
        
            
                
            
        

    
Pony Girl Island

The Billionaire

Paige Bond


Copyright © 2024 Paige Bond

All rights reserved

The characters and events portrayed in this book are fictitious. Any similarity to real persons, living or dead, is coincidental and not intended by the author.

No part of this book may be reproduced, or stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, or otherwise, without express written permission of the publisher.

ISBN-13: 9781234567890
ISBN-10: 1477123456

Cover design by: Art Painter
Library of Congress Control Number: 2018675309
Printed in the United States of America


Contents

Title Page

Copyright

Warning

1

2

3

4

5

6

7

8

9

10

11

12

13

14

15

16

17

18

19

20

The Story Continues

Afterword

About The Author

Praise For Author

Books By This Author


Warning




This book contains adult content that may not be suitable for some readers.




This book is indended for adults over the age of 18.  All people depicted in this book are 18 years of age or older.





Every year in the United States of America almost 600,000 people go missing.  That’s 6.5 for every 100,000 people in America.


Of these, 93% are found alive within a year.


Almost 4,500 unidentified bodies are found every year.


This means that in the United States alone, almost 40,000 people disappear every year and are never seen or heard from again.


Most are female and under the age of 21.  That’s about 12,500 young women dissapearing every year, never seen or heard from again.


Globally the figure runs into the hundreds of thousands, maybe into the millions. 
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Joesph, Joe to everyone, rolled over in bed and lay on his back.  There was a mild throbbing in his head, not a full blown hangover but an annoying throbbing.  One beer too many at the country club last night.  He rubbed his face with a hand and thought, he’d been drunk, he remembered that but not so drunk that he’d be in front of the committee again.  43 years old and I still don’t learn, he thought. 

Joe had worked hard and been lucky, he knew that.  He’d developed and programmed the game Tyrant Lord, first on the PC, then it had advanced to consoles and a cut down version for your phone – but crucially it linked to the main game so you could play it anywhere and everywhere.  The company had started as a one man band after college, just been in the right place at the right time.  When he’d sold out to one of the big boys he’d employed almost 100 people but he still owned 80% of the company.  One day a seven to seven job, six days a week.  Next day almost a billion in the bank and nothing to do, and all day, every day to do it in.

Originally he’d agreed to stay on in an advisory capacity for two years but Joe had resigned from that inside three months.  He just couldn’t sit back and watch his company, his baby, being dismantled before his eyes.  Despite the promises that nothing would change, everything changed and the talented team he’d built was also leaving.  So fuck it, he left as well.

That had been three years ago, he’d had fun for a year or so, travelled the world, fucked all kinds of girls – getting girls wasn’t a problem when you had as much money as God – before he’d come home to the South.  He’d bought a huge ranch and employed people to look after it for him before he’d come to the inevitable conclusion, the one that most people who get rich through hard work come to when they retire.  He was bored, thoroughly, utterly, totally bored.

He looked over at the girl beside him, long blonde hair, fantastic body (of course) and much less than half his age.  He smiled, she’d never have looked at him if it wasn’t for the money.  He was no fool.  He prodded her back.  She ignored him and pulled the sheets, so he prodded her again.  This time she responded, she rolled over and allowed the covers to fall down, exposing her chest to him.  She faked a scowl.

“What?” she asked.  She was annoyed, she’d love to have slept for another couple of hours, but she knew her place and what she meant to him.  Stay useful or be replaced, that was her motto.

“Get the coffee,” he said.  Penny pouted at him but sat up, her boobs rolling into place, highlighted against the deep purple drapes of the room.  She shook her head.

“Heavy night?” she asked.

“Had worse,” he replied.  Yes you have, she thought.  Most nights now he came back worse for wear.  “Coffee will fix it.”  Penny spun round and let her long legs fall out of the bed onto the carpeted floor.  Joe studied her back, she really did have an amazing figure.  He slapped her ass hard, the sound reverberated round the enormous room.  She picked up a pillow and hit him with it.

“Pig,” she said, smiling and stood up.  They were alone in the house, the maid didn’t arrive until 10 so she didn’t bother with clothes and walked out of the room, Joe watching her every step of the way.  It had been almost a year since they’d met in a restaurant in downtown LA, she was waiting tables and he’d asked for her number as he left, Penny didn’t take much persuading to ditch her job and move East with him.  He was getting bored of her, she’d refused to allow other girls to join them.  He'd have to replace her soon.

As soon as she left he flipped on the TV, he liked to keep up with the news.  It was something to do.  He watched halfheartedly and picked up his phone.  On the TV the anchor was interviewing Senator Kohlsen about his proposals for what would be his seventh term if re-elected.  Which, given that he was a right wing lunatic he would be down here.  Joe turned down the volume and concentrated on the phone instead, his head starting to clear.

Penny wasn’t long with the coffee, piping hot and black, just as he liked it.  He eyes moved from the screen as she came in, he watched her move gracefully across the room, she really was stunning looking with her hairless body, flat stomach, full firm teenage breasts and smooth lightly tanned skin.  She’d touched up her makeup while the coffee was being made, her nipples were erect.  He shook his head and smiled.  There were perks to being retired.  Retired and rich.

She put the coffee on his nightstand, then put hers down and climbed onto the bed, sat cross legged facing Joe.  She knew what he liked and she had to please him.  Penny looked at the TV.

“Why do you keep electing people like him down here,” she asked, pointing to the TV, “If he was up against an dead duck he’d lose in California.”  Joe looked at the fossil on the TV and laughed at the analogy.

“He represents us,” he replied, “Goes to church every Sunday, hates the unemployed, probably hates blacks, certainly hates gays and atheists, owns more guns than I’ve got cars, no sex before marriage, yes, he’s one of us.  He’s not that bad really, I’ve seen him in the club, he just plays to his audience.  Mind you, paint a red elephant on a cow here and it would still beat the democrat.”  Joe pondered, the USA really was half a dozen disparate countries that just worked together.  Joe picked up the coffee, life started to return to his body and his head started to clear almost instantly.  They both smiled, thinking of a dead duck being elected.

“Who are you playing with today?” asked Penny.  Joe thought, shit, he’d met someone last night at the country club, hadn’t he?  What was his name, Pete, Paul . . . something like that.  He opened his calendar.

“Ah, Pete, 10:12,” he said.  Good time – get half way round, break for an hour for lunch and then onto the back 9.

“Who’s that?”

Joe thought for a moment, “Not really sure,” he replied, “He wanted to discuss some business with me, probably wants me to invest in something.  What have you got planned?”

“I’ll go a for a run when you leave, then I’m meeting the girls for a long lunch, then we’re going to the spa.”  Joe nodded, same for both of them every day.  Wake up, eat, golf/shop, out to eat, drink and bed.  Every day was the same.  And Joe was bored.  Utterly, utterly bored with his life.

They talked a little more until the coffee was gone, then he lay back.

“How’s the hangover?” asked Penny, Joe just shrugged.  Penny carefully placed her mug on the night stand and smiled at him. 

Joe looked at her and placed the remains of his coffee onto his night stand.  “Starting to lift.  You know what else could make it go away?” he said, throwing back the sheet to reveal his half erect cock. 

Penny looked at it, “Is that the effect that old man has on you?” she asked, pointing at the TV.  Joe laughed.

“Go down on me,” he said.  Penny wasn’t very good at oral, she refused to swallow on the rare occasions she got him off with her mouth, but she knew her position in the relationship.  She did as she was told.  Joe had no idea if she liked being told what to do, but he didn’t care.  They both knew that their relationship was based on his money and her good looks.  Good looks and obedience.

Joe flicked the TV off and relaxed, Penny uncrossed her legs and got onto her side, placing her head just away from Joe’s balls.  She spat into her hand and took his cock into it and started to wank him, keeping her eyes fixed on his.  After a year or more she knew what he liked.

Penny started to lick his cock, starting at the base.  It smelled of piss, this was the part she really hated, that and when he’d try to cum in her mouth.  She took a deep breath, held it and raised her head up, taking the top into her mouth.  She fought back the urge to puke and wrapped her lips around his cock, then forced herself to push down, allowing his cock into her mouth.  All the time she kept her eyes fixed on his as she worked her way up and down.

Joe lay back and enjoyed the ride, she was working her hand in time with her head, wanking him upwards as her mouth moved down.  He really wanted her to learn to deep throat him, but she refused.  Even getting her to use her tongue was hard work.

She wanked him slowly, moving in time with her mouth, her hand banging into her mouth to prevent her from gagging.  When he moved his head back and opened his mouth Penny knew he was close, he put a hand on her head and she knew what was coming.  Penny cupped his balls, the second that they started to twitch she pulled her head off, Joe tried to hold her in place but she refused to let him cum in her mouth.

As soon as he was out of her mouth she pointed his dick away from her face and he came, moaning and spurting onto his chest.  Penny continued to wank him as his cock pulsed, gliding her hand up and down his wet shaft.  When he’d stopped cumming she released her grip on him and moved up the bed and they kissed.

“Did that help?” she asked. 

Joe kissed her head, “That helped.”  They lay on the bed and snuggled.
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Joe took a taxi to the country club, the most exclusive in the state.  Membership was strictly by invitation only, you couldn’t apply.  The place was very secretive, it didn’t maintain a website or any form of publicity.  Until 20 years ago, despite its location it had been 100% white and 100% male – females and coloreds were employed but that was as far as it went.  The club had sensed a paradigm shift and made the momentous decision to adapt before change was enforced on it.  Despite this, 90% of the membership were still male and white.

Joe kept his golf clubs at the club, he arrived early for his game.  He was wearing the standard outfit, cream slacks, black belt and a pale blue shirt.  The visor would go on when he started to play.  Gerald was at the door to the club, despite the 100 degree heat and 100% humidity he was wearing his black suit and white shirt, the man never varied his smart outfit.  Joe paid off the taxi and walked up the steps to the club house.  Club house didn’t do it justice, spread over four floors, it housed numerous bars, restaurants and a 50 bed hotel, just for members who couldn’t make it home.  Membership was expensive, even with his wealth Joe objected to the million a year price tag, but what else did he have to spend money on?

“Good morning Mr. Parker, how are you today?” enquired Gerald.

“Excellent thank you Gerald, and you?”

“Most satisfactory Sir,” he replied.  Gerald, 55 years old, been there as long as anyone could remember, originally from England judging by his accent.  Always unflappable, never so much as a hair out of place.  He ran the club for the benefit of the members, and he ran it well.

“Mr. Bennet is waiting for you Sir, he arrived a while ago.”  Joe was surprised, he checked his Rolex, he had arrived in plenty of time.  “Shall I escort you Sir?”

“Thank you Gerald,” replied Joe.  Gerald inclined his head and escorted Joe to the Tipple, the traditional bar in the club house where players met for a pre-round drink, or, for many, a mid-round drink.  The imaginatively named 19th hole was reserved for after play had ended.  It took Joe a few seconds to adjust from the bright sunshine to the darkness of the bar, Peter Bennet was seated at the end of the bar, facing the door.  Joe recognized him straight away, he’d seen him in and around the club since he’d become a member, but their paths hadn’t crossed until about a week ago.

“Mr. Bennet,” said Gerald, “This is Mr. Parker.”  The two men shook hands and Gerald excused himself.  A female bartender appeared, like most of the female staff she was very attractive – it was an unwritten rule of working in the club.  Nothing but the best for the members.  You could look, but touching was out.  That was made clear, and more than once after a drunken night Joe had been forced to apologize.  The girls always accepted the apology, the pay was excellent and hush money bought their silence.

“Get me a coke please,” said Peter, his accent placed him from New York, “And my friend will have . . . .”

“Have the same please.”  The girl nodded and fixed the drinks quickly, opening two ice cold cans and leaving them on the bar next to their tumblers.  Peter put down $10 as a tip, all drinks were included at the club.  For a million a year membership it was the least they could do.  All meals cost a token $10 a head.  No, once you’d joined it was an excellent value club.  Once you’d paid your million.

The two men fell into stifled conversation, it was obvious to Joe that Peter wanted something, but didn’t want to talk about it in the bar.  They drank up quickly, then went to the locker rooms to change shoes and walked to the first tee.  Ahead of them on the tee were two women in their early 20s, had to be daughters of the members.  People that age weren’t members of this club.  Joe looked around, Peter worked out what he was looking for.

“No caddies,” he said, “We’re doing this the old fashioned way.”  Joe wondered, then shrugged, he could carry a bag.  Well, wheel his bag anyway.

Joe studied the women, both blonde, dyed he was sure, both wearing mini-skirts that showed off their toned legs, both wearing yellow crop tops that matched their skirts, exposing their waists and a large part of their ample chests.  Men wouldn’t be allowed to dress down like that here, women got a much easier time of it.  I could watch them all day, he thought.  And I will, come to think of it.

The two men watched the girls tee off, both hit excellent drives down the fairway leaving them with a simple chip to the green.  As they walked off Peter was the first to comment.

“Well, that will make the round pleasant.”  Joe smiled, he could watch the girls all day.  The only thing was, he knew that based on what he’d just seen they were almost certainly better golfers than he was.  They waited, making idle small talk until the girls took their second shots, both made the green as far as the men could tell.

“This could be embarrassing,” said Joe as he made for the tee.  They’d tossed and he’d won the honor of going first, he took a few practice swings, then addressed the ball, took a deep breath and hit the ball about 230 yards, slightly to the left but still on the fairway.

“Embarrassing for me,” said Peter as he walked up, when he hit the ball he shanked to the right, landing 50 yards behind Joe but in the long grass.  “Shit,” he said with too much emphasis.  By the third hole the girls were a long way ahead of them, at least the two men had a four ball behind them so as they took the tee at the fifth, just at the turn back there was no one behind them, no one in front.  They were all alone on the course.  Joe had won the last hole, he put the ball on the tee and turned to Peter.

“I get the feeling you didn’t just ask me here to play golf.”  Peter didn’t answer, he didn’t speak, he just let Joe take his shot, it sailed 20 feet past the hole, bounced and stopped dead in the bunker behind the green.  Peter placed his ball, selected a seven iron and struck his ball, it landed 20 feet past the hole on the green, unlike Joe’s it then then spun backwards, traveling past the hole and stopping less than five feet from it.  Suddenly Joe knew he was being hustled.

“I wanted to get you alone, to discuss something in private.

“OK, what about.”

“First, phones off.  I want to see you switch it off.”  Joe was surprised, but he watched as Peter turned his off, then Peter watched as Joe did the same.

“How’s life treating you Joe?”  Joe paused, daft question, how could life be any better?  As if reading his mind Peter continued to speak.  “I made my first million by 21, retired at 28, had everything a man could want, could think of, been everywhere, seen everything.  I almost died of boredom.  Very common in people like us.  Poor people don’t understand, they dream of our life, they don’t understand what it entails.”  Peter replaced his club and the two men started to walk.

“The problem for self-made people like us, is that we live a long time and we’re bored.  If you make it this rich at this age you’ve obviously got drive, you need to do something,” Joe let Peter talk, “And this has been common for over two centuries.  Suppose I told you about a place where the ultra-rich go, a place where normal laws don’t apply and we can indulge ourselves in any pleasure, any vice, no judgement, no consequences . . . .” Peter let his voice tail off, inviting Joe to speak and offer an opinion.

“Sounds interesting,” replied Joe, cautiously, “Truth be told I thought you were going to be offering me some kind of business deal.  But you’ve described me to a tee, rich and bored.”

“Look at those girls playing in front of you.  Suppose I told you that in this place there were as many girls as you wanted, all types, all colors, all perfectly subservient and obedient, yours to do with as you pleased.  Girls who will only ever say yes and never say no.”  Joe felt his cock twinge as Peter talked.

“I presume you’re not doing anything the weekend after next?”

Joe shook his head.  He thought for a moment, all the days rolled into one, he wasn’t even sure what day it was.

“Meet me at Mitral’s airfield, do you know it?”  Joe shook his head.  “You’ll find it.  There will be a dozen of us, pack an overnight bag and be there at eight am Friday.”

“Do I need a passport?”  Joe shook his head. 

“No, no documentation is required at all.  We’re just a group of businessmen going on a field trip, but you’ll be away overnight.”

Joe was a man of almost instant decision.  “I’ll be there.”

“I’m sure you will.”

Over the rest of the game Joe pushed for more information, but he got none.  Peter just evaded the questions.  Peter’s game improved dramatically on the way back in, not a shot went wrong for him and what had been a four stoke lead ended up as a narrow one shot defeat.  They shook hands after the opening nine and walked off, the business had been concluded.  Joe had a long eight day wait ahead of him.

On the way out of the club Gerald stopped Joe.

“One thing Sir,” he said, “Don’t mention today’s meeting to anyone.  You never know when you’re being watched.”  Joe looked at Gerald, trying to read him but his face was blank.  Joe just nodded, what was this place he was going to?
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Eight days later Joe set his alarm for five am, the airfield was only an hour away but he wasn’t going to be late.  He tried to not wake Penny, without success.  When he got out of the shower coffee was waiting for him, Penny tried to distract him from going and she also failed.  A Friday night at home, alone.  Great she thought, at least I’ve got his credit card.

He left the house, selecting the 911 for the journey, he wasn’t sure what to expect but he thought that this was a good middle of the road car.  Not too show off, but defiantly not a poor man’s car either.  He stopped at a road side diner about 15 minutes from the air strip, the owner and only person there wasn’t that surprised by the car.  Get ‘em all the time he said.  Joe made sure he was at the air field with 20 minutes to go, Peter was waiting for him.

“We need to do some security checks,” Peter told him, “First of which is the metal detector, then we’re going to inspect you for a wire.”  Joe looked surprised, “It’s got to be done,” said Peter, “Or if you prefer you can just leave now.”

Joe looked around, there were six or seven men there, he recognized two of them from the club.  One spoke, “It’s standard,” the man said, “We all have to do it, every time.  You’ll see with the later arrivals.”  Joe shrugged and submitted to the searches, he could see the Lear jet sitting on the tarmac just outside.

