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Author’s Preface

 
The Arena project started out as a single novel idea – it was back when female wrestling was growing in popularity and SM was generally being much talked-about - but once I had got hold of Tara as a character I knew she wouldn’t be tamed and trained within one set of covers! She was going to take two, so along came The Gladiator and then the other ideas just spread off the main one so naturally that The Prize arrived almost without my realising it. And then of course the whole of CSL had to be developed and Slave’s Honour – with all the ponygirl action that was great fun to write – just had to be written. Then Blondie had to be really tested in Last Slave Standing once Snake had wriggled her way onto the pages…
And so here we are at the eleventh and final volume in the journey, in the company of characters who I never knew when I set out.
It’s very rare that a writer in this genre gets to have any contact with his – or her – readers, but I was always thrilled by the letters that Silver Moon received, with thoughts about the last book and suggestions for plot lines in the future, there was one in particular who can take a lot of credit for the last three books. And there was the reader who suspected I was employed at a ponygirl ranch, because of all the detail I went into. If only! Oh, if only!
There are a lot of people whose enthusiasm has been immensely helpful, and a lot who probably didn’t even know they were helping, but here are a few names and if I miss anyone out, please do write to Silver Moon and let me know!
 
Thanks to; Francine for unflagging and cheerful friendship and suggestions beyond count – and one very major suggestion in particular! Thanks to ‘d ‘ for a lot of things. Thanks to ‘filly’ for her enthusiasm. Thanks to Tony and a whole host of SM people. Thanks to ‘G’ who’ll never read this but who was important. 
And lastly thanks to all the readers who came along for the ride! This one’s for you!









Part One Synopsis

 
Sophie Suarez is the daughter of the famous gladiator Blondie; star of the modern arenas. But she is trying to live down her parents’ past and becomes involved in the student protests against slavery which is being introduced by the government. Unbeknownst to her she has a half-sister who is already a star of the arenas; ‘Ace’ or Anna Chatham as she was before she was enslaved (see Bound for Glory). 
When Sophie’s parents are killed in an air crash the arena that owns Ace starts promoting her as the heiress to Blondie’s prowess, but some people start asking where her half-sister is and soon Sophie’s identity – although she has changed her name by deed poll- is discovered. Suddenly she is on the run in Paris, travelling on a forged passport. She splits up with her boyfriend but finds a new friend in Martha, with whom she begins a lesbian relationship. The two women start work with an Escort Agency. But one night Sophie sees one of the men from an arena who had tried to kidnap her in London and she takes fright and flees to America where her parents had a company that she hopes she can work for and lose her identity. However, passport control in America spot that her passport is a fake, as they are always on the lookout for good looking women passing through, and double check to see if they’ve got anything to hide. They are handsomely paid to do so by a local multi-millionaire who runs a ponygirl ranch. 
He offers girls like Sophie a chance to evade the law by serving him for two years. At the end of that time they can go free if they want. Sophie is horrified to find herself in a situation almost like the one her mother faced when she was first abducted, but realises that after two years most people will have forgotten about Sophie Suarez and she might stand a chance of living a normal life, so she signs up to be a ponygirl with all that that entails....









Chapter One

 
Her wrists encased in thick leather suspension cuffs, the slavegirl hung before Martha. She was suspended from a chain run through a steel loop mounted in a beam that traversed the ceiling of a luxury apartment at the CSL slave training stable. 
The apartment belonged to Brian Holden who was part-owner of the stable and he stood to one side of Martha, leaning casually against a wall, watching her with a slight smile playing around his lips. For her part Martha was lost in heart-stopping surges of unfamiliar but thrilling sensations. The girl had been hung with her back towards her and now Martha ran her eyes lovingly over the fully available and naked body. Like any arena slave she was strong and the suspension showed her athletic form off to perfection. The pads of sinew beneath the feminine curves at the shoulders tapered smoothly into the back which in turn faded gracefully into the narrow waist. From there the hips swelled out spectacularly to the sides and the buttocks jutted towards Martha. They were almost perfect hemispheres and were tight and perky, sitting at the tops of the powerful, long thighs that were parted just slightly, allowing Martha to glimpse the cleft of the lips that hid between them. Lips which, Brian had assured her, would be extremely wet and eager at the end of a whipping.
And it was the whipping which was making Martha breathless with excitement. Brian had given her a braided single tail whip about six feet long with a tassel at its end.
“I’d normally suggest starting with a flogger, but I get the feeling you’ll settle in better with one of these,” Brian had told her as he had handed it to her and then told her how to sweep it forwards and to adjust her stance to allow the full length of the tail and the tassel to land across the back and buttocks or to leave the tassel to wrap around the chest or hips to bite at the breasts or delta. 
“When the slave is upright in front of you, you have to swing the lash hard or it’ll just go slack before it hits,” he told her and came to stand close behind her so that he could reach out and clasp his hand around hers. She could feel his body pressing against hers and in her lower back there was the tell tale hardness of his cock. She was not surprised, the erotically displayed body in front of them had got her feeling very hot and damp and the thought of being able to do just anything she pleased with it was making her heart thunder and her pulse race. 
When he had first got her into bed in Paris and she had decided that she could give him some indication of Sophie’s whereabouts in return for this invitation to visit a real arena slave training stable, she had had the feeling that it was something she was meant to do. And as she swung the lash forwards and felt Brian’s strength pushing her arm through the barrier of reluctance and conscience and the tail had smacked home across the slave’s shoulders, making the girl flinch and twist in her bonds, Martha knew that she had been born for this. She felt a warm flood of arousal at her belly and her breasts suddenly felt tight against her bra cups. She threw another lash and again Brian helped her to abandon all fear and strike as hard as she wanted, and then he let her go and stood back.
Now she was some thirty lashes into the beating and the slave’s body was beginning to pendulum back and forth as Martha really found her range. Biting her lower lip in sheer excitement, she altered her aim and her stance and threw the whip forward around the hips. Immediately the slave’s legs bicycled and her body twisted. The tow coloured mane of hair flung back between the raised shoulders and a cry escaped her for the first time.
“Nice shot!” Brian said. 
Martha grinned across at him, swept her own hair back and repeated the stroke. Once again she registered a hit and the slave’s body swung more freely as both legs kicked helplessly and her torso twisted. She went for a third and fetched a loud yelp from her victim, whose legs kicked more vigorously in the air. Martha coiled the lash and went to inspect her handiwork.
“Give it a couple of minutes for her skin to show the marks,” Brian told her. “This one marks quite slowly. Others show almost immediately. Sometimes it’s the ones who mark quickest who bruise the longest, you just have to know your stock.”
Martha savoured the word ‘stock’. These slaves were legally owned nowadays and the stable could do pretty much as it wanted with them. The only rein to total power over them was the substantial resale value of a good arena slave. To that end each stable now had a vet to keep an eye on the livestock’s welfare. Martha put her hands on the slave’s hips to steady her and looked up into her eyes.
When Brian had led the girl in; her leash clipped through the heavy tongue ring that kept all arena slaves virtually mute, Martha had avoided eye contact, almost ashamed of what she was about to do to another female. But now Brian’s confident objectification of her and the calm acceptance the slave had displayed as she was tied and then suspended, had emboldened her. She, Martha, was a free woman and this was a slave; a chattel, wholly owned ‘stock’ whose only purpose was to give pleasure.
The slave hung with her feet six inches off the floor so Martha could easily look up into the grey eyes that stared fixedly down at the floor and refused to meet hers. Martha realised it was probably some sort of standing order, so she reached up and took the girl’s face between the thumb and forefinger of her hand, forcing her head up. She was a presentable enough girl, she thought. Her full lipped mouth hung open a little as she still panted in the wake of the beating, her ring gleamed between even white teeth, but there were no tears and the face was calm and expressionless.
“Whatever you’re looking for you won’t find it there,” Brian whispered, coming close behind her and reaching forward to embrace her round her waist and pull her back against him. “There’s only one place a slave does her talking.”
Martha’s breath caught with excitement but she managed a husky laugh and took her hand away from the girl’s face and instead plunged it straight between the thighs. The girl parted them immediately and Martha’s fingers were easily able to slide across a slippery, hard clitoris and then up into the vagina itself. The inner lips were the kind that erected around the vaginal entrance itself and the small clitoral hood had retracted so the cunt was neat and every bit as wet as Brian had said and Martha had to resist the urge to plunge her face into it and lap up the thick juice that was already squelching around her fingers. 
As she kept working them inside the girl and Brian’s hands glided up to her own breasts and began to brush her nipples through the fabric of her sweater, she saw the pink line of the whip strikes begin to appear on the tanned skin of the girl’s delta and she laughed in delight as she saw how accurate her first strike had been. She could see how the tassel, travelling faster than the actual lash had bitten into the flesh in a sloping line down across the girl’s right hip and stopped just at the start of the labial cleft. As she watched, fascinated, and the slave began to gasp and moan as she kept her fingers working inside her, Martha saw the other two strikes appear and darken, almost following the same trajectory.
“She could do with some from the other direction to even things up and make a nice pattern,” Brian said. Martha giggled with excitement at the way the slave was treated purely as a canvas to paint on with the lash. The only response from her that mattered at all was what was going on in her vagina, and Martha realised that her cries and wriggling had become more urgent and she was close to coming. Instinctively she withdrew her fingers and inspected the glistening secretions that coated them. In front of her the slave’s body trembled with disappointment and Brian gave her a squeeze and stood back.
“Well done,” he said. “She needs to know she’ll only be allowed pleasure on your terms. Start as you mean to go on and control every bit of pain and pleasure they experience.”
“Can she take more?” Martha asked. She had heard friends discussing watching arena videos online but had never done it herself and was still finding it hard to accept the erotic reality hanging in front of her.
“Of course!” Brian snorted. “You’re only sweeping the whip, not cracking it at full length, so you won’t break the skin. She’s used to taking a hundred or more like this. It’ll be her shoulders that’ll need a rest before she’s whipped out.”
Martha looked up at the slave again and noticed the heavily ringed tongue clicking against her teeth as the girl swallowed. Impulsively she reached up and wiped her fingers clean of vaginal fluid on one breast and then paused to admire the soft, fleshy ovals stretched just inside the sinews of the raised arms, the nipples deep red and hard, the areolas swollen with excitement.
“Wrap a few round her ribs and onto those and you’ll get a reaction sure enough,” Brian told her.
Martha resumed her position behind the girl while Brian strolled over to the bar and helped himself to a glass of wine. The memory of the soft vulnerability of the breasts stayed in her mind and she started the second part of the beating by experimenting with wrapping her rib cage as Brian had suggested, before she went back to developing the tracery of long thin lines across her back and delicious buttocks and hips. And eventually she did get a reaction from the wrapping strokes. The slave cried out more loudly and wriggled frantically at several of them as the tally mounted to over sixty lashes and when Martha switched her target back to the delta, she was rewarded with some particularly convulsive twists and thrusts of the hips into thin air before she slumped in her bonds and swung limply under the ensuing lashes until Martha stopped as she could see the inner thighs gleaming with discharge in the wake of the orgasm.
“D’you know?” she said. “I never really believed they could do that – come under the whip I mean. That is really hot!”
Brian came forward, his face intent and his eyes locked on hers. He reached out before he came close and put one hand directly on her right breast. Again she caught her breath, unaware of how excited she had become and transfixed by the desire she saw in his eyes. She tilted her face up to his kiss and thrust her chest forward, offering up her breasts to him as his tongue pressed between her open lips and penetrated her mouth.
The bedroom was on the same floor as the lounge, which doubled as playroom and Brian wasted no time in grasping the slave round her waist and unbuckling the suspension cuffs, then throwing her over one shoulder and carrying her into the bedroom at the same time as he led Martha there.
The bed was a four poster with exquisitely carved posts and Brian set the slave down at the foot of the bed, facing away from it and tied her wrists to the tops of the posts and her feet to the bottoms so that she was spreadeagled. Then he put her in a hood which left only her mouth unimpeded.
“There,” he said as he turned and found that Martha was naked and kneeling on the bed waiting for him. “She’ll keep for if we need her later.”
Brian had left Paris a few days before Martha had been able to get away to join him and in the hired car she had taken from Heathrow she had fretted about what she was doing. She could just about square giving Brian some indication of Sophie’s whereabouts with her conscience, but she wasn’t sure about Brian or about herself. As he had told her about his work at the stable and how it all worked, she had found herself getting more and more excited. His conversation was so different from the scandalised and girly gossip which had been her only previous contact with the arenas. He was calm and matter-of-fact and she had found herself looking at his strong, competent hands, thinking of them working on smooth, vulnerable girlflesh and had shivered with lust. But she couldn’t figure out where exactly she fitted in. She had loved having some limited domination over Sophie. And while she drove, Martha’s thoughts turned again to her lovely blonde Sophie, recalling how she would lie next to her after they had made love. Sophie would prop herself up on one elbow and gently riffle and stroke Martha’s soft pubic fuzz, carefully shaved into a tidy little bush. Slowly the afternoon would wear on and the light and shadows would shift across the bedroom as Martha’s libido was revved up again by the soft, insistent fingers playing with her. And then;
“Please may I lick you again, Martha?” And it struck Martha that Sophie had always asked permission before doing anything. Maybe it was a case of ‘like mother, like daughter’ after all and Brian was right; Sophie belonged to the arenas and, more particularly, to The Lodge. 
Eventually she had arrived at the gates of the most secretive and exclusive SM club in the country and been allowed in. Brian had met her at the car park in front of the main house.
“I want to show you the CSL stable before you see the rest of the place,” he had told her before guiding her quickly through a stableyard and then along paths that ran through woodland and skirted a steel building that Brian told her was the indoor training ground and then they had found the complex that housed CSL itself. It was dusk and the slaves were being given their evening feed. Everything was busy; girls dressed in short kilt-type skirts and blouses knotted up beneath their breasts dashed back and forth with steaming bowls of food. In one shed Martha glimpsed two rows of naked girls sitting on either side of a long table all tucking into their food as it was ladled out for them, in the background several men stood watch over them.
“We used to be a small stable that trained specialists and hired them out, but now the stables are so big there’s not quite as much demand for that. Now we mainly train up squad girls for the big stables so they don’t have to bother, but we still keep a core of specialists who do get hired out. They’re in here,” he told her, opening the door of another low building a little further along. Martha had never seen girls stabled before but here there were fifteen of them. They were chained up in their stalls but able to walk about within them. The grooms were just settling them down after their feed and a small, very attractive Indian woman was anxiously scanning a clipboard, flicking back and forth through the papers on it. She was dressed in a simple tunic in a sari-like fabric that stopped only a few inches down her exquisite legs. Below it her satin smooth thighs were naked apart from her high-heeled court shoes. Martha thought she looked gorgeous.
“Number Fifteen needs to go to the big house at nine!” she called across to one of the grooms who went to an electronic pad on the wall beside the stall door that bore the number ‘15’ on it and keyed in some numbers.
“Thirteen is due back in the stadium for punishment at eight thirty! And Number Nine! Take them both Anthea please!” she called again and another girl acknowledged her. “Ten and Five are wanted in the surgery in half an hour! See to it please Jane!”
Brian had walked over to the woman who had looked up with a brilliant smile as she saw him. “Martha, this is Raika, our head groom,” he said.
The two women had shaken hands and Martha had instinctively felt that she could be friends with her, perhaps more.
“Could you have Seven brought over in an hour, Raika? I want her for whipping and probably some more besides, she’s not needed for a week or two so it won’t matter if she’s knocked about.”
“Yes, Mister Brian,” the woman said, giving him another brilliant smile and even bobbing a slight curtsey before turning back to her work. “Anne! You were told to scrub out the showers! Get onto it now!”
“Raika’s been with us for a few years. She’s a lovely obedient girl between the sheets but a real tyrant with the grooms,” Brian told her as he led her across a courtyard and into his quarters. He had had a supper sent across from the big house and Martha had seldom eaten as well and the wine had slipped down perfectly too. As they ate, Brian explained something of how the stable worked and its hierarchy. From what he told her, she seemed to be up against pretty well every other female in the place. He could have any of them at any time. Either she had scored big time, or he was just angling after Sophie and shagging her was a part of that. With a couple of glasses of wine inside her she felt able to speak her mind and Brian roared with laughter.
“I’m sorry!” he said at last. “I’d never thought of it like that. It’s been my work for so many years it’s just part of everyday life here. Yes, I can and do fuck pretty well whoever I like, pretty well every day, but the slaves are just fuck meat and whipping flesh, being fucked regularly is part of their training. If you started seeing them as people you wouldn’t get far in this game. And, yes, I’m desperate to find Sophie and I hope you’ll agree after a couple of days that she belongs here. But I’m not going to screw you over, Martha. I like you and really hope we can work together.”
This was far more than Martha had dared to hope for, but just then the slave had been led in by a groom and Brian had taken charge.
Now he climbed onto the bed beside her and they admired the spreadeagled slave at the foot of the bed. The dense network of stripes that the whip had traced on her skin suited her so well, Martha thought and it was the thought of being surrounded by so much submissive and well-trained girlflesh that pushed her into a free fall of multiple orgasms as Brian’s weight crushed her and his cock spread her wide as he rammed himself into her, each powerful thrust seeming to Martha to set her apart from the slaves he was surrounded by and his fierce kiss as he finally pumped himself into her seemed to confirm it.
Afterwards he freed the slave and had Martha lie with her legs wide apart while the slave crawled up the bed and lay between her legs to lick his spend from her thighs. She propped herself up to watch the girl at work and to increase the pleasure her tongue was giving her.
“Can I watch you whip her?” she asked. 
Brian hung her back up and gave Martha a masterclass in the prolonged use of the single tail, driving the girl to three more orgasms under the lash before she had to be taken down. He had worked naked and Martha had divided her time between kneeling beside his muscular thighs and stroking his cock as he flogged and then kissing the welts on the slave’s breasts and then parting her thighs and getting her tongue into the flooding vagina.
The next day she got a tour of the big house and saw the Housegirls in their spectacular corsets and sweeping skirts, and rubbed shoulders with the members, practically every one of whom she had seen in the papers or on the news. Despite being a female she was treated with an exaggerated courtesy that she found intoxicating. Never had she had her hand kissed so often. She met Patti Campbell who trained and looked after the Housegirls and Dr. Sands who was the stable’s vet and the house’s doctor.
“There’s a bit of history between those two,” Brian told her later. “They fell out over who owned Raika. The doc won. They’re about the only two women in the place who are off the menu for you. But if Patti chooses to come on to you, go for it. She’s a superb lay. And if the doc wants you the same applies, although I can only go by what Patti and Raika tell me. I’ve never had her.”
Martha began to think she’d died and gone to heaven. 
That evening they had another slave and kept this one all night. Martha buggered her with a strap-on while she gave Brian a blow job. Then she had a long and deliciously slow sixty-nine with the girl. At one point the slave’s bottom had been right over her face as Martha lay on her back and Brian had stood beside the bed and used a cane on it. She had been able to see the ripple effect of the shock waves in the flesh and then the girl had settled her cunt back over Martha’s lips until Brian had ordered her up again for more caning. 
On the second day he took them for a drive in the parkland in a two-in-hand, pulled by two of the Housegirls. The sight of Brian wielding the driving whip across their backs and delicious bottoms had so enflamed her that she had to stop and fuck them both with a strap-on as they bent forwards over the bar their wrists were tethered to. Eventually Brian reined in at a remote spot and unpacked a blanket for them to lie on. He hobbled the ponies to a tree some yards away and then stripped Martha naked before fucking her again.
“If I tell you what I know, will you send me away?” she whispered again the question that still tormented her as she lay, panting and wasted once more at his side.
“No,” Brian said simply. “I like enjoying the slaves with you. And you’re different to the other girls I’ve had here. I’d like you to stay.”
Martha roused herself enough to roll over and lie on top of him so that she could look him in the eye.
“Do you want to whip me?” she asked.
 “No. It wouldn’t suit you. But I love whipping the slaves with you and watching you enjoy them. You’re more domme than anything…” Brian frowned suddenly. “You know, it might be an idea to spend some time with Patti, she’s a bit like you.”
 Martha liked that idea; Patti was still a beautiful woman, despite the dusting of grey in her copper coloured hair. The curves of her luscious figure were still smooth and her eyes had a fine web of laughter lines around them. More time in her company would not only be pleasant it would give her more time to consider how she could best play the one and only card she held.
In the meantime, she could feel a hardness beginning to press against her thigh, which lay between Brian’s. That needed attending to. Slowly she slithered down his body until her face was over his hard, erect cock. Gently she furled back the foreskin and felt the shaft swell and harden in her hand even more as the gleaming purple helm thrust eagerly up towards her. She moistened her lips and opening her mouth wide, dipped her head until she felt the smooth, polished dome slide into her. Instantly her mouth was full of him, the bulk of his shaft pushing her tongue down, the taste of him – redolent of his sperm and her secretions – filled her senses and urged her on to make him ejaculate again. She eased herself further and further down, fighting to relax her gag reflex and to relax her throat. She heard him gasp with pleasure as he felt her swallow him and her throat caressed him. Then his hand was in her hair and she could feel him swell as he moaned again, bracing herself she felt the pumps begin and listened for his cries as he was able to spend freely in her throat, but she made sure she lifted her head off him just before he finished ejaculating and was able to savour the final splashes of sperm before she swallowed them down. 
A woman had to fight with all the weapons she had and Martha was becoming more and more determined that The Lodge was where she wanted to be. She rested her head on Brian’s muscular stomach as he recovered and looked over to the trees where the two ponies were hobbled. They looked stunning in their full bridles and harnesses, one of them was blonde and Martha smiled slowly as she imagined Sophie, tall and graceful and waiting to be whipped up to a gallop.
 
By late afternoon Brian had had to be back at the stable and Martha was free to go up to the big house and find Patti. The girl on reception, a brunette with creamy breasts that were barely constrained by her bodice, rang ahead for her and confirmed that Patti could see her.
“Can you remember the way?” the girl asked and Martha had to admit that she hadn’t the faintest idea how to find her way to Patti’s suite through the labyrinthine corridors. It was no problem however as a passing girl was detailed off to guide her. The girl introduced herself as Faith and chatted volubly as they made their way upstairs.
“I’ve been booked by one of my Master’s best friends,” she told Martha. “He often leaves me here when he’s away on business; says it keeps me out of mischief!” she added with a girlish giggle.
Martha looked at her. Her torso was held in the tight embrace of a superbly embroidered corset with half cups that held her breasts offered up very enticingly. Her shoulders and upper back were entirely bare. At her waist her full skirt rustled and swept gracefully as she moved, but as Brian had demonstrated earlier, the skirt was only fastened by two clips that could be undone in a trice to bare her below the waist. However, should that be too much bother, there were splits front and back so that a hand, or anything else, could be inserted quite easily. The girls were walking invitations to all the sorts of mischief that men could possibly imagine and Martha herself wanted nothing more than a handful of whatever was under Faith’s skirt and said as much. She wasn’t sure she was allowed to, but greatly daring managed to frame it as an order.
“Faith, stop here. I want to feel you.” They were in a long, wide corridor with doors to bedrooms leading off it and Martha had no idea what would happen if a member came out and found her fiddling with a Housegirl. But something gave her confidence and Faith herself helped by calmly accepting her right to order her. She stopped immediately and turned to face Martha, hands behind her back and feet apart. Dizzy with the excitement of having this beauty open up for her, she reached out and fumbled her way through the complex pleats of the skirt until her fingers found the warmth of Faith’s smoothly shaven delta. She slid her hand forwards and found her way between the girl’s lips, feeling the hard nub of the clitoris as she went and making Faith groan. Then she was into the moist slit and her curled fingers slid up into the hot little sheath of the vagina. Faith let out a breathless cry as she was penetrated and Martha thought she looked even more lovely with her head thrown back and her breasts heaving. She hoped her Master’s friend appreciated her.
“What will your Master’s friend do with you?” she asked, working her fingers inside the girl and making her rock her hips in time to the thrusts.
“He said he’s going to cane me…hard.” Faith’s voice caught as her excitement mounted.
“And you’re looking forward to that?” Submissiveness was a whole new landscape that Martha was exploring in a state of amazed bliss.
“Oh, yes! It hurts wonderfully…awfully…oh!” Martha kept on working her fingers as the girl’s hips began to thrust against her fingers more urgently.
“And will he fuck you?”
“”If I’m good, he’ll let me suck him…oh! Oh!”
Martha took her fingers out suddenly and grinned at the devastated look on Faith’s face. She was enjoying this!
Faith took her to Patti’s room and the two women kissed briefly before the Housegirl trotted off to suffer appallingly and willingly for her absent, but plainly much loved, Master. 
Patti asked her to come straight through to the bathroom as she was preparing a girl for one of the members to use later that evening. Filled with excited curiosity, Martha followed Patti through a drawing room furnished in luxurious but rather nineteenth century style and into the bathroom. A beautiful black girl was kneeling on all fours in the huge, sunken bath with a clear plastic tube coming out of her anus.
“This is Melissa, Martha. Mel’s been booked by Lord…”Patti caught herself in time, after all Martha wasn’t yet a fully accepted part of the establishment, “by one of the members who always uses a girl’s back passage, so I’m just cleaning her out.”
Martha watched fascinated as Patti connected the tube to a bag filled with warm water, hanging from a steel stand placed by the side of the bath. She turned a tap and allowed the water to flow into the girl’s rectum. She turned her head and smiled at Patti as the water entered her and gave a sensual chuckle before wriggling her deliciously proportioned bottom. 
“Mel’s one of the girls owned by The Lodge itself,” Patti explained. “I bought her at auction in Africa a couple of years ago. She’s actually got a doctorate in Economics but she fucks like a rabid hyena and can take the whip all night. The perfect Lodge girl in fact. And a perfect slut too, eh Mel?”
“Yes, Mistress,” the girl breathed as Patti bent down and felt her stomach.
“Ok, that’ll do you. Sort yourself out and take care of the smelly stuff, then join us,” Patti told her briskly but then stopped the girl from rising and instead took hold of her dark, thick outer labia and parted them, displaying the pink inner sex flesh, startlingly bright against the smooth chocolate brown buttocks and thighs. 
“If you come down to Dungeon One after dinner, the guy who’s booked her is going to work on her in public, isn’t that right, Mel?”
“Yes, Mistress. He said it’s going to be needles.”
“Did he say how many?” Patti asked, glancing archly at Martha who was staring in fascination at the exposed sex in the hollow at the tops of the perfect, smooth thighs.
“He did twenty last time and he’s going for more this time – breasts as well.”
Martha looked at the girl, who had been released by Patti, she had climbed to her feet and was looking at them with barely suppressed excitement.
“He’ll whip you first and you’ll come before he even starts on the needles, you slut,” Patti said fondly.
“Yes, Mistress,” the girl agreed calmly.
Martha felt herself melt and burn with excitement as Patti took her arm and guided her back into the drawing room where she sat her down on a chaise longue and sat close beside her. Martha could see the pale upper swells of Patti’s large breasts heaving a little above the low neckline of her simple sheath dress. A dress, Martha noted that only a woman in complete control of her figure could get away with. She licked her lips as her mouth suddenly dried; Patti Campbell was still an intensely attractive woman – and she had just put her hand on Martha’s thigh. Brian’s words came back to her and she couldn’t wait to find out how true they were.
“Now,” Patti said, “I know you’re a friend of Brian’s but is there a particular reason he asked you here?”
Martha couldn’t help but confide in her and Patti was silent for a moment when she had finished. “He’s right you know. We do need Sophie here. But you’re scared that if you tell him what you know he’ll chuck you over?”
Martha nodded.
“I think you can trust Brian. He’s a good man with a whip – he’s taken me to the blood on many occasions and I’ve never been frightened – hurt, yes. Frightened, no. Are you a sub?”
“I don’t think so. I’ve got no desire to be whipped or…or have all that other stuff done to me but I love watching it being done and I love having sex with slaves afterwards. And I think I could learn to do a lot of the things people do to slaves.”
“Good,” Patti said. “He’s got subs coming out of his ears. Be yourself, be different - and tell him.” She smiled broadly and lasciviously as she went on. “And in case it goes pear shaped with him, you can stay with me as Plan B.”
Martha smiled back in gratitude and clasped her hand over Patti’s but just then Mel entered, naked, from the bathroom. Patti had her come and bend over in front of them while she inspected her arse and declared it clean enough for use.
“Now, the great thing about girls with Mel’s skin colour is that they don’t show the whip as much as white girls, so I suggest I continue your education for an hour or two and Mel will still look as fresh as a daisy for her session later.”
Through another door leading off from the drawing room was a corridor with views over the parklands and a lake, on the wall opposite the windows were more doors and through one of these was a playroom. Patti let Martha look around as she had Mel put on suspension boots and explained that a lot of the training the girls went through, went on here. 
“Now I’m going to haul her up in such a way that we can both enjoy her,” she said when Mel lay on her back on a leather topped bench with her feet encased in soft leather boots which were attached to widely spaced eyebolts in a spreader bar. Her hands were chained down by wrist cuffs to the sides of the bench beside her head. Patti went to the wall by Mel’s head and pushed a button on a yellow metal control unit. There was a soft hum and Mel’s legs, held wide apart, were drawn up into the air. Patti kept the button pushed until Mel’s shoulders and neck were all that were touching the bench. 
Martha was stunned by the view, the shapely legs and buttocks were perfectly displayed and the plump vulva, scheduled for such suffering later that evening was utterly vulnerable.  Meanwhile Patti had taken a flogger equipped with thin leather tails down from a rack and suddenly struck the girl on the inside of each thigh in quick succession. The girl’s position was such that each tiniest quiver of the slack flesh of the buttocks and the backs of the thighs was perfectly visible and as Patti struck and struck again, Martha fell in love with every ripple and shake of the beautiful body before her. And even better was the frantic wriggling. Somehow the girl contrived to twist her left leg so that she could get one knee close to the other and the spreader bar was twisted until it was nearly parallel with the bench below it. 
“It’s amazing how much movement she can get,” Martha said eventually when Patti had wielded forty lashes by Martha’s count – across the buttocks mainly but with quite a few finding their way between the thighs and caressing the exposed vulva, which brought even more desperate wriggles from the girl.
“It’s part of the fun,” Patti conceded, “but she’s asking for it now, and it’s quite deliberate too. She wants her cunt whipped and is provoking me into it. But how she’s used is no business of a Housegirl, so she’ll be punished. However, in the meantime she will get her cunt whipping because I want you to see her get it. Hold the bar steady for me will you?”
Martha stood over the girl and held the bar steady so that her legs stayed well apart as Patti whipped her and demonstrated how the flogger could just be allowed to thump down on soft flesh with its own weight alone, or if wielded from slightly further back, the tips of the tails could be made to smack home with much more venom. Martha loved those and watched every flinch and grimace on Mel’s face. And as the tally mounted it became clear that the grimaces were more and more becoming the frowning concentration of a woman approaching orgasm. But quite suddenly Patti stopped the whipping.
“Get naked and sit on her face,” she told Martha, and with breathless haste she shed the denim skirt and loose shirt she had put on after the pony ride then turned around and sat down so that Mel’s upper face was between her spread thighs and her cunt was squashed down onto Mel’s mouth.
“Now lick her out, you little bitch!” Patti shouted and began to beat her even harder. Martha cried out in delight as she felt the tremors run through the girl’s body as the whip fell and yet her tongue began to work with exquisite care at Martha’s clitoris, and when she sucked it into her mouth as Patti thrashed her between her wide spread thighs, Martha came with a violence she hadn’t experienced since Sophie’s disappearance. 
Once Martha had recovered Mel was briefly hauled up into full upside down suspension so that Martha could practise breast beating, but soon it was time for the girl to go about her business and no sooner had the door closed behind her than Patti was reaching behind her back to unzip her dress and the two of them spent the rest of that afternoon cementing their friendship on Patti’s bed. And it was as Martha tongue-lashed Patti to a third climax and the taste of the red head’s pungent sap flooding over her tongue intoxicated her with lust, that she determined to tell Brian all she could and joyfully join in the search for Sophie. She wanted to whip the tall blonde and make her come while she performed all the erotic procedures and did all the outrageous things she now knew were possible.
Martha’s decision to throw herself onto Brian’s mercy was finalised when Patti suggested that she cane her. The older woman’s generous expanse of smooth, pale flesh rippled and marked so wonderfully and Martha found it so natural to wield the cane that they had to have another frantic sixty-nine, chewing and rasping at each other’s clit until they could orgasm no more and were almost late down for dinner. Sophie should experience all this, Martha thought as she hurriedly struggled into the evening dress she had had brought over from Brian’s quarters. It was her destiny and she, Martha, her best friend, would lead her to it; kicking and struggling if necessary.
After dinner that night, Brian took her down to Dungeon One. Mel was laid on her back on another bench with her arms and legs tied out at full extension to four steel posts. The tall, grey haired man who had booked her for the night put a sling under her middle back and chained it to a vertical chain which he then shortened until Mel was arched upwards off the bench. He whipped her soundly from knees to neck and fetched the unmistakable sounds of orgasm from her after forty or fifty lashes. Patti and Martha exchanged secretive smiles. Then the needle play began and Martha had no choice in the end but to slip her hand down to her groin over her dress and blatantly rub her clitoris until she came. Brian smiled at her as she climaxed and then spent himself in the mouth of the Housegirl who was kneeling in front of him.  Meanwhile the dark skinned and sweat-gleaming body in front of them heaved and groaned as yet another shiny steel spike was thrust through her labia. She sported six in each lip as Martha came for the first time, the final ones were right down at the bottom of the vulva near the anus and Mel plainly felt them most keenly as she yelled between clenched teeth and her body tried to buck and fight as best it could. The audience applauded loudly as Mel panted and groaned when that part of the procedure was complete, still facing a gruelling session of breast needling.
“Don’t worry,” Brian told Martha as Mel shook her head desperately when she saw the next collection of sealed packets brought out. “She’s just desperate for him to bugger her. She loves cock and once she’s turned on, that’s all she cares about.”
“I know,” Martha said, smiling as she saw the drops of vaginal sap bedewing the back of her slit. But the erotic impact of the long, guttural groan that greeted her first nipple piercing had every Housegirl in the room on her knees and pleasing the members as Mel entertained them with a full symphony of erotic suffering. Martha started rubbing herself again as she spotted the thick flow of sap that oozed out of Mel’s cunt from between the pierced labia.
It was very late and fully dark when Martha and Brian sleepily made their way back to his quarters.
“God, I loved the way he kept the one through the actual clit right till the end. She was really far gone by then but she felt that alright!” Martha said quietly.
Mel’s final heave and scream at that needle, coming as it did after two needles in each nipple and then eight more through the meat of each breast around the areolas had brought rapturous applause and at last the company had departed to satisfy itself in whatever way took its fancy. Martha had kissed Patti good night and said she hoped that Mel was getting the buggering she fully deserved. Both Brian and Patti had laughed. 
“Oh, I think you can rest assured on that point. He’s famous for his endurance after a good session like that. The girls reckon he’s well worth the pain beforehand,” Patti told her.
As they walked from one pool of light to another along the lit pathway through the woods, Martha told him of the afternoon’s events and that she had reached a decision. Beside her she felt Brian tense and for a moment wondered if Patti had been in on a ‘get it out of her’ conspiracy, but she ploughed on for better or worse.
“All I can tell you is that she sometimes talked about a company her parents had in Houston. I reckon that when you spooked her that was where she went. And if it’ll help I’ll come and look for her with you.”
She looked at him anxiously, terrified of hearing herself dismissed.
“Well, it’s a start,” he said at last. “And, hey! A six foot blonde English beauty in Texas shouldn’t be that hard to find! Now, do you want a slave tonight, or shall we have one tomorrow night?”
Martha melted with relief and feeling half drunk on lust and exultation, reached out to touch the front of his trousers which already held a flatteringly hard bulge.
“Let’s have one tomorrow. Why should Mel get all the fun tonight? There’s other girls around here who could use a decent buggering.”









Chapter Two

 
In the baroque splendour of the Schlloss Gruberstrasse, the Council of Owners – the regular forum of the super-rich who owned and operated the modern arenas -was drawing to a close for the day. It was the second day and several important decisions had been taken. The Owners, almost by definition, were not natural committee men and liked things to move quickly. It had been put to a vote and passed that a group of them should use their influence to mobilise all forms of media to publicise to all nations the benefits that Britain was experiencing from legalising slavery as a form of punishment so that the arenas could purchase as many slaves as they needed quite openly. A target of four years had been set, by which time the aim was to have the arenas legally established in all European countries. Again Britain’s example was to be pushed using all the weapons of wealth and power that the Owners had at their disposal. Those arenas which had been started up in less developed countries were now under orders from the Council to use their influence – and their ability to pull in foreign currency - to increase the export of slaves for auction. Squad sizes were to be increased to one hundred and twenty girls as it was felt that the finales on the third day of the games were not as long lasting and satisfying for the crowds as they had been. The increased number of studded whip duels and the increase in the staging of full squad log-pulls and the Demolition Derbies were exhausting the squads. So holding a few fresh slaves in reserve to hurl into the finale was thought to be a good idea. The increase in numbers would also enable the stables to reduce the cost to the public of hiring slaves for play sessions at the games and of having them earn their keep as prostitutes in between games. This latter point was very much a part of the strategy for spreading the arenas through Europe as the taxes on the arenas’ revenues were producing astronomical growth in Britain. 
On the schedule for the final day was the use of studded tack in all chariot races and pony races – at the moment it was up to individual stables and was negotiated before the start of each games. There were new specifications for whips for each event to be voted on. Most controversially there was a Russian proposal that all the whips the slaves used against each other should be studded and that squad numbers should therefore be increased to a hundred and forty, to allow for wastage – as the motion put it. It had been seconded by a Chinese stable, but everyone knew that the stables in those countries had an embarrassment of riches when it came to sheer numbers of slaves and it was likely to be voted down. 
For Prince Hassan ibn Faud of Bakhtar, it was the later part of the final day’s schedule that involved him most. He stretched languidly as the Baron von Anstgruber brought proceedings to a close. The Council had met in the marbled ballroom of his ancestral home, where vast family portraits vied with tapestries, ostentatious scrolled plaster work and gilded cherubs for space on the walls and ceiling. But on this occasion they had stiff competition; the Baron was a devotee of girl milk and he kept a private dairy herd.
Between each huge painting a naked girl had been chained, arms stretched straight up above her and legs bound together and chained tightly to the floor. They had been stretched up onto tip toe to minimise the amount of wriggling they were capable of but as the afternoon had worn on soft, gag-muffled mews of protest and some fidgeting had hastened the winding up of proceedings. As the baron had said, the girls would provide a natural signal that work should cease for the day and the evening’s pleasures should begin. It was very simple; they needed milking. Their massive breasts needed emptying and the growing discomfort they caused was now providing a constant background moan that echoed around the hall. For seasoned gourmets of female pain and pleasure, it was an enjoyable sound and one the Prince was familiar with as he kept a few milkers himself. He was not overly fond of the milk they produced but loved the process by which it was obtained, and he and his trainer had found that a surprising number of arena slaves were partial to it as well. As a result they now kept a substantial amount in readiness as a reward for good performances in games. 
Now, as the hall filled with the sound of chairs sqeaking on the polished floor and voices and laughter echoing under the high ceiling, he looked at the range of girls on view. They came in all colours, shapes and sizes but had a few adornments in common. Apart from the cuffs at wrists and ankles, each girl also sported a chain that ran over her hips and dived down into her crotch. It was drawn up tightly into the sex cleft so that the lips were clearly defined. The baron kept them strictly off limits below the waist and the Prince knew that each chain supported steel shafts in the front and rear passages and only a special key that fitted into the bases of the shafts and the clasp of the chain would release them. In short each girl was stuffed to her limits and any attempt to remove the shafts would be fruitless. As a by-product this feature also helped increase the charming, wide-eyed look of discomfort and dismay on the girls’ faces as the pain in their breasts steadily augmented the discomfort in their nether regions. The Prince surveyed the line of huge, tear shiny eyes, some dark, some brown or hazel and some blue, that mutely implored him for relief above the ball gags that rendered them able to only groan softly.
But it wasn’t down to him to offer them relief. Their only other apparel was a steel disc over each nipple, kept in place by a thick barbell that pierced each prominent, rosy and hard nubbin. The baron’s own grooms would be along in due course to remove the barbells and release the discs so that palpation could at last administer relief. It was down to him and the other guests to add to the girls’ torments in the meantime, and it was this that the Prince loved so much. It was the way the big eyes would plead and hope and then widen in horror even further when they saw the whips. And then there were the extraordinary gyrations they were capable of under the lashes until finally relief was allowed and the way their eyes softened and relaxed as they were milked was exquisite. And finally of course there was the look of pure gratitude towards their owners and tormentors for having brought an end to their suffering – which was about to slowly begin all over again. It took weeks of continuous palpation to get a girl to lactate fully but it was effort well expended as far as he was concerned. There were hormonal treatments around now which could produce the required result quite easily and quickly, but the Prince felt that was cheating. A girl should be given plenty of time to come to terms with her destiny, he felt. It made her distress so much more enjoyable and her gratitude at each bout of relief so much more genuine. 
He chose an olive skinned beauty and strode towards her where she writhed, thrusting out her enormous breasts in supplication. The edges of her tawny areolas were just visible around the shining discs that covered her nipples. The breasts themselves were smooth skinned mounds that strained towards him and beneath his fingers were unnaturally firm. Despite her distress, the girl’s eyes closed in ecstasy as she felt his touch. Whatever lay in store for her beforehand, the touch of a Master meant that soon there would be relief. For a few moments he contented himself with stroking the huge melons and letting her enjoy his touch. Then he reached for the whip that hung beside her and once again he was treated to the wide, dark eyes, begging as she shook her head desperately.
The whip had slender tails that were fairly light and were designed to sting the sensitive, stretched skin. Frantically the girl bent her torso this way and that, even managing a few half-twists away from the tormenting lash, but only when her tears had achieved sufficient volume to trickle down her cheeks, find their way under the gag straps and drip off her chin to adorn the swelling upper slopes of the breasts, now darkened and vein crazed, did he stop. By that time the grooms had appeared with trays bearing jugs. 
Now the ballroom began to echo to a different sound as the high-pitched shrieks began to fade and a gentle, descending sighing filled the echoing chamber. The Prince watched the groom’s capable fingers unscrew the balls on one end of the barbells, slip them out and remove the discs, then she retrieved her jug and held it up with one hand while she began to knead the distended tit. Her fingers sank deep into the flesh and the girl moaned again as the thick pre-flow oozed out and was soon followed by the thin jets of real milk that sprayed into the jug. He watched the groom’s fingers sink deeply and firmly into the increasingly slack flesh of the breast until he was interrupted by the baron.
“When I serve liebfraumilch, I really serve liebfraumilch!” he said heartily and held a glass out for the groom to fill, then sipped it with obvious satisfaction. “I’ve been adding varying amounts of different kinds of fruit to their diets you know,” he said after smacking his lips appreciatively. “This one’s got a hint of peach at the back of the tongue. Try some!”
The groom held a small glass up to the right nipple and expressed some more of the fluid before handing it to the Prince who raised it to his nose and sampled the bouquet before taking a sip to roll around his mouth before swallowing.
“That really is surprisingly good!” he told his host. “Have you tried putting a little alcohol in their feed? We’ve been experimenting with brandy among other spirits and adding some peach as well might make for an interesting blend.”
“That’s an idea. I’ll tell my staff to begin trials. But whatever goes into it, it always comes out best from a well-whipped tit, eh?”
They both held their glasses out for a refill and then toasted well-whipped tits.
“Just want you to know,” the baron said afterwards, leading the Prince away from the slaves and towards a quieter area of the room. “I like your idea and will definitely vote for it. There might be some opposition mind you, but I’ll speak up in favour and I think several others will too. We need a calendar quite separate from the arenas, there’s so much enthusiasm for the sport we’d be fools to miss the opportunity.”
“Someone will do it if we don’t,” the Prince agreed.
“I’ll do some persuading over dinner, you might look out Kavanagh from the Blues. He’s reluctant but I think you could talk him round and he might bring some others along.”
The host treated his guests to several entertaining bouts of boxing and wrestling during dinner, and afterwards as they all mingled in one of the state drawing rooms the Prince did manage to talk to one or two owners and put forward his arguments in favour of a series of ‘Classics’. He eventually selected a pair of Slavic blondes for his bed companions and took them to his room in a reasonably optimistic mood. 
 
