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My First Pony

You never forget the first time.  Doesn’t matter what its the first time for – you remember your first taste of caviar, your first Rolex, your first fuck.

When I was 21, well, the day before, my father took me to one side and asked me for my cell phone.  I gave it to him, a son obeys his father without question in my culture, and he turned it off, then locked it away.

“Don’t worry,” he told me, “You’ve not done anything wrong.  We just need to go for a drive, somewhere away from prying eyes and ears.”  We went down to the garage and walked past all the expensive cars, including the Aston Martin DB9 he had given me for my birthday, until we came to an ancient Jeep, it looked like a relic from the war.  As we climbed in I asked him why this one, he just ignored the question.  He pulled a sat. nav. device from the glovebox, I was about to tell him that my phone could do this, then I paused.  Now was not the time to talk to him.  From our palace in the capital city we drove for almost an hour to be free of the congested city streets then we drove on into the desert for another hour before a building came into view.

“When I was your age son this was always a risky trip,” he told me, “Finding this place was hard work.  These devices are one of the great gifts the Americans have given the world,” he added, tapping the device attached to the windshield.  “Years ago we had to navigate by the sun and stars, like the Bedouin, now we can just drive.  Much better.”

“Where, no, what is this place father?”

“All will become clear my beloved son,” was his reply.  When he spoke formally like this to me I knew something special was happening.  The last time I could remember him speaking to me in this manner was about a year ago when we met the crown prince.  He wouldn’t tell me then who we were meeting so that I didn’t get nervous.  My family is minor royalty, I’ll never become crown prince unless about 600 other men die.  I don’t think I’d want the job anyway, I might actually have to do some work if that happened.  The life of a playboy will suit me for the next four or five years, until I have to settle down.

The building in front of me was strange, the sand had been cleared all the way round it, leaving a flat, circular area.  The building was maybe 150 meters long, so large even by my family’s standards.  There was a canopy that extended five meters all the way round the outside of the building, it provided shade (always welcome in the desert) but I couldn’t work out for what purpose.

We drove round the side of the building, a gate in the wall slid open and we drove through it into a central compound.  The gate closed behind us.  My father pulled the Jeep into a space alongside a few other vehicles and we got out.  Our bags were in the back of the Jeep, a servant appeared and lifted them out.  I followed my father without speaking, he would tell me what was going on when it was time.  As we walked I looked around.

The inside of the compound was similar, there was a canopy that extended inwards, providing shade.  Under the canopy was a race track, similar to the ones you get in sports stadia.  There were numerous buildings inside the compound – the walls were four or five meters high and about the same thickness, with windows facing inwards, the external walls were windowless.

My father showed me to my room, a small but functional room with a large bed and bathroom to the side.  His room was next door and he encouraged me to clean up before meeting him downstairs in an hour.  After two hours in an open Jeep I was dirty (sand gets everywhere) and hot – winter is a relative term in the desert and it was still over 80 degrees.  To strip off and shower was blissful.  I absentmindedly soaped my body and started to wonder, this was the desert, where was the water coming from?  I would ask later, if I felt the time was right.

I was early to meet my father, this was a strange day and I wanted to ensure that I didn’t miss anything.  He didn’t speak when he came down the stairs, just gestured me to follow him.  We walked through the compound, thankfully air conditioned, and we sat at a small table and ate – nothing fancy or special, just an excellent, simple meal.

We spoke conversationally, about the family, the country and the world.  I wanted to ask him why we were here, I could see that he was toying with me, teasing me.  He wanted me to ask.  I was almost 21, I wouldn’t give him the pleasure.  I doubt if he’d tell me anyway.  We just talked pleasantly for the evening, then sat outside as the heat died down and smoked.

When he stood up he looked at me.  “Tomorrow my son, tomorrow you will be a man.  Tomorrow everything will become clear.  Be at the table for four thirty am.”

Normally we (I say we, I mean people who work) start work in the cool at five am, my family normally eat at about six am.  Four thirty was early.  I desperately wanted to ask why, I’m sure he wouldn’t say.  He liked that air of mystery.  I retired to my room and slept.

******

I was awoken by a knock on the door.

“What?” I managed to utter.

“Sir,” came the reply from a nervous servant (a servant that wakes their master’s son should be nervous), “Sir, it is 4:15am.  If you are to meet your father you must get up sir.”  I’m not cruel, many people would have a servant beaten for waking them like that.  Not me, he’s only doing his job.  My father would give me a dressing down if I beat him, and a worse one should I be late.

Reluctantly I got out of bed, washed my face, used the bathroom and put on my robes.  Normally I wear western garments, I was schooled in England, but my father is more traditional, in his presence I wear traditional clothes.  I left my room and descended the stairs.  I checked my Rolex, 4.28am.  I was early.  The sun was just below the horizon, the heat of the day had yet to build.  My father arrived a couple of minutes later, he was late but I didn’t say anything.  It’s not for a man to correct his father.

We chatted politely, he was building towards something.  We ate a light breakfast and went outside.  He was coming to the point, I was sure.

“Men have been coming here for centuries.  We would leave our many wives and go into the desert for a few days with our friends.  We would come here to spend time alone, and to race ponies.”

“Why not race them at the circuit in the city?”

My father smiled.  “These ponies cannot be raced in the city.  This place is secret and we all work hard to keep it so.”  He gestured up to the sky.  “These days there are many prying eyes and we work hard to keep them all out.  The Americans would close this place down, if they knew it existed.”

I thought about that for a moment, why would the Americans close it down.  My father could see my line of thought.

“There is much you do not understand yet son.  Soon you will.  I have brought you here to give you your present for your birthday.  It cost me almost half a million US dollars, or at least it will do over your ownership.”

This was just getting stranger and stranger.

“But come, let me take you to your pony.”

I already own dozens of race horses, my family is famous for it.  We’ve owned horses since the dawn of time – the only thing we’ve invested in for longer is slavery, and even I can see that this is wrong.  Well, I’ll go as far as not socially acceptable.

My father started walking, the compound was still lit by artificial lights, we were heading towards the far end.  He started to talk about our family’s history in slaving, we had made good money buying and selling human flesh until oil was discovered.

“So that’s what our livelihood was based on, horses and slaves.  About 200 years ago we combined our two passions in this place.”

I was still none the wiser.  He stopped walking and opened a door into a low building.  I followed him in and then stopped dead in my tracks.  In front of me was a naked woman, she was white, about 22 years old with long blonde hair, full, firm breasts and a shaven pussy.  That would have been enough to shock anyone (we are a very conservative society) but that wasn’t what really took my breath away.  Where to begin?

On her feet she was wearing boots, not desert boots or anything like I’d seen before.  These broadened out and had metal shoes on them, like you’d find on a horse.  Over her body was a black leather harness, studied with gold buttons and, knowing my father, they were probably solid gold.  How to describe it?

There was a large solid gold ring over her belly button, which was pierced with a large diamond in it.  A strap went round her waist presumably fastened at the back, another went down, between her legs.  Another strap went upwards to another gold ring, just below her breasts.  Straps went round her chest under the breasts, and others up at an angle and over her shoulders.  More straps enclosed her breasts in a triangle of leather.  Her nipples were pierced with solid gold rings, on which hung little bells.  Round her neck was a collar, again thick black leather and my name was spelled out in gold.

I should have started at the head – the head was the weird part.  I’d seen naked women before, when you’re as rich as I am they do throw themselves at you.  She had a steel bar set in her mouth, her lips were painted a deep ruby red, forcing her jaws apart.  There was a strap under her jaw, two straps that went over her cheeks and eyes to meet at her forehead, where another strap went round her head.  Her long hair was in a high pony tail and she was smiling at me as best she could through the gag.

Her arms were motionless at her side, her fingernails were blood red and she had leather wrist straps on.

I didn’t, I couldn’t speak for two or three minutes.  Eventually my father slapped me on the back. 

“You remind me of me when my late father brought me here 30 years ago for he first time.  I couldn’t speak or move either.  But as my father said to me on my 21st birthday, Happy Birthday and enjoy your present.”

Eventually I found my tongue.  “What is that . . . what is she?” I managed to mutter.

“She is your 21st present son, the finest pony girl that money can buy.  She has been here for six months, being trained for you.  She combines our family traditions, horses and slaves.”

I looked at her, I could feel my cock stirring, she was stunning.  I started to speak but my father cut me off and spoke over me.

“Well, I say slaves.  She is here through choice, aren’t you?”

I watched as she raised her right leg and stamped the ground once.

“Once means yes son, twice means no.”

I thought for a moment.  “Why is she here?”

“She is here for you,” he replied, “You will own her for the next five years.”  I looked at him.  “This places hires attractive western women and trains them as pony girls.”  He could see the look on my face.  “Don’t worry, all the women here are here through choice, aren’t you?”  She stomped again.

“Take her gag out, ask her.  She speaks perfect English – you are American aren’t you?”

She stomped twice.

I was still hesitant, so my father pushed me towards her.  Nervously I raised my hands to her mouth.  My father showed me how to unhook her gag and remove it from her mouth, it hung down at one side and she closed her mouth, rubbing her teeth together to relieve the pain she must be experiencing.

“You can speak Pearl,” said my father.

“Thank you sir,” she said, “and I’m Canadian.”  My father nodded, I could see he really didn’t care.  Canadian, American, English – what’s the difference?

“And why are you here Pearl?” he asked.

“Money sir.”

My father smiled and spoke to me.  “Everyone has their price son.  Pearl, what was yours?”

She smiled, “One million US dollars sir.  And for that you get five and a half years of my life.”

“And now,” he added, “She is yours, until you are 26.”

I felt better now, I had worried that she was literally a slave.  Now I knew she was a whore I didn’t feel so bad.  I studied her body, still not sure of what was going on.

“Can I touch you?” I asked Pearl.

“Of course Master, you can do what you like with me.  I will obey your ever order.”

I put my hands onto her breasts, she didn’t back away or react, other than maintain eye contain and keep smiling.  Next I put a hand onto her smooth, hairless pussy mound.  She opened her legs slightly, inviting me in.  How could I refuse?  I pushed my fingers between her legs and she gasped, clearly enjoying my touch on her pussy.  I rubbed my fingers up and down her labia, she closed her eyes and moaned.

When I removed my fingers she opened her eyes and looked at me.

“Thank you for touching me Master,” she said.

Still not sure of what was going on I stepped back and spoke to my father.

“Son, she is my gift to you.  She is a pony girl.  Our family has owned women as pony slaves for centuries, she will live and act as a pony.”  While he spoke he gestured to a servant who replaced her gag then disappeared.  “In this place all women are pony girls, they live and act as ponies.  We come here to race and run them.”  The servant reappeared, pulling a pony trap.  He proceeded to attach Pearl to it, attaching the arms to her wrist straps, when he let go she held them in her hands.

“Get up into the seat son and take her for a ride.  She’ll respond to ‘walk on’ or ‘run’.  It’s up to you to steer her, just like you would for a horse.”

Still nervous I walked to the side.  As you would when admiring a horse I put my hand onto her rump, to feel the muscle tone.  She was solid muscle, I nodded appreciatively.  I climbed into the seat and picked up the reins, to my right was a single tail whip, long enough to lash her with.  I doubted it would be needed, she seemed very well trained.

I left the whip where it was and instead lashed the reins.  “Walk on,” I ordered.  She raised her right leg until her knee was about level with her navel and she bent slightly, then her foot came down and we started to move slowly.  Her legs maintained this high stepping gait as we exited the building into the morning sun.  Pearl was wearing blinkers, I instinctively reached for my sunglasses.

She walked in a straight line, heading for a wall.  I remembered what my father had said and I pulled on the left rein, Pearl started to move to the left and we settled into a walk along the wall.  After we rounded the corner we had 100 meters straight so I lashed the reins again and ordered Pearl to run.  Immediately she stopped high stepping and started to run.  This was the best sensation of my life so far, being pulled by this gorgeous woman around the yard.  At the corner I pulled on the reins again and she turned, never slowing.  When we came down the next wall I could see my father, as we ran past I thanked him.

“This is the best present ever father, thank you.”  He just smiled and waved at me.

I ran her twice more round the inside track, on the third lap I noticed that the gate was open and I ran her out into the desert – I remembered my father’s words from last night and pulled hard as we cleared the compound, directing Pearl to stay under the external canopy.  I couldn’t believe how well she ran, pulling a sulky with me in it, in that heat.  Later I did some calculations, she ran for over three miles without stopping in the morning heat.

Finally I slowed her down and directed her back into the compound.  My father was waiting where I had left him, talking to one of my Uncles.

“How was your first ride son?” he asked me.

“That was incredible,” I replied.  I dismounted and inspected Pearl.  She was breathing heavily, her body was caked in sweat and dust from the desert.  Her breasts were heaving as she drew in lungfulls of air.  I ran my hand over her ass, her stomach and chest, savoring the feel of this totally submissive woman.  Saliva was dripping down her chin from her open mouth, I wiped it off and I got the feeling she smiled at me for my kindness.  Ah, to have lived 300 years ago when I could have owned real slaves.

“Give her to the stable boy son, and we will go for coffee.”

I handed Pearl over, not wanting to leave my present.  But a son must obey his father.  We walked to the far end of the compound, back into the air conditioned environment.  I poured two cups of coffee and my father explained the rules of owning a pony girl.

First and foremost she was expected to obey me.  If she did not, or if she displeased me I had the right to punish her as I saw fit.  However, he added, before you punish her you must bring your complaint to a committee who would oversee the punishment – there had been instances where owners had enjoyed punishing the girls too much and they had suffered serious harm.  Permanent damage, broken bones were not allowed.

"As your property son, you can do with her as you see fit. "

“You mean,” I asked, “Do I . . ?”

“Yes,” said my father smiling, “You get to fuck her.  I own two ponies, always have done since my father brought me here.”

You might think this odd, a son listening to his father talking about fucking women other than his mother, in many cultures it probably would be.  But remember that my father is married to at least 12 women, so it’s not like I don’t know he fucks other women already.  This is just two more.

“Your pony will get four weeks holiday a year, she will return to her home – or anywhere else she wants to go.  You will pay for the flights, hotels and expenses.  Treat her well, when she’s home she can be the best recruitment agent you can think of.  Most ponies come from poor backgrounds and are quite happy to sacrifice five years of their lives for a million dollars.”

I thought about that as my father spoke again.

“When Pearl goes on vacation incentivize her to recruit for you – offer her money if she is successful.  I paid one of my current ponies a hundred thousand dollars when she recruited Pearl for you.”

He sipped his coffee and added, “But you must have questions for me?”

I certainly did.  We spoke for over an hour as I asked him about caring for Pearl, her limits, what I should expect, everything and anything I could think of about this new world I was in.  He told me about the races that men held every month, how they would race them round the tracks there were in the sands, the parties that were held.  We drank a few more cups of coffee as we spoke before I couldn’t think of anything more to add.

“Why not take Pearl for another run, then use her body as you see fit.”

I smiled at my father, I was eager to fuck Pearl.  I stood up and left my father, in the distance I could see one of my Uncles was running a pair of ponies up and down the track.  I paused to watch, they were incredibly graceful, their legs rising and falling in time with each other.  It was memorizing to observe.  Right there and then I resolved to get myself another pony.  My father had told me that sales occur four times a year, the ponies are happy to be sold as they get 20% of the sale price – the price they go for varies depending on how they look and how much time is left on their contract, a pony with four years to go is worth so much more than one with six months to go. 

As my uncle went out of sight and out into the desert I collected my thoughts and went to the stable.  Pearl was there, chained to a wall.  From the darkness a servant appeared and nodded at me, then pulled out a sulky.  While he did this I approached Pearl, she was exactly as I’d left her, except her gag was out and she’d been cleaned.  When I was next to her I looked down at her face, I was about six inches taller than her, and smiled.

“Are we going for another run Master?” she asked me.  I nodded, then bent closer and kissed her.  I half expected her to resist, to pull away and say that this wasn’t part of the deal, but no, her mouth opened willingly and we kissed while I played with her breasts.  I was fascinated by her pierced nipples, I’d never touched pierced nipples before.

I broke off the kiss when I heard the servant coming with the sulky.  Pearl looked up at me, then opened her mouth wide, ready to accept the gag.  I lifted it up and sited it in her mouth, then locked it in place.  I unhooked her from the wall ring and led her to the sulky.  I let the servant lock her in place before I climbed into the seat and took her for a run.  A few times round the compound would do.  I couldn’t wait for nightfall so I could take her out into the deep desert – my father had told me that there were carefully cut paths for miles around, disguised to look like the sand.

Once outside I had Pearl run, I didn’t see my Uncle, I presumed he had gone back inside.  After the fourth loop I slowed Pearl down and had her kneel before me while I unhooked her arms from the sulky.  We both knew what was coming.  I unhooked her gag and she exercised her jaws while I lifted my robes.  It was still early morning but it was getting hot – Pearl was drenched in sweat and it would be unpleasant for her under there.  But that’s the life of whore, you’re paid to perform, not to enjoy.

Once under the robes she quickly found my balls and started to lick them, my cock growing quickly.  Normally you’ve got to ask, to beg to get a woman to give you a blow job – not a pony girl it seems.  She took my cock in her hand and pushed it upwards, then licked up from my balls, instantly cupping them in her other hand.  I gasped in delight, this was incredible.  She licked up and down 20 or more times, teasing me, each time getting closer and closer to taking me into her mouth.

Eventually she did and I groaned in delight as she took the full length of my cock into her mouth and throat.  I put my hands on her head, holding her in place, savoring the feeling – I’d never had a girl take me that deep before.  When I relaxed my grip on her head she stayed in place for another 20 seconds before pulling back – even then she kept the tip of my cock in her mouth as she breathed, before she started to suck properly, up and down, all the way every time.

I leaned back against the wall, unable to stand as I relaxed into being blown.  Pearl didn’t stop as I moved, she shuffled on her knees.

“Don’t stop, oh Pearl, don’t stop,” I begged her as she sucked.  My words encouraged her to try even harder and soon I was on the edge.  “I’m cumming Pearl, oh fuck I’m cumming.”  With that my balls tensed and she squeezed them, then they started to twitch and contract as I came, shooting load after load into her warm, willing mouth.  Even as I came she didn’t pull away, she let me fill her mouth with sticky, salty sperm.  I held her head again, not wanting the moment to end, even after I’d stopped cumming.

When I finally relaxed my grip on her head she extracted herself from under my robes and backed away slightly, looking up at me.  When I finally opened my eyes and looked down at Pearl she smiled, then opened her mouth wide to show me that she still had my cum.  I could hardly believe how well trained this girl was.  She closed her mouth and smiled at me, then I saw her swallow and open wide again to show me she’d swallowed the load.  Then her face broke into a broad smile.

“I hope you enjoyed that Master.”

“Fuck yes,” I replied.

“Please tell me if you’d prefer me to do things differently.”

“I will Pearl,” I replied.  I moved forward and picked up her gag, she opened her mouth and I swear she gave a little moan of pleasure as I locked it into place.  I re-harnessed her and we set off again, twice more round the compound before I took her back to her stall.  I couldn’t wait for the night, to take her out into the desert.

******

The night couldn’t come fast enough.  I ate with my father, he explained more about the training program – it had been devised centuries ago and only needed refinement for willing ponies.  It was handled by the servants – quite rightly.  Does the owner of a prime race horse spend his time training the horses, no, he hires someone to do it.

He also explained the rules of sex – I was free to fuck my pony, she was after all my slave.  I could not touch or fuck any of the other ponies without permission of their owner. 

“Usually it’s a case of I fuck yours, you fuck mine,” he told me.  The servants were not allowed to use the ponies at all.  Quite right.

******

Night falls quickly in the desert, sadly the heat hangs around for a few hours.  But, as my Uncle told me over dinner, whip your pony to get her to run quickly and you’ll soon have a breeze over your face.  Pearl had been in training for six months, she was capable of running at six miles an hour for about two hours without a break.  Longer than that and she would need a rest.  They both assured me that I wouldn’t get lost, but as I set off he handed me the sat-nav, programmed for home.

“Don’t be out too late,” father told me.  He was sat alongside me in his own sulky, he was being pulled by a pair of ponies, both with long dark hair.  They made a stunning set.  I resolved to get an additional pony as soon as I could, another blonde to match Pearl.

Using the whip for the first time, my Uncle had told me, is hard.  You have to pick it up and inflict pain on another human.  And believe me, he said, it hurts.  Even what you’ll consider to be a gentle reminder will cause Pearl pain.  It will leave marks on her, they will fade but the mental scars won’t.  However, my father added, it is important that you whip her.  She has to know that you’re not a soft touch.  Make sure that you do when you go out.

With them both watching me I removed the whip from its holder.  I swished it a couple of times before laying it into Pearl’s back.  She made a high pitched squealing noise as I yelled ‘walk on’ and we set off into the night.  Once outside the compound the night was black – the moon was out which allowed me to see where I was going.

50 meters from the compound I lashed her again and ordered her to run.  Instantly she sped up and soon the compound was lost behind the dunes.  My father was correct, the paths were clearly marked.  Once you knew that they were there you could see how odd they were, about three or four meters wide and perfectly flat.  They’d been laid out over centuries, my uncle told me that the longest led to an oasis about 15 miles away, but he warned me not to go that far.  That kind of distance needed two teams of four, so you could switch and allow some of the girls to rest.

I ran Pearl for about 90 minutes, according to the sat nav we’d covered about 10 miles – we’d taken a few detours and were about six miles from the compound (the light was still visible in the distance).  I slowed her down to a walk and allowed her to high step for 10 minutes, to calm her down, before bringing her to a halt.  I climbed down to inspect her body, it was covered in sweat and sand. 

“Thirsty?” I asked her.  Pearl stamped her right leg once.  I raised a bottle of water to my lips and drank about a third of it while she watched.  No, this was too cruel.  I offered it to her lips and poured a little out into her mouth.  I noticed her lips, they were cracked and broken.  Shit, she needed a big drink.  I made to take the gag out but she resisted – I worked out she could drink like this.  Pearl drank two full bottles of water.  I poured another over her body, I loved the way that it made trickles over her as the dirt and sand was washed away.

I moved behind her back and washed that as well, there were five long red lines on her back where I’d whipped her.  I felt guilty, this wasn’t right.  When I touched them she flinched, I resolved from now on to only use the whip if she wasn’t trying.  Whipping her to get her to run wasn’t right.

I took a blanket off the sulky and lay it on the soft sand, just off the path.  I unhooked her and led her to the blanket.  Pearl looked happy, she was about to get fucked and by the look of her she wanted me to fuck her.

I lay her down on her back, leaving the steel gag in.  I washed her smooth, hairless pussy with more water, getting the sweat, dirt and sand off, before burying my face in between her legs.  As soon as my tongue touched her skin I heard her moan through the gag.  I’d left it in on purpose, I wanted to see how much control she had.

I pushed a finger inside her cunt and slowly finger fucked her as I licked and sucked on her labia and clit.  She put her hands on my head, gently, not forcing me, unlike I had done to her.  I licked up and down, toying and teasing her, she was clearly enjoying my attentions.  I pulled my finger out and replaced it with my tongue.  Pearl groaned in delight, her breathing was speeding up again as she took deeper and deeper breaths as I tongue fucked my pony.

“I’m cumming,” she yelled (I think that was what she yelled, hard to know through a gag).  Two seconds later her slender legs came together and started to pulse, her nails sank into my head, her toned stomach crunched as she came hard, holding my head in place, forcing me to keep tongue fucking her. 

When she released me I pulled myself up over her body, stopping at her magnificent tits, kissing and licking them, taking her adorned nipples into my mouth and sucking gently.  Pearl was still moaning, her eyes were closed, she was loving the attention.  I kissed my way up her body and urgently pushed my cock inside her soaking cunt, she moaned again as I started to fuck her, pinning her down with my weight.  I released the gag and our tongues touched as I kissed her.

I pounded her relentlessly, my hips crashing into hers.  I was grunting, gasping for air as I fucked my filly, under me Pearl put her hands onto the sides of her tits, pushing them up so her nipples rubbed against me.

Both of us were taking short breaths, we were both about to cum.  She was panting, her voice squeaking higher and higher, I’d never seen a woman so excited. 

“Can I come again please Master,” she begged me.  I liked that, “Please Master, please let your pony come again . . . PLEASE . . . MASTER, PLEASE.”  Her begging pushed me to the orgasm I needed and I started to pump her full of cum. 

“You may cum Pearl,” I told her.  Instantly her cunt tightened but she couldn’t stop me from rutting her.  I kept pushing in and out as I came.  Finally, my balls drained, I stopped, and just lay on top of her, my cock still buried in her pussy.  When it shrank I rolled off her and Pearl instantly moved to take me into her mouth, to clean me off.  When she came up we kissed again.

“Thank you Master,” she said, “that was the first time I’ve been fucked in over six months.”

I kissed her head.  “Don’t ponies ever have sex?”

“We have a lot of sex with each other Master,” she said, “but penetration isn’t allowed.  And sometimes you just need something hard and long inside you.”  She smiled at me and added, “I think I will enjoy being your pony, Master.”

“And I will enjoy being your owner Pearl.”  We kissed again before I stood up and replaced her gag, put her back into the harness and we headed back to the compound.

******

“That was what, 29 years ago son,” I told my eldest, “My first pony.  Since then I’ve always owned at least four, usually six or more.  And today, the day you turn 21 I give you these two for your birthday.”

My son walked over to the two almost naked girls, both had long black hair and large, firm teenage breasts.  He extended his arms and cupped their chests, holding one breast of each girl in his hands.  He shook his head and turned to face me.

“This is incredible father,” he said, “This is the best present any child could ever hope for.  Thank you father, thank you.”

I smiled, he would never forget this just as I’ve never forgotten Pearl.


A New Recruit

Vancouver, apparently, is the warmest city in Canada in winter.  The sky has been grey for a week with constant snow and temperatures well below freezing.  Yep, the weather’s great in Vancouver.  Highly recommend it in the middle of February.  At least I’m warm in the coffee house.  A customer is trying to get my attention. 

“Hi, my name’s Bianca, what can I get for you today?”

The woman looked up at me.  “Can I get a cappuccino and plain donut please . . . Bianca”

That’s unusual.  We all wear these damn name tags but no one ever uses your name well, apart from the odd guy that tries to hit on you.

“Sure, no problem,” I replied and turned to leave.

“Bianca . . . Bianca Fellows?”

That got me.  I stopped and turned round, she must know me.  She opened her mouth to speak.

“P . . . Jane,” she said looking at me, “Janey – I was your sister’s best friend.”  I looked at her again, shit yes it was.

“Jane, I remember you now.  I’ve not seen you, for what, three years?  Four?” 

Jane blushed and looked down for a second.  “Must be three years,” she said, “How are you?”

I looked round, there are a load of great coffee houses in Gastown.  This isn’t one of them.  Jane seemed to get the idea.

“I’m OK, and you?  You look great.”  This was true, Jane had a wonderful deep suntan – the like of which you just don’t get in Canada in winter.  Jane smiled, she had wonder white teeth which looked amazing against her tanned skin.

“I’m fantastic,” she replied, “I’m just back home for a week and thought I’d look up the old place.”

I remembered her now – Jane used to work here.  I thought about her, when I found out she worked in this crappy coffee shop having dropped out of school at 18.  Came from a poor home, just like me.  Now look at her, the clothes she was wearing were clearly very expensive, I could see her boots under the table, they were Jimmy Choo’s, I know my shoes, particularly ones I could never afford.  I looked round, there was only one other customer in the place. 

“I’ll get your coffee and then we can have a chat, if you like.”

Jane smiled, “I’d like that.”

When I came back I had two coffees, one each.  We sat down and started to talk, she asked about my sister, where she was.  Jane was pleased to learn that she was studying in Ottawa, when I asked about her life though she was much more circumspect, almost avoiding the question.  Eventually we’d finished our coffees and Jane stood up.

“It was great seeing you again,” I said to her.  Jane smiled and half turned away, then turned back to face me.

“What time do you get off?” she asked.

“Six,” I replied.

“Fancy going out somewhere tonight?”  She must have seen my face, the look ‘God Yes’, coupled with ‘But I can’t afford it’.  Before I could speak Jane added, “My treat – it’s so nice to see someone I know.  I’ve been a bit lonely these past few days.  I’ll meet you outside at six, if that’s OK?”

I nodded, it would be nice to kick back and relax for a night.

******

We closed up just before six, it had been a slow day and I was wiping down tables when I heard Jane knocking on the door.  I let her in and she sat down, waiting for me.  The owner let me go at 10 past and we went out into the grey night.  Jane was staying at the Pinnacle, she wanted to go back there to get changed.

“Don’t get too dressed up,” I said, “I’m just in my jeans.”  I was slightly embarrassed about how I looked.

Jane looked at me, “You can borrow a dress Bianca, we’re about the same size.”

The room in her hotel was incredible, she was in a King overlooking the city.  I swear her room was bigger than my apartment.  We’d grown up poor in the Eastside, fuck I still lived there, so something must have happened to her to accommodate for this change.  I just walked to the window and looked down over the city.  It looked very different from 30 stories up.  The bay was a hive of activity, I was watching the ships and traffic on the bridge.  I could hear Jane behind me and eventually I turned round.  She was wearing a towel and holding a couple of dresses.  I couldn’t help myself.

“Jesus Jane, how much did they cost?”  That was crass, I knew you should never ask about cost.

Jane just smiled and looked at me.  “Which one do you prefer?  I’ve booked us into Marketplace at eight.”

My face fell, “Jane, there’s no way I can afford that.”

“But I can, and I don’t like eating alone.  So, do you want the red dress or the black?  Or there’s another black one and a blue one in the wardrobe if you don’t like either of these.”

I stepped towards her and picked the red dress, it would off set my dark hair.

“Can I try it on?”

“Of course, here, I’ll get the other three I’ve got, try them all.  I’m going to get a shower – you can go next.”

Jane turned and was back in second with three more dresses, one green, one black and a blue one.  Jane disappeared into the bathroom and I picked up the red dress, it was off one shoulder, I held it up to my body to assess it, before stripping down to my underwear and slipping it on.  I walked to the dressing area to check myself out in the mirror.  My face fell as I looked at myself, God I was plain compared to Jane.

I tried a couple more on but I kept coming back to the red dress.  When I heard the shower go off I slipped out of the one I was wearing and found a robe and put it on.  Jane came out, “All yours,” she said, towelling her hair, and stepping past me.

When I came out Jane was still wrapped in a towel, she was very body confident.  I watched her for a moment, she was sat in front of a mirror applying makeup.  She saw my reflection and held up the hair dryer and waved it at me.  I walked over and sat next to her, drying my hair.  On the desk was a makeup bag.  Jane saw me looking at it.

“Help yourself,” she said.  I don’t know much about make up so after my hair was dry Jane helped me apply it.  I couldn’t believe the transformation that a little mascara, eye shadow and lipstick made.  I was mesmerized looking at the new girl in the mirror.

“Come on,” Jane said, “Let’s get dressed.”  We helped each other zip up into out dresses, I couldn’t stop looking at us in the mirror.  We looked good.

“What shoe size are you?” asked Jane.

“Eight, eight and a half . . .”

