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Chapter 1

Tutoring

Being a research student was finically challenging. My studentship came with a small maintenance grant and some part-time lecturing work. If I had been willing to live a life of extreme frugality, then that would have been enough. But as I was not willing to adopt a life of such monastic self-denial I needed to supplement my income any way I could.

This meant picking up occasional bar work and stacking shelves in the local supermarket. One additional and quite useful activity had been suggested to me by one of the faculty members in my department. He said a way to make some money and actually use my academic skills was private tutoring. He introduced me to a few online agencies that found students for tutors and within a few weeks I had my first student, a young man who had been struggling with his A-level mathematics course.

Each week I would go to his house and sit down with him for an hour and help him understand and solve his problems with the syllabus. I found I had a talent for this style of teaching and I soon was tutoring three young people. I had listed my skills as being mathematics and computing but all of my students wanted mathematics. It seemed the kids these days all found computing second nature!

To me, it didn’t feel that long ago that I was a struggling mathematics student so I had a lot of empathy for those who found the subject difficult. It also was a nice contrast with the rigour of my PhD work to be doing ‘straightforward’ mathematics for a while.

One day I received a contact from the tutoring agency in my e-mail. It was, for a change, not from someone wanting me to help their kid through GCSE or A-level. It was from a woman in her late twenties who worked in a bank and needed help getting her mathematics up to scratch. She had exams to do in her career, and her mathematics was letting her down. I was happy to help and duly replied to the contact and we arranged a date and time for an initial hour’s tuition at her house.

Her house turned out to be a substantial Victorian terrace. I knocked on the door, and it was immediately opened to reveal a very pleasant looking, slim woman with auburn hair and a bright, friendly smile.

“Peter Hillbrook?” she asked.

“Just call me Pete,” I replied, “And you are Marie Kerelman?”

She nodded and stepped back so I could enter. She closed the door behind me and then led the way through the substantial house to the dining room at the rear. A number of mathematics textbooks were piled on the table along with blank lined paper, pens, a calculator and a collection of printed documents that looked like mathematics exam papers. When I looked more closely at them, they carried the logo of the bank she worked for.

“Would you like a tea or coffee?” she asked.

“No thanks, I am fine.”

I had learned to always say no to this question. I liked tea but was rather particular about how it was made. I had started out saying yes to this question and been forced to drink some pretty unpleasant cups of tea out of politeness as a result.

We both sat down at the dining table, and I began by asking her what precise help she needed.

“I have banking exams coming up and I need help with just about everything in them that needs mathematics,” she explained, “I was terrible at it when I was in school. I only scraped through my GCSE. Since then, whenever I have had to deal with numbers I have been filled with dread. My career at the bank is going well but I need to get through these exams.”

“OK, let’s have a look at what they are needing you to know,” I said and we slowly worked our way through the papers which the bank had provided. It was mostly pretty straightforward stuff, heavily related to finance. The only material that was beyond GCSE was the area of statistics.

“Let me guess,” I said, “Is statistics something that’s really bothering you?”

She nodded, “We never did much of it at GCSE. I have tried looking things up online but it’s all greek to me.”

“OK, then I think what we should do is brush you up on your basic mathematics, the kind of things you did at GCSE, and then take you through the statistics material. I won’t assume you have done it before and I will explain every step, is that OK?”

She smiled, seemingly in relief and nodded, “Yes please that sounds great.”

And so, we got to work. Because her banking exams were coming up in just a couple of months, she asked for more than one session a week. I agreed and the following week I was seeing her for an hour’s tuition most weekday evenings.

She made steady progress and any initial formality in her attitude to me rapidly disappeared. I got the impression that she had very little in the way of a social life. Our tuition sessions were possibly the only time she got to chat with someone in anything like a social setting. Over the weeks I learned that she was single and lived alone in the large house that she had inherited when her father died, her mother having died when she was a child. I felt increasingly able to ask her more questions about herself.

“Do you like working at the bank?” I asked one evening after we had finished a session on probability.

“It’s OK, I suppose,” she replied, “The work can be boring, …or challenging if it involves mathematics, but it suits me. I don’t have to talk to people very much. I spend most of my time working on a computer or using the phone.”

“Don’t you like the people you work with?”

“They are OK, but they are a little …limited. I’m sorry, that’s probably not the right word.”

“Limited?” I asked, intrigued.

“They are people who are very conventional. I overhear them sometimes and all they talk about is football, TV soaps and social media.”

“What would you define as non-limited?” I asked, intrigued.

“Well, you are. I think. You have a first degree in maths, right?”

I nodded, “Yes, that’s right, and I have a master’s too,”

She smiled, “You could have gone into the city with those qualifications or many other industries and made a lot of money. Instead, you chose to do a PhD. That takes years and is badly paid. You have student debts and have to take extra work like this? So why do it? It’s because you have a passion for your subject, you want to deepen your knowledge. That is very …non-limited.”

I asked an awkward question, “So you wouldn’t describe yourself as ‘limited’?”

She went silent for a while, and I thought I had offended her. She stood up and walked away and seemed to be struggling over what to say. I thought it timely to apologise.

“If I said something to offend, I am very sorry.”

“Oh no! You didn’t offend me. Don’t think that. It’s just that …I have a plan, a business venture, something I am planning on doing, something very non-limited! I was just wondering whether I should tell you or not. Its rather …sensitive.”

“If you don’t want me to know, that’s OK,” I said, even though I was filled with curiosity at this point.

“I do want you to know, I just don’t …hmm. I don’t want you to be shocked.”

Now I was bursting at the seams to know, “A business venture that is likely to shock me?”

She nodded.

“It isn’t criminal is it?” I asked, “Because I don’t see you as a bank robber.”

She laughed, “No it’s not criminal, it’s just some people of a …shall we say conservative frame of mind would be shocked.”

“I am not easily shocked” I declared.

She looked me in the eye, “OK, ..I am planning on becoming a dominatrix!”


Chapter 2

Dominatrix

At first, I did not take in what she had said. Then the meaning of the word ‘dominatrix’ hit me.

“You mean, you want to dominate men, for money?”

She nodded, “Yes, I want to tie them up, whip them and a great deal more besides. I have already started working on converting some of the rooms in this house.”

“Into what? ...Oh, I get it, a dungeon?”

She nodded, “And a few rooms with other themes. …Are you shocked?”

I smiled, “Shocked? No, though I am surprised. I am sorry but you don’t seem the type. You seem too ...nice.”

She laughed, “So a dominatrix has to be a bitch?”

“I guess it would help. …No?”

“I guess it might. But erm …the idea of BDSM doesn’t bother you?”

I guess it was time for me to reveal a little more about myself, “No, not at all. It has always intrigued me. I have even been to some fetish clubs down in London a couple of times with some friends. I still have the black leather outfit I wore.”

She brightened at that, “Oh that’s great. I was so afraid I would drive you away. Your teaching has become the highlight of my week. My maths is improving and you are very easy to talk to. I bet you have gathered that I am very private person.”

I nodded, “Yes, I have. But it seems all the stranger for such a private person to want to be a dominatrix.”

“I can be a private person and still like the idea of dominating men!” she objected, “Anyway, now I know you have a kinky side, do you want to have a look at my dungeon? Or at least the beginnings of one. I have only bought a few things for it so far.”

Of course I nodded. Being shown around a half-built dungeon by a wannabe dominatrix sounded fun.

She grinned, “Come on then!” and took me by the hand and led me out of the dining room, along the hallway and then up the stairs.

“Oh, it’s not in the basement?” I asked, jokingly.

“Not the main dungeon, no, but I have plans for the basement.” she explained as we climbed the stairs. On the first floor she took me, still holding my hand, into what must once have been the master bedroom.

That was one of the features of good Victorian terraces, they had large rooms with high ceilings. With all the regular furniture removed the room seemed very large. The walls had been painted with a deep burgundy colour, and the floor was covered with slate grey tiling which probably had been meant for use in an a posh bathroom.

The décor, however, took second place to the two items of furniture that were in the room. One was some kind of large padded bench that looked vaguely like a medical examination bench from a doctor’s office only made of black steel and black leather. Under the bench and built into it was a black steel cage.

The other item was a chair, albeit a very solid and heavy looking chair with a high back. It looked what you would get if you crossed an electric chair with a luxury leather office chair. It was made of a heavy wooden and steel frame and padded all over in black leather. There were heavy leather straps all over it that would secure someone at lower legs, thighs, waist, chest, upper arms, forearms, wrists, neck and head. It looked …incredible!

“Wow!” I said.

“What do you think of them?” she asked with obvious delight.

“Just …wow,” was all I could think of to say.

“The bondage bench and cage came from a company in Warwick.” explained Marie, “It is one of their off the shelf designs. The chair, however, that is something special. I saw something like it on a website about bondage based in San Francisco. I could not find one like it for sale anywhere so I found a company in Germany that would make one for me. I gave them images and a few drawings and they really delivered!”

I couldn’t think of anything to say, which didn’t matter as she had now totally warmed to her subject.

“There are more things that I am planning to add to this room. One or two have been ordered or soon will be. I want each room to have a theme. I don’t need much living space. This house has an extension on the back and that is where my bedroom is now. The top two floors of the house will be for the new business, plus the basement.

“Also on this floor will be a medical room and a pet-play room. On the floor above will be a schoolroom which will double as an interrogation room and a nursery.”

“A …nursery?”

“Oh yes, for adult baby play. Have you heard of it?”

I had to admit that I hadn’t.

“It’s when you dress a man up as a baby and treat him as one. Speaking personally, I love the idea.”

Oh wow. I thought. There was more the fetish world than I imagined. I was full of questions.

“And pet-play?”

“That’s dressing up a man as a pet, maybe a cat, puppy or even a pony and then treating them like that animal. That one is going to be fun too!” she explained with a giggle.

“OK, I have to ask, …what will you do in the basement?”

“Aha! That is going to be called the Oubliette. That will be for hard core players.”

I looked at the bench and the chair, “Harder core than this?”

She laughed, “Oh yes! It will be like a medieval dungeon, for imprisoning my victims in darkness for long periods.”

“Well,“ I said, “I have to say I am impressed, and amazed.” I pointed to the chair, “That thing in particular looks incredible.

“Would you like to try it?” she asked.

“Pardon?”

“Would you like to try it? It only arrived last week, and no-one has ever sat in it. Would you like to be its first victim?”

My expression must have been less than enthusiastic.

“Oh please!” she said, “Ever since I ordered it, I have been looking forward to putting someone in it for the first time. I promise not to do anything horrible to you once you are all strapped in.”

I looked at her pleading expression. I liked Marie, she was a little older than me but she had an innocent charm that made her seem younger. She was also very cute, and I already really liked her as a friend. Add in the pleading and I stood not chance.

“Sure, why not,” I said, “It’ll be fun.”

She actutally bounced into the air in delight, then rushed over the chair and started arranging the straps out of the way so that someone could sit in the chair.

“Ok, do I just sit down?” I asked.

“Erm …could you take your clothes off?” she asked.

“What?”

“Just your jeans, shirt and shoes. The straps might pull on the fabric or even cause a rip.”

“Really?” I asked, with suspicion obvious in my voice.

“Yes, really. I am being serious. You don’t want to have to explain a tear in your shirt or jeans to anyone.”

Oh well, I thought. I was pretty much committed, so I pulled off my t-shirt and undid my belt. Then I slipped out of my shoes and removed my jeans. When I turned round wearing nothing but my pale blue boxer shorts, I saw her patting the seat of the chair invitingly.

I walked over, feeling very nervous, then turned and sat down in the chair. The seat was padded and comfortable. My feet did not quite reach the floor but instead rested on a wooden foot-rest. The first thing that happened was that Marie knelt down and started putting the straps round my lower legs.

The straps were thick and wide and had double tanged buckles. They looked really seriously strong. She put one strap round my right ankle and pulled it tight. A leather flap went below the buckle so it would not dig into my flesh. Once the buckle was tightened, she did the same to my left ankle. Then more straps went around my calves, just below my knees.

Then she stood up and secured wider straps around each of my legs above the knees and also around my upper thighs. My legs now felt really tightly held. I had to say I was enjoying the sensation.

“Lift your arms please,”

I raised my arms and she pulled a wide strap around my waist and cinched it tight, even asking me to breathe in when she did so. Fortunately, I was in decent shape from playing football at the weekends, so I had no embarrassing extra weight in that area. Next, she pulled a similar strap across my chest and that too was pulled tight. Not such much to stop me breathing but enough so that I really felt it every time I breathed in.

Rather than tell me what to do next she just took hold of my right arm and guided it back down. My upper arm aligned with a padded rest on the side of the chair back and yet another thick strap soon had it locked in place. Then she did the same with my right arm. My forearms were now lying on the wide padded armrests and Marie quickly secured straps around each of my wrists, which when pulled tight, forced them into the arm padding.

I was now totally helpless. The sense of restriction was amazing. I had never tried bondage before but sitting in the chair, all strapped up, was beginning to make me a little aroused. The leather smell was intoxicating and when I shifted my weight or wriggled in the straps there was an atmospheric creaking noise.

“Nearly finished,” she said.

There was more? I wondered. Indeed their was. First she pulled a strap around my neck and pulled it tight. Not tight enough to choke me but tight enough that there was no slack.

“Right!” she said, “Almost done. Though I should ask you before doing the last bit. There is a head harness that comes with the chair and can be attached so that it holds your head in place. Would be OK if I put it on you?”

I was amused that she asked, given that she already had me helplessly bound in a crazy bondage chair, “Go ahead,” I said, “Might as well get the full experience.”

She laughed, “The full experience would involve a lot more than just strapping you in. But I get what you mean. Just wait a moment, as the old joke goes, don’t go anywhere.”

Her confidence really was blossoming now that she was in her dominatrix domain. She was no longer the timid girl I tutored downstairs. She walked away and returned about a minute later holding something that looked like a shapeless collection of leather straps. She approached me and untangled them into something that was approximately head shaped. Like everything else they looked brand new.

She lowered the harness of leather straps over my head and began to fit them into place. A chinstrap went under my chin and was cinched up. Then a panel of some kind was placed over my mouth with a hole in the middle. More straps went on either side of my nose, then over my head, connecting to more straps that went both around my head at the forehead level and down the side. Once everything was secured there were still some straps trailing from the sides. These she connected to buckles on the back of the chair that, when tightened, pulled my head back. When she had done all of the side straps my head was held fast. The only things I could move were my hands and my feet.

“How does it feel?” she asked, “Pleas be honest, does it pinch anywhere, or is any strap too tight?”

I had a good wriggle, as much as the chair would allow me, and then tried to pull my arms free. I might as well have tried to lift an elephant. The straps were solidly anchored and gave not at all. The sense of helplessness and the feeling of the bondage was really turning me on.

“No, it doesn’t pinch or hurt anywhere,” I reported, “It’s very tight, but then I think that is the point. I have to admit I am enjoying what this feels like.”

I saw her eyes stray to my crotch and I guess she must have spotted my growing erection within my boxers.

“There are two more things that come with the chair that I could add. Would you like to try them?”

What could they be. I seemed to be as bound as it was possible to be, “Ok I said, go for it.”

She went out of my field of vision, and I heard her doing something beside the chair. Then something was placed over my eyes. I felt straps being cinched and a padded blindfold was pulled firmly into place, plunging me into darkness.

“That really helps the sense of helplessness, yes?” she asked.

“Yes it …” I started to reply but just as I opened my mouth something was pushed into it. It was some kind of shaped lump of rubber. Obviously, the last thing was a gag!

Marie was quite firm in pushing it into my mouth and then securing it with straps to the head harness. The rubber was shaped to fill most of my oral cavity, or at least it felt like that. It was holding my tongue in a kind of shaped pocket.

“Hmmmph!” I said.

“I hope that is a sign of approval!” she said, then she took one of my hands in both of hers. “Just relax, Peter,” she said, “I want you to experience the chair properly, the feeling of the bondage. If I let you out of it after just five minutes that would be such a waste. I will leave you in there for say ….an hour? That should be enough for you to get into the headspace the chair is supposed to produce. Give me one grunt for yes if you agree, if you grunt twice I will take you out at once.”

I was relieved that she was giving me the option. This had not all been an elaborate plan to kidnap and enslave me! After a few moments thought I decided, what the hell, let’s do it. I was enjoying the feeling of being helpless in the chair and was curious to know what being in it for a full hour would feel like.

I gave one grunt.

“Oh good! I am so happy you said that. Now I will let you relax. Don’t worry, I won’t be far away.” She let go of my hand and I heard the sound of retreating footsteps. I didn’t hear her go downstairs so I guessed she must have just gone to another room.

Well, I was very firmly stuck in the chair. I could not physically do anything at all. So, if I was on my own, I may was well just relax. This was easier than I expected. Even though the bondage was tight and I could barely move, it was not unpleasant. I was not in any pain and after a short while I felt myself drift into a kind of meditative state. It felt really …nice is not the right word. I kind of sank into myself, just accepting that I could not move and all I needed to do was let go and just …exist.

Time didn’t matter, I floated in my own little world. Helpless but somehow safe and protected. It was almost a euphoric experience. I was so enrapt in my experience that when Marie started removing the blindfold and gag, I felt resentment. I toyed with asking her to put them both back. She continued removing all the straps until I was free. It took a while.

Once free, I stood up and went to put my clothes on.

“So how did that feel?” she asked.

I turned to her, steel feeling the effects of the headspace, “That felt …really good. I was surprised. I have to say when you were removing the gag and blindfold, I was wishing you wouldn’t.”

Marie beamed at me, “Wow, really? Have you not been tied up before?”

“No, I haven’t” I admitted.

“Didn’t you say you had been to some fetish clubs?” she asked.

“Yes, but I hadn’t been tied up. I just watched some demos and did some dancing.”

“Well, I guess you have really learned something about yourself tonight.”

I nodded and smiled. That was certainly true!


Chapter 3

Helping Out

The next tuition session with Marie was the very next day. I had left her house the previous evening in a bit of a daze. My experience in the chair had been something of an eye-opener. When I got back to my tiny flat, I got onto the web and did a lot of searching into bondage and the mental euphoric state that I had experienced.

