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Sunday

Mason woke early, the sunlight was creeping round the bottom of the curtains in the room.  He could feel India’s hair on his legs and her mouth on his cock.  She was gently sucking his shaft as he woke.  Mason smiled, he could never get bored of waking up like this.  His cock started to respond and grow in her expert mouth.  He thought back to the previous day, he’d come seven, no eight times last night, not forgetting he’d fucked India as they hiked in the mountains.  And shit, she’d blown him twice as well.  No wonder his balls ached.

Mason put a hand onto India’s head so that she knew he was awake.  She tightened her grip on his cock and sucked him harder.  He looked to his right where Hazel was lying on her left side, an arm draped over his chest, her head on his arm, her long red hair covering his shoulder.  She was still asleep.

He looked to his left, Julie’s dark hair was visible but she was turned away from him.  Mason took his left hand off India’s head and put into onto Hazel’s head.  He stroked her hair for a few moments before he took a handful of it and pulled gently.  Hazel woke instantly, turned to face Mason and smiled.

“Good morning sir,” she said, maintaining her submissive character.  Mason smiled back, she did still have her collar on after all.

“Good morning slave,” Mason replied, releasing his grasp on her head. 

Hazel moved in and lay on his shoulder, his arm under her head, mirroring the position of the sleeping Julie.  Mason and Hazel started to kiss, all the time India sucking his now rock hard cock.  Mason repeated the hair grab on Julie’s head and she opened her eyes.  She blinked a few times before she saw Hazel and Mason kissing.  Smiling, Julie started to kiss her master’s chest.

Mason broke off kissing Hazel and turned his head to Julie to kiss her.  Under the covers they could all hear India gagging on Mason’s cock. 

“OK girls,” Mason said, “I’m going to roll onto my side.  I want one of you to suck my ass hole and the other to kiss.  Any volunteers?”

Julie spoke first.  “Please may I suck your ass sir?”

“You may Julie, thank you.”  Mason rolled his head to face Hazel as Julie moved off his arm.  India wouldn’t know what was going on so he put his hand onto her head to hold it in place.  Slowly he rolled over onto his side to face Hazel.

Julie didn’t wait and slid down the bed to suck his ass.  She put her hands onto his cheeks and pulled them apart.  Mason gasped as she pushed her long tongue into his ass.  He started to buck his hips slowly, India was no longer sucking his cock, he was fucking her face.

He started to kiss Hazel, pushing his tongue into her willing mouth.  This was the highlight of his time with India so far, one girl to kiss and play with her tits, one to suck his cock and another to suck his ass.  Until three days ago no girl had ever done this for him, he loved the sensation of a tongue deep inside his ass.

Mason stopped moving his hips and India started to suck him again.  He put a hand back on her head to control her movements, he pushed her head down, burying almost his full length in her mouth.  India was gagging and slobbering and Mason got more and more excited hearing her struggle.  His balls started to tighten and he thrust again into India’s mouth.

He broke off kissing Hazel, Julie could sense he was close and continued to tongue fuck his ass as Mason came.

“I’m cumming, oh fuck girls I’m cumming.”

“Cum for us sir,” said Hazel, “Fill India’s mouth with your cum sir.”

“YESSSSS,” Mason yelled as he started to pump cum into India’s hot mouth and she didn’t move away as he filled her up.  Mason put his hands onto her head to make sure – he needn’t have bothered, she was a willing slave who only wanted to please and would have kept her head in place, but Mason enjoyed the feeling of control over her.

Eventually Mason pulled back, slowly removing his cock from its home.  Julie kissed her way up his back and Hazel moved up too so Mason could suck one of her nipples.  He rolled onto his back as Julie appeared, her face half hidden in her mane of red hair. He could feel India’s hair on his chest now, she was moving up his body.  When she appeared he smiled at her and she beamed back.

Mason looked from side to side, a redhead on his right, a brunette to his left and a huge breasted blonde lying on top of him.  Shit, could life get any better?  But then the thought that India would be leaving him tomorrow crossed his mind and the smile was replaced with a look of sadness, chances were he’d never see her again. 

“India,” Mason said, “why not share my cum with you sister slaves?”

India turned to face Julie and they started kissing.  India was on top of Julie and Mason could see the seed slipping from India’s mouth into Julie’s.  He got a twinge in his cock as it stopped shrinking back and pulsed as it grew again. 

India broke off from kissing Julie and repeated the scene with Hazel.  Now each girl had some of his cum in her mouth.

Mason lifted India off him and got out of the bed.  He took a couple of steps away and then turned to the three girls, they were all lying on the bed watching him. 

“Get off the bed and onto your knees girls,” he ordered them and he turned away and went into the bathroom.  When Mason came back he was pleased to see them all kneeling at the foot of the bed, they legs open wide displaying their smooth, hairless pussies.

He ignored his property as he got dressed, pulling on his jeans and a shirt.  The girls were all watching him, waiting for orders.  He crossed the room to the window, pulled back the curtains and opened the windows allowing fresh air into the room.

He inhaled deeply and stood there for a while, admiring the view across the lawns.  Shit he thought, this just couldn’t get any better.  Shame he’d never be able to afford anything like this. 

He left the windows open and crossed to the door.  He opened it and then paused.

“I’m going to stretch my legs and grab some coffee. You can swallow, slaves.”  Each girl swallowed and thanked their owner.  “While I’m out, why don’t you three get back on the bed and enjoy each other’s company?  India, you can cum if you want to.”

“Thank you master,” she replied.  Mason stepped out and closed the door behind him.  He walked quickly down the hallway and descended the stairs two at a time.  Three hot slaves waiting for him when he got back, shit this was the best weekend of his life.  He was pleased to see that the slave who had been suspended by her tits wasn’t there any longer. 

Mason found his way to the dining room where he was greeted by a naked girl which the obligatory collar on her neck.

“Good morning sir,” she said to him smiling, “Can I get you anything sir?”

Mason extended his hands and put them onto her firm breasts.  She met his gaze and smiled even wider.

“Would you like to fuck me sir?”

He shook his head in disbelief.  How had he never known this life before?

“No thanks, well, not just yet anyway.  Can I get a coffee, black please?”

“Of course sir, it will be my pleasure.  Would you like anything else?” 

“No thank you, just the coffee.”

She stepped back and her breasts moved from Mason’s hands.  Then she turned and walked away.  After a couple of steps she turned back to him.

“Sir, most of the owners that are up are outside if you’d like to join them.  I’ll find you with your coffee.”

Mason looked round, he hadn’t noticed the sliding doors last night.  They were wide open and he walked out into the light and onto the grass.  He blinked in the bright morning light, when his eyes had adjusted he made out a group of people on a patio close to him.

As he walked he recognized a few of them and nodded.  He was looking for a seat when he heard a man shouting his name.  It was John, the owner of the mansion.

“Hey Mason, come here man, have a seat,” John said pulling out a chair.  Mason made his way over and sat down next to his new friend.

“So how was your night?  I hope you enjoyed yourself,” he said half laughing.

“John, I . . . I . . . I don’t know what to say.  It was incredible.”

“We hold them once a month.  You’re welcome back any time with three hot girls like that.  Took me a while but I recognize that redhead you’re with.  Flame isn’t it?  Seen her in more than one film.  Never knew she was a real life slave.”

“She’s not, none of them are,” Mason said, his voice falling.

“Really?  What the fuck man, you could have fooled me.  Especially India, take it from me man, she’s 100% submissive.”

“It’s not that John,” replied Mason and explained that she was only with him for five days.  While he was speaking the slave brought his coffee and put it on the table next to him.

“Can I get you anything else sir?” she asked.  Mason picked up the coffee and sipped it.  “No thank you . . . sorry I don’t know your name?”

She smiled at him, “This slave’s name is Gill sir.”

Mason smiled at her, “Not at the moment thank you Gill.”

“You’re welcome sir.  Enjoy your coffee sir.”

John looked knowingly at Mason.  “You’ve got to learn to do better than that Mason,” he said, “That girl is a slave, she doesn’t have to like you, she needs to know that you can control and dominate her.  In fact, the more you’re nice to her, the less she’ll like you.  Remember, she chose this life, she likes being dominated.”

Mason thought about it for a moment and discussed further how he had to be more controlling if he wanted to own a slave full time.

