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Prologue

 

       No Cowboy Could Ever Tame That Filly

 

       Harold Frisk would always remember the precise moment when his obsession began.    

       He was sitting in the backseat of the limo at the end of a long day; distracted by a week of minor disappointments, cancelled engagements, and unsolved problems as he tried to decipher the bad news from Wall Street scrolling across his laptop. He was trying to ignore the twinges of a chronic ailment he hoped was only acid reflux. The chauffeur kept tapping his brakes to avoid closing in on the dallying traffic ahead, and the continual rocking only fed Frisk’s irritation.

        Then he saw the girl, and none of those things mattered any more.

       She was running along the shoulder of the road. No, not running, floating rather, halfway up a two mile grade that would have burst a marathoner’s heart. There was no evidence of strain in her fluid stride. Her bare tanned arms and legs flowed with casual power she had yet to tap, and she grinned madly with the pure joy of youth in full flower. 

       Just some college girl, he told himself, training for an athletic event or burning off nervous energy before an exam. Perhaps she simply ran because she could, because the evening was beautiful, and the wind was fresh in her hair. It seemed to him that her spirited headlong rush should be the proper metaphor for the human condition, not the empty souls fretting on the highway beside her.

        He didn’t care to know the petty details of her life. Her true name could only disappoint; as would the knowledge of her minor vices, annoying habits, and venial sins. Even her redeeming virtues held no interest for him. She represented an apotheosis of a sort, and he would summon the memory of her often in years to come, when he found himself most in need of courage or hope.

       She would be pretty, he was sure, on her wedding day. She would glow in pregnancy, and shine as a proud mother. She might even age like fine scotch. But he knew that she would never again be as beautiful as she was to him in that moment.






  

Part One

 

Everything Changed The Day That The Stranger Came to Town






  

Chapter One

       

       The man startled Morgan, coming up beside her to match her pace, reducing the length of his stride to compensate for his longer legs. Her headphones had masked the sound of his footfalls, and she had been too preoccupied to be aware of anyone behind her. The running path was usually hers alone at this hour, when most souls were still snug in their beds or putting on the coffee pot. Few were willing to brave the cold dawn. Winter was coming, and the ranks of fair weather joggers, so resolute in April, had thinned with the autumn leaves.

       She shot him a look devoid of either challenge or allure, and kept her headphones on to discourage conversation. She didn’t care to race, and she wasn’t interested in hearing his well rehearsed pickup line. Her morning runs had always been a time of solitude and meditation, and she needed those things more than ever now.

       He just grinned back and cocked a finger in the air by way of greeting, then looked straight ahead and held his place beside her, not close enough to be threatening, but disinclined to renounce his post position.

       All right, she thought, I know how this game is played. 

       As a child, she had often annoyed her older brother Robby with the echo game, imitating every one of his words and gestures. The game was the most fun for her when he became exasperated and began to threaten. Then she would shout his own words right back at him.

       “Stop that!”


       “I’m telling Mom!”

       “I mean it!”

       “It’s not funny anymore!”

       Eventually he found a way to defeat her. As soon as she began the game, her brother would drop to the ground and start doing pushups. She was a strong girl, but more than two or three ‘boy- style’ pushups, with only her toes and palms on the floor, were beyond her ability. 

       Game over.

       That had been years ago, of course, when Robby was healthy.

       But running was her forte, and this cocky Lothario was about to learn a lesson. She guessed that he was new to jogging, his sweats had a fresh pressed look, and his shoes were barely scuffed. Perhaps he had seen her here on other mornings, and thought that this would be a clever way to meet her. She dismissed the thought as paranoia. She didn’t regard herself to be beautiful enough to merit a stalker, especially one handsome enough to meet women without subterfuge. Anyway, tending bar taught her to see trouble coming, and this one ranked low on the creep scale.

       So she would test his stamina and see what price her companionship was worth.

       It was three miles around the lake, an easy enough run at a moderate pace. The course was mainly level. A busy street paralleled the path on the left, with condos beyond. On the right was only water. She had been taking it easy, wanting to make the run last, but was capable of much more. So she picked up speed, and smirked as she saw him begin to drop back. 

       Her triumph was brief. In a moment he erased her lead and drew alongside. 

       All righty then! 

       She stretched out her long legs, relaxing into the long lope that had served her so well in her competitive years. At such times, she felt as though she were being drawn forward by an invisible force, and the rhythmic slap of her feet against the earth was merely a metronome ticking off the miles. The music swelled in her earphones, carrying her along. It was a new age mix, heavy on the wind chimes and Gregorian chants, but selected for its steady beat.  

       Her companion drifted away from her side momentarily, as they purled past a fat man grinding along on a bicycle, then they flowed together again. She glanced at her silent companion, expecting to see him sweating and laboring to keep up, and was annoyed by the indifferent ease of his stride.

        A test of endurance began. Many runners could match this pace for a few hundred yards, but oxygen starved muscles eventually lose strength and falter. She expected to outlast him easily, yet they strode on for more than a mile, arms pumping, plumes of steam exploding from their mouths and trailing in their wake.

       As they made the last turn, she could see her finish line ahead, the bench where she had stripped away her sweatshirt and dropped it beside her water bottle and towel, ignoring the chill air on her bare arms, knowing that the run would warm her. When she saw the gym bag beside her gear, his gym bag, she reacted with a hitch in her stride, as she thought again of the possibility that this meeting had been no accident.

       Taking advantage of her moment of hesitation, the man began to sprint.

       Cocky bastard! She had nearly convinced herself that he had reached his limit, that pure stubbornness was allowing him to keep up with her. It was daunting to know that he still had unsuspected reserves.

       But so did she. 

       Grimacing, she shifted into overdrive, feeling the thrust of her hips as they transformed each step into a bound. Just before he reached the bench, she flanked him, and was gratified to see his surprised sidelong glance.

       Laughing like a schoolgirl, she slapped a hand on the back off the bench and slid to a halt.

       For a time, neither of them spoke. They just paced and gulped air and grinned at each other, sharing the rush of oxygenated blood and endorphins pumping through their bodies. He was a good looking guy, after all, and she was slightly ashamed that she hadn’t spoken to him yet. She slipped the headphones off and draped them over her shoulders, threading her ponytail through the metal head band and fluffing her hair a bit, then abandoning the effort when she realized that she was unconsciously primping. As though to mock her, the music took on a romantic character, lush with strings and piano. She could still hear its ironic whispering. 

       Angel on the right shoulder, devil on the left  her mother used to say.

       “Shall we call that a draw?” he said at last.

       She shrugged magnanimously, “Fair enough.”

       He opened his gym bag and brought out a towel, mopping his brow as he extended a hand. “Brian Boison,” he said.

       She stopped with her hand halfway up.

       “THE Brian Boison?”

       He let his hand drop. “I’m flattered that anyone remembers.” Morgan detected the accent then, that sort of mid-Atlantic polyglot only jet setters speak. He had roots in France and England, but the U.S. had awarded him a fleeting celebrity.

       “You took the silver medal!”

       He nodded ruefully. “Exactly. No one remembers number two.” 

       She recalled that she had been about to shake his hand and took it now, trying hard not to appear star struck. 

       “What brings you to this corner of nowhere, Mr. Boison?” she asked.

       He looked a bit embarrassed when he answered, and the music whispering from her earphones chose that moment to hit an ominous minor chord.

       “Actually,” he said, “I came to meet you, Ms. Mayfield.” 

       She let go of his hand and threw a meaningful glance toward the street that paralleled the path, filling now with commuters, some of them no doubt sturdy males who would be honored to aid a lady in distress. 

       “An explanation would be good right now,” she said evenly, “before I have to start, you know, screaming for help?” 

       He laughed disarmingly. “Shouldn’t you be wondering how you managed to run a silver medalist to a photo finish?”

       “You let me.” 

       He shook his head, smirking. “I’m not in contest condition, maybe, but I wasn’t holding back.”

       She wasn’t buying any of this. “First you stage this little race to meet me. Then you pretend to be somebody famous so I’ll be flattered.” She blew at a lock of hair that had come loose and strayed into her eyes. When it persisted, she tossed her head to banish it.

       “There is a phrase that covers situations like this,” she said, “restraining order.” She spoke the last words slowly and clearly, through her teeth, so that there would be no question about her seriousness.

       Laughing, he dropped down onto the park bench and put his laced hands behind his head, crossing his legs at the ankle. “You have a quick mind,” he said. “You aren’t easily flattered either. I like that.” 

       “I’m also immune to cheap charm,” she said. “How do you know my name?”

       “It’s a long story,” he said. “I’m cooling down here. Let’s go get a cup of coffee and I’ll explain everything.”

       “I have to get to work,” she lied. It was early, and the bar didn’t open until noon.

       “No you don’t.” She was really learning to hate that goofy grin. “I’m buying.” 

 

       “So who are you, and how is it you know so much about me?”

        She wasn’t as nervous now. The coffee shop was a safe and familiar place to her, and he seemed less of a threat with a table between them. He had displayed only polite attention as they ordered coffee and bagels. Whatever he had on his mind, it didn’t seem to include any salivating or heavy breathing 

       He opened his wallet and laid it on the table with his driver’s license showing. “I don’t have my silver medal with me today,” he said dryly.

       “I can’t believe that you came here just to meet me,” she said. “Were all of the supermodels and starlets busy this week?”

       He winced a bit at that. His fifteen minutes of fame had included a few affairs that had been extensively covered by the supermarket tabloids. 

       “I regret to say that my interest in you is more professional than personal,” he said sincerely. “You are a very attractive woman, beautiful, intelligent, strong, loyal, dutiful.”

       She snorted, “Puhlease!”

       “It’s true! You dropped out of high school, even though your grades were excellent and an athletic scholarship was waiting; because your brother needed your help.”

       She shrugged, trying to ignore the fact that he knew entirely too much about her. Her brother’s condition was a private matter, but hardly a secret. 

        “We never knew our father. Mom worked herself to death for us. No one else was stepping up.”

       “Your brother has a wife,” Brian reminded her. 

       “With two kids to take care of, they never saw his sickness coming. How much health insurance do you buy when you’re twenty two? I do what I can. Bartenders aren’t exactly rolling in cash, even if the steelworkers do over tip me.” 

       She smiled self consciously as she spoke. She was modest, but not blind. Hard work and running had given her a body that was graceful and muscular. Her mother had given her big brown eyes, pert features, and glossy auburn hair. Two weeks after hiring her the bar owner had added up his receipts and doubled her pay. 

       “I understand that there is a clinic in Switzerland with an experimental treatment that could help him,” Brian said sympathetically. “They may even have a cure.”

       She nodded and sipped coffee. It gave her an excuse to look down and hide the tears of frustration that burned unshed in the corners of her eyes. She blinked them angrily away. “It doesn’t come cheap though.”

       “He is one of the reasons I am here.” 

       She smirked. “Do you have a check for me from the Brian Boison Medical Endowment Fund?”

       He shook his head. “Silver medals aren’t worth much. I don’t even get to do sneaker endorsements anymore. I make my living by representing the interests of a certain wealthy client who wishes to remain anonymous for now.”

       “This reads like dialogue from some bad novel,” she pulled a paper napkin out of the dispenser and blew her nose noisily. “You’re telling me that some crazy rich guy sent you to find me?” She barked once with incredulous, bitter laughter.

        “He is eccentric,” Brian said dryly. “Only poor people are crazy.”

       She bit off the laugh and pushed the bagel around on her paper plate with a forefinger before she picked it up. “Thanks, but charity isn’t my style.”

       “It isn’t charity,” said Brian. “It’s a job offer.”

       “I already have a job.”

       “My client would send your brother to that clinic in Switzerland and pay you fifty thousand dollars if you spend a month in training at his facility.” 

       She had been in the process of spreading cream cheese on her bagel. Her hand froze as he mentioned the sum. She was good with numbers, and even as she glanced up warily a small part of her mind was dividing fifty thousand dollars by thirty days and comparing it to the income of a pretty barmaid on a Friday night.

       “What kind of training are we talking about?”

       “You are familiar with the sport of harness racing?”

       “Sure, horses pulling carts around a track. I’m sorry to have to tell you that I don’t know much about horses though.”

       “There aren’t any horses involved in this sport. The carts are drawn by humans—women usually.”

       She looked around for a hidden camera, expecting to see the guys she worked with at the tavern hiding behind the cash register and stifling laughter.

        “This is a joke—right?”

       “No joke. I know, this isn’t something you usually see on television, even cable wouldn’t touch it, but it is a real sport. The competition is earnest, and considerable sums are bet on the outcomes. Talented runners are in high demand.” 

       “There is something you aren’t telling me about this,” she sniffed. “What? Do they race naked or something?”

       He sipped coffee to buy time before he answered, burned his mouth and slopped a bit reacting. She mopped the table between them with a napkin, reacting automatically with a bit of instinctive barmaid behavior she instantly regretted. He might take it as a sign of weakness, the meek little woman cleaning up to mask her discomfort.

       “Well,” he stammered, “the harnesses are rather brief.”

       She snorted. “Bits in the mouth too, I suppose?”

       He nodded.

       She folded her arms across her chest. “Tails?”

       He held up his hands defensively. “I know where you’re going with this. It may not be what you think. The competitors are highly regarded and well rewarded.”

       Her face was tight. “I may be a small town girl, but I have been on the internet, and I read a lot. This is some pervert thing, right? Ponygirl racing to feed the fantasies of a bunch of rich old degenerates?”

       “Well, if you want to put it in the worst possible light,” he sighed.

       “You’re nothing but a procurer!”

       He blushed. “I prefer to think of myself as a talent scout.”

       She leaned back and finished her bagel with angry little bites. She didn’t want to leave good food behind when she walked out, and the necessity of avoiding waste chafed. She had known a moment of hope, thinking that Robby might be helped, and her own poverty eased. Now she felt cheated.

       “Help me out here.” She didn’t like the way her voice sounded, as though she were begging. “Give me a reason not to walk away from this.”

       Fifty thousand dollars


       “Sell me.”






  

Chapter Two

 

       Brian looked a bit surprised when he opened his motel room door. She wondered if he had been expecting someone else, a messenger with further instructions from his anonymous employer perhaps, or maybe nothing more sinister than a pizza delivery.

       “Hello again.” Her voice was a bit tremulous, but she couldn’t keep a minor note of triumph out of it.

       “Morgan Mayfield, girl detective.” He opened the door and waved her in.

       “Hardly,” she said, looking around the room to make sure they were alone. As she scanned the room she was looking for clues to his character as well. It was as impersonal as motel rooms always are, a chenille bedspread meant to invoke hominess, a seascape that was too ugly to steal hanging over the bed, and a TV remote bolted to the night stand. He had no personal items in evidence, not so much as a pair of socks on the floor or an open laptop on the desk. He was either obsessively neat or being careful. 

        “There are three motels in town. You wouldn’t be sharing your bed with the rats and roaches over at The Stardust. Anyway, the desk clerk here went to school with me.”

       He laughed . “There are no secrets in a small town.”

       “That’s one of the things I wanted to talk to you about,” she said. Back at the coffee shop, she had only agreed to ‘think about it’, and thinking had brought more questions, about Brian, his employer, and herself.  

       “Drink?”

       She hesitated. Alcohol was usually not a problem for her, but she wanted to think clearly. On the other hand, frank discussion could use an ice breaker.

       She refused to dwell on the other aspect, that sharing a drink was generally the first step to seduction. She had never really examined her feelings about sex, avoiding the giggling locker room conversations of her classmates, and indulging the demands of a few close boyfriends with a curious lack of passion on her own part. Had it been perhaps a little too easy to fend off passes from the bar patrons? Was she in danger of becoming one of those bitter old maids who sacrifice their youth on the altar of ‘duty’ to disguise a secret frigidity?

       “Scotch on the rocks?” she asked. “It would be nice to have some one else pouring for a change.”

       He opened the tiny fridge and rummaged through his selection of little motel bottles. She smirked at it, thinking that ‘talent scouts’ logged a lot of frequent flier miles. 

       “I need to be assured that I can come home and resume the life I have when all of this nonsense is over. I have to know that I will dare to show my face in this town again,” she said as he opened and poured. 

       He handed her a drink that was a bit stiffer than she would have made for herself. “We are always discreet,” he said. “What you tell your friends and family is your own affair. A bogus trip to Europe is the cover story for some competitors; I can even round up postcards for you to send home—suitably postmarked of course. Seriously, there are ladies who compete season after season and maintain their private lives. It’s sort of like being a super hero. Your secret identity is safe.”

       “Stop romanticizing it,” she groaned, seating herself gingerly on the bed. “I’m still thinking of this as one step down from pole dancing.” 

        She was also thinking, not for the first time, that she was playing out of her league. People with enough money and power to hire a silver medalist to jet around the country recruiting girls for dubious sporting competitions, and dummy up a cover story for their absence, might be capable of darker acts. 

       She had been expecting him to use one of the chairs on the other side of the room, and shifted uncomfortably when he sat beside her on the bed. Had she telegraphed her availability somehow, or was he just assuming it?

       “Then why consider it at all?”

       “Money,” she sounded disgusted with herself, “Everything always seems to come down to money—and sex.”

       “And that is bad because...?” 

       She punched his shoulder gently. “I’m trying to work up some self pity here, and you’re playing devil’s advocate.”

       “Many happy marriages start out being just about sex or money,” he reminded her. “What you have to decide is whether or not the sacrifice is worth the payoff.” 

       He moved toward her then, not the sort of awkward lunge she had come to expect from drunken mill hands. He just leaned into her space subtly and dropped his hand on the bed beside hers. 

       “Look, I know what it is to dream big and have it all disappear suddenly. Maybe the question you need to be asking yourself is if you will really want to come back here at all. You might find that this is exactly the sort of new beginning you need.”

       The truth was that she had already considered those very possibilities. The lifestyle he had outlined would demand much of her, including overcoming a stubborn prudishness that had somehow survived the loss of her virginity. Yet it also offered the enticements of minor celebrity and financial reward, certainly adventure, and she was curious.

       She took his hand and squeezed it shyly. Her other hand trembled a bit as she lifted her glass and drained it. 

       Born again virgin she thought.

       “I want you to know that I don’t make a habit of visiting strange men in motel rooms,” she said, then regretted using such a corny line. She had rehearsed this scene in her mind, first as an unlikely fantasy, then as a necessary step. Changing one’s life begins with a change of attitude and behavior. She didn’t need to prove anything to Brian, only to herself. In her imagination, this had played more like seduction and less like capitulation. 

       He took the hand that was holding hers and raised it to her face, brushing his fingertips lightly against her cheek. “I know that.”

       Of course he does. Is there a fat file on me somewhere, a psychological profile? Has he studied my weaknesses as well as my strengths?


       Did it even matter, in the end? Her mind was already made up, even about him. So when he leaned in for the kiss, her mouth opened to welcome his inquiring tongue, and she only turned her head aside so that he could find the hollow of her neck behind the ear. She didn’t look at him as he broke off the kiss long enough to pull her tee shirt over her head and cast it aside. She hadn’t worn a bra. She seldom needed one, and wanted to minimize awkward fumbling.

       “Disappointed?” she asked.

       His hands had been cradling her face during their kiss, and remained hovering near her shoulders. Now they stroked across her collar bones and down.

       “Not at all. You really are quite beautiful.”

       Her first impulse was to remind him that he had been with super models, and had doubtless seen better, but she didn’t want to spoil this moment. It was nice to let herself believe, just for this one night, that he cared only for her, that his affection was no mere ploy.

       His fingertips slid reverently over her breasts and paused to tweak her nipples gently before moving on. The sensation of his cool hands deflected her from bitter self awareness. She had come here bathed and perfumed, with every intention of giving herself, but this was more of a reawakening than she had anticipated. 

       Oh yeah! This is what I have been missing. I had forgotten!

       “I’m not expecting anything from this,” she sighed. 

       His mouth followed the path of his hands, into the hollow of her throat and down. He began to suckle her breasts softly.

       “I mean, this isn’t a bargaining chip, and God knows I don’t expect you to fall in love with  me. Sooner or later the phone will be ringing and mister big will be telling you to buy a plane ticket for...”

       He took his mouth off of her breast long enough to finish for her. “Akron.”

She shrugged at that, looking down at him, thinking how sad and lonely his job must be. 

       “It’s just that life has been kind of cold lately and we both need someone to warm us,” she said. “It’s nothing more than that.”

       His teeth found her nipple and made her gasp as he took her hair in his fist and raised her face up for the kiss that he was about to take from her. 

       “Stop thinking,” he growled as he unbuttoned the front of her jeans. “We’re fucking now.”

       She grinned up at the ceiling fan slowly turning above the bed. His hand in her hair wasn’t painful, only restricting. He snarled like a puppy with a knotted rope in his teeth, but his gruff command was the permission she needed to lose herself in the role of whore.

       As his mouth smothered hers, she could feel his hands curling over the waistband of her jeans, gathering jeans and panties together and pulling them down. She raised her hips to make it easier for him, kicking out of her shoes and hooking at her socks with her big toes. 

       He drew back and regarded her steadily, and she had a moment to consider the fact that she had just allowed herself to be stripped, in a matter of moments, by a man who was still dressed. The difference made her feel unusually vulnerable, and she realized that this was something she would need to become accustomed to soon, not just being naked, but becoming no more than a sexual object on display.

       “Okay, big boy.” She hoped that her voice was a husky purr. “I showed you mine.”

       He was too fit and youthful to be shy. He grinned at her as his shirt came off, revealing the lean, defined body of a trained athlete, still tan in October. He did a little strip tease with his trousers, lowering them slowly over his swaying hips while she murmured catcalls. 

       “Come on big guy! Show the nice lady what you’ve got!”

       She hadn’t seen very many of them, and was hardly an expert, but it made her catch her breath just a little. She reached out tentatively and cradled his cock in the palm of her hand, feeling its weight and curling her fingers a bit to measure the girth. It twitched in response, and grew even more as he bent over her to bury his face in her hair. She raised her face for another kiss and murmured.

       “Be gentle.”

       She was fooling only herself. He had already seen the heat in her eyes when his hand found her hair, and when he pushed her backward onto the bed her legs were already opening to invite him. The fingers that explored her came away damp and she arched herself to meet his first slow drive.

       She almost resisted him then, feeling a sudden thrill of doubt, fearing that she was too narrow to take him. Her body was wiser. She had denied herself too long, and even the initial pain was delicious. 

       He stared down into her eyes, reading her hesitancy and overcoming it by planting a gentle kiss on her forehead. She wanted to tell him that she was just being prim, and he shouldn’t be discouraged by her prudishness, that it was merely a stubborn obstacle she was determined to overcome. Words failed her, but her legs came up and she put her heels into the small of his back to hold him fast while she willed her body to relax and accept him. 

       Stop thinking!

       He began to thrust, slowly at first, then faster and deeper as she became slick inside and began rising to his rhythm. 

        As she came, Brian rolled over onto his side, still joined, taking her with him. He reached across her back and trailed a finger slowly down the cleft of her ass and forward to tickle her engorged lips, but only long enough to gather moisture from them.

       Then his hand became more deliberate and urgent, gliding back until the slick finger found her anus and curled up and in, like a hook. Her eyes grew wide with sudden premonition as she spasmed on him, feeling him stiffen, if that were possible, even more. He wasn’t finished yet. He only paused a moment to let her catch her breath before he began thrusting again, more energetically now, and she knew from the look in his eyes that from here on this was going to be hard and deep and sustained. His obligation to her was taken care of, at least for now, and it was his turn to be satisfied. He grinned down at her, that maddening, ingratiating grin that was such a contrast to the sudden mean delight in his tone. The finger that remained planted deep in her ass wiggled a bit to remind her that it was still there.

       “That’s where the tail will go.”






  

Chapter Three

 

       Fate sometimes curses people with ironic surnames. Morgan once knew a dwarf named Tallman, and a fat girl named Slimmer.

        Mr. Frisk stood up to greet her when she entered the room, but he did it slowly, with the assistance of a pair of aluminum canes. As he shook her hand, one of the canes dangled from a nylon strap buckled to his wrist. His grip was surprisingly strong, apparently his infirmity only affected his legs.

       Morgan smiled at him tightly, suppressing her first impulse to commiserate or question. It wouldn’t do to begin the interview by embarrassing him or opening old wounds. He motioned her into a chair, and waited until she was seated before he lowered himself back into his own, sparing her the dilemma of standing idly by while he struggled. He looked up at the secretary who had entered behind Morgan to present her. 

       “I could use another cup of coffee, if you would.” He looked at Morgan. “Ms. Mayfield?”

       She was going to decline but realized that having something in her hand might keep her from fidgeting. “Black for me, thanks.”

       His presence was intimidating. Size and age were only a part of it. He had the thousand yard stare of ex military or law enforcement, the bearing of a man comfortable with wealth and power. 

       The music didn’t help. It was piped in from discreet speakers overhead, something soothing and classical she couldn’t identify. Mr. Frisk would know it though, the number of the symphony and the name of the composer. It wasn’t the sort of ubiquitous muzak she had come to expect in public spaces. He had selected it personally, or it had been mixed for him by someone who understood his tastes. Everything about this place; the massive arch above the street entrance, the condescending smirk on the doorman’s face, the stainless steel and mahogany elevator that swept her up and up—all were signs that this was not a world where she belonged. This center of wealth and culture was no place for an ignorant small town girl. She felt as though she were a trespasser and a fraud, who would be exposed as unworthy and ejected at any moment.

       “I understand that you arrive burdened with a bit of reluctance.” His strong baritone came from somewhere below the Mason Dixon Line. Over a telephone it would provide no clue to his frailty. She was painfully aware that the effort of rising from his chair had cost him. This gesture of simple courtesy, long forgotten by younger generations, had left a sheen of sweat on his pale brow.

       “I wouldn’t be here at all if it weren’t for my brother.” She tried to keep any trace of bitterness out of her voice. This was only a business transaction, not a hostage negotiation. She had already rejected charity. What other choices did she have?

       Back at the motel, Brian hadn’t put it to her that way, not at all. He had spoken of other things, a lifestyle simple and pure, the joy of competition and striving for perfection, of being well rewarded for doing something she enjoyed.

       “How is your brother?” asked Mr. Frisk. His concern seemed genuine enough, though she was sure that he already knew the answer to that question. She had barely finished her long distance conversation with Robby when the phone rang again. It had been a crisp, businesslike female voice, confirming Morgan’s seat assignment on a weekend flight that she had never reserved. A promise had been kept. Payment was due.

       “The word miracle may be too strong,” she allowed herself a tight smile. “But it appears that Robby is on his way to a complete recovery.”

       “I’m glad that we could be of assistance.” Looking into his eyes, she could see that Mr. Frisk actually was pleased, and not just because Morgan was now obligated to him.

        She saw something else too, the trace of regret that his own condition was beyond help. He acknowledged her insight with a sad smile and a shrug.

       “I have my diversions,” he said, addressing her unspoken question. “The races allow me a bit of vicarious enjoyment.” He dismissed the subject by clearing his throat. 

       The secretary came in, smiling apologetically at the necessity of interruption as she served coffee from a silver tray. Morgan noticed that she was young and attractive, and wondered if she was just one more ornament in an office filled with fine art objects and mementoes gathered from far away places. Mr. Frisk was a collector, Morgan realized, a man with an aesthetic mind in a twisted body, surrounding himself with beauty. 

       “To business then. Your brother’s trip to the clinic was in the nature of a recruiting bonus, not revocable obviously,” he smirked at his bit of dark humor. “What I propose is that you spend a month at a private training facility. Your stay will be in the nature of an audition. There will be other candidates there, only a few will make the grade. The work is hard, and you will give up many of the rights and  luxuries to which you are accustomed. It would be best if you considered it a sort of boot camp, designed to teach you to obey commands without question or argument and reject any prudish preconceptions you might now have. Trust that no lasting harm will come to you there. Listen to your trainers. Their methods may seem rather bizarre, occasionally cruel, and even a bit silly, but they get results. 

       “An escrow account will be kept in your name. If you stay with the program for a month, you will be paid fifty thousand dollars. If you quit or wash out, you will be compensated at the rate of one thousand dollars per diem. If you do measure up and are willing to continue, you will be offered a one year contract and a consideration of one million dollars.”

       He observed her reaction with mild amusement, knowing what he would see on her face. 

       After a long pause, she closed her mouth and cleared her throat. 

        “Maybe we should talk more about my prudish preconceptions,” she said. “Mr. Boison hinted that there might be some…exposure involved. I suppose my ideas about human ponies have been contaminated by the sort of cheap pornographic images and stories that are all over the web, but if this so-called sport isn’t broadcast on ESPN, I can only conclude that there is more to it than a simple footrace.”

       He chuckled a bit. “Forgive me, Ms. Mayfield. I have interviewed many young ladies. Usually they were the ones who initiated contact. Their personal motives were many—fetishism, masochism, exhibitionism, even simple greed. They were all extremely eager; so I am out of practice at persuasion. I will be direct. I was looking for someone different, someone who would look beyond the sexual fetishism and silly pageantry and run for the simple joy of running. I wanted a real competitor, someone who might see this not as a sport but a sort of calling. Have I found that woman?” 

       “I don’t know,” she confessed. 

       “The truth!” he crowed, “from a lady with a million reasons to lie. I like you already, and I’m weakening my bargaining position by telling you that!” 

       “I am flattered that you sought me out,” Morgan spoke carefully, “but I’m not entirely sure that I am the woman you are looking for. What sort of deal am I being offered here?”