Jane opened the other side of the wardrobe and pulled out a pair of shoes, jet black, three inch heels.  I fell in love with them.  They must have cost $1,000, if not more.  I looked in the cupboard, there were another 10 pairs of shoes and boots, all top end.  I was looking at $10,000 of shoes.

“Jane . . . how?”

She smiled, “I’ll tell you later.  Maybe you’ll be interested in what I do?”

I opened my mouth to speak, of course I was interested.  Jane just put a finger to my lips to silence me.  We were close to each other, our faces six inches apart.  I half expected her to lean in and kiss me.  Instead she just smiled.

“Let’s get these on you,” Jane said.  She bent down and helped me into my shoes, then slipped on her own, before picking out a couple of handbags.  She handed me one, “Italian,” she said.  Again, it was clearly very expensive. I put some lipstick, tissues and my purse into the handbag, Jane did the same and we looked at ourselves in the mirror.  I had never looked so good.

“Dressed to kill,” I said.  Jane just smiled.  We left the room and went down to the lobby where we caught a taxi to take us to the restaurant.  We were 30 minutes early so sat at the bar for a drink.  Jane looked at the list and ordered a bottle of wine, the bartender looked at me.

“Are you 19?” he asked.  I was about to speak when Jane handed him two $20 notes.

“Is this good enough ID?” she asked him.  He looked at them both, stuffed them in his pocket, and then looked at me.  He smiled. 

“Sure.”

He was soon back with two glasses and poured the wine.  Jane lifted her glass and smelled it, before taking a mouthful.

“I miss wine,” she said between sips.

I took my first sip, I’m not a bit drinker, I can’t afford to be.  The wine tasted heavenly. 

“This is fantastic –What is this?” I asked.

Jane showed me the bottle, it was something French.  I was none the wiser, the label was all in French.

We talked for 20 minutes until our table was ready.  I’d never eaten at such an expensive restaurant – Jane insisted that I order whatever I wanted and not look at the prices.  I tried my hardest, but when you work on minimum wage and live in a shit hole it’s hard not to. 

Jane was in the rest room when the check arrived, I didn’t mean to look at it but I couldn’t help it when the waiter gave it to me.  Jesus, it was almost $300, add on the tip and she wouldn’t get much change out of $400.  And that was before the $40 bribe to allow me to be served.

When she came back Jane paid with a credit card then looked at her watch.  I don’t know much about watches but that didn’t look cheap either. 

“Let’s go to a bar and have a drink and then,” she said, pausing for dramatic effect, “I’ll tell you what I do.  Who knows, maybe you’ll be interested.”  I remember thinking right, I left school at 17 with no qualifications, and whatever Jane is doing she is clearly good at it.  And if it paid that well it couldn’t be easy.

We caught a taxi back to the Pinnacle and walked to the bar, I was surprised that no one questioned my age this time.  Jane ordered herself a gin and tonic and I had the same.  We found an isolated table – it wasn’t busy, there were only 10 or so people in there, mostly business men sat at the bar.  Jane sat down and took a long swig from her glass, downing half of it in one go.

“Let me tell you a story,” she said.  “Like you I left school at 17 and worked a number of dead end jobs for a couple of years, I just drifted.  Then I bumped into a girl called Helen that I sort of knew from school – she was a few years older than me – we knew each other from the swimming team.”  Jane picked up her glass and downed it.  “A bit like how I bumped into you today.”

“Helen was wearing amazing clothes, she was clearly doing very well for herself.  She suggested that we go out for dinner, and over dinner she asked me if I’d like to earn a million dollars.  US dollars.  I thought she was joking but she was deadly serious.  So Bianca, before I go any further, how would you like to earn a million dollars?  Interested?”

“I’m not doing anything illegal,” I replied.  How else could she be earning that kind of money?  Jane shook her head.

“It’s nothing illegal, just . . . unusual.” Jane lowered her voice when she said unusual.  “Interested?”  I was interested and nodded.

“First thing you need to know, this will cost you five and half years of your life.”  I must have pulled some kind of face as she laughed, “No, I put that wrong.  The job will last you five and half years.  You’ll be working in the gulf – I’ll tell you exactly where if you’re interested.  You’ll get four weeks’ vacation a year and you employer will pay for three return flights to Canada, or anywhere else in the world for that matter.  And you’ll fly first class.”  I picked up my drink and swallowed half of it.  Interested?  Of course I was.  Jane opened her mouth to speak when the bartender arrived with two more drinks.

“From the two men at the end of the bar ladies,” he said as he put them down.  For fuck’s sake, Jane was about to tell me everything and in two minutes this pair of guys would come over and try to pick us up.  Looking at them, they were pretty drunk.  Jane picked her drink up and smiled at them and mouthed thank you.  They took this as a sign and came over.

“Hi, I’m Bill and this is Dave,” Bill said introducing himself, “Can we join you?”

I looked at Jane to see what she thought.  “Thanks, but no thanks.”  They looked disappointed.  “No offence Bill,” said Jane, slipping her hand onto my knee, “But you’re really not our type.”  The two men looked at each other.

“Oh, right, erm sorry to have troubled you.”  They looked at each other, I took the hint from Jane and put my hand onto hers and smiled at them.

“Sorry,” I said.  Bill and Dave were lost for words and just left.  When they sat back at the bar I heard them laughing about it, but they kept stealing a look, so we stayed holding hands.  Got a free drink though.

“As I was saying,” said Jane, “Interested?”  I nodded.  “Come up to my room Bianca, we can talk in private there.”  We stood up and picked up the drinks and made for the elevator.  The guys were watching so we held hands.  As we left the bar I felt cheeky, so I stopped and pulled Jane’s arm, then kissed her on the lips.  I’m not a lesbian, I was just teasing with the men at the bar.  As we kissed I looked at them, their eyes were out on stalks.

In the elevator I tried to release my hand from Jane’s, she just held it tight and then kissed me again.  This was surprising, the alcohol must be playing with my mind, I just parted my lips and we kissed passionately, our tongues touching as we explored each other’s mouths.  When the elevator came to a halt we broke off and held hands as we walked to her room.

Once inside I spoke first, “I’ve never kissed a woman before.”

Jane smiled, “If you take this job on you’ll be kissing lots of women.”  I sat down on the bed.

“Bianca, what is this job?”  And then she started to explain.

“So, I started work on this three and half years ago.  Helen explained it all to me, as I’m about to explain to you.  If you want to ask me questions break in at any point.”

Jane picked up the drinks and handed me mine.  “You’ll need this.”  She sat on the bed next to me and resumed.

“Helen told me about this job, working in the gulf.  Typically you’ll work two or three days a month.  You’ll spend a couple of hours a day exercising.  Its physical labor when you’re working and don’t doubt that it’s hard work.”

“Will I be allowed to phone family and friends?”

“Yes, you’ll be able to face time, but you can’t use cell phones.  Have a drink.”

We both drank deeply, Jane went to the mini bar and passed me a little bottle of gin.  “You’ll need this as well.  So, what manual labor job pays $200,000 a year, plus bonuses, plus return first class flights?”  She was edging round it, clearly she was nervous about saying it.

“Come on Jane, spit it out.”

Jane downed her drink.  “You’ll be a pony girl.”

I was confused, “A million dollars to look after ponies?”

“No Bianca, you’ll be a pony girl.  You’ll dress up as a pony – here let me show you, and you’ll pull your owner round while they sit in a pony trap.”  I was still none the wiser.  Jane pulled out her phone.  “Watch this.”

I took her phone and watched.  It was Jane, she was dressed in a leather harness, wearing a head set with what looked like a piece of metal in her mouth.  Apart from the harness and boots she was naked.  I looked at her.

“Jane, what the fuck?”

“Bianca, the national sport is horse racing and in the past they used to own slaves.  They enjoy dressing women up as horses and racing them.  You’ll be owned by a rich man who will have exclusive ownership of you – yes Jane, he’ll get to fuck you whenever he wants.  You’ll be trained for six months prior to being sold to your first owner.  Oooh, and you’ll get 20% of the sale price, on top of your million.  When I was first sold I was sold for almost half a million, so that’s another $100,000 for me.  I’ve been sold twice since then – they get bored of fucking the same pony and sell us on.  While you’re on the compound you’ll have no expenses.  At the end of your five years you get all the money – if you quit before five years are up you get the $25,000 per year pro-rata.  That’s the basics.”

I was too shocked to move or speak.  Jane opened the mini bottle of gin and poured it into my glass.  I lifted it to my mouth and downed it.  My mind was a whir of questions.  We talked for another hour, after 10 minutes Jane called room service for another bottle of wine.  I was already very drunk but more alcohol seemed to be the right idea.

“I don’t expect you to make a decision today,” she said after I ran out of questions, “I’m here until Saturday and you can email me at any time.  By the way, if I recruit you I get $100,000.  If you do the 6 months training and decide it’s not for you you’ll walk out with $10,000.”

Half the bottle of wine had gone, Jane put it onto the table, took my glass off me and sat next to me.  She ran her hand through my hair.

“Did you enjoy kissing in the elevator?”  I nodded.  “First time with a girl?”  I nodded again.  “Want to do it again?”  I didn’t reply, I was too nervous.  Jane put a hand onto my leg and slipped in inside the hem of the dress, up my thigh.  I watched it move slowly under the material until her hand was an inch from my pussy.  If a man did this on a first date I wouldn’t let him.  This felt different.

As I wasn’t resisting Jane put her other hand onto my neck and pulled it gently while she leaned closer.  When our mouths were an inch apart she paused, I could feel her breath on my face.  I opened my mouth to speak, I meant to say please stop, what actually came out was a gentle ‘Please’, the word stop died in my throat.

Jane held me there, rubbing her hand up and down my thigh, as we felt each other’s breath.  I decided that I had to make the first move.  I leaned closer, our mouths met, opening slowly before our tongues touched, gently at first becoming more passionate.  When Jane broke off the kiss she pulled my hair gently, exposing my neck and she kissed it gently, then across to my ear and sucked my lobes.  I love having my ears touched.  I must have moaned, Jane whispered “You like that then?” and I nodded.  Jane pushed her tongue into my ear and I finally relaxed.

I raised my hand to touch Jane’s head, but as I lifted it it brushed her breast through the material of her dress.  I stopped when this happened and looked down, I’d never touched a breast before, apart from my own, and I was fascinated.  I opened my hand and cupped her breast, before squeezing it gently.  Jane broke off from me and stood up, off the bed.  Had I done something wrong?

She smiled at me and reached behind her back, unzipping the black dress.  She pulled it down, exposing her unsupported chest – her tits hardly moved as she pulled it down.  She was wearing nothing but a tiny black g string.  She offered me her hands and I put mine in hers, she pulled me upwards then spun me round, kissing my back.  Jane unzipped the dress, pulling it over my shoulder and down my body.  Like her I wasn’t wearing a bra, I did have a pair of panties on.

When I worked the dress over my hips, Jane put her hands round me and held my breasts, one in each hand.  She was much gentler than any man had ever been, I loved her touch.  She cupped and stroked my tender skin, before finding my nipples and taking them between her finger and thumb to squeeze them gently, all the while kissing my back.  When I spun round she put her hands onto her own breasts and squeezed, before looking at me.

“Kiss my breasts Bianca,” she said.  If you’d told me five hours ago the night was going to end like this I’d never have gone out.  Now I was enthralled and excited in a way I’d never been before.  I did as ordered, I bent forward and took one of her soft nipples into my mouth and sucked gently, my tongue reaching for her soft bud.  Instantly it grew hard in my mouth, I loved feeling it grow, I could see what men got out of this.  Jane sighed, she clearly had sensitive nipples.  I flicked it with my tongue and she moaned again.

I licked my way across to her other breast and was quickly rewarded with a rock hard nipple in my mouth.  I kissed and circled her breasts, moving from one to the other until Jane put her hands on my head and pushed me down towards her pussy.  I could smell it as I got close, she was clearly very wet.  I used my hands to push her legs apart and Jane lay down, on her back, moving her hands up to her own breasts.  I took the thin material of her G string and pulled it, digging into the soft folds of her pussy. 

This was my first time, but even so I teased her, kissing her through the lacy material before kissing her legs.  Jane moaned more loudly, she was enjoying the attention.  I kissed down to her knee, then moved to the other leg and kissed my way up back to her cunt.  I eased the panties down her legs before taking my first taste of another girl.  Jane was soaking wet, her pussy tasted sweet and sticky and I licked it enthusiastically.  I licked her hairless labia before pulling her lips apart with my fingers and pushing my tongue into her hole. 

Jane gasped, her hands scrunched the bed sheets into balls as she tightened and loosened her grasp on the sheets.  Her mouth was open wide, her head tilted backwards as I ate her.  When I started to lick her clit she sat upright and passed me a long dildo.

“Fuck me with this Bianca,” she panted, “Fuck me slowly.”

The dildo was huge, it was about 10” long and three” or more wide.  I put it into my mouth and sucked it for a moment to get it wet before pushed it inside Jane.  I watched, fascinated as inch after inch disappeared inside her until only a couple of inches were protruding.  I sneaked a look at her face, she was lost, eyes closed, one hand on one of her breasts, the other crunching and releasing the covers.

I smiled, then went down on her again, licking her clit as I pushed the dildo slowly in and out of her, I was determined to make her cum, and it wouldn’t take long.

“Faster,” she moaned, “faster Bianca.”  I started to fuck her faster, her breathing was getting quicker and quicker, she was making quiet noises, getting higher and higher pitched.

“Don’t stop, oh no . . . no . . . no . . . . NO . . . don’t stop, don’t stop . . . I’m going to cum, oh fuck Bianca I’m going to cum . . . . NOOOOOO.”  Jane’s whole body started to pulse and writhe as she came.  I kept fucking her until she begged me to stop, she sat upright and we kissed, Jane licking her pussy juice off my face, then she pulled the dildo out of herself and put it into her mouth.  I couldn’t believe it as inch after inch disappeared.  She leaned her head back and the whole thing went into her mouth, I could see her throat bulge it was that deep.

“I can’t believe you can do that,” I said.  Jane pulled it out and looked at me. 

“You’ll learn how,” she replied and winked at me, then held it to my mouth.  I opened wide and took it in, she pushed three, then four inches in before I started to gag. 

“Relax your throat,” she told me, “Tilt your head back.”  I did as she asked but it was no use, I could only get the first three and a half inches in before I struggled.  “It takes time,” Jane added.  She pulled it out of my mouth and pushed me back gently, down onto the bed.  She ran it between my breasts and left it there, before pushing my hands onto my chest to form a tight channel around the dildo.  She then drooled onto the already wet shaft and started to fuck my tits with it.  We gazed into each other’s eyes while she fucked my tits.

Jane didn’t do it for long before she pulled it down my body, I opened my legs and she slipped it between them, onto my pussy.  I gasped as it touched my clit, Jane smiled at me and then inserted it into my cunt.  I’d never had anything that wide or long inside me.  Jane interlaced the fingers of my right hand into her left and held me as she fucked me.  I closed my eyes, lying back to enjoy the sensation.  It wasn’t long before I was moaning, head back, eyes closed.  Jane let go of my hand and I let her move, she started to take long, slow licks of my clit, I was bucking my hips before long as I started to cum, screaming loudly.  She was so much more skilled than any guy I’d been with.

I put my hands onto Jane’s head and pulled her up by her hair, the dildo still buried in my pussy.  We kissed, then I started to laugh.  Jane was soon joining in.  We snuggled up and I pulled the dildo out, we took turns to suck it before we fell asleep, wrapped in each other’s arms.

******

In the morning when I awoke we were lying in the spoons position, I had one arm under Jane, my right arm draped across her, her warm left breast in my hand.  I smiled and squeezed it gently, her breast felt great in my hand.  Jane was awake, she stretched when I squeezed her and she rolled over to face me.

“Good morning Bianca, I hope you slept well.”

“I did – thank you for teaching me.”

“It was my pleasure.  At the compound we have a lot of lesbian sex, our owners aren’t there all that often.”

I thought about it and we talked more about her life, some parts aroused me and we kissed occasionally.  Jane phoned out for breakfast and she left the door unlocked, shouting for the bell boy to bring it in.  His face went bright red to see us both in bed, as did mine.  When he left she locked the door and brought the tray over.  We ate and drank. 

“Shit,” I said when I checked the clock, “Shit, I’m late.”

Jane checked the clock, “Well, are you going to go, or stay here with me?”

“Jane, I need to go, I need the money.”

“OK Bianca, but tell me, will I see you again?  In the desert?”

“Maybe, I have to think about it.”  I got out of bed, showered quickly and got dressed.  We kissed goodbye.  In the elevator I found a note from Jane

Bianca,

It was great seeing you.  Here’s my email address and phone number while I’m back in Canada.  Call me or email me if you have any questions.  You’re guaranteed a million if you come, probably nearer to 1.5 if you’re sold a few times.  Think about it.

Jane xxxx

******

9 weeks later and I was sat at a bar, drinking champagne.

“Excuse me Miss,” said the bartender, “They’ve just called your flight.  And frankly, the champagne is better on the plane than here.”

I smiled, downed the glass and picked up my bag.  It was only for two weeks, I told myself, only for two weeks.

And that was four years ago.  One year to go and I get my million, no, nearly two Canadian.  I’ve recruited three other girls since then and will be home hunting next month.  Do you know any single girls who’ll exchange five years for a million? – I’ll split the finder’s fee with you.


Taken for a Ride

“Get your skanky ass out here Suki, don’t be so slow” Orla ordered me.  Fuck’s sake, it wasn’t even 10 minutes since the last customer had left.  In that time I’d changed the sheets, showered to remove his scent (and his sperm) and already she was demanding I head back out to be picked again.

When I first started as a whore in this brothel I somehow thought I’d be able to wash away the memory of each guy with the shower, but it’s no good, you can’t wash away the feeling of what you are.  A $50 fuck who services 40 guys a night, 60 on a good night.  Orla takes two thirds off the top and then I have to pay her board and lodgings, plus I have to pay to rent a room to fuck in and money to cover the laundry.  And taxes!  Honestly, you pay $50 to fuck me and I probably walk out with $5. 

But I can’t dwell on that, I chose this life, my family needs the money and I have to support them, they risked everything to get me out of the war zone and into America.  Now I work to save money to send back to them.  Maybe one day they’ll be able to join me.  That’s my dream.  But after five years of being fucked a thousand times a week I’m beginning to think that will never happen.

“Coming,” I replied.  I pause to look in the mirror, I adjust my hair and touch up my make up.  I put on panties, suspenders and a bra (black to match my hair) and look at myself.  24 years old, I weigh 115lbs with tiny tits to go with my tiny frame.  I don’t need a bra, there really is fuck all to support but guys like it, they like taking it off to pull at my nipples.  More than one has enjoyed stuffing it into my mouth or whipping me with it.  You just learn to take it and fake it, like it’s the best thing that anyone has ever done to you. 

Quick glance round the room, the bed is a king size, naturally, with pristine white sheets.  I’ll give Orla that, this is not a cheap and nasty whore house – she makes everything look good.  The bed is a four poster – nice and easy to tie me to, or tie the guy to, it’s amazing how many like to be tied up and punished.  On the wall to the side of the bed is a selection of chains, whips, ropes, gags, dildos – including a large selection of strap on ones, so many guys these days like to be fucked in the ass, literally, hell, they even pay more for the pleasure.  Not that I see much more, Orla keeps most of the extra for herself.

The only time I get much extra is if I’m doing something  . . . unusual or time consuming.  Women pay more, but they expect sex to last longer.  Couples pay more too – doesn’t take any longer than a single woman but they pay more.  Suits me.  Couples are the best, they are always nervous, one of them has been talked into it by the other – no, not always the woman.  I think about half the time it’s been her idea.

Can’t find a girl to bring with you?  No problem, pay for two of us.  It’s easy work for us both, one can take the lead and other can have some rest for 15 minutes.  Guys always cum so quickly when they are with two girls, it’s like taking candy off a baby.

Despite my lack of tits I’m very popular, as I said I’m 24 and have been a hooker for five years.  People like me, I suspect it’d down to my tiny frame and the fact that if I do my make up right I could pass for 16 or even younger.  Guys like that.  Some see me and demand that I go get dressed up in a school girl outfit; short skirt, socks, tight shirt.  Like something from a posh English school.  “Fuck a Hogwarts pupil, you’ll have a magic time.”  That was one of Orla’s worse marketing slogans – worked though.  One other young looking girl and I were very, very busy that week.

The worst customer is the one that falls in love with you.  They come back time after time and demand to see you.  They actually believe that they are going to sweep you off your feet and take you away from all this.  Once you start to recognize a guy you get worried, is he going to be the falling in love type?  If they show up with flowers then you know, or if they want to talk to you rather than fuck you, that’s a giveaway too.

Not that all repeat customers fall in love, we’re close to the freeway and a lot of truckers park up for the night and come on over for some entertainment.  They’ll sit at the bar, drink at hugely overinflated prices and eventually fancy a fuck before bed time.  Some do form an attachment to you, but you both know it’s just that I do it for them – there’s nothing emotional about it, just that my body works for them.

I’ve been beaten, badly and more than once.  The guy gets you alone, sees the wall with its implements and thinks it’s OK to really hurt you.  The first time it happened he laid a dozen punches on me before the bouncers, sorry, security, came in and dragged him off me.  It really was no consolation to see the images of his beaten body after Dave and Eddie had finished with him.  I was off work for almost 10 days while I healed.  Still had to pay Orla rent for that week.

Could be worse mind, I know girls who work the streets for whom this happens on a regular basis.  More than one girl who works here started as a street hooker, for them this was a step up in life.  Orla doesn’t beat you, nor do the security guards, nor will she tolerate the customers doing so.  Ali worked the streets and she used to get regular beatings from her pimp for not earning enough.  The more he beat her, the less she earned.  I figure he liked beating her.

My favourite customers are the weird ones, the ones that pay money for almost nothing in return.  I have one guy, he likes to come in and play cards with me.  Nothing fancy, strip poker.  He tells me in advance that I’m going to lose and we play cards, I take my clothes off and he leaves.  Takes 30 minutes and it’s like a break from the real job.  Some just want to talk about their lives and I’m a load cheaper than a psychiatrist.

“Suzi, where the fuck are you?” Orla yells down the hall.  Time to go to work.  I slip on a pair of red heels and leave my room to walk down the corridor to the reception.  There are a dozen girls, all sat round in various stages of undress.  Most are dressed like me, bra, stockings, suspenders and shoes. 

The girls smile as me as I arrived, there is a camaraderie between all of us, doing the same shit job.  Josie on the end in unusual, she does it because she genuinely loves being a whore.  She loves sex, any kind of sex but no one man (or woman, or couple for that matter) could ever satisfy her.  One of the first things you learn in this job is how to fake an orgasm – not Josie, she says she cums virtually every time a guy is with her.  I suppose you’d call her a raging nymphomaniac.

I was about to sit down when I saw Orla looking at me.  Clearly I had a repeat customer.  I paused, half way down then stood up and walked to her desk.  A huge guy was standing there, must have been 250lbs, looked like he’d not taken a bath for a month.  As I got nearer I realized I was wrong, he’d not taken a bath in his life.

“Suzi, this is Joe.  He was looking through the catalogue and wanted to see you.”

Ah yes, the catalogue.  Glamorous eh?  It’s a flip book with images of us all in.  I’m sure Orla calls it the catalogue just to demean us that little bit more, to reduce us all to the level of being goods. 

Joe was about 6 feet tall, I’m a shade over 5 feet.  He towered over me, but even so I bowed my head and raised my eyes up to look at him.  I speak excellent English, but I know that most guys expect you to speak pigeon English with a crap Asian accent.  So I do.

“Pleased to meet you Sir Joe,” I said to him, pausing between words for effect.  He extended an arm and put it onto my jaw, then bent my neck back to look at me.  He turned my head from side to side, examining me like you would do with a piece of livestock (which, let’s face it, is what a whore is to the average paying customer.  I’m under no illusions.)

He turned me round, then bent me over.  When he let go I didn’t move, I could tell that he wanted someone very submissive.  If that’s what he wanted then that’s what I’d be.  He’ll cum faster and I’ll earn more that night.

“I’ll take her,” he said and reached into his pocket to pull out his wallet.  I watched as he counted out 20 $20 bills.  Shit, I was in for some weird stuff, I had hoped it would be a simple fuck.  He paid for the equivalent of eight, this was not going to be easy for me.  Orla picked up the money and slipped it under the table.  In its place she opened a draw and pulled out a collar and leash.  I straightened up and put my hand behind my back.  He smiled at me, an evil smile.  I smiled back submissively, I just had to endure the next hour or so.

“Don’t let me down Suzi,” Orla said.  Joe picked up the collar and put it onto my neck, fastening it in place.

“Get on your hands and knees like a dog, girl.”  His words were rough and unpleasant.  I obeyed his order, sneaking a glance at the other girls on the couches.  They tried to encourage me, what I could see was that they were happy that it was me he’d selected and not them.

He started to walk and he pulled the lead, I crawled as fast as I could on the hard floor but I wasn’t going to complain, he wasn’t the kind of man that wouldn’t tolerate a whore complaining about the way she was being treated.

He was getting away from me despite my best efforts to keep up.  He didn’t slow, just yanked the chain, pulling me forward.  I stumbled on all fours, my arms slipped under me and my face hit the floor.  Still he didn’t let up, he just pulled harder and dragged me across the floor.  I put my hands to my neck to pull the collar away from my throat, allowing me to breathe for a moment.  I had to put up with it, he’d paid a lot of money for this.  He dragged me down the corridor, choking and spluttering.  When we got the door of my room for the night I caught up and managed to grab a few deep breaths. 

The room I was using was the biggest in the whore house, it’s about 70 feet long with the huge bed at one end.  It’s usually split into 3 rooms – when we keep it like this it’s for a party.  A group of guys, usually businessmen at a conference will hire the whole whore house.  We deck this room out tastefully, with beds, lounge chairs, usually cages, whipping frames and fill the room with girls, sometimes as many as 50 of us.  And then they come in, sometimes 20 or 30 of them, sometimes a couple of hundred.  These evenings always start slowly, until the alcohol (or coke) takes effect and someone loses their inhibitions.  Then it can get wild.

But today it’s just me and the great hulk of unwashed blubber.  I followed him into the room, still on all fours.  Once inside he closed the door and let go of my leash.  I didn’t know what he wanted, but I took a guess and rocked back onto my legs, kneeling upright, legs apart.  I folded my arms behind my back and put my head down, waiting on instructions.  He didn’t speak or look at me, just walked to the far wall to examine the selection of implements hanging on the wall.  He was picking up and replacing item after item.  I raised my head up to watch him, I’d get an idea of what kind of a night I was in for.

He was standing at the gags section picking up gag after gag.  I hate wearing gags, they force your jaw wide apart and the pain grows slowly until it’s all you can think about.  Your mouth dries out, you slobber uncontrollably and the pain just keeps on growing.  Don’t believe me?  Get a golf ball or a rolling pin and put it in your mouth.  Then try to keep it there – don’t be a hero, start with holding it for 15 minutes.  Bet you can’t manage it.  The only upside is that at least he won’t be able to put his cock in my mouth (unless he picks the ring gag – that’s the worst of all worlds).

“I bet you love being gagged don’t you, you dirty whore?” he said to me in a southern drawl, back to me as he inspected the wall.

“I love being gagged sir,” I replied, “I love losing control.”  I was really laying on my accent, he loved it.  The more he likes you generally the faster it’s over.

“I bet you do whore.”  He picked a bridle gag off the wall with a tongue depressor and chuckled to himself.  This is my third most hated gag – as I said before the ring gag is the worst, the penis gag is only just worse than this.  Imagine having a cock forcing your jaws open wide, touching the back of your throat, knowing that depending on how he moves or touches it you’ll start gagging or retching.  This one is bad enough, a wide metal bar with a 3 inch metal tongue depressor.  It’s supposed to sit outside your mouth, with only the depressor going in.  I knew he was going push the bar behind my teeth to force my mouth open.  He was that kind of man. 
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He turned to face me, I could see anger on his face.  “I didn’t fucking say to get up did I bitch?” he shouted at me.

“No sir, I’m sorry sir.”  Most guys like you in this submissive pose, not him.  I moved as gracefully as I could back onto all fours, head down, unsure of what was coming next.  He spent another couple of minutes picking up items and replacing them.  I wanted to look, to get more of an idea of what he was going to do with me, but I didn’t want to provoke him, especially if he wanted me to provoke him, that would just make things worse.

Eventually I heard him walking back towards me.  He walked past me, ignoring me on the floor.  I heard a swish, then a second.  Clearly he had picked up a whip or cane. 

“Let’s play a game whore,” he barked, “It’s called guess the implement.  I stroke your ass with it, you take a guess.  We continue until you get it right.  Then you get the same amount again as punishment for moving without permission.  Any questions?”

“No sir.”  What else could I say?

He lifted the implement and brought it down onto my ass.  I held my breath as he brought it down, it’s easier to control the pain.  No matter, he hit me hard enough so I gasped.  I thought about it for a moment – not the paddle, it wasn’t wide enough, not a multi tailed whip, it only hit me in one place.

“Was it the cane sir?” I asked.  I was pretty sure it wasn’t.  But I didn’t want to provoke him by getting it right first time.

He didn’t speak, just hit me again.  I moaned in pain.

“Single tailed whip sir?”

He hit me again.

“Riding crop sir?”

“Good guess whore,” he replied, “That was what, three strikes?”  I nodded, “Ready for three more?”  I nodded again.  Fuck, he might have paid over the odds but he was going to get his money’s worth today.

He struck me three more times on my ass, each time he waited 20 seconds between strikes to allow me to feel the maximum amount of pain.  He knew what he was doing, hitting me hard enough so I really felt it and gasped in pain, not so hard that I screamed and would be rescued.

You might ask, why did I not scream and have it come to an end?  He paid $200, I’ll get half of that.  This is America, money talks.  For $100 I can put up with a little pain.  For $100 I can put up with quite a lot of pain.

“Get up to your submissive pose bitch,” he said.  I can put up with an infinite amount of verbal abuse.  I moved gracefully, pushing my ass back, straightening my back, opening my legs wide and folding my arms behind my back.  He knelt in front of me, Jesus the stench coming off him.  He held the gag to my mouth and I opened wide.  He pushed it forward, the metal bar going inside my mouth, I bit down on it gently to hold it in place.  He moved behind me and secured the leather strap in place.  It wasn’t going to come out now.  The tongue depressor was cold, but it did the job it was designed to do.  Speech was now beyond me.

He walked behind me and picked something up, I worked out that he had a couple of lengths of rope.  He tied them through the rings on the gag and put the ropes over my shoulders, down my back and onto the floor.  Was he going to hogtie me?

No, he walked in front of me and stood where I could see him.  He unbuttoned his shirt and pulled it off, revealing his fat rolls.  He spun the shirt like a male stripper would, then threw it at me.  It landed on my shoulder, Jesus it smelt bad.

“Bin wearin’ that for three weeks girl, just so it smells good for you.”

