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Warning




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




This book is intended 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 disappear ever year and are never seen or heard from again.
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In a large meeting room of the main residence of Pony Girl Island the membership committee met for its quarterly session.  Before them they had the resumés of 30 people, men of power, influence and money.  Each person had been investigated for over a year and detailed files gathered.  The resumés were not self-penned, but written by the finest investigators that money could buy.  Each candidate had been researched from birth.  None had any idea that they were a contender for membership of one of the world’s most exclusive clubs.

The membership committee had nine members on it, to be approved for associate membership a candidate would have to be approved by a two thirds majority.  The nine men sat in a circle round the large table, reading.  They would sit for three days, each resumé would take 10 minutes to read, followed by a long discussion about the man’s merits and failures, followed by a vote. 

By the entrance to the room stood two naked women, both in their early 20s, their only adornments the steel collars on their necks.  Both were about the same height with long blonde hair and full, firm breasts.  They stood motionless, arms folded behind their backs, waiting for instructions.  At the table the men ignored them, save for when they wanted something.

The nominal head of the committee was a man called Gavin, dull name he always thought, but it didn’t matter here.  He was a quick reader, in his life away from the Island he was the Chief Financial Officer for a Nasdaq 100 company and he sat on the board of three other giant organizations.  He had everything he wanted in life.

Gavin put down the resumé of candidate 19 and scratched his head.  On paper the man sounded ideal, he’d fit right into Island life.  He looked at his fellow committee members who were still reading, without looking up he just said “Coffee.”  One of the girls at the door nodded and moved to the percolator and poured him a cup into the finest bone China and presented it to him, placing the cup on a saucer.  She knew he liked it black, then she returned to her position by the door.  Gavin sipped the liquid, they’d been at this eight hours and this would be the last resumé of the day.

“Well gentlemen, I have to say that in my four years on this committee I have rarely, if ever, seen a more likely candidate for membership . . .” he let his words trail off and hang in the air.

“I agree, we should have approached him years ago,” said a second member looking up from the paperwork, he clicked his fingers and one of the slave girls moved.  This man always went for a Coke Zero, she was well trained and knew everyone’s drink of preference, “He’s only just turned 35 though.”

“Ah, that explains it,” said the first.  He’d skimmed over the details like name, age as he wasn’t that bothered.  The agency that investigated was paid well, exceptionally well, to not make mistakes like that.  35 was the minimum age for membership, copied shamelessly from the Presidential minimum age.  Gavin looked up, the image of a former President was looking directly at him in the form of an oil painting.  He too had been the chair of the membership committee.  Gavin had two more years as chair, then he’d step down and his image would go on the wall.  A proud moment to look forward to.

“Why do we have the 35 year minimum age?” asked the youngest member of the committee.  This was his first sitting on the council.

“Security,” replied Gavin, “Same reason the President has to be 35.  We assume that people are more trustworthy after that age.  Plus we forge the documents to show that we’ve all been members since we were in our early 20s.  If a member went running to the FBI or CIA they’d have a dozen years of involvement.  Hard to turns states evidence when you’ve got so many years of abusing girls.”

The new member nodded, “And I guess if we let you join at 16 it would be easy to turn states evidence?”

“Naturally, you could claim you didn’t know.  35 is a good limit.  Still, I wish it was lower, I would have loved to come here as a horny teenager.”  They all laughed at that, no one disagreed.

“I have to concur about this man,” said another, “I cannot see why we wouldn’t approach him.  There’s always the element of risk that they might turn us down, but with him . . . . no, there’s no chance he’ll say no.”

“My only concern,” said yet another, “Is, well, how can I put this, he’s a fucking moron.”  Everyone laughed.  His resumé had made it clear that on the day God gave out brains this guy had slept in.

“Is he though?” asked another,  “I grew up on a 70 acre ranch in Texas, my Daddy paid for me to go to MIT, got me a job and I took over the family firm at 30.  Him on the other hand . . . .”  There was a murmur of agreement.  The candidate had grown up in Flint, no mother, she died of crack addiction when he was three – which probably explained a lot, father unknown, in and out of the care system, abused as a child, living rough at 14.  Despite this he’d sold millions of albums – all privately published as well, loved and hated in equal measure, almost hero worshipped by some for his ‘teachings’.  He’d crawled his way out of the gutter.

“Hey, I worked my way up from the ground.”

“I know, as did about a third of our members, but very few, if any, started with such shit hand in life.”

“What about his drug habit?”  That was a concern, he appeared to be a heroin user, maybe not a full blown addict, but certainly a user.  Drugs were not banned, but frowned upon.  It wasn’t an absolute reason to bar him though.  Many of the members from the music industry (and others) used drugs recreationally.

“Has anyone actually listened to any of his music?”  Another gentle murmur of amusement.  The average age round the table was the wrong side of 60, rap would be unlikely to be to anyone’s taste.  It was their responsibility to decide on the future of the Island, not to follow music trends.  And this man seemed to be the future.  Variety was key.

“If anything,” said another, “He could be too much.  I’m not slouch, but he’s . . . well he might be too extreme.”

“Or it could all be an act.”  This was always a possibility.  The conversation drifted for a few minutes until Gavin brought it to a halt.

“Gentlemen, let’s appoint the advocate, volunteer?”

“I’ll support him,” said one man.  There was a laugh, there always was.  It was surreal that the man that had just spoken had a slave girl bending over refilling his glass while he groped her breasts.  She didn’t recoil at all, she was too well trained and too aware of the consequences of recoiling.

“Thank you Father,” replied Gavin.  He was even dressed in a catholic priest’s garments with a white dog collar.  The man was very senior in the church, way beyond a simple priest but he liked to be addressed as Father. “And to oppose?”

“I’ll take it,” said another man.

“Thanks Steve.  OK, Father, if you’d like to start?”

For the next 20 minutes, Gavin watching the clock, the two men argued the merits and failures of the candidate, discussing his good and bad points.  When time was up he called the meeting to order and spoke again.

“Let’s take a vote gentleman, all those in favor?”

By a show of hands seven-two they decided to sound him out about membership.  Gavin gathered his papers, the resumé of Rapper ‘Professor Patriarch’ on the top.  He picked it up one more time, read the name and wrote ‘Approved’ on it.  The next stage would be to arrange for him to be approached and sounded out.  Gavin smiled, in his opinion he was ideal.  Now to appoint a member to sound him out.
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FBISpecial Agent Elland Blake stood at his front door, looking up and down the street that was in total darkness apart from the odd street light that was working.  He could hear cars, but on the side street they lived on couldn’t see any.  He lifted the cigarette to his lips and sucked, inhaling the poison into his lungs.  He felt somewhat better, the rush always gave that hit.  He puffed again and again, it calmed his nerves.  When it had burned down to the filter he stubbed it out and put it back in the packet, so it could be disposed of without his wife knowing.

He moved inside and sat in his kitchen, he checked his watch.  Almost three AM.  He looked at his phone again, 20 calls made to his 14 year old daughter.  His wife was asleep in bed, drugged to allow her to sleep.  He touched his daughter’s face on the phone to call her again, then put it down.  She wasn’t going to answer.  Fucking children, worst part was his younger daughter was starting to copy her.  Just then the door opened, she was trying to sneak in the back door.  Elland looked up, tensing, just in case.  But he relaxed, it was Carla coming in.  He shook his head.

Carla, 14 years old, acting like she was 25, dressed like a whore in four inch heels, a skirt that was about six inches long, a boob tube made of even less material, hair pulled back and a face with makeup so deep it could have been put on with a trowel.  Dressed like a whore and looked like a whore.  Please don’t be acting like a whore, you’re 14 fucking years old, he thought, getting angry.

“And what time do you call this?” asked Elland.

Carla made a point of looking the big clock hanging above the kitchen door.  “The big hand is pointing to the 12, the little hand to the three, so that makes it what, three AM? Sorry I didn’t know you couldn’t tell the time,” she said in a drawl, not looking at her father.

Elland clenched his fists, like most teenagers she knew just how to wind her father up.

“And have you been drinking?”

“Jesus, did you work that out by yourself or did you put an entire team out to watch me?” she replied as she opened the fridge.  Yes, she’d been drinking.  God knows what else, he could smell smoke on her. 

“Carla, I”

“I what?” she replied, not looking, “My life to live as I chose.”

“And smoking?”

“Like you’ve got room to talk.”  She turned to face her dad and made her fingers into a W for whatever, barely tolerating the presence of her father.  She brushed past him, leaving the fridge door open.  Elland opened his mouth to speak, to ask if she was going to close it, then thought the better of it.

“You’ve got school tomorrow, don’t forget.”  Carla didn’t reply, she barely went to school, she was heading for a wasted life, she was a bright girl but had been lead astray.  And all because of the shit pay at the agency.  Elland was convinced if they could move, out to say Falls Church or Herdon and into a better school she might have a chance.  He shook his head, fat fucking chance while I was at the agency.  But after 15 years what else can I do?

******

Elland slept on the couch, when he woke he took a coffee up to his long suffering wife, woke his younger daughter and encouraged her to dress.  He paused outside of Carla’s room, then ignored her.  If he managed to wake her she’d be more annoyed, she wouldn’t be going to school, even if he kicked her out of the house.  At least in bed he knew where she was.

Elland showered quickly and dressed, putting on his best suit.  He had an important meeting that day.  Unlike most of America he then left the house and walked to the metro station and took the train to the office.  The meeting was marked on his calendar, but that was it.

Once in the office he sat as his desk and killed time until the meeting, then rode the elevator to the fifth floor, he’d only been that high once before.  His pass got him inside the secure area, then he went to the safe meeting room, the door was closed so he waited outside.  He didn’t have to wait for long.  When he saw Deputy Director Arnold walking towards him he stiffened and swallowed.  Shit, this must be important.

“Good Morning Special Agent Blake,” he said, extending his hand.  Elland took it and shook it firmly, always important to make a good impression from the start.

“Good morning Sir,” he replied.  The Deputy Director flashed his pass on the door and it swung inwards and Arnold gestured with his hand, Special Agent Blake led the way and took a seat, the Deputy Director sat opposite him and put a thin leather folder on the desk.

“I’ll cut to the chase,” Arnold, “I’m a busy man.  There is an island in the Caribbean which is frequented by rich and powerful men.  On this Island there are, we believe, several thousand women who are kept there to serve the needs of these men.  What we don’t know is if the women are there through choice or if they are forced.  We suspect the latter.  We need someone to get onto the Island and find out.  And we’ve selected you.” 

Blake processed the information, then asked the obvious question, “Why me?”

“Good question,” replied Arnold, he took a deep breath.  “We believe that a rapper known as Professor Patriarch is about to receive an invitation to join the Island.  Have you heard of him and his music?”

Blake nodded, his blood going a little cold, his daughter listened to the man’s work, “I have.”

“The man’s human garbage.  He also a heroin user and a moron.  We suspect he’s heading for a lethal overdose soon.” 

“Again, why me?”

“You may or may not be aware of the Professor, other than in passing.  Never gives interviews, never speaks, just comes on stage and raps.  Always dresses the same, beard, mirror shades, baseball cap.  No one’s really sure what he looks like.  We’ve had a couple of men on his security detail on and off – they keep getting fired and one of them took this while the Professor was passed out cold.”  The Deputy Director smiled and opened his folder and pulled out a 10x8 photo and pushed it across the table.  Special agent Blake took it and swallowed.  He was, haircut and beard apart, as far as he could tell, looking at a photo of himself.

Elland paused, digesting the image before he spoke.  “You said you had a couple of guys on his security detail?”

Arnold nodded, “Had, he’s hard to work with, if one of the guards or his staff insults him in any way, real or perceived, they are gone within minutes.  He pays well, so people put up with it.  We’ll get a guy in there, he’ll last a month or two and then get fired.”

Arnold continued.  “So I think you can see why we’re looking at you for this mission.”  Elland nodded, now it made sense.  “But, I do have to discuss somethings with you.  First, and most importantly, you can say no at any point, there will be no comeback on your career.  I mean that – none.”  Elland nodded again.

“We expect that the Professor is going to overdose soon.  No, we’re not going to kill him, we’re not the CIA for fuck’s sake,” they both smiled at that, “But he’s none too careful where he gets it from, could be pure one day and rat poison the next.  Guy’s an idiot.”

“But if you’re going to assume his life, you’ll have to take it over.  No, you don’t have to do drugs.  But you will have to fuck and abuse girls – it will be consensual, unless you are invited to the Island, in which case you’ll have to play along, and like I say we don’t know if this will be rape or consensual.  I know you’re a married man and as far as I know loyal to your wife.  But you will have to do this.  Just think though, if you take this on you’ll be freeing hundreds, if not thousands of women from a life of slavery.”

Elland was about to say no, until the last line.  “I’ll have to think about it.”  The Deputy Director nodded. 

“I understand.  Also, you’ll be reporting directly to me on this one.”  Deputy Director Arnold stood up and got two glasses of water, passing one to Special Agent Blake.  “If you pull this off, you’ll be away from your family for about two months, maybe three tops.  As a reward, I will personally guarantee your promotion to head of the Bureau here in DC when Philips retires at the end of the year.  And I’ll put that in writing before your start.”

Elland hesitated, he’d been about to say no, how could he cheat on his wife like that?  But this, this could be his path out.  Deputy Director Arnold was smiling, he could see the calculations that Blake was processing.  He knew of Blake’s troubled daughters, the medical issues his wife was having.  With the salary the regional director made he’d be able to move, get his children into private school.

“Three months?”

“Maximum.  It’s possible that the invite won’t come, in which case you get the promotion for no effort other than pretending to be a dead beat for a couple of months, but we have it on good authority that it will.  So, best case scenario you don’t have to run any risks and your place in the agency and your promotion are certain.” 

Arnold picked up his glass and took a swallow.  “Worst case you’ll have to go to a luxury Island in the Caribbean for a couple of nights and abuse a couple of girls.  Maybe they’ll even be willing.”

Blake was a man of fast decision, he weighed the options and came to a conclusion.  He needed the money and the promotion that was on offer was a permanent desk job in DC.  No more travel.

“I’ll do it.”  He knew his wife wouldn’t be happy about him leaving for 10 weeks or so, but with the reward on offer.  He’d been undercover before for longer.  He just wouldn’t tell her about the details of what he was doing, there was nothing unusual about that.  “Where do I start?”

“Well, he’s on tour at the moment, and he’s playing in DC tonight.  I’ll get tickets, I suggest you start learning about the man and listen to his music.”  Elland checked his watch, 10 hours of listening rap music. 

Super, he thought.  Sensing the meeting was over he stood up and went outside for a smoke.  He had a lot to think about.  He slipped his ear pods in and started to listen.  After five minutes he reached a decision, maybe the promotion wasn’t enough to be forced to listen to this shit.
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Elland stood with two other special agents across the street from the venue where Professor Patriarch was playing.  Outside were a couple of hundred protestors, mostly female carrying placards and banners.  After a day of listening to albums such as ‘Ashamed to be Female’, ‘Hate Cunts’, ‘Fuck Equality’ and worse, Elland wanted to find a reason to arrest him and throw away the key.  The man preached how men were superior to women and a woman’s role was to be enslaved and owned.

The protesters marched up and down (an even split male to female Elland was pleased to notice) while the fans, mostly in their late teens and early 20s, mostly disaffected white youths, covered with acne queued to gain entry. Elland doubted any of them had a functional relationship with anyone, few if any friends, certainly had never had girlfriends.  The kind that one day picked up a gun and walked into a school and shot anyone that moved before turning the weapon on themselves.

Between the fans and the protestors were a few hundred police.  What really surprised Elland was that about 10% of the people queuing for entry were female.  He’d have guessed that they were going in to protest but he was amazed, his research had shown him that most were going for the music, the message and the chance to serve.

The protestors shouted abuse at the concert goers, they mostly kept their heads down, as if they were ashamed or embarrassed to be seen at the concert.  I fucking am, he thought as he inhaled the smoke from his cigarette.  Just to calm the nerves he assured himself.  Seventh one today.

Elland thought it notable than most of the line seemed to be on their own.  He watched as a girl queuing to get in was abused verbally by a dozen or more protestors, shouting things about how she should be ashamed, she was a traitor to her gender.  The girl did well and just kept her head down, not reacting in anger.  Elland heard her shout back at one point, I serve the Patriarch bitch.  She did it under control, unlike the protestor who was angry.

The agent next to him shook his head, “Unreal that girls go and believe in this shit.”

“Unreal that we can’t arrest him.  Fuck the first amendment,” said the other one.  Elland nodded, at that moment he agreed.  He took a last pull on the cigarette and threw the butt to the floor and stood on it to extinguish it.

Security were surprised that three middle aged men were in line for the concert, but after an inspection and the metal detectors there were allowed in.  They’d left their guns and ID behind, but they still looked and smelled like the FBI.

Professor Patriarch was due on stage at eight, before the venue even went dark a small protest broke out, half a dozen women attempted to crash the stage and were quickly dealt with by security, which was probably best for their own safety.  Two burley men picked up each girl and carried them out while the audience hurled abuse and beer at them.

Just before nine the venue lights dropped and the place was plunged into darkness.  The audience stood up as the music started, low volume initially, then rising over a minute until it was deafening.  When the bass line cut in the audience exploded and started to chant, “Fuck Women’s Rights, Fuck Women’s Rights” on repeat.  Elland looked around him, on the row in behind him were three women in their early 20s, chanting as loudly as anyone else.  Elland watched, they were all wearing tight white Tee Shirts, no bras, their breasts bouncing wildly.

The three girls climbed onto their chairs, screaming.  Each of their shirts had a slogan on them, they looked homemade.  One pronounced ‘Enslave Me Professor’, the second had ‘I Support the Patriarchy’ and the third ‘Women Deserve No Rights’.  Elland shook his head, it was 2024 for fuck’s sake, what was wrong with these people.

Just after nine Professor Patriarchy walked on stage.  The place erupted as he started to sing, the opening song was a parody of Springsteen’s Born to Run, except he sang ‘Born to Serve’.  It wasn’t lyrical genius with only the odd word changed here and there.  After the intro four girls came on stage in tiny bikinis, one lay on her back and raised her arms and lifted her legs, two others lifted a glass table top onto her hands and knees. 

Two of them got onto all fours, one in a mushroom shape and the other on her hands and knees, the Professor sat on the mushroom girl and put his feet up on the other, the last girl put a drink down on the human table and then knelt at his side.  He continued to sing,

Cunts Like You,

Women, you were born to Serve.

The audience loved it.  Behind him on the giant screens showed misogynist quotes from religion and history.  Elland was shocked, he was a Christian, went to church on Sundays but hadn’t really ever thought about how sexist the Bible was in places.  Every quote that came up was backed with a reference, Elland had a superb memory and he checked several of them later that week.

I do not permit a woman to teach or to exercise authority over a man; rather, she is to remain quiet

Timothy 2 : 11-14

The second track was one Elland had heard earlier that day, ‘Your place is on your knees’.  Elland looked behind him, the three girls that had been dancing on their seats were kneeling silently, Elland had learned during his studies that this was expected of females in the audience during this number.  They remained silent and motionless until the end of the song, the music stopped and the crowd went silent.

The women should keep silent in the churches. For they are not permitted to speak, but should be in submission, as the Law also says. 

1 Corinthians 14:34-35

“What is your worth,” he half sang, half shouted.  The women in the audience responded, the males were silent

“I have no worth,” they chanted back.

“Where is your place.”

“On my knees.”

