A dark figure emerged quickly and quietly out of shadows cast by the last working light of a bus stop. It sat between the sports complex and the shaded carpark meaning everyone had to pass it. The filly never had a chance to make a sound, distracted trying to spot her mother’s car, she was oblivious until a bag was slipped over her head and an arm wrapped around her throat, squeezing tight as she was picked up, quickly retreating back into the shadows as she weakly kicked, confused, disoriented and running out of air.
She passed out as they reached the stolen car, the shadowy figure tossing her into through the open rear passenger door and slamming it shut behind her. In another minute, he drove past the idling SUV that belonged to the girl’s mother. 

In another half-hour, he had left town and switched cars, heading home with a burning wreck in his rearview.
Harlequin, or Harley to her folks, came back to awareness slowly at first, then all at once as a splitting headache made her squeeze her eyes hard before opening them to a waking nightmare.
Lying on her back, the pure white filly was gagged and bound to a bed with her legs tied to the headboard, the filly of only ten years looking frantically side-to-side, then up.
Several cameras met her gaze, everywhere she looked. Mounted on the wall, the bed canopy, on tripods, someone had gone to a lot of trouble to capture every angle of this bed.

She strained against the nylon ropes, blinking away the tears of terror and frustration as she only succeeded in tightening them, cutting off the blood in her wrists until she couldn’t feel her hands at all.
She jumped as the cameras suddenly blinked as one, amber lights appearing all over as they stood by.
A door directly opposite the bed opened quietly on well-oiled hinges and a stallion stepped through, holding a cup of water in one hand and his other hand a closed fist.
Closing the door with a swift kick of his hoof, he met her fearful gaze and stared dispassionately back for a time, before shifting his attention to a desk in the corner, a laptop sitting open.
Squinting as he read something out of her view, he snorted before walking straight over to her. A blue roan, a white diamond featured prominently on his forehead, between his eyebrows, and silver hairs around his jawline gave him a strong, mature look, or so she subconsciously agreed with herself.
Looming over her, he leaned down, her wide-eyed gaze following his closed fist as he pressed his palm flat against the side of her lips, pushing two small pills in through the space created by the gag, whimpering as he gripped her jaw, gently tilting her head enough to tip the cup, trickling water over the gag to let it stream into her mouth. 

Too scared to do anything but comply, she swallowed complacently, earning her a small, chaste smile and a quick rub on her chin as she finished the cup.
He inspected her bindings, frowning as he loosened them just enough to let her blood flow return, rubbing each wrist and ankle with surprising tenderness to assist, her headache dissipating shortly as the aspirin did its work.
Seeing the strain leave her face, he returned to the desk, setting the cup down and tapping the spacebar. One by one, each of the cameras whirred as they focused, green lights turning red all around. Above her, a blank LCD screen bracketed to the canopy to face directly down blinked to life and on it she saw herself, lying on her back, so small in the huge bed while a transparent overlay declared that a stream was about to begin.
She heard him click something and the overlay went away, replaced with a live chat that popped in to fill half of the screen, the stallion increasing the font until he was sure she could read it, tears springing to her eyes as she read the explosion of messages, her panic rising as it appeared a bidding war had been ongoing for the last few minutes and had ended when the stream had begun.

A message in bold declared someone the winner and that a ‘first request’ was their prize. Seconds later, they claimed it.

