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Warning

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




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


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


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


Almost 4,500 unidentified bodies are found every year.


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


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


1

[image: ]


Maddy exited the street onto the busy LA sidewalk, as she left the safety of the underground lot she pulled the wide brimmed hat down even tighter onto her head.  Her long blonde hair poured out from under the hat, down her back and over her shoulders.  On her face she wore enormous sunglasses, partially for shade from the fierce sun but mostly to obscure her own features. If you were asked to describe her it would be totally average, five feet five, long blonde hair, age somewhere between 25 and 35.   Pretty, but not memorable.  Which was what she wanted.

She strode quickly to the modelling agency and entered the building, keeping her hat and sunglasses on and ascended to the 12th floor where she exited and walked to the receptionist’s desk.  Above the desk was a huge sign, Avon & Burke, Agents to the finest actors and models.  Maddy smiled, everyone in LA was an actor or model.  Or rather a wannabe actor and model.  99% would never make the grade.  She certainly never had.  And the sign was a lie, more accurate would be ‘agents for aspiring models and actors that will move on to someone better as soon as they can’.  As she approached the desk the receptionist looked up. 

“Can I help you,” she asked, beaming a fake smile.

“I’ve got a one PM appointment with Ms. Bramble.  It’s Ms. Benson”

The receptionist checked Ms. Bramble’s calendar and she did indeed have an appointment with a Ms. Benson.

“If you’d like to take a seat,” she said, gesturing to a couch, “I’ll let Caroline know you’re here.”

“Thank you.”

Maddy looked in the direction she was pointing and sat down on the brown leather couch.  10 years ago it would have been new, comfortable was a good description now, tired and worn out would have been accurate.  She had barely sat down when the door to one of the three offices opened and Caroline came out.  Maddy looked at her, it was Caroline.  Exactly as she’d been described to her.  The intel was good.

Maddy stood and they two women kissed on the cheeks and went into her office.

“How can we be of assistance?” asked Caroline.

“I’m looking for a model for a day to do some life modelling for me,” said Maddy.  Caroline nodded, as if this was what she had expected.  Maddy continued.

“My husband works in New York and I’m home alone four nights a week, I’m bored so I’m taking art classes and this month we’ve been asked to do a life study in an unusual environment.”

“Sounds interesting,” she replied, faking interest.  Like who cared why, as long as you paid.  Caroline was wondering why she never removed the hat or shades but she didn’t say anything.  This was America after all, the customer is king.

“So I’m looking for a nude model who will help me challenge the human abuse of animals.  It’s going to be challenging for the model”

“OK,” said Caroline, thinking it’s a bit unusual but what the hell, this is California, “Would you like to look at some models, then I can get in touch with them to check availability and willingness.”

“Will there be an issue with willingness do you think?”

Caroline shook her head, they wouldn’t be with this crummy agency if they could afford to be picky.  Caroline spun a monitor round and started to enter some parameters.

“Do you know what you’ve got in mind?”

“I’m thinking about 20, blonde hair like mine, good figure.  Stereotypical Californian girl really.”  Caroline nodded, that summed up about half of the girls on her books.  She typed for a minute then the screen started to fill with girls images, each one appearing for a couple of seconds with a name and an age.  After a few minutes the one she’d been instructed to find came on the screen.

“Her,” said Maddy, “She looks like the one.” 

Caroline hit pause, then went back to show the girl again.  She had a dozen images on file and Maddy looked at them all. 

“I like her eyes, just what I’m looking for.  Can you find out if she’s available one day next week?”  Caroline stared at the image of Penny, why this one, she wondered.  But then why does any client prefer one girl to the next, she thought, answering her own question.

“Does it matter which day?”

“Not Friday or the weekend, but any other day.”

“Let me message her.  You know the price right?”

“$500 for a day, correct?”

Caroline nodded, then thought.  “$500 for a normal day, but you said this might be challenging.  How about $800?”

Maddy nodded.  She couldn’t be bothered haggling.

$800.  Cheap at twice the price.
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Penny stood at the hot counter in the kitchen, 30 seconds to wait for the sole meuniere, the lobster was waiting under the heat lamps.  She shook her head as she looked at the mouthwatering food, a mere eight weeks ago it could have been so different.  Eight weeks ago she’d have been in the expensive restaurant with a friend or two, eating the freshly prepared food, drinking the wine.  Now she was standing there, getting ready to carry the food to the customers.

Where had it all gone wrong?  She couldn’t be certain, but about four months ago her partner, no, her former partner had gone on a business trip to New York, only one night but his whole attitude had changed from that day.  Must have met someone else, she assumed.  What other reason can there be?

He’d been generous enough when they split, he’d flown her back to LA, arranged an apartment for her and even paid six months’ rent in advance on it.  It was in an good part of town with two bedrooms and she’d quickly sublet the other room (without telling Joe) and signed back with her old agency, taking waitressing work to spin out the allowance Joe had given her until, hope beyond all hope, she landed an acting job.

She saw the irony in her life, a blonde girl from the Midwest living in LA working as a waitress while she searched for acting and modelling jobs.  Sound familiar?  The Big Bang Theory had more than a ring of truth to it, but what was one more young woman with a great body and long blonde hair, when the city was full of the same.

Despite this Penny tried every day she worked, tried to catch the eye of another rich man looking for a hot young girl.  She dressed carefully every day, the restaurant didn’t have a uniform as such for its employees but there was a dress code, short black skirt and a white shirt.  So Penny always chose a matching set of lacy black underwear, the bra was definitely more sexy than functional and it pushed her C cup breasts upwards and outwards.  It hurt to wear for long periods of time, but she wore it regardless.  Penny always wore her shirt too tight, two more buttons undone to expose a little more of her chest than necessary, the shirts were too thin and her sexy black bra could be made out through it.  Tantalizing rather than revealing.

The skirt was the same, it was overly tight at her waist, forcing her to suck in almost all the time and it was as short as she dared, if she as much bent at the waist it would rise up and expose the tops of her hold ups, even a little more bending and a little of her ass would be exposed with the tiny black thong visible, just disappearing between her legs.  With the ensemble she always wore a pair of heels.  Penny was trying desperately to stand out.  But as she looked at the other waitresses she knew deep down she didn’t.  Just one more pretty girl in a town full of pretty girls.

Her hair was swept back into a tight pony tail, her blonde hair was natural (ish), unusual for this town.  Most of the girls were blonde, 95% of them used a monthly trip to the salon to achieve it.  Her makeup was subtle, she’d learned from Joe that most men prefer that.  When she’d met him she believed more was better, now she limited her look to some eye liner, lashes and lipstick with a little light foundation.  Likewise she limited her perfume, you had to get close to really smell it.

“Check on”, came the voice from the kitchen as the second dish landed on the hot shelf, the lobster could take a few minutes under the intense heat of the lamps, the sole could not.  Penny picked the plates up and made her way out of the kitchen to table 19.  There a 50 year old man sat with a hot young thing, maybe his daughter, possibly his secretary, more likely his girlfriend the way he was looking at her, waiting patiently for their food.

The girl at the table looked up at Penny and smiled as she approached the table.  The girl had full, probably fake, lips, bright red.  Her skin was covered in makeup, it was flawless.  Penny could smell her from 20 feet away.  Her shirt was open, even more than Penny’s and as she stood above her looking down she could see most of her breasts, they were huge and on her tiny frame, they had to be fake.  Penny smiled at her, she knew that the girl would pick at the food and eat virtually nothing.  She had to maintain her size perfect zero after all.  Still, that meant she could eat what the bimbo didn’t, this wasn’t the kind of place you asked for a doggie bag.  Uneaten food made up the majority of Penny’s meals these days.

Penny put the sole down in front of the girl with her fake smile, then turned to the older man and put the other plate down, “And for you, the Lobster Thermidor,” she said sucking in her stomach and thrusting out her chest.  Maybe she could attract his attention, but he didn’t even notice Penny, he was staring straight down at, well it had to be, his girlfriend’s chest.  As she turned her phone beeped, it was discreetly tucked into her shirt, she wouldn’t be able to look at it, well, not just yet.  No looking at phones when she was on the floor.

As soon as she was safely hidden from view at the waitress station Penny pulled out her phone and checked it.  As soon as she read it she smiled, a modelling gig – sure it was only one day, maybe two and it involved nudity, but for $300 she couldn’t be picky.  Penny wasn’t normally comfortable with nudity, but the client was a woman and it was for a life study, not porn.

The following week she was off Wednesday/Thursday so she replied quickly and was rewarded with a booking, it involved travelling to the customer’s house – normally a big NO, but the customer was another woman who lived in large house near Silver Lake – the actual lake mind, so she agreed to it.  $300, maybe $600 for two days work was OK money.

Penny texted back her acceptance of the gig and asked for the details which came quickly.  $300, how could she say no?
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Travis woke early, a sound outside had caught his attention.  He looked at the clock, just before six AM.  He shook his head, far too early to be up.  He sat up, next to him Rachel barely moved, she was lying on her side, her slave collar just visible against her hair.  Travis slipped out of the bed, trying not to wake her, but he failed.

“Something wrong Master?” she asked.  Travis shook his head before replying.

“I’m not sure, I don’t think so, I heard a noise outside.”  Rachel started to move, “No, stay where you are, I’ll investigate.”  Rachel didn’t need to be told twice, she lay back down and rolled over. 

Travis picked up his phone and crossed the room and opened the bedroom door quietly, then descended the stairs and looked outside.  The ranch was isolated, the nearest neighbor was 20 miles away, but a home invasion was still a possibility.  A quick scout around and he discounted that possibility, instead the sound was coming from outside.

Travis stood at the front door, he was about to open it when he thought that the sound would put off whoever was out there.  Instead he made his way silently to the rear, he opened his gun cabinet and pulled out a handgun, checked it was loaded and slipped out into the yard, then crept round to the front.  At the front of the house was a huge sandy yard, it was a couple of hundred feet on each side with barns around.  Barns where he kept the willing pony girls overnight.

Travis had, what he considered to be, the best job in the world.  Girls from all over the world paid him, paid him, to come to his home, be enslaved and trained as pony girls.  Sometimes just for a week, sometimes for a month or longer.  Some fell in love with being ponies and wanted to live the life 24x7x365.  They were the best kind, they’d pay him to be trained, then he’d sell them at the end.  But then he figured everyone thought they had the best job in the world.  Well, maybe not the guy that cleaned peep show booths, but most people.

He made his way silently down the side of the grand old house until he was level with the front, then he waited for his eyes to adjust to the dull light of early morning.  One of the barns had an electric light above the main entrance, it ran 24x7 and it cast a dull cone of light.  It was almost a hundred feet away from him so Travis watched as a pony girl was dragged out of the barn and lead to the whipping post.  He shook his head and put his gun down and watched.

The pony in question was a new girl, she’d only been on the ranch for 10 days.  She was young – most were – and had signed up for a four week experience.  Travis was firm like that, all the girls that came here for a pony girl experience did so by choice, he refused to enslave any girl against her wishes.  This one was called Sugar (her pony name), she was 20, slender body, tiny boobs and thick legs, ideal for a pony girl.  She’d been round horses all her life and wanted to know what it was like.

Jenny, his other primary trainer, dragged Sugar out of the barn.  In the cool morning air the sound travelled with nothing to disturb them, the sounds of the Utah desert were faint at this time.  Even the wind was quiet.  Travis watched as Jenny dragged and pulled the new girl across the yard, she was resisting but Jenny was much stronger. 

When the two girls got to the post Jenny positioned her charge facing the post, then kicked her legs apart.  Jenny picked up a rope and bound the girls arms behind her back, starting at her wrists and working her way up to the elbows, each loop of the rope tighter than the last until she tied it off, the helpless girl’s elbows almost touching.  Travis pondered, that had to hurt Sugar.  He was about to step in, he owned the property and ran the ranch, but he left the training program to Jenny and Rachel.

Rachel and Jenny were almost opposites.  Rachel used kindness and reward to control the ponies, Jenny used fear and punishment.  That wasn’t to say that Rachel wouldn’t use some pain – in the first day or so she’d always hurt them somehow to establish control.  Letting the ponies know who was in charge.  A short, sharp shock and they’d remember that she wasn’t to be messed with.

Jenny on the other hand, Jenny was . . . a sadist.  There was no other word for it.  She derived pleasure, too much pleasure from inflicting pain on other human beings.  She got so caught up in her role as a pony girl trainer that she sometimes forgot she was dealing with humans and not animals.  And if she treated a horse the way she sometimes treated the pony girls she’d be locked up for animal cruelty.

Travis watched as she took a second rope to the helpless pony’s wrists and tied it off.  As she did this he took out his phone, he wanted a record of what was going on.  Even in the dull light the new iPhone made it easy to record HD video.  He watched as she took the wrist rope and threw it over the top of the rail, then she walked behind it and pulled, forcing Sugar’s arms upwards, which forced her to bend at the waist.

Jenny kept pulling, the girl was crying and screaming but Jenny didn’t let up.  She kept pulling until Sugar’s head was visible between her legs and she was bent at the waist at 90 degrees, then she tied the rope off.  From his view point Travis could see Sugar’s face between her legs, looking upwards, her pussy on display.  Jenny’s pulling of the rope had brought Sugar’s legs closer together.  Jenny looked at her charge, then spoke.

“I didn’t tell you to close your legs, did I?”

The correct response for a pony here was to stamp twice with her right leg for no, ponies were not allowed to speak.  Once for yes, twice for no.  But because of her position it wasn’t possible.  Jenny moved quickly, she pulled an unseen spreader bar from the ground and put it on one of Sugar’s ankles, then the other, forcing her legs even further apart and the poor girl up onto tiptoes.  Travis watching shook his head, this wasn’t right.

Travis ran the ranch for the benefit of the ponies, the girls came here because they wanted the experience.  Discipline was important, but only when required.  As far as he knew Sugar had done nothing wrong, he’d taken her for a run the previous day and been impressed with her stamina as she pulled him for 10 miles round the ranch, normally girls took months of training to achieve what she mastered, but she was a keen runner and had strong legs.  Travis knew he had to intervene, but he wanted to get evidence first.  So he stayed in the shadows and filmed.
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Thursday morning Penny was up early, before six.  Kayla, her roommate was already up, like Penny she was an aspiring model and actress, like Penny she worked in a restaurant to actually pay the bills.  The two girls worked in different types of establishments, Penny in a high class downtown restaurant, Kayla in an all-day diner.  The pay was similar in both, minimum wage, but the tips were good.  Kayla was always run ragged in her job, the restaurant didn’t have enough staff, whereas Penny’s job involved a lot of standing around bored.

“You’re up early,” said Kayla as she nodded to Penny.  Penny’s day usually began at 11 for the lunch shift, whereas Kayla was covering breakfast to lunch today.  Penny staggered across the small kitchen without speaking.  On work days she’s get out of bed at 10, on her day off she’d lie in very late.  Even when she’d lived with Joe she’d lie in as long as she could.  Penny wasn’t meant for mornings.

“I’ve got the modelling gig,” she finally said after the first mouthful of coffee brought her round. 

“Ah cool,” said Kayla, remembering, “What is it?”

Penny shrugged, “Some wealthy lady in Silver Lake.  Wants a nude model for a day or two.”

“Any chance she wants two models?”  Penny shrugged again. 

“I’ll ask.”  Modelling gigs were few and far between for them both.

Kayla opened a cupboard and pulled out a couple of health bars and offered one to Penny, who shook her head.  Kayla nodded, understanding.  Penny probably hadn’t eaten for a couple of days to lose a few pounds prior to the shoot.  Never hurt to be as thin as you could before a shoot.  No model ever got fired for being thin.  Kayla put one back.

“Going for a run?” Kayla asked.

“Of course,” replied Penny.  She looked out of the window, it was going to be over 100 today, she needed to get a run in before it got too hot.  Penny downed the coffee and put the mug into the dishwasher and returned to her room to get changed.  For $300 she’d starve herself for a couple of days.

They met again in the living area, Kayla in her uniform and Penny in her running gear, a tight pair of shorts, crop top and a baseball cap. 

“When will you be back?” asked Kayla.

“No idea, she’s paid for all day so I’m guessing late.  You?”

“I’m on a split today,” replied Kayla, “7 to 11 then 4 until 12.”  It was a long day but she needed the money.  Kayla checked her watch, “Ah shit,” she said and opened the door.  She was going to be late.  Penny followed her out into the elevator, she got out on the first floor and left Kayla to descend to the basement for her car.

Penny stood on the sidewalk, it was already in the high 80s.  This run was going to be hard work.  Very hard.

******

After her run she showered and dressed then killed time until after nine to allow the traffic to die down.  Not that it ever really did in LA.  Her client, Maddy, wanted her there at 10 for the full day, so she programmed her phone and set off, leaving plenty of time to ensure she got there before 10.  When she pulled up to the address she felt a real pain.  It was nowhere near as nice as the house she’d shared with Joe, but it was still a million times better than the apartment she shared with Kayla.

The house was impressive, set back from the narrow winding road, it was over two floors, trees partially obscuring the front.  Nice, must have cost several million dollars.  Penny parked outside, the road was narrow, she wouldn’t be able to leave the car there, but the drive was behind a locked gate.  She took her phone and called Maddy, who answered quickly.

“Hello,” said the voice on the phone.  She sounded rich.

“Hi,” replied Penny, trying to sound friendly, “It’s Penny from the modelling agency.  I’m outside but I can’t get in.  Can you open the drive gate please?”

“Oh, sure,” said the voice, “Give me a moment.”  Penny waited, a few seconds later the gate started to move.  “Is it opening?”

“Yes, thanks, I’ll park on your driveway, if that’s OK?”

“Of course, I’ll come out and meet you.”  With that Maddy hung up.

As soon as the gate was open Penny drove in and parked her Camry behind the Lincoln on the drive.  As she got out she took a long look at the luxury SUV, then at her ‘pre enjoyed’ Camry.  Was it really only a few months since she’d been driving round in something like that?  As she pondered the gate started to close, locking her into the building.  She jumped a little at the sound, turning to it, then relaxed.  She’d not been expecting it.