Many sources described something like what I had felt and named it ‘flying’ or ‘subspace’. It seemed that I had a previously unexplored kinky side. The question for me was what was I going to do about it. I did not, at the time, have a girlfriend who I could suggest exploring this with. Even if I had would it have appealed to her or appalled her?

The only person it seemed I could talk to about it, or possibly even explore it with was Marie. The problem was I did not want to start pushing into her private life or overstep the bounds of being her tutor. For one thing I did not want to be fired by her and lose the money she was paying me. That may sound mercenary, but I was a lowly impoverished research student.

When I arrived at her house it was if nothing unusual had happened the previous evening. We went through her maths work but at the end I sensed that Marie wanted to talk. She sat across the dining table from me and raised her eyebrows, “Well?” she asked.

“Well, what?”

“Are you all recovered from yesterday?”

I smiled, “Yes, though I did spend a while on the net last night researching bondage. While in that chair I had a wonderfully free and euphoric experience. It felt …amazing. It seems I am kinkier than I thought.”

She smiled, “I am pleased to hear it. I think a lot of people are a lot kinkier than they know, or kinkier than they will allow themselves to be.”

I had a question, “Marie, the chair and the bench looked very expensive. If you plan to outfit the whole house, it is going to cost a fortune. Can you afford it all?”

“Oh yes! I have been saving money for years.”

“Does banking pay that well?”

She laughed, “No, it doesn’t, but my needs are simple. I have no mortgage, and I rarely go on holiday. You can save a lot when you don’t spend much. I have enough money now to set up my business. I have been placing a lot of orders recently, it’s really exciting!”

“Orders for?”

“Everything I need, for each of the rooms! Some things have long lead times because they have to be custom made.

Her enthusiasm made me smile, “Well I find myself really looking forward to seeing what it all looks like.”

Marie was quiet for a second then asked, “If you don’t mind me asking this, if it’s not too much trouble, …would you consider helping me when all the stuff arrives. Some of it will be very heavy and bulky. When the bench and chair arrived, they were all crated up and the couriers kindly took them up to the room for me. But I had to uncrate and assemble them.”

That sounded fascinating, “Yes, of course I am happy to help!”

“I can pay you!” said Marie quickly.

“That’s OK, no need,” I said before I had thought things through. Well, I could hardly take the words back.

“The first deliveries are due tomorrow, shall I send you a text after the have arrived so you can come and help me?”

The following day was Saturday. I played football in the morning and had lunch with some of the other players, but after getting back home in the afternoon a text arrived from Marie telling me that some crates had been delivered.

I dutifully replied saying I was coming over and hopped onto my bicycle. It took me about twenty minutes to get to Marie’s place. When she let me into the entrance hall there was barely room to move because of the crates and boxes stacked in there.

“Is this everything you have ordered?” I asked.

“Oh no, there is more stacked in the front room and in the yard at the back. Plus lots more that is still to arrive.”

And I have volunteered to help with all this for free! What had I been thinking! Marie herself seemed a little overwhelmed but was as happy as a kid on Christmas morning. Rather than try to organize the crates by where in the house they were going, she suggested we just did the biggest first. This did not quite equate with weight. After trying to move the cases around we isolated the ones that were going to be the hardest to move.

These I heaved up the stairs, with Marie’s assistance, until we were on the first floor. Once there, Marie started to take some of the packaging off so she could identify what was inside and where it needed to go. She did this with the first crate, a long square section one that was very heavy.

“This is for the dungeon!” she announced.

With some effort we got the crate into the dungeon space. Removing the heavy packaging and padding took a while but when it was all removed what was revealed was a cage. A tall cage that was shaped like a human body. It reminded me of something from a medieval torture chamber.

“What do you think?” Marie asked.

“It’s impressive!” I said, with great sincerity.

“It’s meant to be either hung from a ceiling or secured to a wall,” she explained, “The makers say not to use it free-standing because of the damage it could do to someone locked inside if it fell over.”

“It looks amazing.” I said, “But whoever fits inside it will have to be quite tall and …not too large. If you know what I mean.”

She smiled, “It’s not something that can be a one size fits all. For the larger submissive I will have other options. If the cage was too wide, it wouldn’t have the constraining feel for my slimmer customers.”

I saw there were bolt attachments at the back of the cage. Wall fittings were sitting in a plastic bag at the bottom of the cage, “If you have some tools, I can get it installed, if you like.”

“Oh really? That would be fantastic. Yes, I have some tools. They are in the basement.”

She headed out of the room, then paused, “Come on Peter, don’t you want to see my basement?”

I guessed I did and followed her back down the stairs. We made our way past the pile of crates and through an understairs door to a staircase down to the basement. When we arrived at the bottom what I saw was not what I expected.

What I had expected was a small basement, maybe filled with old junk. What I found instead was a huge space, almost empty. The floor, walls and arched ceilings made of stone rather than brickwork. The space was lit with a couple of single bulbs mounted crudely in the walls. The effect was very atmospheric, like stepping back in time into some medieval catacomb.

“It’s great isn’t it!” enthused Marie, “This terrace of houses was built on top of an old medieval granary. The main part was cleared away but the cellars were left as they are. Each house here thus has one of these amazing cellars.” Then she bent to pick up a modern looking heavy toolbox. I moved to take it from her.

“This will be what you called your Oubliette?”

She nodded, “Yes, it will be for only the most serious players. A place of darkness, imprisonment and exquisite suffering!” and then she giggled which kind of ruined the effect of her scary words.

“What will be in here?” I asked.

“Probably a cell or two, lots of cagework, maybe heavy manacles and shackles. I have the idea of having actual burning torches mounted in the walls but that might not be doable.”

“You’ll keep someone as a prisoner down here?” I asked, fascinated.

“Oh yes, maybe even overnight.”

I was astonished. Marie’s vision of what she wanted her business to be was way more adventurous than I had imagined, and more than a little scary. Back in the upstairs dungeon I was soon able to mount the very strong wall brackets for the upright cage and get it solidly attached to one wall.

All that done we moved on to the next crate. This one was smaller but almost as heavy. After heaving it upstairs, Marie opened enough of it to see what it was and declared that it too belonged in the dungeon. Once manoeuvred into the room we removed the packaging to reveal …a thing.

“What is it?” I asked.

“It’s a whipping bench.” she replied, as if that explained everything.

It was a substantial steel framed …thing. It was covered with thick leather padding and multiple heavy straps. I walked around in and suddenly realized how it worked. There was a padded oval at one end like some massage chairs or tables had, designed for someone’s face to fit into. That told me where the victim’s head would be. Their body would be face down bent over the bench with straps holding their head, body, upper arms, wrists, thighs, calves and ankles. Their bottom would be presented to be whipped, which explained the bench’s name.

After my revelatory experience in the chair, I found myself really wanting to know what it felt like to be strapped down on this bench. I also suspected that if I asked then Marie would happily oblige. But I had volunteered to help her with all the crates, so I gave myself a mental slap and got back to work.

Marie did not ask me to help with any of the crates or boxes that she could easily lift herself, so there were still plenty of deliveries left in the hall when we got to the last of the heavy crates, or rather the last two, because they were taped together. They were large, heavy and reminded me of the kind of crates that very large flat pack furniture came in. We cut the tape and working together managed to get the first one up to the landing of the first floor.

Marie did not need to cut some of the packaging to find out what was inside as there was a shipping note sellotaped to the side of it.

“Oh! It’s for the top floor!” she announced.

My heart sank. We had already taken a few crates up there and it was a struggle to get large and heavy objects up the next flight of stairs. Still, the job was nearly done so we got to it and after a back breaking effort the crate was in the top floor room that Marie had said was going to be the nursery.

“So, what is in the crate?” I asked, as Marie had not said.

“It’s a cot.”

“A cot? ..but it must be huge.”

“Of course, it’s for an adult baby.”

Of course, it had to be as large as a regular adult’s bed, surely. It was certainly heavy. I was not relishing having to bring up the second crate. But after a minute’s rest we headed back down and struggled back up with the second crate.

Afterwards she insisted on making me a cup of tea. I accepted, rather than be rude and the tea was …passable. I was able to drink it without grimacing.

“Our next maths session is on Monday evening,” she said, “Can you stay a little longer afterward? The stuff for the medical room will be arriving that day.”

Sure, why not, I thought and nodded my agreement. The fact that the medical room was only up a single flight of stairs made agreeing a little easier.


Chapter 4

An Admission and an Offer

On the Monday when I arrived, all the rest of the cases from the Saturday had disappeared and some new ones had taken their place. After our maths session Marie and I got straight to work. She told me there were two large pieces of furniture to go in the medical room. One was much heavier than the other.

“What is it, the bigger one?”

“A hospital bed, or rather what will act as one. Real hospital beds are huge. This is a medical gurney slash examination table. It can be used as a bed because the padding is quite deep. It comes in two big crates,” she explained.

“What’s in the other?” I asked.

“Aha, that is a fun one. It’s a gyno chair.”

“A what?”

“A kind of examination …thing for gynaecology. The victim sits in and their legs are held up wide and high and secured with straps. It’s meant for pregnant women but it’s going to be used on men! It gives great access to a man’s genitals and anus.”

I couldn’t think of anything to say to that, so I just got to work lifting the heavy crates up the stairs. When I arrived at the medical room, one I had not been in before, I was seriously impressed. It looked like a room from a real hospital. The flooring, colour of the walls, the polystyrene ceiling tiles, the cabinets, small sink unit all spoke ‘NHS hospital’ to me.

Unpacking and assembling the bed and the gyno chair took a while as the assembly was quite fiddly. Both pieces of furniture were solid and high quality and had a lot of adjustability. Which meant fitting levers, knobs and other controls. With them in place the medical room looked more like it was waiting for a real patient rather than a BDSM victim. But then, I guessed, that was the point.

“I have to say I am very impressed with how realistic this room looks.” I said.

“Yes, I love it. If you open the cabinets and drawers...” she replied, and opened a cabinet, “You will see all real medical equipment, gloves, masks, needles – everything! All from real medical suppliers.”

“Is this room complete now?” I asked.

“Oh no, I have a kinky breathing machine coming. Not a real medical device but something made by a BDSM company that looks like it belongs in a hospital but actually serves kinky purposes. It has hoses, breathing masks and looks quite scary.”

“You really sound like you know what you are doing!” I said, impressed.

“Oh, thank you, Peter!”

“Can I ask how long you’ve been …you know …dominating men?” I asked, “I am guessing it’s a while because you really know your stuff.”

Marie suddenly looked serious, “Ah …about that. Look …I think I need to talk to you. Let’s go and sit down. I’ll make us some tea.”

Five minutes later we were sitting on her sofa in the front room on the ground floor. It was clear Marie was building up to something. Something about her past maybe? Details of how she started dominating men? How she discovered she liked it?

“Right, I have a confession to make,” she said, “I have never dominated a man for real. When I put you in the chair, that was the very first time I have ever tied up a man. It was my first real world BDSM experience.”

“What? …I don’t get it,” I said, astonished, “But all this …all the rooms, all the equipment. How come you seem so knowledgeable?”

“A lot of reading and a lot of time spent online. But I have no actual experience.”

“But how …how will you be a dominatrix for real if you’ve never done it before?”

“I know,” she said, eyes downcast, “I know I can’t start accepting clients until I know what I am doing. What I need is practice. For everything I want to be able to offer I need to have already done it for real, and done it enough that I know what I am doing. For that I need someone to practice on. Someone who can give me accurate feedback on how I am doing.”

“I am sure there would be no end of willing volunteers…” I started saying.

“You think I haven’t tried?” said Marie quickly, “There are online forums where if you advertise for volunteers, you will be inundated with hundreds of applicants. But I don’t want some desperate wannabe, someone who I don’t know and might bring all kinds of trouble with them. I want someone sensible, who can be objective. Someone I can trust.”

I knew what she was about to say. I could see it heading my way like a runaway train.

“I need you, Peter.” she said softly, “You are ideal. I already know and trust you. I know you have an interest in BDSM now but are not hung up on just wanting something specific, like I see those on the forums want. I can trust you to be honest with me, to cooperate in helping me become better at domination.”

“How ...I mean for how long?”

“I don’t know. I have quite a list of things I want to master and to do that I need to try them all for real. I know it’s a lot to ask, but I am stuck without you. Please don’t turn me down.”

“Look,” I said, “I really would like to help you but...”

“I can pay you!”

“Pay me?”

“Yes, I can pay you for each practice session. I pay you forty pounds per hour for the maths sessions. For this I could pay you, shall we say …fifty an hour?”

Oh! Fifty pounds an hour was a lot of money to me. What would it involve? My only experience so far had been when I had been strapped into the chair and that had been so …enjoyable that I would have gladly paid to be able to experience it again. Would being Marie’s practice volunteer be so bad?

I looked at her, her expression was one of pleading desperation. She had just admitted to how inexperienced she really was. She had laid bare the embarrassing shortfall in what she wanted to accomplish in her new venture. It really only took me a moment more to make up my mind.

“OK,” I said, “I will do it. I will be your willing test subject.”

She practically bounced into the air with joy. “Oh yes! Thank you, thank you Peter!”

She rushed over to me and caught me in a very enthusiastic hug. I laughed along with her and hugged her back. Her innocent joyful enthusiasm and sincerity was very charming,

“So,” I asked at length, “What do we do first?”


Chapter 5

Back to the Dungeon

Marie had asked that we did the first practice session after our next mathematics tutoring session. That was the very next day. I had asked what we would be doing but she said she preferred it to be a surprise. Hence it was with some trepidation that I arrived at her house. The mathematics session went quietly and normally except for a certain …tension, as we both knew what was going to happen afterward. I guess I felt it more keenly as I guessed I was going to be tied up in some way, but more than that? I had no idea.

After we had finished Marie insisted that I have something to drink. To hydrate me, she said. Just what was she planning that needed that kind of precaution? When the time came she led me up the stairs and into the dungeon. Now that I knew I was there as a victim of a dominatrix the room carried a lot more menace than the last time I had seen it.

“Take your clothes off and kneel. I will go and change.” said Marie.

“All my clothes?” I asked.

“Of course!” she said with a grin and walked out of the room and closed the door.

Well, I had taken my clothes off in this room before. This would be just the same, wouldn’t it. I took off my shoes and socks, jeans, shirt and with just a twinge of trepidation, my boxers. I looked around for somewhere to put them and spied what looked like a small laundry basket in the corner. I folded my clothes and laid them in the basket. Then I did as I had been told and knelt on the hard floor.

Like men throughout history, I was ready long before the woman. A thought that made me smile as I knelt on the cold floor. I felt I had been kneeling for over an hour before I heard steps coming toward the room. The door was pushed open and Marie stood in the doorway. She didn’t immediately enter, instead she posed with her hands on her hips, letting me get a good look at her outfit.

She was transformed. Gone was the innocent and timid girl I had been teaching mathematics to and helping carry heavy deliveries. Gone even was the girl who had strapped me into a chair. This Marie was a vision, a very intimidating vision. She was wearing a black shiny catsuit which I guessed was made of latex. Over that was a leather corset cinched tight. I was struck by what an amazing figure she had, something her usual conservative clothing had hidden. She wore a pair of knee length black leather, high heeled boots that were as shiny as the catsuit.

Once she was happy, I had gotten a good eyeful she walked into the room and came to stand directly before me.

“Hello little boy,” she said, in a cheerful voice, “What is your name?”

Oh, roleplay!

“Peter,” I replied.

“Peter what?”

“Peter Hillbrook.”

Marie suppressed a giggle and said “No you fool. You call me ‘mistress’, understand?”

“Yes ..mistress.”

“From now on, you don’t answer to ‘Peter’. Your name is now ‘Slave’. What is your name?”

“Slave ..mistress.”

“Good boy, you are getting the idea. Now, a slave should have a collar. Don’t you agree, Slave?” she asked, clearly enjoying this exchange.

“Yes mistress,” I said and looked up at her.

“Keep your eyes down! Show respect to your mistress!” she snarled.

I was so surprised I dropped my head immediately. With my eyes lowered I could not see what she did next, but I heard her walking and then I felt her hands at my neck. My instinct was to slap her hands away, but I controlled myself. Marie was putting a wide leather collar around my neck. She tightened it to the point where it was in contact with my neck all the way round but not so tight it was a problem. Then I heard the click as she added a padlock. The collar was not coming off till she said so.

She moved to stand next to the whipping bench, “Crawl over here slave!” she commanded.

I did as I was told and crawled over the cold, hard floor until I was kneeling next to her. She patted the bench and said, “Come on, assume the position slave!”

I stood and lay down on the bench. My stomach rested on the main part of the padded bench, my legs rested on the bent padded supports at the back of the bench and my head rested with my face in the padded oval.

I lay there unmoving as she fastened all the straps. I felt the saddle leather straps grow tight around my ankles and calves and then my back. My upper arms were strapped tight to the side of the bench and my wrists secured in leather cuffs further down the side. I expected to feel the strap go around the back of my head but instead she said “Lift your head up!”

I did as I was told and she pushed a ball-gag into my mouth and quickly fastened the strap behind my head. Then she actually pushed my head back down into the padded oval and fixed the strap that held my head in place.

All I could see was the floor directly below the bench. I struggled a little against my bonds but like the chair, this thing was strongly made, and my efforts had no effect.

“That’s right slave, you struggle all you want. You aren’t ever going to escape,” said Marie with a giggle.

This was a girl who had never dominated a man before? She certainly seemed to know what she was doing. There was a pause while I strained to hear what was going on. What she going to do next?

Next was her stroking her fingers over my bum. Then she patted each of my buttocks and gently stroked my thighs, letting her fingers stray to the inside of them, awfully close to my genitals. Every touch sent a shiver through me. This was feeling very nice indeed!

Then she gave my bottom a very hard smack! I grunted in pain.

“Did this little slave boy think this was going to be about me stroking him and petting him?”

This little slave boy had hoped it was!

“No, this little slave boy has been a bad little slave boy! I think this little slave boy wants to be punished.”

Oh no he doesn’t!

There was another pause and then something stroked my bottom again, only it didn’t feel like her hand.