He’d thought about buying a Lear, the ultimate status symbol for the ultra-rich, but in the end gone against it.  He lived less than two hours from Atlanta airport, so why waste the money when Delta could take him just about anywhere?  He was still slightly excited when they boarded.  There’s nothing like the feeling of getting onto a private jet.  In total there were 10 men plus him flying today, there was a single hostess, she was dressed provocatively.  Like no trolley dolly he’d ever seen before.  He looked at his fellow passengers, they were eying her up, she looked a little sad, despite the forced smile.

The girl was in her early 20s, she had long, straight black hair.  She was either well-tanned or Latina.  She was wearing a white shirt, it was tight on her slender frame and the top five buttons were undone, till it came down just below her breasts.  She wasn’t wearing a bra.  The shirt was tucked into a tiny black leather miniskirt, she was either wearing stockings or holdups, sheer see through black and four inch heels.  The girl oozed sex appeal.  On her neck was a black leather choker, embossed with a gold lace pattern.  Joe resolved to ask for her number at the other end, he was intoxicated with her.  And he thought, as he looked round at the other passengers, they might well all be a rich as me, but he was the youngest, best built and probably the best looking.

Joe sat back and settled into his seat, wide, wider even than first class.  He reminded himself of the old adage, coach is to first as first is to a private jet.  Maybe he would buy one of these after all.  When they were airborne the stewardess re-appeared and started passing out drinks, the flight was going to be about three hours.  Joe was sat opposite Peter, he had his head back and appeared to be sleeping.

“Can I get you anything Sir?” the girl asked.  Joe looked up at her.

“Oh, er, just a coffee please.  Black, no sugar.”

“My pleasure Sir,” she replied.  She got another couple of orders before she turned and made her way aft, returning five minutes later with two coffees and a glass of champagne.  The coffee was good, hot, black and strong.  Joe couldn’t help himself, when she bent over to place the cup of steaming liquid into the tray table he looked down her front, as she straightened up their eyes met, she didn’t attempt to cover up or chastise him in any way.  Then he remembered what Peter had said.

Look at those girls playing in front of you.  Suppose I told you that in this place there were as many girls as you wanted, all types, all colors, all perfectly subservient and obedient, yours to do with as you pleased.  Girls who will only ever say yes and never say no.  Joe swallowed, was this one of these girls?  Joe put all thoughts of asking for her number from his mind.  He’d work out what was going on first, no need to embarrass himself.

Joe sipped his coffee and watched the girl’s ass as she walked into the back.

“Nice view isn’t it?” said the man across from me.  “My name’s Ollie, I gather this is your first time here?”  Joe smiled, nervously.  Was it that obvious?  “You remind me of me when I first came here three years ago.  Don’t worry, you’re going to have the best night of your life.”  Ollie looked down the corridor to the hostess’s ass. “Pretty isn’t she?”

“Very.”

“Make the most of her on the flight,” replied Ollie.  When the girl came back she was carrying an armful of newspapers.  Quaint, thought Joe, I can’t have read a paper for. . . shit, 15 years.  When she offered he took a copy of the Atlanta Journal, he almost smelled it, bringing back long forgotten memories.  I might start getting a paper again, he thought as he opened it.

“If you don’t like this one please let me know and I can bring you something else Sir,” said the hostess, “And if you see anything else that takes your fancy, let me know.”  She half winked at him as she said that.  What did she mean, thought Joe.  She handed out more papers, the disappeared into the back, into the galley area.  Joe watched her, she really was a good looking girl.

“She meant it,” said Ollie, reading the confusion on Joe’s face.  “She’s back there, preparing food but if you fancy a blowjob or fucking one of her other holes she’s all yours.  You’re going to see a steady stream of us heading back there very soon.”

As if overhearing the conversation a man nearer the galley stood up and walked backwards, the girl looked up and smiled at him, again the nervous ‘I’m, smiling because I have to’ smile that she’d worn all journey so far.  The man pulled the drape behind him, giving them some privacy.  Joe watched for a moment, then tore his eyes away.  Watching other people wasn’t his thing.

“Is she . . . is she a whore?” asked Joe.

Ollie laughed, “Not exactly, but close enough.”  Despite probing he wouldn’t be drawn on the subject and Joe dropped it when the drape was pulled back.  The man returned to his seat, Joe looked down the aisle, the girl was fastening a couple of buttons on her shirt, he almost caught a glimpse of her exposed breast.  He shook his head, he felt a bit like an awkward teenager again.

Next to him his new friend Ollie stood up, he looked down at Joe.  “My turn,” he said and made his way into the back.  When he returned a third man stood up – Joe recognized him instantly, a congressman, not his congressman but one of the really vocal ones.  It seemed that to get on this plane you really had to be someone.  Joe turned to Ollie.

“What the fuck is going on?”  Joe asked.

Ollie smiled, “OK Joe, here’s what’s going on.”
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“So, what’s going on . . .” Ollie was clearly thinking so Joe resisted the urge to interrupt.  “What’s going on is you’re on a private plane, heading to a private island where the rich and powerful exercise their power.  Usually over women.  On this island, men live like kings, without the responsibility that comes with power.  The Island is full of the most beautiful women on the planet, trained to serve, in whatever capacity their owners want.”

Owners, thought Joe, OWNERS?  Joe’s mind reeled, trying to take in what he’d been told.  He had a thousand questions but all that happened was his mouth opened and closed, like a guppy fish at feeding time.  Eventually he managed to stutter out “Pardon?”  Joe looked at Ollie, he looked out of the window again and then started to speak.

“After the second world war many people, many men, made a lot of money, and they were all faced with the same problem you’ve got now.  What to do with their time.  In times of war men get close, when you’re facing death like they did you discuss your innermost thoughts, your deepest desires.  And it turned out that some of them had the same thoughts, namely dominating and controlling women.”

“The island’s founders were stationed in the Far East, some of them liberated a . . . a Japanese military entertainment camp.  Based around female submission.  At the time they liberated the camp, returned the women back to Japan, the white ones were returned home to America or Britain or wherever they came from.  But once the brass came home, the seed was sown.”

“Much Nazi gold disappeared in the war, as did Japanese money.  I can’t say what happened to all of it, I don’t know.  But let’s say some worked its way to America, some of the brass became very, very rich and they remembered what they’d seen.  And wondered about recreating it. So they did.  And ever since then the Island has run like that, as a playground for the rich and powerful to have fun, and a place to leave your conscience at the door.”

“That explains it,” Joe replied, “Very exclusive.”

“Very.  You thought the country club was exclusive.  It’s got nothing on the Island.”

Joe thought for a moment, clearly the Island employed women and they would be handsomely rewarded for their . . . efforts.  He started to process what he’d been told.  Women were owned, they must be bought and sold as part of their contracts.  Jesus, this could, no, this would be incredible.  He had visions of attending a slave auction, like something from ancient Rome, buying (renting) a few girls and they’d be completely submissive to him.  He shook his head, shit, this could be paradise for him.  Another thought occurred to him.

“Why me?” Joe asked, “Why have I been selected?”

“Because,” said Peter waking, or at least opening his eyes, “You’re an alpha male.  You take what you want.  Most alphas are either one of two things, alpha in all things or once they get away from being in control they want to lose all control.  And you’re not that, are you?”

Joe shook his head, no, he wanted to be in control, all the time, in all things.

“Second, you’ve been drunk in the club many times.”  Joe blushed.  “And when you get drunk you get very handsy with the staff and you’ve been known to speak your mind.”

“Finally, your software is good.  Ours is better.  Much better.  We’ve seen your browsing history, your Pornhub membership and your favorite videos.”  Joe opened his mouth and failed to swallow.

“Don’t worry, mine makes yours look like a nun’s shopping list,” said Peter.  “Relax, you should be very happy we’ve investigated you and seen what turns you on.”  Peter leaned in. “Whatever you’ve watched, whatever you’ve dreamed of, whatever you can think of, short of maiming or killing a girl you can indulge in on the Island.”

Joe didn’t speak.  His mind was racing.  Since his teenage years he’s wanted to dominate, to control.  He’d dropped out of Yale at the end of his Freshman year to found his company and develop games.  Three years later Joe was employing a dozen people and had a million in the bank, his roommate from Yale had a degree and $100,000 of debt.  The company continued to expand, they really made it big when Tyrant Lord was launched.  Power, that was what he craved.  It was reflected in the game – the aim to be to control the world as its Tyrant overlord.

The drape at the back opened, this time Joe looked and he caught a glimpse of the girl’s breast, fully exposed.  She looked at Joe, then started to fasten her shirt.

“I think she’s waiting for you friend,” said Ollie.  Joe looked at Ollie, then at Peter who nodded his head.  Uncertainly, Joe stood up and started to walk.  “Just imagine how those tits would look with a few slap marks or bruises on them.”  Joe paused, then started to walk again.

Another man he passed looked up at Joe.

“You’re brave,” he said, “Took me a couple of journeys before I was prepared to make use of the facilities on the flight.”

“Fuck,” said Ollie to Peter, “Was I really like him?”

“We all were at first,” replied Peter, “We all were.”  He laid back and closed his eyes.

******

As he stepped into the back Joe looked at the girl, she smiled at him, the same nervous smile she always wore. 

“What can I do for you Sir?” she asked.

“I’m, I’m not sure,” replied Joe.

She smiled at Joe, sultry and seductive.  “You can do whatever you want Sir,” she replied, “Most men on the flight like to fuck my mouth, I’m very well trained and can take your full length, all the way.  If you’d like to hurt me while you use me you can.”  As if to emphasize the point she opened a drawer which was full of black leather implements, Joe didn’t know what half of them were.  She looked inside and pulled out a black leather flogger.  They both looked at it.  The girl hesitated, then handed it to Joe.  He took it from her.

Joe swished it twice in the air, swallowed and looked the girl straight in the face.  “You sure you don’t mind if I hit you with this?”  His voice was high and weak, he felt something stirring in his pants as he looked at her.

“Of course not Sir, I’m here to serve you in whatever way you want.  If you’d like to hit me with that flogger,” she sounded a little hesitant at that point, “I’d be delighted to suffer, if that’s what would make you happy Sir.”

Joe took a deep breath in, if this was what the flight was like, what the fuck would the actual Island be like?  He swished the flogger for a third time, then looked at the girl, she’d not moved an inch, but her eyes were following the flogger.  There was a seat at the back of the compartment, he sat in it and looked at the hostess,  She had an almost perfect body, large, firm breasts, a flat stomach and long legs.  She was sex on legs.

“Come here, suck my cock girl.”  Joe felt weird calling her girl, but he had no idea what her name was.

“My pleasure Sir,” she replied, pushing herself forward onto her hands and knees, she crawled to him and positioned herself between his open legs.  She unbuttoned his fly and pulled his cock out with her hands, then reached in to extract his balls.  She spat into her hand and started to wank him slowly, his cock responding quickly to her attentions.  Within 20 seconds he was fully hard and she leant in, kissed the tip of his cock, then opened her mouth, took a deep breath and took his cock, all eight inches of it, straight into her mouth and down her throat, only stopping when her nose was buried in his pubes.  Fuck, that felt incredible.

She moved her head up and down, all the time flicking his shaft with her tongue, she was unbelievably good at this.  Absentmindedly Joe put a hand on her head and pushed her down, holding her in place, unable to move.  He wanted to see how long she could hold him there, unable to breathe, his cock preventing her from doing so.  He swished the flogger, warning her of what was coming, the girl used her hands to raise her skirt, exposing her naked ass.  She half tensed then relaxed, she knew what was coming.  Gently Joe raised the flogger up and bent forward, then slapped her ass with it.  She didn’t make a sound, she didn’t react at all, other than to wrap her arms round his back and pull herself even further onto him.

Next time Joe wasn’t so gentle, he hit her much harder, this time her jaw moved a little, but she still didn’t complain or react.  Fuck it, the third time he hit her as hard as he could, this time her jaw trembled but still she didn’t pull off or bite.  This was fucking incredible.  He let go of her head and took a handful of her hair, then lifted her head up and down, controlling the blow job as he rained blow after blow on her ass, Joe had never been so excited during a blow job, his dick wasn’t the most sensitive and he very rarely came with a woman using just her mouth, but soon he could feel her balls tightening, he was breathing deeply and then he grabbed her head in both hands and forced her down, his cock jammed in her throat as he came hard.

“Oh fuck, yes, Jesus that’s incredible,” Joe gasped.  He held her in place for a long time after he came, when eventually he released her she still didn’t move, until he took her hair in his hands and pulled her off.  Even then she kept the tip of his cock in her mouth as she emptied and filled her lungs with the oxygen she craved.  When he finally pulled her all the way off and looked at her, she smiled up at Joe.

“I hope you enjoyed that Sir,” she said.

“That . . . that was fucking amazing.  Best blowjob ever.”    Joe stoked her hair, he looked at her red ass and felt a little guilty.  He bent forward and rubbed her ass.  “I’m sorry,” he said.

“What for?”

“For, for hitting you so hard.”

She smiled.  “Most members would have hit me much harder Sir, you’ve done nothing wrong.”  She paused for a moment before speaking again in her sexy accent, “Was that really the best blow job of your life?”  Joe just nodded.

Her face broke into a smile.  “Thank you Sir, I’m really pleased that you enjoyed it so much.” She moved back and knelt before him.  Joe stood up and re-buttoned his trousers, walked to her and knelt down.  They looked at each other, Joe’s face was one huge smile, then without warning he raised his hands up and slapped her breasts as hard as he could, she grimaced but otherwise took the blow in silence.  When he looked in her eyes there were small tears, Joe had really hurt her.  Fuck it, she was clearly being well paid to provide this service.

Joe pulled the drape back and walked out, several men looked up and gave him a round of applause, he’d passed the test and taken his first step towards membership.  He couldn’t wait.  He took his seat and looked at Peter, then at Ollie.  Both of them smiled at him.  He was going to be one of them soon.
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The flight passed without incident, the passengers would take it in turns to disappear into the back, occasionally there’d be a sound as presumably the hostess was been slapped, flogged or worse.  In between serving sexually she’d be up and down, passing out drinks and food.  Joe stayed off the booze, this was a new experience and he wanted to be stone cold sober.

The Lear came in over land and banked hard, giving Joe a good view.  Out of the window he could see the deep blue Caribbean sea and crisp white sandy beach, he could see that they were landing on an island.  He guessed it was about six or seven miles long, on the south side was the runway, to the East there was a harbor with 20 or so yachts and boats inside the walls.  There were a few buildings, but it was mostly just trees.  He liked it instantly, it looked like paradise on Earth.

Everyone strapped in tight for the landing, but it was flawless.  He wasn’t sure where they were, he knew they’d been going South, mostly.  But was it South East, South West . . . . he didn’t know.  He didn’t ask his companions, Joe was certain they wouldn’t answer the question.  All in good time, all in good time he told himself.

Once the engines were off the hostess opened the door and the steps descended, the men stood up.  At the bottom of the steps another stunning woman waited, she had long blonde straight hair, she had a light tan and was wearing skin tight white trousers and a white shirt with long sleeves.  Joe guessed she was about 30 or so, maybe a little younger.  Joe shook his head, if all the girls on the Island looked like this he might move here tomorrow.  Fuck his boring life.

“Stick with me,” said Peter, so Joe did.  Peter shook hands with the girl and introduced Joe,  She took his hand and greeted him.

“My name’s Joanna,” she said with a huge smile on her face.  Joe warmed to her instantly, he beamed back.  Something struck him though, she seemed genuinely happy, there was nothing forced about her smile.

“I’m Joe,” he replied.

“I know,” she said, half laughing, “Your bags will be collected and taken to the hotel complex, if you’d like to follow me we can get your transport for the day.”  Joe checked his watch, it was only just after 11am, assuming they were on the same time zone.  As they walked something about what she’d said struck him, transport . . . .

The men ahead of them were a couple of hundred feet away, Joe watched as they climbed into little buggies and they started to move off under the tree cover.  As they got closer and closer he started to stare, when he was about 30 feet away he stopped dead.  Joanna and Peter laughed.  Peter slapped Joe on the back.

“Yes, that’s just what you think it is.”

Problem is, thought Joe, I have no idea what I think it is.

Years later Joe realized that this was one of those moments that stayed with you your entire life.  Like where you were on 9/11 or the invasion of Iraq.  He could recall every minute detail, from the background, to the four girls standing motionless in front of him, to the buggy disappearing up the path being pulled by another four girls.  He stayed motionless, drinking in the scene.

“Still with us?” asked Peter.  Joe came back to Earth and looked at Peter, then at Joanna.

“Everyone is the same when they get their first glimpse at a pony girl trap.” 

Peter slapped Joe on the back, “Joanna will guide you, I’ll probably see you this evening back at the hotel.”  With that Peter walked over to one of the two waiting sulkies, he adjusted one of the waiting girls legs and climbed into the seat.  When he sat down the girls all bent down and picked up the arms of the sulky, lifting it up.  Joe watched as Peter picked up a whip, he lashed the backs of the girls and shouted and they moved away, gracefully, each lifting their right leg, left leg, right leg in perfect synchrony. 

“You’ve seen pony girls online I take it?” asked Joanna.

“Erm,” replied Joe, slightly embarrassed, “Erm, yes.”

“You wouldn’t be here if you hadn’t,” she said smiling at him, “This is Pony Girl Island after all.  Let me guide you through the basics.”  Joanna moved in front of the girls, each had her hair pulled back into a high pony tail, they each wore an identical headdress, blinkers over their eyes, leather straps holding it in place, their mouths were forced open by a stainless steel bar, saliva dripping from their mouths down onto the sand.  They each had a pair of leather horse ears on their heads.  The girls bodies were all dressed identically, they wore a leather harness that surrounded their breasts, they each had a tail butt plug in their asses and each wore a pair of knee-length pony boots that ended in a hoof.  From head to tail they were pony girls. 

The ponies were arranged between and outside two long arms that connected to the two wheeled buggy.  Two of the girls were between the arms, two outside.  Each girl held the arm in one hand, the other bound behind her back.  The girls themselves were of varying ages, Joe thought that the two youngest could only have been 18 or 19, the two older ones were into their 30s.  None of them made eye contact, they just stared straight ahead with dull, lifeless eyes.