Next he pulled his trousers down and threw them to one side (I didn’t see him remove his shoes, must have done that earlier).  He walked towards me, until his groin was level with my face, I raised myself up slightly – men love it when a submissive girl’s face is close to their crotch.  He put his hand on the back of my head and pulled it in close, my mouth touching his cock through his underwear, his belly touching the top of my head.  I retched, I couldn’t help it.  He laughed at me.

“Bin wearnin’ these even longer.  Wait till you smell the other side girl.”

With that he released my head and turned round and stepped back.  I knew what he expected and I pushed my head forward so that my mouth was level with his ass.  I retched again and tried to pull away.  Joe flipped round and slapped my head, knocking me to the side.  He grabbed the ropes and took one in each hand, the turned round again.  He used the ropes to pull me in and held me there, while I retched and retched.  He must have kept me there for five minutes while I was forced to smell his shitty ass through the revolting underwear.

When Joe let me go he turned back to me.  I could see his cock bulge through his pants, he was fully hard.

“Get on all fours bitch.”

I did as he ordered, unfolding my arms, putting my hands on the floor and sliding forward.  Joe picked up the riding crop and struck my ass.

“Arch you back, knees together.”

I did as ordered, he was treading a fine line here – much more violent and I’d have to stop him.  For now I’d let him carry on.  Joe grabbed my hair, which was long, it reaches almost to the floor when I’m kneeling, and pulled it up into his hands.  When he’d gathered it he started to walk, pulling me by my hair.  I grunted and groaned as he dragged me round the room twice.  He never slowed down, I couldn’t keep up easily and frequently found myself being dragged by my hair, my arms and shoulders hitting the floor. 

When he bored of this he walked behind me, then stood over me.  He bent down and picked up the ropes, one in each hand.  Oh shit, I knew what was coming.  I’d done this before, but never like this.  Before the guy had asked me if it was OK, and they weighed much, much less than Joe.

He sat down on my ass, then slid forward into the small of my back.  I cried out in pain, fuck he was heavy.  His feet were just touching the floor, then he lifted them up so I was carrying his full weight.  He slid his feet back, latching them over the backs of my knees where my thighs bent into my calves.

“Walk on pony,” he ordered.

I lifted my right arm and gently moved it forward.  The next bit would be the challenge.  I tried to tilt my hips so I could lift my left leg, but it was hopeless.  Joe encouraged me by whipping my ass with the riding crop and yelling faster, but it was no good.  Instead I pushed as hard as I could and slid my knee forward over the hardwood floor.

“Better, now speed up pony,” he ordered and whipped me again.

I managed to get into some sort of rhythm, pushing my arms and sliding my legs.  Joe had the ropes, no, reins in one hand and I could hear him wanking himself as he rode me round the room.  My back ached, but I stuck to my task.  He walked me twice round the room, down the wall, across the width and back down the other wall.  He’d lash me two or three times on each loop.  On the third time round I turned as we approached the bed but he pulled on the reins.

“Whoa bitch, I didn’t order you to turn.”  I carried on until my head hit the bed.

Joe dismounted and picked up a pillow.  He threw it on the floor, then picked me up.  He dumped my body on the bed, with my legs hanging off, bent at the waist.  Joe pulled my panties down, then spread my legs.  Here it comes, I thought.  He walked off and came back a minute later, he stood behind me  and kicked my legs apart, then pulled my hair hard so my face came up and off the bed.  He showed me what he was holding, a condom.

“Can’t be too careful with a skanky whore like you,” he said.

I heard him open it and slide it onto his cock.  He placed the pillow between my legs and knelt on it, then he spat on my ass.  Oh fuck, he was going to fuck my ass.  He used his hands to pull my cheeks apart then spat on me again.  I braced myself, there was no way he was going to be gentle or subtle.

I was right, he lined his cock up, I could feel the end of it on my asshole.  I braced myself again and he thrust forward.  I screamed in pain, fuck it hurts to be fucked like that without proper lube.  Behind me I could hear Joe grunting.  He grabbed my hair again and pulled hard, yanking my head back as he fucked my ass.  I’m experienced, I know what to do.  I controlled my screaming and started to pant.  Instantly Joe whipped my shoulders with the riding crop.

“You ain’t being paid to enjoy this bitch, let me know I’m hurting you.”

I stopped panting and started to cry, maybe that was what he wanted. 

“Yes, that’s it, let me know I’m hurting you.”

I started to scream a little and continued to cry.  My mouth ached from the gag, my neck ached from being pulled back, making it hard to breathe, my head hurt from having my hair pulled hard, my back ached from having been ridden round the room, my shoulders hurt from being cropped and my ass ached from being fucked.  Please let him cum soon.  I got my wish.

“That’s it bitch, let me hurt you, milk my cock cunt, come on . . . yes . . . fucking whore . . . I’m going to cum in you bitch . . . yes . . . YES . . .YESSSSSSS”

He was virtually screaming as he came, I felt his cock pulsing inside my ass as he filled my tightest hole.  Joe fell forward, pinning me down under his massive bulk.  I struggled to breathe, but he didn’t roll off for ages.  When he did he pulled out of me and moved to sit on the bed.  Joe pushed me to the floor and dragged me by my hair to kneel in front of him, my mouth inches from his cock.

He reached behind me and unbuckled the gag, pulling it none too gently from my mouth.  I closed my mouth and looked up at him.  Joe smiled.

“Take the condom off girl.”

I did as he asked, gently rolling it back, trying to keep as much sperm in it as I could, otherwise I’d have to clean it off the floor.  When it was off I looked at him, waiting for permission to put it into the trash.  Instead Joe looked at me.

“Open wide.”  Fuck.

I did as ordered and opened my mouth.  He opened his hand and I put the condom in it.  He smiled at me and I smiled back, a smile that concealed my hatred of him.  He put the end into my mouth and lifted it up, then started to squeeze it, unloading the cum into my open mouth.  I hate the taste of cum, I think every girl does.  Naturally I made noises showing how much I loved the taste. 

When all the cum was in my mouth he pulled it out, I wanted to close my mouth and swallow, but he hadn’t told me to do so.  He handed me the used rubber.

“Close your mouth, crawl to the trash and get rid of that, then come back and show me my cum bitch.”

I did as ordered, carefully keeping my ass towards him as I crawled, trying to cross my knees as I moved as sexily as I could.  When I came back I knelt between his legs and opened wide to show him I’d obeyed.

“Bet you can’t wait to suck my cock clean can you whore?”

I smiled and nodded.  He ordered me to swallow and then I took his semi hard cock into my mouth and started to suck.  It was as disgusting as the rest of him but I feigned delight as I sucked him, up and down.  His cock wasn’t large, thank God,  and once it was clean, the taste of sweat and rubber gone it was no better or worse than any other cock I’d had in my mouth, and I’d had thousands.

He lay back and made me suck him for 30 minutes, he was lost in the moment.  I don’t think he was ever going to cum from my attentions, he was just enjoying the moment.  Eventually there was a beep, the clock on the wall showed it was five minutes to the hour.  Joe sat upright and pushed me off, he knew that meant his time was almost up.

Joe dressed and grabbed my leash and led/pulled me back to reception.  I was utterly humiliated and degraded, there were dozens of potential customers standing around.  At reception I stayed on my hands and knees as he handed the leash back to Orla.

“I hope she was satisfactory,” Orla said to him.

He looked down at me.  “She was OK I guess.  I’m back in town next week, I’ll call back then.

They both looked at me.  I smiled and said, “I’ll be here, waiting for you sir.”

I would be as well.  I just earned triple what I normally would for an hours work.  You can’t turn jobs like that down, now can you?


The Punishment Pony

I’m kneeling on the hard, unforgiving concrete floor of the basement punishment room, naked (obviously – I’m permanently naked inside the house), my legs are spread wide, my hands are resting on my thighs, my back is arched pushing my breasts out.  My head is slightly down, looking at the space between my legs.  I’m going to be punished – I know this for a fact.  The only time I come into this room is to be punished.  Master and I both follow our slave contract to the letter on this.

Punishment

The slave agrees to accept any and all punishments that the Master deems necessary.  The Master agrees to explain to the slave prior to the punishment why she is being punished. The slave agrees to thank her Master after each and every punishment.

Punishments always take place in this room.  The basement is split into three rooms, the main snug area with couch, TV, music system, the beer fridge, football banners on the walls.  Every inch of it is your typical Man cave.  This is His space, I am only allowed in by His invitation.

The second room is much smaller, a utility room with the laundry facilities.  I’m sure you don’t need me to tell you this but this is my space where I perform one of my tasks.  Laundry is always devolved to the slave.

The final room is the punishment room – the largest room.  We share this space.  On one wall is a giant St. Andrews cross (I’ve spent many, many hours tied to it while he punishes me).  There are a couple of cages, one of which is tiny, maybe two foot square and three foot high.  I only just fit into it.  The other cage is much larger, there’s space for two, sometimes three, girls in there.  Occasionally when He is away on business for a few nights He’ll place me in there and leave me.  I don’t like it when He does that – not because of the isolation and boredom that’s irrelevant, I have to accept whatever He deems as necessary.  No, I hate being locked in that cage as I could be doing things to make His life better.  I could be practising my cooking skills, baking cakes for Him, I could be cleaning and tidying, I could be sourcing porn videos that I know He’ll enjoy in the evening.  A slave is still a slave when her Master is away and she should always be thinking of Him and His needs.

There are many other devices in this room, maybe I’ll tell you about some of them as He uses them on my 18 year old body. I say my body, it’s not my body.  It’s His body, to do with as He pleases.  I exist to serve Him, this body belongs to Him, heart, body and soul.  Without Him I have no purpose, no existence.  Before I met Him and He enslaved me I had no life, to reason to exist.  All my life, ever since I can remember all I ever wanted to do was serve. 

******

I met Him on my 18th birthday, I was out celebrating with friends in a bar with a fake ID.  I’d been drinking, not so much that I didn’t know what I was doing, not so little that my inhibitions hadn't been lowered.  I’d always been attracted to older men – I guess it was the power, the money, the success that they project.  I’d seen him in the bar, wearing a flash Italian suit, drinking with a couple of His friends.

I was always the quiet one in the group, the timid one that would never say boo to a goose.  It always took a few drinks to drag me out of my shell, to get me talking.  The other girls liked me, they liked being around me as I was the pretty one.  They’d use me as some kind of bait to attract guys.  Guys would always try to hit on me first, but I was never attracted to them, too young and callow.  Also, being so quiet and timid they’d lose interest in me as I appeared to be a personality vacuum.  Then they’d notice my friends more and I’d end up on my own.  Ah well.

Late that evening the usual tactic had worked, each of my friends had hooked up with a guy and I was on my own.  I went to the bar to get a last drink before going home and I found myself stood next to Him.  I’d arrived just before Him and expected to be served first.  The bartender came over and spoke.

“OK folks, who’s first?”

I opened my mouth to speak but He beat me to it.

“I was here first.  Four Michelob please.”

“No problem,” the bartender replied and turned away to get them.  I was incensed, but also a little excited at the way he’d taken control of the situation.  He turned to me while the bartender was away.

“How old are you?”

I blushed, “I’m 21.”

“Don’t lie to me girl.  How old are you?”

How could He speak to me like that?  I should have walked away, I should have ignored him.  Instead I stammered, “I’m sorry I lied, I’m 18.”

“Don’t lie to me ever again Girl.”

“I won’t . . . sir.”  Fuck, what the fuck had I just done?  I called him Sir.  A man I’d met less than 20 seconds before and had exchanged 20 words with and I’d just called him Sir?  Why didn’t I leave?

“Make sure that you don’t girl.”  I just nodded.  He turned back to the bartender and took out His wallet, handing over a platinum Amex card to pay.  His wallet was black leather, looked as expensive as everything else about Him.  While the bartender swiped his card he took a business card out of His wallet and handed it to me.

“Call me tomorrow at three pm.  Not 2:59 or 3:01, three pm exactly.”

I held His card, looking at it. All that was on it was His name and number, simple and clean.

“Yes Sir,” I replied.  I opened my purse and put the card in.  I was going to obey Him, exactly as he ordered.

As he turned he spoke to me once more.

“You are forbidden to masturbate until further notice, understand?”

Quietly I replied to him, “Yes Sir.”  He didn’t look at me again that night.

******

When I got home He was all I could think about, He was about 40, good looking, I was imagining myself being fucked by Him.  My pussy was wet, I could smell myself.  I was desperate to touch myself, to cum but I wanted to please Him, so that when we met He would ask me if I’d obeyed Him and I could answer honestly.  The morning was even worse, I dreamed about Him, when I woke up I could feel how wet I was.  I showered and that helped, but all day I thought about Him.

The next day I sat starring at my phone.  I’d programmed His name and number into it the previous evening, ready for 3pm.  I’d spent all night thinking about Him, His scent, His body, the way he dominated me from the start.  That was another reason I never went for the guys that hit on me, they were always being polite, nice to me.  I didn’t want that.

At precisely three pm I called Him.  He answered on the first ring.  I didn’t speak, I expected Him to lead.  I was correct, He spoke first.

“I will pick you up at 7:30pm tonight, we are going to The Lafayette where I have a private room booked.  Wear a cocktail dress and simple makeup – do not overdo it.  You won’t being going home tonight, understand?”

“Yes Sir, I’ll be ready for you.”

“Have you masturbated?”

“No Sir.”

“Did you want to?”

“Yes Sir, very much Sir.”

“Resist little one.”

“If you order me to I will sir.”  What the fuck was happening to me?  I was going to obey his every order.

“I already have.  Text me your address, I’ll be there at 7:30 precisely.”

And with that He hung up.  I was desperate now but I had to obey.  I had just over four hours to get ready.


****** 

At 7:25 I was sat in the apartment front room, dressed up.  My roommates had laughed at me, getting so dressed up for a Thursday night date.  Exactly five minutes later a Ferrari pulled up outside and they stopped laughing.  I stood up and spoke to them.

“See you tomorrow girls.”  They were silent as I walked out the front door and down the stairs to the car.  He was out of it, leaning against it.   As I approached the car he opened the passenger door for me and I slipped in, it was so low down.  Before he set off He spoke to me once.

“Understand this girl, if I start this engine you will be coming back to my house tonight and I will fuck you.”

Shit, this was direct.  “Yes sir, I want you to fuck me sir.”  It suddenly occurred to me, He didn’t even know my name.

He put the key into the ignition and we set off.

******

The restaurant was nothing like I’d experienced before.  We were shown to a private room where there was a small table, suitable for two.  First thing I noticed was that there was only one chair at it.  The manager pulled out the chair and He sat down, he clicked his fingers and pointed at the floor next to Him.  Shit, clearly He expected me to kneel on the floor.  I didn’t speak, just knelt as directed.  He picked up the menu and ordered for us both, at no point did He ask me what I wanted.  When the manager left He started to speak to me.

We talked while we waited for the food, He led the conversation and I addressed Him as Sir all the time.  I could see what He wanted.  When the first course arrived I sat upright and picked up the knife and fork.

“Put those down girl,” He said to me.

“Yes Sir,” I replied.  I could barely speak, what was going to happen?  He took a couple of mouthfuls, then leaned over and cut my scallop in half, then fed me with it.  It was like nothing I’d ever tasted before, being fed by His hand made it taste heavenly.  The waiter didn’t blink when he came round to top up the glasses of water, clearly he’d seen everything before.

We ate the whole meal like that while we talked.  I addressed Him as Sir, He addressed me as Girl.  I loved it.  I spent two hours like that, on my knees being humiliated and degraded in front of the staff (He made me kiss the waiter’s shoes at one point).  When we left He ordered me to follow him, three feet behind Him off his left shoulder.  The attendant brought His car round and we set off to His home.

******

He lived in Herdon, to the west of D.C.  His home was huge, at the end of a crescent.  It was the largest house on the street.  He pulled the car into the garage and we got out.  As soon as we got into His house He looked at me.

“I think you’ve worked out what I look for in a woman.  Tell me what I look for.”

I thought about how to answer this for a moment before I replied.  “A Slave Sir.”

I expected him to ask me if I wanted to be His slave, but that wasn’t his way.  Instead he opened a draw and took out a slave collar.  He showed it to me and a thrill went through my entire body.  This was what I’d been waiting for my whole life, I just hadn’t realized it until that moment.  Suddenly everything made perfect sense.

“In the morning you’ll sign a slave contract.  For now, I’ll put this on yes?”

“I can’t wait Sir,” I replied.  He opened the collar and put it onto my neck, then he walked behind me and locked it in place.  It was simple steel band, cold to the touch.  I loved it.

“First things first, the only room in this house you are allowed to wear clothes in is the garage or within three feet of the front door.”

I didn’t speak, I just reached behind myself and unzipped my dress, letting it fall to the floor, then I removed my underwear, shoes and stockings, standing naked in front of him. 

“Follow me, crawl.”  He walked past me and headed towards the stairs.  I dropped to the floor and crawled after him.  I could smell my cunt, I was loving the way He was treating me.

I followed Him to His bedroom, He ordered me onto his bed, a huge king-size bed.  He removed the duvet and ordered me to lie on my back and secured me to it, one limb to each corner of the bed.  He opened a bedside drawer and pulled out a ball gag, inserting it into my mouth, forcing my jaws apart.  Next He blindfolded me, I had no control over what was going to happen.  I listened, he was getting undressed. 

He climbed onto the bed and put something onto my pussy.  I gasped out loud, I’d never experienced anything like that before as it vibrated gently on my clit.  The end was huge, it felt like it was the size of a golf ball as it vibrated and stimulated my pussy.  Later I learned that this was a magic wand – it’s my favorite device that He uses on me.

He held it in place and I was soon writhing around on the bed, pulling at the ropes, trying to close my legs as I neared orgasm.  I was gasping and spluttering round the gag, trying to close my mouth, the rubber ball preventing me from doing so.

My left breast exploded in pain, He’d slapped it hard with his hand.  He spoke to me.

“I’m going to keep slapping it until you cum Girl.”

He was true to his word and He laid blow after blow on me, pain and pleasure mixing in my mind and soon I was screaming, yelling as I came. 

He didn’t give me time to relax, he pulled the vibrator away and thrust himself inside me and started to fuck me, there was no warning, no slow introduction.  He just hammered away at my cunt, I loved the way that he took what he wanted, giving me no choice.  He was grunting, then slipped off me, slightly to one side.  I knew what was coming, he’d done this to expose my breast. 

Pain shot through as he hit me again and again, harder and harder as he grunted in delight, fucking His slave.  I was grinding my hips against Him, bending my back so that He caught my clit with His body.  I was digging my long nails into my hands (fuck, I drew blood), the extra pain was a revelation and I loved it – I recommend that you try pain during sex.  I could feel His breath on my ear and face as he fucked me. 

He worked his other hand under me and placed it on my neck.  He didn’t have to tell me what to do, I took a deep breath and then He closed it on my neck, rendering me unable to breathe.  I started to panic, but He ignored me and continued fucking.  I was bucking my body, soon the edges of my vision started to go black but it just drove us both on.

“I’m cumming Girl,” He yelled into my ear, “Holy fuck I’m cumming.”  His grip on my throat tightened and I could feel his cock pulsing inside me as He came.  That set me off, my entire body writhed as I came harder that I’ve ever done before or since.  As soon as I started to cum he released His grip on my neck and I drank in the air, my orgasm continuing for what felt like a minute.  This was worth waiting for.

He released me from the restraints, then retied my arms behind my back, leaving me like that all night.  In the morning I had to kneel at the side of His bed as He sat there and I gave Him a blowjob.  Later that day I signed my slave contract.

Orgasms

The Slave’s orgasm is the gift of her owner.  She is not permitted to cum without permission.  If she does she should expect a severe punishment.

******

That was six months ago.  In the intervening time He has never once called me by my name.  He calls me Girl, that’s it, just Girl.  Demeaning or what?  Since then I quit my job and moved in with Him.  I learned quickly that He enjoys inflicting pain on me – He’s not an out and out sadist, but He definitely has a sadistic streak.  It’s important for me to tell you the difference between Him inflicting pain on me and punishing me.

During sex He frequently hurts me.  He will slap me, hit me.  I have often woken up with a heavily bruised breast or my ass bright red.  This isn’t a punishment, this is me satisfying His needs.  His needs always come first, that is my role as His property.  I am not allowed to cum without permission, and permission is very hard to come by.  I know better than to ask Him, unless I have served him faultlessly for several days.  After I have been allowed to cum I’ll have a healthy glow on my face for a couple of days.  Since that first night I’ve been allowed to cum three times, apart from the day when orgasms became a punishment.

I expect that tomorrow I’ll have a red glow on my ass or somewhere else.  I fucked up this morning, I was cleaning and putting away His whisky tumbler and I banged one, chipping it slightly.  I put it away, hoping He wouldn’t notice.  He did. 

After dinner He ordered me to get Him a drink.  If I’d been paying attention I would have got a different glass, but I wasn’t and I poured the drink in the chipped tumbler.  When I offered Him the drink He took the glass off me and sipped from it, then showed me the glass.

“When did you chip this?”

“I’m sorry Master,” I replied.

He slapped the side of my face, knocking me sideways, onto the floor.  I deserved that, I’d not answered the question I’d been asked.

“The question was, when did you chip this?”

I picked myself up and resumed my position.  “This morning Master.”

“Why didn’t you tell me?”

I thought how best to answer.  “I knew I’d be punished Master.”  I don’t like being punished, I hate it.  It’s not the pain, that is deserved.  I hate the fact that He needs to punish me.  If I was a good slave, the perfect slave that He deserves He would never need to punish me, as I wouldn’t be doing anything wrong.  So what I really hate are my own imperfections, which are highlighted by His need to punish me.

He ignored me while He drank his Talisker.  When He’d finished he handed me the glass.  “Get me another, then go to the basement.”

“Yes Master.”  I obeyed and have been kneeling on the concrete floor ever since.  He won’t leave me like this for hours, just long enough for the fear and anticipation of what is to come to build in me.  When he comes in I’ll be in a state of near panic about what is to happen.

Master is very inventive in his punishments.  It’s rare that he will just tie me and whip me, anyone could do that.  His favorite way to punish me is predicament bondage.  If you’re not sure what that is, let me explain. 

He will place me in a position which allows me to move a little.  The position will usually be painful on one part of my body.  But if I move I can relieve the pain, the downside is I end up putting another part of my body in pain.  Let me give you an example.

Have you ever tried kneeling for a long period of time?  Now try kneeling with your legs wide apart, it hurts a shit load more.  So one of His favorite way to punish me like that is to tie a rope round each of my knees and make me kneel on the floor, my back to a frame he has built.  The ropes go through some hoops and up the back of the frame, where He ties it to my hair.  When my legs are wide open I have to stay in position, head straight.  After 15 minutes the pain in my hips is intense and I can straighten my legs, bringing my knees together.  The down side is this pulls my head back, until I’m almost staring straight up at the ceiling.  Try holding your head like that, suddenly the pain in your legs doesn’t seem that bad.  You could hold it half way, but then you’ll have 2 parts of your body in pain.    And then he’ll walk out of the basement, leaving me like that for several hours.  There can be no escape.

Termination of the Contract

This contract will remain in force until such time as the Master choses to terminate it or one party dies.  The slave has no such right to terminate it, she will remain the property of the Master until such time as one of them dies, or the Master frees her, or He decides to sell or dispose of her.

See?  I have to put up with it.

Want an alternative?  He once tied me to the St. Andrews cross and ordered me up onto tip toes, then he positioned a magic wand an inch below my pussy.  He gave me a choice – I could spend two hours like that but I wasn’t allowed to cum.  Or I could stay like that until I’d cum 12 times.  That’s right, the sadistic streak in Him came out and He was punishing me with orgasms.  It did what I could, but eventually I couldn’t stay on tiptoes any longer and I dropped down onto the wand.  I tried as hard as I could but I couldn’t help it and I came.  He was watching somewhere, I knew he would be.  I then had to stay there until I came another 11 times.

Doesn’t sound that bad?  Try it girls, get a vibrating wand and put it on your clit until you cum.  Then keep it there while you cum and after you cum.  I tried and tried to raise myself off it, the stimulation was agony, I wanted a break.  I knew He was watching, laughing at my torment.  I was there for nearly seven hours before I’d completed all my orgasms.  And that was for a minor infraction of the rules.

Today it’s going to be worse.  I lied to Him.  Chipping the glass would have, should have, resulted in a simple punishment, anyone can be careless or make a mistake.  But lying to cover it up?  What was I thinking of, I’ve been His property for almost six months.

Conduct

The Slave and the Master shall always be honest and open with each other.  Failure of the Slave to uphold this standard will result in punishment.

When he finally enters the basement I was almost shaking with fear.  What would he do with me?  I didn’t move, behind me I could hear him dragging something out into the middle of the room.  Instinctively I knew what it was.  It was the wooden horse.  I hate the wooden horse, I’d much rather be whipped or placed in the cage for a week.  I wanted to speak out, to beg for forgiveness, to plead but I knew that this would make it worse for me.

Can you tell I’m nervous?  I’ve not even told you what the wooden horse is.  Remember gym classes at school, when you had to leap over the wooden horse?  Well, it’s not like that.

The wooden horse is something He made Himself.  It is about three feet long and about the same high, but it can be lowered to make it easier for me, or higher to make it worse.  The top is made from a single piece of wood, six inches square but turned on an angle so it makes a diamond shape at the ends.   One side is smooth, Master rounded it off a little, but the other three are sharp. Which one I have to sit on depends on how bad I’ve been, or how long he wants to punish me for.  Sometimes I’ll get the dull edge, but for much longer.

Each end has a six inch high vertically mounted piece of wood to prevent me from sliding off it.  When I’m on it, my full body weight is resting on my cunt.  Five minutes hurts, 15 is agony.  I’ve been on there for over an hour, my arms tied behind my back so I can’t take the weight onto my arms, my ankles raised up so I can’t take any weight on my feet.  He also tied ropes round my waist or neck so I can’t fall off it.

“Up.”  I stand up and turn round.  He lowered the top bar down and I climbed over it.  I looked down, it was the rounded edge.  This either meant that He wasn’t that annoyed with me, or that I’d be on it a long, long time.  I put my arms behind my back, so He could tie them there, but instead He pulled them back in front.  He fastened my wrist cuffs together.  This was new.  He lifted my arms up and I looked upwards to the ceiling, He’d placed the horse under the ceiling hook.  He lowered it down and put my wrist hooks onto it, then raised it up.  Next he crouched and attached a spreader bar to my ankle cuffs, forcing my legs apart, then He pulled the ceiling hook upwards, until the balls of my feet were just off the floor.

He raised the bar upwards until it touched my cunt, then raised it another inch.  He kissed me then for a final touch hung a four ounce weight off each nipple.  This is was first time I gasped out loud.  I know that the bar will hurt, my calves will be agony and my shoulders will ache.  He walked to the door and looked back at me.  He didn’t speak, just closed the door on his way out.

The pain slowly built in my calves, I’ve decided that they can take the weight at first.  I managed 15 minutes of standing upright, the pain growing all the time in my legs.  When I thought I couldn’t take it any more I forced myself to do another five minutes, sweat beading on my forehead.  I checked the clock, I’d made it to 20 minutes.  I pulled myself up by my shoulders, my arms and wrists taking the strain.

The relief in my legs was instant, but the relief was soon replaced by an extended pain in my shoulders.  I was determined to hold my weight up for as long as possible, before I had to take the weight on my cunt.  My feet were off the floor and my full weight was taken by my arms.  I managed about 15 minutes.

This is the part I’ve been scared of.  It’s the easier to do, but hurts the most as I gently lower myself down onto the smooth, unforgiving wood of the horse.  The pain is instant, it’s a sharp edge pressing against my pussy.  I actually wince as my full weight is taken on my cunt.  The edge slips between my pussy lips and the pain begins to build.  After five minutes I’m sweating and I start to swear, after 20 minutes I’d do anything, anything for the pain to go away.  Gently I raise myself up onto my tiptoes again.

Oh fuck, the blessed relief as the pain evaporates from my cunt.  But this time the pain builds quickly back in my legs, much faster than before.  It’s only been 12 minutes when my legs start to shake uncontrollably and I collapse down onto my cunt.  It hurts, it’s soon agony but I can’t face taking the strain on my arms just yet.

The pain in my breasts and nipples isn’t that bad, it’s just a constant reminder.  The pain there will come when the clamps are removed, when the blood re-enters my nipples.  Until then it’s just a dull irritant that I barely notice until I move position.

The hours pass as I alternate between my arms, my legs and my cunt taking the strain.  Previously I’ve never done more than an hour on the horse, Master didn’t tell me how long I’d be up here today, but I know I’m going to beat my previous record.  There is a clock on the wall, the first hour goes past, then the second.  As the third approaches I’m terrified, it’s approaching 11pm.  If Master doesn’t release me soon I’ll be here all night.  I’d pass out from the pain if that happened, I’d end up slumped forward, the weight on my shoulders and cunt.

I’m covered in sweat when Master comes back into the room, it’s just after 11pm.  Will he release me?  He walks over to me and puts a hand onto my chin, lifting my head up.  I’m on my tip toes at this point, legs shaking.

“Have you learned your lesson Girl?”

It suddenly occurs to me, we’ve been together for six months and not once has he used my name, fuck, I doubt he even knows what my name is.

“Yes Master.”

He smiled and rubs my hair, stroking it like you would a dog or cat.  He kisses my forehead and whispers in my ear, “Good Girl.” 

Good Girl, unless you’re a submissive you won’t know what that means.  In those two little words the following emotions have been expressed:  I have been degraded by Him, humiliated by him, reduced to the level of an obedient animal.  At the same time He has expressed His pride in me and his satisfaction and pleasure with me.  Honestly, give me the choice between an orgasm and a ‘Good Girl’ I’d pick Good Girl every single time.

“Good girl,” he repeats then bends down and lowers the bar of the horse down.  I throw my head back and groan, I’m hanging by my arms now, my legs couldn’t take it anymore and I just hang, toes touching the floor but not taking any weight.

He puts his hand in his pocket and pulls out a fat, long Rampant Rabbit and rubs it along my cunt.  It hurts, but there is pleasure too.  I hate my cunt at times like this, by rights it should be dry and sore well, it is sore but it has betrayed me once again and is wet.  He slides the vibrator inside me and starts to fuck me with it.  The ears soon find my clit and I can’t help it, I start to grind my hips, loving the sensation of it inside me.  What slave doesn’t love being fucked by her Master, even if it is with a dildo?

I open my mouth and throw my head back, moaning.  My mouth is dry, but that doesn’t matter.  I’m quickly panting, gasping as my excitement builds.  I steal a glance at Him, He’s smiling as He looks at me, proud of what He has created, a needy, desperate cunt willing to be fucked by a man who has caused so much pain and suffering.

Soon I’m pleading with Him, begging for permission to cum.  All I need is His word and my body will explode. 

“Please Master, please let your slave cum . . . Master, Please, PLEASE, I’m so . . . so close Master . . . oh PLEASE.”

“You can cum Slave,” he says.  Instantly I release the orgasm I’ve been holding in and my body starts to shake as wave after wave of pleasure shoots through my body.  My breasts are heaving, the weights bouncing on them, the pain just intensifying the orgasm.  Maybe I am a pain slut, or at least becoming one.