“What are your rights?”

“I have no rights.”

“Who do you serve?”

“We serve the patriarchy.”

The music restarted and the crowd went back to screaming, the women got up and resumed their dancing and screaming with the rest of the crowd.  Elland and the other two FBI agents tried to play along, but it was obvious that their hearts weren’t in it.  Well, it would have been obvious if anyone was paying them any attention.             

At the interval the lights came up and the crowd started to disperse, Elland watched as all the females in the audience made their way to the front of the auditorium.  They all got onto their knees, heads down and waited in silence.

“What the fuck is this?” asked one of Elland’s colleagues.

“Half time selection,” replied Elland, “I read about it earlier today.  If your thought what we’d seen before was weird, watch this.”  The agent looked around, many people had started to move away, trying to get to the bar, many were also watching what was happening. 

When all the women had assembled the screen lit up again and gave the women orders.  As one they obeyed, the first was to remove their tops, which they all did, then it was heads down, arms folded behind their backs.  They waited in silence as a couple of men came out from behind the stage with a camera and started to inspect their bodies.  The camera’s images were projected onto the center screen

The fifth girl in rose as the camera scanned her and she hurled an unseen powder at the camera and screamed, two security agents quickly picked her up and escorted her away, throwing her half naked into the street.

Apologize, came onto the screens.

“We apologize for our sister,” they said as one in a low tone, “Punish us for her failure.”  Each girl took her right arm from behind her back and offered it up, the security team struck a dozen or so across their hands with canes, each girl took the blow in silence and thanked the man for her punishment.  Elland had read about it, but watching was something else.  Not one of the FBI men could tear their eyes away.  The girls that were selected for punishment looked genuinely happy to have been selected for this abuse.

“Tell me again why we can’t arrest him?” asked the second agent.

“For what?  Unless any of those girls is under 18 we’ve got nothing.  Everyone was carded at the door, you and me included.  He’s exercising his first right amendment.  I don’t see any coercion or anyone being held against their will.  Unless you also plan on busting every S & M club in America we’ve got nothing.”  The man shrugged, he knew Elland was right.

“Having said that, it doesn’t mean we have to like it,” added Elland.

“Agreed.”

“I’d say let’s get a beer, but no way am I giving this little fuck any of my money.”

“Come on,” said Elland, “We’ve seen enough, let’s go.”

As the three men made their way back to their car one asked, “What exactly was going on with the girls at the front?”

Elland scratched his head, “The Professor was selecting two or three girls to join him after the show, to be enslaved and used, then discarded.  If they are really lucky they might get to go back to his mansion for a week or two until he gets bored.”

“Jesus.”

“It gets worse.  If you present yourself for selection and are picked you’ll be given to someone to be used, sexually.  The girls won’t even know who’s picked them.”

“Fuck, you mean you go down there expecting to fuck him and instead you’ll end up with some fat security guard?”

“Yep.  Come on. Let’s get out of here.  Then find a bar.”

Elland pulled out his cigarettes and lit up.
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David stood motionless in his black boiler suit, earplugs in, watching the crowd.  He was 30 years old, very little hair, no girlfriend, lived in motels as the security detail escorted the Professor around the country.  Right now he was staring out into the crowd, trying to spot the trouble makers.  David had learned that the thing with security was to prevent trouble just by being present.  And when the first trouble maker stepped out of line, go in hard.

These concerts were easy, the police did the hard work outside, inside it was always female protestors that caused trouble and a 120lb woman was never any match for a 300lb man like David.  He’d ejected a couple of girls early on, throwing them out into the street.  Not literally, usually once they’d been removed from the auditorium all fight went out of them and they just had to be escorted out of the door.  They’d done their bit and would go to join their sisters outside.

No, David wasn’t proud of his role.  He did it for two reasons.  One, although the pay wasn’t great it beat sleeping on the street.  And the medical was surprisingly good, he suspected as there was an anticipation you might end up in trouble, in the odd fight now and again.  You got to see the world, well, America and Canada.  Finally there were the fringe benefits.  When the camera had panned along the line he’d requested a girl, about 20 with long brown curly hair and large tits, just his kind. 

The Professor always got first pick, after 50+ concerts with him David had got pretty good at working which two or three girls he’d pick for the night, they all did.  Sometimes you’d ask for one of them but then you might miss out.  David had his type, curly dark hair and large tits.  Didn’t always get them at the concert, but free sex with a submissive girl every night was always a bonus.  Made up for the unsociable hours.  He guessed that for most it also made up for being away from their family, friends and the shit pay.

After the concert ended and the crowd dispersed the lucky girls that had been selected remained behind.  There had been about 250 women at the concert, about 100 were retained at the end.  They all knelt at the front of the stage as before, heads down in silence as the venue was cleaned, the equipment would be removed the following day. 

“Do you accept that you have been chosen?” a voice said over the speakers.

“It is a pleasure to serve,” they replied as one.

“Who will you serve?” it asked again.

“Whoever I’m matched with,” they replied.  The conversation was scripted, you could find it on his YouTube until he was banned, then the Professor moved his message to less mainstream sites, starting with OnlyFans (banned) and then onto worse places.

David came out and walked down the line of girls, first pick was for the Professor.  He stopped in front of a read head, large tits, long hair almost to the small of her back.  She could only have been 18 years old.  She was clearly very nervous, but when David stopped a huge smile came onto her face.  She had been chosen to serve her Master.

David reached behind his back and took out a leash, the kind that you’d put on a dog.  He touched the girl’s head and she stood, then as expected removed the rest of her clothes.  David looked into her face, you still got girls that made it this far and wanted to protest or fight, but this girl had nothing but excitement in her eyes.  She’d been picked, and picked first to serve the Professor himself.  David put the leash on her neck, she turned and put her hands behind her back and he cuffed them and led her away, stopped nine girls later where he repeated the process with a slightly older girl with blonde, almost yellow hair.  He led them away.

Backstage he found the Professor’s room, two burly security men stood guard, hands clasped in front of them.  They were not part of the concert security, they were personal body guards of the Professor.  David used his weight to intimidate people,  these two were solid muscle, probably ex-military.  They never smiled, never spoke, never joined in the after show party.  There were robots.  David was terrified of them.  He knocked on the door.

One of them knocked on the door, then opened it.  David handed the leashes of the two naked girls to the man who took them in silence.  David looked at the girls, they looked thrilled beyond belief to be there, to be allowed to serve the Professor.  He knew that in the morning they’d be covered in bruises, they’d look a mess and they’d have to return home to God knows what response from their families.  But right now they were in heaven.

The girls knew what was expected of them, they dropped to their knees, they were expected to crawl/waddle into their Master’s environment.  They’d not be in there for long, maybe 20, 30 minutes before they’d be led back out for the after show, no, after tour party.  There would be copious amounts of drugs, enough alcohol to embarrass a student frat house and more naked girls that in a brothel.

David didn’t drink much, none of the security guards did.  He’d be on duty until the party fizzled out, then a very short walk with his girl back to his hotel, only a couple of blocks.  She’d be exhausted, a couple of times on tour they’d backed out and he didn’t want to be arrested for rape, so he let them go.  As the door closed he turned, he’d see them both again in a while.  It was time to introduce himself to his girl.

When he got back to the stage there were only a dozen girls left, people had been coming along and helping themselves.  David walked up to his girl and tapped her head.  Sometimes they backed out, sometimes they looked disappointed (he could understand why) but this girl looked up and smiled, her eyes were full of love and wonder.  She was going to serve.

“Am I for you Sir?” she asked.  David patted her head.

“You are for me.”  She stood up and stripped off, she was wearing nothing but a tiny dress and sneakers.  David touched her breasts, he remembered the first date of the tour he’d been so nervous, now it didn’t faze him.  He put a leash on her neck and led her away.

******

The party was what you’d expected, people drunk, openly taking cocaine.  Against one wall was a giant gold chair, raised high, the Professor would sit in it and talk, take drugs while his two girls for the night knelt at his side.  He’d take drugs, talk to people, play with his, and anyone else’s girls.  David was called up at one point, the Professor thanked him for helping, he groped his girl’s body and told David she was a good looking girl.

“Enjoy her brother,” he said.  She stared into his eyes as he spoke.  “And will you serve my brother as you would serve me, your Master?”

“Master, I will serve him as well as I would serve you, his word will be law unto me.”  She was beaming from ear to ear as she spoke.  David smiled, internally he was wondering what the fuck was wrong with this girl, all of these girls, society, that she could act like this.

David stayed with the rest of the security team, they each had a couple of beers but there was so much beer, coke and testosterone they had to deal with more than one fight.  The party wound down at about four AM and he handed his girl her clothes and set out into the night, she followed him a couple of feet behind.

******

Professor Patriarchy’s management team held an impromptu meeting at the side of the party.  The Professor was leading two naked girls around the room on all fours, making them lick the boots and shoes of any man that came their way, then thanking them for being allowed to serve.

“I can’t work with this fuck any longer.”

“Makes two of us then.”

“World would be a better place without him.”  The second man nodded.

They both quit the following day.

After taking his money of course.
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David walked the girl back to his hotel room, she looked happy, despite the late hour.  She was clothed, but on a leash and not bothered.  The protestors were long gone, they’d made their point.  When he’d first started David was worried about this part, leading girls along, in public but it no longer phased him.  The hotel’s night guard let him in, he recognized the uniform and he’d already let a few guards in.  His eyes checked out the girl, he could see the curves under her dress.  As the couple entered the elevator the hotel guard shook his head.  He was in the wrong game.

Once in the room David closed the door and slid the room key into the holder, turning the lights on.  David looked round the room, about twice the size of the double bed, small chair and table and that was about it.  He pointed to the chair, “Kneel in front of that.”

“Yes Sir,” came the reply.  He watched as the girl moved elegantly across the room, admiring her ass as she walked.  She knelt down and folded her arms behind her back, head down, waiting.  David watched, these girls were, in his opinion, insane.  What was wrong with them?

He used the bathroom and washed his face, thinking about the tour.  The first night when he’d brought a girl back he’d been terrified, terrified that she’d say no to him, terrified she’d scream or claim rape the following day, but she hadn’t.  By the third night he’d lost his inhibitions and just accepted that she’d do what he wanted.  He tried hard, but couldn’t remember a damn thing about that girl.  He’d not even bothered to ask her name.

David opened the door to the armoire and unlocked the room safe, he put his ID, keys, phone and wallet into the safe and locked it.  One night he’d woken to discover that night’s girl had gone.  As had his wallet and phone.  He didn’t take any chances now.  David pulled of his belt, he’d need that later.  He went to sit in the chair.  He ran his hands over the girl’s face, she was smiling.  She wasn’t even sad she’d not been picked by her guru.

David put his huge hands onto her firm, teenage breasts, she wasn’t wearing a bra and he caressed her, the first signs of a hard on forming in his pants.  He started to undo her dress, gently undoing the buttons on the thin material.  Once he’d undid a few he pulled it down, pulling her tits out and exposing them.

“What are your limits?” he asked her, softly.  She beamed widely as she replied.

“I have no limits Sir, my place is to serve the superior gender.”  David could see she was nervous, but she was willing.  That was good.

“Suck my cock,” he said, lying back in the chair.

“Thank you Sir,” she said.  David watched as she unfolded her arms and unzipped his pants, she pulled his semi erect cock out and took it into her mouth and started to move her mouth up and down.  He stroked her head and she continued, she was inexperienced.

“Use your tongue,” he told her, “Lick my cock as you suck.”  She made some kind of noise, gagging slightly as she tried to take more of him into her mouth.  David pulled on her head, forcing her down and she choked, pulling back hard, his cock coming out of her mouth.  The girl twisted her head to the side as she retched, dry retching fortunately as saliva dripped from her mouth.  She looked up at David, nervously.

“I’m sorry Sir,” she said quietly, “I . . . I’m not very experienced at this.”  She looked worried.  David wanted to reassure her, but he’d learned that not all girls wanted that, certainly not ones like this girl.  He raised his hand and slapped her hard on her face, knocking her sideways.

“You need to practice, you should buy a dildo and suck it daily.”  He half expected her to leave, but she just sniffed and nodded.

“Yes Sir,” she said, “You’re right.  I promise I will Sir, I want to be good at pleasing a man.”  She sniffed again.  David put his hands onto her breast and pulled her up from her submissive kneeling position by it, he sank his fingers in to hurt her.  She cried out as he did this, her hands raised as if to resist, then she thought better and allowed him to control her.  Their eyes met, David’s were cold, hers full of fear.

David raised her up and forced his fat face onto her petite one, their mouths touching and he kissed her, forcing his tongue inside her mouth, she kissed him back passionately, she was a much better kisser than cock sucker.  David lifted her onto his knees and she opened her legs, straddling him.

He broke off the kiss and took her wrist into his hand, he opened her hand and spat into it, then told her to do the same.  He put her hand onto his cock and she stroked him, running her wet hand up and down his shaft, wanking him.  She looked into his eyes, smiling, then she kissed him again.  David put a hand between her legs, her panties were soaking.  He pulled the thin material  hard and they ripped, allowing him full access to her pussy.

David pushed a finger inside her and started to slide it in and out, she gasped and moaned at his attentions, she stopped kissing him, lost in the moment.  David shook his head, this was not acceptable.  He kept finger fucking her then with his other hand he hit her breasts hard, really hard.  She cried out in pain and looked at him.

“Who should you be concentrating on?” he asked.  One of the Professor’s doctrines, sex was all about the male, the female was there to service him.  Ultimate pleasure for a female derived from serving the male. 

The girl’s face flushed with embarrassment.  “I’m sorry Sir, I’m here to serve and service you, please punish me for my failure.”  Throughout David kept his finger sliding in and out of her pussy, fucking her, toying and teasing with her.  This was her punishment, she kept wanking him.

David pulled his fingers out and spun her around, she lifted herself up guided his cock towards her wet cunt, then sank down onto him and started to fuck him.  David wrapped an arm round her tits and with his other hand he started to rub her clit as she rode him in reverse cowboy.

David was panting hard, the girl was no good at oral but she was riding him hard, he could feel her pussy muscles contracting as she squeezed him.  The girl was moaning again, her chest heaving as she breathed hard, continuing to ride David. 

“Can I cum please Sir?” she asked.  The Professor taught that girls had to ask for permission to cum.  David ignored her.  He wanted her to be really desperate.  “Please Sir, can I cum?” she asked again more frantically.  Again he ignored her request, but her pleas turned him on.

“Beg again,” he gasped, the power it made him feel was incredible.  He squeezed her nipple hard and she cried in pain, then gasped again for permission to cum.

“When I do,” he told her, gasping.  David tightened his grip on her nipple and kissed her again, he could fell his balls tighten and he knew he was almost there.

“Now,” he said, instantly she fell forwards, only his arm holding her up as he came inside her tight, teenage pussy, his cock pulsing as he cried out in pleasure.  He held her as they both came hard crying and gasping.  David pulled her upright and pulled her face round to kiss her.

When he finally released her she smiled at him.

“Thank you for allowing me to cum Sir,” she said, “That was very kind of you.”  She was beaming from ear to ear.  “I hope you were pleased with me?”

David kissed her again, “Very,” he said.  He lifted her off and his cum, mixed with her wetness started to slide out of her and down her legs.  David met her eyes and she nodded, another part of the teachings.  The girl used her hands to scoop the cum from her legs and licked it up, then knelt before David again and took his cock into her mouth.

Fuck I’m going to miss this aspect of the job, he thought.  He patted her head, soon he’d tie her to prevent her from leaving, then in the morning he’d use her again.
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Frank Jones, aka Professor Patriarch sat in his Mansion overlooking the sprawling gardens – yard was an insufficient word to describe the 20 acres enclosed in a huge chain link fence.  A dozen security guards were on hand at all times to police the permanent gang of protestors gathered at the entrance.  Dumb cunts, he thought.  Protest all you fucking well like, the day will come when you all assume the role God intended for you.

The gardens were immaculate, not that the Professor cared.  He never spent any time in them, it was just part of the image.  For him the real bonus was the long run from the fence to the house, if anyone broke in security could deal with them, before they made it inside.

He was on a real low, he always was at the end of a tour.  Touring gave him a high, it was almost as good as heroin.  Or an hour long blowjob from three adoring fans.  Watching the crowd, his crowd, being whipped into a frenzy by him, girls protesting and being ejected, girls kneeling and worshipping him.  He lived for it, it was the ultimate rush.  Spreading the gospel, his gospel, the gospel of the Lord (in his mind) to the willing.

He'd modelled his home on the playboy mansion, or what he could work out about it.  There was a huge games room, dozens of bedrooms, a real dungeon – Professor Patriarchy wasn’t much into intricate ropes or female pleasure devices, no he just wanted control.  Out back was a huge pool.  Like many people who make it rich from nothing he had no taste, so all the drapes were gold in color, the cutlery was actual gold. 

His bed was an enormous four poster, could have come straight from a French castle and quite possibly did.  The garage was full of Ferraris, Astin Martin’s and other luxury cars.  One day he even planned to learn to drive, but not yet.  His life was a train wreck, compounded by money.  If he’d been unable to sing he’d have lived a normal life, worked on a construction yard or driven a truck and probably would have had a better life for it.

He'd just disposed of a couple of girls, he’d liked them both, they’d served him well for a week.  He’d not killed them, just told them it was time to leave.  They’d protested, they always did.  But they’d been given no choice.  But he was bored, time for fresh meat, fresh holes to explore and serve him. 

Frank was in his man cave, a wall of TVs facing him showing his favorite porn channels.  Two new naked girls, collared and leashed knelt at his side in total silence.  They knew the score.  Frank ignored them, except when he wanted something.  He’d already cum in one of them, savoring the sensation as she worked tirelessly sucking his cock, the second licking his exposed asshole.  He made no attempt to pleasure either girl, as far as he was concerned sex was about a man enjoying himself, true satisfaction for a woman came from knowing that her partner had cum.

There was a knock at the door and one of his personal detail walked in, the man wearing a tight suit that showed his muscles.  The man was carrying a gold plate, on it was a syringe and a thin leather belt, next to it a think line of the coke.  He put them down at Frank’s side and nodded.  Frank looked up at him, he didn’t speak, just took the strap and wrapped it round his left arm, just above the elbow, handing the end to the blonde girl.  Frank looked up again and the man nodded a second time and walked away.  Frank wasn’t sure of his name, he changed security detail almost as often as he changed girls.

Frank took out his wallet and removed a dollar bill and handed it silently to one of the girls.  She took it from him and rolled it, ready to inhale.  He knew people who thought such a fine drug should only be inhaled with a Ben Franklin, but he didn’t care.  A dollar bill was just as good as a $100 bill for what he needed right now.  Like most users, Frank had convinced himself that he could quit any time, he only used H recreationally.  Truth was he needed it, the sensation, the rush was unlike anything else.  Using submissive women was a close second, or maybe the thrill of a live concert performance – close but different.  Submissive obedient women and heroin together, that was a winning combination.

He put the belt end into his mouth and pulled tight, watching his veins grow and bulge, then handed the end back to the blonde.  He was sweating profusely, but to show to himself that he was in control he waited.  He counted to 100 slowly, then picked up the syringe and gave it to the black girl.  He took the rolled note from the blonde and snorted the drug, filling his lungs.  The hit was instant, the high incredible.  He looked at the girl with the syringe and offered his arm.

