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Chapter 1.  ABDUCTION
 
Tina is packing up her desk at the end of a long day.  Before leaving the high school in Des Moines where she works in the office, she decides to pop into the staffroom to have a chat with her colleagues.
There isn't much time left until the bell rings, signalling the end of the workday. She talks to her fellow employees about their plans for the weekend with excitement in her voice. Tina chats about how she is going to visit the local farmers market, eager to browse the products there and buy some fresh fruit and vegetables. 
"I heard there's going to be a big event there tomorrow," says one of her colleagues, "there's supposed to be live music and lots of different stalls."
"Oh, that sounds amazing!" Tina replies enthusiastically.
She had heard rumours about the upcoming event and loved live music. She’d visited the market several times before and loved the buzzing atmosphere. After a brief chit-chat, she gathered her belongings and waved goodbye to her colleagues. 
As Tina steps out of the building, the warm sun kisses her skin and the light breeze whispers through her silky long blonde hair. Tina takes a deep breath, inhaling the sweet scent of blooming flowers and sets off towards her home. She doesn’t know it now, but she will never return to the school.
The next morning, she prepares herself for her trip to the market. She would normally wear her jeans and trainers for comfort but today’s market sounds more like a party, so she decides to dress up a bit.
The last few times she’d been, she had noticed a group of farmers looking at her. She thought nothing of it at the time, after all, she was a pretty lady and blokes did that.  Maybe that was another reason to dress up; it thrilled her when guys looked at her and she often tried to imagine what was going on in their heads. She may as well make their day.
She puts on her short, blue denim Daisy Duke hot pants. She loves these, they make her elegant legs look so long and always attract attention. To make them look even longer she decides to wear her highest black stiletto heels. She’s a bit worried if she will be able to walk in these for the few hours she will be there, but what the hell, sexy shoes are there to be worn and she’ll manage somehow.
Her outfit is rounded off with a skimpy crop top which exposes her slim waist, then she carefully applies her make-up rather more heavily than she normally would.  She looks at the whole effect in the full-length mirror; is it too slutty? No, she’s really going for it today and she wants to see the lecherous looks on the farmers’ faces as she struts through the market.  Just the thought of it is already making her wet down below.  She snaps a quick photo on her phone and sends this to her boyfriend Ryan with a message.
“ Off to the farmers market… wish me luck!”
A message come straight back. “Dressed like that? Should I be worried?”
“Naaa silly…. I’ll be just fine, going to do a bit of dancing!  See you later xx” she texts before walking out to her car.
It's a beautiful summer’s day and everyone seems to be enjoying themselves.  She sees children playing near the entrance of the market and can hear laughter echoing from inside.  Tina walks confidently towards the crowd, feeling great in her tight shorts and killer heels. She does feel a bit slutty as several people give her glances and her heart rate increases, but this triggers a delicious warm tingling feeling between her legs.
 Her heart races a little faster when she spots two farmers that she has noticed looking at her before — a handsome older man with salt-and-pepper hair and a rugged appearance, accompanied by a young guy who appears to be around twenty years old.
Both gaze intently at Tina's attractive body wrapped in her scanty attire, strutting along with her high heels clicking loudly on the paving slabs. The way they stare intensifies the butterflies swirling in her stomach. Their obviously sexual admiration feels intoxicating; she tries to hide the grin forming on her lips. Instead of ignoring them, she walks right up to them.
"Good morning,” Tina greets them politely, raising her hand in a friendly gesture. The three of them exchange pleasantries for a few minutes. The older guy introduces himself as Bob and his younger friend as Timmy. They seem nice enough, nothing to be afraid of there… 
Tina moves toward the first fruit stall, scanning the colourful displays of freshly picked strawberries, apples, and watermelons. Her head turns when she hears the sound of acoustic guitars strumming nearby. Two musicians sit cross-legged on the grass, playing melodies that blend seamlessly with the joyful ambiance of the market.
"Hey, I love that song!” Tina exclaims excitedly, pointing at the guitarists. The older farmer smiles kindly at her enthusiasm, responding with a gentle nod.
"Yeah, they're quite good, aren't they?" he says, his gravelly voice carrying a hint of warmth. She giggles softly in response, appreciating the laid-back vibe they share.
As they stroll along the row of stalls, Bob and Timmy engage in friendly banter with the vendors, exchanging jokes and playful comments. It's obvious to Tina that they know many of the locals, adding to the sense of community within the market.
The trio eventually reach the cheese stand, where a plump middle-aged woman with curly red hair stands behind the counter. Her eyes widen upon seeing Tina, her gaze lingering on her curvaceous figure.
Tina gives her a friendly smile and cheerfully asks, "Hi there! What delicious cheeses do you have today?”
"Well, hello there, gorgeous!" the woman replies flirtatiously, her eyes twinkling mischievously. "I got some fantastic Gouda, Brie, and some creamy Havarti. Want to try a sample?"
Tina agrees eagerly, and the woman places small cubes of cheese onto a plate. As Tina tastes each variety, she shares anecdotes about her favourite cheese recipes.
Bob listens attentively, his piercing blue eyes fixed on her face, while Timmy occasionally glances at her with a sly grin. The woman behind the counter chuckles and winks at Tina.
“I see you’ve gained two new admirers,” she says playfully, whilst looking at the two men standing just behind Tina.
With a sly grin Timmy says, “We were just admiring her lovely curves and exquisite taste in clothes.”
Bob nudges him gently. “Come on lad, don’t be cheeky. But you’re right… She certainly knows how to show off her assets!”
Tina blushes slightly at the sexist compliment. “Well guys, I must confess, I do enjoy showing off these legs, especially with my favourite pair of heels.” Tina strikes a pose and spins round. Both men whistle appreciatively.
"Now that's something worth coming here for," Bob says, his gaze still locked on Tina. Feeling a growing flush in her cheeks, Tina laughs nervously and shifts slightly. The two men exchange knowing glances and continue chatting with the cheese vendor.
Tina humours them with her enthralling charm, feeling a growing curiosity about Bob and Timmy. As they discuss various topics, their conversation takes on a distinctly intimate tone.
"So, Tina, what brings you to this market so often?" Bob asks. His question prompts a pang of longing in her chest.
Memories surface of a childhood spent reading books and nurturing her imagination instead of playing outdoors with other kids. As awkward and introverted as she felt during those formative years, Tina realises that her passion for reading back then had led her mind into conjuring up fantasies that she found solace in.
"You know, I'm drawn to this place because it reminds me of simpler times,” Tina responds quietly, a nostalgic sparkle in her eyes. "When I was younger, I used to retreat into fantasy worlds, escaping from reality. This market somehow feels like stepping into one of those worlds.”
Bob leans against the counter, nodding in understanding. "Yeah, I agree,” he admits, a faraway expression crossing his weather-beaten face. "It reminds me of days gone by, when life was easier."
Timmy watches the interaction between the two, listening intently. His mind is far from days gone by although he had picked up on what Tina said. With a sheepish grin, he interjects, "Fantasies, eh? Now we’re talking…. Care to expand on yours, Tina?”
Tina hesitates, glancing sideways at Bob and noticing the gleam in his eyes. “Ooooh, I couldn’t possibly tell you about those!” she says flirtatiously, blushing slightly. 
Bob decides to change the subject, this is getting too close to the wire, and he doesn’t want to scare her off. “So, would you like to see the side of the market that the public doesn’t get to see?” he enquires casually. “Us farmers get together and chew the fat over a cup of coffee at the back, we’re just off there now if you’d like to join us.”
Tina pauses for a moment, feeling an unfamiliar sensation coursing through her. Curiosity mingled with a dash of trepidation grips her, and she finds herself unable to resist the allure of this hidden corner of the market. 
"Sure, why not?" she finally concedes, smiling coyly. "I could use a break and some caffeine."
The trio depart from the bustling main area, weaving through a maze of stalls until they reach a secluded spot tucked away from curious gazes. It’s basically a carpark surrounded by warehouses and the farmers’ trucks are parked all around, but there’s a big table set up in the middle where around ten farmers are sitting drinking coffee, smoking and chatting.
Bob signals to two of them to make room and Tina sits down on a chair. It’s good to take the weight off her heels. Timmy joins her and Bob goes to a truck to bring them both cups of steaming espresso. Tina is starting to feel relaxed and comfortable with these two men, despite being completely unaware of their true intentions. She can’t help but admire Bob’s masculinity, while Timmy’s boyish charm has her wondering what it would be like to kiss such a handsome young man.
All of a sudden, a strong hand is clamped over her mouth. Her eyes open wide with surprise, and she tries to pull the hand away.  Timmy jumps up and grabs her arms, pulling them roughly behind her back. She feels rope being wound tightly around her wrists and she tries to scream but the hand over her mouth muffles it, the sound comes out virtually inaudible.
One of the farmers sitting at the table gets up and brings a roll of silver duct tape.  He rips off a large piece and pulls her head backwards. The hand over her mouth is gone and she opens her mouth to scream again, but this is quickly stuffed with a dirty cloth before the duct tape is stuck over her lips, sealing them closed. More tape is then wound around her head, making her gag complete and inescapable.
She struggles fiercely, trying to kick out at the person holding her, but she feels hands grabbing her ankles.  Her legs are pulled up roughly and her ankles, calves and thighs are bound tightly together with more rope. She thrashes wildly, causing the chair to tip over.
They are all in this together and she has absolutely no chance against the strong men taking away her freedom. More rope is wound around her torso and waist, pinning her bound arms into her back. 
She’s lifted up and carried over to one of the trucks, her high heels now airborne as she thrashes futilely against her captors. They lay her down on the flatbed of the truck, securing her tightly with yet more rope. She strains against her bonds, desperate to escape, but it only serves to tighten the knots holding her captive.
Tina feels a cold shiver run down her spine as she realises the gravity of her situation. Her mind races with panic-stricken thoughts, but she refuses to surrender to the fear.
In the midst of her struggle, she catches sight of a familiar face among the gathering. Her heart races as she recognises the plump redhead lady from the cheese stall. She looks at her pleadingly, hoping that she may intervene and persuade the men to let her free.
“You seem to have got yourself in a little trouble, haven’t you, my lovely?” the redhead purrs. “Mind you, it’s only fair that girls who dress like little sluts get treated like them don’t you think?” she says, confirming that no help will come from this misogynistic bitch.
Tina's heart sinks, the realisation of her dire predicament sinking in. She struggles frantically, kicking and writhing in vain against her restraints. The bindings cut into her flesh, digging deeper with each passing second. The thick layer of duct tape over her mouth prevents any vocal protests, leaving her completely mute.
Bob kneels beside her, his intense gaze fixated on her. “That nice lady who you’re hoping will help you is Doris. She’s my wife by the way, but she does have a bit of a liking for helpless bound ladies.” he informs her. With that, he leaves her, and the door of the truck is slammed closed, leaving Tina all alone.
It feels like hours before anything else happens. Tina is left in the back of the truck, awaiting her fate. She is constantly trying to get free of her bonds, and her wrists are now becoming chafed and sore from the rough rope. But no matter how she tries her situation is hopeless, farmers apparently know how to tie knots!
She continues to struggle, testing to see if she can loosen her bindings at all but they remain stubbornly secure.  Her wrists are rubbed raw and begin to bleed where the rough ropes cut into her skin. 
Tina gives up struggling after a while and lies motionless on the floor.  She feels incredibly tired and emotionally drained.  She knows that she needs to save her strength for a potential opportunity to escape.  She closes her eyes and tries to focus on anything except her present reality.  
Eventually, she hears voices and the front doors of the truck slam closed. The engine starts, and she feels motion as her journey to her new life begins.
 