“Hi,” said a friendly voice.  Penny spun round, she should have been looking out for her client.  As she turned she smiled, first impressions were important.  She sucked in her stomach and walked carefully, one step in front of the other, trying to look sexy.  First impressions were very important.  Maddy didn’t move from the step, Penny walked over to her.  As she walked she could see that Maddy was sizing her up.  Penny started to panic a little, would she be rejected?  The woman smiled.

She was older than Penny, maybe in her early later 20s or early 30s.  Like Penny she had long blonde hair but Penny could see it was dyed.  She wore sunshades (as did everyone outside at this time of year) and her clothes were immaculate and expensive, short skirt, flat shoes, red shirt.  She oozed money. 

When the two women were inches apart Maddy took Penny’s shoulders and pulled her in and kissed her on the cheeks.  “Welcome to my home,” she said, “Thanks for coming, you’re just what I was looking for.”

“It’s great to be here,” replied Penny, relaxing a little, the fear of rejection gone.

“Come in and we’ll get ready.  Can I get you a drink?”

“Thanks, can I get a glass of water please?” asked Penny as Maddy guided her in.  The house was spartan inside, but clean and functional.  Penny looked round and then spoke to Maddy.

“I just need to call the agency.”  Maddy looked confused so Penny continued.  “Safety check, I let them know I’ve arrived and again after I’ve left.”  Maddy nodded, understanding. 

“We’ve not lived here long,” said Maddy, as Penny called the agency, “But we’re going to gut the building and start again.  Think Property Brothers,” she added.  Maddy walked into the kitchen and opened a couple of cupboards before finding the ones with the glassware.  She pulled two out and poured two glasses of ice cold water from the fridge dispenser, handed one to Penny and continued to walk to the back of the house, where she opened the glass doors which lead outside onto a patio with a swimming pool beyond it.  To one side was a chair and an easel.  Next to it was a table covered in . . . . Penny swallowed, covered in leather bondage gear.

“So, the agency told you what I was looking for you to model?”

“They did, kinda,” replied Penny, “Nude modelling to attack or challenge people’s perceptions of the way humans mistreat animals.”  Penny didn’t take her eyes off the equipment as she spoke.

“That’s right, I’ve been a vegetarian since I was, ooh, about five and vegan since I turned 16.  I can’t abide what people do to animals and I want to challenge the way we think of our relationship with them.  Did Caroline warn you this would be hard work?”

Penny looked away from the gear and nodded, “I’m guessing that’s why you’re paying so well.”

“That’s right,” laughed Maddy, “I’m going to dress you as a pony girl and draw you.  Do you know what that is?”

Penny shook her head, it meant nothing to her.  Just think of the money, she told herself.

“People, some people, dress up as horses and play.  It’s a real niche in the S & M community.  So that’s what I’m going to do, dress you up and draw you.  That OK?”  Penny just nodded, for $300 she’d put up with it.  She still wasn’t sure what it would involve.

“So, as you can see, we’re very private here.  Can you strip off please, then I’ll help you put on sun lotion and dress you, then we can start.”  Maddy said it so matter of fact, just as a statement or an order to be obeyed that Penny didn’t hesitate. 

Penny looked around, the yard wasn’t overlooked at all, it was surrounded by trees on all three sides.  She shrugged and started to undo her shirt while Maddy watched.  Penny was used to being naked in front of other women – it went with the job, but she felt a little uneasy.  Most of her modelling jobs had been with clothes – walk down the runway, get backstage, strip, put something new on.

But here she was being watched, being examined as she stripped off, she could almost feel her client’s eyes on her body.  As her bra came off she instinctively covered her nipples with an arm as she looked up at Maddy, who slowly shook her head.  Penny was suddenly aware of the breeze providing gentle relief – this was LA in the summer, it wasn’t cold or even cool, but the warm air could at least be felt on her naked skin.  Penny nodded and lowered her arm, revealing her erect nipples.  The two women looked each other in the eye, Maddy smiled, she clearly liked what she saw.  For her part Penny thought about leaving there and then, pity she needed the money.

“I’ll get the sun cream,” said Maddy, “Get naked, I need to get you ready.”

Penny just nodded.
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Penny continued to strip, her skirt came off and she put it on a chair, then she removed her tiny panties and hold ups.  The last thing she removed was her shoes.  “Ah,” she said as her feet touched the hot patio stones.  Maddy looked up.

“Put them back on for now if you want.”  Penny did so, pleased for the relief.  Maddy came over, carrying a large bottle of sunblock. Maddy squirted a generous amount into Penny’s upturned hands.  “Get it all over, it’s factor 50.  Penny started to apply it, conscious that she was rubbing it into her naked skin while a woman she hardly knew watched.

Maddy squirted some into her hands and applied it to her own face and arms, the she looked at Penny.  “Let me help you,” she said.  Penny opened her mouth, as if to protest, then she closed it again.  She could see that Maddy wasn’t offering, she was informing her that she was going to help.  Penny had just about done her legs, so she straightened up and turned round, instantly Maddy’s hands were on her back, rubbing the cream into her skin.  Penny worked on her front, trying not to think of the woman’s hands on her back.  More than once her hands came down from her neck, over her shoulders and down the sides of her back, Maddy’s finger’s touching her breasts.  Each time Penny stopped moving, run, she kept thinking but she didn’t. 

When Penny was liberally covered from head to toe in sunblock Maddy took her hand and guided her to the table.  “Now,” Maddy said, “Now I’m going to dress you.  The outfit’s weird but I want to challenge views, like why is it OK for us to enslave a horse and put it to work, would that be an acceptable thing to do to a person?”  She didn’t wait for a response, “Of course it wouldn’t,” she continued, “So by dressing you up as a pony girl I hope to expose the hypocrisy of treating animals like this.”

Penny’s eyes opened wide as she saw Maddy pick up the first item from the table, a large black leather collar, about an inch and half tall.  Penny fixated on it as Maddy opened it up.  Maddy sensed Penny’s fear and stroked her hair, in the way an animal trainer might stroke an animal to relax it. 

“Shhhh, it’s OK, I’m just dressing you for the drawing,” said Maddy softly, “I thought you were OK with this.”

Penny took a deep breath, “Sorry, I just wasn’t expecting this.  To be honest, I wasn’t sure what I was expecting.”  Maddy smiled, then continued talking.

“It’s OK, look I’m going to dress you in this gear, then draw you.  All you’ve got to do is stand still while I draw you, I just need you to look the part.  Maddy’s voice was soft and reassuring as she spoke, stroking the younger woman’s hair all the time.  It had the desired effect, just as she knew it would.  When Penny was calm she showed her the collar again.

“I’m going to put this on your neck and padlock it, look I’ve got the key.”  With that she locked, then unlocked the padlock.  “You’re quite safe, your agency knows where you are and I assume you’ve told your roommate?”

Penny nodded, “It’s just I’ve never done anything like this before and I’m nervous.”

“It’s just a modelling gig, you’ll be home by seven and richer.  I might need you for tomorrow as well, just see how today goes.  If I need you tomorrow how about cash and chop out the agency?”  Penny nodded hearing this and relaxed a little, Maddy was right, it was just another gig.  Caroline knew where she was . . . . then she thought, how does she know I’ve got a roommate?  She thought for a second while Maddy opened the collar.  Because you’re working as a waitress in LA and prepared to do this modelling gig for $300. 

Maddy opened the collar and held it to Penny’s neck,  Penny nodded and then lifted her long blonde hair out of the way.  The collar went on and Maddy moved in close as she fumbled with the locking mechanism and slipped the padlock into place, preventing the collar from coming off, then she stepped back and put the key on the table.  Both women looked at it, then their eyes met.

“Not too uncomfortable I hope?”  Penny shook her head, it was tight on her neck but it didn’t interfere with her breathing.  “Good, now let’s get you dressed.”  Maddy picked the leather harness up from the table and helped Penny step into the leg holes.  She pulled it up, over Penny’s ass, rubbing her hands more than was required on her firm teenage ass.

“Can you hold these straps please?” said Maddy, Penny reached behind herself and took the straps.  Maddy moved and lifted the harness over Penny’s front and put the straps over her shoulders, then stepped behind Penny and crossed them, before fastening the ends loosely to the straps Penny was holding.  “I’ll tie those off later,” said Maddy.

The harness had a wide central part that extended from Penny’s bald pussy to about two inches below her breasts.  Maddy adjusted it by moving it upwards so that the top was just below the younger woman’s breasts.  There were three wide horizontal straps on the outfit, one at the base of the central part, one at the top just below Penny’s tits and once in the center. 

Maddy turned Penny round and starting at the bottom, she pulled the left and right straps behind Penny and pulled them tight, passing the left part inside the buckle on the right.  She pulled it tight, then tighter still, forcing Penny to suck in.  She repeated this on the middle belt, then she did the top one.  As Maddy reached for the top belt she rubbed her hands on the underside of Penny’s breasts, Penny reacted and breathed in, pushed her tits out further.  Maddy smiled, she was enjoying touching the younger girl.

When the three straps were in place she took the two loose ones going over Penny’s shoulders and guided them between her breasts, again using the opportunity to touch her, Penny just ignored it.  Just something to endure.  When she’d tightened these straps the final one was just above Penny’s breasts, again she touched the girl as she felt for the ends and fastened them behind her back with the buckle. 

Maddy turned Penny round and studied her, studied her handy work.  She was pleased with it.  The final steps were to adjust two thin straps that came from the shoulder straps down to her waist.  Maddy took one in her right hand and Penny’s exposed breast in the other.  Maddy pulled on her breast and fastened the strap to the top waist strap, they now formed a triangle with Penny’s breast inside.  She fastened it off and looked into Penny’s eyes.

“Still OK?”  Penny just nodded.  Maddy smiled and fastened off the other strap on the other side.  The thin leather triangles offered a small amount of support to her breasts.  Maddy was pleased, Penny looked really hot.

“Now for the headdress,” she said picking up even more leather from the table.  Penny looked on in fear.
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Maddy held the headdress up to Penny so she could study it.  Penny stopped breathing for a split second, then took a sharp intake of breath.  She was captivated and frightened in equals measure by the device.  Maddy offered it to Penny who took it from her client.  She felt and studied it.

The leather looked and felt expensive, all black with tiny stitching.  There were two huge ears on it, that looked a little like horse ears made from hard leather.  There were large leather patches, presumably blinkers and half a dozen straps.  But what really caught her attention was the rubber encased bit gag.  Suddenly Penny understood, people forced these into horses mouths so that they could control them, and were OK with it.

“I get it,” said Penny, smiling and finding herself enthused by the project, “I get what you’re trying to do, there’s no way you’d that to a human.”  All kinds of thoughts were going through Penny’s mind as she said this, imagining people being bought and sold like animals, forcing them to work, suddenly she re-evaluating her position on everything.  She’d never thought about animals like this before, some were for keeping and some for eating.  Shit, was it OK to eat animals?

Maddy smiled at her, “You understand now I see?”

Penny nodded, “Yes, yes I do.  I’m happy to take part.  I must admit, I was terrified but I can see now what you’re hoping to achieve.”  Maddy smiled.  Penny had the basic idea.  Or thought she did.  Penny handed the headdress back to Maddy.  “Let’s get this on me.”

Maddy’s smile widened.  Penny was a rare find.

But her attitude would change. 

Soon.

“Could you bend down please?” asked Maddy, Penny did as she was asked.  Maddy’s first act was to pull Penny’s long blonde hair into a high pony tail, then she swiftly put the headdress over Penny’s head then got her to stand again while she adjusted the straps, fastening it on Penny’s head.  When it was on she stepped back to admire her handy work, the bit gag was hanging at the side. 

Maddy moved closer until her face was an inch from Penny’s, Penny half expected Maddy to kiss her.  Maddy put a hand onto Penny’s face and stroked it gently, then she whispered to her model, “Open wide.”  Penny did as instructed and Maddy lifted the gag into Penny’s open mouth and quickly fastened it in place.

“I should warn you,” said Maddy, “This is quite painful to wear, after 10 minutes or so all you’ll be able to think about is getting it out of your mouth, after an hour I imagine it will be agony.  I want you to experience this, so that I can draw the pained look on your face.  Now let’s get the boots on you.”

Penny was shocked at Maddy’s honestly, already she wanted to close her mouth and spit it out, she tried to push it out so that she could close her jaws together, but it was stuck fast.  The gag wasn’t coming out.  Penny started to lift one of her hands, as if reading her thoughts Maddy spoke again.

“It won’t come out until I  take it out.  Now come sit down and we’ll get the rest of your gear on.”  Maddy lead Penny to a chair and say her down, then she pulled a pair of huge leather knee length boots, Penny was used to wearing high heels, but these were something else.  20, no 25 pairs of eyes, the sole arched upwards but no heel, leaving a three inch gap between the heel and the floor.  Penny sat motionless as Maddy did them up, wondering why the gag had to go in so early.  She could feel spit forming in her mouth and she tried, without success, to swallow it.  She tilted her head back, then twisted her head, using the blinkers to keep the sun from her eyes.  As Maddy finished fitting the boots she looked up at Penny and smiled again, Penny was already starting to act like an animal.

The final touch was a pair of gloves, just like little leather bags really.  Maddy slipped them onto Penny’s hands, Penny made her hands into fists and Maddy locked them in place with a strap, then she helped Penny to stand.

Penny struggled to stand, she expected the boots to provide support from the heel and kept moving, looking for support that wasn’t there.  As she stood her head came up and the saliva in her mouth escaped and dripped down her chin.  Maddy watched as it ran off her chin and landed on one of her breasts, running down and over the nipple.  Maddy put her hand onto Penny’s breast, Penny stopped breathing and looked into Maddy’s eyes.  Maddy didn’t speak, just ran her hand over the younger woman’s naked breast and rubbed the spit into her skin.

“Now you understand how cruel horse riding can be I think,” she said.  Penny just nodded.  Maddy continued, “I’ll take the boots off after the initial sketch, then you’ll be able to stand easier.  Penny nodded, grateful.  “But I’ll have to put them back on towards the end.  Come on, let’s get started.” Penny nodded again, this $300 wasn’t going to be easy to earn.
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Travis watched in despair as Jenny ranted at the poor girl while using the riding crop liberally on her ass.  She rained blow after blow down on her, the poor pony girl was crying in pain but Jenny didn’t stop for a second.  When the girls signed up they agreed to be disciplined if needed, but Jenny was going too far.  Travis felt bad for not intervening, but he needed hard evidence of the girl’s brutality and inhumanity towards her fellow human. 

Eventually Jenny finished, Travis watched as she threw the crop to one side and picked up a strap on, purple dildo shining in the improving light.  He watched as she slipped it on, then Jenny lined it up with the girl’s pussy and pushed straight into her, causing her to scream out in pain.  Jenny ignored her and continued to fuck the girl, pounding the rubber cock in and out.  Jenny was establishing her dominance over the girl, it wasn’t about sex, it was all about power.  Jenny fucked the girl, ignoring her tears and Travis filmed. 

When she’d had enough Jenny pulled out, then she bent down and spoke loudly to the girl, no doubt she wanted to whisper, but Jenny had to make sure that that Sugar heard every word.  Jenny’s voice was harsh and cruel as she spoke.

“Understand this, I can do whatever I like to you, whenever I like.  You are here for my entertainment, you signed the contract to that effect.  I’ll whip you when I like, fuck you when I like.  I’m going to make sure that you regret your choice to come here to the core of your being.”  Jenny grabbed Sugar’s hair and pulled it, forcing her to look at her tormentor.

“You can’t tell anyone about this, if I even suspect that you’ve spoken I’ll bind you like this and leave you out all night.  You didn’t try hard enough yesterday, you need and deserve this.  If you don’t improve quickly you’ll be beaten daily until you improve.  Do you understand?  DO YOU UNDERSTAND?”  The last three words were almost hysterical from Jenny, she was lost to the world on her power trip.  Sugar nodded as best she could, in her current state there was no way she could stomp.

Jenny stood up, “I’ll be back in an hour or two, then I’ll harness you and we can go for a nice ride together, I’m sure you’ll enjoy it.”  Jenny stepped back, she knew what it was like to be placed like that, legs forced apart by a spreader bar, elbows bound together behind your back, wrists lifted and arms tied to the post, bent double at the waist, looking out between your own legs.  After 10 minutes the position was agony.

Travis put his phone down.  He’d had enough.  He had all the evidence he needed.  He walked out of the shadows, Jenny had her back to him and didn’t hear his approach.  The first she knew of his coming was when he took a handful of her hair and yanked it.  Jenny spun, shocked out of her position of power.

“What’s going on Jenny?” he asked.  Jenny stared at him, caught.  Like Rachel Jenny was nominally a slave, she wore a collar on her neck.  Unlike Rachel who was submissive towards men, dominant to women Jenny was a natural Domme, she only wore a collar because Travis had made it explicit to her.  Want to train ponies?  Become a slave yourself.

Jenny smiled, maybe she’d get away with it, “I was training the new pony Master.”  She almost spat out the last word.  Travis looked at Sugar, she was frothing at the mouth, her tears slowing but still flowing.

“And did Sugar deserve this?”  Jenny nodded.

“I train the animals as I see fit Master.”  Travis nodded, she certainly did this.

“You’ve crossed the line here Jenny, I took her out yesterday and I was pleased with her performance.”  Travis tightened his grip on Jenny, he wasn’t going to let go.  She could outrun him easily.  Jenny was shaking, she’d gone too far and could see that in Travis’ eyes.  Travis looked around, on the ground was a chain, presumably the one Jenny had used to lead Sugar out into the yard.  He bent down and picked it up, the put it onto Jenny’s collar. Clipping it into place.  Next he picked up a rope and forced Jenny to the ground, face down.

Jenny reacted as she’d been trained, she put her wrists into the small of her back and Travis bound them, his knee in her back to prevent her escape.  Once she was secured he hooked the chain on her collar to the post, now she couldn’t escape.  He turned his attentions to Sugar, he stroked her face and hushed her.

“Let’s get you out.”  Travis pulled his phone out and called Rachel inside the house, she’d be there in minutes.  Travis worked quickly to release Sugar, she still had fear in her eyes, somehow expecting this to be a trap and her punishment to continue.  As soon as she’d been released she fell to her knees, legs open.  She’d not been there long, but knew that this was the correct position.  Travis heard Rachel approaching.  He turned to face her.