She pushed the plunger until the liquid reached the top, then kissed it.  They always did that, they’d been trained.  Slowly, ever so slowly she pushed the needle into his vein and pumped the drug into his system.  His head went back, the sensation was never the same, but always indescribable.  She pulled back on the syringe, his blood flushing the vial and picking up the last remains of the drug, then she pushed it in and flooded the last remains into his system.

The blonde released the tourniquet on his arm, his vein collapsed and the black girl threw the syringe away.  He had seconds before he’d be lost in ecstasy for hours.  As he’d been told the first time he’d tried it, take your best orgasm, multiply by a million and you’re nowhere close.  It wasn’t as good the next time, or any subsequent time, you just needed a little more every single time.  Frank collapsed back into his chair.  The blonde took his cock, instantly rock hard into her mouth and sucked him up and down, gently, the black girl took her place at his ass.  They fondled each other’s breasts, knowing that he liked this.

Frank needed this time, this release.  This was when he was creative surround by porn on 30 screens, thinking about his next album.  He’d already got the idea for half a dozen tracks, worked through the theme.  Drugs helped.  Frank slipped into his mindless release, losing consciousness as the drugs took over . . . . . .

******

Outside the door to his man cave the two security guards stood.  Both were FBI agents, they knew each other.  There were six security guards inside the mansion, two of them FBI, this was the first time that two of the agents had stood guard together.  They stood immobile, their duty was simple,  stand there for six hours until they were replaced or the Professor called for them.  The syringe had been prepared carefully, the line even more carefully.  50% heroin, 50% rat poison, he’d be so out of it when he took it he wouldn’t notice.  One of the agents checked his watch, most likely Professor Patriarchy would be dead already. 

The door opened and the two girls appeared.  “He’s out cold,” said the blonde, looking back with sadness.  They both worshipped their Master and his teachings, seeing him use drugs like this upset them, they wanted him conscious so they could serve him better.

“Come with me,” said one of the guards.  Neither questioned him, as a male he was in authority until such time as the Professor regained consciousness and took control over their lives again.  But they wouldn’t see him again, they were informed that their services were no longer required and once they were dressed were escorted off the premises.  There knew there were always new girls hanging around to replace the old ones.  This time it was different, they’d seen the real Professor, they had to go.

Once they were out of the building the two burly FBI agents entered the Professor’s man cave, he was just where the girls had left him, flat on his back, head hanging backwards and white foam coming from his nose.  One picked up the man’s wrist and felt for a pulse.  He waited 10 seconds, nothing.

“He’s dead,” he said.  His colleague nodded and picked out his cell.  He typed a single word into the cell and sent the message.

“Go.”

An hour later a helicopter landed on the helipad on the roof, nothing usual there.  The Professor had been known to use a chopper to go to Wendys.  What was different this time was when the Professor left he was dead, escorted/carried by the FBI agents

******

Elland woke, he’d been away from his home for three weeks, managing to get home for a few hours to see his wife.  She didn’t like his beard and new hair style, but it had to be.  His younger daughter had given him back chat, Carla was nowhere to be seen.  The night hadn’t gone well.  He was dreading the conversation he was about to have.  He picked up his phone before it would fall silent, possibly for months.

“Yes, it starting now, I’m going undercover.  I’ll call you when I can and we’ll meet again in a month.  Yes, it’s the last time.”  His wife had read the letter, there it was in black and white.  Regional director within six months.  When she wasn’t worrying about Carla she spent her time looking at real estate and what they could afford on his new salary.  Herndon was a real possibility.

“I love you too,” said Elland then hung up.  He switched off the phone and secured it in his locker and stood up, staring at the deputy director.

“It’s time,” the older man said, “You’re in luck, most of the staff are new, he’s got one hell of a temper, and there are no girls at the place, not for a couple of days.”  The DD then lied to Elland, “We’ve got one man on the inside on the security detail, at the moment at least.  The rest of the staff are unknowns.”  No need for Elland to know that they had two men on the inside.

“We believe that you’ll be approached in about a week or so, we’re not sure by whom.  But if you get the approach, you’ll know.  Elland knew how lucky he was going into this.  The Professor was unlikeable, was almost impossible to work with and he had no stable management team as they’d quit at the end of the tour.  Personality-wise he was totally unstable, one day he could be charming (to men at least), then dismissive the next.  He had no one close to him, virtually no one that could recognize him.  At the same time, Elland found his death surprising, a user for over ten years dying at just the right time?  It could be a co-incidence but . . . . 

Elland took an Agency plane to O’Hare, then transferred into a chopper to cover the last 30 miles.  As they approached he looked down on the mansion and the protestors at the gate.  He’d spent the last three weeks studying the man.  Learning about him, how he acted, how he spoke.  Elland despised him, he was pretty sure the world was a better place for his passing.  Maybe somewhere someone would miss him, he was pretty sure the girls he used would grow up and realize they’d been taken advantage of.
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Elland was nervous as he got out of the chopper, instinctively ducking his head as he walked away from the slowing blades, the two security guards followed him in their dark black suits.  They looked like CIA, but were locally hired muscle.  Elland had memorized the layout of the house, from the huge bedroom at the front to the games room and the basement man cave.  The guard lead him in, Elland didn’t know if this one was FBI.

“I’m going for a shower,” he said, then swallowed.  Time to act like his mark.  “Get me a couple girls.”  The man nodded, a couple of new ones had been brought in earlier that day from the throng gathered at the gates.  Two groups, protestors and followers, they spent their time hurling abuse at each other, separated by a thin line of security.  Elland stripped off and entered the shower.  He might have been familiar with the layout of the house, he was not familiar with the layout of the shower controls.

He'd never seen anything like it, the shower stall had a dozen shower heads, a steam generator and a huge TV.  Glad he was alone he turned on the TV, then started to play with the controls for the shower.  Eventually he got the water at a good temperature with it shooting out from half the heads.  The shower was powerful, he felt like it was ripping his skin away.  Got to get me one of these, he thought, then put it from his mind.  No way he could afford this.

He turned his attention to the TV, it was huge, occupying the end wall opposite the seat.  Elland shook his head, the TV opened up to porn hub and a list of favorites.  Elland played with the controls on the wall, then thought about it.  He wanted to put on a game of some sort, but what would the Professor want?  He’d been away from home for a day and was about to have two new girls brought to him.  Elland shrugged and picked the first film in the list.

The door to the shower room opened, Elland jumped, then relaxed.  Through the steam he could make out the shape of two girls  each about five foot six with long hair, one red and one blonde.  He couldn’t help himself, he smiled.  The two girls beamed at him, then at each other.  They knew what was expected, they dropped to their hands and knees and started to crawl, asses up, heads really low, chins almost touching the floor.

Elland had been thinking about this moment for weeks, ever since he’d first started to study the Professor.  He knew he was going to have to fuck the girls, there was no way the Professor would just want to talk, or take it easy.  The man was a walking erection.  Despite himself and his feelings towards his wife, basic biology took over, he was warm, the shower steamy, a porn film going and two stunning young women crawling towards him.  His cock started to grow, he wasn’t even touching himself.

Elland swallowed, he felt like he was on the third date with his wife, all those years ago.  The meal eaten, back to her place, knowing that this was the night and desperate not to fuck it up.  Elland stood up and opened the door to the shower, the girls crawled in and he closed it behind them, then sat back down.  The two girls were as expected, they stayed on all fours but pushed their arms out towards him, heads down.

“Why are you here?” asked Elland.

“To serve and obey the Patriarchy,” they replied together.  All this was on the Professor’s website and in line with his teachings.

“Kneel,” said Elland, then swallowed.  On the screen a girl was bound to a post while a guy fucked her mouth, she was struggling, gagging and spitting but the man didn’t care.  This is how I have to be, thought Elland.   The girls moved gracefully, pushing back against the floor onto their knees, opening their legs wide, then folded their arms behind their backs, keeping their heads down.  Elland inspected them, visually at first, each girl had a great body, full, firm breasts, maybe in their early 20s, each was smiling, they were happy to be there, to be allowed to serve their Master.

Elland stood and moved behind them.  He picked up a sponge and soap and threw them onto the floor, “Clean me bitches,” he said.  The redhead picked up the sponge first and they stood, she soaped the sponge and started to run it over Elland’s body, his cock fully hard now.  The blonde moved behind him and pulled his ass cheeks apart, the warm water running between them.  Elland gasped as she pushed her tongue onto his ass, this was a new sensation for him and he liked it.

The redhead soaped his body, then discarded the sponge and instead pushed her ample breasts against him and started to rub.  Useless to clean, but Elland enjoyed her attentions.  He put his hand onto her chin and lifted it up, she was beaming from ear to ear to be allowed to look into her Master’s eyes.  Elland bent forward and kissed her, her mouth opened for him to force his tongue inside.

He took her breasts into his hands and tried to squeeze, he knew to be firm with her, much firmer than he’d been with a girl before.  The soap and water prevented him from getting a good grip.  She instinctively put her hands onto his cock and started to wank him, her eyes fixed on Elland and full of love.  They kept kissing, the blonde rimming his ass.  Elland was close to cumming.

Elland forced the girl’s hands off his cock, she looked at him, confused, had she fucked up?  Elland put his hands onto her waist and lifted her slightly, back against the wall of the shower and she wrapped her legs around his waist, then she lowered herself down, gasping in delight as his cock entered her tight little pussy.  Elland was only thinking of sex now, he started to buck his hips, fucking the willing girl, she had her arms and legs wrapped round him as they kissed and fucked while the blonde eagerly rimmed Elland.

It didn’t take long before Elland grunted and came, pumping is load inside the girl.  The blonde just made his orgasm better, he’d not cum inside a girl for months and it felt incredible. 

“Thank you for using me Sir,” she said, “I hope you will again?”

Elland’s face flushed, the spell was broken and he thought of his wife, his blushes hidden by the steam in the shower.  He lifted the redhead off his cock and she got onto her knees and took his cock inside her mouth to clean him.  Elland watched, running his fingers through her hair.

I could get used to this, he thought. 
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Joe woke up, he checked the clock on the night stand, almost 10 AM.  He could hear the gentle sound of the central air blowing its cooling breeze into the room.  His head throbbed, one too many red wines last night.  Since joining the Island he’d discovered a love for red wine, realizing that before he’s just drunk what was put in front of him, not letting it breathe, not pairing it with food.

Joe didn’t move, he needed to piss.  He just let out a long stream of vile yellow liquid, the girl in his bed better have his cock in her mouth, he loved sleeping like that, knowing that she was controlled by him, having her suck his cock all night long.  Joe felt her lips tighten on his shaft and heard her swallow.  Good girl.  As soon as she’d finished she started to suck him, it was almost inconceivable to him that a year ago she’d only blow him under protest, since then she’d been kidnapped, enslaved, turned into a pony girl for his entertainment.

Penny, or Sundrop as she was now known had spent every day for the past year in harness, run hard, whipped without mercy on his team.  She had no rights, yesterday his team had covered two dozen or more miles, then she’d been brought to his room and she’d held his cock in her mouth all night, not one wink of sleep.  When he got up she’d be taken back to the yard and harnessed, ready for another day in the saddle.

Joe turned his head to the side, lying next to him was another blonde girl, he’d bought her the same day as Penny.  She looked at him, her eyes dull and lifeless.  Like Sundrop her life was hard, she ran alongside but at least she’d got to sleep.  She looked into his eyes and moved her head closer and they started to kiss, Joe put his hands onto her breasts and played harshly with them, he gave no thought to her pleasure or feelings, she was there for his pleasure and his alone.

It didn’t take Joe long to cum, when he did Penny swallowed and stayed where she was until Joe pulled her off.  He picked up the room phone and ordered coffee, then went for a shower.  When he returned to his room Penny and the other girl were kneeling, waiting on their Master.  There was a cup of hot coffee on the table and a note.  Joe picked up the coffee and sipped it, the liquid burnt his mouth, the he opened the note.

Joe, he read, The membership committee requests your presence in the committee room at three PM.  Joe scratched his head, he’d not done anything wrong he was certain.  Couldn’t be a disciplinary offence.  Must be something else.  He knew that in this context requested to attend meant required to attend.

He opened a drawer and pulled out some clothes and got dressed.  As he opened the room he spoke to his ponies, his slaves.

“Get in the yard and get harnessed.”  They didn’t reply, ponies weren’t allowed speech.  Three PM, plenty of time for a long run to the Whipper’s Rest, the bar at the West of the Island, take a long lunch and then a leisurely run back to the main residence.  Maybe even get nine holes in this morning.  He wouldn’t be running of course, he’d be sat in the sulky as his four slave pony girls pulled him, with only the whip for guidance.

******

Joe checked his Rolex, five minutes before three.  He’d refreshed himself and knocked on the door.  Joe was punctual, he always was.  It was a trait of his.  He waited a moment, then opened the door.  Inside nine men sat  round a circular table, there was one space free.  Joe had only been in the room once before, the day he was admitted to the club and signed the paperwork.

“Gentlemen,” he said, sitting down, “To what do I owe the pleasure?  Not in trouble I hope?”  He spoke with an air of confidence, but underneath he’d been thinking about his conduct as his team ran round the Island.  Joe was a well-known proponent of the whip, but he’d only used it a dozen times that day.  His animals had sensed something and not tried as hard, but he’d been restrained.  As the path forked on the way to the Whipper’s Rest they instinctively pulled right to take the steep path up to it, Joe used the reins to guide them left on the easier path.

He looked at one of the two naked slave girls, a young thing with large, no huge, breasts and pointed at his glass and nodded.  She moved gracefully and walked to him, picked up the jug of iced tea and poured it for him, Joe touched her breasts as she did so.  She put the jug down but stayed bent over until Joe let go of her, then she backed away and resumed her position standing by the door.

“Relax Joe,” said the chairman, scratching his ear, “You’re not in trouble.  No, your membership has been exemplary.  Rarely have we had a new member fit into club life as easily as you’ve done.”  Joe smiled.

“I had a crisis of conscience after I’d been here about six months,” said the Bishop.  The room erupted in laughter, the Bishop was a well-known sadist.  One day he’d be found out and would have to leave his diocese and would most probably be forced out of the church.  There was nothing he enjoyed more than hurting girls for fun.  When they calmed down the chair spoke again.

“We’ve got a job for you Joe,” he said, “We need something from you.”

“Anything,” replied Joe, wondering what it could possibly be.  It couldn’t be money, no, it had to be a contact.

“We are going to approach a potential new recruit for our retreat and we’d like you to make first contact.”  Joe took a breath, he remembered his first trip, the chat on the golf course, the weekend flight to the Island, his life changing forever.

“No problem,” he said, “I guess it’s someone in IT?”  Joe had made his money in software, he still stayed in circulation and knew many people.

“No actually, it’s a rapper called Professor Patriarchy.  Ever heard of him?”  Joe shook his head.  Rap music?  Was it even music?  Classic rock was his genre, one of the real perks of membership of the Island was he’d got to meet several of his music heroes, even got to socialize with them back on the mainland.

“Why me then?  I’ve played golf with the CEO of TR & P Entertainment.  Surely he’d be a better match?”  One of the largest music firms on the planet.

“And if they signed an artist like this their share price would plummet in days,” said the Bishop, “And he’d be forced to write a sniveling apology about the mistake that had been made.”

“And then resign.”

“Because we want to integrate you into the Island Management structure, we see great potential in you Joe, and we need you to demonstrate your commitment beyond just being a member.  One day you could get your painting on the wall.  And this is the first step.”

Joe swallowed, this was it.  The chance to progress.  That was what separated men like Joe from the average person.  The average person dreamed of making it, so they could relax.  Joe would never relax, he was always pushing himself.  The committee could smell his ambition.  He wanted, needed, to be on the wall.

“I’ll do it,” he said, “Tell me about him.”  When he was back in his room he forced himself to listen to two of his albums.  Utter crap, but everyone’s different he thought.
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Elland awoke.  “Good morning Sir,” said the attractive girl with the long red hair.  Elland looked at her, he’d just woken up and she was beaming at him.  He’d been at the mansion for 10 days.  10 days of fucking these two girls, 10 days of cheating on his wife.  He still didn’t know either of their names, he’d fucked them both in every hole, forced them to fuck each other, he explored his fantasies with them, light bondage, some spanking, inflicted some pain as he figured that was what the real Professor would do.

Elland sighed, he was bored stupid.  For 10 days he’d done nothing but fuck, sleep and eat.  The real Professor would have been spaced out on drugs, Elland had to fake it.  After he’d fucked the girls he would descend to the man cave, have them serve him and bring in a syringe.  Then when they’d left he’d flush it out and have to remain there for hours, alone.  There was only so much TV a man could take.

He became aware that only one girl was visible, the other was under the sheet sucking his cock.  He smiled, then coughed.  Shit, he thought, I fucked them both last night, I dripped wax on their tits and caned it off and she’d still smiling at me.  Elland grabbed her hair, he had to stay in character.  He kissed her forcefully, she was on top of the sheets, her body was amazing.  Elland slapped her ass, hard.  She smiled at him, loving the attention from him.

He felt awful, he was glad the room was half dark so she couldn’t see the expression on his face.  He’d just hit a woman, hard, and she’d been OK, no, happy about it.  What the fuck is wrong with her, he thought.

“Get me a Pepsi,” he told her, “And stick some vodka in it.”  He felt almost sick asking for vodka and coke at . . . fuck, 10am, but it had to be done.  He watched her as she walked away, then lit a cigarette, stunning wasn’t a good enough word for her body, the view was even better as she came back and handed him his drink and knelt at the side of the bed.  The other girl hadn’t stopped sucking his cock, she was talented and single minded in her task.

“Your security agent said there was an important call for you this morning Sir,” she said, as he put his hand onto her exposed breast.  Elland downed the drink and handed her the empty, she put it on the night stand (Elland had noticed that it was ring stained, no need to worry about a coaster).

“What about,” he asked, “What the fuck could be important?”  Under the covers the girl was trying hard, she was a decent cock sucker and was totally focused on him.  Despite his beliefs in equality he was enjoying this aspect of the job.  His wife’s depression had meant that his sex life for the last few years had been his own hand.

“Fuck yourself,” he ordered the redhead.  She nodded and rose from her submissive pose, got onto the huge bed, lay on her back and opened her legs, exposing the soft folds of her delicate pink pussy.  She started slowly, moving her hand in slow circles over her wet pussy, staring at Elland as she did it.  Elland watched, she was half his age and devoted to him, even though he’d only met her a few days ago.

The unseen blonde was sucking his cock, working her way up and down his shaft, she was very skilled and could take his full length into her throat.  Elland reached under the covers fisted the blonde’s hair and watched as the redhead opened her legs wider and slid two fingers inside herself, her eyes fixed on her Master.  She held one of her ample breasts in her other hand and caressed it, then bent forward as she pushed it towards her mouth and started to lick her own nipples.

“Fuck,” whispered Elland, quietly, he was enjoying the spectacle.  The redhead was encouraged and continued to lick herself, her nipples going rock had as she licked and sucked on them.  Elland pushed down on the blonde’s head, forcing his cock into her throat.  Her throat resisted initially, then it opened and Elland moaned in delight, the sensation was incredible.

He held the girl there, her gagging had stopped and she willingly allowed herself to be choked.  When she started to struggle Elland kept her there for a few more seconds before he released her, she pulled off and beathed deeply. 

Elland rolled onto his side and lined his cock up with her willing mouth.  She opened and he started to face fuck her, holding her head and using her mouth as a pussy, he kept his eyes fixed on the redhead as she masturbated for his pleasure.  She threw her head back, eyes closed, moaning as she got more and more excited.