“But there’s a growing number of ponies being run professionally who aren’t chipped. How would we adjust things for that – if at all?”
It was getting late on the third and final day of the council’s meeting and the arguments were still going on. The Prince marshalled his thoughts once more and stood up to reply.
“My own opinion is that we should not compensate at all. A chipped pony will not garner any real advantage. If anything the harder she’s whipped the more distracted she’ll become. An unchipped pony will perform to her limits under the whip just like a chipped one. Let us remember the chips are there to inculcate obedience and pleasure through pain quickly, and to override the natural personality. With time and trouble a suitable pony can be trained to orgasm just as passionately as a chipped pony and can be whipped just as hard. We in the arena world just needed the job doing quickly.”
The baron’s hand went up and the Prince happily ceded the floor. He had been surprised that his scheme had been so controversial. He had mooted the idea of a series of pony races to be held around the world independent of the races in the arenas. The sport was becoming more and more popular and the Prince could see a time coming when – if they weren’t quick on their feet – a totally independent body would be set up to monitor races and govern the sport. 
The baron was driving that particular point home as the Prince drew his attention back.
“The revenues and sponsorship that could be gathered from betting on course and worldwide are potentially enormous, and that’s quite apart from revenues that could be generated on the ground. We all know that the market for the games is still growing so there’s almost no risk involved. And it’s not as if we need to weaken our arena squads either! We’ve all got – or can easily acquire – a small number of girls to be trained up specially for the events…”
By the time a vote was called for, the noise from the dairy herd was making it hard to hear the speakers, but on a show of hands the proposal went through and a programme of ‘Open Classics’ was to be developed. Bakhtar city was to be the first venue. The Classics would be held entirely separately from arena fixtures and would be open to any owners; from outside or inside the world of the arenas. A measure of quality control would be set up by using the arenas to certify a pony’s ability to run an officially measured mile in full harness and pulling her owner, within a time that was to be set as a standard by a Turkish stable who volunteered to formulate classes of ponies, having regard to height, weight and experience. The runs would have to be certified – and a payment made to a body to be set up and called the WPRA (World Pony Racing Authority) at least three weeks prior to a race and the certificate renewed annually. Any owner wishing to field an arena slave would have to abide by the same procedure.
The poor milkers were howling into their gags by the time the meeting broke up and they received especially harsh treatment as a result before the grooms were allowed to milk them. The Prince himself spent a happy half an hour on a blonde whose breasts had clearly been hormonally enhanced even before she had been trained to lactate. Her huge tits wobbled and swung from side to side as she was whipped and she danced in pain, sometimes the Prince even managed to make them collide with each other. And even though it was against house rules to touch a milk slave below the waist, the Prince could see the chain that ran between her labia was dripping with juice despite her muffled screams.
This one had obviously been part of a different set in the baron’s taste experiment and the Prince thought he got apple and a hint of blackcurrant from her.
He flew out later that evening and as he settled into his seat, he reflected that it had been a good meeting. Pretty well all issues had been resolved except one. His own squad was not strong in the pony events. He didn’t own one slave he thought he could enter against a field fully open to private and corporate owners as well as arena owners. He was going to have to start looking for fresh blood.
 












Chapter Three

 
The sun struck down through the trees in blinding shafts of light and the ponygirl almost seemed to flicker in and out of existence as she passed from brilliant light to deep shade every few paces. Even though it was only mid morning  Orlando Dismukes felt he could nod off, so peaceful were the surroundings and so quietly did the sulky run. The track was surfaced with densely compressed bark set in rubber and the wheels hardly rumbled on it at all. The pony’s wedge heeled shoes made no noise either and the only sounds were the soft tinkling of the small bells at her nipples and birdsong from the woods on either side of the track. Lazily he focussed his eyes on the quivering hemispheres of her buttocks and swept the driving whip across them, watching the brief tremor in the flesh as the cord zipped across the skin. There was no alteration in the girl’s pace, she was trotting on easily enough and if she was required to speed up he would apply several more lashes – she was an experienced enough pony to know the difference between a lash applied for pleasure and a command to alter her pace. 
Orlando looked beyond the girl’s shoulder and saw that the track was about to emerge from the woods and bend to the left. Straight ahead of them a smooth turf bank rose gently, the grass immaculately cut as all the grass was at the Pretty Pony ranch. There was no rule about having to stay on the tracks and the turf looked appealing on this brilliant morning. He sat up suddenly and took a firmer grip on the whip while at the same time shortening his grip on the reins. The pony’s head came up as she felt him tighten them, then the rhythm of her trotting disintegrated as he slashed the whip diagonally from her upper right shoulder down across her middle back. He wielded it hard, two, three times and then paused as he watched the full effect. The pony’s head had reared at the first lash and even as she had twisted her torso away from the whip her pace had increased to a flat out run. But, true to her training it was a high-stepping, prancing run; a gait that was for showing off her long thighs as much as it was for moving her sulky along at top speed. Orlando had been late making his booking and had had to settle for a dressage pony rather than a proper hacking one. She was diminutive but the groom at the stable had been adamant that she would be more than capable of a morning’s trot around the estate.
As the track came out from under the trees he wrenched at her right rein to veer her towards the sloping turf and then flicked in three more lashes across her buttocks. Her head dipped down as she saw the slope and dug in. Suddenly even the soft rumbling of the wheels was silenced as the sulky went off the track and onto the grass. The slope was not extreme but even so after a few yards the pony needed whipping again.
Orlando sat forwards so he could throw the lash farther round her and make it bite at her stomach, delta and breasts. She threw her head back as one or two lashes did torment her breasts but she kept her pace up and soon the ground began to level out. Orlando was able to settle back once more and just keep the whip at her back which was gleaming with sweat by then and gently he eased her back to a trot and then finally to a walk as they reached the top of the slope. Despite it not having been a particularly steep or long climb the Pretty Pony ranch occupied mainly flat land and he was able to see all the way back to the ranch house in one direction and the wooded hills that bounded the estate in the other. But he wasn’t the only one enjoying the view.
None other than the proprietor of the ranch himself; Wilbur Beckington-Floyd sat in a sulky almost identical to the one he was driving, clearly enjoying the clear morning air and the view. Orlando pulled his pony round to the right again and drew up beside him.
The two men reached across and shook hands as Orlando’s pony came to a halt beside the tall blonde pony Mr Floyd was driving.
“Did Peaches get you up here ok?” he asked Orlando, nodding in the direction of the pony whose ribs were still heaving as she fought for breath.
“Sure, thank you, Sir. She did real good for a dressage pony. Took the whip well.”
“I’m sorry we couldn’t do you a proper hacker, but we’re booked out this weekend. It’s the races tomorrow. Always a big draw.”
“I heard the arenas have set up some kind of international pony racing board. Going to make it all official and regulated,” Orlando said.
Mr Floyd frowned briefly. “The sons of bitches beat me to it, son! It’s high time though and it’ll be good for the sport.”
Mr Floyd climbed down and Orlando joined him standing by the ponies’ heads. His pony was typical of the dressage specialist, petite; no more than five foot three, and pleasingly curvaceous, some hormonal treatment of breasts and buttocks was permitted but was limited by the requirements of the dressage competition itself. Ponies ideally had to move gracefully and smoothly under the guidance of their drivers’ whips and having huge wobbling mounds of titflesh swinging wildly at their chests did not make for good scores. That treatment was usually reserved for milkers. Peaches was a pretty brunette whose large bright eyes stared out anxiously from between her blinkers and she only relaxed when Orlando gave her a slap on the rump and patted one plump breast. To keep them steady both breasts were tied at their roots by plastic cable ties, not tightly enough to discolour them but just enough to stop them swinging as she ran. Orlando knew that Mr Floyd did not hold with hormonal treatments and that what had got Peaches her stable name were entirely natural, and that made them all the more impressive. Had they been any bigger she would have looked top heavy, but as it was her graceful, five foot two frame and charmingly pert buttocks made for a very pretty package.
“She’s a credit to your stable, Sir,” Orlando told Mr Floyd as he stroked the achingly hard nipples that quivered eagerly at the peaks of the big breasts, almost making the bells that hung from the bars that pierced them ring, even though she wasn’t running.
“Thank you,” the older man said. “We got a shed load of stables coming for the races tomorrow. And Peaches here’ll be in the dressage so don’t go too heavy on the whip please.” He turned to the stately and impassive blonde pony who overtopped Peaches by almost a foot. “But this one I’m putting my faith in for the cross country and the one mile,” he added.
Orlando looked closely at the tall blonde and whistled softly. She was a magnificent creature –as tall as Floyd himself – and with a truly noble pair of breasts, full, proud and heavy but with hardly any crease at their undersides. Her chest was deep, her stomach flat and her mons was unusually prominent, at the join of the long, smooth columns of her thighs. Orlando felt his cock twitch into life as he contemplated the warm mystery that undoubtedly lay between the neat lips of her sex. From between her blinkers grey-blue eyes stared at the ground and waited patiently for her master to whip her up again. Like Peaches the blonde’s nipples had been pierced and her breasts had been steadied by being joined by a fine gold chain that had been fed through the holes and then clipped to itself at the mid way point between the nipples. 
Floyd chuckled as he saw his young guest eyeing the blonde up lasciviously.
“Stall doors’ll be open till seven tonight. After that I want ‘em bedded down. But I reckon a bit of good ole’ cock action won’t do them any harm and I reckon the Pretty Pony’s got as good lookin’ a bunch of girls as any damn whorehouse,” he said.
The stall doors being open was the usual term for the girls being available to anyone who wanted them and Orlando was suddenly determined to ensure he was first in the queue to sample the big blonde.
He reached out and patted her flank, then stroked it. “What’s her name, Sir? I’d like to keep an eye on her when it comes to betting tomorrow.”
“We call her White Lightning and you could do a lot worse than bet on her. Well, best be getting back, got a lot of guests arriving!”
He swung himself back into his seat and took up the reins, making the blonde pony tramp her feet and champ at her bit as she felt the reins taken up.
“Peaches is a willing little thing so you’ll oblige me by going easy on the whip,” he added, and Orlando assured him he would. However there was one thing he wasn’t going to hold back with and it was perfectly acceptable under ranch rules. The blonde had really set his cock pounding and it was a long time till the evening. He went round to Peaches’ face and unclipped her bit from the reins at one end and pulled it free from what looked like a full-lipped and pretty mouth.
“Good girl,” he whispered as he hooked a finger into a cheek strap on her bridle and drew her face down until she was bent forwards enough to bring her mouth down to the level of his trousers. He unzipped his flies and manoeuvred a little closer, then pressed the ponygirl’s head down until he felt the soft warmth of her lips engulf the sensitive skin of his helm, slowly and respectfully.
“Go on, there’s a good girl,” he whispered again as he thrust his hips forward and peered down to watch the thick brown hair, bisected by the straps of the bridle, begin to move closer to him as she sucked him in.
The high protein content of sperm meant it was a constituent part of the ponygirls’ diet in any case so Mr Floyd had no objection to them getting healthy doses of the stuff. In fact he stipulated that any which was ejaculated into rectums or vaginas should be collected as it drained out and administered orally.
“God made that stuff to be good for women, so who am I to deprive them?” was one of his favourite sayings.
Orlando caught his breath suddenly as he felt an especially sharp spear of pleasure flood through him and he grabbed the pony’s head in both hands. As he felt the surges begin to flow through him he gave a cry of abandoned ecstasy and pumped his hips at her face as he felt himself swell into the small space of her mouth and every centimetre of him was stimulated as he came. She kept sucking and licking as he trembled and jerked in the aftermath and he patted her breasts once he had re-fastened her bit.
“Good girl!” he said as he took his place and picked up the whip once more. Lazily he flicked her bottom and then sat back with a huge grin on his face as Peaches walked on down the far slope of the hill and back onto the track. 
 
Sophie had no idea how long she had been a pony. Each day was a simple round of food, whip, running in harness, sex and sleep. Time had no meaning for her. Her hands were forbidden her, she couldn’t perform the simplest act for herself. The grooms did everything. Her humiliation at having to perform on the toilet in front of them had long ago evaporated, but along with it had gone some of what had made her Sophie. Now she was more and more becoming White Lightning.
It was as if the loss of the use of her hands and inability to touch her body to do anything for herself had removed her from the human world. She found that conversations which went on around her among the grooms were irrelevant and boring. She wanted to be out and running. She wanted to be White Lightning.
Back in the early days of her captivity she had been shocked at how much she had taken to running naked before the whip. She had known she was a capable runner but to run naked and to feel the warm breeze caress her whole body had been a revelation. And then had come the discovery that she could run faster than any of the other girls. Then she had been taken to a race and had won it. Mr Floyd’s roughened hands on her body afterwards, petting and stroking had been more satisfying than she could have imagined. But the moment she treasured was when she had looked down and seen the winner’s rosette being pinned on her right breast by passing a pin through the hole they had bored in her nipple.
The nipple piercing was something she hadn’t enjoyed at the time, but when she saw the rosette sitting proudly on her breast, it was well worth the discomfort.
And then there was the whip. At first the routine thirty lashes administered every morning to each and every pony had been a torment but after a few days she found that it provided no more than an unpleasant stinging. But as she had found pleasure in running in harness, the whip had become just a normal part of her life. And now it made her think longingly of running before a driving whip. And it also made her think of sex.
If Sophie had really been capable of real thought any more, she might have reflected that that was the oddest thing of all. But she was too busy wanting it and enjoying the copious amounts of it that she was getting to bother thinking about it. The simple truth was that she liked the idea of men getting hard at the sight of her body. And she knew that whipping her made them hard. She didn’t like upsetting the men – especially Mr Floyd - by being a ‘bad pony’ and getting the whip that way, but she made it clear that she knew what whipping was often a prelude to and that she was very happy with the idea. Frequently the men found out for themselves just by feeling her cunt immediately after a beating. 
“Good ole’ Lightning,” they would say as they took her down from the whipping gibbet, or wherever she had been restrained and then with any luck she would be bent over and taken by several of the men. 
And today looked promising on that front. Mr Floyd himself had driven her and she hadn’t been run hard and she hadn’t been whipped much beyond the daily ration and that usually meant a race. And a race usually meant the stalls were opened for guests and staff alike to use the girls. 
Sophie’s attention was attracted by the sound of next door’s stall door closing – the breeze block walls were none too sound proof – and then one of the women from the house was opening the half door to her own stall. She carried a large make-up bag and Sophie knew that lots of sex was on the menu for tonight. The woman, who was one of the ones that Sophie occasionally saw about the place and who she assumed were ordinary whores, set about applying blusher and eye liner and lip gloss and then used lipstick on her areolas before brushing her labia with some perfume that stung horribly for a few minutes. Then she moved on to the next stall and Sophie had to prowl at the end of her hobble chain until finally as evening was drawing in, one of the grooms passed along the stalls opening the doors again and the men began to file in.
Possibly in the early days she might have wondered why she enjoyed what they did to her so much, and perhaps it occurred to her that Martha had begun to unlock the sluice gates of her sexuality that she had locked fast when she had found out about her parents. Being a pony and having all choices removed from her had made it easier to go with the flow. But now all she knew was that she loved the sheer physicality of sex. She loved having a man enter her body and she didn’t care which way he went in. She loved the feel of the hard cocks driving into her. She loved the taste of them and she loved the stuffed-to-bursting feeling of having a big one in her rectum. She didn’t want to know the men involved, that was a distraction from the pure, uncomplicated pleasure of anonymous sex. 
She stood with her legs braced apart and her hands clipped together behind her back, naked and unafraid as the men began to arrive. First of all there was a groom carrying a short flogger. He grabbed a fistful of her hair and pushed her head down to deliver fifteen or twenty lashes to her back. It wasn’t a marking whip but a few good lashes heightened her appeal to the men.
“This one’s White Lightning, gentlemen,” the groom explained. “If you’ll form a queue, she might be able to take most of you. Now, Sir, how would you like her?”
Sophie stood up and shook her hair back looking at the queue and counting twenty men that she could see. The first of them was a tall, balding, bank manager type.
“I’ll take her pussy from behind,” he said. 
“OK, that leaves her mouth free. Who wants it?”
In a few seconds her collar was dragged down, making her bend forwards and as she felt fingers dive into her vagina which had lubricated just nicely under the whip, in front of her she saw a man’s hands undo his flies and pull out a sizeable cock whose purple helm was pointing directly at her face. She steadied herself as she felt the man behind her begin to work his cock into her and then opened her mouth wide as she saw the man in front move in on her. The cock was thick and filled her mouth just the way she liked, it tasted nice and fresh too and she had to work at relaxing to give it the access it demanded, turning her head slightly to the side and bending her knees a little to give her throat a better angle. At the same time she clenched her pelvic floor muscles and was rewarded by two grunts of pleasure that delighted her. In her previous life she had had no idea that she would love giving pleasure to men who arrogantly demanded she provide it. The two men currently enjoying her began to move and soon hit on a rhythm that had them both thrusting forward at the same time, so that she was swallowing to the maximum at the same time as her cervix was being hit. She felt herself begin to spiral up towards a towering orgasm as the rhythm got faster and she felt herself compressed by the cocks from both ends, harder and faster. Eventually she came with a cock-muffled squeal as the man behind her dug his nails into her hips and rammed himself brutally to his climax while the man in front of her ravished her mouth and throat, finally splashing large gobbets of spunk deep into her throat as she was struggling to howl her own release. Somehow she managed to weather the assault but collapsed to her knees when they pulled clear. The groom grabbed her collar again though and threw her down on her back on her straw bed. She looked up at a man silhouetted against the stable door. He was astride her and undoing his trousers. Sophie opened her legs wide.
They turned her over after that and she took two in succession in her bottom then went two up again. After that the groom dragged her to the simple shower cubicle in the corner and doused her down then used the hose that administered enemas to cleanse both her passages so she could offer them afresh. 
Her orgasms eventually over topped each other and she could no longer tell when she was about to come or when she had just finished coming. The cocks just kept coming and she loved them all. Vaguely she heard herself discussed but it was the groom’s voice she listened for.
“We knowed she was something special when she took every man in the place first day she arrived!” he said as she savoured another mouthful of sperm before the cock was withdrawn and the remainder was splashed over her face and hair. “Now you wanted her ass didn’t you, Sir? Well, just turn her over with your foot and she’ll be nice and open round about now.”
Eventually she could only crawl to the showers and crawl back, her bottom stung and her vagina burned but she wanted to take whatever they wanted her to and she managed to keep going until the bell rang that marked the end of open stalls and the guests repaired to the house. Those few men she hadn’t been able to take in her body had stood around her and wanked themselves over her as she desperately tried to lick each and every cock that was inundating her. The round of applause she got as they retreated and laughed at her spunk-soaked face and hair and her dripping crotch and bottom was music to her ears.
The shower was welcome though and she was very content as she snuggled down after the groom had thrown her sheet over her and she fell asleep instantly. 
She was woken by the door of her stall creaking open. Moonlight shone in through the gap and men’s voices whispered, then one man carefully sidled in and shut the door. A torch was switched on but it was swathed in cloth and gave only a soft light. It was placed on the shelf where her harness was kept and the man crept over to where she was lying. Sophie guessed that a visitor had bribed a groom for a bit extra and certainly he was from the house, she could smell the whisky on his breath as he knelt beside her and put a hand over her mouth.
“Now don’t go makin’ a noise, girl. Ain’t nothin’ I want that you haven’t already given tonight.” He laughed softly. She could only see shadows above her and her hands were denied her as always. She felt his free hand grope down her chest until it was cupping her left breast, she shivered with the strange pleasure and couldn’t help a soft moan as he began to stroke it with unaccustomed gentleness. 
“That’s the girl,” he whispered. He took his hand away from her mouth and she felt it fumble its way downwards to her groin. She was becoming used to the pounding her body took quite regularly and she realised that the burning of earlier had eased. She opened her legs for him and enjoyed the feel of this invisible man’s fingers finding their way into her. It was better than being blindfolded, she thought, here she could look wide-eyed at the ceiling and still the man using her was anonymous in the almost complete darkness. She heard and felt him settle between her spread legs. Then there was movement suggestive of clothes being removed which went on for a few minutes, then the hands were back. One went into her vagina, the other went into her rectum and he worked them both inside her, teasing and rubbing the septum that divided her passages. Sophie found herself climbing rapidly towards orgasm again as she was plundered and explored by the shadowy presence crouched over her. But her progress was halted as the hand in her backside withdrew and instead the fingers in her vagina were joined by more, she guessed he had four up her and the thumb too. He pressed in earnest and she realised he wanted to fist her. She had only had that done once or twice and had loved it. But to have it done now, by an almost disembodied hand in the dark was heaven. She moaned again and spread her legs wider. There was a soft chuckle and then an increase in the pressure on her tissues which gradually yielded to the insistent rubbing and thrusting and she felt herself suction him in. The feeling was incredibly intense, she was stretched and filled and fucked all at the same time and she came immediately. 
When she regained her senses her invisible lover slid his hand out of her and instead lowered himself onto her, by the feel of his hairy stomach, bearing down and spreading over her own, she guessed he was pretty fat. The smell of whisky increased and then his hands were in her hair and he was kissing her passionately, the whisky filled her brain and his tongue was arrogantly playing with hers. Down below she felt his cock thrust into her where his fist had been. At first it was a weirdly anti-climactic feeling but as her tunnel constricted to its normal proportions once more the familiar and sweet stimulation was there to drive her to another shattering climax. This time her legs bent back under her of their own volition and she thrust her hips up to meet his thrusts into her so fiercely that she lifted her pelvis clear of the ground. Above her in the dark he roared his release as a third orgasm shook her and broke her. She was still gasping and almost sobbing as the door closed behind him.
Smiling a secretive smile, Sophie settled herself for sleep again. Her body shook occasionally as aftershocks ran through her, but her cunt didn’t burn, it sang and her whole body was at peace. She loved the way men used her, and she loved the pleasure she and her numerous, nameless users aroused in each other.









Chapter Four

 
Martha had been a little surprised by the look of almost naked hunger mixed strangely with regret that she had seen on the face of the immigration officer at Houston when he had checked Raika’s passport and then realised she was with herself and Brian. 
In the weeks that had passed since she had told Brian what she knew of Sophie’s whereabouts; weeks that had been spent, on his part, in ensuring that the stable ran smoothly in his absence and on hers in discovering the endless fun to be had with slaves, Martha had grown very fond of Raika. Brian had suggested they take her with them as she needed a holiday and they would be bound to need a submissive and Martha couldn’t have agreed more. Brian had introduced Raika to their bed several weeks before and Martha had fallen deeply in lust with the slightly built but well proportioned woman with her coffee coloured skin, sweeping silken, black hair that hung almost to her slender waist, when it wasn’t elegantly gathered into a chignon to bare her back for the whip. She adored the scent of her body when she woke up next to it, the skin soft beneath her lips as she kissed her back. She loved how eagerly she served both of them, opening her mouth and her legs with nothing but puppy-like enthusiasm. Even the harshest whipping didn’t dim the sparkle in her lustrous eyes and Martha didn’t think she would ever forget the helpful way in which Raika had cupped her own, neat and smooth breasts and held them steady so that she could administer her first needles through pinches of breast flesh. And when the time had come to pierce the nipples themselves, Martha had loved the breathless cries that had marked the entries and exits of the shiny steel through the engorged flesh and she had seen quite plainly the look of joy in Raika’s eyes when she saw how much pleasure she had given Martha.
It had taken some hard work on Brian’s part to convince Raika that the stables wouldn’t collapse without her for a few days and then Martha had taken her shopping for rather more demure clothing than she normally wore. But now, as they relaxed in the back of the cab taking them to their hotel, she thought Raika looked deliciously respectable in a black skirt that swirled elegantly around her legs just above the knee and a black, grey and white printed tailored shirt that fitted her precisely and accentuated the jut of her breasts, the eye was also drawn to the seductive shadow of the cleavage between them by the plunging line of the unbuttoned neck of the shirt. Her face was alight as she looked out at the city, her lips glossed and shining darkly, her eyes wide and her ear rings flashing gold against the pitch black of her hair. Martha knew quite well that knickers had played no part in the wardrobe acquisition process and she fully intended to get her hand under that skirt the moment their hotel room door closed. 
At the thought she squirmed in her seat and pressed her thighs together. Brian looked across and grinned, well aware of where her thoughts had been. They had booked into a suite of rooms at a hotel where the guests were sufficiently rich that a threesome caused no raised eyebrows. Raika, whose quarters at the CSL stable were functional and comfortable but not luxurious was in a trance when she saw the ornate luxury of the suite. To Martha’s eye it was a little overdone, but certainly comfortable. Raika was so happy as she flitted about unpacking her own things and then Brian’s and hers that Martha waited until she had finished before ordering her to stand beside her and lift her skirt. As she swirled the ice in her drink, she was also able to swirl her fingers in the warm depths of Raika’s ever-obliging cunt.
“Next move is to meet this P.I., right?” she asked Brian.
An internet search had revealed no company that looked as though it might have been Sophie’s parents’. The only good news had been that Martha had suddenly remembered Sophie telling her that she could travel as Angela Stafford if necessary. All Brian could think of was staking out the commercial quarter of the city and hiring an investigator to dig deeper.
“He’s due downstairs in an hour,” Brian said, clicking his fingers at Raika as Martha disengaged her hand. Flicking her hair back to one side, Raika went to him and knelt between his spread thighs, her fingers immediately busy at his flies. 
Martha smiled. “Relax after the flight, why don’t you?”
“I will,” he said, settling back as Raika’s soft mouth opened wide to enable her to take in the thick shaft of his cock and allow the bulbous helm that dwarfed her face to lodge at her throat. She managed a muffled sigh of pleasure as she felt Martha’s hand stroke her breast. Martha finished her drink and lifted herself off the sofa long enough to hoist her skirt up and twitch aside her knickers, then she guided Raika’s hand up to her cunt and settled down beside Brian.
 
The P.I. conformed eerily to stereotype, Martha thought. He didn’t look as if he was ever entirely clean-shaven and even his suit had a sort of ground-in shabbiness to it. But Peter Lang at The Lodge had assured Brian that he asked only the questions you wanted him to ask and suffered complete amnesia when he was paid. He had a good reputation among the upper strata of Texas society.
They briefed him thoroughly, he took notes and then left, promising a progress report in a week.
During the next seven days, Brian and Martha set out early and breakfasted at cafes where they could see people arriving for work at the more prestigious buildings in town. They lunched in the most patronised restaurants, where Martha insisted that Sophie would probably be taken by men hopeful of getting into her knickers. They sat outside café’s in the evenings and went to theatres and cinemas by night. The only variation from the pattern was a quick visit to a very upmarket fetish shop where they bought a couple of whips to keep Raika happy as they hadn’t wanted to risk bringing them in on the plane.
But at the end of the week they were no farther forward. All three of them met the P.I. in the lobby of the hotel, Raika flushed and excited from a shopping trip. 
“Hate to disappoint you folks,” the investigator said as his coffee arrived and the waitress retreated. “All I can find is that Angela Stafford flew in from Charles de Gaulle a couple of months back, right enough. But where she went and what happened after that…I gotta big fat zero. She didn’t book out on any flight, train or coach, so she’s gotta be round here someplace.”
“Suppose she bought a car, or hired one?” Brian suggested.
“I checked. Nothing registered. But I did find out the name she used when she changed it away from Sophie Suarez, I gotta contact in the UK.”
It had come as something of a shock to Martha to realise that she had no idea what her lover had been called prior to their meeting in Paris. 
“She was known as Sophie Crookland,” he went on. “So I went back and double checked everything on that name,”
“And?” Brian leaned forwards hopefully.
“Nothing. Sorry.”
Brian’s face clouded with disappointment and he frowned. Martha saw Raika look concerned, she practically worshipped him.
“Raika, why don’t you go up to the room and change into something you’ve bought. Something that Mr Brian might like,” she suggested.
Raika smiled gratefully at her and set off for the lift with her bags. Her bottom rolled enticingly in her tight little skirt that ended a good four inches above the knee.
The P.I. watched her go with his tongue practically hanging out.
“That is one classy piece of ass!” he breathed and then brought himself back to the business in hand. “I sure hate to charge without being able to help you any more than that, but I gotta make a living.”
He slid an envelope across to Brian who opened it, read it dispassionately, then took out his wallet and counted out some bills. He slipped the bills quickly into the envelope, passed it back and put the room swipecard on it.
“Check it,” he said. “And if you’re happy with what’s in there, go on up and tell her I sent you.”
The man looked into the envelope and made a swift calculation before glancing up and smiling at Brian. “Seems fair to me.”
Martha ordered more coffee and they sat back to wait.
“So what now?” she asked.
Brian shrugged. “Like he said, it seems as if she’s somewhere around; but where?”
“I think we ought to stay and just keep on sniffing about. Trouble is we can’t alert anyone to who we’re looking for.”
“No,” Brian said. “And I just hope he hasn’t stirred anything up and alerted anyone.”
The P.I. returned after half an hour, gave them back the card and thanked Brian profusely. Then his eye lit on Martha and he glanced back at the lift thoughtfully.
“Hey, you don’t mind my asking, but you aren’t anything to do with the arenas are you? Only I heard they’re getting really big over there.”
“Yeah, they are – and, yeah, we are,” Brian told him carefully.
“Only, like I say, I hate not to give good service. Especially since you let me face fuck and lay that little fire cracker you got upstairs. There’s a place out of town that runs ponies – if you know what I mean. Won’t help find your girl of course, but it might make your journey a bit more pleasant. It’s called the Pretty Pony I believe, I can get a number for you if you like.”
Brian shrugged. “Why not? Thanks for the thought.”
 









Chapter Five

 
Wilbur was having his usual frugal breakfast at his desk and watching his girls take their usual ration of thirty lashes each on the monitor screens mounted on the wall opposite when one flagged up an incoming call. He took the call and Henry’s rather worried face appeared.
“Mr Floyd, I think we may have a problem, Sir,” he said as soon as he saw Wilbur.
Wilbur put down his orange juice and sat forward, steepling his hands under his chin.
“We’ve had someone asking round about White Lightning – or the girl she used to be I mean.”
“Nothing new there. You’re paid to put them off.”
“Yeah, hoods and low-lifes looking for their whores and mules. We can handle them. But this is different.”
“Go on.”
“I had to track back from who was doing the asking to find who was paying to have the questions asked, that alone bothered me – it ain’t normal. Had to lean on a couple too. But it goes back to a P.I.”
Wilbur snorted and relaxed.
“No, Sir. We know this one. He’s expensive, very careful and very discreet. The rich guys use him to keep an eye on other rich guys.” A thought seemed to strike him and he added, “If you don’t mind my saying, Sir”
Wilbur waved the apology away, he never used local P.I.s for anything.
“Ok. Keep me informed,” he said and cut Henry off.
Damnation! His best ever pony! But then of course that was why she was being looked for, a girl of that calibre wouldn’t be just a Jane Doe, someone would want her. But all the signs when Henry picked her up had seemed to point to her being just an ordinary girl on the run. 
It wasn’t the ranch and the pony girls being exposed that bothered him, the current climate was getting much more permissive and tolerant of the sport. That would blow over. But the last thing he needed for a lot of other projects was big government agencies sticking their noses into his affairs. He was especially anxious to avoid the IRS. 
There was only one thing to do.  He didn’t want to but this was no time for sentiment.
 
It was mid morning on race day before her groom came for Sophie to tack her up for her first race.  Her grooming was a bit more thorough than on a normal day. He scrubbed her down in the shower using the sponge mounted on a broom handle as usual, but with more than normal diligence. He made her part her legs and if he noticed the crusted sperm on and about her groin he made no comment. When he turned the shower off he used the hose to douche her and she felt cool and relaxed inside as he dried her hair off and brushed it through before tying it into a tight ponytail. Then he coated her body in oil. Sophie loved this part, not only because a man’s hands ran over and into every feminine crevice and fold of her body, but also because she loved how it made her gleam. When he was finished and she was feeling keen to get on, he tapped her cheeks and she obediently opened her mouth to receive her bit and he gave her a moment or two to champ on it and get comfortable. Then he lifted the web of leather strapping that was her bridle over her head and sorted it until he could buckle it under her chin and settle the straps that ran from her nose down over her cheeks and joined her bit rings, which also supported her reins. Once the rings had been clipped to the bit and the straps over her head were untwisted and the buckle at her chin tested again for a snug fit, the plumes in the red and gold of the ranch were added at the crown of her head and her blinkers were clipped on. Then her stable collar was removed and her racing collar was buckled on. This one was in quilted leather that was soft to the skin but which had a hard core that kept her head raised and made it almost impossible for her to turn it as it made it uncomfortable. Sophie liked it, it was pleasantly controlling and she knew from the admiring noises the men made when she was paraded that they liked her in harness; and that meant plenty of sex.
She raised her feet behind her, one at a time to have her boots laced on. They were low wedged heels, safe enough to run in at the speeds she was capable of when pulling a sulky. And then finally it was time for her favourite part of the process. The groom tapped the undersides of her breasts.
“Come on, girl. Present!” he said.
Immediately she thrust her chest out proudly and saw his appreciative smile as he reached for her nipples, unscrewed the balls on the barbells and pulled them out. She couldn’t help shivering with pleasure as she felt his fingers touch her sensitive flesh and he tutted but didn’t smack her. Instead he took up a fine gold chain and fed one end through the holes in the nipples, then looped it back, pulled it fairly tight and clipped it to itself so that her breasts were subject to gentle pressure but not compression. Sophie found it just as comfortable as any sports bra she had ever worn.
The rig she was to pull; just a plain, unpadded bench between two, large, lightweight, alloy wheels, with two shafts projecting forwards was waiting in the yard. She was backed between the shafts and the groom lifted them and fastened her wrists to them. Then he looped her reins over a hook beside the door to her stall and left her. Immediately she shifted her weight onto one leg and relaxed the other, cocking her hips as she did so. Ahead of her she could see a coloured girl – one of her stablemates, in exactly the same pose. The yard was quiet at the moment – even the whipping gibbet hadn’t been used that morning but then two drivers came through the gap at the corner of the stableyard that led to the main house. They were dressed in the stable colours of red and gold as well and were slightly built men, but wiry. Sophie knew that they could wield the whip as hard as necessary and scraped a foot and champed her bit, like her stablemate, as the men approached. The ponies were keen to do what they were there for.
Sophie’s driver patted her flank and looked her over critically while he continued to chat to his companion. Sophie paid no attention to the words, they were not for her. She paid attention to his hands though. They ran knowledgeably over her flanks, her stomach and her thighs. He wasn’t bothered about her breasts or her sex – yet. Maybe later. For now he was assessing his mount and his mount was appreciative of the knowledge she felt in those hands – where they kneaded and where they stroked. She could feel his strong fingers pressing her muscles and knew she was in capable hands. Her impression was confirmed when he climbed aboard and she felt his weight shift until he was comfortable and his feet were settled on the foot rail. Then he tightened her reins and gently turned her head left and right, checking she had been tacked up properly and testing her responsiveness, some inexperienced drivers were in too much of a hurry to get to the whip. But finally, when he was good and ready, he took up the lash and she heard it being removed from its holder and at last felt a gentle sting across her shoulders. She and her stablemate leaned forwards and in a clattering of shoes on cobbles, grinding of metal wheels on stone and tongue clicks from the drivers, the two ponies moved out.
They were driven to the paddock past rows of massive horseboxes from stables all over the country and Sophie caught sight of packed car parks too. This was the biggest race she had ever been competed in and when they did finally reach the paddock, her impression was confirmed. There were about twenty rigs going in her event and the paddock was full of waving plumes in a kaleidoscope of colours and what looked like acres of gleaming, naked girlflesh. A compère’s voice was booming over a PA as her driver took her on a circuit that went close to the crowd so that bets could be placed. She appreciated her blinkers at times like this. They allowed her to concentrate on the coming race, clear her mind of any thoughts about the previous night’s pleasures and the possible pleasures to come. She focussed on the joy of running naked and the pleasure of winning instead. 
There seemed to be an eternity of milling about and Sophie could definitely get the scent of arousal as well as body oil from the ponies around her. This was what they all lived for. She reared her head and tugged at the bit impatiently until at last she was urged forwards to the tape. Beside her she could hear the other ponies snorting and stamping in excitement.
Then the pistol went off and the air around Sophie exploded into a cacophony of whips smacking, men crying out as they urged their ponies into a gallop and the crowd baying as the girls surged forwards under the lashes. At first she was intimidated by the sheer number of ponies and rigs around her but soon, once the initial flurry of stinging lashes across her upper back had subsided and she was feeling her legs relax as they stretched into their customary gait, Sophie realised that she was comfortably placed with only four or five in front of her. Her instinct was to go for the lead. She knew she didn’t have a kick finish, she relied on her long legs eating up the ground easily over the majority of the race, leaving the others with too much to do to catch her at the end. She tucked her chin in and accelerated into the first turn as the track with its white railings curved away from the stand to the left. Immediately she felt her reins tug back and her bit press back against her teeth and the corners of her mouth. In addition she caught three stinging lashes across the fronts of her thighs from the whipcord of the driving whip. They were hard, smacking lashes which made her twist her head in protest but she got the message. She was to remain where she was. 
To her dismay as they rounded the bend into the back straight, from behind her right blinker two more ponies appeared, running hard but keeping their shape well. They eased past her along the straight, their drivers’ whips lacing the air above them and the wheel spokes blurring.
Sophie pulled again at her reins and again was pulled back by a hard hand on the reins and another volley of lashes across her thighs. As they took the corner into the home straight, yet another rig went past. And then suddenly with the crowd noise beating against her ears as they went past the stand, Sophie found herself in the pack. She was running close to the rails and now there were ten or more rigs on her right and she could no longer even see where the leaders were.
This was not where she was used to running. She liked the freedom of the air on her body as she ran; here she was hemmed in and the air was thick with the smell of sweat and oil. She began to panic, she tossed her head and tried to veer away from the fence. Immediately she got a strong downward tug on the reins that made her tuck her chin in and she found she was looking at her own breasts, quivering and rippling as she ran but not swinging. And instead of the lash being plied across her thighs, it merely touched her back lightly with the point of the shaft, not the stinging whipcord that was attached to it. She felt herself calm down as the driver was telling her that he knew what she was feeling. She was being told to ignore the rest of the field and she kept her gaze fixed downwards as they completed a second lap. Of course she never knew how many laps a race consisted of – it was her driver’s business not hers.
As they entered the third lap, the pressure on the reins eased and the whip stung her middle back. She picked up her pace and gained on the rig ahead, then she felt the right rein tug and got another three hard lashes to her back. She was being let off the leash and jumped at the chance. She overtook the rig she had been following and saw two more ahead of her with space between them. She went for it and got more whip on her back and an encouraging cry from her driver. He and she were at one again. With a brief increase in noise from either side, both ponies were gasping and slathering, she sped through the gap between them and could see the leaders spread out before her. The reins tightened again and she was steadied round the bend into the back straight. This time she obeyed and then in response to the whip as they thundered down the straight she began to creep up on the next few rigs. She was kept behind them on the turn but unleashed once more as they came into the home straight and was stretching her legs past them as they got to the bell.
Behind her she heard her driver yell at her and felt the lash criss cross her buttocks and back time and again. The pressure on the reins eased altogether and she was free. Her legs felt fresh but for the first time she broke into a sweat as she easily passed a pony whose saliva was hanging in trails from her mouth and bedewing her breasts as she faded badly in the last lap. Sophie was steered back into the railings again until the back straight lay ahead of them and again the whip was played on her back. Joyfully Sophie accelerated once more, proud of how easily it came to her and now, as they neared the final turn she was pulled away from the rails again and they flashed past another rig. The whip was constant now, not hard but demanding that she keep giving her best. Sophie ducked her head and gulped in breath as she pumped her legs that now just began to register some tiredness. Sweat began to run into her eyes and she blinked it away and shook her head, rattling her bit, then suddenly she was tugged right again and then straightened. She managed to look up and saw she was drawing alongside a rig on the rails and that ahead there was nothing but the tape at the end of the home straight. She felt saliva begin to drip from her mouth as fatigue began to set in but it couldn’t stop her now. Behind her she heard her driver yelling her on as he worked the lash on her burning back and buttocks and she found that she still had more in the tank and accelerated again.
 