“This one,” said Joanna, pointing at one of the younger girls, a blonde with reasonable sized tits, “is hobbled to prevent them from going without you.”  Joe looked the center left girl was standing on one leg.  “If you get off I suggest you hobble her like this.”  Joanna unclipped the girl’s leg from the arm and she lowered it to the ground.  “They probably won’t run off, there’s nowhere to go after all and the punishment for trying to escape is pretty severe.”

“She’s also the lead pony.  Your controls connect to her head dress.”  Joe looked, a long pair of reins were in the sulky, connected to her headdress.  “When you come to a junction pull left or right to go left or right.  If you want them to stop just pull back on both at the same time or shout ‘Whoaaa’”.

“They understand ‘walk on’ or ‘run’.  When walking they will high step in time, when you get back I’ll ask for report on how they got on.”  Joanna paused for a moment, then she spoke again.  “One more thing, the ponies are not yours, you can’t fuck them.”  Joe face fell.

“If you become a full member of the Island you’ll be able to buy your own team, then you can do what you like with them, within the limits of the Island rules, but all that will be made clear when you join.”

“How do I know where to go?”

“There’s a map of the Island in the buggy.  Oh, another thing, this one,” Joanna said, pointing to the older redhead on the right edge of the team, “This one’s in milk.”  To demonstrate the point Joanna bent over and took the girl’s nipple into her mouth and sucked, she did it with her mouth slightly opened and she allowed the milk to drip from the mouth back onto the girl’s breast.  Joe looked into the red head’s eyes, but she wasn’t responding, just looking straight ahead with the same dead eyes.

“Try it, it’s much sweeter than cow’s milk.”

Joe wasn’t sure, he looked around, like a teenager being bullied into doing something that they think is wrong, then bent forward and took one of her nipples into his mouth and sucked.  Instantly she released her milk, the sweet taste filled his mouth and he was hooked.  Hooked on the taste, hooked on the humiliation that the girl had to be feeling, hooked on the Island.  He drank some more before he stood up.

“Other rules are no needlessly beating the ponies, no blood, no broken bones, other than that you are free to use them to explore the Island.  We run on Eastern time, please have the ponies back at the main hotel by seven pm at the latest.  Oh, and keep left.”

Joe looked at her, “Old British colony,” she added by way of explanation.

Joanna guided Joe into the sulky, as soon as he sat down the ponies moved as one and bent down, they picked up the arms of the sulky, lifting Joe upwards.  Joanna passed him the whip, lifting it from its holster.  He took it nervously, flogging the girl on the plane had been one thing, but this?  He studied it, the handle was about 18 inches long, the whip part much, much longer, maybe five feet, maybe even more.  It had to be to reach the ponies in front of him.  It looked like something Indiana Jones would carry.

“Try it,” said Joanna, clearly seeing Joe’s nervousness, “You can’t run a team if you can’t use the whip.”  Joe looked at Joanna, then at the women in front of him.  Their backs were exposed, looking at them it they all bore the scars of multiple whippings in the past.  He drew the whip back and gently moved his wrist, the whip moved through the air and the end hit the backs of two of the girls.  He expected them to shout out, to object but they took the blow in silence.

“I’d be amazed if the animals even felt that,” said Joanna, “Let me show you how it’s done.”  She extended a hand and Joe passed the whip to her.  She didn’t hesitate, she put her arm over her shoulder, the whip end moving backwards then quickly, very quickly moved it forwards and it cracked as it bit across all four girls backs.  This time they responded, they cried out in pain as the leather dug into their skins, Joe took the whip back from Joanna.

“That’s how to control the animals, it’s all they understand.”  How much are they getting paid, he wondered.  He looked at Joanna who was smiling.  If she can do it, I can do it. He lifted the whip and this time lashed the girls much harder.  It elicited a response, they all cried out in pain.  He looked back at Joanna who was beaming back at him.

“I knew you could do it.  Have fun.”  Joanna stepped back and Joe lashed the girls again, this time he shouted ‘Walk On’ and they obeyed.  Each girl lifted her right leg up high, very gracefully and stepped forward.  High stepping.  Joe felt his cock getting stiff.  He’d watched pony girl videos, he’d wanked off watching them more times that he could count.  This was a million times better than he’d thought it could be.  He shook his head, as if his mind was rejecting what was happening.  Joe sat back as the girls moved forward, pulling the sulky and it’s occupant into the forest and under the cover of the trees.
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After a few minutes the trap came to an intersection.  Joe pulled back on the reins and yelled ‘Whoa’, then pulled out the map he’d been given.  It was rough, hand drawn but it showed the salient points of the Island.  Along the southern shore was the airstrip, just a treeless rectangle.  Just south of that was a long, curving beach that Joe had seen from the air.  To the East was the harbor, at the western edge was bar/restaurant.  There were two golf courses marked and the main hotel area.  In all it looked like a paradise.  Joe decided the check out the harbor first, then come back to the bar for something to eat.

He lashed the girls backs, shouted and pulled to the right, directing them towards to harbor.  The girls already had two red lines on their backs from where they’d been lashed by Joanna and him just minutes before.  Joe felt a little guilty, but they’d chosen this life, hadn’t they?  The ponies high stepped, fun though it was to watch it was a painfully slow way to travel, he shouted ‘Run’ and lashed them again. 

The girls gait changed instantly, they moved from a graceful high step into a full blown run, they still moved in step with each other.  There was an instant breeze around Joe, he was grateful for it, the Island was hot and sultry, the breeze caused by the running girls was welcome.  He gave no thought to what the girls must be feeling as they ran hard.  He guessed that they had about three miles to cover.  Joe liked to run himself, he thought it should take about 30 minutes or so.

Twice on the journey another sulky came his way, each time he studied the ponies, their hot, sweaty bodies, their breasts bouncing, the harness offering very little support as they swung.  The girls faces were of pure concentration as they ran.  Each team was the same as his, four girls.  The first was all red heads, the second all blondes.  Each time the man nodded to Joe as they passed, there was no conversation.

As the harbor came into view he slowed the ponies and they fell back into a high step for the last 20 yards.  Ahead of him was a sign, ‘No Ponies Beyond This Point’ above a long wooden beam, it wouldn’t have been out of place outside a Western Saloon from 1820.  There were a couple of teams already tied to a wooden bar, Joe maneuvered his team and brought them to a halt 10 feet from it.  He climbed out, the draught from the girls running had stopped but there was a gentle breeze coming in from the sea. 

He walked the ponies to the bar and tied the reins over it, the girls bent down and dropped the arms of the sulky to the ground, then stood again.  Joe studied the girls, their chests were rising and falling dramatically as they drank in the air, their bodies were covered in sweat.  He was about to walk down to the harbor when he remembered what Joanna had told him and he lifted the lead pony’s right leg.  She didn’t resist, she didn’t look at him, she just let him tied her leg to her waist, leaving her standing on one leg.

Joe walked down to the harbor, admiring the yachts.  He’d often thought about buying one, but had never really seen the point.  When he wanted to go fishing he’d just fly to Mobile and rent a charter, but this.  Now he could see the point.  Cruise to the Island, maybe go fish, travel by pony girl . . . his mind was full of the possibilities.

“Can I help you Sir?”  Why did she call me Sir but Joanna didn’t, he wondered.

Joe spun round, there was a pretty red head wearing a black bikini and matching black leather collar on her neck.  He checked her out, looking her up and down.

“It’s my first day on the Island,” he said, “I’m just looking around.”

“My name’s Donna Sir,” she said, “Would you like me to show your round?”

“Please, that would be kind.”

She half laughed, “This is my job Sir.”  She gestured to the harbor.  “As you can see, many of the members travel by private yacht to the Island.  We also have fishing boats available for hire if you’d like to go fishing, there are Jet skis and scuba equipment if that’s your thing.  We’ll be pleased to get something ready for you if you’d like Sir?”

“Thank you Donna, can I book to go fishing this afternoon?”

“Of course Sir, I’ll make sure a boat is ready for you and there will be a couple of girls on board to staff it for you.  You look thirsty Sir, can I get you a drink?”

“Thank you – could I get a Coke Zero please?

“Of course Sir, let me get that for you.”  She disappeared into a shack and was back seconds later, she handed him the ice cold drink and he opened it and drank it greedily.

“Are you going to be here for a while Sir?  Would you like me to attend to your ponies?”

Joe had forgotten about them, he felt guilty drinking his coke, he was thirsty in the heat, what were they like?  Donna sensed his discomfort. 

“Don’t worry about them Sir, they’re used to it.”

“I . . . I was going to go to the bar for something to eat.”

“I’ll leave the ponies where they are then Sir.  If you need me, just shout and I’ll come running.”

“Literally?”

“If that’s what you want Sir.”  Joe smiled, she was a little sassy and he liked that.  She turned to return to her work and he couldn’t resist, he slapped her ass playfully.  She stopped and turned back to him, the smile gone from her face.

“Touching me isn’t allowed Sir.”  He paused, he’d not expected that response.  She continued, “My Owner doesn’t allow it.” 

“I’m sorry,” said Joe, meaning it.  At the same time he was thinking, Owner?

“It’s OK Sir, you’ve got much to learn.  But until you own your own girls it’s best to assume that they are all off limits, unless you’ve been given explicit permission to touch.”

“I’ll remember that.”  Again he thought, own your own girls.

Joe watched her walk away, he made his way down to the beach front and looked out over the boats in the harbor.  Most were small, just 30 feet or so but ideal for a day’s sport fishing.  He was looking forward to the afternoon.

Further out, presumably in deeper waters, he could see that there were half a dozen real yachts, at least 100 feet long with dark glass windows all around and covered with radars and the like.  Real money.  Joe just hadn’t seen the point in owning one, until now.  He’d have to go shopping when he got home.  His girlfriend Penny had often asked about getting one, he’d just deflected the conversation.  Shit, first time I’d thought about her since I got here.

Joe finished his Coke and walked back to the area with his ponies in it.  When he got to his team he studied them, unmoving.  They were caked in drying sweat, salt on their bodies.  Flies covered them but they made no attempt to brush them away.  Each girl was drooling, her mouth forced cruelly open by the bit gag between their teeth.  Joe unhobbled the lead girl and backed them out, then he climbed into the sulky, took the whip from the holster and lashed them as he issued his orders.  He was hungry.
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The girls high stepped until they were under the cover of the trees, then he lashed them again and they started to run.  They quickly passed a sign, Golf, 2.5.  Whipper’s Rest, 7.  He assumed, correctly, that Whipper’s Rest was the restaurant/bar marked on the map.  He wasn’t sure how fast the girls were running, he just sat back and enjoyed the ride.  Joe checked the time as they set off, the Golf Course was on the way and he’d be able to work out the speed there.

The bridleway they were running on was putting green smooth, there was hardly any bouncing inside the sulky.  I75 was in worse condition than this.  As they approached the golf course he decided to take a look, he brought the sulky to a walk, he was amazed at how obedient the girls were and how gracefully they transitioned from running to walking.  As at the harbor there was a hitching rail outside the club house and he tied and hobbled the lead pony to it.

Joe checked his watch, the two or so miles had taken just over 22 minutes to cover on a virtually flat road, the girls must have been running at about seven or eight miles an hour.  Not really fast, but then they were pulling several hundred pounds of the sulky and Joe.  He’d have been pleased to run at half that speed in this heat.  They must be incredibly fit.

Joe walked into the club house, it was air conditioned which was nice.  An older woman, probably in her 50s stood up behind a desk as he entered. 

“Welcome Sir,” she said, “Do you have a tee time?”

“Erm, no, I’m just looking around.”

“Shall I get you someone to show you around Sir?”

“Thanks.”

The woman pressed an unseen button under the desk and seconds later a door opened and two attractive young women walked out, one brunette and one blonde.  They nodded to Joe and looked at the receptionist.

“The new member here would like a quick tour, could you oblige please?”  They nodded again.  Joe liked the look of them, both wearing white crop tops and matching white shorts.

“If you’d like to come with us Sir,” said the blonde, “we can show you around.  Is this your first time here?”  Joe nodded, it must be obvious.

They walked him outside to the opposite side of the club house.  The brunette started to speak.  “We’ve got two and half courses here for you to enjoy Sir.  The West Course is the easier of the two, it’s about 7,000 yards par 72 and the East Course is much the harder, it’s about 7,500 yards also par 72.  The South course is just for fun, a short nine hole course of 3,000 yards.  Most of the members like this one the most.”

Joe surveyed the scene, there were three greens in view and three tees.  The greens, as he’s expected, were immaculate.  They’d put Augusta to shame, that’s how good they were.  The blonde started to speak again.

“We’ve got a huge selection of clubs available for you to use Sir until you get your own set here.  If you want someone to play with I play off four.”

“And I play off 18 Sir,” added the brunette, “And there are other girls available of various skill levels.  There’s also a matching service available if you’d rather play with another member.  Caddies will be provided as well.”

“Sounds like everything is covered,” said Joe.

“We hope so Sir.”

Joe turned back into the club house, the two sexy girls following him like puppies.  At the reception desk the older woman looked up at him and smiled.

“Would you like to make a booking Sir?”

“Sure, have you got a slot at about two tomorrow?”  The receptionist picked up a sheet of paper and looked at it.  “I can fit you in on the West Course at 2:12 tomorrow Sir?  Would you like to play with one of the girls or do you have another member you’d rather play with?”

“One of the girls please,” then he added an afterthought, “Can I invite a member along later?”

“Of course you can Sir, you can swap or add to your party later.  Do you have a preference from the girls?"  He looked at them both, they were both smiling, thrusting out their chests and looking sexy.  Presumably they got paid by the numbers they played with.

“Can I take, erm, sorry I don’t know their names, you,” he said pointing at the brunette.  The blonde looked slightly down.

“Of course Sir, you’re booked in for tomorrow.  What’s your name Sir?”

“Joe.”

“That’s you booked in for tomorrow with Frannie Sir.  If you could be here 15 minutes before your Tee time we can get you sorted with clothes and clubs.  Will there be anything else Sir?”

Joe shook his head.  “No thanks.”

Joe walked out of the main door, another sulky was arriving, the ponies pulling the trap were hot and bothered, sweat pouring off their bodies, Joe watched as the unknown man brought the ponies to a halt just inches from the hitching rail.  He nodded to Joe and dismounted, tied his team off and disappeared inside the club house, leaving his girls standing under the shade of a tree, still gagged and one hobbled on one leg.  As with his team the girls just stood, almost motionless, their breasts rising and falling in a very exaggerated manner as they breathed deeply.

Joe unhobbled his lead pony, guided them backwards, climbed into the sulky and whipped them, guiding them West towards his much needed meal.  He didn’t give a thought to the needs of the four pony girls.  He was already starting to act and think like a member of the Island clientele.  The ponies were just paid animals after all.
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The ponies ran, and ran hard under Joe’s whip.  He’d only been on the Island a few hours but already the nervousness of that first lash had left him.  Whenever he felt that the girls weren’t trying hard enough he’d bring out the whip and hit them.  Every time there was an instant reaction and the girls ran a little faster, their hearts pumping, legs thrusting as they ran hard towards their goal.

With about a mile to go there was an intersection, coastal path and hill to the right fork, flat and level via the inland track straight ahead.  Joe smiled and directed his team to the right fork, he could guess how they felt.  Almost instantly the path started to rise and his sulky slowed a little.  The sweat was pouring off the pony girl team but Joe ignored them, he was enjoying the view out over the ocean.  He could see a small fishing charter, no doubt someone enjoying a day out.

The hill lifted them a hundred feet or so above sea level, at the top he took pity on the girls and brought them to a halt under the shade of a tree.  All the paths are under cover, he thought.  Joe dismounted and walked round to face his team.  He felt guilty for what he was about to do.

Joe listened intently, all he could hear was the gentle sound of the sea breaking on the rocks below, some birds chattering, there was no wind and the sound of the girls breathing deeply, forcing air into their lungs.  Fucking is out, he thought, but surely I can touch a little?

He faced the first girl, maybe in her mid-30s with long dark hair.  She just looked straight ahead, not meeting his gaze.  Joe lifted his hands and put them onto her breasts, they were wet with sweat and saliva, he squeezed and she didn’t react.  He moved so she had no choice but to look at him, he could feel her breath on his face as she drew in the air.

Joe took her nipples into his fingers and squeezed them hard, she barely flinched.  Next he slapped one of her breasts, again no reaction from her.  Joe shook his head, they were very well trained, very obedient submissives.  Joe sidestepped to the next girl, the young blonde, the lead pony. 

This one met his gaze and held it as he explored her body, she looked defiantly at him as he slid a hand between her legs onto her pussy.  His cock was hard, at that moment more than anything he wanted to bend her over and use one of her holes.  He rubbed her pussy, forcing his fingers inside her.  She never looked away.

Joe put his right hand on the first girl’s breasts and almost came there and then.  Finger fucking one girl and groping another.  Despite his wealth he’d never managed to persuade two girls to fuck him at the same time.  It was a dream of his.  Not of Pennys though.  He finger fucked the girl for a couple of minutes before pulling his fingers out and holding them to her nose, making her smell her wet pussy.  Joe didn’t know what he expected her to do, but she did nothing.

He moved to the next girl, her breathing had slowed and this time rubbed the two youngest ponies pussies together.  Neither reacted sexually, they just accepted his touch.  When he was bored he moved to the older redhead and just bent over and sucked on her nipple, she released her sweet milk straight into his mouth.  The drink was welcome in the heat.

Something alerted Joe, he heard a sound, the sound of footsteps in the distance.  He stopped drinking, his first thought was to jump back into the sulky, but he doubted he had time.  Instead he turned around and opened his fly, pulling out his hard cock and he pissed against a tree.  As the second sulky came by, heading the opposite way he looked over his shoulder, the man in the sulky nodded at him and smiled, Joe returned the gesture.  When it was gone he got back in and continued the ride to the restaurant.