“Can I cum please Sir?” she gasped, “Please Sir, let me cum?”  Elland took the other girl’s pig tails into his hands and kept pumping his cock in and out of her mouth.  No way would the redhead be allowed to cum before him.  Her legs were trembling, she was on the verge of cumming.  Elland panted, he was bucking his hips furiously, lost in the moment and not thinking about the blonde girl.  She was just a mouth to be used.

“Yes, oh fuck yes,” cried Elland as he came, pulling her head down onto his cock and holding her in place, his cock in her throat as he came.  The redhead released her orgasm, her legs came together as she came, screaming in delight, under the bedclothes the other girl bucked, trying to pull away so she could breathe, Elland felt her eventually and released her.

I’m used to this, he thought, and I like it.  The redhead smiled at Elland.

“Thank you Sir,” she said.


10

[image: ]


After a refreshing shower, the girls cleaned and dried him, Elland lay on the bed and let the girls massage him for an hour, then he slid on the Professor’s trade mark clothes, the baseball cap, the mirror shades and slipped out of the room, he left the two girls collared and leashed to his bed.  The two security guards looked at him,

“Get the bitches something to eat,” he barked, “Not too much I don’t want them to get fat.”  One of them nodded and spoke into his microphone.  Food was on the way, that was all Elland could do.

“What’s so fucking important you got me out of bed?”

“Professor, there was an email from a man who’s a fan of your work and says he’s a senior exec for a major label, they’ve been trying to contact you for weeks.  They’d like to discuss a record deal.”

“I don’t need no fucking corporate shit man,” he said, walking away.  The guard was FBI, while he appreciated the acting there really was no need.  He sighed, the guard, like Elland was undercover, Elland didn’t know.  Elland thought he was alone.  It was for the best.

“This man’s an A & R man for TR & P Records, he says the record company is offering a three album deal including breaking you into Europe, you’ve got quite a following in Sweden.”  Elland paused at that, the Professor was well known for liking redheads and blondes, large breasted blondes.  And what was Sweden famous for?  Would a moron like Frank know that?  Probably he would, his porn history showed many searches for Swedish girls.  He paused.

“Would there be money in it?  Girls?”  The guard nodded.

“Set something up then, maybe we can talk.”

Elland headed for the man cave, a place he knew he could be alone.  Apart from the girls that would soon be brought in.  Getting into the spirit of his role, he decided that they didn’t count.  They’d chosen to be with him.

Elland turned on the bank of TVs, and put his own – well, the Professor’s – music on one of them and he found a rerun of a football game on another.  He stuck porn on the rest.  He settled down to watch and try hard to ignore the music.  He hoped the contact would come quickly, he was baffled at how anyone could live like this.

30 minutes later the door opened and the guard led in the two girls, each was naked and crawling, led like a dog.  Elland nodded to the guard, thanking him.  Elland got the two to fuck each other while he watched.  He’d have to find something to do.  He wanted to read a book, but that was out of the question.

******

Three days later he went for dinner at Boka in Chicago, the record company had arranged a private room for them, there were three people present, Elland, Joe Parker who claimed to be a representative of TR & P Entertainment and a lawyer for the company.  The FBI had done a background check, Mr. Parker was a retired software giant, not who he claimed to be.  Elland shook his head when he heard that, the man was barely 40 and retired. 

Elland decided that the best approach would be to appear to be intelligent, which he was.  Mr. Parker and the lawyer were both prominent members of the Island.  “So, you’re offering to break me around the world, to sign me.  I’ll let my lawyers deal with that, if the deal’s right maybe we’re onto something.”

Joe picked up his wine, a very expensive ’83 burgundy.  “Can you leave us please James, I’d like to talk to the Professor in private.”  This had to be done, this way only one of them could be caught.  James nodded, he took a sip of his wine and stood up.  He nodded to both men, then left the booth, closing the door behind him.

“I must say,” said Joe, “I’m very surprised meeting you, I’d expected to meet, well, how can I put this, an idiot, but you’re anything but.”

“I know man,” replied Elland, “It’s an act.  You don’t get where I am in life by being stupid.  I worked hard, created an image and I live it, 24x7.  The fringe benefits are amazing.”  They both laughed at that, knowing he meant the girls.  Joe put his hand in his pocket and pulled out his iPhone, then made a point of switching it off.

“Can I see you switch yours off as well please?”

“Why?”

“I want to discuss something else with you.  Privately.  And call me Joe.”

Elland hesitated, he figured anyone would.  Then he shrugged his shoulders and pulled out his phone and very carefully, very deliberately powered it off.  It had been adapted especially by the agency and would still be recording.  Joe reached into his bag and pulled out a lead lined box and opened in, then put his phone and gestured to Elland who did the same.

“Can’t be too careful,” he said, smiling.  Once the box was sealed and locked Joe pulled out a metal detector and insisted on scanning Elland, the agency had wanted him to wear a wire but he’d refused.  Can’t be too careful and he’d been right.  Once Joe was certain Frank was clean he started to speak. 

First he took a long drink, he’d never had to do the first approach before and he was nervous.  Suppose Professor Patriarchy was wearing some device he couldn’t scan for, what if the restaurant was bugged (hence why the meeting was set up with less than an hour to go), suppose he worked for the CIA or FBI, suppose he would just call him out there and then?  When Joe had been approached a month ago he’d said been excited, but now it was real.  He asked about backing out, it had been explained to him that he wasn’t being asked to make the approach.  No, he was being told.

“Frank, can I call you Frank?  Good, I represent a group of people who share a common interest with you, namely that we believe that women . . . women are worth less than men.”  There, he’d said it, in public.

Elland forced a smile.  “Bitches aren’t worth anything.”

Joe smiled.  “I know, but here, here in the real world we all have to be careful, obey some social norms.”

“Ain’t no one tells me what to do.”

“Indeed, but there are limits.  You’ve had your run ins with the law, girls that have changed their minds.  Suppose I told you about a place where normal laws don’t apply, a place where women exist for one reason and one reason alone.  To serve and service men.”  Joe was sweating, the beads forming on his brow.  He was nervous.  He drank some more wine.

“On this Island women are objects, to be bought and sold and treated as you wish.”  If the booth was tapped, if the staff were agency and listening he could have just brought disaster down on the Island and he and his family would pay the price.  He had no doubt about it.

“That’s how I treat bitches already,” said Elland, trying to look bored, like this was nothing new to him.

“I don’t think you’re following me.  Ever seen a girl that you really, truly wanted to use and abuse?  To beat her and use her, but you couldn’t?”

Elland nodded, “’Course I fucking have,” he barked, “Fucking laws in this country are a joke.  The law of God is clear, women should be subject to the rule of man.  Every fucking religion is clear on this yet the cunts use the law, man’s law to demand equality and they’ve nearly got it.  We have to fight back.”  He felt sick as he spoke, but he knew that this was how the Professor thought.  And he was pretty sure that this was how Joe thought as well.  I can’t wait to see you in court, thought Elland.

“So this Island has no such laws, women have no rights, they are yours, if you own them, to do with as you chose.  Want to hurt one?  If you own her, you can.  The only limit is you can’t kill them.”  The conversation drifted on, Elland taking care to adjust his position slowly as Joe kept hammering the point that the Island was the society that Frank dreamed of.  In the end, he agreed.

“I’m interested,” he said eventually.

“I wouldn’t be asking if we didn’t think you were.  It’s not just the women we control, it’s also about the men of power that you’ll meet.  And with your reputation, that could be useful.  Look at me, I’ve got contacts that will be of use to you, to get the contract and break the big time.”

“How can the men there be useful to me, other than you?”

“Sooner or later you’re going to run afoul of the law, either here or somewhere if we can boost your career.  You’ll fuck an underage girl, whether she’s willing or not, fake ID or not.  Just think of how your life could be.  Pedophiles don’t live long inside.  Fucking ‘Me Too’ movement will go into full swing, girls you’ve never fucked, never met, never even  heard of will come crawling out of the woodwork to claim you abused them when they were 17 or younger.  You’ll have to prove you didn’t.”

“But if you’re a member of the Island . . . you’ll have journalists on your side to discredit them, agents of the FBI, CIA, local law enforcement to discredit them, Judges to throw their cases out . . . could all be useful to you.”  Joe knew this sounded good to his target, drawing him in.

Fuck, is the world really this corrupt?  thought Elland.  “That could be useful,” he said, non-committedly.  Joe picked up his drink, it had gone better than he’d expected.  He paused, using the age old interview technique of allowing people to talk in a gap in the conversation.

“So what can I expect on the Island?” asked Elland, he knew already but wanted to hear it.

“I think I’ve covered most of it, the best food on the planet, the hottest, most submissive women.  Come now, a man like you must have dreamed of owning slave girls.  Surely you have?”  Elland thought about it.  There was no doubt that Frank would have done.

“Of course I have.  I should have been born 200 years ago when it was all legal.  ”  He picked up his drink, the Island, it was real.  Joe laughed, thinking about what Frank had just said.  He wasn’t wrong.

“Tell me about yourself,” asked Joe.

“What is there to say,” replied Elland, “Mom dead at three, after she’d thrown my father out, father, doubt he even knows I exist.  Cunt mother not telling him I was pregnant.  Growing up in and out of care in Flint is no basis for a normal life.  I was bright but I had to pretend to be stupid to survive.  My mother should have been there to protect me,” Elland chose to make his voice cold as he spoke, “but she abandoned me for crack cocaine, apparently that was better than me.”

“So I used women, taking my revenge on them.  When I was in my mid 20s I realized I could sing and make a career from my loathing of them.  Beats the shit out of flipping burgers for a living and dodging crack heads on the street.  Cunts should look after their kids, not abandon them to the system.  Fucking women.”

“I see,” said Joe, it matched with what he’d read.  Most people who came to the Island had grown up in the public gaze with money from youth, Professor Patriarchy had come from nowhere.  “What are you doing tomorrow?”

“Nothing planned.”

“Pack a bag for a couple of nights, I’ll send a chopper to collect you from your home and you can come to the Island.  Just you.  10AM.  A night in an Atlanta hotel then the day after I’ll take you to the Island.”

Elland shrugged, “Sure, I ain’t got nothing else to do.  Can’t we make it later?” The Professor was well known for not getting up early.  Joe shook his head. 

“We’ll go to O’Hare and catch a scheduled flight to Atlanta, then in the morning a limo to a local airstrip.”  Joe opened the box and handed Elland his phone as he took his own and they both switched them back on.  “I can’t be certain you’ll get a deal with our company,” said Joe, “I think you’ll sell, but at what cost?”

Elland laughed, they were speaking for the benefit of the listening ears, if there were any.  The conversation went back to music.  Later than day Elland reported to his contact in his security detail.  Shit was about to get real.  He’d be alone, surrounded by men he knew he would despise, men that he would be instrumental arresting and locking up for the rest of their lives.

Unless he fucked up, in which case he was certain his life would be over.
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When he landed in Atlanta Elland took a taxi to the hotel he’d booked, his room was interconnected to another via an internal door.  The connected room would have an FBI man inside.  When he was in his room Elland inspected it for bugs, it appeared to be clean.  He unlocked the interconnecting door and knocked on it.  On the other side his contact who’d flown commercial a couple of days before was inside.

“Hey,” said Elland.  The man nodded.  “How’s it been?”

“Bored shitless,” replied his contact.  “Been in here waiting for you, every night I’ve slid the camera under the door to watch.  Apart from a couple fucking last night nothing.”  Elland turned to look at his bed.  His contact could guess what he was thinking.  “They changed the sheets,” he said with a wink.

“Super.”

“The DD wants you wear a wire tomorrow.”

Elland didn’t even have to think.  “No.”

His contact raised an eyebrow, you didn’t say no to the Deputy Director, not if you wanted to retain your job.  And word on the grapevine was Elland was in line to replace Phillips when he retired in the fall.  Elland explained.

“These people are professionals.  They scanned me in the restaurant, there’s no way they won’t do it again tomorrow.”  The other man nodded.  He could understand.  He’d just have to deal with the fallout tomorrow.  They talked before Elland announced he was off to the hotel bar.  There was no way Professor Patriarch would sit in a hotel room, he’d be in the bar drinking heavily.  Elland wasn’t looking forward it, he liked a beer or two.  But that was about it.

******

Elland walked into the bar and looked around, it was a typical soulless hotel bar.  Functional was the best you could describe it as, the patrons were business men forced to spend the weekend in an airport hotel.  Men sat around tables by themselves, eating meals for one and studying the waitresses ass as she walked away.

How many night have I spent in places like this?  thought Elland.  They are all the same.  He chose a table in the middle of the room, Professor Patriarch’s ego was huge.  Or at least his public persona was.  He wouldn’t hide away in a corner.

The waitress came over, she looked at him and her face fell.  She knew who he was, or thought she did.  She looked Elland up and down and swallowed.  Company policy was to address men you didn’t know as Sir.  She knew how the animal in front of her would react.

“Good Evening Sir,” she said, almost biting off the last word.  Elland felt guilty, his gut reaction was to smile at her and politely ask for a beer and the menu.  Instead he did what he felt the Professor would do.  He looked her up and down, he started at her face, he could feel her discomfort as he judged her looks, she was OK, needed a bit of makeup.

He scanned his eyes down, her shirt was tight to her ample chest and it had a couple of buttons undone – hotel policy, it attracted a few business travelers to stay there rather than at the chains based at the airport.  She swallowed and subconsciously raised her hands to fasten the buttons and hide her boobs under the material.  Elland understood why, she was being examined and she knew it.

“Don’t do that girl,” he said with a hint of menace in his voice.  She paused, then lowered her hands to her side.  Elland smiled, faking it.  He’d taken control of her just like that, she knew he was in control.  Inside she was crying, she was working an evening shift in a hotel for one reason and one alone, she needed the money.  And if this guy’s reputation was to be believed, she’d not be getting a tip, just an invite to his room.  At least she could say no to that.

Elland continued to scan her, his eyes moved down over her exposed waist, pierced belly button on display.  He continued to move down, the tiny skirt that started just over her hips and ended closer to her pussy than her knees, her long smooth legs and heels.  She wasn’t bad looking at all.  When his eyes moved back up she was smiling, but her face had gone red.  She was hating this.  Elland hated it too, but he had to act like he enjoyed her discomfort.

“Get me a Bud and the menu,” he said, staring into her eyes and smiling a chilling smile.  She nodded.

“My pleasure Sir,” she said.  The way she said it sounded like ‘Go fuck yourself asshole’.  She turned and Elland let out a low whistle, gentle enough that only the two of them could hear it.  The waitress walked away, she looked over her shoulder after half a dozen paces, the creep was watching her ass as she walked.

At the bar the bartender looked at her face, reading her emotion.

“Want me to throw him out,” he said, gesturing to the Professor.  She shook her head, he’d done nothing more than every other single man in the room, he’d just been more obvious.

“Want me to spit in his beer then?”  She smiled at that.

“No, I will,” she said.  The bartender opened the beer and put it on the girls tray, then he opened a tab for the guest.  “Is he watching?”  The bartender nodded and laughed, trying to make it look like they were talking.  She picked up his ice cold Bud, using her body to block his view and spat into it.

“Dick,” she said as she turned and walked back to the table.

When she put the beer down she bent forward, Elland stared at her breasts as she bent, the angle of her back exposing more of her flesh.  “Your drink Sir,” she said, then put the menu onto the table.  “For specials tonight we’ve got Tuscan Veal chops, that’s veal chops marinated in Garlic and Rosemery overnight then char broiled on the BBQ, served with creamed potatoes and a side salad or we’ve got Catfish Italiano, that’s catfish broiled with an Italian cheese and tomato crumb served with baby greens.”  She smiled again as she put the menu onto the table.

Why am I wasting my time talking to this animal, she thought, He’s going to order the T bone.  For his part Elland thought the fish sounded great, but his studies showed that the Professor lived on red meat and fries.  He put his hand forward and touched the menu, knocking it off the table, onto the floor.  They both watched it fall.

“Get that for me,” he said, holding her gaze.  The waitress maintained her smile, she had to, then bent at her knees to the floor and she reached for the menu.  Elland watched the whole time, hating the discomfort he was obviously causing the girl.  She looked up at him, holding his gaze defiantly, his eyes wandered down again, then up to meet her gaze.

“I like what I see,” he said.

She stood up and handed it to his this time, ignoring his remark, making sure he took it from her hand.  Elland didn’t bother to open it.

“T Bone, medium with fries,” he said, holding her gaze and smiling.  She nodded and took the menu back and turned.  She’d make sure the chef spat and did fuck knows what else to it before it got to him.

“What’s the men’s room girl?” he asked.  He was careful to emphasize Men’s room.  Not restroom or bathroom, Men’s room.  The room for Men, not her. 

She gestured behind him, “It’s behind you Sir.”  Elland turned and looked and nodded.

“Care to join me in there?  You’re not busy out here?”

She didn’t respond, just turned and walked away.  She’d make sure the steak would taste great, but at what cost?  Elland watched her move to the waitress station, when she got there she looked up and Elland blew her a kiss, then he stood and walked to the restroom.  Once inside he put his hands on the mirror above the sink and started to shake.  He felt sick to his core, he’d made that poor girl feel awful, he’d degraded her with the way he looked and spoke to her.  He formed his fist into a ball and punched the wall, the pain was good.  It helped him.

Elland took a leak, washed his face and hands and walked back out.  His first job had been in a restaurant, he knew what could go on with your food if the staff disliked you.  He was pretty sure his food was going to be doctored.  He’d have to eat it though, he was starving.

In the kitchen 14 ounces of prime FDA approved steak was being prepared.  The waitress had told chef about the customer and how he’d treated her.  Chef had made sure to sneeze on it, now he was rubbing his cock up and down the meat, then squeezed a couple of drops of piss onto it.

“Prick,” he said as it went under the grill, covered in cock slime and a few pubes.
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The journey to the airstrip was uneventful, a man met him at his hotel and drove him there.  Joe was waiting for him, out of his suit and wearing cargo shorts and a polo shirt.  He shook hands with Elland.

“How was your night?”

“Shit man, I ain’t spent a night without a bitch or two since . . . fuck, I don’t know how long.”  Elland was playing his part.  Joe laughed.

“Hopefully your flight will make up for it, it’s a busy one so there’s a couple of girls working it.”

Elland thought for a moment, “Slave girls?”  Joe just nodded.  Elland grinned, “What they like?”  Joe shrugged.

“How the fuck would I know?  They were assigned on the way here, I wasn’t on that flight.  Now let’s get you scanned.”

“Scanned?” asked Elland in genuine surprise.

“Metal detector.  Oh and leave your phone, no phones on the Island.  If you need to make calls one will be provided.”  Elland nodded, he’d expected this, again glad that he’d refused a wire.  He made a show of surrendering his phone and removing a giant gold curb chain and half a dozen rings from his fingers before he finally made it through the metal detectors. 

The security guard operating the metal detector handed him his jewelry and placed his phone into a metal box and padlocked it, then handed the key to Elland who placed it in his pocket.   Elland was worried, his phone was FBI issue, from the outside it looked like a normal smart phone, but if it was opened up an expert would know.  But he knew he had no choice.  Joe and his new friend then walked to the waiting Lear and took a couple of seats opposite each other.

Elland looked over his shoulder, he was facing forward.  In the back he could see two girls, a blonde and a brunette, both were dressed in short black skirts, tight white shirts, black heels.  But what really caught his attention was their necks, each girl was wearing a shiny steel collar, maybe an inch thick.  Elland knew what they were instantly, they were slave collars.  One of the girls smiled at him, she looked like she was forcing it.  Elland smiled back.