When I’ve calmed down Master unties my ankles and I can bring my legs together, finally taking my weight on my feet.  Next He unties my wrists and lowers my arms.  It takes me a while to bend them down to my side, but I manage it.  Finally he pulls the weights off my nipples, I scream loudly as the clamps are pulled off, the metal biting into the full length of my nipples as the blood re-enters my nipples.

As soon as I can manage it I drop to my knees, legs apart, my red-raw cunt on display. 

“Thank you for punishing me Master,” I say.  He smiles at me and pulls down His trousers, I open my mouth and he starts to fuck my mouth.  This is His favorite hole, His cock is rock hard and it won’t be long before he blows in my mouth.  He’s not taking his time, I’m gagging and spluttering as He fucks my face.  I raise my hands and put them on His ass, so I can pull Him deeper into my throat.

I feel His cock start to pulse, he’s gasping and moaning, I’m struggling to breathe but what does that matter?  And then he cums, filling my mouth with His delicious cum, my favorite taste.  He shoots two, four, six, eight times into my mouth before pulling back out.  I don’t want Him to leave my mouth and I try to follow Him, to keep Him in my mouth but to no avail.  He walks away and I swallow.

Next he helps me to my feet and leads me out of the basement.  Upstairs He will soothe my cunt with ointment, it will be sore for days but I deserved it.  I’ll probably have to sleep on the floor tonight, I don’t deserve to share his bed after what I did.  Never lie to your owner, it’s not worth it.


The Blacksmith’s Tale

The phone was ringing.  I normally just let it go to voicemail, but I was eating my lunch so I picked it up.  Interesting, it showed number withheld.  I toyed with not answering, 99% of the time it would be someone attempting to sell me some piece of crap that: A. until 5 minutes ago I didn’t know existed, B. didn’t need and C. didn’t want.  For some reason today I answered it.

“Jim’s Blacksmiths, how can I help?”

“Hi,” said the man on the other end of the line, “I wonder if you can help me.  I need someone to supply a large metal wheel, is that something you’d be able to help with?  It will be a custom design and will need to be assembled on my farm.”

“Maybe,” I replied, “I’m pretty busy at the moment, so you’ll have to wait a few weeks.”

“That’s not a problem,” the man replied.  I liked his voice, he sounded educated and wealthy, you get a sense for that.  “Maybe I can come over and see you one day this week to discuss it?”

“Sure, like I say I’m pretty busy but I take lunch between 12:30 and 1:30, so if you come round then we can talk it over.”

“Thank you, I’ll be there tomorrow, if that’s OK?  It a long drive, I want to make sure you’ll be there.”

“I’ll be here, see you tomorrow.  If I’m not I’ll be back in a few minutes, I’ll just be out grabbing lunch.”  I hung up and returned to my food.

******

When I got back from Subway there was a fancy Bentley sitting outside the shop.  I was correct, this man was wealthy.  Wealthy is good, I don’t inflate my prices just because they are rich – it’s good because they usually have interesting commissions and they pay promptly.  Interesting commissions also tend be to better paying and I prefer doing them.  Small jobs piss me off.

I grabbed my take out and walked towards the door of the shop.  I heard the door of the Bentley open.  I turned to look, a stunning looking woman of about 25 got out of the driver’s side, she had long blonde hair and was wearing a low cut top that was struggling to contain her chest.  I felt a pulse in my cock, this was going to be good.  She walked round to the other side and opened the rear door, a man got out and she closed the door behind him.

The man was older, maybe 35, 40 and was wearing an office shirt, but no jacket or tie.  He smelled of money.  I continued walking towards the shop, I think it impresses people if they can see a working smithy, the heat of the coke fire and the works in progress.  I like it when folks visit the shop, they can see the work that I do and that I keep the environment clean and tidy, well, as clean as a working forge can be.

I sat down at my desk and pulled out my sandwich and drink.  The man and woman came in soon after me, the man was leading, the woman followed about three feet behind him, standing off one shoulder.  When he approached me she stopped the same distance away.  Normally a couple stands next to each other, this was unusual. 

“My name’s Jim,” I said looking at them both, “I’m guessing you’re the man I spoke to yesterday?”

“That’s correct.”  He was from the North East, New York or Boston way I was guessing from his accent.  Never really been up that way, but you get a few of them in these parts, trying to escape the long, cold winters that they have up there.  We get snow in Arizona, but not much of it.

He continued, “I’ve got a large job that I need doing, can I discuss it with you please?”

I smiled at him and put my sandwich down.  Late lunch today.  “Sure, tell me what you need.”

The man continued to look at me but spoke to the woman, again, a bit strange, normally you face the person you’re talking to.

“Rachel, can you show Jim the plans please?”

“Of course Sir,” she said.  I guessed she must be a chauffeur, best looking one I’d ever seen – when I win the state lottery I’ll get me a driver that good looking.  Who am I kidding, I’ll never win.

She walked forward and put a slim document wallet onto the table and a box beside it.  She opened the box and pulled out a hamster wheel, then pulled out some documents.

“It’s easier to think about this by looking at the model,” she said, spinning the wheel, “In essence, what we are looking for is a giant hamster wheel.  About 25 feet high with a steel or iron frame, we need to be able to attach a motor to it to drive the wheel.  The treads will be about five feet wide, the floor made from wood so we can replace parts as needed.”

I looked at them both, they seemed very earnest about this.  For the life of me I couldn’t work out why anyone one would want a hamster wheel this size.  Did they breed giant rodents?  An exercise gym for a horse?  Like I care, this is America and their dollars are as good as anyone else’s.

“And do you know a good carpenter who would be able to line and fit the frame?” asked the woman.  This was odd, the man was clearly in charge but she was leading the discussion, it was like he had no interest in the negotiations.

“Sure,” I replied, “My brother’s a carpenter.  Shall I discuss it with him to get you one price for the whole job?”

“Yes please,” she said, “Do you know when you’d be able to quote?”

“Give me a week or so.  I’ll have to build it here, then assemble it on site.  The welding will take three or four days, plus the prefabrication.  Then it’ll take a day to add the wood.”  When I said on site they looked at each other with a worried expression.

“Seriously,” I said, “This thing will have a diameter of nearly 27 feet with the supports and frame, there’s no way this can be moved in one piece.  The man spoke for the first time since the plans were discussed.

“OK, I can see that.  We live about 50 miles away, when you need to assemble it would you want to stay on site with us?  It might be easier, otherwise you’re in for a two hour drive each way.  My name’s Travis by the way and this is Rachel,” he added, gesturing at the woman.  She smiled at me, I tried hard to steal a glimpse down her front, I couldn’t help it, my eyes wandered down, she was displaying a lot of cleavage.  When I looked back up at her face she raised her eyebrows quickly, she’d caught me checking her out but she didn’t seem that bothered.  In fact thinking about it she seemed pleased at the attention.

Travis pulled out his wallet and removed a business card.  He handed it to me, it had his number and email address on it.

“Please could you phone me later in the week with a rough estimate – don’t be too precise until I get an idea of the price, you can refine it later.”

I took the card and smiled, “Sure.”  Rachel started to gather up the plans and I asked her to stop, “I’ll need them for the estimate.”

She paused and looked at Travis who nodded.  He thrust out his hand and I took it, his grip was surprisingly strong but nothing like mine, when you work at a forge your muscles develop muscles. 

He looked round the forge, picking up several items that I was working on or waiting collection.  I’m proud of my work, most of it is done for farmers or stable owners, I love working with horses, but I really enjoy making fine pieces of iron work, fancy weather vanes, one off items.  The money is in the large items, but I enjoy the small so I do these at a discount.  I’ve got no head for business.

“Nice work,” he said holding a bridle set I was making for a local stable, “And thanks for seeing us,” he said and they started back to their car, once again he led and Rachel followed about three feet behind.  He stopped at the car and waited, Rachel opened the door and he got it, she closed it gently behind him and walked to the driver’s door.  She opened it and paused, she looked at me and winked, before putting a finger between her breasts and pulling it down a couple of inches to expose more of her chest.  Fuck, she was hitting on me.

She blew me a kiss, then opened the door and slid into the car.  From where I was I could see her short skirt ride up a little.  Rachel wound the window down and stuck her head out.  She smiled at me again.  Shit, she was hot and I’d never had a woman come onto me this obviously.  This was going to be a good job.

******

A few days later, after I’d spoken to my brother, I phoned Travis with a rough estimate.  Rachel answered and took the details, she phoned me back a couple of hours later to say that it was good and would I like to come down to see the barn where it would be assembled?  To be honest, one barn is the same as any other, but I was excited at the possibility of seeing Rachel again, so I agreed to visit on Saturday afternoon, after I closed the forge up for the weekend. 

It was a slow drive, they were correct.  Most of it was off the pavement, on dirt tracks.  I realized that it would take several journeys to even get the metal onto site.  Eventually I found their ranch, it was vast and the driveway had to be three miles long.  At the end there was a big house with numerous outbuildings and barns.  They must have seen me coming, when I pulled up and got out Rachel was standing at the door of the house with another good looking girl.  Both of them were wearing skin tight riding trousers with tight white blouses, open down the front to reveal their ample chests.  Looked like this was a working stable, judging by their appearance.  Both girls had deep tans, they must spend a lot of time outside with their horses.

I shook hands with them both and Rachel introduced the other girl as Jenny.  She was about the same age as Rachel, maybe a bit younger.  They showed me to the barn in question, it was a huge affair, divided into multiple rooms.  As we walked down a corridor inside the barn a tarpaulin covering a doorway blew in the breeze.  I was sure I must have been imagining it but I could have sworn I caught a glimpse of a scantily clad woman at the back of the room.  I half stopped to ask Rachel and Jenny, but they kept me walking, so I followed them.

The room that the giant wheel would go in was large enough, I checked that there was enough ventilation for the generator and got an idea of how I’d get the parts in.  There was a door onto the room from the outside and plenty of room to work.  Assembling the wheel wouldn’t be difficult, just time consuming.

After I’d measured up and taken some notes we left by the door to the outside and walked back to the house.  Jenny and Rachel invited me in, they told me that Travis was out for the day.  Was this going to be my lucky day?

No, they let me use the bathroom and made me a drink while we discussed the wheel.  I told them that I’d be in touch with a final price within the week and then I left.  On the way back I called my brother to get his price for the carpentry.  In the evening I emailed a detailed quote, in the morning I had a reply and Travis asked me if I’d like half the money up front, he wanted to show he was serious about this.  People who pay up front are almost always great customers.  I told him I could be on site in about five weeks’ time, constructing the steel work would take a lot of time.  He was happy with that.

******

The weeks passed, I made the sections in between other jobs and booked out a week to assemble it on site.  I spent the Monday going back and forth, it took me three trips in the van to get all the steel to the barn.  Rachel and Jenny helped me to unload the truck.  On my last trip they showed me to a small shack which would be my home for the week.  It was clean with a shower room.  They told me that breakfast would be served in the house at seven am and would I like to join them?  Does a bear shit in the woods?  This was not your normal job.  They apologized that they wouldn’t be able to entertain me that evening but they had a prior engagement.  They pointed me to a restaurant about seven miles away.

******

My phone’s alarm rang out at 6:45, I got out of bed, used the bathroom, dressed and walked over to the house.  I rang the bell and Rachel answered the door.  I had to do a double take when I looked at her, she was wearing her trade mark skin tight jodhpurs, knee length boots as usual.  What I gasped at was her top half, she had on a  . . . well, I’m not sure what you’d call it.  Her top was skin tight, exposed her midriff and was cut down between her ample chest to two inches above her belly button.  It was off the shoulder straps.  I think the closest I can come to was a Basque, made of very thin material.

“Good morning Jim,” she said, “How did you sleep?”

I stammered a reply and she just smiled at me.  I joined her and Jenny for breakfast, afterwards they took me to the barn.

“This is important Jim,” Jenny told me, “Please do not leave the barn until 12:30, when we’ll come and collect you for lunch.  If you need something before then call Travis’ number and one of us will come for you.”

I smiled, “And what will you two be doing?”  I tried to sound sexy but I probably sounded like a love struck teenager.

They smiled and turned to face each other.  Rachel took Jenny’s hand and played with it.  Surely not?

“Oh,” said Rachel, “We’ll be putting the ponies through their paces.”  Jenny laughed when Rachel said this, had I missed something?  Then they separated and left me to work.  My brother was coming on Thursday, he’d be able to help me with the assembly, but there was a lot to do before then.  I dressed into my welding kit and went to work.

They day passed like any other, its hot work in the Arizona summer when you’re wearing full welding kit.  I stopped to drink frequently and wipe the sweat down.  When the girls collected me for lunch I couldn’t but help notice that they were both kinda sweaty as well.  The three of us ate lunch in the house, thank you God for the gift of air conditioning.  It was very normal, apart from the fact that the two girls were so scantily clad.

The afternoon went the same way, I downed tools just after six.  There was a text on my phone from Rachel telling me I could return to my shack, she’d sent it just after five thirty.

When I got out of the shower in my cabin there was another text.  “Beer?”  I replied yes and I got another text from her, telling me to be at the house in 10 minutes.  This time when I opened the door they’d both got showered and changed and were wearing little dresses, showing a lot of leg.  They both had excellent bodies.  We drank and they broiled steaks on a BBQ.  We ate and chatted, I tried not to look like I was hitting on them, I doubt I succeeded, but they weren’t responsive.  Ah well, it was better than sitting at home watching the tube.

******

Wednesday was the same as the previous day, except I finished earlier.  I didn’t think after I’d finished, I downed tools and put them away, tomorrow my brother would arrive at about eight and we’d assemble the wheel.  I was still fascinated about what they would use it for.  I walked out of the barn, heading to my cabin.  As I rounded the barn I stopped.  What the actual fuck was I looking at?

In the centre of a rough square marked out by the house and barn was a pole, about 12 feet high.  Off the pole extended a long bar, maybe 30 feet long, it formed a T with the pole in the ground.  I’d noticed it the previous day, just not really paid it any attention.  At the end of the bar of the T two ropes hung down, and this was where I really got interested.

Attached to each rope was an almost naked woman.  They wore some kind of harness, long boots and had something on their heads.  They were walking, no that’s not right, they were sort of walking, I know now it’s called high stepping, raising their legs up high and putting them down just in front of the other leg.  Jenny was standing at one side, carrying a huge whip, which she used occasionally if one of the women didn’t perform to her satisfaction.  I took a few steps towards them, lost in what I was watching, and muttered under my breath to myself.

“What the fuck am I watching?”

A voice beside me said “You’re watching pony girls being trained.”  I staggered and twisted round, prepared for a fight.  Shit, I’d been told not to leave the barn.  Rachel was beside me, I looked round, there was no one else.  “Sexy aren’t they?”

I didn’t know what to say, so I just nodded.

“Want to get closer?” she asked.  I nodded again, I wasn’t sure why or what I was watching.  As we walked closer Rachel continued speaking.

“These girls pay us to come here and be trained like this.  Can you believe it?”

“No,” that was my honest response.

“It’s true,” she continued, “we make our living by training women who want to be pony girls.  It’s a particular fetish on the BDSM scene and we are one of America’s primary training stables.” 

We were close now, I could see that the two women were in their early to mid-20s.  Despite what Rachel had told me I was semi poised for a fight, to rescue them from the torture that they were enduring.  When we made it next to Jenny I could see their faces, they looked happy and determined, not at all forced.

“What do you think Jim?” asked Jenny.

“I, er, I . . .” my voice trailed off.  “Honestly?  I have no idea what to think.”  Try as I might though I couldn’t take my eyes off the two women, no, what did she called them? Pony Girls that was it.  The two pony girls.

Rachel slipped her arm through mine, she didn’t look at me, she was watching the pony girls.

“Would you like to go out for a ride with me this evening Jim?”

“Sure,” I replied, figuring she was finally hitting on me.  Rachel turned to me and smiled, “Jenny will get them ready for us, let’s go and I’ll make us a picnic.”  She released herself from my arm and we walked to the house.  When we came back 30 minutes later I was shocked again, there was a pony trap with a wide leather seat, but what took my breath away were the four women pony girls that were harnessed to it.  Each one looked stunning, there were two white girls at the rear, at the front was one Latino and an African-American girl.  I was new at this, but learning fast.

“Feel them,” said Rachel to me.  I looked back at her, my mouth open wide.  She laughed.  “I mean it Jim, if you like the look of them feel one, or all of them.  Whatever you want.”  She turned to the pony girl team, “You don’t mind, do you girls?”

Each of them raised their right leg and stomped once on the ground.  Rachel whispered in my ear, “One stomp means yes, two for no.”  We moved towards them and I put out a hand, suddenly very aware of what was going on.  I held it there for a moment before Rachel took my arm and pushed my hand between the black girl’s legs, onto her bald cunt.  She was gagged, of course, but she smiled at me.  Shit, she actually liked this.

“This one’s called Tulip, the one next to her is Angel, at the back we’ve got Holly and Molly.  Touch them all, do what you like, you don’t mind do you girls?”  Again they all stomped once.  Shit, opportunities like this don’t come round all that often so I spent 10 minutes touching and feeling the girls, pushing my fingers into their pussies, touching their breasts.  I’ve had my share of women, but four at the same time?  No, this was unreal.

“Come on,” said Jenny, “Let’s go for a ride.”  They guided me to the trap and made me sit in the middle, Rachel on my right and Jenny on my left.  They gave me the whip, I was unsure but the assured me it was OK. 

“Ponies are dumb beasts,” Jenny told me, “I was training these two to walk all day, that’s why we need to wheel to teach them to walk at the right speed.  All they understand is ‘Walk On’ and ‘Run’.  Try it, oh, and whip them gently to get them to move.”

Nervously I held the whip, then lay a very gently strike across the backs of the two white girls at the rear.  I managed to say ‘Walk On’, in a very muted tone and to my surprise they acted as one, they all lifted their right legs high and we started to move.  They kept perfect time as we moved out of the yard.  There was a path in the scrub land and the ponies aimed for it.

Jenny whispered in my ear, “Get them to run, it’s a hot day, the breeze will be nice.”

This time, and with more confidence, I whipped them again and ordered them to run.  We sped up and Jenny was correct, the breeze was pleasant.  They pulled us for about 40 minutes while Rachel and Jenny pointed out parts of the ranch.  In the distance I could see a pond or small lake with trees surrounding it.  When we got close Jenny ordered the ponies to walk on, then stop.  She dismounted and tied them to a tree, then grabbed the picnic.

“Come on Jim, let’s get something to eat and drink.”

I climbed down and walked to her, Rachel at my side.  I paused to look back, the four pony girls were panting, their breasts heaving as they rested and drank in the air.

“Don’t they need a drink?” I asked.

Rachel and Jenny both laughed, “God no,” said Rachel, “Ponies can run much further than that before they need a drink.  We’ll give them one before we set off back.”  Rachel walked behind Jenny and touched her back, moments later Jenny’s top opened and she stood there topless in front of me.  She smiled and then undid Rachel’s top.  They both slid off their boots and removed their trousers.  Fuck, I was now alone with six naked or almost naked women.  I was still unsure, then Rachel looked in the hamper and pulled out two leather collars.

“Put these on us Jim,” she said, “You know almost everything, you might as well know that we are both slave girls.”

I must have looked confused, Jenny added, “No really Sir, we are both Slaves, we belong to Travis, but tonight we belong to you.”  Rachel handed me the collars then lifted her hair.  I looked round, surely this was a joke?  No, there was no one around.  I moved forward and put in onto her neck, there was a padlock at the rear and I fastened it.  Then I fastened Jenny’s.  They held hands and looked at each other.

“Now you know everything sir, we are slaves and we train the pony girls.  We rank higher than they do, but lower than any free man.  And Travis has given us both to you for the night.  And as you know what we are and what we do, you have free rein over the ponies.  You can fuck any of them, whenever you like.”

This was too much to take in, I sat down and Jenny offered me a beer.

“Tell me about this place,” I asked Jenny.  She started to talk, but I held up my hand.  “First, Rachel, why not suck my cock while Jenny explains?”  Rachel smiled, a huge beaming grin.  “My pleasure sir, I was hoping you would allow me to.”  That was new, normally you have to beg most girls, not have them beg you.

Rachel took my hand, Jenny picked up the hamper and they led be down to the pond, there was a small table with built in bench seating.  I sat down on the bench and leant my back against the table.  Jenny sat next to me and started to talk, Rachel knelt down in the dust, undid my pants and took my semi hard cock into her expert mouth.

Jenny talked, telling me about the Ranch, how girls paid money (you read that right, girls pay to come here and be subjected to this) while Rachel sucked up and down.  When I was fully hard she started to wank the base of my cock, then popped it out of her mouth and looked at me.

“Tell me if I’m doing it how you like sir,” she said, “Or tell me if you’d like something else.  Whatever you want sir,” and with that she popped me back into her mouth and sucked up and down, fuck she was good, she sucked hard and used her tongue, taking me deep in her mouth and gagging, but never complaining or asking to take a break.

When Jenny stopped talking I put my hands onto her tits and pulled her by them, I still half expected her to ask me to stop, or to refuse or scream out loud, but she did nothing but smile and open her mouth to kiss me.

It didn’t take long before I could feel my balls contracting and my cock pulsing as I came, shooting load after load into this hot girl’s mouth while I kissed the equally attractive Jenny and played with her tits.  When I stopped cumming Rachel took me out of her mouth, but continued to wank me.  She moved up onto the bench on the other side to Jenny, then grabbed Jenny’s hair and pulled her mouth off mine.  The two girls looked at me, then started to kiss, fuck I could see sperm moving from one mouth to the other as they snowballed in front of me.  I watched them kiss and play with each other for several minutes, all the time being slowly wanked.  When I put my head back I heard them both swallow.

Rachel climbed onto the table and we kissed, while Jenny slipped between my legs and started to suck me again.  Rachel whispered in my ear, “It’s all about you sir, it’s whatever you want sir, command us and we’ll obey you sir.”  I decided to push it.

“Suck my asshole Rachel.”

“My pleasure sir,” she said in a low, sexy voice as she slipped off the table and onto the floor.  I shuffled forward and raised myself up so they could ease my pants down and off.  As soon as they were off Rachel’s tongue darted into my ass, sucking it.  As soon as she started I felt bad for her, I’d not had a shower since yesterday and it can’t have been pleasant for her, but she didn’t complain, just pushed her tongue in and out, pulling my cheeks apart so she could penetrate further. 

I’d only once, ever, had a girl lick my ass, I loved it, I was getting head from one girl and rimmed by a second.  It was less than five minutes since I’d cum but I was rock hard again and raring to go.  This time I was determined to enjoy it for longer, Jenny could take me deeper, almost my whole length.  I put my hands onto her head at one point and pushed down hard, forcing myself past her gag point as her lips touched my pubes.  Jenny gagged and spluttered, but she didn’t resist or try to pull away.  I held her there for almost a minute, until her body started to buck and she flailed her arms about, desperate for some air.  Still she didn’t try to push off, shit maybe they both were slaves, determined to please?

Five seconds later I let her go, even then she just pulled back slightly, keeping my helmet in her mouth while she breathed deeply.  When she recovered I grabbed both girls by their hair and pulled them onto the table, arranging them in a 69 position, Rachel on the bottom, Jenny on top.  Without being ordered they started to lick each other.  I lined my cock up and thrust into Jenny’s pussy.  She gasped as I fucked her, man her cunt was tight, she was squeezing hard.  Under her Rachel was licking her clit and from where I was I could see the four pony girls, watching from where they were tied.

I slapped my hands onto Jenny’s ass and took big handfuls of her skin, pulling on it to force her back.  Jenny was gasping and moaning, her breathing was fast and I knew she’d be cumming soon.  Rachel was clearly as skilled with a pussy as she was with a cock.  I let go of Jenny’s ass and grabbed Rachel’s tits, pulling on them.  She winced a little, but didn’t complain.

“I’m . . . going . . . to  . . . to . . . to cum . . . sir,” gasped Jenny in a high pitched voice between short, shallow breaths.  Seconds later her body tensed as she started to cum, she raised her calves and I could see her hands turn pale as she sank her fingers into the table.  I didn’t let up, I kept fucking her pussy, I was panting now. 

“Cum in me sir,” said Jenny, “Please sir, cum inside my cunt.”  Fuck, my balls exploded, I was screaming in delight as I came, I’d never had a girl begging me to cum in her.  As soon as she felt me pulse Jenny went quiet, I guessed she was sucking and fucking Rachel.  When I’d finished I pulled out of Jenny, my cum dribbled out of her cunt.  Rachel’s head hung off the edge of the table and she opened her mouth to me as I thrust into her willing, wet face hole and she sucked my shrinking cock.

“Cum for Jenny Rachel,” I demanded, “Show me you enjoy being a slave, show me by cumming with my cock in your mouth.”  Her jaw started to pulse gently and her eyes went wide, she was cumming and doing damn well not to bite me.  She was well trained.  My cum continued to dribble out of Jenny and down onto Rachel’s face, running down her cheeks and into her eyes.  Shit, even then she didn’t close her eyes, try to wipe the cum off or avoid it.

I pulled out and the girls moved, Jenny licked my cum off Rachel’s face and they shared it over a kiss.  After that we went for quick swim in the pond, before the three of us sat naked and ate, watching the sun set.

“In the morning,” said Rachel, “The four ponies will be available for your use between six thirty and seven thirty sir.  Maybe your brother could get here early?”

My brother, shit.  I picked up my phone and texted him, telling him to set his alarm for four am and get here for six.


The Carpenter’s Tale

- Steve, you’ve got to get yourself to this job by six am tomorrow

I ignored Jim, I’d just finished for the day.  It was bad enough having to get up at six to drive 50 miles to start at eight thirty to be a laborer for a day.  At least the money was decent, cash in hand as well he told me.  I could easily lose the wood for the job in past invoices, no need for the IRS to ever know.  I worked hard typing out a witty response to my brother.  On my second beer I worked out what I needed to say to him.

- Fuck Off

I laughed when I hit send.  Sharp and to the point.  That would shake him up.

- Seriously bro, you’ve gotta get your ass here for six am.

- Why? You going to cook for me?

I downed another inch as I watched the TV.  It was all shit these days.  What did Bruce sing?  57 channels and nothing on.  Why do I bother paying for cable?  And then the phone vibrated again.

- No, she is.  And the other one’s helping her.  And there’s four more.

I sat bolt upright and looked at my phone, he’d just sent a photo of a stunning blonde and an equally attractive brown/black haired girl.  Both were at least topless and frolicking in a small lake.  Then it hit me.  I replied to him

- Nice try Jim, you nearly had me.  These three are cooking for me right now.

I attached a photo I found on the internet of a couple of girls cooking while a third served drinks.  That was very close, he nearly had me setting my alarm for stupid o’clock.

- Believe me now dick head?

I started to type when a photo of him with the two girls appeared on my phone.  Shit, he was serious, he really was with two semi naked girls at a lake.  I did a double take and zoomed in on the photo, expanding it.  How the fuck had he managed this.  I could see the icon move, he was typing again.

- And they won’t just be cooking bro, if you get my drift.  Be here for six am, come alone and don’t be late.  Pack a bag, you’ll not be going home tomorrow.

I looked round the house, it had been nine months since Julie walked out, taking my son with her.  I drank again, shit I’d not had sex since she left, and if I’m being 100% honest not for three months before that.  I suppose I owed myself a little fun.  One more check to make.

- If this is horseshit Jim I’ll pound you when I see you.

He started typing straight away.  I waited for the message.

- You ain’t been able to do that since I was 15.  But this is real, I’m here right now, side of a lake, with these 2 girls who are desperate to meet you and fuck you.  Just bring a bag, you’ll be staying here 2 nights I promise you.

I downed my beer.  Best make that the last one for the night if I was going to be driving at four tomorrow.  I packed a bag and put it by the door.

******

At 3:50 my phone went off.  I could cheerfully have thrown in across the room, a man shouldn’t be awake at that time of the morning.  I drank a glass of water and left, pulling the door shut behind me.  It was still dark, only the street lights giving any light.  It wasn’t what you’d call cold, Arizona in May isn’t really cold.  I’ve been to Idaho in January, now that’s cold.  Even so I shivered, I think more with anticipation.  Surely, surely this couldn’t be for real?

All I can say is thank the Lord for Google Maps as I tried to find the place – honestly, without it I think I’d still be driving round the dirt tracks of Arizona trying to find a needle in a haystack.  Even with it I made several false turns before I made out a sign in the morning gloom, The Ranch.  Well, judging by that there may well me a lot more work for me.

I was a mile down the drive when my cell rang and Jim told me I was late.

“Yes, but I think I’m on the right path, I should be with you in five.”  I hung up, not giving him time to reply.  There was a house in the distance, looked expensive, but then if you’ve got several thousand acres you should have a nice house.  When I got nearer I made out Jim’s van and pulled my truck alongside it.  He was waiting beside it, grinning.

“Morning Steve.”

“Morning Jim.”  We shook hands (we don’t hug, this isn’t the movies). 

“Leave your bag,” he said, “And follow me.”  He led me to the house and opened the door.  We walked straight through to a kitchen area where I could smell fresh coffee.  That was what I needed, a white coffee with sugar.  Jim poured me one, tasted a little unusual but perfectly drinkable maybe a little sweet.

I grabbed my mug and slurped it, Steve spoke to me.

“Come on out to the barn, you’re not going to believe what I’m about to show you.”

“As long as those two girls are there – show me them and I’ll believe anything you say.”  Steve laughed and we went out of a back door.  There were several outbuildings, two large ones and four or five smaller ones.  We made for the second largest.  Jim pushed open a door and we went in. 

There was one of the girls from last night’s What’s App, long dark hair.  She was wearing skin tight trousers, knee length boots and a tight, tight halter top that revealed most of her ample chest.  She smiled at me.

“You must be Steve.  Welcome to the Pony Girl Ranch sir.  My name’s Jenny.” She put out a hand and we shook, she had soft, delicate skin (unlike mine).  “Come with me sirs, I’ll take you both through.” 

I looked at Steve, he half shrugged his shoulders and we followed Jenny into a second room.  What the fuck was a pony girl?  The room was subdivided into stalls, eight of them in two rows of four.  Each stall was eight feet deep and four feet wide with straw on the floor.  I suppose you could keep a miniature pony in one but a horse?  No chance.

We walked through, four of the stalls looked like an animal had slept in there last night.  At the end of the stalls was another door, Jenny opened it and we went in.  That was the point I stopped and stared.  My mouth fell open, I’d never seen anything like it.  There were four women in there, each had her ankles about three feet apart, secured to rings in the wall.  They were bent at the waist, a collar round their necks with a chain pulling them down and holding them in position, secured to a ring in the floor.  Their arms were secured behind their backs, folded in position.  But the funny thing?  We’d not got to the weird part yet.

I’d heard the noise coming from the room as we walked down the stalls but just thought it was machinery.  Each girl was hooked up to a milking machine which was pumping away, sucking creamy white milk from their tits.  What weird shit had I walked into?  I tensed, it was my responsibility to save these girls from this hell, that must have been why Jim called me, he must have wanted help to rescue them. 