******

At the restaurant he slowed the team to a high step and followed the signs to another covered hitching rail where he could secure his team.  As he guided the high stepping team a clothed older woman appeared and offered to take the reins from him.  Joe threw them at her and she tied them off.

“Have you come for something to eat Sir?”

“Yes.”

“Would you like me to feed and take care of your ponies Sir?”  Joe paused, he hadn’t thought about this.

“Should I?” he asked.

“Well,” she replied, “It’s your choice Sir.  I’m guessing that this is your first day on the Island?”  Joe nodded.  “May I show you Sir?”  Joe nodded again.

“It’s very hard work being a pony Sir, and they need R & R when they can get it.  Look at them, look at their bodies, their boots.  Look at their cracked lips.”  For the first time since he’d seen them Joe looked at the ponies as humans and not animals.  The woman was right, the girl’s boots were covered in dust, stuck on from sweat and saliva.  Their thighs were in the same state, their bodies sweaty masses and their mouths cracked and dry. 

Then he looked at their backs, thin red lines crisscrossed them from where he’s struck them with the whip, paid or not he was starting to feel more than a little guilty about his actions.  Add on how I groped them when I’d been told not to, Joe thought.  He was embarrassed about his actions.  As if reading his mind, the woman spoke to him again.

“Don’t worry Sir,” she said, “Most owners are far more cruel than you’ve been.  I’ll get them ready for you in about an hour.  Take your time.”

As she turned Joe spoke to her, “You said it’s hard being a pony girl, have you ever experienced it?”  She stopped and without looking replied quietly.  A strange look came over her face.  One of experience.

“Of course Sir.”  With that she started to attend to the ponies, Joe watched for a moment as she took the bit gag from the first girl’s mouth, Joe expected her to start talking, to tell the handler how he’d acted, but she didn’t react, just closed her mouth and started to exercise her jaw.  Joe was sure he’d missed something, but he wasn’t sure what.  He turned and crossed the open yard space, up the three steps and into the bar/restaurant.  A sign hung above the door, it was called ‘The Whipper’s Rest.’  He opened the door, grateful for the ice cold blast of air conditioned air as he stepped inside.
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It took Joe a few moments to adjust to the light inside, it wasn’t dark, but certainly darker than the midday sun.  To the left was a bar, with a hundred different bottle of spirits behind it.  There were 40 or so tables scattered around the bar of various sizes and maybe 10 of them had people sitting at them, eating, drinking and watching one of the dozen TVs around the bar.  Some were showing the golf channel, some football game on the others.

Joe took a seat at a table, seconds later a stunningly attractive black girl wearing a red bikini appeared.  “Good Afternoon Sir,” she said, “What can I get for you.” 

Joe rubbed his neck, “How about a beer?”

“Any particular one Sir?”

“Erm, how about a Bud Light?”

“That would be my pleasure Sir,” she said, smiling.  Like every woman he’d seen on the Island so far she had a collar on her neck, no that wasn’t right.  The girl on the beach, what was her name?  Joanna, that was it.  Must have been the thing, he thought.  Joe watched her ass as she walked away, incredibly toned, she must have worked on her figure to get it that good.  When she walked behind the bar he looked away, then did a double take.  Across from him, no more than 20 feet away was Senator Kohlsen, his Senator.  The man looked up at him and smiled.

“Well, well, Joe,” he said.  Joe looked around, he’d never met the man.  “Why not join me Joe, I’d been wondering for a while when you’d be invited to our little retreat.”  Joe stood up and walked over, a political friend could always be useful.  No doubt the good Senator was thinking the same thoughts about a software billionaire.  Joe sat down opposite the man just as the waitress appeared with his beer. 

“Your good health,” said the Senator raising his beer.

“And yours,” replied Joe, clinking bottles.

“And to my forthcoming re-election.”  They both smiled, short of killing anyone he was a shoe in.  Or anyone finding out about him being on this Island.

“First visit here?”  Joe nodded.  “I remember my first trip here, oh, must have been 40 years ago.  I’d only been on the hill a couple of years.”  The old man’s face smiled as he reminisced about his time back then.  “Place has changed a lot since then, the vegetation has really grown up.  How are you liking it?”

“Loving it,” said Joe, his voice carrying energy and excitement, “It’s, it’s something I think I’d wanted all my life, without really knowing it existed.”  The senator laughed.

“Well, we don’t exactly advertise.”  Joe smiled with him, he could understand why.  “So do you have any questions?”  As he asked a huge plate of seafood arrived, the same waitress put it down on the table between the two men.  Joe’s stomach rumbled as he looked.

“Could you bring an extra plate please my dear?  And a bottle of Sancerre and two glasses” asked the Senator, as the girl turned he put a hand on her ass.  “Fine ass that one,” he added.

“The rest of her is pretty good too,” added Joe.  The Senator smiled.

“That she is.  Please – help yourself.  And ask away.”

“Can I start with you – you said you’ve been coming here for what, 40 years?  But I’ve listened to your speeches, your rhetoric, family values, the Waltons, MAGA for fuck’s sake.”

The Senator just laughed. “Reckon’ I’d get elected if I stood up and said I like to whip women, use them as transportation, fuck them, beat them?”

“You’d get some people voting for you.”  The Senator laughed again.

“And if people ever get elected on that ticket I think it’s safe to say the country’s doomed.”  As he spoke the waitress put down a plate in front of Joe and an open bottle of wine with two glasses, she poured them both a glass and retired.

“To come here,” he continued, “You’ve got to become a hypocrite.  There’s no alternative.  Look at me, 76 years old, married to the same woman for 51 years now, two daughters, five granddaughters and at least one great grandchild on the way.  Man, if I ever found out one of them was coming here I’d explode with rage.  The man that brought them here . . . well, he’d be dead.”  His voice was cold as he spoke.

“But I love coming here and nothing will stop me.  The men I deal with here control the money and power in the world.  More decisions are taken here that in Washington.  We’ve had numerous Presidents and other world leaders be members of our little club.”  Joe raised an eyebrow, “No, I won’t tell you which ones.”  Joe helped himself to food as the man spoke.

“When I become a full member,” started Joe.  The Senator cut him off.

“If you become,” he said with a twinkle in eye the belied his great age.

“If I become a full member, what’s it really like?”

“You can come here as often as you want, this will be your main or home base.  We’ve got another three clubs in the states and one in Canada, there are clubs in the Far East, Australia, several in Europe and at least one I know of in Africa.  Oh, and two in the Middle East, fuck, they go nuts for this shit.”  Joe’s mind boggled, the amount that this was going on shocked him.

“If I get my own team, can I, well, you know . . .” his voice trailed off.

“Fuck them?”  Joe nodded.

“Of course you can, they are yours for as long as you own them.”  The senator stopped speaking as he poured an oyster into his mouth.  “You’re staying tonight I take it?” Joe nodded.  “You’ll be allocated a girl for the night, she’s yours.  A free sample, if you like.”  Joe smiled, the thought made him happy.  “She’ll have been chosen on what we know about you.”  Joe blushed, shit, his porn habit again.  The old man laughed at Joe’s obvious discomfort.

“We all go through this,” the politician continued, “The ritual humiliation.  Then you accept it, then you just don’t care.  Joe, everyone here views women the same way you do.  Mind you, back in the day we didn’t have the same checks before people came here.  We made more than one mistake which had to be hushed up.”  He smiled, clearly enjoying the memories.  Joe didn’t ask how it was hushed up.  He could imagine.

The two men talked and ate, Joe found himself warming to the Senator very much, he came to realize that what he said, what he believed and what he did were three very different things.  For his part the Senator liked Joe and figured he’d either won, or at the very least, retained a vote.  As the meal came to a close they agreed to play golf the following day, the Senator also advised Joe to check out the rest of the Island, there was an archery range, a shooting range but Joe told him he was going sport fishing.

“Excellent choice,” commented the Senator, “Not really my scene, well, not in public.  Like so many of my activities.”  He laughed at that.  “30 years ago I used to, action man and all that but people worry about animal rights these days.  Worlds changing I guess.”

When the platter was cleared away the Senator stood and the two men shook hands.  “Maybe I’ll see you tonight, but the residence is pretty busy.”  They shook again and Joe went to use the bathroom, when he returned the Senator was gone.  Joe walked outside, it had got even hotter, or at least more humid while he’d been inside. 

The same girl was waiting for him, his ponies had indeed been refreshed, he was glad she’d suggested it to him.  The girls looked rested, they’d clearly been cleaned and watered, he guessed that they’d had something to eat.  Joe was grinning like a child in a candy store, he couldn’t help it, what a place to be.
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Joe ran his ponies hard from the start.  As they raised the arms of the sulky he checked his watch, he'd booked the fishing for three and it was just after two.  Like many successful people Joe hated being late, he’d built his life around being punctual and it was something that put him off other people.  Just under seven miles to cover in slightly less than an hour, so he used the whip liberally as his team ran hard, their lungs and hearts pounding in the heat and humidity.  Joe wasn’t an out and out sadist, he directed them along the shortest, flattest path.  Even with his use of the whip it had gone three when he arrived.

Donna was waiting for him, he saw her in the distance as he arrived at the harbor.  He brought the team to a high step with only feet to go, the dismounted and handed the reins to Donna.  She smiled at him.

“You’ve run them hard Sir,” she said.

Joe inspected the girls, their faces were bright red, their mouths and chins covered in spit and dust, tears were streaming from their eyes, an hour ago they’d been clean, now they were sweat stained, mixed with dust.  When he looked into their eyes this time there was a reaction, they hated him.  Joe didn’t care, they’d been dumb enough, or desperate enough to sign up for this life.

“Can you show me to my boat please?” asked Joe.  Donna ignored him for a moment, she was hobbling one of the girls.  As soon as she’d finished she turned and nodded, then led him down to the harbor, past the hut to where a small dinghy waited.  As they approached an attractive young woman wearing a patterned bikini and the obligatory collar was waiting for him.  She smiled at Joe.

“Welcome Sir,” she said, her voice accent-less, “Please allow me to take you fishing.  It will be my pleasure to serve you while you fish.”

“Thank you,” said Joe.  He got into the small craft, then remembered something.  He turned to Donna, “Could you refresh my ponies please?”

“Of course Sir,” she replied, “They’ll be ready for you when you return.”  Donna turned and Joe watched her walk away.  Great ass, he thought.  The sound of the outboard starting made him turn round and sit down, the dinghy was untied and it crossed the short distance to a small fishing boat, maybe 25 feet long.  The girl pulled the dinghy alongside and they climbed into the larger boat, she started its engine and they set off.

Once at sea she helped him set up for fishing, setting the rod into the holder and put the boat onto autopilot.  Joe sank into the upholstered fishing seat under the cover of the canopy and sat back to fish.  The girl did some safety checks and then came and knelt before him.  Joe studied her, heavily tanned skin, he thought she was probably Latina, but he couldn’t be certain.

“Can I get you anything Sir?” she asked.

“Can I get a beer please?”

“My pleasure Sir,” she replied.  Joe watched as she stood gracefully and walked away to get him a beer.  She was back quickly and handed the ice cold drink to him, before she resumed her position at his feet.  Joe didn’t know much about boats, but should someone should be steering?  He asked the girl.

“The boat’s on auto pilot Sir,” she told him, “And I’m looking out as well.”  Joe nodded.  He sat back to fish.  Every few minutes he’d look down at the girl and study her, she was keeping an eye out, looking around.  After 20 minutes or so she asked for permission to turn the boat around which Joe gave, he figured she knew far more than he did.  When she resumed her position he looked at her.

“Is . . . is anything more on offer?”  She looked up at him and smiled.

“I’m part of the fishing experience Sir, anything you want is on offer.”

Joe raised his eyebrows, “Anything?”  She just nodded.  Joe smiled, he’d not caught anything and was a little bored, fishing for him was more about the chat with his friends, the actual fish part was largely irrelevant.  Nice if you caught something, but not essential.  Joe looked at her, she really was very attractive. 

Joe put the rod into the holster and looked at the girl.  She could see what was coming and she slowed the boat down, the engine barely ticking over.  He stood up and pulled his pants down and lay back in the chair, the girl clearly knew what was expected.  She moved between his legs and got onto her knees, legs open wide Joe was pleased to notice. 

“Tell me what to do Sir,” she said, “Your pleasure is my only concern.”  Joe thought for a moment, how much better was this than Penny? 

“How about you wank me slowly while you lick my asshole?”  Joe half expected her to refuse, despite what she’d said and what he’d been told.  She just looked into his eyes and nodded.

“Of course Sir,” she replied, her voice barely audible over the sound of the Ocean and the hum of the boat’s engine.  She didn’t hesitate or look annoyed as she used her hands to push his cheeks apart on the chair and then she licked his asshole.  Joe gasped, he’d not had a woman do this to him before and he knew instantly that this wouldn’t be the last time.

The girl spat onto her hand and started to wank Joe, his cock going hard in seconds.  Joe put a hand onto her head, holding her in place as she explored his ass with her tongue.  He didn’t stop her when she started to fuck his asshole with her tongue, the sensation in him was incredible.  Joe closed his legs slightly, trapping her head between his legs.  He pulled on her head, forcing her deeper as she explored him. 

Joe was panting, he was going to cum and cum hard.  He cried out, “Fuck yes,” as his balls contracted and he sprayed cum over the girl’s head.  She didn’t stop for a second, not until he finally released his grip on her and she fell to the floor, breathing deeply and smiling at him.

“I hope you enjoyed that Sir,” she said eventually.  Joe just nodded.

“Oh yes,” he replied.  He could get used to Island life.  He really could.
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Once back on the Island Joe walked back up to his team of ponies, it was getting late and he was mindful that he had to be at the main residence for seven.  Once again they’d been refreshed and they were ready to go.  The dust was gone and their bodies were pristine.

He worked his team hard, enjoying the low breeze that was generated when they ran.  He didn’t pass any other teams on the way West and South, he just followed the signs and slowed them to a high step as soon as the hotel area came into sight.

Joe wasn’t sure what he was expecting, but he wasn’t expecting what he saw.  The hotel looked like it dated from some colonial British period in the far East, it was constructed of wood and looked just about functional.  Ramshackle would have been a good word to describe it.  Dilapidated would have been a better one.  50 years ago it had probably been quite grand, it was several hundred feet long and three stories high.

In front of the building was a large, open sandy square, opposite was another large building that looked more like a barn.  The signs directed all pony teams to this second building and Joe followed them, the ponies seemed to know what to do and they made their own way, coming to a halt by a large wooden beam.

The girl that had handed him his team and given him brief instructions appeared.  Shit, thought Joe, what was her name?  He had no idea.  She held out her hands and Joe threw the reins at her, she caught them deftly and tied them round the beam.

“How was your day?” she asked, not looking at Joe and instead running her hands over the pony girls sweaty bodies.  She stepped forward and looked at their  backs, Joe blushed as she ran a hand over the red welts from where he’d used the whip.  She looked up at him, Joe opened his mouth, unsure of what to say, but she beat him to it.

“Looks like you had fun anyway, most men take a few trips before they learn to use the whip correctly.  Here, let me help you down.”  As she said that the ponies bent at the knee and lowered themselves to the ground, allowing Joe to leave the trap easily.

“I’ll look after the team for you,” continued the girl, “I’ll be here in the morning and I’ll help you pick a team if you like?  Or I can just pick one out for you?”

“That would be kind, if you can pick a team for me please, thank you,” replied Joe, grateful that he didn’t have to use her name.

“If you would like to go into the hotel,” she continued, gesturing to the building, “You’re expected, your room has been prepared.  Just register at reception and you’ll be taken to your room.  Dinner will be served at eight, you’ve plenty of time to prepare.”  With that she turned from him and walked back into the barn.  Joe watched her walk away, shrugged then crossed the yard into the hotel building.

As he entered his hopes weren’t high, but as he pushed open the door he realized he couldn’t have been more wrong.  The floor was made of solid white marble, the walls of a deep colored oak.  The outside may have been crappy, but inside it was opulence itself.  He looked up, the ceiling was adorned with chandeliers which glistened in the light that poured from them.  If Joe had been told they were made from solid gold he would have believed it. 

“Can I help you Sir?” Joe was shaken from his admiration and looked round, there was a desk to one side and behind it an older lady was smiling at him.  “First time?” she asked and Joe nodded.

“You must be Joe then,” she said, carrying on.  “Allow me to welcome you to the retreat Sir.”  She picked up a bell and rang it, seconds later a door opened and a younger woman of about 30 came out.  She was wearing a full length dress, cut down the front exposing her breasts, her hair was long and dark, hanging loose over her shoulders.  She smiled at him, her full red lips beaming at him, her eyes were bright and shone with life.

“Good evening Sir,” she said, “The Island has made me available for you for the evening.”  Joe wasn’t sure what she meant, she walked over to him and carried on talking, “Allow me to show you to your room.”  She took his hand and lead him deeper into the hotel, there were a few men sat in some comfortable chairs talking.  Joe could see that there was a formal dining room to one side.  The girl lead him to the elevators, she called one and stepped in, pressing three.

“We’re going to be on the top floor Sir.  What do you think of the place so far?”

“It’s amazing,” replied Joe, “From the outside I was expecting a real dump, but this . . . . this is as good as anywhere I’ve ever stayed.”  Joe surveyed the elevator as he spoke, solid oak walls, marble floor, an elevator floor dial that looked like it came from the 1920s.  It was amazing.

“That’s intentional Sir,” she said, “The management want it to look like nothing special – at least from the outside,” she added smiling.  The elevator stopped and they got out, the girl directed him to his right.

“This way Sir,” she said.

“What should I call you,” Joe asked.

“You can call me whatever you like Sir,” she replied.

“What’s your name?”

“My name is Tina Sir, but feel free to call me whatever you want.

“I’ll call you Tina,” Joe said as she stopped at room 315.

“This is your room for the night Sir,” she said as she waved a card at the door lock, it clicked open and Joe stepped inside.  The room was huge, it must have been 50 feet deep and 30 wide with a view out over the yard at the front of the hotel.  Beyond that was the barn, a hundred feet of trees waving gently in the breeze and then a golden sandy beach with the gentle Caribbean sea washing over it.  Paradise.