“I’ll show you,” said John, looking around, “Ask that slave, Gill wasn’t it, to get us coffee.”

Mason looked round, Gill was standing nearby.  “Hey, Gill,” he half shouted at her, “Please get me two coffees, one black and one with cream.  Thanks.”

“My pleasure sir,” she said looking at Mason.

Mason watched her walk away.

“It takes time to learn this Mason,” John said, “but I’m pretty sure you can do it.  And the two other girls you brought, Flame and the brunette – if you want to own them, I’m pretty sure you can.  They were pretty submissive when I fucked them last night.”

Mason was surprised, he had thought that it would just be a one off with them and said as much.

“Mason, it will be if you carry on like this.  Take control and don’t ask them for permission or what they want.  Tell them what you want and let them know what will happen if they don’t obey you.  Have you ever punished a slave before?”

Mason shook his head.

“Hmm, when that blonde comes back and she’s sucking your cock I’ll give you my riding crop.  Tell her she’s shit at sucking your cock or took too long to get your drink then lash her.  Show me you can do it.”

Mason opened his mouth to speak but John cut him off.

“If you can’t whip a girl you don’t know you’ll never be able to discipline a girl you care about.  And I’m pretty sure you care about India.”

Mason thought about that.  John was right, he did care about India, more than he was prepared to admit.  As luck would have it the girl took over 10 minutes to return with the coffee.  John winked at him as she approached and pushed his crop towards him.

“Now’s the time Mason.  Take the step to ownership.”

The slave put the coffees down on the table and started to speak.  “Sirs, I’m sorry that took so long, I was . . .” Mason cut her off.

“I don’t care why,” he said, “You should obey orders better than that.”  She started to speak again and Mason just said "Silence."

"Turn round and bend over,” he ordered.  “Yes sir,” she replied quietly.  Mason picked up the crop and looked at John.  John mouthed “Go On” to Mason and he swished the crop in the air before bringing it down onto Gill’s rear.  He didn’t do it hard and she hardly reacted.

“Harder,” said John, “She needs to feel pain so she learns her lesson.”

Mason struck her again and again, each time harder than the last.  By his seventh or eighth stroke Gill was screaming after each one.  The poor girl was breathing deeply and crying.  Mason delivered two more blows, taking her up to 10 before he put the crop down.

“Turn round slave,” Mason ordered.  Gill straightened up, tears flowing down her face, her makeup smeared.  “Anything you’d like to say to me slave?”

Gill spoke through her tears, “I’m sorry I took so long with your coffee sir, it won’t happen again.  Thank you for teaching me a lesson sir.”

“You’re welcome slave.  Now suck my cock.”

“My pleasure sir,” she replied.  Gill dropped to her knees and unzipped Mason’s pants.  She pulled his cock into her mouth and started to suck.  Her tears were stopping and Mason looked down her back to her ass, were several red lines were starting to form.  He felt guilty about what he’d done and looked to John.  John smiled, he could read Mason’s thoughts.

“First time you’ve whipped a woman eh?”

“Yes.”

“Don’t worry about it – the first time is the hardest.  See, the problem was you were soft with her when you ordered the coffee – she then took a liberty and stopped for a chat with a friend, figuring that you’d go easy on her.  Slut learned her lesson, didn’t you slave?”

Gill popped Mason’s cock out of her mouth and spoke, “Yes sir, it won’t happen again sir,” and with that she took Mason back into her mouth and sucked.

Mason still found this situation bizarre, talking to a man be barely knew while a girl he’d exchanged 30 words with (and he’d hit 10 times with a riding crop, reducing her to tears) sucked his cock, for no reason other than he’d asked, no ordered her to.

When he finished his coffee Mason put the cup down and pulled Gill’s hair sharply, his cock coming out of her mouth.  Mason looked at her.

“Enough, I’ve got to leave now slave.”

“Thank you for letting me suck your cock sir, and thank you for punishing me.  I won’t stop to talk when I’m obeying orders again sir.”

Mason put his cock away and stood up.

“Leaving us Mason?” asked John.

“Not just yet, I’ve got to go to my room and get my slaves something to eat.”

“Bring them down, I’d like your redhead to blow me, if you don’t mind.”

Mason smiled, “No problem John.”

Mason left the table and re-entered the house, made his way up the stairs and into his room from last night.  He opened the door silently he was pleased by what he saw, the three girls were all on their sides, forming a triangle, each one with her head buried deep in another girl’s cunt.  India was eating Julie, Julie was eating Hazel and Hazel licking out India.

India had her hands across on Hazel’s tits, Hazel had her hands on Julie’s tits and Julie had hold of India’s huge breasts.  Each girl was moaning loudly, none of them had noticed Mason coming into the room.  Judging by her breathing Mason thought that Julie was about to cum.  He pulled his cock out of his pants and started to wank himself.  He could watch this for hours, he thought.

Hazel pulled her mouth slightly away from India’s pussy as she started to groan loudly.  “I’m cumming, oh Christ Julie . . .YESSSSS,” she yelled as she clamped her legs around Julie’s head, forcing her to keep sucking her pussy.  When she finally relaxed Hazel pushed her head back into India’s cunt to resume her licking.

Mason smiled, he’d seen enough.  “Alright girls,” he said and instantly they broke from their tryst, looking at him.  “Off the bed, on your knees, legs slightly apart, facing the bed, bent at the waist, faces down into the bed.  Fold your arms behind your backs.”  The girls hurried to obey him.

Mason dropped to his knees behind India and pushed his rock hard cock into her pussy.  India gasped and moaned as he pushed inside her.  He put his right hand over her hips and onto her clit and started to rub it.  It wasn’t long before she was gyrating, pushing back against him.  Her hands were moving, grabbing and releasing her elbows as excitement built in her.

India was approaching orgasm when Mason abruptly withdrew from her and pulled his hand away.  India cried out, Mason was going to play with them all.  He repeated this move on Julie, then on Hazel, working his way up and down the line of girls, toying with them.  On his third pass down the line he allowed them to cum, one by one.

As he withdrew from Hazel he grabbed a handful of Julie’s hair and wiped his cock in it.  “OK girls, let’s go outside and get breakfast.  Follow me.”  Mason hadn’t cum, he wanted to wait until later.  The three naked girls stood up and followed Mason down the stairs, through the dining room and out into the gardens.

As they stepped outside Mason spoke to his slaves.  “India, Julie, mingle with the crowd and be good slaves.  Hazel, stay with me.”  Julie and India separated from him and were soon servicing the breakfast crowd.  Mason smiled as he watched India being put to use by Mistress Penny for a second time.  He scanned the tables and soon located John.  He walked over to him, Hazel following slightly behind.

As they approached John looked up and smiled.  He undid his flies and looked at Hazel.  “Suck my cock slave,” he ordered. 

“My pleasure sir,” she replied and was quickly on her knees, sucking away.  Mason smiled, watching her mane of red hair bobbing up and down on his new friend’s cock.  Mason and John fell back into conversation, while Hazel continued.  He clearly wasn’t in in any hurry to cum and she’d be there for a long while.

Eventually Mason and John’s conversation fell into a lull and John restarted it.

“Are you going to the fair today Mason?”

“Sure am – that’s why India’s here in the first place.”  Mason explained to John that they’d only been together for four days and that she’d be leaving him tomorrow.  As he spoke, Mason’s voice slowed and deepened – he’d known that this was coming but it wasn’t easy to say.

“Man, that’s too bad,” said John, “You two are great together.”

Mason looked round, India was lying on her back on a table, a man fucking her pussy and another fucking her throat.

“If you want to come back to one of my parties you’re welcome Mason.  You don’t even need to bring any girls with you.”  John put his hand onto Hazel’s head and forced his cock down her throat.  She started to gag but John didn’t allow her to move.  He held her in place before fisting her hair with the other hand.  He then started to force her head up and down, very quickly, Hazel gagging continually.  John didn’t allow her any relief and her suffering turned him on.  Mason was suddenly aware that he was watching this and he turned away. 

Mason was looking around at couples and naked girls when he heard John starting to yell.  “That’s it slave, yes, yes, YES oh fuck YES slave,” as John was clearly climaxing.  Mason waited a few minutes before he turned back to John, who had his head back and was smiling.  He’d released Hazel and she was continuing to lick and suck John’s cock and balls. 