Chapter 2.  THE FARM
 
After half an hour or so of driving along country roads, the truck makes a sharp left turn. They are now driving on a much rougher road, the lumps and bumps throwing Tina around in the back of the truck.
Her feet, which are still in her high heels, bang repeatedly against the metal sides of the truck bed whenever they hit a bump.  This is doing her no favours as far as her feet are concerned.  They hurt and ache already, and she has a horrible feeling that this situation will deteriorate rapidly once they reach their destination.
The journey is silent apart from the occasional creaks from the suspension and the rumble of the engine.  Tina lies on her side, trying to minimise the discomfort caused by the uneven road and the lack of cushioning beneath her.
Eventually, the truck comes to a halt, and the rear door is opened, revealing Bob, Timmy, and Doris, staring in at her.
They grab Tina by her arms and drag her unceremoniously out of the truck.  She can smell the earthy aroma of the countryside mixed with a strong whiff of animal dung.  It's a contrast to the comforting smells of the market, and she instinctively recoils from the unfamiliar scent.
She is physically carried by the two men across the rustic farmyard towards a stone built stable block, which looks like it’s seen better days.
The stout wooden doors creak open, exposing a dimly lit interior. As they enter the small horse stall, she detects the unmistakable odour of manure and urine-soaked straw and sawdust.  Her heart races with dread as she anticipates what terrors await her.
Bob and Timmy deposit her onto a bale of straw where she sits staring at them in her restrictive bonds.  Doris saunters over and inspects her with a scrutinising glance.
"Poor thing,” she murmurs mockingly, running her fingers along Tina's arm. "You should have known better than to flaunt yourself like that… you girls nowadays ask for trouble if you ask me.”
Bob unwinds the duct tape from her head and pulls the cloth out of her mouth. “No point in screaming, slut… No-one cares here,” he says cruelly. He is no longer the warm, amicable man she met at the market; he now has a cold look in his eyes that frightens her.
"Wh…what are you going to do with me?" Tina mumbles, her voice strained and her jaw aching from wearing the gag. The words barely emerge in her terrified state.
Bob shrugs nonchalantly. "We’ll probably sell you when you’re trained properly, but in the meantime, we’re going to keep you around for entertainment purposes.” His eyes flash with lustful intent, sending a chill down Tina's spine.
Tina's voice trembles as she manages to speak. "Please, I beg you. Let me go. There's been a misunderstanding.”
Bob shakes his head, his expression hardening. "No misunderstanding sweetheart…. We’ve had our eyes on you for quite some time and you're not going anywhere. Not until we've had our fun with you.”
Desperation fills Tina's voice at the thought of what horrors lie ahead. "Please, I promise I won't report you. Just let me go. My boyfriend knows where I am, there’s a tracker on my phone!”
Doris laughs heartily, her eyes gleaming wickedly. “Oh, that’s good cos your phone is in the river just next to the market. Apparently, you managed to lose it.”
Bob fits a wide leather collar with a big D ring on the front around her neck which is secured by rope to the bindings on her legs pulling her body forward and downwards. A blindfold is pulled tight over her eyes and a blue scarf is used as a gag.  
“The gag is kinda symbolic,” he informs her “We all know it’s not gonna stop you making a noise, but as I said, that doesn’t matter here, we just like seeing sluts gagged. Well…. That’s when they’re not sucking cock of course…”
Doris kneels down beside her and puts her hands on Tina's knees, squeezing lightly.  A sense of dread fills Tina.
"Relax, dearie,” Doris whispers softly into her ear, her breath hot and rank. "We're just gonna have a little fun with you tonight.”
“And maybe tomorrow we'll start training you as a pony girl," Bob explains. "Think of it as a reward for putting up with us.”
Tina's mind reels at the mention of the term ‘pony girl.’ She’s well aware of what this is, her and Ryan have watched videos on pornhub of helpless girls pulling buggies around. She pictures herself in degrading scenarios, parading around like an object for their amusement. Tears well up in her eyes, and she attempts to push them back, but they spill over soaking her blindfold.
Sensing her distress, Doris squeezes her knee harder.
"There, there, darling,” she coos, her tone devoid of empathy. "Just remember, you only have yourself to blame – you brought this upon yourself.”
Tina whimpers softly, her pleas for mercy have fallen on deaf ears. She squirms uncomfortably, straining against her bonds as tears stream down her face. The mere thought of what awaits her sends a wave of nausea coursing through her veins.
“The boys are coming in a couple of hours, so we’re going to leave you for a bit,” says Doris as the three of them walk out of the stable, locking the heavy door behind them. Just before they leave, Timmy snaps a photo of the bound and helpless girl on his phone.
The next few hours seem like an eternity to Tina. Who were these ‘boys that were coming round?’ What would they do with her? She could only assume that they are the men from the market coming to claim their reward for helping to capture her.
The idea of facing multiple sexual strangers filled her with terror, despair and…… excitement? How many of them would take turns violating her body? Would any of them show the slightest shred of humanity?
Time seems to slow down as she waits for the inevitable arrival of the others. The sounds of the rural setting seem to magnify around her, creating a cacophony of sensations that threaten to overwhelm her senses. The rank scents of the stable waft in and out of her awareness, a potent reminder of her humiliating circumstances.
Tina feels trapped in a nightmare, caught in a cruel game of power and dominance. Each passing minute stretches on endlessly, as she anticipates the arrival of the unknown men.
But was it a nightmare? Timmy had picked up on this at the market when he’d asked her about her fantasies. Had he known that the fantasies she had been thinking about at that moment were dark and perverted? She’d even been aroused by him asking her about them. 
The fact was that she had a deep routed kink for this sort of stuff. Ryan was a dominant and regularly took pleasure in tying her up and sexually using her.  She loved it, and it’s the reason they were so good together. She was his little submissive slut.
They often lay in bed discussing their deepest fantasies. She had confided in him that her biggest fantasy was to be kidnapped, bound, gagged and brutally gang raped by a group of men. That was pretty much exactly what was happening right now. She’s pretty certain that the men coming soon would not be here just for a nice chat.
Was Ryan behind all of this? Had he secretly arranged for this to happen so she could fulfil her fantasy? Perhaps he would even be one of the men that arrived.
The thought of having been manipulated and tricked sends a surge of anger coursing through her veins. But it also causes a wave of pure arousal to wash over her. Her cunt is throbbing and dripping with her juices just from the thought.  
She wants to scream, to break free from her restraints but the harsh reality of her situation, namely the ropes binding her, hold her firmly in place. The fear and uncertainty of what is to come consumes her and she lets out a soft whimper.
She also desperately needs to pee. She had needed one back at the market and it has built up since then to the point that she can’t keep it in much longer.
She tries to relax her bladder, but she can’t, and she knows that if she doesn’t relieve herself soon, she will burst.  What would happen if she wet herself?  Would they punish her more?  Would they think that she had done it on purpose? She’s absolutely certain that they would use it as a cruel way to humiliate and degrade her even more.
 Oh god, she needs to go so badly.  She starts to feel a trickle of warmth spread between her legs. “No, please don’t!”  she cries silently.  The urge becomes overwhelming, and she starts to panic, wiggling about desperately in her bondage.
She hadn’t wet herself since she was a toddler, and the thought horrifies her. She tries to concentrate on something else but her mind races uncontrollably. She feels herself blushing and with a sudden rush she relaxes her muscles. Her bladder gives way releasing her desperate need and she feels the first warm jet spray out into her panties and hot pants.
“Oh shit!”  she screams internally.  She’s mortified.  She has wet herself like a baby. She feels the warmth of her own piss spread over her skin within her sexy shorts as it soaks into the material and then spreads down her thighs as it seeps into the straw.
Her face burns with embarrassment and shame, but beneath the churning feelings of disgust, a strange and disturbing sensation begins to rise within her.  As she feels the warmth of her now sodden hot pants, she’s aware of a curious stirring in her loins.  Her pussy begins to pulsate, a telltale sign of arousal that she can't deny.
Tina's mind races as she considers the implications of this.  She’s experiencing an extreme form of degradation which was now making her every bit as horny as the bondage was.
Her thoughts are interrupted by the sound of a car engine and tyres on the gravel outside. She hears the car door slam and then there is silence.  The men that were going to take her, to fuck her and abuse her are starting to arrive…A few minutes later, another car pulls in, followed by yet another a short time after that. She can now hear male voices and laughter in the farmyard outside.
She starts to cry again. The humiliation of wetting herself and the sheer fear of what is about to happen is too much. She desperately wants Ryan to open the door and tell her that this had all been a prank and he would now take her home.
The stable door is unlocked and opened and the chatter that was outside is now next to her. She trembles in her fear but doesn’t make a sound, although she could quite easily with this silly gag. From the voices, there are many men, and Doris is there too. They are inspecting her, chatting casually about who will take her first and which hole they want as if she is just an object. One of the men notice that she has wet herself.
He comments loudly about it to his friends.  "Looks like someone couldn't hold it in, eh?” he chuckles, his voice booming with laughter.  His buddies join in, snickering at the sight of Tina's piss-stained hot pants and wet thighs.
“Dirty little whore,” says another, “you should be fucking ashamed of yourself, bitch.” The conversation continues and each one of them seems to have a degrading comment about her pissing herself.  Tina's cheeks flush scarlet as she tries to muster the courage to protest, but nothing comes out. She sits there silently and then starts to cry profusely, her body jerking with the sobs. This only increases the verbal abuse, she is called a pathetic cry-baby and told that she will be punished.
She’s terrified. The presence of the men and the harshness of their verbal comments add a new level of intensity to her fear.  Her blindfold is removed, and she sees them for the first time. There are six men, Bob, Timmy and four others who she recognises from the table earlier at the market where she was grabbed.  Doris circulates like a mother hen. 
They're all watching her, their faces contorted into grimaces of amusement or disdain. One of them, a burly fellow with a bushy beard, leans down toward her, his foul breath washing over her like a rancid tide.
"Hey, cunt,” he sneers, patting her thigh suggestively. "Why don't you get up and show us what you've got?”  Tina whimpers softly, her chest heaving with pent-up fear and desperation. She couldn’t get up if she tried and he knows that as the rope from her collar is still attached to her legs.
Ryan isn’t one of the men there and she is bitterly disappointed. Maybe he is still involved with setting this up but just feels she wouldn’t want him there. She clings to that hope as she realises it is her only hope of freedom.  With the blindfold off, she looks up at them, pleading with her eyes.  Bob steps forward, placing himself directly in front of her.  He grabs her chin roughly and lifts her face upwards, so she is looking at him.  He smiles at her, a smile full of evil intent.
"Well, well, well,” he says, his voice low and sinister. "Look what we have here. A beautiful woman, all trussed up for our delight.”
Tina tries to pull her face away from his grasp, but he is too strong, and she remains fixed in place. Their eyes lock, and she sees a glint of hunger in his gaze that sends a shudder down her spine.
"So,” Bob continues, his grip tightening on her chin, "I think it's time we give you a proper welcome to our humble farm.”  He takes a few minutes untying the numerous ropes that are binding her and then finally removes the scarf from her mouth leaving the collar fixed around her neck.
“Stand and strip!” he commands simply. “Oh, and when I say strip, I mean do it sexily and leave just the shoes on. We want a nice show so when we’re done with you, we can watch the video over and over again.” Tina hadn’t noticed that one of the men is videoing the whole thing on his phone.
She knows this is just the beginning of her ordeal.  She is shaking violently now, her teeth chattering uncontrollably.  She has never been afraid like this before, and the fear is taking her over. She’s like a rabbit in headlights. 
“Stand and strip!” Bob commands again, much louder this time.  Tina hesitates and swallows her fear.  She knows she has no choice but to comply with their demands. Reluctantly, she pushes herself up off the straw bale, standing unsteadily in her high stilettos. She glances down at the large dark wet patch on her hot pants, reminding her of her shameful humiliation. 
"Get moving, slut,” one of the men jeers, his words cutting like a knife through her fragile resolve. "You don't want to disappoint us, do you?"
She spots a gap in the crowd of men and the open door beyond it. Before she moves a muscle, she knows it’s futile, but she does it anyway… she runs.  At least she tries to, the stilettos make running impossible and one of the men simply grabs her by her hair as she passes.  Her feeble escape attempt is foiled before it even starts as she is violently thrown back to the centre of the stall.
The men surround her, jeering and laughing, their eyes glued to her body, assessing her every movement. The tension in the air thickens, and the men eagerly anticipate their impending violation of her body. Tina stands frozen, her fear palpable, as she scans the faces of her tormentors. She realises that resistance is futile, and the only option left is to succumb to their whims.
She slowly pulls her top over her head and throws it on to the straw bale. She makes a feeble attempt to put on the show that Bob has demanded but it is far from convincing.  The men laugh and jeer at her awkward movements.  She quickly undoes her bra and tosses it aside.  Her breasts bounce freely as she peels down her wet panties and hot pants, revealing her shaved pubic area.  She leaves her shoes on as instructed. The men stand around the naked girl like wolves circling their prey. She can see the bulges in their trousers.
Bob produces a sturdy set of leather cuffs and buckles them onto her wrists which are then locked once again behind her back. A leash is clipped to her collar, and she is pulled out of the stable block.
 

Chapter 3.  FANTASY FULFILLED
 
It’s mid-afternoon and the sun is shining. It’s a cloudless day and the heat from the sun makes the air shimmer. Bob pulls the bound girl down a long pathway that leads towards the forest; the other men and Doris are following behind. Tina’s feet are sore and cramping and walking along the uneven path in her impractical footwear is difficult.  She walks hesitantly, stumbling several times, but managing to avoid falling over. The men mock her for this, saying that proper sluts should be able to walk well in their stripper heels. “They should fucking try it,” she thinks.
Soon they are walking under the thick canopy of trees. The path narrows and branches off into a network of smaller trails leading deeper into the woods.  The heat of the day begins to recede as only dappled sunlight penetrates the thick canopy. There is a slight breeze carrying the faint scent of earth and greenery.
Bob stops at a clearing. There is grass here and it looks like it’s been recently mowed. In the centre of the clearing, four large pegs have been driven into the ground. She is ordered to lie down between them, and her wrists and ankles are bound to the posts, stretching her into a spread-eagle position. The men gather around her, staring hungrily.
“This is it!” she thinks, as the men’s cocks start to come out. Despite her fear, she finds herself becoming excited. This is, after all, genuinely her biggest sexual fantasy which is about to be made a reality. She can’t stop it so she may as well try to enjoy it. 
Her fear and apprehension subside, and she starts to become aroused. She looks at the men surrounding her, some stroking their hardening cocks while others fondle her body, squeezing her tits roughly and pinching her nipples. She moans softly and strains against her bonds.
She wants to feel pleasure, to find release in the hands of these strangers.  Timmy steps forward, his cock rock solid and ready for action.  He kneels between her spread legs, stroking his erection.  His eyes meet hers, gleaming with lust and dominance.
"I'm gonna enjoy this, babe,” he says, his voice rough and husky. "And so are you.”
She’s slightly amused that the older men have allowed the youngster to have first dibs, but she’s pleased that it’s him who will take her first. He positions himself, his hard shaft pointing straight at her waiting entrance.
Doris is kneeling beside Tina and suddenly pushes her hand onto Tina's vulva, spreading her labia apart.  Embarrassingly she’s wet and ready, which doesn’t go unnoticed by the men.  “Looks like the cheap little slut can’t wait to be fucked,” one says, causing a ripple of laughter. Timmy pauses, but then smiles wickedly as he presses the head of his cock against her exposed cunt.  Tina lets out a soft groan as he thrusts deep inside her, filling her up.  She squirms helplessly, her restraints biting into her flesh as she arches her back.
"Fuck yeah,” Timmy murmurs, pumping his hips steadily.
His strokes are relentless, driving in harder with each thrust.  Tina cries out softly, a mixture of ecstasy and humiliation reverberating through her restrained body.  Her pussy stretches wide around his invading member, accommodating its forceful intrusion.
She feels the pressure building inside her, a pleasurable tension that threatens to unravel her. With each successive stroke, the friction intensifies, igniting sparks of raw pleasure within her core. She tries to suppress her moans of pleasure, but they echo loudly around the clearing, announcing that she wants and needs this.
"Take it, slut,” Timmy growls, his tone laden with possession. He withdraws, then plunges roughly back into her depths, causing her entire body to arch in response. The ropes and cuffs bite into her wrists and ankles, adding a painful edge to her mounting pleasure. 
“This is fucking hot,” she thinks as she stares up at the other men waiting to take their turn. This is how she had dreamed her fantasy.
Timmy groans and shoots his cum deep inside her. He is soon replaced by Bob, who is pounding at her with all his might. He is huffing and puffing, with a strained look on his face which makes Tina wonder if he may have a heart attack, after all, he’s no spring chicken.
And so it continues, as one man finishes using her, he is then immediately replaced with another. The worst is the beardy weirdy one. His breath stinks and Tina finds him physically repugnant. He’s a man with no respect nor consideration for consent. His penis is small and ugly, its flaccid form protruding like a lumpy gherkin under his oversized belly.
Tina cringes internally as he roughly grabs her hair, yanking her head back and exposing her neck in an aggressive manner. He mutters something vulgar and presses his lips against her skin, sucking and biting savagely. As he thrusts his now semi-erect cock into her, his sweat-stained shirt sticks to his hairy chest like a second skin.
Eventually, all six have had their turn, not all have cum, some are obviously reserving that for round two.
Tina lays exhausted, sweating, bruised and sore.  Somehow, despite having been degraded, violated, and used, she feels strangely satisfied.  She hadn’t cum at all though. She’d got pretty close when Timmy was fucking her, but he’d beaten her to it. Her pussy throbs from the vigorous pummelling it has taken, yet she feels oddly content. 
Farmer Bob steps forward and unties her from the stakes. Her wrist cuffs are immediately reattached to ropes coming down from two tree branches and she’s hauled upward to a standing position, suspended from her wrists but her legs are left unbound. The men have made a roaring campfire that is a short distance from her, and they have apparently earned a break, as they sit around this, sipping at bottles of beer.
They appear relaxed and in no hurry.  Tina watches them and wonders if she is dreading or looking forward to their return as she stands there helplessly, her heels digging into the soft ground.  Her exhaustion makes her feel heavy and weak. Her wrists are held high above her head, the cuffs digging into her already delicate flesh. She struggles weakly but the bindings are too secure, she’s going nowhere. 
Timmy gets up and walks over to her, a plastic water bottle in his hand. “Here, drink this, you need to stay hydrated,” he says as he puts the bottle to her lips. She gulps it down greedily, and soon the bottle is finished.
Her hands ache terribly, and she desperately needs to relieve herself again. She looks at him pleadingly. “I need to pee,” she whispers softly, hoping that the other men won’t hear.
Thankfully, he chooses not to announce this and positions himself between her and the campfire, making a partial shield from the rest of them. “Do it now,” he quietly orders.
Tina nods her understanding and closes her eyes. The relief of the warm urine trickling down her inner thighs is once again strangely exciting.  When she finishes, she opens her eyes nervously, anticipating ridicule, but instead Timmy gives her a gentle smile. He has been watching her pee and his exposed cock is hard again.
“That was actually pretty damn hot,” he jokes. “I’ve never watched a girl piss before.” Tina can't help but feel endeared to him.
Laughter echoes across the woodland as the men joke and share stories, their banter escalating in volume. Tina's heart races as she listens to their crude remarks, her body stiffening as the ropes pulling her hands high above her head hold her upright. 
Timmy is still standing in front of her, and she looks longingly down at his huge erect cock. He is actually really handsome, his young lean body with just the right amount of muscle flickering orange from the flames of the fire.
“Please fuck me again Sir,” she hears herself almost begging, slipping easily into the submissive role that she loves. She’s not sure where this request comes from, her cunt is still sore from round one, but she’s feeling really horny again and she knows she wants him to take her again.
Timmy's eyes widen, and he grins mischievously. "Well, if that's what you want, you dirty little slut,” he replies, stepping closer to her.
Tina moans softly as he grabs her buttocks and pulls her upwards. She wraps her long legs around his waist, the rest of her body suspended by her wrists. His cock is instantly inside her and she lets out a scream of pure pleasure. 
Her well used cunt hurts, but she loves it. He pumps harder, faster, his balls slapping against her ass. She screams again, louder this time, and the men at the fire erupt in laughter.
"Damn, girl,” Timmy grunts, his thrusts unrelenting. "You sure know how to take a good fucking.”
“Mmmmm… And you know how to give one Sir,” she says, returning his slightly strange compliment.
Tina bites her lip, feeling the sting of humiliation course through her as she tightens her muscles around the cock deep within her. But she craves more; the pain and pleasure mingle together, creating a strange sensation within her body.
Their antics have attracted the attention of the rest of the group who have now got up from the fire and are standing next to them.  One of them, who she has heard them call Paul, steps around behind her and places his cock at the entrance to her puckered arsehole.
“NO…,” she yells as she realises what is about to happen.
“No, no, no, no, NO!!!” she screams, trying to buck her hips, but her arms are stretched taut above her and Timmy’s powerful hands hold her firm.
Her pleas fall on deaf ears and Paul laughs cruelly. “Don’t worry slut, it’ll be fine,” he says evilly as he rubs his lubed cock head against her puckered ring.  “Relax, just go with it…. It’ll make it easier.”
"P-please,” Tina whimpers, her voice cracking with fear and tears once again springing from her eyes. "I-I can't do this.”
"Shhh.., you can and you will!” he murmurs with authority as he pushes himself slowly inside her.  The pain is excruciating as both of her holes are stretched simultaneously making her whole abdomen feel stuffed and ready to burst.
She screams loudly as she dangles helplessly between the two men. Paul keeps pushing until his full length is buried inside her rectum.  She feels like she is being split in half, her insides stretched way beyond their limits.  
"Now you're a true fucking whore,” Paul taunts, his voice filled with triumph. "You've got two dicks in you, and you love it.” He is pinching her nipples hard as he speaks, adding even more to the pain she is suffering.
Timmy responds by ramming his cock deeper into her cunt, their bodies slamming together with a thud. She can feel the two cocks rubbing against each other through the thin wall that separates her holes.
The sensations are overwhelming, and she feels as if she's about to explode. Each thrust pushes her deeper into submission, making her realise that her fate is sealed.  Tina's screams turn into muffled moans as she surrenders to the overwhelming force of the double penetration. Her moans grow louder as she rapidly approaches climax…the combination of pain and pleasure is intoxicating, and she can’t hold it back. She doesn’t want to hold it back.
“P-please may I cum Sir?” she yells at Timmy‘s face, just in front of her. She’s not totally sure why she’s asked permission but feels this is expected of a subservient slut.
“Oh.. what a good girl for asking so nicely! Of course you can,” he replies with a big grin on his face. He pumps into her harder, increasing the speed of his thrusts. 
 Tina screams out, unable to hold back any longer.  She cums explosively, her orgasm rippling through her entire body.  Paul follows suit, his own climax triggering a violent contraction inside her colon.  He pulls out and ejaculates all over her back, while Timmy continues to pound into her cunt.  Tina is crying, screaming, her body trembling uncontrollably beneath the assault.  It's too much for her, and she blacks out.
 