       “You have concerns,” he said sympathetically. “This is understandable. What must you do to earn your pay? There is a uniform to wear, and it is revealing. The methods of the trainers are rather extreme, I sometimes think unnecessarily so, but I can’t argue with their results. If you agree to undergo training, it will mean submitting to their will. The discipline is strict, and you will be required to abandon any notions you have about your rights to personal privacy and sexual entitlement, but those who finish the program are stronger and more self assured than they were before.”

       “Sexual entitlement?” she asked dryly. “I’m sorry, but I don’t speak euphemism very well. Could you be a bit more specific?”

       He smiled gently. “You are a mature and attractive woman,” he said. “I assume that you are sexually active?”

       “I have had a few boyfriends, but I didn’t exactly play around. Mom died before I finished high school. Then my brother got married, and shortly after that he got sick. My Aunt took me in for awhile, until I was old enough to be on my own. It meant moving, losing old friends, giving up a lot of dreams, and accepting the fact that I was looking at a lifetime of hard work and low pay, earning my way without a degree. After that there was never enough time and energy for any kind of a real social life.”

       She watched his face to see if he was aware that she was dissembling. Brian had sent in a report of some sort, but she didn’t know how much detail he had provided his employer. It had obviously been enough information to lead to this interview. Had Brian been sent just to rate her qualities on the track, or in the bedroom as well? Perhaps he had reported their encounter in his motel room, not to betray her, but only because he considered it relevant information.

        If Mr. Frisk knew anything about their night together, he didn’t let it show.  

       “Sometimes the world is too much with us,” he agreed. “I suppose that is why we need to escape into a world of fantasy from time to time. Did any of your sexual partners play games in the bedroom?”

       Morgan squirmed a bit. She had asked him to be blunt, now she was finding herself uncomfortable with the personal turn the conversation was taking. She looked up and smiled shyly. “There was one boy who liked to play at being a pirate with a captive princess. I thought it was rather silly, but it seemed to turn him on.” 

       He nodded. “Exactly—sports, hobbies, all amusements are frivolous. Yet there are those who take them seriously, establish rituals, hierarchies, and protocols that are strictly observed by any who wish to participate. If a football player took the field without his helmet, he would be ejected from the game.”

       A perplexed frown wrinkled Morgan’s brow. “I thought we were talking about sex.”

       “We are talking about your job description,” he said. “The trainers insist that the women under their tutelage submit themselves in all ways. Naturally, there are safeguards against unintended consequences and serious physical harm, but as long as you are a participant, you will surrender the right to refuse their sexual demands as well. The requirements of this sport are unusual in many ways, that’s why the rewards are so great. You must decide if the prerequisites are too extreme for you before you enter the program. Personally, I hope they aren’t. It would be a tremendous waste of natural talent.” 

       An old joke was nagging in the back of Morgan’s mind. A man asked a woman if she would have sex with a stranger for a million dollars. When she confessed that she probably would, he offered her ten dollars. Outraged, the woman said:

       “What sort of girl do you think I am!?”

       “We have already established that,” he answered. “Now we are haggling over the price.”

       What was Morgan Mayfield’s price?

       She realized that she was biting off one of her fingernails, a habit she thought that she had overcome as a school girl. Disgusted with herself, she dropped her hands into her lap.

       “I know this isn’t an easy decision,” he said. “There have been too many disappointments in your life, and trust comes hard. Things that sound too good to be true usually are. You had a brief moment of glory in high school, collecting newspaper clipping for your scrap books and talking to college recruiters. All of that was snatched away through no fault of your own. I’m saying that you can hear the crowd cheer again, Morgan. You can still be someone special, with all of the rewards that you rightly deserve.” 

       “How much time do I have to think about this?” she asked.

       “The next training session begins in two weeks,” he said. “You will be given a copy of the contract to review at your leisure.”

       She realized that the interview was at an end. A thousand thoughts clamored for attention,  things that she would need to sort out before she made any decisions, but one question was uppermost in her mind. 

       “What’s in it for you?” she asked.

       Mr. Frisk smiled sadly and raised one of his metal canes as though it explained everything.

       “I need to watch you run.”






  

Chapter Four

 

       The cowgirl lowered her newspaper and looked up over her sunglasses in a brief study of Morgan, then unfolded her long denim clad legs and clopped across the inlaid stone floor of the terminal. 

       “Mayfield Morgan?”     

       “Morgan Mayfield,” said Morgan, realizing that the cowgirl had probably read her name from an alphabetized file and remembered it that way. “That’s me.” 

       Morgan started to offer her hand, but the cowgirl was still looking across the top of her sunglasses, a bit suspiciously now, as though wondering whether or not to take affront at having been corrected, and Morgan let her hand drop. 

       Morgan used the opportunity to observe the cowgirl as well. She was pretty, in a tough, weather worn sort of way. Her hat was sweat stained and frayed at the brim. Her small, pert breasts were prominent beneath a faded tank top. Her bare brown arms hinted at a wiry strength. Morgan assumed that she had been sent to pick up some tenderfoot at the airport, and wasn’t pleased with the chore.

       “All right then,” the cowgirl sounded bored. “Truck’s out front.” She pivoted on a well worn boot heel and strode toward the door. Morgan snatched up her flight bag and jogged a few steps to catch up. 

       No tip for her, Morgan decided.


       It was an ironic though, of course. Morgan had read the contract several times before she signed, knitting her brow and biting her lip at language that was at once politely euphemistic and brutally clinical. As a school girl, she had often wondered aloud with her friends what she would be willing to do for a million dollars. Now she faced that choice for real. Perhaps the deciding factor for her wasn’t the hope of eventually joining the idle rich, but the opposite attraction of a simple purposeful existence. Earning enough to help her brother had been the sole focus of her life for over a year. She was grateful for his recovery, but it had left a void. In her mind, agreeing to undertake this training was a final discharge of debt and duty, but without it she only would have felt empty and adrift.

       She knew by now that she wasn’t on her way to a dude ranch, and carrying her own bags would be the least of her new obligations. The experience that she had come to think of as her pre-induction physical had erased any illusions she might have been clinging to. The doctor had been coldly impersonal as he interrogated her about her sexual history and attitudes while probing and exploring every orifice. When she asked him if any of this was really his business, he informed her coldly that she was free to leave, but as long as she remained he would expect answers, and those answers had best be truthful and polite. 

       The hot wind hit Morgan as soon as she stepped out of the air conditioned terminal. It swept across the parking lot and lifted her hair. She looked swiftly around as she hurried toward the six wheeled diesel pickup that the cowgirl was disappearing into. The parking lot was nearly empty. There had been few passengers on the commuter plane, and few to greet them. The terminal and tower stood alone between the runway and the parking lot. The only signs of human habitation were the nearby rooftops of a town Morgan’s atlas had identified as Ambleton, population six hundred fifty four. Beyond that was a vast stony emptiness.

       Flight bag bumping her legs, Morgan reached the shotgun side of the pickup and opened the door. Several paper sacks filled with groceries were resting on the seat. The cowgirl wheeled her head swiftly and fixed Morgan with a cold eye.

       “In the back,” she said.

       Morgan set her bag in the pickup bed and started to reach for the groceries, but the cowgirl shot an arm across the seat to block her.

       “No! You! In the back!” She sounded impatient, as though she were being forced to explain something that should be evident.

       Morgan flushed, and nearly rose to the challenge. She had mentally prepared herself for a job description that would include times of discomfort and embarrassment, but she hadn’t expected her new life to begin without prelude, and she hadn’t expected deliberate humiliations.

       The cowgirl stared back with a dangerous set in her thin lips and narrow grey eyes.

       “If you’re going to be trouble,” she said. “The airport is back there.”

       And there it was. This was the real moment of truth for Morgan, not signing a contract in a plush office, but accepting abuse from a surly cowgirl in a parking lot.

       She lowered her eyes. “Yes Ma’am.”

       Victory softened the cowgirl’s voice. “That’s better. Maybe we’ll get along after all. Now get your ass back there”

       Morgan followed her flight bag into the back of the truck and sat behind the cab where she would be shielded from the slipstream. The back of the truck was nearly filled with paraphernalia already; toolboxes, bundles of rope and harness leather, and a saddle. 

       Baggage, she thought. I’m nothing to her but one more bit of baggage.

        The truck leaped forward and left rubber on the pavement as it turned on to the highway. Morgan braced her hands and feet against the sides of the truck bed to avoid being thrown about.

       Ambleton was low and flat and colorless, a cluster of stores and houses gathered around the junction of two highways. It receded swiftly. When even the water tower had fallen below the horizon, the truck turned off onto a narrow gravel road and slid to a halt.

       Morgan coughed at the cloud of dust that rose up around the truck, and saw the cowgirl standing beside the truck looking at her as the wind cleared the air.

       “Get out,” she said.

       Morgan stepped out of the truck and just stood there. She wondered if she was being ejected for some unknown fault, and whether or not she should retrieve her bag.

       “Strip.”

       Morgan wasn’t sure that she had heard correctly. “Excuse me?”

       “I want to see what I have to work with here. Show it to me.”

       Morgan glanced around. There was no sign of human life, only rocks and sickly looking vegetation she couldn’t identify. This was no calendar picture desert of buttes and giant cacti. It looked more like NASA transmissions from Mars. They were alone, but completely exposed under the pitiless sun and open sky. This was hardly a romantic setting. Nor was this unfriendly stranger anyone that Morgan wished to display her body for. 

       “Here?” she said incredulously. “Now?”

       The cowgirl sighed and unbuckled her tooled leather belt. “I knew you were going to be trouble.”

       Morgan began to unbutton her blouse, recognizing in some way not yet fully grasped that she was being threatened. She stood clutching her blouse for a brief moment of confusion. She hadn’t worn a bra, and was suddenly naked from the waist up. 

       “Where?” She held up the blouse.

       The cowgirl pointed vaguely toward the pickup bed. If she was impressed with the view, she gave no sign, but began to slide her belt free of its trouser loops. It made a sound like a snake moving through heavy grass.

       “Hurry up.”

       Morgan tossed her blouse into the truck and skinned out of her jeans as she kicked off her shoes, suddenly impatient to get this over with, to deny this woman the pleasure of any lingering strip tease. She looked up a bit defiantly, but her face fell when she saw that the cowgirl had wrapped the belt once around her fist, leaving several inches of leather tail dangling at her side. 

       She is going to beat me with her belt! Even as she gave form to the thought, Morgan couldn’t actually believe it.

       “I did what you wanted,” she said. She didn’t intend to sound petulant, but fear made it come out that way.

       “I asked you twice,” the cowgirl said without rancor. “The back talk isn’t helping either. Socks.”

       Morgan realized that she was ridiculous standing there in only her socks, like a porn star between takes. She ripped them off and tossed them atop the pile.

       “Turn around.” The cowgirl dropped the truck’s tailgate with a bang. “Put your elbows on that.”

       Trembling, expecting the worst, Morgan obeyed. She was wondering if her courage would fail her so soon. Would she even arrive at her destination before she washed out of this program? Bending over, she was uncomfortably aware of the way she was forced to present her most private parts.

       The touch of the woman’s hand upon her thigh was unexpectedly gentle, and Morgan flinched a bit before she caught herself. She realized that she was being assessed, not as a potential sex partner, or even a victim. The woman was judging her like horseflesh.

       “State record in the mile?” said the cowgirl.

       “Yes, Ma’am.” Morgan calmed a bit. 

       The muscles of her back and shoulders were kneaded. “Upper body looks a bit weak though. We’ll have to work on that.” The hand strayed beneath to squeeze Morgan’s pectoral muscle, then her breast. Morgan gasped as her nipple was pinched hard. The cowgirl just chuckled and tugged it playfully. 

       The hand moved down, over the lower back muscles, the sacral dimples, a trailing, teasing finger toyed with Morgan’s crack. Then the examination returned to the legs. “No injuries, shin splints, blown knees, foot troubles?”

       “No Ma’am.” Morgan stared ahead into the back of the truck, realizing that the tree of the saddle in there was too narrow for any horse’s back, and the rider’s seat tilted up at an impossible angle for riding a four legged mount.

       The hand stroked upward and dallied between Morgan’s thighs. A sharp slap on the thighs warned her as she instinctively drew her legs together. The toe of a boot rapped the inside of her ankles painfully.

        “Spread.”

       The cowgirl outfit should have tipped her off right away, Morgan realized, but it was too dusty and worn to be mere costume. This cowgirl wasn’t assuming a role just to play the butch. The hand between Morgan’s legs was knowing and skilled in the art of pleasure, but it was a hand callused from the real work of ranching and familiar with the ways of rope and leather. Just looking at her, Morgan sensed that this cowgirl could ride hard, lasso a maverick, or gentle a fractious mount. Morgan knew without having seen it that there would be a bullwhip hanging beside the cowgirl’s bunk.

         A hard finger entered Morgan’s now damp slit and explored deeply, making her gasp. It was different from Brian’s touch. He had been making love. This was more like the Doctor’s examination, indifferent and clinical. She began to quicken in spite of the circumstances, riding the slow thrusts of that finger with a gentle rocking motion.

       “That took long enough,” sniffed the cowgirl. “Most gals are wet before I get their clothes off, but they don’t get here by being hotshot jocks.”

       The finger slipped out, and Morgan began to relax, thinking that the worst of this might be over, then the finger was back with a partner, and the two of them were working her, seeking all of the places that made her whimper. The fingers withdrew and moved back to the tighter hole, finding Morgan resistant. 

       “Relax!” The cowgirl smacked her again, this time the blow splatted.

       Morgan realized that the entire examination was being conducted with one hand, that the cowgirl’s other hand was still clutching her belt. The threat still hovered. 

       “Please!” Morgan pleaded softly as a damp finger forced her. 

       “You’re tight,” observed the cowgirl. “We will need to work on that as well.”

       She spoke with a husky purr now. The bitch was enjoying this, delighting in Morgan’s hurt and humiliation, getting off on her fear. There was anticipation in her voice. The finger wiggled impudently, teasing Morgan’s tight channel until she clenched against it, then it wrenched free so abruptly that she whined a bit with quiet alarm.

       Two fingers entered her this time, hurting, twisting. The back window of the truck reflected Morgan’s stunned face.

       The cowgirl wiped her hand on Morgan’s thigh. “We’ll clean you up properly when we get you home.” 

       A hard hand smack on Morgan’s rump punctuated the comment. The smack on her other cheek was presumably for maintaining symmetry or perhaps just for fun.  

       Morgan was hanging her head in shame, still distracted by the rude way she had just been examined and invaded, when the first stroke of the leather fell. She jerked upright and threw a shocked glare at the woman behind her, silently communicating the impossibility of standing still and taking any more of THIS!

       But a hand in her hair forced Morgan back around and down until her face nearly hit the tailgate. She threw her hands flat to prevent the collision, leaving her rear undefended. Another stroke swept across her ass. This one was harder.

       “Don’t! You! Move!” hissed the cowgirl. 

       Morgan spent the next five minutes clenching her teeth, clawing the bed of the pickup,  and making very undignified noises as she tried hard not to let this woman know just how much this beating hurt. 

       What made it worse was the insouciant way the beating was administered. The strap sailed in with practiced and measured strokes.


       The contract had mentioned corporeal discipline, but Morgan had assumed that it was reserved only for major offenses, and administered only after some sort of due process. She had imagined that punishments might be solemn military affairs, with assemblies and drum rolls. It had been her belief that she could learn the rules early and obey them, and avoid any unpleasantness altogether.

       So this was a rude shock to her, this casual sentencing for an insignificant infraction. She knew that this was meant as a demonstration. The cowgirl was letting her know that punishment would be given without hesitation or remorse, and there would be no appeal. Morgan was being shown who was boss. This might be a turning point in Morgan’s life, but for the cowgirl it was just another day.

       Morgan found herself counting the strokes silently, though she had started late and had no idea what the final tally might be. It was a trick of the mind, to distract her from the unimaginable roaring pain. All of her self control was required to keep her from kicking back or running away. She was being tested, she realized, and was determined to pass.

       “I’m sorry. Please! What do you want from me?”

       The flailing strap paused.

       “We use all of your holes—anytime we want—for whatever we want.”

       Morgan swallowed hard, though her throat was dry. “Yes, Ma’am.”

       The leather struck again. “I can’t hear you!”

       “Yes, Ma’am!” Morgan shrieked as the belt struck again. Pain was only a part of the reason. This chastising was just so unjust!

       “You do whatever we say.” Her aim was true. The tail of the belt struck the same spot for a third time.

       “Yes, Ma’am!” Morgan was surprised at how desperate she sounded.

       “You don’t question or hesitate.”

       “AHHH! Yes, Ma’am!” 

       Coward!

       The cowgirl used a handful of Morgan’s hair to haul her upright. “Get your shoes on.” 

       When Morgan started to reach back to feel her bottom, imagining that it must be in bleeding tatters, the cowgirl brandished the belt. “Don’t even think about touching that ass!” she warned. “It belongs to me now.” 

       As Morgan kicked into her shoes and watched the cowgirl bind her hands in front of her with rough sisal, she became aware for the first time that her eyes burned and her nose ran and her throat was raw from screaming. She almost asked why she needed to be bound, when she had already taken a beating without resistance, then remembered the rule forbidding questions, and realized that she would almost certainly give the cowgirl an excuse to punish her again—soon.

       Leaving about twenty feet of slack in the line, the cowgirl made a loop of the other end of the rope and hooked it over the truck’s trailer hitch. As she opened the driver’s side door, the cowgirl looked back and smiled for the first time since Morgan met her.

       “Now it’s time to show me what you can do.”






  

Chapter Five

 

       Morgan arrived at the Bar-S Ranch staggering and breathless. When the truck finally stopped, she collapsed gratefully in the dirt, halfway between the round pen and the barn. Sweat had streaked her coat of road dust, and she lacked the strength to swat at the flies that burrowed under her tangled hair to gnaw her scalp. It would have been awkward to try, since she was still tethered to the bumper of the truck.

       She looked drowsily around at several pairs of feet. Some were shod in Roman style sandals, others wore boots. They stood in a rough circle around her, spectators to her abasement. She was lightheaded from the heat, and imagined herself an ancient captive, returned in triumph behind a conqueror’s chariot, a spoil of war.

       Just kill me now, she thought wearily.

       The truck door slammed, and the throng parted to let the cowgirl through. Morgan recognized the cowgirl’s boots, black leather, with little silver caps over the toes. 

       “Kiss them,” said the cowgirl softly.

       Morgan managed to rise to her elbows and knees and shuffle forward. The spectators were silent. No voice was raised to protest or defend her, but no one mocked her either. She retained just enough awareness of her situation to feel shame as she planted a careful peck on the toe of each boot, completing a ritual that had doubtless played out in this yard before. 

       “Now lick them.”

       The boots were dusty, but fortunately Morgan wasn’t expected to clean them completely. After she made a few tentative licks on one toe she was offered the other. Still, the taste of boot polish and dust lingered on her tongue afterward. A hand from above ruffled her hair affectionately. She almost wept with gratitude.

       Then the cowgirl was squatting beside her to untie the knots at her wrists. “You did well,” she said. “I was expecting you to drop about a mile back.”

       “Thank you, Ma’am,” Morgan croaked. 

       Someone handed the cowgirl a bowl of water, and she placed it on the ground in front of Morgan. 

       “Go easy,” she cautioned. “Not too much at first. You don’t want to throw it all up again.”

       Her first tentative sips soothed her burning throat and sat cold and heavy in her stomach, but when it stayed down, Morgan buried her face in the water and drank, not caring that she was being watered as a beast. She expected nothing more now. The last hour had opened her eyes to brutal new realities.

       “What are you calling her?” asked a male voice.

       “She is a stubborn one,” the cowgirl said. “I guess ‘Jenny’ will have to do for now. I want her paired with Button. Think you can make something out of her, Soupcan?”

       “I reckon,” answered another male voice. He sounded pleased.

       “Get her cleaned up and let her rest until bedtime. Then bring her to me.”

       The boots turned and started to leave, then paused as the cowgirl thought of something else. “Oh, and don’t use her ass just yet, she needs to be opened up first.”

       “Yes, Sarah.” This time Soupcan didn’t sound as pleased.

       Sarah! Thought Jenny That’s the cowgirl’s name. She never even bothered to tell me.


       At the same time, she realized her own name had just been changed, and the loss of her old identity bothered her less than it should have. In spite of her exhaustion, she felt oddly exhilarated and expectant. To begin a new life, she should have a new name. 

       She tried not to think about Sarah’s parting admonition. The prospect of being ‘opened up’ didn’t sound pleasant.

       “Get up, Jenny girl,” said Soupcan impatiently. “You’ve had enough time to catch your breath. The rest of you as you were. The show’s over.” 

       Rubbing her rope burned wrists, Jenny stood unsteadily and looked around. In many ways, this place appeared to be no more than a working ranch, with barns, board fences, and a low sprawling house. In a corral, four horses gazed curiously at her. An ancient windmill squeaked lazily in the breeze.

       Then Jenny’s eyes fell on a low trestle in the center of the yard. She squinted in disbelief for awhile, seeing something completely out of context and finally making sense of it. It was a pillory. A sort of yoke had been mounted on a stout post. The three holes bored into the thick hinged beam were sized to hold a female neck and wrists. A waist high horizontal plank extending behind the yoke was presumably meant to support the user’s body and forestall fatigue. A short post under the far end of the plank had a split set of stocks bolted to it a few inches above ground level.. The wide spaced openings in that plank could only be meant to hold ankles. Jenny didn’t need to strain her imagination to envision a naked girl imprisoned in that device, bent, spread, and ass up. She would be on display for anyone who happened to be in the yard, obscenely open to any passing eyes. Jenny already knew that physical punishment was rendered without mercy or appeal here. Her stinging bottom was proof of that. How cruel would they be with a girl who was held helpless in such a device? What sort of crime would merit such severity? Would the girl who rode this trestle be shunned, or worse, made available to all? She made a silent promise to herself that she would never have a reason to find out. The pillory was unoccupied at the moment, and Jenny could only hope that it was reserved for special occasions, or had been placed there merely to threaten. 

       The small crowd that had been assembled to greet her included men and women. They had been engaged in various tasks when the truck rolled between the gateposts with a naked girl tottering behind, and she had provided them with a brief distraction. She had a moment to observe them as they turned away.

       Most of the women were attractive, athletic, and nearly naked. They were dressed in leather harnesses of various designs, and shod in leather sandals with straps rising high on their shins, like ancient gladiators. Some wore bridles and grimaced around mouth bits. They sported tails that matched the color of their hair. The sides of their heads had been shorn smooth, leaving a longish Mohawk growing down the center of their heads. 

       They have manes! thought Jenny.

       Most of the men and some of the women were dressed as ranch hands usually dress in the western U.S., in jeans and tee shirts, hats and boots. There was one important difference. All of them had a small whip or riding bat dangling from their hips. One of these men stood with arms akimbo, regarding Jenny with interest. He was a short man, with the cocky manner common to men who are sensitive about their height, and out to prove their measure in other ways. The whip he wore at his side seemed comically short to her, perhaps no more than a badge of office, like a scepter. Beyond the blunt handle was a foot of heavy braided leather, knotted near the end, with two small tails dangling as a sort of afterthought. 

       “Another string bean,” he drawled, looking up at her. “No wonder she paired you with Button.” Beside him, a tall girl grinned around her bit and winked at Jenny by way of introduction.

Jenny liked her immediately.

       It’s going to be all right. If this girl can treat it all as a huge joke, this is hardly the concentration camp I feared it might be.

       “Button, take her to the tack room. Hose her down and try to get her halfway ready, and try not to talk her ear off.” As he spoke, Soupcan was removing Button’s bridle. He sorted through the keys hanging at his side until he found one that fit the padlock on the front of Button’s belt. She sighed as he unlocked it. Jenny wasn’t sure if she was expressing relief or sadness. 

       Button bowed low. “Thank you, Master Soupcan.” 

       Beneath Button’s  polite obeisance Jenny sensed an impudence barely held in check. As she took her bow, the bottom she turned toward Jenny was crisscrossed with scarlet stripes. Jenny guessed that this was a girl who invited punishment, demanded it with every smirk and sidelong glance, every swish of her saucy little tail. Yet no amount of physical punishment was likely to reform her incorrigible nature. 

       Dismissed, Button smiled and took Jenny by the hand. She was about to lead the new girl away when Soupcan took Jenny’s chin between thumb and forefinger to direct her eyes toward him. Her first instinct was to swat his hand away, but she sensed that he would be looking for an excuse to unholster the whip at his side. So she dampened the fire behind her eyes and composed her expression to display nothing except polite attention.

       “You mind Button now, same as you would me. If I hear that you gave her any trouble, I’ll lace into your ass.” He touched the braided whip at his side, and Jenny noticed his fingertips caress the handle briefly, as though he was eager to use it. 

       “Yes, Sir,” she squeaked. When he let go of her chin she bowed to him as she had seen Button do, hoping that she was getting it right, and that he wouldn’t take it as mockery. But he was already turning away from her, shouting curses at someone across the yard, and Button was tugging at her hand.

       “Don’t let him scare you,” Button scoffed. “He’s mostly bluff.” She led the way across the yard toward the rear of the ranch house, a huge two story expanse of glass and fieldstone with a long wide porch. “Welcome to the Bar-S,” she said, then lowered her voice. “We just call it the Bare Ass, but not when Sarah or the grooms are listening.” 

       “I’ll try to mind my manners.” Jenny wondered if Button was only playing the part of a rebel to test her. Perhaps anything disloyal that Jenny said would be secretly reported later. 

       “Rumor has it you’re a ringer,” said Button.

       “A what?”

       “I watched you come in. We all did.” She giggled. “They always make us watch when new girls arrive. Half the time they are passed out in the back of the truck. Most of the others are practically crawling. You were still hauling ass! So I’m thinking the buzz is right. Master Frisk had you brought in because he wants a real runner, not some useless show pony.” 

       “I was afraid that if I fell, I would be dragged.” Jenny shuddered as she remembered the times when she had slowed enough to let the rope go tight and jerk her forward. 

       “Nah,” Sarah can be a bitch, but she wouldn’t damage the goods like that. She would have just stopped and whipped you back to your feet. She never had to do that with you though. I’m considered a pretty good runner, but I can see I have to do some serious training to keep up if you and I are going to be teamed.”

       “I thought that we were all here for serious training,” said Jenny

       “Not that kind. I mean, for most of us it’s just a sex trip. We dig the whole human animal thing, dressing up in a fancy rig and pulling the Master’s cart. Some are just pain sluts, like me.” She giggled. “But lately there is a whole new element running the shows. They don’t care how pretty you prance. They want to see hard bodies out there, charging the finish line. That’s why we have lightweight shrimps like Soupcan riding behind us, and that’s why we work in teams now. One girl can pull a passenger at a walk, but if you want to get up any speed, you need at least two.”   

       Jenny was observing her new companion as they walked together, mesmerized by the way her bottom swayed. The tail was attached to the rear of her belt at the top of her butt crack. The tresses had been gathered together to fall from a series of heavy brass rings that had been stacked and  welded together to form an upward curving cylinder. This lifted the tail jauntily up and out, so that instead of obscuring the view, it merely accentuated it. Descending from this tail holder was a flat strip of brass that followed the furrow of her buttocks and disappeared between them. Each step she took made the tail bounce and swing. Jenny had imagined that a horsetail would only make a woman appear ridiculous, but Button’s tail seemed almost a part of her and attracted the eye to one of her better features. 

       Not that any part of the girl was less than magnificent. Button’s hair was a close match in color to Jenny’s auburn tresses, and she was of the same height and general build. Unlike Jenny, Button had been browned by days spent in the desert sun, and even her upper body appeared unusually strong. Her shorn temples flattered her, and gave her an exotic look. Her pert breasts rode high on a muscular chest, and two gold rings dangled from her nipples. She’s a tawny beast thought Jenny enviously.

       Button led her to a door of ironbound planks and opened it. Beyond it was a tiled room like a communal shower, with bright stainless steel fixtures and a central floor drain. In addition to the standard valves and shower heads were flexible stainless steel hoses that terminated in thick douche nozzles.

       “We’ll need to get cleaned up quick,” said Button. “If I know Soupcan, he will be along shortly to check you out. He’s a real sucker for strange stuff.” 

       She was stripping out of her harness as she spoke. When the wide shoulder straps were dangling, and the belt unbuckled, Button spread her legs and reached between them, looking up to catch Jenny’s eyes.

       “Curious?” she asked.

       Jenny nodded dumbly and watched as Button eased something thick and black out from inside herself.

       “I was a little miss smart ass this morning, so Soupcan gave me the large economy size.” Button held it up for Jenny to see. 

       The brass strip descending from the tail holder had actually been a sort of “J” shaped hook. Mounted on the point of the hook was a thick latex cone. It was shining with lubricant, but Jenny could only imagine how uncomfortable it must have been to wear. Her mind reeled. The blunt language of the contract she signed had still left her unprepared for the reality.

       “That was…” Jenny couldn’t bring herself to finish.

       “Up my ass, yup!” Button seemed almost proud. “It was only partly for discipline, of course. Soupcan likes easy access.” With a quick twist of her wrist, she separated the plug from the tail holder.

       She took the plug to a steel sink and began washing it. On a shelf above the sink were several more of these devices, in various sizes and shapes. Some were long and slender, others short and blunt, or curved spirals.

       “Go ahead and get started,” she called over her shoulder. “There’s plenty of hot water.”

       Jenny needed a little time to figure out the valves, but soon had the shower flowing and the water temperature adjusted. She kicked off her shoes and stepped under the torrent, grateful for the restorative power of hot water on tired muscles. She stood for a long moment with her head thrown back, letting the water stream over her face and through her hair.

        The shy fingertips creeping across her ribs to seek her breasts startled her. 