“Your suitcase has been unpacked Sir, I’ve set the aircon to 72, I hope that’s OK for you?”

“Yes, that’s great thanks.”

“Please make yourself at home Sir, if you want anything just ask.”

Joe smiled, “Anything?”

“Anything Sir,” she replied, lowering her voice.

“How about a beer to start,” Joe said, turning from her and walking to the double height French doors, he opened one and stepped onto the balcony, the balcony was about 15 feet deep and very private, walls on either side.  Joe was happy he wasn’t overlooked in any way.  He heard Tina approach him.

“Your beer Sir,” she said, handing it over to him.  Joe took it and lifted the bottle to his mouth and tipped the ice cold beer into his mouth.  He sat down on one of the chairs and Tina knelt down beside him.

“Not having one?” he asked.  She shook her head.

“I’m not allowed to drink alcohol Sir,” she said.  Joe shrugged and took another swig.  He looked down at Tina, kneeling beside him.  She really was a very pretty girl, her makeup was done well, apart from her lips it was subtle.  He could see that she had a great body under the dress and he wondered if he was allowed to touch and use her.  As if reading his mind, she opened her mouth and spoke again.

“When I said anything, I meant it Sir.  I’m yours for the night and you can do anything you like with me.”  Joe raised an eyebrow.  “Anything Sir, within the limits of the Island rules.”  Joe thought about the rules, no broken bones, no blood.  He wanted clarity.

“So,” he said, running a hand over her head, “If I want to hurt you?”  he left the question hanging.

“You can hurt me as much as you like Sir,” she replied, with a hint of trepidation in her voice.  She seemed to think for a moment, as if considering what his question meant.  “If you don’t find me attractive Sir another girl can be made available to take my place.”

“How about join you?”

“Not until you’re a full member Sir.  I’m aware I’m not as young as I used to be.”  Joe thought she was trying to get out of serving him.

“No,” he replied, “No, you’ll do just fine.”  Joe thought about the possibilities, Peter had told him that the Island’s committee were well aware of his porn habits, they’d clearly taken them into account when they’d provided him with as masochist girl for the night.  Maybe it wasn’t that bad that other people were aware of his tendencies.

“What’s the dress code for the evening meal?” he asked.

“There isn’t one Sir,” she replied, “Some men will be wearing Tuxedos, others shorts and a Tee Shirt, it’s whatever you want to wear.  May I suggest a shower before dining, it’s hot work being out in the sun all day.”  Joe thought about what she’d said, she was probably correct.

“Good idea,” he said, then upended the bottle of beer and drained the remains into his mouth.  Coors wasn’t his favorite, but sitting on the balcony, watching the sun sink into the sea, with a perfectly submissive woman at his side, it had been perfect.  Joe stood up, Tina followed his lead.  He went inside his room, Tina followed him and closed the door behind him, shutting the heat out.  They were both glad of the cooler air.

There were a couple of doors off the main room, Joe opened the first and was surprised at what he saw, it was a walk in wardrobe  but hanging from the one wall was all manner of BDSM equipment, gags, whips, chains, belts, leashes anything he could imagine, and several that he had no idea what they were.

“We can play with those later Sir,” Tina said behind him.  Joe felt his cock getting hard thinking about it.  A beautiful girl who would let him, no, wanted him to play with and hurt her – what could be better?

“Oh we will,” he said, a hint of menace in his voice, “We will.  But how about a shower right now, get the dust off me from a day’s riding?”

“I’ll get it ready for you and wait for you Sir,” Tina replied.  Joe continued to look at the implements, behind him he heard Tina unzipping and removing her dress, Joe heard it fall to the floor.  He was tempted to turn round and look, but he could bring himself to look away from the equipment wall.  Absent mindedly he picked up a whip at random, it had a thick black leather handle and dozens of cat tails.  He switched it in the air, imagining Tina bent naked over his knee as he used it liberally on her ass.  Joe smiled as he put it back on the shelf.  He’d use this liberally on her body later. 

He turned round and re-entered the bedroom, Tina’s dress was lying neatly on a chair and Joe could hear the shower running in the bathroom, the door was open and he went in.  Tina was in the walk in shower, it covered the long wall, the enclosure was 10 feet long with 2 ceiling mounted shower heads, there was a TV hanging on the opposite wall.  Joe shook his head, it made his own bathroom at home look cheap.

Joe looked at Tina who smiled back at him, she was kneeling, legs open wide, waiting for him inside the shower, the hot water bouncing off her body and the steam allowing him occasional glimpses.  She was hot, her breasts had hardly moved since her dress had come off and Joe found himself wondering if they were real. 

Shit, he thought, I need to piss. He’d never peed in front of a woman before, he wondered if it was OK to do, then he remembered the ponies during the day, they’d pissed in front of him.  He walked over to the toilet and unzipped his pants, took his cock out and pointed it at the pan and relieved himself.  He’d needed that.  When he finished he flushed and started to remove the rest of his clothes, then he entered the shower
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Joe studied Tina, she might have been 30 but her body was incredible, flat stomach, large breasts, firm ass and toned legs.  She stayed kneeling on the floor of the shower, legs open wide, head down, waiting for him.  Joe smiled at the thought, she was his, his alone for the night and he could do what he wanted with her.  The warm water of the shower bounced off her body and the steam rose, what was already a sexy image was just getting better by the second.

Joe put his hand onto her head and she bent her neck backwards to look up at her Master for the night.  “I am yours Sir,” she said, “I’ll do whatever you want.”  Joe’s cock was growing by the second, his erection sticking out, only an inch from her mouth.  Tina didn’t flinch, she moved her head forward and opened her mouth, Joe teased her and moved his hips back, making her work to take him into her mouth.

Several times he teased her like this until she eventually she succeeded in taking him to her mouth.  Joe leaned back against the wall of the shower, Tina moved up closer to him and started to suck, she put one hand on his ass and the other on his balls.

“No,” said Joe, “Mouth only – put your hands behind your back.”  Tina didn’t answer, her mouth was full but she obeyed him instantly, crossing her wrists in the small of her back.  She rose up slightly, taking Joe as deep as she could, her lips touching his crotch, his full length buried in her mouth and throat.  Joe moaned in delight, she was incredible.  He couldn’t describe the sensation as her throat opened and allowed his cock inside.  She didn’t even gag.

Tina stayed like that, on her knees, legs open wide, hands crossed behind her back looking up at Joe.  She continued to use her tongue, the water bouncing off her face and hair as she held him for what seemed like an eternity.  Only when her chest started to bounce did Joe realize that she’d stay like that until she passed out if he didn’t pull her off, instantly she started to hyperventilate as she forced oxygen into her body.

Joe grabbed her hair and pulled her up, even then Tina kept her hands in place.  “Hold the wall,” Joe told her as he spun her round.  Tina put her palms onto the tiles and bent at the waist.  Joe didn’t mess about, he reached over her waist and put his hand between her legs and guided his fingers into her pussy, pulling it open then he slid his cock inside her in one swift movement.  Tina gasped as he started to fuck her, she pushed backwards in time with him, taking him all the way.

Joe pounded away, he’d already cum twice that day and he needed more.  He grabbed a handful of her hair and pulled her upwards, then bit her ear.  “Can I fuck your ass?” he asked.

“Of course you can Sir, as hard as you want.”

Joe pushed her back down and pulled out of her pussy, Tina put her head on the wall and hands on her ass, pulling her toned cheeks apart, inviting him to use her there.  Joe lined his cock up against her asshole, it was wet but he doubted she’d lubed it.  In the heat of the moment Joe didn’t care if it hurt her or not, he thrust inside the willing girl who cried out in pain as Joe mercilessly fucked her.  With every thrust he got a little deeper, Tina was crying in pain but she never asked him to stop or slow down.  It wouldn’t have mattered if she did, Joe was lost in the moment.

He started to pound her ass, pulling almost all the way out, then back in.  Tina had her hands on the wall, Joe reached over her and took her breasts into his hands and crushed them, the power he had over her was incredible.  He loved her tears, the pain he was causing her and the power.  It didn’t take long before he could feel it again, his balls tightened and he cried out as he pumped cum inside her amazing body.

When he’d stopped cumming he waited until she stopped crying, then he pulled out in one swift movement, hurting her as he knew it would.  He was rewarded with a cry of pain from Tina.  Joe slapped her ass hard, she spun round and he half expected her to slap him for hurting her.  Tina was too well trained and instead she dropped to the floor and took his cock into her mouth, sucking him as his erection retreated.

Joe pulled her up by her hair and kissed her.  “That was amazing, thank you.”

She smiled at him, “You’re welcome Sir.  I’m glad you enjoyed yourself.”  Joe slapped one of her breasts, not hurting her much. 

“Now clean me up.”

Tina picked up the shower gel from the shelf in the shower.

“My pleasure Sir,” she said and she started to clean Joe.  He doubted he could be any happier.

******

When they got out of the shower Tina toweled Joe dry before she dried herself, then she helped him to get dressed ready for the evening.  She remained naked, as ordered.  As he left the room Joe looked at her.

“What are you going to do while I’m away?” he asked.

“What ever you tell me to do Sir.”

Joe pondered for a moment, he had no idea how long he’d be away, but it was bound to be a few hours.

“Clean the shower, then do what ever you want.  At 10 I want you kneeling, facing the door, head down.  Do you understand?”

She smiled at him, “I understand Sir, enjoy your evening.  I’ll be waiting for you when you return.  Joe took a long, last view of her before he closed the door.  He was certain she’d be just where he told her to be.

Or else.
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Joe took the stairs down to reception where he paused to look into the bar. It was buzzing, there were about 50 men inside, and behind the bar were half a dozen women, all older, attending to the member’s needs.  He took a breath and entered the room, slightly unsure of himself.  Joe was a naturally confident man, but he knew that for once he was a small fish in a huge pond, whereas in his normal life he was used to being the big cheese.

“Joe,” he heard someone shout, “Over here.”  Joe looked round, it was one of the men from the plane that morning.  He walked over to him and took the offered hand, shaking it hard, wracking his brain for the man’s name.  The man smiled and put him out of his misery.

“Ollie,” he said.  Joe nodded, thanking him for the hint.  Ollie introduced him to the three other men in the circle.  Ollie turned to the bar, “Get my friend a drink,” he barked.  Joe looked at the other men, they were all drinking red wine.  Joe wasn’t much of a wine drinker, he’d grown up on beer and never developed the taste for it, but he didn’t want to stand out.

Joe looked at the barmaid, she was into her 40s but with good makeup, a low cut top, and excellent figure she was still very attractive.

“I’ll have a Merlot,” he said, his brain coming to his recue with the only grape variety he could think of.  The woman behind the bar nodded and turned, Joe watched her take a cork from a half drunk bottle and she poured him a glass, he took it from her and thanked her, then turned back into the circle of five.

“I gather it’s your first day here?” asked one of his new friends.  Joe nodded.  “I remember my first day,” he continued, “It’s like opening a new chapter in your life really.  Or starting a new life.  The door to a brave new world opens and suddenly everything you wanted is there for you.”  He paused, “I take it you are enjoying yourself?”

“Very much so,” replied Joe, “I . . . I’d dreamed about this kind of world, just never thought it really existed outside of the internet.”  The whole group smiled.  Ollie piped up.

“That was what I thought when I first came here,” he said, “but a million a year goes a long way.”  They all laughed at that.  “I take it you would like your guest invite to become a permanent membership?”  Joe nodded.

“So, what happens next?”

“On you flight home you’ll be asked if you want to join.”

“I do.”

“I know, but you’ll be told the full terms and conditions, then your application will be assessed by the grand committee at the tri monthly meeting, then you’ll be approached at a later date and your membership papers will be presented.  One shot deal, sign or don’t, if you chose not to you’ll never return here.”

A pain went through Joe, 24 hours ago he’d not know that this Island existed, now he couldn’t imagine never coming here again.  A million a year was nothing for an annual membership.  Fuck, he’d happily pay 10 times that.  Joe sipped his wine as he thought, he’d have to be careful and not drink too much.  He didn’t want to blow it.

“What have you got planned for tomorrow?”

“I’m going to explore the Island some more,” replied Joe, “then I’m playing golf at 10.”

“Got a golf date or playing with some of the girls?”

“Playing with  . . .”

Joe didn’t finish the word, they was a slap on his back as the Senator crept up silently on him.

“Playing with me,” said Senator Kohlsen, smiling, “Still enjoying our retreat?”

Joe nodded and went over it again.  No one minded, they were all thinking of their first visit.  After Joe had spoken they fell into an easy conversation about the forth coming Senate election, Kohlsen drubbing up support and shamelessly asking for contributions to his campaign.  He was going to win, that was a given, but he wanted, expected, needed a bigger victory than last time.  He was too old for the White House but would be in the senate until he died.

“Died or went insane,” he added.  They all laughed.

“You are insane,” said another man.

“Says the democrat!”

They all laughed again.  Joe placed him as he spoke, a congressman from Alabama.  He was the proverbial hen’s tooth, a Democrat in the South.  Joe was surprised, the two politicians seemed to be good friends.  Over dinner Kohlsen explained that they actually got on very well, similar tastes.  But off the Island it was all a show.

A bell rang and the members all fell silent. 

“Gentlemen,” a woman announced, dressed in the same black dress as all the other women in the room, “Dinner is served, if you’d like to make you way to the dining room and take your seats.”  The men started to file out of the bar, in the dining room there was a seat planner and Joe searched for his name, eventually finding himself on a table with seven other men, sat next to his friend Peter and Kohlsen on the other side.

The room was opulent, which Joe had come to expect.  The floor was solid wood, mahogany he assumed.  The tables were round, each one seated eight people.  The tables were in perfect condition, the chairs soft and comfortable.  The walls were adorned with oil paintings of people, some he recognized, most he didn’t. 

As Joe approached Peter pulled out Joe’s chair and bid him to sit.  Once again he was asked what he thought of the Island and Joe gushed about it, when the wine came round he took another glass.

“Like the paintings?” asked a man.

Joe wasn’t sure what to say, he just nodded.  He was staring at one of them, a former president of the United States.

“All of former and current committee members.  Who knows, maybe you’ll be up there one day.”  Joe just smiled.

The food was excellent, the first course was a choice between crab, duck or a vegetarian alternative, Joe, like most of the table opted for the crab and a glass of white wine was poured for him without asking, he tasted it and was shocked, the cool crisp wine was an excellent accompaniment to the fresh crab.

As the plates were cleared away by waitresses, all older, into their 50s most of them, Joe looked around the room.  At his table was one Senator and a Congressman, on another table he recognized the CEO of a tech giant and another Senator.  On another table he spied a member of the current cabinet, there were famous sports giants, musicians, actors and other influential people that he knew.  In total of the 60 or so people present he could name maybe 15.  Christ, one of them was a very vocal feminist.  Another was a noted human rights lawyer. 

“Can I ask something,” said Joe to the table between courses.

“Shoot,” replied Peter.

“This place – I mean all the buildings, from the outside they look like they are about to fall down, but inside, inside it’s the lap of luxury.  Why?”

The assorted men looked from one another, until one of them spoke.  “Same reason all the pony tracks are under cover.”  He pointed upwards.  “Eyes in the sky,” he said, “We want, no need to keep this place anonymous.  Can’t have NASA or the CIA telling everyone we exist, can we?”  Joe thought about it and laughed, he was right.

“So we keep the building looking like shit to keep people away.  The only real giveaway is the yachts in harbor, but show me an island in the Caribbean that’s not got luxury yachts it in.”  Joe thought about it, he was right.

As they talked something occurred to Joe.  There was probably only a tiny minority of the membership present, looking at the people he knew there was no way that they could all spend weeks on end on the Island.  That meant that there was more money, more wealth, more power concentrated in this retreat than probably anywhere else on the planet.  He had to become a member, just for access to these people.

The main course was a choice between lamb, turbot and again a veggie alternative.  Joe wasn’t sure so again he followed the table’s preferred choice and went with the lamb, the sauce was something he couldn’t place but it was an excellent match for the lamb.  His glass was topped with red wine, he had no idea what kind.

Next was a cheese and port course, he picked at it but neither was really for him.  He was going to drink the port regardless, then decided against it and took a glass of water, he recognized he was getting a little drunk and decided to sober up a little. 

The final course was an excellent trio of deserts, a sorbet, a chocolate something or other and a delicate cake.  All in all it was one of the better meals of his life. 

After the meal Joe mingled for an hour or so, he figured talking to the members couldn’t hurt his chances of being accepted.  He was careful to alternate between wine and water, but even so when he made his excuses and returned to his room before 11 he was slightly drunk.  Joe was sure he’d not made any serious faux-pas, but he knew he had a smoking hot woman upstairs, a woman that wanted to act out his fantasies with him, a woman who wouldn’t say no to him.

As he climbed the stairs, he’d forgotten about the elevator, he thought about what he was going to do to her.  She’d better be where she’d been told to be.

Or maybe it would be better if she wasn’t.

Well, better for him, anyway.
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Joe checked his Rolex, a little after 11.  He stood in front of his room thinking about what was inside and what he was going to do.  He stood there, imagining Tina inside, on her knees with her legs open wide, head down.  He felt an involuntary twitch in his cock and smiled.  He half hoped she’d be somewhere other than where he’d told her to be then he’d have an excuse to beat her.  Not that he needed one.

Joe put the card to the door lock and it opened silently, he stepped inside and let the door close behind him.  There was Tina in the center of the room, exactly as he’d told her to be.  Naked, legs open wide, arms at her side, hands palm face up on her thighs, head down, back straight, breasts thrust out looking at the floor.  Joe smiled. She was pretty much perfect.  The only thing he’d change would be to make her 10 years younger and blonde.  And he could fix one of those things with a $5 bottle of dye.

Joe walked over to her and touched her head, she remained motionless, the sound of her breath barely audible over the low hum of the central air.  He smiled as he ran his hands through her hair.  She was his, his for the night.  And, he hoped, when he became a full member he could maybe buy her.  Joe had all these thoughts going through him, when he spoke softly to her.

