobby horse style wire nooses connected to the T-bar rings in her nipples.

				The machine had been set to demand changes of pace from her when she had to stride frantically or else she would be shocked. She was being indoctrinated to associate the pinching of her nipples with making maximum effort. Soon she was dripping with sweat and dreading the next demand for a gallop, even as her pussy told her the next time she would orgasm

				But at least while she was on it she could use her arms and shoulders properly.

				She worked them as hard as she could in her time on the machine, clenching and unclenching her hands as she pumped away to keep her fingers supple. The frightening thing was that she had not realised how serious it could have been. With all her needs taken care of and the weight of her other concerns, she had not missed using them that much. Now she understood how precious the simple ability to touch and pick something up was.

				As she pumped away she consoled herself with the thought that, in that distant time when she had been a slave mistress, at least she had never bound Beauty’s arms so tightly for so long. Although would she have complained if she had? After she had muted her how often did she have the chance? But surely she would have known if Beauty had been in any discomfort. Wouldn’t she?

				* * *

				‘If you want I could come with you to the stables and train some more, Master,’ Beauty said. ‘I don’t mind giving up my day off.’

				It was morning and she was kneeling on the rug in his bedroom while he dressed.

				‘No, you enjoy your day off as usual,’ Danny said. ‘You’ve been working so hard you deserve it. Anyway you mustn’t get stale. You need the rest. And you do want to see your chain sisters again, don’t you?’

				‘Of course, Master. Thank you.’

				‘You could walk with me to the station, if you want.’

				Beauty almost felt shocked by the suggestion. ‘You mean not on a leash? Dressed... like I was a free woman?’

				‘Today you are free. That’s the law.’

				Of course he was right and there was nothing wrong in them both walking out together. It simply felt daring and delightfully naughty.

				She took a deep breath. ‘I’d love to, Master.

				Half an hour later Beauty was walking by Danny’s side, she now modestly dressed in ankle boots and coat, as they made their way to the station. It was a strange sensation being out without a leash and wearing clothes, although of course she wore nothing under her coat and her cuffs and collar were only concealed, so their presence still comforted and reassured her.

				Blushing, she sat next to Danny in the carriage, as off duty slaves were permitted, instead of impaled in the slave truck. They parted company when he changed trains for the Furnace Green line and she went on happily to her rendezvous with her chain sisters, where she would tell them about her progress in training and her kind and considerate master.

				* * *

				‘You’ve got to give her a break, Son,’ Wainwright senior suggested. ‘You’ve been training her so hard she needs a rest. Even for a few hours.’

				They were in the shed watching Sam working on the weight machine.

				A frame supporting adjustable iron weight plates and a pulley system from a training gym were bolted to the wall. In front of it a slatted track had been laid across the floor. Sam’s harness had been hooked to wire cables running back to the pulley array. Leaning forwards with her thighs and buttocks bunching she strained to walk the length of the track to the far wall, and then step back down again.

				She had to keep pulling the weights because her nipple rings were linked via thinner wires to a smaller powered pulley system mounted on the wall at the other end of the track. As it reeled her in, stretching her nipples, she was getting used to mindlessly hauling on her weighted tethers to save herself the pain.

				Toby laughed mirthlessly. ‘You mean give her a day off like a regular slavegirl? Let her go wandering about the town indulging herself with all the rest?’

				‘Of course not,’ his father said irritably. ‘But she needs something.’

				Just then Sam collapsed onto her knees swaying and sobbing as her nipples were slowly drawn out into fleshy brown cones. She could not go another step. For once Toby accepted she had done enough and freed her from the machine. As he fed her water he patted her lank hair clumsily. ‘You don’t want to be away from me, do you, Topaz? You don’t need days off when all you want to do is be my perfect pony.’

				She shook her head. How could she not want to please her master twenty-four hours a day? Or was that what she did not want? She was getting confused.

				‘At least take her for a walk away from the shed and stables for an hour without her hooves and mask on. It will still be exercise. You can throw a ball for her to fetch or something. That will still count as obedience conditioning.’

				Toby sighed. ‘Very well, Father.’

				And so he took her for a walk in the lower field barefoot and maskless, although she was of course still harnessed, bridled and muted. The field had been left to meadow grass and wild flowers. He threw a stick and had her run after it like a dog and bring it back to him in her mouth. She was clumsy picking it up at first. Her mouth had not been exercised this way for a long time either.

				This is my day out, Sam thought in despair. And the terrible thing is I’m almost enjoying it.

				Toby saw tears in her eyes as she presented the stick to him for the tenth time and misunderstood. ‘There, you see, I was right. You do just want obey me, don’t you, Topaz?’

				Dumbly she nodded her head, pleased that she did not have to give voice to the lie.

				Then she felt a sudden conditioned pang of guilt at the thought. She would never lie to her master, which meant that it was the truth. Wasn’t it? He had so dominated her every waking moment for the past few weeks that it was getting hard to recall her former life. Perhaps that was the fantasy and she really was a ponygirl called Topaz enjoying herself serving her absolute master.

			

		

	
		
			
				CHAPTER TEN

				Beauty woke in Danny’s arms feeling wet and excited. Today was Lister Cup day!

				Danny opened his eyes and smiled at her sleepily. ‘Ready?’ he asked.

				‘Yes, Master. I’ll try my very best for you, Master.’

				‘I know you will, but you must also enjoy yourself,’ he said. ‘After all you’ll be doing all the hard work.’

				She twisted round under him, opening her legs wide.

				‘Give me a morning ride first, Master...’ she pleaded.

				He mounted and rode her, grinning with delight as she gave herself to him.

				This was going to be a wonderful day, Beauty thought. She just wished Sam could have been there to share it with her.

				* * *

				Sam awoke to the sound of her stall door being thrown back, letting in the light which filtered about the edges of her blinker blindfold. But today it was not Luke but Toby who was rousing her personally. But then today was a special day: the day she had been dreading.

				‘Wake up, Topaz,’ he said, striding into the box and walking round her trussed and suspended body. He undid her blinkers so she could squint blearily into his face and then flicked his crop across her still sleepy nipples, making them spring up into painful erectness and sending a warning jolt of pain through her.

				‘This afternoon I’ll ride you in the Lister Cup. You’ll obey my every command as you have been taught and we will win. Do you understand?’

				Yes, Sam nodded desperately. She would run her heart out for him. He was her master and she was his ponyslave. She would do anything for him. At the same time a tiny, unbowed bit of her knew that she hated and despised him.

				* * *

				Vehicle access and parking spaces for pony boxes had been set aside for the competitors next to the Rowland Park arena, so when they arrived early that afternoon they were able to drive right up to the side entrance. Beauty trembled with excitement as Danny led her out of the box, past bustling officials and through the big doors leading to the competitor’s area under the stands.

				This was a long room under the curving rake of the seats above. A short tunnel led from it through to a screened waiting area that opened onto the floor of the arena. The Foundry ponies and the team from Mason’s were housed to the left of the tunnel entrance while Wainwright’s were housed to the right.

				Within the space assigned to them each pony had her own stall for harnessing and last minute grooming, supported by a team of lads from their stables, overseen by Mr Paring. Beauty and the three other ponies were preened and fussed over while their riders conferred, although it was noticeable that Tess Harrow was minimally civil to Danny.

				Beauty glanced at Silver who was in the stall next to her. She looked so strong and beautiful, but what did she think of Tess as her owner and rider? She always seemed so inscrutable and with her being muted Beauty had never heard her speak. Was she happy? Perhaps Tess was kinder to her in private than she was in public. Beauty hoped so. It would be terrible to be owned by somebody you did not love.

				* * *

				Clad now in standard competition race harness and arm binder, Sam flexed her unconfined fingers in delight.

				She almost welcomed the pony muzzle as it went over her nose and mouth and was clipped to her standard racing bridle. The terrible confining full-face mask had also been removed leaving her able to move her cheeks and brows. Now her face was only superficially half covered with the flaps of her blinkers shielding her features even further. Even members of the Foundry team who knew her well would not recognise her now, or so she hoped. There was a chance that her family would be in the audience, but they would be even further away. She tried not to imagine the agony and heartache she would feel if she saw them, even though perversely it was what she longed for.