Chapter Six

 
Wilbur reached out and grabbed Lightning’s reins as she was brought to a halt in the winner’s enclosure, he let her continue to toss her head and cavil as she got her wind back and gradually stopped stamping.
“Good girl!” he said and unclipped the stabilising chain from between her breasts and pulled it free of the nipples so that her rosette could be pinned to her.
Her driver jumped down and came round to her head.
“If she wasn’t running again this afternoon, I’d have her strung up and thrashed! Never had such a hard puller in my life! If I’d given her her head, she’d have run out of steam a clear half lap short.”
“Yeah, she is headstrong over longer distances,” Wilbur agreed. “And after the cross country I’ll happily join you in thrashing her hide for her. But I do need her to win!”
The driver looked at him shrewdly. “You sound like you mean that Mr Floyd,” he said.
“I surely do.”
“Ok, what rules we running?”
“Usual over three miles cross country.”
A slow smile spread across the man’s face. “Good! In that case let me loose in your kitchen, make that a number three instead of a number two at the front of my paycheck and I’ll deliver.”
“If you deliver I’ll gladly do that and add another five hundred at the back of it for good measure.”
The men smiled at each other, shook hands and went their separate ways. The driver headed for the house, Wilbur led the now calm White Lightning to her stall, where her groom took her harness off and rubbed her down.
 
She was given a light lunch which she ate as usual from her wide trough set on the front wall of her stall. She had a long drink from her bottle which hung just above it and grimaced as usual at its rather sour taste of fruit juice and sperm, then she lay down and managed to sleep until she was roused again. Before she was tacked up this time she was led round the yard on a leash from her collar to loosen her muscles up again and was trotted on the lunge rein for a few minutes before she was led back. The traces of the whip from earlier on had largely faded and only a slight discomfort remained. But with the application of oil, even that disappeared beneath her groom’s massaging fingers.
She knew she was going in a cross country when the tack was laid out and she stamped her foot to show her enthusiasm. The sense of running free was even keener when she was away from a track altogether with only her driver and the rig rumbling across grass behind her. For cross country the ponies wore tails, it was considered that away from a formal track a more natural look was desirable. It also allowed the owners to add a further spur to performance that Sophie had not yet experienced, having not raced over three miles before. But she had worn the crupper strap that went between her legs and which buckled onto a thin belt around her waist. It supported an upward curving prong on which hung her palomino tail. She loved it and didn’t mind the butt plug that assisted in holding the whole thing steady at all. 
It was the last item they put on her and she got a shock when she bent over in obedience to a downward tug of the reins. The groom’s fingers delivered something icily cold straight into her rectum and then rammed the plug in straight afterwards. She had no way of knowing that she had been carefully kept from seeing the large ice cube in a steel dish and what it contained. She was allowed to step and prance for a minute afterwards to get used to the strange feeling inside her and then she was led out again.
This time they went down to the river which ran through the ranch. 
 
“Don’t worry,” the driver told Wilbur as they waited for Lightning to be delivered to them. “All the others will have done similar and it’s within the rules. But mine is the best in the business. Hell, I’ve won on an eight year old gelding at a hundred to one with that stuff!”
Wilbur raised his eyebrows.
“Don’t worry! I toned it down a bit and went easy on the spices. Well some of them!”
Just then Lightning was led towards him, looking graceful and fast with her tail swishing as she moved. He was going to have to watch this and see what havoc was wreaked inside her. He just hoped it wouldn’t be too much for her. If it wasn’t and the driver’s magic jollop worked then it would be the last time she raced in his colours anyway.
 
Sophie was pleased to see the same driver as her last race and tried not to get too restive among the other rigs that jostled for position at the top of the bank beside the river. There were just as many as before but the sulkies themselves were a little different. The wheels were smaller and had pneumatic tyres on them so that they were less likely to tip over on rough ground and for the same reason there was rudimentary suspension. She could feel the slight extra weight as she was squashed between other ponies, snorting round their bits and once again she was lost somewhere in the pack. She hoped her driver would be as cool as he had been in the morning race. 
The pistol cracked again and they were off. This time her driver slammed the brakes on before she had had a chance to move. The bank sloped steeply down into the water and he wanted a clear view before he let her tip toe her way down, even in dry conditions. With her bit pulling cruelly against the corners of her mouth, making her keep her head up, Sophie had to feel her way forwards, trusting in her driver to steer her because she couldn’t see anything ahead and below her. Beside her, other ponies were rearing their heads and snorting as their drivers hauled on the reins too but eventually they were down and into the water. It was only a few inches deep but chilling and refreshing on a hot day like this one. 
As soon as she had level ground under her, her reins were eased off and on her own back and on those of the ponies around her she felt and heard the whips again. The tyres of the rig behind her allowed it to bump over the stones behind her without too much effort and soon she was splashing up the far bank between ranks of cheering spectators. The gradient was quite testing and she was panting as she crested the slope and trotted off across a wide meadow, heading for woods. There was a wide swathe of mown grass and they kept to this to make it easier to pull the rigs. Sophie settled in behind some others, her driver obviously content to let things take their course for the moment. Cross country races were always longer than track races and called for different tactics.
Once in the shade of the woods the track took several sharp turns between shrubs with sharp thorns and the drivers had to make precise manoeuvres to avoid their ponies being damaged. When they emerged, Sophie saw another meadow stretching out ahead of them with another broad swathe of mown grass for a track. She made an attempt to pull, eager to pass a couple of the rigs ahead but was reined back in hard and whipped again across her thighs. She normally responded well to the whip being applied to that region, it usually meant sex wouldn’t be far away, but she didn’t like the irritation she felt from the driver and accepted the pain as due punishment. She made a real effort to leave it to him and be obedient, but it still irked her that she knew she could go so much faster. 
However at the far end of the meadow she saw why he had held back, the track ended in a water hole used by the ranch’s cattle. A great sea of rich brown mud spread out between the ponies and a small stream. Out in the grassland, it was hard mud; sun dried, but under the trees the drivers had to pick their routes across to avoid becoming bogged down. Sophie’s driver picked a line that took them close to the tape that held the spectators back and they made it with only a few jerks on the sulky’s wheels and with Sophie’s feet only sinking in to the ankle. Then they were in the cold water of the stream and the track, marked out by flags on poles, was taking them along the stream bed. Sophie’s feet slithered and slipped on the stones that lay a few inches deep in the clear water and her driver kept her reined in until, a hundred yards on, the track, in a gentle climb on their right, turned off from the stream. Wet from mud, water and spray, Sophie was glad to get back out in the sun and equally glad to be whipped up to a run as the track joined a tarmac road. Once the wheels were safely on the blacktop, she was whipped up again and eased past two more rigs before the road section ended and a grass track took them back into woodland. But it was still broad enough and straight enough for overtaking. Sophie plunged ahead when she saw another rig just exiting the woods ahead of them as they entered it, but again her head was wrenched back and she was made to hold station. Still struggling against the restraint and with her head raised back and twisting they trotted down a slope and back onto tarmac. Still champing at her bit she was trotted along until being steered right again and finding herself crossing the car park in front of the house itself. From there the track left the car park as a narrow lane between ranks of spectators all cheering and shouting as each rig passed. From there they had to go straight down broad terraces on the lawn. The track was marked out clearly and ran directly down the terraces. The slopes were steep and grassy and the level terraces were only just wide enough for a rig and pony to stand on.  As they approached, her driver slowed her almost to a walk and let her get one glance down the three slopes and the two terraces. It was the fiercest obstacle she had ever encountered and she baulked at it for a second, but three savagely hard cuts across her buttocks as her head was dragged back so she couldn’t see down the terrifying slope calmed her. And with the whip transferring its attentions to her breasts, she cautiously stepped down, digging her heels in.
She was terrified that at any moment she would feel a foot give way and she would be propelled helplessly down the slope with the weight of the sulky about to topple over onto her. But having the bit wrenched to the back of her mouth and being only able to see blue sky from between her blinkers did actually calm her and she made the first slope, but was only able to take one step forwards on the level before the next slope began. Once again she leaned backwards and dug in her heels, staring at the sky as her driver just tapped her back with the whip to urge her on carefully. Again there was only one step on the level and then the third slope had to be negotiated. She made it down and realised that once again, after a short space, the track was a narrow defile between the spectators who were applauding loudly as the rig made it. Immediately they were safe, Sophie felt a succession of hot, stinging lashes across her shoulders, followed by two that wrapped her and struck across her breasts again. She was required to speed up and for a couple of hundred yards they ran between the ranks of the crowd and then they were back into the open and before she knew it she was being reined back to negotiate the bank that led down to the ford across the river. That had been just the first lap and Sophie realised this could be the most testing race she had ever been entered for. Gritting her teeth around her bit she ducked her head as she felt the whip spur her up the opposite bank and out into the country again.
 
Wilbur stood with his hands in his pockets and watched as White Lightning made it down the terraces. She was lying third and well placed with three more laps to go. His other entry was lying eighth and he had hopes the Pretty Pony ranch might get two podium places at the end of the day.
“That blonde sure is a fine creature, Mr Floyd.” The voice belonged to one of his best customers; a banker from New England. “You could name your own price in the sale ring for her – especially if she does well today.”
“I do not sell my ponies, Walter,” he replied. “Indeed I do not.”
“Pity, with the Open Classics starting up soon, it’ll be a seller’s market,” Walter persisted.
Wilbur pretended not to hear and gazed out across the meadow as Lightning was whipped on towards the starting line and the river. I do not sell my ponies, he repeated to himself. At least, not up until now.
 
The second lap was fairly uneventful and her driver just kept her moving comfortably. On one of the meadow stretches a rig did try to come from behind but Sophie was given her head for once and joyfully she lengthened her stride under the lash and they saw the challenge off easily. When they came to the terraces, again she was slowed almost to a walk and again her head was wrenched back and the whip drove home the message that she was to be careful. However, by the time she was leaning forwards and powering her way up the far bank of the river and setting off into the country again, something very odd began to happen inside her. Slowly a heat was building inside her. Deep in her entrails, right at the top of her rectum in fact. It was a stinging, itching sensation that was maddening and agonising without being frightening, but which – as it grew in intensity – left Sophie entirely convinced that she had to get that tail out of her bottom as fast as possible. Hardly realising what she was doing she broke straight into a gallop as she crested the rise and set off across the meadow. 
From somewhere her mind dredged up a memory of Martha. It had been a drunken Sunday afternoon and they had both been naked all day. Martha had suggested freezing some fruit juice into cubes – the wine was too good to waste! – then had Sophie push them up her vagina and when they had melted she had licked Sophie dry as the sticky stuff oozed out of her. 
Dimly, as she panted and ran and tossed her head in protest at the pain, she realised they had stuffed something up her that had been released by the melting ice. However, knowing what had been done to her didn’t help at all. She just had to get the harness off fast. For once her driver seemed content and she only received light strokes as she ran and the reins stayed loose.  For nearly the whole of the third lap they ran in isolation with only the occasional whimper from behind her bit as the inferno raged inside her. But as they neared the house again they came in sight of two more rigs and Sophie felt her driver pick up the reins again and the whip scythed across her shoulders. She picked up the pace and was nearly alongside one of the rigs as they crossed the car park. But the other driver had seen them coming and Sophie saw the whipcord flick through the air and lash the sweat-gleaming back in repeated figure of eight patterns. Immediately the pony speeded up and before Sophie could react they were into the narrow channel between the spectators. Now all Sophie could see was the back of the rig and the back of its driver’s head. Then they were out in the open and Sophie was wrenched to the left and whipped hard across her bottom and back just as she was slowing for the terraces. The reins were loose and she looked down at the slopes before her as she drew alongside the other rig. The pony was dripping saliva onto her heaving breasts and squealing around her gag. Sophie just had time to wonder what had been rammed up her backside when she had to decide whether to defy her driver or to attempt the slopes at the speed he wanted. With her guts on fire, walking was not an option and helplessly she plunged downwards, but this time could see where she was going. It was too fast! The level ground was coming up to meet them and the weight behind her was pushing down her too hard. Then at the last moment her head was wrenched back and the driver took control again. Somehow she managed to dig her heels in to stop the headlong plunge and when her leading foot slammed down onto the level ground she managed to brace herself against the weight of the sulky behind her. Then she was off again – slipping this time as she plunged down  – but once more her leading leg was strong enough to keep her upright against the weight of the sulky plunging down behind her, and then again she was in headlong flight and being desperately hauled back, both at the same time. But this time she got the hardest whip yet right in the middle of her plunge. It made her arch her back and twist her torso in pain and shock and before she knew it she was down and running on level grass again and her ears were filled with wild cheering. Dazedly she realised that they had actually overtaken another rig on the descent and the final savage whipping had made her jump for the last few feet and land far enough out onto the flat to land running instead of stumbling. 
Now there was just the one rig well ahead of her and the awful fire in her entrails to worry about. 
 
Wilbur was smiling broadly as he climbed into his golf buggy to go and watch the ponies through the mud for the final time. That driver had done a fine job! And to grandstand like that! Flinging the girl down the terraces and even overtaking on them – right in front of the crowd…that was style! That video would go round the world! And the world would come knocking on his door – and for once that door would be open. A quick sale and rid of her was what he needed now and Walter had been right; it was a seller’s market and he had the best merchandise in the whole place.
 
The lead pony – from a stable in Wisconsin – had been a chestnut when the race had started but sweat had darkened her hair to black as she approached the mud for the final time. She wasn’t as tall as Lightning but she ran compactly and smoothly. Wilbur watched her pound across the grass towards the mud and noticed the driver wasn’t having to use too much whip. Saliva trailed from around her bit but that was to be expected. As she approached, the driver hauled back on the reins, making her toss her head and causing dew drops of sweat to spray from her. Then, with her speed under control and with the rumble of the wheels and the jingling of the harness becoming louder as the rig approached, she was steered deep into the churned up morass which by now offered no easy ways through. And as soon as the pony had her footing she was whipped up again. With her feet squelching in the rich ooze which sprayed up to her knees as she struggled through and the driver lashing her mercilessly, the crowd relished the spectacle and cheered as the sulky wallowed and slowed dangerously at one point but then pulled clear and splashed into the stream. No sooner had the chestnut disappeared upstream than the palomino was pounding across the grass towards them and Wilbur watched closely.
Lightning was still eating up the ground with her long stride but the driver was having to use plenty of whip as they made up ground on the leader. And as the noise of her approach became louder and Wilbur could see the wide-eyed distress in her eyes as her ass burned her, he realised that the driver was going to go for broke again. He was quick enough to move back, but not everyone was and there were squeals and shrieks of laughter as the pony was lashed into trying to cross the morass at a full gallop. Thick gobbets of slime and mud sprayed everywhere as her feet and the wheels churned the muck up. She crossed nearly half of it in one stride, then stumbled dangerously before her speed and strength helped her regain her balance and she was through with the sulky skidding and wallowing behind her. Then, in another spray of clear water and with her palomino tail, now heavy with mud swinging behind her, she was off upstream and after the leader, having gained precious seconds on her.
 
Sweat was beginning to blind Sophie now and her back and buttocks stung viciously as it ran into the welts but still the whip fell on her relentlessly and her guts burned and stung as well. All she cared about was ending the torment and yet her legs were still strong so she pounded blindly across the meadow, responding only to the reins as her vision failed and her eyes added their sting to the symphony of pains engulfing her. Suddenly she felt hard tarmac under her feet and her driver yelled at her and whipped her harder. She blinked and shook her head and caught a glimpse of a pony a few yards ahead. With her reins loose and the whip tormenting her she was free to run at her own limits and not the driver’s. She gritted her teeth around her bit and headed for the cool of the woods, making it as she eased past the chestnut.  But it took almost the whole length of the woods to get past and Sophie was hurting too much to think about what that meant as the ponies thundered along the road almost dead level, sweat and saliva flying from them and the whips snapping at thighs, breasts and backs – the drivers not caring about any subtle messages now. It was a dash for the line with the ponies nearly out on their legs and only the whips would keep them going.
 
Prince Hassan sat forwards in his chair, transfixed by the hologram he was watching. The two mud-spattered ponies, the life sized image of the palomino ahead by barely a length as they neared the ranch house filled one end of the Evening Office in his city palace. As usual at this time of the day and in this place, he was naked. His chair was a naked, kneeling slavegirl. He was seated on her back as she knelt on all fours crossways behind him. She was steadied by a bar that ran across her stomach and by two horizontal arms that came off the upright which supported her stomach brace. One arm curved round her bottom and ended in a butt plug and was plunged between her buttocks and the other curved round her face and ended in a penis gag which was stuffed into her mouth. The upright also carried on up to the height of five feet and supported the chair’s back. It was formed from another slavegirl, she was standing with her legs well spread and fastened to a spreader bar beside the kneeling girl. She was also tied to the upright. Her arms tight behind it and her head pulled back and tied with a gagging strap to the same upright, steel pole. This meant that if the Prince leaned back his head would be cushioned comfortably by her breasts –  and her own head would not get in his way.
But he was unlikely to lean back just yet. The race was too exciting and close. The ponies were now beginning to lose their shape and their heads were going back and rolling as they ran. They were halfway across the car park now and the chestnut had been lashed into coming back at the palomino. But she couldn’t get past before the track narrowed and she had to drop behind.
There was only one thing her driver could do now – and he did it. On the terraces he pulled out from behind the palomino and gave the chestnut her head down the terraces. The other driver did the same and the two slid and slithered down the first slope and both stumbled with exhaustion as the sulkies pushed them onwards as they staggered onto the level. Helplessly they were propelled onto the second slope with the drivers hanging onto the reins for dear life and savagely pulling back to save themselves if the ponies slipped and fell. Somehow they both made it down and both had the strength to keep their feet under them as the sulkies bore down on them and then they were pushed onto the third slope.
The chestnut gave a despairing whinny as she hit the bottom and her legs wouldn’t support both her and the weight of the rig anymore. She stumbled forwards and fell onto her knees as she hit the level ground. The crowd gasped and then yelled her on as she bravely managed to stagger up again but had to start from stationary and the palomino – herself staggering for a pace or two – made it safely and was away and clear on the run in for the tape.
The Prince clapped his hands in delight. It was the best race he had seen in ages and he slapped his seat’s rump and shoulders in excitement and pleasure. But as he watched the palomino’s owner hold her bridle while her butt plug was removed and she tossed her head and drooled onto the gleaming mounds of her sizeable breasts and gasped after the last frantic gallop, he became thoughtful and sat back. His head sank gently into the soft cushions of titflesh he had had hormonally created for the girl, specifically for this purpose. He thought for a few moments before reaching for his phone, which was resting on the back of another slavegirl who was also on all fours.
“Selim,” he said, when it was answered. “What’s the time in Texas?”
He listened for a second. “Meet me in the Day Office in quarter of an hour. We have work to do!” he said.
He stood up and stretched before wandering over to yet another slavegirl. This one was kneeling up, tied to a frame and with only her head – half encased in a leather hood, able to move. He let his still-soft cock brush her lips and then watched as they gently parted to let him in and he sighed as he felt her tongue begin to play around his helm and his meatus. As he hardened under her ministrations and filled her mouth, she concentrated on taking him further in, nodding her head back and forth along his shaft until he was fully erect and she softly swallowed him into her throat. He groaned and began to thrust in earnest, his hands gripping her head tightly as he came.
When he was satisfied and she had taken down the final spurt of his ejaculation he stood back and pulled on a loose robe before leaving the room. He would be an hour or two, but he would need the room as it was when he came back. The furniture could wait.
 









Chapter Seven

 
Two days later Sophie had been sold. The Prince and Wilbur sat opposite each other in Wilbur’s office and signed the necessary paperwork. Apart from the fact that the Prince had offered more money than anyone else, he had offered a neat solution to Wilbur’s lingering guilt about selling the girl on when he had given her his word that at the end of her contract she could go free if she wished.
“Then don’t sell me the girl,” the Prince had said when he had listened to Wilbur’s protestations that he was a man of honour. The price had already been agreed and so the Prince recognised that Wilbur was genuinely troubled. Western consciences had always amused him. “Sell me the contract. You know that I also am a man of my word and she is safe with me.”
Wilbur thought for a second and then smiled and sat back, looking across the table into the Prince’s dark eyes. He had been assured that the terms of the contract would be honoured, what more could he want? Now he could get the girl off his ranch and whoever was looking for her could go look on the other side of the world. 
“I will of course take the precaution of chipping her before transit,” the Prince concluded. “She is a powerful creature and could make it difficult to get her out of the country if she struggled. It won’t take more than a day to have one delivered and inserted.”
“A day or so will not be a problem, your Highness,” Wilbur agreed and the men stood up and shook hands on the deal just as Markham, Wilbur’s private secretary came in.
“I have a party of three booked in for this afternoon and I’m sending the car to pick them up at the Excelsior, Sir,” he announced. “Is Lightning available?”
Wilbur’s ears pricked up. The Excelsior was where Henry had said the P.I. had been spotted in a meeting.

“What name did these people give?” he asked.	
Markham checked his tablet. “Er, Mister Holden and two female friends who – he assured me – are both accomplished in the handling of rare breed ponies.” ‘Rare breed’ was the accepted euphemism for when discussing ponies in mails and on phones.
“Holden? Jesus H. Christ! That guy runs CSL and he’s up to his neck in The Lodge, and the British Prime Minister’s a Goddamn member! One word from him and I’ll have the whole freaking White House down on me!”
“Problems?” the Prince enquired. Wilbur explained reluctantly, aware that this could drastically reduce Lightning’s price.
“You don’t know who this girl is but you don’t want any official curiosity into your affairs, am I right?”
“That’s the size of it,” he admitted.
“I could reduce my offer in these circumstances, in return for removing the girl as a matter of urgency. However that still leaves me with the very real risks involved in having an unwilling captive on my hands in a country where I am not a welcome guest. So let us think this through…”
Eventually it was decided that three other ponies would be offered and that Lightning’s stall door would be left half open like all the others, so as not to attract any attention. A groom would keep her firmly tethered at the back and carry out some post-race checks – just anything to keep her attention away from the stableyard in case she knew any of the party. 
As the car had already been dispatched to pick the party up, and they didn’t want to alert the passengers to anything untoward over the hand’s free phone by asking too many questions, it was decided that only once they were safely out on the visitor’s track would Lightning be tacked up and driven out in a different direction to a remote part of the estate to await the all clear. It shouldn’t alarm her unduly, there was no reason the visitors should see anything of her and on the following afternoon she would be chipped, shipped and safely dispatched.
 
Brian was surprised to see the limo that swept out of the ranch gates just as theirs swept in. It was flying the flag of Bakhtar, one he knew well from arenas around the world.
“Well, well. What’s the Prince of Bakhtar doing here?” he wondered aloud.
“Oh, we get all kinds of folk at the ranch. You’d be amazed at who appreciates the ponies these days!” the driver said.
His passengers exchanged smiles. 
“Maybe he was looking to buy something,” Brian suggested.
“Oh, Mr Floyd, he don’t sell any ponies. They’re all hand picked for a two year contract and then they can stay on if they want,” he told them, a note of pride in his voice as he reeled out the patter. “The Pretty Pony has the finest ponies you’ll find anywhere, and they aren’t even chipped. These are genuine girls, trained and broken in by our own special methods,” he concluded.
Brian raised his eyebrows and glanced across at Martha who mouthed ‘Wow’ at him. He knew the Prince well enough to doubt that he had been doing anything other than looking to buy livestock, but that was typical of the man. He dismissed him from his thoughts and concentrated on the prospect of driving compliant and unchipped ponies, which was far more intriguing.
They were given two Hispanic girls and one white. The Hispanics’ bodies gleamed magnificently in the bright sun and the tanned complexion of the white girl made a pleasing contrast. 
Raika was immediately taken by the white pony and was petting her and fussing over her before Martha and Brian had made a choice. But her enthusiasm was infectious and they happily took a Hispanic girl each. Brian noted the simple tack on his girl – no crupper or tail, just the gold stabilising chain between the pierced nipples. The breasts themselves were big for a pony and he stroked them until she whinnied around her bit. Then he pulled the chain between them, testing how far it would go before it dragged the second after the first. 
A tall groom approached them as Martha was squeezing and playing with the tits of her mount.
“We gave you some good strong hackers as you’re experienced drivers,” he said. “I’ll show you a route that’ll give you plenty of chances to put them through their paces.” He held out a map of the estate on which there were red, blue and green routes marked. “Red is for novices,” he explained. “Blue is the scenic route. But I guess you guys want to run them so go for the green.”
All three agreed that the ponies looked perfect for a good gallop on a sunny day.
Brian immediately engaged the man in a discussion about the relative merits of the tit chain as opposed to binding at the roots of the breasts and Martha was free to look around as she mounted and took up the reins of one of the Hispanic ponies. She took up the whip with the new-found confidence that a couple of months at The Lodge had given her and flicked the cord across the pony’s shoulders. She watched the coffee coloured skin flinch and shiver and the head shake, rattling the bridle and reins. Having let the girl know she was there and in charge, she sat back and looked around. The yard was well kept and there were a lot of stalls. She was impressed. If all the stalls were occupied then the Pretty Pony could field almost as many ponies as CSL. Briefly she wondered where they all were if the stalls were occupied. At The Lodge, every girl would be at her door, staring over it, hoping to be picked for a run. But this was obviously a different type of place. Her eye was caught by the gibbet that stuck out from a wall, the chain hanging down from it told her that maybe it wasn’t all that different. The girls were plainly well used to the whip.
Finally the men finished pulling and pushing Brian’s pony’s tits and with a slap to her rump he mounted and took up the reins.
“Any sort of play you want to use them for is included in the price,” the groom told them as he stood back and prepared to wave them off. “They’re trained in all holes and used to being had by ladies too. There might be a surcharge if there’s any cuts is all.”
They set off in line astern and followed the green markers on the tree trunks. As soon as they were clear of the yard they whipped their mounts up to a smart trot and were soon out of sight around a bend in the track.
 
The groom turned and let out a sigh of relief.
“Ok, guys! Get her out!” he called and White Lightning was led out by two men who had made a great show of feeling every muscle in her body to check for strains after the gruelling race day. As one of them slipped a bridle over her head, the first one went to them with the maps. “Take her out to the East pastures and keep her there till I call. A couple of the lads will meet you and you can keep her busy for an hour or two.”
The men grinned at each other. An hour or two with Lightning would suit them very nicely indeed. One man mounted the sulky and the other went to join those going by truck.
Sophie was glad of the chance to stretch her legs again. After the races she had been showered, her bottom had been flushed out and she had been rubbed down then taken on her leash round to the front of the house where a huge barbeque had been held. She had both rosettes pinned to her breasts and was immensely proud as Wilbur Beckington-Floyd himself led her around and boasted about her. When she could she stole glances down at her breasts and was pleased with the tracery of thin pink lines that adorned them. Usually a well whipped pony could look forward to some more male attention to other parts of her anatomy, but on this occasion everyone seemed more interested in talking about her. Finally however she was taken back to her stall, allowed to lie down and play host to any of the men – grooms, guests, whoever; it seemed as though Mr Floyd had declared her common property. She had to admit that she loved the first hour or so. After that her bottom began to sting all over again and this time her vagina followed suit fairly soon. The orgasms were very welcome however and she felt she had earned them. She had woken feeling stiff and sore again and even after the crusted semen had been showered off, she needed exercise to ease the stiffness in her legs.
There had been some activity around her stall, a tall, Arabic-looking man had looked her over from above the stall half-door. Mr Floyd had been hovering behind him and she had been surprised to realise that he was nervous about something. But since then, nothing.
Now she had been checked over with a fine tooth comb and at last she was tacked up and harnessed to a sulky. The groom who was driving her seemed to recognise that she needed to warm up gradually and let her work up to trotting speed gently. He made her walk from time to time and then whipped her back up to trotting and by the time they arrived at the gate to a pasture where cattle were grazing and a truck was waiting, she felt relaxed and loose.
A four man gang bang was exactly what the doctor ordered. They tied her to the gate with her arms and legs spread as wide as possible and took it in turns. Each of them entered her vagina and gratifyingly they took their time. As a result she climaxed with each of them. When they had finished with her she hung panting and sweating in the heat once more as her senses cleared and her heartbeat returned to normal. From over by the truck she heard beer cans being popped and the men settled down to relaxing – she hoped it was only temporarily. 
She needn’t have worried. The sight of her tied out on the gate soon re-ignited their interest and one of them came up to her and began to stroke and squeeze her breasts sending shards of pleasure shooting through her. She groaned and stirred in her bonds.
“Hey, guys,” the man called. “She’s ready to go again. What’ll it be; heads or tails?”
A second man came towards her tossing a coin. “You call it!” he said.
“Heads,” the man with his hands still mauling her breasts called.
“Tails! You go last!” the second man said.
They took her down and turned her around then pushed her head and shoulders through a gap in the bars of the gate before stretching her arms out again and tying them. She had had to spread her legs wide to get down to the level required and knew she was offering them everything they wanted. Her anus would be exposed between her spread buttocks, the slit of her sex would be perfectly open too, and she could feel the semen still leaking from her and dribbling down her thighs. The bar her arms were tied to crossed her chest just above her breasts and so they were hanging under her, ripe and full. She felt cool liquid applied to her bottom but couldn’t tell if it was saliva or lube, whichever it was it did the job and she felt a finger slip easily inside her. As always the ‘full’ feeling took a moment to get used to and then she felt her sphincters stretch to accommodate another finger. Then she moaned as she felt yet another finger enter her and prise her open even further to allow the head of a cock began to nudge its way in. Even after all the action it had seen since she had become a ponygirl, her anus and rectum had remained tight and she hoped the cock was well lubricated. It did seem to be and she felt it open her up to its fullest extent and the man’s pubic hair tickled the inner slopes of her buttocks as he came to rest against her. And certainly he did seem to want to rest, staying where he was, his cock impaling her rectum and it wasn’t until she heard a can crumple and a sigh of satisfaction from behind her that she realised he had finished his drink before going back to buggering her. And as the shaft began to thrust and withdraw inside her she was vaguely aware that she ought to be outraged by such casual use of her body. But the feeling was so good she ignored it – and anyway if he was that relaxed about using her it probably meant that he would use her whenever the mood took him and she was fine with that. 
He came quite quickly and was replaced almost immediately, the second cock sliding in smoothly on the emissions left by the first. This man was rougher with her and slammed himself against her backside as he rammed into her again and again. Then he reached forwards and grabbed her breasts so he had to buck his hips into her in order to maintain his grip. The stimulation at both ends of her body allowed her to begin to climb towards climax but he came before she could finish and was gone immediately. They left her alone for a moment and she felt renewed trickles of sperm run, rapidly cooling, down the backs of her thighs and ooze along her labia. She presumed that the third man wasn’t so keen on sloppy seconds and indeed she felt him use a handkerchief to wipe some of it away before he inserted himself. His entry was a little more difficult and he had to force himself in, but even as she gritted her teeth against the pain she heard him sigh with pleasure at how tight she was. Once he was lodged fully inside her he was able to move more freely and came fairly quickly. The fourth man was obviously in a hurry after watching the other three and administered a no-nonsense, brisk buggering that left her agonisingly close to an orgasm when he wrenched himself out of her and she felt her anus gape for a second or so before it closed.
They left her where she was and went back to the truck for more beer but returned to heft and play with her breasts, slapping them and pinching them, making them swing beneath her chest and quite soon they were ready for ‘Heads’.
Sophie was keen to get started. She didn’t come from sucking cock but she did enjoy being close up to them and tasting them. The men released her and helped her to stand before they turned her away from the gate and had her kneel with her back to it then they tied her arms stretched out again. They had her shuffle her knees forward slightly so that she could lean back and offer her mouth up better. It also meant that her sperm streaked thighs were apart and her breasts were available. They whipped her with their belts while they drank some more beer and got ready for their final fling with her. She flinched and yelped under the harsh smacks of the doubled over leather as they targeted her groin, swinging the belts downwards and landing heavy swipes on her soft labial flesh. Her breasts suffered as well and in between shutting her eyes as the lashes landed, she could see the bulges in their trousers and was longing for them to get started. And at last the sight of her lacerated and well-fucked body was too much for one of them and he called a halt, stepping forwards as he undid his flies. His cock was stubby but reasonably thick and it tasted richly of her own body and his spunk. And to add to her degradation, he simply held her head and fucked her face with no finesse or care for her. He just wanted to feel the intimate confines of her mouth and throat around him as he came. And he wanted to be as deep inside her as he could get. Sophie had become practised at relaxing her throat during fellation and rode him out quite easily. He was deep enough inside her that she didn’t even taste his spend but she enjoyed feeling the swelling pulses run through his shaft as he pumped into her. She hardly had time to draw breath before the second one was at her. He was longer and thinner and enjoyed her tongue exploring him, so when he came she got the full taste of his spunk before she swallowed it. The third cock was bigger and curved and she had trouble fitting him in and enjoyed it all the more for that. She got a real sense of achievement when she heard him roar his release into her sorely tested throat and then wrench himself out so that he could come over her face. She was able to look up at the shining purple dome as it splashed its liquor out onto her cheeks and forehead before it was plunged back into her mouth for her to lick it clean. She was gasping for breath after him and protested feebly when the last man slipped his length between her gaping lips, but he enjoyed her distress and fucked her face as cruelly as the first man had. She desperately tried to breathe through her nose and keep calm but he rammed so deeply into her that she panicked and choked on his come as it splashed thickly out. She hadn’t been able to get him fully into her throat and it went up her nose as she choked and spluttered while the thick shaft itself filled her mouth and still thrust in vain for her throat. Then he withdrew and wiped himself on her face while his mates laughed and cheered.
Sophie hung where she was while they drank some more. She could feel sperm drying and tightening all over her body. She could taste it even as her belly ached for more. From under her eyelashes she watched the men, feeling nothing but admiration for the way they took their pleasure from her without worrying themselves about her at all. It made it all so much simpler to be a ponygirl.
And now there was only the run home to worry about. She watched a man take a phone call and then tell his colleague to get her tacked up again. It was time White Lightning was back in her stall.
 
As the courtesy car sped back along the ranch’s long drive towards the gates, Brian relaxed and put his hand on Martha’s thigh. They had played with the ponies and both Martha and Raika had used strap-ons to fuck them. But he hadn’t felt able to really use the whip on them. He wasn’t clear as to their exact status, the driver had seemed to suggest that they weren’t slaves in the usual sense of the word and they weren’t chipped either. He was really going to need to lay into Raika for relaxation as soon as they got back to their room and that would turn Martha on. 
Raika had loved the afternoon, her pony had been the fastest of the three and had been passionate when fucked and now she was happily looking out at the ranch as the car accelerated up the long drive. Suddenly she caught a fleeting glimpse of another pony pulling a sulky, just beyond the trees that lined the drive. She was strikingly tall and blonde…but just then she felt Mr Brian’s hand, heavy on her shoulder and she turned away.
“…she won’t mind, will you, Raika?” he was saying as she turned towards him and let his arm curve round her shoulders in the way she adored and she forgot about everything except what he was saying.
“I was just telling Martha that I need to really whip you hard when we get back to the hotel,” he told her, smiling down at her.
“Of course Mr Brian. I belong to you after all,” she said as his hand cupped her breast.
 









Chapter Eight

 
The next day Sophie was pleasantly sore from all her recent usage and underwent the usual thirty lashes gladly. It meant that she wasn’t being quarantined while she recovered and there would probably be more usage.
It came as an unwelcome surprise when, instead of being taken out for some gentle exercise in the afternoon, a group of men crowded into her stall. One of them was the tall Arabic looking one, one of them was Beckington-Floyd and the rest were grooms. But there was one man she didn’t recognise who was carrying what looked like a doctor’s bag. Two of the grooms brought a bench in with them and two more grabbed her arms, which as always were behind her back with the wrists clipped together, and forced her to bend forwards over it. She immediately shuffled her feet apart to open her legs and make the position more comfortable. It also made her open if a gang bang was what was needed. But she felt the first stirrings of alarm as the bag was place on the bench beside her and everything went quiet as the stranger took something out of it. Sophie twisted her head and saw the thick syringe. 
Floyd saw the movement in time. “Hold her down, boys!” he called just as Sophie realised what was happening. A male hand had swept her hair up and clear of her neck. There was only one thing that would be injected into a girl’s neck.
Floyd had betrayed her. He was having her chipped!
All her disgust at the arenas, and the depths of feminine submission they represented, which she had buried over the previous months, re-surfaced in a fraction of a second and she reared up. But strong as she was, the two men holding her were stronger. For a moment though it was touch and go. Sophie strained every sinew in her thighs and back – trying to straighten up. The two men strained to force her down by her upper arms. The breath hissed through their teeth as Sophie screamed with mingled effort, disgust and despair, then the tall Arabic man stepped forwards and grabbed her hair, easily forcing her back down. With her face pushed back down against the padded top of the bench, Sophie could only sob brokenly.
“She is a strong animal,” she heard the man holding her head down say and managed one final struggle in one last protest before she felt the needle press coldly against the nape of her neck.
As it pushed in and stung bitterly, she groaned in disgust and managed just the word, “Bastards!!” as she felt the pressure increase and the chip was slid inexorably into her.
“Keep her down for a moment or two. For a powerful specimen like this it might take a while to work,” the stranger said and all three men continued to hold her down. She swore and sobbed and tears blinded her as she waited for…what? She wasn’t sure. She vaguely knew the effect of the chips but had not the faintest idea what one would feel like.
Slowly it dawned on her that her neck, now it had been swabbed, didn’t hurt. In fact the only hurt she felt was from the tightness with which she was being held down. Gradually she could feel the roughness of the male hands on her skin and it wasn’t a hurt at all, now she came to think of it. It was rather pleasant to be bent over, open legged in front of a group of men. Surely it wouldn’t be long before they took advantage of what was on offer. Bu that was how she normally felt so the chip wasn’t having any effect at all! What had she been worrying about? It was perfectly natural that a naked woman should feel like this, and being held down while she was fucked rather appealed. But then it had all along, so it was all her own doing and nothing to do with the chip at all…
“Ok,” the stranger said. “She’s calming now. Let’s smack her and see what reaction we get.”
Immediately Sophie felt a hard spank on her bottom, the noise was deafening in the crowded stall. Previously, even flogging before sex had been painful to some extent, but this time the hard, stinging pain seemed to go deep inside her and sang to her whole body, setting it vibrating like the flesh of a beaten female arse. The image leapt into her mind and before she knew it she was swivelling her pelvis blatantly begging for another. She got it. Another surge of heat and delight flooded through her and she moaned in appreciation of the exquisite feelings. She needed to come! Just a few more of those lovely hard spanks and she was sure she would come. She had to come! From somewhere in her mind came the thought that the orgasm, when it came, would be unlike anything she had ever felt before. She had to have it!
“It’s taken ok,” the stranger said behind her. “I’d suggest making her climax straightaway and she’ll bond just fine.”
Beside her face she saw the bag taken away and felt the pressure on her hair and arms relax. But then another two spanks landed on her bottom, one on each cheek and she set about swivelling and bucking her hips in earnest, inviting them to do whatever they wanted just so long as they made her come. From somewhere the thought appeared in her mind that as long as it was men doing it to her, she would probably orgasm whatever it was they actually did. But then someone used a doubled over belt on her and the previous feelings were swamped by the intensity of her body’s reaction. Again and again she was whipped hard across her back and buttocks. Vaguely she heard the laughter as the men admired her antics as she tried to dry hump her way to orgasm. She didn’t care. The feelings were wonderful and if she could just tempt one of them to fuck her…
Finally one did. An anonymous cock speared into her easily and she rocketed into orgasm almost immediately. And she had been right. It was like nothing else she had ever experienced. Her whole body seemed to resonate to it. Her mind ceased to function altogether and instead her whole being was focussed down on the few inches of her vagina. She felt her stomach cramp and her vagina clench and convulse in ways it never had before and even as she screamed almost in fear of the climax she felt a hot tide inside herself flow and spurt. 
When she came round, she was empty. There was male chatter and laughter around her, but all she could concentrate on was the fact that her cunt was empty and she needed another orgasm. If being chipped meant orgasms like that one, Sophie found she was all in favour of it. She looked around, hoping to see which man was going to take her next and became aware what they were talking about.
“That’s the best spurting I’ve ever seen!”
“Christ, she makes gallons of the stuff! Nearly forced me out of her when she came!”
“Jeez, I can’t wait to ride her!”
Dimly she recalled the hot, moist feeling and convulsions of the orgasm. A wave of pride and heart-swelling pleasure rolled across her and all she wanted was to repeat the experience.
She loved her chip.
 