“Are you pleased to have me back Tina?”

“Yes Sir,” she replied, knowing that this was what was expected of her.

“What do you think I’m going to do?”

“I think you’re going to hurt me Sir,” she said.  There was no fear in her voice, maybe a little trepidation or excitement, but not fear.  Mostly just a statement of reality.

“And you’re sure your OK with that?”  Joe wanted to make extra sure that she consented.

“I’m yours for the night Sir, you can hurt me as much as you want.”  Again her voice was flat  Joe was very happy.  He went to the room with the BDSM equipment and looked at it.  Where to start, that was the question?

He selected a belt, a red ball gag and a nipple chain.  When he came out he stood behind Tina, then took her hair and pulled down, forcing her head up until she was looking at him  Tina smiled at him, knowing it was what he wanted to see.  He smiled back, loving her total submission to him, to his will.  Joe lifted his hand containing his selection of equipment, Tina took her eyes from his and looked at them, then she opened her mouth wide, inviting Joe to gag her.

Joe didn’t need to be asked twice, he put the belt and nipple chain down on the table and put the gag into her mouth, forcing the huge ball behind her teeth, then he put the buckle behind her head and locked it off tight.  Joe suspected he didn’t need to tie it at all, but he wanted to ensure it didn’t come out.

Next he took the nipple chain and showed it to Tina who didn’t react, except to look maybe like she was smiling.  Joe opened and closed the teeth – this was a hardcode chain, no soft plastic tips on the end, this had metal teeth.  He knelt before her and took one of her breasts into his hand and pulled on her nipple which instantly went rock hard, he opened the clamp wide and put it over her nipple, then locked his eyes on hers and released the tension, she winced as the metal bit into the soft flesh of her engorged nipple.  Tina even shook her head, Joe smiled, she was in real pain.  But that was the point, wasn’t it?

He let go of the chain, allowing the other end to fall down, the entire weight of it hanging from her nipple.  She must have been in agony, but she didn’t ask him to stop.  Would I if she did? He wondered.  Of course I would.  Joe took the swinging chain in his hand and pulled it, lifting her breast and stretching the already sore nipple.  Still she didn’t react, just accepted the pain.  What are they paying, he wondered.  He opened the clamp, then pulled on her free nipple, making it come erect before he put the clamp on and slowly closed it, watching her face struggle with the pain as it bit into the sensitive flesh.

Joe was in heaven, for years he’d dreamed about this, now he was finally getting to live out his dream.  Tina had recovered from the initial pain, she’d not moved from her position and her face had recovered.  Joe stood up and picked up the belt.  He didn’t bother to show it to her, just pushed on the back of her neck and she bent forward, keeping her legs and arms in place.  Then he raised up the belt and struck the girl as hard as he could on her ass.

She screamed in pain as the leather dug into her, she’d not known that this was coming.  She even shuddered, her breathing became quick, short breaths as she tried to regulate the pain.  Once again Joe expected her to ask him to stop, but she didn’t, so he struck her again and again until he reduced her to tears, his cock was rock hard and he wanted to use one of her holes, but he also wanted to extend the torture session.  Never know if I’ll ever get to do this again, he thought.  When she was crying freely he gave her one more stroke, the red marks were starting to form nicely on her body, then he cast the belt to one side and stripped off.

Joe returned to the leather room and stood there naked, cock fully erect as he looked at the goods.  He decided to return to hurting her breasts, he picked a candle and lighter, then a thin crop.  When he got back he got Tina to return to kneeling, he flicked on the lighter and they both watched him light the candle, her tears had subsided.  Joe then dripped the hot wax onto her tits, delighting as it hit her and she reacted, never taking her eyes off his. 

Her skin formed red patches where the wax landed and dribbled down as it cooled.  Joe tried dripping a little on the back of his hand, the pain was intense so he stopped.  Tina didn’t seem to mind.  To reassure himself he put a hand between her legs and rubbed her pussy, she was wet to the touch.  He shook his head, he would never understand the mindset of a masochist.  But then, she probably doesn’t understand the mindset of a sadist.

When the candle had burned down to a stub Joe blew it out, her breasts were covered in wax.  He didn’t like the look, so he picked up the thin crop.  “OK if I use this to remove the wax?”  Tina just nodded.    Shit, was there no limit to what she’d take to please him?  Joe picked up the crop and started to lash her breasts, aiming for the lumps of white candle wax, Tina never took her eyes from him.

When the brittle wax was virtually gone Joe put down the crop and used his hands to knock off what was left.  He returned to the cupboard and came back with ropes which he used to bind her arms to the D ring in her collar, then he picked her up and put her over his knee.  Tina expected him to spank her, instead he pulled out a wand and put it on her pussy, the vibrations in her most intimate area soon had her excited.  Joe held it there, loving the way she reacted against it, grinding.

Tina was panting, saliva dripping down and she started to speak, “Can I cum please Sir,” she said, or at least that was what Joe thought she said through the gag.  He ignored her, loving her pleading. 

“Ease Sir,” she said, her voice higher, “Ease may I cum? . . . . Sir . . . . please . . . .” she was moving now, trying to escape from the wand but Joe held her in place.  Eventually he put her out of her misery, she’d taken the pain well.

“You can cum,” he said and instantly her body quivered and started to spasm as she came hard across his knee.  Her entire body rose and fell as wave after wave of orgasm came over her.  Joe was grinning like a child, he’d never made a girl cum like that before.  And he loved how she’d asked for permission.  Joe couldn’t wait any longer.

He picked up the still orgasming woman and threw her face up on the bed, she looked at him and opened her legs, Joe was on top of her and rammed his cock into her soaking wet pussy.  Their eyes were locked on each other, he wanted to kiss her but the gag made that impossible.  He grunted as he rammed his cock in and out of her, reveling in how he’d hurt her and was hurting her still, his weight pinning her down, her red raw breasts pushing against him.

Tina squeezed her pussy muscles, making her hole as tight as she could, she wanted to be the best fuck he’d ever had, she ignored the pain in her jaw, her tits and ass.  Joe was grunting, she knew he was close and when he came she could feel his cock pulsing inside her, shooting his cum deep inside her pussy. 

Joe lay on top of her, then reached behind her head and removed the gag, then they kissed.  “You’re the best fuck of my life Tina.”

Tina smiled, “I’m very happy to hear so Sir.”  He lay on top of her as they kissed, then he pulled out and rolled off her, Tina rolled onto her side and snuggled up to him.

“Let’s get you untied,” said Joe.

“You can leave me tied if you want Sir.  Or leave me on the floor.”

Joe thought about it, but decided he’d rather have her untied and in bed with him, then he could play with her in the morning, if he wanted to.  Joe untied her and threw the rope to one side, then got out of the bed and went to the bathroom. 

When he returned Tina was kneeling on the bed, as he’d instructed her to earlier.  He smiled, so, so fucking submissive it was unreal.  Joe got into bed and told her to lie next to him.

“Would you like to sleep with your cock in my mouth Sir?”

Joe was half asleep when she said that, he just mumbled that it would be nice.  Tina kissed him, “Then I’ll stay awake all night with your cock in my mouth Sir.  Sleep well Sir.”  Joe lay there as she disappeared under the covers and took his cock into her mouth.  He could feel her breath on his groin and his cock pulsed again. 

Joe lay back and thought about his day, he’d fucked three girls, ridden a pony cart, indulged in his new found passion for sadism, eaten well.  Truly the best day of his life.  Joe drifted off into a deep sleep, dreaming about having Tina in his pony team.  He’d have to see if he could buy her.
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Joe woke in the night, he turned his head to the side and looked at the clock, almost three am.  He needed to piss.  He had always been a heavy sleeper, he was still on his back where he’d drifted off, his cock buried in the girl’s mouth.  She’d told him she’d hold him in her mouth all night, but he’d not believed her.  He moved slightly, then felt her hair on his chest as she moved with him.  Fuck, he thought, she’d actually doing it.  His cock twinged again as thought of her and felt her warm breath on his balls.

Joe put a hand down onto her head and took a handful of her hair and pulled her up.  His cock came out of her mouth as she moved, he pulled her up from under the covers and looked at her.  She looked confused, but didn’t speak.

“I need a piss,” said Joe, by way of an explanation.

“Don’t get out of bed Sir,” she replied in a soft whisper, “Use me.”

“What?”

“Use me Sir, piss in my mouth, stay safe and warm and use me as your urinal.”  She didn’t wait for him to reply, instead she just slid back under the covers and took his limp member into her mouth.  Joe was unsure, but eventually he let a little piss out and he listened intently as the girl didn’t react, she just swallowed, with his cock still in her mouth.  She was very well trained.

Joe repeated, this time he let a little more piss out and she swallowed again, the third time he just let a solid stream out, emptying his bladder straight into her mouth.  He expected her to gag, to pull back or to puke, but she did none of these things, just sucked his cock gently while swallowing all his piss.  Once his bladder was empty she sucked a little harder and started to move her head up and down, sucking him, starting a blowjob. 

Joe wanted to sleep, well, needed to sleep, he just put his hand onto her head and pushed her down, holding her in place.  She soon got the hint and put her head onto his stomach, just holding him and Joe drifted off back to sleep.

******

In the morning when he woke she was still at his side, head on his stomach, cock in her mouth.  This time Joe didn’t hesitate, he let a little piss out and that told her that her Master for the night was awake.  She sucked a little harder and then Joe released the full stream straight into her mouth, the girl swallowed it all.

This time when he was relieved and she started to blow him he allowed her to continue.  She worked his cock up and down until he was rock hard, then she pushed her head all the way down until his balls touched her lips, his cock deep in her throat, rendering her unable to breathe.  She held him like that, Joe lost in the moment until she was desperate for air, then she slowly pulled back and breathed deeply, the tip of his cock still in her mouth.

Up and down she repeated this until Joe took a hand full of her hair and started to control her, pushing her down, holding her in place and then pulling her up, repeating, up and down, forcing his cock into her throat.  Joe wanted to make her gag, to force her to puke on his cock but she was too well trained.

Joe pushed her down, then rolled them onto their sides and started to buck his hips, fucking her throat like he’d done with her ass the night before, pounding her, giving her little chance to breathe.  It didn’t take long before he cried out as he came, pumping hot cum into her throat.  He held her in place as he came, cock in her throat, his balls on her chin.  She worked her tongue on his shaft, licking it as he came.  Even when she started to struggle, desperate for air Joe held her in place for several seconds before finally releasing her.

She pulled back, his cock came out and she breathed deeply, Joe threw back the covers to allow her fresh air for the first time in hours, he looked at her, her hair was a mess, her makeup smeared but she was still looking good.  He looked at her tits and ass where he’d been slapping them the night before.  She smiled up at him as she gathered her breath.

“Good Morning Sir,” she said, smiling at him, “Is there anything else I can do for you?”

“Coffee?”

“My pleasure Sir.  How do you take it?” 

“Just black please.”

She rolled off the bed and stood up, Joe could see the red marks on her body from where he’d abused her in his drunken state the previous night.  He felt a bit guilty and his face flushed.  She looked down at her body, then at him, working out what worried him.

“It’s nothing to worry about Sir,” she said, “I told you I was yours for the night and you could do with me as you wished.  Now, let me get you your drink.  Would you like something to eat as well?”

“Erm please, yes, could I get a toasted bagel?”

“Of course Sir.”  She turned, then Joe had a thought.  She was walking awkwardly.

“Would you like to use the bathroom?”

“Thank you Sir,” she replied and changed direction, into the bathroom.  Joe couldn’t help it, he listened as she emptied her bladder into the pan.  When she came out she smiled at him, then left the room, as naked as the day she was born.  Joe got out of the bed and went to the French doors, he opened one and stepped out onto the balcony, he was naked but not bothered, he was pretty sure it would be private.

The heat hit him instantly and he sat down.  Tina was soon back, she put his coffee and bagel onto the table and knelt at his side, legs open wide, head down, hands on her thighs.  Joe sipped the coffee, hot, black and strong.  Perfect.  He bit into the bagel, just a plain one with some butter on it.  Just what he needed.  Joe looked down into the yard below him, there was a sound as a girl in riding gear was preparing a team of ponies for their day in harness.

“How long have you worked on the Island Tina?” Joe asked.

“I’ve been here about 15 years Sir,” she replied, not moving from her position.  Joe moved his head, she must have been older than he thought.

“How much longer are you going to be here for?”

She hesitated before replying.  When she did, she sounded nervous, unsure.  “I don’t understand the question Sir.”

Joe thought it was pretty self-explanatory.  “I mean, how long is your contract – when will you return to normal life?”

She didn’t speak for a long time, Joe was about to prompt her when she finally spoke.

“Sir, I, like virtually all the girls on this Island are not here through choice.  I was kidnapped and brought here 15 years ago and since then I’ve been a slave on the Island.”

Joe paused, then put the bagel down, his hand shaking.  If he’d been holding his coffee he would have split it all over himself.

“Don’t tell me you didn’t know,” she added.  Joe was shaking, thinking.  Oh fuck, he thought.  Deep down he realized he knew, he’d always known but to hear her say it so matter of fact.  This time it was him struggling for words, when he did speak he realized he was waffling.

“How . . . how can you put up with it?” he asked, he looked at her face, then down at her tits, the red strips fading but the bruises starting to form.  His mouth went dry and he felt guilty.  Jesus, I beat her last night, I used whips, clamps, things I don’t even know the name of on this girl.

“I’m sorry,” he said, lamely.

“For what Sir?” she asked.

“For, for how I hurt you last night.  Oh Jesus, and for using you as a toilet, Christ I’m sorry.”  All the color had drained from his face.

“Don’t be,” she said, softly, forgetting to address him as Sir.  There was a noise outside in the yard, they both look out, a team of four ponies was being led into the yard, they watched in silence as a large man climbed into his sulky and took the whip, then lashed the backs of the ponies and they started to high step.

“It could be worse Sir.”  They both watched in silence as the team high stepped out of the yard and into the forest.  Joe turned from the scene in front of him and looked at Tina.  She didn’t take her gaze away from the pony yard.

“I spent six years as a pony Sir, six years being whipped and run hard, for hours a day, never being allowed to speak, no pleasure, just an animal for men’s entertainment.  Then when I was I think 21 I was taken out of harness and brought inside as a pleasure slave, it’s a much better life than being a pony.  I’m not sure I could go back to that life.”  Her voice faded away as a second pony team started to run, the man whipping them hard.  Joe knew there was no point, they’d be running as hard as they could but the man was using the whip liberally.  Because he could.

“What will happen to you?”

“What do you mean Sir?”

Joe thought, “As I see it, girls get older and can’t run, or the pleasure slaves will be replaced by younger girls.  What will happen to you?”

Tina swallowed, a small tear escaped her eye.

“I suspect that soon I’ll have to go back into harness Sir, I’ll be kept as a pony until I can’t run hard anymore, maybe until I’m 40 or so, then I’ll be transferred, maybe to the kitchens, housekeeping, or a maintenance team.  That’s going to be my life I suspect Sir.”  She looked at Joe.

“You can’t allow emotion to cloud your judgement Sir.  I can see it in your eyes that last night, yesterday was one of the best days of your life, you said so as well.”

Joe thought for a moment, getting angry.  “I can expose this island for what it is.”

“You can’t Sir, that will be explained you by the membership committee.  And, if you don’t mind me saying, you won’t.  You’ll change your mind and become like all the other men on the Island.”  Joe thought about it, how could they stop him?  He stood up.

“Can I request something please Sir?”

Joe paused and looked at her.

“Actually two things please Sir.”  She sounded desperate.

“Please don’t tell anyone I told you about the arrangements on the Island.  Please.”  She was desperate.  Joe nodded.

“What’s the second thing?”

“You’ll be asked to review me Sir.  Please give me 5*, I want to remain a pleasure slave for as long as possible.  PLEASE.”  The last word was a desperate utterance from her. 

“I’ll give you 5*, don’t worry.”  Tina smiled as she breathed out.  She was genuinely happy.

“Thank you Sir.”

Joe went back into the room and dressed, he checked the time, just over an hour until his golf date.  He’d have to be careful. 
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Joe walked out into the morning heat, having left a 5* review of Tina.  He felt off doing that, but it had to be done.  The sun was already high and beating down.  He walked slowly across the yard to the barn where, as he expected, a woman came out from the barn.  She smiled at him and then something struck Joe, she was the second female he’s seen on the Island that wasn’t wearing a collar.  He pondered this as she came over.

“Good morning,” she said, beaming, “I’ve got a team ready for you.”  She was dressed all in white with a black belt and long black knee length boots.  She had long, dark hair and was striking.  Joe couldn’t help asking, he wanted to know why she wasn’t collared and why she didn’t address him as Sir.  He decided to ask.

“Not calling me Sir?”

She paused before answering him, “I’m not a slave, I work here.  I’m a trainer.”  Joe processed the information.  As if to emphasize her status she lifted a finger to her neck.  “No collar.”  Joe nodded, still unsure.  He guessed, correctly, that a collar meant a girl was a slave.  “Would you like to see inside the stable?”  Joe nodded.

The girl turned and walked away, the doors were open wide and she walked in, Joe just behind her.  As he walked in he removed his shades and looked around, inside were dozens of stalls, about half of them were empty, in the rest were four girls of varying ages and sizes.

“This is where we keep the prepared teams,” the girl explained to him.  Joe paused at one, inside it were four red headed girls, each one dressed identically, all about 25 years old, all within an inch of each other in height.  They could have been four identical sisters they were so close.

“Great team aren’t they?” the girl said over his shoulder.  She lifted the bar across the entrance to the stall and stepped inside, she ran a hand over one of the girls breasts and squeezed her nipples.  “They cost a pretty penny.”  As yesterday the girls barely reacted, their mouths were gagged and they just looked ahead, accepting their fates.

“Do I get them?” asked Joe.  He felt as if he had a part to play and despite his personal feelings he should act as if he was still happy to be there.  Which, in truth, he was.  He was just struggling to accept the reality of life on the Island.  The conflict between what you knew was wrong and what you wanted happened in all the new members.