				Beneath the shell of fear and blind obedience Toby had moulded about her Sam ached every moment to be free, but not in the middle of the most public event in Irontown. The shame and embarrassment would be too much to bear. She would just get through this and then hope Wainwright senior would keep his word and return her to Hatchet and Shears. At some point she must find an opportunity to speak or write to tell them who she was. She knew her father would pay any ransom for her. All she wanted to do was go home and be safe again.

				Then her indoctrination resurged and she found that thought shocked her. How could she ever want to be free of her total master? Her mind spun as she tried to reconcile the two desires. She must keep that free part of her subdued. This was a time for blind obedience. Her duty was to go out there and win as she had been trained to do. She had no other function or purpose in life.

				Oh God. If she did win would they take her muzzle off for the cup presentation?

				Before she could torment herself further an official called them out for the opening parade of the competing teams.

				She saw Wainwright senior shake the hands of the team and wish them luck. His eyes flickered uncertainly at her as he shook his own son’s hand last.

				‘Don’t be too disappointed if this does not work as you planned, Toby,’ he said.

				‘Nonsense, Father,’ Toby replied blithely, ‘she’s been perfectly prepared and she’s absolutely obedient. She can’t fail.’

				The team mounted up and rode their ponies into the tunnel leading to the arena. They were at the tail of the queue of ponies and rigs. With her limited field of vision Sam could just make out the colours of the Foundry team at the front. She wondered who was in it.

				They could hear a voice booming out of the arena public address system ahead of them. ‘Good afternoon, Ladies and Gentlemen, to this the eighty-fourth Lister Cup Competition. My name is Roderick Spinner. I am the President of the Ponygirl Equestrian Association of Shackleswell and I will be your commentator for today’s events. But first I have great pleasure in introducing our guest of honour today, who will also be presenting the cup. Please welcome Mayor Goldsmith...’

				There was a burst of applause.

				‘The Lister Cup will be awarded to the club with the highest points total. There will also be an individual award of a set of silver slave rings to the best individual pony. And now without further delay, let’s meet the teams!’

				The line began to shuffle forward.

				‘Please welcome the team from the Foundry Stables...’

				The cheers of the crowd echoed down the tunnel and they shuffled forward again.

				‘And next the team from Mason’s Riding Academy...’

				More cheering and they edged into the mouth of the tunnel. Sam’s stomach knotted. She was about to be seen naked and bound like a ponygirl in front of thousands of people. How did ponies manage this? She wanted to be sick but she was too afraid of her Master’s wrath. She told herself that she had no choice. She had to do this...

				‘And finally the team representing Wainwright’s Pony Club...’

				They trotted out into the sunlight, through the screened waiting area and onto the arena. She glimpsed a sea of faces all around as enthusiastic applause enveloped her. She thought back to that time in the park when she had ridden Beauty past the arena and she asked if she wanted to appear here. How long ago was that: weeks, months... a subjective lifetime? How could she have come to this perverted state of affairs? Suddenly she was aware of the many pairs of eyes on her, ogling her tits and bare bum and plugged pussy. No, they were looking at a ponygirl called Topaz. She did not exist. She must let her pony alter-ego do this.

				The other club teams were doing a slow circuit of the arena. There was Mayor Goldsmith and his wife in the VIP seats. She glimpsed Spinner up in his little commentary box talking into his microphone and heard his words boom out of the speakers. He was naming the ponies and their riders.

				‘... and next is Silver, owned and ridden by Tessa Harrow...’

				Hell! Tess made the team! She must never ever know she was here like this.

				‘... and last is Beauty, owned by Samantha Fillister and ridden by Danny Stamp...’

				Sam stumbled and Toby had to jerk her head round to keep her straight.

				Danny was riding Beauty! How? Why? Oh God. What if they recognised her?

				But there was no escape from the competition. She was Toby’s pony and she must serve him. That was her only purpose. Perhaps it was all part of her penance. Penance? Was that really why she shied from thoughts of escape? Deep down did she believe she deserved this ordeal?

				When all the teams had been introduced they lined up behind the starting line. Toby leaned forward and said in Sam’s ear: ‘You will win or you will suffer.’

				Yes, she believed she would.

				* * *

				At the other end of the line Danny stroked Beauty and said: ‘Relax. Don’t worry about the scores or who’s ahead. Don’t listen and I won’t tell you. Just you concentrate on each event as it comes and do your best. That’s all that matters.’

				Beauty felt her nerves settling a little, although it did not diminish the pulse in her rock hard nipples or the slipperiness of her pussy. It was desperately exciting to be the focus of so many eyes. She hoped she would not let Danny down.

				‘The first event is the team drag relay,’ the PA announced. ‘It’s after the hunt and the prey has been bagged, but who can get it back to their hunting box first? Each rider must go round the pole at the far end of the arena, bring the frame back and had it over to the next in line. The first team to complete all four runs wins.’

				At the far end of the arena three posts had been set up in a line, one in front of each team. Meanwhile three light bamboo “A” frames with naked slave girls bound to them with their legs spread to the sides and wrists tied together above their heads had been brought out by competition staff and set down by each team. The girls all wore weight belts to bring them up to the same weight.

				The teams got ready in running order. Mike Bar on Aspen was first with Tess on Silver second. Beauty was third and Guy Wiresmith was last. Guy and Danny dismounted and lifted the head of the frame up behind Aspen’s rig and hooked the ring on its top end over the hook bolted to the back of the saddle. The frames now extended behind the rigs like trailers, resting on the projecting tips of their long splayed sides.

				Guy and Danny stood back ready for the first changeover. This was what they had all been practising for during the past weeks. Like motor sport pit stops, speed was essential, but instead of a pit crew, a ponygirl team were expected to do it for themselves. The first riders in each team took their places behind the starting line, dragging the burdens of their captive frames behind them. The buzz of excited conversation on the arena faded into a tense silence.

				The starter took up position on the line and raised his pistol. ‘Ready... set... go!’

				With sprays of sand from their hoofs they set off up the arena, the frames and their slave prizes bouncing along behind the rigs, setting the bound girls’ breasts jiggling and heaving. Round the end poles they went, cutting the turns as close as they could without tangling the trailing frames in them, and then they raced back. As soon as Mike and Aspen crossed the start line Guy and Danny unhitched the frame, dragged it round and hooked it up to Tess’s saddle. She and Silver then set off up the course. Meanwhile Mike dismounted and stood ready with Guy while Danny mounted Beauty and took his place at the line.

				Silver raced back ahead of the Mason’s pony but a little behind the Wainwright’s team. As she crossed the line the captive girl was unhitched from her and hooked up to Beauty’s rig. With a flick from Danny’s whip Beauty set off, straining to build up speed against the drag of the frame. The next Wainwright mount had started off ahead of them. Under the top layer of sand the arena was hard packed earth and she tried to dig her hooves into that for maximum traction. Around the pole they went and headed back. As they went Beauty drew level with the Wainwright pony and then edged slightly ahead.

				They made a good last change and Guy and Nutmeg set off in the lead. Panting, Beauty watched them round the pole just ahead of the field and then race frantically back going hell for leather for the line.

				To the roar of a cheering crowd the Foundry team won by a breast from Wainwright’s.

				Danny patted Beauty’s cheek and gave her breasts a reassuring squeeze. ‘That was a good run, girl. I think you won it for us.’

				Behind her she heard Tess snort derisively.

				‘The remaining events will be run on an individual basis,’ Spinner announced over the PA, ‘with points counting towards both the team and individual prizes.’

				The teams retired to the long room while their first riders remained in the waiting area to be called.

				Take each race as it comes, Beauty thought. Let Danny guide her. Don’t worry about anything else...

				* * *

				Sam galloped across the start line and the timing bell rang. Ahead the arena had been marked out with a dozen blindfolded slave girls strapped rigidly to posts which were balanced on very small bases. They were arranged in the shape of a keyhole with the open base end, a hundred feet from the start line, facing her. With Toby whipping her on Sam plunged into the tapering mouth of the keyhole, which tapered then expanded into the bulb of the key which was twenty feet across. In this they swung round in the sharpest turn they could manage, spraying sand over the curving wall of flesh around them but not touching the precariously balanced bodies. Then they tore back out again and galloped for the finish line.