“Sorry Frank,” said Joe, across but facing him, “I should have let you sit here, then you’ll get a better view.”  Joe stood up and gestured Elland to swap, so he did.”  The blonde approached them and asked for their drinks order, Joe ordered coffee and Elland did the same.  Joe looked at him, surprised.

“Hangover,” said Elland by way of an explanation.  Joe smiled, the Professor had a reputation as a hard drinking man.  But everyone needed a coffee once in a while, didn’t they?  Elland watched as the girl poured the drinks and set them down, watched as Joe put his hand on the brunette’s ass.  She didn’t try to push him off, she just paused and let him feel her.

After take-off the girls started the inflight service and Joe talked about the history of the Island.  Joe ordered a Coke Zero, Elland hesitated, then asked for a Vodka and coke.  It was part of the image, he couldn’t keep getting away with soft drinks.  When the girl presented his drink to him he grabbed one of her breasts and squeezed, the girl barely reacted.  Elland expected to be told off, but Joe just laughed.

“Wait until they’ve finished service, then they’ll be in the back.  Feel free to make use of them.”

“For real?”  Joe nodded.

“I had to be practically dragged back there on my first flight.  Fuck I was so naive, I thought they were whores, not slaves.”  The men on the other side of the aisle laughed, it sounded so stupid to make that assumption.  It wasn’t unusual though.

Elland downed his drink, then ordered another one, he really wasn’t looking forward to this.  The girls at the mansion had been one thing, necessary for his cover but at least they were doing it through choice.  Well, they thought they were submitting to Professor Patriarchy, but they were acting through choice - almost.  These two girls, he looked up at them, smiling weakly at him, he was about to rape them.  He stood up, he had no choice.  No one would have believed that the Professor, when offered two gorgeous girls free for his use, would say no.

Elland talked with Joe, about the history of the Island, what the waiting period for his membership would be.  “And,” said Joe, “The best part is that this is only one of dozens of locations around the world.  As a member of the Island you’ll automatically have guest membership of the others.”

“Really?” asked Elland, feeling sick.  It was bad enough that this Island existed, but there were dozens of them?  He did some quick math, say 4000 girls at each location . . . if there were 24 locations that was almost 100,000 slaves.  He had to end this.  Do whatever it took.  He looked at Joe, his hatred of the man growing by the moment.  “You ever visited these places?”

“Hell yes,” replied Joe, tipping his head back and laughing.  “Last winter I spent three months on vacation, went to South America, Australia, the far East, the Gulf.  Visited . . . oh, I don’t know, maybe eight or nine retreats.”  He laughed again, “Some people can’t remember how many girls they’ve fucked, Jesus, I can’t even remember how many retreats I visited.”  He laughed again, Elland forced himself to laugh with him.

“Now, if you’ll excuse me, the brunette is new on the flight, and she’s rather attractive, wouldn’t you say?”  He laughed again, unbuckling his belt and standing up.  Elland looked around, he expected the men on the flight to cheer or watch, but they just ignored Joe.  This was just routine. 

The two men on the other side of the aisle introduced themselves and they fell into an uneasy conversation.  They were much older than Joe or Elland and clearly knew each other well.  The conversation stalled after a while and Elland just closed his eyes.  He heard an occasional yelp or stifled scream from the back.

******

“Wake up man,” said Joe, shaking Elland.  Elland opened an eye, Joe was sitting down, he looked just has he had done before he’d stood up.  Then he looked down the plane, the curtain door was open and inside the small area the brunette was applying makeup.  Joe was watching Elland, misreading his face and intentions.

“What you waiting for man?  She’s back there and she’s ready for you.”  Elland swallowed, he had to do this.  Professor Patriarchy wouldn’t pass up the opportunity for sex with a hot, young girl.  Willing or not.  Elland walked into the back of the plane, one of the girls drew the curtain behind him.  Everyone would hear what was about to happen, they wouldn’t get to see.  He was glad of the vodka he’d had.  The girl smiled at him.

“Hi,” she said, “I gather this is your first trip to the Island Sir?”  Elland nodded.  “Just so you know, I’m here to fulfill your needs and desires, whatever you want.”  She opened a draw and Elland looked in, all manner of sex toys, chains, whips, paddles and things he had no idea about populated the draw.

“Whatever you want I’ll be happy to provide.”  Elland nodded, still unsure.  “If you want to hurt me you can.”  The smile left her face as she said that.  Elland put a hand into the draw and pulled out a riding crop.  “Most men like to hurt the girls on the plane,” she added, sounding sad.

Elland looked at the crop, about 18 inches long with a strap for his hand.  He slipped his wrist though it and swished it in the air a couple of times, then looked at the girl, she was staring at the crop, following its motion through the air.

“Take your shirt and bra off,” he said, trying to sound confident, suspecting he sounded terrified.  She looked up at him and nodded.

“Yes Sir,” she replied.  She knew he was going to hurt her.

******

When Elland opened the curtain the girl was still on the floor, kneeling, she had streaks on her face from where her makeup had run, he’d only struck her a couple of times but a few tears had escaped her eyes.  He looked down the aisle, he expected someone to come to her rescue has he’d used her, now he expected someone to look up and berate him.  No one paid him any attention as he walked back to his seat.

Joe looked up as he walked past, another man stood up and made his way to the back, pulling the curtain behind him.

“Well,” asked Joe, “How was it?”

Elland was surprised, sex for him was a personal thing, to discuss it like this was . . . strange.

“Man,” he said, “She was fucking incredible.”  He wasn’t lying, “The things she could do with her mouth . . .” he tailed off thinking about it.  She’d taken his fully erect cock straight into her throat, no gag reflex, tight but no resistance.  Joe laughed.

“That’s what two hours a day of training for years gets you.

“And all the girls on the Island are trained like this.”  Joe nodded.

“When you buy your own girls you can have them trained however you want.  Some guys like the gag reflex, gives them a real sense of power when you force their throats open.  Me, I just like them to go balls deep.”  He laughed again.  Elland forced another smile, then he reclined the seat.  Short of punching Joe, sleep was the next best way to spend the flight.

As he drifted off he thought about the girl in the back.  Joe was right about one thing, she had been an excellent fuck.  She’d concentrated on him entirely and given him what he wanted.  He felt dirty thinking like this.
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The landing on the Island was OK, as Joe said to Elland, any landing you walk away from is a good one.  The passengers stayed seated as the slave girls with their ripped clothes and ruined makeup opened the doors to allow the passengers down.  Joe held Elland back, “There’s a surprise waiting for you,” he said.  Elland was worried, was his secret out?

When they descended the stairs Joe blinked before slipping on sun glasses, Elland hadn’t removed his all flight.  It was the image, it was something to hide behind.  Joe walked across the landing strip into the trees, Elland followed him.  Just as Joe had done a year ago he stopped when he saw the pony girl teams. 

Under the cover of the trees two sets of pony girls waited, four girls in each team.  The first had two blondes on the outside and two brunettes on the inside.  Each girl was dressed in an identical leather harness, a hood with horse ears, blinkers and a bit gag between their teeth.  Elland didn’t know what he was looking at.  He started to walk again, following Joe.

Joe walked to the first set of girls, straight up to the first girl who stood tall with her long blonde hair moving gently in the breeze.  She didn’t flinch or even move as Joe touched her body, starting with her breasts then moving his hand between her legs, pushing the harness strap between her legs to one side.

“Have you missed me baby?” he whispered in her ear, “Have you missed your owner’s touch?”  There was no reaction from her, she just stared straight ahead with dead eyes.  Elland watched has he took a nipple between his fingers and thumb and crushed it, the pain he was inflicting on the girl must have been incredible, still she barely reacted.  Joe released his grip and slapped her tits hard with his open hand, the sound echoing round the trees.  He moved onto the next girl, older.

Like her sister slave in harness she didn’t react to Joe’s touch, this girl was older but still good looking with firm, toned legs.  Her eyes were alive and full of hate.  “Breaking you back down is the most fun I have,” Joe whispered, “I’m going to break you, you know that don’t you?”  No reaction to it.  Elland guessed there must have been some history between them.  Joe looked up, “Care to inspect my team?”

Elland walked forward and stood next to Joe, facing a second girl with dark brown hair.  She was younger, maybe 20.  Her legs were thick and strong, her chest small.  “Joe man, what the actual fuck am I looking at?”  Elland had no idea, his research into the Professor had had to be quick, he hoped he wasn’t making a cluster fuck of the situation.

“You never seen or heard of pony girls before?” asked Joe.  Elland shook his head and released his grip on the brunette.  Joe explained.  “These girls are animals, we use them for transportation, for racing, for sex.  I own these four, bought them about a year ago.  The one on the end,” he said, gesturing to Sundrop/Penny, “used to be my girlfriend on the mainland.  But she was too prim to have a threesome with me, so I arranged to have her transported here and enslaved.”  Joe stepped sideways to face her.  “I bet she thanks me every minute of every hour of every day for what I did to her.”  He slapped her breasts hard.  “Don’t you?”  A tear formed in the corner of her eye and she raised her right leg and stomped it on the ground.

“That’s all these dumb animals can do,” said Joe, “Once for yes, twice for no.  Want a test?”

Elland wanted to punch Joe, to knock him to the ground and beat him senseless.  Then find any other person on the Island with authority and do the same.  But he was undercover, he knew he’d have no chance.  Sure he could knock Joe out, but what next?  No, he had to play along.  “Sure,” replied, forcing a smile.  Elland faced up to the brunette and stared into her eyes.  I’ll rescue you, he thought.  You and all the others.

Instead he looked into her eyes and put his hands onto her tits.  He squeezed them, then took her nipples into his fingers and pulled them, crushing them, inflicting pain on the girl.  He forced himself to smile as if he was enjoying himself.  “And I can do this, can I?” he asked, beaming from ear to ear.

“To my team sure, I’ve given you permission.  You won’t be allowed to touch the team that’s been prepared for you.”

“Why not?” asked Elland, confused and pleased , releasing his grip on the girl.

“Because,” said a female voice behind him, “They don’t belong to you.”  Elland turned, there was a woman in her late to mid 30s carrying a riding crop. “You’re just borrowing the ponies for the day.  I’ll take over now if you want?” she added, looking at Joe.  Joe nodded, as he stepped back his team knelt, lowering the buggy to the floor and Joe climbed into the seat.  As soon as he sat down he raised the whip and lashed the team, Elland moved to one side and Elland told them to walk on.  Elland watched as they gracefully high stepped under the trees on a path, then as Joe whipped them again they broke into a run and disappeared into the dark of the trees.

“So you’ve never seen pony girls before?” asked the woman.  Elland shook his head.

“No, new to me.  Looks exciting though.”

“It is.  You just have to treat them as dumb animals.  All they understand is ‘Walk on’, ‘Run’ and ‘Stop’.  Oh, and the whip of course.”  The woman pulled a whip from the holster and handed it to Elland.  “Show me you can whip them.”

Elland took it, he had no option.  He walked behind them and put his arm back and then brought the whip down quickly across the girls backs, the leather cracking in the air then biting into the girls backs.  They cried out in pain as one, Elland wanted to puke.  He forced himself to repeat the action causing them more pain.  Forgive me, he thought, I had to do it.  He felt sick, he turned to face the sea so the ponies and the woman couldn’t see his face.  He pretended to cough when really he was try retching.

“You OK,” she asked, moving towards him.  Joe put up a hand.

“Coughing fit,” he said, straightening up.  He opened a packet of smokes and lit one.  “Fucking filthy habit,” he said, “Keeps me calm though.”  As the smoke filled his lungs it did indeed calm him, a little at least.

“You should quit.  Looks like you’ll have no issues controlling them,” the woman said turning back to the pony team, “Most men struggle with that first lash.”

“I’m not most men,” replied Elland confidently.  He was watching the girl’s backs, two thin red lines were starting to form where the leather had bitten into their backs.  He forced himself to smile, he was sure that the real Professor would be pleased with whipping girls.

“My name’s Jenny by the way,” said Jenny, “I’m one of the trainers on the Island.”

“So you’re not a slave then?” asked Elland, sounding disappointed.

“No, I’m an employee,” she said, touching her throat, “No collar.  That’s how you tell.  All the men you see are employees or members, females are all slaves if they are wearing a collar.  No, no touching,” she added as Elland reached out to touch the girls.  He withdrew his hand.

“When, if, you become a full member you’ll be able to buy your own team, but until then you can look, but if you touch you’ll be dealt with.”  Elland wasn’t sure what dealt with meant, but he was glad.  It meant to wouldn’t have to touch these girls.  “Anyway, get in and take them for a ride.  There’s a map of the Island in the sulky, you’ve got the whip, keep left and no touching.  Use the whip as you want, but if you kill a girl or maim her . . . let’s say you don’t want to do that.”

With that Jenny nodded to the ponies and they went down on one knee, Elland took his lead from Joe earlier and sat in the sulky, then team stood and went onto one leg.  Elland lifted the whip from the holster, looked at Jenny who nodded and mouthed ‘Go On’ to him, he lashed them again and yelled ‘Walk On’.

“Make sure you’re at the main residence for six,” she yelled after him as they started to move.

Instantly their right legs went down and they started to move, he allowed them to high step, pulling on the reins to guide them, though he was sure that they’d stay on the path regardless of his interference.  After 50 feet or so Elland lashed them again and yelled run. 

Jenny watched the buggy disappear, a puzzled look on her face.  Something wasn’t right about the new member.  She wasn’t sure what, but there was something not right.  She’d report back to the membership committee.


14

[image: ]


The heat on the Island was oppressive, Elland was glad that they were under the cover of the trees.  He felt sorry for the ponies, but he had to stay in character.  If he’d had a way to contact his handler in the FBI he’d have used it, but this was real life, not James Bond.  There were no transmitters hidden in his sneakers, no phone he could use.  He just had to put up a front.

As the ponies ran following the path he pulled out the map.  He had about three hours to kill before making it back to the main residence.  The map had a scale, the Island was seven miles long and about one at its widest.  There was a harbor in the East, golf, shooting range, scuba diving, sports fishing and a bar at the far West.  The landing strip was just about central in the South of the Island.

Elland was unsure what to do, he figured that the team had to be capable of running the full length of the Island, at the same time he wanted it to be as easy for them as possible.    Equally, there was no way he could be soft of the team and he knew he had to use the whip, he tried to keep it to a minimum and hit as gently as he could, but hard enough to leave a mark.  He figured he’d be assessed at the end.

At the first fork he brought the girls to a halt and looked at the sign and the map.  To the left was the golf.  He was certain that Professor Patriarchy would have had no interest in that, which was lucky, as neither did he.  Right was  towards the harbor.  He thought he heard a sound, a minute later he watched as four virtually naked girls came running towards him, their breasts bouncing, bodies covered in dust.  As they ran past the man in the sulky gave him a wave.  Elland forced a smile and waved back.  I’ll see you in jail, he thought, I’ll see every single fucking one of you in jail.

Elland pulled right, the girls didn’t move.  Fuck, they need to be lashed.  He pulled out the whip, “Walk On,” he commanded as he whipped them.  Instantly they responded and started to move.  Shaking his head he whipped them again, “Run.”  They did.  Elland guided them to the harbor, then West to the bar.  He didn’t run them hard, but he was certain that they were suffering.  He tried to put it out of his mind.

******

At the bar he brought his team to a halt, an old woman came out from somewhere and the team walked towards her.  Elland threw the reins to her and she caught them, then helped him to dismount.

“Would you like me to care for your animals Sir?” she asked.  Animals?  He looked at her, she had a collar on her neck.

“Yes please,” he said.  Elland walked round to look at them.  He figured they’d run for about 10 miles.  Each girls chest was rising and falling as they drank in air.  Their bodies were covered in dust stuck to their sweaty bodies, there was dust on their faces and hate in their eyes.  Elland wanted to puke again.

“Will you be staying long in the bar Sir?” she asked.  Elland checked his watch, 10 minutes before five.

“I need to be at the main residence for six,” he said, “How long will it take to get there?”  As he spoke one of the ponies opened her legs a little and she started to piss.  Elland felt the urge to puke come back, Jesus, no dignity at all for them, they really were treated as animals.

“It will only take 20 or 30 minutes Sir, it’s downhill and about two and half miles.”

“Can you get them ready for 5:20 then please?”

“My pleasure Sir, and Sir, I’m a slave, you order me about, you don’t say please.”  Elland nodded.  Fuck, fuck, the mask had just slipped he was that shocked. 

“Just fucking do it bitch,” he bit off.  The old woman nodded.  Elland went into the bar.

******

The inside was dark, Elland had to remove his shades.  He looked around, there were a few dozen men in the bar, watching a golf game on the TV.  Elland was aware of golf, he’d played a few times but he was pretty sure that his alter ego didn’t like or play it.  Or was even capable of spelling golf.  He sat at the bar.  A pretty girl in her mid-20s wearing a bikini was behind the bar.

“Get me a beer bitch,” he snapped.  She nodded and moved away.  A man a couple of seats down from him looked up.

“Generally we try to be polite to the staff, even if they are slaves,” he said.  The man was older, maybe in his late 50s or early 60s.  He was balding and mostly grey, just a little color on the few hairs he had on top.

“Why?” asked Elland.

“Just because we are attended by the slaves doesn’t mean we can’t be gentlemen around them.”

Elland shrugged, trying not to care.

“And unless you want this to be your one and only trip to this place you should aim to follow the rules.  Now, when she returns apologize to her.”  Elland looked at the man.

“I ain’t apologizing to no bitch, never have, never will.”

“Ah, then you might as well ask to leave on the evening flight young man.”  It was a standoff.  Elland would have been happy to leave, but would the Professor?  No, no even that man would have seen the need to say sorry.  The girl was soon back, she put the drink down.

“Your drink Sir,” she said, smiling.

“I . . .” Elland looked at the old man, “I’m sorry, and thank you.”

“That’s OK Sir,” she said and went to collect empties and take orders.  Elland watched her move, she was very graceful.  The older man shuffled across and stuck out his hand.

“My name’s Tyler, you must be Frank or Franco, or shall I just call you Professor?”

“You know me then?” asked Elland, surprised.  Tyler nodded.

“We are all made aware of new members, or potential new members, so we can look out for them, help them if they make a mistake.”  Elland picked up his beer and took a drink.

“Thanks,” he said, “There’s no way I want to fuck up becoming a member.”  Elland took his hand and they shook.

“I’ve been coming here for . . . oh, 20, 25 years I guess.  Never get tired of it.”

“I bet,” said Elland.  They fell into an uneasy conversation, the age gap was considerable and they didn’t have much in common.  Eventually Elland finished his drink and checked his watch.

“I need to go,” he said, “I’m expected at the residence at six.”

“Nice meeting you,” said Tyler, they shook again and Tyler watched him walk out.  Elland didn’t know it, but Tyler was on the membership committee.  The man he’d just met looked almost exactly like the man they’d attempted to recruit.  But he didn’t act anything like he’d expected.  He watched Elland walk out and slip on his shades, then the man got into his sulky and whipped his ponies and they walked away. 

Tyler picked up his wine and finished it, he had a lot to think about.
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When Elland arrived at the main residence, just as before a woman appeared to take the ponies from him.  When he’d left the bar they’d been clean, now they were covered in dust with saliva dripping from their mouths, down their chins.  Their chests were heaving, hearts pounding as they forced oxygen into their bodies.