By the following morning she was more stiff and sore than she had ever been. She had been plundered in all three holes times beyond count. The men couldn’t seem to get enough of watching her spurt her juices and even measured how far she squirted. All that was enjoyable enough but the real discovery of the night as far as she was concerned was that she could even come while fellating.
The following day she was told that the tall, Arabic looking man was her new owner and that it was he who had had her chipped. They had taken the precaution of tying her to the wall of her stall before breaking the news but if they hadn’t, Sophie would have kissed his shoes in gratitude. 
“As I am a Prince you will call me ‘Your Highness’,” he said when they did release her and she fell to her knees in front of him and kissed his hand.
“Now you will put this on please and behave like the well-brought up young lady you think you once were, instead of the rampant whore you now are,” he added and handed her a dress.
It was a simple tunic in pale blue and once her collar was removed and her wrist cuffs, she pulled it on. It was halter necked and the two wide straps which came over her shoulders and covered her breasts left a fair amount of cleavage on view, she was pleased to note. After her experiences of the night before, the only purpose she could see in clothes was to tempt men into fucking her. The skirt was well tailored at the waist so that it flared out over her hips like a tennis dress and the hem was some five inches above the knee. Sophie looked down and admired the length of smooth, tanned flesh she displayed. Surely there would be some sex involved soon. She was handed some kitten heeled sandals and slipped her feet into them.
“Now tell me,“ her new owner said as she stood in front of him, making final adjustments to her dress, which felt constricting and odd after she had spent so long entirely naked. “Would you like me to remove your chip?”
“No!” the word leapt from her lips before she had time to think. “No, please, your Highness! I mean!”
He smiled grimly and beckoned her out into the stableyard. She followed and attracted several wolf whistles from grooms who were working in other stalls. She was flattered, it wasn’t as though she could display any more than she had the previous night but the sight of her in a revealing little tunic  dress was getting them keen again. As she followed her new owner out of the yard and towards the car park, she felt her vagina begin to heat and moisten. She lengthened her stride and began to put a flirtatious sway of her hips into her walk; something she had never contemplated doing before.
Floyd was standing by her new owner’s limousine.
“Might be worth giving her one more test before you take her to the airport,” he said to the Prince.
“By all means.”
Floyd turned to Sophie and came to stand right in front of her. “I sold you to him. I betrayed you.  He said he’d honour the contract you had with me but he’s already trashed it and had you chipped. I’d say he’ll keep you as a full time slave – not just a ponygirl – for as long as it pleases him. What do you think about that Lightning?”
Sophie had just realised that the Prince hadn’t taken her the previous night and she was studying the front of his trousers, hoping to see some trace of a reaction to her appearance in the dress. She drew her attention back to Floyd, who was now supremely irrelevant. She shrugged her shoulders and was pleased to see the Prince’s eyes follow the heft and ripple of her breasts. A cruel smile played around his lips as he looked up into her eyes and Sophie shivered. In those dark eyes she saw an intelligence, an implacable will and an arrogance that melted her insides. Whatever the orgasms had been like the previous night, this man could take her to places as far beyond them as they themselves had been beyond anything she had ever felt before. 
“Good,” she said and climbed into the car, making sure she trailed a long, smooth skinned length of leg as she did so. But then she remembered the Prince’s instruction about her demeanour and she demurely tucked her skirt under her bottom. She hoped the next orgasm wasn’t too far away and then she tried to wrench her thoughts away from that consideration. She was very aware of her dampness and her lack of knickers. She was terrified of having a damp patch on the back of her skirt. The Prince climbed in after her and sat opposite.
“Good girl,” he said and the calmly uttered phrase put an end to any attempt on her part to prevent her cunt seeping. But she needn’t have worried, he produced a lacy confection from his pocket and handed it across to her. 
“I was just testing you as well,” he said and settled back in his seat as the car moved off. Sophie looked at his trousers and was disappointed to see there was still no familiar straining bulge. “Do you want to come?” he asked.
“Yes, your Highness, very much!” Sophie replied instantly.
“That will not be possible until we are airborne so get those knickers on, girl,” he told her.
“I’m taking you to Bakhtar,” he went on as she wriggled the knickers up her legs and finally managed to work them up over her bottom. She had to lift her skirt to do it but he never glanced at her and just continued talking. “Initially you’ll be run as a pony, very much as Floyd used you. But I do own an arena and I’ll see what aptitude you have for that as well.” At the mention of an arena, Sophie felt the strangest sensation. A blast of fury seemed to blossom at the back of her mind and in her chest but as images of naked girls and priapic men scrolled across her memory from glimpses of holographic images and television programmes, she recalled the faces of the girls as they climaxed passionately time and again. She groaned aloud at the jolt of excitement that exploded in her belly and then the anger  dissipated, leaving behind it only an ache in her groin. She really needed to come!
She looked across at her owner who was regarding her steadily and slowly she smiled, crossing her long legs and letting the skirt ride up her thighs.
“Whatever you want, your Highness,” she said and was only aware of meaning it from the bottom of her heart.
 









Chapter Nine

 
The Prince’s jet was waiting for them at the edge of the airfield. There was a brief exchange with checking in, Sophie was handed her Stafford passport by Selim who seemed to be the Prince’s secretary, it was looked at briefly and then they were whisked out to it in another limo. Sophie couldn’t believe her eyes at first. This wasn’t a private jet in any sense she had ever come across one. It was no small, twin jet executive plane; it was a full sized passenger jet decked out in the Bakhtar colours. 
She stood behind the Prince as he was greeted by the crew at the foot of the steps and then she followed him up, having to hold down the back of her skirt as she did so. There was a strong breeze blowing and she was mindful of the flimsy knickers she wore. If he judged she was being sluttish, Sophie had no doubt he could ensure her next orgasm was a long time in coming and she didn’t want to risk that.
The plane’s interior was breathtaking.  A long lounge with leather upholstered armchairs and sofas met her eyes as she entered. There was a fully stocked cocktail cabinet, kitchen and dining facilities just behind a small lobby where conventional aeroplane seats for eight people were laid out. She was still looking at it goggle eyed when the stewardess approached and greeted her. She was stunningly beautiful with large, almond shaped, dark eyes. She wore a smart skirt suit which left her legs bare from two inches above the knee, but her skin was just dark enough and so smooth that Sophie couldn’t tell whether they were really bare or clad in the most sheer of stockings. Although her dark blue suit was Western, she wore a matching head scarf but her English was perfect and her smile brilliant as she led Sophie to a seat and helped her buckle on her belt. The Prince settled himself on the opposite side of the aisle and almost immediately the jets whined into life and the plane trundled bumpily over the concrete to the start of the runway.
“When we are up to cruising altitude I shall introduce you to Asil properly,” he called across as the jets began to build to their thunderous full power. “And to a lot more besides! Are you a member of the mile high club, girl?”
Sophie actually blushed. “No, your Highness,” she called back.
“No matter! Even if you had been, it would have been nothing like mine!”
The jets reached their deafening crescendo and the plane began its headlong charge down the runway, pressing Sophie back into her seat. As it lifted off and the undercarriage stopped rumbling, Sophie felt completely liberated, flying free to another new life. A life of captivity maybe, but a lifetime of discovery, she was certain of that.
 
When a melodious chime signalled the all clear for the removal of belts, the stewardess stood up and removed her scarf, shaking out a thick, glossy mane of black hair and making herself even more beautiful. She put the scarf aside and then shed her jacket before going and kneeling beside the Prince. Immediately his hand reached out and cupped her right breast.
“This is Asil,” he told Sophie. “She will look after you during the flight. Now you will undress and do what she tells you.”
No order could have been more welcome and Sophie took only a few seconds to pull the dress off over her head and fumble down the scant knickers she had been given in the car, then she stood with only the kitten heeled sandals on and waited for what came next.
Asil looked up at her with naked lust in her eyes. “She is beautiful, your Highness,” she breathed and Sophie stood a little taller as her heart leaped with gratitude to the gorgeous stranger. 
“Get the drinks and then take her. Prepare both of you for my usual pleasures.”
Asil stood up in a single flowing movement and began to unbutton her crisp white shirt. Breathlessly Sophie looked on as the svelte and shapely back was revealed and then, once the black bra was unclipped, Sophie caught a glimpse of the smooth swell of one side of a heavy breast as it swung free on her chest as she twisted to unzip her skirt and then step free of it. Black, lacy ‘short’ type knickers followed and then both girls were naked apart from their heels, Asil’s were rather higher than Sophie’s but even so she was a head shorter. Her bottom was perfection however, neat, almost perfect hemispheres on either side of the shadowy cleft and barely a crease where they joined the thighs. The little hollow directly beneath and between them drew Sophie’s eyes and she licked her lips at the prospect of seeing the sex that nestled there. It had been a long time since she had made love to another woman, Floyd had decreed that the ponygirls only had sex with men. She wondered if the Prince’s tastes ran to girl on girl. As soon as she had framed the thought she chided herself, she was as certain as she could be that his tastes ran to things she could hardly imagine. 
Sophie had been watching the graceful strip from slightly behind the girl and now when she turned to face Sophie, she saw her body in its full glory. The hips were wide but still gracefully in proportion and the delta was shaven, just as Sophie’s had been at the stable. The legs were not as long as Sophie’s but were very shapely, the breasts were as heavy as Sophie had thought from what she had been able to see, but now she could see how the body had been decorated.
The inverted triangle of her delta had been tattooed to depict a display of dahlia blooms in red, white and dusky pink against green foliage. It was dense and intricate beyond anything she had ever seen before and she thought it was exquisitely beautiful. But then as the girl came towards her she saw that beneath the floral display each labial lip had been pierced several times and sported quite heavy silver rings.
But there was more. Each nipple at the peak of the superb, olive skinned breasts formed the pistil of a small bloom that was tattooed on the areola, and each nipple was pierced as well.
Asil smiled as she registered Sophie’s shocked admiration.
“Come with me,” she told her and drew her by her hand into the lounge. “Wait there.”
Sophie stood and waited while Asil mixed a vodka and tonic for the Prince and a cordial for Selim and delivered them. Then she came back and drew Sophie through the door at the back of the lounge and into a corridor that ran down one side of the fuselage, doors opened off it on one side.
“Bedrooms,” Asil said. “His Highness’s is in here.”
She opened a door and once again Sophie was open-mouthed with astonishment.  The room contained the biggest four poster bed she had ever seen. The floor was covered in a deep pile white carpet and the bedding was likewise, crisp and pristine white, while the bed itself was made from pale grey steel with an intricate headboard and foot board. The posts were made from interweaving steel lengths and both they and the rails that joined them were pierced at intervals by bright steel rings, from some of which hung chains. And as she began to take it all in, Sophie realised that both the headboard and foot board were similarly equipped. She felt her cunt spasm at the thought of what the Prince might be capable of in here. And yet the brilliant sunshine poured into the room as if to underline, by the stark contrast, the very darkness of the pleasures that might be experienced in such a place.
Asil went straight to a wardrobe and opened it to reveal racks of gowns and dresses that were obviously fabulously expensive. She drew them apart to reveal drawers set into the back wall.
“He likes pale skinned girls in black stockings,” she said over her shoulder and then handed her a pair.
“And you’ll need these,” she added. “They should fit, but in any case you won’t be walking far in them!” She handed across a pair of Louboutin, sky high-heeled black shoes. “He’ll want me in this,” she went on as Sophie began to draw on the stockings.
‘This’ was a strictly boned corset that left Asil’s decorated delta naked and also just lifted and offered up her lovely breasts without covering the flowers or the rings at her nipples. Sophie helped lace her in and had to admit that the result was stunning. She needed no stockings and just slipped her feet into shoes similar to Sophie’s.
“You are a big girl!” Asil said, standing back and admiring Sophie. “Has he bought you?”
“Yes, he has,” Sophie replied and was amazed at how exciting that sounded; ‘bought’. She was property, there was no pretext of any contract now. She just hoped the Prince wouldn’t take too long about enjoying his purchase.
“Chipped?” Asil asked, her head slightly tilted to one side.
“Yes,” Sophie answered.
“You’re lucky. He’ll really let himself go with you.”
Sophie nodded. She completely understood. Vaguely at the back of her mind there was a fleeting realisation that even two days ago she wouldn’t have had the faintest idea what the girl meant.
“You?” she asked Asil.
The girl shook her head. “No, I was given to him by my last owner as payment for something or other. Most women in Bakhtar are owned, one way or another. I suppose they think we don’t need chipping.”
Asil sounded so sad that Sophie immediately drew her to herself and hugged her. She felt the girl’s lips press briefly against the inside of each breast as she stroked her sleek black hair. But after a few moments Asil pulled away.
“I see the way you and the other slaves come when you are used and I can see you all come harder than I can. Don’t misunderstand me please! I love my Master and I try to come as hard as I can for him, but I know you come much harder. Do you spurt?”
Sophie was shocked at the girl’s openness and could only nod. Asil tutted, “Then they’ll be really hard on you!” The naked envy in her voice shocked Sophie even more. But then the gorgeous girl with her waist now spectacularly constricted and her hips breathtakingly emphasised, took her hand and led her back into the lounge.
The Prince surveyed them at his leisure as they stood before him.
“Good. As I like them,” he said eventually. “Now I think it is high time I see how this new acquisition fares under the lash.”
He stood and walked back into the bedroom. Behind him Asil gave Sophie a nudge in the ribs and mouthed ‘told you so’. Sophie smiled at her.
He made Sophie lie face down on the bed and stretch her limbs out to the four corners. She did so with no compunction. In truth she was as interested as the Prince was in how she would fare under the lash now she was chipped.
The bed was the height of luxury to lie on after so long spent on straw and Sophie inhaled the scent of fresh linen. Contentedly she watched Asil’s delicate hands buckle cuffs on her wrists and then clip a karabiner through a link of steel chain and feed the chain through the struts of the bed head to the other cuff. The chain clinked and slithered as it was fed through; a sound that reverberated in Sophie’s head, promising so much about what she was to discover in this new life.
When Asil had dealt with her ankles in the same way and Sophie felt herself stretched out and securely held on the bed, the Prince showed her the whip he was going to use. It was a heavy, supple leather strap that started out broad at the handle but which tapered rapidly along its eighteen inch length until it came to a point. 
“After a hundred I’ll stop and see how many more you can take,” he said.
Sophie’s heart skipped a beat as she heard the sentence. Surely she would come repeatedly under such a beating. She turned her head to watch her new owner steady himself and raise the whip, so probably he didn’t hear the soft whimper of envy from Asil. Then he struck.
Immediately it became clear to Sophie that the whips used at the Pretty Pony were lightweight. The strap in her owner’s hands thudded and smacked like nothing she had felt before. It stung and bit and clubbed like a punch all at once. Every now and again he would lengthen his swing and let the pointed tip of the lash wrap her ribs and snap at the side of her breast, making the pain lance through her as a bright spear of scarlet pleasure. She knew it was pain but she couldn’t help the wonderful feelings it gave her. She tried to breathe through the blizzard of sensations assailing her but soon her belly was full of liquid fire and she knew she was humping herself at the bed, drumming her hips up and down as the lash inscribed lines of blinding sensations across her shoulders her back and her buttocks.
Sophie lost herself under the whip. She howled as orgasm after orgasm swept over her, humping her back and feeling tides of hot convulsions sweep through her cunt. Somewhere she heard Asil’s shrill squeals of excitement under the repeated swishes and the heavy, meaty smacks of the strap.
Then at long last it stopped and Sophie could draw breath. 
“Oh, your Highness!” she heard Asil whisper from above her. “She squirts nearly every time! Look!”
“The slut has certainly made a mess of the bed!” she heard the Prince say. And then she felt his hands on her, his fingers jabbing and prodding at the welts that were still burning across her body. They awoke fading aftershocks of orgasm and she groaned in relaxed pleasure after the storm of the beating.
“I’ll give her fifty more,” he said at last. “Count them.”
Sophie barely had time to take a breath before the whipping started again. Falling on skin that had already been worked on and nerves which blood had filled, it sent her rocketing up to the stars and she hardly heard Asil count the lashes. All she could do was drown in the sounds of the whip falling, the explosions of pleasure pain and the devastation it wrought in her.
When it stopped for the second time, Sophie cried out as she felt a soft but heavy weight fall across her blazing back, and then she felt Asil’s soft hair fall over the side of her face, then there was more weight and Asil was groaning and moving on top of Sophie, pressed down onto her. Slowly she realised that the Prince was fucking Asil on top of her. With the breath being squeezed from her and her skin feeding orgasmic signals to her exhausted body, Sophie could only groan until she felt the Prince begin to thrust down into Asil in earnest and eventually reach a climax before rolling off both girls. 
Sophie felt Asil roll off as well and she was able to turn her head to one side and through bleary eyes she saw Asil kneel before the Prince and rake her thick hair to one side before beginning to clean his cock with her mouth. She watched the darkly glossed lips run gently along the slackening length of cock, cleaning the sticky remains of his come but leaving their own gleam of saliva behind them when she eventually withdrew and knelt back, gazing up adoringly at him.
“Take her into the playroom and prepare her for breastwork, then leave her and attend me,” he told her.
When he had gone, just dressed in trousers and loafers, Asil freed Sophie and kissed her passionately on the lips.
“Oh you have such wonderful breasts! He’ll really go to town on them! Come with me quickly!”
She helped Sophie stand and then guided her to a small door beside the bed head. They ducked through and Sophie found herself in a brightly lit dungeon. Everywhere the sunlight glinted off stainless steel. There were posts that ran from floor to ceiling with holes and hooks at intervals everywhere so that the chains which hung in shining cascades on the walls could be affixed as desired. The posts were also intersected by numerous horizontal ones so that a girl could be mounted and restrained in virtually any position. In the centre of all these contrivances stood a simple leather bench, bolted firmly to the floor. 
Sophie looked around in awe. Although her chip now allowed her to glory in pain, she knew that she had only just scratched the surface of what was possible.
Asil busied herself drawing lightweight curtains over the windows shutting out the dazzling sunlight and casting the room into a gentle twilight. 
“Now over here and onto the bench,” she instructed Sophie. “Kneeling back on your heels.”
When she was ready, Asil lowered a bar with cuffs on it and raised Sophie’s wrists one by one and shackled them just above her head. When she was satisfied she went to a stack of shallow steel drawers that might have come from a well-kept mechanic’s workroom. From there she took several packages and returned to the bench to lay them out in front of Sophie’s curious gaze. There were a lot of small paper packages but she took little notice of them. Her attention was riveted by the four long, shiny, steel needles laid neatly out on a clean towel by Asil. Each needle was about a foot long and their slender and smooth shafts glinted up at Sophie; wicked promises of pain, delight and submission which set Sophie’s heart hammering. She had never seen such things before but she instantly knew that the trembling globes of her breasts were to be the helpless targets for them.
Asil broke in on her excited and apprehensive thoughts.
“He’ll use the smaller ones too. They’re in the sterile packages. You’ll be amazed how little it hurts, but when you look down and see the long ones going right through your breasts…well, you might think you’ve come hard before but believe me…” She let the sentence hang and Sophie could see nothing but bright eyed excitement in the girl’s face.
“You’ve had them?” Sophie managed to ask.
“Oh yes. Lots of times,” Asil replied carelessly, going back to the wall to stand in front of a rack of whips. “The needles aren’t nearly as terrible as some of the beatings you’ll get with a single tail,” she turned and gave Sophie a brilliant smile, “but they’re pretty good all the same!”
Sophie grinned back and Asil returned with a small whip equipped with six or seven short, stiff leather tails.
“Now sit up, please. His Highness will expect your tits to be well warmed up before he starts work on them,” she told Sophie, who didn’t hesitate to sit up and thrust her chest forwards. The whip on her back had been blindingly erotic, she couldn’t wait to find out what it would do to her on her breasts.
Asil lifted it back and then stopped. “Just because I know how much this hurts won’t stop me thrashing you as hard as his Highness will require. And anyway if he thinks I’ve gone easy on you he’ll put me in solitary confinement for a month!” The terror that Sophie heard in the girl’s voice convinced her that solitary confinement was the worst thing that could befall a girl who belonged to the Prince.
The whip fell.
Sophie’s eyes opened wide and her breath hissed out between clenched teeth. It stung like nothing she had ever experienced. The wicked, stiff lashes felt like red hot wires as Asil smacked the whip down, moving from one breast to the other relentlessly. The pain mounted as lash piled on lash until finally the agony began to spread and deep inside her the warm tides of excitement began to flood at last. Sophie put her head back and let the pain subsume her and melt into exquisite pleasure. She felt Asil grasp her left nipple and lift the breast so that the lashes could bite at the underside. Ten, twenty – she no idea how many lashes later, the right breast was treated to the same.
Then Asil stepped back and began sweeping the terrible little whip from side to side. Now the tails bit at each nipple full on and it tipped Sophie over the edge once more and she groaned as a fresh tide of orgasm made her pull at her chains and thrust her hips forwards. From a long way away she heard Asil encourage her and as her cunt spasmed and convulsed again she heard her flagellator laugh as the juices spurted out shamelessly onto the leather bench.
Asil left her, panting and shaking in the aftermath. She had to go and service the flight crew and Selim, she said.
Sophie had no idea how long she waited but her arms were seriously aching by the time the door opened and Asil re-entered, followed by the Prince and Selim, both of whom were now naked to the waist. Asil’s hair was tousled and her breasts had scratch marks on them. She was smiling however and Sophie noticed that the insides of her glorious thighs were shiny and she guessed that the flight crew and Selim had indeed taken advantage of the Prince’s generosity.
But she had scant time for thought because the Prince came straight over to her and grabbed both breasts. She groaned and looked down as he clawed his long fingers into them, squeezing out billows of soft flesh between them.
“Whip them again, Asil,” he said tersely.
Asil stepped forward with the wicked little flogger again and began before Sophie could ready herself. The bitter stinging caught her by surprise and she yelped and cried out as the leathers bit into her and awoke the pain of the previous beating, but once again she found the pain transmuted into wild pleasure and she managed to look down and admire the way the heavy mounds of her tits swung and trembled under the lash. She was even aware of her belly heating and melting as the red stripes began to blossom on the tanned skin and she loved the look of fierce concentration on Asil’s face as she worked. It assured her victim that she would be spared nothing in pursuit of their owner’s pleasure and Sophie gratefully drowned in another shattering orgasm.
Again she was given no time to prepare. The Prince stepped forwards, unwrapped a sterile package, took out a needle and grasped a pinch of her breast skin then thrust the needle through. Sophie’s head jerked forwards in shock and she saw the steel break through the skin as it came out. After the preparation of the whipping, the sting was a bright spear that made her eyes water. But she found she couldn’t look away as the Prince began to work around her areolas, making circles of piercings. Each bright, sharp lance of pain made her sigh as she began the long climb back towards orgasm, but she was afraid he would run out of needles before she made it. And so it proved. She was gasping and moaning when he stood back and he and Selim admired the rings of steel and coloured plastic around her lust-swollen areolae. Sophie glanced up in disappointment and saw Asil looking at her with naked lust and envy while her hands furtively worked between her legs as she stood behind the men. Sophie managed a fleeting smile and turned her attention back to the men, briefly she wondered what the punishment would be for illicit pleasure and the resultant jolt of excitement as she considered the possible cruelties prepared her for what came next.
With complete calmness and confidence the Prince picked up a transpiercing needle and held Sophie’s right breast from underneath, then he pressed the steel point down, slowly, into the upper right slope. Sophie’s breath hissed from between clenched teeth as she watched her skin indent more and more and then finally break. There was a brief flower of pain and then the long sinister shaft was sinking into her. Sophie could only watch in amazement and slowly realise that there was hardly any pain, just a weird, intrusive feeling of movement within her. But suddenly the pain was back and she watched as the skin peaked on the far side of her breast and then peaked further until, with a final push from the Prince, the bright steel broke free once more and the needle stood proud on both sides. Asil groaned with desire as the men stood back and Selim handed the Prince another one. 
“Even for a chipped slave, that was impressive,” the Prince said. “They usually scream and wriggle the first time they are fully pierced. I think this one must have had some natural ability before I had her chipped.”
“She came with a suitcase and some paperwork, your Highness. Would you like me to look through it and see if I can find out anything about her?”
“No. Nothing matters except that she is here and belongs to me,” the Prince said quietly.
Then he stepped forward and gripped Sophie’s left breast. 
To her own amazement Sophie hadn’t come by the time the four long, thin needles had been run through her. Two crossed in each breast and she had to admit she had never seen her breasts look so incredibly erotic, but the procedure had been slow and surprisingly painless in comparison to her recent experiences. So all she could do was look and groan in need of further stimulation to finish herself off. But it was not to be.
Asil was brought to stand open legged at the other end of the bench and chains were clipped to her labial rings while her hands were raised and shackled to cuffs hanging from the posts that surrounded the bench. Selim stood behind her with a single tail whip and began to beat her while the Prince bent down and began to clip weights onto the chains. Immediately Asil began to cry out as she jerked about under the whip and her labia began to stretch down her thighs. Soon she was helplessly thrusting with her pelvis as she came and making the weights swing and clink against each other. The Prince laughed in delight as he tried to time the attaching of the next weight as the chains gyrated wildly to the girl’s desperate writhings. Sophie added her cries of desperation to Asil’s ones of ecstasy as she came. 
Selim put down the whip and came around behind Sophie where she heard him undo his trousers. Hardly daring to hope, she kept her eyes on Asil whose labia were now stretched thinly to about half way down her thighs. She made a beautiful picture as her head fell forward between her raised arms and her breasts heaved in the aftermath. The Prince rose and moved behind her, he picked something off a shelf and Sophie saw his hands come round from behind Asil’s chest. Each hand went to a swollen nipple and allowed the springs on the clamps they held to close fully on the rigidly erect little nubbins. Sophie couldn’t help smiling at the Prince’s ingenuity. Asil’s head jerked up and a scream escaped her, but she was fully alert once more as he prepared to take her from behind. And from behind Sophie, hands reached out to at last free her aching wrists and arms, allowing her to almost fall forwards onto hands and knees. To her delight she felt Selim’s cock nudge at her slicked vaginal entrance and she felt her labia spread wide as he thrust into her, then thrust again to lodge at his full extent. 
“Is she comfortable?” the Prince asked.
“Very, your Highness. And very easily penetrated,” Selim pronounced from behind her.
Sophie saw Asil adjust her stance slightly, her face softened and she sighed as her owner entered her, his face clearly visible above and behind her delicate shoulder as she leaned her head back on him.
“Good,” he said as he began to fuck Asil, setting her chains swinging again and making her groan. “The Americans said as much, but one never really knows with them.”
Selim reached forward under Sophie and, careful to avoid any sharp points protruding from the breasts, he grasped them before giving her a vigorous shafting that lasted just long enough to bring her off. She desperately wanted to collapse forwards but didn’t dare with so much hardware in her tits, she had to wait until the Prince had finished with Asil, unchained her and left with Selim.
Asil had first to spread her legs and unclip the chains that supported the weights and Sophie was amazed at how quickly the labia sprang back to their natural shapes.
Taking the needles out of her tits proved almost as exciting as watching the Prince put them in. The long ones had to be withdrawn slowly and carefully by Asil while Sophie took advantage of the girl’s closeness to stroke and caress her breasts. There were only very slight dots of blood to show where they had been inserted and a dab of an alcohol swab took care of them. Asil found two double sheets in a drawer and laid them out on the floor.
“We sleep here,” she said. “If they want us, they come and take us. You need to get some sleep as it’ll still be night when we arrive, we’re flying East.”
Both girls were too exhausted to do anything other than snuggle together and wrap the sheet around them on the carpeted floor, but Sophie managed to stay awake long enough to curl up close behind Asil and cup a breast in one hand, revelling in the feel and the scent of another woman’s body against hers again. 
She awoke in darkness with Asil shaking her.
“Come on, we must take our seats for landing,” she told her and as Sophie climbed groggily to her feet she felt the plane angle downwards and with a chime the seat belt sign came on. She just had time to hope she might be allowed to put her dress back on before disembarking, then she was following Asil back to the main lounge, where the men waited. They too were naked and Asil whispered that they would dress when the plane landed.
“Then you’ll be in Bakhtar and the fun will really start!” Asil managed before the landing gear rumbled down and the angle of descent steepened. Sophie braced herself for whatever lay ahead.
 









Chapter Ten

 
The group’s footsteps echoed in the vast hall, the men’s heavier tread mixing with the clicking of the women’s heels on the polished floor. Clive Mostyn brought the party to a halt in the centre of the room which housed what he hoped would be almost the final step in his battle to overcome the prissy, bleeding heart liberals in Parliament, who continued to fuss and worry about enslaving anti-social young layabouts. Admittedly he had recently managed to railroad through a bill that added offences such as careless driving, petty theft, loitering with intent, just loitering, littering and being disrespectful to a police officer, to the Slavery Act. It was already proving amazing how many good looking young women were falling foul of the act nowadays. But that was none of Clive’s business, that was purely in the hands of the police. But the country was booming, the treasury coffers were overflowing with revenues from the arenas and from slave purchases generally. The global monopoly on slave chips and the sky-high prices companies were paying for licenses to manufacture them were making the country even richer and now the sDocks were taking off too. And all that was most definitely Clive’s business.
And here was something that would provide that part of the great British public that was free, with so much fun that any MP opposing it would be committing political suicide.
He turned to his audience of tabloid journalists, broadsheet journalists, TV cameras and nano-drone cameras filming for foreign news channels hovering above their heads. 
“What you see before you was first developed in France before we took it a stage further,” he said, gesturing towards an enormous rectangular block of dark green, smooth glass about the height of a two storey house and which seemed to have been made in one piece. It was surrounded by steel stairs and walkways – some of which went over the top of it. There were even some deep recesses in its sides into which walkways led. “It’s made from what we call ultra glass. And although we on the outside can see in quite clearly, from the inside the walls are utterly solid in appearance and inert to sound transmission. In other words, we can see – and with the aid of nano-microphones – hear everything that goes on inside there. But those who are on the inside will be completely oblivious to us.”
“But what exactly is on the inside, Prime Minister?” one female journalist asked.
“Go closer and you’ll see, use the walkways, go where you like. There’s half an hour yet until they arrive and we let the public in. I’m told they’re queuing round the block.” Tickets had gone on sale the week before and had sold out in hours. Where Clive Mostyn led, the public was increasingly coming to realise, it wanted to follow.
Clive watched the group disperse and explore. Some comments drifted back.
“Hey it’s all, like bedrooms!”
“Like, cells more like!”
“Yeah, but comfortable! This one’s got a double bed in it!”
“Hey, the bed in this one’s got handcuffs!”
Smiling broadly, Clive approached and stood close by the foot of the glass cube.
“Ladies and gentlemen, if you’ll gather here again, I’ll explain.” He waited until his audience had re-convened and then went on. “Over the past few years the number of young people serving hard labour and slavery sentences has grown considerably. And whilst we have been able to find gainful employment for the females …” There were some laughs and, Clive noted gleefully, blushes from some of the more hard bitten female journalists, who he knew had bought compliantly chipped girls for their beds. “But what of the young men? Hard labour has honed their fitness but there has been nowhere for them to let off steam and discipline has been increasingly hard to enforce. But here we have the answer! In half an hour a bus load of young men, fresh from forging the country’s new infrastructure will be supplied with an intake of freshly arrested and chipped young female convicts.”
“And you’re going to make a show of it?” a young journalist asked.
“I don’t call it a show. I call it letting the tax payer see how the government is spending his money,” Clive answered smoothly.
“And giving them the biggest porn show on the planet!”
“Jeez! He’s nationalised the porn industry!”
Clive beamed happily as realisation dawned. “Call it what you will, ladies and gentlemen! It will keep the country’s infrastructure projects running smoothly, it’ll keep those doing the work happy – very cheaply I may add as it uses the slave resources we have to hand for free - and the hard working British public will be able to see it all happening!”
“Prime Minister!” cried one young hack who wasn’t so quick on the uptake. “Don’t you think that there will be massive opposition in the House?”
“Ask me that question again in a couple of hours’ time,” he shot back and suggested they all move back onto the floor of the main hall as the public was about to be admitted and sure enough as the doors were flung open, swarms of hard working tax payers stampeded in to get the best views. And then a few minutes later the first of the convicts arrived. At first everyone fell quiet as the lean and fit young men filed in to the cells just on the other side of the inch-thick glass. Some of the observers actually stepped back when occasionally one of them would approach the wall and feel it curiously whilst appearing to look right through them – even though they had been told that from the inside the glass was an impenetrable black wall. The convicts started calling to each other as they found the double beds and the handcuffs and the ropes and straps.
And then the girls were let in. They were let in along a central corridor that the audience could see either from above or from right beside them, courtesy of the numerous rectangular recesses let into the cube’s sides. They were mainly dressed in whatever clothes their arrests had left them with and these lasted no time at all. They were set on and dragged into bedrooms, stripped naked and shagged in short order. The audience shrieked in shock at first but then cheered and applauded with glee as smooth young female thighs were spread wide apart and waved aloft while pale muscular buttocks humped with desperate haste between them. Huge breasts, small breasts, tip-tilted breasts; all were mauled and ravished just inches from the awe struck audience. Some couplings were made on the floors – so urgent was the need some felt. And as the spectacles went on, the crowd gained in confidence and became noisier and found places where they could get even closer to the action. Standing or sitting on the top and looking down was quite popular. Standing in the recesses and watching the cells on either side was also popular, but the loudest applause was reserved for moments when a girl was pushed up against a wall and fucked from behind. Soon some of the women in the audience were being pushed up against the wall themselves when that happened and their shirts or blouses torn open so that they went breast to breast with the girls inside, whose tits would be pressed into white circles against the glass. Inevitably after about an hour, there was some hard rutting going on outside the cube as well as inside it. 
Once the initial sexual appetites had been sated, the men began to use the bondage facilities with more imagination than Clive had given them credit for. In several cells girls were tied face to face and shafted simultaneously from behind. In others they were tied by their hands and sodomised from one end whilst being made to fellate at the other. Some were tied down on their backs and made to lick other girls to orgasm until the men were able to fuck them again. And of course the chips saw to it that there was never a dissenting voice raised. 
After an hour and a half, what the main hall was echoing to were the sounds of orgiastic pleasure from both sides of the glass.
Clive stood back and raised himself up onto tip toe and down again in sheer delight. He was providing the public with the biggest peep show ever and the voyeuristic delight they were taking in it exceeded his wildest expectations.
The young hack who had asked the naïve question earlier hurried past him, tucking his cock back into his trousers. Clive had watched him shafting someone’s willing wife or girlfriend in time to a frantic rut going on in a cell. Now he reached out and grabbed him.
“Ask me your question again, young man,” he said.
The man looked flustered for a moment and then remembered where his recorder was and what the question had been. 
“Prime Minister, don’t you think there will be massive opposition in the House?” he asked with a sheepish grin across his lipstick smeared features.
“No I do not!” Clive told him. “I do not anticipate a murmur of protest from any part of the bloody House! And you may quote me!”
 
As the action in the cube began to slow, Clive took his leave. There would be another show later in the day. The first lot of men would be herded back to their barracks, hopefully a lot more amenable now they knew that, from now on, once a month they would be let out to shag themselves stupid. The girls would be showered and scrubbed and sent on for auction while the cube was cleaned for the next show.
He walked briskly to his car with his security men at his shoulders, but even so he managed to get a look around at the streets as he went. His reforms were beginning to have a major impact now. Quite apart from the queue already forming for the next show, the free women he saw around him were now mainly dressed in long, sweeping skirts – some had zips in the sides so that they could choose to show some leg or not - with short bolero jackets that covered low necked tops and shirts. The jackets could be buttoned across to hide the cleavage very easily, but they and the zips on the skirts, emphasised that the wearers were free women who had a choice about what they displayed. 
In contrast, just beginning to appear on some public streets were the slavegirls. Previously they had been only visible on private estates. They couldn’t be paraded naked of course but their owners liked to make them unmistakable. After all it proclaimed that they were rich enough to buy one.
The usual uniform was a variation on the theme; collar, lead and half-cup corset or bustier above the waist and a mini skirt below, with high-heeled court shoes and hold up stockings to complete the humiliating ensemble. Sometimes the skirts would be tight, sometimes they were short and frothy confections. Sometimes they hid the stocking tops and sometimes they left them exposed, and sometimes the girl was bare legged, but whatever the minor differences the overall image was of complete compliance with their owner’s sexual predilections. And Clive knew that on quieter streets it was not uncommon to see two owners passing the time of day and carelessly fingering each other’s girl under the negligible skirts, as they chatted.
As yet he couldn’t be seen in public leading his own slaves around and he resented that, but the day was coming, he was certain of it, and this day had gone a long way towards making it arrive. As his car pulled away heading out into the country for the weekend, his favourite slave stirred at his feet. She had been with him for quite some time and was nearing the end of her usefulness. She had been one of the first slaves of the government’s own, covertly owned, slave stable – in the days when he had been a junior minister entrusted with the project by MacIntyre, the then Prime Minister, in fact he had recruited her. The government had sold the stable and when the stable had sold her, he had bought her and another girl. They had gone on to become the test beds for the early chips. He thought her name was Kath, but he couldn’t be sure, for ages now she had just been 6 and her lover had been 9. Or was it the other way around? Anyway, it took some vigorous exercising to keep her tits up these days but otherwise she had worn well. She was lying on the floor of the car at his feet which was her usual position when she wasn’t in the boot – which was where her lover and fellow slave currently was. The look of adoration in her eyes always made him feel good and he let his knees fall apart and moved his pelvis forward. She smiled in delight and sat up to gently draw down the zip on his trousers. She was dressed in a simple, short, white tunic dress that barely covered her crotch and which flattered her still shapely hips and legs. The neckline was scooped wide and as she sat up, curling her legs to one side, he was able to reach forwards and help himself to one of her breasts. He fingered the warm flesh idly as he thought back over the myriad times he had beaten her breasts and pegged, clamped and pierced them, but still they swelled smoothly enough from her chest and retained a good shape.
Slavegirls were the most resilient of creatures, he thought. Whip marks faded, rope marks only lasted a few minutes and the soft meat of the breast in his hand was testament to how much punishment they could soak up. The fact that it was still soft and smooth under his touch was a miracle considering the state he had reduced it to on so many occasions. But when he looked at her face the look of utter devotion towards her owner always made him hard and encouraged him to think of new ways to enjoy her.
He had plenty of younger girls these days, equipped with the more modern and powerful chip, but this one was so experienced and so totally broken in to serving him that he took a special pleasure in using her. She embodied the progress he had made in getting the country to accept slavery and soon she would pioneer life beyond slavery. As yet he had no firm idea of what he would do with her, she was still quite presentable and might attract bids from a mature owner who wanted a less physically demanding type of slave, if he sold her now. But on the other hand, she might make a good overseer for the younger slaves in his own household. Yes, that idea appealed, after all she knew better than anyone how he liked to be pleasured and she could read his moods perfectly. 
Just now was a perfect example. He had let go of her breast and sat back. She had freed his semi hard cock and was very gently nibbling and licking at it, easing it towards full erection in just the way he liked. And when she did finally close her lips over the head and take him fully into her mouth, she avoided letting her tongue flick at the sensitive part of the underside.  She knew that the caresses of her heavily ringed tongue inevitably drove him to his climax. It had taken a few beatings to teach her that in his work hours he liked to be brought very slowly to the boil. He savoured the feel of her lips just gently rubbing on the shaft of his cock as it slid in and out of her mouth and he relaxed back into his seat, and without saying anything put one leg forwards. Immediately she straddled it and began rubbing herself against his lower leg. He looked down and grabbed her hair, dragging her up off his cock. She stared up at him, wide eyed and anxious, her crotch suddenly still.
“If you leave a smear of your slut juice on my trousers I’ll have you take a hundred lashes, full body whipping, as soon as we’re home. Now carry on sucking my cock and if you dare you can rub your cunt while you do it.”
He watched her carefully, her eyes lost their anxious look and a slow smile spread across her face. He let her hair go and relaxed once more, closing his eyes to let the feel of her lips engulf him again. He smiled when he felt the soft bulge of her cunt begin to rub up and down his leg as she gently sucked him to the point where he couldn’t hold back any more and his cock jerked and spasmed as it ejaculated, his helm experiencing the rending pleasure of her caresses as it splashed his seed into her and she swallowed every drop. 
For a long moment Clive let the movement of the car soothe him and then he felt the woman’s hands, gently and respectfully tuck his cock away and he opened his eyes. There was a long dark streak of juice down one trouser leg. Master and slave exchanged knowing glances and then the slave knelt forwards and rested her head on her Master’s thigh as he idly stroked her hair.
She really had been through the whole slave project he thought. She and the black girl in the boot, they had been in the experimental batch with which the Proteus stable had started. They had served years in the arenas before he bought them. They had been almost the first to be chipped and had served him faithfully while he had been Home Secretary, before he had been elected Prime Minister. In a couple of years they would have antique value! No. They definitely belonged in his household and they would be the first to be retired slaves. The black girl could take the whip better than any slave he had seen, whilst this one was an object lesson in humble devotion. Maybe they ought to be the first to have their chips removed, he thought. It would be interesting to see what happened and as far as he knew no one had tried it. They would have their tongue rings removed as well then they would run his slaves for him.
He looked down at the woman kneeling before him and pushed her away, then extended a foot. He lifted his shoe until it was beside her face. She watched it with rapt attention, wondering what he would do. He nudged the side of her head and she subsided sideways to lie on the floor again. His foot came to rest beside her face and she turned towards it, kissing it gratefully.
 