				Sam was panting, her chest heaving. Had that been a good time? She had run her best and she had not knocked any of the girl posts over. If only her master would give her a pat on the breasts and say well done. That would be something. But no pat came. Instead she clenched her vaginal sheath about her impaling dildo, drawing comfort from its impersonal stimulation.

				* * *

				Beauty tore up the left side of the arena, which had been laid out for the slave pole beating race.

				Along the centre of the arena a line of six naked slave girls were impaled on poles sunk rigidly into pre-prepared slots in the ground and spaced twenty-one feet apart. All the girls faced in the same direction down the arena looking towards the start and finish line. Their arms were bound up high behind their backs, leaving their buttocks exposed. Their legs were strapped about the poles whose heads were sunk deep into their rectums, ensuring they stood rigidly upright with their breasts outthrust. High collars forced them to keep their chins lifted up high.

				As Beauty raced up past them Danny held at the ready a spanking paddle with a sponge coated head that had been soaked with blue paint. As they rounded the last girl in the line they pulled in close and he leaned out to the right and swiped the paddle across her buttocks, leaving a broad stripe of blue paint across them. As Beauty wove between her and the next girl Danny switched the paddle over to his left hand, deftly swapping his hold on her reins as he did so, leaned out the other way and swiped it across her bottom in turn.

				And so they went on down the line, weaving between naked girl poles slapping blue paint across their bottoms. They made a loop about the last girl in the line after Danny had painted her bottom. Still with the paddle in his left hand Danny raised his arm and now swiped blue paint across her breasts. They wove their way back up the line, this time smacking the girls’ breasts, which bounced as they were paddled. As the last pair of breasts was smeared blue, Danny swung Beauty round to the right and they tore back down that side of the arena to the finish.

				As they crossed the line Beauty felt the shudder of a mini orgasm ripple through her. She thought she had never felt so happy or excited before.

				* * *

				Half a dozen slavegirls hung from tall gibbet-like stands which had been formed into a circle in the middle of the arena.

				They were suspended from their wrists which were confined by padded cuffs above their heads. The cuffs were hung from the centre of six foot long horizontal metal rods. Chains hung from the ends of the rods that were clipped to the girls’ ankle cuffs, pulling their legs up and also stretching them wide, so that they appeared to be performing the splits in mid air. Motors in the gibbet arms slowly rotated the rods and the slavegirls with them. Hanging at a little over head height from the ground by a cord which was attached to a rubber plug buried in their vaginas were flat plastic rings.

				The challenge for the ponygirl riders was to simply snatch all six rings from the suspended slaves’ pussies as they rotated, hooking the rings one after another about their arm as they went, and then return them to the finish line.

				As Sam galloped round the circle while Toby yanked the rings from their wet fleshy mounts with little pops she glimpsed the girls’ excited faces. And why shouldn’t they be excited? They were serving both a useful and decorative purpose at the centre of attention of a few thousand people, and right now they had the best view of the action in the whole arena, except for her.

				So why was she not able to feel the same?

				* * *

				Half a dozen girls were also laid out on the floor of the arena for the lemon-sticking event. Three of them faced up the arena and the others down and their positions were offset from each other. They lay on their backs strapped to square baseboards about the neck and waist with their arms chained to the top corners of the board. Their legs were bent and pulled up and spread wide, with their ankles cuffed to the board sides. This posture exposed the mounds of their sexes which were stuffed with the targets the ponygirl riders sought.

				In the past it was said that real halved lemons had been used as targets, which had no doubt stung many a pussy with their sharp juices. But today the “lemons” were artificial hemispheres the size of grapefruits with yellow plastic rinds and dense foam rubber piths. These sat in their tight pink-rimmed sockets with their flat faces outward awaiting the lances of the riders. These lances had a blunt metal prong tip which would not cut skin but which would lodge in lemon cores.

				Beauty and Danny raced up the arena between the rows of girls, heading for the first one facing towards them. Danny leaned to one side and spiked a “lemon” with his lance, bringing forth a gasp from the girl as it was briefly driven deeper into her yielding pussy mouth and then snatched out of it. Danny held his prize aloft as they headed on for the other end of the arena where he flicked it off the lance over the end line. Then they swung round for another run to steal from another stuffed pussy.

				* * *

				‘Before we come to the final event of the day,’ said the PA, ‘there will be a short interval while the show jumping course is prepared.’

				Teams of naked harnessed slavegirls dragged sections of fencing, poles and trays of evergreen branches out of their stores and into the arena. As they worked a slavegirl marching band, all shiny brasswork, bare flesh and chains, paraded round the perimeter of the arena to entertain the crowd. Meanwhile the ponygirl teams rested their mounts in the long room before their final supreme effort.

				Sam gazed fearfully into Toby’s face as he fed her water. He did not look happy.

				She had no idea how well she or the team were doing. She had heard snatches of different times and points being announced but she did not know how they compared with the other teams. And of course she could not speak to ask. Not that she would have dared in any case. All she knew was that she was almost at the end of her strength. But she would try her best because she had no choice.

				All about the room riders were massaged their mounts’ stiff and aching legs and gently walking them up and down to keep them warm and limber. Toby was doing this with Sam when they literally bumped into Danny who was walking Beauty.

				‘Mind where you’re going, you fool!’ Toby snapped.

				‘Sorry,’ Danny said.

				‘So you should be.’

				‘No need to get angry...’

				As these words were being exchanged Beauty suddenly inhaled as though aware of some new scent. Her eyes flicked curiously across Sam’s face, still half hidden by her pony muzzle. And then recognition dawned. Beauty’s eyes widened as she looked at her in disbelief and horror. Sam shook her head, urgently, trying to say without words: Don’t tell!

				Wonderingly, still dazed, Beauty nodded.

				Then Toby jerked on Sam’s leash and pulled her away.

				* * *

				Beauty tried to put Sam’s inexplicable and shocking appearance out of her mind. What was she doing as a Wainwright pony? Why did she not want to be identified? Beauty had no idea. But whatever her situation Sam was still her mistress and her wishes must be respected. Impossible as it was she had to try to put all thoughts of her to one side. She now faced the final and most challenging event for any ponygirl: the show jump course.

				One by one the girls were called out to perform and returned a few minutes later covered in sweat and with heaving chests, barely able to walk. She saw Sam go out ahead of her and return sagging in her harness and dragging her hooves in utter exhaustion. Even as she watched her master cuffed her across the ear, which sent a stab of pain into Beauty’s heart.

				And then it was her turn.

				She trotted out into the arena which had been transformed into a maze of colourful fences, walls, poles and ramps, all decorated with the bodies of bound slavegirls. They had been built into some jumps, forming delicately balanced fleshy pillars to be avoided on the run up, or else lain down between a pair of opposing ramps to be jumped over. Pairs of kneeling slaves facing outward just beyond jump ramps had lightweight poles slotted into shallow sockets in their rears, creating a hurdle to be cleared or downed. Different kneeling pairs faced inward with lightweight poles supported on rods slung between their clamped nipples. Others appeared to be buried upside down in jumps with only their wide-splayed legs showing. Thin fans and sprays of evergreen had been planted in their rectums and vaginas, transforming them into living hedges.

				Danny circled round to line up with the starting gate. She knew she must surrender herself to his absolute control. The pressure of his hands transmitted through the control handles and triggers to her mouth and nipples would tell her all she needed to know. He would think for her body and she would run her heart out for him.

				The timer bell sounded as they flashed though the starting gate. A first ramp and fence easily cleared but then came a sharp turn into a spread, then a wall... a hogback of a real girl’s back... then double and triple combinations... the impossible ramp of a hollow hill that she somehow managed to climb... a water jump that she just cleared... her strength was failing her. Posts and girl flesh were merging together. She was responding like a machine... she could not run another step...

				And then the timing bell sounded and Danny was bringing her to a gentle halt. The fences were all behind her. It was over. And she had jumped a clear round.

				There was cheering as her time was announced but she could not take it in. It was done and she was exhausted. She barely had the strength to walk. Danny sprang from the saddle and led her back to their long room. He towelled her off, put a blanket over her shoulders, gave her water, patted and stroked her and said: ‘Well done!’ again and again. Paring joined him. In the distant background she could hear the crowd urging another pony on. Dimly she was aware that Nutmeg had a clear round but Silver, much to Tess’s evident chagrin, had a fence down.