       “Shhh,” whispered Button, her breath hot against Jenny’s ear. “They don’t mind if we play together. It’s not like we’re going to use it up.”

       Jenny realized that Button had misunderstood the cause of her hesitation. This ranch was a world apart. The rules were different here.

       “I never...”

       “Sorry!” Button dropped her hands and stepped back. “Maybe I’m not your type?”

       Jenny felt immediate regret. “It’s not that. I mean, I don’t have much experience. I’m not sure I even have a type.”

       Button giggled. “Oh, this is weird! You’re not like a virgin or something.”

       Jenny laughed a nervous, mirthless laugh, wanting Button to like her and be at ease.

       “Only with other girls,” she said.

       Button reached up and touched the side of her face. “Oh, honey! You’ll need to get over that real quick.” She was suddenly serious. “Sarah isn’t into seduction.” Her hand moved slowly from Jenny’s face to the back of her neck.

       Jenny was about to ask Button to explain, but the girl was already moving in for a kiss, and Jenny could only open her mouth and close her eyes. It was more pleasant than she might have imagined. Button’s mouth was softly insistent, her tongue questing between Jenny’s lips and arousing her in spite of herself. 

       Jenny deliberately relaxed, repressing her desire for sex had become a habit when she had a duty to her family. For the first time, she realized that she was finally free to shed those inhibitions. In this place, it was expected of her. Tentatively at first, she raised her hands and sought Button’s soft little breasts, fingering the ringed nipples gingerly, as though afraid that the wounds would still be fresh. Button leaned into the touch to encourage her, moaning into her mouth. Her skin was smooth, and the flesh warm and firm beneath. Jenny felt herself quicken. 

       Whimpering with the sudden discovery of a need too long denied, Jenny abandoned Button’s lips and sought the tender lobe of the girl’s ear, the hollow of her neck. 

       Button dropped to her knees and buried her face against Jenny’s belly, kissing her way down, pausing to tease her navel with an impertinent tongue that hinted of joys to come. 

       Jenny sagged against the wall, feeling her legs open to invite the descending kisses. Her hands began to glide over Button’s smooth skull, winding their way up to grasp the tufts of her mane. Jenny cried out softly at the first flicker of that dainty tongue against her labia, a cry that became a desperate wail as the busy little worm separated the lips and burrowed deeper, seeking the swelling nub of her clit. Button’s hands were busy as well, reaching around Jenny to clench her ass cheeks, awakening a pins and needles sensation in the welted skin that evoked memories surprisingly charged with a new erotic force. 

       The climax that shook her was unexpectedly sudden, coming up out of a deep emotional well and shocking her with its power.

       She dropped to her knees beside Button, raising the girl’s face to thank her with a kiss, tasting herself on Button’s lips. Button grinned back at her, blinking and squinting in the cascade of water that still poured over them.

        Jenny realized abruptly that it would only be fair to return the favor, and was summoning the nerve to take the initiative, when she looked over Button’s shoulder and saw Soupcan leaning against the doorway.

       “I do love my job,” he said.






  

Chapter Six

 

 

       “You had your fun, ladies,” said Soupcan gruffly. “Now it’s time to get busy with the soap and water.” 

       Jenny was embarrassed, not by her nudity, she was already becoming accustomed to being naked in front of others, and it helped that she wasn’t the only one, but she had been caught in an intimate act by a stranger. The contract had made it clear that she was giving up her right to privacy, but she hadn’t expected to become the star performer in a sex show.

       Get used to it, honey she admonished herself. Soon she would be running naked for a cheering crowd.

       Button took it in stride, picking up the soap with a cheerful greeting for Soupcan and a wink for Jenny. She lathered up a washrag and went to work. 

       “Turn around,” she said. “I’ll do your back.”

       Jenny turned her face to the shower wall to shut out the sight of Soupcan’s leer. As Button’s soapy fingers traveled over her back, then between her cheeks, she tried to pretend that they were still alone. 

       “Don’t forget her hair,” said Soupcan, spoiling that illusion.

       He was still very much there when the girls stepped out of the shower and toweled dry, but he had tired of the show by that time and was laying out a set of barber tools on a steel cart. There was a plastic chair beside him. He pointed to it with a meaningful look at Jenny. She sat in the chair and gripped the arms hard to discharge nervous tension.

       It’s only hair, she told herself.

       It was button who did most of the work, however. She carefully snipped away the hair from the sides of Jenny’s head, cutting close to the scalp, running her fingers through the locks to remove any tangles, and laying them carefully aside on the cart in straight windrows. Jenny remembered that the other girls she had seen wore tails that matched the color of their hair exactly, and realized that she was providing the raw material for a tail of her own.

       Button treated it as a routine task, chatting gaily as she snipped, lathered, and shaved. Jenny couldn’t keep her eyes off the pile of hair accumulating on the cart, another part of her identity casually tossed away. It will grow back she reminded herself. Yet she mourned the loss.

       “You won’t look so much like a baby robin after your sun tan evens out,” Button said. “You have brunette skin like mine, so you ought to brown up just fine. Don’t worry about burning. We use sun block by the gallon here, and we generally take a siesta during the heat of the day.”

       She used a safety razor to clear away the stubble, apologizing for the way it scraped Jenny’s scalp. “Your skin will toughen up after awhile,” she reassured. “I usually do mine in the shower every morning. It takes less time than shampooing and conditioning. You need to hook your knees over the arms of the chair and scootch forward now so I can get your pussy.”

       Jenny’s face must have betrayed her shock at this request, yet she should have expected it. Button’s smooth mound provided enough of a clue.

       Button just laughed. “It’s easier if we do each other. Otherwise you need to prop up a mirror between your legs to keep from missing spots. Don’t worry, I haven’t nicked anybody yet. Anyway, you’ll probably have to do mine for me later, and I’ll want you to be just as careful with me.”

       Jenny spread herself as she had been told. She held herself very still and looked up at the ceiling as a buzzing pair of clippers sheared her pubic hair to a stubble. The clippers tickled her, re-igniting the fire that Button’s tongue had kindled earlier. Even Jenny’s trepidation failed to dampen it. Button switched the clippers off and set them aside, then brushed away the cut hair and lathered the area. Jenny whimpered as a cold razor scraped at her tender places, but Button was well practiced and pulled the folds of her labia gently to one side and the other to keep the skin taught and avoid accidents.

       “You might get a little rash down there at first,” Button said apologetically. “Powder helps with that” 

       Finished, she wiped the remains of the lather away with a towel and held up a hand mirror for Jenny to see. The creature staring back at Jenny was startling and barbaric. The razor had left her scalp red and irritated, and the skin was indecently pale, yet she could see that her well shaped head made her new look weirdly flattering. The hair that remained had been clipped to a length of about three inches,  long enough to curl a bit. She had a mane now, just like Button.

       Soupcan’s face appeared in her mirror as well, like a moon rising over her shoulder. She detected something pent up and dangerous in his expression. A rough hand rubbed across the side of her head. 

       “You missed a spot.” His voice was very soft.

       Button knew him better than Jenny did, and evidently sensed danger as well. “Where, Sir?” she asked meekly.

       “Give me the razor, I’ll take care of it.”

       Jenny held very still as he steadied her with a finger under her chin and the razor scraped slowly over her scalp. “That’s better,” he said huskily.

       Jenny was following his hand with her eyes as he handed the razor back to Button. He had lowered his zipper earlier, apparently, when the girls had their attention elsewhere. So the thick cock that suddenly poked at Jenny’s face was a complete surprise.

       “Blech!” She turned her head away, reacting without thinking.

       It was exactly the response Soupcan had planned for. His hand tightened on the back of her neck. The chair scraped across the floor as he toppled her out of it and down to her knees on the cold tile. She had to slap the floor with the palms of her hands to protect her face from injury as the pressure of his hand forced her low and still lower until she was kissing the toe of his boot.

       “Sarah warned me that you was a stubborn one,” he snarled. “Jenny the mule!”

       It was another deliberate ambush, she realized, part of the plan. They would keep her constantly alert and obedient with the threat of sudden random punishment. Understanding their system didn’t make it any easier to bear.

       “Get that ass up.”

       Becoming an accomplice to her own punishments, groveling and humiliating herself, that was part of the plan as well. She drew her knees against her chest and waited.

       Soupcan’s silly little whip had a surprising bite. She yelped with shock at the first hot stroke across her bottom, and she resolved to endure the rest more stoically, preparing for the worst with closed eyes and clenched fists. It was over quickly, only a correction after all, a brief lesson for the new girl. He left just a dozen lines of fire blazing across her naked ass, but they came rapidly, and her control swiftly dissolved until she was writhing on the floor. He planted a foot in the center of her back to pin her down. The lash followed her contortions, always finding one cheek or the other.     

       “Up now, filly.”

       Trembling, she levered herself slowly up to her knees, knowing the task that would await her, the customary tribute of  conquered women. She had been mentally preparing herself for this when she first laid eyes on Soupcan and took his measure. She knew his type. He would consider fellatio an art form and cunnilingus a perversion. 

       She opened wide. She had to. His cock was of normal length, but unusually thick. A soup can she realized, feeling his cold hands against her scalp. He wanted her to take it deep. She knew he would. Bullies are the same everywhere. For them, sex is just another way of stealing power. He wanted to hear her retch as she choked him past her gag reflex. He wanted her to gaze up at him, acknowledging her Lord and Master as he took his pleasure. He was clean at least. The pubic hair tickling her nose still smelled faintly of soap.

       “That’s right,” he sighed. “Make it big and hard. Button, sweet thing, fetch me the grease.” 

       He made it sound like a polite request, but he was speaking very softly again. Jenny was already learning that this was not a good sign where he was concerned. 

       Button scurried to obey. Jenny wasn’t sure if fear or lust fed her haste. Perhaps for her they were the same thing.

       Soupcan put a hand on Jenny’s forehead to keep her in place as he backed away from her. She wiped spittle from her chin with the back of her hand, mildly surprised that he hadn’t finished in her mouth. She had already been steeling herself for the bitter taste of his slimy discharge. There would have been no question about swallowing. 

       “Bend over this way, darlin’. Put your hands on Jenny’s shoulders so’s she can look at your face while I tail you.”

       “Yes, Sir,” said Button respectfully, handing him a small jar. When she was in position, and only Jenny could see the expression on her face, she smirked and winked, making it clear that this proposition wasn’t entirely unwelcome. It was an oddly intimate position, Button leaning down with her fingers gently curled over Jenny’s shoulders like a mother speaking earnestly to a child. 

       Jenny could see between Button’s widespread legs, where Soupcan was taking his stance and enjoying the view. In Button’s eyes, Jenny read an eagerness, seasoned with apprehension. Her smile went tight and her brow furrowed slightly as Soupcan dipped two fingers into the jar and thrust them roughly into her. He twisted the fingers around, working her a little to make her relax. He worked himself harder with his fist, until his cock was flushed with blood and twitching slightly with the rhythm of his pulse.

       “Keep your eyes open now, both of you. Nobody turns away. You watch this now, Jenny.” 

       He moved into position, spreading Button’s cheeks and grinding in slowly. Button whimpered, but she was experienced, and held her position.

       “Think about how it’s going to feel when it’s your turn.”

       Button bumped her forehead against Jenny’s as he forced his way deep. “Sorry,“ she whispered with a pained, apologetic smile. 

        Jenny smiled back sympathetically as Button began to rock. Soupcan’s greasy fingers curled around her collar bones as he steadied her and drew her back against his thrusts. His tightening grip on Button was transmitted through her fingertips. Jenny winced as Button involuntarily clawed her shoulders. She reached up tentatively and cradled Button’s face in her hands. Button tilted her head and opened her mouth slightly, anticipating the comforting kiss.

       Much later, Soupcan pulled Button away by taking a handful of her mane. 

       “Save it for lights out,” he growled. Reaching around her, he dipped a hand between her legs and plunged two stiff fingers into her. His thumb rolled gently over her clit.

       “Yes, Sir,” she said contritely. Her eyes were glazed and distant. “Permission to come, Sir?”

       “Oh yeah, I think that’s a good idea. Come for us, show Jenny how a good little filly takes it in the ass and loves it.”

       He began to use her hard then, with deep, pounding thrusts, pushing her to the brink and over. Even in the extremity of sensation, Button’s concern seemed to be focused on keeping her weight from burdening Jenny, and she only steadied herself against Jenny’s shoulders as she absorbed the ramming.

       When she climaxed, she muted her cries within pursed lips out of consideration for Jenny, and actually giggled when she realized how silly she must look, red faced and grimacing, a ravaged female animal in heat, but to Jenny it seemed Button had attained a sort of primitive beauty. 

       Soupcan paused and mopped his brow with a forearm. “You keep your head up and your eyes open now. I want Jenny to see how good ole Soupy’s dick can make a gal feel.”

       Button met Jenny’s eyes. Her smile was weary, yet genuine. It was the comic smirk of a kitty full of cream, satisfied and drowsy. 

       He reached down and cradled her chin in his hand. “Was that a good one?”

       She kissed the fingers that had just pleasured her. “Yes, Sir. Thank you, Sir.”

       It was a rare tender moment at the Bar -S , and a brief one. He wasn’t finished with her yet.

       He extended his fingers for her to suck clean as he settled himself in for the rest of what turned out to be a very long, hard ride. 






  

Chapter Seven

 

       The black girl was sitting naked on the edge of her bunk. Her left hand was resting lightly on her left knee. Her right elbow was braced against the inside of her right knee, and she was slowly curling a heavy dumbbell. Bent over as she was, her latisimus dorsi flared like a cobra’s hood, and her biceps rolled up into a hard ball with each contraction. On the bed beside her, a stunning blonde, also naked, was lying on her belly with her chin in her hands reading a Hollywood gossip magazine. Neither one of them looked up when Button and Jenny entered the bunkhouse.

       “The bed at the end is vacant, and mine is right next door” said Button. “The view sucks, but you will find that all you do in here most of the time is sleep anyway.”

       There was no view, Jenny noticed. The wood framed walls were unfinished inside. Batts of fiberglass insulation kept out the night chill. Someone had thumb tacked a calendar to one of the studs. The calendar boy wore a cowboy hat, boots, and a smile. The days had been crossed off up to the present one. The only windows in the room were too high for anyone look out of. It was a simple barracks, a warehouse for girls. 

       “It’s fine,” said Jenny, testing the mattress with her palm. “I was beginning to think that we might be expected to sleep in open stalls on a bed of straw.” She noted that there were no bureaus or closets, and realized that she hadn’t seen her clothing or luggage since she had stripped for Sarah the cowgirl hours ago. It felt odd to have no personal possessions to put away. 

       “I’m sure Sarah considered it,” Button giggled and lowered her voice with a glance toward the black girl and the blonde. “I think the theory is to keep us thinking like obedient beasts during training sessions. They don’t want us talking when we’re in harness, you know, or doing anything else that humans usually do. On our own time, though, we get plenty of latitude, and they take good care of us; three squares, decent beds, plenty of hot water. We wouldn’t be any good to them if we got sick. Who wants to watch a bunch of run down old nags staggering around the track?”

       Jenny realized that their humane treatment wasn’t entirely a matter of kindness. The pony girls represented an investment that had to be maintained. She looked across the room, where the black girl was shaking out her arm as she transferred the weight to her other hand. Had the dumbbell been provided for her as a special favor, or was it personal property that she had been allowed to keep? Jenny remembered how Button had lowered her voice when she talked about Sarah. There were things going on at the Bar-S that Jenny didn’t understand. She smelled petty politics and conspiracy in the air.

       “There is plenty of sex to be had here too—apparently,” she said dryly, dropping wearily on to the bed.

       Button grinned, recalling recent events. “Remember the old rumor about saltpeter in the food at summer camp?” She snuggled beside Jenny without waiting for an invitation.

       Jenny shrugged. “Sure, it was supposed to suppress our sexual urges.” She put an arm around Button, wondering if the gesture presumed too much. Button reassured her by taking Jenny’s hand and cupping it over her breast.

       “Well if there is an opposite of saltpeter, I think they use it here. I dunno, maybe it’s just being naked and handled so much. Of course, we have to let the grooms use us, but I haven’t met a gal yet that really minds. Most of us are horny all of the time.”

       The black girl was resting between sets now. Her corded arms were pumped with increased blood flow and looked swollen. She stared at the wall with a sullen expression. The ice in the room was a bit too thick for Jenny’s comfort. Impulsively, she tried to break it.

       “Hi, I’m Morgan, but I guess they call me Jenny.”

       The black girl turned her head slowly, as though some minor annoyance had attracted her attention. “I know who you are,” she said. Her voice was a low rumble. “Everybody does. You’re the big ass super star. That don’t mean shit where I come from. So don’t go getting all diva on me. I don’t care if you and Button bump pussies all night, but you keep away from Tinka here.” 

       She slapped the blonde’s ass hard enough to make her yelp and look up reproachfully. “This is my bitch.”

       It was a challenge that Jenny didn’t care to answer. She had no quarrel with this girl, and couldn’t understand what she could have done to provoke such hostility. Pride tempted her to respond in kind, but she might need all of the friends she could get. Anyway. The girl looked formidable, and Jenny could easily imagine that the wrong word might bring this girl charging across the room, snarling like a black leopard, all claws and fangs. Button was warning Jenny with furtive nudges, so discretion won.

       “I’m here to run,” said Jenny. “That’s all I want to do.”

       The black girl went back to ignoring her and picked up her dumbbell again.

       “That’s Dusk,” Button whispered. “Don’t fuck with her. She’s one of Lady G’s girls.” 

       

       Jenny kept her sandals on while she was crossing the courtyard, but she took them off as soon as the maid let her into the main house; because that was what Soupcan had told her to do. The idea was to arrive naked, but keep her feet clean and unbruised on the way. 

       The maid stood uncertainly by while Jenny unlaced her sandals. The maid’s uniform was no more than a brief apron and a small cap. She was a tiny Asian girl, perhaps younger than Jenny, and she behaved as though she were still unsure of her duties. She seemed to be uncomfortable with Sarah’s habit of receiving naked evening visitors. Being a naked visitor herself, Jenny could sympathize. Perhaps the maid had kept an ear to Sarah’s bedroom door on other evenings and was intrigued by what she had overheard. As she led Jenny toward the rear of the house, she offered a view of her pink and very bare bottom. Jenny decided that she hadn’t been whipped, for awhile at least, and wondered if she ranked above or below the pony girls on the ranch hierarchy. 

        The house was as exuberantly ‘Western’ as the rest of the ranch, approaching self parody. It was built of huge logs, stripped of bark and sealed with varnish. The rafters were exposed high overhead, and a wall of huge windows in the main room provided a view of distant mountains by day and starlit sky by night. The floor was flagstone. The furniture was low and roughhewn, upholstered with patterns plagiarized from the Navaho.

       The footboard of Sarah’s bed was made from half of a large wagon wheel. The other half of the wheel was the headboard. Sarah wasn’t in the bed when the maid ushered Jenny into the bedroom. She was seated at a roll top desk doing paperwork by the light of a computer screen. She looked up just long enough to acknowledge her visitors, dismiss the maid with a smile and a nod, and point to a spot on the floor beside her.

       “Kneel.” 

       Jenny settled herself as gracefully as she could. There was a throw cushion on the floor for her. She couldn’t identify the species of animal pelt that covered it, but it felt sensual against her skin. She guessed that Sarah probably had a girl beside her most evenings. As the new arrival, Jenny was the obvious choice for this night. She wondered if the others considered it an honor to be summoned, or a hardship duty.

       Sarah hardly bothered to glance at Jenny. She turned her attention back to the papers before her instead. Jenny scanned the room, noticing the flush rings mounted on the posts and beams that were the bedroom’s structural supports. They might have been part of the rustic decor, as meaningless as the horse shoe hanging over the door, but the height and arrangement of the rings suggested more sinister possibilities.

       Yes, she had guessed right. There was a bullwhip coiled around a shaker peg above the headboard. The well worn leather bespoke long practice.

       “Stop quaking,” said Sarah dryly, without looking up. “That monster would rip meat off your bones. I prefer to keep my mounts intact.”

       Jenny startled guiltily, facing front. “Yes, Ma’am.”

       Sarah wrote something, frowned at it, and turned pages in her ledger. Jenny kept her eyes down, blushing. It had been too easy to think herself unobserved. She made a mental note not to underestimate Sarah again.

       After awhile, Sarah sighed, switched off the computer and rubbed her eyes with her palms.

       “You aren’t from the East coast, are you?”

       The question was incongruous, the sort of icebreaker she might ask a stranger at a party to get her talking about herself. 

       “No, Ma’am.”

       “That’s good.” Sarah stood up and pulled her tank top over her head. Her breasts were smallish, but high and well formed with dark nipples. Her stomach was hard and flat. Below that, she was wearing black leather chaps with nothing beneath. Framed by the leather, her pale pubic mound with its heavy growth of bush seemed doubly obscene. She still had her boots on.

       Sarah was naked in every way that really mattered, yet the chaps and boots were emblems of a sort. She wasn’t wearing much, but it was still more than Jenny had. A small whip dangled from the belt holding up her chaps. 

       “Folks on the coast think that we’re a bunch of inbred barbarians out here. I wouldn’t want to waste time re-educating you on that.”

       “I’m from a small town,” said Jenny. “It’s mostly working class and mid west. Nobody there thinks that they are in any way special.” Too late, she realized that she hadn’t been asked a direct question, and might be speaking out of turn. She glanced at Sarah to see if she was in trouble, but Sarah was more concerned with fishing through her desk drawer for a fresh pack of cigarettes. Lighting one, she sat down again, swiveling the chair to face Jenny and leaning back..

       “I was expecting something different,” she said, blowing smoke up at the ceiling fan. “Frisk talked you up so much I thought you were going to come in here full of bad attitudes, try to run things maybe.”

       Apparently Sarah wasn’t the only one who expected that, thought Jenny. Dusk had warned her about ‘getting all diva’.

       “I’m just here to run, Ma’am,” she said.

       Sarah nodded, “I believe that you are. In a way, that still makes you a special case. Most of the girls who come here are garden variety sluts, just trophies for some old coot to show off. They look real cute high stepping around the ring in a patent leather harness, but you will never meet a more tiresome gaggle of prima donnas this side of Beverly Hills. Oh they are a ball in the sack, after I get them to understand that this isn’t just about their pleasure. ”

       Jenny was tempted to laugh along and exploit this moment. It would be easy to think that Sarah was bonding with her in some intimate way. Other girls had occupied this cushion. Some of them may have let themselves believe that they might earn a special place in Sarah’s esteem, perhaps even win her heart. It could be a dangerous sort of self delusion. 

       “Yes, Ma’am”

       Sarah regarded her for a moment, as though checking her tone of voice for irony. Then she held a booted foot up in front of Jenny’s face. “Take that off for me.”

       Jenny eased the boot off. When she saw Sarah’s toes wiggling, she decoded the silent message and removed the sock as well. Sarah sighed and held up the other foot.

       “I just found out today why you really came here, you know, the sick brother thing. It blew me away, frankly. A sense of duty is a rare thing. Most of the stock I get need to be driven. You drive yourself.” 

       Jenny bared Sarah’s other foot.

       “That doesn’t mean I will treat you better, only different.” Sarah’s toes caressed jenny’s cheek. “You’re still going to lick my holes and polish my boots, and massage my feet.”

       Jenny took her cue, noting that the toes she was rubbing had been pedicured to perfection, no doubt by another girl on another night.

       “I see that you don’t have any tattoos. That’s getting to be a rare thing these days, but I like it. No piercings either, are you afraid of needles?”

       Jenny applied herself to her work, uncomfortable with the direction of this conversation. 

       “Isn’t everyone? Ma’am?”

       Sarah leaned back in her chair and sighed. “Ummm, not really. Button practically begged for her nipple rings. Of course, that is one of the more painful piercings. I guess you wouldn’t care for a matching pair?” 

       Jenny shuddered. “No, Ma’am.”

       “I suppose branding is out too then?”

       The distraught look on Jenny’s face made Sarah laugh.

       “I’m joking. I wouldn’t think of disfiguring your beautiful body with something so hideous. Anyway, your contract has a life span, but a brand is forever.”

       Jenny relaxed a bit. Sarah might be a hard task mistress, but she wasn’t unnecessarily cruel.

       “What do you expect of me, Ma’am,” Jenny asked.

       “You’re going to train hard all day, because I like to see girls sweat. You’ll bend over for the grooms, because I like to hear girls moan. You’ll feel my leather now and then, because I like to hear girls scream.”

       The heel of the foot Jenny was not rubbing rested lightly on top of her head. “The other girls came here already wanting those things. The problem with them is to keep the horny little mares moving around the track. You’re a horse of a different color. You came here to serve a noble cause. What you haven’t considered is the possibility that your sacrifice may open you in ways you never expected.” She stabbed out her cigarette in an ashtray atop the desk.

       The drawer beside Sarah squeaked as she opened it. Reaching in, she removed a dozen latex anal plugs and arranged them in a line according to size. “For example, most of the girls who come here have been playing pony girl games at the amateur level for some time. They are accustomed to wearing a tail plug, and well acquainted with anal sex. I suspect that you are not.”  

       She passed her hand slowly over the array and rejected the most slender models before she settled on one that was on the small side of medium. Picking it up, she asked:

       “Soupcan taught you the proper cleanup procedure today?” 

       “Yes, Ma’am.” Jenny blushed at the memory. 

       After dinner, Soupcan had taken her back to the shower room alone. His demonstration of douche and enema technique had been thorough and humiliating. He had decided to repeat the lesson, so Jenny wouldn’t forget. She had been well lubricated with soap each time the thick nozzle sought her openings, and the extra care he had taken with her ass made his personal preference quite clear. He had thick fingers, and at least two of them worked into her as she crouched face down on the wet tile floor. They twisted and squirmed deep within while she arched her back and made guttural sounds that he only found amusing. Eventually the fingers took their leave, but only to make way for a dribbling nozzle. The water he injected into her was uncomfortably hot. When she politely complained about that, he made her raise her ass high for correction with his nasty little whip, then used cold water instead. She quickly realized that it was no improvement. 

       She was required to suck his cock before he let her have a towel. This time Button wasn’t there to help her finish him, so she swallowed most of his discharge, and licked the rest off the tiles while his whip corrected her again for her sloppiness. 

       Through it all, he kept a monologue going, telling her how  he expected to use her soon, and often, and repeatedly. She hoped it was mere idle boasting, but the way his hands clamped down on her shaven temples as she choked on him, eyes streaming and jaw aching, told her that he would be just as ruthless in his use of her ass when the time came.

       When it came to touching up the stubble of her pubic hair, he let her take care of the chore herself; though he watched her work. She sat on the floor with a mirror between her legs as she awkwardly lathered and scraped, and he stood by with folded arms, chatting amiably while he waited to rinse away the soap with a garden hose. He had checked her for smoothness with rough fingers and patted her bottom to send her on her way. 

       The cowgirl slipped on a pair of rubber gloves and opened a jar filled with an amber cream.

       “Stand up and bend over.”

       Jenny didn’t need to be told that she was expected to turn around first. The cowgirl stood behind her, tracing fingertips over her buttocks and playfully up and down her crack. “I see that Soupcan freshened up your marks for me.”

       “Yes, Ma’am.”

       “The way that you carried on when I took my belt to you on the road, you must have thought I was ripping you up. I’m sure you managed to sneak a peek at yourself sometime today. Nothing to write home about, is it? A few red marks, that’s all. They will fade in a couple of days, but you will have new ones to replace them before long. You will soon discover that your hide is tougher than you thought.” 

       It was true, Jenny realized. Once she got over the shocking pain of her thrashing, the revelation that this woman enjoyed beating her, required no other reason, and intended to do it often; she discovered that the pain receded quickly, leaving only a lingering prickling sensation and an emotionally charged memory.

       As she spoke, Sarah’s fingers were dipping into the jar and emerging coated with grease. She used one hand to spread Jenny’s cheeks while the other stabbed into her. The cream was cold at first, then Jenny began to feel a tingling heat deep within as her body began to absorb it. The sharp sensation alarmed her, and she began to straighten up with a soft exclamation. Sarah’s hand fell heavily on her neck, holding her down.

       “Shush!” Sarah admonished softly. “It’s nothing, just something to relax the muscles. If I wanted to cause you distress, I would have used the ginger.” 

       When Jenny stopped resisting, Sarah let go of her neck and put her other hand between Jenny’s thighs, reaching around to explore her puss. Jenny was abruptly aware that she was getting wet there, and shuddered with sudden pleasure as Sarah’s fingertips found the swelling nub of her clit.

        Button had warned her that the supercharged sexual atmosphere of the ranch was infectious. She had been whipped and insulted, sexually abused in the rudest manner, and publicly humiliated. None of these circumstances had ever been a part of her sexual fantasies before, yet she was discovering an unsuspected appetite for them. This day had been filled with surprises.

       Sarah’s hands were well practiced and knowing. Jenny actually began to relax and enjoy the smooth way the cowgirl’s fingers drifted in and out of her holes, and hardly noticed when the plug slipped into her. She felt only a brief awareness of stretching before the ring of muscle closed over the narrower neck of the plug, sucking it into her and hugging it tight.

       Sarah patted Jenny’s bottom and stripped off the gloves. “There now. We’ll just leave that to do its work while we visit. Tomorrow Soupcan will have a bigger one for you to wear while you work in the training ring. We’ll have you ready for action in no time.”

       Jenny glanced at the array of plugs anxiously. They had been set out there deliberately, so that she could see what was in store for her. The object inside of her was only large enough to be a constant annoyance, a prodding reminder that her body had become a plaything for others. The progression ahead seemed impossible. The largest sizes, she was sure, had been placed there merely to frighten her. They couldn’t possibly fit, and she would be injured if anyone tried to force them. Yet how far down that column would she be expected to advance?