“Do you know what that is little slave boy?” she said in a playful tone. Then I heard her footsteps and an object appeared in my limited field of view. It was being held by Marie and was a collection of leather strips attached to a polished cylindrical wooden handle. It looked like something out of a medieval torture chamber.

“This is called a flogger,” she explained, “It looks awesome doesn’t it.”

It looked painful! But I could not even answer with anything but a grunt.

“I’m glad you like it!” she said with a laugh. Then there was a long pause before the flogger was stroked over my bottom again. Now I knew what it was, the touch actually me tense up. I was trying to brace myself.

Then she hit me with the flogger properly and it landed with real force. It also really hurt! I grunted loudly into the gag. There was a pause and another blow landed, and another. The flogger didn’t just hurt it also landed with some weight. I could feel my rear recoil with each blow. I struggled against the straps, but I was being held very firmly.

This was supposed to be fun? The bondage had felt nice and if I had been left to stew on the bench all tied down, I bet I would have enjoyed another headspace trip like the one I had experience in the chair. This was very different and was just horrible. It didn’t stop either. Marie seemed to be on a mission to turn my bottom into one massive bruise. She pounded away with the flogger without any sign of tiring.

Then something strange happened, bit by bit the blows were hurting less and less. I was feeling a kind of glow in my rear and the sensation of each blow was ceasing to be painful and becoming pleasurable. I was getting some kind of endorphin rush from being beaten. This was different from the headspace I had enjoyed in the chair, this was a more intense kind of pleasure.

From feeling like a victim, I was now feeling like the recipient of a wonderful gift. Marie, poor girl, was working hard just so that I could feel good. I hoped she wasn’t getting too tired. Eventually the flogging ended and she just stroked my bottom and my back gently. Her touch felt amazing. Maybe the way my nerves were so stimulated, and the endorphins were flooding my system, but every touch was like magic.

I had no idea how long it was before she started releasing me. All of the straps were removed but I just lay on the bench, not wanting to move. In fact, if she had asked, what I wanted was for her to strap me back in again. I wanted to go back to that special world of being a helpless victim of inflicted joy.

After a few minutes though I thought I couldn’t just lay there for longer without being very rude, so I lifted myself off the bench. Marie reached for my head and at first I wondered what she was doing before I remembered that I was gagged. She undid the gag and put it aside while I leaned against the bench.

She took a close look at me, “Are you OK Peter?” she asked. I just smiled a goofy smile at her.

“I think you are still a little spaced out,” she said and gathered me into a hug. I didn’t have the strength to really hug her back. She held me for quite a while, and I had to say I really enjoyed being held by a really cute girl who smelled of leather and latex. Then she let me go and disappeared out of the room.

What did I do now? Should I get dressed? Was there more to come? If I got dressed would Marie be annoyed?

She returned with a blanket and put it on the bed-like bondage bench. Then she took me by the hand and led me over to it and told me to lie down. I obeyed without question and lay down on my side. The bench was, like the whipping bench, well padded, so was very comfortable. She wrapped the blanket around me.

“I think we can call that a successful session,” she said.

I nodded, “It was certainly an eye-opener for me! Why am I on this bed?”

“It’s called aftercare, Peter. I saw that you had really had a profound reaction to the flogging so I wanted you to come down gently.”

“You certainly seem to know what you are doing” I said, “Is this really your first time doing this?”

Marie smiled, “That was the first time I have ever flogged anyone, or even hit anyone with anything. Putting you in the chair was the first time I had ever put anyone in bondage.”

“Then how do you seem to be so expert?”

She laughed, “It’s amazing what you can learn from watching videos on Youtube. Plus, I have read a lot of books about domination including ones written by professional dominatrixes.”

“There are books on all this kind of thing?” I asked, then felt very silly, of course there would be.

“There are hundreds, probably thousands!”

“How long do I have to stay on this bench?” I asked.

“Just until you start to feel better. I don’t want you riding your bicycle while you are still under the influence of all those endorphins. I could see the flogging was having a great effect.”

I nodded, “Yes, it was amazing. It hurt a lot to start with then it changed to being …wonderful.”

“That is what is meant to happen. I am overjoyed it worked! I am also pleased that you seem to have a strong submissive inclination so that you are getting the most out of this.”

I felt an urge to be honest, “It makes me feel guilty accepting payment for this. I feel I should be the one paying you!”

“No, if you were a paying me then I would have to only do what you had wanted me to do, while I am paying you, I get to choose and you can’t say no. I want to build my skills in a full range of things before I accept paying clients.”

That made sense. I may be enjoying these sessions but that just confirmed that Marie was doing them right. Which was the point, after all.


Chapter 6

In Hospital

Two days later we did the next mathematics session. Afterwards Marie made me a cup of tea and asked, “I hope you are up for the next session?”

I shrugged, “Ready when you are, can I ask what we will be doing today?”

“Hmmm, you don’t look so well.” she said in reply.

“I feel fine.” I said, feeling confused.

“No, you really look ill,” she insisted.

“Do I?”

“Oh yes, I think you could do with a proper medical examination.”

The penny dropped, “Well, I have been feeling a little under the weather.”

“You poor boy, let me take you upstairs to my surgery and I will see what I can do for you.”

She took me by the hand and led me upstairs. Once we arrived in the medical room, she told me to remove my clothes and then wait for her. As before she left to change into ‘something more appropriate.”

I was more comfortable now, after my previous experience. I removed my clothes and placed them in the same small laundry basket as before. Then I had to wait. I had not been told to kneel on the floor, so I didn’t. I looked at the bed and the gyno chair and considered sitting on one of them. Strangely I felt I shouldn’t because I hadn’t been given permission. The realization made me smile, as if I were a dog that wasn’t allowed on the furniture.

I was still standing naked, wondering what to do when Marie returned. Rather than wearing a stylized medical uniform she was wearing what looked like genuine hospital scrubs. That note of realism was a nice touch, I thought.

“Ok, Peter, let me take a look at you, sit down in the chair please.” she said in a very professioanlly caring voice.

I climbed up in the gyno chair. Once sitting she pulled my legs up into raised leg holders, if that is the right name, and strapped them there. Then she put leather cuffs on my wrists and clipped then to anchor points on the sides of the chair. That was me pretty much secured, but she added straps around my waist and chest.

“There, are you sitting comfortably?”

I nodded, “Yes mistress.”

“I’m not your mistress today, Peter. Call me doctor.”

“Sorry doctor.” I said with a sheepish smile.

“Let’s just make sure your breathing is under control.” Said Marie and wheeled some kind of tower object on wheels that was covered with a sheet. When she pulled off the sheet I saw a collection of hoses, face masks and an oxygen cylinder.

She lifted up one of the face masks. It was a black rubbery looking thing that would go over my nose and mouth. Then she picked up something that looked like a black rubber spider. She attached some of the straps to the mask and then put the mask over my face. While holding it in place with one hand she used the other to stretch the other straps around my head and connect them. This pulled the mask tight to my face.

Next, she lifted up a hose that was connected to the odd looking machines and cylinders in the tower. She connected the other end of the hose to my face mask. At first this meant that I couldn’t breathe as I could not get air down the tube. Straight away she adjusted a lever on the stand and air flowed, much to my relief. Being bound and having my breathing under someone else’s control made me feel extremely helpless.

Marie donned a pair of a surgical gloves and started poking and prodding at me. She examined my genitals, my arms and legs. She brought out a stethoscope and listening to my chest and some kind of probe with a light on it that she used to look in my ears.

She was calm and acting like a professional medic. Her demeanour was lulling me into feeling like I was in a real medical examination. In a room that looked exactly like a hospital examination room and with Marie dressed realistically and behaving so authentically I was lulled into acting and feeling like a patient. Despite the fact that I was tied down.

I lay uncomplaining while she put a blood pressure cuff round my arm and took my blood pressure. She didn’t remove the cuff afterward but pressed some buttons on the controlling panel and throughout the rest of the session it would continue, every few minutes to inflate and record my blood pressure.

Next, she pulled forward another machine on wheels. This one was a very serious looking machine with a great many cables hanging off it. Each one ended with some kind of electrode. She took each cable in turn and attached the electrodes to the skin on my inner thighs and on my stomach. Next, she added some more cables by plugging them into the machine. These had connectors on the end, rather than electrodes. I wondered what they were for.

Leaving me for a moment she retrieved some items from a drawer, then returned to my side. She leaned over me and started attaching things to my genitals. One was a kind of strap that went around my cock at the base, behind my balls. Another went around my cock, above my balls. A third was a kind of rubbery sack that was shaped like a pair of testicles. These she added some lube to and then carefully started pushing my balls into. This she found difficult because my balls were quite large. She had to get quite forceful to get them both inside it.

Once inside it was obvious they were not coming out easily. She then took four of the cables and attached one each to the things she had wrapped round my cock and two were connected to the rubber ball prison, as I had named it in my head.

“There now, Peter, she said with a calm, caring voice, “Are you ready for your treatment?”

Not having much choice in the matter, I nodded.

“Good boy, now, I have to ask you. Will you be able to keep quiet this time? Last time you were a very bad patient and woke up the rest of the patients on the ward.”

What on earth was she talking about. Then I got it. Roleplay! This was her way of asking if I wanted to be gagged, or was OK with it.

“I promise to be good,” I said, from under the mask.

She scowled at me, “That’s what you said last time and look how that turned out!”

I didn’t give her the answer she wanted. She rose and opened a different cabinet, from which she took a roll of wide white tape. She rested in on my chest and then removed my oxygen mask.

“Close your mouth Peter,” she said firmly. I complied and then she found the end of the tape with her fingernail and pulled a length of the tape out from the roll. The difficulty she had with this made me think the tape was made of some really strong and very sticky material.

I obediently kept my mouth shut as she pressed the tape in place. Then she wound it several times around my head, sealing my mouth very securely. I tried to open my mouth when she was done but the adhesion was so strong I got nowhere. After she put the tape away she put the oxygen mask back on me, so I was now only breathing in the mask through my nose.

“There,” said Marie, “That’s better. Now you can enjoy your treatment without disturbing everyone else in the hospital.”

She patted me on the arm, “You were such a big baby last time!” she said with an impish grin. It was clear she was having fun.

She turned and activated some controls on the machine that all the leads were connected to. At first, I didn’t feel anything, then I experienced a rowing pulsating feeling in the muscles of my inner thighs, groin and stomach. It was a deeply strange sensation, like my muscles were contracting on their own. It was …odd, and arousing.

Then the electrodes on my genitals came to life! They were initially painful and I tried to yell but all I could do was utter a muffled grunt. Then they changed to a pulsing rhythm that aligned with what the other electrodes were doing. It was still painful but also …incredible! It was like nothing I had ever felt before or could imagine feeling.

I looked down at my body and saw the muscle contractions taking place in response. Muscle contractions I could not control or keep from happening. The waves of stimulation kept changing pattern, introducing new feelings and sensations. Just what was this? I had never heard of anything like this!

Rather than try to rationalize, I just gave in to it. I rested my head against the chair back and stopped trying to think. The feelings were amazing, and I wanted them to never end, even the pain had become exquisite pleasure. I was aware of Marie occasionally adjusting the machine settings or stroking my arm as if comforting a suffering patient. The look, feel and atmosphere of the medical room lent an authority to everything. I was lot in a crazy medical fantasy. I was safe and being looked after and helplessly being subjected to a medical treatment that was blowing my mind!

When I orgasmed, it came as something of a surprise. The pleasure had driven me up to a peak in waves and the sudden rush to a climax had come quite suddenly. Marie didn’t react at all but did turn down the intensity of the machine. She didn’t release me either. She carried on stroking me and talking to me as if I were a patient. I was so much somewhere else mentally I didn’t really pay any attention to what she said.

After a while the reduced intensity ‘treatment’ was having a growing effect. Marie must have seen this and started turning up the power again. I found it hard to believe she had never done this to someone before because she played that machine like a concert pianist. The second time around took longer to push me all the way, and it was clear that Marie was aiming to make things last as long as possible, adjusting the stimulation accordingly.

If I had been an onlooker I would have wondered what the point of the bondage was. All the ‘action’ was concentrated on the electrical stimulation. From inside the experience the bondage, besides from feeling great, also meant that there was nothing I could do. I was helpless, unable to escape or even to speak. I had no responsibility at all. Being helpless like this was so freeing. I could enjoy the experience guiltlessly and just submit to everything rather than feel I needed to fight against it.

This was so wonderful. I could happily sit there all night, riding the waves of this new experience, safe in the care of Doctor Marie. I closed my eyes and felt like I was in a kind of heaven.

Eventually became aware that the sensations had faded away. I opened my eyes and saw that Marie had removed all the electrodes and was starting to release me from my bondage. The oxygen mask was gone from my face but I was still gagged. It was only when I was otherwise unbound that she started to remove the tape.

“I’ll do this carefully, Peter,” as she gently teased the tape off. As she pulled the tape free, she did it very carefully where it had caught my hair but it still hurt quite a bit. I was so full of endorphins, though, that I didn’t mind.

Again, the aftercare that Marie showed was amazing. She made me stay in the chair and wrapped me in a blanket and then just sat and held my hand while I came back to myself.

“Did I fall asleep?” I asked.

“More like passed out, but lets say you fell asleep. Maybe it was a bit of both,” she replied with a smile.

“That was …amazing, …I keep using that word. I think I need a thesaurus for better adjectives.”

“Well, you certainly reacted well to it.” said Marie, sounding a little smug.

“Are you sure you haven’t done this before?”

“Why do you ask?”

“You seem so confident, and so skillful!” I said.

“I have to come across as confident. If I came across as nervous and worried would you be so comfortable letting me tie you up and electrocute you?”

I laughed, “I guess not.”

“And as for being skilled, I have been studying about how to do this for ages. I didn’t want to try it on someone for real unless I knew what I was doing.”

I nodded, that was fair enough. “What are we doing next time?”

She laughed, “Let that be a surprise my little guinea pig,” she said and then beeped me on the nose with her finger, “But I have to ask you, do you have a bad back?”

“No, I don’t. It’s fine.” I answered.

She clapped her hands together, “Excellent!”


Chapter 7

Pet-Play Part 1

‘Who’s a good boy then!’

Marie didn’t want to do the next session after the mathematics lesson because, as she said, it was going to take too much time. That made me wonder what she had planned. Were we going back into the dungeon, more fun in the medical room or somewhere else in the house?

Three days later I arrived at her preferred hour, which was only three in the afternoon, and she led me up to the first floor and into the room she had described as the pet-play room. I had brought only a single crate up to the room earlier, a very heavy one and did not know what had been in it.

What it had been was obvious when I entered. There was a substantial cage in one corner of the room. It was roughly the same size as the one under the bondage bed in the dungeon. Was that going to figure in today’s session?

Marie gave me the usual instructions to take off my clothes, and the small laundry basket was present, as usual, by the door. Though this time she did not depart but started getting things organized. When I was naked, she presented me with a black latex catsuit and a small bottle of spray-on lube.

“Ok, Peter, today’s going to be a somewhat rubber themed event so please put this on.”

It unzipped at the back so unzipped it and, at Marie’s direction, I sprayed the inside with the lube and started putting the catsuit on. Marie had to help me a little as I did so.

“I think you bought a size too small,” I said.

“That’s what is always feels like when you put on a latex catsuit. Trust me, it’s the right size.”

“How can you be sure?”

“I’ve had you bound in a chair, bent over a whipping bench and strapped down in the medical room. Trust me, I know your measurements.” she explained with a laugh.

And she was right. Getting the catsuit on was a struggle but by the time she closed the zip at the back it was obvious that it could have been made to measure. Once it was on it felt really nice. The even tightness all over was something of a turn-on in itself.

Marie picked up a separate spray and showed it to me. “This is latex polish,” she said, “Just keep still and I will polish you. I want to be able to see my face in your bum cheeks.”

That created a mental image that made me smile. Marie got to work, spraying and polishing me with a special cloth of some kind. Being polished while wearing a latex catsuit, let me tell you, is a really wonderful feeling. It is relaxing and arousing at the same time. The polishing also made the suit look awesome. I was a shiny black vision of kinkiness!

“OK, boy, get on your knees!” commanded Marie.

“Yes, mistress.” I said, kneeling and making an effort to get things right.

“I am not your mistress today, I am your owner. As you will see.”

She picked up some kind of black rubber mask. It was shaped to resemble a dog’s muzzle. It had a head harness that went all around the head. Two very cute perky dog-like ears were on top. She adjusted the mask so she could put it on me and presented the muzzle to my face. I saw inside the mask as a ball-gag. Yet again, it appeared, I was going to be silenced. Did every form of BDSM involve being gagged? I wondered. Or was it just Marie’s preference?

The ball gag went into my mouth, and the mask was pushed against my face. Marie asked me to hold it in place while she secured al the straps around my head. Once she was done she stepped back and looked at me.

“Oh, that is adorable!” she said and patted me on the head, “Now let’s sort out your paws.”

The paws, it turned out, were a kind of mitt that went over my hands. They were, of course, made of rubber. Rather thick rubber too. Marie told me to fold my right hand into a fist, then with the aid of a little lube spray and quite a bit of tugging, pushing and squeezing she put the mitt on over my hand. The end of the mitt was paw-like, even having the bottom side thickened like the soul of a shoe. Once inside the mitt, my hand could not move.

She repeated the procedure with my left hand and once both my hands were mitted, I realized that I could not remove them by myself. Nor could I now remove my mask or catsuit. Inescapable bondage, it seemed, came in many forms.

Next was not my feet, but my knees. By now it was obvious that I was being turned into a dog or puppy, so I was sure I was going to be going around on all fours. This meant my knees needed to be protected. For this she fitted me with kneepads. These were rubber, but of a very solid kind. They protected each of my knees with a very thick pad. They almost looked like rather stocky paws. She then added rubber socks for my own feet which had animal-like claws where the toes went.

“Now you need a tail.” said Marie, “For this I need you to keep still.”

I did as I was told and waited, on all fours, without moving. She unzipped a zip at the bottom of the catsuit, just over my anus and I got a sinking feeling of where my new tail was going to be attached.

I heard her squirting something which I guessed was lube and then something started pushing at my anus. My instinct was to resist. There was something deep in my psyche that told me that things were supposed to exit my anus. Nothing was meant to head the other way.