Chapter Eleven

 
When he got home he had Kath whipped in one of the upstairs offices while he got on with some paperwork. She loved it when he didn’t bother to concern himself with her suffering. When they had come in from the car poor Sharon had been released from the boot and had been taken off by the chauffeur to service him, while she had followed their owner upstairs and had been fastened, with her wrists raised, to a specially adapted chandelier, then he had selected a particularly supple single tail whip for her and settled down to work while she took her hundred lashes for staining his trousers with her juice. She was an experienced enough slave to know when her Master wanted her to earn a punishment. She hated it when he was really disappointed with her but had seen in the car that he wanted an excuse to have her whipped severely, of course he could have simply sentenced her to one on a whim, but it was more fun if she deliberately did what he warned her not to, but knowing he wanted her to.
Now he read his briefs as she twisted and groaned under the whip and she only had eyes for the frowns that crossed his face and how he ducked his head to scribble an angry note in a margin here and there. The man in charge of her beating was one of the security team and had a strong arm. The whip snapped and cut at her from neck to knees, and because she had been tied standing, she was free to twist at the end of her chain as much as the pain made her, so her breasts and stomach and delta were soon burning and stinging merrily. 
Through tear blurred eyes Kath watched her Master ignore her, even though she knew her screams were resounding through the room. She had been forbidden to orgasm and the result was that she was experiencing pain as her enemy rather than her friend, she was fighting it to stop herself climaxing. But the cruelty of the order made it all the harder to obey it. She loved her Master when he manipulated her masochistic devotion so cleverly. The whip smacked and stung her relentlessly as she tried to shield the last part of her body to be whipped by spinning desperately and only succeeding in taking the next lash in a still more sensitive area. She was aware that she was losing the battle and the pain was overcoming her, forcing her towards excitement, when suddenly the beating stopped and she stood, panting and sobbing in front of the Master’s desk.
“You wanted me to see how wet she was after twenty-five, sir,” the man said.
“Hmm?” her Master looked up blankly and surveyed her welted and sweating body dispassionately. “Did I? Oh very well then.”
The man stepped forwards and roughly pushed his hand between her thighs, ramming three thick fingers up into her immediately. Kath wished she could have offered some resistance, it would have at least shown she was trying to be obedient, but her treacherous cunt had a mind of its own and his rough intrusion met with a warm and slick welcome that shamed her.
“I should be able to fist her after another twenty-five, sir,” the man reported.
“Tsk! She’s incorrigible! Very well, if she comes I’ll have her hung up and cunt whipped at the gathering I’m hosting later,” her Master replied and favoured her with a wintry smile that made Kath’s heart flutter. He wanted her to fail, he wanted her welted and probably cut body hung up for the entertainment of his guests. Her heart swelled with pride and gratitude, she knew the house contained younger and more glamorous slaves than her, but she had been chosen. She gritted her teeth and prepared to try and hold out against her orgasm as long as she could, knowing that he would want her to suffer as long as possible before failing inevitably. The arena had taught her well. With no warning the whip smacked home across her back and the instantly re-ignited sting made her jerk and scream, twisting away from the lash and opening herself to an expertly placed one that smacked home across her delta and wrapped her as far as her hip. She brought one leg up and her breath escaped in a whoosh.
“If I may make a suggestion.” Her master’s quiet voice cut in before the next lash could be delivered. “I especially enjoy her screams from tit whipping. I would welcome it if you concentrated on those for a while.” Kath looked across at him, blinking back tears and worshipping him all at the same time. He ignored her and went back to work.
“Right, hold steady then you slut!” the man said and Kath shook back her hair proudly and stood up straight, thrusting her chest out for the lash. 
By the time she had taken fifty her breasts were bright red with dark, purplish stripes and some spots of blood beneath the skin. The man was able to fist her easily and she came as loudly as she had screamed during the beating. He revived her by pinching her labia and then they set off on the second fifty.
It was the best beating that Kath could remember taking for a long time and she dragged herself over the carpet to kiss her Master’s shoes when it was finally over.
From long experience she knew that she might be spoken about but never spoken to, however, her Master seemed to aim his next words directly at her.
“I’m going to have your chip removed and your tongue ring taken out, whatever your name is. You’re going to be the first slave –well you and your friend whose cunt you can hardly ever get your face out of – to be unchipped and put to work overseeing other slaves.”
Kath didn’t really take it in. The shock of actually being spoken to was overwhelming so all she did was kiss his shoes again. 
“Well I’ll take that as a ‘thank you, sir’.”
He rang for a servant and Kath was taken to stand in the hall while another slave dabbed at her cuts, then before the guests arrived she was taken into one of the lounges where one of the new sDocks stood. They made her stand with her legs spread and her arms raised and spread – as if she was about to be put on a St Andrews cross. But instead she was fastened to narrow, flexible steel pipes, like shower hoses but with more rigidity, that stood in an X shape behind her. She was buckled on at wrists, ankles, knees and elbows, even the back of her neck was supported by a comfortable brace that clipped onto her collar. At the centre of the X was a ball and socket mechanism joined to another pipe that rose from the floor, and beside the whole thing stood a black control panel about the size of a tablet. Kath had been put on these things a couple of times before and loved how completely objectified they made the girl mounted on them. One of her Master’s men waved a hand over the panel and the X tilted back until it was horizontal. He made a circular motion and she was spun round in a circle. Then he made an upwards movement over one end of the panel and her legs were raised until she hung upside down then he made expansive moves with his fingers and her legs were spread wide apart, leaving her crotch wide open and her face towards whoever would be delivering the beating. The pitiless humming of the motors as they moved the slave into whatever position her Master wanted her, made Kath’s heart pound with masochistic excitement. She knew that the machine was set so that it couldn’t damage a slave, but even so, the smooth, mechanical, unfeeling nature of it made her feel utterly subsumed by his dominance. And it was comforting, coming as it did after actually being spoken to by him and given such unsettling news. But if being unchipped meant that in future she would feel only pain when she was beaten, so long as she served Clive Mostyn, it would be worth it.
Clive felt she had taken the news well enough and was looking forward to seeing what would happen when she and the black girl were unchipped, he guessed that nothing much would alter, after all they had been knocked into shape in the arenas before being chipped. Still it was another milestone along the way towards a proper slave owning society. They would all have to learn what to do with slaves after they were released or were retired. But for now he had to put these thoughts behind him and meet with a variety of spooks and find out what they had learned about the wretched Suarez girl.
They mingled and took drinks and snacks while everyone arrived and the welted slave screamed and cried as her exhausted body was driven to tormented but permitted orgasms from a flogger applied hard between her legs.
“Wouldn’t mind fucking that afterwards, sir,” one of them told Clive. “I’ve always found they give the best rides when they’ve been thrashed – and that one certainly has been thrashed!”
“By all means. I’ll have her put over the bench in the downstairs cloakroom when she’s taken a few more,” Clive said, watching the slave try to curl up and twist and writhe in her rigid bondage as lash after lash rained in on her crotch. He was finding the idea of fucking such an experienced slave after her thrashing quite attractive as well, but there would be plenty of other opportunities, he told himself. It wasn’t as if she was going anywhere.
When the best entertainment value had been beaten out of the slave and her screams had died down to whimpers and her writhings had all but stopped, they got down to business. A semi-circle of exquisite Regency chairs had been drawn up to one side of the room and as they settled themselves the inert body of the slave was dragged out over the polished wood floor by its feet.
“Make sure she’s revived and put in the cloakroom,” he called as the door closed, then turned to his guests. “Now what have we got?” he asked.
The answer turned out to be not a lot.
One agency had tailed Brian to Houston but had learned nothing of any use, apart from the fact that there was a very good pony ranch there. 
Other agencies had put undercover officers in some of the arenas but all they could garner was that the owners knew nothing more about Sophie’s whereabouts than they themselves did.
“She landed at the airport and then she disappeared. And that’s all we know! If we tell the yanks they’ll be all over it like a rash because they want her just as badly as we do!” the head of the country’s most secretive agency summed up.
“On a wider note, the problem of the piracy of sDocks is getting serious, we had to launch a cyber attack on a company in the Far East last week. The Chinese authorities are co-operating though and we’re planning a big raid next month,” another man put in.
Clive stifled a yawn, it had been a long day, but despite the problems, the slave economy was coming to life worldwide, and dealing with it was becoming just another part of a normal day at the office.
It was long after midnight when he went to bed. The meeting had dragged on but everyone knew that until the Suarez girl was found and safely lodged somewhere in the UK, the rest of the business was small beer. Possession of her meant megabucks.
He had the black girl brought to him when he was in bed. During the evening he had had someone from Theraputics – the company that had developed the chips – drop round and remove hers. She was led in on a leash clipped to her tongue ring and once released stood where she was, quite placidly. Clive looked her over critically, her breasts were definitely a bit lower than the other one’s but then they were bigger. Her outline was still pretty trim however, her skin was still smooth and in particular she still sported the spectacular buttocks that made slaves of her ethnicity so highly valued. 
“Look at me,” he ordered and she raised her dark eyes to his obediently.
“You know you’ve had your chip removed?”
After a moment a wide smile spread across her face and she nodded.
“Feel any different?”
Another pause then the smile again and a shake of the head.
“Fetch me the riding crop,” he told her and watched as she calmly went to the rack on the wall opposite the bottom of the four poster bed. She came back and knelt by the bed, holding the whip out to him across the palms of both her hands.
He had been lying naked on the bed gently stroking his stirring cock and he could see the woman’s eyes fixed on it as he sat up and swung his legs off the bed, so that he was sitting directly in front of her, his crotch at her face height.
He reached out and took the whip from her then told her what he had had done to her lover over the afternoon and evening. She kept her eyes on his cock as he spoke and only a soft whimper of lust escaped her when he told her how he had had her crotch whipped. When he had finished relating the other slave’s trials, he reached out with the whip and stroked it over the swells of her breasts, teasing the dark nipples into throbbing erection, then he lay back and put one foot up on the bed with his thighs wide apart. 
She knew what he expected and he felt her tongue begin to lick expertly at the ridge behind his balls and slowly find its way down until it was making his anus tingle deliciously as it circled, probed and lapped, making him sigh with pleasure. But there was work yet to do and he reluctantly sat up again. The woman knelt back on her heels and looked down, awaiting his next order. 
This was really going to work, he thought. 
Whether the chips had so thoroughly conditioned them that they were now irrevocably submissive or whether their arena training had knocked submissiveness into them before they were chipped, didn’t matter. It looked as though they would remain obedient when the chips were removed but perhaps they might be less orgasm addicted, which would make them easier to work with.
He had her climb onto the bed and kneel up but then put her head down and reach through her parted legs to grasp her ankles. She was as obedient as ever and Clive was able to lay into her marvellous buttocks with all his strength. And even as the braided shaft of the whip buried itself in the soft cushions of flesh and sent rippling shock waves through them, she gave out no more than the occasional grunt at a particularly hard strike to the tops of her thighs. And slowly the dark lips of her sex began to peel apart and the startling pink of the inner flesh began to show against the chocolate coloured satin of her skin. He paused in his beating long enough to plunge his fingers into her and ascertain that she was every bit as wet as she would normally be. 
“I’m going to give you another thirty before I fuck you,” he told her. She made no response, but then why would she? Undergoing beatings, sex torture, being fucked and orgasming or not, depending on the Master’s wishes were what she was for. The great thing was that now he knew that she knew that it was her nature. It wasn’t being dictated to her by an electronic implant. It had been a long time since he had thrashed a fully willing and unadulterated slave and he found he was enjoying it immensely.
He really threw himself into delivering the thirty promised lashes and the woman’s buttocks rippled and swayed beautifully, only towards the end did sombre purple lines show how hard she had been beaten. And the only noise she made were soft cries of orgasm right at the end.
He had her rim him again before he laid her on her back and took her, sliding his cock into the welcoming heat and moistness of her vagina. And as he began to move in her, clawing his hands tightly into her flogged bottom as he did so to make her arch up and give him a better ride, he realised that while she was definitely a bit thicker in the waist and a bit more fleshy than his newer acquisitions, she was a real woman and actually very comfortable to lie on. She might not be a girl any more, but she was accommodating, knowledgeable, servile and tough. She knew exactly what he liked and lived to give it to him. In short she would not only be a useful addition to the younger slaves, she would teach them how to be like her. She and the other one, recovering from her beatings. Other slaves would go the same way as they grew older and society would find a use for them.
When he had finished pumping his spend into her, he watched as, without needing to be told, she knelt beside him with her thighs spread. Carefully she explored inside herself, extracting every drop of his ejaculation and licking it off her fingers. When she was quite sure she had collected every trace she bent forwards and licked his softening cock until it too was thoroughly cleaned, then she moved to the foot of the bed and settled herself across it, ready to respond to a foot in the ribs if she was needed in the night. Once she was in place, Clive lay back and prepared for sleep. It had been an excellent day!
The other one’s chip was removed in the morning and he had them both stand behind his chair with clamps attached to their nipples and the short chains that joined the clamps were held in each woman’s teeth so that their nipples were yanked up hard against the weight of their breasts. Then he made video calls to various arena owners and other wealthy slave owners, telling them that they had been unchipped and could still be trusted to be obedient, which opened up new possibilities because they still orgasmed under mistreatment but didn’t seem to be so desperately addicted. He told them that he intended, once their tongue rings were removed, to allow them clothes and to send them on errands and to start trusting them to carry out instructions without being overseen. So from now on, as a slave aged, her usefulness and value would merely change, it wouldn’t disappear. To underline his point about their obedience he made them keep the chains tight between their teeth for a full hour. They managed it without coming.
 
However, other slave owners were not so happy. Not many miles away from the Prime Minister’s retreat, Brian and Peter were taking part in a holo-conference. They were in Peter Lang’s office at The Lodge, it was late in the evening and Peter was attended by one of the Housegirls – a dark haired Mediterranean beauty who knelt beside him, her breasts offered up over the low cut bodice of her uniform. The night was a crisp autumn one and a fire had been lit, throwing flickering shadows into corners beyond the bright holographic images of arena owners from around the world. Further light came from a candle that Peter was holding and occasionally tilting over the girl’s breasts, making her bite her lip so she didn’t interrupt his thinking while the gentle swells of her breasts were slowly covered with a shiny scarlet coating. He might want to whip it off later; she could only hope and keep as still as she could in the meantime.
Brian had Martha with him and she was sitting just out of shot, so the others couldn’t see that his hand was gently stroking her between her legs. His fingers were trailing up and down the length of her lips, occasionally pushing between them but making no attempt to penetrate her with any real intent. She recognised the signs of his being deep in thought and kept herself still and available for him.
One of the holographs was showing footage from a show staged between the Proteus stable and the Bengal Tigers. There hadn’t been a Demolition Derby added to the end of the games so Ace had been fielded in the individual pony racing, the boxing, the wrestling and the pursuit running and had featured prominently in the finale. What was concerning everyone was that whenever the cameras panned around the crowd, it was clear that it was an unusually subdued one.
Even when the two hundred and more naked girls, tore into each other out on the sun-bleached sand of the arena floor until the men were sent out to enjoy those left standing, where there was normally an unrestrained orgy on the terraces, here there was rapt attention but very little sex. Even when the men stalked, teased, then finally fucked and flogged the exhausted girls into complete inertia - all covered in loving close-ups on the giant screens, there was relatively little action of any kind on the terraces.
The last girl to go down was Ace. Again.
As Anil Murti, the Bengals’ owner observed; “She’s been the last slave down for the last three games she’s been in. People expect it now! Let me show you what happened earlier.”
There were subdued nods from the other owners. Murti replayed one of the boxing bouts. Ace looked magnificent in her leather corset with the small steel circles on it where the tines were embedded, ready to dig in if she was punched. The trouble was that she was hardly ever touched. They watched her put into a cage with an olive skinned beauty whose breasts overflowed her corset and rippled enticingly with her every move. 
“She’s experienced, this one,” Murti told them. “Unbeaten in her last twelve bouts.”
They watched quietly as the two girls circled each other warily, then the Tigers’ girl made the first swing, the weighted straps at her fists making the blow look slow – but if it connected, the studs in the corset of the recipient would make it telling indeed. The girl put her whole weight behind the punch, leaning forward with her legs spread for balance. They watched as the tall brunette swayed back, letting the fist slip past her stomach and then leaned in almost lazily to bring her fist up between the Tigers’ girl’s legs. A hoarse roar of pain escaped her as the studded thong was dug into the soft labial flesh. She crouched down cupping her groin and staggered away from Ace, who was experienced enough to know that this was too soon to finish the bout and so didn’t follow up her advantage too quickly. The Tigers’ girl was certainly tough and came back from what might have been a knockout blow. She came forward once more, keeping a wary distance this time. Ace took her time and when she saw her chance she feinted with her right fist, making her opponent dodge to the left and dug a straight left jab into her torso, just below the breasts. The girl was knocked back and immediately covered up but Ace just dug in a couple to either side of her ribs where there weren’t any studs and stood back. The girl straightened up again and circled warily once more. Ace feinted again. This time she shot out a right towards the girl’s crotch. With a shriek of anticipated pain the girl covered up but Ace took a step to the side and dug a punch in that slipped through her guard from the right and took the side of the right breast. The girl staggered away again and this time Ace followed, swinging lefts and rights to the breasts, making them ripple and flatten as the tines dug into them. The girl was blinded by the speed of the punches and although she tried to swing, Ace just knocked her fists away and carried on. Soon the girl was backed up against the bars of the cage and crossing her arms in front of her chest. Ace simply went lower. The girl lowered her guard and just shipped more breast punishment instead. She raised it again and took a pummelling to her stomach. She began to slide down the bars, spreading her legs as she did so.
Ace swung an uppercut to the crotch again and the girl yelled and straightened as if she had been hit by an electric shock, then she grabbed a handful of hair and led the wobbly legged girl out into the centre of the cage, made a big show of winding up her left fist but instead flung the girl into the opposite bars. She managed to turn and take the impact on her back but it knocked the wind out of her and she staggered back into the centre where she met another perfectly timed uppercut.
Ace stood back and watched calmly as she collapsed to her knees and then toppled slowly forwards and lay still.
“Two minutes,” Morti said gloomily. “I hardly had time to get my hand up the bitch I was with!”
“But you can’t blame her,” Brian put in. “She could have finished it even quicker but she did play with her for a bit.”
“She won two more bouts at boxing and three at wrestling. Total cage time, eight minutes,” Morti went on, hammering home his point. “We have a real problem here! People are getting bored with seeing her win!”
Another scene came on the holograph and they watched the tall, lithe figure spring from the starting gate in the pursuit running. Her long legs effortlessly ate up the ground, even her sizeable breasts swinging freely on her chest couldn’t unbalance her or diminish her grace. She eased herself round the central fence as the horse and rider pursuing her huffed and snorted and skidded after her, having given her a start of half a lap. As the rider closed with her and attempted to bring her down with his whip, she feinted and dodged and spooked the horse, even allowing herself to take some lashes and shrug them off. She made a record breaking seventeen laps before the rider, leaning sideways from his saddle, managed to wrap the bull hide whip around her lower legs and bring her down, her body rolling in the dust as the horse was reined in and the rider, furious and embarrassed leapt down. 
Traditionally the slave was his to do with as he chose once she was down. Usually this meant he would take her in one way or another, but it seemed this rider had known who he was up against and had come prepared. He unshipped a flogger from his belt, and grabbing a handful of hair he yanked her to her knees and began to belabour her back and breasts. Ace made no move to struggle, just clung onto the hand gripped in her hair to ease that pain at least.
Oddly there seemed to be a rise in the crowd noise as the not-strictly-legal beating went on. The cameras closed in on her breasts as they shook under the lash, the leather tails fanning out across the tanned breastflesh. The crowd’s cheering was now suddenly audible and seemed to spur the rider on. Gradually he began to speed up the lashes until he threw her down onto her face and stood over her in a sort of frenzy, raining down lashes on her prone body until it became clear from the sensual undulations that she was coming. Only then did he recover his senses enough to haul her back to her knees, free his cock and ram it into her open mouth. He gave her no chance to regain her breath but plunged in as far as she could take him. The cameras followed her choking and gasping as the huge shaft stretched her lips wide and the crowd cheered him on as he fucked her face ruthlessly and finally pulled out to spill the last of his come on her cheeks and forehead. Then he threw her back down and walked off, acknowledging the thunderous applause.
Neil Consadine, one of the owners of Ace’s stable spoke. “We made no formal complaint because the crowd loved every second of it and it did her no harm.”
“No,” Morti added bitterly. “She went on to win the pony racing the same day!”
Peter Lang had been sitting quietly, absent mindedly adding to the bright red coating of hot wax on his girl’s tits, now he blew the candle out and gave the meeting his full attention. “I think the problem is that she is even better than her mother was.”
There was a general nodding of heads.
“And what’s more,” he went on, “when her mother was around it was a golden age for arena slaves. There was Snake, Ayesha, Angel, Jet. Even if some of them did end up in the CSL stable alongside her, it was no foregone conclusion that it would be Blondie who would win if Jet or Ayesha were running.”
There were more gloomy nods.
“Remember the Last Slave Standing fight between Blondie and Snake?” another owner asked. The rest sighed as they recalled the epic bout and how both slaves had dragged themselves to their feet time and again after undergoing everything their Masters could throw at them. The crowd had gone mad encouraging both girls on, desperate to see how much more they could take. And the outcome had been in the balance for a long time.
“How about handicapping her? Thrashing her at the start of each day, maybe?” someone suggested.
Neil snorted angrily and the Countess de Goncourt – owner of the Girl Squad - stepped in smartly. “It wouldn’t work. The punters are fine watching any of them get thrashed but if it’s going to affect the odds, you’ll have a riot on your hands. And anyway it’s the spectacle of the girls really fighting hard they want.”
Brian sat forward suddenly. “Give me any more names of slaves who could give Blondie a run for her money,” he said.
“Those big blondes could give her a fight if they came up against her. Ox and Trouble I think Carlo called them,” Osman, the owner of one of the Turkish stables put in.
“And Cherry was no slouch over short distances in pony sprints,” someone else suggested.
“I remember that little gypsy one -  El Tigre – she took Blondie all the way in a studded whip duel once. God, I remember the state the two of them were in by the time Tigre went down for the last time!” another one added.
“Anyone see the common denominator?” Brian asked.
The countess smiled. “Of course! Apart from Snake and my Angel, they were all CSL stock!”
“Exactly,” Brian said smugly. “You used to hire them from us because they all had specialities – apart from Blondie who could do pretty well anything. And we trained them to go the whole way even if they were up against another girl from CSL itself. But nowadays you’ve all got so many squad girls you just throw them at each other and it doesn’t matter if they’re any good or not, so long as they’re all about the same standard, because the punters just like close contests. So when you get one like Ace who’s a natural talent and who stands out, there’s no one who can come close to her in any discipline and you get bored crowds!”
“So we pay you all the money we got to train up some more?” chuckled an Indonesian owner.
“He’s right!” Neil Consadine put in. “Maybe we ought to go back to training up specialists. Maybe we’ve lost sight of good sport in the quest for mass spectacle.”
“Ok, Brian. What exactly do you suggest?” the countess asked.
“Well I’ve got forty slaves in training for eight different stables. Fifteen of them I’ve got stabled because I think they’ve got some talent. Let me sift through all of the current intake for ability and I’ll return any that will only ever be squad material. The ones I’ve already singled out I’ll keep and tell their owners so we can sort out a new agreement. Then I’ll let you all know how many places I’ve got for any stock you think has got the makings of a star performer!  Carlo always said the arenas would get too big one day. You’ve got your work cut out feeding, housing, training, disciplining over a hundred slaves, you turn out good squads ok, but what we all need is a small stable that can work on an individual slave to develop her to her best. Then you guys can hire her in as you need her, just like you used to. At the same time, if you find you’ve got a talent in a batch you buy in; fine. Get her to us for training, so you can get on with squad training, and when she’s ready she’ll compete in your colours. That way you won’t squander talent by hiding it in amongst all your other slaves. Give me six months and some luck at the auctions and I bet I can deliver a real fight for Ace. ” Brian’s passionate outburst brought silence for a few moments.
“I think you might have a good point,” the countess admitted eventually. “After all, I didn’t know Angel’s true potential until Peter spotted it at The Lodge and brought it out.”
After that the discussion went on for some time. Some owners were less than happy at letting CSL regain its status as the ‘Stable of the Stars’, but it made good sense for it to go back to concentrating on developing individual talent – even if it was for a price - and then returning it to its owner at each games, or buying in livestock that could be hired out once it was trained up. And anyway, another similar stable could always be set up in competition.
Neil Consadine came in on CSL’s side and challenged the owners to think of one of their slaves that they could confidently field against privately owned and individually trained entrants in the upcoming Open pony races.
Eventually Brian’s idea was agreed to and he undertook to let all the stables know about CSL’s change of policy. As the screens went blank, Peter Lang took a long swig of his favourite Scotch and sat back.
“I think Carlo left CSL in good hands,” he said at last. 
Brian and Martha walked back from the big house to the CSL stable slowly. The night was crisp and clear and their feet crunched on fallen leaves as they walked along the path through the woods.
“We’ve got enough money in the bank to return all the current inmates who aren’t ever going to be stars and go out and buy our own stock again. We’ll convert the barracks into more stables as we need them. Most of the guards will have to be laid off, but they’ll find work with other stables alright. Raika will need some new grooms, but we can cross that bridge when we get to it…”
Martha listened and thought that she had never heard him so passionate. When they got to the yard in the centre of the CSL complex, he looked around and then up at the clear, starry sky.
“Going back to our roots, Carlo!” he said.









Chapter Twelve

 
Mahmut’s cock was a real jaw cracker. After being made to suck it more or less every day for a week Sophie was only just beginning to manage it with any degree of comfort. But she didn’t mind, she enjoyed the discomfort, it meant that she was servicing an impressive tool and that made her wet. In fact, on those days on which she was whipped before being placed on her knees before him, she even managed a gentle, tingling orgasm which rippled through her just as she felt the huge urethra begin to pulse in preparation to splash its thick, sticky load into her throat.
Mahmut was in charge of the stables where she was kept, and she thoroughly approved of them, as they were far more impressive than the stalls at the Pretty Pony. The stable block was at the back of the palace, its roof was high and the walls and floor were of stone. It meant that as far as possible it kept cool in the savage heat of the Bakhtar days.  The front doors of the stalls were of decorative wrought iron and stretched up to about eight feet, like the side walls. Again, being open they allowed whatever breezes there were to flow through the stalls. She was one of three ponies currently in residence. The other two were obviously local girls. They were dark skinned and pretty, lithe and petite. Sophie loved the dark red little nipples on the peaks of their almost perfectly hemispherical breasts. The only problem was that she was more than a head taller than them and felt like a carthorse beside their delicate figures. Mahmut didn’t seem to mind however and made frequent use of her, which made Sophie feel a bit more relaxed. For the first week she was in Bakhtar she wasn’t run and hardly saw anyone, all she could do was she prowl her stall, wrists clipped behind her back, unable to administer any relief for the aching lack of orgasm. Asil had disappeared into the labyrinth of the palace as soon as they had arrived. But at least her mind was taken off Asil by her stomach. The change of diet had had an unfortunate effect and she had been soundly whipped two days running for causing the grooms extra work. Two chains hung down from high overhead in the centre of the stable and whichever of the ponies was to be whipped, she was led out, her arms raised and her wrists cuffed and beaten there and then in font of whoever was around. 
For Sophie’s beatings, the grooms had been summoned to watch. They were two African girls, Sophie guessed, and were kept virtually naked, wearing only a short wrap around their hips. Their skins were almost a real black colour and shone with sweat constantly. They were unfailingly cheerful, even when they were mucking out and they bent over for Mahmut to fuck them with every sign of real enthusiasm. 
When she was scrubbed down the grooms at the palace used a softer brush than the Pretty Pony grooms had and made quite a sensual experience out of it, working up a rich lather and rubbing it carefully into every crevice on her body before hosing her down with refreshingly cold water. 
Mahmut ruled the stables with a rod of iron, he was a big man and easily dominated the girls by his sheer size, let alone the authority he had over them. At least one girl was beaten daily and Sophie thought his whip was as superb a weapon as his cock. It was a wickedly supple seven foot length of hide with a tassel on the end that could wreak havoc with a girl’s skin. The first lash she took from it had nearly taken her off her feet because the chains were too long for her, having been adjusted for the two smaller ponies; her arms were by no means stretched. But having stumbled forwards and screamed as the first lash scythed across her and wrapped her stomach, she was ready for the second and only reacted with a snap back of her head and a small twist of her torso. The pain was all-engulfing and utterly thrilling, but the noise was what hot wired her belly and had her dripping juice from between her legs. The crack the lash made as it impacted on her skin was amplified by, and echoed around, the stone chamber. It was exactly what she felt a whip ought to sound like on a girl. She took forty lashes on only her second day in Bakhtar, and then fifty on her third. After that things seemed to settle down and she had to watch other girls getting whipped instead.
The only day she had seen the Prince was when he had come to take one of the other ponies out and he had come back from his drive seemingly less than pleased about something. He and Mahmut had a long conversation and then he handed the poor girl over and came across to see Sophie. He looked long and hard at the lattice of pink lines that scored her from shoulders to thighs, front and back, Mahmut had enjoyed himself only that morning. He ran his fingers along the lines and made crooning noises that she interpreted as approving of Mahmut’s work. Sophie tried to be as obedient and pleasing as she could, the Prince still hadn’t taken her – hadn’t touched her apart from sticking needles right through her tits – and she was desperate to feel him inside her, to know that her owner wanted her, desired her.
He let her go eventually and walked off as Mahmut was hanging the offending girl up for whipping.  By the end of the beating, Sophie was moaning out loud with frustrated need. She adored the way the whip cracked and echoed and the slim brown body jerked and twisted under it. Without the benefit of a chip the poor girl had to take everything and deal with it as best she could. Her answering screams as the count mounted above fifty lashes seemed to Sophie to contain a degree less agony than appreciation. But it was a close run thing and she wished she could lick every welt on the sobbing girl’s body as the whip finally fell silent and she was left at the ends of her chains for an hour.
The other occupants of the stable were the milkers. There were six of them and each had a stall further along the line than Sophie’s. That meant that every time they were taken out, which was most afternoons, they were led past her stall and she never missed a chance to press herself against the bars of her stall door to watch them go by. They always seemed to be dressed in high heeled shoes with black stockings – the one black girl always had white ones – and tight corsets that supported and thrust forward their massive breasts. And it was the breasts that fascinated Sophie. They were huge, making the girls throw their shoulders back to counterbalance their weight. The European girls’ ones bore traceries of thin veins all around them and the areolas were covered by silver shields that didn’t quite cover them completely and she could see they were constantly swollen, either with lust or from the urgent pressure of milk. And this pressure was a constant feature of their lives, Sophie came to realise, the breasts were even bound at the roots with thin cord when they were led out. Their eyes were wide with distress as they followed the leashes that led from their collars, and occasionally they would whimper as they went past. When they returned the huge tits looked a bit less tight and the girls looked happier. Often they sported gleaming snail trails of sperm on the insides of their thighs and Sophie envied them. But in the mornings it was different. Every day the ponies were woken by the moans and cries from further along the stable and when the grooms appeared, their first job was to do the milking. Sophie saw them carry the small steel jugs past and the clatter and clanks from the milking stalls filled the building for several minutes. The moans of pain would climax as the grooms arrived and then slowly subside into sighs of relief. Shortly afterwards the grooms would come back carrying the jugs and if Sophie squashed herself against her bars and squinted sideways, see could see them empty some of the fluid into hers and the other ponies’ food bowls. The majority, though, was taken into the palace and she had no idea who drank the rest of it.
Finally a day arrived when Asil strode into the stable and came straight up to Sophie’s stall. She reached through the bars and gripped her hand hard into Sophie’s breast, making her catch her breath and gasp in pleasure so long denied her. Asil just smiled and drew her closer so she could reach through with her other hand and bury it between Sophie’s willingly parted thighs.
“Ooh! That feels good! I’d been hoping his Highness would select me!”
Sophie was just about to reply when Asil shook her head.
“No talking. You’re a pony now!” When she was sure Sophie had got the message, she called out to the grooms in a language that Sophie couldn’t understand, and her stall was opened. Asil led her by the ring on her collar towards the table where the food was prepared in the vestibule of the stable. As they walked she kept talking to the grooms in whatever language it was and Sophie found it very restful – as if she really was a dumb animal listening to human speech and understanding nothing about it.
But what she did understand was the web of leather strapping on the table. At long last she was being taken out. 
Her new bridle was different from the American one. The rings at her cheeks, and which joined to her bit, were much bigger, so the straps that came down just behind her eyes from the main one circling her head were much shorter and the blinkers were sewn directly onto them rather being press stud fastened. As before, her everyday collar was replaced with a high posture collar to help her keep her vision focussed directly in front of her, the fastenings at the back of her head felt about the same, as did the decorated head piece that went at her forehead and held the Bakhtar plumes.
The bit was different however, it was much more shaped to her mouth, becoming more slender as it fitted between her lips and teeth. The steel core was coated in rubber which allowed her to get a real grip on it with her teeth. She instantly preferred it, with a good grip on it she would feel the reins moving instantly and could respond. And then there was the rest of the harness. At the Pretty Pony she had run in nothing else except a butt plug that held a tail, and that was only on one occasion. But as she was led out by her reins, watching Asil’s bottom heft and sway under her short white skirt that was loose enough to swirl in the baking hot air and allow some air to circulate, but tight enough across the buttocks to be devastatingly sexy, she saw that she was going to be much more tacked up than before.
It was late afternoon but even so the sun was blinding and she was glad of the blinkers and just looked down to watch Asil’s nimble hands fit a girth on her. It was made of black leather and widened at the front where the Bakhtar crest in silver had been riveted onto it. At the sides it had karabiner clips and at the back was the buckle. Asil drew this tight and then moved to affix the crupper. There was a lot of talk between her and the grooms and then Sophie saw them bring out the strap that would run between her legs. She immediately cavilled and backed away, jerking her reins taut and nearly pulling them from Asil’s hand. The crupper carried a much bigger dildo than she had been used to at the front, and a pear shaped butt plug at the back. From the outside of the strap, right behind where the plug would go into her, an upwardly curved prong rose, surmounted by a short palomino tail. 
“Hey!” Asil rounded on her sharply. “Keep still!” She shortened her grip on the reins and used the spare length to flick at Sophie’s nipples. Sophie winced at the sharp pain that stabbed through her and stamped her feet. Asil’s face hardened and she hit Sophie’s breasts with over arm strikes of the reins. There was no sign of friendship now. She was on her owner’s business and Sophie realised she had better be obedient. A sound whipping was one thing; a spell in solitary quite another and she still remembered Asil’s look of fear at the prospect. She subsided and Asil spoke sharply to the groom, then slapped Sophie’s thighs apart so she could buckle the crupper onto the front of the girth and feed it down between her legs, open Sophie’s vagina and push the dildo in. Sophie grunted around her bit as she felt herself spread and stretched and then another pair of hands behind her took the strap and, as Asil pulled her reins down and Sophie bent forwards, she felt the cold, lubricated plug twisted and pushed at her sphincter until the muscles relaxed and it could be rammed fully inside her. She hadn’t been doubly penetrated since the night she had been ravished after being chipped and the delicious feeling of her septum being squeezed inside her made her give another moan through her bit. There were a series of jerks that tightened the strap against her perineum and Asil smiled.
“If his Highness thinks you’re worthy of joining his arena stable, that strap will probably be studded,” she purred. “And just think how wet that’ll make you!”
Then there was just the fine chain joining her breasts, pulling slightly on them to steady them and she was ready to be hitched to whatever she was to pull. Asil turned and led Sophie to the cart. And it was really a cart and not the sulky she had been used to. The driver’s seat was higher and the shafts protruded at her waist height and didn’t slope upwards. The way she was harnessed was different too. Her wrist cuffs were taken off and instead the karabiners on the sides of her girth were clipped to rings on the shafts. Then she could grasp the shafts just ahead of where they were joined to her. She immediately felt more comfortable than when her wrists had taken the full weight of the rig. Now the weight was at her waist and her arms felt a lot more comfortable. Asil disappeared from in front of her and she heard words being exchanged, then she felt the rig’s balance shift and she braced herself against it until her driver settled in. She wished she knew who was driving, but whoever it was, they knew what they were doing and she had to be content with that, the stiff whipcord of the driving whip was touched to the centre of her back and she pushed off with her bare feet against the warm stones of the courtyard and the cart rumbled forwards surprisingly easily. Sophie felt it ride with her as she walked and then built up to a trot, it shifted comfortably in its fastenings to her girth, its weight no longer dragging at her wrists. They approached a gate in the courtyard’s wall and as they came through it she felt the reins pull her to the left. With her teeth comfortably gripping the bit, the very slightest pressure on the left rein was enough to make her alter course and as she did so she saw the gardens within the palace walls. They were enormous. Whole copses of trees with dark green foliage grew around ponds, and broad, flat lawns spread away from them. Dotted about the smooth grass were fountains in which great plumes of water shot up fifty feet into the air and then spread gentle showers downwards into wide stone bowls. In other places smaller jets of water emerged from within complicated statuary of nude figures. Farther away Sophie caught a glimpse of a larger expanse of water, possibly a lake behind yet more trees and beyond that she thought she saw a Palladian summer house, of the sort that grace some English stately homes, all pillars and a domed roof. And through it all wound a smooth tarmac road, it was hot under her bare feet but tolerable and once they were on it, her driver brushed the whip backwards and forwards across her shoulders. Immediately she picked up her pace and the cool breeze that she created came as a welcome relief.  Her driver seemed content to allow her to trot and, as far as her blinkers would allow, Sophie was able to marvel at the extent of the grounds, all surrounded by walls that were sometimes so distant as to be hard to make out. She was steered to the right by the lake and followed the road keeping the still, dark water on her left hand side.  Suddenly her driver decided to pick up the pace and she felt a couple of stinging lashes criss cross her upper back. Immediately she broke into a high stepping canter, her thighs coming up so that they were parallel with the ground. But this wasn’t acceptable and the whip applied hard to her buttocks told her a gallop was required. Sophie put her head down and threw herself forwards. The breeze increased with her speed but soon she was sweating freely and still the whip fell, expertly handled it wrapped around her upper arms and bit deeply into her breasts. She thrust even more fiercely with her feet against the tarmac and stretched her long legs, lengthening her paces.
“Go on you lazy bitch! Run!” She heard Asil’s voice from behind her and realised that she was the driver, she gritted her teeth around her bit and tried to ignore the shifting of the dildo and plug inside her, a feeling that she had been able to ignore until the delicious pain of the whip reminded her. Suddenly she got a clear picture of herself in her mind as the warm air stirred her hair as she ran, her breasts shifted on her chest and her inner tissues sent little darts of pleasure racing through her. She was gloriously naked and loved the feel of the air on her whole body, she loved the fact that the Prince had had her bridled and harnessed, she loved how the sweat ran down her ribs and in between her breasts and stung as it trickled into welts left by the whip. She blinked away more sweat from her eyes and wished she could see herself lashed onwards by her driver, her legs flying and her breasts just lifting enough for attractiveness. She wished her owner was there to see her and she flung herself forwards again and found she was capable of even more speed. And just as she realised that she could go faster still if the whip was laid on harder, she felt Asil really let fly. The stiff whipcord smacked hard around her shoulders, leaving blistering trails of pain across the upper swells of her breasts. Then it snapped around her hips, from left and then right. Sophie squealed with abandoned excitement as she felt it bite across her delta, and if the crupper hadn’t been there, it would have exploded with its full impact on her clitoris. 
Asil yelled something and kept up the whipping as Sophie flung her head back then put it down once more and found that indeed she could go faster. The cart was no weight at all, the road flew past beneath her and she was in her element.
Then the reins tightened and Asil’s voice came in more measured tones. “Whoa there! Whoa! Well run!”
Sophie began to slow and eventually came back to a walk, panting and gasping around her bit, her legs feeling loose and ready for more while sweat was pouring from her. But even as she slowed, her heart was still soaring. It was the first time she had been run since being chipped and she now knew where she had been destined to be all her life. Sophie padded forwards quietly until one more pull back on the reins brought her to a halt. And her owner was there to greet her.
 