       She knew the answer to that question—Easy access. She would be opened to accommodate a plug slightly thicker than Soupcan’s cock. He wanted her, and he only wanted her in one particular way. He had made it clear that her now aching jaw was a second choice, and her now dripping pussy was beneath notice.

       But only for him.

       Sarah’s heavy hand fell upon Jenny’s head once more, holding her bent over while the cowgirl’s other hand returned to Jenny’s hungry puss. The fingers that slipped so easily into her were bare now. Jenny could feel the pressure of them more than ever with the plug filling her other hole. Sarah playfully rubbed a fingertip over the partition between, tracing the contours of the plug, then rotated her wrist to transfer her attention to Jenny’s “G” spot. Jenny gasped.

        Sarah laughed softly.. 

       “It has been awhile for you, hasn’t it? All work and no play, hmmm? You were all closed off sexually, because there was no time or energy left for fun. Well, you no longer have a duty to your family or your boss. You don’t have bills to pay or decisions to make while you are here. We have set you free of all that. Now life is simple—obey, endure, and sometimes enjoy. Perhaps you think that plug you’re wearing is just to indulge a whim of your trainers. You think that it is only meant to hurt and humiliate. It nags at you, doesn’t it? It feels like a splinter in your finger or grit in your eye. You want to be rid of it, but learning to relax and accept what you cannot change is a part of your training. You must become compliant.”

       Jenny’s fingers clutched her knees as she whimpered with a raw pleasure that was nearly too intense to bear. The hand that had been on her head was wandering over her breasts, pinching her nipples hard. It was all she could do not to swat it away, yet even the pain was a sensual stimulant. 

       “Yesss! It’s good. I know. What sort of Mistress would I be if I didn’t take care of your needs as well? You will learn to fear me in the days ahead, but you will love me as well. All of the girls do. Just don’t go getting notions about being my one and only.”

       Jenny had a moment of awful clarity, seeing herself as she was, naked and bent over, legs splayed, while another woman casually violated her. The ranch had already taken her beyond humiliation. Useless pride had been cast aside with her clothing. She was a shameless animal, like an itching dog that rolls over and offers its belly, begging to be scratched. 

       “Come for me now, come hard.”

       The climax hit like a thunderbolt, powerful, unexpected, and devastating. Jenny’s knees buckled and she slumped to a kneeling position. 

       Sarah gave her no time to catch her breath. One hand clamped over Jenny’s forehead and lifted her face. The other hand swam into her sight, curled into a fist with two fingers extended. “V” for victory? Then Jenny understood, and opened her mouth to clean the fingers that had just pleasured her.

       Sarah moved around Jenny, until her crotch was in line with the girl’s face. Jenny could smell the earthy perfume of the cowgirl’s musk, an oddly pleasant pungency. The chaps framed and emphasized her ivory flesh and thick pubic growth. Her clit glowed within, like a hidden ruby.

       “You can thank me properly now,” said the cowgirl. 

       Jenny thought foolishly about explaining that she was inexperienced, and might be a bit clumsy, but such a confession might be misinterpreted as mere excuse, or worse—disobedience. A hand on the back of her head put an end to her quandary.

       “Do a good job,” Sarah encouraged, “and I may forget to punish you later for your hesitation.”

       It was more and less than Jenny expected. She had been thinking about doing the same thing for Button back at the bunkhouse, believing that her stablemate was owed it and deserved it, and it was Jenny’s best opportunity to learn a skill valuable to a sex slave, but the presence of Dusk glowering on the other side of the room had destroyed the mood. Button had seemed content to fall asleep in Jenny’s arms, and sleep had claimed the exhausted Jenny as well. 

       So Jenny was performing without practice, and was less concerned by the fact that she was pleasuring another woman than she was by the risk of doing it badly. The whip dangling at Sarah’s hip was a reminder of the sort of after play Jenny could expect.

       So taste and smell were minor considerations, as were the wiry pubic hairs tickling Jenny’s nose. She tried to remember Button’s technique and imitate it, but she had been distracted by her own pleasure at the time. She had barely started before Sarah pulled her head back and glared down at her.

       The alarm and contrition written on Jenny’s face must have been comic, because Sarah’s angry mask dissolved into laughter.

       “Holy fuck, gal! Who taught you to eat pussy anyway?”

       “No one, Ma’am. I’m sorry.”

       Sarah sighed. “All right, I’m going to have to teach you then. I figured that you and Button would be trading tongue rides all afternoon, but I guess I figured wrong. Get into my slit more, work that tongue in good and deep. Pussy isn’t poisonous. You’ll learn to crave it after awhile. Ease down a little. Long slow lapping is best for me. Don’t go after my clit like it’s a punching bag.”

       Jenny blushed, a slave girl being reprimanded. “I’m sorry, Ma’am. I’ll do better.”

       “Of course you will,” There was forgiveness and understanding in her voice as Sarah unclipped the lash from her belt. “Put your face on the floor and raise your ass nice and high for me now.”






  

Chapter Eight

 

       On the first day of Jenny’s training she was strapped into a temporary harness while another was being custom fitted to her measurements. The tail plug was, as Sarah promised, one size larger than the one she had worn the evening before. As soon as she began marching into the training ring beside Button she realized what an insidious device it really was. The heavy brass rings that raised her tail away from her body also acted as a lever against the plug. With every step she took, the tail bobbed and swayed, and this movement was conducted down the metal strip dividing her buttocks and echoed by movement within. The shaft inside her churned and squirmed as though it were alive. Running made the sensation even worse, she soon discovered.

       Soupcan was waiting for them in the training arena that first morning, smirking and erect as he greased her tail plug and bent her over to receive it. Fitting her for the harness took longer than it would in the future, since each strap needed to be carefully adjusted to her body. Particular care was taken with her footwear. The sandals were as comfortable and well made as a good pair of  running shoes, lightly padded at critical pressure points. Button whispered into Jenny’s ear as she was trying them on, advising her to make sure of the fit. Years of running had already taught Jenny the wisdom of her words.

       The harness itself was minimal. A tight waist belt supported the tail plug. Brass rings rode on each hip to attach the belt to the shaft of the cart. The bridle consisted of a plain strap across her forehead, a pair of straps alongside her nose, and another alongside her cheeks and around the back of her neck to hold the bit in her mouth. A chin strap held her mouth closed around the bit and kept her from spitting it out. The bit was hard rubber, since metal might have damaged her teeth. A pair of leather wrist cuffs were equipped with attachment rings as well. 

       Before he put on their bridles, Soupcan had them kneel side by side while he unzipped. Jenny didn’t need to ask what was expected of her. Her ass still felt a prickling sensation whenever it was touched, a reminder that the whip was always waiting to reward insubordination. She was already coming to regard this as a merely tedious but necessary chore, and disregard the humiliation, yet she felt herself quicken, seeing the saucy glee in Button’s eyes as she playfully licked up and down Soupcan’s shaft before bobbing her head low to suckle his balls. Button had performed this task countless times. She was a team player, and knew how to share the stage with Jenny while helping her get into the spirit of her own role. They pretended to compete for his cock, as though they craved it, when really they were just taking turns and relieving each other.

        I’m learning a whore’s role, she thought, the better the play, the sooner the curtain falls.

       Catching her breath and wiping saliva from her chin as she watched Button swallow his full length and gaze worshipfully up at him, Jenny realized that they had been at this for some time already. Soupcan was deliberately delaying his climax to prolong his pleasure, making them work for it. It occurred to Jenny that he would exercise the same maddening self control when Sarah gave him permission to take her anally.

       He will make it last. Yet even as the thought made her shudder, a rush of anticipation accompanied it. She felt herself clenching around the plug, as though to remind herself of its presence. 

       When Soupcan finally climaxed, he deliberately aimed his discharge into Jenny’s face. She understood his reason. This was, as Mr. Frisk warned her, a boot camp. She was being trained to accept humiliation, deprivation, and discipline. She was being tested for weakness. There was a secret satisfaction for her in this knowledge; that nothing they did was personal or inspired by mere cruelty, and this insight could steel her against any self defeating behavior. She had no intention of asking for her per diem and a ticket home, and she wasn’t going to lose everything for the sake of pride.

       So she closed her eyes as he spurted onto them, and smiled as though he honored her.

       The rest of the morning was rather tedious. The drills that Soupcan put them through were simple and easily mastered.. Button had done it all before, and Jenny merely had to pay attention and follow her lead. The point of it all was to stay in step and learn the basic gaits and commands. For racing ponies these were few. She already knew that they would be competing on a level oval track over a mile course. The only rules were that they stay in step and pull a two wheeled cart and driver across the finish line, preferably ahead of anyone else. So she and Button were simply harnessed together on a lunge line, running circles and figure eights around Soupcan while he called out “gee” and “haw” and cracked a bullwhip unnecessarily into the air. 

 

       Jenny lay belly down over a saddle. The stirrups had been removed, leaving the hump of the tree to raise and support her hips. A strip of rawhide had been looped over the horn and across the small of her back, lashing her down tight to a D ring at the rear of the seat. Her wrists and ankles had been tied to the great wagon wheels at the foot and head of Sarah’s bed, her limbs taut as only stretched rawhide tethers could get them. Rope would have been more forgiving. 

       As it was, she imagined herself vibrating under the impacts of the lash, humming like a plucked guitar string. She could smell the black rubber of the bed cover as it stifled her screams. She hoped the fluids it collected tonight would not include blood. She was heartened by a treasured conviction that scars would lower, rather than enhance her value. True to her word, Sarah had left the bullwhip hanging over the bed, but the shorter single tail she was using still left bright stripes of raised flesh that turned white before blossoming into scarlet. By morning some of them would darken. 

       Soupcan would get erect looking at them as he worked her tomorrow, and he would promise her “a good long ride someday real soon” as she knelt at his feet and choked on his cock. If she had any question about his meaning, the tail of his whip tickling the crack of her ass was all the answer she needed.

       But for the moment, Jenny’s world had narrowed to the whistling of displaced air and the snap of tanned rawhide against her too tender, living skin. Each blow was a raw shock to her system, exploding in her consciousness, goading her to yield to blind panic and fight her bonds or dissolve into hysterical begging.

       Yet she had been well prepared for this moment. Sarah had worked her long and patiently, awakening places within her body that she had never explored on her own. Slick with lubricant, those hard gloved hands had thrust deep and twisted inside as Jenny writhed in her bindings and whimpered surrender. Teeth had gnawed her nipples, just enough to hurt and thrill her with fear. Through it all, Jenny held the whip in her mouth and waited to kiss the hand that finally retrieved it.

       So the whip was expected, even accepted as inevitable and proper.

       Perhaps it was even welcome.

       

       The training arena offered nothing to distract. It was a huge pole barn with enclosed horse stalls around the perimeter and a half acre of sawdust covered ground in the center. Barn swallows swooped and squeaked high in the rafters. The girls had shivered in the dry chill of dawn, but the steel barn panels expanded, crackling, as the heat of day penetrated the barn. 

       The sharp report of the whip ceased to startle Jenny when she realized that he was snapping it well away from them, and she concentrated on following Button’s leads instead. Button made it easy for her, always coming off of her right foot and telegraphing her moves with subtle nods of her head. Jenny remembered that they were forbidden to speak in harness. The bits they drooled around made speech impractical anyway. The effect of attempting it would only be comic, and a fit of the giggles would probably force Soupcan to trade the whip he was playing with for the one he worked with. 

       When he was finally satisfied with their performance, Soupcan gave them a water break. The trough was clean, at any rate, and the water in the galvanized tank was sweet and cold, but the bits made sipping water impossible. Button demonstrated for her, bobbing her chin into the tank to scoop small mouthfuls, but Jenny still managed to choke and sputter enough to make Soupcan guffaw. She learned to swallow with the bit in her mouth. It wasn’t so very different from cock sucking after all.

       After the break, they were harnessed side by side to a two wheeled cart. It was designed for racing, with wire-spoked wheels and balloon tires. The seat was only wide enough for a driver. There was a “T” shaped shaft for the girls to push against, equipped with vertical handles that were conspicuously phallic. Soupcan clipped their wrist cuffs to the crossbar while Jenny gripped the smooth shafts and realized that they fit comfortably into her palms. Whatever sexual symbolism might have been intended by this design, it was ergonomic as well. She would be pushing with her strongest muscles while strain to her elbows was minimized. 

       But she had learned to expect some sexual embellishment, some superfluous touch that served no purpose except to enhance her display or enforce her humiliation. A D ring on the side of her belt was attached to the shaft as well. The meaning of this escaped her until after Soupcan settled himself heavily into his seat and cracked his whip over their heads to start them trotting. 

 

       “I always wear boots when I ride,” Sarah purred.

       She lay across Jenny’s whipped back, their mingled sweat smarting on jenny’s abraded skin. Jenny could feel the hard points of Sarah’s nipples against her shoulder blades, smell her hair as the cowgirl whispered sexual threats in her ear, chuckling as she ground her hips against Jenny’s burning backside and made her moan.

       Earlier, their coupling had been more frenzied. Sarah liked to ride hard, and drive her mounts with a crop. The tapering lengths of two rubber horns joined the women. One horn was inside of Sarah, where it curled against her G spot like an old friend and teased her to shuddering climax again and again. The other horn was longer, thicker, and ribbed, undulating into Jenny’s backside and rocking her on the saddle.

        It was a device designed for opening anal virgins, Sarah explained, as Jenny felt the tip, deceptively small, poke into her well oiled opening. It was no more than an inquisitive finger. If she hadn’t already been sore from the plug she had worn in the training arena, she would hardly have noticed it. The next rib was thicker, and the next. Sarah hadn’t let her see the device that was going into her, and fed it to her slowly. She would let Jenny think that she was feeling all of it working easily in and out, then surprise her with another inch. She wedged her victim open a bit more with each lengthening stroke, snorting with laughter at Jenny’s rising note of shock and dismay.

       “How much bigger does it get?” Sarah teased as she thrust deeper still.

       Then it was in, all of it, and Jenny could feel the cold leather of a strap on harness as Sarah settled against her.

       Sarah chuckled and rocked her hips. Her pinned victim moved with her. She smacked a hard palm on Jenny’s flank and whispered hoarsely.

       “Yeehaw!”

       Jenny quickly learned, as the fucking began in earnest, that any resistance caused her opening to clench against the ribbed shaft. When that happened, the crop came whistling down on her flank and the hips grinding against her scorched cheeks churned harder, forcing the way. 

       “Come on,” the cowgirl’s voice was softly encouraging, husky with lust. “Loosen up now. Take it, take it all.”

 

       He had opened the barn doors while the girls were drinking, and Jenny soon found herself charging through them and into the yard and down the long paved driveway, squinting into the rising sun and feeling its heat against her face. Because they ran in step; (Jenny had already formed the habit of waiting for Button’s right leg to move) the pull against the cart was intermittent rather than smooth. They advanced in a series of small jerks. This pace caused the shaft to bob up and down between them, tugging subtly against their belts and rocking the plugs within. The sensation was both annoying and arousing. She exchanged glances with Button, who acknowledged Jenny’s look of stunned surprise with a wink and a knowing grin.

        Soupcan urged them into a canter. At this speed the bouncing of the heavy brass tail holders became a factor as well, so that the plugs inside them squirmed and prodded like something alive. Jenny caught herself clenching against it and arching her back as though she might draw herself away from the impalement. Then she deliberately forced herself to relax and concentrated instead on the business of running. 

       Because she was pushing, Jenny was unable to pump her arms as she ran. It impeded the normal flow of her movement, making her awkward until she adapted and learned to concentrate all of her effort into moving her legs.

       The cart’s axles were well greased, and turned silently on their bearings. Other than the steady clop of their sandals on the paved drive, there was no sound except the jingle and creak of their harness and the whisper of hot wind past their ears.

        The bits were slender, Jenny discovered, and did little to obstruct her breathing, but she was unaccustomed to pulling a load, and quickly began to feel the strain on her arms and chest. The long strides that usually carried her so easily along were shortened by the extra drag. She glanced over at Button to see how she was holding up, and saw that she was pacing gamely along, though beads of sweat were already appearing on her forehead. It occurred to Jenny that she had no way of knowing how far she would be expected to run, or how fast, and the uncertainty made her vaguely anxious. If she stumbled or dropped from exhaustion, would she be forgiven and allowed to rest, or whipped back to her feet and urged on? Having Button beside her gave her heart.

        If she can do it, I can!

       Jenny looked around her, seeing activity everywhere. In a round pen, a girl was marching in slow circles while a male trainer held a long line attached to her waist belt and directed her. She wore a red patent leather harness. A corset cinched her waist and lifted her breasts. Her tail was scarlet, and matched the plumes that waved atop her bridle. She was lifting her knees high with each step, keeping time with a military march that blared from overhead speakers.

       Assessing her physique, Jenny guessed that the girl had been selected for beauty rather than athletic ability. Her face had fragile, aristocratic features. Her breasts were large, and small bells dangled from her pierced nipples. Those breasts would bounce painfully if she were required to run, and her slender legs would thicken with muscle. Jenny felt an unaccountable contempt. The girl was nothing but a show pony, beautiful, bejeweled, and utterly useless. 

       

       “This filly’s had a hard ride,” the cowgirl drawled. “Best let her sleep in tomorrow mornin’.” 

       Jenny stood at attention wearing a bridle and reins, an unnecessary formality. She wouldn’t have run off if she had the energy. Sarah had broken her with a firm and loving hand. Jenny’s squared shoulders trembled. Her brave smile, a grimace around the bit, trembled as well. 

       “Looks right tuckered,” Soupcan agreed. He held the reins slack at his side.

       Impulsively Jenny dropped to her knees. The bit prevented a kiss, but she placed her opened mouth against the toe of Sarah’s boot.

       Sarah offered her the other boot to kiss before ordering her harshly back to attention. She smiled approvingly and ruffled Jenny’s mane in farewell.

       “ She’ll be sore in the mornin’,” she told Soupcan as he led Jenny back to the bunk house. “Remember that when you strap on her harness.”

       The next day the tail plug was bigger.

 

       Jenny didn’t hear the limousine coming up behind them, so silent was its approach. She only knew that the right rein grew taut against the bit and forced her to the tufted grass of the shoulder. As the car drew alongside, it slowed and stopped. A tug on the reins stopped Jenny and Button as well. Jenny glanced toward the car and startled herself with her own dim reflection in the tinted rear window. This sweat frothed nude, masked by the bit and bridle, had to be some strange imposter. 

       Then the window lowered, revealing the face of an older woman. The face  had once been beautiful, but time and bitterness had drawn the corners of the mouth and creased between the brows. Cold grey eyes looked Jenny up and down speculatively. Jenny shivered in spite of the heat, seeing cruelty there. This was a woman who wanted to hurt her for fun, a woman who would savor her screams

       “This one is new.” The woman’s voice was a deep rasp.

       Behind Jenny, Soupcan answered. “She’s just probationary, Lady G, here for a month of training. I think she will work out all right though.”

       “Will her contract be up for sale then?” Lady G’s tone betrayed a serious interest.

       “I expect that is up to Mister Frisk.”

       “Frisk!” Lady G said contemptuously. “He’s a dilettante, doesn’t understand what a proper mount really needs. She looks as though she might be fast though.”

       “Haven’t had the chance to find out what she is capable of yet, Ma’am” Soupcan was being uncharacteristically deferential. In spite of the heat, Jenny felt a sudden chill.

       “That can be arranged,” said Lady G.






  

Chapter Nine

 

       The days passed swiftly. Other girls arrived at the Bar-S Ranch. Many were, as Sarah said, mere sluts, sponsored by men who had more hormones than common sense. The mercenaries weeded themselves out quickly, when it became apparent that they would be expected to earn their keep. One girl was taken back to the airport in hysterics, after her long cherished fantasy collided with hard edged reality. Another arrived curled up semi conscious in the back of the truck, suffering from heat exhaustion. Sarah carefully nursed her back to health before paying her for time served and sending her home.

       For those who remained, the training regimen varied. Many were show ponies. They spent most of their days circling endlessly in a training ring. Form and appearance were most important to them. Their harnesses were usually made of patent leather, often dyed bright colors. Much of their equipage was merely pretty and highly impractical. Blinders obscured their side vision. Decorative metal studs and conches added unnecessary weight. Gay plumage fluttered from atop their bridles. The rigs they pulled were ornate, designed like ancient Roman chariots or rickshaws, and the drivers wore appropriate costumes. The ponies pranced about in a high stepping gait that was useless for covering ground, but very showy when performed in step by a team. The girls were seldom whipped, and only with the gentlest of implements, to avoid marking their tanned and polished hide. 

       There were other girls who trained for heavy pulling. They spent hours in the gym, doing squats and bench presses with free weights the size of training wheels. Sometimes Jenny saw them dragging slabs of concrete over rough ground. Once she saw a girl drawing a plow across a field. From the grapevine, she learned that their competitions were grueling ordeals. They dragged loaded sleds over a measured distance, and the loads were increased until only one competitor could still stagger across the finish line. The girls were thick and stolid as work horses, and Jenny wondered what sort of emotional wounds would cause a girl to prefer the life of a mute asexual beast of burden, transformed by heavy training into a creature who would draw shocked stares on the outside world.

       Jenny and Button were racers. Their harness was simple and functional, designed to connect girl and cart securely and comfortably, while adding as little weight as possible. Still there was a bit of useless silliness to their rigging. Bits and bridles were unnecessary, of course, since they were willing, even eager, to respond quickly to mere voice command or a touch of the driving whip. They weren’t about to be spooked or distracted the way real horses might. The tails were just for show, of course, and Jenny was well aware of the effect they probably had on the male libido. Every trainer was familiar with the construction of these devices. Whenever he watched a pony girl strutting about with her high tail flouncing behind he would consider its effects and imagine enjoying himself where the tail was anchored. She was sure that when she finally appeared in the competition arena, every spectator in the stands would have similar thoughts.

       The tail plugs distending her had grown steadily thicker and longer with each passing day, and Jenny knew that the day was coming when she would be considered ready for use.

       To strengthen her upper body, Jenny was required to spend three afternoons a week in the gym, working out with machines designed to train her chest, arms, and shoulders. She did heavy squats as well, reasoning that powerful legs would get her off of the starting line faster.

        Button was her training partner. The personal trainer who was assigned to the gym paid little attention to them when she saw that Jenny and Button were already self motivated and well experienced with the gym equipment. She spent most of the time in her office with a magazine and a pot of coffee.

       They trained during the time normally set aside for siesta, so that there was no waiting to use the machines. Often the only other people in the gym were Dusk and Tinka.

       Dusk ignored them for the most part, and concentrated on training with free weights, moving with a ponderous studied deliberation, her chiseled bronze body glistening with sweat. 

       Tinka seemed bored by the whole process. When she wasn’t spotting for Dusk, she performed her own exercises carelessly and without enthusiasm. She spent most of her time watching the other girls work out and prattling away while Dusk grunted monosyllables in reply. Once when Jenny glanced her way Tinka smiled back at her and winked. 

       Jenny simply nodded politely and looked quickly away. 

       The next day Jenny lingered in the shower after her morning in the training ring. Button had already dried herself and returned to the bunkhouse, but Jenny was enjoying the sensation of hot water on her tired muscles. 

       Earlier that morning, while he was preparing their harnesses, Soupcan had ordered Jenny to her knees and made a point of comparing her plug for the day to his own erection, waving both under her nose for her to inspect. 

       “Same size,” he remarked. “I reckon tomorrow you’ll be good to go. Now turn around and spread for it, ask me real nice to make your ass ready for my dick.”

       Even though he used plenty of lubricant, the tail plug still hurt going in, and continued to throb inside her as she serviced him with her mouth.  

       So Jenny was sore and exhausted, inside and out, and dreading the day to come. Her only consolation was the expectation that Sarah would summon her again tonight. The savage affection she experienced from the cowgirl’s practiced hands and mouth at evening’s end more than made up for her cruel techniques of foreplay.

       There was something more at play here, something she had yet to admit even to herself. Her support for her ailing brother had not been an entirely unselfish act. Seeing a loved one in distress had filled her with a feeling of helpless desperation, and the money she gave to him was a hedge against it. By taking on that burden she had gained some measure of control over the situation. It gave her power.

       Here she had no control, and her only responsibility was to please her trainers. Sarah had taken her outside of herself, to a place where there was only sensation and surrender, and she had taken Jenny there nearly every night since she had arrived. Even Button had teased Jenny about being ‘the flavor of the month,’ and it was getting harder to remember Sarah’s admonition about falling in love.

       Thinking about that, she closed her eyes and let her hand stray between her legs. She told herself that she was just easing the chafed skin where the harness had divided her. The freshly shorn mound had been unusually sensitive to the touch lately. There was something in their food, Button had suggested. Perhaps there was only something in the hot desert air. She threw her head back to let the water run through her hair as her fingers slowly stroked. Her anal opening still throbbed with an echo of the tail plug that had distended it all morning, the memory was still fresh, a reminder of things to come. She found herself thinking about that as well, Soupcan’s thick cock, sinking inexorably into the opening he had so carefully prepared, taking her.

       Jenny was startled when a hand crawled spider like down the length of her arm to cover her own hand and press it deeper into her slit. A second hand slithered wetly across the front of her body until a thumb and forefinger teased and tweaked her nipples. 

       It was Button, she guessed. Sarah had consumed Jenny from the moment that she arrived, greedily demanding most of her time and sexual energy and leaving nothing to share with an affectionate stable mate. Button, Jenny assumed, had finally decided to literally take matters into her own hands, slipping back into the shower room to collect something that was long overdue. The noise of the falling water had covered her approach.

       Jenny sighed and let herself relax against the warm, slick skin behind her, leaning back against the soft breasts and purring as a tongue danced over the shell of her ear.

       “Ah, Button,” she murmured. “I’m sorry. I kept you waiting too long, didn’t I?”

       A soft giggle erupted from the lips beside her ear, and Jenny’s eyes flew wide with shock.

       That isn’t Button’s voice!


       In that instant of revelation, Jenny felt another pair of hands grip her shoulders and slam her face against the hard tile of the shower wall. 

       Stars danced before Jenny’s eyes as she turned to confront her attacker, and she ran a quick tongue over her teeth to take inventory. 

       Nothing broken... but, what the hell?

       Then she saw it all. Tinka was pressed against the other wall of the shower, wearing an uncanny  grin. Between them, Dusk glowered.

       “I told you to stay away from my bitch!”

       “I’m sorry!” Jenny sputtered. “I didn’t know it was her!” Jenny silently cursed her inability to invent a plausible lie. The simple truth was too lame for anyone to believe.

       Why is Tinka looking so pleased with herself? Shouldn’t she be scared too?

       “Bullshit!” shrieked Dusk, and came at her. 

       Rage made Dusk’s attack clumsy. She reverted to her most primitive weapons, baring her teeth and leading with her open claws. Jenny was still confused, and the black woman’s size was intimidating, but Jenny had learned a few tricks dealing with unruly drunks and dodged the clumsy charge. Misguided instinct would have told her to grab Dusk by the wrists and hold her at bay, but the stronger woman would have wrenched free of her grip easily, leaving Jenny’s defenses open.

       Jenny reached for a thumb instead, ducked, and twisted, spinning under Dusk’s arm and coming up behind her.

       Dusk bellowed with rage as her arm was forced up between her shoulders. She tried to turn and shake herself loose, but Jenny turned with her and twisted the thumb more, until Dusk’s roar became a yelp of pain. Jenny threw an arm around the thick column of the woman’s throat and tightened it into a choke hold.

       She knew that Dusk would try to run backwards next, and slam her against the wall. It was the natural counter move. To prevent this, she wrapped her legs around Dusk’s hard midsection and locked her ankles. With a roar, Dusk lost her balance and they went down hard together, skidding and thrashing on the slick floor.

       Dusk was breathing with tortured rasps, but Jenny’s forearm was a vise across her windpipe. Jenny had been a witness to many bar room brawls, and most of them ended this way. Dusk’s nails raked at Jenny’s skin, but she had no leverage to break the hold, and she was weakening.

       Squinting into the falling cascade Jenny glared up at Tinka, who was simply standing and observing the battle with an odd sort of avidness.   

       “Tell her!” Jenny shouted at her, as the shower room door boomed open behind them, throwing a shaft of sun into the room and pinning them all in its spotlight.

        “Tell her how it really happened!”

        Tinka’s face assumed a mask of terror as she gazed toward the open door.

        “Help!” she screamed. “Please help! She’s killing her!”  

 

       “I’m disappointed,” said Sarah. “I didn’t think that you would wind up brawling like some trailer tramp.” Her dissatisfaction was real, Jenny realized. Sarah had recognized her potential, and she had fallen short of those expectations.

       Jenny shivered in front of her Mistress. A cool wind had been rising all day, and the sand it threw tickled her still damp legs. It wasn’t the chill that made her tremble, or even the fear of punishment. It was the likelihood that Sarah would banish her.

       Soupcan and a group of other men had burst into the shower room as though on cue, but Jenny could only assume that they had been drawn there by the sounds of shouting and struggle. She had released her hold on Dusk immediately when she saw them, and Dusk had come at her again, only to be restrained and dragged away by four men.

        Jenny had been marched into the main yard under guard and ordered to stand at attention until Sarah could be summoned. A crowd had gathered to witness her shame as she stood dripping and miserable. Soap that she had been unable to rinse away began to dry on her body, making her itch, but she was too chastened to break her position, even to scratch.

       “Can you give me a reasonable explanation for this?” asked Sarah.