*H3ntaipan88: Amount: $270 – “Tear her clothes off and squeeze her pussy for us. I love horses and their fat cunts.”
She resumed her struggles with a passion, screaming into the gag as she heard her host moving around, looking up again in time stand and turn, naked from the waist down. She watched, hypnotized, as he donned an elegant porcelain horse mask with gold leaf trim, clasping and cinching it as he walked slowly, purposefully, towards her. 
Her struggles petered out as her eyes locked on to those swaying black orbs. She had never seen a boys bits before, the virile cantaloupes having an almost hypnotic effect on her as he stepped around to the side to the side of the bed, coming to a stop by her hips.
She scrunched her eyes shut as he began to lean down, flinching when she felt his soft hands on her belly, still pudgy with baby fat, but her mom had said beginning to show signs of the strong woman she was growing into.
The filly shivered involuntary as he slid his hands under her tennis shirt, hooking the hem with his thumbs as he revealed her fuzzy white belly to the cameras, to strangers. She opened her eyes and watched the text fly past with increasing speed. Her eyes took in the words, but she did not know what they were talking about. The basics taught in school could not have prepared her for this whole new world of possibilities.
The weight of him was felt in the quiet groan of the wooden bedframe as he climbed in beside her, sliding his knee between her legs as he eased her shirt higher up, revealing the edge of a black sports bra and confusing her fear-addled mind with his tenderness.
She choked back a sob as he gripped the hem of her short, pleated skirt and pulled, the fabric going taught before, with agonizing slowness, for both Harley and the chat, it began to slide down.
Down, exposing her pubus, down, the childlike, but still very feminine curve of hips only just beginning to form, down, the ‘V’ of her thighs coming together to meet until, with sudden violence, he tore her skirt clear in half, his muscles bulging for the instant it took to destroy her decency.
She screamed as he gripped a side each of her shirt’s V-neck and pulled it apart, shredding it just as quickly.
He did not stop, three fingers hooking hook under her taut sports bra, snapping it with ease to reveal her flat chest, stiffening pink nipples exposed to cold air.
She struggled against the rope, trying her best to close her legs to cover herself, jerking her hips from side to side in a vain effort to hinder his progress, but he was merciless, sliding a hand underneath the small of her back, confused feelings shooting through her with how effortlessly he lifted her as the stallion hooked a finger under the edge of her panties and with one tug, snapping the elastic, giving the chat a momentary view of her cleft as they sagged before his second tug ripped her last shred of decency away and her untouched filly pussy was revealed to the world.
Her body shuddered with her muffled sobbing, tears streaming down her face as he raised her further for another camera that rested on the headboard, audibly focusing as the stream view switched to a close-up of her silky pink fillyhood, her most secret place that her mother had drilled in to never let anyone see, now live for thousands. 

She watched on the stream as two fingers slid between her thighs, both as long as she was thick, one enough to obscure her entire pussy if he was so inclined, but doing the opposite as they squished together at the base of her pussy, pinching and squeezing, causing her equine folds to bulge for the camera, revealing a hint of darker pink as he squeezed.
She could not help the shiver that shook her with this foreign stimulation, her forced discovery of physical pleasure shared and witnessed by multitudes, the chat going wild as she winked for the first time in her life, an involuntary bolt of pleasure shooting through her petite frame.
She continued to cry as he lowered her back down and left the bed, lifting his knee from between her legs and causing another shiver as something hot and thick and heavy slid over her hips with him, not daring to look between his legs and confirm what she knew it to be.
She watched the chat as the cameras refocused on her entire body, capturing her panic as a new bidding war started, immediately surpassing thousands as the show drew the horrid imaginations of the most depraved, lowly souls.
Her eyes widened at the message of the winner.
*Grelkat: Amount: $7,680: “Send the stream link to her parents so they can see you pop her cherry live. Put some foals in that foal. No condoms!”
Some typing from her captor, a click, and then a highlighted name began to appear in chat after a minute.
*FailedParents: You monsters! Let her go, stop this! I’ll kill you all, I’ll kill you! Stop it! Don’t you touch her!”
The chat jeered and stoked their fury and anguish, posting gifs of her winking pussy, shame filling the young mare and for the first time in her life, she wished she would disappear, never to be seen again.
Harley strained against the ropes, screaming hoarsely through the gag to try and convey her request for help, for her dad to come save her, squeaking in surprise as the stallion appeared suddenly above her again.
He once again began to loosen her wrists, but this time, removed the ropes entirely, effortlessly holding her wrists together with one hand long enough to secure them together in front of her. He raised her tied hands up over her head until he had raised her butt off of the bed, sliding in underneath her before lowering her down into his lap, his immense breeding tool directly in front of her.
She shuffled back as far as she could, his fur just as soft as hers, the thick, delicious scent of a male permeating the air around her as his cock grew, spreading her thighs wider apart with each new pulse of blood. The heat of his boy part and the scent of a man did something to her, something she could not explain. 

Her breath hitched as she realized she had forgotten to breath and her lips winked again and again as her body awakened to her biological clock years ahead of schedule. He was affected too, she could hear his sharp intake of breath, nickering as he buried his muzzle in her neck to take in her scent, their hearts beating quicker together, the cock now standing on its own, still growing before her eyes which widened in amazement as the flare suddenly flowered out, bigger than her head.
Past the cock, she saw another monitor on the headboard above and behind the camera come to life and saw she was well obscured by the enormity of the baby maker before her.