				And then the last rider completed their round and it was all over.

				After a few minutes the ponies and riders, together with the stable owners, were called back out into the arena. Beauty saw Sam looking pale and trembling as they lined up in front of Spinner and the Mayor, wearing his chain of office, who were now both standing in the arena on a red carpet by a stand bearing the Cup and a presentation box. Spinner was using a radio microphone linked with the PA system.

				‘And now I can announce the total scores after that final round,’ he said breathlessly. ‘Wainwright’s Pony club have scored four hundred and two points. Mason’s academy has scored three hundred and ninety eight points... and the Foundry stables have scored... four hundred and seventeen points. I therefore declare the Foundry the winners of this year’s Lister Cup!’

				Amid the cheers Paring stepped forward to receive the trophy from Mayor Goldsmith.

				When the applause had died down, Spinner continued. ‘And the award of a set of solid silver slave rings for the highest individual scoring pony goes to... Beauty: ridden by Danny Stamp!’

				In a daze Beauty let Danny lead her forward. The Mayor handed over the presentation ring case to Danny, patted Beauty on the head, tweaked her nipples and slipped the winner’s rosette into her left nipple ring.

				Then she turned about and received the full appreciation of the crowd. It was the best day of her life. And then she looked at Sam and her heart fell. What could she do about her?

				* * *

				An hour later, strapped to a frame bolted to the side of the horse transporter on the way back to the stables, Sam could hear Wainwright senior talking to Toby from where they sat just behind the driver.

				Beauty’s triumph had thrilled her. The joy she felt had been so at odds with the misery of her current existence that she almost did not know what to do with such an emotion. But now fears for her own fate were closing about her.

				She’d knocked a fence down. Just one but that was all that mattered. And she had not won every event. She was not a perfect pony. She’d failed him...

				‘We came second, Son,’ Wainwright was saying. ‘The other teams were too strong this time. That’s still a good result.’

				‘If Topaz had run faster, if she hadn’t had that fault, we would have been first!’ Toby said bitterly.

				‘Perhaps you didn’t ride her quite as well as you might,’ Wainwright suggested gently.

				‘I was a perfect rider. It was all her fault!’

				To Sam he sounded like a petulant child unable to admit a mistake. Where has she heard that before? No! She must not think of her master like that.

				Wainwright sighed. ‘You can’t expect miracles, Toby. She did better than I imagined, but you can’t turn just any girl into a champion pony, however hard you drive her. It becomes cruel. You’ve tested your theory of training but it didn’t work out. Accept that and let it go.’

				‘No!’ Toby said angrily. ‘It isn’t over yet. I told her what would happen if she let me down and I will not go back on my word. She’s going to be punished for her failure!’

				When they reached the stables Toby unstrapped Sam and led her across to the exercise shed. Inside he made for a small compartment Sam had not entered before. It contained a rather plain low wooden block with chains, straps and rings bolted to its sides and a selection of lashes hung about the walls.

				He pushed her head and shoulders and sheathed arms down onto the block, so that her head overhung one end and pulled a strap across the front of her collar. Then he bent her legs upward and over, doubling up her body and twisting her hip joints until her knees were pressed against the top of the block next to her shoulders. He drew more straps across the backs of them and clipped chains to her ankles, which were jutting out past her head, to hold them down. Now she was painfully balanced on her sheathed arms, shoulders and the back of her neck, looking up at her folded stomach and inverted sex through the spread of her thighs. She champed on the rubber bit of her bridle, trembling in fear.

				Toby took down a lash and swished it through the air above her.

				‘You let me down you miserable, ungrateful little slut!’ he said.

				Sam snivelled and whined. She was genuinely and pitifully sorry for her failure, yet at the same time knowing deep within herself, but hardly daring to admit it, that it had not been her fault and that he was a conceited prick.

				‘Now you’re going to suffer as I promised, because that’s the reward for failure!’

				And he began to lash her taut inverted buttocks and the soft cleft swell of her naked pussy. The crack of leather on flesh rang back from the walls. Scarlet stripes burned into being across her defenceless posterior and pouting sex. Sam shrieked and squirmed in a futile attempt to escape the terrible thongs as they hissed though the air over her face. Compressed by her extreme posture and loosened by pain, her bladder sphincter gave way and she peed over her chest and face, hot urine soaking into her hair.

				Toby laughed at her disgrace and struck harder. The lash sliced though her shameful spray, soaking it up and splattered against her skin with a new stinging force that burned her raw flesh. Sam shrieked and blubbered and gave muffled pony whinnies of pain and pleading.

				He did not stop until her bottom and pubes were an even rosy red and she was reduced to a shivering, wretched shadow of herself. But her ordeal was not over yet.

				He strode to the doorway and bawled out: ‘Get in here all of you!’

				In minute bemused stable lads began to arrive, peering in at Sam and perhaps wondering how a prize pony could have fallen so far so rapidly. Or perhaps they knew Toby well enough not to be surprised.

				Toby pointed a trembling finger at Sam’s wretched, trembling body. ‘Screw her! Use every hole she has! She’s nothing to me now and I want her to feel dirty and used. The dregs of the stables!’

				They hesitated, unwilling even now to touch what had been forbidden pony flesh.

				‘Well get on with it!’ Toby hollered.

				Emboldened they began to tug at their flies. The first lad straddled her doubled up body, facing her upturned bottom, and thrust his penis onto her sore inverted cleft, making her whimper as he ground against her red lips. The second squatted over her face, pulled out her bit and rammed his shaft into her mouth.

				She almost gagged on it before letting it down her throat. She could not fight them. They could do what they wanted with her. Maybe she deserved this...

				The lad in her pussy came, filling her with his seed. His impatient companion pulled him away and rammed his own shaft into the tighter pucker of her anus. She sobbed as he filled her. This was her final degradation. There was nothing left. The shame of the plunging cocks coursed through her, impossible to deny.

				So she let her body respond as it had been taught so brutally by Hatchet and Shears. She had nowhere else to go. She was a failure and her master despised her. What else mattered?

				And yet even as they pounded away inside her, something inside was also struggling to be free. She was getting aroused. Hot lust was filling her loins.

				It was a disgusting turn-on to be used like this, but it was her turn on, not Toby’s.

				As her master was driving his hate into her he was unwittingly driving her fearful respect for him out of her as every cock that was not his own entered her. She no longer had just one master. Other men wanted her. He was despoiling her to prove that she was flawed and that the reason for their failure to win the cup was in her and not his training or warped ideals, but that was all lies! She felt her indoctrinated reverence for him crumbling and melting away as she got hotter. He had never satisfied her anyway. Now she wanted more! Yes, it was possible to feel things he had not permitted her to feel! Unintentionally he was reminding her that there were other men in the world apart from him. Better men. He was not the possessor of the only cock or the only opinion that counted. And she did not have to listen to any of them!

				By a perverse inversion she was suddenly feeling elated. And why not? She had done amazingly well! Now she wanted her reward! Not a shiny cup but a bloody fantastic orgasm and damn him to hell! At last she was going to get off properly at Wainwright’s!

				It came and it was incredible. It was massive. It was the big one... the ultimate release. She was spraying her juices past the cock of the lad inside her and over her own face. And as she came in triumph she thought of her lovely, faithful Beauty! This one’s for you, she thought...

				Through the pink cotton candy haze that enveloped her, as though from far off, she heard Wainwright senior’s angry and resolute voice. ‘Stop this at once, Toby! It’s cruel. She did her best and she doesn’t deserve this. It’s over. We’ve got to get rid of her...send her back...’

				And then she knew nothing more.

			

		

	
		
			
				CHAPTER ELEVEN

				Sam woke feeling stiff and sore and with an odd chemical taste in her mouth. And yet somehow she was also cocooned in wonderful warmth and comfort. How strange. She’d been lying down, not sleeping upright. Was she dreaming? She forced her eyes open. Bright morning light was showing about her curtains. The display on her bedside clock radio showed 7:23. The calendar said it was two days since the Cup.

				Her bedside radio... two days since the Cup?

				She was in her own bed in her own bedroom wearing her regular nightgown. Her watch and phone were on the bedside table, her day clothes folded on a chair and the bag she had taken with her the night she had run away sat beside it. She was not chained or strapped down. There was no tail plug up her rear or pony mask on her face.