Out of one of the stalls came the other girl, the blonde one.  She looked at me and smiled.  “Hello sir, you must be Steve.  My name’s Rachel.”  I relaxed a little, everyone seemed totally relaxed about the situation, besides, Jim could easily have rescued these girls.  The four women being milked looked up at me, shit, they were smiling at me.  Surely, surely they couldn’t be enjoying this . . . could they?

“Everyone is here by choice sir,” the blonde girl said.

“In fact sir,” said Jenny, “these four animals have paid big money to be here, haven’t you?”  Each girl lifted her right leg a couple of inches, as much as the restraints would allow then brought it down once. 

“Once means yes,” Jim whispered, “Twice means no.”

A level of speech returned to me.  “Can someone, anyone please tell me, WHAT THE FUCK IS GOING ON HERE?”  Jim, Jenny and Rachel all looked at each other and laughed. 

“Oh boy,” said Rachel, “Here we go again.  What we do here is train women to be pony girls, it’s a sexual fetish.  They come here for between two weeks and three months, they pay for the privilege and we train them.  But,” she paused, “but one thing is missing.  We promise the ponies sex and our stable boy quit last week.  We’re looking for a new one, but maybe you and your brother would like to help us out?”

“This . . . no, you’re shitting me, aren’t you?” I asked.  Rachel and Jenny shook their heads.

Jim slapped my back, “It’s better than that Steve, watch this.”  Ah watch this, the two words than mean man is about to fail.

“Rachel, Jenny, take off your tops and start kissing each other.”

“Yes sir,” they replied together.  They reached behind their backs and pulled a string and their tops came loose.  Rachel was faster, she pulled her top over her head and her breasts swung lose, she had a fine, firm pair on her.  Jenny was just behind her and they started to kiss, mouth open.  Holy fuck, I was watching live lesbian sex.

“Bite Rachel’s nipples,” ordered Jim.  Jenny bent forward and Rachel tensed, then she screamed as Jenny bit her friend.

“That’ll do, now fuck each other.”  Jim turned to me to explain, “These two are slaves, they obey me.  They actually belong to the man that owns this house – he’s away until Friday night but in the mean time they have to obey any man.  That means me or you.”

I looked at them, they were now kissing again and undoing each other’s trousers.

“And what . . . what do we do?”  I could feel my cock growing, normally this would be awkward, especially in front of your brother but this . . . this was acceptable.  I wasn’t prepared to go as far as OK, well, not yet anyway.

“Well, pick a pony and fuck her.  Me, I like the look of this one.”  Jim pointed down to the black girl, she had a fine body with full, full breasts (probably full of milk).  Jim ducked under the bar she was restrained by and walked behind her.  He undid his pants and looked at me.

“You can watch me if you want, I’m going to watch the lesbian sex.”  That shook me up a little, I looked round, each of the three girls being milked was looking at me and smiling provocatively.  Shit, they weren’t kidding, they actually wanted me to fuck them.  I picked the one across from my brother, I stepped to her and she opened her mouth wide.  No one had said anything about oral so I unzipped my trousers and pulled my cock out.  The Latino took it into her mouth and sucked, moving her head as best she could.  I let her continue until I was fully hard then followed Jim’s lead and ducked under the bar.

Once behind her I touched her exposed pussy and she took a sharp intake of breath.  The girl was soaking, she must have been desperate to be fucked.  I was about to enter her when I paused, I noticed something I should have seen before.  She had a tail coming out of her ass, draped across her back.  I picked it up, yet more surprises.  The girl was desperate, she was pushing her hips back against me.  Fuck, it would be rude not to.  I lined my cock up and slid it inside her.

Her reaction was instant, I didn’t have to move, she was fucking my shaft, moving her cunt up and down me.  I put my hands over her body and onto her chest, her tits weren’t huge but hey, I wasn’t complaining.  I looked at Jim, I didn’t mean to but he was opposite me.  Like me he had hold of the girl’s chest and was fucking her, his eyes were closed and he was clearly lost in the moment.

I looked at the white girl opposite but one, she was staring at me, fuck she looked as if she swas desperate to be used.  On the floor Rachel and Jenny were in a 69 pose, Jenny was on top with her pussy directly towards me.  Fuck, I stopped allowing the pony girl to control this and took control, I started to buck my hips and use the girl as she clearly wanted to be.  The harder I fucked her the more she pushed back, as much as the restraints would allow.

The girl was gasping and panting, in between making high pitched noises, she was clearly close to cumming.  I put my hand between the bar and her pussy and found her clit, as soon as I touched it she came, and came hard, screaming loudly, the walls of her cunt contracting.  I looked at the floor in front of me, Jenny and Rachel were locked together.  I grabbed a handful of the girl’s hair and pulled it, she barely noticed, she was lost in her own world.  I was grunting and soon started to cum, I yelled in delight as I emptied my balls into the hot pony.

When I pulled out I let go of her hair.  I ducked out under the bar and turned to face her, I swear she was reaching for my cock to suck it.  I almost let her, then decided to have fun and instead turned to the girl next to her.  She wasn’t going to get fucked, but she could suck my cock clean.  Behind me I heard Rachel and Jenny cumming, my brother wasn’t far behind.  He did the same as me and used the final pony to clean his cock.

When we’d all calmed down we dressed and went with Rachel to the house, she was going to cook for us while Jenny tended to the pony girls.

As we ate Rachel explained about the farm in more detail, how it was a very common fantasy for many in the BDSM community.  She explained that they had bi annual meets (or more frequently between individual owners/ponies) and how it was a good living.  She explained how she was a slave, but she and Jenny preferred training to being a pony.

I picked up the milk to drink a glass (fuck, I’ve always loved a glass of milk) and then paused as I held it to my mouth. I looked at Rachel.

“Yes sir,” she said, “You know where that’s come from.”

What the hell, I lifted it to my mouth and drank.  Definitely milk, but not like any I’d tasted before.  It was sweet and creamy.  Fuck, I could get used to that.

“You can drink as much as you like while you’re here,” she added, “But with your permission I’d like to go now sirs, I’ll clean up and then I have to train the ponies.  If you like we can go for a ride after you finish work?”

“I’d like that,” said Jim, “Maybe we can go to the lake again?”

“Of course sir.”

Jim and I talked as we worked, assembling the giant wheel.  We weren’t going to finish it that day but it was still a hard day’s work, assembling the damn thing and fitting the wood to it.

When we finished for the day I wanted to shower but Jim told me not to bother, we’d swim in the lake.  Instead we went to the yard where I stopped and did a double take for the third or fourth time that day.  There was a small cart hooked up to the four pony girls.  Each had a tiny black leather harness on her, their nipples sported little bells, their mouths were gagged with black rubber bit gags, their hair in high pony tails and, naturally, a pony tail up their assholes.  I was getting hard, 12 hours ago I’d never heard of this, now I wanted to be part of it.  And not just for the two days I’d be here.

“Which one of us should run sir?”  Jenny asked me.  I looked at her, without speaking.  “The seat is only wide enough for three sir, so Rachel or I will have to run.” 

“Oh, erm, you run out and Rachel can run back.”

“Certainly sir.”  I liked having a woman call me sir, made me feel very dominant.  We sat on the seat, Rachel in the middle.  She talked me through the basics and then we were off.  Rachel let me have the whip and I soon had them running, Jenny running behind the trap.

At the lake Jenny secured the pony girls and I went skinny dipping with my brother and the two hot slaves, then we ate and drank a few beers before fucking them.  I had Rachel – I asked Jim what his preference was and he picked Jenny.

“Besides, have you seen the way Rachel looks at me,” he said, “I swear she’s desperate for me to fuck her but watching her squirm is just too much fun.”

After we’d fucked them I wanted a drink, some milk. 

“I didn’t pack any sir,” said Rachel, “But why not drink direct from the teat?”  Fuck, could this job get any better.  I walked to the ponies, still naked and bent down to the breast of the first one, the black girl and sucked.  Instantly my mouth filled with warm, sweet milk.  She didn’t object or pull away.  When I crushed her breast in my hand she gave up even more milk.  I felt her body while I drank, it was covered in dust that had stuck to her sweat.  I don’t think I could have stood for it, but she didn’t have a choice.  After I’d drank my fill I stood up and looked at her, she was incredibly toned and muscular.  I drank from the two white girls next, then the Latino.  This was as an experiment, but I couldn’t tell the difference between them.

When I went back to the bench I sat with Jim, we had Rachel and Jenny kneel and suck our cocks while we talked.  Turned out that there was going to be a fair bit of work at the farm over the years, the barns needed extensive repairs.  There could be a lot of money it I thought, plus as I looked down, the odd fringe benefit.

******

Rachel ran back, just behind the trap.  I looked at her several times, she looked incredible running naked in the late evening.  When we got back Rachel and Jenny took the ponies and washed them, then took them back to the milking shed.  I couldn’t resist and fucked one of the white girls, as did my brother.  After the ponies had been put to bed for the night I looked at Rachel.

“Don’t suppose you’d like to come back and show me my cabin, would you.”

She smiled at me, “Sir, you’ve got to learn how this works.  I am a slave, you are a free man.  Would a free man ask a dog if it wants to go for a walk?  No, you tell it.”

I thought about that for a moment, “Rachel, show me to my cabin.”

“I’d be pleased to sir,” she said and looked at me with more respect.  After she’d shown me to my cabin she looked at me.  “Do you require anything else sir?”

“Yes. Come in here and lock the door behind you.”

“My pleasure sir.”  Shit, she was the real deal.  I was getting hard again, ordering her around was very sexy.

“Strip off and follow me on your hands and knees.”

“Yes sir.”

Within seconds she was naked, only removing her boots took any time.  As soon as she was naked she dropped to her knees, legs apart with her hands on her thighs, palms facing upwards.

“If you don’t like me like this I will adopt any pose you would like sir, just tell me.”

I hesitated before speaking, “No that will be perfectly acceptable.”

She smiled at me and remained silent.  I looked round the cabin, it was basic but functional.  There was a small kitchen area, small bathroom, a living space and a bedroom.  It wasn’t late, but I’d been up since four am and settled in the bedroom.

“Come here,” I shouted to Rachel.  Obediently she crawled through to me, I was sat on the edge of the bed, naked myself.  She crawled to me and positioned herself, legs spread wide so that my legs were between hers.  Initially she positioned her hands on her thighs as before, but then adjusted them and folded them behind her back.  She looked up at me, as she bent her neck up her breasts lifted and our eyes met.

“Is there anything I can do for you sir?”

I was going to use her body, there was no doubt about that.  Just in the mean time I talked to her, about her motivations.  I wanted to make sure she wasn’t brainwashed or being forced.  She assured me that she wasn’t, she was on a yearly contract, she got to fly all around the world to meet prospective new ponies and she could leave any time she wanted.  What she enjoyed was being submissive, being controlled and dominated.

“And,” she added cheekily at the end, “especially by someone as good looking as you or your brother sir.”

When I couldn’t think of anything more to ask her I looked at the clock, she’d been kneeling in that positions for almost 30 minutes without complaint.  I stood up, went to the bathroom to clean my teeth and use the toilet, when I came back Rachel hadn’t moved. 

I resumed my position in front of her, sat on the bed.  “Suck me,” I ordered and she obeyed, moving her mouth up and down.  Several times I spat onto her chest, getting her tits wet.  When her cleavage was wet and my cock hard I pulled her hair, lifting her face up.  She knew what I wanted.  Rachel put her hands onto her tits and wrapped them round my cock, using the palms of her hands to hold her tits in place and her fingers to guide my cock between her generous mounds.

Rachel lifted and sank her tits, in time with her raising and lowering her ass.  Our eyes were locked on each other, neither of us spoke for a long while.  She would open her mouth and push saliva out, letting it fall down her chin, down her neck and onto my cock and her tits for more lubrication.

“Oh fuck this is incredible,” I said as I let go of her hair and lay back onto the bed.

“Cum for me sir, reward me with your cum sir.  Please sir please let me have your cum sir.  You can do anything to me sir but please, please let me have your cum sir.”

How could I resist?  I was panting, thinking about what I’d seen and done that day.  Tomorrow I would use the white girls in the morning, both of them.  I’d line them up, one bent over the bar with one kneeling between her legs, so I could pull out of a pussy and straight into a mouth, oh God that would be exciting.  I came just thinking about it, I half sat up, shooting load after load onto Rachels’ chest.  She smiled widely at me and started to thank me for cumming on her. 

When I stopped she released my cock from between her tits and scooped my cum up on her fingers and licked it off, God damn that was sexy to watch.  When she’d sucked it all up she took me back into her mouth to clean me off.

I lay back on the bed, it was very warm inside and I lay on top of the sheets.

“Get up here with me Rachel, suck me while I go to sleep.”

“My pleasure sir,” she replied.  Gracefully she stood up and brought her knees together, then climbed onto the bed.  She lay across me, pussy towards my feet and took me into her mouth.  She started slowly, sucking gently, moving her mouth up and down.  I was soon hard again, Rachel was an expert cock sucker and I lay back to enjoy the experience as I drifted off to sleep.

******

In the morning she wasn’t there, I got dressed and went to the barn, Rachel was with Jenny and they were milking the ponies.  They both said Good Morning sir and Jenny took me to the house where my brother was, shit I’d slept in.

“’Bout time,” was his only comment as I sat down.  He was right, I had no excuse.  We ate and went to work, fuck I’d had such dreams about what I was going to do to them both last night.  Ah well, all the more for the evening.

After lunch the metal was pretty much assembled and we started to insert the boards.  Jim’s as good with metal as I am with wood and everything fitted together well.  It was getting late when we finished and attached the motor.  I was about to try it, to drive the wheel when there was a voice from the door.

“Mind if I try it?”  I looked, it was a man I didn’t recognize, I guessed it was Travis, the owner.  Jim went over to him and shook his hand.  I followed and he introduced me, it was Travis.  He shouted into the yard, moments later Rachel arrived with the Latino.  Shit, I’d fucked this girl and didn’t even know her name.

“Rachel, please put Angel onto the wheel.”  Rachel and Jenny helped her up and locked her in place, a rope from the cross beam hung down and was secured to her mouth gag.  They closed the cage around her and Rachel handed the control to Travis.  He smiled and walked over, inspecting the workmanship.  I tried to read his face, was he impressed?  He gave nothing away.

He turned the wheel on and it started to move.  Inside it Angel started to high step, walking slowly as the wheel turned.  She didn’t have a choice, she’d have fallen flat on her face if she resisted.  Travis put the wheel control down and came back to us.

“Excellent workmanship boys, excellent.  Come to the house and we can talk business.”

Travis paid us, and paid us well.  There were many more jobs on the farm to be undertaken, we worked all summer almost exclusively for him.  Jim used the money to move premises, I used my share to open up next door to him and between us we opened an equestrian shop that ran a specialized, discrete, line in pony girl equipment.  Whenever the farm has a new recruit they bring her to us, I clothe them (a relative expression) and fit them with pony boots, then they go next door to be shod, Jim enjoys working with horses, we both really enjoy working with pony girls.


Daddy’s Pony Girl

I’d finished University in the early summer and was due to start work in the fall, as an intern in my step father’s firm.  Company policy apparently, family members had to prove themselves before they were allowed to earn.  Daddy was out at work – I’ve called him Daddy since I was four, I don’t really remember my genetic father.  My mother died when I was 17, killed by a drunk driver, the two of us lived together ever since.  He’s a good man, looks after me well and doesn’t ever treat me differently than he would his own child.

When I got up that morning there was a note from him on the breakfast bar.

Paula,

I’ve tried to be subtle, I hoped you’d do this on your own.  Please, tidy up your room and put the junk that you don’t need in the attic.  There are lots of boxes in the attic.

Daddy

He’s right, when I came back from college I just dumped all my crap in my room and I’ve left it there ever since.  After I’d eaten and put the dishwasher on I went to start on my task.  I pulled the ladders down and went into the attic.  He was right, there were piles of carboard boxes and I threw about 20 of them down the ladder and started to pack them up.

I filled a dozen of them easily, putting my books and notes away, then clothes that I’d not worn for years.  I’d had enough of packing boxes and decided to take some of them back into the attic.  I lifted the first few up and went for a break.  When I came back I realized that I’d not written what was in any of the boxes.  I found black sharpie and went back into the attic.

The whole roof space is lined with wood, it gets cold up there in the winter and in the summer it can be unbearably hot.  Today it was OK.  I labelled my boxes and moved them to one side.  I’d never really spent much time in the attic, so I decided to look around.  Most of it was well lit but the lights were out in one corner.  I picked up my phone and went to look.

There was a large tarpaulin against the wall, clearly there was a box under it.  I was interested, what could be in there?  I lifted the tarp and exploded in a coughing fit, it hadn’t been touched in years and the dust came flying off.  When the dust settled I inspected the box – no, trunk.  It was about three foot square at the end and maybe five feet long.  What grabbed my attention was the padlock, a four digit combination lock.  I was confused, why would this be locked?

I tried to open it, hoping that the combination was set to the right number.  No such luck.  I tried a few numbers before I gave up and went back to my packing.  It kept grabbing my attention though, I couldn’t let go of trying to find out what was inside.

I remembered reading a book some years ago about locks, people frequently use memorable dates for combinations.  After I put the last of my boxes away I went back to the lock.  I started with Daddy’s birthday, no luck.  Then I tried mine, nothing.  Third time lucky, I put in my mother’s birthday and gently pulled at the lock.  It opened!

I balanced the flashlight on a beam and opened the trunk, throwing the lid open and then paused.  What the fuck was I looking at?  I gingerly reached out into the box and picked up the first item, a photograph of my Daddy, wearing a Tuxedo.  That wasn’t a surprise, what was shocking me was the picture of my mother, standing next to my Daddy.  She was naked, wearing a BDSM collar.  I picked it up and held it, examining it, shit, she was wearing a leash that my Daddy was holding. 

My first thought was what the fuck was he doing to her?  How dare he?  But to look at them they were both smiling, they looked happy.  There was a photo album, I opened it nervously, there was photo after photo of them both, my mother usually naked or semi dressed, always wearing a collar leashed to my Daddy.

“You kinky bastards,” I said out loud.  I put the album to one side and looked deeper in the box.  There was all kinds of bondage equipment, whips, cuff, collars, chains, blindfolds.  If you can think of it, it was in that box.  One of the last things I took out was something I didn’t recognize, it was, as far as I could tell, a head set, it had large ears on it.  I went back to the photo album, there was a picture of a woman in the background wearing it.  Shit, she had a long metal gag in her mouth, forcing her jaws apart.

I looked into the box and found it.  I felt very excited looking at it, then looking at the photo.  I picked the gag out of the box and held it.  I don’t know why I did it, but I wanted to try it on.  I opened my mouth and slid it between my teeth.  I bit down on it gently, then pulled the straps back and fastened them behind my head.  I’d pulled it tight and my jaw was forced open, the bit was sat behind my incisors.

In the box I’d found a set of padlocks, a real thrill went through me as I thought of locking it in place.  There were keys with the padlocks, so I knew I’d be able to take it off again later.  I picked up the headset, the padlocks and pulled the photo of the woman wearing it and went downstairs to the bathroom where there was a full length mirror.  I looked at myself in the mirror.  I’d never felt as sexy as I did at that moment.

I lifted the headset and looked at it, it seemed fairly simple to wear.  I put it onto my head and adjusted it, finding the straps and fastening them up.  When it was in place I used the padlocks to lock it in place, making sure that the keys were handy!  I looked at myself in the mirror, shit I looked hot.

I stripped off, wanting to look like the woman in the photo.  I adjusted the ears until I looked like her.  She was wearing a collar, like my mother was and she had what looked like bells hanging from her nipples.  I couldn’t see her hands, I guessed she had the cuffed behind her back.  I went back to the attic, my jaw was getting sore but I wanted to complete the look, I still had a couple of hours before Daddy got back, I’d put everything away before he got home, and I’d look at him in a very different way!

I found a collar, a leather one with the word ‘Pepper’ on it.  I had no idea who Pepper was but I liked it, the black leather would match the headset I was wearing.  Next I found a pair of handcuffs and a pair of gold nipple clamp/bells.  I went back to the mirror and put the collar onto my neck, the leash hanging down between my breasts, the end just touching my smooth, hairless cunt.  I used another padlock to keep it in place. 

I winced in pain when the clamps went on, the ends bit into my nipples but I put up with it.  My jaw was really aching now but I wanted to complete the look.  As I moved the bells on the ends of the clamps made little ringing noises.  I couldn’t wait to masturbate when I took it all off.

The final touch was to cuff my hands behind my back, I put the key carefully onto the side of the bath, where I could easily get at it.  I put one over my left wrist, put my hands behind my back and after a couple of attempts locked my right wrist into place.  I stood up off the edge of the bath and walked over to the mirror.

I studied myself in the full length mirror, I looked amazing.  I’m about 5’ 6”, 120lbs with small, pert B breasts.  I imagined myself being paraded like this woman was, naked in front of a group of people (the woman in the photo was only one of a group of 40 or so people I could make out)  Shit, there was my mother, she was also being paraded like that.  Does this desire run in the family?

The gag had been in my mouth now for 20, 25 minutes and my jaw was really getting sore.  I checked the clock, it was almost four pm, Daddy would be home just after six so plenty of time.  My cunt was soaking, I could smell my own juices and I couldn’t wait to get my fingers on my clit.  I walked back to the bath and after a few attempts picked up the keys for the handcuffs.  I walked back to the mirror and turned round to the side, so I could see what I was doing.  It wasn’t easy and took me a few attempts (I dropped the key twice) but eventually I got the key into the lock.  I breathed more easily as I turned it.

Fuck, fuck, fuck.  The fucking key wouldn’t turn.  Fear rose in me and I started to panic.  I had to fight down the sensation and think.  How could I have been so stupid as to not try the key before I put the cuffs on?  Stupid, stupid, stupid.  The correct key must be in the trunk, where else could it be?

I went back into the attic, going up the ladders with by arms bound behind my back was damn difficult but I made it.  When I got to the trunk I realized how difficult this was going to be, I picked up the flashlight and lifted it into the trunk, then started to move things around, desperately searching for the key, any key.  But when your arms are secured behind your back it’s not easy. 

I searched for over an hour before I had to accept defeat.  There was nothing for it, I would have to wear this crap until Daddy came home and freed me.  God knows how I would ask.  I left the attic and went to my room, I climbed into my bed and started to cry.  I didn’t feel like masturbating anymore anyway.

******

I stayed in bed until I heard the garage door open, I checked the clock, just after seven.  Great, today had to be the day that Daddy worked late.  Great.  I heard him come in and climb the stairs.

“Paula, you here Paula?”

Clearly I couldn’t shout back.  I sat up, debating what I should do.  Ultimately I had no choice, I had to go and face him.  I got out of bed and looked at myself, there were tear streaks on my face from where I’d been crying.  I was naked, gagged and bound.  Oh well, there was only one way out of this situation.

I walked to his room, the door was closed and I stood for a moment, working up the courage to knock.  Eventually I kicked the door with my foot.  I waited a moment then kicked it again.  The door opened, Daddy was standing there with a towel wrapped round his waist.  He stopped and looked me up and down.  I expected him to shout, to scream, but no, nothing.  He was checking me out.

“Found our case did you Paula?”

I nodded.

“No Paula,” he said, “this is your first lesson.  When you’re dressed like that you don’t have human reactions.  You raise your right leg and stamp it once for yes, twice for no.  Understand?”

I waited, shocked.  Eventually I raised my leg and stomped once.

“Good.  Did you do this to yourself?”

Stomp.

“Do you like wearing it?”

I paused for 10, 15 seconds before I stomped again.  Daddy smiled. 

“Your mother always liked wearing it.  She was called Pepper when she wore that.”  His voice sounded sad as he said that.  He spoke again, “Your mother and I had quite a lot of fun times at a club we used to go to.  I haven’t been since she died, you can’t get in as a single male.”

He was lost in thought for a moment, clearly thinking about times with my mother.  “Come on, let’s get you out of that gear.  Where’s the key?”  He leaned forward and picked up the end of the leash and took it into his hand.  He raised it up and walked past me, pulling the leash.  I walked after him when he stopped and looked at me again.

“Don’t walk like that, lift your legs up high, like this.”  He lifted his right leg until his thigh was level with the floor, then put it down and moved the left in the same manner.  He moved forward slowly like that, then turned and walked back.

“You try Pepper,” he said.  I didn’t notice at the time, he’d called me Pepper, the name on the collar.  I walked behind him, high stepping I later learned it was called.  I enjoyed it, I also enjoyed being led by the leash, it made me feel helpless and sexy. 

In my room he soon found the key for the cuffs and put it in.  The lock was stiff and he went to the garage to find some oil.  He oiled the cuffs and tried again.

“No, we’ll have to wait Pepper.  Follow me.”  He picked the leash up and led me downstairs, into the lounge.  Daddy sat on the couch and I went to sit next to him.  Shit, why hadn’t he dressed me?  Surely he should have put a robe on me.  Fuck, for that matter he was still wearing nothing but a towel. 

Before I sat down he made me walk up and down the room three times, high stepping until he was satisfied that I'd made good progress.

"Good girl Pepper," he said, “Come here.”  Without thinking I high stepped over to him and went to sit next to him.  “No Pepper, ponies don’t sit on furniture.  Kneel down on the floor in front of me.”

I looked at him, was this how he used to treat my mother?  I stomped once and knelt down, looking up at him.  He smiled.  “Still enjoying yourself?  You can use your head to communicate.”  I nodded, it was very exciting.  He was studying my naked body, I was looking at him.  I’d never noticed before, Daddy was in excellent shape, his stomach was a muscular six pack, his arms were thick and solid.  Shit, I was finding myself attracted to him.

He leaned forward to me and put his hands out, touching my breasts.  I was nervous, breathing shallowly.  Our eyes met, he started to cup and circle my breasts, before using his hands to raise them up.  We didn’t take our eyes off each other.

“Do you want me to stop?”  I shook my head, his touch was so gentle and yet dominating me, unlike the inept boys who’d made it to second base before.  He carried on for a while, then used his feet to push my knees apart.  I didn’t resist.  He dropped off the couch and knelt before me, his knees together inside my legs.  Daddy used his right hand and put it between my legs, as his fingers touched my pussy I gasped, I’d been desperate for some relief for hours.

Daddy quickly found my clit and started to rub it gently, I was breathing deeply now, my chest rising and falling as he played with my clit, I’d not had another human being touch my pussy for months.  He was good at this, I was soon gasping and moaning though the gag.  My legs started to tremble, I was making high pitched noises, moving my hips, pressing down on his fingers as I got closer and closer to the orgasm I craved.

I started to beg though the gag, “Ease daddy, Daddy, akee e cum Daddy . . . ease . . . EASE . . . YESSSSS . . . oh, yESSSSS Daddy.”  I started to bend forward as I came, my whole body spasming, behind my back my arms were thrashing about as I tried to break the cuffs.  This was the best orgasm I’d ever had.

When I calmed down I looked up, my Daddy had gone.  I wasn’t sure what to do, so I thought that the best thing to do was stay where I was.  He came back soon, naked, holding a riding crop and the keys for the padlocks.  Shit, he could have taken this gear off me earlier, even if my hands were still restrained.  I looked at his crotch, his cock was fully hard. 

He undid the handcuffs, the lock moved now – I brought my hands in front of my body and started to rub my wrists, there were red lines where the handcuffs had dug into my skin.  Daddy unlocked the mouth gag and released it, for the first time in three hours I brought my jaws together. 

“You can speak now Pepper,” he said, offering me a bottle of water.  I took it gratefully and took a big drink, then handed it back to him.

“Thank you Daddy,” I said.  I was suddenly aware of how submissive I sounded, calling a man of 45 Daddy when I’m 21.  Subconsciously I think I must have always been aware of how submissively I addressed him.

“So, how was your first experience as a pony girl?”

“I enjoyed it, it was  . . . different.”

He put his hand onto the side of face.  “Paula, I expect you to address me as Daddy, OK?”

I nodded, “Yes Daddy.”  Christ this was thrilling, being demeaned and handled like this.

“Let’s see if you’re any good at sucking cock Pepper.”

“My pleasure Daddy.”  I meant it, I was desperate to pleasure him.  Daddy sat back down on the couch and I moved in nearer, I was still wearing the head gear.  Daddy ran his hands through my hair and pulled me in close, he must have been able to feel my breath on his cock.  I’m not very experienced with blowjobs, but I was determined to do my best.

I kissed the top of his cock, it didn’t smell, unlike one of my previous boyfriend’s, and then I opened my mouth and took it in as deep as I could.  I started to move my head up and down, my jaw was still sore but I opened as wide as I could.  I moved up and down, taking three or four inches in.  After a few moments Daddy spoke to me.

“Put your lips on my cock while you suck, but make sure you keep your teeth off.”

I didn’t speak, just closed my mouth as much as possible so that my lips were in contact with his erection.

“Ahh, that’s better Pepper.  Now use your tongue as well, wrap it round . . . yes, that’s it.”

I continued to work up and down, Daddy put his hands onto my head.  I felt like I’d surrendered control to him, like he was forcing me to blow him.  It was degrading and I loved it.  He started to push me further and further down, when the tip of his cock touched the back of my throat I gagged and spluttered, Daddy didn’t let up on me, he took handfuls of my hair and twisted it into rough bunches, then started to lift and lower my head, each time making me gag.  No man had ever treated me like this before.  I was so turned on.

I put my hand onto the base of his cock and started to wank him as well, moving his foreskin up and down, the base of his cock was wet from my drool.  Daddy was enjoying this, he kept encouraging me and whispering what a good girl I was. 

I gagged with every stroke, coughing and dribbling everywhere as he sped me up and down his shaft.  It wasn’t long before he started to moan and I could feel his cock starting to tremble.  Normally I’d pull away at this point and wank the guy off, but I knew that Daddy expected me to let him cum in my mouth.  He wrapped my hair around the ears and held my head still, he started to buck his hips and fuck my mouth.

“Yes, Pepper, that’s it, let me fuck your mouth, oh yes Pepper, yes . . . YES.”  Daddy was almost screaming and I felt his cock tense and pulse, then he started to fill my mouth with his cum.  I retched again, it’s a disgusting taste but he held my head still, I was not going to get away without it.  When he finally stopped cumming he released his grip on my head and pulled me off.  I closed my mouth and swallowed it all, then looked up at my Daddy.

“I love you Daddy,” I said.  I’d said this many, many times growing up but it was different now.  Now Daddy was going to own me.  I was going to serve him.

In bed that night Daddy told me all about how my mother had been his slave, how she obeyed him, he told me about their experiences as a pony girl.  As he told me this I told him about how I’d felt when I saw the album, about how excited I got seeing the picture of the woman as a pony, even if I didn’t know what it was.  He promised to take me to the club, after some initial training.  I was going to learn and if not, he would teach me, with the whip and the riding crop.


Canal Dreams

England, circa 1863

This is a job for life, there’s no escape.  Not for me.  But since the trains came who uses canals?  Why take three days to transport your wares from the mills to London when you can put it on a train and it will be there the next day?  But when I took the job canals were the superhighways.  After leaving the army with only one leg it seemed ideal, small house, busy canal, all I had to do was collect the toll for the locks.  That kept me busy for what, five years.