“Take Sugar inside the house and tend to her as best you can.”  Rachel nodded, she could guess what had happened.  Jenny had previous.  Rachel bent over and put a finger into Sugar’s D ring on her collar and lifted her, Sugar rose nervously, Travis shook his head, it was going to take a few days for Sugar to recover. 

“Fucks sake Jenny,” he yelled as Rachel & Sugar walked away, Sugar high stepping, “The girls are supposed to enjoy their experience.  Not fucking hate it.”  Travis was half shouting at Jenny.  Now she was out of dom space she could see she’d gone too far.  She opened her mouth to speak, then closed it again.  Silence was the best option here.

“What happens when she leaves?  What happens if she goes to the police or posts about you online?  I’m going to have to give her her money back now.”  Jenny could see that Travis was really mad with her.

“It won’t happen again Master,” she said.

“You’re right about that,” he said.  Jenny would be leaving his ranch soon.  Permanently.

First she’d have to suffer.  Travis smiled, he’d bind her in exactly the same way she’d had poor Sugar bound, then he’d whip her the same.  Unlike Sugar, she wouldn’t have a white knight coming to her rescue.  Jenny would be bound all day in that painful position. 

******

After Travis had dealt with Jenny’s punishment he walked away, leaving the naked girl crying in pain.  The sun was up now and the heat of the day building, Jenny was in for a most uncomfortable day.  Inside the house he checked on Rachel and Sugar, Sugar was being comforted by Rachel and Travis took the time to inform them both about Jenny’s punishment and the termination of her contract. 

Travis checked the time, nearly eight AM, so it would be nearly ten on the East coast.  He logged onto his computer, making sure that the VPN was active.  Travis wasn’t worried, he wasn’t doing anything illegal.  Morally grey, he suspected, but illegal?  No.  Once he’d established a connection he logged onto the secure site and asked his question and uploaded his video.  He was known to the consortium on the other end.  He didn’t like them or the way they conducted their business, but each to their own.

He got a response within a few hours.  He checked his watch.  Jenny would be in agony by now.  Best leave her a bit longer.  Another few hours or so.

******

Just before sunset Travis walked back into the yard.  Jenny was shaking, she’d been restrained in the full sun on tiptoes all day.  Her mouth forced open by the bit gag long since dry.  Travis bent down and removed the gag, her lips were dry and cracked, her eyes dry.  He opened a bottle of water and drank some, Jenny watching as he did.  She wanted to speak, but she couldn’t manage it.  Travis held the water to her lips and poured some, she tried to get it into her mouth but failed.  Travis set the water down and released her, then handed her the bottle and she drank it greedily, so quickly that half of it missed her mouth.  Travis didn’t speak, he waited five minutes before handing her a second bottle, the first had helped Jenny and she drank the second, hardly spilling any.  When that too was empty Travis started to speak to her.

“You can’t stay here any longer.”  Jenny nodded, in her hours in restraint she’d realized she’d gone too far. 

“So I’m going to give you a choice.  I’ll release you and take you to the airport with a ticket to anywhere in the US you want to go.  Or I know of a place where your skills would be . . . would be acceptable.  It would be a permanent move, once you move there you’ll be an employee, but you can continue to be a full time pony trainer.  No one will question your methods, as long as you don’t kill the ponies.”  Jenny’s ears raised as he spoke.  The first option was out, she had no money, no friends, no family and no skills.  The second sounded intriguing.

“Please tell me more Master,” she said.  Travis shook his head.

“Don’t call me Master anymore, I’ve released you.”  Jenny touched her collar.  “That will come off soon.  So, here’s what I’m proposing.”  Travis spoke and Jenny listened.  To her his proposal sounded like paradise.  After half an hour of discussion she’d made her decision.

“I want to move to this paradise you’re telling me about.”

Travis smiled, he’d known this would be her decision.  It was for the best for them both.  He felt a pang of guilt though at what he was about to unleash on some girls.
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Penny stood as still as she could by the side of the pool, as a model she was used to wearing outlandish clothes and stupid heels, but the pony boots were something else.  She tried very hard to stand still, but without heels she kept stumbling.  Add to that her jaw was being forced open wide and Maddy had asked her to hold her hands up, bunched inside the gloves, she couldn’t help it and she kept stumbling.

After an hour or so Maddy sighed and put her pencil down.  “I’ve done the outline,” she said, standing, “Let’s get you out of those boots and get the gag out.”  Penny nodded, she felt awful.  Maddy stood up and walked over to Penny and took her hand and guided her to a chair.  Maddy help Penny to sit down, then she eased the gag out of Penny’s mouth.  Penny moved her jaw in small circles, Maddy sensed Penny’s needs and picked a bottle of water from the table.  Penny was fantasizing about a bottle of ice cold water, this one had been standing in the LA sun for an hour and was warm.  As Maddy held the bottle to Penny’s lips and poured she felt the life return to her parched mouth.

“Better?” asked Maddy.  Penny nodded.  Some of the water had spilled down Penny’s chin and onto her chest, Maddy used her hands gently to wipe it up, her hands lingering on Penny’s breasts.  Penny was surprised but she said nothing, she was so grateful for the water.

“Better.”  Penny looked down at Maddy, she still had a hand on one of her breasts, holding it. 

“Let’s get the boots off you.”  Maddy took her hand off Penny’s chest and started to undo the boots.  Penny watched, the gloves making her unable to help as she undid the laces slowly, sliding her hands up and down the model’s smooth legs.  The two women looked at each other, holding each other’s gaze and not speaking as Maddy caressed Penny’s legs.  When the boot was finally unlaced Maddy slid it off and for the first time in ages Penny moved her toes.

“That feels good,” said Penny, referring to moving her toes.  As she spoke she realized the ambiguity of what she’d said, Maddy still had a hand on her thigh and she slid it higher, towards Penny’s exposed pussy.  Maddy smiled.

“Let’s get the other one off.”  Once it was off she fed Penny more water, took some for herself and then helped Penny to stand, guiding her back to beside the pool.

“Sorry about this,” Maddy said as she put a hand onto the side of Penny’s face.  She caressed it gently, then lifted the bit gag.  Penny understood and opened her mouth wide.  Maddy slipped it in and fastened it to the side of the face harness, she wanted to question Maddy as once again she ran her hand over her face, then down her neck and touched her breasts.  Penny was shocked at Maddy’s brazen touching of her body, she’d tolerated it so far.  Once again Maddy seemed to sense the younger girl’s thoughts.

“We touch animals without permission, I’m getting you into the spirit.”  Penny wasn’t happy, but with the gag in her mouth she was in no position to protest.  Maddy even moved in close and kissed Penny on the lips, over the gag.  She was establishing the power in their relationship.  Maddy moved away and back in front of her easel.  Penny raised her arms and put them back into position, ready to be drawn again.

******

After another hour Maddy put her pencil down and stood up and stretched.  Penny’s arms were sore from holding them, she was thirsty again.  Maddy walked over to her and picked up a leash and clipped it onto Penny’s collar. 

“Let’s get you fed,” she said and started to walk backwards, pulling on the leash.  Penny had expected her to remove the gag, but no such luck.  As Penny passed the easel she turned to look at the painting, she was rewarded with a strike from a riding crop Maddy was carrying.  It didn’t hurt, it was more playful than painful.

“No peeking!  You’ll get to see it when I say you will.”  Penny turned her head back and Maddy stopped pulling on the leash.

“I want you to high step, do you know what that is?”  Penny shook her head.

“No, no little one, stomp your right leg once for yes and twice for no.  Animals don’t use human gestures.  Stomp your right leg once if you understand.”  Unsure what to do, but in no position to argue Penny raised her right leg and stomped once on the ground.  She was rewarded with a smile on Maddy’s face.  “That’s better, now, do you know what high stepping is?”  Penny fought down the urge to shake her head and instead stomped her right leg twice.

“High stepping is an elegant way for a pony girl to walk.  Start with your right leg, raise your knee as high as you can, then down and repeat with your left leg.  Go on, try it.”  Penny shifted her weight and lifted her right leg up, her knee coming up to her stomach, then she stomped it down and shifted her weight to her right leg and repeated the movement.  It wasn’t a fast way to travel, but after an hour of standing motionless it was a welcome release.

Maddy seemed pleased as she spoke, “It’s part of what we do to animals, we train them to please us.  I really want you in the mindset of the animal.”

Whatever, thought Penny, as long as I’m getting 50 bucks an hour I’ll play along.  Maddy guided Penny into the house, the cool air conditioned building a welcome relief.  Penny’s exposed nipples were instantly rock hard in the cool air.  Once they were in the kitchen Maddy tied the leash to a high stool, leaving Penny locked in place, the gag firmly still in her mouth.  Penny watched as Maddy opened one, then a second and a third before she found what she was looking for and she brought out two wine glasses.  She went to the fridge and pulled out a bottle of white wine and poured two glasses, then left it standing on the island.

Maddy pulled out a tall stool from under the island and sat on it, she was only a foot away from Penny.  Maddy picked up a glass of wine and lifted it to her lips and drank some, Maddy studied Penny, she was staring at the wine.  Maddy put the glass down, then put her hands onto Penny’s shoulders and pulled her in closer.

“Are you going to resist?” she asked.  Penny stomped her leg twice.  Maddy was gently caressing Penny, running her hands up down the shackled girls arms, then across onto her breasts, holding one in each hand.  Maddy looked into Penny’s eyes, asking for permission.  Penny stomped a leg once, she was saying yes . . .
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Maddy put a hand onto Penny’s face and undid the gag, pulling it from Penny’s mouth.  “No talking,” she whispered.  Penny didn’t respond, there was no need.  Maddy bent in and put her lips onto Penny’s mouth and the two women exchanged a kiss, Penny’s first kiss with another girl.  Penny’s mouth was dry, not unexpected.  Maddy broke off the kiss and picked up a glass of wine, she took a large gulp into her mouth but didn’t swallow, then they kissed again, Maddy allowed the cold wine to trickle into Penny’s mouth. 

Penny was instantly grateful, she was desperately thirsty and she swallowed it all.  Maddy stroked her hair and lifted the glass to Penny’s mouth, she poured it in and Penny drank it all, when the glass was empty Maddy put it down and they kissed again.  Penny had barely eaten for two days, the wine went straight to her stomach and she could feel it warming her.

Maddy leaned in again and kissed the pony girl, their mouths touching, the she pushed her back, bum onto the stool allowing Penny to sit.  Penny felt a real thrill, she’d not had any sex since she split up with Joe, and she’d never kissed a girl before.  Maddy was soft and gentle, she smelt of some expensive perfume and she returned the kiss passionately.  This time Maddy broke it off and ran a hand over Penny’s hair.

“Want to do this?”  Penny nodded, it felt like the right response.  Maddy kissed Penny again, then ran her tongue down her arm and onto her restraints, then she pulled at the thread, and looked at Penny.

“Are you going to behave if I release you?”  Penny nodded again, she wanted to touch Maddy, to feel her.  Maddy pulled at the thread and the knot came undone, then she slowly undid the string, loosening the hoof glove before easing it off.  Penny put her free hand on Maddy’s face and stroked it, the pulled her in close and the two women kissed again, Penny ran her hands through Maddy’s hair.

Maddy slid a hand down Penny’s front and held her breast, Penny looked down, breathing slowly but deeply, then up and into Maddy’s eyes.  They smiled at each other, then kissed again.  Maddy released her grip and started to undo her shirt, slipping it off and down to the floor, leaving her in bra and trousers. 

Maddy stepped back and slid her bra off her shoulders, then reached behind her back, un-did the clasp then let it fall to the floor, revealing her firm breasts.  She looked at Penny but Penny wasn’t looking at her eyes, she was looking at her breasts.  Maddy undid the belt on her slacks and then the button, allowing them to fall to the floor,  She stepped out of them and kicked them to one side, then stepped forward.

Penny didn’t move, so Maddy put her hands onto Penny’s head and pulled it down, forcing her to bend as she guided the model’s head onto her exposed nipple.  Maddy was nervous, unsure so she just opened her mouth and took it in and sucked, licking the erect nipple with her tongue.  She was rewarded with a gasp from Maddy and a soft moan, she was enjoying this.  Penny was shocked, she was enjoying it too.

Maddy pulled Penny gently off the seat to standing, the pushed her down onto her knees, taking the leash on Penny’s collar in her hand.  Maddy leaned back against the kitchen units and pulled Penny in, Maddy opened her legs and pulled Penny’s head between them, forcing her mouth onto her pussy.  Maddy moaned gently as Penny took her first taste of Maddy’s smooth, hairless pussy.

Penny licked gently, the way she liked to be licked, gently, pushing her tongue along Maddy’s labia, then with her free hand she took two fingers and started to rub gently, then she pulled back and made a show of sucking them,  before pushing them inside Maddy’s pussy.  Maddy gasped as two fingers entered and started to finger fuck her.

Penny started slowly at first, gently moving her fingers in and out as she teased Maddy’s clit with her tongue.  Penny’s head was tilted back as she was looking up at Maddy, still wearing her collar.  She felt very submissive and totally in the older woman’s power, she was collared and leashed, forced into a kneeling position and eating a woman for the first time, and I’m loving it, thought Penny.

Maddy started to move her hands through Penny’s hair as she got more excited, she was pulling the blonde girl’s head in closer and closer, she was panting and gasping, “Yes, that’s it,” she moaned, pulling her in tighter and tighter, Maddy was moaning loudly, lost in the moment.

Maddy’s whole body was shaking, her knees trembling as she came, almost collapsing as she screamed out in pleasure.  Penny stopped licking, but kept finger fucking her Mistress for the day, prolonging her pleasure.

When Maddy finally released her grip on Penny the younger woman pulled back and looked up at her Mistress and smiled, “Was that OK?” she asked, quietly and nervously. 

Penny nodded, “You’re not done yet though,” she replied, stroking Penny’s hair.  Maddy pushed Penny down gently, onto the tiled floor on her back, Maddy then turned and sat on her face, lowering herself down.  Maddy put her hands onto Penny’s breasts and squeezed them hard, forcing them together.

Maddy took her hands off Penny’s breasts and took Penny’s hands into her own, she licked her fingers then put them onto her own breasts and forced her pussy down onto Penny’s face, Penny was in no place to argue so she started to lick again, dragging her tongue along the soft folds of Maddy’s pussy.  Maddy continued to hold Penny’s hands in her own, forcing her to massage her breasts, before she bent forward and licked Penny’s pussy, sinking onto in the 69 position.

Penny had never had a woman lick her pussy before, Maddy was so much more gentle than a man, she teased as she licked and sucked, pushing her tongue inside Penny,  Penny copied Maddy’s motions as they tongue fucked each other.  Maddy pushed a finger into Penny’s pussy, causing her to moan, then she pulled it out and started to explore Penny’s ass.  Penny tensed, then relaxed, trusting the older woman.  She moaned, she loved the experience.

Maddy continued to fuck her new friend, Penny was gyrating, her legs quivering.  Her stomach tensed and she yelled out, “I’m cumming,” as she came hard, her legs coming together, Penny stopped licking, lost in the moment, Maddy kept ass fucking Penny, prolonging her orgasm.

When Penny finally relaxed Maddy pushed herself up, her pussy an inch from Penny’s mouth she took Penny’s hands in hers again and put them onto her breasts, Penny started to caress them.  Maddy put a hand between her own legs and started to masturbate, she was excited and already close to orgasm, it only took her own skilled fingers a few seconds before she found her rhythm, she found her dominating position very exciting and she soon came, knowing that Penny was under her and held in place turned her on.  When she came her head fell forward and her body sagged, nowhere near as good as the first but still exciting.
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Maddy got off Penny and lay on her side next to her, they kissed a few times, Maddy holding one of Penny’s breasts.  “Was that your first time with a girl then?” asked Maddy.  Penny just nodded.

“I’d never really thought about it before,” she replied, “My last boyfriend asked if we could have other girls join us, but I just said no.”

“Why was that?”

“I . . . I guess I was worried he’d find one of the them more attractive and leave me for her.  Paranoia maybe.  Also I’m not sure I could cope with sharing him, he was like so wealthy and older than me.  I was under no illusions, my looks and age attracted him.”

They lay there talking for a while before Maddy sat up.  Penny put a hand over her pussy, suddenly conscious that she was naked.  Maddy kissed her, “Come on, let’s eat something and have some water.”

******

Maddy put the pencil down.  “Finished,” she said, “Now let’s get you out of the gear and dressed, we’ll finish the bottle and you can leave, I’ve loved drawing you.”  Penny stomped her foot in understanding, she couldn’t wait to get the pony gear off her.  She was thinking about it, she’d had her views challenged, and not just about how people treat animals.

Maddy helped her out of the gear and they kissed again before Maddy revealed her drawing to Penny.

“Wow,” said Penny, “I love how you’ve made me look slightly sad, as if I was being forced.”

“Thanks, I think this is how a horse must feel.  Come on, sit down and I’ll get the last of the wine.”

“I shouldn’t, I’m driving.”

“There’s only a little left, maybe half a glass each, it won’t hurt.” 

“Go on then.  I’ll call the agency as well.

“OK.” 

Maddy went inside and quickly picked up the bottle, there was only one glass left, she split it between two glasses and went outside and listened to the end of Penny’s conversation.

“No, it was all great, no problems at all.  I’ll be leaving now, yes.  When do I get paid?  OK, great.  See you soon.  Bye, bye, bye.”  Penny hung up and took the wine from her.  There really wasn’t very much.

“Have you lived in LA long?” asked Maddy.  Penny shook her head.

“I used to, I moved here to be an actress, met a guy and moved East with him for about a year, we split up about two months ago and I moved back.”  Maddy nodded.  Penny sipped her wine, then drank it all in one gulp and kept talking.

“My ex rented me an apartment downtown and paid the first few months rent.  Which is lucky, there’s no way I could afford it on a waitress’ income.  I’m lucky though, I let the spare room out.”

“Who to?”

“Girl I met from an ad on Gumtree, she’s a model/actress/waitress like me.  She’d nice, we get on.”  Maddy nodded as Penny said that.  Maddy thought about that for a moment.

“Do you work at the same restaurant?” 