When she comes to, she finds herself lying on the ground and she realises that for once she is not bound. She blinks, trying to focus her vision. Timmy sits near her, watching her closely. His eyes shine with concern and curiosity.
"Hey,” he says gently, reaching out to touch her shoulder. "How are you doing?"
Tina winces, feeling soreness and discomfort coursing through her body. She manages to nod her head, acknowledging his question.  The remnants of her orgasm have gone and reality sets in. She feels violated, hurt, and utterly powerless. Her eyes fill with tears, and she begins to sob quietly. Timmy reaches out, tenderly brushing away her tears, his touch sending a wave of conflicting emotions through her. Tina sniffles, wiping her nose on her forearm.
“Is that fucking whore ready for some more action?” The cruel voice comes from the campfire where the rest of the group have reassembled and are enjoying more beer.
“Just give her a few minutes,” pleads Timmy but his request is ignored. Farmer Bob has stood up and is sauntering over.  “You goin’ soft, Boy?” he enquires, raising an eyebrow.
Timmy looks at him with scorn in his eyes but says nothing. Bob is obviously the top dog here, and he seems unwilling to challenge him. Tina appreciates his effort, but it’s clear that her torment is about to continue no matter what Timmy says.
“Stand up slut,” Bob commands and Tina slowly complies.  He circles her, inspecting her nude body, commenting aloud about how beautifully she's marked. She has several bruises scattered around her body from where she’s been mauled, hit, and manhandled.
“Now get on your knees and show us how grateful you are for our attentions,” he commands.  Tina does as she’s told.  Bob stands in front of her and indicates that she should suck his cock.  He is fully erect and there is pre-cum forming at the tip.  Tina leans in hesitantly and as she nears him, he grabs her blonde hair and roughly pulls her head forward, forcing the full length of his swollen member into her mouth. She gags as it is rammed into her throat, but she manages to overcome this and uses the tip of her tongue to caress his cock. She sucks greedily, tasting the muskiness of his arousal.
The taste of his salty pre-cum fills her with excitement as she thinks of how she is being violated. Her mouth waters and streams of drool escape her lips, flowing over her tits and down her body.  Despite her suffering, Tina relishes the feeling of his cock sliding in and out of her mouth. Her cheeks hollow with each pull, and she sucks tightly with determination.
All of a sudden, Bob drops down to his knees, pulling her with him by her hair. She is now on all fours with her arse presented in the air, and she realises that this move has made her all the more vulnerable. This is confirmed when she receives a sharp slap on her left buttock which is immediately followed by another on her right. Two people are now spanking her hard, taking one cheek each.
She moans, her mouth full of cock preventing a scream. The spanking continues relentlessly, and her arse is soon glowing with heat. The sound of the slaps resonates loudly in the quiet night and the rhythmic impact causes her entire body to shake.  Her pussy contracts and twitches in response to the pain, a reaction that surprises even her. She feels like a marionette controlled by unseen forces, puppeteered by the whims of her captors.
"Look at the fucking slut,"” Bob gloats, pausing momentarily to admire her glowing red arse. "Already dripping wet again, aren't you, bitch? You’re going to make the perfect slave for some lucky guy when we sell you.”
Tina’s heart drops. In her quest to enjoy her fantasy, she has completely forgotten the earlier threat to sell her. Was this her permanent life now? A mere object to be trained, used, and abused? She wouldn’t let herself believe that; Ryan would come and rescue her; he had to, the thought of being sold as a pony girl sent shivers down her spine. 
"Bitch, you’d better swallow my load,” Bob barks, jerking her back to reality.  His grip tightens on her hair, and he thrusts deep as she feels his salty cum being pumped down her throat.  Bob stands up and is immediately replaced by beardy weirdy. She glances down at the revolting cock now in front of her but opens her mouth obediently to accept it.
The spanking has now finished, and she becomes aware of another cock, she has no idea who it belongs to, being rammed up her cunt. She sucks beardy weirdy’s disgusting cock for what seems like forever as her other end is being pummelled by the new cock. Beardy’s groans and moans become louder, and she senses that he is close to cumming.  She milks him for all she can, sucking greedily and bobbing her head enthusiastically.  He reacts by grabbing her hair and thrusting into her mouth violently.  She gags and chokes but keeps going until he pulls out suddenly, shooting what seems like a bucket full of cum all over her face and hair. 
Beardy gets up and another cock is immediately presented in front of her mouth. She accepts this as the cock in her cunt pulls out. Again, this is immediately replaced with one thrust up her arse. It could even be the same cock, who knows, and she was past caring.
An hour later, she is alone and back in her stable. Her ordeal had continued for a while longer, but Bob had eventually decreed that enough was enough. There was no way she could walk back, so the men had picked her up and carried her there, dumping her on a pile of straw which was apparently her bed. She lay there for a while, not moving, gathering her strength and thinking about what she had just been through.
She thinks about Ryan, still wondering if he is involved, but that dim hope is fading fast. She has to get herself out of this mess, and somehow she needs to escape. She is still completely naked, but the collar remains locked around her neck and a length of chain leads from this to a ring set into the wall.  She stands up gingerly and heads towards the door, but the chain snaps taut before she even gets to it. She’s sure it is locked anyway.
It’s now late at night, and the prospect of any escape is zero. She needs to get some rest and see what tomorrow brings. With a sense of total defeat, she returns to her pile of straw, lays down and curls up into a ball, sobbing softly until tiredness and exhaustion eventually overcome her.
 

Chapter 4.  PONY GIRL ESCAPE
 
Tina wakes up abruptly to a torrent of ice-cold water cascading down over her. The shock of the icy liquid jolts her awake, and she instinctively screams and recoils. Her body, still aching from the previous night's debauchery, feels like lead weights are attached to her limbs. She blinks, attempting to focus her blurred vision on the source of her icy torture. Farmer Bob stands before her with a now empty metal bucket grinning maliciously.
His eyes are filled with a cruel satisfaction, his weathered face twisting into a grotesque caricature of joy. Tina clenches her teeth, anger surging through her battered body.
"Morning, slave,” Bob sneers, his gravelly voice echoing off the walls of the cramped stall. "Time to start your pony training…. and later you’ll have to clear this mess up, your bedding is all wet now.”
Tina looks around wildly. Surprisingly, she slept quite well, mainly because of her utter exhaustion following the previous crazy day. She feels like telling Bob that of course her bedding is fucking wet, because he has just thrown a bucket of water over it, but she decides that this probably won’t achieve much.
“Oh God,” she thinks, “today is going to be worse than yesterday.” Yesterday she had at least been somewhat prepared for what was coming, although she had certainly underestimated the extent of her torment. After she had been brought here, she had known that she would be sexually used. Today, however, she has absolutely no clue what horrors await her.
She remembers her final thoughts of last night…. “Escape.”  She needs to get herself out of this crazy situation. She’s all but given up hope of Ryan rescuing her now and needs to do it alone. She must constantly seek out opportunities for this today.
"We’re starting off with basic training this morning,” Bob says gruffly, his rough voice jarring her from her escape plans. "There are certain things that a pony girl needs to do and know so she can fulfil her task in life. We don't expect you to learn everything straightaway, but we'll push you.” Bob continues, emphasising every word with a malicious glance. He tosses the metal bucket aside with a clang, leaving a small puddle of water pooling on the concrete floor. "For the first step, we'll teach you how to walk in these beauties…. Put ‘em on.”
Bob points to a pair of peculiar boots sitting nearby in the corner of the stall. They resemble horse hooves, complete with thick platform soles but no heels, which will leave the back of her foot completely unsupported in mid-air.
Tina eyes them warily, her pulse quickening at the sight of such bizarre footwear. Reluctantly, she shuffles towards the boots, her gaze darting between Bob and the weird boots she is about to put on. She has no idea if she will be able to walk in them as they look like strap on stilts.
"You'd best get 'em on quickly, girl,” said Bob, his tone laced with impatience. "Doris is going to be in charge of this and she doesn’t like tardiness.”
Tina nods and cautiously slips her foot into the first boot. Soon she is wearing them both and has strapped them up tightly to prevent her from twisting her ankles. She tries to stand up; surprisingly this isn’t as hard as she thinks. The boots are designed to support her feet as much as possible and she is able to stand in them relatively easily. She’s now around eight inches taller than she would be in her bare feet.
The design of the boots seems to make it ok to balance, but walking in them is something else entirely. Tina takes a tentative step forward, expecting to lose her balance. However, she is pleasantly surprised to find that the boots provide reasonable stability, mainly because her ankles are supported and held firm as if she were wearing ski boots. She takes several more small steps, gaining confidence with each one.
 Doris enters the stall, observing her progress. After a few minutes chatting with Bob, she clips the leash to Tina’s collar and leads her out of the stable. They walk along a concrete path towards the farmhouse. Tina notices that she does indeed sound like a two-legged horse, the metal horseshoes fixed to the soles of the boots clip clop noisily on the concrete as she walks and this echoes in the courtyard. They go round the side of the house where there is an equestrian lunging ring.
Doris leads her into the ring and unclips her leash. “Start walking around the perimeter,” she says, “concentrate on how you’re walking, make it elegant.”
Tina starts to walk around the outside of the ring, carefully placing one foot in front of the other. Despite their unusual construction, the boots allow her to take large steps, giving her an elongated stride.  They’re heavy though, the thick platforms, metal horseshoes and their sturdy build make it hard to walk in them elegantly.  She smiles inwardly, imagining the amount of damage they could cause if she were to kick someone. The image of Bob holding his balls, with a surprised look on his face springs into her mind.
Doris stands watching her closely, scrutinising her form. After a couple of minutes, she seems satisfied and calls out.
"OK, change direction and pace up.”
Tina turns around and starts walking in the other direction. She adjusts her stride, attempting to go faster. She is now at a fast-walking pace and rotates around the centre of the ring.  Although the boots do support her ankles, the whole weight of her body is forced down onto the ball of her foot and toes and this soon becomes uncomfortable and painful.
Doris watches her intently, noting every nuance of her movement. The redhead sees her potential and admires her tenacity.
"Good girl,” she says approvingly, "Now, pick up the pace!"
Tina's breath quickens as she increases her speed, adapting to the new rhythm. She is moving at a slow jog now and is amazed by her ability to be able to do this in these boots.
"That's it,” Doris praises her, "but we need to refine your technique further.” She signals for Tina to halt, stopping her hypnotic dance around the ring. Two minutes later, Doris stands in the centre of the ring, a long rein leading from her hand to Tina’s collar. In her other hand, she holds a long red lunging whip. “This is starting to resemble real horse training,” thinks Tina.
“I am not a horse, and my aim is to survive this hellhole and escape...,” she reminds herself.  “I need to use every opportunity that presents itself.  I need to learn everything possible about this place and its inhabitants. I need to stay alert and think strategically.  In order to escape, I must observe and study my surroundings, plan my movements, and adapt to the changing circumstances.  Only then will I succeed in escaping from this nightmare.”
Tina feels the tension building inside her as she waits for guidance from Doris.
“Walk on,” comes the command, and the whip cracks some distance behind her. 
Tina jumps slightly at the loud retort and then concentrates on continuing her circuits of the ring.  Each time the whip cracks, it catches her attention, causing her to flinch reflexively. This gives Doris great satisfaction.  However, she is careful, as she knows that a wounded pony is not worth anything to the buyers.
Mostly, the whip cracks behind her with no contact, but occasionally, if Doris feels she is doing something wrong or not paying attention Tina feels the sting of the whip as it strikes her arse or her back, causing her to yelp involuntarily. She can feel the heat rising under her skin, spreading outwards from the point of contact.
There is no doubt about Doris’s skill with the whip. On the end of her line, Tina is around twenty feet from her, but every stroke Doris makes is accurate to a pinpoint degree.
This goes on for some time, and after half an hour or so, Tina notices that Timmy is on the outside of the ring, leaning on the fence watching her. As she goes by him, he winks at her, a broad smile on his face.
Tina finds this oddly comforting. Timmy wasn’t hostile or cruel to her during her ordeals yesterday and has been the only one of them to show a degree of humanity and care. His smile hints at a gentler disposition beneath his rugged exterior.  She wonders if he might be sympathetic to her plight.  Perhaps he will help her escape if she approaches him correctly.
Timmy is clearly enjoying the spectacle before him. His stance changes, becoming more relaxed.  He crosses his arms casually, seemingly content to watch as Doris commands Tina's movements.  “She’s coming on well,” he shouts to Doris after about five minutes. Then he saunters off, no doubt to do his next job on the farm.
The relentless training carries on for what seems like hours until Doris eventually deems it is time for a break. Tina’s feet are now hurting like hell and her calf muscles are cramping from being stretched to a degree they never have been before. Her short leash is reattached, and she is led into the nearby farmhouse. They enter a large scruffy kitchen with a big table in the middle and Tina is given permission to sit down.
She looks with horror at what is laid out on the table. It is clearly the rest of her pony outfit. There is a sturdy looking black leather corset which incorporates a strange bra, basically a collection of leather straps designed to encircle her tits and present them in an appealing way. She notices that her nipples will be fully exposed when this is fitted.  At the base of the corset are solid looking attachment points which she assumes are to fix her to the buggy she will be made to pull.
The scariest part though is the head harness. Again, a mass of thick leather straps designed to fully encircle her head with a large metal bit type gag in the centre. This has rings at each end, presumably to attach reins so she can be steered. There are adjustable blinkers where her eyes will be and these are designed to restrict her field of vision to the front, preventing her from seeing sideways.
 Lastly, there are thick, wide straps running from the top of the head restraint to the solid collar at the bottom.  This is the crown piece and once fitted, it will leave her unable to raise, lower or turn her head beyond what the design of it permits.
 All in all, it looks like something a medieval knight would wear, except that instead of protecting her head from harm, it will limit its movement to the minimum and allow her to be totally controlled. Her dignity as a human being will be non-existent; she will be reduced to a humiliated and fully controlled animal.
“She really does need to get out of this crazy place,” she thinks once again.
Doris is busy making coffee and pours two mugs from a large, chipped coffee pot. She places one in front of Tina and sits opposite with hers. “You may take the boots off now,” she informs Tina. “Over the next few weeks, you will wear them for longer periods each day to allow your feet to become accustomed to them. By the end of your training, they will be a permanent fixture.”
This sounds scary and Tina can’t even imagine being made to wear these all the time.  But she says nothing, just silently removes the uncomfortable boots and places them neatly together beside her chair.  Her toes curl as she stretches her legs out in front of her, relishing the relief from the constant pressure and pain. She glances nervously at Doris, wondering if she will be subjected to any other indignities during this brief respite. But to her surprise, Doris appears to be genuinely interested in her welfare.
“You’ll find that your feet will become accustomed to them quite quickly and they won’t be anywhere near as painful as they have been today,” she says comfortingly. Tina isn’t sure if she believes this, there is no way that these things are ever going to be comfortable.
"Drink your coffee, we still have a lot to do today,” Doris continues, pointing to the steaming hot mug on the table. Tina hesitantly picks up the mug, her hands trembling slightly.  She brings it to her lips and sips, wincing at the bitter taste. After she finishes her coffee, Doris hands her a pair of comfortable looking trainers and tells her to put them on. The leash is then reattached, and she is led back to the lunging ring.
The thought of enduring another round of merciless training fills Tina with dread. But as she circles the ring yet again, she catches Timmy's eye as he walks past. He offers her a reassuring smile and Tina's heart swells with gratitude. “Perhaps,” she thinks, “there is a shred of kindness in this desolate place.”
The training is now focusing on the posture of a pony girl, how she should keep an upright stance without stooping and lift her knees highly with each step. It’s much easier with the trainers on, but other than them, she is still totally naked, and her tits bounce up and down as the speed of her movements increase. She uses this time to study her surroundings. 
The fence around the lunging ring is low and she could easily get over it. Beyond the ring are fields, with the forest that she was taken to yesterday in the distance beyond them. At the moment, she isn’t in any bondage other than the lunging lead that’s attached to her collar. This is just clipped in place though, not locked on, and with her free hands she could easily unclip it. 
She knows she’s not going to get a better opportunity than this, she even has running shoes on to help her out. Timmy has disappeared and there is no one else about other than Doris, who is old and fat. She can outrun her easily. Her best chance is to get to the forest, get as far away as she can and then find somewhere to hide.
Her plan is set, all she needs to do now is put it into place. She can’t afford to delay this, her window of opportunity may well be taken from her, so as she reaches the part of the ring that is closest to the forest, she rapidly unclips her leash and leaps over the fence. She hears Doris screaming behind her, but she doesn’t look back and runs as fast as her legs will take her straight across the fields, the corn planted in them scraping at her bare flesh.
Soon, she reaches the woods and takes a second to glance behind her. Bob and Timmy are leaving the farm in pursuit of her. Bob has a shotgun thrown over his shoulder and Timmy has what looks to be a mobile phone held to his ear, he is obviously calling for help. Fuck…. She needs to be quick.
Fear courses through her veins, turning her blood cold as she sprints into the forest. She is lucky and finds a path heading away from the house straight away. The adrenaline pumping through her body propels her forward, but the sight of the shotgun has put doubts in her mind. Her pursuers, armed with a deadly weapon, could well kill her if they catch her. Stupidly, she hadn’t even considered that they would be armed.
Tina forces herself to maintain a steady pace, despite the overwhelming fear that threatens to consume her. A few minutes in and the path splits, which one should she take? For all she knows they could loop around, and she would end up back at the house. She glances upwards to the sun, which she can see occasionally through gaps in the canopy; she can use this as her compass. She chooses the path she thinks leads in the right direction and heads off down it.
She hears male voices shouting in the woods behind her. Are they closing in on her? She has no idea and can’t afford to even think of that. She decides that it’s too early to try to find somewhere to hide, she needs to get more distance between herself and the house, so she carries on. Should she leave the path and make her way through the density of the woods? This would certainly reduce her chance of being discovered, but beyond the path, the vegetation is thick with brambles, going would be incredibly slow and she would rip herself to shreds. No, the path is the best option.
She continues running for ten to fifteen minutes. She needs to pace herself; she is getting exhausted. The voices behind her are getting quieter, she is outrunning them, she is getting away!  All of a sudden, she spots the tarmac of a hard road surface. She can just see portions of it through the tree trunks. She runs out onto the road and hears a car approaching. It’s a modern shiny red family hatchback, not a dirty farmer’s pick-up truck, so she instantly decides to risk it. This car can take her to safety. She stands in the middle of the road and waves it down. The sun reflects off its windshield, making it impossible to see the driver. It stops and the door opens.
Tina’s heart drops like a stone. It’s beardy weirdy and he’s pointing a gun straight at her. “Looks like you made the wrong choice of ride, bitch!” 
It’s over and she curses herself for her sheer stupidity.
Fifteen minutes later, she is delivered back to the farm. Beardy certainly knows how to tie knots. She is hogtied on the back seat of the car and her hands are already going numb from the tightness of the bondage. He has bound her elbows behind her back so tightly that they touch together and the hogtie forces her whole body into an arch as her feet are pulled nearly up to her elbows. She has never been tied up this tightly before; it hurts, and she can’t move at all.
 She has a large red ball gag stuffed in her mouth and she is crying profusely, tears flowing down her cheeks and a line of drool escaping from her lips. She looks up as the door is opened and Bob appears there. Beardy had phoned him as soon as he had got her securely bound and he and Timmy had made their way back to the farmhouse.
“You’ve just made a huge mistake, you fucking whore,” he spits at her angrily as he pulls her out of the car. He makes no effort to lift her as he pulls and she tumbles helplessly out of the door onto the dusty ground, banging her leg on the door sill as she passes. She lies there in agony, staring pleadingly up at him until she hears another engine close by. A huge tractor comes into view with a jib type hook on the front. This is lowered down over her and hooked around the rope that connects her feet to her elbows. The engine roars as she is hoisted up, leaving the ground completely. The arch of her body increases as she hangs there, painfully hogtied and suspended.
The hook doesn’t stop and keeps going upwards, way above their heads. She must now be at least twenty feet above the ground as she looks down at the men beneath her. Her assent stops and the engine of the tractor is killed as silence returns to the farmyard. Doris comes out of the house and looks up at her.
“That was a very silly thing to do Tina,” she says matter-of-factly. “ We’re going to have to make you suffer now, so you’re going to stay up there until we’ve had our dinner and we’ve all calmed down a bit. Maybe it’ll teach you a lesson.”
With that, they all disappear into the house, leaving Tina alone and terrified, dangling high above the ground. Her panic mounts as she looks down at the farmyard far below. Her entire body aches with the strain of her contorted position and she knows that if a rope snaps causing her to fall, she will die. 
She has just blown her only chance of escape. They will make sure that she is suitably restrained at all times after this, so it is highly unlikely that she’ll get another chance. Darkness is starting to fall, and she can see the lights glowing in the farmhouse. She hears the occasional muffled burst of laughter as they enjoy their dinner.
Eventually, floodlights come on and they are back. She is lowered slowly to the floor where she is carried into the stable. Bob is carrying new restraints and after she is untied, she’s fitted with them. Her leather collar is replaced with a chunky solid metal one and matching metal wrist and ankle manacles are locked in place. A solid chain runs from the new collar to her ankle manacles and her wrists are attached to this at her waist. The entire ensemble is attached by the other chain to the solid ring on the wall.
She is dumped onto her straw bed, which is still wet from this morning. They leave, the heavy wooden door locked behind them. She is helplessly chained and her jaw aches… they hadn’t bothered to remove her ball gag, so it looks like that will remain in all night. There is absolutely no chance of escape, and she wonders what tortures they have planned for her tomorrow.
 