Five years of getting up at dawn and collecting a shilling to pass through the locks.  I had the keys see, you couldn’t get through without me.  There were also the stables, I’d charge to put your horses in overnight, to feed them and water them.  I had a couple of spare rooms as well, for people to stay in, mind you most barge owners are in it for the profit, so they’d just sleep on their barge and eat there.

Occasionally you’d get a barge carrying people, someone who needed to get to London and wanted comfort over speed (even then a stagecoach was faster than the canal – but have you ever travelled by stagecoach?  It’s like being hit in the ass every five seconds for as long as the journey takes.)

Army taught me to cook – nothing fancy but good enough.  I kept the pantry full of bread, cheese and meats back in those days.  Made a decent living from it too.  Now I just keep enough for myself, maybe a little more just in case.  I should have saved up, found a wife, opened a pub or something.  Instead I was the pub’s best customer, as soon as the sun went down I’d be in there, the life and soul of the party, spending money as fast as I earned it.

Then the trains came and canal boats went out of fashion.  And with it my income.  A train is cheaper and faster than a horse, I’ve heard that they can do 30 miles an hour and keep it up all the way from Scotland to London, only having to stop 10 times.  Try that by canal boat – the horse needs to rest daily and can only manage four or five miles an hour.

Even last year I’d see four or five boats a day, I’ve heard there’s a war in America now, the amount of cotton coming in has gone right down, so even fewer boats.  Last week I took 29 shillings.  29.  Every Saturday a man comes on horseback to collect the toll and pay me my 10/- and take away the rest.  Why don’t I steal some of it?  What makes you think I don’t.  Even now for every 10 boats that go through I declare 9 of them, the missing shilling goes in a safe place.  Wish I’d done this when it was busy.  But since the inn closed I can’t really spend it.

Once a week the boy from the village comes up to sell me food for the week, water I just take from a spring that feeds the canal near my lock keeper’s house.  My only source of news is that boy, that and the odd conversation with a passing bargee.

In the yard around the house I grow vegetables to help keep my costs down.  One day I’ll just up sticks and leave, open my pot of gold (shillings) and walk out.  Though with my leg it might be a hard slog.  Or maybe I’ll pay the bargee to take me with him.  To return to London.

It’s not the place of my birth, when I first took the King’s Shilling, after basic training I was sent there with the rest of the Fusiliers and shipped out to India.  But I’ve never forgotten London, the noise, the bustle, the pubs, Inns and whore houses.  I learned to read in the Army and I’ve read books about London.  One day I’ll get back there.  One day.

India was unlike anything I knew could exist.  The heat, the humidity, the constant native rebellions.  That’s where I lost the leg, shot off in Indian mutiny.  We were stationed in Delhi and quickly moved to the front (by train, don’t make me laugh).  My third day there I lost my leg, shot off by the damned mutineers.  Surgeon did what he could, stuck a wooden gag in my mouth and poured tar on the end.  No one expected me to live.

But live I did, train back to Delhi, then overland to a port (I forget which one) and shipped back to England, supposedly to live on an army pension.  Did I get one?  Did I fuck.  Left useless and limbless.  Then I heard about lockkeepers jobs, ideal for injured ex-service men.  I found an office in London and was signed up quickly (I could read and write, huge advantage) and within a week I was taking the canal up to Yorkshire and I was installed in my lockkeeper’s house.

I’ve been up since just before the sun came up.  It was a busy day yesterday, a whole four boats came through.  Law of averages says that today will be quiet.  And I’m correct.  The light was fading when I saw the boat coming.  The sun was behind it, low on the horizon, but I could see it’s shape in the distance.  At this time of day, it would be likely that they would spend the night in the berth.  With luck, I might be able to sell them some food – the boy from the village came yesterday and I even have some beer.  I still drink occasionally.  Helps the days go past.

The boat was making slow progress, I couldn’t make out the horse in that night, it must be tired.  Money to be made there as well.  As it got nearer and nearer I realized that there was something off about this one.  The horses that pull the boats are huge, usually seven feet tall.  This barge was only 300 feet away, I should be able to see the horse by now.  There’s a small rise behind the footpath, I’d lost the boat in the fading light but the horse’s head should be visible.

I moved a little, intrigued by what I could (or couldn’t) see.  Was this being pulled by pit ponies?  When it was 50 feet away I could make out what was going on.  In all my 40 years I’d never seen anything like this.  The barge was being pulled by a team of naked women, each was made up like a horse, with a gag in her mouth, a harness on her body and she was straining as she pulled on a rope connected to the front of the barge.  There were four, no six women pulling the barge.  Each was what, 20, 25 years old.  At the rear was the owner, steering, as you’d expected.  He was acting like this was not unusual.

“Good Evening,” he shouted at me, followed by “Whoaaa” – I presume this was aimed at the women.  They slowed and came to a halt, he steered the barge into the side of the canal as it drifted and slowed to a halt.

“Can I tie off here for the night?”

I was tongue tied, I’d not seen a naked woman since the whore houses of Delhi, but this man was having his barge pulled by six of them, all attractive ones with full, firm breasts.

He waited for a few moments before he tried again.

“Did you lose your tongue along with your leg sir?  Can I tied my barge here for the night?”

I snapped out of my daze and looked at the man for the first time.  He was no bargee, the cut of his cloth, the top hat, the mannerisms that he employed.  This was a rich man, out for sport.  I should have known, a barge is usually 60 to 70 feet long, this could only be 30 feet.  This was some rich man out on an adventure.

“Yes my Lord,” I replied.  I had no idea if he were a Lord or just a rich industrialist, but it seemed fitting, given his cloth.

“Thank you sir, and well done for recognizing me for what I am.  Will you help me stable the ponies for the night?”

“My pleasure my Lord,” I replied.  If he was asking me to stable these women there would be money in it for me.  Maybe something else as well?  I walked past the girls, barely able to take my eyes off them, once I was past I concentrated on the man.  He smiled at me, noting how I was acting.  He was enjoying showing off his  . . . girls?  That didn’t seem to be the correct word.  They were certainly female, but women?  Girls?  Neither was the correct expression.

He threw me a rope and I tied it to the mooring post, pulling the barge close to the shore, thinking about what he’d just said.  Ponies, he’d call the women ponies.  I was suddenly nervous, a man like this who had clearly enslaved these women had to be odd, what if he was also violent?

I walked back to the front, my stump going clomp, clomp on the footpath.  Again he threw the rope to me and I pulled the barge into the towpath and tied it off.  I wiped my hand on my shirt and offered it to the man to help him descend from his barge.

“Come on then man, help me stable the ponies.”  He showed me how to unhitch the first girl and we worked down the line, unhooking each in turn.  They were still all fastened together as a team of six.  As befitted our roles in society I led the pony girls with the lord slightly in front.  I directed him to my stable yard – there’s so little traffic these days it was very clean.  I looked at the ponies as we walked, they were keeping perfect step with each other.  On the cobbles their shoes made a wonderful noise of metal on stone, I loved it.  I don’t mind admitting that I was getting a hard on, watching their naked bodies, the heaving breasts in the evening sun.

He directed me to tie them off, each one separately.  Once they were he instructed me to go to his barge and get a hamper, it contained his food.  He took a seat in my home (no doubt much worse than he was used to) and ate, while I waited on him.  When he’d eaten he asked me to bring him his wine and he started to talk to me, to explain what was going on.  He was clearly a man whose tongue loosened with alcohol, just like me.  But this time I wanted to learn, so I made sure he out drank me by two or three to one.  Eventually he got round to the pony girls.

“I bought them all from their families,” he told me.  I must have looked shocked, he repeated it, “Really, I bought them I said.  Their families owed me money and for each one their father sold me his daughter, rather than face debtor’s jail.  Didn’t know what to do with them at first, I kept them round the house, dressed as servants but that didn’t help, the real servants just got lazy.  I mean, why pay a servant when you’ve got a slave who’ll work for free?”

I thought about the six naked girls outside, it gets cool this far north at night, and shit, they were still gagged, while he’d been drinking and eating, they’d had nothing.  He continued.

“So I had six beautiful slave girls.  I didn’t know what to do with them.  A friend of mine suggested this to me, seems he’d seen something like it in Paris.  Horses go with the territory when you’re a land owner, so I gave it ago.”  He started to laugh, “Oh, how they resisted for the first year or two.  They don’t resist any more.”  He drank another glass of wine, the sat upright and looked at me.

“Feed them would you?  There’s food on the boat and give them some water to drink.  There’s a pound in it for you.”  A pound?  That was almost half a year’s wages.  He put his glass down and started to yawn.  “I’ll follow you to the boat, I’d like to sleep there.” 

“Yes my Lord,” I replied.  We went to the boat, it was dark and my lantern didn’t provide much light.  He got on, rather unsteadily and I put him to bed, then found a box marked ‘horse food’ and I returned to the stable.

The six girls hadn’t moved, not that surprising as their reins were tied to rings in the wall, their arms secured behind their backs, their mouths gagged with steel bits, just like you’d have on a real horse.  There was no one around, I checked several times before I approached them.  They were all much of a muchness, too thin for my liking but full, firm tits.  I checked once more before I put my hands on the first girl’s breasts.  I expected her to pull away, to resist, but she was quite docile.  I squeezed, treating her like a whore you’d paid for.  She didn’t react.

I looked round again once more, before slipping a hand between her legs.  The hair on her cunt was soft and downy, I rubbed it up and down twice before pulling her labia apart and penetrating her most private area.  She gasped as I pushed a couple of fingers inside her.  I took my other hand off her tit and undid my belt loop, allowing my pants to fall to the floor.

“If you’re going to fuck one of them,” the Lord said behind me, “Have the decency to wear a condom.”

I leapt away from them, pulling my pants up and turning to face the Lord.  “I . . . I’m sorry my Lord . . . I just, I , I just got carried away . . . I”

“Oh stop dithering man, if you want to one of them help yourself.  He reached into a box he was holding and pulled out a sheath and threw it to me.  I caught it, then looked at him.

“Just make sure you wash it before you hand it back.”  He turned and walked away.

I used these before, when you’re the whore’s twentieth customer of the night you can be pretty sure she’s got every disease you’ve ever heard of, and 5 you’ve not.  Doesn’t mean I like using them.  I’m sure that he’d find out if I didn’t.  And seeing as how he’d enslaved daughters of people who owed him money I wasn’t going to risk anything. 

I went back to the girls, no, ponies, and bent the same one over again.  She knew what was coming.  I pulled my pants down and stroked my cock while it grew fully hard.  As soon as it was I pulled the sheath over my penis and lined it up with her cunt.  I put a finger inside her to help find my way in the dark, I pushed it slowly and guided my dick inside her.  She gasped and moaned as I fucked her – I’d had my share of whores and knew a girl who was faking it, this one was really enjoying being used like an animal.

I grabbed her wrists, still tied behind her back and lifted them, the pressure on her shoulders increased and she bent further forward to ease the pain.  The extra bend in her waist tightened her cunt muscles and increased the sensation on my cock.

“Yes,” I told her, “yes, that’s it, squeeze my cock bitch.”

I was shocked at myself, talking to a girl I didn’t know like this.  I just imagined myself back in a whore house, I’d paid for this, I was going to use her for my pleasure. 

“Go on, fuck me back, come on, fuck me.”  I could feel my balls tightening, I’d not been with a woman since I left the army, I couldn’t hold it much longer.

“YESSSSSSSSSS, oh God YESSSSSS.”  My balls contracted and I could feel myself squirting load after load into her hot cunt.  She didn’t cum, but she was still gyrating her hips against me.  I pulled out of her and released her arms, they fell on her back and she straightened up.  I wasn’t done yet.

I grabbed the next girl and forced her to her knees.  It took me a moment to work out how to get the gag from her mouth, but as soon as I managed it I pulled the condom off and pushed my cock into her mouth.  She opened wide – shit, you normally had to pay a lot extra for this but she just opened and started to suck.  Whoever this man was he’d trained his girls well.

I put my hand on her head and pushed her down on my cock, it’s not huge but she did well and took it all down in one go.  Fuck, I’d only cum two minutes ago but I knew I was going to cum again soon.  She started to gag, I didn’t let up, her struggles excited me more and more.  She was slobbering and trying to pull away, 15 years in the army followed by five years of working the locks have made me very, very strong.  She wasn’t going to get away with it.

I put my other hand on her head and pulled her onto me, my full length was now buried in her face.  She tried hard to pull away but I held her in place, she was gagging, I could feel her body pulsing as she tried to free her head. 

“Not yet,” I yelled at her, “Not yet.”  I liked controlling her like this.  She was spluttering, I looked up, the other girls were watching, fear on their faces.  Would they be next?  The girl started to relax, she was probably passing out.  I released her and she fell to the floor, her face red and she started to gulp in the air.  I grabbed the next girl and pushed her to the floor, to replace her friend.

This time I just fucked her face like a cunt, I hammered away at her, each time reaching the back of her throat.  My cock was rock hard, it had never been like this before.

“I’m cumming, oh fuck I’m cumming.”  As I started to cum I held her head in place, shooting my load straight down her throat.  When I’d finished I released her and she fell next to her friend.  I picked up the condom and put the end in her mouth and tipped it up, I could see the look of disgust on her face but she drank it all down.

“Good girl, I know you like it.”  I paused and looked down, I was shocked at myself, how I was treating them.  I could get used to this.

My cock started to shrink, I might use another girl tonight before I went to sleep.  First I ungagged the remaining three and gave them all some water.  The three I’d not used were nervous, but they needed to eat and drink.  They ate the oat mixture I’d brought from the barge and drank gratefully out of the trough.

When they’ll all been fed and watered I made sure that their bonds were tight and I went to bed.

******

In the morning I awoke early, as I always did.  I attached my stump and went outside to the stable.  All six girls were there – thank fuck none had escaped overnight.  Before I fed them I picked one at random (I don’t think I’d used this one last night) and I pushed her down in the straw on her back.  I pulled the condom on and thrust straight into her, parting her cunt lips with my fingers.  I loved the feel of her tits rubbing against me.  I put my hands on them, forming them into mounds, her nipples rubbing against my chest. 

Her cunt was soaking, bugger me she was enjoying being used like this.  I pounded my hips up and down, rutting her like the animal she so clearly was.  She was so young and beautiful, I forced my mouth over hers and we kissed as I fucked her, that was something you never got from an Indian whore.  My balls tightened as I started to cum in her.  She could feel my cock pulse and she tightened her cunt muscles, squeezing every last drop of cum from my balls.  Again, when I pulled out I had another girl suck my cock while I poured the cum from the condom in the first one’s mouth. 

When I got bored I pulled out of her mouth and stood up.

“Good morning,” the Lord shouted at me from the edge of the stables.

My face went red, how long had he been there, watching me fuck his ponies?

“Good morning my Lord.”

“Don’t mind me, I’m glad you used the condom.   Feed and water them, then come to the boat.”

I did as he ordered and was on the boat within 20 minutes.

“So,” he said, “Did you enjoy yourself last night – and this morning?”

“Very much so my lord, and thank you.”

“Not at all.  Now let me ask you another question, do you enjoy being a lock keeper?”

I thought for a moment, “It’s a living my lord.”

“Let me try another question, can I tempt you to leave the locks and come and work for me?  I need someone to handle and train the ponies?  The pay will be better, I’m sure and of course there are the other benefits.  My father was in India and I always try to do good by ex army people.”

I thought for a second, then replied.  “That’s very generous my Lord, I’d love to.”

“Get your stuff together then and help me harness the girls.  My estate is two days away, you’ll be quite safe there.”

I packed up, found my stack of gold (OK, collection of shillings) and helped him harness the ponies up.  We turned the barge round, he steered of course and I sat at the front, holding the whip, using it occasionally to encourage the ponies.  I was ready for my new life as a pony girl handler.  Beats being a lock keeper.


A Pony For Christmas

Friday 22nd December

Good King Wenceslas last looked out

On the Feast of Stephen

When the snow lay round about

Deep and crisp and even

Sarth stood by the SUV, he, Rachel and Jenny had loaded the ponies in their cages into the back.  In the summer they’d use the open backed truck – but this was the depths of winter.  The snow wasn’t deep, but it was several degrees below zero.  Instead they were using the Chevvy with the back seats down.  The engine was running with the heating on to keep the girls alive.

Sarth was very excited, Travis had never allowed him to attend the bi-annual meets before.  He had worked at the ranch for over seven years, now he was living in a small cabin on the grounds.  Sarth had been saving his money – Travis had warned him at the start that the job didn’t pay well, but the perks made up for it.  He got 10% of every sale, and how many jobs came with the perk of being able to fuck any girl on site?

He’d been saving for years and was in a position to buy at the meet, should the right pony come up at the right price.  He’d agreed it with Travis, his pony would become a permanent resident at the stable, she’d be an example to the other girls that came in to be trained.  In exchange for her guidance to the new ponies she’d be allowed to stable for free.

Travis was late so Sarth opened the back to check on the ponies.  These two weren’t going up for sale, there were on the ranch for a four week taster session, though with the seasonal break they’d actually be on the ranch for six weeks.  Both had been here for three weeks, they made a great pair with long black hair.  They looked up at Sarth, for once they had their mouth bits out, neither spoke of course.  They’d both been whipped for that before.  Dancer and Prancer were a great pair, both had strong legs and small breasts – ideal for pony girls.  Their pony names were not accidental.  They weren’t related but Travis had had both girl’s hair dyed jet black to match – they could pass as sisters.

The cold air swept into the back of the SUV and the naked ponies started to shiver.  Sarth clapped his hands together, then reached into his pocket and took out a couple of sugar cubes for each pony.  He offered them to the girls, extending his hands through the gaps of the metal cages.  He fed Dancer first, she bent her head to the side and opened her mouth, extending her tongue to suck the lumps into her mouth.  Sarth stroked her hair as she bit into them, he could hear them crunch in her mouth. 

Sarth liked feeding the ponies sugar, they all responded to it.  Apart from the tasteless white gruel that they got every meal this was the only other food source.  It must taste incredibly sweet to them, thought Sarth to himself.  He looked over at Prancer, her eyes were fixated on his hand.  Prancer noticed him looking at her and she met his eyes, then looked down.  A good pony doesn’t hold the gaze of her master.

Prancer was well trained, they both are thought Sarth.  No explanation had been given to them as they were placed into the cages then loaded into the SUV, they had no idea where they were going or why.  They were dumb animals as far as he was concerned, not worth taking the time to explain to them.  He stopped stroking Dancer and took out another couple of sugar cubes for Prancer and fed her.  Like Dancer she ate them greedily.

Sarth slapped Prancer’s ass, then closed up the tail gate, both were naked and needed the heat from the engine.  Outside he rubbed his hands together and blew into them before putting his gloves back on.  Travis wouldn’t be long.

******

Eventually the door to the house opened and out came Travis and his slaves.  Even fully clothed Rachel and Jenny looked amazing, they could carry off any look.  Today they both wore figure hugging trench coats and fake fur hats.  Their coats were slightly open at the neck, showing their collars, displaying their status.  Sarth walked from the SUV to the house and picked up the bags.  He helped the slaves carry them to the SUV, loaded them into the rear with the ponies and got into the drivers seat, Travis sat next to him, Rachel and Jenny in the rear.  No one spoke, they didn’t want the ponies to know what was happening.  Once they were off the ranch Travis pulled out his iPhone and put some music on.  It was going to be a long drive.

******

After a couple of hours they hit the interstate and picked up speed.  They stopped for lunch just off the freeway.  The ponies were left alone in their cages.  In their first week Dancer and Prancer had been placed in a stall together for the night.  As expected, they had started to talk to each other about their experience and desires.  What they didn’t know was that they were being watched and listened to.  Rachel had let them talk for a few minutes before turning the lights on and re-entering the stables.  Both ponies knew they had been caught.  Dancer was stupid enough to speak to deny it, so Rachel whipped her three times as punishment for her second offence.

Jenny had then joined Rachel and the two slaves led the ponies from the warm stall and into the main training arena.  Rachel secured Dancer and Jenny secured Prancer, each was tied to a St. Andrews cross, with their backs facing outwards, ready to be warmed by the whip.  Rachel went first, she carefully walked up and down, cracking the whip, building fear in the ponies.  When the lashes came the fear would generate a greater sensation of pain, while causing less damage.  Hell, they’d both paid a few thousand dollars for the experience, no one wanted to damage them or get the police involved.

The whip Rachel was using was wide, it created a much better noise as she wielded it but would hurt less.  A thin, single tailed whip causes much more pain than a wide one.  Finally Rachel stopped cracking the whip and brought it down on Dancer’s back.  She screamed and writhed, Rachel smiled and shook her head.  The building of fear had worked, the lash was by no means a hard one and would only cause superficial damage, a wide red mark on Dancer’s back.  Rachel let the pain sink in before she lashed Dancer a second and then third time, at which point she started to cry and sob.

Rachel didn’t stop, both ponies had signed contracts agreeing not to speak and accept any punishment, deserved or undeserved.  Rachel did take a slight sadistic delight in whipping a pony for the first time – she’d been a pony herself for a year and knew that the first whipping was the most important.  Do it too gently and they wouldn’t learn the lesson, do it too hard and you’d break the pony’s spirit.  A pony without spirit was damaged goods and no one wanted that. 

Lash after lash landed on Dancer’s back.  She was screaming and crying now in pain.  Next to her Prancer was watching, her sense of impending doom was worse as she had to watch.  After two dozen had been applied to Dancer’s back Rachel handed the whip to Jenny.

“My arm hurts, can you take over please?” she said to Jenny.  Jenny didn’t speak, she just set to work on Prancer.  As the first blow landed on her back Prancer screamed and started to sob, by the third she was screaming uncontrollably.  Jenny didn’t, couldn’t relent – Dancer had taken 24 so Prancer had to take the same.  When she finished Jenny stood back and admired her work.  Prancer continued to sob after Jenny had finished, her back was crisscrossed with red lines where the whip had bitten into her back.

Rachel and Jenny left the ponies hanging on the crosses overnight – they could have spent a night in the heated stable, lying on the straw, covered by a warming blanket.  Right now they could be kissing each other, fucking each other.  But due to their inability to follow the simple rules they would spend a cold, uncomfortable night, unable to move, tied to a wooden cross.

Rachel and Jenny weren’t sadists, the whole point was to cause enough pain to ensure they never tried to talk again, but not so much that they would cause permanent damage.  Dancer and Prancer had learned this lesson well.  The humans spent a long time at lunch, well over an hour.  The ponies didn’t speak once. 

******

The rest of the drive took another four hours, the meet was at a camp site in the Utah desert.  Travis liked Utah, nice and isolated.  The pony cabal had booked the entire site for the weekend, the condition was that the owners also left.  The site would otherwise have been deserted for the weekend so they were happy to take the money. 

The site had fixed trailers in addition to spaces for campervans, Travis had booked two, one for him, Rachel and Jenny, the other for Sarth and the ponies.  For the summer meets the ponies would be kept outside, but this wouldn’t be sensible in the depths of winter.  The two trailers were next door to each other.  Sarth parked the SUV and unpacked with the slaves while Travis went to the owners’ club.  Finally they moved the cages with the ponies to the edge of the tailgate and released them.  Dancer and Prancer were naked and shivered as their unshod feet touched the snow covered ground.  Sarth led them round the side of the trailer and tied them off, securing their reins to their collars.  To further ensure they didn’t leave he secured their arms behind their backs in rubber arm binders.

Satisfied with his handiwork he went into his trailer and unpacked his case and the ponies’ clothes.  He intended to leave them naked in the cold for 15 minutes, shivering.  When he came back out he was carrying rubber body suits for them both.  He had intended to dress them outside but could see how much they were shivering – plus the days were short and it was getting dark.  Instead he unfastened them and took them into the trailer.  He phoned Rachel and she came across with Jenny to help. 

The suits were figure hugging and it took quite a long time (and a lot of talc) to get the girls into them.  They were open at the neck, to expose the pony’s cleavage and their collars.  Head harnesses and bit gags were next then the final touch.  As this was nearly Christmas Sarth took off the plain black leather collars that they normally wore and replaced them with thick red leather ones.  He pulled their hair out to the sides and formed them into bunches, secured into place with red ribbons which he tied into bows.  Sarth took a step back to admire his work.

“I’m going to exercise them,” he told Rachel and Jenny, “While I’m gone can you get their cages in and prepare the gruel?”

“Yes Sir,” they replied, speaking together, then turned and entered the trailer.  Sarth put the reins up over the girls’ heads. 

“Walk on,” he ordered and Dancer and Prancer started to high step into the night.  The road round the park was lit and the girls’ hooves left nice marks in the snow as they walked.  Sarth walked them twice round the park, they passed other owners exercising their ponies as they walked.  Sarth loved looking at the approaching pony’s breath, making clouds of warm steam under the lights.  He stopped and talked to a few owners, explaining that he was just a trainer. 

“I was a trainer once,” said one man of abut 45, “don’t put yourself down.  Save your money and who knows, in a few years you could be a buyer.”

“I have been,” replied Sarth, “If the right pony comes up for sale on Sunday I’ll buy her.” 

The man he was talking to held out his hand.  “Ben,” he said.  Sarth shook his hand and Ben inspected Dancer and Prancer.  “Good pair,” said Ben, “They look good together.  Will they be sold?”

Sarth shook his head and started to laugh, he was looking at the expression of fear on the pony’s faces.  He could imagine what was going through their minds.  Sold?  SOLD?  Only their training and fear of being whipped kept them from speaking through their gags.  He decided to keep the fear going.

“Interested in buying them then Ben?”

Ben didn’t speak, he took his gloves off and used one hand to pull the rubber suit away from Prancer’s heaving chest and inserted the other inside, holding her breast.  Their training kept both of them still. 

“Nice,” he said, “How old are they?”

“Dancer is 23, Prancer is 21.  Good ages.”

Ben nodded.  Sarth barked an order at them.  “Turn and bend over.”  Dancer and Prancer turned to obey, fear still evident in their eyes.  “Open your legs, get your feet about two feet apart.”  Both girls shuffled and opened their legs, placing their hands onto their knees as they’d been trained.  Sarth walked behind them and put his hands between their legs.  He quickly found what he was looking for, the suits had zippers built into them and he pulled them, opening the suits from the front of their pussies to their assess.

“Sample the goods Ben,” said Sarth.

Ben smiled and pushed two fingers into Dancer and two into Prancer.  Both girls gasped as they had their cunts penetrated.  Bend started to finger fuck them, pushing his fingers in and out.  Despite their fear Dancer and Prancer wanted to impress and they squeezed their cunt muscles tight.  Ben looked at Sarth and smiled.  “Good girls you’ve got here.  Good girls.”

Ben continued to finger fuck them for a couple of minutes before he looked at Sarth.

“Please excuse me Sarth, I’m being rude.  Help yourself to Blackie.”  Sarth looked at Ben’s pony, she had jet black hair and emotionless black eyes.  “I mean it Sarth, get her to blow you, if that’s what you want.”  Sarth looked at Blackie, with her long jet black hair it wasn’t difficult to see how she got her name.

Sarth just nodded his head in thanks and stepped over to her.  He removed the bit gag from her mouth and she instantly closed her mouth, stretching her jaw and swallowing for the first time in God knows how long.  The pony didn’t wait for orders, she dropped to her knees and started to kiss the growing bulge in Sarth’s pants.  The girl was skilled, she used her tongue to caress his cock, forcing it against his trousers.  Sarth didn’t wait for long, he unzipped and pulled out his cock.

The girl opened her mouth and took him straight into her mouth, the cold air hardly getting a chance to touch his shaft.  Again she showed her skill, instantly taking his full length down her throat and holding him there.  She looked up, gazing into his eyes.  The pony didn’t move, she held him there for over a minute until he was fully hard.

Once his cock had stopped growing she pulled back, keeping his helmet in her mouth as she breathed deeply through her nose, the warm air from her lungs forming clouds of steam in the night air.  Once she’d regained her composure she started to suck properly, moving her head up and down quickly, all the time sucking.  Sarth rolled his head back and closed his eyes, he put his gloved hands onto her head and enjoyed the moment. 

He looked over at Ben, he too had his cock out, Dancer and Prancer were taking turns to suck his cock, alternately licking his balls so that one had his cock in her mouth and the other sucking his balls, keeping them warm.

“Keep going, ah, that’s good,” Sarth gasped to the girl.  She tried even harder and Sarth knew it wouldn’t be long.  “Don’t stop  . . . Blackie, keep sucking . . . don’t stop . . . don’t stop . . . yes . . yes . . .YESSSSSS.”  Sarth grunted and moaned as he came, he kept Blackie’s head still as he pumped cum into her willing mouth. 

When he’d finished cumming and his dick had stopped pulsing he pulled Blackie off him.  She stayed where she was, kneeling in the snow, legs apart awaiting instructions.  Sarth put his penis away and looked over at Ben, Dancer and Prancer had their heads together, mouths open as Ben wanked himself, shooting his load over their faces and into their mouths.  When he finished Ben wiped his cock in Prancer’s hair before putting it away.  He slapped Dancer’s face, knocking her head into Prancer.

“Lick the cum off each other and swallow,” he ordered.  The girls moved quickly and twisted their necks to kiss each other.  He looked at Sarth.

“I’m looking forward to seeing them pull tomorrow Sarth.  Maybe I’ll buy them on Sunday.  Stand up Blackie, get your gag back in.”  Blackie stood up gracefully, pulling her knees in first then rocking back onto her feet before standing, her legs staying together as she moved to standing, her arms never moving from behind her back.  Sarth watched, then lifted the gag back into Blackie’s mouth.

“Get to you feet,” Sarth ordered his fillies.  They stood up, they were no where near as graceful as Blackie, but then they’d only been in harness for three weeks.  Sarth took their reins and shook hands with Ben again.

“See you around young man,” said Ben as he turned to lead Blackie off on her evening exercise.

“Bye Ben, nice to meet you, and your pony.”  Sarth didn’t speak to the fillies, he just pulled the reins and they started to high step as he led them back to the trailer.  Once inside he cleaned them, then put them into their cages for the night.  He covered the cages with blankets to keep them warm.  Sarth didn’t bother to explain that they wouldn’t be sold – he thought they’d behave better if they were in fear.


Saturday 23rd December

Dashing through the snow
In an eight reindeer sleigh
O'er the fields we go
Laughing all the way


Bells on bob tail ring
Making spirits bright
What fun it is to ride and sing
A sleighing song tonight!


Jingle bells, jingle bells,
Jingle all the way.
Oh! what fun it is to ride
In an eight reindeer open sleigh. 

Sarth woke early, Rachel and Jenny were in with Travis so he’d have to get the fillies ready on his own.  He showered and ate, then dressed.  He checked the weather on his phone, it would be clear all day with the temperature in the mid 20s.  He opened the door of the room with Dancer and Prancer in and kicked their cages, shaking them awake.  He pulled off the blankets and unlocked their cages – the cages weren’t big, only four feet long and two feet wide.  Sarth had never been locked in one overnight (hell, he’d never even climbed inside one) but he thought it couldn’t be comfortable.  Seven years I’ve handled ponies, he thought and I’ll never understand why any man or woman would want to live like this.  But fuck, he thought, you can’t beat being a handler.