       What could Jenny say in her own defense? She started it! That was the argument of a schoolgirl caught in a playground fracas. She couldn’t claim innocence when even Tinka might be willing to testify against her and save her own hide. Tinka wasn’t even available as a witness. She had fallen silently into step behind the men who took Dusk away.

       “I’m sorry, Ma’am. I take full responsibility.” Jenny couldn’t even promise that it would never happen again. Dusk would be looking for a rematch.

       Sarah sighed. “I have two choices now. I could send you packing, and if you were a less promising candidate, I would do that in a hot minute. I know how hotheaded Dusk can be, though, and I suspect that you aren’t entirely to blame here. She is one of Lady G’s girls. I let her train here as a personal favor, and I have no say about the price she will pay for her part in this fuck up. If I let you stay, will you accept whatever punishment you have earned?”

       Jenny dropped to her knees and pressed her forehead to the ground. “I do not wish to leave you, Mistress.”

       She waited an eternity for Sarah’s decision.

       “It isn’t just the money, is it?”

       She knows you better than you know yourself.

        “No, Mistress.”

       “I’m entirely too soft hearted for my own good,” said Sarah sadly.

       “Put her in solitary for now. I’ll deal with her later.”

       The holding cells were located in an ancient adobe structure in a remote corner of the compound. The doors were constructed of heavy plank bolted to cross braces. Small barred openings in the doors allowed anyone passing in the corridor a clear view of the prisoners within. Jenny’s cell lacked furnishings of any kind. It was no more than a windowless stone cubicle. A drainage hole in the center of the sloping floor was her toilet. Her jailers shackled her neck to a length of chain bolted to the wall, not to secure her, she guessed, but merely so that the weight of the chain might serve as a reminder of her disgrace. 

       “Solitary” was a misnomer, she soon discovered. The heavy door had hardly clanged shut when Dusk began shouting from another cell somewhere in the building.

       “Is that you, bitch? They ain’t keepin’ me here forever. I’ll be around, and next time you won’t be pullin’ any of that fancy WWF shit. Paybacks is a bitch, you stuck up bitch stealin’ slut!”

       Jenny said nothing, though she was tempted to bait the woman, just to relieve the boredom, and her continued silence might be interpreted as fear. She was too weary and dispirited to care. After awhile, Dusk ran out of invective and quiet descended over their prison.






  

Chapter Ten

 

       It was nearly dark when Soupcan came for Jenny. She made no attempt to resist or escape, and the leash he clipped to her collar before he unlocked the chain was no more than a formality. 

She had been fed earlier, table scraps she was told, but some unknown sympathizer in the kitchen had managed to hide a still warm chicken leg under the pile of gristle and rinds. She had polished it off hungrily and snapped it in two to suck the marrow. She felt betrayed in some way she could not yet identify, and devouring the smuggled tidbit became an act of covert defiance. 

       So she was carrying her tin bowls when Soupcan led her into the shower room, and rinsed them as he readied a large nozzle behind her, not because the chore was required of her, only to distract herself with something mundane as a prologue to the unfolding nightmare.

       Soupcan snatched the bowls away impatiently. “Quit stallin’ and bend over, gal.”

       His gruffness carried a hint of apology. If he wasn’t actually feeling sorry for Jenny, he had no personal reason to be angry with her. Dusk was the only one who bore a grudge, and it was unlikely that anyone considered her complaint justified, or even worthy of support. Sarah had almost seemed regretful.

       Yet Jenny would be punished anyway, no matter whether she was innocent or forgiven. They would make an example of her, because discipline had to be maintained. There was no arguing with that, so she didn’t waste her breath. 

       She merely crouched on the floor and lifted her ass, spreading her legs to invite the nozzle.

He greased her more than necessary, working his fingers deep and turning them as she buried her face between clenched fists to protect it from the cold hard tiles. The floor smelled of bleach. 

       He took his time with the nozzle as well, screwing it in and out several times before he finally jammed it all the way in and released the valve. The water was icy cold this time, and the cramping began almost immediately, but she managed to take it all, and hold it as long as she must.

       She hated the fact that he lingered in the room after he removed the nozzle, and hated the way that he smirked down at her as she crouched over the floor drain to release what she could no longer contain. It wasn’t enough that she would suffer later, he needed to humiliate her first, for no better reason than his own entertainment. He filled her again, as she shivered and held back resentful tears. 

       “Gotta get that ass nice and clean,” he explained. “I plan to give it a real workout later on.”

        

       Jenny had been told nothing about when, how, or where she was to be punished. The suspense of waiting in ignorance was maddening. Perhaps that was intentional. 

       When Soupcan had her put on her sandals and led her on her leash across the moonlit yard to the main house, she wondered briefly if she had been granted a stay of execution. Certainly the promised punishment would be a public affair, in order to demonstrate to the other girls the price of misbehavior. 

       Perhaps Sarah had decided to grant her a private hearing and learn the truth. Maybe Sarah only wanted a chance to explain that the matter was out of her hands.

       There was also a possibility that she had been summoned for a private punishment that would precede the official public one, discharging whatever personal affront that Sarah felt. 

       It isn’t justice that is served behind locked doors in the middle of the night. More often wickedness is satisfied there.      

       They entered without knocking. The foyer was dim and this time no one arrived to receive them. 

       “Wait here,” Soupcan muttered as he removed her leash. “She will be around to collect you in a bit.” By the time Jenny had her sandals off, he was already gone.

       She stood in the darkened foyer wrestling with a terrible indecision. She was alone for the moment and unfettered. Soupcan had collared her and buckled leather cuffs on her wrists and ankles after her shower, a sure sign that she would could expect to be bound soon, but the D rings still dangled free of any connecting links. Unless Soupcan had stationed himself to guard the door from the outside, which was unlikely, she could simply open the door and walk away. She could reach the main road before sunrise. Even if she didn’t hitch a ride, she could walk into Ambleton before the heat of day. Clothing would be her only real problem, and that could be begged or borrowed from the first Samaritan she met.

       She shook those thoughts off. That was just panic, making her stupid. She was no prisoner. Only her own stubborn will and a promise kept her here. 

       And Sarah.

       The bedroom door opened, throwing a shaft of subdued light across the vault of the living area toward Jenny. She squared her shoulders and stood at attention, white knuckled fists at her sides. Her eyes flickered over the silhouette framed in the doorway before she dropped her eyes, and what she saw made her quake.

       It was Lady G. She leaned against the door jamb with her arms folded, wearing a silk blouse, knit jodhpurs, and knee high boots. The leather tail hanging from her belt reached nearly to the floor. Her smile was not a pleasant thing.

       “So, it’s my little scrapper,” she said.

       “I’m sorry, Ma’am,” Jenny said. 

        I was provoked. She didn’t say that. Her guilt or innocence didn’t matter. Lady G only needed an excuse. Tinka and Dusk had provided one, probably more by design than accident. Sarah was no fool. If she was pretending to believe this charade, Jenny would have to trust her, follow her lead, and ask no questions.

       “Not as sorry as you will be,” snarled Lady G. “On your knees!”

       Jenny dropped to her knees. Now that the moment had arrived, she felt an unnatural sense of calm.

       “Crawl to me.”

       Jenny crawled across the flagstone floor. When she arrived at Lady G’s boots, she bent to plant a delicate kiss on each toe. She knew better than to think that this act of contrition might help her cause now. It was more likely that Lady G was drawing inspiration from Jenny’s degradation, making new plans, getting wet.

       So be it. Jenny would play the role she had been assigned.

       The lash caught her by surprise, curling diagonally down across her cheeks and sinking its fangs into her thigh. The pain was incredibly sharp, cutting, entirely different from the strap that Sarah usually used, which seemed merciful by comparison. Jenny sucked in her breath and swallowed a scream as she clutched the floor and stubbornly pressed her lips to the leather before them.

       She is going to cut me to pieces! Jenny kept panic at bay with a promise to herself. Only her dread of shaming Sarah with a display of  cowardice could balance Jenny’s instinct of self preservation. If she was alone in this house with Lady G, she wouldn’t stay. Nothing could make her, but Sarah’s presence would reassure her. She would trust Sarah to protect her from coming to any real harm.

       “I humbly beg your forgiveness, Ma’am!” Jenny surprised herself with the control in her voice. Even speech should have been impossible, when every instinct told her to throw her hands over her injured flank and run out the door screaming. 

       “You have to earn my forgiveness.” growled Lady G. “Get your ass in here.” 

       Raising herself from the floor to crawl again, Jenny realized that Lady G was really a rather small woman, only inflated by simple arrogance. She was keeping Jenny on her knees because she didn’t want to see the lowly pony girl towering over her. This realization strengthened Jenny somehow, this private knowledge that mere circumstance compelled her to obey a woman who was in many ways her inferior. 

       Jenny crawled past Lady G and into the room.

       “Stop,” said Lady G. “Stand up.”

       Sarah was sitting on the bed, looking serene and beautiful in the dim glow of the bedside lamp. Her legs were bent and splayed, and her elbows rested casually on her knees. She wore only chaps and boots. A cigarette burned in one hand, the ash growing unnoticed as she leaned her head back against the wagon wheel headboard. Her face was a grimace of pleasure.

       A naked girl lay belly downward between her legs. The girl’s head bobbed slowly as she lapped Sarah’s pussy. An ashtray rested in the small of her back, and two spent butts already smoldered there. The welts on her ass glowed red. 

       Sarah opened her eyes, coughed, and flicked the ash from her cigarette. She stroked the head that was so busy between her thighs and murmured.

       “Take a break. We have visitors.”

       The girl raised her head and looked back over her shoulder, meeting Jenny’s eyes with a rueful look. Even if Jenny had not already recognized her stable mate, (that pert bottom was unmistakable, even marked as it was by Sarah’s favorite form of foreplay.) She should have expected nothing else. 

        Looking crestfallen, Button silently mouthed the word Sorry!


       Jenny dismissed her apology with a faint smile and a subtle shrug. If anyone was blameless in this affair, it was Button. Sarah was simply using her. Jenny had been warned that her Mistress was profligate. Expecting fidelity from her would be mere self delusion. 

       Yet it stung.

       Jenny had noticed the flush rings bolted to the floor during her other visits to this room, and the matching pair embedded in the beam above. Lady G had stopped her between the pairs of rings, and it was obvious to Jenny that she would soon be bound there. Rising, she widened her stance a bit, in expectation of the next command, then realized that even anticipating Lady G’s orders might become be an excuse for punishment and stood at ease instead.

       Jenny realized that being forced to watch Button with Sarah was meant to be a part of her punishment. She had been with Sarah nearly every night since she had arrived, and her days with Button had forged a bond of affection between them. If this tableau had been designed to inspire an agony of jealous rage; it had failed. She felt left out, certainly frustrated, but the fact that she had disappointed Sarah bothered her more.

       A single glance at Sarah reassured her. Sarah met Jenny’s eyes briefly before the girl remembered her place and dropped them, but even in that short time she saw understanding in Sarah’s eyes, almost an apology. Jenny realized that she was being punished partly to mollify Lady G, and Sarah regretted the necessity. It wasn’t the first time that Jenny had been aware of a history between these two that she was not privy to. Perhaps Sarah had to defer to Lady G when she would rather not. Perhaps there was a debt to be paid.

       If that was the case, Jenny would help to discharge it. She could only hope that it might redeem her, but she would pay anyway—for Sarah.

       Lady G was already raising Jenny’s hands and clipping the D rings on her wrist cuffs to the waiting attachments. When she knelt and drew Jenny’s unresisting ankles toward the floor rings, Jenny felt the increased stretch in her shoulders. In a matter of seconds, she was spread wide, completely vulnerable, and utterly helpless.

       “Since Dusk and Tinka are Lady G’s girls,” said Sarah, “She is the offended party here. So this is her play.” She stubbed out her cigarette in the ashtray and set the ashtray on the night stand. Her movements were brisk, betraying a bottled anger.

       Lady G ran a slow hand down the length of Jenny’s taut body. “I’m going to whip the hide off you,” she murmured.

       “She’s still my gal,” Sarah protested. “She won’t be any good to me in the hospital after you rip her to pieces.”

       Jenny felt the temperature in the room drop a few degrees. Whatever relationship Sarah and Lady G shared, it wasn’t friendship. She didn’t like being between these women, figuratively or literally.

       “Darling! Surely a few dozen strokes shouldn’t devalue her much,” purred Lady G. 

       Jenny couldn’t see the woman behind her, but she could imagine the insincerity of the smile that would be frozen on her face. Some women assume a false congeniality as their tempers rise. If they start to add terms of endearment, it’s time to duck. Jenny wanted more than ever to curl up into a ball and hide in a corner.

       “With that whip, a dozen ought to be plenty,” Sarah said evenly.

       Do I hear six? Thought Jenny. The party most concerned in this negotiation wasn’t allowed to bid. She held her tongue and waited.

       “Very well then,” Lady G was being magnanimous. “Just a dozen with this then, and I will give her the rest with something lighter.”

       Sarah didn’t seem pleased by this idea either, but clearly felt that she had done all she could to protect Jenny. Her impotent frustration was apparent as she twisted a tuft of Button’s mane and pulled the pony girl back into position between her thighs. 

       “Break time’s over, puss!” 

       Button sensed Sarah’s mood, not that fear was a necessary motive for diving back into her task. Jenny envied her position. Not only would she be allowed to feed on Sarah’s sweet nectar, but she wouldn’t have to bear witness as her bunkmate was whipped.

       Jenny certainly would rather be where she was.

       The first stroke came whistling in out of the darkness behind Jenny, wrapping her waist and surprising her. She sucked air, but the second blow had already landed before she could cry out. This one lit a line of fire across her thigh.

       Her eyes flew wide with shock, and through the fog of her welling tears she could see Sarah writhing on the bed, clutching Button’s head, her eyes already veiled and distant.

       The third stroke sought the crack of Jenny’s ass.

       There was a pause then, while Lady G set the whip aside and stuffed a rubber wedge into Jenny’s mouth. She hadn’t even been aware that she was screaming.

       On the bed, Sarah was doubled over and crying out as her spurs raked Button’s ass.

       The fourth and fifth strokes scorched Jenny between the shoulders. After that, perhaps because Lady G realized that her quota was nearly spent and wanted to concentrate her efforts where the sexual pay off was greatest for her, every stroke was directed at Jenny’s tender, quivering ass. The agony seemed to build with each measured stroke. 

       As the pain began to fade, Jenny became aware that she had been silently counting. She forced some of the tension from her body, flexing her aching shoulders and unclenching her fists.

       Okay, you made it. It wasn’t so bad.

       It was in that moment, when she was least prepared for it, that the whip snaked in again and added one more blazing line to her singed bottom.

       She threw a look of reproach over her shoulder. Lady G met it with an impish grin and a wink.

        “A baker’s dozen, dearie,” she murmured, as though that justified and explained everything.

       Sarah hadn’t even noticed. She was already rolling Button over on to her back. Sarah’s hungry fingers sought prey. Impatiently, she slapped the inside of Button’s thighs to direct her. Button looked expectant and wary as she threw her knees obediently wide. She was still unsure of Sarah’s intentions, knowing that the cowgirl was a creature of whim. For Sarah pain or pleasure was not a conscious choice, it was the whim of a demon that arrived unsummoned, astonishing even her. 

       “Now then,” said Lady G. Her voice pulled Jenny’s attention back to her own unpleasant predicament, reminding her that the party was just getting started.

       “Which toy should we play with next?”

       From the direction of her voice, she was over at the wall, where Jenny knew that an array of painful devices was always displayed. Jenny had never been sure if the weapons on the wall were arranged there for Sarah’s convenience, or as a hovering threat to terrorize her evening companions. Jenny might have turned her head to see, but the look of apprehension in her eyes would only have fed Lady G’s sadistic appetite, and Jenny would discover soon enough what the choice had been. 

       The view before her was no improvement. Button was squealing softly, lifting her heels off the bed as she convulsed joyfully. Sarah’s face was buried in her puss now, feasting on her.

        Jenny let her head droop. Her suffering had been a stimulant for Sarah, but no longer served that purpose. She had ceased to be even worthy of Sarah’s attention, while Button was getting lost in her own erotic dream. Jenny’s suffering would continue whether or not Sarah and Button bothered to witness it. It had been bad enough to be an object of scorn. Now she was simply invisible.

       Lady G stepped in front of Jenny, temporarily blocking the view. A pair of metal clips dangled from her fingertips. 

       “Are you familiar with these?” Her voice was teasing.

       She was. Jenny had felt those jaws before, and hated them. With the rubber wedge filling her mouth, Jenny couldn’t reply. The question was rhetorical anyway, and Lady G could understand the answer in her widening eyes, and enjoyed what she read there. Chuckling softly, Lady G clutched Jenny to her and sucked on the pony girl’s nipples greedily, encouraging them to stand up hard. 

       Jenny could feel the woman’s talons digging into her back, the clips in her palm were a spot of ice against Jenny’s shoulder blade. Jenny whined as she felt sharp teeth close over her nipples, biting just hard enough to frighten and hurt her.

       Lady G made a little production out of attaching the clips, putting them on and studying the result, pretending displeasure with the result and taking them off to adjust them again. The pain multiplied as Jenny’s nipples became more tender. It was like being gnawed by rats. She whined and strained against her wrist cuffs. 

       Jenny didn’t know for sure when Lady G finally left her alone. Her eyes were screwed tightly shut as she adjusted to the continuous and maddening pinch. She only gradually became aware that the clips were no longer being twisted and tugged upon, and the torture continued only because of their dangling weight. Warily, she opened her eyes.

       On the bed,  Sarah mauled Button, raking the pony girls’ flanks and grasping the soft breasts in her claws as she growled softly and greedily devoured the vitals. Button’s cries were wounded and lost.

       A soft clicking, like distant castanets, warned Jenny of Lady G’s return. A moment later she appeared in front of Jenny again. 

       With her legs spread so wide, Jenny stood lower than usual, but Lady G still had to lift her gaze to meet Jenny’s. Lady G dangled another pair of clips between them and gleefully studied the apprehension in Jenny’s eyes. 

       A sort of mad tittering threatened to erupt from the woman, and she locked it behind pursed lips like a schoolgirl embarrassed to be overhearing a smutty word.

       “Mmm, hmmm, You do know where this pair goes now, don’t you?”

       Jenny felt her knees involuntarily begin to strain at their bonds and strive to come together. 

       Lady G noticed it too, and coaxed them apart with a sharp slap to the inside of each thigh. 

       “Open those legs!” 

       Jenny obeyed swiftly, communicating terrified apology with her eyes, but Lady G was not mollified. As she turned away a dark cloud seemed to follow her wake. She was back in a moment with a leather strap, aiming swift and savage blows toward the thighs jenny could not defend.

       “You! Don’t! Move!” every word was underlined by the report of leather striking skin.

       Jenny wailed into her gag. The woman terrified as only nightmares can. There was more than mere rage inside this woman, there was madness clawing at the door.  

       “Understand?” The blow that followed made Jenny’s entire weight hang from her wrists as her heels rose from the floor. She shook her head frantically.

       As suddenly as it had gathered, the storm dissipated and Lady G grinned sheepishly, brushing back a tangle of hair that had fallen across her eyes. She coughed.

       “Well then. That’s better. See how much better life is when you cooperate?”

       She didn’t toy with the clips this time. She wasn’t in the mood anymore. The clips were snapped on to Jenny’s labia with a brisk efficiency that had her whining piteously.

       The clips weren’t meant to be the main event in this torture session anyway, only a minor added annoyance. When the strap began to flail at her from behind, Jenny soon forgot them entirely. 

       Jenny’s entire body was a fair target for the whistling strap. It wrapped her shoulders and bit her arm pits, wrapping around to nip at her breasts. It reddened her belly and made her thighs sing with dreadful pain.

       At some point during the beating, perhaps when Lady G paused for a moment to wipe her forehead, Jenny opened her eyes. Sarah was smoking again, wearily leaning back against the pillows with Button under her arm. She looked sated and a trifle bored.

       When the lash began to fall again, Button flinched sympathetically.

       Much of the hour that followed became a blur. At some point, the clips were yanked off, making Jenny shriek with the sudden flare of agony. Jenny later remembered the moment when Lady G pried the gag from her aching jaw and forced a kiss on her, invading her mouth with a tongue that probed deep, seizing the pony girl’s lower lip in her teeth as the greedy hands worked on her from below, extorting a reluctant dew from the bruised flesh.

       Jenny collapsed to the floor in exhaustion when Lady G finally released her. She was glossy with pain sweat and sniffing back tears that she was still too proud to shed. The strap had overlaid her ass with a uniform glowing heat, yet rising through it she could count each stripe of the whip as a bright flare of lingering pain. The strap trailed over her bowed head and she raised her face to kiss it, then dropped low to kiss the toe of Lady G’s boot as well.

       “Now, that is a proper display of submission,” said Lady G triumphantly. She grasped the tuft of Jenny’s mane, bringing her up to a kneeling position, and planted her boots beside Jenny’s knees, straddling her. 

       Sometime during the beating, Lady G had shed her jodhpurs, and Jenny found herself staring up at the woman’s heavily furred mound.

       “Now you are ready to thank me properly.” 

       It was the inevitable culmination of a perfect evening, insult added to injury. Jenny wanted to beat at the woman with her fists, screaming, then run to Sarah’s side and beg her pardon and protection. Instead she tilted her head back and opened her mouth wide as the descending sex engulfed her. 

       Lady G exuded a strong musk, and enjoyed smothering her victim. 

       “Get your tongue in there! Deeper, bitch!”

       Now and then she would yank Jenny’s head away to let her gulp air, savor the mounting distress of the slave’s near suffocation, then bury her face again in the pungent folds. 

       Lady G looked oddly young and vulnerable when she climaxed, like a young girl experiencing it for the first time, yet she held Jenny’s head captive in a vise-like grip and pressed  her tightly to her belly, hard enough to bruise Jenny’s lips against her teeth. When Lady G finally relaxed and pushed her away, Jenny allowed herself to hope that her debt had at last been paid. She longed to spend the rest of the night near Sarah; if not beside her, at least chained by the foot of her bed. The leash that Lady G clipped to her collar was her first clue that this was not to be. A canvas bag was thrust between Jenny’s teeth 

       “Carry this for me, would you?” Lady G’s request seemed perfectly reasonable. Jenny didn’t think of refusing as the strap fell hard on her ass.

       “Outside,” barked Lady G, yanking on the leash.

       Jenny had to crawl swiftly to avoid being dragged. She scurried painfully along in Lady G’s wake, heedless of the sharp pebbles stabbing into her palms and knees, driven by the sharp explosions of pain on her backside.

         In the light of the full moon she could see the pillory waiting in the center of the yard. 






  

Part Two

 

She Was Rode Hard and Put Away Wet






  

Chapter Eleven

 

       Locked in the pillory, Jenny waited for the sun to rise.

       Setting the punishment strap aside and ordering Jenny to bend over the trestle, Lady G had raised the split cross bar of the yoke and invited Jenny to place her neck and wrists into the notches. As the top closed on its hinge, Jenny fought an attack of panic, thinking about how implacably the wood would hold her. Then lady G closed the hasp and pinned it fast, and escape became a lost hope.

       The wrist holes had been placed lower than the notch that held her neck, easing the strain that the pillory would otherwise exert on her elbows and shoulders. Her belly rested on a narrow plank that supported the center of her body while her breasts were free to dangle on either side. A thick, smooth wooden cylinder raised and cradled her hips. 

       At the base of the trestle, mounted across the base of the upright was a wooden stock notched for a pair of ankles. Jenny’s legs were spread obscenely wide and locked in place.

       When Jenny was secure, Lady G had taken the canvas bag out of Jenny’s mouth and opened it. Leather straps were coiled inside like a nest of snakes. Lady G used two of them to draw Jenny’s knees forward and secure them to the post. Another strap went around her waist and was drawn tight to the plank below her until her back was arched. She felt like a sacrifice bound to an altar, but it wasn’t her soul that was being offered. She could feel the desert breeze caress the wide stretched cleft between her buttocks. 

       Lady G had strolled around the pillory then, checking each connection, tightening a buckle here and there. Satisfied, she had opened the bag a final time, producing a pair of latex gloves and a jar of lubricant. Jenny couldn’t see anything except her own hands, which appeared to be no more than fluttering ghosts in the moonlight, but she could hear the crunch of Lady G’s boot heels moving behind her, and the rattle of the jar lid being opened. She could feel two fingers spearing into her anus, delivering a glob of something cold and slippery that smelled of perfume. The fingers worked deep, turning and stroking inside her.

       “Still a bit tight,” muttered Lady G, to herself. “Perhaps she is just tense. I’ll have to speak to Sarah about opening her up a bit more.” The fingers slithered out slowly.

       Lady G screwed the top back on the jar and set it on the cross bar between Jenny’s legs.. Then she stood back a moment to admire her work before she picked up the punishment strap and delivered a half dozen savage blows to the taut skin of Jenny’s ass. Beyond pride or shame by this time, Jenny howled and sobbed.

       As the pain began to fade she opened her eyes. Lady G was in front of her again. 

       “Open your mouth.”

       When Jenny obeyed, the strap was thrust into her mouth.

       “Hold this.”

       The lash dangled from Jenny’s mouth. She couldn’t imagine the price she might pay for spitting it out.

       “The grooms are country boys,” said Lady G. “They generally rise early. I imagine that Soupcan will be here about first light. After he has finished with you, he will probably want to share you with a few friends. You can think of it as a coming out party.”  

       She turned on her heel and disappeared into the darkness.

       Jenny waited, tasting leather seasoned with her tears, shivering in the night chill. A coyote howled in the darkness and was answered. 

       The trestle, she discovered, was nearly comfortable. She could rise on her toes and ease the pressure on her belly, though it tightened the strap across the small of her back. She could let her head drop and rest her neck, but that drew her hips forward over the bolster and raised her ass even more. The notches that trapped her extremities fit snugly, but didn’t pinch. Sandpaper and varnish had smoothed them. If she fought them in the throes of her ordeal, chafing would be minimal. 

       Something touched her heel, something with sharp, tiny legs. Her breath whistled through her teeth as she whined around the strap, thinking of scorpions and the moist fragrance it might climb her leg to investigate, but whatever it was decided she was inedible and scuttled away.

       The birds announced the dawn, bursting into chorus before she realized that the sky was growing brighter. Soon the smell of bacon drifted from the farmhouse. Button was still in there. Perhaps she had been allowed to sleep in Sarah’s bed. She might be kneeling on the kitchen floor having breakfast from a tin plate while Sarah stared out the window, sipping her morning coffee and enjoying the view.                

       “Now ain’t that a pretty sight,” said Soupcan.

       She heard him coming, recognizing that slow swaggering limp. He was here to claim his reward after so many days of hard training. She could feel his breath on her cheeks. He sniffed.

       “Mmmm! I love the smell of fresh lube in the morning,” he drawled. “It smells like buggery.”

       Jenny shuddered. It was just the early morning chill she told herself, not the dreadful prospect of being brutally gang raped while she was on public display. 

       He circled her slowly, enjoying his anticipation. When he was in front of her, he lowered his zipper and reached inside to free his already half erect cock. He took the strap out of her mouth and draped it across her back.

       “Make it good and hard now,” he admonished. “If I go limp trying to squeeze into that tight little hole, I might have to find some other way to get the old lizard back up.” 

       The snug fit of the pillory constricted her throat, and she choked on him as he forced himself in deep. He was in a hurry though, and was quickly steely hard. His cock emerged from her mouth trailing a strand of saliva. 

       Lubrication, she thought. If he is wet, it won’t hurt as much.

       He played his cock up and down her ass crack first, and spanked her with it. At last, he hooked his thumbs to either side to spread her open a bit more and pressed forward. Jenny held her breath and willed herself to relax, feeling him breach the ring of muscle and ooze in.

       It wasn’t as bad as she feared. Hard though it was, his cock was still warm flesh. Sarah’s dildo had been cold and hard. The plugs had helped prepare her for this moment, teaching her to yield when instinct urged her to resist. His drive was slow but inexorable and she moaned as she felt him filling her depths.

       He stayed that way a moment, letting her adjust or just relishing the tight grip. 

       “Your first real cock, honey?” he chuckled. “I told you that you would learn to like it.”

       He pulled out of her, all the way out, amused by her yelp of surprise. The freshly outraged opening felt oddly abandoned, and she was embarrassed as she felt it pucker and pout. He was just toying with her, and immediately drove himself in again, swiftly this time, so that she cried out.

        He fucked her then, steadily and relentlessly, until her mouth was agape and her eyes were 

beginning to glaze over from the surfeit of sensations—pain, humiliation, and the awakening of a furtive lust.


       He is really doing this, he is fucking me up the ass!

       He pulled out again, and the muted keening she had been emitting was suddenly cut off. She lowered her head, feeling drained and utterly defeated.

       “Ask me for more.”

       She drew a slow, shuddering breath. “Please fuck me.”

       Her voice was a gravelly squeak. She was coughing to clear her throat when she felt the strap lifted from her back. Sudden alarm gave her renewed energy. 

       “Please, Sir! Please fuck my tight little ass! I need it, really!”

       He hesitated, disappointed by her swift surrender, or maybe it was  pity for her desperation that made him pause. 

       “Aw fuck it!” he growled at last, and she felt the strap sweep down across her left thigh, high and inside.

       “AHHH! Please, Sir. I need your beautiful cock! Lady G has already made me nice and red for you, just the way you like me!” The tears that she had held in check for so long flowed freely at last, and a deep, hopeless sob broke through unrestrained.

       The right thigh felt the strap this time. 