“I’ll take them now Sir, you should report inside at the main reception.”  Elland nodded and walked inside.  The building from the outside looked ramshackle and about to fall down, inside it was like a five star hotel.  The woman on reception looked up and smiled at him.

“Professor Patriarchy?” she asked.  Elland nodded.  She spoke into a microphone, then back to Elland.  “You’ve been assigned a room on the third floor.  Elland nodded, assuming that this was just like a normal business hotel.  A door opened behind her and a young woman walked out, she was dressed in a little black dress that barely contained her ample cleavage, Elland swallowed, there was twinge in his cock as he looked at her. 

The girl smiled at him, she looked genuinely happy to see him.  Then he looked at her neck, slightly hidden under her long red hair was a thick steel collar, just like the one on the older woman behind the desk.  She was a slave.  Elland half blushed, he’d been thinking about the fun he could have with her, he had to remember she was a slave girl.

“Let me show you to your room Sir,” the blonde said, “My name is Leeta and I’m yours for your stay here.”  She took his hand and led him deeper into the hotel, past the stairs to the elevator.  She pressed the button and then three, once out she turned left and guided him to a room, 3.14, overlooking the ocean.  Elland was surprised, the room was better than he could have expected.

“When you said you were mine,” he said, letting his voice trail off.  She smiled again.

“I’m yours to command and I will obey you Sir, whatever you wish, I will do my utmost to please you.  And if I fail you must punish me as you see fit.”  She stopped smiling as she said the last words.  Elland studied her, she was almost perfect for him, well, the Professor.  As if reading his mind she spoke again.

“I was specially selected for you Sir, based on our studies of what you like.  If you’d prefer another girl, a different type just ask.”  Elland shook his head.  It was bad enough that she would be forced to fuck him against her will, but to actually select a girl for himself?  No, that was a step too far.

“Let me undress you and shower you Sir,” she said, “You must have had an arduous day.”  Elland smiled, he was almost laughing.  three hours on a Lear, a day of being hauled by four young women while sat on his ass?  Arduous?  She misunderstood him as too his smile of agreement.

“I’ll underdress myself,” he said, “Strip off and get the shower ready, I like it warm.”

“My pleasure Sir,” she said.  She reached behind her back and Elland heard the zip coming down, then she eased the dress over one shoulder, then the other, holding it in place over her breasts.  She met his gaze, the released the dress and it fell to the floor, revealing that she was wearing nothing other than the dress and the black heels. 

“Do you like what you see Sir?” she asked.  Elland just nodded, her breasts full and firm.  Elland just nodded.  “I’ll be waiting for you in the shower then Sir.”  She turned and walked away, carefully putting one foot in front of the other to make herself ooze sex appeal.  Elland felt guilty watching her, but at the same time he couldn’t look away.

Elland undressed quickly, just letting his clothes fall to the floor.  The girl would tidy up later.  When he was naked his rubbed his cock, already semi hard.  Elland entered the bathroom, the shower was huge and full of steam.  He opened the door and stepped in, Leeta was waiting for him, kneeling on the shower floor, legs open wide, arms folded behind her back.  She looked up at him, then at his cock.

“Let me clean that for you Sir,” she said, bending forward.

“Stop,” said Elland, surprising himself with how fiercely he spoke.  Leeta stopped and looked up, slightly worried, had she fucked up?  Would she be punished?  “I expect total obedience from you,” he said, “You do as you’re told, exactly as your told.  And I didn’t tell you to move, did I?”

“No Sir,” she replied, meekly, “I was trying to anticipant your wants.  Please punish me as you see fit Sir.”

Fuck, thought Elland, I didn’t think this through.  Thrilled as he was, and he looked down at his rock hard cock an inch from the girl’s face, he was no sadist.  But he’d painted himself into a corner, her would have to punish the girl.  He looked around.

“There’s a paddle on the shelf behind you Sir,” she said, not even sounding sad or worried, “It’s not my place to suggest that you use it, but it can be a very effective form of punishment.”  Elland turned round, a wooden paddle, maybe 10 inches long with a leather strap was resting on the shelf, just as Leeta had said.  Elland turned and picked it up, he slipped his hand through the strap and swished it in the air.  He turned, the girl was staring at the instrument of pain.  Her pain.

She remained motionless as Elland raised it, from where she was kneeling he didn’t have many options, her ass and thighs were out of easy range.  Only her exposed breasts were truly available.  He raised it up and brought it down hard onto her left breast.  The sound of wood on flesh bounced round the enclosure, mixed with her scream of pain.  Elland was horrified at himself, he took all his restraint not to bend down and apologize to her.

He looked at her and she looked up at him.  “Thank you Sir,” she said, her voice broken as she spoke, “Thank you for teaching me to obey you.”  Elland took the paddle off his hand and put it back, then he looked at Leeta.

“Clean me, it was a hard day in the saddle.”

“My pleasure Sir,” she replied, standing.  She reached for the shower gel and started to rub Elland’s body, starting on his head, stretching to reach him, working her way down his shoulders, back and chest, the dust and dirt from the Island running away.  Elland was surprised, he was quite dirty.  Absent mindedly he wondered about his pony girl team, were they being cleaned?  Not like this, he imagined.

As her hands reached his cock she looked him in the eye.  “Can I clean your cock Sir?” she asked.  Elland nodded, she took his cock into her hands and started to wank him gently, her wet and soapy hands moving up and down his thick shaft.  She was skilled, she wanked him with one hand, she slipped the other over his balls towards his ass.

“Tell me what to do Sir,” she whispered, “Tell me what you like and I’ll do it.”

“Put a finger in my ass,” Elland said.  Leeta nodded, she started to probe his ass with a soapy finger, then slowly, ever so slowly pushed the tip of her index finger inside.  Elland gasped, this was new for him and he was enjoying the sensation.  Leeta realized by the way he was reacting this was new for him, so she was very slow and gentle.

Elland put a hand on her head, pushing her down to her knees and she took the tip of his cock into her mouth, she moved her head and hand in time on his cock, Elland put his hands on the wall of the shower to support himself and soon he was breathing quickly, moaning in pleasure.  He put one hand on the back of her head and held her there as he came in her mouth. 

Leeta waited, sucking hard, draining his cock and balls as he came in her mouth, grunting.  As he came she stopped sucking and just held him, when he pulled back she swallowed, Elland barely moved, he just stood against the shower wall.  Leeta didn’t speak, she went back to cleaning her Master for the day.

******

After the shower Leeta dried Elland, then he dressed.  When Leeta reentered the bedroom Elland was staring at his clothes, what should he wear for dinner?  Reading his mind, Leeta spoke.

“You can wear whatever you want Sir, there is no dress code.  Some members will be in Tuxedos, others in shorts.  Wear whatever feels comfortable for you.”  Elland nodded.  He was worried about the dinner, he’d only been studying the Professor for three weeks and living his life for two.  He’d read once about how it could be awful for famous people meeting their fans as the fans frequently knew more about them than they did.

As it turned out Elland had nothing to worry about, he was on a table where no one had heard of him in more than passing, the table consisted of some of the younger members of the Island.  They talked about their first trips to the Island, how Elland would learn to love life there, how he’d have to learn to play golf.  Elland was careful to not drink too much and was back in his room for 10. 

“Which girl did you get?” asked one of his new friends as he made his excuses.  When they found out he’d got Leeta one added that he was amazed Elland had stayed at the table so long.  Laughing, and hating the man at the same time Elland left.

******

As he entered the room Elland heard movement, his muscles tensed, expecting trouble, but it was just Leeta getting onto the floor with her legs apart.  He’d asked, no, told her to tidy up and wait for him.  He’d felt bad about not asking her to get something to eat, but would the Professor?  He doubted it.  Elland came in a stripped off, then lay on the bed.  He was slightly tipsy, but not stoned.

“Massage me,” he ordered, “Get the baby oil and start on my back.  Elland lay on his front as the naked girl straddled him and started to work the oil into his skin.  Skilled orally, skilled with her hands she was the perfect package.  Elland closed his eyes and lay in bliss as she worked on his skin.

“You’re good at this,” he said.

“Thank you Sir, some days I work in the Spa as a masseuse.”  Elland pushed her off, then rolled onto his back, his erect cock on full view.  She looked at him

“Sit on my cock and continue,” he told her.  Leeta nodded, she straddled him again and guided his cock into her tight, wet cunt and slid down him, impaling herself on him.  She picked up the oil and started to rub his chest, then his arms, working the oil in.  Elland had never been so relaxed.  He’d forgotten that she was a slave, held against her will, for now she was just being submissive to him.  He put his hands onto her waist and lifted her a little, Leeta quickly taking the hint.  She started to ride him, lifting her ass up and down, his cock sliding in and out of her.

Elland released his grip on her waist and held her tits, holding her by the nipples, Leeta was riding him, Elland smiled, she was enjoying this.  Her breathing was fast, she was loving being fucked.  She looked at him and decided to take a risk.

“Can I rub my clit Sir?” she asked.  Elland nodded.

“But no cumming without permission.”

“I understand Sir,” she replied.  Instantly she put her fingers onto her pussy, quickly finding her clit and she rubbed it, panting and she cried out in pleasure as she played with herself.  Leeta put her other hand onto Elland’s broad chest and sank her nails into him, she was lost now.  Within seconds she was asking for permission to cum, Elland ignored her pleas.

He felt his own balls tighten, he cried out as he came inside her tight teenage pussy, “Cum for me,” he yelled and Leeta screamed in delight, she fell forward onto his chest and they kissed passionately until Elland pushed her off.  She lay next to him, arm draped over him as they both fell to sleep.  It wasn’t until the morning Elland thought about it and realized he’d raped her.
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Elland woke up, the girl lying next to him, her arms wrapped round her Master.  He looked at her, she smiled at him.  Elland shook in head, was a slave, held against her will but she looked happy.

“Good Morning Sir, how can I be of use?”

Elland thought, he’d had enough.  He already raped and hurt her, not because he wanted to but because he had to maintain his cover.  But enough was enough.  He decided he had to fake a hangover.

“My head hurts,” he said.

“Would you like me to get you some Tylenol and coffee Sir?  Maybe suck your cock to help the pain go away?”

“Coffee bitch,” he said.  Elland slapped her ass, then picked the keys from the nightstand and released her.  He ignored her as she got out of bed, she didn’t dress just made for the door.  As soon as she was gone Elland went to the bathroom, he looked at himself in the mirror, he actually looked the worse for wear.  He rubbed his chin, he hated the beard but it was needed, soon it could be gone.

He got into the shower and cleaned himself up, then dried off and went into the room, the girl was kneeling, legs apart, her long red hair glistening in the sun.  On the table was his coffee and a couple of donuts.  Elland picked it up and sipped it, then he looked at the girl.  She had her head down, a bruise was clearly forming on her breast.  He blushed, he had to do it, he excused himself.  Give it a week and you’ll be free, he thought.

“Sir, I was advised to tell you that your flight leaves at 12 and that you can pick your own team if you want.  The trainer is called Jenny and she’s waiting for you.”  Elland checked his watch, almost 10am.

“Good girl,” he said and stroked her hair. 

“I hope you enjoyed me Sir,” she said, “You’ll be asked to review me later.”  Review you?  What the fuck?

“You’ll get a good review bitch,” he replied.

“Thank you Sir,” she said.  She sounded positively happy.  After what I did.

Elland left her where she was and descended the stairs to the reception, she was right, he was asked to review her.  He gave her five stars.  He walked out into the yard, still carrying the remains of his coffee.  As he left the building Jenny saw him coming and she walked over to him.

“How was your night?” she asked.  Elland just smiled, he had actually enjoyed it, the girl was prepared to do anything to please him, and she knew how to please a man.  “I’ve got orders to help you pick your team for the day, please, come with me.”

“Orders?  You sound like a slave.”

She laughed, “I’m an employee of the Island, not a slave.”  Jenny led him into the stable, a dozen teams were being prepared, ponies stood around naked or half dressed in their harnesses and bit gags.  They watched a team being dressed for a few minutes, the ponies stood motionless apart from when they were being dressed, then they’d help their trainer by lifting a leg or opening their mouths to accept the bit gag.  Elland watched, he’d expected some resistance from the ponies, but they just accepted their fate.  As if reading his mind, Jenny spoke.

“See how placid they are, they accept their fate and work with the handlers, that way they avoid even more pain.”  The team that they were watching was finally ready, the handler put a feather in their headdresses and led them out.

“Come on, let’s pick your team.”  Jenny led Elland down to the stalls, there were hundreds of them over three levels.  She stopped by one stall and opened the door.  There were four ponies inside, as the door opened they all stood and folded their arms behind their backs, heads down.  Jenny stepped inside and Elland followed her.

“So,” she said, “examine the animals, which one do you like the look of the most?”

Elland looked at them, self-conscious that he was about to pick human beings to suffer for him.  He looked at the girls, the first was, he guessed, in her early 30s, small breasts and long dark hair.  The second could only have been 18 or 19, large tits, long red hair.  The third was about 23 or 24, dark black skin, small breasts, the last one he guessed in her late 30s, she looked tired with pale skin and dyed blonde hair, roots showing through.  All of them had thick legs.  Elland knew which one Professor Patriarchy would chose. 

“This one,” he said, pointing to the youngest girl.  She didn’t move.

“Touch her,” said Jenny.  Elland took her breasts into his hands and squeezed.

“She’s a poor choice for a pony,” said Jenny, “Tits are far too big, too young.  If you were buying for your own team then she’d be a good choice, but renting for a few hours?”  Jenny lifted her crop and touched the third girl.  “This one is a much better choice.  Feel her legs, they are like tree trunks.  Her tits are small, she’ll be in less pain as she runs.”

“Fuck do I care how much pain the cunt’s in?” said Elland.

“A pony in less pain can run harder.  Also her age, she’s too young.  Ideal age for a pony is 23 to 27, 28.  Look at the last one, she’s only got another four or five years in harness before she’ll be at the end of her working life.  But,” she added, “It’s your choice.”  Elland knew he should follow Jenny’s advice, he doubted the Professor would take anyone’s advice, and especially not a woman’s.

“I’ll take the red head,” he said, smiling and releasing his grip on her breasts,

Jenny unlocked her steel chain from the wall and gave the end to Elland who pulled on it and she followed.  As Jenny locked the door she spoke.

“When you become a full member you’ll be able to buy your own team after a year, until then you’ll be allocated a team from general population when you visit.”

“What does a team cost?” he asked, shocked.  Buying and selling people?

“You can afford it,” Jenny said, “But it depends on what you buy.  Red heads cost more than brunettes, there aren’t as many of them.  Older ponies cost less than younger ones.  This one,” she said pointing to the red head behind them, “Maybe 350 to 400.”  Elland swallowed, she was so off hand about dealing in human flesh.

“Come on, let’s find you three more animals.  Do you want all redheads, young with big tits?”

“Red or blonde,” replied Elland, recovering from his shock, grinning, “I’m not that bothered.”

They opened another dozen doors before Elland had chosen.  When he picked the second Jenny suggested he should pick another – try to get them all the same height within an inch, they ran better in synch.  He wanted to keep looking, figuring every minute he spent looking was a minute the girls were saved from running under the hot sun and high humidity.  But he couldn’t put the decision off forever.
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When he’d selected his four ponies, all about 18 or 19 years old, all five foot six, all with C or D breasts they were led into the center of the shed and they stood silent and almost motionless.  Jenny looked at them, running her hands over their bodies, examining them, loving the hatred that they had for her.  Jenny made sure that they could see the whip and the electric cattle prod that she was carrying, they’d each spent six months in training and knew the pain that each could generate.  Each girl dreamed of escape, they’d not been there long enough to lose hope.

“Would you like to help me get the ponies ready?” asked Jenny.  Elland forced a huge smile.  I’d like to see you being treated like this, he thought.  He had an image of Jenny and the other trainers being harnessed.  When we close this place I’ll make sure you get locked up for 30 years.

“Please,” he replied, trying to sound interested, “I’d love to.”

“We’ll start with the body oil,” said Jenny, “Makes it less comfortable for the girls, but they look amazing as their bodies glisten.” She picked up some oil and handed it to Elland.  “Go for it,” she said.

Elland opened the bottle and smelled it, then squirted a generous handful into his hand and gave the bottle back to Jenny.  He rubbed his hands together and then put them onto the teenage redhead’s breasts and started to rub.  He looked down at her, she met his gaze and he could see the hatred she had for him.  Understandable really, he thought.  Elland forced another smile and continued to rub it into her body, over her arms, stomach, between her legs and down her thighs.  He turned her round and repeated, next to him Jenny did the same on one of the blondes.

When he spun her back round he put a hand between her legs and rubbed her pussy, “Sure I can’t fuck the pony?” he asked.

“Certain, you can’t even touch them.”  Elland stopped.

“I was just oiling her,” he said.  Jenny nodded, they both knew he was lying.

“The next step is to get the harnesses on them.”  Jenny picked up a black leather harness and the girl she was working with raised a leg.  She stepped into it, and then the other leg.  Jenny pulled it up and over her arms and onto her shoulders, then pushed her breasts into the leather triangles of the harness, then she started doing up the straps, making them tight.

“What’s the point of the harness?” asked Elland.

“Mostly to make the ponies look good.  Also it gives you somewhere to bind their arms to, if you want.  Finally the leather triangles offer some support for their udders, but with an animal like this one it doesn’t do much.”  Jenny slapped the girl’s breasts hard, she took the blow without reacting.

“Next we get her into her pony boots,” said Jenny, “Each animal has its own boots, carefully measured and fitted.  They cost a small fortune, but it’s worth it if you want to get the most from them.”  Jenny walked away and came back a few minutes later carrying two pairs of knee length boots.  Jenny put them on the floor and unzipped them down the back, then pulled out a sock.  The pony lifted her right leg and Jenny pulled the sock on, it came to just below her knee. 

The boot was put in front of the girl and she bent her ankle and slipped her foot in, forcing her toes to the front.  Jenny zipped the boot up and tightened the laces at the front, it took a few minutes.  All the time the girls were silent.  Elland watched, he’d not noticed that before.

When it was time for the second boot the pony had to lean on the one next to her, Elland was amazed that she could manage even that, out of curiosity he raised himself up onto his tip toes and within seconds he started to waver and had to step to the side.  Jenny heard and looked, watching in surprise.

“Not easy is it?”  Elland shook his head.

“After six months of training the ponies work it out.”  Jenny stood up, the second boot in place.  She rubbed the girls breast and kissed her softly, then whispered so that Elland could hear her talking to the poor girl.

“You like being a pony, don’t you?”  The girl raised a leg and stomped with her right foot. “One means yes,” she said for Elland’s benefit.

“Aren’t you grateful you were kidnapped and brought here?”  Again she stomped, Elland looked into her eyes, she was almost crying. 

“Would you like to be released and sent back home to your family?”  Two stomps, Elland didn’t ask, he worked out this meant no.  Jenny took the cattle prod from her belt and lifted it up, then pushed the end into one of her breasts.

“Would you like me to shock you?”  All the time she was speaking softly, almost kindly and stroking the girl’s hair.  Now she started to cry as she stomped once.

“Ah, you asked for it,” she said and pressed the button.  The girls screamed in pain as the current shot through her body, she stepped backwards, trying to escape but Jenny followed her.  There was no escape.

“Good girl,” she said, “Good girl,” stroking and caring for the girl.  Death would be too good for Jenny, thought Elland.  “Right, let’s get the rest of you shod.”  Jenny put the boots on, then went for the other two pairs.