When they were out he cuffed the girls’ arms behind their backs and put leashes on them, then led them outside, naked.  As soon as he opened the trailer door their nipples went rock hard as the icy morning air hit them.  He led them out, down the snow covered steps and walked them to a tree.  He tied the reins and left them, re-entering the trailer.  He gave them 10 minutes to relieve themselves in the snow, watching them shiver while he drank his coffee. 

Sarth wasn’t a sadist, he wasn’t watching them to enjoy their obvious suffering, though he was pretty certain more than one owner would watch for that reason.  No, he was watching to ensure that they didn’t come to any harm – 10 minutes outside naked should be OK.  Sarth hated seeing ponies go when they were sold, he always wondered what would happen to them.  Over the weekend he hoped to see some of the girls he’d trained in the past – Travis had told him that there would be a hundred or so there. 

He thought of some of the girls he’d trained over the last seven years.  Most merged into one, their hair dark or blonde, their skin white or light brown.  Some stood out though, Travis had had a couple of black ponies, one had done a one week taster and one the full 13 weeks, followed by a conversion to a life time pony.  What was her name – he thought for a while. Black Diamond that was it.  The two redheads had been his favorites – Fire and Flame.  He hoped that they had been sold to a nice owner.

His coffee drunk, Sarth went outside and checked the snow, it was bright yellow in two patches.  The girls were shivering as Sarth led them back into the trailer.  Normally they’d be cleaned outside but not on a day like this.  He put them into the shower – even allowing them hot water to warm their cold bones.  Sarth sat watching them in the shower, they rubbed and lathered each other and he could feel himself getting hard watching.

The ponies weren’t stupid, they could both see Sarth watching them.  They knew what they were allowed to do and how they were allowed to act.  Prancer made the first move, she put her arms onto Dancer and turned her round, then turned the shower head around and started to soap her back.  She built the lather up, then used her hands to rub her friend’s skin.  She ran her hands up and down, then stole a cheeky look at Sarth and pushed a hand between Dancer’s legs.  Dancer moaned as Prancer touched her pussy, she put her head back and to the side.  Prancer kept rubbing her pussy and moved in closer, her breasts touching the other girls back.  Prancer was slightly taller and she put a hand over Dancer’s face, turning her head more to her and they started to kiss.  Outside the shower Sarth crossed his legs and adjusted his cock.  He’d be in there with them soon.

The girls continued to kiss until Dancer couldn’t take it any longer and she turned round to face Prancer, their breasts touching, the soap making them slide against each other.  They kissed again before Dancer pushed Prancer back against the shower wall and kissed down her friend’s neck.  Dancer took one of Prancer’s breasts into her hand and lifted it, then looked at Sarth and started to lick her nipples.  Sarth smiled, enjoying the performance.  He liked these two, he knew that although they’d get to cum their main focus was on him.  They were just teasing him, waiting for him to come and join them.

Dancer worked from breast to breast, focusing on Prancer’s nipples.  Then she kissed down Prancer’s body, sucking her belly button (she knew from experience that Prancer loved this).  Prancer opened her legs slightly and raised her self up onto tip toes, then looked out of the shower at Sarth.  She started to suck the index finger of her left hand, she used her right to guide Dancer’s head towards her pussy.  Slowly she pushed her finger in and out of her mouth, forming an O with her lips, looking at Sarth, teasing him.  Sarth knew he couldn’t take much more, he stood up and removed his shirt, pushed his trousers off and sat down.  He spat into his hand and started to wank himself slowly.

Prancer gasped as Dancer’s tongue flicked her clit.  Her pussy was soaking, covered in water from the shower as well as her own juices.  Prancer breathed deeply, sucking in air and pulling in her stomach, thrusting out her breasts to further entice Sarth.  Dancer started to fuck her friend with her fingers, pushing them rapidly in and out of her cunt.    Prancer threw her head back, turning away to give Sarth a side view of her head.  She had two fingers going in and out of her mouth, desperately wanting to replace them with Sarth’s cock.  Still he sat there, he wanted to watch her cum before he joined them.

Dancer didn’t stop, she kept tonguing and fucking her friend, she could feel the excitement building in Prancer, she knew she’d be cumming soon.  Prancer started to take deep breaths, holding them for a few seconds before releasing, her stomach pulsing.  She took her fingers from her mouth and put both hands onto Dancer’s head, holding her in place as she came.  Dancer screamed, she wanted to talk but was too well trained.  On his seat Sarth smiled, that was what he had been waiting for.

He stood up and walked over, opened the shower door and got in with the girls.  It was a tight squeeze with the three of them in there, but he’d make it work.  He grabbed Dancer’s hair and pulled her to her feet, Prancer got down on her knees.  She forced Dancer’s legs apart and moved between them so she could take Sarth’s cock into her mouth.  Sarth and Dancer kissed for a moment, the Sarth groaned as Dancer took his cock into her hot mouth.  Sarth kissed Dancer again and grabbed her tits, one in each hand.  For him this was the second best sensation, the only thing that could make it better was if another girls was sucking his ass.

Good though it was he wanted more.  He broke off the kiss and pulled Prancer off his cock.  He turned Dancer round and pushed his cock between her legs, rubbing it along her cunt.  Dancer put a hand between her legs, eager to touch her handler’s thick shaft.  She help him, guiding it into her warm, wet cunt.  On the floor Prancer watched, once Sarth started to fuck Dancer she started to lick Prancer’s clit.  Prancer moaned loudly in delight, she loved being fucked and having her clit sucked at the same time.

Sarth fucked Dancer hard, ramming his cock in and out, both of them were gasping and groaning.  Underneath Prancer held Sarth’s balls in her hand while she sucked Dancer’s clit.  Within a minute Dancer’s cunt contracted as she started to cum, Sarth put a hand on her neck and turned her to kiss him.  Prancer felt his balls start to move as he came in Dancer, soon cum was dripping down his shaft and balls and Dancer licked it all up.  When he finally pulled out she sucked him quickly, before placing her mouth over Dancer’s cunt, to ensure that all the cum dripped into her mouth.

When Prancer was sucre she’d got it all she stood up and the two ponies exchanged the cum in a passionate kiss, making sure that Sarth could watch his load moving from mouth to mouth.  He smiled and turned the shower back to clean himself. 

“Swallow girls,” he said when he got out.  He toweled himself off and looked at them, as submissive as they come.  He gave them five more minutes before getting them out of the shower and allowing them to dry off.

Next he fed them the tasteless white gruel that they lived on, gave them their vitamins and birth control before dressing them back into the body hugging rubber suits.  Once dressed he fitted the standard leather harness over both of them and slipped on the pony girl boots.  It took longer than usual to fasten the laces, getting them over the rubber suit but in the end both girls were ready – almost ready.

They’d preformed well that morning, so Sarth gave them both a couple of sugar cubes and stroked their hair while they crunched on them.  Once they’d swallowed he led them back to the bathroom and cleaned their teeth.  Finally he fitted them both with their headdresses and gags and they were ready for the day.  The final touch was a neck tag with their names on them – there would be many owners present and it helped to identify the ponies.

Sarth had never been here before but on the previous night’s exercise he’d taken note of the layout.  He led them from the trailer and helped them down the steps – steps aren’t easy in pony boots with your arms bound behind your back.  Once on the ground he led them by their reins for their morning exercise, they high stepped twice round the trailer park before he led them to the main hall.

Outside the hall were about 30 ponies, all dressed in a similar manner.  Some were wearing suits that exposed their breasts to the cold air, there was a gentle breeze making it even cooler.  Sarth tied Dancer and Prancer up, then inspected the other ponies.  All of them were docile and responded to his touch, as a good pony should.  He held and squeezed more than one girl with exposed breasts, their nipples were as hard as diamonds. 

He couldn’t help himself, he bent down and took one girl’s exposed nipple into his mouth and sucked on it.  He was rewarded as warm sweet milk dripped into his mouth.  The girl didn’t move or respond as he suckled on her.  After a while Sarth tried another pony, he quickly realized that exposed breasts meant that they were in milk.

After he’d sampled a few breasts he decided to enter the main hall, he was getting cold despite the large jacket he was wearing.  Sarth left the ponies and went inside, it was very warm in the hall so he took his coat off.  Through the glass he could see all the ponies huddling together for warmth, the ones with the exposed breasts were in the middle to stay warmest.  Sarth smiled as he watched them, then went to get something to eat.  He was soon joined by Travis, Rachel and Jenny.

******

The owners spent the morning in the hall, chatting and discussing the world.  Members would disappear outside occasionally to take a few members of the herd to exercise them – it helped to keep the girls warm.  Sarth went out twice, he’d pick six or so girls and run them round the path a couple of times before putting them back into the pen.  He quite enjoyed this, picking girls at random and exercising them.

After lunch Travis asked Sarth to take Rachel & Jenny, find Dancer and Prancer and take them round the back where they were to hand them over to the Father.  Rachel smiled as Travis said this, clearly there was a joke going on here that he wasn’t party to.  Sarth liked working for Travis, he just wished that he’d share more information with him.  The slave girls clearly knew what was going on, why not tell him as well?

Sarth put on his coat, he was surprised that Rachel and Jenny didn’t.

“We won’t need them Sir,” Jenny told him.  Sarth looked outside, it was clearly still below freezing outside.  Your choice, he thought and went outside.  It took them a few minutes to find Dancer and Prancer, they weren’t hiding it was just difficult to spot them in the huddling mass of ponies, Sarth reckoned that there must be over 70, maybe 80 girls there.  There were blonds, brunettes, even a couple of redheads and black ponies. 

When Dancer and Prancer had been located Sarth took the reins and led them round the building, the ponies high stepping as they moved.  The snow wasn’t deep and it didn’t take long to walk round the building.  As they came round the last corner Sarth smiled, now it made sense.  He’d had suspicions when these two had been named, now it made perfect sense.

Ahead was a sleigh, a huge sleigh that Santa would be proud of.  Six ponies were already attached to the sleigh, three rows of ponies side by side.  There was space for two more rows.  Each pony harnessed to the sleigh was wearing a pair of reindeer antlers. 

“They look incredible, don’t they sir?” said Rachel.

Sarth smiled, she was right.  He hoped he’d get to ride in Santa’s sleigh.  A man’s head appeared from behind the sleigh, he had long white hair and matching beard.  Was it a disguise?  He didn’t care.

“Ho ho ho,” said the man and Sarth tried hard not to laugh, to no avail.  He kept walking, pulling Dancer and Prancer.  They didn’t resist.

“Are they all for me young man?”  His voice was deep and booming, just like your traditional image of Father Christmas.  The man had walked round the side, he was clearly wearing a fat suit and was much younger than he looked at a distance.  He was, of course, wearing the traditional red suit.

“Yes they are Father,” replied Sarth, handing the reins to Father Christmas. 

“And what about these two?” he asked, looking at Rachel and Jenny.

“Oh, erm, I don’t know,” replied Sarth.  “Don’t you have enough reindeers with these two?”

“Reindeers yes, what I need is a couple of elves to help me.”

Rachel spoke first, “We are here to be your elves Santa.”

Santa reached into his sleigh and pulled out a couple of bags.  He threw them to Rachel and Jenny.  “Ho, very good, very good.  Get dressed girls, put these on.”

Santa leaned back against the sleigh and gestured Sarth to lean next to him.  Sarth pulled the reins and leaned back against the sleigh to watch.  The ponies stood motionless, their backs to Rachel and Jenny.  Despite the cold and snow Rachel and Jenny stripped off quickly, removing all their clothes, leaving them naked apart from their neck collars.

“Nice,” said Santa to no one in particular.

They opened the bags and pulled out the clothes.  First each pulled on a pair of hold ups, reaching all the way to their pussies.  Jenny’s holdups had red and white hoops on them, Rachel’s had green and white hoops.  Rachel was slightly faster than Jenny, next she took out a pair of boots, they were black and would come up to just below her knee.  She looked up at Sarth and Santa, smiling at her. 

Rachel knew how to work it, she put a finger to her lips and raised her eyebrows cheekily.  She turned to the side and bent at the waist until her body was level with the ground, her firm breasts hanging down.  Slowly, and despite the cold, she picked up one boot and sexily ran it up and down her long leg before slipping it onto her foot.  She turned her face to the sleigh and blew a kiss, before slowly sliding on the other boot and zipping them up.  The boots had a roll top on them.

“Man, I never thought I’d enjoy watching a woman put on clothes as much as this,” said Santa to Sarth.

Sarth nodded, he’d been working with Rachel for over seven years and had seen her naked many, many times but she was good at driving a man wild.  Jenny didn’t mess around, she just got dressed as quickly as she could – not that anyone was watching her.

Next Rachel pulled out a tiny green dress, it was fur lined around the neck, with a black belt and a zig-zag hemline.  She carefully stepped into it – in normal circumstances she’d have put the boots on last, but her feet were on the ice cold ground.  Slowly Rachel pulled up the dress, smiling and teasing as she pulled it up.  She slipped her arms through the straps and arranged her breasts inside it, then turned her back to Jenny who did up the zipper.  Rachel then returned the favor, except she used her teeth to pull up the zipper.  Both turned to the sleigh and blew a kiss, Jenny’s dress was red to match her leggings.  The dresses were off the shoulders, leaving their arms exposed to the freezing conditions.

Both of the girls looked back in their bags and pulled out matching hats, lined with fur and a matching bobble on the end.  Finally they took out long gloves (matching) that extended half way up their biceps.

“They are, without doubt, the sexiest elves I’ve ever seen,” said Santa, “Bring the bags and help me harness Dancer and Prancer please elves.”

“My pleasure sir,” said Rachel and Jenny.  The outfits looked skimpy but were surprisingly warm, the hold ups were made of wool and the main body suits were lined.  The only parts of the girls that were cold were their shoulders and body above their breasts.  That they’d have to deal with, it wasn’t a concern – they were slaves after all.

Rachel and Santa lead Prancer round the back of the sleigh to the correct place in line, Sarth and Jenny took Dancer to the front right position, the lead pony.  Dancer had her arms released from the binder and she was strapped in at the waist – if she moved, she’d be pulling the sleigh.  It didn’t take long to secure her.  The final touch was to add a pair of antlers and nipple bells to each girl.

When both ponies had been fixed in place Santa climbed back into his sleigh and pulled a luxurious blanket over himself.  He looked at his two elves, shivering sightly.

“Get up here with me elves, climb up.  That’s it,” he added as his sexy elves got in next to him.  Santa lifted the blanket and the girls climbed up under it, glad of the warmth that it offered. 

“No, get your heads down here,” added Santa, pushing Rachel down.  Jenny didn’t wait to be pushed, she snuggled down.  It wasn’t long before Santa groaned, clearly he was being entertained by Rachel and Jenny.

“Hey Sarth,” said Santa, “Why not lead my sleigh round to the front?”  Sarth shrugged, why not?  He walked to the front and pulled on the reins of Dancer and she started to high step, all of the girls had to bend to get the sleigh moving, but once it was underway they could get back into something approaching a high step.  After standing in the cold the pony reindeer were pleased to be moving again.  It helped them to warm up.

At the front of the building Sarth tied off Dancer and went inside, leaving Santa to enjoy being sucked by a pair of willing slave elves.  Inside Sarth rejoined the gathering.  A man at the front went up onto the stage, he was wearing a tuxedo and had a microphone, he soon had the crowd under control.  He had the audience play silly games, the prize was to go outside and have a ride in Santa’s sleigh and be entertained by his elves.  Santa would sit at the front and the winner in the back, with the elves ready to obey every order.  Someone else had attached the rest of the ponies to the sleigh, they were along side or attached to the back.

The games went on most of the afternoon – people talked and relaxed with fellow owners, occasionally going outside for a ride in the sleigh.  Sarth didn’t win, he was a little disappointed but hey, not everyone could be a winner.  The evening meal was served after seven, at the end of it Santa came with his elves carrying two huge sacks.  There had been a secret Santa among the owners and presents were exchanged.  Once he’d given them all out Santa asked for a volunteer to help him relocate the ponies to their owners.  Sarth felt a bit out of place, the average person in this room, he reckoned, earned more in a week than he did in a year, so he stood up and offered to help.  Rachel and Jenny stayed where they were, serving drinks to the rich people inside.

When he’d gone in the skies were a weak blue color – a hint of snow in the air.  Now night had fallen and the snow was coming down as well.  Sarth could see the sleigh, it had a light dusting of snow on it, ahead of it he could make out rows of reindeer under the lights, the front four, including Dancer and Prancer were lost in the night.

Santa smiled at him.  “One of the great advantages of this job,” he said, pulling the fake beard and hair off, “is the fat suit.”  He stuck a hand into his ample pockets and pulled out a bottle of Wild Turkey.  He opened the bottle and took a drink, then offered it to Sarth who laughed and took a swig.  Sarth climbed up next to Santa who stuck out his hand.

“John,” he said.  Sarth replied, “Sarth.”

“I take it you’re not an owner then?” said John.

“No, I work at a stable.  You?”

“The same.  Come on, let’s take these ponies back to their trailers.  I’ve got a list of which animals go where.”

John handed Sarth the long whip and he lashed the backs of the reindeer to make them move.  John and Sarth talked as they moved round the park, stopping at every trailer and dropping off a pony or two, sometimes three.  Eventually they’d dropped off every girl from the sleigh and Sarth directed the sleigh back to the hall, it was pulled by Dancer and Prancer alone.

“Or we could take them for a ride out?”  said John.

Sarth thought for a moment, “Sounds good.”  The two young men sat back, drinking and talking as the reindeer led the sleigh round the track several times, alternating using the whip to encourage the reindeer.  Even pulled by just 2 girls they made good time on the snow covered tracks.  Eventually John’s phone rang and he looked at Sarth.

“Got to take them back now,” he said.  John reached into the back and extracted the beard and hair, slipping them back on.  They completed the lap and headed back.  The snow was falling quite quickly now and only the lights on the edge of the path allowed them to make out where they were going.  John slowed the sleigh as they approached the main hall, the reindeer falling back into a high step.  John stopped them outside the hall, under the lights.  Outside the owners had all gathered and were cheering as the reindeer pulled into view.

Sarth climbed out of the sleigh and walked round the front, slapping each reindeer on the ass as he walked by.  He made his way up the line, slapping Blitzen, then Cupid, next was Vixen with Dancer at the front.  Then his eyes made her out, at the head of the eight reindeer was another – she’d not been there before.  Fuck, he thought, we’ve even got a Rudolph.  The lead reindeer had long red hair – appropriate he thought.

Sarth slapped Vixen, moved to Dancer and slapped her.  As she was his responsibility he whispered in her ear that she’d done well and she’d get a reward later.  Judging by the time she probably just wanted to eat something and sleep, but her views were irrelevant.

Finally he made it to the front and slapped the last girl.  She shook her head as Sarth slapped her and he walked to the front, the stopped.  He was in no doubt, the long red hair, the cute face, large breasts – this was Flame.  Fuck, he thought, how long since I saw her last?  Five years?  She must be 23 now he thought, she looks even better than she did when I trained her.  Her nose was covered with a huge red nose ball with a light inside it – the guests must all have seen her coming.  He checked her name tag, yep, Rudolph.  Sarth laughed.

Flame’s eyes lit up when she saw Sarth. She’d been in harness now for five and half years but still remembered Sarth – he was her first trainer, he’d always been fair, even kind to her.  When she’d been sold she thought she’d never see him again, but here he was.  She missed him, her current owner didn’t allow her ponies any form of sexual relief – her belief was that a pony girl was just that, an animal.  Flame had been caught masturbating once – she had been so severely whipped that she knew she wouldn’t do it ever again.

Sarth put his hands up onto Flame’s ample breasts and held them, not caring about the crowd watching.  Sarth and Flame stared into each other’s eyes, Sarth smiled and Flame tried to, the bit gag preventing her from doing so properly.  In the crowd Rachel noticed and spoke to Travis.

“He’s still fond of that one sir.”

“I can see Rachel, I can see,” replied Travis.  He raised his hand to his face, a trainer shouldn’t get that fond of a pony, it makes it so much harder to sell them later.  Fuck, could it be that Sarth was in love with Flame?

Sarth released Flame from her restraints and led her towards the crowd.  A thin woman of about 50 claimed her.  As he handed her over Sarth wondered where Fire was – he was sure that they’d been sold as a pair, it seemed odd that Flame was here alone.  The woman took Flame’s reins and led her off into the night, Sarth watching her go.  When he couldn’t make them out any more he helped John free the other reindeer, returning them to their owners.  When only Dancer and Prancer were left Sarth took his leave and left, leading them back to the trailer.

Once inside he stripped them, fed them and watered them, took them outside into the snow (naked) to relieve themselves them brought them back into the warmth.

Both girls were shivering once they were back inside, Sarth led them to the bedroom and allowed them to climb into the bed.  For both of them it was the first time in months they’d been on anything so comfortable.  They cuddled up to each other for warmth.  Sarth was in a bad mood, he’d loved seeing Flame again and was disappointed that he couldn’t be with her.  He looked at Dancer and Prancer on the bed.  Maybe it was the alcohol but he decided to take his frustrations out on the two girls.

Sarth dragged the covers off the bed and looked at them both.  He ordered them to lie on the bed, on their bellies, heads and breasts hanging off the edge of the bed.  Next he took a cord and tied each girl’s knees together, then their ankles.  He took their arms and tied their wrists together, getting them to interlink their fingers.  He tied their elbows as close together as he could, he knew that this would cause them some pain, but this was partially what he wanted.  Next he tied a cord into each girl’s hair and pulled it back to their feet, bending their feet upwards, hogtieing them, forcing their necks back and their faces pointing out into the room.  The final touch was to bring their wrists up and tie them to the cord connecting their feet and hair.  Sarth looked at what he’d done, he felt quite satisfied with his work.

He undid his trousers and let them fall the floor and moved next to Dancer, she opened her mouth wide, knowing that was coming.  Sarth held his flaccid dick and guided it into Dancer’s mouth, she closed and sucked, moving her head back and forth.  She winced in pain and made little noises, showing that her neck and arms hurt, but tonight Sarth didn’t care.  His beloved Flame was close at hand and he couldn’t have her.

When he was fully hard his pulled his dick out and spat on Dancer, she took it without complaint.  Next Sarth held his own cock and started to hit Dancer’s face with it, it didn’t cause her any pain, just degraded her even more.  Next to her Prancer watched, knowing that her turn was coming.  When Sarth had had enough he side stepped and forced his long cock down Prancer’s throat.  She gagged and spluttered, she tried to turn away but that just earned her a slap on her face.

He left the room and came back with a pair of ring gags.  Dancer opened her mouth as he approached and he fitted it behind her teeth, where it couldn’t come out.  Prancer put up a little resistance, but a couple of slaps to her face brought her round and eventually she opened wide.  Sarth tied it especially hard, to ensure there was no chance it would fall out.  As soon as it was in place his thrust his still hard cock down her throat.

“Keep still,” Sarth ordered.  She tried hard to obey but his dick was reaching too far for comfort.  Sarth started to slap her tits, the girls were so close together he found that if he hit Prancer’s exposed tit meat hard enough it would move and hit her other breast, which would then bang into Dancer’s, like a Newton’s cradle.  He slapped Prancer repeatedly, loving the way he could make Dancer’s tits move, all the time giving the poor girl no respite from his penis.

Eventually he got bored and started to alternate between them until he could take no more and pulled back, wanking himself.  Sarth was grunting as he came, shooting load after load across the poor girl’s faces, shooting in their hair and eyes and watching it drip down their faces.  He wiped his cock in Prancer’s hair then left the room, settling down on the couch to sleep for the night.


Sunday 24th December

Silent Night, Holy Night

All is Calm, all is Bright

Sarth woke early, his head hurt.  He didn’t drink very frequently and now he was remembering why he didn’t drink.  He looked down at the floor, fuck, he thought.  Last night it had seemed like a great idea, the poor girls.  He got up off the couch and walked to the bedroom, on the bed, where he’d left them were Dancer and Prancer, both in a tight hogtie with a ring gag in their mouths.  Neither could move and after the threat last night both had been silent all night long.

Sarth sat upright, his first thought was to apologize to them, but then he held that thought.  Why should I?  I wanted to tie them up, I tied them up.  They signed up for this.  He pulled the curtain back and looked outside, the sun was just coming up and the world looked peaceful with a fresh covering of snow.  There was going to be an auction this morning, followed by lunch and then the drive back to the ranch.

Sarth was strong – seven years of handling livestock made you strong.  He turned from the window, letting the curtain fall back into place and turned to Dancer and Prancer.  Both eyed him, after last night what was he going to do?

He grabbed the ropes on Dancer’s back, the one round her shoulders and the one at her ankles and heaved, lifting her off the bed. Sarth rearranged the girls slightly so that they formed a V on the bed with their heads together, cheeks touching.  The bed was high and he stood facing them, his groin level with the girls on the bed.  Sarth stood there, his cock millimeters from their mouths, slowly wanking himself as his cock grew.  As soon as he was fully hard he pushed his cock through the ring gag of one girl – fuck, at this angle he wasn’t even sure which one it was.  He pushed steadily until she started to gag, then thrust in and out of her forced wide open mouth.  She was drooling heavily as he used her mouth, a small pool of spit forming on the floor.

Sarth reached down over both girls shoulders and cupped one breast on each.  He continued to fuck the first girl until she retched, then he pulled out and started on the second.  Back and forth he went, fucking her mouth until she couldn’t take any more, then swapping back to the first. 

“That’s right, take it all bitch,” Sarth yelled, lost in the moment as one of them gagged.  He wasn’t normally violent like this, his head hurt and this took his mind off it.  The girl gagged, dry retching as he fucked the back of her throat.

She tried to pull back, Sarth just followed her.  “Don’t you fucking dare!”

He was close to cumming.  Sarth dug his nails into the girls tits and they both screamed in pain.  “Fuck, yes, YESSSSSS,” Sarth yelled in delight, his balls started to pulse.  He pulled back and released his grip on their tits and wanked himself, shooting thick loads of cum all over their faces, in their eyes, for a second time.  One blinked and twisted her head but it was too late, the cum was in her eyes, stinging them.

When he’d finished cumming he moved his cock and pushed it back in the other one’s mouth, she cleaned the cum off it and then Sarth stood back to admire them.  They looked at him with fear, what would he do next?

Sarth just slapped their faces a few times, then rubbed his cum covered hand in their jet black hair.  He didn’t speak, just turned and went for a shower.  When he came back he was still naked, he prepared the girl’s gruel and poured it into bowls on the floor.  He untied them both, removed their gags and had them crawl to the food, they moved slowly after having being hogtied overnight.  When they finally got to the food they ate quickly, probably scared that Sarth would remove it to toy with them.  Sarth felt bad about how he had treated them last night (and this morning) but it would be a weakness to say anything.

After they had eaten he took them outside to piss and shit, then put them in the shower, allowing them warm water again.  I’m all heart, he thought to himself.  While the girls were showering his phone beeped, a message from Travis.

Sarth

Keep them naked today, apart from their head gear, nametags, boots and antlers.  Bring them to the hall for 9:30 – owner’s breakfast, to which you are invited.  I want to be seen with them.  10am – 5 ponies are up for auction today, you’ve got money so go to the inspection at 10, the sale starts at 11.  Lunch is a 1, then we’ll set off for home later.

Sarth checked the time, he had a couple of hours to kill with Dancer and Prancer.  After they’d showered and dried themselves off he sat down to watch NetFlix, his feet on Prancer’s back, Dancer gently sucking his cock.  He wanted a blowjob to last the whole film, so he had the girls swap places every 10 minutes or so. 

When the film finished he had Dancer speed up and Prancer suck his asshole, it wasn’t long before he came again.  He made them kiss and snowball the cum, before they swallowed.  It didn’t take long to get their head gear and boots on and he led them across to the main hall.  It was warmer than yesterday, but still below freezing.  The walk took 10 minutes, Dancer and Prancer were both shivering, their nipples like bullets by the time they got to the hall.  This time the ponies were led into the hall and stayed at Sarth’s side.

Inside the hall he removed his jacket and found Travis, who was sat with a couple of men he didn’t know.  Dancer and Prancer fell to their knees submissively as they had been trained.  Travis introduced Sarth to the others and they talked.  Sarth was nervous at first, these were rich, powerful men, each had a couple of slaves kneeling at his feet.  Quickly he realized that they were the same as he was, they were discussing football, the news, the weather.  He settled into the conversation over breakfast.

Once they had all eaten the plates were cleared away by female slave girls, the conversations carried on as people drank coffee.  Sarth wasn’t really paying attention any more, he could see a man heading up to the stage.  The man tapped a microphone to get everyone’s attention.

“Ladies and Gentlemen, we’re going to hold the auction at 11:30, we’ve only got five ponies for sale.  They’re in the small room at the back, you’ve got an hour to inspect them.  All come fully trained with a health certificate.  Feel free to inspect the livestock.”

“Going to have a look Sarth?” asked Travis. 

“Sure, why not?” he replied.

“If you see one you like you’ll have to register for the bid, just see the man on the stage and ask for a number.”

Sarth nodded as he stood up.  10 or so other people were making for the small room off the back.  He went into the room, it was sub divided into smaller rooms with full lengths of black cloth, making five chambers in total.  There were people examining the ponies in the first three stalls, so Sarth went into the fourth.  Inside was a striking black woman, about 25 years old with long, lean legs, a bald pussy and full, firm breasts with pierced nipples.  She was wearing a full headdress, a stainless steel gag in her mouth, forcing it wide open, salvia dripping down her chin. 

Sarth knew how to test a pony, he pushed his hands between her legs onto her pussy.  Instinctively the pony opened her legs a little, granting him access.  He pussy was already wet and he pushed a finger into her cunt, the woman squeezed it.  Her head didn’t move, she held it motionless as he finger fucked her.

He put his left hand onto one of her breasts and caressed it gently, then bent forward and took her nipple into his mouth and sucked.  She wasn’t milking, but he loved the feel of the metal bar in his mouth.  I could buy this one, he thought.  She was very attractive, long black hair, firm tits, tight cunt.  What’s not to like, he thought?

Don’t ever buy the first one you see, he thought to himself.  Sarth extracted his fingers and held them to the pony’s mouth.  She opened her mouth wider and Sarth pushed them in, she sucked them as best she could.  Sarth slapped her ass and moved onto the next stall.  As soon as he rounded the corner he stopped, it was Flame, holy fuck it was Flame.  She recognized him again and despite her training she smiled, well, the corner of her mouth moved upwards and she looked at Sarth.

Sarth also smiled, he was going to bid on her.  He stepped over to her and took her nipple into his mouth and sucked.  She was still in milk!  It felt incredible to suckle direct from her firm tits again, taking suck after suck of the creamy warm milk.  As he drank he put a hand onto the tops of her thighs and she opened her legs, allowing him access to her pussy.  Sarth pushed two, then three fingers in.  He fucked her slowly with his hand, she started to grind her hips, he didn’t know that this was the first sexual stimulation she’d had for years.

“Inspection going well?” 

Sarth paused and turned round, a woman he didn’t know was stood there.

“Don’t mind me,” she said, “She’s a good looking pony.  Thinking of bidding on her?”

“Yes, I like the look of this one.  Always had a thing for redheads.”