Penny shook her head,  “She works at a diner, she’ll be there now.”

“Maybe I can get her to model for me?  The pair of you as ponies.”

Penny laughed, “If the money’s right.  I mean, I can pretend to be an haminal . . hamin . . animal for . . . for . . .”  Penny was going dizzy, she tried to put the glass onto the table but missed and dropped it to the floor where it shattered.  Maddy moved quickly, and pushed Penny back into the chair, preventing her from falling.

Maddy spoke, Penny barely registering her words, “I hope you liked being a pony girl, that’s what you’re going to be for the rest of your life.”  Penny’s head was loose, she looked at Maddy with blurred eyes, “Yes, I drugged your wine, you’ll be out for a good long while.”  Penny tried and failed to stand, she could barely see anything, then she passed out.

Maddy worked quickly, she dragged Penny to her own car, opened the trunk and pushed her in, leaving it open so Penny didn’t die of heat exhaustion, then worked for an hour dusting the house down, removing all of their prints.  When she was done she put the keys back into the key box outside and got into Penny’s car, using the unconscious girl’s finger print open the phone.  She opened Maps and selected “Home”, if she was in luck she’d have it programmed in.  Maddy smiled, she did indeed.

Maddy drove out of the house, leaving the Air B & B behind, the real cleaners would be in tomorrow and would leave the place spotless. Spotless and fingerprint free.  The place had been booked with a real account, just one she’d bought on the dark web.  Someone might be in trouble for this, but it wouldn’t be her.  It should have another half dozen rents before the police came to look.  Maddy followed the GPS and drove to Penny’s apartment block, CCTV was so poor that it would look like it was Penny driving home.  Her choice of wig was intentional.

******

Once she was at Penny’s block Maddy parked the car in the slot marked 9F, the address gathered from her research before.  Maddy took Penny’s keys, and large wheeled holdall and entered the elevator, wearing little white gloves, then up to the small apartment and she sat down to wait.  This was a calculated risk, on the one hand there could be an unknown friend or boyfriend in the apartment, on the other she could get a second girl.  Risk vs reward.  And the reward for a new pony was good, very good.  Otherwise she wouldn’t do it.  Even if there was someone there she’d bluff it out, a friend visiting or something like that.

Besides, if Penny didn’t come home that night the unknown roommate would call the cops and they’d be out looking for Penny.  If Maddy went to her home and waited, with luck it would be days, maybe even weeks before the police became involved.  Forget that crap that you see in films where a person has to be missing for 24 hours before the cops are interested.  No, going to her home and waiting was the right decision, and not just for the potential reward.

Maddy waited outside the door for a full five minutes, listening intently.  There were no signs of life, so she took out the keys and let herself in.  There was no alarm either – she’d checked the outside of the building and on Penny’s phone, no Ring or Next app.  Once inside the apartment Maddy breathed more easily, she put down the large suitcase she’d brought and she inspected the apartment.  Her phone was off and in the car, no point making it easy for the police.  It was a burner anyway, but even so.  She had Penny’s phone, she found a charger and plugged it in so that Penny would seem to be active, for a few days at least.

It was good that they both worked in the catering trade, not turning up was expected.  Their respective restaurants would phone a couple of times, then assume that they’d moved on.  With luck no one would notice their disappearance for a few weeks.  Penny had said that the rent had been paid in advance, so not even a landlord to worry about.

Maddy inspected the fridge, she poured away the milk and froze all the fresh food, she didn’t want smells to attract the building super or neighbors. She went through the mail and learned that the roommate was called Kayla. When she was satisfied that the place was clean and good to go Maddy sat on the couch, she put on the TV and found something on Netflix and sat down to wait, the bottle of chloroform and a rag on the side table.  Maddy sat, volume down low and waited.

******

A couple of hours passed before Maddy heard footsteps approaching, and then pausing.  Maddy stood up, the entrance door to the apartment led into a corridor, the lounge was off it.  Maddy removed the lid from the bottle and doused the rag in the liquid, then stood behind the door.

“You in?” an unknown voice shouted, “I saw your car.  Hope you’ve got some wine, shit day,” the voice continued, apparently not bothered by the lack of response.  “Honestly, sometimes I think it would be faster to walk than drive in this city.”  Maddy was smiling, the voice’s owner sounded young with a hint of an exotic accent.  More money than for a regular all American girl.

The door to the lounge opened and the girl walked in, Maddy could only see her hair and frame, she was short, maybe five feet three or four”, maybe 105 or 110 lbs with long dark hair, she couldn’t be sure, maybe Asian?  Maddy moved quickly and silently, she stepped out and put her left arm round the unsuspecting girl’s chest, the right with the smelly rag went straight over her face.

Everyone reacts the same in this situation.  What you should do is hold your breath and fight.  What everyone does is panic, she took a deep breath so she could scream.  The girl just took a lung full of chloroform and then fell to her knees, sagged and she fell to the floor.  Maddy took the rag and put it in the holdall, then took out a syringe and a vial.  Five milliliters should knock her out for a day.  Maddy smiled, two for the price of one.

Maddy rolled the girl over and inspected her, she was very happy.  The girl was 18 or 19, good breasts, toned, tanned, or more likely looking at her face and skin color, from an Indian family.  Maddy inspected her purse and removed her phone, plugging it in next to Penny’s and then she opened the holdall and lifted the limp girl into it.  Once she was inside she zipped it up, flicked off the TV and lifted the bag onto it’s wheels, the girl collapsing inside it. 

She thought for a moment about the phones.  It was inconceivable that two young girls would go anywhere without their phones, but if she took them with her she’d be making the car easy to trace.  Maddy was a woman of quick decision, she thought for a few moments then picked them up.  All she had to do was drive though the city and leave them somewhere on a bench or in a bar.  They’d be stolen within minutes.

Maddy gave the room one last look over, she’d only touched things with her gloved hands, then she wheeled the bag out, head down, hat on, locking the door behind her, into the elevator and to the car.  She loaded the bag into the trunk with some effort, having to push the unconscious Penny to make room.  When the police inspected the CCTV they’d see a blonde woman arrive and leave a couple of hours later, they’d track the motion to Penny’s phone and in the low quality they might assume it was Penny.  Penny’s car and phone arrived and left.

Maddy drove through the dark streets of LA until she found what she was looking for.  She parked the car and walked a couple of blocks to a busy bar, full of young people, men hunting women, women enjoyed being hunted.  She’d pass for Penny on CCTV, she’d kept her hat and shades on, Maddy walked into the bar, a couple of guys looked up.  She walked straight to the back and put the phones down on a table and used the bathroom.  When she came back out they were gone.  She smiled and returned to her car

Then she drove off to find her car, parked in the hills away from prying cameras.  She’d leave LA behind, be hidden, away from CCTV and prying eyes.  She’d done well, of that she was certain.  There would be a couple of weeks of hard work and nerves until she disposed of the two girls, the constant fear of being found and traced.  But it was worth it.  Where else could you earn dam near half a million dollars for two weeks work?
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Maddy drove slowly and carefully, not that in LA at that time of night driving quickly was an option.  This was just about the riskiest part of her job.  Suppose the car wasn’t registered, if Penny had a ban or the car was stolen.  Or even if she accidently ran a red light or any one of a hundred other reasons.

None of these things happened, Maddy made the freeway and drove out of the city, heading north on I5.  As darkness fell she left the freeway and headed into the country where there were no prying eyes.  Maddy stopped at the side of the road and checked her phone, no signal.  She waited a few minutes, then drove off the road into the bush where her own SUV was waiting. 

When she got out she listened hard, no sounds came from the road.  Maddy opened the trunk on her car and moved the girls, which wasn’t an easy task, from one trunk to the other, then she wiped down Penny’s car and took the brake off and watched as it rolled down the gentle hill into a ravine.  With luck it wouldn’t be found for weeks, or maybe even never.  The brush would soon grow up around it and into it, she’d left all the windows open.

Maddy set off north, soon rejoining the freeway and drove through the night to her place, a very isolated farmhouse in western Nevada.  She’d paid virtually nothing for it, no one wanted to live that isolated.  No normal person, for someone in her line of work it was ideal.

******

Once home Maddy moved the two girls into her basement, especially adapted for her needs.  The basement had been split lengthways, leaving a room about 40 feet long and six wide.  It had been done on purpose, to make it look like a long corridor.  There was no source of natural light, the artificial lights were off to increase the fear.  The door was at one end of the corridor, at the other a metal cage, six feet high, six wide (split into two) and four deep.  Even the floor was a metal grid, all designed to make the girls uncomfortable.

Once in the cage Maddy stripped the girls naked, then she put a heavy steel collar onto each girl’s neck with a four foot long thick steel chain which she padlocked to a ring on the wall.  The girls were going nowhere.  Maddy left them there, naked and exposed in the cool room, then she went outside and burned their clothes and the hold all and her burner phone.  Then she went to bed, she’d been up for almost a day and was exhausted.

******

Penny woke first, she was still sleepy from the effects of the drugs Maddy had given her.  She stretched, the sound of steel on stone filled the air.  “What the fuck,” she said into the air as she opened her eyes.  It didn’t make any difference, the room was as black as space.  Penny tried to sit up, again there was the sound of steel on stone and she felt something pull on her neck.  Penny put her hands onto her neck and felt metal there.  Maddy was now wide awake. 

She felt round the back of her head, the metal formed a steel collar and there was a chain attached to it, a chain made of thick metal loops.  Penny pulled at it, she heard the chain slide across the floor, then she felt it lift.  Penny pulled harder, the chain went taught.  Penny released her grip and it fell to the floor, she got onto her hands and knees, then shivered.  She was suddenly aware she was naked.

She put that thought to one side and crawled across the floor, following the chain, it was secured to a ring in the wall, Penny pulled hopefully on it, but it didn’t move.  She’d know that it wouldn’t, but she pulled hopefully.

Penny opened her mouth and shouted into the darkness, “hey, HEY, is anyone there?  Please let me go, I won’t say anything”  Penny went silent as she listened for an answer, she was aware that she could hear breathing to her left.  Penny listened, then moved sideways, slowly in the pitch blackness.  She reached out with her hands, feeling as she went.  She’d only moved a couple of feet when she felt bars, cold metal bars.  Penny swallowed, she was in a jail cell.

Penny sat on her ass and started to cry, she’d done the modelling assignment, been about to leave when she’d been drugged.  How long had she been out – she had no idea, but surely Kayla would have reported her missing by now.  Penny thought and cried.  She panicked and screamed more than once, but mostly she sat in silence.

Her train of thought was broken when she heard steel on stone again.  The person next to her was moving.  “Hey, HEY,” she shouted into the dark, “Can you hear me?  Who’s there?”  Penny was hysterical, screaming and pulling and it took her a few minutes to calm down enough to listen to the reply.

“It’s me Penny,” the voice said.

“Kayla?”

Kayla nodded, “Where are we?”

“I don’t know, some kind of prison cell.  What happened?”

“I . . . I came home, went into the apartment and someone attacked and drugged me,” Kayla started to cry.  “Why?  Why would anyone kidnap us?  I’m not rich.”  Penny didn’t reply, she had an idea but she didn’t want to worry Kayla more than she already was.  The two girls moved close together, there was a steel cage between them, but they hugged between the bars.  The warmth of each other’s bodies was welcome.

******

When she woke Maddy inspected her phone, bringing up the IR security camera in the basement.  As she’d expected the two girls were awake, as she listened to them she could hear them discussing what had happened.  They weren’t pulling at their restraints, presumably they’d already tried that and realized they weren’t coming free. 

Maddy got dressed, it was an important part of the ritual.  She wore skin tight leather pants, leather boots and a white shirt with a leather waistcoat over it.  She picked up a whip and two bottles of water.  Maddy had done this two dozen times before, the first meeting with the new captives always went the same.  It gave her a real thrill.  The sense of power was almost overwhelming.

She waited at the door to the basement and listened, her captives were silent.  They must have been thirsty.  The drugs had that effect.  The door to the basement was a normal door, she’d just installed half a dozen huge bolts for effect.  Slowly, one by one she drew them back quickly, the sound of the metal sliding would have a terrifying effect on the captive girls.  Later Maddy knew she’d masturbate to the video of what was about to happen.

When all the bolts had been slid home Maddy flicked the light switch, this turned on two huge stage lights on the wall with the door between them, the light would blind the girls, then she opened the door and descended the steps into the basement.

She’d only taken two steps into the basement when one of the girls, started to scream, the other one, Penny she thought yelled out, “Please, please let us go, we won’t say anything.  PLEASE.” 

Maddy smiled, they were so predictable.  Maddy walked until she was four feet from the cage, when she bent down, both of the naked girls were pleading with her.  She just put the bottles of water on the floor, well out of range of the girls, then she turned and walked back out of the room, her own eyes half closed, up the stairs and back into her home.  Then she flicked the lights off, closed and bolted the door and went to get something to eat.

******

Three hours later Maddy repeated the process, if anything their cries were louder and more desperate.  This time she just reached the bottom of the stairs and turned round.  They’d just earned another three hours without the water they craved.  Twice more after that she repeated the process, before on the fifth time she entered the girls remained silent as she approached.  Maddy smiled, it was always three or four times for one girl, four, five or six for two.  When there were two one always held out longer.

Maddy pulled the steel chair out into the center of the room, just behind the water bottles.  Maddy picked one up and opened it, drinking some of the vital liquid.  Then she stood up and looked at the girls, each was on her knees, bent at the waist and holding onto the cage frame.  Maddy closed in and ran her whip across the bars, both girls pulled back when it was close to them

“Your first lesson,” Maddy said, “Is you will remain silent, at all times, unless I give you permission to speak, or permission is implied as in when I ask you a question.  Do you understand?”  The girls were frightened, unsure of what the correct response was.  Maddy shouted.  “Do you understand?”  Penny nodded, her roommate joining in a few seconds later.

“That was an implied time to talk, the correct response is ‘Yes Mistress’.”  Maddy faced the two girls, they were cold, shaking and had been crying.  Penny met her eyes and quietly though her dry tears she nodded and croaked the expected response.  Maddy then met Kayla’s eyes.

“Yes Mist . . . please, let us go,” Kayla screamed the last few words.  Maddy just turned round and walked out.  She didn’t speak, but as soon as she had locked the door she pulled out her phone.

“What the fuck Kayla,” croaked Penny, “We have to please her if we’re going to live.”  Kayla didn’t respond.  She knew Penny was right.  Maddy smiled, she was the enemy, but she’d just made it look like Kayla was Penny’s enemy.  Force them to hate each other.

******

Next time Maddy entered the room she knew she’d have to give them water, regardless of how they acted.  She couldn’t risk them dying of thirst, not for the money on offer.  If they weren’t compliant it would weaken her authority and she didn’t want to do that either.  Maddy walked in silence to the cages and picked up the water.  She drank some, then looked at her slaves.

“Are you thirsty slaves?” she asked.  There, she’d said slaves.  Teaching them their new status in life.  She allowed the word to sink in before she spoke again.  “Perhaps if I walk out your hearing might improve?  I asked if you are thirsty slaves?”  It took a few seconds, but each girl eventually replied with ‘Yes Mistress’ very quietly with parched throats as their status sank in.

Maddy picked up the other bottle of water and held them just in front of the cages, the girls put their arms through the bars reaching for it but Maddy held them just out of range. 

“I’m going to give you each a bottle, but you may not drink from it until I give you permission, do you understand?”  Again, their water starved brains took a few seconds to process the information until they both croaked their understanding.  Maddy held out the bottles and each girl snatched them, pulling it inside their cage.  Each was desperate to drink, but their conditioning had already begun.  Maddy would only have them for a week or so, the hand over date would be arranged soon, but she needed them compliant for the journey to the other side of America.

“When I enter this room you will both get onto your knees, heads down, hands on your thighs, legs open wide and hold that position until I give you permission to move.  Do it now.  NOW.”  The terrified slaves moved slowly, getting into position.  When they were both as instructed Maddy sat down.

“Good, once you assume this position you will hold it until I give you permission to move.”

“I want you to understand that I own you.  You have no rights, none whatsoever.  If you obey me you will be fed and watered.  Disobey you will be punished, starved and kept thirsty.  If either one of you fucks up you will both be punished.  You no doubt have dreams of being freed, I’ve been doing this job for years and no one has ever escaped.  You will not be the first.”  Her voice was hard and cold as she spoke.  Then she softened her tone.  “Now, drink your water girls.” 

As soon as she spoke each girl picked up her bottle and almost ripped the cap off, then poured the water into their parched mouths.  They were so desperate that some missed their mouths and spilled onto the floor.  Maddy smiled  She’d known this would happen.

When the bottles were empty each of her captives still held them to their mouths, trying to get a few more drops of water that didn’t exist.  Kayla was the first to realize that it was empty, she put the bottle down, hesitated then put her hands onto her thighs.  She knew what was expected of her.

“Thank you Mistress,” she said, her voice quiet but full of hate.

“Thank you Mistress,” said Penny. 

Their conditioning had begun.  Maddy stood up and walked out slowly, killing the lights, leaving the two terrified girls kneeling in the dark.  She slid the bolts home slowly and deliberately, making the sound reverberate round the basement.  Once in the main house Maddy opened her laptop and watched the girls on the screen, the image intensified camera doing it’s magic.  It was only a matter of time.  Her money was on Kayla giving out first.  Maddy got a tub of Ben and Jerrys and waited.  She didn’t have to wait for long.

******

“I can’t stay like this for much longer,” whispered Kayla.

“Shhhh,” replied Penny, “You have to.”

“I can’t,” Kayla’s body sagged, Penny didn’t dare move or look but she heard her friend collapse to the floor. 

“I’m always watching,” said a voice in the darkness, “You knew the rules, silent and still until given permission to move.  You will be punished severely for you disobedience.”  Penny swallowed and started to cry.  She remained motionless, ignoring the pain in her body.  Next to her Kayla curled into a ball, fuck the punishment.  Now this was what she needed.
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After the girls had failed to maintain their position in the basement Maddy made contact with her purchaser and agreed a price for Kayla, she’d send pictures and a video, she didn’t get as much as she’d been offered for Penny, which wasn’t a surprise as Penny was a special order, but two hundred thousand dollars (tax free of course) wasn’t to be ignored.  Almost $450,000 for two weeks work.