She was terrified. She was exhilarated. She was confused and just wished she could say something, ask something, but all she could do was sink into the soft fur behind her, nickering fearfully. She focused on the monitor, trying to fool herself into thinking it was just an awful show, that it was someone else.

Harley watched on the new monitor as her tormenter slid his hands under her backside and lifted her until her head rested in the crook of his neck, little ears wiggling against his jowls with physiological excitement as he let her weight settle on the base of his cock, the shaft supporting her weight as he  pulled one of her legs at a time towards them, freeing them as he did.
He pulled them close and up against her until her hooves were level with her head, the chat complimenting her limber figure as he wrapped an arm around her to keep them there as with his other, he looped her bound hands over his head, giving her no option but to sit and watch.

Her breathing got faster and shallower when he gripped his engorged flare, bending his cock just enough to mash it against her virgin pussy until she simply held her breath, feeling as though she sat on the edge of a precipice. He was enormous, nothing at all like the diagrams had shown in school! There was no way, no possible way it could fit. She repeated that in her head like a mantra, ‘It won’t fit and he’ll let me go, he won’t fit and he’ll let me go.’
He pressed the blunt tip against her folds, flexing his hips and making a show of her lips bulging around his cockhead, catching on his engorged urethra before it slipped up, prodding her in the belly, a stifled hiccup coming as she suppressed an involuntary giggle.
She felt something trickle out of her and as he pressed his cock at her entrance again, she saw her clitoris wink against his flare, a dribble of something clear coating it.

Above her, she heard him take a deep, deep breath, a powerful shiver shaking the equine as he nickered, low and slow.
A pulse of his own clear fluid made her gasp, the natural lubricant jetting over her folds. She took a breath upon realizing she had been holding hers, exhaling slowly and sagging slightly in his arms.
For a moment, for a single moment, she relaxed, convincing herself that he could never fit.

It was that moment he awaited, bending his back to force her down with all his strength as he simultaneously thrust his hips up, his cock spearing her hole in an instant, visibly straining her lips in a tight ‘O’ around where the cock tapered to its thinnest, ruining her as she was stretched irrecoverably, his explosive violation of her deepest places pausing only for the split second it took to ram his flare against, and then through her cervix, her gut distending obscenely as he bore her down, his cock punching the breath out of her lungs, winding her and preventing her diaphragm from moving. She couldn’t breath, couldn’t make a sound to voice her agony.
She hardly had a moment to think before he straightened himself out and picked her up by the hips to slide her back up his cock, a bestial whinny escaping the stallion as he ruined her.
His flare was visible in her guts, the bumps and ridges expanding and contracting under her smooth, unmarked skin growing larger with each tug, the attempts to free himself before he came only making it more difficult to extricate his cock from her womb, her labia stretched almost translucent until she thought it might snap.
And still further her pussy stretched as it slid slow millimetres up his length, winking around him, her canal squeezing and kneading and contracting around this immense intruder until he snorted, giving in with a deafening whinny before plunging himself still deeper.
The expanding flare and the first jet of cum rounded her tiny belly out into a facsimile of pregnancy. His immense nuts contracted again and she began to swell in earnest, her eyes rolling backwards as she passed in and out of consciousness, her body shuddering as she crashed into the first and strongest orgasm of her life, the assault inducing her first ovulation, the continued stimulation causing another, then a third until he finally relaxed, his orgasm tapering as her body worked to guarantee this male would give her well-earned offspring.
He took a calming breath to return to himself, leaning back until his back rested against the cool sheets and she was angled just enough downward that her overstuffed abdomen sagged over her undeveloped tits, letting gravity assist in keeping her stuffed. While she was still numb to the world he eventually managed to tug his softening flare out, her cervix squeezing shut once again to trap his cum inside with barely a drop spilled.
It was almost like a faraway dream as she watched him slap his horsecock on her pregnant looking belly, cum oozing from the tip and soaking into her fur.