The Prince and Selim had watched in admiration as the blonde vision had been driven towards them. Her hair had been blowing and her long legs had gracefully stretched out and eaten up the road while her speed had just gone on and on increasing as Asil had obeyed his orders and piled the lashes on. It was the first time she had been run and been whipped with the chip fully bonded. She was sensational.
As Asil had brought her to a halt beside them, he had noted how she had lathered up - but not too much. The race would be run at least as late in the day as this in any case. He took hold of her bridle and laid his hand on the hot skin over her heart. He counted and also noted how quickly the beat was slowing. She was in good condition and she could certainly wear her welts well. He longed to have her strung up and available for play, but that would have to wait. For now there was the measured mile to run to get her certificate and then he had three weeks to organise the running of the Bakhtar Open Classic. And he was going to win it!
He had Asil lead White Lightning back to her stall for a rub down and he helped the representative of the WPRA measure out the mile and mark its start and finish. For the sake of the certificate, the pony’s owner had to drive her, regardless of who was going to drive her on race day. To begin with he had one of the two other ponies led out and the grooms tacked her up and harnessed her. 
“You’ve entered this one in the Hacking Class, I believe, your Highness,” the representative asked.
“Yes. Then I’m putting one in the Novices and the big blonde is going in the Hunter Class.”
“Very  well. You shouldn’t have any trouble making the target time.” He held up a stop watch and put the Prince on his marks, let him get his whip ready and then dropped the hand with the watch.
The Prince worked the whip hard for the first hundred yards or so, never letting the pony forget for a moment that all her efforts were required.  By the time they had reached the lake, he felt he could let her pull back from the headlong gallop he had lashed her into and instead just flicked at the tempting buttocks as they trembled and rippled with her steps. She finished well within herself and well within the time. The Novice fared just as well, she had only been running in harness since he had been given her two months previously, but she withstood the rain of lashes he applied to her, and the WPRA rep. had her bend over in her harness, and once her crupper was removed the Prince gave him permission to take her while Lightning was brought back out.
The Prince settled himself into his seat again and took up the whip whilst the rep. was finishing with the Novice. Once the man had pulled out of her and set his stopwatch, the Prince turned his full attention to Lightning, now rubbed down and refreshed. Ever since he had seen her at the Pretty Pony he had wanted to be just where he was now. He let his eyes feast on the wide shoulders and strong back, the trim waist and the spectacular swells of the hips and buttocks. She stamped a foot anxiously, nervous at the delay and he smiled as he took in the tremble of the buttockmeat and the long thighs. He was going to enjoy himself with this one, once she had won. If she didn’t…he wasn’t sure what he would do with her, but depriving her of her chip might just be the start of it.
The rep. held up the watch and the Prince brought his thoughts back to the job in hand. The Hunter Class was subject to slightly more rigorous target times and he readied the whip. 
When the arm holding the watch dropped, he put all his strength into the whip, hitting her shoulders from right to left and then back again and instantly leaving livid lines on her pale flesh. Her head flew back and she twisted between the shafts but her hands never left them and with a jerk that almost threw him back into his seat she was off. Under his relentless assault she accelerated smoothly into a full gallop. Once she was going at what he judged to be close to flat out he slowed the lashes down and made them regular, letting her pace herself against them. 
She was fast! 
Of course he had known it all along, but now, sitting behind the strong body and feeling the breeze in his face, knowing she could take as much whip as was needed, it was sheer joy to watch the long, powerful thighs stretch out and to watch the buttocks flex and ripple as her feet pounded along the ground. He wrapped her twice at breast height just for the hell of it and made her toss her head. Then they came to the right turn by the lake and he had to wrench her around, she was going so fast. He even had to lean inboard to stabilise the rig. And as he lashed her up again, he laughed aloud for the sheer joy of driving such a superb specimen.  He made no attempt to rein her in when they reached the end of the mile. He let her flash past the timekeeper and only drew her in a clear quarter of the way around the next mile, then he walked her back over the grass, long trails of saliva hanging from her bit and sweat trickling down her back and disappearing into her bottom cleavage between lavishly welted buttocks.
“A full ten seconds inside the time required, your Highness! She’s a beauty isn’t she? Er, I don’t suppose I could…?”
“You may. But only after me!” the Prince replied, climbing down and giving Lightning a resounding smack on the flank. He had Asil remove her bridle and re-fasten her wrists behind her before he had her kneel. He knew she would have been getting used to Mahmut’s girth so when he freed his rather long cock, he wasted no time in enjoying the caresses of her mouth. He wanted her throat. He wanted to drive home the lesson. He owned her. He would run her, whip her, fuck her, do whatever he wanted to her, with no more consideration for her feelings than if she were an object of furniture.  She gave a muffled groan as he entered her, and he watched her lips stretch wide around his helm. Then he held the back of her head and set about plundering her throat, feeling its narrow confines as she sucked him in and he allowed himself to come quite quickly. She took him down smoothly and even as he pressed her face into his groin as he pumped, she made no murmur of protest. He stood back and turned her over to the rep..
He watched long enough to ensure the girl behaved herself and then beckoned Asil over. 
“Show her the solitary confinement cells before she goes to her stall, and when I’ve finished with you tonight I want you to sleep with her, she did well,” he told her.
Asil smiled and bowed then led the tall blonde away as soon as the WPRA rep. had once more zipped himself up and had set off for the airport.
 
On her leash, Sophie followed behind Asil, her eyes devouring the girl’s legs and bottom. The Prince’s words rang in her ears even as the memory of his cock in her mouth remained with her. She had never enjoyed running as a pony so much and her owner was pleased with her. What more could she want?
They were nearing the grand staircase that led up to the palace’s back door and as if she had read Sophie’s mind, Asil suddenly wheeled around and reaching up, grabbed Sophie’s hair and pulled her face down to her own. Her expression was of cold ferocity and Sophie stared back in sudden fear.
“Listen! He wants me to show you the solitary cells because if you don’t win the big race, that’s where you’re going! Understand? Mind you, they’ll feed you ok because he had to pay for you. But me, I was a freebie and I nearly starved down there! So don’t go thinking everything’s rosy just because he fucked your mouth!” She stopped suddenly and seemed to think of something, then quickly she darted forwards and kissed Sophie on the lips. 
“And it is a lovely mouth,” she went on more softly. “But if anyone saw that, I’ll be back in those cells rather than sleeping with you tonight. The Prince is a hard man if he’s crossed, always remember that!”
Then she turned and led Sophie on again, veering to the left before the stairs and taking her through a small door at ground level. They had to stop and let their eyes adjust to the comparative gloom inside before they went on down some steps. They came to a lobby where a man lounged behind a desk. He had an array of screens in front of him and looked up and leered when he saw them.
“His Highness wants this one to see the solitary cells,” Asil said nodding towards Sophie.
“Oh good! I’d like her down here!” he said, standing up and coming round the desk. He was a lanky individual with an ill favoured and cruel look about him.
“You know what happens if you touch a slave in solitary!” Asil retorted.
“Yes, but there’s always before and after! I remember fucking what was left of you when we took you out. After we’d hosed you down of course.” His grin became even more unpleasant and Sophie could feel Asil’s fear of him. He saw it too and reached out to hold her right breast, his fingers clawing into the expensive silk of her shirt.
“Alright, but I’ll have to tether this one first,” she said.
She led Sophie over to the wall beside the desk where there were coat hooks and looped her leash over one before tying it. She gave Sophie a brave little smile and a pat on the bottom before she left her.
“I shouldn’t be too long,” she whispered.
Sophie stared at the grimy wall and listened to the sounds coming from behind her. There was the rustle of clothing and then a strained whimper from Asil followed by a soft groan of male pleasure. Sophie risked a small turn of her head, Asil was naked and lying on her back on the desk. One of her graceful legs was pulled up and the foot was resting on the top of the desk. The man had simply lifted his robe to his waist and his hand was busily working between Asil’s thighs. She could also see her small hand gripped around the dark skinned shaft of the man’s cock, she was masturbating him and Sophie could appreciate that she was trying to get him to come as fast as she could. He was wise to it however and pulled away after a few minutes, with a harsh laugh. Then he dragged Asil towards him until both legs hung over the edge of the desk, he stepped between them and holding his robe up he moved in to fuck her. He seemed to slip into her easily and she gave a moan of mingled pleasure and shame as she opened easily for him and Sophie saw her lift her legs and wrap them around him. 
The man laughed at her as he began to fuck her, jerking his hips backwards and forwards, shaking her slender body as he rammed in to his fullest extent. He seemed to be enjoying her grimaces of discomfort as much as the pleasures of her body.
“You’re just a slave, bitch! You fuck whoever wants you. And you want whoever fucks you too!” He laughed again and then suddenly pulled out of her. “Now suck!” he said.
Asil levered herself up off the desk and slowly got down onto her knees. He gripped his hands in her thick mane of hair and pulled her face onto his cock. Sophie just had time to see her soft lips forced wide open by the shaft before her face was buried so far against him she could see nothing except the back of her head and his hands gripped in her hair. For a few moments the man remained still and then he gave out a long sigh of ecstatic pleasure and began to thrust his hips back and forth with desperate haste. Sophie saw Asil’s small hands curl into fists and beat against the man’s thighs but then relax and hold them close to her as she swallowed.
When he had finished with her, the man shoved her away and returned to his seat. Asil coughed, swallowed a couple of times and sat up slowly then gathered her clothes and dressed, raking her fingers through her dishevelled hair. When she came to release Sophie, she winked at her.
“Not a bad cock, but he could wash it a bit more often,” she whispered, licking her lips.
Sophie followed her down more stairs and here there were lights at regular intervals. The air grew danker and Sophie began to shiver as it grew colder too. Eventually they arrived in a stone passage that led away under a long line of dim lights.
“These are just the cells,” Asil told her. “You’d better have a look anyway. Know your owner, my girl!”
Sophie was led into the corridor and found a long line of doors on her left, each one had a small grille set into it.
“Go and look,” Asil said.
Sophie went cautiously up to the door and peered in. There was a small window in the far wall of the cell and Sophie could just make out the outlines of four naked women sitting on a stone bench along one wall. They looked up as her face blocked a bit of light and she heard the chink and clank of chains. 
“There’s always a few down here. Sometimes just for a day or so, sometimes longer. They’re in for everything from disobedience to laziness or maybe choking on a man’s cock, or because they’ve got their periods. It doesn’t take much to get a few days down here. But that’s not solitary – not by a long way.”
She pulled on Sophie’s leash and went back to the foot of the stairs, then stopped by a wooden trapdoor in the floor. She let the leash go for a moment to stoop down and haul up on a metal ring set in the door. She grunted with effort and slowly the door rose and to Sophie’s horror she saw further steps descending.
“Come on,” Asil said and took up the leash again to lead Sophie down the steep spiral staircase. To her surprise the light actually grew brighter and they found themselves in a passageway with an arched roof that made even Asil bend and Sophie had to practically bend double. The light came from strip lights placed every few feet along the short passage. There were four doors. They had no grilles. Asil went up to one and threw it open.
“There’s no slaves down here today,” she said and pulled Sophie inside. The room was as low as the passage and solid stone, with no window, just a stone bench and a bucket in one corner. It was barely big enough for the two of them. But strangely it was well lit.
“Lights stay on all day every day,” Asil said. “You never know whether it’s day or night. They feed you and empty the bucket once a day – if you’re lucky – but you can’t tell. Sometimes they turn the lights out and leave them out, maybe for a day or for a week, you can’t tell.” Sophie saw Asil shiver. “I tried screaming and begging but nothing happens. Then it’s silence and the dark. Usually they chain your hands,” she gestured at two chains hanging from the centre of the stone ceiling, “so you can’t play with yourself. Of course it means there are other things you can’t do, but that’s not their problem.”
Sophie considered this and made a face.
Asil smiled grimly. “Yes, you’re a bit ripe when they take you out. And there’s no sound, no contact. No pleasure, no pain. Nothing… Don’t have him send you here!” The last words came out as a hoarse whisper and now Sophie understood the fear she had seen in Asil’s eyes in the plane.
“Why did…?” she had to risk speaking to ask.
“Because one of his guests said I wasn’t a good fuck. He was so drunk he hadn’t been able to fuck me at all and his hangover made him vicious the next morning. When I came out his Highness said I’d been in for a month, he hadn’t meant me to be but Selim had forgotten to order my release. We’re just slaves, we don’t matter! Never forget that!” Asil’s bottom lip was trembling and Sophie tried to imagine thirty whole days of stone, cold, utter dark or pitiless light, and silence. Alone.  They might remember to feed you, they might not. They might remember to release you. Or they might not. And suddenly she knew that she would win whatever race the Prince entered her for, or die trying.
 
Much later she awoke in the dark of her stall. As she blinked her way to wakefulness she saw a girl’s shadowy figure unlocking the door of her stall. Once it was open she hurried in and immediately knelt to embrace her. It was Asil, and in the dark Sophie bathed her face in the fragrance of her hair and the softness of the lips that found hers and kissed her with desperate passion. In the gloom she fumbled behind Sophie to release her cuffs and the strap that led from them to the back of her collar so she couldn’t slip her hands under her and get them in front of her. Then there was the delicious fumbling to rid Asil of her clothes and finally the two women clung together, pressing their warm, naked flesh to each other. Sophie bent her head and nuzzled one of Asil’s breasts and her nostrils picked up an unmistakable odour.
Asil laughed and lay back on the straw. “He left plenty of his come inside me so you could have it. He says there’s plenty more where that came from if you win. But if not…” she didn’t need to finish the sentence and in any case Sophie was already burrowing down between Asil’s spread thighs, licking up her owner’s spunk from the girl’s smooth and warm skin then questing deep inside her sheath to find if there was any more. There was, and she sucked and lapped at each thick, pungent droplet, making Asil cry out in pleasure. In the afternoon he had spent so deep in her throat that she had not been able to taste him, but now she could relish his full pungency, the actual taste of true ownership and complete power. The taste of girl juice soon replaced that of sperm, however, and Sophie withdrew a little so she could lick along the girl’s perineum and was rewarded by another globule of sperm that had oozed down to Asil’s anus. The sensation of having Sophie’s tongue rimming her made her squeal with pleasure and her hands gripped hard in her hair to force her to carry on. Sophie gave a muffled groan of her own pleasure as she felt the grip tighten.
While she was down there she saw the thick tramlines inscribed on Asil’s beautifully rounded bottom and once she turned over, Sophie kissed them all and then moved up to kiss the welts on her back.
It was a long night and neither girl got much sleep.
 









Chapter Thirteen

 
“She’s not being entered!” Brian’s voice was high pitched with shock as he studied the e mail.
“Poor girl! Must be the only one for miles around then!” Martha looked up from her work with a smile.
Brian reached out and smacked her bottom. “I mean Ace. She’s not being run in the Bakhtar Open.”
Martha’s expression changed instantly to surprise. “Why not? She was odds on surely!”
“I’ve just had a mail from Neil at Proteus and as it’s a street circuit with long stretches of cobbles, he’s not risking her. He says she could be damaged by a fall.”
“Is that a possibility?”
Brian shrugged. “It could happen, yes. But she runs risks like that at every Derby and every games she takes part in.”
“I saw her come off the track at a Derby last month. Right up on the bend it was, she must have come down from all of twenty feet. Didn’t hurt herself,” Martha mused and went back to working with the mortar and pestle. They had moved back into the old CSL office now that twenty five slaves had been returned to their owners. Three of the barracks had been closed and there was no auction scheduled for at least a fortnight, so CSL was as quiet as it had been for years. They had gone back to Carlo’s notes on how to get the best out of promising material and Martha had stumbled across a recipe for a ginger-based mixture which he claimed could get a pony to run up to twenty per cent faster. She was going to try it out that afternoon.
“Mind you that was onto a mat rather than cobbles,” she added.
“Nah!” Brian said, shaking his head. “The Prince is insisting all entrants have a girth harness so their hands are free, specially so if they do fall on the cobbles they can get their hands down to minimise damage. I reckon he doesn’t want her to run and win it.”
“Why not?”
“Because like we were saying at the conference the other week, she’s been over-exposed and there’s not enough opposition. So he reckons it’s best if he rests her for a while. You could tell the crowds are starting to become almost hostile towards her because she’s too successful.”
“Could be he’s right,” Martha said, tipping the powder into a steel bowl and lighting Carlo’s old spirit stove. “We’re not entering?” she asked.
“No, none of them are ready for the Hunter Class. Two might be in a few months’ time and we can think of putting them in for the Kentucky Open. Two more might be ready for the Hacker Class as well. But there’s no point in running them just for the sake of it. Let’s wait till they’ve got a realistic chance.”
“But we’re going, right?” Martha asked anxiously.
“Oh yes! We’ve got to be seen and do some networking! Peter’s coming too so we’ll get the red carpet treatment, he and the Prince go back years.”
Martha put her bowl down and smiled lasciviously. “I hear the Prince has got some of the best slave handling facilities anywhere in the world. Do you think we could maybe get to play a bit?”
“In my experience he’s generous to a fault. He’s got so many slaves he’s quite happy to have his guests enjoy them to the full.”
“Mmm. I’ve seen pics of some his decorated ones. They look yummy!”
 
The Prince’s plans were coming together nicely. The street circuit through the city of Bakhtar was all marked out and barriers to keep the crowds back had been put in place. The hotels were fully booked and there were no fewer than forty entries for the Hunter Class which was the Blue Riband event and the Novices’ and Hackers’ lists were full too. All that remained was to sort out the more decorative elements of the occasion and this was where he felt most at his ease. He felt he could begin to relax and enjoy the spectacle he was creating now that the hard work of administration was mainly behind him.
The circuit was going to be half a mile in circumference and the Hunters would race it six times. The Novices would do two laps and the Hackers four. He and Selim had selected the streets down by the harbour to cordon off, they were fairly level and quite broad, which would help with overtaking and the twists and turns were not too severe, allowing for fast cornering while providing an interesting and challenging track. It also meant that there would be a cool breeze off the sea. No one wanted to see a pony succumb to heatstroke, there was precious little entertainment in that and quite a few of the entries were privately owned and trained, so no one quite knew to what standard they had been prepared. Part of the course went through the old town and it was there that the ponies would be running and cornering on cobbles, but the fast straights were tarmac because they ran behind the new docks area.
There were miles of bunting strung from the lamp posts but the Prince had an idea that would add immeasurably to the gaiety of the scene. And he was organising a parade to start the afternoon’s racing off.
He and Selim were in the gardens watching some of the squad girls who had been shipped down from the fort up-country, where the arena slaves were housed. They were hitched, two abreast to a line of traps and were high stepping towards the men at a pace which was just slower than a trot – more of a fast walk. The target the Prince was aiming for was an absolute uniformity of thighs parallel to ground at the top of each pace. And each pony had been trained to lift her left foot the instant the right came down and vice versa, so that she should never have two feet on the ground. The result was a bouncy progress that shook every girl’s breasts, buttocks and thighs very prettily. They also dripped silver from more or less anywhere it could be fixed to a girl’s body.
Their feet were in dainty, silver, kitten heeled shoes which were steel shod at the front to make them sound like real ponies on the cobbles and tarmac of the streets. Instead of the workaday crupper with its dildo, plug and tail, they had short skirts of silver metal strips that were long enough to cover their cunts – just. But the strips shortened quickly so as not to cover the thighs and were made very short over the hips, lengthening again over the buttocks until the longest strips hung down the buttock cleavage. With the girls’ exaggerated gaits the metal shook and glittered in the sun. Specially for the occasion they had had their navels pierced and each girl bore a sapphire in a silver setting in the pit. The top of the piercing was worked into a silver riding whip which decorated her stomach above the navel. The breasts were all bound at the roots to keep them set high and thrusting, an unobtrusive length of transparent plastic cable tie had been used for this. The Prince wanted the beholder’s eye drawn to the nipples and the forward curves of the breasts. Each nipple had been pierced – again specially - as no arena slave sported even so much as a pierced ear normally, she wanted nothing that could give an opponent a hold or an advantage – and thick silver rings had been threaded through the holes. The rings were far bigger than usual and supported sets of silver bells mounted at their bottoms. With the breasts bound, the bells hung well clear of the body and tinkled constantly as the girls trotted. Around the upper curve of each breast, set back from the areola, an upright tiara of silver had been attached so that each girl bore two displays of silver standing up from her breasts in just the same way as a tiara would stand up from her forehead. The displays, consisting of a fan shape of silver struts, joined by lace-like filigree work, stretched up almost to each girl’s chin level. At first glance it looked flimsy but there was no risk of any mishap. They were attached by pins driven firmly into the soft breast flesh and while they might shake and follow the movement of the breast prettily they would not come adrift during the parade, this had been thoroughly tested up at the fort.  The girls’ high posture collars and blinkers were of silver too and a silver tiara stood in the traditional place on each girl’s forehead, surmounted by plumes in the purple of Bakhtar. Unusually their hair had been left loose and the decorative way it blew and tossed around their sliver-bridled heads provided a fitting backdrop for the richness of their harness.
The final touch to the webs of metal around the girls was provided by rings set through the nasal septum on each girl. From these two chains ran in deep loops back to her pierced ears, and from these more bells hung. The Prince had emptied his stable of blondes, a breed he had a fondness for, and they made a fine display as they trotted towards him drawing behind them the traps that would hold the more prestigious visiting owners. 
But that wasn’t the only visual treat the Prince was planning. Once the parade had passed him and he declared himself satisfied, he went into the palace and was met in one of the everyday reception rooms by no fewer than forty four girls freshly returned from the Village of the Women.  The village was up in the mountains beyond the arena and was where the female elders of Bakhtar dealt with any unruly or disobedient younger women. They meted out punishments for all sorts of domestic offences and also inscribed the intricate tattoos that were the trademark of Bakhtar slaves.
The Prince, having been educated in England, had been an Anglophile for years – even more so now that Clive Mostyn led the country – and some years previously he had managed to get a coat of arms designed for his somewhat piratical dynasty. And now, for the first running of the Bakhtar Open these girls were to be the standard bearers. Except that they weren’t going to bear the Bakhtar standards, they were going to be the standards. All the girls were Bakhtari, with honey coloured skins and dark hair – another reason why the parade ponies were blondes. Their fronts – from deltas to collar bones were tattooed with the shield of Bakhtar which was quartered with images of a sailing ship, a scimitar, an ankh and a lamp. Two lions rampant facing a castle crowned the shield and the animals were emblazoned across each breast with the castle between them. He knew it had taken the women days of work on each girl and they had told him that it had been quite noisy at times. But it had been well worth it. The girls themselves stood proudly with their hands behind their backs and their legs apart as he walked slowly down the line, trying to detect any faults or discrepancies but the purples and reds and whites were bright, vibrant and accurate. How fortunate it had been that the heralds had designed the shield with a scalloped bottom to it so that it ran down between the girls’ hips, occupying nearly the whole of the delta with its rich red background and gold curlicues and foliage at its edges. The gold actually dipped onto the tops of the labia, so completely did the design cover the fronts of the torsos. He thought that most of them would fetch a handsome price after the race, they would have value as souvenirs after all.  
The details of how the girls were to be deployed had already been sorted out and he dismissed them for the moment. He needed to find out how his entrants’ last minute preparations were going, so with Selim trailing behind he headed for the stables and Mahmut. 
Every single stall was occupied now that the arena slaves had been shipped in and an atmosphere of controlled chaos pervaded the stable. It was late in the day and as he had been busy, he hadn’t had the milkers brought to him. They were bellowing their distress through the echoing building and the palace grooms were rushing to milk them as quickly as possible. Meanwhile the arena grooms were trying to shower and rub down their charges while the three palace ponies’ food was being prepared. Mahmut stood in the middle of everything, seemingly unperturbed and directed operations, using his whip on grooms as well as slaves if necessary.
The Prince could see he was steadily achieving order and left him to it. Instead he made his way to Lightning’s stall and checked the paperwork hanging by her stall door. With only a week to go, he wanted to check on her times over a three mile course. He ran his eye down the records of the two runs every day for the past fortnight and smiled. They showed a steady decline in times as her fitness improved. A little bird had told him – a very well-paid and secretive little bird – that the Girl Squad’s entry was a clear two seconds off Lightning’s pace and another had said that Salazar’s entry, from Argentina was no closer. He put the clipboard back on its hook and looked at the pony, clicking his fingers to indicate she should approach him. She came to the stall door and he reached through the bars and cradled one heavy breast in his hand. She sighed in pleasure and pushed nearer, trying to thrust her breasts between the bars. She partially succeeded and the Prince used both hands to grip, tug and twist the nipples as they throbbed into erection.
“Do not fail me, Lightning!” he whispered and saw her swallow nervously. Asil had reported back about her visit to the solitary cells. He smiled as he turned and left. A combination of devotion, fear and the whip, plus her native talent would see her home, he was confident. And what was more he had secured the services of the driver who had steered her to victory at the Pretty Pony races. 
 
People began pouring into Bakhtar two days ahead of the races. The streets of the old city, usually only walked by back robed women and gellabiya clad men were now thronged with the brightly coloured clothes of a cosmopolitan and hedonistic influx. For the final day, and while the last of the other entries were being shipped and flown in, the Prince attended Lightning’s early morning gallops himself after ensuring that every inch of the palace’s walls were under surveillance and that interference devices had been set up to baffle nano-drones. It was cold at this hour and there was a mist still burning off as he waited at the end of the gallops. It wasn’t a full three miles but for this last day she was just being run to keep her loose and supple and to let her driver get used to her again. He knew she had been warmed up on the lunge rein before being harnessed and now he glanced at his watch and stamped his feet against the penetrating damp of the morning mist. Up above him a ghostly sun was already rising above the walls to the East and in a couple of hours or so it would be too hot to run her.
Beside him Selim too shivered and wrapped his coat closer around himself. Then faintly, through the grey mist, came the sounds of a whip and the soft rumble of wheels. Gradually an outline appeared and became solid. It was Lightning, moving with her customary ease and grace. She kept coming and assumed more solidity and colour as she did so until finally with a snort, a toss of her head and a cloud of breath she was reined in hard and her driver jumped down.
“She’s still a bit headstrong but every bit as classy as I remember, your Highness,” he said coming to her head and dragging it down by the bridle so her could unfasten her bit and feed her a sweet. “There you go Lightning, girl!” he said as she champed eagerly on her treat.
“Er, your Highness,” Selim put in. “I’ve been meaning to say, is it…I mean... do you want her entered under the stable name she had in America? It’s not too late, I can change it today if you let me know.”
The Prince considered. It wasn’t something he had had time to think about, but now that Selim mentioned it, it did seem a shame to race her under another stable’s name. Especially as that stable hadn’t really owned her. Not the way he did.
He looked at her from the side, tall, blonde and powerful, her breaths steaming in the damp, cold air. Drops of early morning dew sparkled in her hair. She even had glints of it at her nipples. She seemed barely to be breathing hard even after her run. Her magnificent breasts scarcely rose and fell on her deep chest. The planes of her stomach curved smooth and tight down to her prominent delta which disappeared between the powerful haunches and the deep flanks. How he wanted to see how she would take him for a ride when he fucked her! And there was still the matter of the raw masochism he had detected on the plane, he was going to spend many happy hours playing with this one.
He ran through naming options in his mind as he looked at her and came to a decision.
“On this occasion I must agree with the Americans. White Lightning sums her up perfectly. She is blonde, fast and, I suspect, will prove quite intoxicating!”
 
It was Martha’s first visit to the Middle East and the blast of stifling heat which hit them as they exited the plane came as a complete shock to her. As soon as she stepped onto the tarmac she could feel it striking up through her thin soles.
“Come on!” Peter called and gratefully they saw the Prince had sent a small fleet of cars to meet guests arriving on their flight. They were spared all the hassle of customs and passport control and could relax in the air-conditioned comfort of the car’s interior while their driver took their passports and collected their baggage, then loaded it in and the small convoy set off across the airfield and back into the city.
“His Highness has told me to show you the course for the races tomorrow,” he told them and they drove down from the hills into the city and then into the old city itself and finally to the bustling new docks. The barriers along the road sides clearly told them where the ponies would be running and Brian approved of the course, a bit of up and down but not too much, some good turns, some good overtaking straights. The Prince knew his pony racing alright.
“What are those?” Peter asked, pointing to odd looking posts at regular intervals along the way. They consisted of a straight upright about ten feet tall with a slender T bar set across its top. Two bracing arms spread out and up to meet its ends from lower down on the upright.
The driver grinned at them in the rear view mirror. “His Highness is going to put on a show you will not forget!” he said.
The passengers exchanged excited smiles as the car turned uphill and headed for the palace, if the Prince was planning a spectacle, it had to involve his slaves somehow.
 









Chapter Fourteen

 
Martha couldn’t help a whistle of admiration when she stepped out of the car. The palace was almost a small town in its own right. More men hurried out to help with baggage and they were shown to their rooms. Brian’s and Martha’s was on a corner and overlooked the city and the sea. Peter’s room was next door and the three of them convened before going downstairs for a drink and to meet fellow guests.
“You need to understand that at a time of his choosing, you will be able to do whatever you please with his slaves, Martha,” Peter told her. “But until that time it would be gross bad manners to touch one of them in any way. You can admire them and ask him anything but do wait until he gives the all clear before you enjoy any of them. It’ll be worth the wait, I promise!”
They went back down, guided by Peter who still remembered his way around from when he had been the Prince’s slave trainer. In a ballroom lit by a row of huge chandeliers and with a floor of polished cedar wood, a cocktail party was held for the guests staying at the palace and Martha found herself mixing with the aristocracy of the arena world.  She found herself chatting with the Countess de Goncourt and her trainer Amelia, who had once been a groom at The Lodge and Brian’s submissive. But that had been years previously and the three women talked easily of the day to day business of running a slave stable. For what was still the only female owned and run stable, keeping over a hundred sex-addicted women calm and disciplined presented some additional problems, and these Martha found intriguing - especially when Amelia told her what the monthly bill for batteries was.
Brian introduced her to Mark Kavanagh who had been Conor Brien’s lieutenant and who had known Sophie’s mother intimately - and frequently. He was fascinated to know that Sophie had been in Paris and expressed his keen desire to see her stabled and trained somewhere – even if it wasn’t in his stable. She met Salazar from Argentina, Osman from Turkey, McNicholls from Montana and Wilbur Beckington-Floyd from the Pretty Pony, and she lost count of the smiles and handshakes. There were quite a few women present, she did recall that, and there were the slaves. The household slaves brought around trays of drinks and snacks and Martha had to admit that they were at least the equal of The Lodge girls. They were naked from the waist up and their nipples were all pierced and threaded with gold rings. Their figures were perfect, trim waists and neat breasts and their lower bodies were just covered by their gauzy skirts which somehow clung to them right at the widest point of the hips. And on the silky smooth, honey coloured skin of each girl had been inscribed a tattoo. Some bore images of climbing plants that twisted up their backs, the stalk emerging from the top of the buttock cleft and flowering across the shoulders. Others had more exotic blooms on the fronts of their torsos. Huge flowers were inscribed across some breasts, on other girls graceful Chinese dragons entwined on stomachs, their tails trailing down below the waistbands of the skirts, and Martha wondered with a sudden flood of warmth at her belly, how far down the tattoos went. The Prince was famous for the spectacular nature of his decorations after all and she would love to see tattoos that went all the way into a woman’s sex. 
“Perhaps later we’ll see if we can get ourselves one with her entire buttocks decorated. They’re brilliant for caning,” Brian whispered and she couldn’t restrain a moan of desire.
And then there were the milk slaves.
They had been knelt, naked, along one wall and they had been put kneeling back on their heels, their backs kept straight by the wall. Their hands were clipped together behind them, and their enormous breasts – forty something double G, Martha reckoned – were cupped and held in wooden stocks, the frames of which stood between their spread thighs. The three which belonged to the Prince had been labelled; Sherry, White Wine and Red Wine. One of the household slaves who were in attendance told them that these were the flavours the Prince had been encouraging in the milk. The other three had obviously been brought in by other owners and were dispensing straightforward girl milk for those who wanted it. And there did seem to be a brisk demand for both. The household slaves were kept busy palpating the huge udders and guiding the spurting fluid into small glass jugs, from which the guests’ glasses were replenished. Martha loved watching how their slender fingers almost disappeared into the massive cushions of flesh as they squeezed out the thin spurts into the jugs. She tried a sherry flavoured glass while Brian tried the red wine and both pronounced themselves impressed. Even above the pungent flavour of the milk, it was possible to get the distinct flavour of the alcohol – even the difference in nuance between red and white wine was discernable. 
Every now and then one of the slaves in attendance would halt the milking and pick up a short tailed flogger. The dairy slaves’ eyes widened above their ball gags and muffled shrieks began as the other slave delivered five hard lashes to each swollen and sensitive breast. Martha loved watching their eyes widen and beg then fill with tears as their fingers splayed and clawed helplessly behind their backs.
“His Highness believes that the best milk comes from beaten tits,” she explained as she carried on whipping and the conversations continued undisturbed in the huge room behind her.
They tested the validity of that theory several times before dinner was served and Martha was transfixed each time by the size of the breasts.
“I’m spoiled for choice! I’d love to have one of those gorgeous tattooed ones but I’d so love to have those tits to torment some time!” she complained and then whirled around in chagrin as she heard the Prince himself respond.
“Madam, after dinner I hope to have another surprise for you. And after that if you and Brian would like to order one I’ll happily send her to your room. But as Brian will tell you, my evening facilities might throw up yet more choice titbits!” He smiled at her and then turned to Brian. “Good to see you, Brian! I’m really pleased to hear about CSL going back to specialist training. I think the time is ripe, and with Peter behind you, I’m sure the fans will have plenty to cheer very shortly. I think Ace has had things her own way for far too long! Now I have a couple in mind for sending over to you to see what you can make of them…”
Brian gave a short bow and shook his hand and the men were immediately deep in conversation. Martha looked back at the milk slaves, now coming to the end of their capacity. The slaves’ fingers could only coax irregular squirts out but she loved seeing how far into the melons the girls’ fingers went and longed to do the same. Above the ball gags, the milk slaves’ eyes closed in relief as they were emptied.
After a magnificent dinner which boasted the very best of Middle Eastern cuisine and the best of European and Eastern cuisine as well, the Prince unveiled the further surprise he had mentioned. 
The cheese boards were wheeled around the tables on large trolleys and each one had a slave spreadeagled on its top. The cheeses were cut and served from the girls’ stomachs and breasts and no one minded much if the cutting from the breasts was a little inaccurate due to the soft nature of the surface from which it was cut. Diners could reach between the girls’ legs for their selection of biscuits and remove sticks of fresh celery from pleasantly lubricated vaginas, dipping them into the navels for salt.
But after them came the pièce de résistance. Three more trolleys were wheeled in and on each was a kneeling dairy slave. She was kept on all fours by her arms and her thighs being strapped to steel uprights. Her hair had been plaited and a thin rope had been woven into it so it was pulled back and anchored to an anal hook, keeping her back arched and her head up. She could only stare straight ahead and moan through her penis gag. It was well into the evening and long past their milking times. The swollen and distended teats hung ripely beneath each torso, each one was capped by a silver cone that was pinned through her pierced nipple, preventing any flow before it was required.
They were labelled, Whisky, Brandy and Port. Martha joined in the applause and laughter. It was a delicious coup de théatre and when the appropriate trolley came round, Martha tried the port while Brian and Peter both went for brandy. The spirits went even better with the milk than the aperitifs had. Their extra pungency made a much smoother blend of tastes and scents. The slaves’ mouths were well stuffed and so the guests were able to appreciate their offerings in peace and quiet but soon second and third glasses were ordered and the swollen udders began to subside bit by bit.
The Prince revelled in the compliments and the requests for recipes from those who either had dairy slaves or who had resolved there and then to buy some. Martha was among the latter and was urgently considering how best to sell the idea to Brian and Peter. There were many toasts drunk to their host and to the running of the first Open Classic and to several owners present for birthdays or for recent triumphs at various games before the company began to break up and drift off but Martha, Brian and Peter stayed at the Prince’s invitation. And at last just they and a couple of others were left. By then Martha had a warm glow inside her from the port and had to steady herself against Brian when they stood up in response to his invitation to accompany him to his evening quarters. 
They followed the Prince along echoing, marble floored corridors and down wide, elegant staircases until they entered an airy room that took Martha’s breath away.
“My evening office, and recreation room,” the Prince explained. “Please be seated and coffee will be served.”
Martha looked around her and realised that even the standard lamps that provided the room’s light were made of living slaves, bound tight to uprights. The lamps shed light down onto brightly tattooed flesh. Brian sat down on a sofa formed from two slaves. They lay on their backs on a platform, their heads tied down at the front to keep them out of the way, their thighs forming the back and their shins tied down tightly to the reverse of the back panel of the platform. She sat carefully beside him and found the girl’s stomach pleasantly soft under her bottom. Brian had immediately put a hand down and was kneading a breast between his thighs. Martha looked around again and saw two different types of single seat, easy chairs. The Prince was sitting on one comprising two slaves, one on all fours, the other tied to an upright beside her so that her enormous breasts cushioned his head. There was another variety, a girl laid on her back and with her legs drawn up and over her head, then stretched out and supported by a low platform under her shins. The calves formed the seat of the chair while the thighs formed the back cushion and the buttocks provided a head rest. The Prince saw her examining it and invited her to try it. It proved surprisingly comfortable and Martha found that if she adopted the sort of lounging posture she might on a chaise longue, her raised elbow fitted neatly into the slave’s buttock crease.
Coffee was served by one of the maids from earlier and at the Prince’s invitation the party made their way out into the atrium outside. They took their coffee by the edge of the large, ornamental pond where the ‘mermaids’ played. They were more of the palace’s complement of slavegirls, gathered on a rock in the centre of the pool, their naked bodies gleaming and slick in the moonlight as they made love to each other, their legs and arms entangling and writhing endlessly. 
“You get the best from them if you’re naked as well,” the Prince told them. No one had any inhibitions and even though there were only two women present, they joined in eagerly. They all sat on the warm stone with their feet dangling in the cool water and using whips the Prince furnished them with they summoned whichever mermaid took their fancy. The sleek body would ease its way through the water and then make straight for the cock of the man whose lash had caught her. She easily lifted her head and shoulders clear of the water and immediately set to work. Soon every man present had a head bobbing busily at his groin. Martha found that if, once she had made sufficiently hard contact with the whip to attract a girl’s attention, she lay back but made sure her cunt was on the edge of the stone, the mermaids delivered a highly satisfactory cunnilingus too.
Eventually the night cooled and they went back indoors and drank a conventional nightcap lounging comfortably on the furniture before going to their rooms. Before they left, however, the Prince asked them what type of slave they required for their rooms –  a milker, a mermaid – dried off of course – or a maid; a standard palace slave.
When it came to Brian and Martha’s turn, Brian turned politely to her to make the choice. She shrugged helplessly and provoked amused laughter by asking for one of each. The Prince was quite unfazed and would have ordered three for them but Brian stepped in.
“We need to be up and about early for the racing, so maybe you could force yourself to make a choice?” he said with a smile.
Martha wrestled with her thoughts and finally the idea of the massive tits won out and she ordered a dairy slave.
When they entered their room they saw that on one wall, spread out in X configuration was the girl who had been trained to dispense sherry flavoured milk. She was a sturdy creature with shoulder length brown hair. Her large brown eyes were well suited to the mournful look of pleading that they often wore. As they entered, the girl was looking at them with just such a wide-eyed look of anxiety over her ball gag. He veined and massive tits dominated her chest and looked deliciously vulnerable and for once her cunt was wide open and available, something that Brian said was unusual in a dairy slave and it plainly intrigued him as he immediately plunged his fingers up into the girl and made her writhe in her bonds.
“Is she chipped?” Martha asked.
“I’d doubt it,” Brian replied, still working his fingers inside her. “But I wouldn’t worry. If she belongs to the Prince, she’ll have been well trained, wherever he got her from.
“So it’ll be safe to ungag her? I mean she won’t bite or be disobedient will she?”
Brian smiled and unbuckled the gag. “Understand English?” he asked her.
The girl nodded nervously. “Yes,” she whispered in a thick mid-European accent.
“Good. Now what will happen to you if we tell the Prince you didn’t please us enough?”
She licked her lip nervously. “We get solitary,” she whispered again, her voice trembling with fear. She glanced down at her huge tits. “Hands chained up. Sometimes no milking…for days!”
“So you’re ours to do with as we please.”
The girl nodded eagerly.
“There!” Brian told Martha. “Let’s get stuck in!”
They shed what clothes they had retained from earlier and turned their attentions to their big breasted plaything. Taken down from the wall, Brian was able to examine her from behind and liked what he saw. He was used to athletic girls but this one was kept on a special diet and not often exercised, the result was more flesh than he was used to on a fairly hefty frame. Her arse looked as though it could take plenty of flogging and her back was broad enough to make his fingers itch to lay into it. To begin with he took a heavy tailed flogger to her while she knelt on all fours beside the bed and licked Martha’s cunt. The evening had inflamed her beyond anything she had ever experienced and she gripped the girl’s hair and forced her tongue deep inside her, then drew her back to her clitoris while she exploded time and again, each climax over-topping the last, melting her brain and shattering her.
When she came to, she looked up to see Brian standing over the girl who was still on all fours by the bed, panting. He still held the whip.
“Turn over,” he told Martha. She did so, grinning from ear to ear as she realised what he intended and wriggling back so that her bottom was level with the edge. She looked over her shoulder and saw Brian holding a fistful of the girl’s hair and showing her the whip.
“Lick her out! Understand?”
Slowly the girl nodded and she crawled forwards as Brian raised the lash. 
“Mmmm!” Martha couldn’t restrain the groan of contentment as the tongue began to explore her anus, jerking noticeably as the lash landed. And slowly as the beating grew more intense, the tongue began to give Martha one of the best rimmings she had ever had. It became passionate and uninhibited, rolling into a hard little tube and pushing through her sphincters to probe her rectum, then it licked all the way from the tingling anus to the throbbing vaginal entrance and back again, then it circled and circled the anus until Martha was squirming and swearing in approaching ecstasy before it pushed back inside her. And all the time, the steady, heavy smacks of the whip landing on the girl’s back went on and on. The licking became more and more frantic until finally Martha got one hand under her and managed to punish her clitoris enough to push her to a peak and tumble into orgasm again. When she propped herself up and rolled over, she found that Brian was still belabouring the girl who was still on all flours and stoically enduring the beating, her body shook from the ferocity of the blows and her huge tits wobbled under her each time. Martha immediately felt her libido re-ignite as she watched the beating going on and on.
Brian only stopped whipping the slave when his arm was tired.
“Let’s take her into bed,” Martha said.
“Fine. There’s enough of her for both of us. But I want to cunt whip it first.”
Martha pulled the milker up onto the bed and they examined the state of the girl in the soft light of the dimmed overhead lights and found that she bore hardly any traces of the beating she had taken. Eagerly they cuffed her ankles and hauled her up by them, using the winch mounted on the ceiling directly above the bed, with her legs wide open and while Martha entertained herself by playing with the tits, Brian amused himself by lashing her open cunt. Again she made hardly any response except to moan at especially harsh squeezes on her tits. Martha bent down a little and sucked and squeezed at the huge mass of soft tit and got a mouthful of sherry flavoured milk, immediately the slave moaned again.
“I reckon the only way you’ll get a response is to whip the tits,” Martha said at last. The solid thighs and the thick lipped cunt had absorbed everything with virtually no marks and Brian was becoming frustrated. But he could see she was open and when he put his fingers into her she took four with no problem. He persisted for a minute, working his fingers inside her until she was squelching and then he withdrew his hand, pointed all four fingers and thumb, then thrust them down into her. He fetched a sigh from her and was soon able to force the full width of his hand into her and make a fist then draw it back to stretch the labia to their maximum extent. The stoical milk slave shook in her chains and gave a soft cry then subsided.
“I think that was an orgasm,” Martha said, laughing. “Come on, you need a fuck and then we both need to sleep. Let’s put her on her back. I’ll sit on her face and you fuck the other end.”
“Ok. I can whip its tits at the same time,” Brian said.
Without needing to be restrained the slave lay on her back, the massive tits flattening to the sides as she did so. The well-whipped and fisted cunt was open, the outer lips just slightly red between chubby but hardly striped thighs, its clitoral hood was well withdrawn and the sizeable nubbin was standing to attention. Brian found that actually he really fancied thrusting himself into a larger than usual female with the easy targets of the tits to aim at while he fucked her.
He selected a short tailed flogger and knelt between the slave’s legs while Martha knelt over her face, her back towards him. She spread her legs wide, her shins keeping the slave’s arms pinned down and at the same time this pushed her groin down into the slave’s face. Brian waited until Martha’s sigh of contentment signalled that she had one entrance or other over the girl’s mouth – and in fact he could see the slave’s mouth working between Martha’s buttocks, the chin tilting up as she reached for maximum penetration. He moved forwards and heaved the heavy buttocks up until he could slip easily into her cunt whilst kneeling and then he began whipping the breasts, making sure not to get too close to Martha’s bottom. He had to strike sharply downwards to get between him and Martha but immediately there was a reaction from the slave. From between Martha’s buttocks there came muffled shrieks and the body underneath him heaved and writhed as the soft masses of flesh rippled and wobbled under his whip.
“Whoo Hoo!” Martha crowed. “Ride her cowboy! Oh Christ! Make her get that tongue up me, the fucking whore!”
Grinning and keeping one hand gripped in the slave’s buttocks to ensure she didn’t unseat him, he worked the whip steadily over the right and left breast, again and again. Presumably some milk was building up again since she had last been emptied because she was clearly very sensitive and gave excellent value, taking both of them for a long and energetic ride. Brian found her roomy inside and very comfortable considering the amount of vigorous movement she engaged in as her huge tits slowly became suffused with red and then began to show the purple stripes that betokened a good thrashing having been taken. However, Martha hadn’t come yet, although she was pushing herself down and grinding herself into the girl’s face, so he continued to make the slave work, lashing her with harsh, regular blows while she keened into Martha’s anus and arched her back up off the bed. Then he saw Martha thrust herself down brutally hard again and again and finally cry out as she slipped sideways. It was enough to push him to the point of no return and he dropped the whip and held the slave’s hips with both hands as he pumped into her limp body and then withdrew.
They decided to lie her across the head of the bed and use her as a pillow afterwards. Martha wanted to nuzzle and stroke the huge tits all night and Brian was too tired to argue. They didn’t need to tie her but did so anyway and they both fell asleep quickly on the warm, yielding breasts and stomach. 
The slave must have appreciated her treatment at their hands because she didn’t wake them before the alarm went off on Brian’s phone, even though her tits were tight and obviously full by that time in the morning, but then again it might have been the prospect of a week in solitary that kept her quiet. The stripes from their beating were still in evidence and Martha couldn’t resist palpating them enough to get some squirts out of her but the sherry at that hour made her spit it out.
“Come on, let’s get some breakfast and then we’re being picked up for the Novices’ race,” Brian said as they left the room.
“Do we need to tell anyone we’ve finished with her?” Martha asked as they closed the bedroom door and made their way downstairs.
“No, I expect his Highness will have someone collect her in due course,” Brian said. 
 