Well, by the time the money had been cleaned and returned to her it would be nearer $300,000.  Maddy shook her head thinking about this, she’d be doing well to get 60 cents on the dollar.  They were the real crooks.

When she returned to her slaves she brought a heavy cane and used it liberally over both girls until there were reduced to tears, their bodies bruised and battered.  Maddy didn’t get off on inflicting pain, she was no sadist, she got off on power and control, teaching them to obey.  Pain was just part of this process.

Maddy took her time with the new slaves keeping them thirsty and hungry.  She programmed the lights to keep the girls on edge, and any act of rebellion or dissent resulted in a harsh punishment for them both – it didn’t matter which girl acted up, they both received the punishment.  It had to be that way, keep them at breaking point.  In less than a week they were both docile, but Maddy was experienced, she knew that given a chance they’d escape.  It was her job to make sure that they didn’t get that chance.

When she wasn’t training her slaves Maddy scanned the LA news, looking for reports of the girls going missing, she didn’t hear anything about them.  She’d been lucky, a while back she’d taken a girl and it was on the local news the following day.  Maddy nodded thinking about it, she’d not been caught, obviously, but it had come as a shock to be almost tracked that quickly.

With the handover due in three days Maddy prepped her SUV.  She loaded two cages into the back, each about four feet long and two and a half feet high and wide.  She’d had them especially made, the bars were an inch thick, escape would be impossible.  Even so, this was the second most dangerous part of her job, driving across country from her home to Georgia.  Nearly 30 hours of straight driving. 

When she’d first started out in this career she’d driven straight across without stopping, save for fuel, the restroom and to tend for her animals.  That handover hadn’t gone well, she’d been so tired she’d nearly ended up being captured herself.  Never again, she’d drive for 20 hours and pull over and sleep in the SUV at the side of the road, then she’d be alert at the handover.

Maddy entered the basement, as expected the two terrified slaves were on their knees, legs spread wide apart and heads down.  They must have assumed the position when they heard the bolt slide free.  Maddy didn’t speak, she just walked over to the first cage with Kayla inside it.  Maddy unlocked the cage and entered, the girl still didn’t move.  Maddy nodded and smiled, the training, the pain had had it’s desired effect.  Maddy walked behind her and took her arms, pulling them behind her back then locked them in place with handcuffs.  She used a second, longer set on her ankles then gagged the girl, her mouth opening silently and without resistance as the ball approached her mouth.

Once she’d been restrained Maddy helped her to stand, then led her out of the basement.  At the top of the stairs she looked back, Penny hadn’t moved an inch.  Her conditioning had started well.  Once in the house Maddy led Kayla outside, she half expected the girl to make a dash for it, she looked around but it was dark.  After a week in the basement her captives had lost track of time.  Lack of sleep, water and food also interfered with brain function, as she’d intended.  The windows of the SUV were tinted inside and out, complete blackout kept both light and prying eyes at bay.

Maddy helped the girl into the back of the SUV and into the cage, once inside Maddy locked her in place, locking her collar to the frame, she was on her knees and bent double in a mushroom pose.  Maddy then locked her wrists to the frame and locked the cage door, she was going nowhere.  Satisfied with her work she returned to the basement for Penny and repeated the process.  She then loaded the SUV with food and water, locked her home and set the alarm then started the long drive across country, carefully sticking to the speed limit.  She’d send details of the handover to her contact later, once her fee had been secured.

******

Maddy made sure to pull over every few hours, she’d pull into a gas station just off the freeway and refuel the vehicle and herself, then she’d pull off an hour later somewhere isolated and she’d give the girls some water.  Maddy didn’t dare risk letting them out of their cages. 

When night fell she pulled off I40 and found a dirt track a mile from the freeway, she stayed there and fed her slaves.  The back of the Ranger smelt of piss, clearly the girls had relieved themselves in their cages.  Maddy didn’t let them out, just covered the cages with blankets to keep the girls warm.  Inside the cab Maddy slept in the back, she was nice and warm.

******

Once she was into Georgia Maddy relaxed a little, it was just into the afternoon.  On her last sale Maddy had scoped areas for the next handover.  The site she’d chosen was an abandoned cabin deep in the backwoods, a hundred miles from Atlanta.  Maddy drove up the dirt track and parked her SUV a couple of miles away.  She parked it out of sight, under the cover of a tree and then she covered the vehicle with branches and brush, just in case of passing hikers.  Or worse.

When she got out Maddy checked the girls, neither had moved, not that they could.  After a day and half in the cages their muscles would have cramped.  She picked up her rifle and handgun from the back of the cab and checked again, there was no one within miles.

Maddy left the SUV there while she hiked over to the cabin.  It had been four months since she was last there, anything could have changed.  When she approached she stayed out of sight and watched the cabin for an hour, just in case.  No one came near.  She left her rifle hidden under a tree.

Satisfied she returned to her vehicle and got Penny out of her cage.   After two days bent double it took Maddy a while to get her out.  Once she was free Maddy secured her collar to the cage while she released Kayla, then bound the two girls collars together.

The hike which had taken Maddy an hour took over three with the two naked, half-starved girls in tow.  Each collapsed more than once and had to be helped back to her feet.  When they were a quarter mile away Maddy pulled out a burner phone, activated the VPN and fired off the location of the cabin to her contact.  Once the message had gone Maddy switched the phone off and threw it into the bush, she’d never need that again.

Once inside the cabin Maddy got the two girls to lie down, then she used ropes in her backpack to bind them into a painful hogtie position, their hands still in handcuffs.  Maddy hung the keys on the back of the door, then left, dragging a branch behind her to obscure her path and took up a position in the bushes a few hundred yards away from the cabin.  She remained motionless as she sat back to watch.

An hour later she saw two men approach the cabin.  They were dressed as arranged and she half recognized one of them, they’d never met but Maddy always liked to watch the pickup.  Just in case.

******

Ethan stood outside the cabin, right hand on the pistol tucked into his belt.  He paused and looked around, next to him Zander looked around.  They were both certain that they were being watched by the kidnapper.  Neither had ever seen him, assuming it was a him, but they were certain he was watching.  After twenty years in the army they both had a second sense for that kind of thing.

“He’s watching, isn’t he?” asked Zander quietly.  Ethan just nodded.  As long as all he was doing was watching.  This was the seventh time they’d collected from this kidnapper, by now they had a level of trust for ‘The Enchanter’ as he called himself.

“Wish he’d pick places closer to the road though.”  Zander nodded. 

“Amen to that brother,” he replied.  This guy was good, he suspected he was ex-army as well, probably special forces.  Ethan took out a couple of cigarettes and a lighter, he put one to his lips and inhaled greedily, after a long hike he needed the hit.

“Wish he’d pick somewhere flat,” replied Ethan taking the cigarette and lighter from his buddy.  They smoked in silence surveying the scene.  The cabin was in total stillness apart from the wind and birds.  When they’d finished they put their smokes out and entered the cabin.

“Just as promised,” said Ethan.  As they’d been told there were two naked girls crouched on the floor, gagged and hogtied.  Just as Maddy had done they made the most of their entrance, establishing their dominance by the sound of their boots on the floor, allowing the girls to view their military clothing.  Ethan bent down and rolled one of the girls onto her side, she had a great body, long blonde hair and firm tits.  She looked utterly terrified, as well she might.  She started to speak through the gag, Ethan pulled his arm back and formed a fist, then punched her hard in the stomach.  She was winded and all thoughts of being rescued left her.  Ethan wanted to fuck her there and then, but that was forbidden.  And for the money they were being paid for a day’s work his lust could wait.  Still, it he wasn’t forbidden from touching.  It would help to establish their authority.

Beside him Zander repeated the same process, once his girl was on her side he held his eyes fixed on hers as he pulled out a long hunting knife.  She tore her gaze from his eyes and looked at the knife, she was barely able to breathe.  He showed her the blade, then spoke, “You’re not going to give us any trouble, are you? ARE YOU?”  She shook her head.

Zander ran his hands over the girls full breasts, he started by cupping them, then he took a nipple between his fingers and squeezed, her body had betrayed her and her nipples were hard and erect.  She met his gaze, trying to be defiant as he released his grip on her breast and pushed his hand between her legs.  Her pussy was smooth, not a hair on it but she was dry as a bone.

“Cut that shit out,” said Ethan, looking at his friend.

“Ain’t harming no one.”  The girl clearly didn’t count as someone.

“We don’t get to fuck them until they’ve been tested, remember?”

“Yeah, I remember,  I just want her to know what’s coming.” replied Zander.  He kept his hands between her legs for a few more seconds before he pulled it out and held his fingers to his nose, then he licked them.  The girl was shaking in fear, she was dry crying.  Zander just laughed.  He used the razor sharp blade to cut the ropes binding the girls into hogties, then they used the keys that Maddy had left to uncuff the girls.  They left the ball gags in and helped the girls to their feet, then used the ropes on their collars to pull them away. 

“At least this is downhill,” commented Ethan on the way out.  He paused once they were outside, so far it had all gone well.  They’d drug the girls at the car and drive down to the coast where they’d be loaded onto a boat at dusk, ready to be shipped to the island where they could start their new lives and the men could go for a few days R & R. 

“Thank you,” he shouted into the forest for Maddy’s benefit, “See you in a couple of months.”  Maddy smiled from her position 200 yards away, he was looking in the wrong direction.  She stayed silent as they moved away down the hill in the direction they’d come from.  Maddy stayed where she was for two hours before she slipped away East and back to her car.

Maddy soon found a motel and checked in for the night.  She drank a couple of glasses of wine while she studied maps of the area, getting ready for her next hunt.  While she was doing this her phone beeped, confirmation from her bank in the Caymen Islands that $450,000 had been deposited in her account.  She’d already forgotten about Penny and Kayla.

Maddy planned to spend a couple of weeks on the Gulf Coast, she’d go to Florida where she had friends, come back via the casinos and take a long slow drive home, stopping off to scout out prospective handover points.  Never use the same one twice, that was her mantra.
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Once they were back at their vehicle they loaded the two girls into the trunk, then injected them, to ensure they passed out for a day or so.  No point having them able to resist.  Ethan and Zander drove South to a small town on the coast.  They made sure to arrive late at night, well after dark as they pulled onto the quay.  There were almost no signs of life.

Ethan stayed by the SUV as Zander found their motorboat, he wrapped each girl in a blanket then helped Zander to load them into the small craft as they headed out to the yacht in the bay.  It was only a small one, 30 feet in length but the pair of them could work it in turn.  They put the unconscious girls into the cabin and secured them, hogtieing them before firing up the engine and leaving the harbor, heading South.

“All in all not a bad life,” said Ethan, sipping a beer on the boat heading South across the Caribbean.  $50,000 for a day’s work (high danger, but still only one day) and a week’s R & R as guests on the world’s best Island.  “I’ll take the first shift if you want to sleep.”

“Appreciate it man,” replied Zander.  He went below to sleep.

******

In the morning the two men were rested, four hours sleep.  After 20 years in the army even four hours felt good and they were raring to go.  Ethan had released the two girls from their bondage as soon as the lights of the coast had disappeared below the horizon, he was certain the drugs wouldn’t wear off until midday at the earliest.  By plane the island was a couple of hours from the coast, it would take a couple of days via boat.  The men weren’t worried, they had no doubt they’d been tracked from the USA, on the way back they’d also be tracked and maybe the coast guard would take an interest, but on the way out?  Never.

The two men sat in silence, piloting the boat South and East.  Shortly after they’d eaten their lunch they heard sounds from below.  They looked at each other, put the yacht onto auto pilot, there was nothing on the radar and they opened the door, both girls were awake.  Without speaking they entered the cabin and cut the girls ropes, for the first time in three days they were free to move.  Neither did, they were both terrified.  The two men, much bigger and stronger than Maddy could clearly do what they wanted.

Ethan opened a cupboard door and pulled out some bananas, he threw one at each girl while Zander gave them each a bottle of water.  They drank and ate greedily in silence, Maddy’s lessons having paid off.  Zander especially wanted to talk to them, to ask them about their captor on the main land, but he didn’t.  Discipline was more important.

Once they’d consumed their meagre rations Ethan spoke.  “You are free to move around the boat as you like.  In my or my colleague’s presence you will assume the correct position.”  He paused then, letting the words sink in.  He noted that the blonde moved first, getting slowly and painfully onto her knees and she opened her legs wide, exposing her pussy to him.  The Asian girl was seconds behind.

“If you want to leave feel free,” he added, gesturing to the open door behind him, “Go and jump into the sea, we’re a hundred miles from land and you’ll drown long before anyone rescues you.”  Neither girl moved.  “You can drink water as you wish, we will feed you.  Remain obedient and silent and we won’t beat you or rape you.”  Again, neither girl moved or spoke.  Shit, though Ethan, This Enchanter guy is good.  When they collected girls from other kidnappers they usually spoke out and rebelled, fuck knows what this guy did to them.

Satisfied the two men left the girls, neither of them moving until the  door to the small cabin was closed.  Even then, Kayla waited 10 minutes before deciding it was safe to move.  She was still thirsty.  Penny waited even longer.

******

In silence Kalya moved, unsteady on her feet as she found the cupboard with the water in it, she opened a bottle and downed it, then started to explore.  She found food but despite her ravenous hunger she left it where it was.  There was no cutlery, no knives or anything that she could use as weapon.  She found a fridge with beer in it, but she just closed the door.  Behind her she heard Penny starting to move, they faced each other and hugged, their naked bodies touching.  Neither spoke, the pain of the recent beatings was too fresh in their memories.

Eventually Penny looked at the door, they’d been told that they were free to move, did that mean through the door?  Nervously she opened it and stepped out into a small area, neither man was in view.  Her eyes started to water, unaccustomed to the bright light of the midday sun.  She walked slowly to the back of the boat and looked around, there was nothing but water as far as the eye could see.

On the upper deck Ethan heard motion, he looked round and smiled, there was the blonde moving nervously round the rear deck.  He watched her, she really was good looking.  “Get us a couple of beers,” he shouted down.  Penny looked round and up, she could barely make him out against the sky.  She opened her mouth, then closed it.  Remain silent, that was the order.

Penny opened the door and went inside, she found the fridge and took out two beers, she opened them with the bottle opener on the wall and left again, shakily climbing the ladder to the upper deck where Zander was at the wheel, Ethan was sitting, staring at the ocean.  Penny handed each man a beer, then assumed a kneeling position as she’d been instructed, facing Ethan, her face only six inches away from his knees.  She was trembling, partly from fear and partly from hunger.

“Are you hungry?” he asked.  Penny nodded her head, she was starving.  He touched her head, Zander looked round and smiled.  Fucking wasn’t allowed but what about a blow job?  He was pretty sure that neither of these two would talk . . .

“Come closer,” he said.  Penny didn’t hesitate, she moved to him and bent forward, here face a millimeter from his crotch.  Ethan looked round, watching.  Zander undid his zipper and pulled out his cock, he looked up at Ethan, “Really?  Watching?”  Ethan laughed.

“Get your ass up here,” yelled Ethan.  Down below Kayla heard the sound and moved quickly, she went out onto the lower deck and looked around.  “Up here,” she heard.  Ethan put the craft onto autopilot and went to sit on the bench, like his comrade he pulled out his cock and started to wank himself.  Penny had already started sucking Zander, she hated sucking cock but was afraid of the alternative.

Kayla arrived quickly and saw her friend working on Ethan, the other man was sat near him, legs apart wanking himself.

“Any reason my cock’s not in your mouth?” he asked.  Kayla shook her head and knelt in front of him.  Kayla opened her mouth and took his rock hard cock into her mouth and started to suck, up and down.  The two men clinked their beer bottles.  Life could hardly get better.  The girls spent the journey serving the men, the way Zander and Ethan thought it should be.
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Jenny woke early, it was her first day as a trainer on the Island.  She’d been there a week, watching other trainers working with their ponies, noting the different methods.  Today a new group of four animals were coming to the Island and they’d been earmarked as hers.  She knew nothing about them and cared even less, to her they were just animals to be trained.  And as had been made clear to her at the interview, as long as she didn’t kill or permanently damage them all methods were acceptable.

She dressed slowly and carefully, the training facility was away from the guests and members of the island.  If she’d been at the main stables she’d have dressed like a proper horsewoman, white jodhpurs, black knee length boots and a white blouse, the standard outfit for trainers on display.  Here at the private end away from the members it wasn’t important that she looked good.  It was important that she looked powerful and in control.

Jenny started with a pair of socks, not sexy but functional, next she slid on bra and panties.  She put on skin tight black military cargo pants and a camouflage tee shirt which exposed her midriff.   Jenny checked herself in the full length mirror in the room she shared with another trainer.  This was the image she wanted to project.

The kidnapped girls had had a different day.  They’d been on the island for a few days, kept in solitary cells and ignored.  They’d been fed and watered, it was all part of the conditioning.  For the first time since they’d arrived they were taken out of solitary and brought into the main hall.  They were timid and shy and they were kept apart from the other girls in the hall.  In the center of the building there was a long trough, they were led to it.  Penny looked around, she recognized Kayla but that was all.  She was in a group with three other girls.

There was Penny, tall and athletic with long (slightly dyed) blonde hair, firm breasts and only 19 years old.  Kayla she knew, Kayla her roommate, just 18 with her dark, almost black hair and her exotic features.  The next girl she saw was about the same age, huge natural breasts and red hair.  The last girl had deep black skin and matching hair.  All in all they were four very different looking girls.  Penny wanted to open her mouth and speak, but her time in Maddy’s basement had trained and conditioned her to speak only when given permission to.

Kayla looked at her arm, there were half a dozen stiches in it and it itched, she thought she could make something out under the skin.  She didn’t know what it was, but each girl had been operated on and a device fitted in their arms that would prevent children and periods, their bodies would never experience a period again.  She touched herself, even the small landing strip of public hair she had had been removed.

Penny took the lead and picked up some food, it was all chopped into small pieces.  Instantly pain crossed her ass and she cried out.

“No hands,” a stern voice yelled.  They all looked down the line, in the distance some more naked girls had their arms folded behind their backs and they bent over, taking the food into their mouths, allowing their hair to fall into the trough.  Penny accepted this and copied the girl, she started to eat greedily.  When a whistle blew they all stopped without being asked, they looked around in fear.