				‘Oh God...’ she said feebly and then clutched at her throat. She could speak again! She could use her hands again!

				She was free!

				This incredible transition was too much to take in at once. The room spun about her and she rolled up into a ball, sobbing and shuddering, her mind reeling in confusion. Had it all been a dream or was this a dream? She felt her hair. It was still cut short. There were no rings in her nipples. She felt between her legs. Her pubes were still bare but also ringless. No, this was real. Every muscle in her body still ached from her exertions in the arena while her flesh still held a lingering dull sting and throb from the punishment that followed. It had all happened... but now it was over.

				But how had she got back home? The last thing she remembered was Wainwright telling Toby to stop abusing her. Then she must have fainted. What happened next? Had Wainwright called Hatchet and Shears as he had said he would and handed her back to them?

				Then a day had passed which she had no recollection of whatsoever and somehow she ended up here.

				How? Why? It made no sense. Even if they’d wanted to they could hardly have secretly returned her to her own room unless.... Oh!

				It was a terrible shock to realise the truth which had been staring her in the face all the time. Now she understood it all.

				Her father was wealthy and influential and Cleaver knew everybody in the slave handling business. Between them they could have arranged it all, even including car breakdowns to order. In case the first dose of medicine had not been enough to cure her a second had been prepared if needed. Of course she would never have known about it if she had not flounced off like that. Hatchet and Shears supplying her to Wainwright might have been purely chance or his request to them might have shaped the plan. She would probably never know. It did not really matter. By some means or other she had been destined for bitter medicine of the sort only Irontown could provide. But it had done its job.

				Still feeling a deep weariness from her exertions but with the peace of mind that came with full understanding and acceptance of how things were, Sam rose. Her legs ached but she forced them to move. She had things to do which could not be delayed.

				She showered, marvelling at the freedom of being able to touch her own body once again. It was not something you thought about until you didn’t have it. Now she knew why slavegirls valued their days off so. When she was done she examined her naked body in the bedroom mirror closely from all angles.

				Her hair was back to its normal colour and now she looked at it she decided the style was not that bad. Her bottom was still red from her last beating, but somebody had tended it and the blush was receding. There were faint dimples in the sides of her nipples and the outer lips of her labia where she had been pierced. It looked as though her skin had been carefully glued together about the fistulas her rings had occupied. No doubt they would heal and fade with time. The thought of all this being done to her while she had been unconscious was deeply disturbing but she knew it had been necessary.

				Some changes could not be so easily reversed, though. Her body was certainly more highly toned than she remembered it being the last time she had looked in that mirror. Her waist had trimmed down and her legs and buttocks were now like... well they were now like ponygirl legs. She would not begrudge that improvement.

				Superficially there was no sign of any slave part name insignia. Only if she looked closely could she see their faint pale shadow on her forehead... Screw 159. Still a little makeup would easily cover them. She had always believed the ink used for slave marking was indelible and almost impossible to remove and took months to fade naturally, but apparently this was not so, like so many other things she had once believed. You lived and, hopefully, learned.

				She had made a serious mistake and she had been, justly, punished for it. But then, which was far worse, she had convinced herself in a juvenile and foolish way that she was actually the victim. Running away from responsibility like that had been a petulant, selfish, cowardly gesture. So she had to be saved from herself.

				It was called tough love.

				* * *

				Her parents were out on the terrace under the awning eating breakfast when she joined them. They hardly looked up as Sam took her usual seat. It was all so normal.

				‘You really must keep in proper touch when you go off like that, Sam,’ her mother said mildly. ‘You could have been anywhere. And you came back so late last night.’

				Her father briefly glanced up from his morning paper. ‘Yes, Sam, do be considerate when you’re using your car at that hour.’

				Of course they knew everything but they were not saying. Instead they were giving her a chance to return to normality and show she accepted her lesson without bitterness and without making the same mistake as last time. It could not have been easy for them either and they must love her very much to have done what they had. And now she had to show them that the daughter who had been returned to them was better than the one who had run away

				‘Yes, Father, I will. Sorry about not keeping in touch, Mother. I won’t do that again.’

				‘And how was Moira?’ her father asked with apparent mild interest.

				‘Actually... I never got to see Moira. I... went off at a sort of tangent and ended up doing a lot of thinking on my own. I’m sorry I’ve been so stupid and thoughtless in the past. And I’m sorry I ran off like that. It was a... petty and selfish thing to do. I was not facing up to my responsibilities. I really will be better in the future. I promise’

				‘That’s good to know, dear,’ her mother said.

				‘Very good,’ her father agreed.

				‘I do like what you’ve done to your hair, dear,’ her mother commented. ‘Perhaps you should keep it like that.’

				‘I think I will,’ Sam said.

				There was a silence, and then her Father said casually: ‘We loaned Beauty to Danny Stamp to look after while you were away.’

				‘Yes... I mean I’m glad you did. She deserved to have somebody look after her properly. Thank you.’

				‘They won the Lister Cup for the Foundry team,’ her mother added.

				‘Oh... did they? I’m so pleased for her and Danny,’ Sam said. And then she realised she genuinely was pleased. It was how it should have been. ‘I really must go and see them right away to congratulate them.’

				‘Will you be bringing Beauty back with you?’

				‘I’m... not sure. I’ll have to think about it. It depends what’s best for her. One thing I am going to do though, whatever happens, is to get her mute fitting removed. It was a stupid thing to have done to her.’

				Her father smiled. ‘I’m glad you’ve changed your mind, Sam. I don’t approve of muting. You can’t deprive slaves of their voice. If you need help paying for it...’

				‘No. Thanks, Father, but I’ll pay for it. It’s my responsibility.’

				Sam saw him smile and nod in approval and suddenly everything was right once again. She checked her watch. Danny would be heading for the stables about now. It was only proper that this all should be resolved there.

				‘Now I’m going to the Foundry to see Danny and Beauty...’ Sam hesitated and then added: ‘No, actually I’ll go to Wainwright’s first. There’s a message I’ve got to deliver...’

				* * *

				Sam changed into her riding jacket, boots and jodhpurs and carried her hat and crop under her arm. She didn’t plan on doing any actual riding but it was right that she should be dressed for the part.

				Her Mini-Cooper was waiting for her in its usual parking place. It was clean and polished and had a full tank of petrol. She was not surprised to find it started first time and ran smoothly. It was as though nothing untoward had ever happened.

				Except of course that it had and she would never forget it. Now she was going to take care of the loose ends and settle her conscience.

				It took an effort not to tremble as she drove in to the car park at Wainwright’s. But her smart riding gear was both a disguise and protective armour. Wearing it automatically marked her out as a rider, not a pony; one of the slave owning class and not a slave. It was impossible to imagine she could be anything else.

				She hardly flinched as she asked one of the lads, whose cock had been stuffed inside her only two days ago, where Toby was. He directed her to the shed.

				It was fitting that she found him in the Rotary Yoke room putting another pony through her paces. This time at least he had not left her alone to suffer as he had her, but he did have a long handled training whip in his hand to add to her misery. She was bowed down under her yoke and was dripping with sweat. Her back and buttocks were scored with scarlet slashes.

				Toby had his back to the door when Sam entered. He was saying to the ponygirl: ‘Faster you little slut! You can do better than that!’

				Some people never learned, Sam thought grimly. But at least I’m not one of them.

				She strode up to Toby and tapped him on the shoulder, making him flinch and twist about angrily. He checked himself as he saw her and then frowned as though he could not quite place her face.

				‘Yes, what do you want?’

				How could he have done all that he had to her and still not recognise her?

				‘I’ve a message for you,’ Sam said.

				‘What?’ His frown deepened and he peered at her more closely. ‘Do I know you?’

				‘The message is this. There’s a world of difference between being strict and firm with ponygirls and being cruel to them. You get better results with understanding and respect than you do with contempt and force.’

				He gaped at her blankly. ‘What are you talking about? Just who are you?’

				‘First tell me if you agree with the message?’

				‘What? No, it’s soft-minded nonsense.’

				‘Have it your own way. I’ll try contempt and force then...’

				And with all the strength he had helped build into her thighs, she drove her knee hard up into his groin.