“No, this is a private team.  Should you become a member you’ll be able to buy your own team.”  Joe was curious.

“Will I be able to afford my own team?”  The girl stopped stroking the pony’s exposed breast and looked at him.

“You wouldn’t have been invited here if you couldn’t afford a team.  She started to stroke the girl’s hair.  “A team like this is very expensive, we don’t get that many redheads on the Island.”  Joe was wondering what expensive meant.  “They probably cost two or three million.  For the team.”  Joe relaxed, the his face flushed, shit, he was thinking about buying slaves.  He felt ashamed.

The trainer picked up on his emotions.  “If you want to be a member you’ve got to accept the reality of the life.  I saw you yesterday, you were loving it as you raced and whipped your team.”  Joe blushed some more, she was right. 

“Ultimately you’ll have to make a choice.  Live out your fantasies and trade in human flesh, or go back to your life on the mainland.  Only you can decide.” 

Joe stared into the eyes of one of the redheads, she was stunningly beautiful, about 5’ 6”, B or C cup breasts, flat, muscled stomach, a tiny growth of red pubic hair, presumably to show that she was a real redhead and solid, muscular legs.

The bodies of the ponies glowed, they were clean and lightly tanned, their bodies were hairless.  They had light make up on their faces, highlighting their eyes.  They jaws were, of course, forced wide open by the bit gags in their mouths.  Unlike his team last night, which had been covered in sweat and dust these animals were clean and immaculate.

But it was her eyes that took his attention, they were dead.  There was no life in them, she’d just become an animal to be controlled and used by her owner.  Joe was utterly conflicted, he wanted a team just like this – well blonde was his thing but, other than that, exactly like this.  But could he trade in human flesh?  He had to decide.

“Shall I get your team for you?”

“Please,” he replied, not taking his eyes off the team in front of him.  As the trainer walked away Joe stepped into the stall to study the girls close up.  Everything about them had been done to make them look the same, identical make up, the same shade of red hair, green eyes.  They had perfect white teeth, the bit gags forcing their mouths open.  Joe watched carefully as saliva escaped the girl’s mouth and ran down her chin, falling to the floor below her legs.  Joe was horrified with himself, he knew he couldn’t give this up.  His cock was rock hard just looking at the girls.

He resisted the urge to touch one of the girls, he remembered that this was forbidden for him.  He stepped backwards to admire the girls, they were incredible.  Joe heard hooves on the barn floor and he turned round, there was a team waiting for him.

Whereas the girls in the stall were identical, he had a real mis match.  There was one black girl, she had hate in her young eyes.  The other three girls were older, maybe around 30.  Different heights, different colored hair, varying breast sizes.

“Your team has been drawn from the general population, you just get what’s available on the day.  They are a good team though, good legs.”  The trainer stroked the black girl and Joe swore he could see tears forming in her eyes at the humiliation of the situation.  She passed the reins to Joe, “Can you lead them into the yard and I’ll get your buggy for you.” 

Joe took the reins and tugged, he was pleased that they each lifted their right leg in unison and started to high step, the steel on their boots making an incredible sound as they clapped the stone floor.  Joe felt, despite his guilt, as if he could never tire of that sound.  He walked out, pulling his team with him.

The trainer joined him shortly, she was pulling a buggy.  She put it in position and took the reins from Joe, walking the girls backwards and into place, then she lifted the buggy arms and the ponies took the handles into their hands.  Joe watched as she cuffed one of each of the girls wrists to the arms, then bound their free arm behind their backs. 

“Look at this one,” she said, running her hand over the youngest pony’s stomach, “Look into her eyes.  Look at the hate she has for me, for you, for this island, for her life.”  Joe looked, he could see it.  “But she’ll take the abuse.”  To emphasise the point the trainer cupped one of her breasts, then squeezed the nipple hard.

The black girl couldn’t help it, she tried to pull back, she made a sound of protest but not a word.  The trainer squeezed harder, crushing the nipple.  The girl must have been in agony.  The trainer didn’t release her grip, she just looked at Joe.

“Want to try?”

Joe figured he didn’t have a choice, he moved to stand next to the trainer, directly in front of the young pony.  Joe put a hand on her free breast and squeezed, just as the blonde trainer had done, then her took her nipple between his thumb and forefinger and crushed it.  His grip was much stronger than the girl’s and as he stared into eyes he could see the hate she had for him.  Tears started to form in her eyes, but he still didn’t let go.  When the blonde released her grip he did likewise.

“Try one of the older ponies,” she told him.  Joe side stepped and met the older woman’s gaze.  She knew what was coming, whereas the black girl had taken a breath and held it, she just continued to breathe.  Joe took both her breasts in his hands, caressing and cupping them before he took her nipples between his thumbs and fingers.  He stared into her eyes, expecting to see anticipation or fear, but there was no reaction.

Joe squeezed as hard as he could, there was the barest of reactions as she took a sharp intake of breath, even as he twisted them and sunk a nail in she barely registered the pain, she just stared straight ahead.  When he released his grip her breasts sank, only then did Joe realize he’d lifted them up and she’d been carrying the entire weight of her breasts on her nipples, in addition to the pain from crushing her most sensitive buds.

“As you can see, she’s been very well trained,” the blonde said, then she looked into the young pony’s eyes, tears still dripping down her cheeks.  The trainer smiled and chose to dominate the girl even more.  “It won’t be long until you don’t react, when all hope is gone and you accept that this is your life.  From now, until the day you die.”  Joe thought about Tina as she spoke, he could now see, really see why Tina accepted, even welcomed the life she had.  His beating of her last night was nothing compared to the life of a pony.

“You enjoyed hurting the ponies, didn’t you?”  Joe turned to face the trainer as she spoke, she looked down at his pants and Joe was suddenly aware of the visibility of the bulge there.  “I certainly do,” she added, looking wistfully.  Joe nodded, she was right.  It was fun.

“Some men like their ponies to be completely domesticated, others like the thrill of breaking them in properly.  I think you’ll be in the latter category,” she added.  Joe laughed.

“I think you’re correct,” he said and they both laughed again.

“Assuming you become a full member you’ll get to bid at the quarterly auctions and you’ll be able to buy whatever ponies you want.  Then they’ll be your personal property.  When you come to the Island I, or one of the other trainers, will have you team waiting for you.”

“I can’t wait.”

“I bet you can’t.  Let’s get you ready.”  She checked her watch, “You’re playing golf at 10, aren’t you?”

Jesus, does everyone know everything?  Joe thought. 

“That’s right,” he said, checking his watch.

“If you want to go for a run first you’d better set off.”

Joe stepped to the side and moved towards the seat, the ponies bent down, lowering the arms to the ground and Joe stepped over the arms and took his seat.  As he sat down the girls stood up and lifted the buggy, the trainer handed Joe a long whip and he took it nervously.  Sure, yesterday he’d whipped the team but this . . . this was different.  Yesterday he’d assumed they were being paid, now he knew they were being forced.

As one the girls raised their right legs and paused.  “Over to you now, have fun.  Your room has been packed and you’ll need to be at the airstrip by three.  Someone will take your team from you there.”

“Thanks,” Joe said.  He wanted to ask her name, but it was a little late for that.  She walked away, Joe wanted the girls to move, then he remembered, they’d stay standing until he ordered them to move.  Ordered and whipped them.  Joe raised the whip and lashed it across the girls backs, they strained a little and then he shouted ‘Walk On’.  As one they put their right legs down onto the ground, the steel in their boots clomping on the stone and the buggy started to move. 

Joe made them high step for a couple of hundred feet until he was well away from the complex, then he lashed them again twice and ordered them to run and they did.  The ponies were even grateful to be running, it was so much easier than high stepping.  They’d heard that Joe was playing golf, but at the first intersection he directed them to the left, away from the course. 

Joe smiled, if he pushed them hard he could get a seven mile run in and still be at the course with 15 minutes before tee time.  He didn’t feel guilty any more.

Well, not very guilty anyway.
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When he arrived at the course Joe checked his Rolex, 12 minutes before 10, he worked his team hard, running them out to the bar at the west of the Island, Joe had ignored the attractions of the bar, he wasn’t hungry or thirsty anyway and just skirted the edge, running his team up the hill.  He’d had to use the whip liberally on this hill to keep the team motivated, even so he was annoyed with the time.  Joe hated being late.  He’d decided to be at the course with 15 minutes to spare, 12 minutes to spare was, in his mind, three minutes late.

Joe brought the team to a high step for the last 50 feet, as he’d expected a woman made her way towards him and he threw her the reins.  She looked at the ponies, the team were covered in sweat and dust, their chests were heaving, they were desperately blinking to try to get the sweat from their eyes, to no avail.  She was experienced, she’d spent 25 years in harness and could tell, without even looking at their heavily whipped backs that they’d been run hard.

“Would you like me to attend to you team Sir?” she asked.

Joe shook his head.  “No, hobble them all.  No water.”

The woman didn’t react, she just nodded.  Joe didn’t feel he was being particularly sadistic, he just wanted to show the ponies that he meant business.  The ponies bent down and lowered the arms to allow Joe out.  The older woman spoke to him again.

“Did the team disappoint you Sir?”

“Yes.”  There was no point dressing it up.  “They were slow and lazy.”  Joe was staring into the youngest girl’s eyes as he said this, he loved her reaction, the anger and hatred of him for what was, he knew, a blatantly unfair assessment.  It was early in the morning but the sun was high, the humidity close to 100% and the temperature was pushing 100.  There wasn’t even any breeze.  Joe smiled at the girl, it just made it worse for her.

She wanted to lash out, to kick Joe or hit him.  She wanted to be sick, to fall to floor and breathe, but she’d been on the Island long enough to know what would happen to her.  Five seconds of satisfaction followed by hours of pain and suffering.  And not just for her, the rest of the team would suffer along with her.  One for all and all for one. 

Joe looked at the three older girls, they were just concentrating on forcing air into their lungs.  His words had had no effect on them, it was just another injustice in their lives.  Joe smirked, he was a man that loved power and control.  Forcing the girls to run, holding the power over their lives, that was real power.  As if reading his mind, the older woman spoke again.

“Would you like me to punish them for their lack of effort Sir?”

Joe thought for a moment, “What would you suggest?”

“I could put them in a hot box, whip them, whatever you think would be suitable Sir.”

Joe never took his eyes from the girls, he wasn’t sure what a hot box was, but it sounded unpleasant.  The black girl reacted at the words, she clearly had experienced it before and had no desire to experience it again.  Joe thought back to last night, Tina had said that the nipple clamps were excruciatingly painful.

“How about nipple clamps?”

“I can do that Sir, perhaps even better would be some small nipple weights, say a couple of ounces.  I can swap them from nipple to nipple every 10 minutes or so, taking them off hurts the girls more than putting them on.”  Her voice trailed off as she spoke, clearly she was going to do this because it was expected of her.  She took no pleasure in suggesting hurting the girls. 

“Cool, sounds good.”  Joe stepped back and looked up and down the line, all conflict had gone from him now.  He wanted this.  “Enjoy your morning girls,” he added as he turned and walked into the club house.

Once inside he was fitted with golf shoes – he made a mental note to bring a spare pair of his own next time he came and leave them there, and bring a set of golf clubs.  He met the senator inside the changing rooms and they were on the tee at the appointed time.

“I hope you don’t mind, but I’ve got these two girls to carry the bags.  They are both great players, ask their advice if you want.  If you don’t mind I’ll have the brunette to carry my bag.  You take the blonde.”

“Not at all,” replied Joe.

They both warmed up, given that Joe was leaving that day they opted for the short nine hole course.  The first hole was a straight par four, Joe’s caddy, dressed in a crop top and micro skirt suggested a five wood to ensure he fell short of the bunkers at 250 yards.  The senator conceded the first honor and Joe teed off, not over hitting and he landed in the middle of the fairway.  He didn’t look, just held the club and the girl took it from him.

Kohlsen was more ambitious, despite his age he hit much further than Joe and landed slightly to the left, but beyond the sand traps.  As they started to walk he spoke.

“How was your night Joe?  Tina was selected especially for you, we figured she was your kind of girl.”

Joe smiled, thinking of Tina, “She was incredible, everything a man could want and more.”

“And I gather you’ve learned the secret of the Island?”

Joe knew what he was talking about without asking, knew that he was referring to the obvious abuse of the girls on the Island.  He thought before speaking.

“I won’t lie,” Joe replied, “When I found out this morning I was horrified.  Horrified about what I’d done to Tina, to the girls that I whipped yesterday, to the girl on the plane that I  . . . let’s face it, raped.”  His voice tailed off as he spoke.

“I told you yesterday you had to be a hypocrite, and I meant it.”

“I know, it was just the scale I guess.  But this morning, when I got into the cart and ran the team hard, I, I wanted it.  The power that I had over them was just unreal.”

The senator laughed, thinking of his own experience when the truth had been revealed to him.  He’d not even blinked when he’d been told.  He just didn’t care.  A little conscience was good though.  Too much was a problem, but then since the days of the internet not too many mistakes were made with new members.  His misgivings had long since evaporated.

“How would you feel though if your daughter was brought here or your wife or girlfriend.”

“I don’t have any children.”

The senator laughed again, “See what I mean though, every girl on this Island is someone’s child and you can abuse them.”

Joe nodded, he understood the point.  They fell silent as they approached Joe’s ball.  The caddy handed him a six iron and he took the shot, falling five yards short of the green.  As he handed the club back the girl took it from him and then she spoke.

“I’m sorry Sir, I thought that was the right club.  Feel free to punish me in any way you feel appropriate for my failure.”  Joe stared at her, then at his golfing partner.

“She means it,” said Kohlsen, “She gave you the wrong club.” 

Joe hesitated, then pulled the club back from her.  “Turn round and bend over,” he ordered.  The girl shivered, then did as commanded.  “Raise your skirt.”  She put her hands on the hem of her skirt and lifted it.

Joe was pleased to see her ass was exposed, she wasn’t wearing underwear.  Joe spun the club round and stuck her hard with the club handle.  She cried out in pain, but didn’t object.  When Joe didn’t hit her again she lowered her skirt and straightened up, then took the club from him.

“Thank you Sir,” she said.  Joe could see a small tear in the corner of her eye.  He wanted to fuck her there and then, but didn’t think it would be allowed.  They started to walk again.

“How many girls are there on the Island?” asked Joe.  The Senator considered the question.

“I think there are about 5,000 ponies and a similar number of retired animals.  About half of them are in private ownership, the rest communal.  Some men like a specific team, others a variety.  We hold auctions three times a year and people buy and sell the ponies.”

A thrill went through Joe as he heard that.  You could buy and sell people, Christ that was power.  Real power.  The Senator continued talking.

“When I was younger I owned teams of girls, usually I’d buy a new pony ever couple of years and sell one on, I liked variety.  Most men like to buy when they first are admitted, the sheer thrill of owning another person I guess.”  He stopped talking and held a hand behind him and the female caddy handed him the nine iron.  His shot was wayward, but it had the right length, landing to the right of the green. 

“Ah shit,” he said, handing the club back and they started to walk again.  The older man talked and Joe listened.

“There’s a staff of about 100 on the Island as well, all paid and they are here all year round to control the slaves.  The new girls get trained, broken in so that they learn about their lives.  Pay’s shit, but they’re all sadists and honestly I think some of them would actually pay to work here.  What’s your team like this morning?”

“Erm, one younger girl, about 19 I guess and three of about 30.”

“And is the young one still full of fire?”  Joe nodded.

“And the older ones broken and just accepting their fate?”  Joe nodded again. 

“They all break in the end, that’s really the fun part.” He smiled whistly fully, clearly remembering breaking in a team of his own.

They discussed the economics of the Island, how the girl’s lives changed as they got older and were of less use, the lucky ones that played golf or served as sex slaves.  As the game progressed Joe started to warm to the Senator, even liked him.  They stayed off politics, which was for the best.
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Joe won the golf six holes to three, Kohlsen was more powerful, but occasionally inaccurate.  The bag carriers’ advice was invaluable, she clearly knew the course inside and out.  They ate lunch in the club house, another excellent meal of fish, Joe was starting to realize that he didn’t much care for it in the past as it wasn’t fresh enough or over cooked.  But here, just out of the deep blue Caribbean Sea it was different, he asked the waitress to complement the chef.

As they wandered into the yard two teams of ponies were waiting for them, the older handler standing between them with a set of reins in each hand.

“Would you like to inspect my team?” asked Kohlsen.

“Sure,” replied Joe as they walked over to them.  The four girls in his team stood motionless as the men inspected the girls, in the same way that they’d inspect a horse or a dog.  The first thing that struck Joe was that they were color coordinated, every girl wore an outfit that matched her hair color.

The first girl in the team was a redhead, maybe 25 years old.  She wore a red headdress made of leather, red ears over her own ears, a red bit gag, red leather over her body and red knee length boots.  She looked amazing.  She had small breasts with pierced nipples and little bells hanging down from them.  Joe took one in his hand and pulled on it, it made a pleasant clang as metal moved.

“I love hearing them when she runs,” said Kohlsen, “I recommend it highly.  Slap her tit hard if you want to hear her.” 

Joe stared at the girl’s eyes, like the older ones on his team they were dead.  He raised a hand, he still expected her to flinch but she stood entirely motionless as he brought his hand down hard on her exposed flesh.  The sound of the slap reverberated around the yard, bouncing back off the club house as the bell jangled.

“Great isn’t it?”  Joe just nodded.  It truly was great.  The next girl in the line was a blonde, a little younger with spit dribbling down her chin through the gag.  Like the redhead all of her clothes, what few there were, matched her light yellow hair.  Her long hair was swept up into a high ponytail.  The old man clearly liked variety in his team.  This girl had large, full breasts but her nipples weren’t pierced.  Instead the senator reached into a pocket and pulled out two clip on bells, he put one onto one of her nipples and she winced in pain.  Joe watched as he then tightened up the bell by twisting a small screw on it, forcing her nipple into a crushed bud.