A man approached them and linked their collars together, then he pulled and dragged them outside.  Each girl blinked and stumbled in the bright sun, after days in the dark they weren’t used to it.  The man lined them up and padlocked the chain to a ring in the dirt, then he walked away, leaving them standing in the early morning light.  They didn’t have to wait for long.

******

Outside in the yard four terrified girls stood in silence.  There were naked apart from a collar on each of their necks, the collar connected to ring via a padlocked chain.  They stood in silence, unaware of what their fate was.  Only Penny had any clue.  Pony Girl.  They stood there, waiting.  Jenny wanted to make an entrance, so she didn’t walk out, rather she left her room and got into a buggy, it was only going to travel a few hundred yards and was pulled by a pair of pony girls.  Jenny didn’t pay them any attention, she just sat in the seat, then whipped them and yelled ‘Walk On’ to get them in motion.

Jenny made them high step round the building, forcing them to turn round it.  The girls in the yard heard the sound of the boots on the stones, high stepping in sync with each other, the steel in the soles making a pleasant sound on the stone.  The four of them turned and watched, their mouths hung open in disbelief.  Penny started to cry.  It was what she had feared.

The two ponies were dressed identically, black leather harnesses, leather face masks, blinkers, ears and their jaws forced open wide with heavy steel bit gags wrapped in black leather.  For Penny it brought back memories of that day of modelling all those weeks ago.  The girls watched as one as Jenny brought the pony trap to a halt 20 feet from the frightened girls.  When Jenny pulled back on the reins the team came to halt and they went down on one knee, allowing Jenny to dismount.

When the ponies straightened up Jenny made a show of inspecting them, running her hands over their breasts, between their legs.  The ponies were experienced and didn’t react, after years in harness this was to be expected and tolerated.  And it was better than being whipped or beaten.  Jenny bent in and kissed one of the girls on the mouth, her lips touching the pony’s, the steel bar between them.  When she broke it off she hobbled the girl, forcing her to stand on one leg.

Jenny picked up the whip from the buggy and walked slowly round the four girls, inspecting them.  Occasionally she touched one, wanting them to react but their conditioning had already begun.  When she’d spent 10 minutes examining them closely she stepped back, standing between the new girls and the pony team that had brought her in.

“Welcome to the Island girls, this will be your home now for the rest of your lives until the day you die.  There is no escape, your collars contain tracking devices and we can find you at all times.  This island has been functioning now for over 60 years, no girl has ever escaped.  You are going to be trained as a team, you are going to live as a team.  From now on, if one of you fucks up, and you will fuck up, all four of you will be punished.”  Jenny paused, allowing that to sink in.

“You are going to be trained as pony girls.  I will train you, when your training is complete you will be sold to the highest bidder and you will live out your lives as animals, just like these,” she said, gesturing over her shoulder”

“You are strictly forbidden from using human speech.  You are no longer human beings, to me and everyone else on this island you are just animals.  I think that covers everything, any questions?”  The tone of her voice indicated that no questions were expected, nor should there be after being told they were not to be allowed to speak.

“We will start with High Stepping.”

With that Jenny took the first girl, Penny, and undid her padlock, then pulled her across the yard to a waiting training hitch.  It was a frame that rose from a central post, the post about 12 feet high with four arms coming off it and a rope descending from the end of the arm.  The arms formed an X about 30 feet diameter and a circular stone path was set beneath it.  Jenny took the dangling rope and tied it to the girl’s collar and pulled it taught, then tied it off.  She repeated this for each of the other girls in turn until they all stood naked and tied.

“Time to high step,” said Jenny.  No one moved so Jenny raised her whip and lashed the girl closest to her.  “I said High Step.”  The girls were unsure what to do, but as Jenny lashed the first one again, unsure, Penny started to walk, the other girls felt a tug on their collars and also started to walk in a circle.

“Today we will concentrate on poise,” said Jenny, watching as they walked, “Speed will come later.”  As a girl with dark hair passed in front of her Jenny whipped her and yelled, “Knees higher, HIGHER,” the girl reacted quickly and raised her knee up until it came almost level with her belly button, then she planted it back down again.

“Better,” Jenny shouted.  The girls were walking in a clockwise direction, Jenny started to walk in the opposite direction.  As she expected the girls posture improved as they got close to her and fell away when they were further away.  Jenny took note and used the whip liberally, pointing out that her eyes worked.  She worked the girls hard for an hour, not allowing them to pause once, despite the hot sun.

When she finally allowed them a break she left them where they were and got four bottles of water and she watered them in turn.  The girls arms were free, but she didn’t hand them the water, rather held it to their lips, again she was reinforcing their position as animals.  As she watered each girl she gave them names.

The first pony had long dark hair and black skin, “Your name is Midnight,” she told her, stroking her hair and further dehumanizing her.  The next girl had huge tits, not an asset for a girl who was going to spend her life running virtually naked.  “Your name is Tits,” she was told.  It was too much for Tits, she started to cry.  Jenny laughed but otherwise ignored her.  Tits was already thinking how unfair that was, her pony name wasn’t as nice as Midnight’s.

The next girl was the former model Penny, “Your name is Sundrop,” she said as she fed the girl water.  Jenny was surprised, she seemed to accept the name.  She didn’t know about Penny’s modelling gig.  The final girl was the other former model.  “You I’ll call Lokai.”

Jenny walked away and sat down.  “I’m going to score you against each other,” she said picking up a pen and some paper.  To illustrate how she’d punish them she lashed the whip in the air several times, then looked at the ponies.

“Imagine how that will feel on your backs,” she said loudly and sat down.  “Walk on,” she said.  Their training had commenced.  The ponies forced their aching muscles, unaccustomed to the unnatural high stepping motion to start again.

******

Jenny made them high step for another hour before she allowed them to rest.  Her training plan was simple, high step in the morning, run in the afternoon.  She didn’t see the point in making it complex.  And at least one girl would suffer after each exercise.  They’d only been at this two hours and already the new ponies were struggling, Jenny shook her head in disbelief.  Jesus, she thought, they’re barefoot and they’re struggling.  It was just as well she’d not put them into pony boots, this afternoon she’d fit them with sneakers for their run.

Jenny would start with sneakers, move onto ankle boots, then pony boots with progressively thinner and thinner heels that offered less and less support until in a month or so they’d be able to high step and run with no ankle support at all.

“And halt,” said Jenny loudly.  The girls obeyed instantly, after an hour of high stepping they were only too pleased to halt.  Jenny stood up and walked round, looking at each girl in turn, examining them, the sweat pouring off their bodies.  The ponies tried to stand motionless but after an hour of unaccustomed movement they were rocking and unsteady and their muscles cramped.

“That was pitiful,” yelled Jenny, raising her whip and lashing the nearest girl, who screamed in pain as the long leather curled around her body, “Utterly pathetic.  I can see that I’ll have my work cut out with you.”  Truth be told Jenny thought they’d done alright, High Stepping is not natural and every girl struggled the first time.  Never mind having to do it for two hours.  Jenny released them from the frame one by one and leashed them together, then led them in silence out of the yard into a barn to be fed.

Fed and prepared for the afternoon run.
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Inside the barn it was cool away from the sun, everyone was glad to be out of the heat.  The yard was covered but not as solid as the barn roof.  The barn was at least a hundred feet long with rooms off to each side, each side room was lined with hay.  A stable in other words.

“This will be your home for the next six months,” said Jenny, “Along with the other new ponies in training.  You will sleep in here and eat in here.  You may not use human speech.  Period.”  Jenny raised her voice for the last word to emphasize the point.  “Now eat and drink.”  As the frightened girls ate and drank Jenny made a point of walking round them, terrorizing them as she did so.

When they’d eaten everything in sight Jenny led them away to be dressed.  She picked Tits first, she seemed to be the most submissive, or terrified, of them all.  Jenny chained the girls and pulled Tits out, she barely resisted.  Jenny had no idea what her life had been like for the last few weeks or months since, didn’t know or care.  Her journey to the island had made Penny’s look like a holiday camp.

Jenny forced the girl to bend at the waist and she cuffed her hands in front of her.  She picked up a tail butt plug and showed it to the girls, holding it up, loving their reactions.  She could see that most didn’t know what it was.  The blonde, Sundrop knew what it was.  She could see it in her eyes.

“This is a tail.  Each of you will get one.  It will live inside your ass 24 hours a day, seven days a week, 365 days a year.  It will be removed every other day for 10 minutes to allow you to shit.  If you ever remove it you will be punished.”  Jenny picked up some lube and rubbed the plug end with it, then she lined it up with Tits ass.  Tits was shaking as Jenny pushed it, trying to force it inside the girl.

“Tits is resisting,” said Jenny.  She picked up a tube of Bengay and showed it to the girls.  “You will either relax and let me insert this, or I’ll cover the end with Bengay and force it in.  Your choice.”  Tits was crying, she tried hard to relax but it was no good.  She’d never had anything inside her ass before and she couldn’t help but resist.  Jenny didn’t try too hard, she just gave up.

With the girls watching she pulled a rubber glove on and covered the end of the dildo in Bengay.  “You will all get this treatment and you know who’s to blame,” said Jenny.  This time she wasn’t gentle, she forced Tits ass apart, then pushed hard, the dildo end forcing it’s way inside Tits.  She gasped as it went in, then five seconds later screamed in pain as the Bengay started to sting. 

Within seconds she was screaming in pain, then she yelled, “Take it out, please take it out,” her arms thrashing, trying and failing to remove the plug.   Jenny reacted instantly by whipping her.

“You were warned to be silent.  You will all be punished for this failure.”  The three other girls looked at Tits, hating her a little more.  They were all going to get Bengay covered plugs in their asses.  When their turn came, each girl screamed as the plug went in.  This was Jenny’s way, build distrust and hatred between the girls, she believed in competition, not co-operation.

When the plug was in each girl Tits had calmed down and Jenny fitted her into a harness, she had the new pony step into and Jenny pulled it up, the leather harness going over Tits body, her huge breasts having to be squeezed into the leather triangles.  Jenny adjusted the harness, making it dig in more than it really should, she wanted it to hurt as the girl ran.

Finally she pulled out the headdress, just as she had done with the tail she showed it to the girls, letting it sink in.  Penny/Sundrop knew what it was and started to cry.  She remembered what Maddy, or whatever her name was, had said.  I hope you enjoyed being a ponygirl, you’re going to be one for the rest of your life.  Until she saw the headdress she’d harbored dreams of escaping.  Penny died in that moment, replaced by a pony girl called Sundrop.  Jenny saw her reaction and was happy.  One broken in the first day.  Result.

Jenny slipped the headdress over Tits head, then lifted the bit gag to her mouth.  Tits looked down, realization setting in.  She opened her mouth, having already earned one beating for the team she was desperate to not earn a second one.  She didn’t want her fellow ponies to hate her even more.  Tits opened her mouth wide and Jenny set the gag on the deepest position, forcing her mouth wide open.  It wouldn’t be longer before her jaw ached.  For the final touch jenny inserted a giant black feather into the top of her headdress. 

Next Jenny moved onto her feet.  Jenny fought down the urge to dress them in knee high pony girl boots, they would have to wait.  This was going to be their first run, she didn’t want them falling down due to the boots.  No, to start their training would be in the finest Nikes that money could buy.  Jenny helped get her feet into a pair of ankle length socks, then into the sneakers that had been selected for the girl.

Once Tits was fully prepared Jenny stood back and admired the girl, she looked good in her pony gear, a girl that young with tits as big as hers was in for a horrible life as a pony, big breasts were not an asset you wanted when running in a good bra, never mind when they were barely supported.  Jenny didn’t care, it wasn’t her job to feel sorry for the girls, it was her job to train them so that when they were sold they’d fetch good prices.  That was job satisfaction for Jenny.

Jenny clipped a lead onto Tits’ collar and pulled her over to the waiting buggy when she positioned the pony on the outside right.  Jenny uncuffed her, then re-cuffed her right arm into the small of her back, then forced her to her knees and cuffed her left wrist onto the buggy’s arm.  To make extra sure that she wouldn’t run off Jenny took a rope and hobbled Tits by tying it to her ankle, then lifting her leg and tying the rope to the buggy arm.  With only one leg available they were going nowhere.  Jenny then repeated the process with all of the girls, until they were standing four abreast, going left to right from the driver’s position Midnight, Lokai, Sundrop and Tits.  It took her an hour to get them ready.  One they were she unhobbled the ponies and got them to kneel.

“You will remain like this until I sit in the buggy and tell you to stand.  I will then lash the reins and whip your backs and tell you to walk on.  You saw the team this morning high stepping, right leg first.  Let’s see if you remember this morning.”  To emphasize the point as she walked past Tits she grabbed the girl’s jaw and twisted her head, forcing her to look into her eyes.  Jenny spoke quietly, menacingly, smiling at Tits, “I’ll whip you all at every opportunity, don’t worry about it.”  They all heard and knew she meant it. 

Jenny climbed into the buggy, “Rise,” she shouted.  The ponies moved, not gracefully, and stood up.  The action should have been smooth, with the team acting as one.  It was anything but.  Time would bring them together, a caring trainer would have told them that.  Jenny just lashed them with the whip, “Pathetic,” she screamed, “Down.”  For the next 15 minutes Jenny made them go up and down, up and down as she trained them her way.  Finally she could see that they’d had enough and couldn’t take any more.

“Let’s go for a run,” she told them, “Walk on.”  Glad to be moving, even if it was high stepping the ponies started to move, right leg up, then down and then left leg up.  They weren’t in great synch, but Jenny, for once, let it slide.  She used the reins to steer the team towards the exit to the training compound, through the big gates and out onto the main island.  Once outside the gate Jenny had them run, they would run right round the island, a distance of about 14 miles, the sea always in view.  Jenny had no idea if the girls could run that distance or not, but she was pretty sure that fear of her and the whip would get them round.  Even so, she had to let them rest a dozen times on their journey.

******

The island lap, as it was known, was a standard distance.  When the girls came to be sold they’d be capable of running that distance without stopping, but for their first run the breaks were needed.  At the second stop Jenny took each girl’s gag out and watered them, she noticed that Midnight was moving from leg to leg as she rested.  Jenny smiled, the girl clearly needed to piss.

“You’re an animal now Midnight,” Jenny told her loudly, “Piss where you’re standing or while you’re running, I don’t give a shit.  You’ll not be using the restroom.”  Midnight looked round, then she accepted her fate, she moved her legs apart and let out a long stream of yellow piss.  The other girls heard it, then smelt it.  It didn’t take long before each of them started to piss where they stood.  Jenny smiled, another step in their dehumanization had happened.

“Take a good look around as you run, there is no other land in sight.  Even if you escape the compound we can track you through your collars, if you jump into the sea the current will sweep you away.  Every boat in the harbor has a combination on the starter you don’t know, nor will you have the keys.  This Island is now your life, from now until the day you die.”

******

When they returned to their stable after their run the girls were exhausted, it had taken them almost three hours.  Sundrop was used to running distance, but the others weren’t.  Tits had found it particularly hard, she wasn’t a runner and her huge breasts had caused her a lot of pain.  Jenny was fond, too fond of the whip and each girl’s back was marked with thin red lines where they’d been struck.

Jenny made them high step into the yard, then dismounted and berated them for 10 minutes, hurling abuse about their efforts, about how they were useless, how she’d never used the whip so liberally.  When each girl was crying she was satisfied, then she removed their gear and led them to the showers where she allowed them 10 minutes under the cool water, before they were taken to eat and drink and then the four of them were placed in a single stable.

“From now on,” Jenny told them, “You’ll train together, work together and sleep together.  I hope you learned something today, tomorrow we’re going to repeat the process.”  It wasn’t late, but with that Jenny locked the stable door and retreated, leaving four exhausted and terrified girls behind.

******

The girls lay in silence in their stable, their home, each was naked bar the collar on her neck chained back to the wall.  They lay, they legs stiffening with pain as the sun went down.  Outside their stable they could hear movement, eventually long after dark it went silent.  Midnight couldn’t take it, very quietly she whispered into the dark, “Is anyone awake?”

It was a long time before Sundrop answered, “Yes,” again, whispering.  They couldn’t be certain that no one was listening.

“I am,” said Lokai.

“Me too,” added Tits.

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

“I know,” said Sundrop, “We’ve been kidnapped and are being turned into Pony Girls.”

“What’s a pony girl?” asked Lokai.  Sundrop moved, the chain on her neck moving audibly as she went to hug her friend.  She explained to the group about her modelling assignment and how she’d been taken.  Lokai told them about how she’d been taken at home, Sundrop felt so guilty and she apologized.  Midnight said she was out running when a van pulled alongside her and a woman asked for directions, as she was pointing the side door opened and she was dragged inside.  Tits was a freshman at Arizona State, it was her first night and she’d been in a bar and drunk too much and had woken up like Sundrop in a basement, he’d had her for three months before he’d sold her here.

“We have to escape,” said Sundrop.

“How?” asked Lokai.

“How indeed,” said a voice on a speaker.  Each girl froze, someone was listening.  “That’s right,” said the voice, “We are always listening.  I’ll report you all to Jenny.  Looks like your day tomorrow will start with a whipping.  Sleep well ponies.”

The girls started to cry.  None of them slept well that night.  They didn’t speak to each other again.

Ever.
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It had been three days since they’d arrived on the Island, as guests and not members, Ethan and Zander had to stay in the slaves quarters – they got their own rooms, use of a pony girl team each but they were aware of their status, which was below the members.  Definitely way above the female employees and way above the female slaves and ponies.  They’d spent their R & R time fishing, racing pony teams, golf, eating and generally lounging about.  They had one more task to complete, and it wasn’t an arduous one.  No, it was a pleasurable one.  For them at least anyway.

They’d been told to report to the training compound around nine PM, at eight they set off their respective buggies, the ponies had had flashlights added to their headdresses and the men enjoyed racing their teams the long way round, it was only a seven mile run and they enjoyed the race, Ethan winning by less than a minute.  When Zander arrived Ethan was waiting for him, they high fived and Zander handed over $100.  Small change for two men that had just earned $50,000 for three days work.  $100 won and first pick.