Mason smiled as John straightened up.  He pulled Hazel up by her hair and slapped her ass.  “Good girl,” he said, “Now go and get something to eat.”

“Thank you sir,” she said and turned back to the house.  John slapped her again and the men watched her walk away.

As she disappeared into the house John turned back to Mason.

“How the fuck did you find her and Julie?  I’ve got them both now, shit man I’ve watched enough of their films,” said John.

Mason looked at him, “India wanted to shoot a porno and they were on set with her.  I was there as India’s guardian and we got to chatting.  I told them about your party and they were almost begging me for an invite.”

John shook his head, “If they’d asked they would have been welcome any time.”

“They didn’t know you or how to get in touch.”

“Guess not.”

“John, what time do things wind down here?”

“After breakfast – which will last until about 11.  Everyone will be gone by 11:30 and then my slaves will clean up.”  John paused, then added, “You can stay if you want, maybe you’d like to exercise my ponies again?”

Mason checked his watch and John saw him.  “You can leave whenever you want Mason – and you can take your girls with you.  I dare say India would like to see a bit more of the city before she leaves.  But remember, she’s your slave and you set the rules”

“That’s very kind of you John.  I would like to take your ponies out for some exercise.”  Mason thought to himself that the chance would never come again, so best to make the most of it.

“No problem Mason.  Just let her finish first .  .  .”

Mason looked around, India was sucking another cock.  He didn’t like it, but could hardly complain given the number of women he’d fucked.  Mason watched, as soon as the guy withdrew he stood up and excused himself and walked over to her.

“India, go inside and get something to eat.”

“Thank you master,” she replied and moved towards the house.  It took Mason a few minutes to locate Julie, she was serving a man coffee.  When she started back to the house Mason walked with her.  Hazel was sat at a table with India where they were chatting and eating.  Mason walked over with Julie in tow and they sat down.

“Get something to eat Julie,” he ordered, “then we’ll go back to the room, pack, you can all dress, then I’ll take you both back to the station.”

“Thank you sir,” said Julie as she stood up.  It still felt very surreal to Mason that he was sat at a table with three naked women who would obey his every order.  They talked and ate until the girls were full then they went back to their room, the girls got dressed and they went to the car.  Mason went to find John to say he was taking Julie and Hazel back to the station, but he’d be back later with India.

When they got into the car Mason removed their collars and they both rubbed their necks and looked at Mason.  “Thank you” they both said, they were no longer wearing their collars and didn’t address him as sir again.

When they got to the station Julie and Hazel got out.  They took a couple of steps before turning back to Mason’s window.  He wound it down and looked at them.

“Will we see you again Mason?”

“Yes,” he replied.

“How about tonight?  After the fair?”

Mason was about to agree, hell, who wouldn’t want to fuck them but then he looked at India.  She was smiling, but he could see that she was a bit sad.  Fuck, he thought, I can’t believe I’m about to say this.

“No, not tonight girls.”  It was his last night with India after all, he wanted to spend it with her, and only her.

“I’ll call you both later in the week.”

“That means you won’t see us again, doesn’t it Mason?” said Julie.

“No, it . . . it means that it’s my last night with India and I want to spend it with her.  Just the two of us.  And I’ll call you on Wednesday, if that’s OK – Tuesday will be my first day back after three days off and I’ll be in work until late.”

Julie and Hazel both smiled.  Hazel leaned into the open window and kissed Mason.

“See you then, and have a great night India.  I loved working with you.  Professionally and personally – come and visit us again.”

“Yes do India,” added Julie.

India smiled, “I hope I can come out again soon.”

They girls backed off and headed for the station.  Mason and India watched them walk away before he rolled up the window and put the car back into gear.  As they drove out of the lot India asked, “So what are we doing next Master?”

“Going for a pony ride,” Mason replied, smiling and not giving anything away.  He didn’t know if India had seen the twins last night – he stole a glance at her, she looked puzzled so he reckoned she hadn’t seen the pony girls.  She was in for a surprise.

India soon recognized where they were heading.  “Are we going back to John and Bella’s master?” she asked.

“Yes,” replied Mason, giving nothing away.  She sensed that he had something planned and didn’t speak again.

At the house there were only a few cars left and most of those had people getting into them ready to leave.  Mason parked and got out, India followed him.

“Strip,” he ordered India.

“Yes Master,” she replied.  Within seconds she was naked.  Mason opened the trunk and India put her clothes in, he put a blindfold onto her then they went into the house.  Bella greeted them and told Mason that John was in the stables.

“He’s getting the ponies ready for you sir,” she added as they walked out into the sun drenched rear gardens.  Mason led India by her leash. 

Once round the back he paused, he’d seen the stables that morning at breakfast but hadn’t realized what they were, they just looked like any outbuilding.  The building was 70, maybe 80 feet long with a pitched roof.  He walked towards it, with India following him, unaware of what was happening. 

The stable doors were open and Mason walked in.  John was standing there, admiring his ponies.  A slave was standing at the twins’ side, brushing them down.

“Mason, glad you came back.  Ready take them out for a ride?”

“Sure am,” said Mason, a wide grin showing on his face.

“They’ll be ready in a few minutes.  Want to study them?”

Mason nodded and looked at them.  In the light of day they were, if anything, more impressive than the previous night.  The girls were about 5’ 6” or 7” with not an ounce of fat on them.  Their legs were strong and sturdy, as to be expected from slaves who spent their lives running.

On their heads were matching feathers, bit gags in their mouths.  Both had their small breasts constrained by leather straps.  They each had one arm behind their back and were holding an arm of the pony trap.

“India will need sun cream,” said John, waking Mason out of his daydream, “Gina, they are ready now, get India here creamed up.”

“Yes Master,” she replied.  Gina walked away from the twins and took a tub from a shelf.  She applied the cream liberally over India’s body while John explained how to control the pony girl twins.

“They speak English of course and understand everything we are saying, but they aren’t allowed to speak.  Isn’t that right girls?”

Neither girl looked at John but they both raised their right leg and stamped it once on the ground.

“One stamp for yes, two for no Mason.  Basic commands are walk on, or run.  Issue a command and then whip them, or the other way around to get them moving.  You remember how to steer them yes?  When they walk you expect them to high step, their legs must be in time with each other.  Whip them if they don’t maintain standards.  But that won’t be necessary, will it twins?”

Again, the twins raised their right legs but this time stamped the ground twice.

“And when my friend comes back he’ll give me a report on how you performed.  You won’t let me down, will you girls?”

The ponies stamped their legs twice to indicate no.  Mason could almost sense India’s curiosity, what was about to happen?

“And I’ve put some food and drinks into a hamper, just be back for about 1:30.  Enjoy yourself Mason.  And at the fork go the other way, they’ll pull to the left but don’t let them guide you.”

“Thanks man, this is going to be incredible.”

Mason helped India into the trap and then climbed up beside her.  He checked his watch, he had almost two hours to spend with the twins.  Nervously he picked up the whip and glanced at John who gestured to him.  The inference was clear, if he was to make the ponies move he had to use the whip.

Gently he laid a stroke across one of their backs – Mason had no idea if it was Iris or Siri.  She grunted through the gag and Mason spoke to them, “Walk on.”  Each girl lifted her right leg high, so her knee was level with her stomach before planting it back down and the trap moved forwards.  It wasn’t a fast way to travel Mason decided.

Once they were clear of the shed Mason took India’s blindfold off.  She blinked rapidly in the light, before looking around.  She was well trained and knew not to speak out of turn, but she couldn’t help it.  “What the fuck?” she said, her voice tailing off as she took in the sight of twin sisters, dressed like ponies pulling a trap that she was sat in.  Mason let it go.  He was secretly pleased that he’d managed to surprise her to this extent.

India turned to Mason.  “Is this for real?”  After a moment she added, “Master.”  Mason let it slide again.

“It sure is India.”

When they were clear of the stable block Mason lightly whipped the twins and ordered them to run.  The high stepping came to an instant end and the two girls started to run.  Mason was pleased to see that they kept in step with each other, even now they were running.

As they approached the fork in the path (where the previous night John had gone left) Mason remembered John’s words and he pulled on the right reign.  He felt some resistance from Iris (or was it Siri?) so he pulled harder and whipped them both, harder this time.  Slowly under his direction they pulled to the right and Mason and India enjoyed the ride, the ponies must have been making five miles an hour or so and they generated a light breeze. 