“Well, I wouldn’t want to lose any more of these,” he said, then he handed the second one to Joe.  “Like to put it on for me?”

“Sure,” said Joe, taking the clamp from his friend.  Joe stared into her dead eyes and pulled on her nipple, despite the heat it instantly became erect and Joe opened the clamp, then put it over her nipple and closed it slowly, maximizing her pain and suffering.  He smiled as he twisted the clamp shut, enjoying her obvious discomfort.

The third girl was a dark haired, almost black and her outfit matched, as with the redhead she had pierced nipples with little bells hanging from them.  Joe didn’t ask this time, he just raised both his hands and brought them down as hard as he could into her pale white breasts, her flesh moved and she cried out, the bells making their wonderful sound.

“I think you’re going to fit right into Island life Joe.”

Joe nodded, he was sure he was.  The last girl intrigued him, she wore a bright blue leather outfit with obviously dyed hair to match.

“What can I say?  I like variety.”  The both laughed and took it in turns to slap her firm young tits.

“Nice team,” said Joe, trying to look like he knew what he was talking about.

“I don’t own them, I just put in my request.  I don’t own girls any more, just like a bit of variety.  Shall we look at your team?”  He didn’t wait for a response, just crossed to Joe’s girls.

“They look like they are in need of a drink,” said the Senator, running a finger over the youngest girl’s cracked and parched lips.  “Didn’t you ask for them to be fed and watered?”

Joe felt guilty, like he’d blotted his copybook.  “No, they ran too slowly and I was almost late, so I asked for them to be punished without water and all of them to be hobbled.  Oh, and the nipple clamps, I asked for them to be moved every five minutes or so.”  Joe looked nervously at the old man, he was really worried that he’d seriously fucked up.  He relaxed a little when he looked at his representative.

“Discipline is important,” said Kohlsen, “But you also have to factor in the girl’s health.  A healthy pony will run further and faster, you’re in serious danger of killing these animals.  If you ran five miles in this heat wouldn’t you need a drink?”  Joe nodded, of course he would.

“But by the same token they need to fear you, many new members are afraid of discipling the animals.  Then they get to know which members are soft and they can take it easy.  I don’t think we’ll have that problem with you, will we?”

Joe shook his head, “No you won’t.”

“So my advice would be to give them a drink – see my team, how they’ve all got spit dribbling down their chins?  That’s a healthy, well-watered animal.  If one of your team passes out or dies that will be the end of your time here.”

Joe could take a hint, he looked at the handler and nodded, she instantly let go to the reins and walked away, presumably to get water.

“Don’t worry Joe, I’ll report that you understand the need for discipline, but you need to learn.”  Kohlsen lifted a hand and put it on the weight hanging from the black girl’s nipple and pulled it in his hand, he raised it up, lifting her breast and pulled slowly and slowly as it inched off, maximizing the pain that she suffered. 

Joe looked back and forth between pony and Master as he did this, one hating the other, hating her life, hating everything about her existence.  The other loving the power, the control, hurting the girl and making her suffer for his pleasure.  He even smiled.  She cried out as best she could when it came off.

“I’ll leave the rest to you Joe,” he said.  Kohlsen slapped Joe on the back and picked up the reins for his team, they bent down as one and the old man stepped into his buggy and sat down.  Gracefully his team stood up and each pony raised her right leg, angling her foot down as they’d been trained. 

Kohlsen picked the long whip out of the holder and lashed it across his team’s back.  “Walk on,” he said.  The ponies put their right hooves down, the steel in their boots slamming into the stone yard and their breasts bouncing, nipple bells ringing.  I could listen to that sound all day, thought Joe.  He watched as the team high stepped out of the yard and onto a trail, then as they they were whipped into a run.  Kohlsen waved over his shoulder at Joe, not bothering to look back at him.

The handler arrived with the water, she was carrying a huge bottle, it must have carried a couple of gallons.  Joe watched interestedly as she started with the first girl in the line, she unhooked the bit gag and pulled it out of her mouth, the girl then tilted her head back and the handler poured water into her mouth and she drank, water spilled over her head and body, washing the sweat and dust off where it made contact with her skin.

The handler let her have a pint or so, then she moved onto the second girl and repeated the action.  She worked her way down the line, giving each girl a pint or so, then she looked at Joe.

“Should I give them more water Sir?”  Joe nodded, he figured she’d brough out as much as they probably needed.

“Give them as much as you think they need.”

“Yes Sir.”  It took her ten minutes but eventually the container was empty, then she re-gagged the first pony, paused and looked at Joe.

“Would you like to do this Sir?”

Joe answered straight away, “Fuck yes.”  He stood in front of the second girl and put a hand on her face, instantly she opened her mouth wide.  The gag was hanging down at one side of her face, Joe lifted it up and put it into her mouth.  It had a hook at the end and he slid it into place, it forced her mouth open wide open. 

“There are three settings Sir,” the handler told him, “That’s on the middle setting.  There’s a strap on the back of her head, you can slide it in to force her mouth open wider, or looser to make it easier for them, or for the new ponies when they start training.  Joe nodded.  He pulled the weight off her nipple, keeping his eyes on hers as she winced in pain as it came off.  Joe repeated the process on the remaining girls, before he was happy.

Joe then checked his watch, he had about 90 minutes before his flight so he moved next to the buggy, the girls bent down and he got in, then they stood up onto one leg and waited to be whipped.  As soon as he did they moved off, Joe directed his team back to the West of the Island, he intended to run them hard, out to the bar, up the steep slope then down the South coast, along the shoreline to the runway.  10 miles or so, 90 minutes.  They’d better fucking do it.

Or else.
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Joe loved that long run, it stayed with him for the rest of his life.  Yesterday he’d been finding his way, this morning he was in two minds about the entire situation based on knowing that the girls were being forced against their will.  Now he was at ease with the situation.  He ran the girls hard, making liberal use of the whip, especially at the long slow rise up the cliffs to the bar.  As they approached he could imagine that the girls were thinking about a rest, as they came close they slowed which forced him to use the whip.  They’d learn, and learn quickly that he was not a gentle Master.  He was one to be feared.

He ran them south, then east along the shore front.  He checked his Rolex multiple times, estimating the speed of the team via the mileposts and the time, he thought that they were averaging about 7 miles an hour.  Joe was pleased with that, he should make the airstrip with 10 minutes to spare.  When he got there he could see that the jet was waiting at the far end of the runway, he whipped the girls repeatedly to get the maximum speed from his animals.

As he went down the runway he became aware of another team just behind him, they were gaining slowly on him.  Joe smiled, a race over a mile and half.  He didn’t have a plan, or experience, he just lashed the girls harder and harder.  It didn’t matter what he did, the other team were gaining on them.

With a hundred yards to go the other team levelled with him, there was nothing Joe could do as they went past him and beat him by few seconds.  At the boarding ladder a dozen men were waiting, watching the race.  They cheered the combatants as they approached and swept past them, one even waved his arm down like a checkered flag as they swept past.  Joe brought his team to a high step and turned them and walked them back to the gathered crowd.

When they came to a halt they bent down and Joe dismounted.  His first instinct was to whip the girls for their failure, but he realized it might not be fair, who knew how far the other team had run.  His studied his girls, their hearts must have been pounding, their bodies were drenched in sweat, their breasts lifted and fell as they forced oxygen into their exhausted bodies.  There was no way he couldn’t continue with this life. 

The other racer walked over to him, Joe recognized him instantly, CEO of a fortune 500 company, what was it called?  End-trust, that was it.  He thrust out his hand, “Good race Joe.  I thought you had me, just too much of a head start.  But alas for you!”  The man was holding the reins of his team, he patted the head of the nearest girl to show his appreciation of how well they’d done.

“I started from the hotel, I guess your team has come further?”

“About 10 miles.”

“Ah, you never had a chance my friend, never had a chance.”  They both laughed, Joe didn’t like to lose but he knew the truth of the words.  A woman appeared and Joe handed the reins to her, he nodded to her and she lead his team away.  Joe looked around, there were a couple of men from his flight out, his bag was at the side of the plane.  They made small talk for a few minutes, before a hostess appeared and announced that they were ready to board.

Joe got on the plane, he was about to sit down when the hostess told him where he should sit.  He found himself in a group of four seats with three men he didn’t know.  They introduced themselves and one man ordered a bottle of wine and four glasses, they drank during takeoff.  Once airborne one spoke to him.

“How was your day then Joe?”

“Fucking amazing,” he replied, “It was everything I imagined and a whole lot more.  I, I never knew anything like this could really exist.”

“So, do you want to join us?”

“Oh God yes, like you wouldn’t believe.”  The three men with him laughed.

“OK, so what happens now is your request for membership goes before the committee.  I’m not sure when they meet next, but it’s usually four times a year.  They will consider your application and then you’ll be approached without warning and you’ll be told of their decision.”  Joe swallowed, then nodded.

“If they say no, that’s it.  Just so you’re aware, you’ve been filmed on the Island, whipping women, raping them beating them.  Documents have been forged – good ones that show your involvement here has been going on for 10 years.  Don’t talk, listen.”  Joe had opened his mouth to protest.  The man continued talking.

“We do it to everyone who comes here – happened to me.  Some men change their minds, decline the invitation, are refused membership and they get bitter and threaten to sell us out.  Do that and you’ll go down for 30 years, plea bargaining or not.  It’s the only way we can keep the retreat safe.”  Joe nodded, he was horrified at what he’d just heard but he had to make the best of it.

“Don’t worry,” said another man, “It’s the same for us all.  There has to be insurance.”

“If you’re accepted,” said the first man, “You’ll be expected to pay your million within a month.  I take it that won’t be an issue?”  Joe shook his head.  “You wouldn’t have been asked if it was.  Then you’ll be an associate for a year, then you can become a full member with voting rights.  And purchasing rights.”  He smiled as he said that.  Joe nodded again.

“Will I be able to visit whenever I want as an associate?”  They all nodded.

“I think that covers everything, now if you’ll excuse me,” he said standing up, “Today’s hostess is one of my favorites.”  With that he walked into the back of the plane.  Joe sat back to think.  After half of the flight had made their way into the back, Joe thought what the fuck?  He stood up and walked backwards.  Yesterday – shit, was it only yesterday? – he’d been nervous.  This time when he walked in on the girl he just picked up a riding crop.  She looked at him, at the crop and smiled.

“Please use me as you wish Sir.”

“Oh, I will,” he said as he lifted the crop.
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It had been almost two months since his return home from the Island.  Since then Joe had woken every morning, expecting a call to say his membership had been approved.  He’d met several men he knew were members of the Island, but he continued to apply the rules of fight club.

His life at home had changed completely.  Penny was still hot and sexy, but she wasn’t what he wanted.  He’d suggested some light bondage, she’d agreed, but when he asked about spanking or whipping her she’d recoiled at the idea.  He didn’t dare suggest what he really wanted.

Every day was the same, he’d wake up, they’d talk, maybe fuck or she’d blow him, badly.  Even when she was sucking his cock he was thinking of Tina on the Island.  Tina who would take his full length into her throat, Tina who would allow him to beat her, Tina that would willingly suck him all night long and allow him to use her as a toilet.  Then there was Penny who would suck under protest, pull away when he came, lucky to get three inches into her mouth.  Tina vs. Penny, no contest really.

One morning Joe woke and got dressed, he left Penny sleeping in the large bed.  Joe switched on the TV, a force of habit and halfheartedly watched as Senator Kohlsen droned on.  Joe raised his coffee to his friend.  His friend he couldn’t talk to.

Before he’d been to the Island Joe’s life had been dull – he lived the life that most people aspire to, the house, the cars, the holidays, the stunning girlfriend but it was dull.  Now he’d seen what life could hold and dull was no longer acceptable.

In the first week back Joe had expected the call every minute of every day, then longed for it every hour, then daily.  Two months later he’d almost given up hope and was convinced he’d fucked up somehow.  Maybe he’d run the ponies too hard, maybe he’d beaten Tina too strongly, a thousand things went through his head that he could have done differently or better.

That morning he waited until Penny got up, she kissed him on the cheek before going for her morning run.  Penny wasn’t stupid, she’d seen the change in Joe but didn’t know what it was.  She didn’t love him, and likewise he didn’t love her.  They both knew why they were in a relationship, he wanted a hot young thing and she wanted his money.  And it had worked, until recently.

“Are you golfing today?” she asked.  Joe just nodded, what else was there to do?

“Shall we go into town for dinner?” she asked.  Joe nodded again.  He’d leave to her to book somewhere.  No doubt she’d be going for a run after he left.  She did keep herself in trim.  When she left Joe went to the garage and loaded his clubs into the Telsa, with the seats down they went in easily.  He drove to the club, he wasn’t booked but the starter would arrange a partner for him.  He changed and didn’t have to wait for long.

The two men shook hands on the Tee, there was no one in front of them.  For months when he’d had a new partner he’d dreamed that this was the invite.  Now hope had almost died.

“Joe,” said Joe as they shook.

“Zack,” said the first man.

“Antonio, call me Tony,” said the second.  They made small talk as they played, when they got to the seventh tee Joe put his ball down and picked up his driver.  It was a long par five, the tee was isolated and raised high.  Joe’s playing partners looked around.

“Give me your phone Joe,” said Zack.  Joe looked at him, quizzically.

“You know why,” added Tony.  Joe felt a surge inside him, this was what he was waiting for.  He was sure of it.  Joe took out his phone and switched it off, before he handed it to Zack who slipped in into a metal box.  He looked at Joe.

“We don’t take chances.”

The other man looked at Joe and told him to raise his arms, before patting him down, looking for a wire.  Then they walked away from the clubs, when they were safely out of range Zack looked at Joe.

“Either you’re being attacked or you know why we’re here.”

“I’m hoping it’s option two,” replied Joe.  The two men smiled at each other.

“Then it’s your lucky day.  The membership committee met last week and your membership has been approved.  You’re on an initial temporary membership, no voting rights and no rights to visit associate clubs.”

“Wow,” replied Joe.

“You had the rules explained to you, but I’ll say it again.  You do not talk about the Island, ever, to anyone.  If we even suspect that you have you’ll be expelled with a lifetime ban.  We still have the film and documents, if you ever go weak and talk you’ll find yourself fully implicated and can look forward to 50 years inside.  You’ll be contacted soon with details of your membership and travel arrangements, oh, and the Island’s location.  If you go rogue, we will find you and punish you.  You girlfriend, for example, would quickly find herself in harness.”

Joe smiled, he wondered about that.  “Actually, I’d like to talk to you about that.”

“Go on.”

“Is there any chance that she could become a pony?  I mean, full time?  She can run.”

Zack smiled, “You’ll be amazed how often that request is made.  No worries, here’s what you need to do.”  Zack continued to talk as they made their way back to the tee. 

Joe shanked his ball into the deep rough, he didn’t care.  And the idea of having Penny pull him round as his whipped her was just too good to be true.


The Story Continues







If you've enjoyed this book, why not read book two in the series, The New Pony




https://www.amazon.com/Pony-Girl-Island-New-ebook/dp/B0CXCKLMVL




Here's a short excerpt . . . 




      The following morning the new ponies had to be almost physically dragged from their stall.  They’d be beaten and raped, forced into unnatural routines, their legs ached, their jaws and backs ached, their bodies violated.  It was only the threat of Jenny adding to their already scheduled punishment that got them out and moving.

They moved slowly, muscles they didn’t know they had, aching.  Each step had to be coaxed out their exhausted bodies.  Jenny led them to the trough, previously it had been teeming with ponies, today they were the only four present.  They ate, greedily, heads down, arms clasped behind their backs.  At least the food rations were good, tasty and high calorie.  They ate in silence, Jenny’s presence and memories of the previous night when they’d been overheard talking fresh in their minds.

After they’d eaten they were led outside where a couple of hundred ponies and trainers were gathered.  When a team was disciplined all the animals in training were made to watch, so that they knew the consequences.  Jenny’s team were led out and each tied to a St. Andrews cross, facing forward so that their backs were to the crosses.  Each girl was shaking, Tits and Midnight had to be dragged to the crosses and lifted into position.  When they’d been secured and gagged Jenny spoke to the ponies.

“These animals,” she shouted to the crowd, gesturing behind her, “Were caught using human speech.  And not just once, but twice in a day.  This is strictly forbidden and will not be tolerated.”  Jenny picked up a long bull whip, the new ponies started the shake hysterically.  “They will now be punished, 6 lashes each.”  Jenny proceeded to administer their punishment.  It was important that all the new ponies watched, so they could learn the price of failure . . . . 
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This was the first novel I ever read by Paige Bond, and it certainly hasn't been the last. One of the things I really enjoy is her willingness to explore fetishes and sexual situations that you generally don't see in BDSM erotica. In this case, we have a very fun and fresh relationship dynamic between the sub, india, and her Dominant, Mason, with him acting as his temporary Master and tour guide of San Fransisco. The book is split into five sections where each day focusing on a different aspect of BDSM culture, with the Folsom Street Fair chapter being my personal favorite. Great little novel, and I greatly wish there will be a sequel one day.
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Books By This Author

Predicaments, the Complete Collection

In this new collection of short stories Paige explores the frequently dangerous, always thrilling world of predicament bondage. Over 28 short stories and 65,000 words she describes being in compromising situations such as stress positions, punishing a true pain slut & dealing with a brat who keeping pushing the boundaries. Most of these stories have previously been published in a 6 part series, but the complete collection also contains 2 brand new stories about predicament bondage.

Warning: this collection contains stories about naked females in potentially dangerous situations. Do not buy or read unless you are OK with this.

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.

The Secret Slave


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

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

What fate will the dice have in store for her?

5 Days in San Francisco

India is a young English girl crossing America after leaving University. She's broke and looking for somewhere to stay in San Francisco for 5 nights. Mason's in his mid 30s and recently single looking for some fun. They meet on Tinder and strike up a 5 day romance. India wants to experience San Francisco's alternative scene. Over the course of their 5 days together Mason shows her the best that San Fran has to offer, she stars in a porn film shoot, they attend a BDSM orgy and the Folsom Street Fair, where India is paraded round the streets naked.
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