				As he lay curled up on the ground clutching his balls and gasping in pain, Sam bent over him, kneeling across his neck, and whispered in his ear: ‘Do you know who I am now? I’ll be watching you from here on. No more of your sick experiments, got it?’

				The look on his face as he nodded dumbly was very nearly worth everything he had done to her.

				* * *

				The Foundry stables were relatively quiet that morning. After the intense build up to the cup there and the following celebrations there was an inevitable lull in attendance by older members, which would soon no doubt be made up for by eager new riders inspired to join after watching the events in the arena.

				Sam went straight to Paring’s office. In the trophy cabinet in the hall outside, gleaming and freshly polished, was the Lister Cup. She smiled at it ruefully.

				‘So, you’re back at last, Sam,’ Paring said as she entered. ‘You’ve missed some excitement.’

				For a moment Sam wondered if he had been part of her father’s scheme, but she read nothing out of the usual in his eyes or manner. ‘I know, Mr Paring. I’m sorry I couldn’t be here with you. Congratulations on winning the cup.’

				‘Thank you.’

				‘I just wanted your permission to talk to Danny Stamp in private for a little while. It’s about Beauty.’

				‘Ah... of course, I understand. She ran magnificently, you know.’

				‘I know.’

				‘And Danny rode her to perfection.’

				‘Yes, he did,’ she agreed with feeling. She saw Paring begin to frown in puzzlement and added: ‘I mean, so I’ve been told.’

				‘Well he’s out in the paddocks right now. We’re not too busy at the moment. I’m sure you’ll be able to talk to him out there undisturbed.’

				‘Thank you.’

				She turned to go when Paring added: ‘Even though you missed the team I see you’ve been taking my advice about fitness. You’re looking very healthy, Sam.’

				‘Thanks, Mr Paring. I’ve... been doing a lot of running.’

				‘You might have done well riding Beauty yourself.’

				Sam found herself chuckling. ‘I think I’d do far better as a pony than a rider, Mr Paring.’

				* * *

				She found Danny exercising one of the club ponies, taking her through the poles at a gentle trot. Beauty was tethered to a post nearby. She still had her winners’ rosette pinned proudly to her nipple ring. When she saw Sam her face lit up in surprise and then incredulous delight. Sam smiled back, feeling her heart thud, and nodded to her, acknowledging their understanding.

				Danny drew his mount up beside Sam. His expression was welcoming but apprehensive.

				‘Well done, Danny,’ Sam said. ‘You were terrific on Beauty. Much better than I could have done.’

				‘Thanks, Miss Fillister,’ he said.

				‘Please call me “Sam”. After all, we’ve both had Beauty and we both care about her. She’s something special so I think that means there’s a bond between us as well.’

				Danny blushed slightly. ‘If you say so... Sam. I won’t argue about Beauty being special. She won the cup, not me.’

				‘I know how good she was. I’m just going to tell her. And there’s more I’ve got to say to you and it’s really important, but can I speak to Beauty in private first?’

				‘Of course, she’s your pony.’

				‘Yes, but you’re the one who’s been looking after her while I was away. Thank you so much for that.’

				‘It’s been a pleasure and a privilege. I’ve been firm with her, in the way we agreed she liked, and she responded. I haven’t used her mute fitting, though. I don’t think it’s necessary. Otherwise I’ve just tried to be considerate and fair. Now I’m resting her after her run in the Cup. She was exhausted.’

				‘Tell me about it!’ Sam said with feeling. ‘I mean... that’s very thoughtful of you. A lot of riders wouldn’t bother.’

				‘Well I’ve got to give Tawny here another twenty minutes. You can walk Beauty in the woods if you like. I don’t think there’s anybody else out at the moment.’

				Sam led Beauty by her leash along one of the tracks that criss-crossed the little spur of woodland until they were out of sight of the paddocks. Then she pushed Beauty back against a tree and kissed her passionately on the lips. Beauty responded in kind. Their tongues met and intertwined.

				After a long interval Sam broke the kiss to slide her head down Beauty’s body to her breasts where she kissed her hard ringed nipples. Then, sinking to her knees, Sam worked her way across her stomach to her soft, pouting vulva, which she kissed as deeply as she had Beauty’s lips, once again tasting the thrilling tang of her sweet, spicy juices. The scent of her filled her nostrils and inflamed her senses with a longing that could not be denied one second longer.

				Sam pushed Beauty down onto a patch of mossy ground and pulled her strong legs wide. She tore down her riding britches and panties to her knees, baring her bottom to the air, and mounted Beauty, grinding her slippery smooth pink sex lips against Beauty’s brown, ringed lovemouth with desperate need. She felt their swelling clitorises kiss and the world seemed to explode with joy.

				* * *

				Afterward Sam lay beside Beauty’s warm, soft sweaty body, hugging her tight while gazing into her face. There were tears in her eyes.

				‘You have no idea how much I’ve missed doing that to you!’ Sam said huskily.

				‘I missed it to, Mistress,’ Beauty replied fervently. ‘When I saw you like that harnessed like a pony I didn’t know what to think. But it seemed like you didn’t want me to let on.’

				‘I didn’t. By then I didn’t want to be found. I thought I was safe with a pony muzzle on. But you recognised me.’

				‘How could I not know you when I saw you that close, Mistress?’

				Sam’s heart skipped a beat. ‘Nobody else did. Anyway it’s a long story. I promise I’ll tell you all about it later, but for now nobody else must know I was there. Do you understand?’

				‘Yes, Mistress.’

				‘I was more frightened recognising me would put you off. But it didn’t. You were amazing! I’m so proud of you! And I know how hard it is to be a champion pony now. All the time I was away I wanted to tell you I understood how you felt. But even more than that, I wanted to tell you how very sorry I was for letting you get hurt on the treadmill. That was my stupid fault. I was being careless and selfish. But I’ll never do it again, I promise. Can you ever forgive me?’

				‘Of course I do, Mistress.’

				Sam kissed her on the lips again. ‘Thank you.’ Then she looked Beauty in the eye. ‘Now, there’s something else I must know, and it’s also very important. How much do you like Danny riding you? Please be honest. After what I’ve been through I know how important it is for a pony to love her rider. I just want you to be happy... even if it’s not with me.’

				Beauty looked horrified. ‘Please don’t say that, Mistress!’

				‘We both know I’ve not been a very good owner. Now I have to know the truth. You will not be punished in any way for speaking honestly.’

				Beauty took a deep breath. ‘Well... I do enjoy the feel of him riding me, Mistress. And we do seem to go well together. He is very kind and clever. I feel safe with him. But I’ve never stopped thinking about you, Mistress. In fact I missed you even more after you went away. Now I’m so pleased you’re back! I... do love you so much!’

				Sam felt her heart skip as she saw the light in Beauty’s eyes. It was what she had longed to hear. She kissed Beauty again. ‘Then I think we can work something out. Let’s go and talk to Danny...’

				* * *

				Danny was just rubbing Tawny down when they got back to the stable block.

				‘Can we talk?’ Sam asked.

				‘Give me a minute,’ he said.

				Once Tawny was stabled, Danny wheeled her rig back to the carriage store and then took the leathers and fitting back through to the harness room for cleaning. The heavy smell of polish, metal and leather made Sam shiver as recollections of her time at Wainwright’s came back to her. Danny offered Sam the spare workbench stool and sat facing her while Beauty knelt between them.

				‘Beauty has been telling me how much she loves you riding her,’ Sam said.

				‘She’s a lovely pony,’ Danny said. ‘But of course you want her back now. It’s been a privilege to ride her.’

				‘Just a minute, Danny,’ Sam said. ‘There’s more I want to say. First, I’m sorry I’ve behaved in such a stuck-up fashion to you in the past. It was another stupid thing I used to do that I swear I’m never going to do again.’

				‘That’s all right. You weren’t the worst by a long chalk. I mean Tess Harrow has been far worse. You don’t compare with her....’ His face darkened. ‘Actually there’s something you must know about her, if you’re taking Beauty back. She mistreated Beauty a few weeks ago....’

				Sam felt a sudden surge of anger. ‘What do you mean?’

				‘Beauty was in the training paddock on the rail. Then Tess took Silver in and paid Charlie Puller, who was on watch, to go clean her rig while leaving her alone with Beauty...’