He pressed his muzzle into her neck and breathed deeply, fighting his own bestial instincts to bite and to shout his claim that this womb belonged to him. He lifted her, then lay her down on the bed between his legs, wiping his cock on her cheek before getting out of the bed, lowering her gently onto the bed and returning to the laptop.
Harley simply lay there, breathing quietly, unfocused eyes watching the chat, almost detatched from it all, seeing some waving emojis and returning the gesture, earning her few excited lines for having been talked to by the ‘star’.
There was some kind of argument taking centre stage though, the next bidding session nearly over already.

Her eyes focused enough to read and she felt at once a combination of hope and anguish.
*FailedParents: Amount: $300,000 – “Please, just give us back our little girl, please.”
The timer was running out. It was nearly over.

She began to cry quietly to herself, too winded for sound as tears of relief mixed with the cum and sweat, stinging her eyes.

Then, another message popped up, highlighted, just as the bidding ended.
*Harleyfan99: Amount: $300,005 – “Balls deep down her throat until she stops twitching.”
The chat went crazy, disbelief rampant. No way would they be able to pay that. They demanded proof, even as her parents began offering greater and greater amounts, promising to sell their house, their car, take out a loan. The offer was nearing a million before a screenshot popped up in the feed.

It showed a blurred-out confirmation from some website; her life had been bought with cryptocurrency.
She looked up, beginning to wheeze as her weak body tried to muster up the energy to run away, but she was hurt, too hurt to do more than flop her arms around uselessly.
He was before her again, leaning down, unclasping the gag and pulling it away, a string of saliva stretching out, breaking across her body as he tossed it on the bed by her feet.
She tried to take a breath, then another, seeing the frantic messages of her parents’ begging to save her life, to spare their little girl.
Swallowing, she spoke, weakly, “Mom, Dad, I-'
He squeezed her jaw open and stuffed his flare inside, filling the space and making her gag.
She reflexively swallowed and he took the opportunity to drive his hips smoothly forward, sinking his entire length into her, his flare once again filling her guts until her muzzle was partway buried under his sheath, the enormous stallion balls deep in the filly.
And still, she persisted, her tiny body still not breaking under the strain.

His musky nuts rested heavily, warmly, on her eyelids, and all she could hear was the pulse of blood through his phallus, the scent of him all-encompassing and overpowering.
She managed to slide her arms up enough to feel the almost comical stretching of her throat before they fell limply to her sides.
She could feel her heart beating in sync with his, then beginning to slow.
Her final sensation was the feeling of him cumming again.
He felt her life ebb away, but waited until her involuntarily movement had ceased entirely.
Groaning, he pulled his softening cock free and wiped it clean on her face, another couple of weak blasts aimed at her eyes and muzzle filled her nostrils with equine spunk, sending a clear message that the excitement for this stream was over.
Sighing, he left the room, returning shortly with an immense python, casually dropping the bundle of muscle and scales onto the cub before returning to the laptop and tapping twice, a new graphic filling the borders of the screen.
*VORE HOUR: VOTE NOW ON NEXT MONTHS RACE. LITTLE LIONESS, DALMATION BITCH OR TWIN CROCODILE GIRLS*
He set the stream to auto-tracking and flicked a switch by the door, a heat lamp bathing the bed in warm light to keep Hangry, so named by the stream chat, as centred as possible.
He looked up long enough to see her stretching her jaws over Harley's shoulders, her head already in the snakes throat, before he closed the door behind him. With the snake more than capable of digesting flesh and bone alike, there would be nothing left in a week. There never was. 
The filly at the bank of monitors swivelled around to face him, naked and winking and the spitting image of himself. 

She nickered needfully and spread her legs, his cock bouncing to attention as behind her, two dozen different live feeds played of a snake gorging itself on a girl the same race and age as his daughter.
After all, today was a special occasion. 
“Happy birthday sweetie.”

“Can you make me pregnant, like you made her?” She pulled her darker equine lips apart, her canal opening and revealing her cervix, a trick earned from years of training.
“Anything for my little girl.”

She shuddered and came at his assent, her build-up from the show she directed and the suddenness of the cold air on her sensitive innermost flesh pushing her over a tipping point. Plunging two fingers inside to carry it further as she shouted, “Fuck me and feed me to Mrs. Hangry, daddy!”

He looked up at one monitor just in time to see Harley’s limp feet disappearing forever, saw his own little girl in her place.
“Anything for you, sweetie.”