Chapter 5.  FIRST OUTING
 
The next morning, she is awake as she hears her stable door being unlocked. This time, it’s Timmy who has come and he doesn’t have a bucket of cold water with him. He crouches down beside her and removes her gag.
“Hey,” he whispers softly “How are you feeling?”
Tina tries to reply but she can't get any words out. Her jaw aches from wearing the ball gag all night and she tries to get the muscles working. Her throat is sore and every muscle in her body is screaming. She shakes her head slightly to indicate that she hasn't slept well. He nods and gently lifts her to her feet.  Her chains rattle loudly as she struggles to balance.  Timmy grabs her arm to support her and her head swims as she staggers, almost falling.
He holds a bottle of water to her lips, and she drinks eagerly, the cool liquid, soothing her dry throat. “Thank you,” she manages to mutter.
“That was a really dumb move yesterday, you’ve managed to make your situation a whole lot worse.” He states the obvious, she already knows this, but there is a look of sympathy in his eyes.
“Please..,” she begs desperately, tears forming once again. “Please help me. I know you are a decent person; you are my only hope! If you help me to escape, I promise not to go to the police, you will never hear from me again.”
He stays silent for a while and looks at her. “Is he considering her request?” Tina silently pleads with her eyes, begging him to help her.  He turns away abruptly, seemingly deep in thought.  She can sense his reluctance, but she also sees compassion in his gaze.  Her breath quickens as she anticipates his response.
"I can’t do that,” Timmy finally says, his voice full of regret. “It’s gone too far now and I can’t change it.”
Tina’s heart drops as she listens, hoping against hope that he will reconsider.  She is desperate for his help, knowing that he is her last lifeline.  She wants to protest, beg him to change his mind, but she senses that arguing with him will only push him further away. 
“You don’t understand,” she says weakly, desperation creeping into her voice. "If you don't help me, I'm doomed. My life is being taken away from me… I can’t live as a slave!”
Timmy pauses, his eyes now have a harder expression. "Your life has already been taken away from you, Tina. There’s no going back. You are a slave now and you need to try to accept that. It’s the only way you’ll stay sane.”
His words hit her like a sledgehammer and all hope melts away.
 
The days turn into weeks and pass agonisingly slowly. Each morning, Tina wakes up to the same reality—chained, hopeless, and imprisoned. Her pony girl training continues relentlessly with hours each day in the ring, perfecting her walking, posture, and rules under the harsh control of Doris.  She is instructed on the various commands and bridle controls that she needs to follow instinctively in her role as a pony and now knows these all off my heart.
When she’s not being trained, she is confined to her stall and is being used. Bob is a regular visitor and he either fucks her or gets her to suck his cock. Doris has also started to use her sexually and she regularly joins Bob in his debauchery. She enjoys sitting on Tina’s face as her husband fucks her, getting her to lick her out as she struggles to breathe with the fat folds of Doris’s cunt wrapped around her face.
She also gets visits from some of the other farmers, who seem to have an endless appetite to take out their frustrations on her. Beardy Weirdy comes nearly every day and is obviously claiming his reward for recapturing her. He is always crude and cruel to her, and she dreads it when the door opens and it’s him there.
Today she has worn the boots for ten hours, they are starting to become an integral part of her feet and it feels almost strange when she is allowed to take them off.  They’re still far from comfortable, but Doris was right, her feet are adapting to them and the pain she suffers each time they are on is less and less. 
Her manacles and slave chains have become a permanent restraint, and she is only freed of these when the movements of her pony training necessitate this. Needless to say, her captors have been careful, and she hasn’t been presented with any further opportunity of escape.
She hasn’t seen much of Timmy since their conversation on the morning after her escape. She sees him about, but he seems to be avoiding her. She suspects that he’s told Bob about the conversation they had, and this is why he is absent from the stable when she is being fucked by one of the men. When she does spot him, walking past, or doing one of his jobs, he avoids eye contact. There are no more of the encouraging smiles and winks.
Twelve days have passed since her escape attempt.  She’s counted these each night and made a small mark with a stone on the concrete floor. She picks at the cold meal that is in front of her. It’s basically a plate of leftovers and is the only meal she receives each day, usually delivered just before she is finally locked away for the night.
When the meal is finished, she lays on her straw and closes her eyes.  Tomorrow is a big day; Doris has informed her that she will be fitted to the buggy for the first time.
The next morning comes, and she is led out of the stable into the courtyard. Her buggy stands there gleaming… it’s a two-wheel trap with a comfy looking padded seat on it and is painted in bright colours. The two wooden poles extending from it are what she will be strapped to. In her previous life, if she had spotted this with a horse pulling it, she would’ve thought how lovely it was, but right now she isn’t so sure.
She is led to a tack room where her outfit awaits. The boots are first, and she puts these on easily, standing awaiting for the rest. Doris wraps the corset around her waist and does up the clasps before starting to pull at the laces at the back. Her waist is pulled in harshly to the point that even breathing becomes difficult. The leather straps are then wound around her tits and tightened, forcing them into two stiff cones, that protrude before her. Her nipples on the end of these strange cone tits stick out obscenely.  
She had thought this would be it for her breasts, but Doris has other ideas.  She produces two clamps fitted with bells and one is clamped swiftly to each nipple. A wave of pain goes through her, and she instinctively jerks away, but the clamps remain firmly attached and the movement causes the bells to tinkle.
Next is her head harness. She opens her mouth obediently to take the metal bit, and the harness is strapped up tightly until it feels like it is part of her. Her head is held solidly, she can’t move it up, down or sideways. The blinkers are adjusted, and a large white feather plume is attached to the top of the harness which sticks up around two feet into the air.
Doris stands her in front of a full-length mirror, and she takes in the whole effect for the first time. She has to admit that she looks stunning. Her already long legs are accentuated even more by the boots and her pulled in waist looks thinner than she thought possible. Her tits seem enormous, and she sees the bells clamped to her nipples, so she wiggles to make them chime.  The bloody head harness even looks sexy with the metal bit between her teeth and leather straps encasing her head, topped off by the large feather reaching skywards.
To her amazement, her cunt moistens and there is a delicious warm feeling down there as she stares at her reflection. She hadn’t been expecting this as she is seriously turned on and lets out a little moan past the bit held in her mouth. This is something different, something new and she feels excitement mixed with fear coursing through her. 
Yes, it’s a new level of humiliation and degradation but this just contributes to the totally sexual thoughts rushing through her brain. Her body feels hot and flushed and her pussy begins to throb uncontrollably. This feels wrong and she wants to fight it, to refuse this perversion, but she can't resist the overwhelming feelings building inside her. 
“Get over here,” orders Doris, breaking her train of thought. Tina complies, shuffling nervously out of the tack room, her bells jingling happily with every step as she follows Doris to the buggy. It’s time for her to be strapped in place and Bob is there waiting. She moves to stand obediently between the poles as they are raised and locked onto the D rings at the base of her corset. Her already cuffed hands are clipped by a short length of chain to the same poles giving her just enough freedom to grasp the handles at the front. 
Lastly, Doris expertly fastens the reins to each end of her metal bit gag, and then they are led back to the seat on the buggy. The sensation of being tethered to the buggy sends shivers down her spine. She somehow feels helpless, vulnerable, exposed, degraded, and aroused all at the same time but there is another altogether different feeling too; a feeling of empowerment and determination, which takes her completely by surprise.
No matter how humiliating and degrading this experience may be, there is a big part of her that craves it, embraces it, and accepts it without reservation.  She has crossed a line that cannot be uncrossed, and she knows that nothing will ever be the same again.
Doris and Bob step back, admiring their handiwork. It’s an impressive sight. Their new pony girl looks magnificent and is ready for her first outing. Doris steps up into the buggy and takes her seat as Bob hands her a whip. Bob stands back and snaps a photo for prosperity.
Doris flicks the whip, causing it to crack a few inches behind Tina’s head and flicks the reins. “Walk on,” she orders.
Tina hesitates, trying to adjust to the strange sensations running through her body.  The bit gag is digging into her lips, the tight corset squeezes her waist and pulls her breasts up, the weight distribution of the hoof boots feels different now she is strapped to the buggy, the bell clamps tug at her sensitive nipples, the blinkers obscure her vision making her feel disoriented.  There are so many conflicting feelings going on, she’s finding it difficult to process them.
Her mind is instantly focused though by another flick of the whip, this one landing firmly on her left shoulder. She yelps in surprise and submits to Doris's command, leaning forward and pulling to take her first tentative steps.
Each movement is awkward and unfamiliar, but the whip keeps her alert and compliant. Her heart races wildly as she walks, raising her knees high with each step. Tina focuses on maintaining her balance, staring intently straight ahead, which is after all the only place she can stare. There is a wall coming up and she will need to turn but she awaits Doris‘s signal, which comes when her bit gag is jerked to the left.
She responds immediately, swerving sharply, barely missing the obstacle.  Her heart thumps wildly as they exit the courtyard and head towards the circuit. Tina has been made to walk and run this several times in the last week. It is a giant oval, but with straight sides - a bit like a running track but much larger, this one is around half a mile long and its surface is smooth, compacted dirt.
As they enter the straight, the whip cracks again and her reins jiggle. “Trot!” comes the command from behind her.
Tina ups her pace and as she trots along, her bells jingle rhythmically, swinging from side to side and causing a quite delicious feeling in her nipples. “This is actually fun,” she thinks. The buggy is heavier than she thought it would be, especially with the sturdy Doris installed in it and beads of sweat quickly form on her forehead. The corner is fast approaching, but once again, she disciplines herself not to take action until signalled. Sure enough, this comes at just the right time, and she is steered around the corner until she faces the next straight.
The whip cracks again and she picks up speed, increasing from a trot to a canter.  This is much harder work, but she relishes the challenge.  The wind whistles past her ears and she revels in the power of propelling the buggy forwards.  With every stride, she sinks deeper into her submissive mindset, embracing her new role as a pony girl.
The sun blazes overhead, casting its glare onto the dusty trail.  The heat is relentless, baking both Tina and the earth beneath her. She is now sweating profusely which is trickling down her neck and pooling on her collarbone, but the constant crack of the whip reminds her to continue. The sensation of the whip caressing her skin is both painful and exhilarating, sending waves of pleasure through her body.
Thankfully, Doris chooses not to attempt a gallop on their first outing, and they continue the canter until they have completed two laps. By this stage, Tina is exhausted and soaked in sweat. She is happy when her reins are pulled back, and a “Whoa” command comes from Doris.
The buggy is now at a standstill and Tina awaits her next orders as she stands obediently still strapped in place. To her amazement, she has loved the whole experience, but hopes that Doris won’t choose to do another lap as she is knackered, and her legs are now starting to shake visibly. Thankfully, Doris clicks her on to walk back to the courtyard where she is unfastened and then sprayed off with refreshingly cold water by Bob using a garden hose. Her corset and head harness are removed, and she is led back to her stable for a well-deserved rest.
Bob and Doris are pleased with her, and to her surprise they make this known, telling her how well she has done and how far she has come on since her training started. They tell her that she has the afternoon off to relax and that she will join them for dinner tonight as her reward for doing so well. This is a surprise as she has never been allowed to eat with them before.
Ten minutes after they have left her locked in her stable, she hears the lock turning once again. She wonders if it is one of the farmers come to use her. She’s still feeling incredibly horny after this morning’s experience and would really like to be fucked right now but sincerely hopes that it’s not Beardy Weirdy who will appear at the door. 
It isn’t and as the door opens, she sees Timmy standing there sheepishly. He seems nervous, perhaps unsure whether she holds any grudges or maybe he’s feeling guilty that he’s been ignoring her, but she smiles warmly and welcomes him in.
"Look,” he starts, looking at her earnestly, "I’ve been feeling really bad about last week ….”
“Stop talking!” She interrupts him authoritatively, with a big grin on her face. She then continues in a much more submissive and flirtatious tone. “Please will you tie me up and fuck me, pretty please Sir?” she begs.
"What?" Timmy asks, surprised. "Are you serious?"
"Yes, perfectly serious Sir,” Tina replies confidently. "I want you to tie me up and fuck me hard..., please Sir?"
Timmy hesitates, looking at her suspiciously. "Why would you want that?"
Struggling to find the words, Tina stammers, "I... I guess I enjoy the idea of being dominated... and... and...”
“You’re horny as fuck from being used as a pony this morning.” Timmy finishes her sentence for her.
“Yes Sir, I am,” she admits honestly, as they both burst into laughter.
Timmy needs no further encouragement, he briefly disappears and comes back, carrying three coils of rope and a ball gag. The sight of them sends sheer thrills pulsing through her cunt. He has one further question. “Pony boots on or off?” he asks.
“Well, Sir, I rather think that an obedient little pony girl needs her hooves on when she’s fucked, wouldn’t you agree?” she says cheekily.
He starts by binding her booted ankles together, securing them tightly with the rope. He then picks her up and places her on her knees in front of the bale of straw and continues by binding her wrists and elbows tightly behind her. She moans seductively as her freedom is taken away from her.
"Sir, I have one final request, then you can gag me if you wish.” She moans, she is so excited she can hardly contain herself. “I… I want you to spank me Sir…hard.…. and I want you to fuck me afterwards, your choice if its cunt or arse. Please Sir.”
Timmy's eyes widen in disbelief, but he can see the genuine lust in her eyes. He doesn’t say another word as the large ball gag is rammed into her mouth and buckled tight. He then pushes her forward so that her tits press into the straw bale and her arse is nicely presented.
Timmy raises his hand, his palm striking her arse cheek with a loud smack. Tina cries out into the gag, squirming as each strike lands. The sound of flesh meeting flesh echoes loudly in the empty stable, adding to the intensity of the moment. With each strike, Tina's lust grows stronger, fuelling her desires for more punishment. Timmy continues the process relentlessly, alternating between her cheeks, reddening them more with each impact. His arm swings faster, more brutally, as he loses himself in the task until he’s hitting her as hard as he can. 
Finally, he stops – her arse is a burning hot glowing red mass of loveliness.
Her pussy is dripping wet, and he fingers her. She’s soaking and she whines into the gag, desperate for his cock, but he teases her.  He fingers her for a couple of minutes caressing her G spot before stopping suddenly. She tries to look back at him in her disappointment but can't because he’s grabbed her hair and is holding her head firmly. He keeps her held like this for a full two minutes as he watches her passionately grinding her crotch into the straw bale and moaning loudly.
He’s teased her enough and knows that she is desperate for release. “You may cum when you wish, slut, but I’m not going to stop fucking you until you’ve cum twice,” he says as he violently plunges his full length into her waiting cunt. She screams loudly into the gag, a scream not of distress, but of complete pleasure. He’s hardly started fucking her hard when she cums the first time, erupting around his cock and squeezing it tightly with her pulsating muscles. It nearly drives him over the edge too and he quickly withdrawals to stop himself from cumming.
He thrusts his finger deep into her arse and uses this to stimulate her G spot once again.  He keeps this up for a minute or so and then removes his finger and replaces it with his cock.  She cries out in ecstasy, feeling the familiar pressure build within her.  He grabs her hips and thrusts into her forcefully, savouring the sounds of her pleasured grunts and whimpers.  She gasps and pants, her body shaking with intense multiple orgasms as he pounds away mercilessly.  He knows that she wants him to let loose, to go hard and rough, so he gives her what she desires.
His strokes grow quicker, deeper, and harder, his pelvis slamming against hers with renewed vigour. He’s not sure how many times she’s cum so far, but it’s definitely more than twice. Her next orgasm is building, growing stronger with each thrust. He rams two fingers up her cunt, feeling his own dick in her arse. He feels the tightening grip of her vagina, and he knows that she's close.  The tension builds as their bodies collide.
“Cum now slut!” he shouts as he nears his orgasm. She’s ready, and as he pumps his cum deep into her arse, she explodes in yet another intense orgasm.
 