“Finally the headdress,” she said, handing one to Elland.  “Putting this on is a great way of establishing your dominance over them.  I’ll help.  Start with sliding it over her head, yes, that’s it.”  The girl opened her mouth as it went over.  “See, the animal wants to be gagged.”  Jenny held Elland’s hand as she helped him put the gag in and fastened it in place.  Jenny then took over as she fastened all the straps as tightly as she could.

“Good girl,” said Jenny again, stroking her hair.  “Would you like her hair loose or in a pony tail?” asked Jenny.

“Pony tail,” said Elland, forcing a smile.  His cock was hard and he was ashamed, the girl had been forcibly dressed, shocked, humiliated and he was hard.  Despite his hatred of Jenny, there was no denying that the pony girl was sexy.  Jenny took a hair band and arranged the red head’s hair into a high pony tail, then stroked her face.

“Look at what you’ve done to the member,” she said, pushing the girl’s head to the side and down.  Jenny touched Elland’s erection through his clothes and laughed as he tried to back away.  Elland blushed, she’d noticed.

“Just think, when, if, you become a full member you’ll be able to buy your own team and fuck them as you chose.  I suspect you’ll be a hard owner, you were very keen to whip them yesterday.”

“I can hardly wait,” replied Elland.

“Let’s get the others ready then get them into the yard and hooked onto the sulky.  You’ve got a couple of hours before your flight leaves – don’t be late.”
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Elland knew he didn’t have a choice, he was sat in the sulky looking at the backs of four teenage girls, the outline of their breasts just visible round their backs.  Each pony was stood on one leg, her left leg on the ground, the right upwards, thigh parallel to the ground, ready to go.  Their backs had marks on them, years of being whipped had left permanent scars.  I have to end this, he promised himself, I will end this.

The girls looked amazing, their bodies were lightly oiled, at Jenny’s suggestion.  What little sun that made it through the trees and covers shone on their bodies.  Jenny looked at him.

“What are you waiting for, they’re all yours and they love to run, don’t you?”  As one they stomped once on the ground, then resumed standing on one leg.  Elland took the whip from the holster and lashed them across their backs, the leather digging into their soft skin and inflicting intense pain.

“Walk on,” he said and they started to high step, right legs down as one onto the stone pathway in the yard, the sound reflecting off the buildings.  Elland smiled as he returned the whip to the holster, a genuine one as the girls high stepped, the sound of the steel in their boots on the stone flags in the yard was alluring, almost hypnotic as they high stepped, then he wiped it from his face.  He had found pleasure in another human’s suffering, even if all he was thinking about was the sound, the steel on stone was amazing.

Elland guided his team across the yard and into the trees, he checked his watch, almost two hours to kill.  He wondered what to do, he played the odd round but two hours wasn’t long enough, plus Professor Patriarchy probably wouldn’t know one end of a golf club from the other.  Likewise there was insufficient time for scuba diving, big game fishing or any of the Island ‘normal’ attractions.  No, for two hours there was only one option.

Elland picked the whip from the holder, he raised it high.  He knew he had no choice in the matter, he pulled his arm back and lashed the girls across their backs, the strap causing another stripe to form on their backs.

“Run”, he shouted, instantly they broke out of high stepping and started to run, the girls keeping in step with each other.  Elland decided to run round the Island, taking careful note of the size so he could work out where it was.  He’d got a pretty good idea of the layout of it, but a better idea couldn’t help.  I won’t use the whip again, he told himself.

Jenny watched him depart, there was something odd about the man.  She turned and went back into the stable, she’d got another team to prepare and not long to do it.  She picked up the roster when a slave girl made herself known.

“Miss,” said the slave, “You’re wanted in the committee room.”  Jenny opened her mouth to speak but the slave continued, “You’re wanted now Miss, I’ll take over here.”  Jenny shrugged, why not?

******

He ran his team west, towards the bar known as ‘Whipper’s Rest’, as he brought the team into the yard he slowed them down, as yesterday an older woman appeared but he walked the team past, ignoring her, then ran them out and north, up the steep rise.  Despite his promise to himself and the ponies he had no choice, they slowed down on the rise and he was forced to whip them, otherwise they ignored his demands to run faster.  Just like an animal would he thought.  Plus the handler might be suspicious if he returned them with no marks on them.

Elland ran them along the North of the Island, following a coastal path, but always under tree cover.  After an hour he slowed, then brought them to a halt.  He listened hard, all he could hear was the sounds of the ponies breathing, forcing air into their lungs and the background sounds of the forest.  Elland dismounted and looked around, as if looking for cameras.  He didn’t see any.

Elland looked into the eyes of the first girl, the red head.  Her face was dust splattered with streaks down her cheeks where some tears had escaped.  Her chin was the same, a line of drool ran down.  Her body, her legs were dust caked, the soft dry earth had kicked up and stuck to her oiled body.  Elland put his hands out to touch her, to inspect her.  He wanted to tell her it was OK, he was going to free her, but he didn’t dare.  She might report him.  She just looked back, eyes full of hate.  Elland could understand, all he’d done was whip her and cause her pain.  He was sorry.

He walked down the line, looking into each girls eyes.  There were all the same, just hating him and themselves and their lives and what had led them there.  Their breathing was slowing due to the rest.  Elland knew he couldn’t stop forever, he had to keep going. 

Feeling like shit he got back into the buggy and ordered them to high step, the lash getting them going.  He checked his watch, an hour to kill.  Reluctantly he lashed them again, they had to be made to run.  Run the seven miles along the coast, then south and back to the landing strip.  seven miles of being whipped for not trying. 

I’m going to shut this fucking place down if it kills me, he thought.

******

When he arrived at the landing strip the plane was waiting, the Lear resplendent in its white livery.  Elland noted the number, it was a different to the one than had brought them out.  At the stairs four men were waiting and one older woman.  Elland brought his team into a high step for the last 30 yards, then to a halt 10 yards from the door.  They bent down and he dismounted, the older woman walked over and hobbled one of the team.

“How were they Sir?” she asked, looking at their backs, “Looks like you had to make liberal use  of the whip.”

Elland forced a smile, “It’s fun.  But they were great, I loved using them.”  The woman nodded, she’d been on the Island for over 30 years and spent over 20 of them in harness.  She knew what the members were like.  She hated them all, every single one of them.  This one was no different to any other.

One of the men stuck out a hand and Elland shook it.  “We expected you to be late,” he said.  Elland laughed.

“I thought about it, trying to get stuck here in paradise.  But I figured you might not accept me as a member.”  They all smiled and laughed. 

“Come on, let’s get on.  We’re due to depart in 10.”

“What about my bag?” asked Elland.

“Already on board,” replied the man, turning and climbing the stairs.  Elland was last on, as he climbed in he looked round, watching the old woman sit in the buggy and whip the team away.  He shook his head in disgust, the man in front of him watched this but misinterpreted his action.

“Don’t worry, you’ll be back within three months when your membership comes through.”  Elland nodded.  He’d be back before then.
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In a meeting room in the main residence two members met, staring up at the huge screen and the video camera watching them.  On the screen were five others.  The seven of them formed seven of the nine members on the membership committee.  It was all that could be found at short notice.

“I’m sorry to call an emergency meeting,” said Tyler, “But I’m worried about Professor Patriarchy.  He, he might not be who we think he is.” 

“What makes you say that?” asked a man on the screen.

“OK, I spoke to him in the bar last night.  The man’s highly intelligent, the Professor is supposed to be an idiot.”

“We discussed that at the initial meeting.”

“I know,” said Tyler, “But he sounded . . . educated as well, and we know he’s not.  Can I offer some evidence?”  He didn’t wait for a response.  Tyler stood and opened a door, in came a naked red headed pleasure slave, the one that had been provided for Elland for the night.  The bruise on her breast was clearly visible.  She was trembling, clearly terrified.  She walked as gracefully as she could in the room and knelt down, legs open, shaking.  She’d only been summoned into this room twice before and each time it was due to a low rating from a member and she’d been reporting to be punished.

“Relax,” said Tyler, “You’re not in any trouble, you got a five star rating from the member.”

“Thank you Sir,” she said, his words helped but she was still shaking.  She assumed there was some other reason for her to be summoned, and it wasn’t good.  It never was.

“Last night, the man you were with, Frank, how was he with you?”

“The member was very controlling Sir,” she said, “He liked to be served.  He wasn’t particularly abusive or violent.”  She looked at the bruise on her breast and thought about it.  Tyler didn’t speak, he let the girl fill the silent void.

“He was almost apologetic when he gave me this Sir, he looked terrified about what he was doing” she said, looking at the bruise forming on her chest.  Tyler put his elbows on the table and brought his hands together, then rested his chin in his hands.

“Think carefully about this,” he said, “And again, I remind you you’re in no trouble, just be honest.  We’ve watched some of the video of the two of you, when you were massaging him, particularly his arms, can you describe his skin?”  Tyler was asking carefully, he didn’t want to prejudice her response by putting ideas or words into her mouth.  She thought carefully.

“His arms are muscular Sir, not particularly hairy, his skin was smooth.  He didn’t have any tattoos or visible defects, other than the odd mole.”  She went silent, how much could say about a person’s arms?

Tyler knew he’d have to say what he was thinking.  “Did he have any puncture marks, like he’d been injecting something?”

Her response was instant.  “No Sir.”

“Sure?”

“Certain Sir, I . . . I had a boyfriend who used before I was brought here.  I know the signs.”

Tyler thought for a moment.  “Thank you, you can go.  Please return to your duties.  Do not speak to the member or anyone about this.”

“I understand Sir.”

She brought her legs together and started to stand.  She looked at Tyler and nodded, she understood the order.  She wasn’t sure who the man she had been with last night was, but she was fairly sure he might be in trouble.  For what she didn’t know.  Or care.

When the slave had left the room the men talked.

“Inconclusive,” said one man on the screen, “We’ve already determined that he’s intelligent, the Heroin could just be part of the act.  And I watched the video, he controlled her very well, maybe he’s not a sadist.  Fuck I don’t get off on hurting girls, eh Father?”  They all laughed, the Bishop was a brutal sadist and everyone knew it.  When a girl was assigned to the Bishop they’d be out of action for a week recovering.

“He whipped the ponies without issue.”

“Indeed,” said Tyler, dragging the word out to emphasis it, “and I’d like to call the next witness.”  He pushed a bell and the door opened and he yelled out “Jenny.”

******

Jenny walked in and sat down.  As an employee she ranked having a chair, not a slot on the floor.  She looked round the room and at the screen.

“Gentlemen,” she said, “What can I do for you?”  Her voice was smooth and clear, powerful even.  Unlike the slave she wasn’t worried.  No one doubted her commitment to the Island, she was known as a sadist who delighted in torturing and hurting the girls.  In her mind pain, or the fear of pain made the ponies try harder.  When they were with Jenny they all knew that a whipping was one failure away.  And after they’d left her they all knew that they could be returned to her care at any point.

“Can you please tell us about yesterday, when you met Professor Patriarchy?”

“Certainly, he got off the plane and walked towards the animals that had been selected for him, he was confident, touched the animals until he was told not to, asked a few questions then got into the sulky and rode them away.”

“Did you get him to use the whip?”  Jenny thought.

“Of course, I have to know that he can use discipline.”  The men all smiled.  They knew that.

“And how was he when you gave him the whip?”

“He took it from me and lashed the girls, twice I think.”

A voice from the screen spoke.  “Did he need encouragement?”

Jenny took a few moments to answer, “No, he was brutal from the first.”

Tyler looked round the room and at the screen.  “Any questions?”  No one spoke.  “How was he this morning picking his team?

“Enthusiastic, he ignored my suggestions about small breasts and went for large breasted animals for the day.  He did listen to me when I suggested getting girls all of the same height.”

“Thank you Jenny, I think that will be all.”

“Gentlemen,” she said as she stood and left the room.  She didn’t need to be told not to speak of this.  Jenny really was the Island’s model employee. 

“So, no issues there,” said a man on the screen.

“Really?” asked Tyler, “Remember your first trip here when you were handed the whip?  I don’t know about you but my cock was rock hard and I could barely hold the whip, when I used it I barely lash them, I was thrilled but terrified in case I was doing something wrong.”  They all thought, Tyler was right.  That first lash was hard, almost impossible.  This man had acted like he’d known what to do.  Strange.

They discussed this for a few minutes before Tyler called the next witness.

******

When the old woman entered the room she was more confident than the redhead, nowhere near as confident as Jenny.  She was approaching 60 years old and knew she’d done nothing wrong, but still . . . why had she been summoned?

“Please, take a seat,” said Tyler.  The collar on her neck gave it away that she was a slave, but with her age allowances had to be made.

“Thank you Sir,” she said, sitting down.  Tyler pressed a button on the remote and a picture of Elland/Frank/Professor Patriarchy came on the screen. 

“Do you remember this man from yesterday?”

“Yes Sir,” she replied, then continued, “I was on duty at the Whipper’s Rest when he brought his team in.  He brought them to a halt, I took the reins from him and refreshed the team while he had a couple of beers I guess, then he took them out again.”

“How was he with you?”

“He was polite Sir, well, initially anyway.  He looked shocked when he saw me.”

Tyler nodded.  Everything they knew about Professor Patriarchy showed that he was only polite to women when he had no choice, i.e. was in public.  They all thought for a moment, the old woman thought she was in trouble.  Tyler eventually looked up.

“You can go now.”

“Thank you Sir,” she said, standing.

When she’d gone, Tyler spoke.

“There’s one other thing, when I spoke to him in the Whipper’s last night I didn’t have any issues, he seemed confident, what I expected.  But there was one issue, he was in a hurry to leave as he had to be here for six.”

“So?” asked a man on the video screen.

“Look at his track record, this man is late for everything, always late.  If you go to one of his concerts the hard core fans don’t arrive until 30, 40 minutes after it was due to start.  They know he’s going to be late.”

“Maybe he was wanting to make a good impression, so desperate to be invited to join.”  A couple of them nodded, thinking about this.

Then Tyler said what they were all thinking.

“Or maybe he’s not who he says he is.”  They all thought about that.  They knew that rumors of the Island got out, someone would get drunk and say too much, just talk to a friend.  It was a risk that had to be investigated.

“Simon,” said Tyler, “Can we get our new member investigated please?  And quickly?”

A man on the screen nodded, “I’ll have a dozen men on him within the hour.  We’ll know soon for sure.”

“And David, can you make plans to have him eliminated, if needs be.”

“Naturally,” replied David, his voice quiet and terrifying.

The meeting broke up.  Everyone was worried.  They knew what would happen if the Island made the news.  They had to find out who Professor Patriarchy really was.

Fast.
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Davina woke early.  She’d slept alone in a proper bed and had done for a week.  She was a pleasure slave and she was one of the lucky ones, she knew it.  Kidnapped and taken to the Island in her first week at university she’d done her six months of training to be a pony, beaten, whipped, forced to run day in, day out.  Then she’d been sold.

With her long dark, almost black hair, flat stomach, teenage skin and large breasts she’d expected to be sold to a member and into a private team, from what her trainer had told them it was so much better than being unsold and going into the general population.  In a private team she’d only be fucked by one man and run when he was on the Island, in gen pop she’d been told she’d be run daily and used regularly. 

She still half laughed thinking of auction day, how she’d been led onto the stage in full pony girl gear, covered in makeup, sucking her stomach in as she wanted to be bought by a member.  That’s what this place did to you, made you grateful for small mercies.  What was it called – Stockholm syndrome?  I wanted to be bought.  Jesus.

But she’d been even luckier than that, she’d been bought by the main residence as a pleasure slave.  When it had been explained to her that she’d not be in harness, that she’d spend her days fucking and serving it had brought a genuine smile to her face.  She was actually happy.  It was only a couple of hours later she realized what that meant.  Then she’d cried.  She’d been sold and would spend her life as an unpaid whore, and she’d been pleased about that as an outcome.

The years had passed, men came and went.  She tried to forget them all, until one of them had beaten her as she didn’t remember him.  Since then she tried to remember them all, what they liked, what they didn’t like.  She had favorites, ones that just liked to use her.  She had ones she hated, the sadists that liked to hurt her and make her suffer.  She’d had one of those 10 days back and she’d only just recovered.

That was the thing about being used by a sadist, they’d mark your body and it took time to recover.  When a member came to the Island and asked for a girl they expected perfection.  For some that meant red hair, or large breasts, or black skin, for some athletic and other voluptuous.  But almost always they wanted a girl without flaws on her skin.  So when a sadist used you for the night you’d get days to recover.

Today Davina was excited.  She wasn’t sure how many years she’d been on the Island, she thought six or seven, there was no time on the Island, no one kept count of the days or years.  But today, today she’d been selected to be a hostess on the flight back to America.  Today was her chance, today could be the one and only time she’d have a chance, no matter how remote to escape.

When she got up she showered, shaved and dried her hair, taking time to style it.  She wanted to look her best – the thought being if she didn’t escape this time, maybe the next.  Maybe, she thought, maybe she shouldn’t even try to escape this time, do a dozen or more flights so she became trusted, then make her move.  She knew that the plane would be in America overnight, surely she’d be left alone at least part of the time?

Next she dressed, the clothes had been provide.  A lacy black bra which she slipped on, arranging her ample breasts inside the silky material.  She slipped on the tiny panties that had been provided, then the sheer hold ups, the tight black skirt and the white shirt, which she made sure the top three buttons were undone, as per her orders.

Then it was time for the makeup, she applied it but without overdoing it, she painted her nails red and left her hair loose.  When she looked in the mirror she was happy, then she blushed.  She’d tried her hardest to look good, so that men would find her attractive, so that they would forced themselves on her, and she’d done it of her own free will.  Think of the prize, she told herself.  The prize was freedom.

When Davina was ready she went down to the slave’s room and she got something to eat, not too much.  Several of her friends there commented on how she looked, they all knew where she was going.  Davina suspected that more than one was thinking what she was, that maybe she’d be able to escape and bring the Island down.  No one said it of course, you never knew who was listening or who was an ear, ready to betray her friends for privileges.

Davina was collected two hours before the flight and taken, via pony trap with another slave to the plane.  The trap was impressive, not the stand buggy pulled by four ponies but a huge four wheeled device that looked like it came from Victorian England, it needed a full dozen ponies to pull it.  The ride was smooth, much smoother than the buggies. 

Once at the airstrip Davina and the other girl were guided onto the plane.  “First trip?” asked the second girl, “And I’m Ali, by the way.”

“Davina, and yes.”

“Let me show you round.”  Ali spent the next hour showing Davina where everything was on the plane.  20 minutes before takeoff Ali spoke to her again.

“There’s only five men on the way out, but a full flight back.  That’s why there’s two of us.  And one other thing, you’re probably thinking of escape.  Everyone does.”  Ali’s face fell.  “I did for my first dozen flights or so.  Wipe it from your mind, there’s no escape.  Not from the Island, not from the flight.”  Davina nodded, showing her understanding.  But still hoped.

When the men boarded the two slaves attended their needs, serving drinks before waiting in the back, ready for the men to take turns with them.  In the front, Elland waited, he wanted to sleep, or pretend to sleep but his new friends on the flight grilled him about his time on the Island and he faked enjoyment.

“One other thing I need to add,” said one of the oldest, “You’ve been filmed on the Island, using and whipping slaves, documents have been forged showing your involvement going back, oh eight years or so.  There good ones, will stand up in court.  I doubt you’ve got any plans to go to the FBI, but if you do, you’ll look as guilty as any of us.”  Elland nodded.