Their orders were simple, four new ponies had been brought to the Island recently and it was their job to break them in, to teach that that in addition to their jobs as ponies there were also going to be sex slaves.  Two of them had partially learned this of course on the boat where they’d served orally for two days and nights, but now they’d been fitted with birth control and tested for STDs (both were clean) they were ready for use.

The two men tied their ponies to the hitching post under the trees and hobbled one on each team, then entered the training compound.  As the girls inside hadn’t been broken fully the compound was surrounded by a high fence with only two ways in and out, a wide gate to allow entry/exit for harnessed pony girl teams and a small side door with a standard lock on the side.  Ethan unlocked it and entered the six digit PIN and held the door for his friend.

“After you Sir,” he said.  Zander bowed comically in the fashion of an eighteenth century gentleman.

“You are too kind Sir,” he replied, and bowed back.  They both started to laugh as they entered the compound, Ethan locked the door behind him, the PIN lock reactivating automatically.  They crossed the yard to the stable where two older ex-ponies were waiting, their job was to watch the animals overnight.  No one ever escaped, the collars and chains prevented that, but it was good for security.  Sometimes they’d have orders to keep the animals awake to keep them on edge.  Tonight Ethan and Zander would keep the ponies on edge.

“Where are they?” asked Zander, not looking at the women, they didn’t deserve any respect.

“Sir, the new animals are in stall 27.”  She opened a drawer and pulled out a key marked with ‘27’.  The stall had been chosen on purpose, there were 50 stalls, most of which contained four ponies.  27 was just about in the middle.  The screams of the new girls would be heard around the building and would keep the others awake.  Awake and on edge, knowing that they could be next.

Zander held out his hand and the woman placed the keys in it, Zander didn’t as much as glance at her.  He started to walk, they’d both worn boots with steel in the sole on purpose.  Uncomfortable, but the sound was important.  They walked slowly, the steel stamping on the stone that lined the walkway down the center of the stable.  In the stalls all the ponies heard the sound of the steel on stone.  Most hugged their fellow ponies, they knew what was coming.  In stall 47 they heard the sound, they didn’t know what it meant, but they knew it couldn’t be good.  Tits started to cry.

They walked the full length of the stable, each man was carrying a cane which they dragged across the doors, the sounds reverberating round the long barn.  In some stalls the ponies cried, most were certain they knew where the men were heading.

Once at the far end they turned and swapped sides and walked slowly back, slowing and pausing at stall 27.  Zander put the key into the lock and turned it, the locks were not well oiled or smooth, again on purpose.  The sound of badly maintained lock was terrifying as the steel turned, creaking.  Ethan turned on the light for the stall, a dull red light.  In the other stalls the ponies saw the glow, each was reminded of the first time she had been selected for this treatment.  It was just something else that they had to endure.

As the door opened the hinges creaked, again to scare the already frightened girl.  This stall was badly maintained on purpose.  Inside the ponies stayed where they were they were, naked and terrified.  They looked up at Zander as he entered, moving to the left.  Behind him Ethan entered, two of the ponies recognized them from their kidnap and boat journey, two did not.  But they could all recognize the look on their faces and bulges in their trousers.  They were going to be raped.

“Get on your fucking knees cunts,” Ethan bit off, rubbing his cock.  Still the ponies hesitated, it took a blow from Zander’s cane on Tits before they moved, Tits cried out as the cane struck her body and then she moved, the chain scraping on the floor as she moved, onto her knees and opening her legs.  She put her head down and hands onto her thighs, palms face up showing that she held nothing.  Beside her the other three girls moved, adopting the same pose.

“’Bout fucking time,” barked Zander, “When a man enters your stall you adopt this position instantly,” he struck Sundrop across her chest, “Next time we’ll not be so lenient.”  Zander walked around the girls, each one holding perfectly still, not wanting to give them any reason to beat them.  Ethan grabbed Midnight and bent her head back and used his fingers to open her mouth.  He spat into it, then forced his fingers into her mouth, making her gag.

“Pathetic,” he said, staring into her eyes, “Just imagine how you’ll suffer when my eight inch cock sinks into your mouth.”  Midnight tried hard to stay still, but she started to shake.  There was no way she could take that, or so she thought.

The two men continued to walk round the girls, inspecting them, studying them and inducing fear into them  They wanted them utterly terrified, all of them were crying and shaking now.  Ethan was free with his hands, touching and exploring the girls bodies, Zander more free with the cane.  Throughout the stable the all the ponies hugged each other, they’d know this was coming and they felt bad for the new girls, they all remembered the first time they’d been raped.  They were also pleased it wasn’t them selected that night.

“First pick goes to you,” said Zander in the end.  Ethan looked at the girls, he had a real thing for black girls and redheads, he knew that Ethan had a thing for girls he’d not sampled before.  So it came down to Midnight or Tits.

Ethan pointed to Sundrop, “I already know this one can’t suck for shit,” he said, “but you know me, red hair every time.  So I choose the fat one,” he added, adding a further humiliation to Tits.  He bent down, “Bet you can’t wait to feel me inside you, only question is, cunt or asshole?  Bet you’d prefer me to rape your ass, wouldn’t you?  Rape it good and hard, then force your tail back in so the cum stays inside you.”  Tits started to shriek uncontrollably, only her conditioning to date prevented her from speaking.  In the stables on either side the girls were crying, this was rough treatment, even for the first time.

“Me, I’ll take the black girl,” said Zander, mostly because she was new to him, but also to deny his friend first use of her, “And then I’ll take the blonde, she can suck my cock clean after I’ve used the first one.”

Zander laughed, “Guess I get the last choice then,” he added, pointing at Lokai, “How does it feel to be the last choice, knowing that no one even wants to fuck you.”  He let that sink in, knowing that she was thinking maybe she wouldn’t be raped, then Zander took even that away from her.

“We’ll both make use of you,” he said, “Just you’ll be last, we’ll both have cum already so it will take a long time for us to cum again.”  Like her fellow ponies she broke and started to shake and cry.  Ethan looked at Zander and winked.  The girls were ready.

Ethan was standing in front of Tits, she was staring at his crotch, Ethan slowly unzipped his pants, unbuckled his belt and let his pants fall to the floor, then he pulled his cock out and pointed it straight at Tits. 

“Open your fucking mouth,” he said, “And if I so much as feel your teeth I’ll beat all of you so fucking hard you’ll regret the day you were ever born.

Tits opened her mouth and leaned forward, tears rolling down her face.  She already regretted the day she’d gone to that bar, the day she’s flashed her fake ID, fuck, the day she was born.
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The following morning the new ponies had to be almost physically dragged from their stall.  They’d be beaten and raped, forced into unnatural routines, their legs ached, their jaws and backs ached, their bodies violated.  It was only the threat of Jenny adding to their already scheduled punishment that got them out and moving.

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

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

“These animals,” she shouted to the crowd, gesturing behind her, “Were caught using human speech.  And not just once, but twice in a day.  This is strictly forbidden and will not be tolerated.”  Jenny picked up a long bull whip, the new ponies started the shake hysterically.  “They will now be punished, 6 lashes each.”  Jenny proceeded to administer their punishment.  It was important that all the new ponies watched, so they could learn the price of failure.

Most tried to look away as Jenny raised the bull whip and brought it across Tits body, she screamed in pain as the leather dug into her skin, wrapping around her body and inflicting pain.  Jenny smiled, only 5 more to administer.

******

After their punishment they hung on the crosses, their weight suspended from their wrists.  An older woman, an ex-pony, well into her 50s came out with ointment and started to rub into the whip lines on the ponies, after she’d tended to their wounds she gave them water and got them down from the crosses.  Jenny chained them together and led them into the training yard when she put them back into the high step training machine.

Each girl wanted to scream, to protest that this wasn’t fair, that they needed rest.  They didn’t get it of course, the pain from the whipping still fresh in their minds.  Their bodies didn’t respond well, they ached from yesterday’s training.  A normal person would have taken a few days rest but Jenny didn’t believe in rest, she believed in continued effort.  Up and down she made them high step as they walked in a circle, Jenny used the light multi tailed whip frequently.

Jenny’s aim was to make this motion natural for her girls, so natural that they’d never have to think.  Later she’s adapt the routine, making them step to a measured bar for hour after hour to ensure that they got to the same height every time.  Hit the bar too hard and they’d get an electric shock, miss it and they’d get one.  By the time she’d finished with them they’d be able to high step for hour after hour, day in, day out.

After they’d circled for an hour Jenny took them to the weights to work on their leg muscles, within six months they’d have good, solid thick legs.  Ideal for running for hour after hour. 

After their lunch, eaten in the stable at the trough Jenny put their headgear on, today there were no protests and she took them for a run.  Yesterday she’d taken them all round the Island, showing them that escape was impossible.  Today she took them to the airstrip and ran them hard one way, then a gentle jog/trot on the way back. 

Jenny worked them hard, forcing them to trot and run in time, legs working together.  Being graceful was important.  Up and down she worked them, mile after mile .  Even when they were exhausted she made them run again and again.  A good pony would be able to run for mile after mile, day after day.  It was a hard life, no, it was no form of a life.

******

After they’d been cleaned up the new ponies expected to be fed and put to bed, but Jenny had one more task for them.  She took them into a room off the main stable where four dildos were screwed to a wall at about three feet off the ground.  Each dildo was about five inches long.  Above each dildo were two electronic counters, each set at ‘0000’

“Kneel for a cock,” Jenny ordered.  She was secretly pleased that each girl remembered her conditioning and knelt with her legs open wide and arms folded behind her back.  Pleased that they remembered, disappointed that it didn’t give her an excuse to beat them some more. 

“Above and below each dildo is an electric contact, if you push them both in at the same time the counter the upper counter goes up by one.”  To demonstrate she pushed the buttons in front on Tits and the upper counter went to 0001.  She held the buttons in, after ten seconds the lower one counted to 0001.

“The lower one measures time.  Hold the two buttons in for ten seconds and a long time is recorded.  Every night from now on you’ll spend time in here until you can score 500 hits and 100 ten second counts.  As soon as each of you masters the five inch cock it will be replaced with a six incher.  The cocks will keep getting bigger and bigger until you can all take 12 inches into your throats and hold them there for a minute.”

Jenny looked at the ponies, each was terrified, knowing that they couldn’t do this.  Jenny could almost read their minds, that’s not possible, they were thinking.  Jenny knew this, when she’d first been trained this way she’d thought the same.  To demonstrate she picked up an enormous pink dildo, it was 18 inches long and two wide.  The girls all watched as Jenny lifted it to her mouth, opened and licked it, then in one swift movement she pushed it into her mouth, her throat opened and it slide in and down.

Jenny kept pushing until one end was deep in her throat, the other just behind her teeth, then she closed her mouth.  She looked at the girls, the bulge in her throat clearly visible.  Jenny was struggling, but she couldn’t let the ponies see that.  They had to learn, to know that this was possible.  Jenny kept it in and walked up and down, the girls unable to look away.

When she’d made her point Jenny pulled the dildo out and breathed.  I need to practice that, she thought.  “And soon you’ll all be able to do that as well.”  Jenny grabbed Sundrop’s hair and pulled it back, her mouth opened and Jenny stuffed the giant dildo in, pushing hard.  Sundrop wasn’t used to this, her throat didn’t open and she gagged and retched, then tried to pull away, but Jenny was stronger and didn’t stop.  The inevitable happened and Sundrop puked.  Jenny pulled the dildo out and waited until Sundrop recovered.

“Start sucking girls, last one to 500 gets a dozen from this,” Jenny said, picking up a multitailed whip.  Even then it took a few seconds to sink in before Midnight started to suck and her counter showed 0001.  Then the other girls started to suck. 

“Every day from now on for the rest of your lives,” added Jenny, walking up and down behind them.
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The days and weeks merged into one for the new ponies.  Every day was basically the same, get up, eat, drink, tail out, defecate, tail back in, greased and dressed.  Time no longer had any meaning for the girls, that far south all the days were the same, the heat never really changed.  They were exhausted, tired and nothing they ever did was good enough for Jenny.

They spent their days running and high stepping, the evenings were on sex training, learning to deep throat and pleasure a man, sometimes one of the male employees would come and make use of one or two of them, frequently Jenny would make use of them.  They stopped trying to speak, then stopped thinking of escape.  Finally they almost stopped thinking, accepting their fate.

Sometimes when they ran past the main hotel/members area Sundrop would look into the building and see girls serving in there, she guessed that the men that came to the island would stay there and make use of a girl for the night.  She had some dreams left, maybe she would get bought and put to work there. 

Some days Jenny would work with the girls individually, timing them and measuring their progress.  When they went out as team the four girls could now run round the Island without stopping.  They’d made the transition from Nikes to leather pony boots and spent virtually all day in them.  They could high step and run in time now, precision had been drilled into them.

One day, they had no idea how long they’d been on the Island, Jenny assembled them and spoke to them as a team.

“Tomorrow is a special day, tomorrow you will attend the quarterly auction.  If you attract the eye of a member you might be bought, if you do not you will be placed into general population.  Be in no doubt, being bought by a member is good, your life will be easier.  Gen. pop. ponies have to run almost every day, privately owned ponies only go out once in a while.  If they are used by someone other than their owner then strict limits are placed on what they can do with them.  Don’t let me down.”

Sundrop was determined to be bought.  As were the other ponies.  Sundrop was shocked when she realized what she’d just thought, she wanted to be bought.  She looked at her fellow ponies, they were all having the same thought.

******

Inside the main residence slave girl Tina was called to the front desk.  In her 31st year Tina was well aware that she was past her prime as a sex slave, the men that came always preferred younger girls.  She’d been a house slave for almost 10 years.  Deep down she knew it had to come to an end.  On the front desk was a much older woman, into her 50s.  She looked at Tina with sad eyes.

“Tina, we’ve had the second quarterly report.  Your usage figures are well down,” Tina started to shake, “And I’ve decided that you need to be replaced.”

“No, PLEASE NO,” yelled Tina, shaking, she was hysterical.  She knew what was coming.  She started to move backwards, two unseen men stepped from the shadows and took her arms, Tina tried to fight, to escape, but it was no good.  The men were far too strong.

“Please I can . . . I can . . .” words failed Tina.

“Take her away,” said the older woman, “Take her to the stables and prepare her for the sale tomorrow.”  The old woman looked away as the two men dragged Tina away.  She remembered her own experience like this almost 15 years ago.  Tina would be back in harness, at her age it was unlikely she’d be bought privately so she’d be back in gen pop, running day in day out until her legs or knees gave out and another job would be found for her. 

The old woman wiped away a tear and picked up some paperwork to keep her busy.  She’d liked Tina, but the Island had rules.

******

When the next day dawned Jenny took care in preparing her animals.  She was in line to get 20% of the sale prices, it was in her interest to make them look their best.  She took care to prepare each girl carefully, washing her hair, drying and combing it into a long, high ponytail.  She took equal care with their tails, giving them new ones that were color matched to their natural hair.  Jenny hadn’t used the whip much for the last two weeks, their bodies were largely unmarked.  Important for a sale.

There were over 200 animals being auctioned that day, in the audience there were several hundred members, some there to buy, some to sell, some just to pass time and watch, maybe if an animal caught their interest they might buy.

The auction took place in the main dining hall, at one end there was a stage.  There were screens above showing the current pony and the next three to be auctioned.  Each member was also given an iPad showing the selection of animals for sale.

The first girl out was 20, her pony name was Buttons.  She was led out onto the stage and stood motionless under the bright lights.  She looked out into the blackness, she knew that people where there, waiting to bid on her but she couldn’t see them.  A man came onto the stage and tapped on the microphone.  He was dressed in a Tuxedo for the occasion.  Peter had been taking these for years, he took his role very seriously.

“Ladies and Gentlemen,” said the auctioneer, “My name is Peter and I’ll be your auctioneer.”  Round of applause.  “I know we’ve got several new members in the audience today so let me explain.  The auction is fast, we’ve got several hundred animals to sell today.  If there’s a house bid on one of them the auction ends, you can’t bid.  Other than that, we start at 100K for each animal, all increments are in 10K lots.  Each animal has a guide price on your iPad.  Let’s start.”

He coughed, “First pony is Buttons.  It’s been on the Island for seven months, trained by Alice.  She can run a mile in seven minutes and 43 seconds, five miles in 38 minutes and 14 seconds and done the Island loop in a team in 1 hour 58 minutes, she weights 131lbs, five feet seven inches and a 34B, ideal for a pony.  Guide price 350.  Who’ll open the bidding?  Thank you Sir, he said pointing at a number held aloft.  The bidding went quickly to 370 where it ended. 

“Sold to bidder . . . . 182, thank you Sir,” he added as the winning bidder held up his number.  The entire bid had taken under two minutes.  Buttons was led off stage and handed over to a waiting trainer.

“Next we have Zaphira, also trained by Alice,  she can run . . . .”.  In the audience not many paid attention, she went unsold and into general population, she was crying as she was led off stage.

The sale went on, it would last all day.  People came and went in the audience as ponies they were interested in came and went, the iPads sending them notifications and 10 minute warnings.

“Lot number 53,” said Peter, “31 years old, been a pleasure slave for the last 10 but out grown its usefulness there.  No idea as to her times, she’s not been in harness.  On the stage Tina stood motionless, unaccustomed to the pony girl gear.   Being naked and on display didn’t bother her, being sold, or even worse, unsold did bother her.  Her mouth was forced open by the gag.

“Who’ll open the bidding at 100K?  Surely someone, she’d got 10 years left in her yet.”  Tina tried and failed to withhold a tear at that.  10 years in harness.  10 years, maybe more.

“Thank you Sir,” said Peter, “Who’s got 110?”  Tina perked up, someone had bid on her.  She scanned the audience, no one was visible.

“Anyone?  No, then sold,” he said, bringing the gavel down, “Sold to . . . number 73, thank you Sir.”  Tina was led off the stage.

******

After a 30 minute recess for lunch the sale continued.  Backstage Jenny examined her charges for the last time.  “Do me proud girls, suck your stomachs in, thrust your chests out and who knows, you’ll get bought privately, it’s a much easier life.”  The girls were hardly recognizable from when they’d first arrived.  Back then each had soft, smooth skin, thin legs.  Each had lost 10lbs or more, their stomachs were muscled with hints of six pack, their legs thick and strong that could run for hours. 