Mason looked at the backs of the twins, sweat was pouring down them.  He felt them slowing and was tempted to allow them to rest, but instead he picked up the whip.

“Are you going to whip them Master?” asked India.

“Yes, they aren’t pulling as quickly as they were.  John told me not to allow them to control the pace – I’m the Master, aren’t I India?”

India gave a half smile, “Yes Master, you are.”  Mason laid a couple of slow lashes across the girl’s backs and was rewarded as they sped up again.  He’d been told that there was a great spot by the edge of the lake, about three miles from the fork.  “You’ll know it when you see it,” John had told him.  In the distance Mason could see a fence with a forest behind it, leading down to the lake.  The path led to the fence, then followed it towards the lake edge.  Other than an occasional whipping he didn’t have much to do and he and India fell back into conversation.

20 minutes or so later the path dipped as it approached the lake and Mason could see what John had meant.  By the edge of the lake there was a small group of trees with a table set in the shade.  There was a raised bar as well where the pony girls could be hitched.

Mason pulled on the reins and the twins slowed to a walk when they were 100 feet away.  Without being commanded they started to high step again.  They were very well trained.  When they were two feet from the bar they came to a halt and Mason climbed out of the pony trap.  He tied the reins to the bar so the girls couldn’t move off and then turned to look at them. 

Their bodies were a glistening, covered in sweat and oil from the sun block.  Their chins were covered in drool from where their mouths had been forced open for half an hour by the gags.  Their lungs and chests were heaving rapidly and they were panting loudly. 

Mason looked up at the sun, the girls were in the shade and would be for the next hour or more.

“Sure is hot,” he said, “Get me a coke India.”

“My pleasure Master,” said India who was climbing out of the cart.

“And get yourself something if you’re thirsty.”

“Thank you master,” she added.  India opened the hamper and discovered an iced section.  She took out a coke for Mason and bottle of water for herself.

“Master, should I get something for the pony girls?”

Mason looked at the twins, they must have been desperate for a drink.  “No, nothing for the animals.”  He looked at their faces, he could see the look of disgust on each one of their pretty faces.  He took a step towards them and took one of each of their small breasts into his hands.  He rubbed the hot, sweaty mounds of flesh and then sank his fingers in.  Each one whinnied like a horse would.

“Maybe before we set off back, if you behave.”

They didn’t respond, as he’d expected.  He released his grip on their breasts and ran his hands down their bodies, pushing between their legs.  He pushed the harness to one side and slipped 2 fingers in each girl’s soaking wet cunt.  He pushed his fingers in and out, the sweat from their running made them very wet.

India saw what was going on and moved towards her owner.  She put the drinks down and slipped under the arms of the trap and positioned herself between Iris and Siri.  Without being asked she opened his pants and took his cock into her mouth and started to suck.  She was instantly rewarded with a pulse in his cock as it started to grow in her mouth.  Mason looked down on her.

“You can masturbate if you want India.”

“Ank u,” she managed to say without taking him out of her mouth. 

The twins breathing was less erratic now and their chests were moving less quickly.  Mason was fully hard under India’s expert tongue as she slid him up and down her throat.  Mason could see that her hand was busy between her legs.  The four of them stayed in that position, Mason finger fucking the twins while India sucked him and rubbed herself.  Shit he thought, the only thing that was wrong with this was that he could never tell anyone, let’s face it he thought, no one would believe me anyway.

Mason continued to fuck the twins with his fingers.  His breathing was deepening, he was getting close to cumming.  He judged that the twins were close as well, they were breathing deeply and their stomachs were heaving.

“I’m going to count to 10 slaves, we’ll all cum together.  Cum before I do or don’t cum and you’ll get a good whipping.”

“One . . . . two . . . . three,” Mason counted out loud.  He waited five or so seconds between each number, to make sure they could judge when it would be time to cum.  The pony on his right hand was very close, this must be agony for her Mason thought.  The idea that she was struggling to contain her orgasm excited him.

“Four . . . five . . . six . . . seven.”

Mason was bucking his hips now, pushing his cock deeper and deeper into India’s throat.  She was gagging a little and spit was dripping down her face.  She was whining and gasping, she was close as well.

“Eiiiight . . . . nINE . . . . .oh God fuck TEN” yelled Mason as he came into India’s mouth.  He felt her jaw moving on his cock, trying hard not to bite him.  India was cumming as ordered.  Mason kept his hands pumping the pony’s cunts, he looked to his left, the girl on his hand was cumming, she’d put her head back and her face was one of delight. A glance to his right showed that this girl had just started to cum – she was late.

Mason kept fucking the twins as he continued to pump cum into India’s mouth.  After six or seven spurts he slowed down his fucking of her mouth and pulled his fingers from the twins’ slits.  He stepped back, his cock coming out of India’s hot mouth.  He turned to the girl on his left.

“Did you cum when I counted 10?”

She stamped her right leg once for yes.  Mason turned to the other girl.

“And you?  Did you cum when I got to 10?”

She hesitated, then raised her leg and stamped it once.  Her eyes met Mason’s, she knew that he knew she’d been late.  She raised her leg a second time and stomped it.  Mason didn’t want to whip her, it hardly seemed fair given the work that she’d done in pulling the cart.  He’d only threatened it as it excited him, but now he’d have to go through with it.  He took a deep breath.

“India, get me the whip.”

India looked up at Mason, it was clear that she wanted to speak, but with a mouth full of cum she couldn’t.  She crawled out from between the twins stood up and walked slowly to the pony trap.  She picked up the whip and slowly made her way back to Mason.  He’d moved behind the slow pony and stood waiting for the whip.  India handed it to him and waited, nervously.

Mason swished it a couple of times in the air before he laid a stroke onto the unfortunate girl’s back.  She screamed as the thin leather bit into her back.  Mason had struck her much harder than when he’d been driving the girls a few minutes before.  He waited for her to calm down before striking her again.  Once again she screamed through the gag. 

Mason looked at her back, a thin red line had appeared where the whip first bit into her soft skin and a second was starting to form.  He wasn’t enjoying this, but John had made it plain to him that his slaves were expected to obey all orders.  He struck her another four times before deciding she’d had enough.  The poor girl screamed after each blow and was crying by the end.  Her sister stood motionless, doubtless not wanting to cross Mason.

After the sixth blow Mason gave the whip back to India and spoke to her, his voice quiet, disturbed at what he’d done.  The blonde pony stood still, her cries subsiding.

“Put this away, get the hamper and follow me to the table India.  Oh, and swallow.”

India replied, Mason could hear the fear in her voice, “Thank you Master.”  She was afraid that Mason was going to whip her.

“I didn’t enjoy doing that India,” he said.

“OK Master.”

“No, really I didn’t.  I said she had to cum on command and threatened her with a punishment if she didn’t.  She didn’t cum, so I had to punish her.”

“You didn’t have to make the threat master.”

“No, that’s right.  But I thought it would be exciting for everyone.  And John told me that I had to keep the twins under firm control.”

India accepted this and didn’t speak for a moment as they walked away from the restrained girls.  When they got to the table she put the hamper down and opened it, spreading the food and drinks out onto the table.  When she’d finished she spoke softly to Mason.

“Would you have whipped me master?”

Mason thought about it.  “I would have asked you if it was OK to punish you, and then I would have whipped you, yes.  But you’ve got a safe word, I would have respected that.  And I wouldn’t have whipped you as hard.”

“You should do master, I’m your slave and I live to serve you.  Well, for the next day or so.”

Both of them felt a pang when she said that.  Tomorrow India would be flying out and leaving Mason behind, probably forever.

“Let’s not talk about that India,” said Mason reaching for a sandwich.  They ate lightly and talked, the atmosphere somewhat ruined by India’s statement of fact.  After they’d finished they went for a short swim in the lake. 

When they got out and dried off they packed up and went back to the twins, standing where they’d been left, sweat pooled on the ground underneath them.  Mason felt sorry for them, he ordered India to get a couple of bottles of water from the pack and they studied the girls’ gags.  It took them a while to work out that they were part of their head harnesses and couldn’t be removed.  They were padlocked in place at the back of the twin’s heads.