       “Shut up now,” he sounded irritated by her frantic pleading. It had been her mistake, after all, to let herself believe that mere begging would earn her any mercy. “I aim to freshen you up a mite first.”

       He concentrated his efforts on her ass after that, raining the strokes down with measured efficiency. This wasn’t about punishment any more, and he didn’t need to hear her screams to get stiff. The glistening tip of his liberated cock was already a bobbing lance. He was just improving her color, preparing a warm cushion for his palms to knead while he rode her.

       When the strap draped over her back again and she felt his cock playing up and down her crack to tease her,  she controlled her sobbing and quavered.

       “Thank you, Sir!”

       “That’s my girl.” His cool hands stroked her ass approvingly as he thrust into her again, swift and deep. “Hold on now. We’re going for a long hard ride.” 

 

       Much later, Jenny watched the long morning shadow of the live oak creep across the yard as it shortened. The sun would reach her soon, and she was already thirsty. 

       If any formal sentence had been handed down in her case, no one had bothered to tell the defendant. She didn’t know if she was still being punished, or if this was just considered another day in the life of an indentured sex slave. Until this morning, exhausted and alone in her misery, she had been able to delude herself. But this misadventure wasn’t about noble self sacrifice, or even athletic ambition. She had sold herself for money. 

       Around her, the ranch was coming to life. Harness leather creaked and shod feet clattered by. No one seemed surprised to see her there. The other pony girls pointedly ignored her. Whether that was because she was in disgrace; or because they didn’t want to be reminded of a plight  that could easily become their own, Jenny had no way of knowing.

       Jenny’s bottom was itching and deeply sore, marinating in Soupcan’s sweat. His belly’s wiry pelt had abraded the already tender skin of her cleft as he repeatedly slammed himself into her. The spunk he painted her cheeks with had tickled its way down her crack and was drying on her thigh. Soupcan had draped the strap across her back as he was leaving. He told her that he was keeping it handy for later.

       The tears on her cheeks were drying as well. She could only imagine the humiliating display she had just made, red faced and grunting, eyes and mouth wide with shock, tears streaming. She had been babbling toward the end.

       “Oh please! PLEASE! AH! Not so HARD! AH! Could you just slow down at LEAST! I’m not going AH! Anywhere!”

       He had leaned over her and whispered in her ear, his hips still furiously churning as he prompted her, and she had screamed all of the things he told her to scream. 

       “I love AH! Your AH! Big Beautiful AH! COCK!”

       She had announced to anyone within earshot that she was a horny slutty dirty whore who loved taking Soupcan’s big cock up her ass, and she wanted it every day from now on. She had sounded very sincere.

       The door to the ranch house opened and Button came out carrying something on a little tray. As she came across the yard toward her, Jenny could see orange juice in a tall glass and smell bacon and eggs. Button looked wary, as though unsure of her reception. Jenny couldn’t suppress a wry smile. It wasn’t as though she was likely to leap up and assault anyone.

       “Sarah sent me to feed you.” Button said. Her body language, nervous shifting, and an inability to look directly at Jenny, said, Are you mad at me?


       “It smells really good.” Jenny let her squirm a little. She had been warned from the beginning that she would never be Sarah’s special girl, but they had been together enough for Jenny to form an emotional bond anyway. She had felt rejected last night, just when she needed most to be restored to a state of grace. She understood that Sarah had a good reason, and there was a dynamics of sex and power at play here that had very little to do with her. It still hurt. 

       “I’m not allowed to turn you loose yet. I’ll have to feed you by hand.”

       Jenny saw the logic of this as well. Sarah was experienced enough with the pony girl psyche to expect Jenny’s resentment of an unjust punishment, and to realize that Jenny might nurture a natural jealousy of Button and transform her into an emotional scapegoat. It would be an easy way for her to direct her anger at a safer target. 

       But they were still a team, dependent upon each other. Sending Button out to feed Jenny was a brilliant way of reminding them both of that fact, and giving them a chance to make their peace. 

       “I really need to pee.” Jenny laughed apologetically.

       “Oh, I’m sorry! I should have thought of that,” Button was nearly comic in her concern, or maybe just relieved that Jenny was still speaking to her. She hastily unfolded a little frame that she had carried in the crook of her elbow and set the tray on it. “I’ll get a bucket.”

       She headed back toward the house while Jenny waited, gazing longingly at the hot breakfast so tantalizingly near. When Button returned, Jenny felt the cold rim of a metal bucket pressed between her thighs.

       “Sorry,” said Button. “It’s the best I can do.”

       Jenny’s need was too great for embarrassment, but she blushed as she heard her own urine spattering behind her. When she had finished, Button poured the bucket out into the yard and went back to the house. She rinsed the bucket at an outside spigot and came back with fresh water to pour between Jenny’s legs. 

       The icy water made Jenny gasp, but it was soothing to her swollen tissues.

       Button came around the trestle and busied herself cutting up Jenny’s eggs and balancing a bite on the end of the fork.

       “Open wide,” Button giggled. “Here comes the choo choo!”

       Jenny smiled, bemused by the lame humor, but her situation did make her feel like a helpless child, unable even to feed herself. Sarah had known that it would, of course.

       “I hope you aren’t thinking about leaving the ranch now,” said Button as Jenny chewed.

       The question caught Jenny off guard. She had been worried that Sarah might banish her, and had long since rejected the obvious choice. She had forgotten that she could end this ordeal with a few words, collect her per diem pay and return to her old life. This was a commitment, and she was determined to see it through no matter how difficult.

       “No,” she swallowed. “Do you think that I should?”

       “Look, I’m sorry about last night. I was sent for. It wasn’t my choice.”

       Jenny opened her mouth for another bite and ate it before she answered. “I know that,” she mumbled wearily. “I’m a big girl.”

       “Lady G is giving Sarah twenty kinds of shit right now. I think they sent me out here so they could talk privately. When the grown ups argue, they put the kids outside to play. I did hear Sarah say that she can’t maintain order here when she has to handle Lady G’s girls with kid gloves. Lady G is about ready to pick up her toys and go home. I think maybe Dusk and Tinka are finally going to be out of our hair.”

       “I was set up,” said Jenny, when her mouth was empty again.

       “I think we all know that,” Button nodded, looking at the ground as she spoke “You’re being a good sport about it too. I never met anybody like you. I mean- I’m just a perverted slut, no mystery there. You have this amazing focus though. You make me want to be a better person than I was before. When we are harnessed together, I feel as though you are pulling me along with you. I just move my legs and try to keep from breaking stride.”

       “If that’s a compliment,” said Jenny, “Thanks.”

       “I would miss you, for what that’s worth.”

       Jenny sipped orange juice through the straw Button had thoughtfully placed in the glass.

       “I would miss you too. I haven’t had many friends in my life. That’s important to me.”

       “And what either one of us has with Sarah has nothing to do with that?” When Button raised her head Jenny could see that her eyes were watering. Shyly, she stroked the fingertips of Jenny’s trapped left hand with her own.

       “We can’t let it matter,” agreed Jenny.

        “I’ve been here awhile, okay?” Button continued. “I’ve been with her—a lot. Long enough to get past that whole initial slave crush thing. Oh, I still love her, but it’s different now. I understand her better. After she finally gets enough of beating our asses and screwing us raw the girl likes to cuddle and confess.” 

       Button broke off abruptly, as though rejecting some admission that she had been about to reveal. Loyalty and discretion, Button’s stock with Jenny was rising.

       “If you stay long enough, you will reach that point where you really understand that pleasing her is just another part of our job description. As long as Frisk holds our contracts, she is his agent and our Mistress. She runs us. If she decides to do us a favor and give us some of her attention; then we call it a perk and we thank her for it. If she doesn’t; we have no right to care. When you accept that fact of life, you let go of a lot of stupid emotional baggage, and really submit. It sort of swallows you whole. Sarah has a name for it: ‘a poetics for pony girls’. This sounds pretty crazy to you right now. I know.”

       “Maybe not,” said Jenny. “I have been thinking a lot this morning about why I really came here. Believe it or not, this is a good place for doing some cold hard meditation.”

       Button rolled her eyes skyward and grinned. “Don’t I know it? I’ve been staked out for the coyotes a time or two.” She leaned closer and whispered conspiratorially.

        “Have you come yet?”

       Jenny sputtered with laughter. Button was so unabashedly perverse, like a child too young to learn shame.

       “Now I know why you came out here,” she giggled. “You just wanted to pump me for dirty details!”

       If Button had any lingering doubts about Jenny’s willingness to forget the night before, she discarded them. She shrugged as though her curiosity was a given.

        “Well, yeah!” 

       Then she looked up apprehensively at the sound of approaching boot heels.

       “I brought a couple of friends along that I wanted you to meet.” 

       It was Soupcan, coming back for more.

       Button’s smile was frozen as she gathered up the remains of Jenny’s breakfast and picked up the tray. Jenny recognized her dilemma. If Button tried to excuse herself and leave; she might invite pursuit, but staying would certainly make her an obvious temptation. She stood up.

       “Mistress Sarah is expecting me up at the house.”

       “She’s busy right now, paying her respects to Lady G,” said Soupcan. “They don’t need to be disturbed for awhile.”

       Caught between two imperatives, Button stood. Locked in the pillory, Jenny’s view was limited, but she saw Button’s bare toes clench. 

       Soupcan decided the issue, lifting the strap from Jenny’s back.

       “Best set the tray down.”

       The tray rattled a bit as Button set it on the ground. “Get Slade hard for your girl friend’s ass,” Soupcan growled. 

       Button found a grassy spot to kneel and opened her mouth wide. A tall cowboy stepped between her widespread knees and clamped his hands to the back of her head.

       Jenny heard the jar open again and two fingers plunged into her, delivering fresh lubricant. She whined as she felt the sore opening forced again. 

       “Please! It hurts!”

       Soupcan chuckled. “She’s really gonna feel it this time.”

       Jenny had a quick glimpse of the cowboy as he turned away from Button. His cock was an angry purple, nearly as thick as Soupcan’s but much longer.

       He didn’t waste time with any preliminaries. As soon as he was behind her, Jenny felt him jabbing in roughly. He took her by the shoulders to brace her against his steady, piston like strokes.

       Button remained on her knees, and the second cowboy took his place. She meekly set to work making him ready. Soupcan walked a slow circle around the orgy, as though proud of his creation. He took a camera out of his pocket and snapped a few pictures. 

       The first man was mercifully quick, but as soon as he had finished spurting his hot discharge into Jenny’s depths and pulled out, the second man was pushing Button away and striding around the trestle to take his place.

       Jenny let her head hang with exhaustion and tried to catch her breath, aware that he was positioning himself behind her now. He fumbled in his pockets for a moment, then Jenny felt him pry the lips of her pussy apart and insert something small and hard into her. It felt like a little egg.

       “Brought you a present,” he chuckled, as the egg began to vibrate.

       Her violation this time was more intense and memorable than those that came before. The muted buzz of arousal that she felt when Soupcan first took her blossomed into a sensation that was agonizingly intense. The vibrating egg filled her puss, tightening her ass more than ever, but the cowboy wasn’t in the least discouraged by that, and used her relentlessly anyway. The bolster under her hips pressed against her mound, and she began to lift herself up and forward, seeking to maximize the friction against her clit. It was impossible for her to relax, and the climax she could no longer deny began to build as she clenched around the plunging cock. She cried out hopelessly, defeated by the weakness of her own sexual desperation.

       Too late, she realized that there would be no allowance made for her depleted arousal, no respite from the hard cock steadily pounding into her or the vibrator that had become a nagging torment within. She had no choice but to endure until every one of these men had been satisfied. Moaning, she slumped limp over the trestle, resigned to becoming no more than an open vessel now. Impossibly, she discovered that her powerlessness became a new source of excitement, and felt her desire kindled anew. 

       Soupcan put his camera away.

       “You stay right there, Button. I’ll be needing that mouth again in a short while.”

       As Jenny squirmed and sobbed on the creaking trestle, she was dimly aware that Lady G’s car had pulled out of the garage and was headed down the driveway. When it was near the trestle, the car paused and idled there for several minutes. 

       Behind the tinted windows, Lady G watched.






  

Chapter Twelve

 

       Jenny sprawled on Sarah’s bed, enjoying the incredible luxury of unfettered movement for the first time in a day. Even her leather cuffs had been removed, and the pressure marks on her wrists and ankles slowly faded. The ointment that Sarah had gently rubbed into her outraged flesh had awakened a thousand sparkling pinpoints of pain and made her aware of the deeper bruises  below the surface. Every joint and muscle was aching. Her ass throbbed inside and out. Yet she felt oddly refreshed and whole. Her penance had been served. She had earned forgiveness.

       The receding shadows had exposed Jenny to the heat of the sun before the door of the ranch house opened again. She had been alone by then. The cowboys had satisfied themselves at last and left. Button had been dismissed to return to her duties, leaving Jenny alone.

       It was Sarah who came out of the house this time, carrying a martini glass in her hand. From the unsteady way she was walking, Jenny guessed that it wasn’t her first of the day.

        Jenny had been physically and emotionally numb when Sarah released her and helped her stagger into the house. A hot shower had restored Jenny somewhat, and she had leaned against the wall and shuddered with relief and pure pleasure as Sarah’s gentle hands bathed her with a soft sponge. 

        Sarah entered the bedroom carrying a martini for Jenny and helped her sit up in the bed to sip. Cradling the drink gingerly in both hands, Jenny remembered the last time she had accepted a drink. It had been in the motel room with Brian, the night she decided to make her deal with the devil. The situation had been very different then, like the beginning of an exciting adventure instead of slow waking from a nightmare.

       The martini was perfect. Frost rimed the glass. The liquid burned going down, and warmed her inside.

       “I may live,” Jenny murmured. Then realizing that her comment might be considered impertinent, she glanced up at her Mistress surreptitiously.

       Sarah only looked disconcerted and a little sad. Jenny reflected that managing this training facility meant dealing with intractable pony girls, a staff of unstable thugs, and the mad whims of affluent perverts. It wasn’t all fun and games. Sarah appeared worn out. Jenny nearly felt sorry for her.

       “So, you’re feeling better now?” Sarah asked solicitously. 

       Jenny looked around the room, remembering the drama that had unfolded there only hours before. Sunlight had transformed this chamber of horrors into an ordinary bedroom again, a place of sanity and refuge.

       “Yes, ma’am.”

       Sarah dropped into a chair beside the bed, collapsing with a sigh. Her eyes were glassy with drink or nascent tears. She turned her empty glass slowly in her hand as she spoke, staring beyond the bed and out the window, as though addressing an invisible third party.

       “I’m giving you a couple of days off to recover. You can sleep in my bed and eat at my table. I want you fit again. I don’t think I need to remind you that you have more potential than any girl we have ever trained here. Right now you may think that we are being unreasonably harsh, maybe you are considering packing the whole thing in, wondering if it’s even worth the money. On the other hand, maybe you’re the kind of gal that rises to a challenge. Maybe hardship just tempers you. For what it’s worth, I didn’t want to punish you, didn’t think you really deserved it, but I have to think about keeping up appearances and maintaining order. If I let you get away with brawling, even in self defense, then discipline goes all to hell.” 

       “I understand that, Ma’am.”

        “Mr. Frisk holds the mortgage on this ranch, I’m just management.” Sarah said. “That means that I am forced to kiss a few asses that I would much rather kick. Folks like you and me, we’re little dogs. When the big dogs fight,” she clapped her hands and rubbed the palms together. They made a dry, rasping sound, like sand against stone. “The little dogs are the ones who get chewed up. Sometimes we have to do things that we would rather not.”

        She set her glass down, stood up unsteadily, and advanced to the bed. Jenny put her glass beside Sarah’s and leaned toward her, unsure of what she might be consenting to, sweet affection or sudden brutality. At the Bar S, Jenny had come to expect either, and the choice seemed unjustly random. With Sarah, it was often hard to tell the difference between the two. 

       Sarah lifted jenny’s chin and planted a kiss on her lips, a kiss that began dry and chaste, then became open mouthed and passionate. Jenny moaned a welcome. Lady G had been the last one to kiss her, but that kiss had been a demand. This one was a question.

       Sarah pulled back and gazed into Jenny’s eyes.

        “When you first came in, I named you Jenny the Mule to insult you. That ain’t right. You deserve better.” she dropped a heavy hand on Jenny’s head as though bestowing knighthood. 

       “ I’m giving you back your real name,” she said without irony. “From now on you can be called  Morgan again.” She picked up her glass and turned away.

        “I always liked the breed anyway.”

 

       “You’re wanted up at the house,” said Soupcan. “Better get cleaned up first.”

       A week had passed. Morgan had recovered quickly under Sarah’s tender care. She had remained in the house for two days, sleeping on the big soft bed or lounging on a cushion at Sarah’s feet while the Mistress worked at her desk. Though her meals were eaten from a tin plate while she knelt on the kitchen floor, the food was tasty and nutritious. She wore nothing but a collar the entire time and spoke very little. Sarah was a busy woman, not given to idle talk, but it was enough for Morgan to be near her. Morgan overheard Sarah’s telephone conversations and listened in as she directed the grooms, and was pleased to discover that the woman was an able administrator. 

       Sarah had even handed Morgan the phone and encouraged her to give her brother a call. He sounded stronger than ever, promised to pay back the money she had sent him, and wished her luck on her new job.

       In the evening Morgan had massaged Sarah with oil and knelt at the foot of her chair to satisfy her with an eager tongue. At night she shared Sarah’s bed, and was awakened once during the night by Sarah crawling playfully under the covers to surprise her. In the darkness, she felt the hands of her Mistress moving over her like busy spiders, a wet and knowing tongue finding all of the right places and driving her over the edge. When she had finished pleasuring Morgan, Sarah had returned to her own side of the bed without a word, rolled over, and slept.

       Morgan wept with gratitude, but silently, fearing to wake her Mistress.

       On the third day, Soupcan had roused Morgan from her dreams, throwing back the bed cover and clipping a leash to her collar. Sarah had been up and working at her desk already, and didn’t even bother looking up as Morgan was led away.

       Morgan’s sins had been atoned for, or merely forgotten as far as Soupcan was concerned. There was only one change in the way he treated her. On the first morning that she returned to the stable, after she had been cleaned up, he made her bend over a sink in the shower room, swabbed lubricant on her ass, and sodomized her energetically. 

       Most of her soreness was gone by then, and all that remained was a deep ache, as though she harbored a void that needed to be filled now. As he used her, she felt echoes of the hunger that had possessed her on the trestle stirring to life. Later, when she had been harnessed and was running beside Button, the tail plug shifting inside of her had nurtured that craving. At the end of the day, Soupcan told her to kneel and beg him to use her again, and her begging had been genuinely sincere. 

       He had ordered her to lay face down on her own bunk and crouch with her knees touching her elbows. Beside her, Button was ordered to assume the same position on her own bunk. When he joined each girl’s knees and elbows together with the adhesive cloth bandages he usually used for wrapping the legs of lame horses, they both knew that he had more on his mind than mere sex. The wrapping forced them into a ball like crouch. Their hands and feet were free to flutter about uselessly, but they were too helpless to even crawl, but their bottoms were beautifully presented for discipline. 

       They hadn’t done anything wrong. Soupcan had timed their final run on a measured course and the result had pleased him. They didn’t deserve a beating, but he gave it to them anyway, leisurely, over several hours. He used a wide strap that made a loud report and left fiery swaths on their reddening skin. When the proper color and temperature had been achieved, he lubed them both and went from bed to bed. Before he was finished, both of them were flushed and sobbing. 

       Perhaps he had been conserving his energy while Morgan was resting up in the ranch house, or he had been inspired by the prospect of fresh meat to use. Whatever the cause, his performance that night was amazing, and when he finally released them, both bottoms were oozing spunk and glowing with heat.   

        Sarah had not summoned her again since her hiatus. Button had been left alone as well. Perhaps Sarah was only sated or busy. She may have been wary of showing favoritism and provoking another incident. Morgan reminded herself that mooning over Sarah was counterproductive. She had training to do, and threw herself into it with so much enthusiasm that even Soupcan, who never had a good word for any pony, relinquished a few grudging words of praise. 

       Button had labored gamely along when they were harnessed together; though at times she appeared about to hit the wall of exhaustion, she never stumbled or complained. Button and Morgan were becoming a real team. 

       They were bonding at night as well. Except for the welcome home party Soupcan threw for them on Morgan’s first night back, they had been left alone in the evenings. Without the inhibiting presence of Dusk and Tinka, the bunkhouse became an ideal trysting spot. Together they whispered and giggled like schoolgirls, sharing secrets and making confessions.

        When darkness fell on the second night and no one arrived to escort either of them up to the ranch house, they had known that they were finally free to enjoy each other. Button was an artful minx who taught by example, and Morgan was an eager student. 

       Yet even as Morgan’s tongue entwined with Button’s; even as she kissed her way around that smooth throat to nibble an earlobe and explored the hollows of Button’s collarbone, they both felt an emptiness in their hearts that neither could explain. Even as Morgan became by turns enticing and coy, teasing Button’s nipples with light flicks of her tongue before taking the nipple to worry it in her teeth; even then she felt haunted by the unspoken absence.

       “Sometimes I pretend you’re Sarah,” Button sighed.

       Morgan seized Button by the mane and bared her throat, unaccountably irked at her stablemate for reminding her.

        “That’s all right,” she growled. “Sometimes I pretend I’m Sarah too.”

       Button squealed as Morgan’s other hand began to glide over her smooth mound, finding the folds below wet and ready. A leg hooked around Morgan’s waist and drew her in closer as Button purred and lifted her hips to invite the exploring fingers.

       There was a catharsis in their lovemaking, a way of invoking the spirit through the flesh. They still had each other, even when they felt most alone.

       “Take me!” Button whimpered. “Take me the way she does!” 

               

       Button had been dismissed and sent back to the bunk house after their morning run. Morgan would be going up to the ranch house alone. Button flashed a moue of disappointment at Morgan as she left, but tempered it with a wink.  

       Morgan had just shrugged in reply. They both knew Sarah’s ways and whims by now. Tomorrow they might trade places, and Button wouldn’t sulk for long. It wasn’t her nature. 

       Anyway, Morgan simply felt too good to let anything bother her. Bronzed and fit now, liberated from the burden of concerns for her Brother’s health and her own economic security, buoyed by new friendship and the stirring of her long dormant heart, Morgan felt hopeful and whole that morning as she douched and showered. 

       She blow dried her mane and combed it out before heading up to the house. It had been weeks since her mane had first been cut, and it was growing out a bit shaggy now. Looking in the mirror, she realized that she hadn’t worn make up since she arrived. It was just one more thing she no longer even thought about. Soupcan had said nothing to her about putting on any cuffs or harness, so she just buckled on a pair of sandals to keep her feet clean and crossed the yard to the house.

       Several cars were parked in the driveway. She recognized Lady G’s limo among them and shuddered. She had anticipated a private reunion with Sarah, but this summons was for another purpose, something unexpected.

       Sarah opened the door as Morgan was crossing the porch. She smiled tightly and gave the pony girl a brief kiss. “Come in, Morgan. We have been expecting you.”

       “I didn’t know what to wear,” Morgan felt suddenly flustered. “I wasn’t told.” She shot a meaningful glance toward the interior of the ranch house. The sound of quiet conversation drifted through the door. She had worn nothing except cuffs, collars, and harnesses for three weeks. Nudity had become a natural condition for her. Isolated on the ranch, it had been easy for her to forget that there was an outside world where public nudity was not a proper option.

       Sarah looked her up and down and fussed with her mane a bit. She took Morgan’s chin between thumb and forefinger and raised her face, then pushed her shoulders back to correct her posture. Morgan smiled shyly as she remembered the way her Mother used to lecture her about standing up straight.

        If she spits on a hankie and washes my face, I’m going to bust a gut laughing.

       “You look fine,” said Sarah, turning Morgan to face the door. Yet there was doubt in Sarah’s voice.

       A hand on her bottom ushered Morgan in. Mr. Frisk was sitting by the fireplace, which had been filled with logs and set ablaze in his honor. He looked more pale and fragile than Morgan remembered. When she first met him, she had assumed that his illness had already done its worst, and was saddened by the discovery that it had not. How ironic that a man in failing health had been instrumental in saving her brother’s life. She knelt in front of his wheel chair and held the cold hands he extended toward her. At least his smile was still warm.

       “Morgan! It’s truly good to see you again.”

       “It’s good to see you too.” Morgan glanced warily around the room.

       The woman in white behind Mr. Frisk’s chair was obviously a nurse. The other man sitting on the couch beside his wheel chair had the over groomed fussy look of an accountant or lawyer. The coffee table in front of him was strewn with a laptop, legal pads, and opened mail. He seemed a trifle embarrassed to have a naked girl in the room, close enough for him to touch, and was trying very hard not to look at her. It was a business meeting of some sort, but Morgan didn’t know if the business concerned her. 

       Sarah took a chair near Frisk and sat on the edge of the seat as though poised for battle or flight. Lady G sat alone on the far side of the room, slowly turning a drink in her hand and looking bored. When Morgan came in, Lady G sat up straighter and studied Morgan the way a cat studies a bird.

       “Sarah tells me that you are the best contender she has ever trained.” said Mr. Frisk. “You still have a week left on your contract, but I am confident enough in you to offer you a cashier’s check for the full amount today.”

       He raised his hand and the man beside him leaned forward and opened a ledger. The check was tucked between the pages like a bookmark, just one more item on the agenda. The accountant tried to hand the check to Mr. Frisk, who waved it away impatiently and nodded toward Morgan. 

       The accountant seemed reluctant to have even that much contact with her, and rose from his seat holding the check between thumb and forefinger, blushing scarlet. Was it just because she was naked, Morgan wondered, or was he intimidated in the presence of something so alien to his experience, this muscular female beast at large in the drawing room? The thought made her feel wildly mischievous. She caught his eye and favored him with her most salacious smile.

       “Thank you.” 

        She knelt there turning it in her hand as though the object were unfamiliar, thinking that she had no pockets to put it in and that depositing the money into an escrow account would have made more sense. Then she remembered her manners and thanked Mr. Frisk as well. She waited to see if he would reach for his zipper, or direct her to perform that chore for him. Her posture certainly suggested the act, and it was a duty she had already performed many times for those she felt less indebted to.

       The last time she had interviewed with Mr. Frisk she had been fully dressed, sitting in a chair with a desk between them. Her life had gone through many changes since then. Now, she actually felt quite comfortable kneeling naked at his feet. Life on the ranch had transformed her from a shy small town girl into a conditioned athlete, a trained animal, and a willing sex slave. The most subtle gesture from her benefactor would have the power of a command. She smiled timidly up at him and cocked her head inquisitively.

       Her message was clear enough. She never knew if it was his infirmity or a consideration for her that made him shake his head sadly and dismiss her expression of gratitude with a wave of his hand.

       “You earned every penny,” he murmured. “I watched while you were training today. You didn’t see me, but I was there. You run well.” 

       He laid his cold hand upon her brow. “You run as though death is in pursuit.”

       She lifted the hand gently from her head and held it between hers to kiss it. It gave her an excuse to look down and hide the tears that would have otherwise embarrassed them both. She had just heard a confession of his deepest fears and desires. There would be many races for her in the days to come, but his race was nearly done.

       Obviously Mr. Frisk had wanted her to hold this check and see that it was real. There was something else that he wanted from her, but first he needed to demonstrate that he was bargaining in good faith. He wanted her to trust him.

       “I can put that in the safe for you for now,” Sarah offered helpfully. “Or I could drive you into town tomorrow and you could transfer it to your bank.”

       The money seemed somehow unimportant, now that it was actually in her hand. She had immersed herself so deeply into the role of pony girl that she had forgotten her reasons for being there. 

       “Thanks,” Morgan said to Sarah. “I think that I would like to send it to my brother.” 

       She was already anticipating the next item on the agenda, and thinking that her brother might find more use for the money than she would, at least in the near future.

       “You really are a most unusual woman,” said Mr. Frisk. He looked over at Sarah, who nodded, perhaps just in agreement, or perhaps to encourage him to continue. He cleared his throat.

       “In one week, unless you break a leg,” he paused while the accountant disguised a snort of nervous laughter as a coughing fit, “you will be offered a one year contract. I want you to consider it carefully before signing. This contract would be more binding, enforced not merely with legal means but extralegal means as well. You would no longer have the luxury of quitting. If you agree, you will continue your training, though at a less intensive level. Races are generally held once a month. If you win, there will be bonuses. If you lose,” he looked meaningfully toward Sarah, “Let’s just say that you will be provided with incentives to try harder.

       “There is another complication for you to consider. Lady G has proposed a race between you and Button against her best team. I would be wagering a large sum on the outcome; because I am confident in your ability. But for you the stakes would be much higher. If you lose, Lady G would own your contract. If you win, her team would belong to me.”

       “Who would I be running against?” Morgan suspected that she already knew the answer.

       “Dusk, of course” said Lady G, “and Tinka.”

       Morgan looked down at the check. She could simply refuse the challenge, of course. The money in her hand was enough for a new start. It could be a down payment on a house or start up capital for a business. Invested properly, it would provide her with a rainy day fund.

        A cool million, however, would change her life forever.

       Hard though it had been, her training had improved her physically and toughened her mentally. She could do more, she was sure, and quitting now would mean passing on the opportunity to prove herself, cutting short a metamorphosis that was only beginning.

       She tried to tell herself that her hunger for revenge should not be a consideration, but Tinka had set her up as a target for Dusk’s jealousy, possibly with Lady G’s collusion. What better way was there to satisfy Morgan’s outraged sense of justice than to take Lady G’s prime team away from her? She could make a gift of them to Sarah and Mr. Frisk.