On stage a girl was being sold, Jenny took Tits, she’d decided to lead with her.  Red hair was unusual, she’d command a higher price.  Jenny stroked her hair, then lifted the bit gag to her mouth.  Tits opened wide, no resistance at all.  The sale on stage ended and Jenny took the reins and led her out under the lights.

“Our next animal is called Tits, I think you can see why,” a gentle round of laughter came round the room, “Tits is 18, five feet six inches, natural red hair, 34DD,” he reeled off her stats.  The bidding went quickly, she soon moved past her estimate and eventually closed at 560.  Jenny hugged herself, over 100K on her first sale.

“House bid,” a voice from the audience called.  Jenny paused, unsure what it meant.  She later discovered that because of the interest and the unusual fire red hair the main residence had overridden the bid, Tits would never be placed in harness, Tits was destined for a life of relative ease as a pleasure slave in the main residence.  All that blow job training would come in very useful for her, thought Jenny.

“Lot number 188, Midnight.” Jenny led out her next charge as Tits was taken away.  The bidding ended at 290 for Midnight, black girls were not as unusual as redheads.

“189, Lokai,” she sold for 310.

“And the final animal from trainer Jenny is Sundrop.  Who’ll give me 100?  110, thank you.”  When the 110 bid came in Sundrop breathed a sigh of relief, she was terrified she’d not be bought and have to go into gen. pop., Jenny had made it clear that that was the worst outcome.  She was hoping the be bought as a pleasure slave, but half the girls here were blonde, so Sundrop didn’t stand out.  In the end she sold for 200 even, a low price for 19 year old slave. 

As she was taken away Sundrop was pleased to have been sold.

But not as pleased as Jenny who was almost $275,000 richer, more money than she’d ever had in her life.  Jenny now had two weeks off before she’d be given a new set of animals to train.
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Sundrop was led from the stage and handed to a woman who took the reins and led her away into the yard where she was hitched and hobbled to a post, next to another girl she didn’t know.  This girl had long dark hair and large breasts, she was stunning to look at.  Sundrop expected the gag to be removed but she was in for a shock, it stayed firmly in place.  She didn’t wait for long before a third girl joined them, this girl was almost a carbon copy of herself.

The sun was heading down, she’d been standing there on one leg for hours when a fourth girl came to join them, like the first she had long, dark hair.  two brunettes and two blondes, like two pairs of twins.  When the forth girl joined them the woman that led them out unhobbled them and led them away into a large barn.

“This is your home now,” she said, “You’ll be stabled together from now on until one of you gets sold.”  She said the last line looking at Tina, three of them were in their late teens or early 20s, the last one, Tina was in her early 30s.  The woman had no visible signs of sympathy for her, she could see from her legs she’d not been in harness for many a year.  She on the other hand had spent almost 30 years under the whip, being a sex slave was relatively easy by comparison.

The handler removed their head gear, harness and boots but left their tails in.  Their owner was specific on this, tails in 24x7 to be removed every other day to allow them to shit.  He wanted them to live a hard life.  Some owners were softer than others, some would only have their tails in when they were in harness, this guy was not.  The plus would be a constant reminder of their status in life.  A constant, uncomfortable reminder.

The ponies were placed in the stable and left for a few hours, they cuddled but no one spoke.  When they were taken out they were allowed to eat and shower, they had their hair washed, their pussies were freshly lasered, no attention was needed there, they had their teeth cleaned and placed back in the stable.  When the door closed they were left alone in the dark.

Tina nuzzled the girl next to her, one of the blondes.  She was the experienced one and took the lead as the dominant animal.  Sundrop resisted as Tina tried to kiss her, but Tina wouldn’t take no for an answer.  The girls kissed, Tina didn’t know if this was allowed,  but it was years ago since she’d last been a pony. 

Above them the CCTV was watching, Jenny was in her room when the motion was detected.  She sat up and watched as the two girls kissed, Sundrop ran a hand over Tina’s breasts, then rolled Tina onto her back and kissed her way down her body.  The blonde and the brunette could hear but were too scared to join in.

Tina opened her legs and Sundrop started to lick the just cleaned girl’s pussy, running her tongue along her labia.  Tina started to moan, very quietly, Jenny in her bed smiled and started to play with herself, she enjoyed watching the girls indulge, it brought them closer together as a team.  Jenny was already wet, she loved her work and this was an extension of it.

Sundrop had expected the lights to come on or the klaxon to order them to stop, when it didn’t happen she started to finger fuck her fellow pony.  Tina wanted to be kissed, she took her hands off Sundrop’s head and grabbed the other blonde, pulling her in.  The girl tried to resist, then accepted that Tina was the lead pony.  She moved over and kissed Tina, responding, allowing Tina to explore her mouth with her tongue.  The brunette sat up and watched, she’d never seen anything like this before.

Tina started to buck her hips, she stopped kissing the blonde and guided her mouth to her breasts. She didn’t resist and started to suck her nipples, moving from breast to breast.  Tina looked at the brunette, she didn’t speak but she knew what she had to do, she bent over and kissed Tina, her first kiss with another girl.

“Yes,” cried Jenny in her room as she came, watching the four girls having sex was incredible for her, her fingers were flying over her pussy, rubbing her sensitive clit hard.  In the stable Tina had a hand on the blonde and the brunette’s heads, guiding them to where she wanted them to be.  Tina bucked her hips as she came, almost silently.  It was important to not be heard.

She lay there for a while, enjoying the moment before she pulled the blonde over her face, it was time to repay her attentions.  Sundrop sat up and kissed the brunette, they were going to be together for years, it was time to get to know each other better.

Much better.
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Joe woke in the morning refreshed and ready to go.  He’s slept well, very well.  The girl he’d had for the night was badly beaten, Joe had enjoyed hurting her the night before.  She’d not slept a wink, he’d told her to hold his cock in her mouth all night long and she’d done as ordered.  He’d drunk too much and twice he'd woken in the night and just let out a thick stream of piss.  He smiled thinking about it, on his first visit he’d been encouraged to do this, even then he’d just let out a little after a warning.  Now he just let it flow.  The girls never objected or let a drop spill.

He got out of bed and showered, the girl cleaning him off.  His preference for blondes was known and the girl had long blonde hair.  He made her clean his ass with her tongue, then he used her mouth in the shower, forcing his cock down her throat until he came.  After she’d dried him off he made her fetch coffee and a Danish, he ate and drank on the balcony while she was on all fours in front of him, his feet in the small of her back.

Joe had just been a full member for a year, but what a year.  He couldn’t be sure but he thought he’d spent seven months on the Island, each visit he had a new girl to serve him, a new team to pull him.  This visit was special, it was his first since he’d become a full member.  Full member meant he had full rights.  Rights to buy his own team.  Yesterday he’d been in and out of the auction, he’d bid on seven ponies and been successful four times.  Fuck, his cock was getting hard just thinking about it.

Joe stood up and walked back into his room, the girl on the balcony didn’t move.  She would stay like that until he gave her permission to leave.  Joe cleaned his teeth, then looked round the bathroom and bed room, towels all over the floor, in the bedroom the sheets a mess, equipment was scattered everywhere. 

“Tidy this shit up then you can leave,” he said leaving the room.

“Yes Sir,” she replied, getting up to start her chores.  She was desperate to use the bathroom, but he’d not given her permission so it would have to wait.  Once the room was immaculate she’d report to the front desk for further orders.  Hopefully then the manager would see her need and allow her to use the bathroom.

******

Joe stood in the main dining room, he’d eaten a little for breakfast, but decided to grab some more.  First he spoke to an older woman, one of the waitresses.

“Can you get my team ready and in the yard for 10am please?”

“My pleasure Sir,” she replied.  All men were to be addressed as Sir.

Joe ordered a coffee from one of the baristas, as good as any you’d find on the mainland and sipped the liquid, the second one of the day was never quite as good as the first.  He spotted a couple of people he knew, he’d arranged to go fishing with them that afternoon.

“Good morning Joe,” said Senator Kohlsen, “How does it feel to be an owner?”

Joe laughed, “It feels incredible Senator,” he replied, “One of the longest years of my life waiting for full membership.”  The group laughed.

“I well remember the wait,” said a second man, “But totally worth it in the end.”

“Absolutely,” chimed a third, “What did you buy in the end?”

“two brunettes and two blondes, I wanted matching pairs.”  Most of them nodded, everyone had their own tastes.

“Me, I like redheads,” said the third man, “Shame they’re so fucking expensive.”  They all laughed, for just over a million the man had bought three yesterday and sold three older ones.  He would barely notice the money, a million to him was small change.

“Taking your own team out is special, that first time,” said the second man, “Make sure they know you own them and they are worthless.”  Joe nodded, wise words.  He’d been planning the moment he met his team for months. 

They chatted for a few minutes, then agreed to rendezvous for lunch at the ‘Whippers Rest’, the bar at the west of the Island at the top of the small hill, at 12.  It was a stunning location on the top of the cliffs, a wonderful place to end the day with the sun sinking into the gentle sea.  It was hard work encouraging the ponies to maintain speed as they ran up the hill, hence the name.  If it was hard work for the owners, it was agony for the ponies.  Of course no one gave any thought to them.

Joe checked his Rolex, 10 minutes before 10.
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The four frightened ponies had slept a fitful night’s sleep.  They all knew that they’d been bought, but not by whom.  They were woken early and fed and watered, each had her tail removed and was given 10 minutes to defecate, then showered and their hair was washed.  The stable wanted them to look their absolute best for their owners.

Each pony had their hair pulled back into a high pony tail before they were fitted into their harnesses.  The owner had specified black for each animal.  They stepped in silently, accepting what was to come.  The stable hands, all ex-ponies themselves fitted the harnesses and adjusted the straps, keeping them nice and tight.  Each pony had been well chosen, a good blend of experience and youth.

The animals were fitted with long socks and then their boots slipped on and fastened, instantly each pony’s ankle was bent at 45 degrees, unnatural but after months of training they could hold the position for hours.  Which was just as well.  Tina’s muscles protested, she’d not been in harness for years and was dreading the boots.  And the bit.  But not as much as the whip.  She knew that at her age this would be her now for years until her body gave out.  If she was lucky that would happen quickly, but she’d know ponies that were running well into their 50s.

Four identical black headdresses were on the bench, the handler fitted each one in turn but left the bit gag out.  She knew how painful that was to wear for hours on end and if she could spare them even 20 minutes of agony it was worth doing.  Once each pony was prepared the final touch was a little eye makeup and blusher on their cheeks.  Most owners didn’t want this as it made the animals feel a little human, but this owner had insisted.

The handler led the animals out into the yard, the blinkers on the ponies faces shielding them a little from the harsh sunlight.  She arranged them as instructed, the two brunettes in the center with the older one to the right as the driver sat, the lead pony position, to her left was the second pony.  Tina put her left hand behind her back and the handler padlocked it to her harness, then she took the right arm of the second brunette and passed it through Tina’s arm, linking them together.  The blondes stood idly by, watching.

The handler dragged the sulky up, it weighed very little and was expertly engineered.  She brought the arms up, the two brunettes positioned between them and they took them in their hands.  Next step was to padlock their wrist cuffs to the arms, just in case they dropped them. 

Sundrop was up next, she was positioned outside Tina, she took the sulky arm in her left hand and was padlocked to the frame, then she put her right arm behind her back and had it locked to her harness.  The final pony was added to outside left, sulky in her left hand.  The handler checked the time, “30 minutes ponies, then I’ll be back to gag you.”  With that she hobbled Sundrop and left to get the next team ready.

The girls stood in silence, almost motionless and waited for their owner.

******

With 10 minutes to go the handler returned, she gave each pony a bottle of water which they drank, knowing what was to come.  Two of them let out a long stream of piss, running on an empty bladder was easier.  Once they’d all had a drink the old woman worked her way down the line, gagging each pony in turn.  She didn’t feel sorry for the girls, she’d spent over 35 years in harness herself, never as a sex slave in the house (a treasured position) or as part of a privately owned team, no she’d been in gen. pop. for the whole time.  A miserable existence.  These girls were lucky, they’d get maybe 20 days a month without being whipped or used.

When Joe came out he walked up behind his team, the handler unhobbled Sundrop and ordered them to their knees, down they went gracefully, allowing Joe easy access to the sulky seat.  He sat down and pulled out the whip from the holster, as he did this the ponies rose gracefully, once standing they lifted their right legs until their thighs were horizontal, each girl taking her lead from Tina.  Joe smiled, he was in seventh heaven at that moment, he honestly believed that life couldn’t get any better for him.

Joe raised the whip and lashed it across the girls back from right to left, he was aiming at Sundrop and Tina, they took the brunt of the blow, the end crashing into the two girls on his left.  “Walk on,” he said, pulling the reins to the left.  Slowly the sulky started to move as the ponies legs went down and up as they moved in time, the sound of their hooves on the stone as intoxicating to Joe as any drug.  Once they’d cleared the compound Joe lashed them a second time, “Run,” he ordered them and they broke into a steady run, the ponies glad to be moving rhythmically after the unnatural high stepping motion.

Joe guided them East, along the southern shore of the Island.  The path ran along the side of the beach, some men were there with their teams shackled behind them.  He kept the team left, maintaining their pace at a steady seven miles an hour.  Joe was a harsh owner, he enjoyed the whip, the power that it represented.  It meant that now he owned four former human beings.  You could have money, houses, cars but owning people had to be the ultimate symbol of power.

He continued to drive them hard, running them East to the harbor, as they approached the team expected to be slowed so that their owner could go scuba diving or fishing or some other pursuit, but they were wrong.  They approached from the South, the ponies bodies now caked in sweat and dust, their hearts pounding, lungs desperately drawing in air, their jaws aching, muscles painful.  They expected to get several hours rest and a drink, they were wrong.

Joe whipped them hard at the entrance to the harbor, they’d slowed without being told.  “Dumb cunts,” Joe yelled, it barely registered to the ponies, what did register was the pain of the whip, they picked up the pace as he steered them North and then West, the gentle slopes of the North side making progress harder.  A dozen times they ran past a team coming the other way, Joe would smile and nod and receive the same greeting back.

A mile from the Whipper’s rest Joe checked his watch, 15 minutes to go.  And Joe was never, ever late.  He pulled on the right rein, the girls had run 12 miles without a halt, now he demanded even more from his team.  Straight on was a gentle climb over a mile to the bar, the difficult path was to the North and West, longer, undulating with a steep climb at the end.  The ponies knew it well.  Knew it and hated it.

Joe whipped them harder and harder as they came to the hill and lashed them all the way to the top.  The ponies backs were red from whip marks, as the bar came into view they didn’t slow this  time, they were making no assumptions that they’d be allowed to come to a halt.  With a hundred yards to go Joe pulled back on the reins and brought them to a slow pace, their training kicked in and they moved into a high step.  Joe guided them to the yard in front of the bar, an old woman approached. 

He brought his team to a halt and they went down on their knees, Joe dismounted and they stood back up, desperately hoping that they’d run well enough to earn a drink and a rest, maybe some food.  As they stood up Sundrop pissed herself, she couldn’t piss while running.  Joe dismounted to the left and went to inspect his team, allowing them to see their owner’s face for the first time.

Joe faced the first girl, a blonde with a great figure.  She just looked blankly ahead as he inspected her, he held her breasts and squeezed them in his hands, hot, sweaty and dust caked.  She barely reacted as he crushed her nipples in his fingers, her chest was still heaving as she drew air into her lungs.

Next was a brunette, slightly larger tits, she’d not seen his face, the blinkers meant she had to look straight ahead.  Joe raised a hand and brought it down hard onto her tender flesh, he was rewarded with a small grunt of pain from her.  He bent and whispered in her ear, “I can’t wait to fuck you.”  She didn’t react, by now she knew the score.

He smiled as he side stepped and looked pony girl Tina in the face.  A year ago when he’d first come to the Island she’d been provided for him for the night, he’d had use of her body several times since.  When she looked at him what little was left of her spirit broke, she’d thought Joe liked her and would keep using her as a sex slave.  She’d always gone the extra mile for him, taken the beatings, the abuse and never complained, encouraging him to hurt her more.  Joe bent in and kissed her salt stained lips, she didn’t recoil but just accepted that she was his now.

Joe pushed a hand between her legs, dry and dirt caked, he was just increasing his authority over her.  “Just think about me using you later,” he whispered in her ear, “You’ll be so wet for me or else.”  When he straightened up he ran a hand over her face and smiled.  Tina did not.

Finally he side stepped again to his left and looked at Sundrop.  Her eyes opened wide as she stared into the face of her former boyfriend and lover.  She was shell shocked.  Was he here to rescue her?  Joe took her tits into his hands and crushed the nipples, he bent in and whispered into her ear, “You think I’m going to save you?”  Sundrop couldn’t help it, she raised a leg and stomped once for yes.

“Think again,” Joe said, “It cost me a small fortune to get you here.  I arranged your kidnap, your training and I own you from now until the day you die.  Just think, you could be back home now at the ranch with me, in bed, you, me and a couple of other girls, but you said no.  Well tonight you’ll be sharing a bed with me and at least one of your fellow animals.  And you’re going to learn what I’m really like.”

Sundrop started to shake, she could imagine what a brutal sadist her former boyfriend, now Master and owner truly was.

Joe straightened up and started to walk to the bar.  “Get them cleaned up and watered, no food.  I want them ready for two,” he said into the air.  The old woman nodded, she’d heard him.  Joe walked away, leaving his team in utter fear of their owner.  Sundrop was crying.  She knew that there would be no escape from this life.  Whatever was left of a human being died in her in that moment.


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.




Paige
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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.

OEBPS/image_rsrc1MR.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1N3.jpg





cover.jpeg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1MZ.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1N2.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1MY.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1MP.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1N1.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1MN.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1MX.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1N9.jpg





page-map.xml
 
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   




OEBPS/image_rsrc1NA.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1N0.jpg





OEBPS/c1MF.xhtml



OEBPS/image_rsrc1MV.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1MW.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1N7.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1N8.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1MU.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1N6.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1MT.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1N5.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1MS.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1N4.jpg