“No way man, I want to come back here for the rest of my life,” he beamed.

“Good man,” he replied, “Now, if you’ll excuse me, I’ve got a date with the girls in the back.”  Elland watched as he stood and made his way to the back of the plane, he pushed the curtain to one side and pulled it behind him, five minutes later he could hear the screams of one of the girls back there.  His faced flushed, he knew he’d have to make the same journey.

******

After the plane had landed and the guests disembarked the pilot and first officer came into the back of the plane.  Devina copied Ali’s lead and knelt down, the men put leashes onto the girls and led them off the plane.  Davina’s heart was beating hard, she was back on American soil, this would be her chance.  The men led the girls across the airfield to the hanger where they handed them to a couple of ground staff.  The girl’s makeup was ruined, their clothes not much better.  Davina expected to be used again, but the staff just led the girls into an office and unlocked a cage.

“In,” he ordered and they went in.  The cage was made of thick steel bars, there was a bucket in the corner which served as a toilet.  There was a single mattress and blanket, clearly it was designed for one girl.  Davina looked around, there would be no escape from this.  As the man turned the key in the lock she gambled.

“Please,” whispered Davina, “Please help me escape.  I’ll let everyone know you helped.”  Davina looked at Ali who shook her head in disbelief at what she’d just heard.

“Shut the fuck up woman,” the man barked.  He ran his hand through his long greasy hair, then picked up a phone and spoke softly.

******

When the plane landed back on the Island Davina helped Ali to clean the plane before disembarking.  She was terrified as she left, she’d broken the rules and she knew that there would be consequences to her actions.  What didn’t expect was what happened.

Waiting by the stairs were two men, strong and ex-military she assumed, employees not members.  Beside them was a wagon that looked like it came from the 1820s, mounted on four wheels and pulled by eight pony girls.  The cage was open and one of the men gestured to Davina and then to the cage.  She tensed, thinking about running, but relaxed, knowing it was pointless.  Silently she got into the cage and it was locked.  “Strip,” was the only word spoken.  She obeyed, shaking as she did so.

The two men walked as the ponies pulled the prisoner.  She was taken past the main residence and to the training compound.  Once there she was chained and led out into the stable and into a side room.  The stable had a few hundred ponies in that weren’t being used, they were all silent, watching the proceedings.  It would be good for discipline.

The man in the middle of the five looked at Davina as she came in.  Without being asked she fell to her knees and opened her legs, head down.

“You have been charged and found guilty of attempting to escape the Island,” he said without looking up, “You have led a life of privilege on the Island, a life that 99% of the ponies would swap for.  As punishment you will receive two dozen lashes from the bull whip and then you will be placed into general population for life.”

Davina started to shake, “Please . . . I,”.  The man cut her off.

“Silence.  Take her away.  Any further outburst and whip her again tomorrow.”

The watching ponies all felt sorry for Davina, but at the same time there was a vacancy for a pleasure slave now.  Word would spread, despite the management’s efforts to stop the ponies from speaking they all knew that they did.  It would be good for discipline.  Tomorrow she would be whipped as the slaves all watched.  They’d all learn the lesson.

Then she could looked forward to 20 years as a pony girl. 

Davina had to be carried to her stable for the night, she couldn’t walk.
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Elland waited in the hanger, he watched as each man collected a box with his personal possessions, his phone, his connection to the outside world.  Banned on the Island, one would have been provided if it was needed.

“What was your name?” asked the ground staff man.

“Professor Patriarchy,” replied Elland.  

“I can’t find anything with your name on it, ah shit, it’ll turn up.  Your car’s not out there, is it?”

“No man, I got a ride here.”

“It’ll turn up man, we know where you live right?” he added with a wink.

“Right,” replied Elland, unsure.  Seemed a little suspicious, no, very suspicious that his box was missing.

“Need a ride?” asked one of the men.

“Please, I need to make . . .ah shit, my flight tickets were on my phone.”  Not a major issue, he’d buy a new  . . . fuck, it suddenly struck Elland that with no phone, he effectively had no money and no way of obtaining any. 

“Like a burner?” asked the man, “I’ll take you to the airport, I’m going anyway and get you a phone.”

“Thanks.”

They rode to the airport in silence, radio on.  Everything had been said on the plane.  At the airport the man was as good as his word and he bought Elland a cheap Android phone, he logged onto the Wi-Fi and recreated his accounts, got his tickets and made his flight.  What he couldn’t do, as it wasn’t an agency modified phone, was contact anyone at the agency.

On the flight he thought about what to do next. 

******

Elland was a skilled FBI agent.  He’d been undercover on and off for years, at O’Hare he decided that he couldn’t risk returning to the mansion.  He didn’t think he was in danger, but you could never be sure.  If he returned to the house he’d have to carry on pretending, and the longer it went on the less likely he was to pull it off.  He didn’t think he’d been followed, but you never knew.

In the general bustle of the airport he ducked into a rest room and lost his shades, baseball cap and jacket and did his best to restyle his hair.  Then went into an airport clothes shop and bought some slacks and a more formal shirt, changing again, trying to blend in.

Once outside the terminal he didn’t wait for his case, just headed back to the check in desks and bought a one way ticket to DC in his own name, once safely on the ground again he took a taxi home, his daughters weren’t home and his wife almost comatose on the couch.  She came round slightly when he came in, they hugged and he held her, then she ordered him to shave, which he was only too pleased to do.

“I have to go to the agency,” he told her.

“No,” she replied, “No you can’t, I need you.”  Elland was about to reply, but she was right.  He couldn’t phone the DD, he didn’t have his number, it was programmed into his broken phone and there was no way to recover it, he’d have to wait to Monday.  Elland held his wife and promised her no more trips.  He felt guilty as he held her, how many girls had he fucked in the last week, six, seven?  Shit, he’d lost count.  Another thing for Monday, get a shot just in case he’d picked up some diseases.

No more trips – well, not long ones anyway, as regional controller there would be some overnighters, maybe a couple of nights here and there.  That was inevitable.  But he didn’t say anything.
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Elland woke early, next to him his wife was asleep.  He rolled onto his side and looked at her, after several weeks of being undercover it was great to be back home.  He watched her as she breathed, her chest rising and falling under the covers.  Elland smiled, his future was assured, he had all the evidence he needed, knew where the Island was and what happened there.  He felt guilty, he’d fucked, what, a dozen girls while undercover, but no need for his wife to know.  She knew better than to ask what happened.

His wife made a little sound and woke up, she turned her head and looked at her husband, after a couple of months it was hard to believe he was home.  The house was up for sale, while he’d been away she’d found a 10,000 square foot house with almost an acre of yard out back.  It was a million dollars, a stretch but should be possible on his new salary.

She smiled at him, “It’s great to have you home.”

“It’s great to be home.”

She sat up, the sheets falling down, she looked amazing in her silk negligée.  “Let me get you a coffee,” she said, slipping out from under the covers.  Elland watched as she walked out of their room, she was showing signs of life.  He lay there for a bit, then sat up.  He should help.

Elland went down, dressed in just his pants.  The girls wouldn’t be awake for hours, assuming that Carla was even in.  That brought his mood down a little. 

They stood in the kitchen making small talk, discussing jobs that needed doing on the house to make it sell easier when the doorbell rang.  Elland looked at his wife, then at his watch.  Who the hell could that be at eight AM on a Saturday morning?  Elland went to answer it.

Outside the house was a black limo, a goon in a suit standing by the door.  At his door was another goon dressed the same and beside him an old white man with a bald head.  He smiled at Elland.

“Good Morning Special Agent Blake,” he said, then looked directly into the Ring Camera, “Do you know who I am?”

“Of course,” replied Blake.  There was no doubt who this was, it the Director of the CIA, James Hansen.  Elland swallowed, what the actual fuck was going on?  His training prevented him from shaking, but internally he was terrified.

“May I come in for 10 minutes?” he said, staring straight into the camera again.

“Of course,” replied Elland, holding the door and gesturing him inside, then he shouted into the house, “Go upstairs dear.  No, don’t argue, go upstairs.”  His wife paused for a moment, then did as asked.  Hansen still caught a glimpse of her, and she of him.  She’d heard who it was.  He nodded to her. 

“Ma’am,” he said.

Once inside Elland offered him coffee and he refused.

“Actually I’d like for you to come for a drive with me, if you’ve got time?  Will only take 30 minutes or so, then I’ll leave you in peace.”  Elland sipped his coffee, he was worried.

“Don’t panic, you’ll be coming home.  Why do you think I stared into the camera?  I wanted to give you some leverage over me.  An insurance policy if you will.”  He was smiling, but Elland found it unnerving.  He nodded.

“Can I get dressed.”

“Of course you can.”

Elland left the director in his kitchen and went upstairs, he grabbed his phone and checked the camera footage, ignoring his wife asking what was going on.  Elland downloaded it and emailed it to himself on half a dozen private accounts.  No way could they get them all.  The he explained to his wife.

“I’m going with this man, if I’m not back in an hour call the police and FBI, I’ve emailed this footage to myself and you just in case.  Don’t panic, it should be OK.”  He wasn’t sure if he believed himself, never mind if she believed him.   Elland dressed quickly, then kissed his wife.

“I love you, back soon.”

“I love you too, and I hope so.”

When Elland went downstairs the director was waiting on the porch for him.  The goon closed the door then escorted them to the limo, the goon opened the rear door and Elland slid in, the director followed him, the goon got in and sat opposite with another who’d not left the car.  They never spoke.

“I believe you’ve been undercover Elland,” said the director.  He opened a drawer and pulled out a packet of Marlboro, Elland’s preferred brand.  Elland was terrified, he could handle himself but knew he had no chance as the car pulled away.  He took the offered smoke and lit it, hands trembling.  The hit calmed his nerves.

“You’re well informed,” he said, giving nothing away.  The director smiled.

“It’s the CIA’s job to be well informed,” he said.  “I understand your DD wants a report on his desk by 10am Monday about an Island you visited in the Caribbean recently.”

Elland nodded.

“You have a choice to make my friend.”

“I’m not your friend.”

Hanson laughed, “No, I guess not.  But you have a choice.  You can tell the truth about what you discovered there, or you can bend it.  Oh, still report the wild sex, the submissive women, the pony girls.  Just bend it a little, say all the girls you spoke to were there through choice, that they were being paid.”

“No.”  One word answer, what else could he say.

“Why?”

“I can bust that place apart, there’ll be hundreds, thousands of arrests and free God knows how many slaves.  I have to do that.”

“Do you?”  Elland didn’t answer.

“If you bend the truth, only a little, next month you’ll win the Powerball.  Somewhere in the region north of $20 million.  Imagine what you can do, move to that house with no mortgage, move your girls into private school.  I gather Carla is a handful and her sister is heading the same way.  You’ll get a membership of the Island, you can live the good life.”

“You can’t bribe me,” said Elland.  Hanson carried on talking, ignoring Elland.

“Or you can attempt to bust the Island apart.  Hundreds of men will be arrested, a quarter of CEOs in the country.  You’ll destroy the American economy, all by yourself.  And you’ll have made enemies more powerful than you can imagine.  Much more powerful than me.  Sure, you’ll be offered your promotion, but you'll say no.”

“For the rest of your life you’ll have a target on your back.  You’ll have to enter witness protection.  One day you’ll come home to an empty house.  Your daughters, your wife gone.  We’ve got a dozen facilities like the Island, they’ll live out their lives enslaved as ponies.  Sit down.  Relax.”  Elland had clenched his fists with knowing.  He looked at the goons and tried to relax, everyone in the car knew that wouldn’t be possible.  Hanson continued.

“Imagine that, just 14 or 15 years old, being whipped and raped daily for the rest of her life.  And your other girl is even younger.”  Elland could cheerfully have beaten the man to death. 

“That will happen, unless you change your report as I’ve outlined.”

Elland was shaking, “I . . . I have to,” his voice trailed off.  He couldn’t say the words, I have to tell the truth.

Hanson pressed a remote control and the TV between the goons switched on.  Instantly it showed a collage of Elland fucking girls, whipping them, beating them.

“You wife will see these within an hour of you submitting your report, if you submit the wrong version.  Oh, and the films will be uploaded to the internet.  You’ll find yourself indited along with everyone else.  What do you think the life expectancy of an FBI agent is in Rikers or Attica, we’ll make sure you go to one of them while you await trial, no club Fed or Isolation for you.”

Elland had to be restrained at that point.  When he was sat back Hanson spoke again.

“It’s your choice of course, live a life of luxury, take the job or enter witness protection.  Two of those end in divorce and a life of slavery for your girls and probable death for yourself.  I know what I’d do.  Think about it.”  Elland sat in silence brooding, thinking.  It wasn’t fair.  Life wasn’t fair.

“How do I know you won’t have me killed or show my wife the photos anyway?”

“We have files on every member, it’s how we keep control.  You’ll become as complicit as anyone else on that Island.”  The CIA man checked his watch, then turned on the TV in the back of the limo.  As the screen came to life between the suited agents Elland and the director watched, you couldn’t help it.  It was the news, the pretty younger woman was speaking.

“And news from Detroit, rap artist Professor Patriarchy was found dead in his Bricktown mansion this morning, apparently from an overdose of Heroin.”  The TV cut to scenes from the gates of his house, protestors and worshippers, the former celebrating, the latter crying and wailing with some of his music (lyrics heavily beeped) played in the background.  Two were vox popped, their responses as expected.

“I don’t know about you,” said the female to her co-host, “But I’m kinda finding it hard to be upset.”  The older man in the suit nodded.

“I know what you mean,” he added, “I just find it hard to believe that anyone’s upset at his passing.”

“Indeed.” 

The TV went off and they drove round in circles for 20 minutes until Elland, with help from another three cigarettes calmed down enough to walk.  Elland had know that his doppelganger had been eliminated, but hearing it on the news made it real.  These people would do anything to protect their secret.  As the car pulled up the CIA man opened a briefcase and took out a phone, Elland’s FBI phone.

“Yours I believe, just had a small accident.  Fell into some water, completely unusable.”  Elland took it silently. 

When he was dropped back home his wife was standing on the doorstep waiting for him.  She could see he was troubled, but who wouldn’t be if the Director of the CIA arrived on your door on a Saturday morning?  She ignored the stench of smoke on him.

Elland didn’t speak and his wife didn’t ask.  She just let home come in, she watched him get changed and go for a run.  He had a decision to make, the decision between what was right and what was wrong, the decision between what was right for his family or potentially deadly.  When he returned it was almost 11am, he poured himself a huge whiskey and started to drink.

Later that day, decision reached he pick out his agency laptop and started to type.  He stared at the broken phone, just as well it was fucked otherwise he might had made the wrong choice there and then.  He had to think things through.


Epilogue
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Elland sat at the bar, there was an inch of beer in his glass.  He swirled it around lifted it to his mouth, draining it in one.  He checked his watch, nearly seven PM, time to call his wife.  He made his excuses to his friends at the bar and stepped outside.  He pulled his phone from his pocket and walked outside, first lighting a cigarette, only the third of the day, he was doing well.

“Hi Honey,” he said into it, “How are you doing?  That’s good.  How was parent’s evening, sorry I couldn’t be there.  That’s great, fantastic even.”  It had been a year since his final assignment, since he’d had to adopt the now deceased Professor Patriarchy’s persona for those two months.  Since then his life had changed.

The money made the difference, he knew.  They’d made the move to Herndon and the girls were in the National Cathedral School for girls.  It wasn’t cheap, but the change in Carla had been almost instant.  No longer the wild rebel, the smoking and drugs had stopped.  She was intellectually challenged in school and she was achieving excellent grades.  Worth every cent.

“I’ll be back tomorrow,” said Elland, “I know, but it’s like 20 nights a year now.”  Safe in their house in Herndon his wife knew the truth of this.  She was off the sleeping pills now, integrating into the middle classes and learning to love life again.  There was no doubt, the money made the difference.

“How about at the weekend we go away, we can go to Buffalo for the weekend?”  They’d been meaning to visit Niagara Falls for the last six months, Elland hadn’t wanted to go in the winter.  “Yes, we can afford it, I’ll book the flights.  No, don’t tell the girls, let’s surprise them, I’ll book everything.”  The conversation drifted on.

Elland took the last drag on his cigarette and the smoke filled his lungs.  Ah, the real advantage of a couple of nights away.  Now his wife was no longer a drugged zombie he couldn’t get away with smoking at home.  Really I should quit, he thought, but I can’t.  He let the filter fall to the floor and he stubbed it out with his foot.

“I have to go now,” he said, “I need to get changed and go for dinner.  Yes, it’s formal, don’t worry, I had the Tux pressed last night . . . . . Go on then, book somewhere nice for Thursday night when I get home and I’ll wear it then.”  He smiled, his wife loved him in a Tux, but then, what woman didn’t love a man in a Tux?

“I leave Atlanta at, erm, about three, land in Reagan and . . . . no, I’ll get a cab.  Don’t put yourself out.”  Elland smiled, he still loved his wife, he loved having the woman he married back.  “I love you, see you tomorrow, can’t wait.  Bye, bye, bye.” 

There was one cigarette left in the pack, fuck it.  Elland pulled it out and lit it, not as good as the last one, but still, he was like a child stealing chocolate.  The sun was still out, high in the sky in mid-summer.  The heat was oppressive, sometimes he wanted to go somewhere cool for the summer, but A/C did help.

He thought about the last year, that one risky assignment.  He’d pulled it off, then felt the threat from the CIA.  The threat was real, he knew that.  Elland looked up, an old woman was walking towards him, leading a team of four almost naked pony girls, his girls, a gift from the Island management for his compliance and his silence.  The $23 million lottery win also help, well, the $23 million for his silence wrapped up as a lottery win.  Elland felt guilty, the four girls, they were still in their teens, were enslaved for life.  But what choice did he have?  His girls or these unknowns, it was no choice.

They bent down and Elland sat down in the sulky seat.  The girls stood as one and raised their right legs, Elland picked up the whip.  He thought back, a year ago he’d almost been physically sick when he’d whipped the girls, now he didn’t give it a second thought. 

Elland pulled the whip back and lashed the girls hard across their backs.  The whip made a cracking sound, the girls cried in pain as it bit into their backs.  Tonight 2 of them would share his bed and put their considerable talents to work to satisfy their owner.

“Walk on,” he said.  Dinner was waiting in the main residence.  He checked his watch, he’d have to drive them hard if he was going to get a shower and make the eight PM drinks reception for the new members, one of whom was him.  Elland smiled, life could be worse.  He lifted the whip again.  Time for the ponies to run.
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Afterword

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




If you did enjoy it please leave a review or star rating on Amazon (even an anonymous rating would be wonderful), or do please get in touch, I love hearing from people who read my books.
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I was born in the late 90's and I've been fascinated by BDSM, particularly female submission for as long as I can remember. My stories are based on my own real-life experiences, or things that I fantasize about happening to me. I write as frequently as I can, concentrating on longer books - if you find something you like please let me know.


Praise For Author

[Predicaments]

Predicament is intriguing and educational to read and quite imaginative. It brought documentary memories of my life in a wonderful way

- tbh

[The Secret Slave]

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

- Lonney C. Smith

[Pony Girl Ranch : Fire and Flame]

It's a must read!  It was wonderful I fully enjoyed it thank you.  I hope you write more like this you're descriptions of everything It was great.

- Diana Milam

[5 Days in San Fransisco]

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.

- G. Jorgensen


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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