“Relax your bumhole Peter, or this will be more painful.” she said in an impatient tone of voice.

Well, I was being paid for this and everything we had done so far had turned out to be a wonderful experience. So, with an effort of will, I relaxed and some kind of butt plug was pushed inside of me.

“Peter, …are you a virgin?” she asked suddenly, “I mean an anal one. Was that the first thing that has ever been put up you?”

I nodded.

“Awww, poor puppy, no wonder you were so tight.”

This from the woman who claimed to be doing this for the first time herself! Once, what I assumed was my tail, had been pushed into place she zipped the zipper as closed as it would now go and said, “There, you are all ready. Except for one thing!”

I heard her stand up so I looked round to see what she was doing. She was picking something up from a table and advancing on me with it. It was a collar and lead! I guessed that was an inevitable addition at this point.

“There now!” she said, as she buckled the collar round my neck. There had been some kind of metal disc hanging from it. I hope it didn’t say ‘Fido’. She attached the lead to my collar and then started walking out of the room. The lead went taught and pulled against my neck.

“Come on Peter, there’s a good boy, walkies!”

I crawled after her, feeling very silly. I had heard of pet-play and done some reading about it online. I had wondered what the appeal was. The costumes looked fun but was there more to it than that? Now I was bound as a rubbery dog boy I guessed I would find out.

She led me along the landing until we were inside the dungeon room. There she produced a ball from somewhere and showed it to me.

“Does doggy want his ball?”

Not particularly, to be honest.

She produced a remote control from her pocket and pressed a button. Suddenly my but plug tail started vibrating! I looked around and saw that it was wagging. It must have some kind of motor inside and worked by the remote. The feeling was …really odd!

“Awww doggy looks happy!” said Marie, “He does want his ball!”

I guess he did as my tail kept wagging. She unclipped the lead and then tossed the ball back along the landing. Remembering I was being paid for this I decided to be a good dog after all. I headed off after the ball. It had stopped just outside the petplay room. I bent down but with the mask on I could not carry the ball in my mouth. It was about the size of a tennis ball so was a bit big for that anyway.

Patting the ball with my hands, or rather my paws, would have looked a little too cat-like. I decided pushing the ball with my nose would look cute to Marie, so I lowered my head and carefully rolled the ball back along the landing to Marie’s feet.

“What a good boy, did you enjoy that?” she said, picking up the ball.

Not especially, but my tail was wagging so maybe I did, a bit. She threw the ball again and I dutifully scurried after in and retrieved it in the same way. The next time she threw it, it bounced of a wall and into the pet-play room. I followed it and could not immediately see it. I assumed that it must be under something, so I started looking. I crawled over to the cage and looked inside. No, it had not bounced into there. I looked under the table and behind a few boxes.

While I was doing this, I started finding other things. In one of the boxes there appeared to be more pet-play items like masks, latex suits and even a saddle! In another box were more toys that looked suitable for dog-play, as I mentally called it. Though online sites I had looked at called it puppy-play. I just didn’t feel like a puppy.

Knowing Marie would want me to stay in role I didn’t try to do anything with my hands, or rather paws. I pushed my nose into box of dog toys and found a very cute leather covered stuffed teddy bear. I was able to push it out of the top of the box with my nose so that it fell onto the floor.

It wasn’t the ball, but I found it more interesting, so I decided to forget the ball and pushed the teddy bear back to Marie instead. I pushed it all the way to her feet. She didn’t pick it up. Instead she looked down at me disapprovingly. Starting to seriously have fun, I sat on my haunches like a dog and looked up at her. This had the effect of stopping my tail from wagging. It still kept vibrating in my butt.

“What is this? Is this a ball?” She bent down and picked it up and waved it in my face, “What happened to your ball?”

Thinking it both fun and appropriate, I whined.

She laughed, “Did you lose your ball?”

I didn’t nod, because dogs don’t nod. Instead, I rose up a little so my tail would start wagging again. “OK, boy,” she said, “Let’s go find it.”

She walked past me, along the landing and into the pet-play room. I followed behind like a loyal pup. Marie had as much trouble finding the ball as I did. It was only after she pulled the box of pet toys away from the wall that she found it. It must have bounced behind the box and become wedged.

By this time, I was really getting into the headspace of being a playful puppy. I pounced on the ball and started rolling out of the door and along the landing. Marie chased after me and grabbed the ball. I looked up at her with soulful puppy eyes in disappointment, but she just laughed and patted me on the head.

We played fetch a little longer then Marie changed the game and wanted to do some obedience training as in her words I ‘obviously needed it’. Rather than speak to me as a person she did like she was training a real dog. Playing the role I decided to be a slow learner, such as following behind her when I had been told to stay and sitting when told to roll over.

When she gave me an exasperated look, I just tilted my head to one side and did my best innocent puppy impression. She was a sucker for it.

Or so I thought. She attached the lead to my collar and led me downstairs. Getting downstairs on all fours was not that easy. Once in the hall she headed for the front door!

“Time for your walk, little puppy.” she said, “I want to show you off to my neighbours.”

What, …outside, in public? I was horrified. The front door opened and I was filled with fear. I couldn’t do it, I couldn’t go out there, not like I was. I sat down and didn’t move.

The lead pulled taught, and Marie was pulled to a halt. She looked back at me.

“Come on! None of that, you need proper exercise!” and she tugged on the leash.

There was no way I was going out there, so I stayed put. She tugged again, really hard but I wasn’t moving.

“Bad puppy! Very bad puppy!” she said, anger clear in her voice, “You are an embarrassment. What dog doesn’t like a walk?”

She tugged on the lead again but fear of going out there still gripped me and was not to be moved. Marie walked up to me and biffed me on the nose. It didn’t hurt but it shocked me.

“You are a bad dog. A very very bad dog!” she hissed at me, “You know happens to bad dogs?”

I didn’t know but I guessed I was going to find out. She closed the front door and led me back up the stairs. She walked into the pet-play room, pulling me behind her. I walked with my head held low. I was a bad dog.

She unlocked the cage and reached in. She picked up the thick fluffy liner from the bottom of the cage and pulled it out. Then she pulled on the lead and pointed into the cage.

“Get in there!” she said.

I slunk into the cage. It was only about a meter long and less than that wide and high, so it was quite cramped inside. One I was fully in she unclipped my lead and slammed the cage door shut. The heavy bolts were slid shut and the two locks engaged which held the door secure.

“Now, you stay in there until you have learned your lesson. I have been too indulgent with you because you are cute. But bad dogs need discipline.”

With that she walked out of the room and shut the door behind her. I was left on my own, locked in a small cage. Also stuck inside a latex dog costume. Well, there was nothing I could do, so I lay down on the hard floor of the cage and did my best to get comfortable.

How long would she keep me in here? I could not believe she would pay someone fifty pounds an hour to be locked in a cage for hours. That seemed crazy.

As I lay there, my mind wandered. All kinds of thoughts ran through my mind. Had I done something wrong? Was she really sincere about taking me for a walk in public? What would have happened if we had gone out on the street? Would someone have called the police?

This was the UK, most likely no-one would have done anything. Just raised an eyebrow or tut-tutted a little. Was it illegal to go out in public dressed as I was? I would hardly have been guilty of indecent exposure as I was covered from head to foot in latex. Surely crawling on all fours in public was not illegal.

The more I thought about the more unreasonable it had been for me to refuse. I was, indeed, a bad dog. I resolved that when Marie came back, if she still wanted to take me for a walk. I would be up for it.

The next thing my mind wandered to was – was I enjoying this? This was very different from the first two sessions. They had been intense BDSM experiences which had blown my mind. This was much more quiet. The dog costume was fun. It was just as much bondage as anything else. I could not get out of the costume with my hands disabled in the paws. The latex catsuit felt wonderful and the mental experience was …what was it? It was certainly fun. Was it sexual? Or was it just silly?

I felt aroused, that was for certain. This was a different kind of headspace. It wasn’t as …concentrated as the being bound and having something intense done to me. This was something I had to make some effort for. I needed to throw myself into the role. I thought the way to get most out of this was to just forget I was a human and just be a dog.

I lay in the dark for what felt like ages, and I guessed I must have fallen asleep because the next thing I knew I was being nudged awake by Marie’s foot.

“Come on you lazy dog! You have suffered enough, though judging by your snoring, you weren’t suffering very much.”

I crawled out of the cage and she led me downstairs again. I had steeled myself for being taken outside, instead we went into the ground floor front room. There was a comfortable sofa upon which she sat down. Then she patted her lap and invited me to climb up. This seemed much better than being taken outside so I climbed onto the sofa beside her and laid forward across her lap. She gathered my head into her stomach and stroked me.

“There there, little pup, mommy still loves you. Even when you are being a bad boy.”

She cuddled me in her lap, and it felt wonderful. I was a bad puppy but my owner still loved me. We stayed like this for quite a long time before Marie decided the session was over. I felt that familiar regret when taken out of the fetish gear. I also was covered in sweat and seriously needed a shower.

Marie made us both tea and we sat and discussed what had happened during the session. There was a question I really wanted to ask.

“Would you really have taken me outside? In public?”

She smiled, “Yes, I think I would. Though I was nervous. It is something I have fantasized about many times. I tried to look up the law and could not find anything that covers it, so I assume it is legal.”

“It might offend some people.” I said.

“So what? No-one has the right to not be offended. This is still a free country.”

That begged another question, “So in the sessions coming up, will any of them be …in public?”

She smiled at me and winked. “Maybe, ..if you’re a good boy!”


Chapter 8

Pet-Play Part 2

Giddyup!

The next session was two days later. As before she wanted me to come as early as possible, so I arrived at two pm in the afternoon. My study commitments having been hurriedly completed in the morning.

She took me once again up to the pet-play room and as before she asked me to strip naked. Then she had me dress in the same latex catsuit as before. She had obviously cleaned it since the previous session.

Once I was polished and on my knees, Marie disappeared, as was her habit, to change into what she wanted to wear for the session. She hadn’t done that during the puppy game, so I assumed that this session was not going to be a repeat of that.

When she re-appeared I not only knew what we would be doing but her appearance took my breath away. She was wearing a riding outfit. Shirt, jacket, jodhpurs and shiny riding boots. I guessed I was about to be turned into a horse.

“I can see from your face that you have guessed what we are doing.” she said.

I nodded.

“Well, let’s get you all tacked up.”

She smiled at me and started sorting through the many boxes stacked up against one wall. The boxes were made of some kind of strong plastic and fitted together into a clever storage system. In the room beside the boxes was the cage I had spent time in two days ago, a table and the laundry basket that now held my clothes.

Just what was in all those boxes? Were we going to trying everything in there at some point in the future? While I was wondering, Marie had been removing things from boxes and piling them on the table.

When she turned her attention back to me the first thing she did was put the same knee pads on me that I had worn when I was a puppy. Things changed when she showed me what was going on my hands.

“What are those?” I asked, “ …mistress.”

“These are hoof mitts, now lift up your right hoof.”

I held up my right hand.

She fed my hand into a leather sleeve at the back of the mitt. When my hand was pushed into it, it was forced into a fist, just like with the puppy mitts. The rest of the mitt was very different. My hand was inside a wooden model of a horse’s hoof. It was a really clever piece of design. Once I was wearing both mitts, I could not remove them.

I placidly put my new hooved hands on the floor and waited for the next step. This proved to be a bridle! She removed something that at first looked like a complicated pile of leather straps. As she turned it and untangled the shapeless mass it quickly became an obvious bridle designed for a human to wear.

I obediently lifted my head so she could fit the thing around my head. It was adjustable using a variety of buckles and she took meticulous care to make sure each strap was adjusted to fit me perfectly. The bridle did not seem to have a bit with it and also had some spare straps at the side that served no obvious function.

“Now,” she said, “I think we don’t want you being able to talk, so let’s choose an appropriate bit for you.”

Being gagged was becoming a regular feature of our sessions. To be honest, I liked it. It absolved me of the need to communicate. I could just imagine myself the helpless victim and relax into each session.

She produced something that looked like a real horse’s bit except for an oddly shaped bulge in the centre. It projected from the middle of the rubber bar and was obviously meant to go in my mouth. She presented the bulgy bit to my mouth and I opened wide. It was pushed into my mouth and my teeth took a firm grip on the rubber.

Once it was in place she used the odd straps at the side of the bridle to secure the steel rings at each end of the bit. This held the bit firmly and even pulled it a little more into my mouth.

“Oh, you look like such an adorable pony now!” she crooned, “But ponies have to work, so let’s get you sorted out.”

What that meant was quickly obvious as she lifted a saddle down from the table. It did not look like a toy saddle either. It looked and smelled like a real one. But whereas a normal saddle would have girth straps attached to it this one had a full body harness.

She lowered the saddle on to my back and began adjusting the straps that were attached to. A wide one went under my stomach, like a girth, and she cinched that one tight first. After that more straps were secured around my sides, over my shoulders and around the tops of my thighs. A pair of stirrups hung down by my sides and Marie adjusted them so that they were hanging just above floor height. The result felt very confining and also really nice. The rapidly growing kinky side of my psyche was really enjoying this.

“That looks good!” said Marie, “But my poor pony is lacking a tail!”

Oh bugger, I thought, and my anus clenched in anticipation. I looked up to see her lubing up a butt plug with a ponytail of hair sticking out of it. The colour was even a match for my own. Had she bought it especially for me or did she have a selection of such tails to choose from?

She unzipped the catsuit over my bumhole, just like the puppy play session and pushed the tail plug into place. I knew resistance was futile, so I tried to relax into it straight away. This meant overcoming my instinctive desire to keep the damn thing out. Once it was in, I was grateful for it not being a vibrating plug. There was no need for a pony’s tail to wag so I guessed I was safe from that.

With my tail, saddle, bridle and hoof mitts in place Marie considered me ready. I guessed she would be sitting on my back any moment. I wondered how heavy she was. Was that an uncharitable thought for me to have? I bet real horses given the task of carrying people preferred to carry a lighter person. Did they look at humans and assess their weight? I wondered idly. It was amazing the questions you found yourself asking through doing BDSM!

“Right,” said Marie, “Have I forgotten anything ….I know, reins!”

More rummaging in a box produced some leather reins. When she attached them to the rings at the end of the bit in my mouth, I saw that they looked like real reins from a saddler’s shop. I was impressed by how real she was making this.

Then she sat on me!

At first when she sat in the saddle, she still rested her booted feet on either side of me, which took some of the weight. Then she put her boots in the stirrups, and I was bearing her full weight. It wasn’t too difficult to do as she was not very heavy, and the saddle distributed the weight away from my spine.

“Giddyup pony!” she said and I felt something hit my rear. Did she have some kind of whip? Maybe a riding crop?

I started moving and Marie did her bast to stay balanced. She had to wiggle a few times to get settled which really threw me off my stride. I had to stop when she did it. Once she was happy with her seat, I sped up a little.

It was a very submissive feeling. I was bound and being used as a means of transport. In the first two sessions I had been static and helpless and the centre of Marie’s attention as she just did what she wanted to my body. As a puppy it was much more interactive. She showed affection and it was lot of fun.

This time I was just as helpless as before but now I was being made to work. It felt even more extreme than slavery. But …I was aroused. It was hot, having Marie ride on my back. I made my way along the landing trying to give her as smooth a ride as I could.

This was a lot of fun, even thought it was hard work. We went around the first floor with Marie guiding me where she wanted me to go using the reins. I had to say that I doubted she had ever ridden a horse as she was very heavy handed. The reins pulled the bit in my mouth rather fiercely each time she wanted me to change direction.

She also really seemed to enjoy using her riding crop on me. I had the catsuit protecting my bottom and she didn’t have the leverage, while sitting on me, to really hurt me very much, but that didn’t stop her trying.

After we had done about a half hour for what she called ‘training’ she stopped me, stood up from the saddle and tied my reins to the arm of the dungeon room bondage chair. Then she started moving things out of the way and shifting furniture all across the floor. I assumed she was trying to increase the floor space we had to work with.

Next, she dug out some small, toylike plastic traffic cones and spread them around the landing and all three play rooms in some pattern that obviously meant something to her, but not to me. Maybe being on my knees meant I could see it properly.

That thought became ironic as the next thing that happened was, she blindfolded me! Unable to see anything, I could only go by what I could hear and feel. She untied my reins and pulled on them, leading me somewhere. Then she stopped me and sat in the saddle again.

She tapped me on the bum with the riding crop and I set off slowly. Marie used the reins to guide me, and I had no choice but to trust what she was doing. All seemed well for a couple of minutes but then I collided with a traffic cone. Marie swore but we carried on. Marie was getting frustrated as I hit two more cones.

The problem was that she was pulling on the reins too hard. My head was being pulled sharply first one way and then the other and I was responding by turning very quickly. If she was just a little gentler then she would have more control. But, I was just the pony and it was not my place to say anything. Not least because I was gagged!

She stopped the game, got off me and led me to what I imagined the start line was. Then she went away and I heard her doing something with the cones. Probably putting back the ones I had knocked over. Her frustrated attitude was amusing me. Wasn’t the whole point of these sessions to help her get better at doing this stuff? She had seemed very expert in everything up to this point. This was the first time that her inexperience was showing.

She mounted me and off we went around the obstacle course once again. Once more she was too heavy with the reins, and I was being forced into turning too tightly. Once more the cones took a battering, and I was led back to the start to give it another try.

On the third try it was obvious that she was starting to get the idea. We went slowly and she didn’t haul on the reins so much. We still knocked a couple of cones over but that was an improvement!

It was on the sixth attempt that we got around her little course without hitting a single cone. When we did this, she squealed with joy and patted me on the shoulder.

“Good boy! I knew you could do it!”

She knew I could do it? I thought, with amusement. She had been the one who needed the practice.

By this time my back was beginning to ache, and Marie seemed to sense I was also tiring. She took me back to the pet play room and removed my tack. Between us we pealed the catsuit off me, revealing that, like the last time, I was drenched with sweat.

“You got to be the one doing most of the work for a change, Peter.” she observed.

“Yes, I really need a shower.”