Five minutes later, she is untied, and they are laying together cuddling on the bed of straw. “That was fucking intense, thank you Sir,” she whispers in his ear.
“How many times did you cum, slut?” he asks.
“Honestly, I have absolutely no idea Sir, did I only have permission for two? If so, I probably need to be punished,” she jokes as she closes her eyes and snuggles into his chest.
 

Chapter 6.  A POTENTIAL BUYER
 
Timmy leaves about an hour later. Before he goes, Tina makes him promise not to be distant. In return, she promises not to hassle him to help her escape. She has learned a lot this past week or so, and after he leaves, she sits and thinks about her day.
There is no doubt that she enjoyed this morning, she wasn’t expecting to, but she did. And this afternoon was amazing. She has now begged Timmy to fuck her two times, once in the woods and once today. Before that, she had never begged anyone to fuck her in her whole life, but there was something about this guy and undoubtedly also her situation, that brought her submissive side out to the full. 
But surprisingly, today has only strengthened her resolve to break free from the clutches of her captors.  Despite her newfound connection with Timmy, she knows that her ultimate goal remains unchanged - escape.
As the evening approaches, her door unlocks again. This time it’s Doris and she is carrying the clothes that Tina arrived in, which have been carefully washed and look like new again. Apparently, she is allowed to wear clothing for her dinner invitation tonight. Her black stilettos are there too, and she is given permission to remove her hoof boots. Doris removes her ankle and wrist manacles and promises to return in half an hour to collect her.
It seems that when she pleases them, she gets rewards, and these rewards could include more trust and freedom. More freedom would give her additional chances to escape, but she knows if she gets it wrong a second time, she will have blown it forever, she may not even survive it. The next time she has to succeed.
When Doris arrives to collect her, she’s dressed and ready. She hasn’t been provided any make-up, but she’s tried to get her hair to look as nice as possible using her hands as a make do hairbrush. Her hopes of a potential escape tonight take a severe setback as Doris locks on a canvas collar just above her metal one. It’s explained that this is a shock collar operated from a remote control. If triggered, it acts basically as a taser, completely immobilising her. In addition to this, her stilettos are locked on using ankle straps that go underneath the heels and are locked into place with padlocks making them impossible for her to remove. She’s not going to be able to run anywhere.
Doris heads off back towards the house expecting Tina to follow, which of course she does. They arrive at the kitchen and are greeted by Bob and Timmy who both look well-scrubbed and presentable. They sit down and wonderful smells drift over from the stove. Tina’s tummy rumbles, she hasn’t had a hot meal since she got here. It’s bizarre to be sitting around a table with the others, chatting casually and drinking wine as if they were friends at a normal dinner party. Tina doesn’t normally drink alcohol, but on this occasion, she needs some courage, so is going to make an exception. The events of the last few weeks could turn anyone into an alcoholic.
She has heard from Doris that there is a potential buyer arriving in three weeks, and that she must be ready to demonstrate to him everything they have taught her. Doris serves up a delicious homemade lasagne and as they eat Tina tries to find out more about this mysterious man who may want to buy her.
It turns out that he's an affluent rancher from Texas, with considerable experience in BDSM and pony play.  His tastes apparently lean towards the extreme, and he is seeking a trained pony girl to add to his collection. 
“Collection?” says Tina aghast but managing to feign a genuine interest. “How on earth in this day and age can someone own a collection of people?” she thinks but doesn’t vocalise. She can't help but shiver at the thought of being sold to someone like that and wonders where he keeps this ‘collection’. Is it a grand mansion filled with elaborate torture devices, or a grimy basement with chains hanging from the ceiling?  Either way, the prospect of becoming a permanent resident of such a place fills her with dread.  But she knows better than to voice her scorn aloud.  Her fate rests entirely in the hands of these three unpredictable individuals and she needs to tread cautiously.
“Apparently, he has five at the moment, so you will be the sixth, I am told he looks after them well,” Bob informs her casually, talking as if she is a classic car rather than a human being, but she keeps her composure despite the shock.
“That’s amazing!” she responds in a cheerful, enthusiastic voice trying to cover her true feelings and stay positive. She needs to try and learn more so decides to continue with the questions.
“What sort of things does he like to do with them?” she enquires innocently.
“Well,” Bob begins, “he’s big into competitions and races, His main girl used to be a professional runner before she was taken. She wins all the time in the events. He needs you because he’s just bought a new carriage. It’s massive and is similar to a stagecoach, so he needs six girls to pull it.”
“Right, so I’ll be part of a team. That sounds fun,” she says brightly.
“Oh my dear, you don’t know the half of it,” Timmy chirps in with a serious look in his eyes. This sounds very ominous, and Tina waits for him to expand on it but Bob gives Timmy a disapproving look and deliberately changes the subject. She’ll quiz Timmy next time she sees him.
Dinner continues, the conversation flows, and Tina can’t help but feel slightly aroused as Timmy touches her arm gently every so often. As they finish eating, Bob clears his throat and addresses Tina directly.
“So Tina, you know why you’re here, and you know our plans for you. But I need to hear these words from your lips. What is your understanding of the expectations placed upon you when you’re sold?” Bob asks sternly.
Tina swallows nervously, she has no idea where this line of conversation is going or what she is expected to say. "Uh… I understand that I'm expected to perform as a pony girl to the best of my abilities…,” she manages to utter.
The look in Doris’s eyes tells her that there’s something more. "Yes, and we’re really pleased with your progress on that but it's not the only thing we expect from you.” She pauses dramatically, allowing her words to sink in. "Our clientele have certain requirements and those include... entertainment.”
"Entertainment?” Tina echoes warily. She now knows where this is going and what Timmy was trying to warn her of but wants to maintain an air of innocence.
Bob nods, his gaze steady. "You'll be expected to engage in sexual acts... willingly and enthusiastically. The client is expecting you to be fully trained in this, and if you are not, the consequences could be dire.” Timmy smiles at her over the table, he knows that she is capable of willing and enthusiastic sex!
She hadn't anticipated this aspect of her new role as a pony girl though. She’d expected that she would be used sexually, just as she is here, but this was different. Here it was forced on her, this guy in Texas had clearly been told that he was purchasing not only a highly trained pony girl, but also a rampant nymphomaniac sex slave, who will enthusiastically fuck anything that he tells her to! These people are truly delusional.
She had to admit that in a way, she was beginning to enjoy the idea of being a dirty little whore. Maybe she wanted to be a slut? Could she admit that to herself? She looked at Timmy who was staring right at her. She knew exactly what he was thinking. In fact, she was thinking it too.
"Of course,” she says calmly, raising her chin defiantly. "I won't disappoint you or your client, Sir,” she lies blatantly.
"Good girl, you have a fiery spirit,” Bob commends, pouring her another glass of wine. Her last comment seems to have satisfied him. "But remember, you're here to serve. To obey.”
"I understand Sir," Tina replies softly, accepting the drink with a trembling hand. She gulps down the wine, feeling it warm her insides and somehow giving her strength. The evening was winding down. It had been useful but had only served to increase her determination to get away from this mad place. She knows that her best chance of achieving this is to be seen to cooperate fully.
The next morning, she is collected from her stall by Doris. She is naked once again and is ordered to put on her pony boots.  Doris leads her back to the kitchen where Bob and Timmy are sitting having a coffee and she is thankful for the steaming mug that Doris places in front of her. She feels a little thick-headed, she’d had too much wine last night. 
“Good morning Sirs,” she says attempting to get into the role of the subservient slave straightaway. They smile and acknowledge her greeting. It is explained that her pony training will continue later but first it seems they want to test the sexual training that they had talked about last night. Bob stands up and pulls Tina up from her chair, so they are facing each other. She is considerably taller than him wearing these boots.
Doris’s next comment surprises her. “Right, now for a bit of role-play. My husband will play the part of an important friend of your new owner. You have been instructed to look after his friend, to seduce him and do anything that he pleases. Over to you, Tina let the play commence.”
“What the fuck?” thinks Tina. She hesitates for a moment, then nods reluctantly. This wasn’t how she imagined her day unfurling, but she knows she needs to put on a convincing performance. She steps closer to Bob, letting her gaze linger on his weathered face and muscular physique. She notices a glint of mischief in his eyes, he is clearly going to enjoy this particular training session.
"Uhm, hello,” she manages to murmur, her voice barely audible. She screams in surprise as the riding crop that Doris produces out of nowhere, lands firmly on her left buttock. “Uhm, hello is not a suitable greeting, try again,” she barks.
“Good morning Sir, how may I be of service to you today? I am here for your pleasure. Sir,” she whispers seductively, casting a sultry glance at Bob. He smirks, running his fingers over her cheek.
“That’s better,” says Doris.
"Well, young lady,” Bob drawls, a devilish sparkle in his eyes, "you certainly know how to welcome a guest. Let me show you how much I appreciate your hospitality.” He grasps her shoulders tightly, pulling her close. "These tits are so firm,” he murmurs, squeezing them roughly and cruelly pinching a nipple.
Tina suppresses the indignant shriek she wants to give and continues with the role-play. “Thank you, Sir, how do you wish to use my breasts today, Sir?” she purrs, playing along with the game.  Bob chuckles darkly.
"Hmmm… I will think about that, as you are seducing me with your hands and mouth,” he growls, his voice deepening with lust.
Tina obeys without hesitation, reaching out to caress his cheeks as her lips meet his.  Her tongue probes his mouth, and he responds as she starts to kiss him, passionately, deeply… desperately.  Bob runs his hands over her body, exploring her curves and hollows, squeezing her arse and tweaking her nipples.  His erection presses against her, reminding her of the task ahead.  Tina's heart thumps wildly, yet she manages to coax a groan from his lips as she reaches down to unbuckle his belt.
“Would you like me to suck your cock while you are considering what to do with my tits, Sir?” she asks seductively.
The temptation of this is too much for Bob, she knew it would be. She had almost hoped for a bit of imagination from him, but he did like his blowjobs.
“Yes, on your knees slut,” is his predictable reply. As she kneels, she manages a furtive glance at Timmy who smiles back at her and winks. This small gesture provides a boost of confidence, and she continues by unbuttoning his trousers and tugging these down, revealing his erect cock. Tina feels a rush of apprehension mingle with her excitement. She clings onto the hope that this may be her opportunity to manipulate her captors to enable her escape.
"Suck it, bitch,” Bob commands roughly, grabbing her silky hair and forcing her head inwards, her open mouth enveloping his engorged penis. Tina eagerly takes him in, savouring the taste and heat of his arousal. She licks, sucks, and strokes, maintaining eye contact with her tormentor. She can see the raw satisfaction on his face, and it fuels her determination to escape.  As she works, she senses Timmy watching intently from beside her.
"God, you're good at this,” Bob moans, thrusting deeper into her mouth. "I might just reconsider selling you.” He grips her head tighter, his movements growing more urgent. Tina sucks harder, determined to bring him to orgasm as quickly as she can, in order to bring this silly role-play to a close. She increases her pace, swirling her tongue around his shaft and swallowing him down to the hilt.
Bob takes advantage of this, pulling her head in forcefully, his cock now buried deep in her throat, cutting off her air supply. Tina starts to panic, but he holds her firm for what seems like minutes. "Fuck, yes,” Bob groans, his grip tightening on her hair. He's so close to finishing and this bitch, her body wiggling with panic, but her mouth firmly wrapped around his cock, can’t breathe. The sense of pure power overtakes him, and he comes hard, straight down her throat.  As he releases her head, she takes a huge gulp of air as she withdraws. 
“ Thank you, Sir,”she gasps out between ragged breaths.
She looks up at Bob and sees the pride swelling within him. He is proud of himself for having face fucked this beautiful girl, controlling her breath and making her submit to his desires. He pats her lovingly on the head and dismisses her to the floor.  She crawls backwards and hugs her legs, looking up at him with a fake expression of adoration. 
 Doris smiles approvingly, and she can see Timmy nodding from the corner of her eye. Thankfully, this role-play session of sexual training is now considered finished, and Bob isn’t given the opportunity to reveal any fiendish plans for her tits. Tina breathes a sigh of relief and although she feels drained and violated, she feels she has gained something here in her quest for her primary objective - escape.
The day’s training continues back at the circuit. Doris goes with her and sits on a deck chair in the middle of the circuit as Tina is instructed to do three laps at a fast canter. This would be an ideal opportunity to escape, except Doris has foreseen this and Tina is once again fitted with the shock collar and her wrists are cuffed to her waist in a similar position they would be if she was pulling the buggy. Wearing these boots, the task assigned to her basically assimilates a mile and a half of running on stilts, but she is getting the hang of the boots now and accomplishes it quite easily.
With each stride, she can feel the rhythmic pounding of her heart matching the cadence of her hooves on the dirt track.  It’s strangely exhilarating. Perhaps it's the thrill of being controlled or the adrenaline pumping through her veins, but she finds herself craving more challenges. She’s certainly getting fitter than she has been for years.
At the end of the third lap, Tina stops and drops to her knees, breathing heavily. Doris calls out instructions to rest briefly, then begin the slow trotting exercise.  "Trot for ten minutes, then you will have earned a proper rest,” she says, adjusting her sunhat. 
 As Tina jogs, her heart rate rises steadily, and she focuses solely on maintaining balance. As the ten minutes comes to an end, she’s nearly done another two laps. She's amazed at what she's become capable of doing under duress.
After, she is hosed off again and as Doris is leading her back to her stable, they pass Timmy, who is fixing a fence. He smiles and says he will come to visit her later. Doris tells her that she has another session with the buggy tomorrow, so it will be best for her to get some rest this afternoon.
Tina gratefully accepts this and spends the afternoon lying down in her stall, catching up on sleep and reflecting on her situation. She can’t shake the feeling that she is trapped with no way out. They are simply not giving her any opportunity of escape at the moment, but determination still lingers in her mind.
In the early evening, Tina hears footsteps approaching her stall. She recognises Timmy's distinctive stride and immediately perceives the warmth in his presence. The door opens and he walks in, carrying a tray of food and a bottle of water. He sets the tray down and locks the door behind him.
The aroma of freshly cooked food wafts up, causing Tina's stomach to rumble loudly. This is her second hot meal; things are looking up. She's surprised by the care and attention they’re now taking to make sure she has nourishment and is sure this is prompted by the potential buyer arriving soon. They need her to be on top form and fully fit.
"Thanks," she mutters awkwardly, taking a slice of the delicious looking pork chop on the plate.
He stares at her, his hands placed on his hips. “I’m sorry, I don't think I heard you correctly… Did you mean to say, ‘Thank you, Sir, for bringing me such a delicious meal,’ slut?” he says raising an eyebrow.
She’s not sure if he’s being serious or not but she knows that she can handle whatever he throws at her. A little humiliation isn’t going to break her, even if it’s Timmy who was doling it out.
“Thank you, Sir, for bringing me such a delicious meal, slut,” she responds cheekily, smiling sweetly at him.  He grins back at her, his blue eyes sparkling with amusement. All of a sudden, he’s on top of her, pinning her hands to the ground. She wriggles about trying to break free, but he’s way too strong for her. There’s something so exciting about struggling against him when she knows she’s ultimately going to lose.
His head lowers, and she thinks he’s about to kiss her, but instead his lips move to her ear.  “Don’t imagine for one second that I don’t know what you’re up to, slut. I know full well that you’re trying to ingratiate yourself with Bob and Doris, and probably me too, so you can get an opportunity to escape. I would strongly advise against this; you’re going to get yourself seriously hurt…or worse,” he whispers into her ear.
Tina's heart leaps as his words sink in. He is more astute than she’s given him credit for, or perhaps she is more transparent; it didn’t really matter, but the fact was, he has sussed her and was giving her a warning. She decides to deny this.
“I don’t know what you’re talking about!  All I’m trying to do is accept my situation!” she pleads. 
A hard slap on her cheek sends her head rolling and tears spilling out of her eyes.
“DO NOT fucking lie to me!” he shouts angrily.
She gasps in pain, her whole body convulsing. Timmy lets go of her arms, leaving her panting and sobbing helplessly on the cold floor as he stands. 
"Listen up," he snarls, leaning against the wall with crossed arms. "Don't underestimate us. We've been doing this for years now, you’re our twelfth and the thirteenth will be along as soon as you’re sold. You've got guts, I'll give you that, most have given up on any thoughts of escape way before this stage but you're in a whole different league here, you’re in way above your head."
She winces at the sting on her cheek, trying to regain composure.
"I’ve already promised you that if I were planning to escape, I wouldn't involve you. After all, you're my friend, aren't you?" she says, fighting off her desperation.
Timmy shrugs nonchalantly, his tone shifting abruptly. "Yeah, maybe we are friends, maybe that’s why I felt the need to warn you. I’ve never felt this close to any of the others," he admits quietly. "But I promise you this, if you do ever try to cross us, I will be the one to catch you and if you’re still alive I will make damn sure you regret it. Believe me, your best move is to accept your fate, that will keep you alive. I can guarantee that you will not be returning to your old life, so you need to forget it and put it behind you."
Tina gazes up at him, a mixture of fear, regret and admiration swirling inside her gut as tears flow down her cheeks. With a heavy heart, she acknowledges the truth in his words. She will die if she tries to escape again. The chances of her succeeding are virtually zero, and she is literally risking her life on an outside shot. In an instant, her plans have changed. She’ll get to this bloody ranch in Texas and then make new plans.
"You’re right, I’m so sorry Sir! I promise you that I won’t try to escape again,” she blubs out miserably.
“I sincerely hope that you mean that,” are his final words as the door shuts behind him.
 