“We tried,” said Mason.  He unhitched them from the pole and helped India into the trap, passing the reins to her.  He walked round the back and clambered in beside her.  India handed the reins to her master and he pulled on them.  The girls moved to the left under his direction and were soon pointing back towards the stables.  Mason picked up the whip and laid a gentle lash across their backs.

“Walk on,” he commanded and they started to move, slowly high stepping up the path.  He waited for a couple of minutes, allowing them to get their muscles warmed up before lashing them harder and ordering them to run.  The responded quickly and were soon running along.  As they approached the rise they slowed down.  Mason whipped them lightly to encourage them, but he could see that they were trying hard.

At the top of the rise they sped up again and India spoke.

“Master, do you think I could have a go?”

“Sure India,” replied Mason passing the whip and reins to India.  India smiled.

“That wasn’t what I meant master, could I have a go as a pony girl?  And pull you around for a bit?”

Mason could barely constrain his enthusiasm.  “I’ll ask John when we get back.”

“Thank you master.”

“For now, just suck my cock as we ride.”

“My pleasure master,” she said, bending across the trap and taking his cock into her mouth.  She sucked gently as they rode the two miles back to the house.

As they approached Mason pulled her off by her hair and he pulled back on the reins, the twins once again resuming their slow, high stepping gait.  Mason didn’t need to guide them, they walked back into the stable and came to a standstill.  A woman they hadn’t seen before took the reins and helped them down.  Mason looked at her, she was the oldest female he’d seen.  She had a collar on her neck but was dressed in jodhpurs, a riding jacket and knee length horsey boots.

The woman studied the twins, taking note of the whip marks on one of their backs.

“Sir,” she said, “I hope you weren’t disappointed by the twins.  Please let me know if you were and I will arrange an appropriate punishment for this one,” gesturing towards the one he’d whipped.

“Oh, er, no, they were great.”

“But you’ve whipped her sir?”

“Yes, she didn’t cum when I ordered her to.”

The woman turned and lashed the poor girl three times, the pony was soon crying.  “Stupid cunt,” she shouted, “He was generous enough to allow you to cum and you couldn’t manage that?  You’ll be punished later slut.”  She then landed another three blows onto her back.

“I am sorry sir.  Would you like to punish me for their short fallings?”

Mason hesitated and she spoke again.  “I am their trainer sir, if they disappoint it is my fault and I should be punished accordingly.”

“No,” said Mason.  He didn’t want India to see him whipping another woman, he was very aware of how she’d reacted before.

“You are kind sir,” she added, “I will inform Master John or Mistress Bella later and they will arrange some suitable punishment for me.”

“There is one thing,” said Mason, “India would like to try being a pony, would that be possible.”

The woman smiled, “I think so sir, let me call my master and ask.”  She pulled out cell phone from her pocket and dialed.  Mason overheard part of the conversation, it wasn’t going to be a problem.

“And Master,” she added, “Master Mason had to whip one of the twins.  How should I be punished for their failure? . . . . Very well Master, thank you.”

John was desperate to know how she would be punished, so he asked.  After all, he was a master and she was a slave.

“Thank you for asking sir.  My owner would like your slave to administer 10 lashes to me.  If you or she refuses – or if you hadn’t asked – he will come down and give me 20.  And he will be far more severe than you or she would be.”

“I can’t do that,” said India, “Please don’t make me.”

“Please,” said the slave, begging India, “Please, you have to whip me.  If you don’t it will be far worse for me.  Think about it while you pull your master around.”  She walked over to India and put her hand onto India’s chin, lifting it up until their eyes met.

“You have to whip me, you’re a slave and your master will order you to do it.”  Then she leaned in and kissed India, mouths open, tongues entwined.

Mason spoke, “India, I’ll order you to do it.  If you want to refuse you can use your safe word, but just remember it will be much worse for  . . . I’m sorry, I don’t know your name?”

The girls broke off their kissing and spoke.  “This slave’s name is Jet sir.”

Mason looked at her, with her long black hair the name suited her.

“Thank you.  Much worse for Jet, and you don’t want her to suffer, do you?”

“No sir,” replied India quietly, “I’ll think about it master.”  India was clearly troubled about this.

Jet spoke to them both again.  “India, it’s OK, I’ve chosen to live this life and all that it entails.  I’ve been a slave now for almost 30 years and wouldn’t want to live any other form of life.  It’s what I am.  Now, let’s get India ready for her first pony experience.”

Jet moved away from India and walked over to a wall which was covered in leather tack and shoes.

“What foot size are you India?”

“5, no 6.  Sorry, I’m a 6 in US shoe sizes”.

Jet studied the wall and lifted off a pair of knee length boots.  “Let’s try these first.  And India, you’re a pony now.  Don’t speak again until your master tells you to.  All you can do is stamp your right leg once for yes and twice for no.  Do you understand?”

India stamped her right leg once on the ground.  She looked at Mason, he was clearly going to enjoy this and that made her feel good about what was going to happen.

“Sit down on the hay bale.”

India turned round and saw the hale bales.  She moved over and sat on it, the loose ends sticking up and irritating her skin.  Jet moved across and kneeled down in front of her.  Ominously India noticed that in addition to boots she was carrying a riding crop.

First Jet put a think pair of socks onto India’s legs, they came up to just below the knee.  “You won’t see these sir,” Jet said, “The boots will completely cover them.”

Next Jet dusted the insides of the boots with talc and put one onto India’s right leg.  The base of the shoe was arched upwards, so that her ankle would be at 45o.  The boots were laced up at the back and it took Jet a good while to get them done up tight.  Once it was secured Jet showed Mason (who’d moved over to watch) the other boot.

“These are custom made,” she said, showing them the left boot, “The sole is made of leather covered steel, it forces the pony’s ankle/foot to 45o so that only her toe area touches the floor.  But look at the base sir – a real horse shoe on it.  That’s the only part that will make contact with the ground, she’s leave real pony footsteps.”
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Jet slipped the other boot on, fastened it up and helped India to her feet.  “You’ll be a little unstable until we get you into the pony trap – the wheel touching the ground will help you balance.  But do the boots feel OK?  You’re not going to move around in them and get blisters are you?”

India pushed her feet inside the boots and tried to move them.  The boots were snug, without being overly tight.  “They’re good OOOOWWWWW”.  India had just started to speak and Jet moved quickly, raising the crop and bringing it down hard into her breasts, once, twice and then a third, India screaming each time.

“Ponies don’t speak,” barked Jet.  Poor India screamed after each blow, maybe I can whip this woman later as revenge she thought.  “Let’s try that again India.  “Are the boots OK?”

India raised her right leg and stamped it down onto the ground.

“Better.  Next time you’ll get a proper whipping if you speak again.  Understand?”

India opened her mouth, then closed it and stamped her leg once more.

“You’re learning pony.  Good.  Now Sir, would you like you’re pony to wear a tail?”

“A tail?”

“Yes sir, come with me.” 

Jet took Mason over to the wall with the equipment on it, India was watching nervously.  Jet showed Mason the tails.

“Essentially it’s a butt plug sir, with a long tail attached to it.  Has she had much anal experience sir?”

“Some.”

“OK, then a six inch one should do.  This is a good one to start with,” Jet said, reaching for a black rubber butt plug with a long, blonde tail on it.  She took it off the wall and handed it to Mason.  “Would you like to insert it into your slave sir?”
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Mason couldn’t help but smile.  “Yes I would.”

Jet walked back to India, Mason following.  “Open your mouth wide slave,” Jet ordered and India obeyed.  “Put the tail into her mouth sir.”  Mason inserted the rubber plug end into India’s mouth and she closed her lips around it.

“Don’t just hold it India, it’s going up your ass.  Suck it, get it wet.  It will make it so much easier for you master to insert it into you, and it will hurt you less.”  India didn’t respond, she just started to suck it, generating as much saliva as she could.

“Now Sir,” said Jet, “Let’s pick a body and head harness for her.  Given the size of her breasts we should find something with some support.”

Jet cast her expert eye over the selection of harnesses and picked one out.  “Let’s try this one, the black leather should look good against her pale skin.”  Mason could hear the noises of India’s hoofs moving on the paved floor of the stable.  He turned to look, India couldn’t stay still in the heels.