“How did it feel? This session.” she asked, and something in her voice told me that the answer mattered more than in the other sessions.

“I enjoyed it.” I admitted, honestly, “It was arousing and fun, even though it was hard work. It is a very submissive thing being a pony.”

“Well, I am glad you enjoyed it because I want you to do it again,”

I was surprised, “You want to repeat a session?”

“No, not quite. You see, I have been invited to a party. It is one that is being hosted by a dominatrix who I know from chatting online. She is hosting a private party for fellow dominatrixes and dominant women. Everyone invited has been asked to bring a slave with them. I want to bring you as my ponyboy slave.”

“Your slave?”

She nodded, “Yes, sorry. But I have kind of told them I have my own BDSM slave. You sort of have to have one to be taken seriously in this group. This matters to me, Peter. I want these women to respect me and accept me as one of them. If anyone asks you, I want you to say that you are my live-in slave and that we are a TPE relationship.”

“What is a TPE relationship?” I asked.

“It stands for Total Power Exchange. It means, …well it means pretty much real slavery, or as real as is possible. If you enter into a TPE relationship as a slave, it means you think of yourself as a real slave. You obey every order without question, no safewords during play and you consider yourself to be the property of your mistress. I am sorry, but I told them I had a permanent live-in TPE slave.”

“Wow, that sounds …extreme. Why did you tell them that?” I asked, somewhat amused.

“I wanted to be taken seriously! This matters to be me so much, Peter. I told them in the chatroom we have. I didn’t expect to have to produce my slave for real. But then this invitation came in. You were already doing these sessions for me, and I thought, hey, I could actually attend. Will you do it Peter? …Please?”

I sighed, “What would I need to do?”

“Well, the party is at the host’s own dungeon.” she explained, “There will be about a dozen women, and each will have one slave. All will be in fetish gear so you would need to arrive already in a catsuit. I will put the saddle, bridle and hoof mitts on you right after we get there and you will have to be a good little pony all evening. Just stay in role and behave and everything should be fine.”

A practical matter came to mind, “Am I getting paid for this? …Mistress?”

She smiled, “Of course!”

“Then I guess I am your pony!”


Chapter 9

Pet-Play Part 3

Party Time

The party, of course, was an evening event. I arrived at Marie’s house at the time she had specified. But instead of us heading off to the party she insisted on getting me ready first. She wanted me to arrive already dressed as a pony slave. I took off my clothes and Marie put the catsuit on me.

She had originally said that the saddle, mitts, bridle and tail would wait until we got there. But instead she told me there was a change of plan and she wanted me to arrive there already in role and fully tacked up. So, I obediently kneeled down, and I was soon saddled up. The bridle went on and the bit was secured in my mouth. The mitts went onto my hands and soon I was totally helpless.

She lubed up the tail and pushed it home, then left me to go and get changed herself. I was kneeling on all fours in my full ponyboy gear and wondering how I would travel in the car.

Marie returned from getting ready and if I hadn’t had a bit-gag in my mouth I would have whistled. She had on a latex and leather outfit that was styled to look like riding gear. The jodhpurs were white latex; the blouse a deep blue latex and her jacket was a sumptuous black leather. She did have on her usual riding boots.

She attached reins to the bit in my mouth and tapped my rear with her riding crop.

“Come on boy, my car awaits.”

This was the first time I had known that she had a car. Leading me by my reins she headed for the front door! Were we going outside? Indeed, we were! At least it was dark outside. I obediently walked through the door, and she closed and locked it behind us. Her car was parked outside, and she led me round to the car’s rear and opened the boot.

“In you go, boy” she ordered.

The boot? I thought.

My hesitation earned me a thwack on the bottom with her riding crop. I climbed into the boot of the car. There was a blanket lining it that I tried to get comfortable on. Her car was a sizable hatchback, almost an estate car so the car boot was quite roomy. There was no shelf above it, so I wasn’t going to be shut into darkness.

The door closed and she moved around to the driver’s seat, climbed in, started up the car and off we went. She had not told me where the party was being held so I had no idea how long our journey would be. I just lay down and tried to pass the time by dozing.

I think I must have actually snoozed for a while as it did not seem very long before we arrived at our destination. I felt the car come to a stop and Marie got out. Instead of coming round to let me out she vanished off somewhere. Had she forgotten I was there? Surely not.

After a few minutes I heard footsteps approaching, more than one person from the sound of it. The car boot opened and Marie was stood there next to another woman. She was taller than Marie and wore a long black cloak over what looked like a purple PVC catsuit.

“Mistress Mallory, this is my slave!” announced Marie.

“Oh, he looks so cute!” said the Mistress Mallory, “Is he well trained?”

“He certainly is!” said Marie and took hold of my reins, “Come on Toby!”

Toby? Who the fuck is Toby? I thought myself. I dutifully climbed out of the boot and walked on all fours up a paved path behind the two women. We went through a very ornate doorway into a large house. I could hear the sound of people talking, all female. From my lowly position crawling on the floor the hallway looked quite magnificent. Whoever lived in this house was obviously doing well.

We turned right into a large reception room, and I saw about a dozen more women, all dressed in variations of dominatrix styles. Lots of latex, leather, silk and velvet. There was a lot of black, purple, deep reds and blues. It was almost like a uniform code.

There were also men in the room, all of whom were in some slave of physical submission. As we entered the room, I crawled past a naked man lying on the floor who was tightly hogtied with rope. A huge ball-gag was in his mouth and a blindfold over his eyes. He was so thoroughly bound he could not move an inch. It looked like a mile of rope had been used to bind him.

I saw another youngish man standing naked in a corner with his hand bound in leather cuffs above his head. A chain linked to the cuffs to a ring-bolt in the ceiling. One of the dominatrixes was attaching clamps to his nipples. Clamps with quite large weights attached!

The furniture was mostly covered in black leather and was a mixture of comfortable chairs, for the women, and a variety of bondage devices, benches and frames for the women’s slaves. One of the slaves, I noticed, was actually female. A young woman was bound upside down on some kind of rotatable padded steel frame.

I crawled along behind Marie until she joined a group of her peers and introductions were made. Marie stood aside so the other women could get a look at me, Toby, Marie’s ponyboy. There was a chorus of cries of ‘oooh’, ‘isn’t he cute’ and ‘what’s his name?’. I was not required to respond. Marie held forth on what a good and well-trained slave I was. Down at floor level, I was not required to do anything.

It was strangely liberating. I had been to many social occasions in my life, and I hated having to make small talk and pretend to be interested in what other people had to say. Being a pony slave was much easier. I just had to be on all fours on the floor and do nothing. This was already one of the most enjoyable social events I had ever attended for that reason alone!

I tuned out what people were saying and lapsed into a bit of a daydream. The pony tack I was wearing was not uncomfortable but the feel of it was quite arousing. I was enjoying just wearing it, the feel of the saddle on my back with its straps round my body, the bridle on my head with the bit in my mouth and my hands bound inside the hoof mitts. The tail was a bit of a distraction, maybe having something inserted up one’s ass was an acquired taste.

My reverie was interrupted by a tug on my reins. Marie had obviously decided to give a demonstration of my skills. She sat in my saddle and put her feet in the stirrups then tapped me on the rear with her riding crop. I moved forward obediently and she used the reins to gently steer me around the furniture of the room. Our practice with the mini traffic cones paying off as we must have looked to be very experienced.

The audience of dominatrices were appreciative and said what a strong and obedient slave Marie had. After several laps of the room, which was quite large, a number of dominatrixes were asking if they could have a go at riding me. Marie hesitated at first then agreed.

Mistress Mallory, the host and owner of the house, pulled rank to get the first go. She likely had some equestrian experience as she sat in the saddle very easily and with good balance, even with her feet in the stirrups. She used the riding crop with much more force that Marie had done but, once I was moving, she was very gentle and skillful with the reins, much more so than Marie.

It was clear that she was having a good time because she rode me all around the room at least as long as Marie had done. When she guided me back to the others, she remained sitting in the saddle patting and stroking me. Eventually after gentle requests from some other guests she reluctantly dismounted and allowed someone else to have a go.

For the next hour or so I was ridden around the room by several of the party guests. A couple showed some skill having a good seat in the saddle and good balance, but the rest were more of a challenge. Two were really heavy and were hard work to carry and one was especially unbalanced and I had to adjust the angle of my back to keep them from falling off me as we moved around the room.

By the time everyone who had wanted to have a ride had done so I was feeling very tired. This was proving to be much harder work than I thought. Marie must have sensed this as let me rest for a while, occasionally stroking my rubber-clad butt.

As the evening wore on some of the other guests moved their interest to the other bound slaves around the room, but Mistress Mallory stayed with Marie and showed significant interest in me and in the tack I was wearing. She asked Marie about where my gear had been sourced, what training methods she had used and what other kinds of things she had done with me.

As we had done a range of things by this time Marie was able to give the impression that I had been her slave for quite a while and that we had done a variety of BDSM activities. She used exaggerated descriptions and variations on the sessions we had done. Mistress Mallory showed interest but eventually brought the conversation back to the ponyplay.

“Have you tried him as a cart pony?” she asked.

“Not yet,” replied Marie, “I don’t really have the room to run a cart at my place.”

“Nor do I,” said Mistress Mallory, “I have a friend who owns a nice country estate and has set it up as a pony-carting venue. You should give it a try. I did some pony-carting years ago and it was tremendous fun!”

“I always liked how pony-carting looked,” said Marie, “And it would be good exercise for Toby.”

“Oh, it would be! Though your slave looks to be in good shape. He has been a real star this evening. I thought Agatha’s weight might have been too much for him, but he didn’t even flinch. You trained him well.”

She patted me on the bottom.

“I do like having a slave who is willing to put some effort in.” she continued, “Most of these lazy bastards this evening just have to stay put in bondage and enjoy themselves. Toby has had to work hard.”

“Which slave is yours?” asked Marie, tentatively.

“Ah, I have a confession to make. I lost my slave!”

“Lost him?”

Mistress Mallory sighed, “He left me, to be totally honest. He just upped and left. He sent me a message saying he had got a new job overseas. I’m not sure I believe that. Maybe I was too harsh with him. Though it worked for years. He had signed a slave contract too! I thought he was committed to the lifestyle.”

“So, you are without a slave?” asked Marie.

“Yes, I am afraid so. I have some casual submissives who I still play with, but I need more. I need what you have with your Toby!”

“Well, I hope you find someone,” said Marie with genuine sounding compassion.

After a lightly awkward pause, Mistress Mallory said, “May I ask a favour?”

“Of course.”

“If you do go to my friend’s estate with Toby, and if by then I don’t have a new slave of my own, would you allow me to drive Toby? I suspect he will be a wonderful cart pony!”

Marie generously replied, “I would be honoured. Of course I would be happy for you to drive him. Even if you already have your own pony by then.”

Mistress Mallory almost simpered in delight, “Oh that would be incredibly kind of you. Trust me, once you try pony-carting, there is nothing quite like it!”

I knelt on the floor, listening to all of this. What was pony-carting? Whatever it was it required space so sounded like it was done outdoors. Did it involve me pulling a cart? That certainly sounded like the idea. Well, that was something Marie could explain to me later.

For the rest of the party, I stayed as an obedient pony on the floor. Marie spent some time tormenting some of the other slaves, at the invitation of their mistresses. Occasionally I would be called upon to carry some one around the room of my back once again. When some food was served later on, Marie ate while sitting on my back, rather than in a chair.

It was clear that she was getting exactly what she wanted from the party, the recognition from the other dominatrixes that she was indeed one of them. It was only in the early morning that the party wound up and we all headed home. With Mistress Mallory watching, Marie loaded me into the boot of her car and we set off home.


Chapter 10

Making Plans

Back at Marie’s house she kept me on all fours until we were back in the first floor pet-play room. She removed the saddle, bridle and my tail before she removed the hoof mitts. I wondered why she did things in that order, so I asked her.

“I like to do things in that order so your hands are disabled as long as possible,” she explained, “If I released your hands first you may be tempted to help in the removal of your own tack. That would just be wrong, especially when you are being a pony. I am your mistress, trainer and owner so I alone put you into bondage and tack you up and I alone release you.”

Ok, I could get my head round that. The philosophy of all this was fascinating and if Marie wanted to keep the regime of me being her slave, or pony or whatever going as long as possible in a session then that was OK by me.

“How do you think the party went?” I asked.

“It was wonderful! You were a real hit! I have dreamed of being accepted at a place like that for so long. I can’t thank you enough.”

“And all that talk about pony-carting?”

“You heard all that? …Of course you did. Well, if Mistress Mallory was sincere about that and she really does have a friend with an estate, then I would love to go and have a look. …Provided that was OK with you.”

“Do you think Mistress Mallory might not have been sincere?”

“Well even the day before the party she was still saying she had a long-term live-in slave. I guess she was embarrassed to admit he had walked out on her until she had to. If she lied about that, maybe she lied about the pony-carting place.”

I shrugged, “And if she wasn’t?”

“Then we go and do some pony-carting! You are OK with that? I’d still be paying you, of course.”

I thought about it. Nothing I had been asked to do so far had been a real problem. Even carrying people on my back that evening had been kind of fun. I was really getting into wearing the pony gear. I enjoyed how it felt. What would pony-carting be like?

“What exactly is pony-carting?”

She smiled and went to fetch her laptop. After a few minutes she had a google image search up showing pretty clearly what pony-carting involved. It was done with the pony upright, wearing a body harness instead of a saddle and often with their arms bound behind them. They were hitched up to the shafts of a small cart in which someone sat and very often were armed with a long and fearsome looking whip. It looked easier than carrying someone on my back.

“I would be OK with that,” I said, “But I assume you don’t have the tack you need?”

“I don’t have a cart or harness, but the bridle I have would work fine and I have things to bind your arms. If we did it, I would need to do some shopping, plus I would want you to wear hoof boots too.”

“Hoof boots?”

“Boots that make your feet look like horse’s hooves. They are awesome, you’ll love them!” she explained, then used her laptop to find some images. The boots looked incredible. When she clicked through to some companies that provided them my jaw dropped when I saw how much they cost.

“How can you afford that!” I blurted out.

Marie smiled at me, “Because I want to! I have a lot of money saved. Never worry about me paying for anything Peter, I can afford it.”

Well, she was certainly very happy to pay me for my time so I felt I should not complain. I just didn’t want her to bankrupt herself before she had any chance to make any money from being a dominatrix.

“OK,” I said, “So, if anything actually happens about this pony-carting thing, you’ll order some hoof boots for me? You’ll need my shoe size.”

“I already have it. The boots I have in mind need more than a shoe size they need to be custom made and require several measurements. All of which I took while I had you tied up on the bench.”

I was amazed, “You’ve been measuring me?”

She nodded, “Of course, you are my test subject! My bondage volunteer! I wanted to make sure that anything I bought to use on you would fit you.”

“Erm …if the boots have to be custom made, how long do they take? They may not arrive in time.”

“They quoted me five weeks when I ordered them, That was ..erm, two weeks ago.”

I was stunned, “But …but that was just after the bench session. So, you measured my feet and ordered the boots the same day?”

She nodded, looking confident.

“But how could you know anything about the pony-carting thing all that longe ago?”

“I didn’t. But I knew about pony-carting and I hoped to get the chance to try it and I wanted to have what I needed. In fact, I didn’t expect something to come up so soon. If Mistress Mallory comes up with a date for us to go pony-carting I hope it will be at least three weeks away.”

That reassured me a little. I had had a worrying thought that on meeting me she had planned an extensive bondage future for me before I had ever agreed to anything. Getting back to the practical side of pony-carting I asked, “What about the body harness? Does that need to be custom made”

“Oh no, there are standard sizes and they are adjustable. The harness I ordered should be here next week. I can’t wait to see what you look like wearing all the tack!”

I enjoyed wearing the all-fours pony gear so I was curious as to what the pony-carting gear would be like to wear. What would pulling a cart feel like? I doubted it would be as tough as carrying someone on my back.

“What about a cart?” I asked.

“Well, it’s possible the estate we go to will have one we can use. I tried looking online and could not find any company that made them. I don’t like the idea of borrowing one. I want to own everything I use.”

My mind went to the years I had spent working for my father in his light engineering business when I was young. It had been a way to earn some extra cash and had been much more interesting and better paid than having a paper round. While I never got any qualifications in mechanical engineering, preferring an academic career, I had become fairly proficient. Something like a cart for a human pony to pull, surely that would not be a difficult thing for me to build.

“May I use your laptop?” I asked.

“Sure,” she said, handing it to me, “What are you looking for?”

“I want to look at pictures of the carts used in pony-carting. It may be able to build one.”

“Build one?” she asked, surprised, “You know how to do that?”

“Yes, my father had a mechanical engineering business, and I worked there when I was a kid. I learned a great deal.”

The look she gave me was one of admiration and hope. It was a look that really moved me. I realized that pleasing Marie was something I wanted to do. Was I feeling some attraction for her? She was around seven years older than me, which in the past I would have considered too great a difference. But what we had done together had really changed my views about so many things. I had learned a great deal about myself. Now I had a chance to do something that would show I was more than just a maths tutor or someone she could tie up and torment.

I looked through the results of a search on the computer screen. What immediately struck me was how badly designed all the carts seemed to be. They looked primitive, awkward and either too basic or clumsy. None looked to have something basic like suspension. It must be an uncomfortable experience to ride in one.

The human ponies seemed to be connected to the cart at the waist. I wondered what that did to the cart’s centre of gravity. The carts had two wheels, which meant that when the driver shifted their position it would shift the cart’s centre of gravity. Did that put pressure on the pony? I could immediately see how a much better solution could be designed.

I shared my observations with Marie and she was surprised.

“Are you telling me you could not only build a pony-cart but also build a better one than others already use?”

“Yes.” I said, confidently.

“How long would it take?”

I did some mental calculations. I had light duties at the University as most students were then on holiday. I could afford to work on a cart most days. I would need somewhere to build it though. After my father retired, he sold his business as a going concern. I had no access to a workshop though I could get hold of the basic tools I needed.

“Marie,” I asked, “do you have a space where I could build it. I can get the tools and materials, but I don’t have a workshop.”