       She glanced at Sarah, who relaxed the careful poker face she had been wearing long enough to flash a brief smirk of understanding and agreement. She would be the one who supervised Dusk and Tinka’s continued service, and she would not be inclined to treat them gently.

       Perhaps the most important motive of all was Morgan’s competitive spirit. She loved a challenge, and refusing one seemed like an act of cowardice.

       “I can’t speak for Button,” she said.

       Mr. Frisk shook his head. “Button is not a factor. She belongs to Sarah. For her, losing wouldn’t mean changing hands. It’s double or nothing here. I have one runner at risk. Lady G has two. It’s a sound bet for me. You are the one with the most to lose.”

       Morgan swallowed hard. A single evening with Lady G had taught her all that she needed to know about the woman’s capacity for cruelty. Without Sarah to restrain her, she might be capable of monstrous acts. It was indeed double or nothing. 

       “Could I see the contract?”

       Mr. Frisk turned to the accountant beside him and nodded. The man opened his book again and handed her a fat envelope. This time his hand brushed hers, not accidentally, and his poor attempt at a friendly grin morphed into a self conscious leer. He seemed to be getting over his initial reserve. She had been trained to refuse no one sexually. He was doubtless aware of that fact, and was beginning to regard her in that light.

       I’m only property, she thought. Just another asset Frisk might share.

       “Hold on to it and study it at your leisure. You can fax it to your lawyer if you like,” said Mr. Frisk.

       “Thank you,” Morgan scanned the room, wondering if she could be dismissed now. Lady G was a palpable presence behind her, felt but not seen. Morgan knew that the bitch was looking at her ass and thinking that it was entirely too pink and pristine.

       “Is that it then?” asked Lady G impatiently. “Is our business concluded?” It must have given her a little thrill to see the involuntary tightening of Morgan’s shoulders, a barely controlled cringe. There was a beat of silence while Mr. Frisk considered his answer.

       Morgan looked up at Mr. Frisk and let him see the apprehension in her eyes. “If it pleases you, Sir,” she said quickly.

       He was taken aback a bit to be addressed so submissively. Until then they had been taking care of business, conversing as equals, but she had voluntarily resumed the role of a humble begging slave. 

       “Yes?”

       “Perhaps you have another associate who has earned a reward today as well?” She let her eyes flicker over toward the accountant, who froze in the act of packing up his briefcase as the meaning of her words sank in.

       Frisk’s perplexed frown lasted only a second. Then he burst out laughing. 

       Sarah said, “I think that is an excellent suggestion.”

       Sarah and Morgan made brief eye contact, long enough for Sarah to let Morgan know that she had her back, and long enough for Morgan to telegraph her gratitude. If Sarah had anything to say about it, Lady G wouldn’t be getting her hands on Morgan anytime soon.

       The accountant’s eyes flickered from Frisk to Morgan and he bit his lip. “I don’t see...” he began.

       Mr. Frisk raised a hand to silence him. “Jerry, It’s one thing to honor Rachel’s memory, but it has been–what–a year?”

       “Thirteen months,” Jerry’s eyes clouded. He busied himself with his papers again, working with exaggerated care.

       “I’m sorry,” murmured Morgan. “Perhaps I was out of order.”

       “Nonsense!” Mr. Frisk roared. “Jerry, it’s time for you to crawl out of your shell and start enjoying life again. You aren’t likely to find a more willing partner anytime soon.”

       Jerry was wavering. Morgan understood his conflict. He was a proper young man, taught from childhood to respect and honor women. Now this beautiful stranger was being thrust at him, and he was being urged to enjoy her without any apparent limitations.

        “This is hardly the time or place,” he stammered.

       “I can set you two lovebirds up with a time and place,” Sarah teased. “Right now.”






  

Chapter Thirteen

 

       When the door opened, Morgan remembered to keep her eyes on the floor, where the elongated shadow of a man appeared. She could hear the sharp intake of his breath as he regarded her.

       She had expected Sarah to usher her into one of the house’s many guest rooms, where she could receive Jerry amid candlelight and soft music. She had imagined that it would be a friendly seduction, perhaps they would share a drink to break the ice before they tumbled into the big soft bed together.

       Instead, Sarah had produced a collar and leash and led Morgan down to the cellar. Far in the back, beyond the utility room, was a heavy door. 

       “That was quick thinking,” said Sarah, as she led Morgan toward the door. “I don’t know Jerry all that well, and I’ll remind him that I expect you to be fit to run tomorrow, but he is likely to show you a better time than that shrew ever would.”

       “Yes, Ma’am,” said Morgan. “And thank you. I won’t disappoint you.” She spoke to Sarah’s back as her Mistress opened the door.

       “Jerry is the one who had better be pleased. There are delicate negotiations going on between me and Frisk right now. The results will be as important to you as they are to me. Jerry has Frisk’s ear. He can make or break the deal.” 

       Sarah removed the leash and waved an invitation toward the open door. “Go in and kneel on the floor.”

       The light was dim inside, a single low watt bulb burned overhead. The walls were made of clay brick, carelessly laid. Mortar oozed between the joints. The floor was unpainted concrete, but throw rugs had been placed here and there to lessen the chill. The joists above were exposed, and eye bolts had been screwed into them in several places. Along the interior partition, a row of hooks had been installed and shelves hung. Whips, straps, and paddles were hanging from the hooks. The shelves were cluttered with restraints, ball gags, clips, lubricants and sex toys of every shape, size, and configuration.

        The only furnishing in the room was a wooden trestle. Morgan had time to study it as she knelt on the floor. This one was different than the pillory in the yard. The top was a narrow padded beam about waist high. Four padded rests had been arrayed around it, a bit lower than the center beam. She decided that they were cushions for the shins and forearms. Wide canvas straps dangled to either side of the rests. Velcro strips had been sewn to the straps. 

       Why did she bring me here? Morgan wondered. 

       Sarah was intuitive where people were concerned. She had quickly discarded her preconceptions about Morgan the first time that they were together. Perhaps Sarah had also seen something under the accountant’s shy veneer. Morgan deduced that he had lost someone dear to him, his wife probably, and had swallowed his grief. Did he need to vent his anger over that loss? Had he stored up his sexual frustration, repressing it until only its most extreme manifestation would satisfy him? Was that why Sarah had turned her out as the object of a schoolboy’s fantasy? She was being presented to him as the girl who dared not say no, the girl who could be expected to do anything. No emotional investment would be required of him. No stain would remain. 

       Morgan waited for him with her hands clasped together behind her back and her knees spread wide. Sarah would want her to receive him that way.

       “How may I serve you, Sir?” 

       Her voice was soft, without inflection. She stared straight ahead, at the knees of his fresh pressed khaki trousers. His hand touched the top of her head tentatively and she closed her eyes. She was trembling slightly, not only from the cellar’s chill. 

       “Call me Jerry.” Was he inviting familiarity, or issuing a command?

       “How may I serve you, Jerry?”

       His fingers spread until they enclosed the top of her head, squeezing just a little, then began a downward glide across her face, over the brow and cheek. He lifted her chin and his thumb brushed her lips. 

       “Sarah tells me that you are quite skilled.”

       Morgan opened her mouth for his thumb and leaned forward, taking it deep into her mouth. There was, she mused, only one skill required of a sex slave. Everything else was a matter of simple obedience. She heard his zipper going down.

       “My late wife was a fine woman,” he said, “but she was never sexually—adventurous.”

       She opened her eyes. He would want her to look up at him while she sucked him, to receive his sacred staff with gratitude and pleasure. He would want to see the tears that would spring to her eyes when he prodded the back of her throat.

       His cock was already erect, slightly curved, heavily veined, and an angry translucent red. His hand moved to the back of her neck. He was thick, filling her mouth with salty, pungent flesh.

       As she struggled to choke him down without gagging, he murmured softly, like a lover in the dark. “Sarah said I could hurt you, just a little, as long as you are in good enough shape to run tomorrow.” 

       She retched a bit, her throat tightening around his shaft as sudden apprehension constricted it. Her Mother had once told her, only half in jest, that the “quiet ones” were the men to fear. Perhaps Mr. Frisk and Sarah didn’t really know this man, only the mask he wore.

       He thrust himself in deep and held her head tight against his crotch until her hands unclasped and her arms began to float involuntarily. She was becoming desperate to push herself away from this choking flesh and breathe at last. It seemed as though he had been waiting for that moment, when instinct would finally overrule her training. It was a way of proving to them both that his cock had the power to control not only her behavior, but even her ability to continue breathing.

       He released her and withdrew, trailing a strand of saliva, but only long enough to permit her a few gasps of air, then he was tilting back her head again and spanking her cheeks with it to make her open wide. Her hands fluttered briefly at her sides, until she quieted herself with an effort of will and clasped them behind her again.

       Tears blurred her sight as she gazed up at this stranger to whom she had been so casually given. He appeared bored, as though discovering that this act was less enjoyable than he had expected it to be. 

       Perhaps it was because she was already beyond humiliation. Her night in the pillory, more than anything else, had changed her. She had decided to embrace her decision to stay. If becoming a courtesan was a part of the price she paid, so be it. She would learn her craft, and take what pleasures she could along the way.

       His eyes were wandering now, to the shelves behind her. He frowned at unfamiliar objects, and smiled at others he recognized. He was like a boy in a candy store, wanting to sample everything he saw. He clutched a handful of her mane and pulled her roughly away. 

       “Stand up.”

       She rose as gracefully as she could with her hands behind her back and kept her eyes politely forward. In the periphery of her vision, she could see him moving around her. He hadn’t bothered to tuck his cock back into his slacks. It bobbed wetly, pointing him toward the shelves. 

       “How do you like these?” he asked conversationally.

       She glanced down at the nipple clips he was flexing in his hands, gingerly, as though unsure of their bite.

       “I don’t Sir…Jerry.”

       He smirked at her haste to correct herself. “They’re nipple pinchers, aren’t they? I saw them in a magazine once. Bet they hurt like a bitch.”

       “Yes, Jerry.” She bit her lip. 

       “Keep your hands right where they are,” he said softly.

       Was he waiting for her to beg? Did he just want to hurt her experimentally, to see if she would really behave herself? She feared the worst, that he just wanted to observe her reaction to pain.

       “Yes, Jerry.” She closed her eyes. 

       He fumbled a bit. That made it worse for her. The first time, he didn’t get enough skin between the pincers. The pain was excruciating for the brief time it held. Then the clip popped off with a tiny snap and fell to her feet. She suppressed her natural urge to laugh or offer him helpful suggestions. His pride was at stake by now, he would make it worse for her to prove himself.

       “Please, Jerry. You don’t need any of these things. We could just...”

       “Shut up!” he snarled, rising from the floor with the clip in his hand.

       That’s exactly what a wife would have said, you idiot!

       He didn’t need to repeat himself. She froze at attention and composed her face to display nothing.

       He did better the second time, tweaking a generous bit of her nipple and pulling it out away from her body to feed it into the little vises. She whined, but managed to hold steady, even though he took his time tightening the second clip.   

       “Good,” he was in control again. “Now you’re a properly dressed cocksucker.” He put his hands on her shoulders.

       She dropped to her knees and tipped her head back to receive him again.

       His moment of embarrassment had softened his cock, but he grew quickly again in her mouth.

       She hoped that he might finish that way, and be content. Instead, she noticed his curious eyes roaming about the room. His hand lifted her by the mane again, and he plucked the nipple clips off with a casual suddenness that made her yelp.

       “Let’s try this,” he said, spinning her about and pushing her toward the trestle. 

       Distracted by her still stinging nipples, she stumbled a bit as her hips bumped into it. The knee rests were no higher than the seat of a chair, but she had to break her pose and use her hands to lower herself along the center beam.

       Jerry didn’t reprimand her for it though. He was rapt with expectation, watching her as she willingly arranged herself to be bound. A shorter girl would have been displayed in less of a crouch than she was, more like a dog on all fours and less like a ball. Her ass felt very prominent.  

       He wrapped the wide bands over her forearms and snugged them down. She tugged experimentally against the Velcro closures, testing their strength. She wouldn’t be free again until he chose to release her. The way the other bands hugged her calves told her that she wouldn’t be kicking or running either.

       He studied the array of implements that were hanging from the wall for a few minutes and lifted down a wooden paddle that had several holes bored through it.

       “When I was in high school,” he mused, “our Principal had a paddle like this. Even with our pants up, he really made our asses smoke! I can only imagine what it would feel like on bare skin.”

       “Maybe some things are better left to the imagination, Jerry,” Morgan said. She instantly regretted it.

       He snapped the paddle across one cheek. There wasn’t much strength behind the blow, just a flick of his wrist. Yet the effect was terrifying. It sounded like a gunshot, and her first sensation was the thump of impact. The sting followed. Morgan yelped. 

       “Did I ask for your advice?” His voice was dangerously gentle.

       “No Sir!” A second blow added emphasis to her words.

       He struck again, on the other cheek this time, delivering another bright flare of stinging agony. Morgan clenched her teeth and hissed air between them, holding back a scream.

       “What did you call me?” He hit her again.

       “Jerry! Jerry! Please stop!”

       “That’s better,” he said. “Are you ready to be fucked now?”

       “Yes, Jerry! Please fuck me hard!”

       She was relieved to see him hang the paddle back on the wall. Her bottom felt like a glowing ball. 

       Helpless, she quivered under his fingertips as he traced a slow line from the back of her neck down to the crack of her ass and beyond. He dipped a finger into the well of her puss. There was no need for him to prime it. Fear no longer inhibited her response, quite the opposite in fact. Sarah had taught her well, or her body had learned on its own.

       “Juicy bitch,” he muttered contemptuously. 

       He added another finger and worked them into her deep, until she was aware that her face was getting hot and tiny rhythmic whimpers were escaping her pursed lips. He positioned himself between her legs as his hand slithered free and smacked her ass wetly.

       “Beg me.”

       “Please fuck me, Jerry!”

       The words were barely out of her mouth when she felt the blunt tip nosing up and down her slit to gather moisture before it began its swift glide in. The thrusting began immediately, hard and angry. When she cried out, he laughed and began alternately smacking her ass with both hands and clutching her hips as he attacked her with rapid jabs that drove ululating pleas from her.

       The assault ended abruptly. Morgan dropped her head on the padded beam and gasped like an exhausted swimmer clawing her way to shore.

       But he wasn’t finished with her yet, she whined softly as she felt his swollen cock seeking a new arena. Of course, the one sexual adventure his wife would have almost certainly objected to.

       “Beg me.”

       She bit her lip. Soupcan used her that way often enough to keep her perpetually sore, and Jerry had already shown her how rough he could be. He would be satisfied with nothing less. 

       “Please!”






  

Chapter Fourteen

 

       “I know that we can beat them,” said Morgan.

       Button leaned back on her elbows and tossed her mane to let the desert wind dry it. “If I were you, I wouldn’t even be thinking about it.”

       Their morning run had been a good one. Perhaps Morgan was already testing her own limits. Poor Button had folded with exhaustion at the end, losing her grip on the shafts and dropping to her knees with a moan. Because they were still harnessed to the cart, Morgan had no choice but to go down beside her and wait until she was feeling strong enough to rise again. Morgan knew that they should be walking it off, cooling down gradually to avoid cramps, but she couldn’t say anything with the bit in her mouth. All that she could do was rub her flank against Button’s to express sympathy.

       Morgan had only recently learned a new respect for Button. Last night Sarah had stroked Morgan’s face and murmured pillow talk.

       

“You and Button are so much alike,” Sarah had said. “I don’t just mean physically. Oh, I know that she is always playing the class clown, making us laugh even while she is getting herself into trouble, and you’re more like the quiet girl who sits in the back of the classroom, the one who knows all of the answers but never raises her hand to speak. I’ll bet Button never told you that she was an abused child; that she ran away from home and lived for years on the streets.”

 

       Behind them, Soupcan had waited patiently, sensing that even his whip would be needlessly cruel and probably useless in this situation.

       If she had the breath, and permission to speak, Button would have protested the impossibility of ever moving again. She had lost all self confidence and optimism, and often joked that she borrowed hers from Morgan. 

       So it was this time. Morgan nuzzled Button’s shoulder, feeding her courage with a touch, and after awhile, Button stood up wearily and shook herself, shooting a self conscious grin and a wink toward Morgan. They had learned to communicate many things to each other without speaking. This was Button’s way of telling Morgan that she was sorry for being such a wimp, but she was all right now, and ready to try again.

 

       “Button supported herself with day labor when she could find it,” Sarah had said. “Sometimes she depended on the kindness of strangers. Sometimes she sold her body.” 

 

       It had been an hour since Button’s collapse. Now they were fresh from the shower and resting in the shade. They were downwind from the cookhouse, and the aroma of dinner drifted on the breeze. They lay side by side overlooking the arena where they would compete, the oval track and reviewing stand. Above the bleachers were VIP boxes where celebrity fans might enjoy the race anonymously. It seemed impossible to Morgan that such a singular sport would attract enough fans to fill even half of those seats.

       “Tell me that you wouldn’t enjoy humiliating those two bitches,” Morgan drawled, looking up at the sky. “Try to do it without laughing.”

       Button giggled and plucked a blade of grass from the ground to tickle Morgan’s nose.

       “You’re being delusional, girlie. You know Lady G will promise your ass to Dusk if she wins. She will come off of those starting blocks like a rhino in heat.”

       “I would be counting on that,” said Morgan. “I want Dusk and Tinka to be in the best shape of their lives. I want them to be well rested and full of confidence. That way it will really mean something when we kick their ass. We can count on Dusk to be running on adrenaline, wasting her energy. Her body type is built for power, not endurance. That’s great when you’re sprinting, but I look for her to fade after the first half mile. So our strategy should be to hang back a bit. We will just pace them until they tire out a bit. Keep one eye on me. When I think that the time is right I’ll nod my head, like this,” she demonstrated. “Then we make our move.”

       Button guffawed. “Oh ho! I can just imagine the look on their faces. They would figure they had us beat by a mile, then all of a sudden they would look back and see us pulling on their tails. It would be such a total psych!”

       Morgan squeezed Button’s hand. “So you’re with me then?”

       “I don’t know how Button found her way to the ranch,” Sarah had said. “The other girls are usually sponsored by some sugar daddy that they can call up and whine to when things get too hard. Button just showed up alone in the middle of the night She was all tuckered out, a skinny, filthy little thing, begging me to take her in and train her. I got her out of the pitiful rags she was wearing that very night. I have kept her naked ever since.”

       Button sighed. “Morgan, you know that I love you in my own twisted way, so I want you to listen to me for once in your bull headed life. Lady G wouldn’t even be proposing this race unless she had some kind of an edge. I don’t trust her for a minute. Sure, beating Dusk and Tinka would bring you all kinds of honor and glory, not to mention the whole schadenfreude thing. But you could lose too. Then what would your life be like? After Lady G finishes skinning you alive, Dusk will make you her bitch. Just tell them you don’t want this deal. You can still take a contract to run for Frisk and Sarah, maybe even race against Dusk someday. Just don’t let them bet your future on winning it. Sometimes you have to be grateful for what life gives you and move on.”

       “What kind of competitor would I be if I started out refusing races? I would have no credibility at all after that.”

       Button groaned. “This is just too schoolyard for me.”

       “But you wouldn’t have anything to lose,” Morgan reminded her.

       “I could lose you,” said Button sadly.

       Morgan remembered what Sarah told her the night before.

       “Button is the only girl I ever really owned.”

       They were silent for a time, looking up at the sky and thinking.

       Sarah and I are the only real family Button has, thought Morgan. 

       “There is a patch of soft ground in that valley to the East,” said Morgan. “Maybe I can sweet talk Soupcan into letting us make our run out that way tomorrow.”

       “You’re not thinking what I think your thinking,” Button said.

       Morgan ignored her. She knew that Button would whine and insist that Morgan’s dream was impossible, even while she was striving to make it come true.

       “Tomorrow we train in the sand.” 

       

       Lady G arrived at the race astride a giant, riding piggyback. 


       Her mount’s huge frame was thick with hard muscle. He was dressed in a black leather saddle rigging adorned with brass fittings. A thick ring dangled from his nostrils, another gleamed on the crown of his huge cock. Two more rings pierced his nipples. Blinders masked his eyes, and a thick bit filled his mouth. The saddle buckled around his waist had an upward tilt, and the straps that crossed his shoulders and chest bore some of the burden, so he carried lady G as lightly as a knapsack. Her booted feet were in the stirrups that hung from his waist belt. His ass bore the marks of her crop. His thighs had been scored by her spurs.

       Her truck and trailer had rolled onto the grounds fashionably late. The stands were already packed with restless fans, and the cheer that greeted her arrival was partly inspired by relief that the wait was finally over. Two attendants had lowered the trailer gate and led out Dusk and Tinka. 

       The two ponygirls were only partially harnessed. The bits and bridles had been left off so that their faces could be admired by the crowd. Tinka preened and blew kisses. Dusk glowered and flexed.

       The attendants rolled the cart into position and quickly attached the pony girls while they stood at attention. The driver took his seat and waved to the crowd before cracking his whip to drive his team toward the starting line. 

       Only then did Lady G make her grand entrance, emerging from the trailer at full canter. Her mount was powerful and well conditioned to his burden, striding smoothly, even prancing a bit to show off. 

       “All hat and no cattle,” muttered Sarah.

       She had been speaking only to herself as she stood leaning against the low chain link fence that enclosed the track. Morgan and Button heard her though, and grinned at each other around their bits.

       Sarah removed her silk neckerchief and crooked a finger to beckon Morgan closer. There was enough slack in her rigging to allow Morgan to lean toward the fence, and she bowed to her Mistress, expecting some final words of advice and encouragement. Instead, Sarah tied the scarf around Morgan’s arm.

       “Milady’s favor,” said Sarah affectionately. She turned away before Morgan could even nod acknowledgment and headed up the risers toward Mr. Frisk’s private box. 

       The night before the race, Sarah had summoned Morgan to her room. There had been no suggestion in her manner that this might be their last night together. During those hopeless days when Morgan had visited her brother Robby in the hospital, they had spoken only of his plans for a healthy future, and not the real possibility that his illness might be eventually fatal. 

       So it was during her evening with Sarah. She had accepted Morgan’s signed contract without comment, though a tight smile had betrayed her mixed feelings. She had been sweet to Morgan, and her love making had been gentle, without her usual rough foreplay. Later they had cuddled on the big bed and talked about the joy Morgan found in running. Morgan compared it to the feelings she had when Sarah’s erotic torments took her outside of herself, into a world without thought, a place of pure sensation and obliviousness. She felt the same surrender when she ran.

       “It’s just endorphin release,” Sarah had laughed. “Some girls call it escape velocity.” 

        Morgan and Button’s entrance to the arena had been less grand than Lady G’s. Soupcan had harnessed them in the barn and rolled them out without fanfare. Morgan had been more concerned with making sure that she and Button were properly warmed up and stretched out. The morning was chilly, and she didn’t want them to be hampered by stiffness.

       Soupcan had been uncharacteristically taciturn, almost indifferent, and had buckled on the harnesses with an absent minded carelessness. When he wasn’t looking, Morgan had readjusted her waist belt to give herself more freedom of movement, and noticed Button doing the same. She had already made sure that her sandals were properly laced. She had no intention of losing the race because of a loose shoe. She double bowed Button’s laces for her, while Button jiggled her foot like a fretful child. 

       “Dress me Mommy,” she giggled. “I want to go out and play.” It had been gallows humor, of course, meant to relieve tension. She was as serious about winning as Morgan was.

       There had been other girls around them in the stable, preparing for events of their own. The show ponies were fussing over their make-up and adjusting ornate head plumes. The girls in the pulling events were queued at the squat rack, warming up. They had less at stake than Morgan. For them, losing would only mean a loss of privileges or harder training. They weren’t betting their future. 

       There was a delay for the starting ceremonies, which involved a lot of trumpet fanfare and some sort of precision marching by the show ponies. The audience loved it. Morgan and Button stamped and fretted on the sidelines until the races began.

       So many people! thought Morgan, as they trotted to the starting line at last. The bleachers were filled with spectators, and a roar went up as the team appeared. High above, pennants flapped in the breeze, and Morgan noticed with some comfort that the wind would be at their backs on the final turn. She had expected to feel stage fright, appearing naked and tailed before a crowd of strangers, a figure worthy of ridicule, but their enthusiasm was heartening. They were as diligent and devoted as any sports fans could be. Apparently her reputation had preceded her. Morgan heard some of the fans shouting her name. She wanted to give them her best.

       She took her place, set her left heel against the starting block, and waited patiently for Lady G’s silly parade to end. If points were awarded for showmanship, Dusk and Tinka would already be ahead.

       At last, the teams were in place, and a man in a striped shirt approached with a starter’s pistol in his hand. Morgan felt a sudden clutch of fear, glancing toward Dusk and seeing her powerful opponent glaring back at her. She swallowed it and concentrated on her breathing, filling her lungs to prepare for the exertion to come.

       “Whoa, Buck.”

       Lady G reined in her stallion beside the fence. He squatted low to allow her a graceful dismount and stood at attention while Lady G looped his reins around the fence rail. She leaned over the fence and spoke to Morgan in a low purr.

       “I promised Dusk that she could have you to play with after she wins.”

       The report of the pistol surprised Morgan, making her flinch. She had been expecting some preliminary countdown, and felt cheated by her inexperience. Dusk and Tinka were already well ahead when she leaped forward. A quick glance toward Button assured her that they were properly in step, and she remembered their strategy. It didn’t matter that they were starting out from behind. It was better to let Dusk and Tinka get cocky, or better still worry that Morgan and Button might be gaining. They might turn their heads to look back and lose momentum. 

       She matched her breathing to the steady slap of their soles on the paved track, and concentrated on maintaining a position just behind the other team. 

       She could sense Button’s impatience beside her. They were capable of going much faster, and were both discovering that together. The hard training they had done all week, straining to pull the cart through deep sand, made the load seem trifling now. This was going to be too easy. It was almost disappointing. Morgan curbed Button’s agitation with a warning frown. 

       Not yet.

       Morgan felt weightless, as though she wore seven league boots and only needed to touch the earth occasionally between interminable bounds.

       At the halfway mark, Morgan began to watch Dusk carefully. Her stolid striding seemed a trifle more labored now. She wasn’t exactly stumbling, the spectators would have sworn that she was maintaining a strong lead, but there was a heaviness in her gait that had not been there at the start. 

       Morgan shot a glance toward Button. She was still eager, just waiting for the signal. 

       Now!

       Morgan’s head bobbed and they surged forward as one. The friction of the cart wheels on the track buzzed a counterpoint to the drumbeat of their soles. Now it sang a rising note.

       Here we come bitches! Morgan exulted.

       It was working better than they could have hoped. Morgan saw Dusk turn her shocked face toward them, an error that put a hitch in her stride and cost her even more of their lead. 

       The gap was closing… closing

       Suddenly, the shafts in Morgan’s hands jerked as the cart behind her began to lurch crazily. She heard a horrible grinding shriek, and the weight of the cart seemed to double, as though some huge creature had seized hold of it from behind, and was voicing his victory cry as he wrestled it away.

       In the periphery of her vision, Morgan saw one of the cart wheels wobble into the grass beyond the shoulder and fall.

       Still she ran, though she felt tethered to a boulder now. Even Button was abandoning the effort and releasing her half of the crossbar.

       COME ON! WE CAN’T STOP NOW!

       Unable to speak, Morgan could only give voice to her impotent fury with an inarticulate cry. Dusk and Tinka were already receding in the distance, and would reach the finish line unopposed within seconds.

       She twisted around to look behind her.

       Soupcan had already bailed out of the cart, and was surveying the damage and scratching his head in an exaggerated way that would have been comic in any other circumstances. A long, crooked white trail had been etched into the pavement behind them, marking the point where the axle had broken. 

       A track official jogged over to assess the situation, his steps slowing as he realized that there were no injuries.

       Soupcan shrugged philosophically. “Can’t understand it,” he said loudly. “I greased this damn thing myself this mornin’ and everything looked fine. I guess you just never know with metal fatigue.”

       Morgan looked frantically toward the bleachers. Surely there would be angry protests from the fans, a call for a rematch. Instead she saw the fickle crowd surging forward to the winner’s circle, where Dusk and Tinka were thrusting their fists into the air to declare their victory. The losers had already been forgotten.

       “Rules say we have to cross the finish line with two runners and a two wheeled cart,” drawled Soupcan. “Guess this is just damned bad luck.” He put an arm around the track official’s shoulder and steered him away from the scene of the accident. Morgan was amazed that he was actually heading toward the track office without bothering to unharness his ponies first. 

       The official glanced back toward the ruined cart and abandoned girls once before following him. He hesitated, then apparently decided that they could wait as they were for a few more minutes.

       Morgan had the same premonition that she had felt when Dusk attacked her in the shower, a suspicion that she had been set up in ways she could not yet identify. She remembered what Sarah told her about little dogs getting chewed up when big dogs fight. Had Sarah known all along that something like this would happen? Would she stand by again and allow it?

       Up in the stands, the door to Mr. Frisk’s private box burst open and Sarah emerged, looking distraught. She struggled to make her way down the risers toward Morgan, but was soon swallowed by the billowing crowd. 

       On the other side of the chain link fence, a white van slid to a halt. An ambulance, thought Morgan, dismissing it as no more than one more unnecessary distraction. At least no one was hurt.

       Too late, she realized that the three men who rushed out of the ambulance looked all wrong, and seemed to be in too much of a hurry to go where they were clearly not needed. She struggled with the traces frantically, trying to free herself of the cart that had suddenly become an anchor. 