When Jet returned she pushed India’s legs apart and slipped the harness between her legs.  Jet pulled half of it through and then up India’s back and over her shoulders.  “Can you hold this in place please sir?” Jet asked Mason.

Mason grabbed the straps, keen to help out.  Jet pulled the harness up India’s front and buckled it loosely into place over India’s shoulders.  Mason stood back and watched, Jet worked quickly and expertly.  The harness had three rings on the front and back.  The strap under India’s pussy went to a ring front and back.  From each of the lower rings a strap extended to the sides and another upwards to a ring just below India’s breasts.  Jet fastened the straps to the side, pulling them tight just above India’s hips.

Next she secured the straps under India’s breasts in the same way, these straps had an additional strap which came up to the third ring, securing each breast inside a triangle of leather.  Jet worked for a few more minutes, tightening the straps.  India didn’t make a sound as Jet worked.  When she was happy Jet stood back.

“Bend over India, it’s time for your tail.  Yes, you can hold on.”  India was looking around, she was worried about falling over.  She placed her hands onto a bar and bent at the waist.

“The cunt strap is split sir, so you can get the plug in.  Or your cock, should you choose to fuck your pony sir.”  Mason walked over to India and pulled the tail from India’s mouth.  India had taken Jet’s advice to heart and saliva was dripping off the end of the plug.  Jet put her hands onto India’s ass and pulled her cheeks apart.  Mason used his left hand and found the split in the leather strap.  He pulled it apart and lined up the plug end with India’s ass.  India knew it would be easier for her to relax, but she couldn’t help herself and tightened up.  Mason pushed regardless, slowly getting the plug deeper and deeper until it disappeared into India and her cheeks clenched it into place, holding it immobile.

“Good girl,” said Jet, letting go of India’s ass and stroking her hair.  “Now for your head harness.  Straighten up pony.”

“We’ve got all kinds of head harnesses sir,” said Jet, addressing Mason.  Behind her India straightened up and moved, her feet stamping on the stone floor.  “We’ve got full horse head harness, but that’s normally used when the pony is enclosed completely in rubber.  It’s hard for the pony as well, they can’t see anything and it gets very hot.”  Jet picked up a different head harness, “Or we’ve got something like this, it’s more open and easier for your slave.”  Jet handed it to Mason and he studied it.  It had a rubber mouth gag, a strap over the forehead and horse ears.  India’s own ears would be open and it was secured at the back with several straps.  Mason smiled, India would look good in it.
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Jet slipped it over India’s head.  When the gag was level with her mouth India opened wide and Jet pushed it in.  She secured it tightly in place, forcing India’s mouth wide open.  The harness was fastened at the back of her head, her hair sticking through the gaps, the blinkers restricting her vision.  Jet passed the reins over India’s shoulders and down her back.  She looked incredible.

“Just a few more things and she’ll be ready sir.”  Mason watched Jet, what else could there be?  Jet opened a drawer and pulled out a couple of items.  Mason couldn’t see what they were – India could barely see anything.

Jet walked up beside India and took one of her breasts into her hand.  She leaned in and started to suck on India’s nipple which responded by growing and getting hard.  Jet sucked for 20 seconds or so, when she judged that the nipple was fully hard she clamped a small bell on a chain onto it.  As Jet tightened it India winced in pain, but she didn’t object.  Jet quickly repeated the same tactic on India’s other nipple.  Now when she moved the bells rang.  They caused India some pain, but she said nothing, Jet and Mason weren’t bothered.

“The bells will hurt her sir,” said Jet, “But it’s nothing like the gag does.  At first it’s just annoying, after five minutes her jaw will ache, after 30 minutes of salvia dripping down her face all she’ll be thinking of is closing her mouth.  And she’ll know that that’s not going to happen for a long, long time.”  Jet paused, “Before you take her out would you like me to train her – just the basics sir?  It will take about 30 minutes.”

“Sure,” replied Mason.

“Great,” said Jet smiling.

“You enjoy this don’t you Jet?”

“Yes sir.  Sir, I was a pony for, oh, 20 or so years.”

“Really?  What happened?”

“I got old sir, I couldn’t manage anymore.  And master John enslaved the twins as my replacement.  He offered to release me or I could become their handler.  After 22 years of being a slave, a pony slave, I couldn’t face not being a slave.  This was the next best alternative sir.  I still get to work with the livestock.”

Jet picked up the reins and pulled them over India’s shoulders.  She started to walk and India followed, being pulled along.  They walked through the stables, past the twins, still in harness, gagged and tied to a post.  At the far end of the stable was a post with an arm at about 12 feet high in the air.  The arm was 20, 25 feet long with cables hanging down.  Jet pulled India under the cables and tied them to India’s headset.  Mason could make out salvia forming at India’s bottom lip.  She was trying to keep it in her mouth, moving it with her tongue.

“Just let it fall out India, it’s going to come out,” said Jet.  India took the advice and it dribbled down her chin and onto the ground.  Mason found her submission very erotic.  He saw a chair and went to sit down in it.  He didn’t know what was going to happen, but he wanted to watch.

“OK India,” said Jet, “Let’s start with the simple stuff.  First we’ll work on your posture.  Keep your head still, looking ahead.  Your master will control your actions, your directions with the reins and the whip.  If he guides you to run through a patch of nettles you run through the nettles, understand?”

India stamped the ground, she was sure that Mason wouldn’t do that to her.

“If he commands you to run fast, you run fast until he commands you to slow down.  Tired?  No one cares, you’ll be whipped until you speed up.  So just run quickly and save yourself the pain.  I was a pony for 20 years, so I know.”  India gasped, 20 years like this?

“Let’s begin.  Walk on.”  India started to walk, after two steps Jet struck her ass with the riding crop.

“Didn’t you watch Siri and Iris, slave?  Is that how they walked?”  Jet lashed her again, India remembered that the twins raised their legs up high, so she raised her knee up until it was level with her hips, then lowered it and repeated with the other leg.  She’d taken three steps and could feel the arm and harness turning her in a circle.  Jet was walking alongside her.

“Better . . . better.  Now speed up, your master has places to get to, he’ll die of old age at this pace.”  India speeded up, but her gait suffered – she wasn’t raising her legs as high.  Jet cropped her again, “Maintain your gait slave.”  India tried hard, she was desperate to please Jet and Mason (and also to avoid being whipped).  “Better . . . better.”

Mason could feel his cock was rock hard watching this, he was entranced.  He didn’t hear the footsteps behind him and jumped when he heard a voice.  “Enjoying this are you sir?”  Mason looked over his shoulder, Bella was looking at him, or rather looking at the bulge in his pants. 

“Eyes front slave,” Jet yelled, cropping India a couple of times.  India’s gaze has strayed and she was looking at Mason and Bella.  She quickly turned her head back and concentrated on what she was doing.

“Would like me to take care of your erection sir?” asked Bella.

“Err, yes, that would be great than you Bella.”

Bella smiled, “I love sucking your cock sir.”  She moved round in front of him, dropped to her knees, rolled her top down to expose her breasts and parted Mason’s legs.  She toyed with him, licking the bulge in his crotch before unzipping his trousers and taking his huge cock into her mouth.  Mason ignored her, preferring to watch India.

India kept her gaze straight ahead, her view was limited by the blinkers.  Twice more she tried to steal a glance of Bella sucking Mason’s cock, twice more Jet whipped her the moment her head moved.  India was a clever girl, she quickly learned not to move her head.  After another couple of laps Jet commented that she was learning.

“Better slave, better.  Remember as a pony everything is about your master, he will have standards.  Slow down and stop now.”

India stopped and Jet spoke to her again.

“Are your feet sore?”  India stomped twice.  “Jaw?”  A single stomp.  “That gag’s only been in for 10 minutes, wait until it’s been in there for two hours.  My first owner used to have me gagged 16 hours a day, seven days a week for over 10 years.  You can take it.”  India stomped her leg once more.  She could take it.

“Now we’ll practice running.  Walk on.”

India broke into a run and Jet instantly whipped her.  Jet shouted, “I said walk on slave.”  India slowed and went back into a high step without thinking, Jet’s training and use of the whip was paying off.  Jet made India walk two more laps before she lashed India softly.  “Run”.