				Sam listened in dismay as he recounted what had happened. He concluded: ‘I would have told Mr Paring but Beauty thought it would only cause bad blood with the other members, especially Tess’s cronies. That might have spoilt the preparations for the Cup team. So we decided to beat her in the competition instead.’

				‘I did say that, Mistress,’ Beauty confirmed.

				Sam hugged and kissed her. ‘You were brave and sensible and probably right.’

				‘That’s what I thought,’ Danny said.

				‘But this is now and this is me,’ Sam continued in a steelier voice. ‘And I can’t let Tess get away with leaving her alone on the rail to suffer. Beauty understands why. Damn! I just had everything straight in my head as well. I was going to tell you that... no, I’ve got to sort this first or else it will spoil everything.’ She got up. ‘I’m going to speak to Mr Paring. Then I’m going to call Tess and tell her to get her sad arse down here right away or else I’m going to tell everybody what she did. Beauty’s a champion pony now and I think even the suspicion that Tess mistreated her will be enough to make things bloody awkward for her. If she needs any more inducement I’ll tell her that if she still wants Beauty she can fight me for her!’

				* * *

				Tess arrived at the stables half an hour later. Danny escorted her to the exercise paddock. It was occupied by Sam, Beauty and Charlie Puller. Sam handed Danny Beauty’s leash and together he and Beauty stepped back against the hedge. Danny took out Sam’s phone and held it up in camera mode.

				‘We won’t be disturbed,’ Sam told Tess. ‘Mr Paring knows we’re settling a private matter. He even lent us Charlie. You remember Charlie, don’t you?’

				Charlie touched the brim of his cap. ‘Good morning, Miss Harrow.’

				‘Why’s he here?’ Tess demanded suspiciously.

				‘The same reason Danny is. Witnesses to see the fight’s fair. If you want you can give him your phone and he’ll record everything so this time there’s no doubt what happened or any going back on promises made.’

				‘You really expect me to fight you for her?’

				‘Yes, if you really want her. And I’m going to fight you in front of her to show her how much I love her. And to pay you back for the way you hurt her. That last bit’s purely personal.’

				Tess gave a derisive laugh. ‘You’re defending her “honour” now, are you?’

				‘We deliberately make slaves helpless. That means we have to care for them when they can’t.’

				‘What are you doing wasting love on ponygirls?’

				‘Love is never wasted. For one thing it makes people try harder to please others. That’s why Beauty’s a champion pony and Silver is not.’

				Tess ignored the jibe. ‘So I get Beauty if I win?’

				‘Yes.’

				‘And if I lose?’

				‘You get what you did to her. A hard ride on the rail. Or any other device I choose. Then you might find out what it’s like to be a slavegirl. You never know, it might even make you a little less of a mean bitch than you are.’

				‘What’s got into you, Sam?’ Tess said with disgust. ‘You used to be so sensible where slaves were concerned.’

				Sam laughed. ‘A whole lot of things you would not believe have got into me recently. One of them is the idea that we can only use slaves if we also respect them.’

				‘But slaves are there to be used!’ Tess retorted righteously. ‘We’ve saved them from living miserable lives elsewhere. They should be grateful for having full bellies and somewhere warm to sleep at night. Most of them were feckless layabouts or petty criminals anyway!’

				‘Sounds like you almost despise them?’

				‘Yes, I despise them, if you want to put it that way.’

				‘Yet how can you “despise” something you also want to possess so much? How much did Silver cost? Why are you here even thinking about fighting for Beauty? What does that say about you, about all of us in Irontown? Do we need slaves more than they need us? Well?’

				Tess opened her mouth but seemed to be temporarily lost for words. She scowled and tried again. ‘And what if I don’t choose to fight you?’

				Sam shrugged. ‘I can’t make you fight. You can back out now. But you’ve already said enough in front of us and on camera to make Mr Paring unhappy about having you as a member of the club. He knows no ponygirl rider can afford to “despise” her mount. That was the word you agreed, wasn’t it?’

				Tess glanced round at their audience and bit her lip. She had been so angry with Sam she had almost forgotten they were there.

				Sam added: ‘But I’ll hold that back if you kneel down in front of Beauty and kiss her pussy and tell her how sorry you are for what you did to her.’

				‘You know I’ll never do that,’ Tess said in disgust.

				‘All right. If I lose you can also have me as well on the rail. Tempting enough for you now? Or are you a coward as well?’

				Tess scowled in thought, sizing Sam up. Then she nodded. ‘All right. How do we fight?’

				Sam held up a pair of spanking paddles. ‘Bared to the waist with these as weapons. No time outs or hair pulling. The loser is the first one to stay down for a count of ten or beg for mercy.’

				Tess looked horrified. ‘I’m not going to take my top off in front of them!’

				‘Not willing to bare your tits for something you want? Then you forfeit. Apologise to Beauty or we’ll show Mr Paring what a mean and spiteful rider you really are.’

				Tess fumed for a moment but realised she was boxed in. Clenching her teeth she began stripping off her jacket. Sam did the same. She was aware of Danny and Charlie both looking at them awkwardly, while Beauty gazed at her with sweet concern.

				In a minute she and Tess were both bare to the waist.

				Tess’s neatly rounded breasts were capped by full brown nipple cones. He shoulders were strong and her waist was trim. She’d make a pretty slave, Sam thought, if it wasn’t for the mean core to her soul. For herself Sam felt the familiar helpless thrill of excitement at her exposure in front of Danny and Charlie, mingled with dark recollections of what lads dressed very much like them had done to her only two days ago. But this was for a better cause, she reminded herself. That made all the difference.

				Sam tossed a paddle to Tess and then went down into an alert crouch, like a tennis player about to receive a serve.

				‘When you’re ready...’ she said, grinning.

				Tess looked unhappy and embarrassed but still arrogant. She did not know what it was like not to get her way. Sam knew what that felt like. Narrowing her eyes, Tess raised her paddle and charged at Sam swinging.

				Sam blocked a few of the blows with her left arm and took the rest on her stomach and side. It allowed her to get in close. She swung her paddle up hard at Tess’s jiggling breasts, landing two quick blows forehand and back, setting her mammaries bouncing.

				The sharp cracks of rubber on soft flesh rang out across the paddock. Tess yelped and staggered backwards, clutching her arms about her stinging breasts, across the undersides of which scarlet blushes were spreading. She seemed amazed that she had been hurt.

				‘Better at giving pain than taking it are you?’ Sam goaded.

				In fact it was not a fair fight. Sam never had any intention of risking Beauty. She had an advantage Tess could never suspect.

				Wild eyed, Tess came at her again, screaming in rage and flailing about Sam’s body frantically with her paddle. But it did no good. After the agonies Toby had put her through the paddle blows Tess landed were so light by comparison they had no power to shock or distract her and were easily ignored. She waded through them, and swiped Tess hard again and again across her stomach, flat into her nipples and up at her breasts.

				Tess screamed, stumbled backwards and went sprawling onto the bark chips. Sam did not give her a chance to rise again. She stood over her, beating the paddle down across her bare back, painting it with scarlet blotches until Tess curled up into a ball squealing and writhing about.

				‘Do you give up?’ Sam demanded.

				‘Awww... yes, yes! Mercy!’ Tess shrieked.

				‘Have you lost the bet?’

				‘Yes... yes... I’ve lost!’

				Sam stood back. ‘Get up on your feet!’

				Slowly and shakily Tess obeyed. Her face was now a picture of misery. Her cheeks were dirty and tear streaked and her eyes were red. All the arrogant pride seemed to have been knocked out of her and she looked at Sam fearfully.

				‘Strip!’ Sam commanded.

				‘No... please don’t make me do this...’ Tess whimpered.

				‘You’ll do this just like a pony does,’ Sam said. ‘Unless you want me to show Mr Paring what you’ve been saying about ponies, and all your friends that you don’t keep your promises!’

				‘I’ll apologise to Beauty,’ Tess snivelled desperately. ‘I’ll... I’ll kiss her pussy.’

				‘Too late now. You should have taken that option earlier. Now strip!’