“Erm ,..I have a couple of outbuildings behind the house. They just have some junk in them at the moment. You are welcome to use either or both of them.”

She led me out to the back yard of the house. The two outhouses were indeed full of rubbish but one of them was easily large enough to be made into a makeshift workshop. I wasn’t about to start clearing it out so late at night but promised to be back in a few days to get started.


Chapter 11

Engineering

Over the next week, I turned the outbuilding into a simple but serviceable workshop. It had been a while since I had used my engineering skills so making this cart was something I was really going to enjoy.

I sketched out the design over a couple of days. I wanted it to be light but have decent suspension, good stability and a comfortable seat. I didn’t want Marie to get a sore arse riding in it. I bought some aluminium tubing, a pair of bicycle wheels and a medium sized trolley wheel. The suspension system was the only thing that was in any way expensive. I wanted something reliable but light so I found a gas suspension system that was used on some kinds of basic hospital gurney. I mated that with much smaller and lighter brackets.

For a seat I found a nice, padded office chair in a charity store. All I needed to do was remove the metal legs. With all the main parts available I set to work with a welding kit and a basic set of tools. I didn’t rush anything. I wanted this to be a good piece of work. I wanted it to look like quality workmanship, not something hashed together.

Marie was very impressed with my professional approach. After a week’s work the frame of the cart was finished. The wheels were attached in the novel backward tricycle arrangement. The two large bicycle wheels on the sides and the single trolley wheel at the back on a three sixty rotating mount.

“Why three wheels?” she asked me, one day.

“Stability,” I replied, “Most carts I have seen online have only two wheels, so the driver has to balance their weight over the axle all the time. If they lean forward or back it can cause the shafts to push down or pull up on the pony’s waist. I even saw a video online of a ponygirl being hoisted into the air because the driver leaned too far backward. Having the extra wheel at the back means the driver can relax and sit how they like. It should make for a smoother ride too, especially with the gas suspension.”

Marie was impressed, “When will it be ready. I am keen to test it.”

“Give it another week, maybe two.” I said, being cautious. I wanted it to be as perfect as I could make it. Then a thought occurred to me. “How will you test it? There isn’t anywhere to run it here.”

She smiled, “Not here, no. But my aunt has a house in the country with a bit of land. We can test it there.”

“Won’t she mind?” I asked.

“Well, if she knew about it, I think she would be delighted. She was always the adventurous black sheep of the family. But she is in hospital, a rehabilitation clinic. I have been keeping an eye on the house for her. I have the keys.”

Out of curiosity I asked, “What kind of rehabilitation?”

“Substance abuse, mainly alcohol. I told you she was the black sheep.”

“And there is land there to test the cart?”

“Yes, her house is in the country. There are no neighbours and there is enough land for a proper test. Once you have finished the cart and all your tack has arrived we can go and have some fun!”

“With me doing all the work?” I said, smiling.

“Of course,” she said, pointing at the cart, “But you like working for me, don’t you. I didn’t ask you to build this.”

She had a point. This project intrigued me. Designing and building the cart was a real pleasure. I had rediscovered the joy of working with my hands that I had known while working for my father. Being an academic was satisfying, but in a different way.

My fascination with the project made me come back to it at every opportunity. I fulfilled the minimum requirement at the university to keep up with my duties and studies and made every hour available for the cart project.

One day Marie showed me the ponyplay body harness that had just arrived. I was glad to see it, not just because I was interested in what it would be like to wear it but because I needed to examine it so that I could design the attachments on the cart shafts that would attach to the waist belt of the harness.

That was the last task in building the cart. The harness had heavy D rings at each side of the waist so I designed a sliding catch that would fit to both rings and when pushed closed it would pull on the rings and lock the shaft to the side of the harness. To open it Marie would just need to slide the catch open again.

Did I need it to be lockable? The thought just occurred to me. Would Marie want to lock me to the cart so if my hands were free, I could not unhitch myself. Or maybe to prevent some other person from unhitching me. I decided to ask her, so I went into the house to find her and put the question as to which option she wanted, lockable or non-lockable. Her response was immediate.

“Of course it should be lockable!” she said, as if I was an idiot to think otherwise, “The body harness is lockable. I don’t want anyone except me being able to release you.”

Her words actually caused me a small feeling of arousal, which surprised me. Just the idea of her wanting that level of control over me gave me a pleasant feeling. That led me to ask, “So, how will you secure my arms, will that be lockable too?”

“Ah, I have a few options there. I don’t want your hands anywhere near your ass behind your back as I want free access to your bum with my whip.”

OK, I thought, involuntarily tensing my buttocks.

She continued, “Nor do I want any of that crap you see online where the cart pony’s arms are free and they just wear hoof mitts. That just looks silly. Everything should be functional. You only need your legs so the arms should be tucked out of the way. I have an arm bondage harness that will work with the body harness. It includes cuffs for your upper arms and wrists and keep your arms crossed behind your back. …Would you like to see it?”

I thought for a moment, then nodded.

“Stay there,” she said, then headed upstairs. Within a couple of minutes, she returned holding a wide, flattish carboard box. She put it on the dining room table and opened it. Inside was an elaborate looking collection of leather straps and cuffs.

“That looks complicated,” I said.

“Well, that’s ponyplay,” she replied, “Complicated is part of the aesthetic. That and the fact that its …functional.”

“Functional?”

“Yes, every bit of it has a reason. It’s not like a lot of BDSM activities. The harness, armbinder, bridle, cart and hoof boots all have a function. Only the tail is purely for fun.”

“I am getting a tail?”

“Yes, a beautiful tail.”

“Not going up my arse this time I hope?” I asked with feeling.

She smiled, “Well that’s an interesting question. The tail I put up you as an all-fours pony would not work for carting because it would just hang between your legs and look silly. To look right it needs to look as though it is coming from the base of your spine. So, I have a tail on order that will attach to your harness.”

I breathed a sigh of relief, “I prefer the sound of that.”

“But!” she added, “I have another tail coming of a different design that looks like fun. It looks like it comes from your spine but is connected by a shaped bit of metal to a butt-plug.”

“Do I need to ask which one I will be getting?”

She laughed, “Of course I want to see if the plug tail works first. But if it doesn’t or if it looks silly then we have the simple tail as a backup.”

She picked up the armbinder and sorted the straps and cuffs out. “Come on, let me try this on you.”

I was happy to oblige, “Do you need me to take my shirt off?”

“Yes, please, oh, …wait a moment. I’ll get the body harness too, I want to make sure they work together as I planned. You’ll need to take all your clothes off!”

I smiled to myself, but did as she asked and was totally naked by the time she came back with the body harness. I had not worn the body harness yet so I was curious as to what it would feel like. It had a strong wide, sculpted waist belt that was shaped to fit so it didn’t impact my hips. More straps went over my shoulders, round my sides and between my legs. Marie fitted the harness to me confidently and pulled all the straps tight. Then she picked up the armbinder harness.

At her request I folded my arms into the small of my back and she started fitting the straps and cuffs around my arms and wrists. Once it was all in place she started fiddling with further straps and connectors that joined the two harnesses together. She pulled the connections tight and my arms were pulled tight against my back. I couldn’t move them at all.

The harness felt …really nice. Having my arms bound also was pushing my newly developing kinky buttons. My manhood was stirring and Marie had certainly noticed. She smiled and stroked my arm.

“I think that style of bondage agrees with you!” she said, “Let me get your bridle and we’ll see what you look like as a proper pony.”

I waited, naked and harnessed up while she went to get the bridle. It seemed she wanted to kit me out as a cart pony to see what I would look like. She re-appeared very quickly and put the bridle on my head. There was a new bit fitted to it that projected even more into my mouth and very thoroughly gagged me.

She attached some reins to the bit rings and then stood in front of me smiling, “Oh you look amazing.” she said, stroking my chest, “This is going to be so much fun.”

She looked into my eyes and then started playing with my right nipple with her fingers, “When you started building the pony cart for me you never mentioned payment. Every time you have submitted to me, you have been paid. It has been a professional arrangement. But now you are doing something for me and there has been no word of money. Can I take it that you are making the cart for me, as a gift?”

I shrugged and nodded.

“All that effort? Just for me?” she said, then she leaned forward and took my left nipple into her mouth. She suckled on it gently for a while then started nibbling at it, nipping it between her teeth. My cock rapidly responded.

She lifted her head, “You have embraced this pony carting thing. I think you are really looking forward to doing it yes?”

I nodded.

“So, you want to be a cart pony?”

I nodded without hesitation.

“You want to be …my cart pony?”

I nodded, smiling around the mouth filling bit-gag.

“Even if not being paid?”

I nodded. I would be happy to do it with Marie, just for the fun of it.

She beamed at me, “Then I will have to pay you another way.”

She knelt before and started stroking my cock. Then she took it into her mouth and sucked gently. I moaned as she went to work. Being helplessly bound made the experience so much sweeter. Marie seemed to be having fun too. She ran her tongue around my balls, then played with the tip of my penis by pushing the tip of her tongue into it. After each bout of playful teasing, she took my shaft in her mouth again and sucked deeply.

She was doing her best to make it last as long as possible. She kept me right at the edge for ages until the bondage and her amazing mouth pushed over the top and a wonderfully deep and long lasting orgasm came over me and I came into her mouth.

She stood up and smiled at me. “Did my pony enjoy that?” she asked, teasingly.

I nodded and she laughed.


Chapter 12

Test Run

When the cart was finished, we loaded up Marie’s car with it and all the pony carting gear and headed off to her aunt’s house. It was a pleasant half hour’s drive into the country. The weather was warm and clear, but not too hot.

Her aunt’s house was just outside a small sleepy village that looked like something out of an Agathe Christie novel. The house itself was large enough to be called a ‘country house’, but not so large as to be in any way ostentatious. It was set in quite a few acres of private grounds. At the front was a high wall and a modern automatic gate. Marie used a remote control to open the gate, and we drove in and up a short winding drive to the house.

Instead of parking in front of it we drove round behind. Instead of gardens the grounds behind the house was almost all woodland. Albeit obviously managed woodland. There was no messy undergrowth, and I could see a narrow tarmac road heading into the trees, just wide enough to admit a vehicle.

Behind the house it was totally private. We unloaded the car and I went to assemble the cart but Marie stopped me.

“No, you are the pony. Putting the cart together is my job.”

That amused me no end, but Marie was serious. Also, she had a point. We would be going to an event where everyone would expect Marie to be, if not an expert, at least competent in pony-carting. That included putting the equipment together.

I has designed the cart to be easy to assemble, and I only had to point out a couple of things as she put the cart together. It was all fixed with a few nuts and bolts. I had toyed with the idea of using lighter fixings but the engineer in me just could not bring myself to build anything flimsy.

Once the cart was ready, she turned her attention to me and ordered me to strip. While I was doing that, she was laying out the full set of ponyplay gear that I would be wearing for the first time.

First came the hoof boots. These were knee high and looked amazing. I had tried them on at Marie’s house on the day they arrived and discovered how hard they were to walk in. I had practiced around her back yard for a while and started to get used to them, but I knew I still needed to wear them a lot longer before I was truly comfortable in them.

They did feel good though. Tightly laced all the way up they held my feet and ankles very securely. Once on, they made me a couple of inches taller, and they made it look like my legs ended in real …ish horse’s hooves. They also sounded like the clip clop of horse’s hooves when I walked.

Once the boots were one the next thing was the tail. I was not so happy with this as she had the one that included a butt plug. She lubed the plug and eased it into me. The plug felt very filling even though Marie had described it as ‘small’.  I dreaded to think what medium and large were like.

Attached to the plug was a metal curved bar that rose up between my butt cheeks and supported a tail that looked like it was coming out of the base of the my spine. Marie made me hold the tail in place while she put the body harness on me. Once on the crotch straps held the plug and tail in place very firmly.

I was really starting to like the feel of the body harness, but the butt plug was not fun! I was about to be asked to run while wearing it. That was an unpleasant prospect. As I mused this Marie added the armbinding harness and soon my upper arms and wrists were cuffed and I was in inescapable bondage.

Finally came the bridle. Once it was in place she added long reins to my bit rings and led me to stand between the shafts of the cart. She quickly locked my harness to the shafts. Now even the slightest movement I made would move the cart with me.

She sat in the cart and took the reins in her hands and gave them a flick, “Walk on.”

I toyed with the idea of being a bad pony, but then thought better of it as Marie had a whip! I set off walking and Marie used the reins to steer me toward the path int the woods. Despite my practice it still felt odd walking in the hoof boots. I wasn’t in any danger of stumbling though. The road was smooth and even.

The woods were beautiful and walking through them was a real pleasure. The bondage and the gentle pace made me drift into a pleasantly submissive headspace. I was just a pony, harnessed and at the mercy of my mistress. Pulling her cart though the woods of her country estate. After a while I even started to get used to the butt-plug.

Just as I was thinking that I felt her whip strike me on the bottom, “Giddyup!” she shouted, “Enough slacking!”

I accelerated into a jog, which I suppose, as I was now a pony, was a trot. Running in the hoof boots was not something I had practiced but I managed to keep my footing. The damn plug was a lot more noticeable all of a sudden.

Not content with my pace Marie whipped me again and soon I was running, I mean galloping, through the woods as fast as I could manage. Even though I was going as fast I could she whipped me again and again, laughing out loud as she did so.

Help! I thought to myself. I am at the mercy of a woman drunk on power! The feeling of being whipped was having an effect, and it wasn’t just the pain. Being bound, helpless and used this way, plus the touch of the whip, was driving my arousal. My cock was soon hard and was making it harder to gallop.

Marie sensed something, probably from the change in how I was moving and slowed me to a stop. She stepped out of the cart and walked round to me. She saw my erection and burst out laughing.

“Someone’s having even more fun than I am!” she said, “Well I think we need to do something about that.”

I hoped by that she meant I was going to get another blow job but instead he led me back to the main house. She tethered me to an outhouse behind the main house, then unlocked the back door to the main house and went inside. She was gone for only a few minutes and returned carrying something that made my heart sink. It was a back of ice cubes, probably taken from the kitchen fridge.

“Good for swellings!” she declared with a giggle and applied the ice to my proudly stiff manhood. It was horrible. The ice was unpleasant, but my cock was determined to fight back. The feeling of being bound was still arousing, as was the feeling of being so controlled. The war between ice and my rebelliously erect cock went on for a while and a puddle of melted water started to form between my hooves.

But, in the end, the ice won. My poor member shrank and retreated. Marie took the remains of the ice away and returned with a towel and a small box.

“I was planning on using this at our next session back home but now it seems a good time to introduce you to a new area of domination.”

She opened the box and brought out a strange shaped object made from transparent plastic and metal.

“This is a chastity cage. Our little games gave me the chance to measure you so I know this will be a perfect fit. But it can only be put on you when you are totally flaccid.”

The cage was made up of different parts and the first of these was what looked like a small ring, made of quite thick and strong steel. She closed the ring around the base of my shaft, behind my testicles. The she produced some locking pins and a plastic cage that was shaped to go over my cock. Sized for when my cock would be at its smallest. She used some lube and slid the cage over my cock.

The act of her messing with my manhood caused my little friend to stir into life but it was too late. The cage clicked into place and the locking pins were inserted to hold it. The she produced an oddly shaped brass lock that slid between the pins. She produced a key and inserted it. When she turned it the lock extended two bars which engaged with the locking pins. Once the key was removed, she put everything away and took in back inside

On her return she tapped my now imprisoned cock.

“What do you think?” she asked, “Your rebellious cock is not going to be allowed to affect your performance anymore. He isn’t coming out to play again until I say so.”

Having my cock locked away felt really odd. What was going to happen if I got aroused again? Would it try to get erect and be squished painfully inside its plastic prison? Was this going to hurt like hell?

I didn’t get to ask any questions as Marie led me back to the woods. She climbed into the cart once again and whipped me into action. Once again, I was soon galloping through the woods, pulling the cart. My backside was really getting sore from all the attention it was receiving from Marie’s whip.

The chastity cage did indeed keep my manhood under control. It also had a rather odd and difficult effect. I was still feeling aroused by being a pony in bondage and the concept of the chastity cage, of having my cock locked away by Marie and under her control was …hot! So that was arousing too, very strongly so. But the cage was also preventing my cock from showing even a slight expansion. I could feel the pressure of the cage all over my penis. There was no way it was going to be getting any larger, no matter how much it wanted to.

So, it was in a state of some real discomfort that I continued to gallop through the woods. The grounds behind the house were beautiful, private but not especially large. There was a nice ornamental pond and an enchanting glade with a small waterfall. In just a few minutes the road led us around to the back of the house.

I thought we were done but Marie had other ideas. She slowed me to a walk and then steered me along the same path again, back into the woods. I guessed that the first time had been for her to enjoy the pleasure of the cart running at speed. This time she wanted to enjoy the view. Probably both of the woods and of my reddened and sore bottom.

At the steady pace I started to enjoy myself. She wasn’t whipping me anymore and my cock, though still feeling very constrained, was not hurting itself trying to be free. I was feeling aroused, but it was a pleasant continuous feeling that was comfortable. I relaxed into a headspace that was quite wonderful, to be honest.

At one point we arrived back at the house and Marie tethered me while she went indoors. She emerged with a small basket. Then she got back in the cart and drove me back into the woods. When we arrived at the waterfall she stopped the cart, tethered me to a tree and set up a picnic for herself beside the water. There was nothing I could do, of course. I was just a beast of burden.

In a funny way that demeaning situation was arousing. I really was discovering a deeply submissive side to my character that could find enjoyment, arousal and even satisfaction in being bound up as a pony, tethered to a tree and ignored.

Eventually, having finished her food, Marie must have decided the day was done and we returned to the house. There she untied me from all the ponyplay gear.

Once I was naked except for the chastity cage she started to dismantle the cart.

“Erm, I think you forgot something,” I said.

“What?” She replied, all innocence.

I pointed at the cage.

“Oh that!” she said, smiling, “That stays on, of course.”

“…for how long?”

She patted me on the arm, “For as long as I say so. This is the next thing on the list, enforced chastity and keyholding. You have to wear the cage for as long as I say. You can’t remove it as I am the only person with the key.”