India didn’t hesitate, she stopped high stepping and broke into a run.  She found the action easier on her legs.  Soon she was running in circles as fast as she could.  Once in each circle she could see Mason, their eyes meeting for a second or so.  India could see that his eyes were glued on her – Bella might be sucking his cock, but he was thinking of her.

“Slow down slave,” yelled Jet, “You can’t run at that speed for an hour.”  Jet looked up at the harness, it had a read out on it that showed she was doing about 7 mph.  Jet slowed India until she was doing a steady 5mph. If India sped up or slowed down Jet used the whip and corrected her speed.

“We’ll keep going until your master cums, slave.”

Mason had his fingers twisted tightly into the hair on the back of Bella’s head.  He’d lost count of how many times India had run round the ring.  The sweat was pouring off her and the noise from her hooves and bells was incredible.  Mason was incredibly turned on and it wasn’t long before he was holding Bella still while he fucked her mouth.

“I’m cumming, oh fuck I’m cumming,” he yelled as he started to pump thick wads of cum into Bella’s mouth.  As she ran past India smiled to herself, Mason was cumming so she’d soon get a rest.  India started to slow and Jet whipped her.  “I didn’t tell you to stop, did I?”  India didn’t complain, she took the blow and sped up again.

Mason let go of Bella’s head and she pulled back, swallowing his load like the good girl she was.  Bella thanked Mason for allowing her to suck his cock, then she turned to watch India being put through her paces.

“She’s very submissive isn’t she sir?”  Bella stated.

“Yes, this was her idea.”

“Though with tits that big she won’t make a great pony sir, not without support.  Maybe you should put her in a rubber suit?  But it would be too hot.”

“We’re not doing this every day Bella, this is more of a once in a lifetime thing.”

“I think she’ll do this again sir, look at her, she likes it.”

Mason looked hard at India, Bella was right, India was enjoying herself.  Jet brought India to a halt and crossed over to Mason, India remained as still as she could, unable to see or hear what was going on.

“Would you like me to put her into the trap harness sir?  She’s ready to pull you.”

“Yes please Jet, get her ready for me.”

“Of course sir, I’ll call you when she’d ready.”

Mason sat back, I could get used to this life he thought.  Shame its back to work on Tuesday.  After a minute he stood up, he watched Jet lead India away, he wanted to watch this.  Bella excused herself and went back to the house.

Jet had India stand still, facing out into the yard.  She was stood next to Iris and Siri, still in their harnesses.  Jet moved away, a few seconds later Mason heard wheels moving on the ground.  When she re-appeared he saw that she was pulling a single seat cart, about 10 feet long.  She pulled it alongside India, with the arms extending either side of her.  She lowered them to the ground and stepped out and over the arms.

Outside the contraption she lifted the arms of the trap up until they were level with India’s waist.  India couldn’t see anything and had learned her lesson, she was desperate to move her head and see what was going on – but the whip marks were still fresh on her body and she didn’t want any more.  Jet attached the arms of the trap to the hook points on India’s body harness.  Mason watched with interest, this was different, the twins had held the arms in their hands.  Jet noticed him and came across.

“This is much easier for a new pony sir, she’ll have enough to worry about without letting go of the handles.  Experienced ponies like the twins are trained to hold the handles, they adjust their grip to give you a better ride.  India would just let go at some point and then you’d have to punish her sir.”

Fair enough, thought Mason.  Jet helped him into the seat and gave him the whip. 

“She’s all yours sir,” said Jet.

Mason lifted up the whip and laid a gentle stroke onto India’s back.  “Walk on,” he said.  India raised her right leg high and started to walk.  Mason used the reins to guide her out of the stable and onto the path.

“Take the left fork sir, she’ll find the rise too hard on the right fork.”

“Thank you Jet.” With that Mason and India were alone and started out down the path.  India was pleased to be out of the shed and moving again, her body was covered in sweat and the gentle breeze was pleasant on her body. 

After a hundred feet or so Mason used the whip again and ordered India to run.  India was pleased to speed up, she found running easier than the slow high step.  Mason didn’t need to do anything, India was running freely.  He sat back and enjoyed the ride.  As they approached the fork in the path he pulled gently on the left rein and India moved accordingly.  The path was smooth, the noise of the hooves and bells was intoxicating.  This coupled with watching her tail swish back and forth was getting Mason hard again.  He unzipped his pants and took his cock into his hand, he was going to fuck India as soon as they stopped.

Mason picked up a bottle of water and drank – he felt guilty, poor India was going to get nothing but he needed a drink in the heat.  As India approached the tree where John had taken him the day before he slowed India back to a walk and she high stepped until Mason ordered her to stop under the shade of the tree.  Mason dismounted and walked round to face India.  She’d taken Jet’s lessons to heart and didn’t move her head to look at Mason.

Mason put his hands onto India’s heaving breasts, she was still breathing deeply after running more than a mile, pulling around 250lbs.  Mason squeezed her breasts, his cock growing as his hands slid over India’s body, wet with sweat and sun block.

“Are you OK India?”  One stomp.

“Want to stop?”  Stomp, stomp.

“What hurts most?  Lungs?  Legs?  Tits?  Back from the whippings?  Jaw?”  Stomp. 

Mason pulled his trousers down to reveal his rock hard cock.  He’d cum only 30 minutes before, but was ready to go again.  India looked down, she could see his cock and knew what was coming.  Mason bent down and pushed his groin against India’s slit and rubbed his dick back and forth against her wet cunt.  India gasped and moaned, she was very excited at the thought of being used like an animal in harness.

Mason put his hands onto her ass and lifted India, she knew what to do and wrapped her legs round his waist, his shaft sinking deep into her cunt.  She wrapped her arms around Mason’s shoulders to help herself stay on him.  India loved the sensation, she could feel his thick cock against the butt plug of her tail and she ground herself up and down on him.  Her breathing had been slowing as she wound down from running, now she started to take deep breaths again.  India was grinding her clit down into Mason’s groin, saliva was dripping from her mouth, down her chin and onto Mason’s chest. 

Mason took his hands off her ass, over the arms of the cart and onto India’s back, pulled her in, her tits crushed up against his chest.

“You have permission to cum India,” Mason whispered to her.  She didn’t need to be told twice, she was already holding back, hoping for permission.  She bit down hard into the rubber of the bit, the pain fading in the delight of her helplessness, being fucked like an animal.  India screamed in delight as she came on Mason’s long thick cock, helpless to prevent his fucking of her.  India started crying, her orgasm was intense, worth every second of the pain for something as pleasurable as this.

Her eyes met Masons, locked into each other’s gaze as she came a second, and then a third time in quick succession before Mason grunted and groaned, filling her cunt with his cum.  He wanted to kiss her and tried hard, the gag was in the way but India sneaked her tongue under the gag and managed to get a little into her master’s mouth.

Mason put his hands on India’s head, holding their lips together.  He held her there until she was breathing normally, then he helped her down off his shrinking cock.  He put her back onto the ground and checked the time.  He was about to speak when he saw his cum dripping down her leg.  He smiled, India has resumed her position as his pony, her head was immobile and she couldn’t see him.

“Ready to run again India?”

India stomped her leg once.

“As soon as we get back I’ll get that gag off you and get you a drink and a shower.”  Stomp.

Mason took the reins and turned India round, then climbed into the trap and whipped India once.  “Run for me India, all the way back to the stable.”  India stomped once and then started to run, her tail swishing sexily.  Mason knew that he could watch this all day.  It was the way to travel.

The journey back took them half an hour, India was tired and Mason whipped her a few times to speed her up.  A hundred feet from the stable he slowed her to a high stepping walk.  The sound of her hooves on the pavement brought Jet out.  She smiled seeing how happy Mason and India looked.

When Mason was close enough she spoke to him.  “How was your pony sir?  Please tell me if she displeased you and then you can whip me sir.”

“That won’t be necessary Jet, she was well trained.”

“Thank you sir.  If you ever want to leave her here for six months I can really train her for you sir.”

Fuck, thought Mason.  He decided to wind India up.  “That’s very tempting Jet, maybe I’ll do that one day.”  India didn’t move her head, but Mason could see that she wasn’t pleased about that.  He laughed silently to himself.

Mason dismounted and threw the reins to Jet.  “Get her out of that, get her a drink and then a shower please Jet.”

Jet didn’t speak, she caught the reins and walked India into the stable block.  Mason made his way to the house and found John and Bella. 