       Hampered by her tethers, Button was aiming ineffectual kicks and sputtered protests toward the men who swarmed over the fence. They avoided her easily and quickly surrounded Morgan. One man began to unlock her wrists and waist from the cart. The second produced a pair of handcuffs. She couldn’t see the third man, but she felt something prick into her right ass cheek. 

       “Waid!” she garbled around her bit, as her wrists were gathered behind her and the handcuffs clicked shut around them. “Pleath!”

       She was already losing consciousness by the time one of the men threw her over his shoulder.






  

Chapter Fifteen

 

       The sudden light hurt Morgan’s eyes and made her headache worse. She squinted and blinked, trying to understand where she was and how she came to be here. Then a heavy door boomed open, startling her into full wakefulness and she remembered bits and pieces of the long and uncomfortable journey that brought her to this place. 

       Morgan found herself in a damp windowless cell of concrete block. A chain rattled when she sat up, and she felt the heavy downward pull on her iron collar immediately. Other discomforts clamored for attention. Her thirst was terrible, and the damp chill of the place caused a shivering that she could not control. She had been sleeping with her hands shackled behind her. That had left her wrists chafed and her shoulders aching. Cold steel encircled her ankles as well. She needed to pee.

       She took in her surroundings at a glance. This had to be Lady G’s dungeon, or one of them. It was well equipped with all of the terrifying toys that would appeal to a cruel imagination like hers. There were pins, pincers, branding irons, pillories and racks. The brazier in the corner had no fire in it, but was too scorched and soot stained to be a mere prop.

       There were other furnishing of a less medieval nature. A chair with a split seat and high knee stirrups, enema equipment, a suction pump, electrical devices, a whipping post, and a deep glass aquarium tank topped with wire mesh. Rusty chains dangled from the high ceiling and flush rings had been set into the floor and walls. 

       Dusk stood framed in the doorway with her hands on her hips. All she wore was a pair of boots and an evil smile. Lady G stood over Morgan wearing a red bathrobe and a pair of fuzzy slippers and holding a cup of coffee.

       “Rise and shine, sweetie. You have a busy day ahead of you.”

       It was time for Morgan to grovel and beg for mercy, or at least plead innocence where Tinka’s affections were concerned. She was fairly certain that Lady G had counted on Dusk’s quick temper and jealousy when she hatched her scheme, just as she had relied on Morgan’s competitive spirit. The bitch had used them both. Pointing that fact out to Dusk in Lady G’s presence wouldn’t be a wise move.

        Morgan was feeling too much pain and resentment to mount a proper defense, and she wasn’t about to apologize.

       “Fuck you very much,” she growled wearily.

       Lady G laughed. “I was hoping that you would be difficult. It’s a lot more fun that way. I’ll be handing you over to Dusk presently, and I really don’t care too much about what she does with you for awhile. Her job is to break you. It will be a long time before this pony girl gets to prance down the road again. First you must learn to respect me. Before that, you have to learn fear. You don’t get to be my girl until you beg for it. You will beg me. I will hear you beg for many things before long.”

       “You have no right to do this!” Morgan snapped

       Lady G laughed. “Apparently you didn’t read all of the fine print in your contract, slave. I have every right. Your contract transferred to me the moment that you lost the race. Oh there may have been some dispute about the circumstances, that was why I took possession immediately, before anyone could lodge a protest. Legal challenges can be so tiresome, and pointless. Frisk isn’t going to lose any sleep over the loss of one pony girl, and Sarah is wise enough to hold her tongue. She is a realist, and knows where the real power comes from in this world. Her little fiefdom is too important to her to risk losing it over you, no matter how fond she may have become. It’s time for you to face facts. You are no more than a lost wager. They will sigh sadly, forget you, and move on.”

       “You don’t know what you’re talking about,” snapped Morgan. “You think that everyone is as cold and calculating as you are.”

       Lady G set her coffee cup carefully on a nearby table, then spun about to slap Morgan hard across the face.

       Morgan’s tried to roll with it, but she stars danced before her eyes. A second slap rocked her head the other way. Tears burned in her eyes. She spat on Lady G’s slippers.

       Lady G placed the sole of her foot against Morgan’s chest and pushed her over backwards. Morgan landed on her cuffed hands, crying out involuntarily as the cuffs bit into her wrists.

       “I’m late for breakfast,” said Lady G. “See if you can take some of the fight out of her for me, Dusk.”

       Dusk levered herself away from the doorway and rubbed her palms together. “It will be a pleasure Ma’am.”

       Lady G paused in the doorway.

       “Call me when you’re ready for the branding. I don’t want to miss it.” 

       As her footsteps receded up the stairs, Dusk looked down at the girl sprawled at her feet and grinned.

       “Now you get to find out what happens to the sluts that mess with my little Tinka.”

       “If you think that I ever had any interest in your girl, then you are an even bigger fool than I thought,” said Morgan.

       “We’ll see who the fool is!” Dusk clapped her hands twice. “Feisty gal like you, though. She won’t learn too quick. So I brought me some help.”

       Two men had been waiting outside of the door. They strode into the room in response to Dusk’s signal.

       Morgan had seen one of the men before. It was Buck, the giant who had carried Lady G on his back at the races. He still wore a leather body harness that presented and emphasized his huge cock, but this one lacked the saddle and bridle. It was a simple arrangement of wide straps that crossed over his shoulders and intersected between his pecs before joining the waist belt and crotch strap. Other than that and a pair of boots, he was naked. The black man beside him was just as big, just as naked, and just as well endowed. They strode across the cell without a word and took hold of Morgan’s arms from either side.

       Resisting them was futile, but Morgan was too proud to let them take her without putting up a fight. Now more than ever she was convinced that she had been tricked and betrayed. The contract she had signed in good faith had become void as far as she was concerned. This was nothing less than a kidnapping.

       Shackled as she was, she could do no more than squirm in their grasp, thrust her elbows into their ribs, and try to bite their hands as they unlocked her collar from its chain and stood her up. Her arms were raised behind her until she was forced to bend over to relieve the strain on her shoulders and one of the chains that dangled from the ceiling was clipped to her wrist shackles. With her ankles still joined, she couldn’t spread her legs for balance. When the men stepped away from her she teetered a bit and her heart skipped a beat as she considered the injuries she might suffer if she fell. 

       The danger was quickly resolved. Although Morgan wasn’t sure that having her legs spread wide and chained to the floor was really an improvement. She faced a choice between offering her hindquarters to the men behind or dislocating her own shoulders. 

       Dusk stood back and savored Morgan’s predicament for a moment. “I expect you could use a pee about now. There’s a drain under you. Go ahead and let it fly. We’ll wait.”

       Morgan’s stay on the Bar-S had taught her to be indifferent to shame. The two men stepped back away from her to avoid being splashed as the urine spurted out of her. When she was finished, one of them uncoiled a garden hose from the wall and used it to rinse her between the legs. The water was icy and made her gasp. 

       He held the hose up to her mouth as well and she drank from it greedily, unmindful of the overflow dribbling off her chin. She silently thanked him with her eyes. She was hungry too, but not hungry enough to beg for food. It would mean admitting just how dependent she had become. Her simplest needs had become a weapon that might be used to break her.

       “If you boys are feeling horny and need to take the edge off,” Dusk suggested helpfully, “This would be a good time to do it.”

       She didn’t wait to see if the men would take her up on her generous offer. Instead she strolled over to the brazier and examined it for a moment. 

       “You need to flip a coin first or something?” Dusk said irritably. “Fuck that bitch—now!”

       Morgan watched her carefully, sensing that Dusk was the greatest threat in this place.fs The two studs who assisted her were no more than slaves themselves. They would rape Morgan. She was sure of that, but she had already learned that rape was one of the less unpleasant things that could be done to a helpless woman. They would treat her as nothing but a masturbatory aid. So Morgan regarded the thick fingers invading her to be no more than an irritation and a distraction. 

       It was Dusk who needed to be feared. She had a personal interest in seeing Morgan suffer.

       “She’s dry,” commented a deep voice behind Morgan.

       “What the fuck did you expect, Brutus?” snorted Dusk. “The bitch is scared shitless, and she ought to be. Grease her up if you got to. I want to see that slut gettin’ fucked hard.”

       As Brutus took a jar from the shelves behind her and opened it, Morgan watched Dusk wheel the brazier into the center of the room, positioning it so that it would be directly in Morgan’s line of sight. It was a gas burner, that was obvious from the little tank strapped to the legs. The overhead vent would carry away any fumes. Lady G had thought of everything. Dusk turned on the gas and ignited the burners. Blue flames flickered within.  

       Morgan felt fingers entering her puss, delivering a cold lubricant and massaging it in. The tutors at the Bar S ran an efficient school, and Morgan’s body had been an apt pupil. In spite of her fear, she could feel herself responding. These men were only lady G’s tools. There was no moral victory for Morgan if she resisted the natural demands of her body in this situation. She arched her back to open herself to his ministrations and lowered her head, retreating into a place where her tormenters could not follow.

       Enjoy what you can. There will be time to scream later. 

       In spite of the brave front she had displayed for her captors, Morgan feared that Lady G had spoken the truth. Sarah had never really told Morgan that she loved her. Even if she did, there was very little that she could do to effect any sort of rescue. Given enough time, these people could break her will. Her stubbornness would merely amuse them and make their job more interesting. How long could she deny her new status after she had been marked forever as lady G’s property? 

       Dusk took two branding irons down from their hooks on the wall. She did it as noisily as possible, just in case Morgan had failed to notice. One was shaped like the letter ‘L’. The other was a ‘G’. She pretended to examine them, shooting a sidelong grin toward Morgan as she replaced the ‘G’. She held the ‘L’ shaped brand under Morgan’s nose. It was old and rusty, stained by use.

       “We’ll just try this one out today,” said Dusk. “You will need some time to heal before we give you the second brand.”

       It clattered and threw off sparks when she dropped it into the flames.

       “It will give you a little something to look forward to.” The air control sighed as she adjusted it to make the flame burn blue.

       “Lady G says you’ll be ready to sign a lifetime contract long before your year is up.” said Dusk. “She figures there won’t be no point in waiting around to brand your ass.”

       The grin she flashed at Morgan was vindictive. “It made sense to me.” 

       The cock that Morgan felt nuzzling its way between the lips of her puss was thick beyond anything in her experience. She caught her breath and looked back at the black giant, Brutus. He was working himself erect, pumping a shaft that was purple-black and thick as Morgan’s wrist.

       “Go easy, please!” She whispered.

       She knew better than to ask him not to rape her. He was merely a slave following orders. There was a human in there as well though, and he might be reached by her appeal, as long as Dusk didn’t overhear and veto it.

       Perhaps he felt sorry for her after all. He entered slowly, and backed off a bit when she caught her breath. He still hurt her. No matter how gently it was presented, the shaft burrowing into her was still thick beyond anything in her experience.

       A hand in Morgan’s mane raised her head, and she stared up at Dusk. The woman’s dark eyes danced gleefully as she observed Morgan’s pained expression.

       “These boys are about the horniest couple of studs I ever met,” she crooned, as she forced a rubber wedge between Morgan’s teeth and secured it with a leather strap. “I expect they’ll be pokin’ you every chance they get. You think it hurts now. Wait till they get down to bustin’ your ass. They’re gonna make you squeal like the sow you are”

       Morgan was grateful for the gag. It prevented the sort of retort that would only get her into worse trouble—it that was possible. Dusk studied Morgan’s eyes for a moment, and laughed at the hatred she read in them.

       “We are going to have a lot of fun together.” She spoke through clenched teeth and punctuated her remark with a couple of slaps that were just hard enough to redden Morgan’s cheeks and make her flinch.

       Abruptly, she let go of Morgan’s mane and let her head drop. Behind her, Morgan could feel that the giant had finally worked his full length into her, probing so deeply that she feared injury. She breathed noisily through her nose, trying to relax and accept him. She clenched her fists as he began to pump.

       The rape went on for a long time. Buck and Brutus tag teamed her. When one man sensed that he was about to climax, he would pull out. His partner would be keeping himself ready, stroking himself slowly to maintain his erection, so that he could immediately fill the breach. Eventually her body adjusted as her resistant channel opened and became slick for them. She whined a protest as her treacherous flesh betrayed her and her own excitement blossomed.

       She became aware that Dusk had become bored with their performance and left the room. This was just part of the softening up process anyway. Rape was the proper prelude to the agonies that would surely follow. It robbed her of dignity. She couldn’t pretend to be the brave heroine after they had reduced her to nothing but a rutting female animal, red faced and drooling around her gag. 

       At last, the men who rode her made an end of their sport. First Brutus, and then Buck cradled her hips in their big hands until her toes left the floor and pumped her hard and fast until they came. She managed to delay her own orgasm until she was certain that Buck was nearly finished, knowing that she would be extra sensitive after a climax, and these brutes weren’t likely to take a break while she got back into the mood. Having some measure of control over her own body was a small victory.

       Abandoned at last, she sagged in her chains, becoming painfully aware of her racked shoulders. Buck wiped between her legs with a towel and disconnected her cuffs. His arm under her belly prevented her from collapse as he lowered her gently to the floor.

       She looked up at Buck and tried to communicate with her eyes the gratitude she felt for this small comfort. He was only a slave, just as she was. If she had any hope for allies here, she might find them in Buck and Brutus. Whatever reasons they might have for submitting to Lady G, they had to be aware that Morgan was a prisoner here. It was probable that Dusk had gagged her in order to prevent her from recruiting them as accomplices. Even if they couldn’t be persuaded to help her escape, they might do whatever was in their power to make her life here easier to bear. She thought she saw an answering flicker of sympathy in Buck’s eyes before the door boomed open and Dusk returned. 

       “Maybe the two of you lovers need a little time alone over there?” growled Dusk

        Buck leaped to his feet and bowed his head contritely, removing any doubts Morgan may have had about who was in control here. Dusk’s power descended from Lady G of course. It was mere privilege, awarded to her on a cruel whim, and could just as easily be repossessed. Dusk knew that, and it was likely to make her dangerously cruel.

       “Take that gag off. I got work for that sassy mouth.” 

       Buck bent hastily to his task. Morgan was still working her jaw and making faces at the lingering taste of rubber when Dusk landed hard on her chest, seizing her wrists and pinning her to the ground. Her face was very close to Morgan’s. Her grin was not pleasant.

       “Wanna rassle again?”

       Morgan surged against the grip that held her fast. Speed and agility were of no advantage this time. Dusk was immovably heavy, and more powerful than most men. Her iron grip pinned Morgan’s hands as though they had been nailed to the floor. Morgan just glared back and said nothing.

       “Oh, you’re a proud little princess now, but I’ll make you my slut soon enough. You’re gonna kiss my feet when I come down to kick you awake every morning. You’ll raise your white ass up nice and high and beg for a whippin’. You’ll think it’s an honor to kiss my ass.”

       As she spoke, Dusk was grinding her hips suggestively against Morgan’s crotch. “Like bumpin’ pussies, hon? You liked it enough doin the nasty with that cracker trash.”

       Morgan tried not to let Dusk see how much the mention of Sarah hurt her. Any show of weakness would give her an opening, another tool for causing pain.

       “I’ll be ridin’ your ass later with a big old strap on. Gonna ride that ass all night long.”

       Dusk slithered forward until she could hold Morgan’s elbows down with her knees and straddle her face.  

       “Show me how you licked her pussy. Do it real good and maybe I won’t whip your ass too hard today.” 

       Fear and habit inclined Morgan to obey, but Dusk had insulted Sarah. Morgan pursed her lips and tried to turn her head aside. Dusk’s thighs tightened against her skull and braced her while the smothering bulk descended.

       Morgan had a quick glimpse of the thick pussy lips, like slices of raw liver, just before they covered her mouth and nose. The giant hovering over her became a blur as her eyes glazed with tears. She arched her back and struggled for air while Dusk bellowed with laughter.

       “What’s the matter? Don’t you like dark meat?” Reaching behind herself, Dusk sought and found Morgan’s nipples and twisted them. When Morgan opened her mouth to cry out, she found it filled with the pungent folds of Dusk’s sex. 

       “I’ll be puttin’ rings in these later, maybe a pair to match down below,” Dusk growled.

       After an eternity, Dusk raised her hips enough to let Morgan draw a desperate gasp of air before covering her mouth again. 

       “Next time, I better see that tongue sticking out.”

       Her lips had been shaved, but not recently, the coarse stubble scratched as she ground herself against Morgan’s face. Her strong musk filled Morgan’s nose.

       Abruptly, Dusk tired of her sport and stood up.

       “Fuck you, bitch. We can try again later. I think we’ll both be more  in the mood after I peel me a little skin. Hang her up.”

       Morgan was still trying to catch her breath when the two men took her by the wrists and elbows and pulled her to her feet. Her cuffs were connected to the chain over head. 

       Dusk worked a clanking chain fall until Morgan was on her tiptoes. She tossed her mane defiantly as Dusk selected a leather cat and waved it under her nose.

       “I won’t be able to beat your ass for awhile after you’re branded. It might spoil the mark. So the whippin’ I give you today is gonna have to last you for awhile.”

       She made it memorable. Morgan’s ass was not the only target she aimed for. The heavy tails snapped and whirred everywhere it seemed. Within minutes, Morgan was striped from neck to knees. 

       Morgan’s feet were unfettered. Dusk wanted to see her dance and struggle. Whenever she lifted one of her feet from the floor, her equilibrium would be upset and she would start spinning, offering Dusk plenty of choice, tender targets. 

       At one point, Morgan reacted to a particularly vicious cut by kicking at Dusk. The reaction had been anticipated, however. Dusk merely sidestepped and grabbed Morgan by the ankle. She lifted Morgan’s leg high and punished her rebellion with two swift cuts to her crotch, swinging hard, up and down. 

       The pain was unimaginable. Writhing, Morgan raised her other foot off of the floor and her wrists felt the cuffs bite deep. The foot that Dusk held became a pivot point. Laughing Dusk released it with a push to whirl her around even more. Morgan feared that she had been permanently damaged. When Dusk set her stance to deliver another savage blow, Morgan dropped her head, sobbing, resolved to simply take her bitter medicine from now on. 

       Dusk paused after a time and mopped her brow with a towel. Morgan’s body was running with pain sweat by this time, and Dusk used the garden hose to rinse her off. 

       Morgan had been slumped over, weeping softly and drawing on her physical reserves, determined to endure. The cold water shocked her out of her lethargy as she whooped and writhed to avoid the icy spray. 

       Dusk shut the water off. “Brutus, go see what’s keeping Lady G. She wanted to watch the branding. Tell her it’s about time.”

       As Brutus padded up the stairway, Dusk picked up the whip again.

       In the extremity of her anguish, Morgan closed her eyes and pretended that it was Sarah’s hand wielding the whip. In her imagination its bite became a caress. It was Sarah’s fingertips that stroked her welted skin to assess the damage. The fantasy was comforting, and the hard fingers that were thrust into her from behind, hard enough to lift her off of her feet, found her dripping.

       “You weren’t supposed to enjoy this, bitch.” 

       The sound of Dusk’s voice broke that spell, yet Morgan displayed a faint, private smile as she hung limp and sweating from her bonds. She had found a small way to spoil the woman’s revenge after all.

       With an angry roar, Dusk hurled the whip into the corner hard enough to make her huge assistants cringe.

       Footsteps could be heard coming down the stairs. Morgan caught her breath. It could only be Brutus returning with Lady G. She was coming down to witness the branding, the mark that would make Morgan her property forever.

       Dusk’s scowl became an angry grin. “Let’s see how much you enjoy this.”

        The iron she lifted from the brazier was glowing red.

       “Put it down slow,” someone barked, “unless you’re fixin’ to wear that brand on your own ass.”

       Startled by the unexpected voice, Dusk wheeled around.

       Sarah stood in the doorway, leaning against the jam. Her arms were folded across her chest and the butt of a pistol showed above her big silver belt buckle. The two men standing behind her were not as large as Buck and his stable mate, but they looked capable, and the loose way that their jackets fit suggested that they were armed as well.

       “Where I come from,” said Sarah casually, “rustlers generally get hung.”






  

Chapter Sixteen

 

       “I’m really surprised that you expected to get away with this.” Sarah shook her head. “Did you really think that we wouldn’t find your secret hideout here? Hiring Soupcan to do your dirty work was your biggest mistake. He was just plain sloppy. The axle on that cart had tool marks on it, and he didn’t even bother to sweep up the metal filings from the floor of the toolshed. In case it matters to you, I didn’t hurt him. After he told me what I needed to know, I gave him his pay and sent him packing.”

       It was a bizarre meeting. Everyone was gathered in Lady G’s sitting room, a formal parlor that was as aggressively Victorian as The Bar-S Ranch house was Western. Looking through the window, Morgan could see that they were no longer anywhere near the desert. Towering spruce danced in the wind outside, and the ground was powdered with snow. 

       She didn’t remember the trip here. It was likely that she had arrived by private jet. She would probably be leaving the same way, but this time she would be conscious. As a girl growing up, she had heard the phrase ‘jet setters’, but had never dreamed that she might actually travel among them. For a little while, at least, she would be running with the big dogs.

        A mousy little slave girl in a frilly maid’s uniform passed a tray of tea and cakes to the gathering of adversaries. Her ankles were shackled together with just enough chain between them to let her take dainty little steps in her hazardously high heeled shoes. She wore no panties, and her skirt was too short to hide the lattice work of narrow dark welts decorating her ass. She had been caned hard and recently. She displayed some fear of these unexpected and well armed visitors, but life as Lady G’s personal slave had probably taught her to live with fear as a chronic condition. She was probably in less danger than anyone else in the room.

       In a brief hour, everything had been turned upside down. Morgan was sitting in a chair beside Sarah, while Sarah’s hired muscle stood flanking them. The bodyguard’s hands were folded in front of them in an ‘at ease’ position that signaled their readiness for any necessary action.

       Dusk and Tinka sat across from them. Their wrists were cuffed to the arms of their chairs and their ankles were shackled to the legs. It seemed to Morgan that Lady G deserved chains as well, but deference was still being shown her. She was still one of the big dogs, after all, even when she acted like a common bitch. It didn’t matter anymore. Morgan sensed that now Sarah had become a big dog too.

       Lady G occupied a neutral corner and assumed an air of offended dignity, as though she still expected to bluff her way out of this. 

       “I don’t know what silly plot your groom and these two trollops have cooked up together, but I assure you...”

       “Save it for somebody who might be buffaloed.” Sarah cut her off. “You wanted my girl, plain and simple. You figured to make a fistful of dollars running her ragged and have a lot of fun playing with her the rest of the time. I suppose there was that whole added thrill of getting away with something underhanded. I think that the Racing Association will be very interested in hearing what I have to say.” 

       Lady G turned pale. Sarah knew how to hurt the rich and powerful. Reputation was everything to them, and censure was still a potent threat.

       “Let’s not be hasty. They could have me expelled! That would be a rather extreme measure, don’t you think?”

       “Extreme measure,” said Sarah dryly, “like cheating, bribery, and kidnapping?”

       Lady G pursed her lips. She was wise enough to know when to shut up.

       “While you were busy scheming to steal my girl, I was negotiating to buy the Bar-S Ranch from Frisk. It turns out that he isn’t long for this world and knows it. He was planning to leave me the place anyway. So you might say that I have received an inheritance before the fact. It’s mine now, lock, stock, and barrel. He even gave me a grubstake to see me through the transition. I’m prepared to forget all about this incident. I’ll be taking my girl back, of course. I’m also ready to make you a generous offer on some of your stock. That black one over there is a bit temperamental, but I like a strong spirit. Properly broken, she would be a valuable addition to my stable. I want the other one too. There is no point in breaking up a team.”

       “Fuck that shit!” said Dusk.

       “Shut up, Dusk,” Lady G’s tone was conversational. She was thinking things over, and her calculations didn’t seem to be especially favorable to Dusk’s cause. 

       “You understand that there is no expiration date on their contracts,” said lady G. “A commodity like that doesn’t come cheap.”

       Sarah shrugged. “That goes without sayin’.”

       Morgan swallowed a cheer. Sarah expected her to display proper decorum after all, and revenge, however sweet, is petty. Her only regret was that Lady G was apparently about to profit from her treachery, at least for the time being.

       Her joy was also clouded somewhat by the news that Mr. Frisk was dying. He had rescued her twice, once deliberately and again as a side effect of his generosity to Sarah. It was a debt that Morgan would never be able to repay.

       Sometimes you have to be grateful for what life gives you and move on. She reminded herself.

       “I have a considerable investment in these girls.” Lady G was mentally calculating, trying to estimate how much money she might tap from this situation. “I have training expenses, recruitment, housing...”

       Sarah was busy with her checkbook while Lady G spoke. She tore out a check and dropped it on the tray as the maid passed by with canapés.

       “I think that this should cover it.”

        She didn’t need to tell the maid what to do with the check. The girl had ears, and had no doubt been following this meeting with interest. She minced over to Lady G and presented the tray with a little bow.

       Lady G accepted the check gingerly, as though expecting some sort of insult. What she saw written on it made her smile broadly. 

       “I think that this will be adequate.”

       Tinka began to sob. A girl as pretty as she was had no doubt melted many icy hearts with her tears. This time, Morgan believed, they were going to be wasted. 

       Dusk began to curse softly under her breath. She was already beginning to realize that any outbursts she made now were likely to be remembered later—and suitably punished.

       Lady G dismissed the matter with a shrug. “Sorry, girls. It’s just business, nothing personal.” 

       Sarah turned to one of her bodyguards.

       “Would you see to having these two crated up for shipment?” 

       His answering smirk told Morgan that this was a duty he was looking forward to. He would do as Sarah asked—eventually. It was likely that at least one of these pony girls had caught his eye, and he wouldn’t waste an opportunity to sample the merchandise. It would give the ladies a taste of their future life on the Bar-S Ranch.

       “I’ll see to it, Ma’am.”

       There was a shopping bag beside Sarah’s chair. She picked it up and dropped it into Morgan’s lap. 

       “I hope I got your sizes right. It ain’t high fashion, but you won’t freeze on the way back.”

       “Am I really going home then?” Morgan asked. 

       “If you mean back to the Bar-S, then the answer is yes.” Sarah raised an ironic eyebrow and Morgan realized her error. She had another home somewhere, but the memory of it was dim now. She would go there again someday, but only as a visitor. The place no longer had any hold on her.

       “I do have a ranch to run, after all.” Sarah was too proud to speak of the things that were really in her heart, but her eyes were shining as she touched Morgan’s cheek.

        “And Button has been mooning around like a sick calf ever since you were stole.”






  

Epilogue

       

Meanwhile, Back at the Ranch

 

       It was a lovely day at the Bar-S Ranch. The frost of the night before had steamed away in the morning sun, leaving a freshness in the air that Morgan savored as she waited for Sarah. Beside her, Button was grinning around her bit. There was a red rash around her mouth. Morgan guessed that she probably wore one to mirror it. They had spent a long and wakeful night in Sarah’s bed, pleasuring their Mistress and each other, and neither of them minded missing the sleep.

       The door to the ranch house opened and Sarah stood a moment on the porch, admiring her team. The new groom that she had hired to replace Soupcan enjoyed leatherwork and had a flair for design. He had outfitted the pony girls with a red leather harness that was beautiful without being showy, a spare and functional creation that was flattering to the female form. They were magnificent.                                 

       “Show me what my ponies can do now.” 

        Sarah’s weight settled into the seat. The cart was well balanced. When Sarah stepped into it and settled herself into the seat, Morgan and Button felt her presence only as a slight tremor vibrating the shafts in their hands. The whip cracked above their heads, and they started off in a perfectly synchronized trot, through the paddock and between the fence rails flanking the drive. 

       Dusk and Tinka were tilling in the garden as the cart clattered by. They wore a heavy pulling harness, and strained to draw a single bottom plow. A wiry troll of a man drove them with a willing hand. Tinka’s sunburned skin was vivid with bright whip trails. Dusk was sun blackened. Her skin showed only the raised ridges of welts. Morgan knew that their drover was proud of his monstrous cock, and demonstrated his stamina often. They would be weary tonight, but they would still be expected to satisfy him.

       They would do penance for a time, but Mistress was not vindictive, and there were only so many acres of garden to till. When they were fully broken, eager to serve, and truly grateful for the opportunity to finally prove their loyalty; Dusk and Tinka would be forgiven. Sarah would know when. Sarah always knew. 

       The bits jerked in the pony girl’s mouths as Sarah snapped the reins and clicked her tongue. Morgan and Button exchanged knowing glances. Mistress wanted speed. They would give it to her. 

       Moving as one they dropped their heads, stretched their long brown legs, and leaped ahead, knowing that special grace of healthy animals who strive for the sake of a beloved Mistress. Morgan felt as she often did in dreams, as though she were a wind born dandelion seed, drifting lazily, yet blown along with amazing and effortless speed, achieving escape velocity at last.

       Morgan set her course and took flight.






  







More bdsm erotica from Paul Moore available in Paperback and Ebook

 

Male domination…female submission 

Caged Sisters

Devil’s Brand & Kingdom of Slaves (dual book)

Dreamslave

Last Resort

Satan’s Sisters

Wild Game

 

Lesbian bdsm 

Innocence In Chains

My Sin

Satan’s Sisters, II

Sinister Strangers

 

Ebook only:

Devil’s Brand, Book One

Devil’s Brand, Book Two

Kingdom of Slaves

 

For a complete catalogue of Erotic Fiction…

Pink Flamingo Publications

P.O. Box 632, Richland, MI 49083, 1-877-629-0051

E-mail: catalog@pinkflamingo.com

Website: http://www.pinkflamingo.com

 

 


  

cover.jpeg
hﬂ@ 1l

LY % Hoalt