“So, …You want me to wear it for days?”

“At least! Just think about it. Every day, all day, you will feel the cage and know that your cock is under my control. You won’t even be able to touch yourself. I will know this and, believe me, knowing I have you locked up and only I have the key is really hot.”

I looked down at the cage, “How will I pee?”

“It has an opening in the end, see.” she pointed out. “It also has vents in the side of the cage to let water through when you have a shower.”

I had to admit the idea of that extreme level of control was kind of hot. But wearing something so …confining, all the time was quite disturbing. Still, by this time I had a fair amount of trust in Marie, so I decided to give it a shot and see how it went.


Chapter 13

Chastity

After we had returned to her house, we put the cart back in her outhouse and I went home. When I arrived home, I went to the bathroom and stripped off so I could get a good look at the chastity cage.

It no longer hurt, as I was not feeling aroused. My cock sat within its plastic prison. I could feel the pressure of the plastic, even when my cock was at its most flaccid. Marie had told me that meant the cage was the right size. The idea was the chastity cage stopped any kind of erection. Held in a plastic prison, my cock could not expand by even the smallest amount.

There was no way to remove it without the key. The locked ring behind my balls meant that any attempt to slide it off would be stopped by my testicles. The ring was tight enough that I had no way to squeeze my balls through it. I knew this because it was the first thing I tried!

I used some lube and tried to squish my balls through, but it was like trying to squeeze a bowling ball under a door. The next thing I tried was to try and pick the lock. This was something I knew something about, and I did own a set of lock picks. The problem was the lock was like nothing I had ever seen before. It did not match the design of any lock that my picks were designed to work on. The slot for the key was curved.

I did a search online and found the store from which I was sure that Marie had bought the cage. I was amazed at how expensive it was. It had a detailed section about the custom-made locks they used. It even had a cross section diagram showing how the curved key and cunning internal workings meant the lock could not be picked!

I sat down on my sofa, still naked and realized I was stuck. The only way to free myself would be to destroy the cage. I could cut myself free with a bolt-cutter. But then I would have to admit to Marie that I had destroyed her property. That was something I was not willing to do.

Something else struck me. I had not agreed to this. This was something she had done to me with no word of consent from me. I had been helpless when she had locked it on me, and then she had simply told me afterward how things were going to be. I had not volunteered for this and to my embarrassment I realized I had not complained. I had not refused. I had just accepted it.

So, what did I do about it? If I wanted it gone, I could go around to her house and insist that she remove it. If I was adamant, I was sure she would do it. But what would that do to our relationship? Would it end everything? I was enjoying exploring the BDSM world as her volunteer. I did not want to stop. It wasn’t about the money either. Though I did wonder, as this chastity thing was the next on the list of things she wanted to do, was I being paid for it? Was I, while I sat in my own house, earning money for having my cock locked away?

I leaned back on the sofa and ran through everything we had done together in my mind. I had gone from a hesitant volunteer for her bondage games to someone who had given up a lot of his free time to build her a pony cart and who had allowed her to lock him into chastity without a murmur of complaint.

Just how did I feel about her? How did I feel about what I was experiencing and feeling? I knew one thing for sure, I did not want it to stop. So, I looked down at the cage on my cock and realized that this level of control was something I was willing to accept. If Marie wanted me as her chastity slave, then a chastity slave I would be.

Marie sent me a message saying that the pony-carting event had been set for a date in a couple of weeks’ time but that she wanted me to come for my next session in four day’s time. Those days would give me a chance to get used to living with the chastity cage. Would it be taken off me at the next session, I wondered. I wondered how chastity ‘play’ worked. How long was it meant to go on?

My experiences with Marie were leading me to spend a great deal of time online, researching BDSM. Needless to say, there was a lot about chastity play. Most of what I read implied that it was a long-term thing, or rather it should be, if done right. The basic idea was that the submissive, usually male in the sources I found, would be locked in a chastity device and be unable to have sex or masturbate until the device was removed.

It would be locked with a key that only their mistress or a nominated ‘key-holder’ would have. The point was that the submissive would feel controlled at all times, even when away from the mistress. I could imagine it would be odd to go through my daily life, such as working at the University, feeling the cage on my cock at all times, knowing that I could not remove it.

It was a very mental form of play. I loved it. Most sources I found recommended that the submissive should have access to a key for emergencies. Marie had not given me one so either she didn’t know about that recommendation, or she didn’t agree with it. I kind of liked the idea that I could not be tempted to use a key to escape.

As I read, I found pages that explained that a mistress would not remove the cage until their submissive was in bondage and then would not remove the bondage until the cage was back in place. So, there would never be a time when the submissive would be allowed to touch themselves.

It was such a simple yet powerful form of domination that I was hugely impressed. It also was one that meant a lot of time experiencing the feeling of being bound and controlled on my part while Marie didn’t need to do anything. It was most efficient!

Over the next few days, I tried to get used to living with the chastity cage. For a start I had to pee sitting down. There was a gap at the end of the cage I could pee through, but any misalignment caused a spray of pee if I was standing up.

When I showered, I managed to work the water through the gaps in the plastic to keep myself clean but drying it was less easy. A problem I solved by using a hair dryer!

When I wore regular clothes there was no sign I was in chastity, so I was able to attend work with no-one guessing. I could always feel the cage so no matter what I did I was always being reminded of my genital bondage. I wondered how long Marie planned to keep the chastity game going.


Chapter 14

Sleep Tight

When I arrived at Marie’s house for our next practice session the first thing she did was have me drop my trousers so she could check that I was still in chastity.

“What a good boy!” she said, seeing the cage still in place.

“How do you know I haven’t taken it off and put it back on again?” I asked, teasingly.

She laughed, “Ha, there is no way you could get this thing off without the key. Not without cutting it off. I would never use any cheap rubbish on my boy. This is the best one on the market.”

“So,” I said, “What are we doing today?”

“Today you are getting a good night’s sleep.” she said, smiling.

“It’s only seven pm.”

“Yes, and its past your bedtime, little one!”

The look of confusion on my face made her laugh. “Come on, up the stairs, there’s a good boy.”

Utterly confused, I followed her all the way to the top of the house and into the room where the enormous cot had been assembled. It was the first time I had seen it for several weeks. It now looked like a caricature of a baby’s bedroom. There were bunnies painted on the walls and a playmobile hanging from the ceiling above the cot.

“Strip and let’s get you ready for bed,” she instructed.

I really did not feel comfortable with this session, but my habitual obedience kicked in and I stripped naked. After all, I was still a paid employee. If this what she wanted to do, then I had no good reason to refuse.

She took my clothes away and came back into the room holding what looked like a large linen basket. She opened it and the first thing she removed was a diaper! She pointed to a padded blanket on the floor and said, “Lie down, my little baby.”

I lay down on the blanket, and she got out some wet wipes, baby powder and a small towel and proceeded to clean me as if I was a baby who had just pooed himself. All the time talking to me as if I were a babe.

“You’ve had a long day, and I want you to be nice and clean before baby’s bed time.” she said.

I could think of nothing to say in return that would not be awkward. I really did not fancy the idea of making baby noises. That struck me as odd as being turned into a puppy and a pony had bothered me not at all. In fact, I have loved it, especially the ponyplay.

She continued talking and cooing to me and telling what a good boy I was while she washed me. Then after drying me and applying the powder she put the diaper on me. It felt weird. It was obviously designed for use on an adult as it fit me very well. It looked nothing like the incontinence items that I had seen in the chemist’s shop. Those had tried to look unobtrusive.

This diaper was a scaled-up baby’s diaper. With plenty of padding so it looked huge when it was on me. Next, she put me in a pair of cloth shorts that went neatly over the diaper. The shorts had small locks at the waist that when secured, prevented it from being removed.

Next, she produced an adult romper suit! It was pale blue, well padded and very soft. As she moved to put it on me, I tried to be helpful by moving to make it easy for her. This seemed to annoy her as her face fell. I realized that being helpful was not realistic baby behaviour, so I stopped doing it. It meant she had to work harder to get me into the suit. I didn’t actively resist but by simply not helping it made the job a lot harder for her.

Oddly she seemed much happier that way and returned to smiling happily and telling me what a cute and well-behaved baby I was. Next came adult sized fluffy bootees. They had evil spikes in the soles so I could not stand up in them. They also locked on with a cuff at the ankle. The idea behind this kind of play seemed to be a layer of infantilism placed over properly restrictive clothing that was designed to force me to behave like a baby, such as stopping me from standing.

After the bootees came mittens. Each one, more or less, was a bondage mitt. They was made of padded and soft material but they had locking wrist cuffs and totally disabled my hands.

Marie had me then crawl over to the cot. She took down one side of it, and I had to climb in. Which was not so easy with my spiked bootees. There was a comfortable mattress inside and pale blue bedding with more bunnies on it. I lay down and then Marie produced a dummy! What an American would call a pacifier. This was large and had a strap to go around my head. She pushed it into my mouth and strapped it in place.

I had thought she was finished but she put up the side of the cot then used thick, strong ribbon to ty my wrists and ankles to the cot’s bars. I was left in a roughly spreadeagle position in bondage that I had no way of escaping. Yet the look of it was my being a baby settled down for the night

Once I was securely bound, she stood up, wished me a good night and pleasant dreams. She turned off the room light and pressed play on an old cd-player. Lullaby music started to play at a low volume. She closed the door behind he and I could hear her walking down the stairs.

What the hell just happened? I wondered. Beyond the bondage and baby roleplay, what was the point of this? I was now stuck in the cot, unable to escape or speak and forced to listen to a CD playing lullabies.

Also, it occurred to me. I had been abandoned in bondage and I was gagged. That seemed against the rules of safety in BDSM. Unless, of course, she was still watching me somehow. I looked around the room and soon spotted a camera mounted in the ceiling. It was pointed directly at me. I presumed I was now visible on a screen on her computer downstairs.

The fact that I was being watched was reassuring, though I was not in any kind of difficult bondage position. I was restricted. I had a little slack at wrists and ankles. Just enough so that I was not too uncomfortable. I tried to assess what the point of this game was. How long would I be bound?

She had said it was bedtime. Did she expect me to sleep all night like this? Not being able to do anything else I tried to go to sleep. I got myself into as comfortable a position as possible and closed my eyes.

Time passed, but I could not get to sleep. I lay in the cot, occasionally shifting my position in an attempt to get more comfortable. The baby theme was definitely not my thing. It was making me uncomfortable. I loved bondage, I thought, so maybe I could at least concentrate on enjoying that.

That was easier said than done. I could squirm in the bondage and feel the dummy in my mouth, trying hard to forget that it was a dummy and just think of it as a gag. That did get me to start to feel the bondage related arousal I was used to. But I had three problems. First was all the baby stuff. It just made me feel …kind of awkward. The cot, the music, the playmobile above me, the bunnies on my bedding, romper suit and on the walls. It all worked against my arousal. Even though I could not really rationalize why.

The second problem was that because what I was wearing was just enlarged baby stuff, it was very comfortable. Even the mitts were comfortable. That made the bondage harder to experience as real bondage.

The last problem was the damn chastity cage. I do not know why she had not removed it, but it was doing its job of stopping my cock from achieving even the slightest sign of an erection.

And so, the evening dragged on. There was a window in the room covered by curtains, and I watched as the daylight faded to night. I realized I was there for the full night. Marie was not going to come up and release me or break the monotony by teasing or tormenting me.

I must have fallen asleep eventually because I awoke to see the first light of dawn appearing at the window. As it was mid-summer that meant it was still early in the morning. I felt stiff and a little sore. Being bound in the position I was in was not great for my shoulders. I tried stretching as much as I could to get some relief.

I wondered how long it would be before Marie came to release me. That was assuming I was going to be released. She had told me nothing about how long this session would last. It was obviously going to be all night. Could it be longer?

That actually appealed to me. Even though I had been bound in the cot for hours and the position was less than perfectly comfortable, the idea that I was doomed to be bound and left for an extended period was …hot. It was an arousing idea. My developing kinky nature had found something new to respond to.

I started to fantasize. What kind of long duration bondage situation would I enjoy more than the babyish one I was in? My mind went back over my experiences with Marie. The bondage chair had been where it had all started. How would it feel to spend a long time, maybe overnight? That seemed really intense and attractive, even though it would be much more restrictive.

How would I feel about being a pony for an extended period? From what I had read online that was actually something people did in ponyplay. It worked well as a long-term session. I had read accounts from people who had spent multiple days in pony role, bound the whole time. In fact, I conjured up numerous attractive long term bondage scenarios that appealed to me as I lay in a long-term bondage situation that was not so appealing.

As I lay there conjuring fantasies, I realized I needed to pee. Something inside me really did not like the idea of peeing while wearing a diaper. I had no good reason for this, it just felt wrong. So, I held on as long as I could. I must have laid in bondage with an increasingly full and uncomfortable bladder for maybe a couple of hours. It was full daylight and I could hear busy road traffic outside.

In the end, biology won out and I let go. The feeling of peeing while diapered when I really didn’t want to and also wearing a chastity cage I could not remove and in bondage I could not escape from and gagged so thoroughly I could not speak was a powerfully submissive feeling. Plus, all this had been done to me by someone who knew exactly how helpless I was and had wanted me to be this way, just made the feeling stronger.

I could feel the added weight and wetness in the diaper. I now had to lie helpless while wearing a sodden diaper. My misery at this, perversely, fed the submissive feeling. I was now powerfully aroused. How was this possible? I could feel my cock straining against the cage. Despite this I suspected I was close to coming. Close but no cigar, though. In the end the cage did its work and all I got was extreme sexual frustration.

The morning drew on and I was wondering if Marie had truly forgotten me. Then the door opened and she appeared, carrying a large bag.

“Hello, my little precious boy, how did you sleep?” she said.

I just looked at her.

She laughed and put the bag down. Then she opened the side of the cot and knelt beside me. She unzipped my romper suit all the way down. It was obviously designed for easy access as my shorts were fully exposed.

She sniffed the sir, “Aha! Who has been a good boy and used his diaper then? You have!”

I flushed red with embarrassment which just made her laugh again.

She unlocked my shorts and then removed the diaper. I had to lift my ass off the mattress a little to help her. Then she pulled the cleaning things out of the bag, wipes, towels and baby powder again. She cleaned me up and then produced a fresh diaper!

What! I thought. Is this ongoing?

Marie put the new diaper on me with what seemed suspiciously practiced ease. Then the shorts were locked on me again and my romper suit zipped up.

“There, all clean again!” she said, clearly happy.

The tone of her voice, her whole demeanour while she had been taking care of me was that someone really enjoying what she was doing. I understood, at that moment. This was her kink. We were doing this session, not for practice and certainly not for me, but for her. This was all for her, for her enjoyment.

I knew that this …nursery, was new. I had helped bring all the props up the stairs for it. This would have been the first time she had used it. If this was her real kink, then why had she not wanted to do this session right at the start?

Then the penny dropped. She had waited until she thought me ready. I had started to behave as if I were her submissive, not just her part time employee. I had built her a pony cart, giving my time for nothing. She had put a chastity device on me and I had not objected, not even questioned it. She must have decided that the time was ripe to do what she really wanted to do.

Did I mind? I guessed not. I really liked Marie. I had had some amazing times with her, at her expense! In my opinion, she had earned this. She had earned my compliance with this game. I relaxed and waited to see what she wanted to do next.

What was next was breakfast, in the form of an oversized baby’s bottle! She produced it from the bag. It was in some kind of thermal container, so I guessed that it was warm. It contained a white fluid that I assumed must be milk.

She removed the dummy from my mouth very gently. I didn’t have chance to say anything because the teat of the bottle was pushed into my mouth right after.

“There baby, drink, make mommy proud!”

Feeling very awkward and rather silly, I decided to give her what she wanted and cooperated. I drank the entire bottle! Warm milk is not my favourite, to put it mildly, but to please Marie I put the taste out of my mind and drank.

As soon as I was done, she wiped my mouth and then put the dummy back and strapped it in place. She packed up all her bag, and shut the side of the cot.

“Now you be a good boy while mommy is working.” she said and once more left the room after first changing the CD in the player, closing the door behind her.

I lay there in my cot, helplessly bound as nursery rhymes played from the CD player.


Chapter 15

Feedback

I was left in the cot until the evening. When she finally released me, I had done twenty-four hours lying in bondage in the cot. I had endured two more diaper changes and two more feedings from the bottle. Once I was finally untied, I had a long shower and we settled in her sitting room with cups of tea.

I was dressed again, but still wearing the chastity cage. Marie was keen to talk.

“So,” she said, “What did you think to being a baby?”

“Erm …” I began, “I have to be honest, my feelings are mixed.”

“Oh?”

“On the plus side, I think I have a liking for being in bondage for extended periods. I was genuinely aroused by it. It is definitely something I hope to explore sometime.” I said.

Marie frowned, “I suspect there is a ‘but’ coming.”

I nodded, “The whole baby thing felt …awkward to me. I didn’t like that aspect of it. The bondage and the long duration were good, but the whole baby thing just rubbed me the wrong way. I am so sorry. Would I be wrong in thinking that it is something you really are into?”

She nodded, “I love it! But can I ask if you felt …humiliated?”

I thought for a moment, then nodded.

She smiled, “That pushes my buttons. I like ABDL two ways. Having someone be an enthusiastic baby, or have them suffer humiliation as they are forced into it. The latter works for me because it’s a power thing. I like having someone in my power, and to know that they are so humiliated and yet cannot escape until I say so, …its delicious!”

That was quite a revelation. I thought that by not being into it I had ruined it for her.

“What did you think about being put in a diaper?” she asked, eagerly.

I laughed, “That was …humiliating. I really tried so hard to not have to pee in it. I held on hours before letting go. Oddly though, once the diaper was on, it felt, kind of reassuring, almost comforting. Odd that.”

She smiled, “No, that’s not odd. Lots of people describe it that way. Maybe if I indulge your desire to be put in bondage for a long time then I will make you wear a diaper at the same time.”

This was starting to sound like a negotiation, so I asked, “What about the chastity cage?”

“What about it?” she asked in return.

“Would I need to wear that too?”

She looked at me like I was being a fool, “Of course! You’re wearing that until I say otherwise.”