Chapter 7.  INSPECTED
 
Three weeks have gone by since the warning from Timmy. Tina has changed in these three weeks, she has given up on the hope of escaping, at least from this place, and has concentrated her efforts into preparing herself for the visit from Mr Stevenson, who is due to arrive tomorrow. She hasn’t totally given up on escaping, just decided to delay this until she gets to her new home, although she doesn’t tell Timmy this.
Instead, she focuses on perfecting her pony skills and learning everything she can about her new role as a sex slave.  She observes Bob and Doris closely, picking up on their quirks and preferences, trying to anticipate their demands.  By showing obedience and eagerness to please, she earns their trust and extra privileges.
During this time, Tina is able to establish a unique bond with Timmy. He visits her stall virtually every night. Sometimes they just sit and chat, and other times they are having the most incredible sex she has ever experienced which pretty much always involves her either being bound or degraded and humiliated in one way or another.
They've established a strange relationship built on mutual respect and understanding.  Despite her circumstances, Tina begins to realise that he truly cares for her as a person, rather than merely as a victim.  Their conversations often delve into topics that she never thought she'd discuss with him, including their hopes, dreams and personal experiences.
She has tried to persuade him that he should buy her rather than Mr Stevenson, but he always dismisses this saying that on his wages he couldn’t possibly afford it. He’s told her that her asking price is $240,000 which amazes her but is no doubt a drop in the bucket for Mr Stevenson.
Her training has been intense and seven days a week. She’s honed her skills to perfection, becoming a highly proficient pony girl. She has been on a high protein diet and her stamina has greatly improved, allowing her to complete extended runs without breaking a sweat. For the last week she has worn the hoof boots 24/7 and now they only ever come off for washing and showers. They are an integral part of her feet, and she almost feels uncomfortable without them.
She has been harnessed up to the buggy virtually every day for the last two weeks and has pulled it for hundreds of miles. Usually with Doris in control, but recently Bob and Timmy have been taking turns too. She loves it when Timmy drives her, and they usually end up doing kinky things on her straw bed the second they get back.
Her training as a sex slave has been progressing hand-in-hand with the pony girl training. At least one of the farmers arrives daily and the dynamic has changed as no longer are they taking her against her will, instead she welcomes them warmly and willingly lets them do whatever they want to her. She’s been fucked in every hole more times in the last month then she has been in her entire life before, and she’s growing addicted to it.  Her ability to perform oral sex and to cum on command has reached unparalleled levels too.  She’s also learned to endure increasingly painful punishments.
She’s grown very accustomed to bondage too. She always loved to be tied up but for the last six weeks, she’s been in some form of restraint virtually all the time and as with the boots it now feels almost strange on the rare occasions when she is unfettered.
All in all, she feels stronger, faster, and more confident than ever before. This transformation has not only captivated Timmy but also Bob and Doris, who have begun to treat her differently. They speak to her more kindly, occasionally indulging her requests or suggestions.
The day finally comes when Mr. Stevenson is scheduled to arrive. It’s going to be a big day.  A truck arrived yesterday from Texas with a pony buggy on board and there is going to be a race. Her opponent is to be one of Mr Stevenson’s other girls. She asked in dismay whether it would be the professional runner and has been assured that it will not.
The tension mounts as everyone prepares for the big event. “Tina," Bob calls out, his voice echoing through the barn. "Mr Stevenson will be arriving shortly, it’s time to get you ready.”
 By the time the expensive limousine pulls into the farmyard, she is all tacked up and ready to go. She stands as the perfect pony girl on the concrete outside of her stable, a short chain leading from her bridle to a ring on the stable wall.
Mr Stevenson is the first to get out of the car, a tall distinguished looking man probably in his mid-fifties, with greying hair. He is dressed smartly in a tailor-made suit and tie.
He is followed by a gorgeous woman who is at least twenty-five years his younger.  She has long flowing blonde hair, piercing blue eyes and wears a short skin-tight dress that leaves nothing to the imagination, showing off her long legs and ample boobs to the full. Tina surmises that she must be the trophy wife and she wonders if she too is used as a pony girl. She certainly looks fit enough.
Lastly, an athletic looking girl gets out who is naked other than her hoof boots. This is obviously the opposition. Mrs Stevenson pulls her along on a leash behind her, as the three of them walk up to Farmer Bob and say their helloes. It’s clear, they know each other quite well and Tina wonders if Bob has supplied any of his other pony girls.
The conversation flows freely, and Bob is proudly introducing Tina to them, explaining that she is the newest addition to their stable.  Mr Stevenson examines her thoroughly, touching her hair, neck, and assessing her overall fitness.  Tina can sense he likes what he sees.  She makes a point of displaying her obedience and submissiveness by standing perfectly still and holding her head low. Mrs Stevenson notices this and smiles approvingly.
"She's very impressive, Bob, but let's see how she performs before we make any decisions.” says Mr Stevenson.
Bob motions to Doris, who takes the other girl from Mrs Stevenson and leads her into the tack room to get her ready. The rest disappear into the house for a pre-race drink. A short while later, the other pony is led out fully tacked up and clipped to a ring that is a short distance from Tina. “This is Sara, Tina. She is going to be your opponent for the race,” Doris announces. Tina has been briefed that ponies do not talk to each other, so stays silent, not that they could say much anyway with these metal bits in their mouths.
She can hear the nervous whinnying of Sara, and this intrigues her. Tina hasn’t been told that she needs to sound like a pony and has never tried to make whinnying noises. She wonders if this is one of Mr Stevenson‘s requirements or just something that Sara likes doing.
Tina looks her up and down.  In many ways her pony outfit is very similar to Tina’s, but there’s one big difference.  She has a long black tail, which is obviously held in place by a butt plug and the tail swishes from side to side as she moves. As with the whinnying, nobody has mentioned butt plug tails to Tina yet.  She assumes this is a requirement of Mr Stevenson but hopes that she won’t have to wear one for the race that’s coming today.
Soon, they are both standing on the starting line of the circuit suitably attached to their relative buggies. Doris is driving Tina and Mr Stevenson is driving Sara and they are both on their seats and ready to go. Sara is whinnying like crazy and stamping one of her feet into the dirt ground. “This one obviously loves attention,” thinks Tina who is nervous as hell anyway and the racket coming from next door certainly isn’t helping. At least she hasn’t been fitted with a butt plug tail.
Bob is in charge of the starting pistol, and he makes the pre-race announcement. “Welcome to everybody, today’s race is a three mile, six lap race, normal rules apply. May the best pony win!” He points the pistol in the air. ” 3…. 2…. 1…..” BANG!
They’re off, and Tina jolts forward immediately, straining her legs and leaning forward to get the fastest possible start. They're side by side, galloping neck and neck along the straight. At least Tina thinks they are as she can only see in front of her, but she can hear the other girl to her left. They had drawn straws for track position and Mr Stevenson had won this, so Sara was on the inside line for the corner, an advantageous position.
As the corner approaches, Sara appears in her vision to her left. Damn! This means that she is behind; she had been hoping to get to the corner first. Sara veers slightly into her space as the bend looms in front of them and Tina senses this and swerves to avoid contact, losing precious momentum. She grunts loudly, straining harder, but Sara pushes into the lead.
"Come on, girlie, don't let me down,” Farmer Bob mutters under his breath, as he watches the unfolding spectacle. Doris keeps her focus on the path ahead, gripping the reins tightly.  "Stay strong, girl,” she shouts firmly, encouraging her, though Tina detects a hint of concern beneath her steely exterior. Tina pushes harder, her mistake at the first corner means she is now about ten feet behind Mr Stevenson‘s buggy but the gap is slowly closing.
It’s a strange sight. This is her first time racing against someone else and the vision of the buggy in front of her, kicking up the dusty surface of the track with Mr Stevenson waving his whip and shouting encouragement to his pony, increases her determination. The air is filled with the sound of bells jingling merrily and hooves hitting the ground. She strains every muscle in her body as she pulls the heavy buggy, grunting deeply as she digs deep within herself, desperate to catch up. 
 "C'mon, Tina, show 'em what you're made of!" Farmer Bob cheers from the sidelines as they pass him. Timmy is standing there with him and also shouting encouragement.  As the buggies exit the third corner, she is right behind Mr Stevenson‘s buggy and Doris decides this is the time to make a move. “GO NOW!” she shouts as the whip lands repeatedly on Tina’s shoulders. The pain of this drives her on even more and she accelerates, pulling alongside Sara again.
They’re racing down the straight, but unfortunately Sara still has the inner line and uses this to regain her lead as they take the next corner at full speed. But she makes a mistake as they exit the corner and goes wide, leaving a gap. Doris immediately spots this and steers Tina slightly to the left, coaxing her on by shouting and whipping madly. Some strokes crack loudly in the air just behind her head and others make contact with her shoulders, the pain focusing her concentration and increasing her determination.
She pushes forward with all her might and rapidly fills the gap as Sara disappears from her view. There is just the empty track in front of her now and the sight of this pushes her on even more.  She enters the corner with the precious inside line and speeds around it. She has taken the lead!
With a surge of pure adrenaline, Tina feels a rush of excitement coursing through her veins. The ringing bells and cheers from Bob and Timmy reverberate in her ears, urging her to maintain her dominance. With three laps remaining, Tina refuses to surrender her position. She pulls with unyielding force, determined to cross the finish line victorious. Sweat drips from her and mingles with the dust kicked up by her hooves. Each lap brings her closer to triumph, but she dares not get complacent. 
Instead, she intensifies her efforts, drawing upon the mental strength that has allowed her to persevere thus far.  She hears Sara‘s hoof-steps and senses that she is drawing up beside her again. Doris's commands become more frantic; her voice laced with desperation. "Pull, come on, pull now!" she cries, spurred on by the urgency of the situation. The two are neck and neck again, but Tina still holds the vital inner line as they enter the final corner. 
Tina grits her teeth, digging deeper into the soil beneath her hooves. She feels the buggy wobble slightly on uneven terrain, but she refuses to waver. Each stride brings her closer to victory, each strike of the whip serves as fuel to her fiery determination.
In contrast, Sara seems to lose steam as the race enters the final straight. Her panting echoes in the quiet afternoon and her once eager strides begin to falter. Her last desperate attempt to pass Tina has exhausted her and Mr. Stevenson, sensing her waning spirit, attempts to motivate her with loud shouts and harsh strikes of the whip, but to no avail.
Tina crosses the line, a good twenty feet in front of them. Bob and Timmy are jumping up and down, screaming in excitement as the buggy slows to a halt. Tina stands there, panting loudly, covered in dust and sweat, but totally ecstatic. She has won!
The momentary feeling of euphoria crashes over Tina, making her feel elated and invincible. Timmy rushes up to her and gives her a huge hug and she allows herself a moment to bask in the glory of her victory as her eyes fill with tears of joy and relief. She has pushed herself way beyond anything she has done before and she can only hope that Mr Stevenson finds her performance satisfactory and agrees to buy her.
 
Half an hour later, she’s sitting at the kitchen table, once again naked except for her boots which have been put back on after a long, refreshing shower. Mr Stevenson has requested to interview her alone and she awaits his arrival nervously. She knows that this interview will determine her fate.  Will she be bought and live a life of servitude as a pony girl, or will she return to the hands of Farmer Bob?  Her heart beats wildly as she waits for the door to open.
Mr Stevenson enters the room and sits opposite her.  He looks at Tina with a mixture of curiosity and admiration.  "You did exceptionally well there, my dear,” he says, his voice gentle yet commanding. Tina nods.
“Thank you Sir.” They are the first words that she’s spoken to him and his face breaks into a smile, which relaxes her.
They continue to look at each other for some moments and then he says, “I am extremely impressed with you Tina, but I have to satisfy myself that you will be suitable for my needs.  I need to know that you are capable of satisfying my requirements as a pony girl and as a willing pleasure slave. There can be no mistakes in this, because I will be investing a lot of money in you.  So let us proceed, I will ask you certain questions and I expect you to answer honestly. Understood?”
“Yes, Sir,” she replies eagerly.
She knows exactly what he wants from her, and she is more than ready to demonstrate her capabilities.  She's been waiting for this opportunity, anticipating the chance to prove herself worthy of being purchased.
Without hesitation, Mr. Stevenson begins his interrogation.  "Firstly, the most important thing …. I gather you were taken forcibly to be trained and I need to understand how you feel about this now. I’ve been told of your escape attempt, but that your attitude has changed considerably since then. What are your thoughts about continuing your life as a pony girl and slave?”
“Wow,” she thinks, this guy certainly delves in there and has asked her the most difficult question straight up. She’d known that he would probably ask something similar and has been planning her response for some time, talking it over with Timmy time and time again.
She hesitates slightly, playing her cards for maximum effect before replying, "Yes, I was taken against my will, Sir, but I have always been submissive and was in a BDSM relationship before that. I believe I have found peace within myself, Sir. My previous resistance stemmed from fear and uncertainty. Since my acceptance of my destiny, I have discovered a deep sense of calm and contentment. I understand and accept my role as a pony girl and a willing pleasure slave, Sir.”
Mr. Stevenson listens intently, nodding thoughtfully. "Well answered, I appreciate your honesty and your composure. Let's move on to the practical aspects of your abilities.  What specific skills and capabilities can you demonstrate to me, Tina?" Mr. Stevenson continues, his gaze locked onto hers. His demeanour conveys warmth, despite his stern tone. 
"I've been extensively trained in both pony play and sexual services, Sir. Without wanting to avoid your question, my priority is to please my Master and willingly offer him whatever he desires. I eagerly await your instructions if you wish me to demonstrate anything specific, Sir,” Tina responds, lowering her eyes in a gesture of respect.
“Fuck,” thinks Mr Stevenson. “This girl is good and has all the right answers.” She is also clearly highly intelligent and has just managed to turn his question straight back to him but in a respectful way. He admires this. Her pony skills are undeniable, she has just thrashed his second-best girl and he feels she would give the runner a good challenge. No-one else has been able to come close to her up to now.
He’s tempted to take her up on her offer, to get his cock out and test her sexual services right now but decides against it. There will be plenty of time for that at the ranch.
“That won’t be necessary at the moment, Tina, but once again, I am impressed by your response. I just have one final question for you, and again I ask for your complete honesty. Will you attempt to escape once you get to my ranch?”
Tina feels a cold wave of apprehension wash over her as she contemplates her reply. She understands the gravity of his question and the potential consequences of her answer. She decides to choose her words carefully, ensuring they convey neither defiance nor cowardice.
"Master, I promise you sincerely that I harbour no ill intentions. My deepest desire is to serve you faithfully and meet your expectations as a devoted pony girl and pleasure slave. I also promise that if I have any grievances with how I am treated, I will ask permission to make these known to you before they lead me to try to escape if that is acceptable to you, Master.” 
Again, pretty much the perfect answer. He notices that she has switched from Sir to Master, which in his opinion is probably a little premature, but the girl is trying hard. “Thank you, Tina. In turn, I will promise you that if you do ask for permission to air any grievances, I will grant this permission and consider them carefully. I want you to be happy and willingly want to stay with me.”
“Thank you, Master, I genuinely appreciate that.” Tina’s wide smile confirms the sincerity behind her last comment. She genuinely likes this guy, and he seems to be fair, but in a gorgeously authoritative way. She almost wishes that he had asked her to prove her sexual prowess, as right now she’s feeling pretty horny.
“That’s settled then,” he says as he stands and walks towards the door. “I look forward to welcoming you to Texas in a few days.” He smiles warmly and leaves.
 