				In utter dejection Tess pulled off her boots and removed her jodhpurs and panties. She tried to cover herself but Sam swished her paddle in warning. ‘You hide nothing! The shame is all part of it, you know that. Hands behind your neck! Let Danny and Charlie have a good look at you.’

				Tess’s trembling bottom was well rounded. Her pussy was a smooth, deep pale-lipped cleft with a wedge of dark curls above it.

				‘I think I want you on the balance beam,’ Sam said. ‘March!’

				As it suggested the beam was a training device that helped ponygirls improve their balance. It was like a low, short children’s seesaw set on a central heavy duty motorised pivot joint which was in turn mounted on a base panel that ran between two tall metal posts. A chain with a snaphook on its end hung from the top of each post. Protruding vertically up through a slot in the middle of the seesaw beam was an adjustable rod with a dildo tip, which was banded with metal loops. More chains with snaphook ends were bolted to the ends of the beam.

				Miserably Tess climbed onto the beam, which at the moment was locked into a level position, and stood astride the central dildo rod. Biting her lip she spread her legs and held out her arms. Danny and Charlie took up the chains from the posts and clipped them about her wrists, leaving a little slack in each. The chains from the beam ends they clipped about her ankles. Then Danny extended the rod until the dildo slid up into Tess’s tight vaginal mouth. She screwed up her eyes and groaned as it penetrated her. Now she was impaled she could not pull herself off the dildo or clamber off the beam.

				Sam went round to the control pad set on the side of the left hand post. ‘Now how do you like to set these things? Oh yes, on maximum.’

				‘No, Sam, please don’t!’ Tess begged.

				‘Are you saying you wouldn’t set it on max if it was me on there?’ Sam said. ‘Or Beauty, or Silver? Everybody else must suffer but you, eh?’

				Tess said nothing.

				Sam set the machine running. The motor whined and the pivot joint began to roll unpredictably, setting the beam rocking from side to side. Tess gasped and struggled to keep herself level, tugging on her wrist chains to remain in balance. The goal while riding the machine was to stay as upright as possible. If the rod was bent too far from vertical it activated contacts in the base and...

				‘Eeee... ahhh!’ Tess shrieked as the dildo gave her a shock right inside her vagina. She began to thrash about desperately; losing both her self control and balance. The dildo rod bent left and right inside her, distending her pussy lips and making her lower belly bulge. She shrieked and jerked as it shocked her again and again. The pain must have been too much because Tess wet herself, her pee spraying from her cleft in fitful spurts over her thighs and down onto the bark chips.

				Finally, sobbing and streaming with tears, she managed to regain her balance and stay upright. Grimly, red-eyed, she began to ride the balance beam but at a terrible cost to her dignity. She had to sway her hips nimbly from side to side, letting the rod slide up and down inside her freely but never letting it bend. This continual pumping had its inevitable consequence and the shaft grew visibly more slippery and shiny as her juices began to grease it. She knew what she was doing but could not help herself.

				‘You see,’ Sam said, ‘you are enjoying yourself, just like a ponygirl. Now shall we leave you to your fun, like you did with Beauty?’

				‘No, please don’t!’ Tess begged.

				‘Well Danny and Beauty and I have business elsewhere. Perhaps you want Charlie to stay. You know girls should not be left alone in here.’

				‘Yes... please have him stay!’ Tess gasped.

				‘Beg him nicely.’

				‘I beg you to stay, Charlie,’ Tess choked out.

				Charlie grinned at her bobbing and swaying body with its tanned red breasts, urine-stained thighs and dribbling pussy. ‘If you really want me to, Miss,’ he said.

				‘I do, I do!’

				‘Until she comes,’ Sam advised Charlie. ‘That’s how long she likes ponygirls to ride the machines in here, isn’t that true, Tess?’

				‘Yes, yes...’ Tess sobbed.

				‘Unless you can offer Charlie some inducement to take you down early, of course. But I’ll think he’ll want more than a tenner this time. But I’ll leave that up to him.’ She gathered up her clothes and pulled her jacket over her bare torso. ‘Come on,’ she said to Danny and Beauty. ‘I want to finish what I started earlier...’

				* * *

				They were back in the harness room with Sam and Danny seated at the bench and Beauty kneeling between them. Sam looked at both of them solemnly.

				‘I want to get this right. Beauty is lovely and I’d like to keep her all to myself. But I think that would be unkind. She’s grown to love you as well, Danny. That was my fault for leaving her so I’ve nobody else to blame. And now I can’t rob her of that love.’

				There were tears in Beauty’s eyes and she laid her head against Sam’s knee.

				‘But I’m not going to give her up either. So I’ve got a suggestion. She’s been pleasure trained and pony trained so perhaps we can share her. You’re a better rider than I’ll ever be. You’ll have my full club membership, Beauty, and all her kit and the rig of course, for pony competitions and regular training, and I’ll have her the rest of the time as my personal pleasure slave. Well?’

				She looked at both of them anxiously. Suddenly she realised this was the most adult decision she had ever made.

				Danny gaped at her and then at Beauty. Beauty was staring up at Sam in wonder. Sam bit her lip. Did it sound totally wrong?

				Danny took a deep breath. ‘You... really mean I could have her to ride when I wanted?’

				‘Yes.’

				‘And if there’s a competition, can I... er... prepare her like riders do?’

				‘If you mean bedding her so that she knows you’re her master in the saddle, of course. That’s only proper.’

				‘Wow!’ Danny exclaimed. ‘Yes, I’d like that very much.’

				Sam looked at Beauty. ‘Would you be happy being shared between us like that?’

				Beauty was blinking back joyful tears. ‘Yes, Mistress. Thank you so much.’

				Now it was Sam’s turn to take a deep breath. ‘Then there’s just one thing left. I want to show I really mean this and that I’m sorry for the way I treated Beauty in the past. I need to do a penance. Will you help me, Danny?’

				‘Yes, of course. Um... what do you actually mean?’

				She pointed to one of the foam rubber mats. ‘Can you put one down for Beauty, please? Then lay her down on her back with her legs open.’

				As he was occupied putting out the mat and arranging Beauty, Sam slipped off her jacket, boots, trousers and panties. When Danny turned back to her she stood before him stark naked.

				He gulped and blushed, not knowing where to look. ‘Ohh... er... a penance...’

				Even as her heart thudded in anticipation she thought: he really is quite sweet.

				‘Yes, that sort of penance,’ Sam told him. She turned her back to him and crossed her wrists behind her. ‘Will you bind me and grease my bum, please?’

				‘Your... bum?’

				‘Yes. Just like you would a pony before you put her onto a rig.’

				‘Oh...’

				He lifted a simple binder strip from a hook on the rack above the bench and secured her wrists. Sam bent across the bench and spread her legs. He took up a jar of lubricating jelly from a shelf, scooped some out and pushed a finger full deep up into her rectum. She clenched it tight inside her. If he noticed the lingering blaze on her bottom from her last session at Wainwright’s he wisely did not comment.

				Danny pulled his finger out of her. Sam turned and knelt on the mat between Beauty’s waiting thighs. For a moment their eyes met and she thrilled at the sparkle of joy she saw in them. Sam inhaled the scent of her pussy as she dipped her back, spread her knees and kissed it deeply.

				She looked back over her shoulder at Danny. ‘Now please take me up my bum. I can see you’re hard, Danny. Enjoy yourself and come inside me. I won’t hate you for it at all. Please do it as a favour. I deserve it. And don’t be gentle. I want to show Beauty I’m not too proud to pleasure her at the same time I’m getting what I deserved for abandoning her.’

				Unable to find the right words, Danny unzipped and freed his stiff manhood. He knelt down behind Sam, took hold of her hips and forced his cockhead into her hot, tight and well-greased bottom hole.

				Sam rocked back and forth, her face grinding through Beauty’s cleft as she licked and sucked at her slave’s perfect soft brown dripping lovemouth, while Danny dutifully sodomised her. She was pleased that he took her at her word and was not gentle; ramming hard into her. It hurt and yet it was a joy at the same time. A bit like life, she thought.

				And as Sam came and overflowed between the genitalia, both male and female, which were so totally occupying each end of her, a wild, wonderful and surprising idea burst unbidden into her mind, which she immediately stowed away for most careful future consideration. And it was this: didn’t the name Samantha Stamp have a nice cheerful ring to it?
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