The Novice race was run before the heat of the day really got going and the guests were taken to their grandstand seats by car after breakfast. When they saw the standards of Bakhtar flying along the race course, they laughed in delight and Martha was glad she was wearing knickers that day because the sight made a hot tide of excitement flow in her belly.
The strange looking posts that they had seen the previous day were now occupied. Each post – one every twenty yards - bore a naked girl. She was tied with her arms raised and spread to the ends of the crossbar but her weight was taken by a rubber coated spar which stuck out at her crotch. Below that her legs were tied together and her feet were tied behind the upright. Each girl was lovingly inscribed with the shield of Bakhtar and they made a fine sight, living, brightly coloured banners lining the route. But as they watched it became clear that although there was no wind, the banners were moving. The girls’ stomachs were gently rippling as they moved their hips, pushing them forwards and then drawing them back. And as realisation dawned there was more laughter and admiration for the Prince. The spar that supported the girls’ weight had obviously been equipped with a dildo and they were masturbating on it, making the banners seem to move. Even as they arrived at the grandstand, Martha saw one girl arch her back and thrust vigorously at the dildo, her stomach cramping and rippling the shield as she cried out and then slumped for a minute. She cast a look back as she followed Brian and smiled as she saw the girl’s head come up again and she began a slow grinding movement again.
It was going to be a long day for them.
 









Chapter Fifteen

 
First port of call was the paddock. It was located behind the grandstand and there was already quite a dense crowd when they arrived but they managed to find somewhere they could see the runners paraded. Peter was keen on a Malaysian entry called KL Pride but Brian hadn’t yet made his mind up. Martha was just enjoying the occasion. Above the colourful crowds the bunting fluttered and the shields of Bakhtar rippled as the girls drove themselves to orgasm after orgasm. Occasionally a cry of relief would go up above the murmur of the crowd but it was ignored. When the doors of the stables were thrown open and the rigs appeared, the crowd surged forwards to the ring. Brian and Peter managed to keep their places however and Martha could see the girls in simple, unadorned leather bridles and harnesses walk past. They varied in size and weight as the Novice class was decided on the length of time a girl had served, girls who might go on to be  Hackers or Hunters would race against each other if they had both only served a month or two before the whip. Three months was the maximum allowed before a girl had to be classified as one of the other two classes. Each pony had two sticky labels with her number on them on the front and back of one thigh. Martha knew the harnesses were of a standard decreed by the WPRA. The crupper was unadorned by plug or dildo – they would be broken in to those refinements as they progressed – and the bridle was plain; there were no plumes. Colours were worn as bands on the upper arm of the pony and on the silk of the driver’s jacket.
Frank McNicolls from the Montana stable leaned over to Brian as a Nordic blonde was walked past.
“I’d be obliged if you kept an eye on this one, Brian. I think she might be a candidate for CSL. She’s got talent.” 
Brian nodded and marked his card; “I’d be glad to. Number Ten, Prairie Dog,” he said before turning to Martha. “I fancy Number Fifteen; Bright Eyes, owned and trained by the Osman stable. Let’s put a bit on her and some on Frank’s too. You spotted anything you fancy?”
Martha looked at a brunette being walked past them. She was not as tall as the others but had small breasts and well developed thighs – as if she might have been something of an athlete before she was a slave. “I’ll take her!” she said. “Number Thirty!”
Brian consulted his card. “Down and Dirty. I like it! She’s owned and trained by the Davenport Corporation of Toronto. Hmm. You’ll get long odds on her. No one’s seen a private or corporate entry run yet.”
They made their way to a bookie, placed their bets and then took their seats, Martha was clutching a ticket that gave her a hundred to one. The crowd was heading back too as the runners had been called to the start. The grandstand had been built along the start and finish straight at the widest point on the course and only a few of the entries were unable to line up straight across the road, but one rig’s length over a mile wasn’t considered a serious handicap.
When the starting pistol went and the tape was pulled up the noise was deafening. The crowd in the grandstand rose to its feet and the crowds lining the course cheered and waved Bakhtari flags as well. The first Open pony race under the auspices of the WPRA was off and running. 
It was a sight that no one had ever seen before, there were forty rigs fighting for position – arena races usually only featured four or six entries – the whips hissed quite audibly as the lengths of whipcord snaked out and started lining the girls’ backs. The steel soles of the boots they wore clattered and scraped on the tarmac as they strained against the weight of their traps and slowly the mass of naked ponies each bearing her colours on her arm, began to stream out into a long procession, the drivers’ jackets making a riot of colour behind them. Towards the rear the rigs were still bunched as they approached the first bend, but up at the front there were already some prepared to make the running. Everyone watched the colourful field until it was out of sight and then turned their attention to the monitor screens.
From a camera mounted on the back of a motorcycle they could watch the leaders from eye level running a few yards behind. It was far closer to the action and much more dramatic than the usual arena races. They saw three rigs contending for the lead swing right at a gentle bend that could be taken flat out, pound along a straight and then take an easy left hander, still flat out. That brought them to the foot of a slight rise and the whips began to strike again. The ponies’ heads went down as they took the strain and the crowd cheered as the whips began to curl and wrap at breasts that were already swinging as the girls ran.
“Slipshod is just ahead of The Prowler who is one length clear of La Fumeuse,” the PA announced. On the screen the motorcycle had stopped and was allowing the field to stream past. Martha caught a glimpse of Down and Dirty in the middle of the pack.
“The backmarkers are Mercian Finance Climax and Widow’s Peak,” the PA continued as the final two entries went past.
The camera position changed and the whole field could be seen approaching a sharp right hander. As the runners streamed around it they came onto the cobbles for the first time and the drivers let them run wide to lessen the risk of falling. Even so there were some skids and stumbles as the pack flowed around the corner, the drivers hauling back on their reins. 
“Slipshod is holding station but Dark Marauder has moved up to fourth. Prairie Dog is lying in fifth,” they were told.
Another motorcycle took over and they were able to look back directly at Slipshod, grimly pounding along the cobbles, being spared the whip for the moment. Behind her they caught a glimpse of Prairie Dog moving out to overtake Dark Marauder. Now as they entered the old city proper, the incline became more testing. Slipshod’s driver went for his whip again and they could see the flicker of the whipcord as it snapped to and fro on her back, then her neat breasts caught two wrapped lashes from right and then left. She threw her head back but picked her pace up and was still leading as she crested the rise and the course began to slope downhill again. 
A static camera at the top of the hill got a panoramic shot of the field being strung out by the hill as the rigs made their way up between the old houses. There was a brief close up of one of the living banners rippling spectacularly as the girl orgasmed wildly but the crowd beneath ignored her and cheered the runners on.
The downward slope was gentler than the uphill and the ponies were able to gallop down it at full speed. From a motorcycle camera they were able to be right alongside the flying legs as Slipshod was caught by The Prowler and Prairie Dog eased past La Fumeuse, Dark Marauder seemed to have faded badly.  For the second time, Martha caught a glimpse of Down and Dirty running at the head of a breakaway group chasing the front runners. 
At the foot of the long slope there was a gentle left hand bend followed immediately by a right hander. Safely through that, they would be back on the tarmac and around one more left hand bend followed by a right turn and they would be back on the finishing straight and onto their second lap.
As they neared the foot of the hill, the drivers began to rein their ponies in and some of the ill-discipline of the Novices betrayed itself in tossing and twisting heads as reins were tightened. The whips snapped more loudly and drivers yelled and cursed some ponies as they wrenched them round and tried to slow them. In the event the whole field came through safely but Slipshod had gone backwards and Prairie Dog was running abreast of La Fumeuse as they both shadowed the heels of The Prowler. Martha began to jump up and down in excitement as Down and Dirty was now showing in fifth behind Twice the Price and Bright Eyes had begun to move through the pack. Now the field streamed past the grandstand in a storm of scraping and clattering shoes, hissing whips and shouted encouragements from drivers and onlookers.
The noise increased as Prairie Dog began an overtaking manoeuvre right in front of the stand and with her driver really leaning into each lash he dealt her, she flowed past The Prowler and hit the next bends a length clear. La Fumeuse and The Prowler were locked together but The Prowler was lathering up and lost ground to let Twice the Price, a small but spirited pony with unusually large breasts for a racer, slip past as they pounded uphill towards the old city for the final time. 
“Come on, you lazy cow! Whip the bitch up!” Martha screamed at pony and driver as she saw Down and Dirty pass The Prowler closely followed by Bright Eyes. They skidded onto the cobbles and then the motorcycle camera closed in on the bent heads of the ponies and their lacerated backs as they were driven hard up the hill to the top of the course. 
The camera changed again at the crest of the hill and the static lens recorded the saliva dripping ponies, breasts shining with sweat, gasping their way up the final yards under the whips and then letting their strides lengthen as the downward slope gave them some relief. Prairie Dog was holding on well but Twice the Price was closing, and close behind her came Down and Dirty and Bright Eyes, who was now closely followed by Long Comfortable Screw, a tall brunette with a beautifully shaped arse that made Martha’s hands twitch and her belly moisten as she watched it whipped mercilessly by a driver who was clearly intent on a place or nothing.
From the motorcycle camera on the downward slope, they watched Long Comfortable Screw move well out and run close alongside the bike, holding station with Bright Eyes and Down and Dirty. The tactic paid off as her driver lashed her onwards when the others slowed for the bend. As she was already well to the left she was able to hold an almost straight course through the left hand bend and hit the right hand bend almost alongside Twice the Price. The leading four all held their positions until they emerged back onto the finishing straight and to ecstatic and deafening cheers they formed a line abreast in a sprint for the line. Martha clung onto Brian who was himself leaping up and down. Frank McNicolls was pumping his fist and shouting himself hoarse, the PA was completely drowned out and Prairie Dog, losing her shape, her head going back as exhaustion cut in and saliva hanging in thick threads onto her heaving breasts finally lost out in the closing yards to Twice the Price and Long Comfortable Screw. The shorter girl gamely responded to remorseless whipping and held off the challenge from the long legged brunette. Bright Eyes took third from the rapidly tiring Prairie Dog and Down and Dirty came past her in the last few feet to finish a creditable fourth. 
It came as an eye opener to the established stables that two of the first four were non-stable owned. Twice the Price was the property of a couple from Newcastle in England who had bought her with the last penny of their savings as the man – a police sergeant - explained to an interviewer in the winner’s enclosure a few minutes later.
“We knew she was bigger titted than she ought to be but she had a look about her we liked,” he said. “And she’s not for sale!” he added as he held aloft the cup and the sizeable cheque while behind him the pony, held by his wife, champed on her bit and tossed her head.
In the car on the way back to the palace everyone agreed that it had been a great success and boded well for the races to be held later in the afternoon.  There were two lines of slaves waiting inside the main door of the palace, each with a tray of cool drinks for the guests and when the Prince entered he was greeted by eagerly raised glasses and toasts to the success of the Bakhtar Open. Standing back a little from the enthusiastic crowds, Martha sipped a glass of sherry flavoured girl milk and smiled as she thought of the fun to come later on – and there was still another night of the Prince’s hospitality to enjoy after that. Beside her the slave they had had the night before dispensed some more of her milk and Martha held her glass out to be refilled, stroking the big girl’s arse and back while her tits were massaged and wondering whether she would be as soundly thrashed that evening as she had been the previous one.
After a light lunch and a siesta to allow the main heat of the day to subside a little, the guests all reconvened and were taken back to the racecourse. Martha had slept well despite missing the pillows of tit flesh she had slept on the previous night. 
As she had only recently come on the scene, she missed out on a seat in the procession which got the afternoon’s proceedings off to a good start. From up in the grandstand however she got a good view of the line of traps being drawn along the finishing straight. The ponies’ decorations flashed and glittered in the sun as their smooth thighs rose in choreographed perfection and their plumes nodded. She felt immensely proud as she saw Brian and Peter – with Peter driving – in the fourth carriage behind the Prince himself. The living banners were still providing their colour and eroticism as well, and to judge by the amount of waving in the banners, they had been taken down and put up again and were back on the hunt for pleasure with renewed vigour. For anyone who appreciated all the possibilities for pleasure that slavery afforded, Martha felt, Bakhtar was a great place to be.
When the procession had clattered its way past, she went down to the paddock and waited for Brian and then they put money on the home stable’s entry and a Malaysian arena owner asked him to keep an eye on his entry with a view to possibly sending her to CSL.
“It looks like this trip could well have repaid the air fare already!” he told Martha as they took their seats for the Hacker class.
Even though it was mid-afternoon and the sun was well past its zenith, the heat was still intense. As a result the Hackers were run much more gently for the first three laps than the Novices had been and then the drivers took to the whips in earnest for the final lap. The slightly longer distance showed up those ponies which had never really been conditioned properly and by the time the field came back onto the finishing straight to start the last lap, it was strung out much more than with the Novices. There was a front group of six ponies who were in contention and the amount of whipping they took as they galloped the last half mile, had Martha standing and rubbing herself shamelessly as the crowd cheered the sweating and slathering ponies down the finishing straight for the last time. The winner was a stocky blonde from an American stable who ran without a high leg lift and didn’t seem to be going fast, but it was an efficient pace. She seemed to ignore the volleys of lashes that left her back and buttocks a mass of criss crossing pink welts and kept up her deceptively quick pace while those around her fell away. She finished a clear two lengths ahead of a privately owned and trained entry from Croatia. The third pony finished fast and if she had been better positioned on the run in she could have won. She finished under a blizzard of lashes but with her head steady and her shape still good. 
Brian looked behind him at the Malaysian owner. “She’s an honest worker isn’t she? She’s got potential alright!”
The man beamed at him. “We’ll talk later, Brian,” he said.
As the crowd settled back down to an excited buzz once the presentation had been made in the winners’ enclosure, Brian and Martha made their way back down to the paddock to see the runners in the Hunter class.
They had some difficulty getting a good view but eventually perched on some stairs overlooking a part of the ring. At the far side of the paddock, which was really just an area of flat tarmac behind a large warehouse, there were doors which opened from the holding stalls and the drivers’ preparation area, although, as with the Hackers, the harnesses and especially the plugs and dildos had had to be lodged with the WPRA the previous night so that no jollop could be added illegally, so all the drivers had to do was get into their colours.
When the doors opened this time there were loud cheers, the Hunters were regarded as the cream of the crop; tall, powerful girls who could take a man for a run over three miles and take his whip as well. The minimum height required for a Hunter was five feet seven inches and most of them over topped their drivers easily as they were men picked for being wiry and lightly built.
Martha watched the first few ponies intently. There was a black one that caught her eye, she moved beautifully and looked sleek and threatening as her skin shone in the sun, lightly sheened with sweat. There was an even taller black haired girl with magnificent breasts, but Martha wasn’t sure how she would carry them over three miles. There was a redhead who was slender and who could barely have made the height limit but who looked as though she could be a tough nut. There was even a tall Chinese girl in the colours of a Swedish stable and then there was a blonde who came out in the colours of the home stable, plain purple. She almost sauntered, her hips swayed as she idled towards the spectators and then was turned to walk along the edge of the ring. Martha felt as if she had been punched in the stomach. The figure was so familiar and yet so strange. Despite the blinkers, she was sure she knew the face, but the whole bearing was utterly different. This was a girl who was confident in her nudity, and a girl who was used to being bridled, bitted, harnessed and whipped. She looked totally at ease with herself.
Sophie had never looked like that, Martha suddenly realised, she had always seemed to be nervous and skittish as if she had never been at ease with who she was. This tall girl, holding herself more confidently and more upright than she ever remembered Sophie having done, was nevertheless achingly familiar.
Slowly Martha stepped down from where she had been and began to push her way through the crowd.
“I’m sorry! Excuse me! I’ve got to get through, please!” It was like wading through mud in a nightmare, the more she tried to push through, the more obdurate people seemed to become but at last she found herself with her stomach pressed against the rail, panting and dishevelled. The tall blonde had done a full circuit and was now heading for the exit but fortunately that took her past where Martha had fetched up. Open mouthed she stared at the girl as she approached. From this distance there was no mistaking her. 
She had found her Sophie at long last. But someone had beaten them to her. She turned and began to fight her way back to Brian.
 









Chapter Sixteen

 
The cage looked menacing somehow. It stood in the centre of the deserted but floodlit Dragons’ arena with cameras poised at the corners and at various points along its sides and over the top. It was bigger than the standard cages but the extra bars that had been welded on to the extended standard-sized cage frame looked sturdy enough. Scott Holroyd went up to them and shook them as hard as he could. They didn’t seem to be flimsy. 
Well there was only one way to be certain. When the bosses had first run the idea past him he had been very unsure about it but after a couple of days thinking about it, he had had to admit that maybe this time the bosses had got it right. In any case, the Dragons had already been contacted and their consent obtained by then, so there was nothing for it but to load Ace into the horsebox and bring her up here.
Dai Williams, the Dragons’ trainer came up behind him. “We’ve got them ready. Just give us the word and we’ll bring them out and see what sort of show they put up.”
“It’s good of you to risk them, Dai. We appreciate it,” Scott said.
“Don’t mention it! It’s no good for any of us if the crowds get bored is it? They’re good reliable performers I’ve picked and it won’t matter if they take a beating and are out of action for a week or two, we’ve not got a show for a month.” He turned and whistled to his men and beckoned and Scott did likewise.
Three of Dai’s men came out from the tunnel under the owners’ box leading three of the Dragons’ girls and one of Scott’s most trusted men appeared, leading the tall figure of Ace on her tongue leash. She had been kitted out for boxing and as ever the addition of a corset and thong made her even more desirable than when she was naked. Scott shook his head, the girl could get a stand on a stone saint. She always gave him an erection, he knew that, and she was giving him one now. He watched her long, languid strides behind the guard, who was shorter than her by a head, as she was brought over to him and he took her lead, taking the chance to survey the wealth of breastflesh, the graceful waist and those long, long thighs, so toned and so smooth and the fabulous buttocks. He couldn’t wait to have her after this, whatever state she was in, and he treated himself to giving her a slap on the flank. Come to think of it, he had never had her when she had been badly knocked around. She had hardly ever been knocked around. His cock gave an extra twitch of interest at the prospect.
His thoughts were interrupted by Dai’s guards arriving with their girls. They were kitted out for boxing as well. The two trainers stood facing each other with the girls beside them, facing each other at right angles to the men.
“No rounds. No counts. The bout only stops when we agree it should,” Scott said, directing his comments to Dai but ensuring the slaves could hear. Dai nodded.
“And,” he added, coming to the nub of things, “there are no rules at all. Anything goes. The loser or losers will be put to the whip immediately after, for as long as it takes the winner or winners to be fucked by four men.”
“Agreed,” Scott replied. He waited for some signs of revolt from Ace as it dawned on her what she was being put in for, but she kept that faraway look in her dark brown eyes that she always wore when she wasn’t actually competing or in a dungeon, and made no move to tug at her leash.
The men led their slaves over to the cage, turned them to release their hands, unclipped their leashes and pushed them roughly inside the cage, slamming the door and barring it after them. The loud clanging echoed around the empty arena with a sinister finality. Scott stood back to watch the four females, their skins given added pallor by the floodlights and their shadows falling in complicated patterns across the sand of the cage’s floor. 
“We’ve lit the blue touch paper,” he said to Dai. “Let’s see what happens.”
 
The girl who had once been Anna Chatham but who was known throughout the world of the arenas as Ace, shook her shoulders to loosen them up and looked again at her gloves. As soon as the guard had velcroed them on, she had noticed they were different. Normally the gloves were just a couple of long weights that nestled in the palms of her hands. They were sewn onto a leather strap that was fastened by Velcro once it had been wrapped snugly around her fists. But these were actual boxing gloves, the weight was still in the palm of her hand but it was lighter and the glove itself had a bit of padding to it. She ran the trainer’s words through her mind again. ‘No rules…anything goes’. The only things that had always been guaranteed to get a girl an instant flogging was a punch to an opponent’s head, and kicking. She clenched her fists and looked at the gloves again then hefted them a couple of times. Interesting. 
 Then she looked at her three opponents and smiled. Even if she lost, it was going to be a hell of a scrap.
She put her guard up and began to sidle towards them as they spread out, grinning at her in return. Three against one – even if that one was Ace – was no contest. And four fucks on the trot for a chipped girl was well worth fighting for.
The one on Ace’s right made the first move, stepping in and swinging a right hook at her body. Ace had a split second to realise they might not have taken on board the trainers’ words and then she knocked the fist down and lashed out with her right leg. Her foot caught the girl full amidships and she screamed as the studs dug into her and she whirled away. Momentarily Ace saw the others glance sideways and she moved. She darted in and let go a straight right to the head of the girl directly in front of her. It took her on the nose.
The third girl moved to her right and dug a punch into Ace’s left ribs and then a left into her breasts as she swung round to face her. She winced at the sharp stabs of pain but managed to get off another head shot before an arm grabbed her round the neck from behind. Anything goes they had said. The girl who had just punched her shouted in glee and charged in for the kill. Ace leaned back against her attacker - who had to be the girl she had kicked in the stomach – and launched a two footed drop kick. It landed sweetly, one bare foot on each tit. The girl yelled and turned away nursing her breasts. Ace dropped to a crouch, grabbed the arm round her neck and threw the other girl over her shoulder. She landed heavily on the sand in front of her and lay for a second, spreadeagled and winded. Ace was just about to dig a killer punch down onto her studded thong when the third girl returned to the attack by hurling herself at Ace’s waist and bearing her to the ground. The girl’s nose was bleeding and spectacular sprays of claret flew around the cage as Ace landed with the girl on top of her. Her entire torso felt as though it had been stung by wasps as the girl’s weight bore down on her – but it had to be hurting her too. Even so she managed to get two punches in to Ace’s face before Ace could get her hands up and force the girl’s head back. As she tried to wriggle out from under her, one of the others returned and kicked her, the foot just grazing one of Ace’s inner thighs and missing the studded thong by inches. Instantly Ace whipped round and grabbed the girl’s ankles, bringing her crashing down against the cage bars but another girl’s body landed on top of her and she screamed as her breasts were forced down against the wicked little studs.
 
The watching men made sympathetic ‘Ooh!’ noises as they saw the fabulous Anna Chatham tits flattened but then grinned happily. It was a better spectacle than the usual boxing bouts. They watched as the three Dragons began to kick and punch at Ace with what looked like complete freedom, their long pale legs flashing in the floodlights and their breasts quivering. One girl’s nose bleed was beginning to slow but all the combatants were smeared with it. Suddenly they saw Ace get her knees under her and begin to rise to all fours but a Dragon girl saw it and skipped behind her to deliver a kick squarely between Ace’s thighs as she tried to rise.
The yell of pain and the applause and laughter from the men were simultaneous, but Ace suddenly shot back up, her face contorted into a snarl of rage instead of its usual expression of calm competence. Two of the Dragon girls were thrown backwards off their feet and the third was felled by a left hook to the head and an uppercut between the legs. But the battle fury had infected the Dragon girls too and they bounced straight back, both swinging wildly but from two sides and at the same time. Ace tried to tackle one and ignore the other but she couldn’t do it and a simple kick to the back of one knee brought her down again to her knees and the girl in front of her took full advantage and hammered her breasts with lefts and rights while her colleague grabbed and held Ace’s arms back. Then they finished her with a quick left and right to the head and threw her limp body down.
There was no way back. But there was more to come.
The men watched approvingly as the two Dragon girls, now confident in their victory set about playing, just as an arena crowd would expect and cheer for. 
They dragged the dazed and battered Ace back up to kneeling height by her arms and then took it in turns to punch her breasts and stomach again, but also took the time to stroke and caress each breast before striking it. Ace’s head threw back at each blow but came forwards again to watch helplessly as the next was lined up. The third girl scrambled up and joined in by kicking her buttocks and spanking them dismissively. Eventually they tired of the sport and one girl took a handful of Ace’s hair and threw her hard down onto her face again. Ace just managed to get her hands down in time to protect her breasts from the worst of it and pushed herself back up with a scream of pain and managed to turn onto her back. But her legs were wide open and two of the girls held them that way while the third went into a pantomime of winding up a kick to the studded thong.
Ace shook her head frantically and held her hands up, begging for mercy, but the two girls holding her legs simply moved up her body until her famously long legs were splayed wide apart at right angles to her body and then bent back over her face, leaving her crotch horribly vulnerable. With the men cheering her on the third girl placed her foot on Ace’s cunt and ground it down, just a little. Ace yelled and wriggled desperately but then the girl lifted her foot away and brought it down.
Ace’s body flipped like a gaffed fish as they let her go and she turned onto her face, her knees under her and her hands at her groin. The three Dragon girls strolled to the bars to smile at the men and spread their own legs in invitation, rubbing their groins at the same time. The men cheered and made lewd suggestions to keep them occupied. From where they were they could see Ace getting back to her feet, a look of cold fury in her eyes. She hit the girls from behind with no warning. One’s head was banged on the bars and she went straight down, the second got a punch between her spread legs rather than what she had been hoping to get there. The third managed to whirl around and fight back just in time. 
The men were convulsed with laughter as the four blood spattered figures rejoined battle. Ace threw a blizzard of punches at the one upright girl but was too exhausted by her ordeal to make them tell and by the time the other two had staggered back to their feet, Ace was ready to be taken down.
They got her in a corner and she gradually slipped down unable to defend herself any more.
Scott and Dai exchanged glances and moved to open the door and break it up. It had all been filmed and the bosses would decide, but Scott was as sure as he could be that exhibition bouts like this with Ace outnumbered hopelessly but still fighting till she dropped would be gracing games from time to time in the future. But now there was the question of reward and punishment, a vital part of the entertainment the arenas provided.
Ace’s arms and legs were tied out to the bars and she was pressed face first against them once she had been stripped. To Scott’s eyes she looked even more beautiful than normal. Her front was covered in a pattern of small craters from where the studs had pressed into her skin. At the breasts there were some spots of blood and her labia were heavily marked too. He was definitely going to have her later on, but for now he stood beside her and spoke to Brad who was holding the coiled single tail and waiting to begin. Her breasts protruded through the spaces between the bars and he reached in from the side and caressed each battered nipple, making it instantly throb into erection.
He watched her face carefully but it had regained its customary calmness.
“The bitch lost, Brad, so lay it on as hard as you like,” he said and noted with some satisfaction that she swallowed nervously. There could be no pleasure for a slave in a punishment beating. The pleasure was being administered on the opposite side of the cage. The three Dragon girls were splayed against the bars too but they weren’t restrained and were able to hollow their backs and present their bottoms to the men who were queuing up to administer the fucking that the trainers had decreed.
Scott walked away as Brad began to carry out the sentence. One reason he had chosen Brad was that the man was an expert with a whip and could be relied on to hurt but not harm his charges. He noted that the lash was certainly being swung in hard, but the rhythm was slow and steady. Ace would be thoroughly thrashed but no worse than that. His mobile rang as he stood back to admire the scene – pleasure, pain and entertainment after a satisfying show. The bosses had got this one right.
“Hello, Boss,” he said.
“We all watched it, Scott.” It was Neil Consadine’s voice. “That was good fun! If she’s good to go again in…say…four days, we’ll stage fights like that every two or three games, what do you think?”
Scott looked back at the cage where the tall figure of Ace, spreadeagled against the bars was still getting her beating, her was back now latticed in wide red swathes across the shoulders and down nearly to her waist, the steady, heavy smacking of the leather on flesh echoing in the empty stadium, a ripple ran through the strong body at each impact and Scott’s cock gave another twitch. On the other side the men in the queues behind the Dragon girls were obviously coming to the end of their turns and the girls’ cries and sighs of orgasm mixed perfectly with the sounds of the whip in the floodlit night.
“If she’s back in training in four days, I think we should go with it. What else did you have in mind?”
“Maybe we could give her a studded whip and put her up against three or four armoured girls with standard whips? Or someone suggested simply putting her up against three other girls for wrestling and throwing in some crops and whips as the fight develops. We could look at ways of adapting Pursuit Running so she’s taken down by more than one man…”
“Sounds good,” Scott said. “She can take it ok.”
He ended the call and turned around to watch the last of the men stand clear of the rewarded girls who sank thankfully to their knees before being hauled up and led away. Brad coiled his whip and untied Ace. Scott watched the girl’s ribs heave as she fought to get her breathing back under control beneath the scarlet tracery the whip had left on her. She tottered back from the bars but somehow kept her feet under her. He stepped forwards and held her face up so he could look into her eyes. They were pain glazed but steady. He patted her cheek.
“She took it well, Brad. Settle her down and fuck her if you want,” he called to his handler. He saw the spark of pleasure ignite in her battered face as she heard his approval. Her bottom lip was swollen and had bled, her right eye was half closed, her left cheek had a cut and there were smears of the other girls’ blood all over her body. She managed to straighten up as Brad came over with her leash though and limped off proudly; beaten, bloodied but unbowed. She could take whatever they did to her alright and the crowds would love her again for it.
Much later, after a good dinner with Dai and his men, Scott went to the horsebox where Ace was stabled and let himself in quietly. There was enough moonlight coming through the small windows high up in the van’s sides to let him see the stall she was in and he went over to it and looked down. She was deeply asleep, her chest rising and falling steadily beneath the quilt Brad had thrown over her. Her wrists were chained to the outer wall of the van above her head.
Quietly Scott undressed and slipped in beside her. She was warm and fragrant from whatever Brad had rubbed on her wounds and Scott let one hand trail across her hip, swoop down to her waist and then stroke up to the side of the breast. Even in the gloom he could make out the scabs and spots left by the studs and he stroked his hand lightly over them.
She came awake with a startled gasp and gazed at him wide-eyed for a second before relaxing as she recognised him. He let his fingers tease her nipple into erection and then let his hand run down over her lacerated stomach and trail down towards her crotch. She turned a little more onto her back to allow herself to open her legs and his fingers found the soft cushions of labial flesh, but even here there were raised places where she bore the scabs and marks of the earlier contest. He wasn’t concerned, they would heal without scarring. What he was concerned about was to make her understand that losing was alright in these ‘contests’, of course she would be punished for it – in an arena that was only to be expected – but her owners and masters would not be displeased and that was far more important.
“Sssh! Good girl!” he whispered as she whimpered softly when his fingers parted her sore labia and found the clitoris already standing to attention, he paused to rub it and fetch a languorous moan of pleasure from her and then he moved on to her vagina and inside he found the heat and moisture just as welcoming as ever. He worked his fingers in her for a few moments and her eyes closed and a smile played across her battered lips and her hips began to rock and swing in response to his stimulation.
“Good girl!” He knew she probably didn’t pay any attention to his words but it was the tone of voice which was important. She needed soothing and reassuring that her trainer and her owners weren’t displeased.
He rolled on top of her and she gave out a strained grunt as his weight dug her whip scored back down against the sheet and the straw under her. 
“Steady now! You’ve been a good girl today! You’re still the best, that’s why we had to let them beat you. Good girl Ace.”
He thrust upwards and slid his cock into her, feeling her tight and hot around him, her strong body clenching on him to extract every ounce of pleasure she could. It wasn’t his words she needed, it was this; her master actually sharing her bed and taking the time to fuck her himself. He reached down and tried to get his fingers under her buttocks. She obediently arched her back and he slipped his fingers under her, loving the feeling of the rounded cushions of flesh. In the dark he grinned as he thought of the millions of men around the world who would give anything to be able to lie on Anna Chatham and feel her bottom as he fucked her. But he was after more, and she knew it and needed it. He felt for the welts the whip had left and dug his fingers into them hard. She moaned and thrust her hips at him, grinding herself on his cock fiercely, smiling at the pain.
She tried vainly to get her arms down to embrace him as he began to hump in earnest, dipping his head to suck at her sorely abused nipples and drawing more cries of ecstasy from her as their bodies slapped together more and more violently. She wriggled under him and managed to brace her legs so she could almost lift him bodily as she thrust against his downward lunges into her. He could feel every inch of his shaft being exquisitely stimulated in her tight sheath and made no attempt to delay his climax, instead he bent his head again and took a nipple between his teeth and bit it. She cried out again and went into overdrive, frantically slamming and grinding against him as he came, spiralling up into the bliss of orgasm and then falling back exhausted.
She would know that he had come to her stall and deigned to fuck her, so everything was alright. She would go on fighting till she dropped, no matter what absurd odds they put her up against. Her master was pleased with her.
He dressed and left quietly reflecting that really there was no one quite like her on the circuit.
 