Chapter 8.  LAST DAY AT THE FARM
 
It’s late, the sun is setting just as Tina begins her evening meal with Bob, Doris, and Timmy.  She’d been told that this is a thank you and reward for her doing so well today and she’s dressed again, back in her hot pants and top, but this time with the hoof boots instead of her stilettos. The delicious aroma of freshly grilled chicken fills the farmhouse kitchen. As Tina sits at the long, rustic table, she can’t help but notice the glimmer of pride in Doris's eyes as she presents the food and the gleam of admiration in Bob's eyes as he watches Tina eat.
Timmy, however, seems distracted, staring out of the window and biting his lip as though lost in thought. Tina wonders what he’s thinking. “Will he miss her when she’s gone?” She is certainly going to miss him.
She’d been slightly disappointed when Mr Stevenson’s entourage had driven off, leaving her there.  She’d been expecting to be taken with him straightaway if he decided to buy her, but Bob has told her that preparations have to be made and she will be travelling the day after tomorrow.
Bob looks at her with a grin and glint in his eye as he holds his champagne glass up for a toast. “Here’s to Tina. You did incredibly well today, both in your race and interview. We’re all really proud of you and wish to express our thanks. We also wish you the very best for your future at the ranch with the Stevensons.”
Tina raises her own glass to join in the toast, feeling overwhelmed by their genuine appreciation. As they sip their drinks, the tension between Timmy and Tina becomes palpable. Their eyes lock, and a spark ignites in the air, leaving everyone else awkwardly quiet.
Bob clears his throat with feigned nonchalance. He knows that Timmy has developed feelings for Tina, but there’s little that can be done about this. She is sold now; the deal is done. He is happy, he’s dealt with Mr Stevenson before, and he’s always haggled on price. Bob had deliberately set Tina's price high to give him a bit of wiggle room, but in this instance, there had been no haggle whatsoever.  If he’d known how she was going to perform today, he’d have charged more.
There was no doubt that Tina had done admirably on the track, but she also seemed to have performed equally as well in the interview. He’d love to know what had been said in there, but Mr Stevenson had insisted on keeping this between him and Tina. 
“So tomorrow you have your first day off since you joined us. Is there anything you would like to do?” Bob asks Tina.
"Actually, yes,” Tina replies hesitantly, her eyes meeting Timmy's briefly before returning to her plate. "I think I'd like to explore the woods surrounding the farm. If I’m allowed to do that, I would love it if Timmy could join me, just to make sure I don’t run away!” she says jokingly.
Timmy blinks in surprise and quickly flashes a smile. "Sure, of course. Sounds fun,” he says enthusiastically.
It’s agreed, and the conversation drifts off to other things as they finish their meal. At bedtime, Tina can’t believe it when Doris leads her upstairs rather than to the stable. “Another little treat,” she announces as they walk into a comfortably furnished spare bedroom with a large cast-iron double bed. 
“Wow,” she says.. “Thank you.”
There are a few precautions though, as Tina’s collar is attached to the sturdy bed frame with a length of chain before Doris wishes her good night and walks out of the door.
Tina snuggles into the soft, comfortable bed. It’s a stark contrast to the pile of straw she’s spent the last six weeks on. A light knock sounds at the door, interrupting her thoughts. Tina hesitates before calling out, "Come in.”
Timmy steps cautiously into the room, his expression cautious yet curious.
Tina, nestled in the plush bedding, and regards him curiously. "Errrm.. I just wanted to say good night,” he says, sheepishly clearing his throat. 
"Ahhh…Of course,” Tina replies, a deadly serious look now on her face which she leaves for ten seconds before it transgresses into a cheeky seductive smile. "For fuck‘s sake, Timmy… just be a man, jump into this fucking bed and ravish me!  Erm…Please Sir!"
The next morning Timmy is gone when Tina wakes up. It had been a long and interesting night, especially after Timmy had introduced her to the various array of toys that were stored in the bedside cabinet. She lay there thinking about this and enjoying the comfort of the bed, she can’t really get up because she's still chained to it.
Sometime later, the door opens, and Timmy appears with a tray. On it are eggs, bacon, coffee, toast, and freshly squeezed orange juice. Tina can’t believe that he’s brought her breakfast in bed and smiles through the tears that quickly well up in her eyes. The sweet gesture makes her realise that Timmy truly cares for her.  She feels a surge of affection for him growing inside her and her lips part softly.
"Thank you, Timmy,” she whispers tenderly, her voice quivering slightly. 
“Sir to you slut.. and don't get used to it!” he jokes as he places the tray on the bed. “I’ve got a few jobs to do but I’ll be back in an hour or so and we’ll go for that walk.”
“Sorry, Sir, may I use the toilet before you go, please Sir?”
He disappears for a second and comes back holding a chamber pot which he hands to her. “Haven’t got the keys on me at the moment so you’ll have to use this.” 
With that, he turns around and exits the room, leaving Tina to tend to her business. She finds it quite humiliating to relieve herself in such a manner, but it’s a minor humiliation compared to most of the things she’s been through recently. She quickly uses the pot, places it on the floor and tucks into her breakfast.  After finishing, Tina lies there mulling over the strange six weeks since she was taken and wondering what life at this mysterious ranch would be like, as she eagerly awaits Timmy's return.
The house is silent, and she seems to have been waiting forever. Tina’s getting bored and looks around for a book or magazine to read, but there is nothing. Then she remembers what’s in the bedside cabinet. She leans over, opens the door and rummages about inside.
After a few moments, she pulls out a leather-bound book which is under a pile of cuffs and vibrators. It looks very old and it’s edges are worn and stained. It’s a book of short stories about damsels in distress in Victorian times. She flips through the pages, it’s a bit lame by modern standards, but she finds a story that appeals and starts to read.
It's about a beautiful young woman named Elizabeth, imprisoned in a dank and smelly dungeon by a wicked duke. She is kept in chains wearing only her tightly laced up boned corset. Her cruel captor visits everyday interrogating and torturing her. Tina can’t quite work out what the poor girl has done to deserve this, but as she reads, she draw parallels between Elizabeth's plight and her own and this excites her. She reaches down and starts playing with her clit as she reads on.
After a few minutes she’s tempted to grab one of the vibrators but hears steps coming up the stairs. It’s Timmy, and as he enters the room, Tina guiltily pulls her hand from her crotch.
“What are you up to, you naughty girl?” he asks.
"Just reading, Sir,” Tina mumbles evasively.
“ I can see that, what I meant is, what are you up to with your other hand under the covers?”
Tina puts on a fake pout, pretending that she is upset but there is something seriously sexy about being caught masturbating by this man. “The book is quite good, it’s all about a sweet innocent girl like me, who’s kept all tied up and is tortured brutally by a very cruel and nasty man, just like you! I can’t help if it makes me excited.” She smiles sweetly.
He is smiling profusely too “Yes, you’re undoubtedly quite sweet, but I certainly wouldn’t describe you as innocent… a wanton slut would be nearer the mark.” He unchains her from the bed and tells her to put on her shorts and top. “Right, let’s go for our walk. I’m going to trust you today, you’re not going to be in bondage, so we can walk and chat nicely.” 
“Oh… OK Sir,” she sounds slightly disappointed. “I feel it might be a good precaution if you were to bring along some rope and the ball gag, just in case I get the temptation to try to run off though. Wouldn’t you agree Sir?” she says smiling and giving him a cheeky wink.
“This one is turning into a proper little tease,” he thinks as his cock starts to harden with the thought.
Ten minutes later, they are walking through the woods. Before they’d left, Timmy had disappeared off and come back with a large rucksack on his back. It’s a lovely day and they’re walking arm in arm like lovers, chatting about everything and nothing. The smell of pine needles and damp earth fills the air, while the sound of rustling leaves and chirping birds surrounds them. Every few steps, Tina stops to point out some small creature or wildflower to Timmy, causing him to chuckle at her enthusiasm.
Before long, they reach the clearing she had been taken to that first night and she spots the ashes of the campfire the men had sat around. She looks at one particular spot and remembers being forced to crouch there, gagging on the cock rammed down her throat while she was pummelled roughly by another in her arse.  She was being held down tightly by some men, whilst others groped savagely at her body and tits, firing off humiliating comments every few seconds. Her fantasy had certainly been fulfilled that night and six weeks on she is a changed woman.
That experience was not merely her fantasy becoming a reality, but a transformative force that altered her perspective on life.  Now she yearns for even more intense experiences and humiliation and is off to a new life tomorrow as a willing sex slave. The whole thing is bizarre.
"You thinking about that first night?" Timmy asks, noticing the change in Tina's demeanour.
"Yeah, a bit,” Tina admits, her gaze lingering on the same spot. "I remember how scared and vulnerable I felt then. But now, looking back, I realise that it was a pivotal moment for me. It set me on this path and now I'm ready to embrace my new life. Do you remember asking me about my fantasies at the market?"
Timmy nods, understanding the complex emotions swirling within Tina. “Of course,” he says.
“That night, my deepest fantasies came true and I found myself wanting more,” she says simply.  A cheeky smile then forms on her face. “Mind you, all this reminiscing is making me think I should really try to escape from my evil captor right now….”
Timmy stares at her, an evil grin spread over his face. “Go right ahead slut, sounds like fun to chase you, capture you, then make you suffer.”
“Mmmmmm,” she mutters as she runs off into the woods.
Timmy waits twenty seconds before he starts to pursue her as he watches the sexy girl in her hot pants and pony boots disappearing into the trees. He’s not worried, he knows full well that the metal collar still locked around her neck is fitted with a small tracking device. If he can’t find her, he’ll resort to using his phone to see her exact position.  But he knows this won’t be necessary, she wants to be found, captured, and tied up securely. It’s what he loves about this girl.
Nevertheless, he needs to catch her.  She’s a quick runner and is weaving through the forest like a deer, making sharp turns and jumping over fallen tree trunks. He follows easily, staying a good distance behind her, listening carefully for any hint of noise that could reveal her position. After a few minutes, he catches sight of her blonde head bobbing through the dense foliage, and he adjusts his direction accordingly taking a shortcut to cut her off.
Tina's heart races, excitement coursing through her. Her cunt is throbbing and dripping wet at the thought of being caught. She continues running, her pony boots kicking up dirt and debris beneath her feet. The thick forest canopy overhead casts mythical type shadows over the trail.
She ducks behind a massive oak tree, catching her breath and listening intently for any signs of pursuit. She hears rustling and a twig breaking and realises that Timmy must be close. She remains perfectly silent as she squats, hiding behind a tree.
All of a sudden, a strong hand clamps around her mouth and she is manhandled roughly to the ground. She hadn’t even heard him creep up on her.  She squeals a fake protest and struggles as her arms are pulled behind her back and bound with rope. The rough texture of the rope against her skin heightens her arousal, and she moans softly. With a swift motion, he wraps more rope around her tits and upper body, binding her arms to her chest tightly. She gasps at the sensation; her nipples erect and her pussy dripping with juices. The moment her freedom is forcefully taken from her is always the best.
"Caught you," Timmy teases, his voice low and husky.
“It seems so, Sir,” are her last meek words before her mouth is stuffed with the ball gag. A few minutes later, she is standing, tied securely to the tree she had used as her hiding place. She grinds against the well positioned crotch rope he has tied and moans seductively through the gag as she watches Timmy sitting calmly staring at her, a short distance away.
He takes out a cigarette and lights it, blowing smoke directly at her.  Tina whimpers helplessly and strains against her bonds, her crotch rope digging deep into her pussy and driving her crazy.  Her breasts ache from the restrictive ropes binding them. Her anticipation mounts as he sits there silently enjoying his smoke, deliberately making her wait.
“What am I going to do with you?” he eventually says thoughtfully. Tina senses that he’s not just talking about her imminent predicament. He’s thinking about when she leaves forever tomorrow. His feelings for her are transparent and she feels exactly the same.
“Mmphhh hmmm errrr nahhhhh,” she replies helpfully, a stream of drool leaving her gagged lips and settling on her left tit. This was a special moment that she would always remember.
 
That evening, Tina once again joins them all for dinner in the kitchen. It seems her days of being left isolated in her stall are over.  Her shorts and top are ripped and covered in mud and grass stains. She hasn’t had a chance to take them off, let alone wash them. Doris had made a sarcastic comment, but Tina was sure she knew how her clothes had got like that.
Timmy had used her well in the woods, taking her in every hole whilst she was helplessly bound. There had been something altogether more aggressive and dominant about him today. He was rough and ruthless with her, taking precisely what he wanted, with little thought for pleasing her. She had totally loved this and had cum several times.
 
She couldn’t stop smiling at him as he ravished her brutally and was rewarded with several sharp slaps across her face.  "Don't look so smug bitch, you're nothing but a pathetic object with three holes for me to use.” he had declared coldly, but she knew this wasn’t the truth. He was taking out his pent-up frustrations on her, knowing this was their last day together. Maybe he was trying to turn her against him, but if so, he achieved the opposite, she had wanted him to punish her, to hurt her, to leave marks and bruises that she could remember him by.
She had eventually been led back to the farm by a rope attached to her collar, her hands still bound behind her and the ball gag firmly in her mouth. He’d led her to the bedroom, chained her collar to the bed and left the room without a word, leaving her lying bound and gagged on the bed for a few more hours.
Dinner was quite a silent affair, the small amount of chat, stilted and awkward. Doris and Bob exchanged a few terse sentences, mainly discussing the preparations for her transportation tomorrow. It becomes apparent that she will say goodbye to them at the farm, but Timmy has been charged with taking her to the ranch in Texas. Mr Stevenson is sending his private plane to the nearby airstrip, but Timmy will remain at the ranch tomorrow night to ensure that she settles in okay before returning the next day.
Eventually, she says goodnight to Doris and Bob and is led upstairs by Timmy.  After she is secured to the bed, he gets in and spoons her. They say nothing, everything has been said and they just savour their last night together, cuddling until they eventually drift off to sleep.
 