“Thank you so much for inviting India and me to the party.  It, it was incredible John.”

“You’re welcome Mason, and I’ll invite you to the next one.  End of next month.”

“Thanks, I’ll be there.”

“I’ll be there?  No India?”

“No, she’s got to fly home before then.”

“Shame.  Still, you can come along.  Bring Julie and Hazel if you want.  Or come alone.”

“Thanks John.”

They shook hands and walked back to the stable talking.  When they got there India was kneeling, she’d been stripped and cleaned.  Jet was tied to a St Andrews cross on the wall, India was in front of her, a leash on her neck with the handle in Jet’s hand.  Mason stopped to take in the scene.  Jet could sense his puzzlement.

“Sir, I need to be punished for the twins fuck up.  I cleaned India for you and made her restrain me like this.  I’m ready to be punished by your slave.  Please choose an implement for her to use.”

Mason walked over to the selection of whips and lashes on a wall.  He looked for a moment – then realized he had no idea what he was doing.  Bella appeared beside him, she had worked out that he was clueless in this area.

“It all depends on how much you want to hurt Jet sir,” she said, looking at the implements with him. “For instance sir this one,” she added, picking up an enormous single tailed bull whip, “Will cause her intense pain, even at low speeds.  Where as this whip is much gentler.”  Bella picked up a short, multi tail whip as she said that.  “Or if you prefer there are canes, floggers, paddles – anything you can think of.”

“And a load I’ve no idea about,” added Mason.  “Look Bella, I don’t want to hurt Jet that much.  As little as possible.”

“OK sir.  Then I suggest the short multi tail whip.  She has to feel pain though sir – tell India to hit her hard.  If she doesn’t then I will have to discipline her, and I will hurt her.”

Mason took the whip and studied it.  Bella spoke to him again.  “This one is made of man made fibers, it’s much gentler than the leather whips.  And the tails are short, so they won’t move as fast.  Plus there are many of them, so they get mixed up with each other and that slows them down.”

Mason walked over and ordered India to stand and face Jet.  He gave the whip to her.  “India, you are to punish Jet.  Six strokes from the whip, each to be hard enough to make her feel it.”

India looked at the whip.  “I’m not comfortable with this master.”

“If you don’t do it, Bella will punish her.  And she’ll use a more painful whip.”

“Please whip me India,” added Jet, “And make it hurt.  Siri fucked up and I’m her trainer.  So it’s my fault.  I deserve this.  Please India . . . . Please” Jet was almost begging India at this point.  She knew that if India refused it would be so much worse for her.

India spoke very quietly.  “OK then.”  India raised the whip up and with a flick of the wrist the tails just about made contact with Jet’s body.

“That doesn’t count,” said John, “Seriously, you’ve got to make her feel it.”

India hit jet another five times, each one harder than the last until eventually Jet gasped.

“One,” said John, “but harder next time India or it goes back down to zero.”

India was crying, she hated inflicting this on Jet but knew that if she stopped it would be worse for her trainer.  This time India raised the whip up to her shoulder and brought it down onto Jet’s breasts.  Jet gasped, India had really hurt her this time.

“Two . . . three . . . four . . . . only two to go now India.”  With each blow Jet screamed a little louder.  “Don’t let up or we start again at zero.”  India fought back her tears as she delivered the last two blows, then she threw down the whip.

“Release Jet India,” ordered John.  India looked at him with hatred, then obeyed his orders.  When she was down Jet hugged India.

“How can you hug me?”  India asked, “Don’t you hate me for what I just did?”

“No India, I’m a slave and I fucked up.  I get punished.  Hasn’t your master ever punished you?”

India looked at Mason, then back at Jet.  “No.”

“Then either you’re the perfect slave, or you’re new into this, or you and your master are only playing.  Every slave should know the consequences of failure.  It’s part of the thrill of living this life.”

India released Jet, she was pleased that Jet had no hard feelings.  Even so, when they got into the car to leave India was very quiet.  Mason eventually broke the ice.  He wanted to ask her about her experience as a pony girl, but based on her reaction to the whipping judged that now was not the time.  Instead he opened with something that he knew would be OK.

“You hated that didn’t you?”

“Yes . . . Master.  I don’t ever want to do that again.”

“What if I order you to?”

“Please don’t master.”

“OK.  What should I do if you fuck up?”

India thought for a moment.  Jet was right, without punishment and fear of punishment they were only playing.  And India wanted more than just playing.

“You should punish me master.  However you see fit.  As long as I can use my safe word if you go too far.”

Mason took his hand off the wheel and placed it onto India’s leg.  Their eyes met.  “Of course India, I wouldn’t want to hurt you either.”

India finally managed a smile.  “Unless I deserve it master.”

“Unless I decide that you deserve it.”

India laughed.  They were back to normal again. 

When they finally got back to Mason’s apartment it was almost four.  They showered together then got dressed and went out.  Mason took a small backpack and they headed out to look around downtown then get a few drinks before heading to a restaurant that Mason knew.  He had told India to wear a dress, he wanted to be seen with her.  She didn’t disappoint, picking a black dress that showed off her body with its low cut top and high hemline.  Mason for his part kept it simple with trousers and a long sleeved shirt.

Over drinks they discussed the up and coming evening at the Folsom street fair.  Mason was nervous, he could be seen there by people he worked with. 

“What’s to be nervous about Master?  If anyone sees you there, then they are also there?  Who can they tell – oh hi, I was at a BDSM festival and saw Mason there . . .”

Good point thought Mason.  “And besides, you’re not the one who’s going to be naked, are you Master?”  Another excellent point.

When they finished their drinks they left and went to the Lazy Bear restaurant, it was only a couple of blocks from Folsom Street.  Mason told India that it was one of his favorites, not a fast in and out place but a quality meal.  India almost fell over when she saw the price of a meal for two.

“You can’t take me here,” she told him, “it’s far too expensive.”

Mason studied her.  He decided to put Bella’s training of him into action.  “First off India, I can afford it.”  He leaned into her, “Second, I make the decisions slave.  Thirdly, you address me as Master when you speak, understand?  Forget again and I’ll punish you.”

India swallowed, she had forgotten. “Yes Master, sorry master.  It won’t happen again.”  She liked this new control that Mason was exerting.  It excited her.

“And besides, I bet on you winning at the tit tug of war, so I won a fair few dollars – almost $200 in fact, so don’t let the prices worry you.”

India smiled, she’d not grown up in a wealthy family and this was a new experience for her.  Spending almost $200 each, before drinks and tips – it was unheard of for her.  As the first course arrived though she changed her mind.  Maybe a meal could be worth that much. 

The meal was superb (as it should be for that price) and when the bill came it was almost $600, including tips.  It was late when they left, just after 11pm. 

“Ready India?” asked Mason.

“Ready, I think Master,” she replied.  India swallowed, “But if it’s OK can we get one more drink before we go?”

“Of course India, need a bit more courage?” Mason asked.  Truth was he was also nervous – despite their earlier conversation he was terrified he’d see someone that he knew.  They found a bar and had a couple of shots to further steady their nerves.  Mason checked his watch.

“India, it’s 15 before midnight.  If you want to do this we should leave – the fair closes at 2am and John told me it would start to wind down at about 1:30.”

India picked up her drink and downed it.   She smiled at Mason.  “Let’s go then master.”

“And you’re sure you want to do this?”

“Yes Master.”

Mason reached into his bag and pulled out the leash.  He put it onto India’s collar and dragged her to the bar.  The bar tender gave him an appreciative nod as he inspected her while Mason paid.  Then they went out into the night. 

At the entrance to the fair no one blinked as they walked in.  The clock struck midnight and Mason turned to India.

“Time to strip off slave.”

India looked around, she could see several naked people (mainly men she noted) but she wanted to do this.  She reached behind her back and unzipped her dress, letting it fall to the floor.  Mason admired her body again, as did a few people watching.  India picked up her dress and handed it to Mason, she was fully naked apart from her shoes and collar.  Mason put the dress into his bag and they started the five block walk, up and down the street.


Thank You

I hope you’ve enjoyed reading this.  If you’d like to read what happens next do get in touch at paige.bond.author@gmail.com and let me know.  I love getting feedback.

If you enjoyed this check out my other books here:

https://www.amazon.com/author/paige.bond 
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