Chapter Seventeen

 
The sweat ran agonisingly into Sophie’s eyes making her blink and shake her head to try and clear her vision. Her driver was wielding the whip with a harshness she had never experienced before and her entire back and bottom burned and stung viciously as sweat trickled into the lacerations. Her breath rasped loudly in her ears and her heart thundered, she had never been driven this hard. She had no way of knowing how far there was yet to run but to judge by the amount of whip she was getting, the end had to be close – and still there was another rig in contention.
How many times had they been past the grandstand? She couldn’t remember. The only thing clear in her mind was the image of the trapdoor opening in the palace cellars and the steps leading down to the solitary confinement cells, the dank feel of the air and Asil telling her about the lights either being on all the time or being turned off with the prisoner left in pitch blackness. Then there was the intensity in her voice as she told her never to give the Prince an excuse to send her there.
She had had that image clearly in mind when the starting pistol had gone and she had jostled and pushed her way through the crush towards the front. There they had stayed for however many laps it was before her driver had begun whipping her hard and she had pounded across the cobbled stretch of the track until her driver had eased off, obviously content with her lead but now it seemed that someone had caught up and the situation was desperate. She shook her head again, snorting breath through her nose and knowing she was dribbling helplessly around her bit but not caring anymore. To add to her problems the hard whipping was wreaking havoc with her insides and the two shafts in her were making matters worse, she was sure she was dribbling shamelessly down her thighs as well, she felt so wet down there.
She was running up a slope and the trap pulled against her, slowing her maddeningly. The whip slashed at her even more savagely and she wondered if she really was being cut. Every line of pain it drew across her was amplified and sharpened by the sweat that was pouring from her. 
Her foot slipped on a cobble as she neared the top of the slope but she compensated without losing her pace and felt the ground level out. Her left rein was pulled and she veered in that direction. The crowd was close to the track here and she came closer to them as she veered to the left. Blurred images of colourful flags waving and smiling, cheering faces filled her vision. She also noticed the movements, even though she couldn’t make out detail. She saw arms making downward moves, female as well as male, she knew the gesture very well. They were urging her driver on to whip her harder. The rein pulled her again as her driver sought to make the corner as tight as possible. It was unmistakable, people were leaning over the barriers, some faces smiling, some fierce, but they were all loving the way she was being whipped for them. 
Suddenly it was almost as if she stepped outside herself for a split second and was in the crowd watching a hard-driven slavegirl running before the lash, her body a sweat-gleaming mass of welts as she slathered helplessly around her bit, her nakedness flaunted for all to see and enjoy. It was humiliating but oh so exhilarating! They were loving watching her and she was serving her owner. The whip was the sign of his presence, of his desire for her to win at whatever cost to her naked body and the crowd was revelling in the sight of her suffering and her obedience to him and to their pleasure.
Sophie snapped back just as suddenly and found she wasn’t half as weary as she had thought. The crowd’s cheering filled her ears and as they urged the driver to lash her harder and he did, she flew. She was on a downward slope in any case but it was as if all effort had melted away, she simply had to stretch out her legs and the ground flew past beneath her. She tucked her chin in and controlled her ragged breathing. This was what she had been born for, to run naked and proud under her owner’s whip. She wanted the crowd to cheer her driver on. Let him whip her to their hearts’ content, it would only make her run faster and serve him better, and love her body more, and love the way people desired it; even if that meant that they wanted to see it whipped raw.
The course seemed to unroll before her like a video game. She was steered gently to the left and then pulled right and right again. The second right was a corner and as she took it she managed the slight turn of her head that was all her collar would allow and for a second she was able to see beyond the leading edge of her blinker. A tall black girl was several yards behind her, saliva was flying from her mouth as she gasped around her bit and her driver was wrapping the whip so that her breasts were taking the brunt of it; a sure sign she was flagging. There was no other rig in sight.
Sophie felt the weight of the trap shift at her waist and in her clenched hands around the shafts. Then she heard her driver yell at her and the whip fell again, this time it came over her shoulders and bit downwards on her breasts, she realised he was standing up and putting his last ounce of effort into whipping her across the line.
And there it was.
She was back on the straight by the grandstand and still she felt as if she was flying, she tucked her chin in again and lengthened her stride even more – amazing even herself that she could. The crowd’s noise was a storm around her and she flew on its wings until the tape broke across her breasts and she felt herself brought back to earth by being reined in as people surged all around her, patting her and talking and cheering as she staggered drunkenly. She felt her bridle pulled to her right and there he was. Her owner had his hand around one cheek strap and was smiling and posing for photographs as flashlights blinded her and she stamped and tossed her head to try and get her breath properly under control.
When he pinned a rosette proudly through her nipple, Sophie felt nothing but absolute contentment.
 
From the grandstand, Brian and Martha watched with a mixture of emotions. Martha had screamed herself hoarse as they had watched Number Fifteen; Mouth of the Nile, gradually close Sophie’s lead down until she was shadowing her for most of that last lap. Then they had watched on the monitors as she had suddenly got her second wind and had run away from the hapless black girl – an entry from a North African stable. 
Brian had been just as impressed by Sophie’s abilities, he remembered some of Blondie’s greatest races, but he knew that urgent and hard choices lay before them. He took Martha’s arm as the tall blonde was led into the winner’s enclosure and drew her to the back of the stand where it was slightly quieter.
“It’s her all right. Even if you hadn’t recognised her, you couldn’t mistake a performance like that,” he said in a fierce whisper.
“But how?” Martha almost wailed. “We were right on her heels in Texas! How did she get here?”
“We saw the Prince’s limo remember? When we went to that ranch. Somehow Beckington-Floyd must have picked her up in Houston, and however he did it, she was a pony there the whole time we were looking for her! And then the Prince bought her.”
“Well, can we buy her now?”
“After this? I don’t think even The Lodge could afford her! We’ll have to get Peter somewhere quiet and decide what to do. And do it fast!”
They both turned back to watch. Sophie’s blonde head was clearly visible in the throng and the flashes were still going off and there was a buzzing swarm of nano-drone cameras circling the crowd. The winner of the first Blue Riband event of the Open pony girl races was going to be a very famous face, very soon.
The celebrations seemed to go on forever and Brian and Martha had to wait with what patience they could muster until the cars were able to ferry them back to the palace. Both of them had steered clear of the winner’s enclosure. They decided that if there was even the slightest chance Sophie could see them, it could seriously upset things. Whatever happened they had to be in control of it somehow. Sophie’s reaction to Martha – and she might remember Brian – was unknowable and so best avoided.
But once back at the palace they dragged Peter into their room. He listened to them with his usual composure and then strode up and down the room deep in thought.
Eventually he stopped and turned to them.
“We must accept that Lightning is definitely Sophie Suarez. We must also accept that it is only a matter of time before someone out there,” he waved his hand at the window to indicate the ether, “recognises her. If we attempt to buy her from his Highness without telling him who she is, we can only worsen our position. When he finds out who she really is – and he inevitably will - we’ll have made a powerful enemy out of a good friend. Added to that we haven’t got a hope in hell of affording her in any case and such eagerness on the part of friends to buy her will only serve to make him suspicious. She probably came with some paperwork from Floyd, so he’ll check it and find out the truth anyway and we’re back to square one. 
“I think our only option is to come clean and that way we can at least retain some influence by being seen to have helped him discover the true value of what he’s stumbled across. And in time we might be well positioned, if the shit ever hits the fan for any reason.”
It was pretty well what Brian had thought as well and there was no argument from him. Martha was disappointed that her dreams of having Sophie to drive around The Lodge’s parklands looked like being shattered but she could see the logic – and there was a lot more than that at stake.
“Then we’d best do it!” Brian said. “Those pictures are going round the world right now!”
They found the Prince opening bottles of champagne in the palace gardens under the shade of a cedar tree. Ranks of glasses stood on immaculate white table clothes as guests chatted and laughed. Still in her bridle and still tacked up to her trap, but with her hands now pinned behind her back, Sophie stood tethered to the tree, occasionally shaking her head if a fly bothered her. Her driver had rubbed her down and given her a drink so she was looking better but still wore the livid traces of the whip on almost every inch of her skin, but the rosette sat proudly at the peak of her left breast and she looked every bit the heroine returned from the field of battle.
Martha was aching to go to her and stroke her, but instead she went with Brian and Peter who eventually drew the Prince far enough away from the adoring crowd of guests and hangers-on to talk quietly.
They told him the whole story of London, Paris, Houston and now Bakhtar and how Martha fitted in and when they had finished they waited anxiously for his response.
For a long moment he stared at the tall blonde, currently at the centre of another group of admirers. Then his lips twitched into a smile as he turned to them.
“My friends, this is news as strange as it is extremely good! So I have by accident bought the girl everyone in the world was looking for!” His expression became rather more shrewd as he went on. “You could have tried to buy her. You are an old friend, Peter, I might have been moved to let you have her at some price or other that The Lodge and CSL could afford, as a gesture. You might have tried to trade on that friendship, but you have come to me and shared your knowledge. For that I thank you. Now we must think what to do with her – and we must move to ensure she is kept safe. There will be many people who very shortly will be aware that Blondie’s other daughter has been found and some of them will not be as honest as you!”
He summoned some very large men from the palace and went over to Sophie, gently leading her away from her public and handing her over to them. Two of them led her away, the rest scattered on various errands.
 
For two days Sophie was allowed to rest and recover. By the end of it she was back to prowling her stall, restless, bored and envious of any of the other slaves who were taken out for use.  But in the evening, Asil came for her. She was dressed in a white, pleated skirt that swirled in well-tailored elegance around her tanned thighs and a crisp white shirt with a Hermès scarf in bold scarlet and blue patterns tied loosely around her neck. Sophie could only stare at the picture of poised and elegant womanhood she presented. Somewhere beneath it there was the sexually explosive girl that Sophie had so enjoyed playing with, but she couldn’t see her just then which made her all the more desirable.
Asil didn’t seem in the mood for talking; she just gave Sophie a wink and clipped a leash to the rings that joined her wrists behind her back and then fed it forward between her legs. For once she didn’t even attempt to play with Sophie’s cunt as she did so, she just slipped the loop over her wrist, turned and led her out.
They went into the palace by the door that had previously led them into the cells. But this time Asil went to her left and led Sophie along some low ceilinged corridors of bare stone. The cold began to strike up through Sophie’s naked soles just as they came to a heavy oak door which Asil opened and led her through.
The room beyond was small and warm. It seemed to be some kind of cloakroom as there were rows of hooks on which hung items of female clothing. There were some skirts and tops and some of the gauzy items that Sophie had seen palace slaves wearing. At one end of the room was a row of wardrobe doors. Asil came behind Sophie and unclipped her leash and then her wrists, then began to undress herself.
“No clothes beyond this point. At least not day to day stuff. The Prince likes his playthings to be pretty, but he likes them to be available!” she said with a broad grin as she shrugged off her shirt. “You remember the plane?”
Sophie nodded.
“Then be an angel and go and get yourself a pair of stockings – black – and a pair of decent high heels. Oh, and fetch me a thong – that one, there!”
Sohie turned to see Asil now naked and pointing, she handed her the skimpy leather thong she had indicated. She gave a grimace as she took it.
“Guys, eh? Still it looks like we’re in for a good time. He’s got friends with him, and you’re in for a treat for winning that race for him,” she said as she stepped into the thong and pulled it up tight to her smoothly shaven cunt while Sophie smoothed and straightened her stockings, feeling their unaccustomed touch on her skin but enjoying the prospect of what they promised. She slipped her feet into the shoes and then Asil came forwards.
“Mmm. You are a gorgeous, great big helping of sex on legs,” she whispered. “I kept my hands off you earlier but now…” She reached up and pulled Sophie’s head down to kiss her deeply, her tongue plunging into Sophie’s mouth, her hands running down over Sophie’s back and gripping passionately in her buttocks. For her part, Sophie was delighted to feel Asil’s body against hers once more and stroked the girl’s back with one hand, while with the other she managed to squeeze the softness of one decorated breast, making Asil moan with desire before she broke away.
“Okay! No more or I’ll be in big trouble! Follow me.”
Sophie followed the bewitching, plump, swaying and rippling buttocks as Asil led her out through a door in the opposite wall to the one by which they had entered. What lay beyond took Sophie completely by surprise. They could have been in the undercroft of an English cathedral or castle. Massive round pillars supported a low, fan-vaulted ceiling. Asil glanced round and smiled at Sophie’s look of amazement.
“He went to school in your country, and one of his friend’s parents had a castle with dungeons like this one so he copied it,” she explained in a whisper. 
Red light spilled from torches made to look like rush lights thrust into sconces. And what the light illuminated was entirely in keeping with the most lurid of tales about what had gone on in some castle dungeons. Most of the pillars were decorated with naked girls chained to them and moving amongst them were the Prince’s guests. They were nearly all men and their chests were bare, while below the waist they wore only black tights. But with a lurch of hot excitement in her belly, Sophie realised that they were cut away at the groin to leave the cocks naked. Most of them were erect and most of their owners carried whips coiled at their belts. It was clearly an international gathering and men and girls were in all colours, shapes and sizes. There were even a few dominatrices, Sophie noted, they strode around in basques, some with massive breasts overflowing the bodices. Some were already wielding riding crops across the backs and bottoms of restrained slaves. The Prince himself was lounging on a great chair set against the far wall, one leg was nonchalantly thrown across an arm of the throne. Beside him a table practically groaned under the weight of wine bottles and glasses. He rose when Sophie and Asil approached and he walked across to them. Sophie couldn’t help noticing the flaccid but very long member wagging at his darkly thatched groin as he came. 
She kept her eyes cast down as he stood in front of her and spoke to the gathering.
“Friends we are here to give White Lightning the reward she was promised, should she win the inaugural Bakhtar Open. As she won it magnificently I don’t intend to insult her by allowing her to walk out of here this night. She will be carried to the bedchamber next door, or I shall count it an evening of wasted time and effort! Now, let us get the proceedings under way properly!”
Sophie was left in no doubt about what her reward would consist of as the very first beating she took was from a single tail whip. In front of excited onlookers, holding drinks and chatting, she was hung by her wrists from a hook in the ceiling, her legs were wrenched wide apart and her ankles clipped to a spreader bar. They left her just enough purchase on tip toes to take some of her weight. As one of the men who mounted her pointed out gleefully, it would extend the length of time she was able to remain suspended.
She never saw who delivered the first beating. There was just a tremendous thump across her back that took her clear off her scrabbling toes, followed by a searing heat. Whoever was laying it on was clearly sparing her nothing. The lashes came in a steady rhythm that allowed her time to regain her breath and her precarious toe holds before deluging her body with sensations that climbed rapidly through pain and then blended into pure masochistic pleasure. In between the clubbing blows, Sophie could see the excitement she was causing in others. Erect cocks were being slowly and respectfully masturbated or sucked by kneeling slaves. Behind the front ranks of the audience she could see the Prince, lounging back on his throne-like chair. Beside him knelt Asil and her small hand was clasped around his now-erect cock, sliding up and down the divine length she so longed to feel inside her. But she couldn’t feel any envy, the whipping was driving her beyond such thoughts and as the fires mounted in her body she flung her head back and climaxed with cunt-cramping power as she screamed and then hung inert in her chains. Around her she dimly heard the applause and laughter and realised she had spurted her juices onto the floor.
From then on the action spread out as other slaves were put to use. Sophie was left to hang for a while until a towering black man took her down and half led, half dragged her over to a leather topped bench. He pushed her down onto it, front first and across it so that she was bent over it. Roughly he clipped her wrists together behind her back and from a rack on the wall beside him took down a cane and began to swish it in the air as he grinned down at her. She had never had the cane and to judge by the size of him, her first beating with one was going to be a humdinger.
It was. There was a split second’s numbness as the wickedly thin length of rattan bit deeply into her bottom and then a stinging fire was lit that eclipsed everything she had undergone to date as a slave. She lifted her head and howled, then shrieked even louder as another lash cracked home, then another, she danced up onto her toes and cried out again. And again. Tears blinded her and her throat began to feel raw, but still there was no let up in the beating and in vain she waited for her usual pleasure to kick in. After six thunderous lashes, at last she felt the agony begin to transform into blinding heat and hot tides of moisture in her belly. It was still agony, but at least it was now exciting and after a few more lashes, she felt huge fingers slip up into her vagina with no problem and heard a chuckle of amusement from behind her. He probed and explored her sheath for a few moments and then withdrew. But Sophie barely had a chance to mew in disappointment before she felt the breathtaking width of his cock head spread her lips apart and then barge into her body. She could feel how the massive shaft was pushing the walls of her vagina apart and stimulating them as it did so. The man’s hands came to rest on her hips and he began to fuck her, slamming himself against her agonised buttocks. The combination of sensations swept her away and she once again screamed her release as she felt her cervix being battered as her belly cramped once more and she knew she was shamelessly spurting again. The man laughed and continued to fuck her, grabbing a fistful of hair to brace himself so he could go at her even harder. As Sophie’s head was dragged up she saw another man in front of her. From the thatch of his pubic hair, a thick cock speared up eagerly, the gleaming helm seeming to point directly at her mouth and arrogantly demand entry.
“Mind if I mouth-fuck her?” the man said.
“No, be my guest. You heard his Highness, he wants her put through the wringer,” the man behind her replied without missing his rhythm as he ploughed her vagina. 
Sophie barely had time to open her mouth wide enough before the cock was plunged in, filling it with the rich taste of a previous ejaculation and another taste that Sophie recognised as being from an especially pungent woman. It was a combination of tastes that she hadn’t experienced since leaving the Pretty Pony and she relished it, sucking eagerly on him and trying to swirl her tongue in what little space was left in her mouth. She didn’t need to worry about moving backwards and forwards on him, the man behind her was still battering her. So she joyfully sank into a deep, dark morass of delight as she was shaken about at both ends. With a cock-muffled wail of panic she realised she was heading pell mell for yet another blinding climax and was helpless to stop it being frighteningly devastating. Unheeding and concerned only for their own pleasure, the men fucked her and as she began to try and scream at the intensity of the approaching orgasm, the cock in her mouth spurted its thick load of sperm into the back of her mouth – with her head thrown back she couldn’t get it into her throat. At the same time the man behind her suddenly clawed his fingers into her hips and held her tight as he made short jabbing thrusts into her. As she spiralled upwards she was trying to swallow and scream at the same time as her pelvic muscles were convulsing. It was the most racking orgasm she had ever had and it left her hanging limply across the bench, dribbling sperm from her nose and mouth and with floods of juice and sperm oozing down her thighs.
The men simply laughed and moved away, allowing her to sink backwards onto the cool stone floor. But not for long. A hand in her hair dragged her to her feet and she found herself staring blearily at a dark haired man who smiled slowly and reached for her so-far ignored breasts. Dragging her after him he took her to stand face-first against one of the massive pillars. He held her there with one hand in the small of her back as he rummaged in another rack of equipment. He came back with a gag strap and buckled it tightly into her mouth so that it dragged her lips back more violently than a bit did.
“Could have been a ball gag but I like to hear some screaming,” he told her in an American accent, his body pressed close against her back so that she could feel the size and heat of his erection. He held her steady again and rummaged once more, coming back with an anal hook. She couldn’t recall having had one in her before but was past caring now. She just needed another orgasm. 
He kicked her legs farther apart and she felt the cold steel of the bulbous end of the hook rubbed up the insides of her thighs and along the slit of her sex, then it was unceremoniously thrust into her arse, sliding through her sphincters on the lubricant of her sap and the black man’s spunk. She made a soft moan of mingled discomfort and arousal which was cut off as her head was jerked backwards violently. She felt the gag strap loosen for a moment and then it was buckled back up and her head was held fast as she felt the anal hook strain to insert itself more deeply if she attempted to lower it. She realised the man must have linked the chain on the hook to the back of the gag strap at a length that would keep her head wrenched back.
She was spun round and backed against the pillar. Her legs were spread and her ankles shackled again and a rope was passed behind her lower back, wound round her arms and then round the pillar to keep her torso pulled back against it. The back of her head was pressed against the stone and she was aware that her upper body was arched forward away from the pillar. He was going to work on her breasts she realised, as she tried to swallow nervously behind the gag and stared up at the vaulting. If she squinted down her nose she could just see the man take up his stance holding a leather tailed flogger. He too had attracted an audience who were egging him and passing comments about the size of her tits and how much better they would look once they were welted.
Sophie was suddenly aware that her breasts had never been concentrated on as part of the sessions she had had at the ranch, they had been caressed and admired but rarely had the stroking gone on to become full blooded strikes. That was all about to change, and she found she was looking forward to knowing what a serious tit-whipping felt like.
It stung and bruised, both at the same time. The whip scythed down, and a blaze of hot pain swamped her chest as she felt the weight of her breasts swing and bounce under the leathers. It was a strange feeling and one she immediately loved. The whip fell again and kept falling but she couldn’t scream at the pain because she was loving every second of the sensations. If she had had the use of her hands, she knew she would have been masturbating desperately, but as it was she had to wait while the climb to orgasm went on slowly, slowly as the whip thudded and her breasts burned deeper and deeper and swung and shook deliciously.
To her horror it stopped before she could finish, but her flagellator merely stepped forwards and thrust his cock straight up into her molten vagina. With her legs spread wide she was at a height that facilitated straight in fucking and after he had thrust into her a couple of times, his chest pressed hard against hers to counter the way she was arched forward, Sophie was desperately begging him in incoherent gag-strapped mumbles to go harder and deeper. She could feel her orgasm building; it was close, so close. The man smiled down at her and began to come inside her, his eyes closed in delight and he threw his head back as he emptied his balls into her, then stepped away immediately. Sophie felt her herself empty and aching and tears of frustration crept down her cheeks.
But someone else picked up the whip and began to beat her breasts. Staring up at the stone ceiling as her tits were emblazoned with hotter and hotter pain and ecstasy, Sophie’s tears turned to ones of pure gratitude. She came so hard she nearly blacked out and when her senses returned it was to find she was being fucked again.
In the years that followed, on the rare occasions when exhausted sleep didn’t claim her immediately in the evenings, Sophie would look back at that night in the Prince’s dungeon as the night when she finally became what she had been born to become. A creature of pure physicality. Her body was the essence of what she was, it was the means whereby she gave pleasure and received it. And that was what she was for; that was her purpose. The chip embedded in her neck only served to amplify what had been there all along, it didn’t matter what was done to her body so long as someone took pleasure in it. Given that one thing, she knew she would revel in any debauchery or humiliation. During that night she realised she wanted the Prince to keep her in a cage and only let her out for his friends to play with, she wanted to be an animal for him; a predatory sexual creature. She wanted chains and whips, she wanted to be tamed and broken, then played with – beaten and penetrated in every way a woman could be – then petted and put away again. To be given permission to masturbate to orgasm in front of a crowd of strangers would be nothing but a privilege which she would earn under her Master’s whips and on the ends of his friends’ cocks.
She could never recall the details of the night but she knew that in the end they didn’t need to use her leash; she crawled willingly on hands and knees behind whoever wanted her next, eager to serve and to see what new experiences awaited her. There were more beatings, there were needles, there were passionate slavegirl tongues lapping her sap from inside and around her flooding vagina and anus. She was buggered whilst fellating, then hung by her ankles and whipped between her legs. They hung her with her hands left free and high enough off the floor so that slaves were able to stand with their legs apart so she could lick the sperm and juice from them and hold them close to her while she took the whip.
Then at last there was Asil’s hand in her sperm-matted hair and she was being dragged through a door beside the Prince’s chair and into a bed chamber. There was a richly decorated four poster bed and beside it a plain wooden platform at a similar height with shackles at each corner. Asil led her to it, helped her up onto it and then buckled the restraints onto her so that she was spreadeagled on her back. Burning, stinging and dazed from orgasm after orgasm, Sophie managed to raise her head and watch her friend stand with her back to her in front of their owner.
Her softly rounded body carried spectacular marks and welts and it was all Sophie could do to stop herself moaning with desire. The Prince stood with his back to a desk, his cock shining with discharge but flaccid for the moment and Sophie realised that if he had taken her she hadn’t been aware of it.
“You were told to bring her here, yes? Just that,” the Prince was saying.
“Yes, your Highness,” Asil replied and Sophie could see her beginning to tremble.
The Prince picked up a remote control and flicked a screen into life. Instantly there were the life size images of Asil kissing her and fondling her in the dressing room. Asil feel to her knees and bathed the Prince’s feet in kisses begging forgiveness, but in vain.
“I will have total obedience, girl!” he said sternly. “You trade too much on my fondness for you. A week in solitary!”
Asil wailed and begged and kissed his feet until he kicked her away.
“You cannot keep your hands off Lightning can you?”
Asil knelt back up and sobbed and sniffed. “N…no, your Highness.”
“Very well. I feel sure that her destiny lies in the arenas as well as on the race track and as soon as she has recovered she will begin training. You will go with her as her personal groom.” He held up a hand to forestall Asil’s yelp of surprised delight. “Every punishment she earns in the arena or in training will be visited on you too. You are not chipped, nor are you as naturally talented as she is, so I expect that will ensure you do your best to see to it that White Lightning does not fail her owner.
“Now the two of you will spend a week recovering in one of the bigger cells – not the solitary ones. Selim will give Ahmet strict instruction to feed and clean you. At the end of a week, Lightning will go to join my squad for basic training, and you, Asil, will serve a week in solitary before you join her.”
Asil bent forwards over the Prince’s feet again, this time sobbing with gratitude. After a few moments the Prince nudged her towards the door and she stood, flashing Sophie a quick smile before scurrying from the room.
When she had gone, the Prince came over to the stark bed that Sophie was tied to. Without saying a word he sat beside her and plunged his fingers into her burning and stinging cunt. Sophie yelped in pain and shock but suddenly realised that his fingers had gone straight into her. Despite her bruised, pierced and puffy labia, despite the repeated penetrations it had been subject to, it was still ready to serve. She lifted her head and saw his cock begin to throb, lengthen and stiffen. After only a few more moments of fingering, he swung himself onto the bed and lay full length on top of her. The weight made her arch her burning back up off the wooden bed and he was able to slip his hands around her sides and she gasped as she felt his fingers press into the tender flesh of her back. It took him only a slight upward thrust and he slid into her. She felt him spread her and then, as he moved up her body again, slip further and further into her. It was only when he was uncomfortably lodged against her bruised cervix that he began to fuck her. It hurt but it was heaven, and for once Sophie forgot the overwhelming urge to come herself, and instead concentrated on swivelling her hips up against him to give his cock the most stimulation she could provide as he slid in and out of her. For several minutes they filled the room with soft grunts of effort as they both sought his pleasure and then at last Sophie saw his face soften above her and his head was lowered onto her shoulder and he was ejaculating into her and groaning with the pleasure of each spurt. When he had finished and had rolled off her to stand by the bed, she dared to look up at him – begging with her eyes to be allowed to clean him.
“Maybe later,” he said and turned away to go to his bed.
During the night he came to her in the dark and as she struggled awake, knelt across her chest, parting his thighs to lower himself as far as he could. Then he grasped the back of her head with one hand and with the other bent the shaft of his cock down. Holding her head up at an uncomfortable angle for her he stuffed himself into her mouth. Sophie had dreamed of the moment when her owner would finally consent to use her mouth again and she had always wanted to take a long time caressing him and ensuring that she gave him the best service she could. She so wanted to curl her tongue lovingly around his long shaft and swallow smoothly when he came. Instead the reality was an uncomfortable shafting in a position that gave her no chance to do anything other than offer him a hole to fill with his spunk. But as soon as she had framed the thought she understood. Of course it was right that he should enjoy her like this. It was his pleasure that mattered. She was a slave and didn’t matter – as Asil had said. Immediately she felt herself moisten and melt with excitement at the careless way in which she was being used. She did her best to swallow when he came but couldn’t help choking a little, but knew that if it had affected his pleasure she would be punished; she would just have to wait and see if she was. She would gladly suffer an unfair beating, it would simply underline how totally she belonged to him. In the dark he sighed in what she hoped was pleasure and climbed off her to return to his bed.
In the morning, two of the palace slaves turned her onto her face and lubricated her anus so that the Prince could lie on her back and bugger her at his leisure. Again, Sophie did not try and orgasm. She lay and revelled in the feeling of being possessed by him and the feeling of his long shaft spearing deep into her body. It was all the better because it was so sore and because it made not a jot of difference to him how sore it was. She listened for his groan of release and was grateful to have been allowed to serve. 
Stiff, sore and unwashed but deliriously happy, Sophie was led down to the cells where Asil waited. For a whole week they existed in the dusky light from one dirty window but rolled and played on clean sheets until Ahmet came to whip them every morning. Side by side they cried and whimpered and – in Sophie’s case – orgasmed and then played some more until they woke for food. 
At the end of their time together, when the men came for Sophie, she knew that living in the Prince’s service with Asil beside her was the complete package for her. She would give him whatever he asked of her and Asil would be there afterwards. It was perfect. All she had to do now was not fail him.
 









Chapter Eighteen
 
Martha and Brian flew into Bakhtar some weeks later. The Prince had invited them to see something special. 
The initial furore that had surrounded the discovery of White Lightning had eventually died down and now the arena world held its breath to see how Sophie would shape up in the actual arenas. Meanwhile, Ace’s drawing power had returned tenfold. The crowds couldn’t get enough of watching her perform and discussing how she might fare against her half-sister. 
A helicopter met them as they disembarked from the plane and they were whisked straight up country with the Prince at the controls. After half an hour’s flight he brought them down outside the gates of an old fort that could have come straight from the pages of a French Foreign Legion adventure tale. A great wall swept out from, and returned to, a massive rock and the buildings of the fort were carved directly into it. Martha would find that out in due course. For now her eye was caught by the row of cages that hung from gibbets above the crenellations of the wall’s top. They swung in the slight breeze and their chains creaked ominously. But what made her tug Brian’s sleeve urgently was the sight of a naked girl slumped in one, her left leg hung down through the bars of the cage’s floor.
“Yeah,” Brian said, glancing up. “This is where the Prince’s squad trains. She’ll have done something or other.”
They went in through the tall iron gates and saw a wide expanse of beaten earth and from one of the doors at the back of the training ground several men were emerging. The Prince introduced the one who led them as Ollie van der Veerhof; his trainer, then he introduced the others. They shook hands all round and Martha’s pulse quickened as she noted the whips stuck in each man’s belt.
“I couldn’t help noticing, Ollie,” she said as the men began to chat about the ins and outs of training, “that girl up there. What earns a girl a stay in a cage?” She rather liked the idea of a suspension in a cage and was wondering why Brian didn’t use it at home.
Van der Veerhof looked up and shrugged. “What’s that one up for, Ben?” he asked a lean and rangy Australian.
“Don’t know, Boss. You told me to put her up last night,” he said.
Van der Veerhof smiled and shrugged. “With over a hundred of them, you forget! Well, whatever it was, if she’s been up there overnight, I doubt she’ll do it again. It’s gets bloody cold! Bring her down, Ben.”
There was laughter as the cage was lowered and the guilty party was allowed to crawl out and lap water from a bowl. The trainer explained that it was a better way of taking water in after dehydrating – and it was good for the girls as well. Martha looked at the naked girl, face down in her bowl at the feet of a guard who would probably have her at the first opportunity, and she had to agree that it would encourage obedience.
“My friends,” the Prince began, and Martha drew her attention away. “I’ve asked you here to see how Lightning’s training is going. I owe it to you who forewarned me about her value. We stopped no fewer than three kidnap attempts in those first days, and had I not been alerted, I might have lost her. As it was I kept her busy in some of the deepest cells in the palace and that kept her safe. Now let’s see the demonstration, Ollie, please!”
Ollie turned and waved. A man had been waiting at one of the doors and he now disappeared.
The guests were ushered over to a gazebo in whose shade chairs had been set out and in a few minutes ten naked girls were led out onto the sun-baked earth. At the same time, from a nearer door, a familiar, tall blonde one was led out by a stunningly pretty Arab girl who had the blonde’s leash in her hand. The Arab girl was dressed in a simple white, very short tunic dress. Martha approved; the girl had the complexion and figure for it. She crossed her legs to distract herself from thoughts about what lay beneath the dress as the girls approached the Prince, who stood up.
“Have they both been ringed?” he asked and Ollie clicked his fingers in reply. Both girls obediently opened their mouths and showed the heavy tongue rings that all arena slaves wore. He reached out and hefted the blonde’s heavy breasts, examining the nipples. “Piercings well on their way to healing there. Good! Ollie’s been keeping me briefed over the past month so I’ll ask him to bring you up to date,” he said and resumed his seat, leaving the two girls standing beside him in the full sun. Martha was not surprised by Sophie’s golden tan that had darkened significantly since the Bakhtar race. She also kept her eyes resolutely cast downwards and so avoided Martha’s entirely which left Martha in the dark about whether Sophie remembered her at all.
“Okay,“  Ollie began. “By tradition, a new squad girl gets the crap beaten out of her by the others until she hardens up. We saw no reason for things to be any different for Lightning. She was in the sick bay two days out of every four to start with, and to be honest, I thought the boss was wasting his time. But then she began to learn the trade and one thing – the great thing – about Lightning is that she just won’t stay down. She just doesn’t know when she’s beaten. These days she can take on three or four squaddies with no problem and we think she’s ready to go for advanced training, but the boss wanted you to see how good she is. I’m putting her in with four today. If she beats those we’ll bring out four more –“
“The thing is, I wanted you, Brian, to see what Ollie means,” the Prince put in. “Then we’ll move on and I might have an interesting proposition…Carry on, Ollie.”
While they had been talking, more men had brought out posts and thick ropes and, by driving the posts into holes in the ground, they had created a simple, ground level, boxing or wrestling ring.
“Lightning will go in empty handed,” the trainer went on. “Two of the other girls will have straps. Every girl that Lightning can put through or over the ropes is out. If Lightning is thrown out, she is allowed to get back in.”
“Or we’ll flay her!” the Prince added and reached out to pat the tall blonde’s rump.
Ollie waved the groom and her charge away and everyone sat forwards intently as the blonde’s hands were freed and she climbed into the ring. 
The Prince called a halt half an hour later.
Lightning was welted from ankles to neck and bleeding from scratches to her face and breasts. At the time he called a halt, she was crouched in a corner and being thrashed by one opponent who had managed to hold onto her whip, but she had got rid of three opponents.
While Lightning crawled to her corner and lapped water from a bowl her groom gave her, four more girls were led out.
“Very impressive,” Brian said. “Taking out three and holding off the other one who had a whip. She is something!” They had gasped at the big girl’s speed and agility; the way she had spun, kicked, dodged, thrown and punched, using the very number of her opponents to her advantage and seeming to utterly ignore the lashes she was taking.  
“You haven’t seen anything yet, Brian. This is what I brought you here to show you!” he said and clicked his fingers after checking with Ollie.
To Brian and Martha’s amazement, the seconds withdrew and the four fresh girls vaulted over the ropes and went straight onto the attack. For the next few minutes Lightning took an awful pounding, was posted time and again, thrown and whipped until she was staggering. Then gradually the ferocity of the attack diminished as the girls tired in the heat, until at last Lightning wiped the blood from her mouth tottered to her feet one more time and from somewhere found the strength to fight back. She wrested the whip from one girl, twisted her arm and threw her through the ropes before her colleagues could react, then used the whip to make herself some space and then simply rushed the nearest girl and pushed her back into the one behind her and while they struggled to disentangle themselves and get back up she delivered three stinging lashes between their wide spread legs. The last girl had been fruitlessly lashing Lightning’s back and was unprepared when Lightning turned, grabbed her whip arm and threw her by it, sending her skidding out under the bottom rope. The other two she was able pick up by their hair, slap their breasts and then apply her foot to their bottoms as they bent over protectively and send them through the middle ropes.
She collapsed to her knees as the groom rushed in with more water.
“You see?” the Prince said. “Ollie was right, she’s got some way of just ignoring the punishment she’s taking and waiting for it to stop. Then she gets going again!”
“Brian,” Ollie put in. “If his Highness goes over to her now and tells her she’s doing well, we can bring on another four and I guarantee she’ll take out two of them before I really will have to call it a day. Want to see it? We’ve done it before.”
Brian looked over at Martha who was shifting in her seat as she tried to deal with the arousal of watching her Sophie take such a beating and yet keep on getting up. There was something immensely erotic about her determination to keep serving her Master. She nodded.
They moved out into the sun and approached the ring where the groom was using wipes to try and repair some of the damage to Lightning. They leaned on the ropes above the blonde slave and could see that she really had been through the mill but when she caught sight of the Prince, she got to her feet again and limped over to him before kneeling in front of him.
“Good girl, Lightning,” he said and tousled her sweat-soaked hair. “You’re doing well today. We’re bringing on a few more opponents for you in a minute. My friends here want to watch you get knocked around and fight for a bit longer.”
At the mention of the word ‘friends’, Martha thought she caught the faintest flicker of a glance in her direction from Sophie’s one good eye, but it was gone before she could be certain. And in any case the Prince had stretched out his hand and Sophie was kissing it passionately and looking at him with complete adoration until he clicked his tongue and she struggled back up to her feet.
For Brian, that look had taken him right back to his early days at The Lodge. It was the look of utter devotion that Blondie had given Carlo. He could have told her to get into the ring against four wild horses and she would have. Now Sophie had found her own Master at long last and would serve him with the same devotion.
The Prince called a halt when the remaining two girls of the next four were kicking and whipping the almost motionless form of Sophie at will. The groom flung some cold water over her and when she had revived a little, the last two girls who had been left standing took it in turns to sit astride the blonde’s face and receive their tribute. Meanwhile the guests were ushered away into the fort itself for a drink. Martha was almost beside herself with mingled anger at the girls and lust for Sophie as her breasts were flattened and rebounded and her buttocks rippled so deliciously as she rolled in the dust beneath the whips and the kicks.
“How soon will she be good to go again?” Brian asked Ollie as they walked.
“Not too long, a couple of days.”
“I think she should go for advanced training now – studded whips, chariots, solo log pulling and so on,” the Prince said. “Today was really just a bit of fun to show you how well she has come on.”
They entered a cool, rock hewn chamber, but one which was comfortably furnished and took their seats while a slavegirl served drinks.
“The thing is, Brian,” the Prince went on once they had all been served. “Ollie has got his hands full here with the squad, and while Mehmet up at the arena is competent enough, Lightning is something special. I have a long association with Peter and with The Lodge and with CSL.” He took a long drink while Brian, his heart pounding, sat and waited for what he hoped he was going to hear. “I want her trained at CSL,” the Prince concluded and laughed at the smile that threatened to split Brian’s face in half. “I’ll take that as a ‘yes’ then,” he said and held his glass up to propose a toast. “To White Lightning; owned by the Bakhtar stable and trained by CSL. May she be the new Queen of the arenas!”
They drank to the new queen and when the helicopter took off to fly back to Bakhtar city, it carried a groom who perched on the top of a cage in which Sophie Suarez was locked on all fours.







The Final Chapter

 
It had taken months to negotiate and arrange. It was quite simply the biggest ever games in the era of the Modern Arenas: The Proteus Stable v. The Bakhtar stable and within that contest would be Ace up against Lightning.
Clive Mostyn had brokered it and put up the prize money so it was being held at a neutral arena in the UK; the East Angels’ arena, not too far north of London. The internet had been abuzz with it ever since it had been confirmed six months previously. At long, long last the half-sisters would battle it out to see which of them would assume their mother’s mantle.
Half way through the second day there was a studded whip duel and while the crowd settled down in the arena after a fine morning’s sport watching the log pulling, and all over the world crowds in other arenas, where giant holographic projectors, had been set up, settled down too, Brian knew something the crowd didn’t.
It didn’t matter which of them won today. There would be more duels; in pursuit running, pony racing, chariot racing, boxing… the rivalry was going to be milked until every last drop of value had been wrung from the girls. After all the hours of work with Lightning over the previous months, he knew how good she was, but he knew that Scott Holroyd knew his business too. No, they were both too good to go down easily, so whichever girl did manage to walk away from this, the other would have plenty of chances for revenge.
Beside him Martha smoothed her skirt down after she had had one of the Angels’ house slaves pleasure her after the log pulling. For his part he allowed himself to ejaculate into the mouth of the girl fellating him and nudged her out of the way with his foot while he did his flies up.
Out on the sand the two girls were being led towards the ring in the centre of the arena floor. On one giant monitor screen he could see Asil looking nervous, leading the impassive Sophie Saurez out and on the other Scott himself led the seductive Anna Chatham out.
Both girls wore a sort of steel bustier that gave their breasts and stomachs some cover, although the upper curves of the breasts were squeezed up into deliciously vulnerable cushions and their backs were bare above a thin strap that held the armour on – and which could be removed with a skilled whip strike. At their groins were chain mail thongs – just enough to take out the full venom of a strike, but not enough to offer any real protection, and of course the buttocks were naked. The forearm of their whip wielding arm had a guard on it and their shins were armoured too. They each had goggles and a small, lightweight shield. The ferocious whips they would fight with were coiled tight in their right hands, but the cameras closed in on the wide section at the end of each whip’s tail, where the sun glinted off the studs. 
The girls climbed into the large ring and their seconds stood back.
Brian had never heard an arena go so deathly quiet. Even up here in the owners’ box, he could hear the girls’ feet shuffle over the sand as they tested their fighting ground. After all the months of waiting, this was it. In the cavernous silence the two girls let the whips uncoil, and the cameras took some last, lingering close ups of their superb bodies, as yet unmarked.
Brian sat forwards as the man with the starting pistol walked out onto the sand too and it seemed as if every single person in the crowd sat forwards as well, and still utter silence reigned.
It was strange that even though the decision had been taken not to try and explain to Sophie who Ace really was, it didn’t detract from the fact that while the crowds only cared about Ace versus Lightning, there was another, much older struggle going on. Through the two girls now squaring up to each other in the arena, Carlo Suarez’s and Conor Brien’s deadly rivalry which had started so long ago was moving into a second generation.
For a moment he shivered, as if someone had walked over his grave and he looked around, startled, as if Carlo might suddenly appear in the seat on his left. He smiled at his own over heated fancy and settled down again.
Down below him the starting pistol was raised and two beautiful girls prepared to give the voyeuristic crowd what it had always come to the arenas for; sex and suffering. 
The pistol went off with its usual dry ‘Crack!’. Instantly the noise flooded back, beating at his ears as the arena went wild and the crowd yelled their particular fancy on. The two girls advanced towards each other grimly, and as the first hiss and smack of leather on flesh and on steel floated up from the arena, Brian smiled.
“Game on!” he thought, and this was just the start.
 





The End
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