Chapter 9.  TRANSPORT AND TEXAS
 
They are up early the next morning and Tina is allowed a long hot shower before a light breakfast. She puts her pony boots back on but leaves her ruined clothes on the chair in the bedroom. Mr Stevenson will decide what if anything she wears from this day onwards, so she has no need for them anymore.
Down in the courtyard she notices a sturdy looking wooden box which looks horribly like a coffin. Timmy gives her a warm smile as he explains that this is how she will travel to her new home. Tina doesn't know whether to laugh or cry. The thought of being encased in this coffin for hours scares her to death. Will she even be able to breathe in there? This seems so cruel and extreme, and she immediately has second thoughts and wonders if she is doing the right thing.
"Do you think I'm making the right decision to go there, Timmy?” she asks naively.
He looks at her and smiles reassuringly. She’s confused and he needs to point out the facts. “That’s not up to you Tina. The decision is made and you’re going whether you like it or not. If you mean your decision to try to make it work when you get there, then yes, that is definitely the right decision. Mr Stevenson is a fair man. Just go with the flow for a few weeks and see how it pans out before you jump into making any decisions which may well be hugely detrimental to you. Will you promise me this?” he says softly.
This succeeds in bringing her back to reality. “Yes Sir…. I promise. I’m sorry but that bloody coffin scares me. Is it safe?” she asks.
“Of course it’s safe Tina. It’s been designed well, and you will have plenty of oxygen. You just have to lie in it for a few hours,” he assures her.
This seems to do the trick, and she smiles, her resolution returning. “Well you’d better get me in there then!” she says jokingly, not wishing to prolong this anymore.
Bob and Doris are standing by the side, and she goes up to them and hugs them both. “This probably sounds really weird but thank you. I’ve learned a lot since I’ve been here,” she says as her goodbye. They return the hug and she is sure she sees a small tear in the corner of Doris‘s eye. They wish her good luck.
When she turns back to Timmy, he is holding a harsh looking leather hood with two flexible hoses coming from the mouth area. “Don’t worry,” he says, anticipating the look of horror on her face. “This is what will ensure you can breathe properly in the box, as I said, it’s tried and tested.”
There’s no point in protesting more, if she refuses, they’ll just force her to put it on. “What the hell…. Get me packed…. Sir,” she says with a feeble attempt at humour. The hood is lowered over her head and laced up, taking away her last sight of Bob, Doris and the farm.
She’s guided over and lies obediently in the box as she is secured in place with slide in wooden compartments, which fit snuggly over her body, wrists, thighs, and ankles. She then feels the flexible hoses being manipulated as these are screwed to the bulkhead on the box and is relieved to find that air flows freely through the inlet and exhaust. Finally, she hears the lid go on, which is screwed in place with an electric screwdriver and a tingle of fear and excitement ripples through her body.
It’s pitch black and she’s petrified, but there is nothing she can do now. She tries to see if there is any way to break free, but she is held rigid and can’t move a muscle. She hears the distant noise of an engine and senses movement as she is lifted onto the back of the waiting pick-up truck. Then there is more movement as the truck drives down the bumpy track away from the farm.
The private jet is waiting when Timmy arrives at the airstrip half an hour later. After Tina is loaded, he sits in one of the comfy chairs and a very attractive, provocatively dressed stewardess offers him a drink. He needs one. The flight goes without incident and a couple of hours later, he is in a high-end luxury pick-up truck heading towards the ranch. He’s worried about Tina though and glances back at her box on the bed of the pick-up. He thinks of her lying there helplessly encased in her restrictive bondage as she is being transported like a piece of cargo to her new life. He can only imagine what must be going on in her mind right now but hopes she’s coping okay.
Soon, they arrive at the Stevenson estate, a huge ranch surrounded by endless miles of countryside stretching as far as the eye can see. As soon as the solid electric gates close behind them the landscape transforms. They are now in lush parkland with mature trees and manicured lawns. The driveway itself must be at least a mile long and they drive past a picturesque lake towards the impressive, elegant mansion. Outside, a fleet of expensive cars are parked; a Bentley, Range Rover, and Ferrari amongst them, but what catches Timmy’s eye is the Bugatti Veyron. 
“This is how the super-rich live,” he thinks, with more than a small touch of envy. The pick-up draws to a stop and Timmy immediately gets out to help with offloading Tina. A butler walks out of the door and tells him that their staff will take care of unloading, and that Mr Stevenson is waiting for him in the house. He really wants to check Tina is okay, but begrudgingly agrees as he doesn’t want to be impolite.
He steps inside the imposing mansion and is struck by the grandeur of the interior. He has never seen such opulence before and marvels at the crystal chandeliers hanging from the high ceilings, the marble floors, and the intricate tapestries adorning the walls.
The butler leads him through a series of rooms with enormous windows offering breathtaking views of the sprawling grounds. The mansion is filled with antique furniture, art pieces, and exotic plants. He feels completely out of place here, yet utterly fascinated by the wealth and elegance surrounding him.
Mr Stevenson stands to welcome him as they enter the massive sitting room. “Good morning Timmy and welcome to my humble abode, I hope you had a pleasant trip. You’ve met my wife, Claudia, haven’t you?”
Mrs Stevenson is standing beside him and smiles as her welcome. She really is a stunning looking woman, made even more so by what she is wearing; a tight black latex micro-mini dress which thrusts her obviously enhanced tits forward and clings to her slim figure. The black leather thigh boots with platform heels and studs going down the sides complete the image. She looks more like a dominatrix than the lady of the house, but incredibly sexy just the same. She is smoking a cigarette, using a long black Cruella DeVille type cigarette holder.
“Yes, thank you Mr Stevenson, the trip went very well but I would really like to go and see how Tina is if that’s okay?” says Timmy, slightly dumbstruck.
“Of course,” says Mr Stevenson “We’ll go and see her now so I can welcome her personally. She’ll be in the stable block.” He strides off towards the door with Mrs Stevenson following him and Timmy follows on a bit like a lost sheep.
They pass several staff members along the corridors, all dressed identically in black uniforms which look more suitable for a fetish party than a modern-day household.  They all bow politely as they pass, much to Timmy’s surprise.  As they exit the building, he catches sight of himself in a large mirror hanging on the wall.  He looks decidedly scruffy in his jeans and T-shirt and realises that he should possibly have made more of an effort.
There is a covered walkway which leads from the main house to the stable block which appears to be newly built and is the size of a small factory. Inside, it is immaculately clean and there is a row of ten horse stalls going down one wall, some of which are occupied by naked girls, obviously his other ponies. He spots Sara in one of these and waves to her.
Tina’s box has been placed on the floor outside the stalls, but no attempt has been made to open it yet. As they walk towards it, a smartly dressed man appears and welcomes them, he is introduced as John, the manager of the stable block. “Would you like me to open her up Mr Stevenson?” he asks.
As John disappears off to find a screwdriver, Mr Stevenson takes Timmy for a tour of the building. “It’s state of the art,” he explains, “completed about six months ago, with full climate control so the ponies don’t need to wear clothes.” It is certainly impressive with more facilities than the average hotel. There is even a small spa for the exclusive use of the ponies with a plunge pool, hot tub, steam room and gym. They start to walk down the row of stalls and Timmy is introduced to the other five pony girls. Even the stalls are impressive, no sleeping on straw here, each one has its own comfy bed and a little bathroom with a private shower, basin, and toilet.
By this time, John has unscrewed the top of Tina’s box, so they walk back to it. Tina is lying motionless in the cramped space, looking incredibly vulnerable. There is a smell of urine, and the base of the box is wet where she has obviously pissed herself during the journey. The wooden compartments are removed, and Timmy helps her to sit up to remove her hood. As this comes off, she blinks her eyes as they become accustomed to the bright lights in the building. Her chest heaves as she pants heavily, her eyes now wide with fear and confusion.  
Timmy reaches down and gently touches her arm. "I'm here, you’ve arrived safely and everything's okay now." he reassures her.  She nods weakly, unable to speak.  With the help of John, they carefully lift her out of the box and set her on a nearby seat. Her legs are shaking as she starts to look around at her new home, taking in the details for the first time. Mr Stevenson steps forward. “Hello again Tina, it’s lovely to see you again. Welcome to the ranch. I do hope you will be very happy here.” 
Tina stares at him blankly for a few seconds and Timmy hopes she isn’t going to say anything rude about her mode of transport, but she puts on a weak smile. “Thank you Master,” she quietly whispers. This pleases Mr Stevenson, and he smiles warmly at her.
After a few minutes, she is able to stand, and Mr Stevenson introduces her to her fellow ponies. “Sara, you have already met, and this is Lily, Megan, Bethany and my fastest and chief pony Maria, who I am sure you will enjoy sparring with.” Each of them exchange brief greetings but the conversation is slightly strained with Mr Stevenson standing there.
“Right my dear, we will now leave you in the capable hands of John, so you can get cleaned up, settled in and discover the facilities here. I’m sure Timmy will come back and visit you a little later before bedtime.” With that, Mr Stevenson struts off towards the door with Claudia in hot pursuit, her high heels clicking on the hard floor.  Timmy is obviously expected to go too, so does a little apologetic wave and heads off after them.
He looks back once to see Tina standing there, looking overwhelmed and lost.  John approaches her and speaks gently. “Don’t worry, my dear, you’ll soon feel at home here,” he says, with a reassuring smile.
Tina nods gratefully but says nothing as she begins to explore her surroundings. Her eyes widen in amazement as she takes in the amenities offered by her new stall. She’d been expecting more straw and a bucket to pee in and can’t believe that she is about to embark on a life of servitude within such opulent confines.
The butler leads Timmy to his room where he takes a shower and freshens up. Mr Stevenson has told him that lunch will be served on the terrace in half an hour.
Timmy changes into his smartest pair of trousers and shirt and makes his way downstairs.  As he exits his room, he passes several maids, dressed in sexy uniforms all equally as beautiful as the stewardess he met earlier on the jet.  They all curtsy politely as he passes. He wonders how many people work at this house looking after the Stevensons, there seems to be a small army of them.  Are they paid and doing this willingly or have they been snatched and forced into servitude? He has no idea.
He emerges into the glorious sunshine and makes his way to the terrace where Mr and Mrs Stevenson are already sitting. The table is laid with exquisite china and there are silver trays piled high with the most delicious looking food, seemingly way too much for the three of them. He sits opposite his hosts and is asked by a very attractive blonde serving girl what he would like to drink.
“You have a lovely home,” he says rather feebly trying to think of a way to start a conversation with the Stevensons. He’s never met anyone with money even approaching this and is somewhat in awe.
Claudia flicks her ash into a gold ashtray and looks at him provocatively.  “Thank you, it’s very comfortable.  Would you care for some wine?” she asks, leaning forwards to reveal an ample amount of cleavage.  He nods nervously and his hostess motions to the maid who fills his glass with a very fine Cabernet Sauvignon.  Mr Stevenson lifts his glass and proposes a toast.  “To our new acquisition and to you Timmy, who helped bring her here. There are things that we need to discuss this afternoon.”
Timmy nods, assuming that this discussion will be about Tina‘s routines. The small talk between them continues until the meal is almost finished.  Claudia chain smokes and plays with her phone throughout the meal, occasionally laughing out loud as a text comes in. She doesn’t seem to eat and only joins in occasionally to the conversation.
He's never felt uncomfortable in the presence of women before, but he finds Claudia unnerving and slightly rude. In contrast, Mr Stevenson is jovial and chats freely. They are talking about his car collection and Timmy expresses an interest in the Bugatti which he has only ever seen on TV, but has always wanted to actually sit in.
“Care to take it for a spin after lunch?” says Mr Stevenson casually.
Timmy looks at him questioningly, unsure as to whether he will be the passenger or be allowed to actually drive this breathtaking $2,000,000 machine. Either option would be absolutely fine. “That would be amazing, thank you so much,” says Timmy, smiling broadly.  Mr Stevenson laughs heartily and claps him on the shoulder, he likes this young man.
Lunch passes quickly and afterwards they walk round to where the cars are parked. Timmy gapes in awe as he examines the sleek curves of the hyper-car.  Inside, everything is beautifully crafted, with polished aluminium and soft leather everywhere. He is amazed when Mr Stevenson tosses him the keys. “Off you go then, there’s a sensor in the car so the gates will open automatically. Have fun!” he says cheerfully.
Timmy eagerly climbs into the driver's seat, his heart pounding with excitement.  He has heard so much about this incredible car and can’t believe that he’s been trusted to take it out on his own. He adjusts the seats and mirrors then moves off, feeling the power of the engine purring beneath him. When he gets back half an hour later, Mr Stevenson, who now insists on being called Daniel, offers to take him on a tour of the other pony facilities.
“We have a training centre and a show jumping arena. Then there are the paddocks and of course, there is the indoor riding track.” he says. “Of course,” thinks Timmy with a grin, “any respectable house should have it’s own indoor pony girl riding track!” This place is just unreal. 
As they walk, looking at the unbelievable facilities, Daniel continues, “I would like to hear more about your background and experiences.  My wife doesn’t share my enthusiasm for pony play, but she is willing to indulge me.”  Timmy can well imagine that. It’s pretty clear that she’s with him because of his money and will indulge him in anything that maintains her position.
“Has Claudia ever been a pony girl?” he enquires.
Daniel laughs loudly. “No, but I do often consider adding her to my stable, especially when she blatantly takes advantage of what I offer her!” he replies, winking conspiratorially.  Timmy can’t suppress a chuckle at this, Daniel is no fool and clearly understands why Claudia is with him. He can’t help but imagine Claudia chained and in hoof boots occupying one of the stalls and his cock stiffens at the thought.
They continue their walk and Timmy spots the pony girls who are now in a small paddock enjoying the sunshine. It’s a strange sight to see six naked girls wearing hoof boots in the immaculately kept paddock, but they all seem content. Tina is chatting happily with Maria and as she looks up, Timmy waves at her. She waves back enthusiastically, a big grin on her face, she is obviously settling in well. Daniel‘s decision to pull him away from her seems to be the right one. He’d love to be with her, but she needs to find her feet and his presence would probably just impede this. It’s time for him to distance himself and let her get on with her new life.
At 6 pm, after freshening up, Timmy heads down to the stable block. His heart is heavy with the task ahead of him, but he needs to do it, both for Tina and himself. Dinner is at 7:30, so he has a bit of time to spend with her.
He enters the stable block and is greeted by John who leads him to Tina’s stall.  She smiles warmly at him as he greets her, it’s nice to see her so relaxed and happy. John makes an excuse and leaves them alone. 
“How are you doing?” he asks tentatively.
Her enthusiastic reply fills him with joy. “Wow, this place is fucking amazing, the other girls are really nice, and I’ve even had a massage, swim and sauna this afternoon!” She giggles, smiling profusely.  It seems she’s not thinking about what happened to her before arriving here, nor about what could happen in the future.  For now, she’s living in the moment and appreciating the beauty of her surroundings as she gets to know them.
This is exactly what he’d hoped for.  He sits beside her on the bed and places his hand on hers.  It’s trembling slightly, but she looks at him affectionately.  He sighs deeply, wanting to tell her how much their connection means to him, but he fears that this may hinder her progress so for the next hour they just chat about this strange day and the unbelievable ranch. He tells her about the interior of the house, and she wonders if she will ever see this. She doesn’t seem too bothered though and seems content with what she’s got.
The hour flies by but it’s now time for the hard bit. He holds her hand tightly and stares into her eyes. “I’m afraid this is goodbye, Tina. I’m off early in the morning and I think it’s best for both of us if I don’t see you again before I leave.”
Her eyes fill with tears. “I don’t want you to go,” she says simply.
“I know, neither do I, but it’s the best thing. I somehow know that you are going to be very happy here,” are his final words to her.
She nods silently, she knows this too, but the tears are now flowing freely down her cheeks. He leans forward and they kiss passionately but he forces himself to break the embrace, stand up and leave the stall. He stands at the door and smiles at her, and she manages a weak smile in return. He turns and leaves, resisting the strong urge to look back at her. He knows that if he does, he will crumble.
His heart aches as he walks back to the house, leaving her behind. It's the hardest thing he's ever done, but he knows deep down that it's necessary. He needs to let her go.
 
Dinner is a formal affair and seven of them sit round the huge table in the grand dining room. John is there from the stables accompanied by three of the other managers of the ranch. The talk is mainly of ranch business, how it’s doing and where they can make improvements. They’re all dressed formally; Timmy feels slightly inferior dressed in the best clothes he has brought.
Claudia, of course, looks stunning in her skimpy black evening dress with seamed stockings and towering stilettos. As at lunch, she smokes continually through the meal using her long cigarette holder and just picks at the food that is put in front of her. Three very sexy looking maids circulate constantly, serving the food and keeping everyone’s drinks topped up.
Mr. Stevenson is a gracious host, engaging him in stimulating conversations about cars and local history, but the ache in his heart refuses to disappear.  After the meal, they retire to the drawing room and everyone starts to drift off to bed, eventually leaving Daniel and Timmy sitting alone nursing tumblers of expensive malt whiskey. They seem to have become good friends and chat effortlessly late into the night.
At 11am the next morning, Tina is summoned. She’s informed that Mr Stevenson wishes to see her in his study. The full-time professional beauty therapist skilfully applies her make-up and does her hair to prepare her for the meeting.  As she looks at the finished result in the mirror, she notices that the tasteful but heavily applied makeup gives her the provocative and sultry appearance clearly expected from a pleasure slave.  
As she is led through the magnificent house, pangs of fear and excitement shoot through her. She knows that this is the time that Mr Stevenson will test her sexual abilities and she wonders what he will ask of her. Deep down, she hopes that he will tie her up to take her. It will somehow make it easier, but she is determined to please him no matter what he demands her to do.
As she walks into the room, Mr Stevenson is sitting behind a huge desk, but she is aghast to see Timmy sitting casually in the comfy chair opposite him. “What’s he still doing here?” she thinks. She wants to rush up and hug him but manages to hold herself back and walks silently up to the desk where she stands and lowers her gaze submissively.
“Good morning Tina,” Mr Stevenson says.
“Good morning Master,” she manages to mutter in a state of total confusion.
Mr Stevenson stands and starts to make his way towards the door. “I have a few things to attend to, so I’m going to leave you two to have a bit of a chat,” he says, as he leaves the room and the door closes behind him.
This makes Tina even more confused and tears well in her eyes. “I thought you’d gone,” she says sobbing meekly, her carefully applied mascara starting to streak down her cheeks.
“Are you disappointed I’m still here?” says Timmy completely misinterpreting her mood and thinking he may have made a mistake.
“No, it’s not that at all.  I just didn’t expect to see you again. It’s a bit of a shock, but a very pleasant one. Are you leaving later now?” she asks hesitantly.
Timmy looks thoughtful.  “Errrm .. actually no. Mr Stevenson and I had a long chat last night. It seems that he wants to expand his pony girl training and acquisition program and he’s kindly offered me the position to manage this.  It’s a full-time job and he’s even offered me a cottage on-site here as part of the package. I accepted and started this morning, so looks like you’re stuck with me!”
Tina's heart swells with happiness and she’s totally lost for words. 
She doesn’t need to speak; Timmy observes her reaction and knows he’s made the right decision.
 

Chapter 10.  A YEAR LATER
 
Ryan sits in his chair in the living room, staring at his phone. It’s a year to the day sinceTina disappeared from his life and he still can’t believe how she could have been so cold and cruel. 
A few hours after he had received the text with a photo of her dressed like a slut on her way to the Farmers market, her final text had come through. It seems he’d had good reason to ask her if he should be worried. He reads through the text again for what must be the thousandth time. He’s made up his mind that he’s finally going to delete it today.
‘ Hi Ryan, You’ll probably never forgive me for this, but I have found someone new. I did really love you, but recently things have been strained and I need a change, so I am going off to live with my new boyfriend.  Please don’t try to contact me again. It’s been great, but sadly our time has come to an end. I hate to break up by text, I know it’s rude, but I just can’t face talking to you, please try to understand and accept that. I am about to throw this phone into the river, I don’t need it anymore. Thank you for our time together. Tina xx’
When he’d first read it, he couldn’t believe it. He’d thought that they were so strong together. He’d reported her missing to the police, but after they read the text and retrieved Tina’s phone from the river, they’d concluded that there was nothing to investigate. Break-ups like this happened every day and they had more important things to look in to.
He’d tried to convince them that Tina wasn’t like that. She wouldn’t break up with him this way, but the evidence was strong, and they spent little effort in investigating her disappearance. Six months on, the case had been closed. She was just another girl who had dumped her partner and moved on.
His eyes drift down to the floor in front of him. Jessica lies there bound and gagged. She’s struggling futilely against the ropes he has bound her with and stares up pleadingly at him. He knows that look; she will eagerly be sucking his cock when he’s ready for it…. When he decides to grant her that privilege.  She’s a great submissive and he’s lucky to have her.
He looks back at his phone and begrudgingly presses the delete button. Tina has moved on and it’s time for him to as well.
He has many regrets, but he just hopes that Tina has found what she’s looking for and is happy in her new life.
Thank you for reading this book and I do hope you enjoyed it.  I’m currently writing book 4 of the Abducted Slaves series where we will return to Tiffany and Lucy back in England.  Hopefully there will be some more twists in the tale of Tiffany, Lucy and Tina.
 
If you follow me on Amazon, Facebook or Fetlife I can let you know when it comes out.
 
Why not contact us if you have ideas for scenes on any follow-up books?  Sarah and I are always open to suggestions.  We’d also love to hear your thoughts on this book or others we have written.  
 
If you could give it a star rating on Amazon or a review, it would be hugely appreciated.
 
You can contact us at 
 
Email. johngemini.author@gmail.com
 
Facebook. https://www.facebook.com/profile.php?id=61555129972295
 
Fetlife.  https://fetlife.com/users/18420554
 
Thanks and Happy reading.
John and Sarah
March 2024
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My books are listed on Amazon and Smashwords and you can get more description, a free sample and purchase options by clicking on the links below.  You can see all my books on my website www.johngemini-author.com/books
 
REVENGE
A 50,000 word BDSM tale of fraud and deceit.  Millions of pounds have gone missing and are being used to build a new Kink empire with two exclusive clubs in the UK and one in a Chateau in France.  Contains explicit BDSM scenes with M/f, F/f, & Femdom
 
www.johngemini-author.com/revenge
ABDUCTED SLAVES SERIES
 
Book 1  CAPTURED is a 16,000 word short story and is the first book of the Abducted Slaves series.  Here we meet Tiffany and Lucy who are abducted and held in the UK.  It can be read as a standalone, but book 2 and 3 are now released and book 4 will follow shortly.  This one is a M/f theme with, as the name suggests, quite a bit of abduction and being held captive going on! 
www.johngemini-author.com/captured
 
Book 2  SMOKE & AUCTION is the 21,000 word continuation of the Abducted Slaves series where the perils of Tiffany and Lucy continue. It contains explicit BDSM scenes with M/f, F/f, abduction, slave auction, smoking fetish, Femdom and leather/latex amongst many others. It can be read as a standalone.
www.johngemini-author.com/smoke-auction
 
Book 3  ABDUCTED And trained as a Pony Girl.  In this 30,000 word continuation of the series, we travel to the USA to meet Tina.  She has a fantasy which is unexpectedly turned into a life changing reality.  Contains  M/f, F/f, abduction, pony girl training.  Again it can be read as a standalone.
www.johngemini-author.com/abducted
 
Book 4….  Coming soon
 
TWO DAYS OF RESTRAINT
A BDSM Fantasy is Fulfilled. A 30,000 word FemDom novella In which an M/s relationship is is put to the test when the roles are dramatically reversed to achieve a long term fantasy.  Contains F/m. F/f  and explicit BDSM scenes.
www.johngemini-author.com/twodays
 
 
 
About the Author
 
John Gemini is English and lives with his wife and slave, Sarah in their remote farmhouse in the south of France. John and Sarah Gemini are pen names, but they are actually an experienced real life M/s couple and have been active in the BDSM scene for over 10 years, regularly attending munches and play events. 
 
They write BDSM based stories, both individually and together as a bit of fun and a way of expressing their creativity and shared love of all things kinky.  Ideas for their books are often based on actual scenes they have done. This sometimes works the other way with experiences dreamed up in their writing then being tried and tested in the playroom John has built at their house. Sarah’s imagination often gets her in trouble when one of her ideas is made a reality! 
 
They are both fascinated by the mindset within BDSM, the consensual power exchange involved, and the heightened pleasure and love gained from the dynamics of an M/s relationship.
 
They will be publishing more of their writing in the near future.
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