“Think she’s naturally red?” the woman asked.  Sarth knew that she was, but he wanted to play it casual.

“I think so.”

The woman walked in and started to suckle as well.  Poor Flame felt utterly degraded and humiliated, what made it worse for her was that she enjoyed the attention.  The woman broke off her suckling and stood up.

“I might bid on this one, she’s got good legs, great body.  I like this one.  How about you?” she asked.

Sarth looked directly into Flame’s eyes and smiled.  “Yes, yes I think I will.”  Flame could hardly contain her joy, she’d loved being trained by Sarth.

“Hope you’ve got a lot of money then,” she added, winking at Sarth as she turned to leave.

I hope so too, he thought.  He turned away, pausing at the edge of the stall for one last look at Flame.  Others were coming to look.

Outside Sarth found the presenter and got a number for the auction.  Flame was going to be up third in the auction.  He went to find Travis, to ask what would happen.

“Same as any other auction,” Travis told him, “The lot comes up, you bid and the bidding continues until the last one standing wins.  How much have you got?”

Sarth thought, “About 75 thousand.”

“Hmmm, when I sold her and the other one I think I got about 230 thousand for the pair.”  Sarth’s face fell, shit, half of that was 115, way out of his budget.  “But, hey, that was for a pair.  She’ll go for less being sold on her own.  I wonder why, her owner must know that.  Excuse me for a minute Sarth, I’ll be back.”  Travis stood up and wandered off, when he came back he filled Sarth in.

“Her owner has fallen on hard times.  She sold Fire last year, thinking she’d raise enough to survive on, but now she needs to sell Flame as well.  Good luck Sarth, you’re going to need it, I think she’ll go for over 80.”

Sarth knew that, but you never know.

Travis sat next to Sarth for the auction, the first girl up was a blonde, about 30.  She went for $52K.  “That’s a good sign,” whispered Travis, “That’s a low price – they go for more in the summer.”  The black girl was up next, she looked even better on the stage and the bidding went quickly, passing the blonde’s price and settled at $63K.

She was led off stage and then Flame was brought out.  Sarth was entranced as she high stepped, long legs, firm tits.  She was going to sell quickly.  The bidding opened at $25K, Sarth was straight in.  Flame’s eyes came alive when she saw that Sarth was bidding on her.  The bids went up in steps of $5K, passing 40, then 50.  At 65 the bidding slowed until there was just Sarth and one other person bidding. 

“66”, said the auctioneer, looking at Sarth, then looking at the other bidder.  Sarth couldn’t make the other bidder out across the room.  Next to him Travis picked up his phone and replied to a message, he wasn’t really paying attention.

“67”, said the auctioneer, who looked back at Sarth, “Bid’s against you sir.”  Sarth held up his number.

“68 . . . . 69.” Fuck, fuck, fuck thought Sarth, fuck.  He held up his sign, this would be his last bid.  “And 70.”  He looked at the other bidder.  Please, please thought Sarth.  “71, thank you.”  The auctioneer looked back at Sarth, who nodded.

“73 – fresh bidder, thank you.”  Sarth looked round, the hall was packed with owners, slaves and ponies and he couldn’t make out the bidder.  At 76 Sarth made his final bid, he’d have to max out his credit cards to raise 76 and even though he wasn’t religious he prayed it was enough. 

“And 77, thank you.”  The auctioneer looked at Sarth who shook his head sadly.  On the stage Flame dipped her head a little, she was desperately hoping to be bought by Sarth.  Eventually the bidding closed at $82,00 and the auctioneer brought his hammer down.

“That’s tough man,” said Travis, “but ponies come up for sale twice a year, maybe you’ll like one of the next ones.  Or maybe that one will come up again?”

The final two went for less, but Sarth didn’t bid, he wanted Flame.  He resolved to save his money and bid again in the summer, hopefully she’d be up for sale soon.

After the auction Travis gave Rachel and Jenny Dancer and Prancer’s reins and ordered them to put the ponies away, they’d be leaving shortly.  Sarth stood up to help them, but Travis asked him to stay with him.

“You’re . . . you were almost an owner Sarth.  Rachel and Jenny are perfectly capable of putting the ponies into the SUV.  Stay with me and have a final chat with some fellow owners.  Don’t dwell on that redhead, Fire was it?”  Sarth didn’t correct him.  “There are sales twice a year, natural redheads are always more expensive – there’s not many of them.  Come on, grab a drink.”

Sarth shrugged and got a coke and sat down.  Rachel and Jenny were back about an hour later, they’d packed the ponies into the back of the SUV, along with the clothes and anything else that they’d brought.  They’d been into Sarth’s trailer as well, everything was ready. 

The meet was beginning to break up, Travis picked up his coffee and called it a day.  He walked round the room, shaking hands with several people before heading to the SUV.  Rachel and Jenny were allowed to wear some clothes and they climbed in and headed back home.

******

At the ranch Sarth was about to help the slaves empty the car when Travis asked him to come into the house. 

“It’s Christmas Night Sarth, let the slaves work.  We can open a few beers and chat.”

Travis had always been distant before, so Sarth was wary.  Travis could sense it.

“Don’t worry, you’ll be a fellow owner soon.  You’re a young man, one day soon you’ll stop working for me and open your own stable I’m sure.  And there will be no hard feelings – just don’t walk out on me OK?”

Sarth smiled for the first time in hours, “OK.”

They talked business until Rachel and Jenny came back.  Next Travis offered him a choice of girl for the night, Sarth knew that Rachel was his favorite, but based on the conversation he picked Rachel for the night.  Travis just smiled, that was OK.  He knew how disappointed Sarth was.

After they’d all eaten something and drunk more Sarth was yawning, it had been a long day.  “If it’s OK, can I take Rachel and go?”

“Sure Sarth, don’t go to the ponies in the morning, let them have a lie in.  It is Christmas after all.  Come to the house for eight am, I’ve got presents for you all.”  Sarth panicked, shit her hadn’t got Travis anything.  Travis sensed his discomfort.

“Don’t worry, I have everything I want,” he said, sliding a hand up Jenny’s leg.

******

In his room Rachel dropped onto all fours to be as submissive as possible, she could sense Sarth’s disappointment at not coming home with Flame, She knew how fond of her he was and she wanted to take his mind off losing her as best she could.

Rachel crawled to Sarth who was laid back on the bed.  She positioned herself between his legs and took his soft cock into her mouth.  Instantly he started to get hard, he loved having his cock sucked.  He ignored Rachel, he just lay back thinking about Flame and how he’d missed out for the sake of $7,000.  Fuck, after the summer auction he should easily have that much more in his account, Flame would be getting older by then, maybe her owner would put her up for sale again soon?

After 10 minutes of self pity he propped himself up on his elbows and looked at Rachel, she smiled at him as best she could with a mouthful of cock but didn’t slow down or stop.  Up and down she sucked, only occasionally taking him out of her mouth to swallow saliva.

“Get your cunt wet Rachel.”

She popped his dick out for a moment, swallowed and replied “Yes Sir,” before taking him back inside her mouth as she started to rub her pussy.  It didn’t take long for her to show him her wet fingers.  Sarth grabbed her shoulders and pulled her up onto the bed, the kissed as she got on top of him and she guided his cock inside her hole.  They both made soft noises as he penetrated her.  Sarth was in no mood to be active, he lay back while Rachel sat on him and started to bounce up and down, taking him almost out of her on every stroke.

Sarth was enjoying the ride, he lifted his hands up and took Rachel’s firm breasts into his hands, he enjoyed watching them bounce but holding them was even better.  He used his grip to pull her down, so that their mouths were touching.  Rachel put one of her hands between her legs, she was moaning and taking short breaths, every time she bounced down her finger touched her clit.  She was on the very brink of orgasm, but held it back, she knew that Sarth had to come first.

“I’m so close sir,” she begged him, “Cum in me sir, please sir, cum inside me.  I love it when you cum in me Sarth, I feel every pulse, I’ll cum when you do sir . . . . please sir, cum in me . . . .”

Sarth let go of her tits, they fell onto his chest and instead he grabbed her hair, forcing her mouth over his so they could kiss.  Sarth loved kissing Rachel, her tongue was everywhere and he was soon bucking his hips.

“Yes, oh fuck yes,” he yelled as he started to cum.  Rachel bounced twice more before she came and she collapsed onto him, Sarth still pumping his load inside her.  Rachel lay on top, orgasm pulsing though her body.  She stayed on top of him until his softening cock fell out of her.

She then pulled the sheets up over his chest, kissed him good night and worked her way down his body, taking him into her mouth as he drifted off into sleep.  Rachel stayed there for over an hour until she was sure he was asleep, then she cuddled up beside him and went to sleep herself.


Monday 25th December

O Come all ye faithful, joyful and triumphant

Come ye, oh come ye, to the Pony Girl Ranch

Sarth’s alarm clock rang at five am, like it always did.  He reached out an arm and silenced it quickly.  Christmas day and a lie in.  Yes!  He reset the alarm for two hours hence and closed his eyes.

“Suck my cock gently Rachel.”

“Yes sir,” came the reply.  She snuggled under the sheets and took Sarth’s cock back into her mouth.  Sarth drifted off back to sleep.  Almost worth not winning the auction if you get to wake up like this, he thought.  The pain of the thought hurt him, fuck, he had to put Flame out of his mind.

When his alarm went off again Rachel was still sucking his cock gently, he was completely flaccid (well, he was asleep).  He moaned gently, Rachel had heard the alarm and she was sucking harder now.  She was soon rewarded as his cock grew under her attentions.

As she sucked Rachel fingered herself, making sure her cunt was wet in case Sarth wanted to use it.  When he pulled her hair she stopped and moved up, sliding on top of him, but he stopped her from mounting him.  Instead he rolled her over onto her back and started to lick her breasts.  Rachel’s tits were very sensitive and she loved the attention, Sarth would start on the under side and kiss them, then lick inwards towards her nipples, he would circle them with his tongue before placing his mouth over the entire aureole and sucking it into his mouth, before finally flicking it with his tongue.  Every time his tongue touched the sensitive bud Rachel gasped.

Next he’d move onto the other breast and repeat, back and forth between them both.  Rachel’s excitement grew under his attentions, soon she was begging for permission to touch herself.  She tried to put her hands onto her clit to push herself over the edge, but Sarth lifted her hands back up over her head.

“Please sir,” she begged in a high pitched voice, “Please may I touch myself.”

Sarth ignored her, just keeping up on her breasts.  He knew that some girls could cum this way, he wanted to see if Rachel could.  He pushed her breasts together, using his thumbs to bend them inwards so her nipples were only an inch apart.

“Please . . . . please . . . please . . .” she kept begging, Sarth loved toying with her like this.  He moved from nipple to nipple.  Rachel’s tits were more sensitive than they’d ever been, she was taking tiny, shallow breaths and making high pitched squealing noises. 

Sarth took her nipples between his finger and thumb and crushed them, inflicting pain on Rachel.  It was what she needed, the pain and pleasure mixed and a jolt shot through her body, starting in her stomach and shooting outwards.

“I’m cumming sir, oh fuck yes . . .” her voice tailed off as she came.  Sarth tried kissing her tits as she came, but she pushed him away and cupped them herself.  She knew she shouldn’t do that, he was a man and she was a slave, she’d get whipped later but right now she’d rather be whipped than have her tits touched.  Sarth smiled, Rachel had her eyes closed, he’d never seen her this excited before.  He gave her a few minutes to relax, before flipping her over onto her front and he lined his cock up with her cunt.

Rachel forced a hand between her legs and grabbed his cock, lining it up with her and Sarth thrust inside her, Rachel gasped, she was still shuddering from her breast-gasm minutes earlier.  She tried to pull her hand out but Sarth held it there, forcing her to rub her clit.  She was soon gasping, she loved being fucked like this, held down with a larger man on top of her, preventing her from moving and pushing the air out of her body.  She felt so helpless and was soon begging for permission to cum again.

“When I do Rachel, cum with me,” he grunted.  Sarth was sweating, he hand one hand on one of her breasts, the other hand held her hair and he was pulling it, forcing her head back.  He was enjoying hurting her a little.  Soon he bored of that and let go, instead taking her throat in his hand.  Rachel knew what was coming, she took a deep breath.  When her lungs were full Sarth crushed her throat, preventing her from breathing.  He didn’t speak, they both knew she wouldn’t get to breathe until he’d cum.

Rachel held her breath as best she could but her head soon started to go red due to a lack of air, she started to twist, try to free herself but Sarth held his grip.  Her movements fired him on, he loved having her this helpless under him, his balls banging on her cunt and soon they tensed as he came.  Under him Rachel did the same, her body bucking as spasm after spasm flooded her body.  As soon as he came Sarth released his grip on her throat and she breathed again.

When Sarth rolled off Rachel sucked his cock clean then looked at Sarth.  “I’m sorry I came without permission, and I’m sorry I pushed you off my tits.  Please punish me sir.”  Sarth ran his hands through her hair. 

“No, your Christmas present is to escape being punished Rachel.”

She smiled at him, “Thank you sir.”

They showered together, then dressed and crossed to the main house.  The door was open and they were soon inside.  In the main living room there was a raging fire, Jenny must have been up early. 

Sarth and Rachel warmed themselves by the fire, waiting for Travis.  They didn’t have to wait for long.  Sarth couldn’t help but laugh, Travis was wearing a bright red Santa outfit.  “Ho ho ho,” he said, “I’ll just go to the stable and get my sleigh.”

As Travis walked away Sarth turned to Rachel who looked as confused as he did, Jenny was smiling.

“He’s going to play Santa sir,” she said, “Dancer and Prancer will pull up the sleigh with the presents on them.”

They waited until thy heard the bells and then went outside.  Dancer and Prancer were made up as reindeer again, pulling a sleigh with Travis sat in the driver’s seat.  There were numerous presents, ranging from the small to one huge box.  Travis handed them out, it was just below freezing outside so not uncomfortable, well, not for the people.  Dancer and Prancer weren’t particularly comfortable.

When all the presents were opened there was one box left, the biggest by far.

“This one’s for you Sarth,” said Santa, “I think you’ll have to climb up here to open it.  It’s a bit heavy.”

Sarth climbed up, what on earth could it be?  He ripped off the paper, there was no wind so it didn’t blow away.  The first piece came off in one long, wide tear.  He looked inside, it was a cage.  No wait, there was something inside the cage, some black leather or rubber.  A pony girl outfit?  Sarth put his hand inside and touched the rubber, he was surprised when it moved.  He ripped more of the paper off, surely, no, surely it couldn’t be?  Long red hair, he ripped the rest off and looked down.  The pony twisted her head and looked up at Sarth, then smiled through her gag.  It was Flame.

“H, how?” said Sarth, turning to Travis.

“I instructed Rachel to bid for her for you.”  Sarth turned to Rachel who smiled and nodded.

“You’ll have to pay me back in the summer, but for a few thousand I couldn’t watch you lose her.  Happy Christmas Sarth.”

Sarth looked down at his beloved Flame.  Their eyes met, full of love for each other.  Sarth finally owned his own pony and neither of them could be happier.


The End of the Road

I took my morning coffee from Slave and walked out onto the porch.  Even here it’s starting to feel the cold touch of Fall – another two weeks and the leaves will all be down for another year.  Slave has prepared the team for me, two fillies, Sapphire and Rio.  Sapphire with her long black hair and dark blue eyes – the eyes were what sold her to me.  Rio with her exotic Brazilian skin – just like a deep suntan.  Both ponies are, of course, naked.  They make a good team.  Rio is the lead, she’s what, 31?  About that.  Sapphire is the junior pony at 24.  They’ve been together since the summer when I bought Sapphire.

It’s a clear day, the first frost came last night.  I live for days like these, the steam from the girl’s mouths form clouds in the air.  There’s hardly any breeze and the little clouds hang in the air for several seconds before dissipating into the morning.  My coffee’s in a mug with a sealable lid – important when you’re drinking in a sulky. 

Slave comes out of the house and kneels at my side.  I’ve had her now for . . . shit, I can’t remember.  Must be 25 years.  She was just 20 when I “bought” her.  She lives in fear I think that one day I’ll sell her or replace her.  It’s true that at 45 she’s not got the body she once had, but if I fancy a fuck the ponies are always available to me.  Slave is still great for a blowjob and she could be an excellent chef (hell, she was a student at culinary school when I bought her), she knows me and knows what I like.  Slave, by the way, has no other name and hasn’t since I bought her.  I keep it simple.

“I’ll be 30 minutes.  Have bacon and eggs ready for when I return slave.”

Slave just nods, she’s only allowed to speak if she can’t answer yes or no, then turns back and re-enters the house, closing the doors behind her. 

One more sip of coffee and I descend the steps.  I untie the ponies from the halter and hear them move – they’ve dropped to their knees to allow me easy access to the seat.  I sit in it then they stand upright and assume the correct position, right leg raised, their thighs forming a 90 degree angle with their perfectly flat stomach, the soles of their pony boots level with their calves.

I’m about to set off when my phone bleeps.

10am?

10am is good. We’ll be ready.

Great, see you then.

I pop the coffee into the cup holder and whip the reins.  I don’t need to speak, the animals know what to do and start to walk off, gracefully high stepping across the pavement, their boots making the enticing clomp, clomp, clomp  as they keep time together.  I guess they are glad to be moving, they’ve been standing naked for God knows how long with the temperature in the mid-30s.  There won’t be many more days this year that I can take them out naked like this.

As they walk I pick up my coffee and drink, it really is a fantastic sensation, being pulled round by two naked pony girls, watching their fantastic bodies moving, just catching glimpses of their breasts as they move in time with the girl’s steps.

Once my coffee is drunk I put the container away and lash the pony girl’s backs.  They respond instantly, the high stepping stops and they start to run.  The house is receding in the distance, we’ll soon round the small hill and be out into the forest path.  I feel safer in the forest, under the cover of the trees.  Don’t get me wrong, the ponies are here through choice (I assume – I mean, I bought them fair and square and they’ve never tried to escape) but try explaining this to law enforcement.  Under the cover of the trees I feel safe from drones, spy planes and satellites.  Am I wrong to be so paranoid?

The path through the forest, my forest, is wide and it hasn’t rained for weeks so it’s easy going for the ponies.  There’s a small rise coming up, I know that they’ll try their best at the knoll, but I’ve got to whip them to encourage them to try harder.  I always whip the ponies at this hill, it’s for their sake, let them know I’m not going soft.  I can see it in the distance and take out the whip.  Rio can hear it coming out of the holster, she knows what’s coming and she pulls harder Sapphire knows it too and she redoubles her efforts. 

It’s to no avail, as soon as their boots hit the base of the hill I use the whip across their backs.  Both of them grunt as the thin leather strap bites into the soft flesh of their skin.  The leather whip will leave a long red line across their backs, it always does, but it will fade in a few days.

Not every path round my estate means that they will be whipped.  We’ll go out again this afternoon and I’ll take them on an easier route.  The morning route is always the hardest, when they are freshest.

I have to lash them another four times as we ascend the small hill – you might think it’s not required.  Of course it is, as animals they have to understand the relationship between man and beast.  Any horse could take down any person, they are bigger, faster and stronger.  Why don’t they?  They know the consequences of rebellion.  Pony girls are the same.  There is no way I could outrun a pony girl – a girl who spends her life running.  Their legs are thick like tree trunks, still sexy, but strong.

I suppose the perfect pony would have long, slender legs but what use would that be?  If that’s what you want get a slave and starve her until she’s your image of perfection.  Want one with 34G tits and 20 inch waist?  Get yourself a slave girl, starve her until she’s as thin as you want then put her under the knife.  Compared to the cost of buying a slave plastic surgery is an irrelevance.

We’re coming up to a fork in the path.  Left takes us straight back to the house, right is the long eight mile course.  I can feel them tending to the right – they aren’t stupid.  Nine times out of ten if we come this way before breakfast (mine and theirs) we’ll go on the long path, but not today.  I pull on the reins and they soon get the message and veer to the left.  Once we’re on the correct path I can ease off.  We’ll be home in 15 minutes.

Shit, forgot to tell Slave we’d have a guest for breakfast.  No matter, she’ll just have to go hungry.  She won’t complain, she knows her place in the order of things.  I’ve got a lot on my mind, letting a small detail like that shouldn’t bother me, but it does.  I like to be in control.

I made millions in the dot com boom, I was not long out of college in the mid-90s and could see the way the world was heading, the internet was going to change everything.  I joined startups, lived hand to mouth and invested in companies I thought would do well.  By the age of 30 I was a millionaire, by 35 I had almost $100 million.  I sold up about three months before the great crash – I’d love to tell you I saw that coming.  I did, I suppose, just not then.  I was just so rich I thought fuck it and retired, selling up.  If I’d waited six more months I’d be down to a lousy million.  Who can live on that?

I started to date Slave in those days, I was 24, and she was 19.  She was adventurous in bed, up for anything.  About this time I discovered internet porn and BDSM, she let me tie her up.  Gradually she relinquished more and more control until one day I came home with a collar and whip.  I didn’t ask her if I could put it on, I just told her to strip, kneel and close her eyes.  No doubt she expected me to fuck her mouth, instead I stuck the collar on her.  I told her that she was now a slave, any hesitation or disobedience would result in a whipping.  All she said was “Yes Master.”  I had myself a real life slave.

The pony girls came later, after I’d retired, bought a mansion with a few hundred acres of land.  Internet porn was once again the source of the inspiration.  Then I found a dark web site for pony girl owners, I made Slave up as one and was allowed into the group.  I soon bought my first, Misty.  She was 28, long dark hair, great tits.  I’ve had her ever since, she’s in the stable.  She’s 43 now and, let’s be honest about this, past her prime.

Rio followed three years later, a real filly of only 19.  Cunt like you wouldn’t believe, incredibly tight.  She cost me a fortune, but if you’ve got it, why not spend it?

I can see the house now, an SUV is coming down the track.  That must be my contact, he’s explained what’s going to happen.  I’d spent a long time thinking about this, I’m still not sure I’ve made the right choice, but it’s too late now.  I whip Rio and Sapphire and they speed up, they can see the SUV and know it’s a race.  It’s one that I’m going to lose, but I don’t care.  Steve is early, he can just wait.

Steve parks up and gets out.  He crosses the yard and climbs the three steps onto the veranda.  He can see us and waves.  I wave back, we’ll be there in a few minutes.  When we’re 200 feet away I slow the ponies down, they start high stepping, sweat steaming on their bodies.  I bring them to halt a couple of feet from the railings and dismount.  Again, they drop to their knees so I can get out easily, then stand again.  I tie the reins to the railings and go up the steps.  Steve and I shake hands, then head inside, leaving the ponies sweaty bodies out in the cold.  I’ll send Slave out in a moment.  Steve’s carrying a cool box.

We take off our coats and head into the kitchen-diner.  Slave has cooked, she’s seen the SUV and set plates up.  She’d normally eat off the floor at my feet but she knows she won’t get anything to eat this morning.

“Can I get you anything to drink sir?” she asks Steve.  She’s allowed to speak like this.

“Coffee,” replies Steve.  He’s very experienced around slaves and knows how to treat them.  He sits down as Slave pours his coffee and puts the cool box on the floor.  I sit opposite Steve and Slave serves us both bacon and eggs.  Once it’s served I order her to put the ponies away and she obeys silently.  We make small talk as we eat and drink.

Finally, as we finish eating Steve gets to the point of his visit.

“Sure you want to do this?”

“Yes.”

“Want to taste?”

“Sure, why not?”

Steve opens the cool box and takes out a sealed plastic bottle.  I turn and get a couple of clean glasses.  I put them on the table and Steve pours out the milk.  He picks one up and holds it towards me, waiting for me to respond.  What the hell?

I pick it up and offer it to Steve.  We clink the glass.

“Your good health,” he says and we start to drink.  It’s like nothing I’ve ever tasted before (well . . . . )  It’s much, much sweeter than cow’s milk, creamier too.  That first mouthful, I swill it round my mouth like you would with a fine wine, before swallowing.

“Good isn’t it?” says Steve.  I just nod, before drinking it all down.

We drink the whole bottle and then stand up.

“Shall we go to the stable?” find myself saying.

“Sure, that’s why I’m here.”

We put our jackets on and walk across the yard to the stable.  Slave is cleaning Sapphire and Rio, in the far stall is Misty.  She knows something is up, but then she’s known something was up since Sapphire came to join us in the summer.  Until Sapphire joined us Rio and Misty would be taken out every day.  Soon it was Rio and Sapphire most days, before Misty spent every day in the stable.  She would also have noticed over the last few years how I’d stopped fucking her and always used Rio.  Now Rio and/or Sapphire.

Steve didn’t mess about, he walked straight up to Misty and felt her breasts.  20 years of being naked and running hard, unsupported had taken their toll, they were a long way down her chest.  Although I hadn’t paid her much attention recently I could see that they seemed engorged, hard even.

“You been feeding her the drugs?” asked Steve, not looking round.

“Yes Sir, six weeks now,” replied Slave.

Steve held her by her tits for a few more minutes, squeezing and caressing them, before he bent down and took one of her nipples into his mouth.  He sucked one, then the other.  Misty winced, something had happened.  When Steve stood up there was a thin white trickle on the side of his mouth.

“Deal’s on,” he said.

I nodded.  “Slave, restrain Misty and take her out to the SUV.  Ankle bracelets please.”  This would hobble her, she’d only be able to walk in six inch steps.  She might flee – she knew by now that she was being sold.  He doubted that Slave would run.

As Slave led Misty away I spoke to Steve.

“You’ll look after her, won’t you?”

He looked at me, shocked, “I just spent $15,000 on her, what do you think I’m going to do?”

Good point.  He continued.

“She’ll be in full milk within a month, in the summer she’ll be kept in a field with the other cows, in the winter she’ll be indoors in the milking shed.  She’ll be milked six times a day, one hour on the machine, three hours off.  Other than that she’ll be free to do as she chooses, eat, drink, fuck with the other cows.”

I thought for a moment.  “What do you do with the milk?”

He laughed as he spoke, “I make the best damn ice cream in the United States of America!  You should come to the ice cream farm next summer, you can check on your animal . . . my animal then.”

We looked at each other and he laughed again, then looked over at Rio and Sapphire. 

“Say, before I leave . . .” he left the sentence unfinished.  In our circles, it’s rude to deny a fellow owner’s request like that.

“Sure, help yourself.”

He walked over to Sapphire and bent her over the breeding bar.  She knew what was coming, he wasn’t going to be subtle.  Steve opened his zipper, his cock already hard and I heard Sapphire cry out as he thrust into her.  Within seconds he was grunting like a demented animal himself.  I tore my eyes away and started to walk out of the shed.  As I stepped through the door I heard him  screaming and hollering in delight as he rutted Sapphire.

Minutes later he joined me, putting his cock away.

“Good pair you’ve got there.”

I didn’t respond and we walked to his SUV.  He checked that Misty was safely inside, we shook hands and he handed me his phone to show that he’d transferred the money to my account.  Slave stood next to me as he drove off.

“Let’s go inside Slave,” I said.  It hurt watching Misty go.  I wouldn’t sell Slave.  She was too useful to me.  But she’d learned a lesson from watching Misty being sold, I knew she’d be an even better slave from now on.  She’d be worried that she was next.  The fear would do her good.


Afterword

Thank you for reading this book.  I really hope you enjoyed reading it as much as I enjoyed writing it.  As research for this I spent a weekend as a pony girl, it was hard work but a lot of fun!







If you did enjoy it please leave a review or star rating on Amazon, or do please get in touch, I love hearing from people who read my books.




Paige

xx
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Praise For Author

[Blackmailed]

I couldn't put this book down for a second even though it is a little twisted at some points I loved it.

- georgina bryant

[5 Days in San Fransico]

This is the first time I've bothered to pen a review, and the first time I've read this author. I've read quite a few ponygirl/ hucow stories and other sort of dom/sub stories. To date it is the best and I will most certainly be revisiting the world of this writer. The mix of what is realistic and what is oft written about, but not realistic is nicely balanced and flows well. I give it 4stars only in the hope of even better from Ms. Bond.

- Jonel


Books By This Author

5 Days in San Francisco

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

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


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

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

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

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

He continued to smile and after a moment she nodded.

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

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

Pony Girl Ranch : Fire and Flame 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“No.”

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

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

“No.”

Slave for the Night

Josh is in his mid 20s and comes back from the pub one night to find his girlfriend Chloe naked and bound with the word "Slave" written on her chest. She's living out his fantasy by becoming his slave for the night. However, one night (and one slave) isn't enough for Josh and he adds Chloe's flatmate Kirsty to his harem of slaves. Over the weeks Josh spirals out of control, becoming ever more demanding of his slaves. Soon Kirsty and Chloe are frightened and scared of Josh, what started as a game is now very real. Will they ever be able to escape his clutches?


When I walked into the lounge Josh was sat on one of the large chairs, Chloe was kneeling in front of him. I looked at the pair of them, took a deep breath and walked over to Chloe’s side and knelt next to her. I turned to face Chloe and she looked at me. We smiled at each other and kissed, long and lingering, our tongues entwined. I made sure that we changed sides frequently, breaking off – after all, this was to show Josh that we were serious about this.

When we stopped kissing we turned to face Josh. Chloe spoke to him. “Sir, Kirsty and I have spoken and we would both like to be your slaves for the night. Whatever you want sir, we will obey.”

“Command your slaves, sir,” finished Chloe.

Josh threw his head back and stared at the ceiling, gently rolling his head from side to side. Then he sat upright.

“I’m hungry. Get in the kitchen Chloe. Cook for us all.”

“Yes sir.” And with that Chloe stood up and turned round. She left the room, leaving me alone with her boyfriend. Josh studied me for a moment, then leaned over to me. He reached out his hands and grabbed my tits through the thin material of my T-shirt. I smiled and let out a small groan – more for his satisfaction than any pleasure I was getting. He was encouraged and grabbed a little firmer – too firm really. In a normal situation I would have asked him to ease off, but I’d agreed to be a slave for the night, and slaves shouldn’t say no.

He twisted my nipples through the material, it was quite painful.

“You like this do you then, you cock tease?” he asked.

“Yes sir, I love it sir. Please do whatever you want to my breasts sir.” I replied.

He laughed again and sat back, releasing his grip on my body.

“Get me a glass of wine Kirsty.”

“Yes sir,” I said and I headed for the kitchen.

Blackmailed

Sarah is a young, naive girl who lives with her step-father. She thinks it will be exciting to offer herself to an unknown man to obey his orders and perform his tasks while she is filmed, he will then use the film to blackmail her to perform more and more degrading tasks. Soon, Sarah finds herself playing a game in which she is no longer in control and afraid of the consequences if she doesn’t obey. Over the months her blackmailer takes total control of Sarah's life, making her perform more degrading and disgusting acts, each one more demeaning than the last.

Sarah,

Your next task is simple. On Friday night you are to be at the north entrance of the park near your house at eight pm. There you will strip naked (you may wear shoes if you want). You will place your hands behind your back and walk to the south entrance. Once there you will sit on the bench for two minutes before walking back to the north entrance. You may not dress until eight thirty pm. You must stay on the path at all times. I will be watching you at some point.

Your Master
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