Well, that was me told! I was tempted to push for an answer as to what she actually intended for my chastity cage. How long was she planning on keeping me in it? Something in me did not want to wuss out and ask to be released and I was curious as to how long she would keep the game going. I resolved to keep quiet and see where things went.

Instead, I asked, “You like being in control, don’t you.”

She laughed, “I’m a dominatrix! Didn’t you know? I get a kick out of putting you in bondage and seeing you all tied up, but the real joy of what we are doing is knowing I have control. When you were in that cot I watched you for hours through the cameras.”

“Cameras? …plural?”

“Yes, there are three up there. Partly for safety and partly so I can enjoy the show. I loved seeing you all helpless, dressed as my baby. Knowing that you have to stay there until I say otherwise and that I can do anything to you I want is what floats my boat!” she explained.

“So, the fact I found it so humiliating and awkward was not a problem?”

“Not for me!” she said, smirking, “In fact, it is a real thrill to have you bound like that knowing you are unhappy about it. The fact that I have such control over you is kind of wonderful. I don’t think you will really understand because I don’t think you have any dominant tendencies at all. You are a natural submissive.

“That’s not a criticism. Quite the opposite. I find it a wonderful thing. You trust me and submit to me without complaint even when you don’t like what I am doing to you. That is a gift you are giving me and it’s so precious to me. I don’t take it for granted, Peter, ever!”

I relaxed on the sofa and sipped my tea. What she said made sense and I appreciated hearing that she valued me. Was I purely submissive? Had I not ever fantasized about being dominant? In realized then that I had not. Every fantasy that my experiences with Marie had inspired had all had me as the one submitting and getting tied up.

“So,” I asked, “What’s next?”

Marie picked up her laptop and opened it, “Well, we have a ponyplay event to go to. The formal invitation came through a few days ago.”

She turned the screen so I could see. It showed a picture of what looked like a substantial country house.

“That is where it is being held.”

I was very impressed, “Where is it?”

“It’s called Blenningham Hall, a private house set in a two hundred acre estate. The owner is into ponyplay, apparently.”

“When is it?”

“Next week! Which means there is time for me to inflict something new on you first”

“New?”

“Well, after you have been such a good baby for me. I think we should explore something that is more up your street. I think we should explore your own emerging kinky desires. Especially your desire for long duration bondage.”

That sounded intriguing, “What does that mean?” I asked.

“It means its time I put you in the Oubliette!”


Chapter 16

Oubliette

After the, more or less, traumatic experience of the previous session, I next arrived at Marie’s house with some trepidation. She wasn’t in any hurry, so we sat down on her sofa with a cup of tea. After she had given me a few …questionable cups of tea I had talked her through how to make tea the way I liked and she had happily obliged. Instructing her in her kitchen was the most dominant thing I had done with her and it actually felt awkward as a result. Still, I now got good tea!

Marie started explaining her plans, “OK, Peter, I have set up something down in the basement. This is something tailored to what I think your preferences are, but also in a way that should challenge you.”

That set me thinking, “If this is about my preferences, that doesn’t fit with me being your test subject. We don’t need to be doing any sessions just for my benefit.”

“Why not? Don’t you think it’s fair that you get to have fun?” she asked.

“Well, yes. I want to have fun. But isn’t the point that you learn how to be a dominatrix for any kind of client?”

“Exactly!” she said with a grin, “Let’s say that in this session you are the client and I am doing what you will enjoy the most. You have shown you like bondage, and that you also like being bound for an extended period. When we talked before you said you loved the physical sensations of being bound, especially when the bondage was ...well, …thorough. Such as in the chair.”

I nodded, “Yes, that first session was amazing. OK, I understand. How long will this session last?”

“I don’t have a fixed length in mind. I want to put you into some serious bondage in a severe setting and see how you do.”

She obviously was not going to tell me more than that. After we finished our cups of tea she led me down into the cellar. What I saw down there was a revelation. The stone walls and floor had all been treated to make them look ancient. Like we were inside some kind of medieval castle. There were even oil burning torches in the walls. Just like Marie has said she wanted to add.

The end of the cellar had been closed off with iron bars. They looked old even though I knew they could not have been there more than a few weeks. There was a lockable cell door built into the bars so that the end of the cellar formed a prison cell.

Marie opened the door with a large iron key and gestured me to enter. I did so with a mixture of fear and anticipation. Inside the cell was a cage. Roughly a meter square of heavy ironwork resting on the stone floor. The floor of the cage was a solid piece of iron an inch thick. The whole thing must have weighed a ton.

Laid out on top of the cage was a collection of bondage items. I tried to get a good look, but Marie ordered me to strip naked. She offered me the usual plastic laundry basket to put all my things in and within a minute I was standing totally naked.

The first item she pulled from the pile was a straitjacket. A big, heavy, black leather one. It smelled wonderfully of new high-quality leather. She hoisted it up and turned the back to face me, ordering me to put my arms in the sleeves. I did so and she lifted the jacket as I struggled into it. It was so thick, heavy and strong that it was not so easy for her to get me into it. Once my arms were fully in the sleeves and the shoulders were pulled into place, she was able to start tightening the straps at the back that closed it up. The feel as the jacket tightened around me was fantastic.

She pulled my arms into place so that they were folded across my chest. Then she stepped behind me to connect the arm straps and pull them tight. My arms were pulled tight into my body. Then she buckled two straps across my arms at the front of the jacket and two more at the sides that pulled my arms into even tighter and more immobile bondage. I hardly move my arms at all.  The jacket’s collar was left undone as were the crotch straps. I wondered why.

The answer came quickly. First was a new leather hood. It was padded and had an open mouth and pinholes over the eyes. She pulled it into place on my head, taking her time so that it was properly fitted before tightening the laces at the back. The hood pulled tight around my head. I did not have much experience of hoods, so this was a fun introduction. The feel of the padded leather enclosing my head was already pushing me into a submissive headspace.

Once the hood was in place Marie buckled the jacket collar over the bottom of the hood. She buckled it tight but not too tight. I had been plunged into leather bondage heaven. The smell of the hood filled my nostrils. It was incredibly pleasant.

I was now forced to look through the pinholes in the hood so I could not see exactly what the next item was. Suddebly I felt something being added around my head. Then a rubber gag was pushed through the hood’s mouth hole and into my mouth. It was shaped and slipped into place with a little bit of forcing by Marie. It was shaped to go both sides of my teeth and to hold my tongue down.

Straps tightened around the hood, making it even tighter. The gag must have been on a head harness of some kind. I heard the click of a lock closing. She locked the gag harness? That hardly seemed needed. There was no way I could get my hands to it.

Next, I felt something being fitted around my ass. I quickly realised it was a diaper! Not my favourite thing but it told me that she was planning on keeping me in bondage in here for a long time. One the diaper was on she made me lie down on the floor. This was a little awkward in the jacket and hood but I managed it. Once I was lying down, she started to pull what felt like a pair of trousers up my legs. They were heavy leather things that only just fitted over the diaper. They were tight on my legs too. Poor Marie was really puffing and grunting with the effort of getting me into them. Once she had them in place she pulled the jacket’s crotch straps through between my legs and cinched them tight.

This was going to be a really heavy leather bondage session. Marie ordered me to shuffle over to the cage and with a bit of help from her I was able to wriggle my way inside. I was left in a sitting position with my back against the far corner and my legs pulled up so that Marie could close and lock the cage door.

I thought that was it but then Marie leaned through the bars and put leather belts around my thighs and calves, binding my legs together. On my feet she put padded leather bootees. At least these didn’t have any spikes inside. Another last strap bound my ankles and then she stood up and sighed. Her job done.

She didn’t say anything. She just slammed the cell door. I heard the rattle of the heavy key in the lock and then the sound of her walking away and up the stairs.

The silence that followed was broken only by the sound of my own breathing and the leathery creak of the straitjacket. At first, I did not even try to move. I wanted to just experience the intensity of the bondage. Every part of me was bound tightly. The smell of the leather and the feel of the bondage was deliciously arousing. I was still wearing the damn chastity cage of course, so my poor cock was as tied up as the rest of me.

I fell into a kind of aroused meditative state. I had experienced it before when in bondage, but this time was the most intense so far. It was a long time before I tried to move. I was not uncomfortable, but I wanted to test my range of movement. I pulled my feet closer and bent my knees to the side. This let me lean forward a little.

I decided to set myself the task of moving so that my back was to a different corner. Not that I needed to, but it would let me feel just how bound and helpless I was. I aimed for the corner to my left as that would give me a better view of the stairs. Though my view of anything was limited by having to look through the pinholes in the hood.

Once I was able to lean forward a little, I tried shuffling to the side. I had such limited movement that it took me ages to move just a few inches. When I tried to get more purchase using my legs I found there was not enough room. I tried lifting my knees and swinging them to the other side but that caused my upper body to fall to the side. I ended up hunched up lying on the cold floor of the cage.

The whole cellar was cold too, but the thick leather bondage and my struggling was keeping me warm. I lay on my side and decided to rest. Getting back up into a sitting position was probably going to be really difficult. Even if I did so, what would I do then? If I was going to be in the cage all night, then a position lying down was probably the best I was going to achieve.

I relaxed and tried to just enjoy the experience. Despite the chastity cage I was strongly aroused. My poor cock’s desperation to grow was painful and that itself was arousing. A vicious circle I already knew well.

In my mind I started to build fantasies. I was a prisoner of Marie. She had lured me in with her talk of needing a submissive test subject. Now she had me locked away and would keep me in this cell forever. Only coming down to feed me and then use me for her sexual pleasure.

I embellished and worked on this fantasy and that, plus the bondage I was in, pushed me closer and closer to orgasm. I had thought that would be impossible while in chastity but, by some miracle, it wasn’t. I had to work at the fantasy and wriggle in the bondage for a long time but I was able, at long last, to push myself all the way. The orgasm, when it came, was very intense. Very powerful. The sensation of having an orgasm with my cock imprisoned was incredible.

So, even in a chastity cage I could get an orgasm! It just took an incredible amount of effort and a lot of bondage! I lay on my side, recovering. The comedown from an orgasm always left me feeling flat for a while but this time I still felt aroused. The sheer severity of my bondage and the abject helplessness of my situation was still working on my mind.

I did not think I was going to be able to achieve another orgasm, at least not for a long time. But I was happy. No part of the bondage was intolerable, or even particularly painful. But it was damn restrictive! I let myself drift into a mildly aroused trance once again.

I must have fallen asleep because I was awoken by the sound of the cell door being opened. I heard Marie’s footsteps approach the cage.

“Are you awake in there?” she asked.

I nodded, or tried to. I was only able to move my head a little.

“It’s been six hours, so you need some fluids and I need to check your diaper.”

She knelt and opened the cage. I felt the gag harness being unlocked and then the gag was pulled out of my mouth. I felt a straw poking at my lips, and I took it into my mouth and sucked. Cool water entered my mouth and I drank greedily. I had not realised that I was so thirsty.

When I let it go, she started undoing the leg bindings and the fastening of the top of my leather trousers. With some effort she pulled down the trousers to expose the diaper. She removed some Velcro tabs and the front of the diaper folded away.

“Ah, you didn’t pee,” she said, “…though ..hmm.”

She sniffed at my crotch an examined my chastity cage and the diaper again.

“How did you manage that? You ejaculated you little slut! I guess being a long term prisoner in bondage is enough to defeat even the cock cage. Well, what shall we do about that? Some kind of punishment?”

“Please no, I’m really sorry,” I gasped.

I heard her hiss in annoyance and then felt the gag being pushed into my mouth again. The head harness straps were tightened and locked in place.

“How dare you speak!” she said, sounding furious. “You need to be punished for that too! The problem is pain will probably just arouse you to more lustful thoughts and semen stained sinning!”

I could not help but laugh inside at that comment.

“But I can punish you. I bet it was hard to achieve orgasm, wasn’t it?”

I nodded.

“I thought so. Well let’s see if you can do it again. I was going to release you in a couple more hours but now I don’t think I will. Nor will you get a nice clean diaper!”

She put the front of my diaper back in place and pulled my trousers back up. When all was fastened up and my legs bound again, she slammed and locked the cage door.

“You will stew in your sinful stink!” she crowed, “Get used to your cage, my dirty little boy. You will be in there a long time. When you soil your diaper, you will have to live in the stink and feel of your own piss. Maybe that will teach you a lesson. Keep your thoughts clean my hapless prisoner!”

With that she walked out of the cell, locked the door and headed back up the stairs.

Wow, that had been hot! I must have developed or discovered some incredible submissive desires because her words had kick-started my arousal once again. I was a dirty slave! I deserved to be in the cage. I deserved to be bound and abandoned. I deserved to rot in my own bodily fluids. I was not worthy of my wonderful mistress. I was blessed that she gave me what little attention she did.

This new fantasy line of thought in my head, plus the incredible bondage experience I was having meant that eventually, after supreme effort, I did manage a second orgasm! I was delighted with myself that I had been able to defeat the damn chastity cage, albeit after great effort.

I must have fallen asleep again for a while. I awoke with a severe need to empty my bladder. Waking up in bondage was a strange experience. Emerging from the world of dreams to realise you are in heavy bondage was a wonderful feeling. For a few moments you don’t know what is going on until your memory catches up. It was a real thrill.

Needing to pee and suspecting that it was still a long time until I would be released meant I had to wet my diaper. Oddly, doing it in a cage in a cell in heavy leather bondage was quite easy. It did not make me feel any kind of humiliation. The pee was quite a large one and I was worried that the diaper may be overwhelmed and I would end up wetting the leather trousers which I guessed must have cost Marie a fair amount of money.

Lying in one position for so long was making me feel sore. I decided to try lying on my other side to see if that eased the discomfort. Turning over was easier said than done. I managed to push with my body and get my bent legs off the floor. I shuffled by lifting my butt off the floor of the cage and moving it to the left a little.

I did this a few more times until I was close enough to the side of the cage that I could rest my knees against the bars and my bound feet against the far side. Then by pushing with my feet and steadying myself with my knees I was able to get up into a sitting position. I rested for a while like that and when I felt ready, I let my body slide down on the other side until I was lying on my right side. This did improve things and my soreness receded a little. The effort had brought me fully awake, but I was content just to lie there and see if I could slowly relax and get back to sleep.

Despite the soreness and now having to wear a wet diaper I was still enjoying the experience. If you had asked me beforehand, I would have predicted that I would be desperate for release by this point. I wondered if the long length of this session was Marie’s method of trying to cure me of liking long duration bondage. Though when I thought about it, that did not make sense. She had no obligation to train me to like anything we had been doing.

Had she chosen this session as a reward for me? I had expressed a desire for exactly the kind of bondage experience I was having. I preferred that interpretation as it implied that she cared enough about me to tailor what we did so that it worked for me. I mulled over all the implications of the session until I slowly drifted off back to sleep.

When I next awoke Marie was unlocking the cell door.

“Wake up my little prisoner!” she said, and knelt beside the cage door. She opened it and reached for my gag harness. She unlocked it and gently eased the gag out of my mouth.

“There, that’s better. It’s OK, Peter, you can talk.”

I worked my mouth a little as my jaw was aching a little, “Hi, Mistress.”

“You have been in this cage for fourteen hours now. I will now offer you two choices. First is I let you out of here and the session ends. The second is you choose to continue. If you choose the latter, I feed you and give you a drink, then I put your gag back in, change your diaper and lock you away again. You will then not be released until I say so and …understand this Peter, it will be a long time! I am enjoying this session. I did not think I would as watching you in here through the cameras is quite boring. But, knowing you are in here at my whim, in such extreme bondage, that is a rush. That floats my boat, as they say.

“So, this is your only chance for an early release. If you want out, say so now. If you want to stay in, that’s more than fine with me but be aware of what you will be letting yourself in for.”

I thought and thought. Could I stand many more hours of this? Fourteen hours was an impressive time to be in such severe bondage. But, would I regret asking for release? Would I wonder what it would have been like to stay the course?

I knew I could go longer. But would I be able to last as long as Marie planned? Well, I guessed there was only one way to find out.

“I’ll stay in.” I said.

“That’s my boy!” she said, “The total bondage slut. Though I would now call you a bondage athlete!”

I was fed and watered and given a fresh diaper. Then all my bondage was put back in place, my cage locked shut and my cell door too.

The hours rolled by. I did get more sleep, but it came in shorter bursts. After one such doze the sheer length of the session got me fantasizing that Marie was secretly planning on never releasing me. That the cell and the cage would be my whole world from then on. That got me aroused and pushing that fantasy and wriggling in the bondage was enough to get me over the line for another orgasm. I was so impressed with myself! I was able to endure and actually enjoy some really severe bondage for many hours and defeat a damn chastity cage at the same time.

When she at last released me, many hours later, she was very gentle in removing each part of the bondage. I think she guessed that I would very stiff and sore. Once I was free, she led me out of the cell to where an inflatable mattress was lying on the floor. She ordered me to lie on it and then gave me a very skilful full body massage.

“You don’t need to do this.” I said.

She slapped me hard on my ass and said, “Call me mistress!”

“Sorry, Mistress.”

“That’s better. I do need to do this. You were in there for twenty-six hours. I bet you are stiff as anything and aching. I want you in good shape for when we go to the pony event.”


Chapter 17

Blenningham Hall

Marie described the event at Blenningham Hall as being very important. She said it was a major event and dominatrixes would be present from all over the country. Only a handful would be from among those who had been at the party we had attended.

She was determined that we would make a good impression. I cleaned and then painted the cart. I gave the metal frame a finish in British racing green. An affectation that made Marie smile when I explained my liking for classic British racing cars. She thought this funny from a man who rode a bicycle.

So that we would make an impressive entrance Marie hired a horse van. A vehicle designed to carry a real horse. She said she wanted me to stay in pony role the whole time. So, we planned to arrive with me as a pony, play all day at the event and then leave the same way. I would at no time be allowed to be a human.

Marie examined the van and planned out how I would travel in it. A real pony would travel standing up so that is what she planned for me too. There were anchor points at various places in the van that were designed as tether points for a pony. Simply tethering me to those same points might have been the simplest idea but Marie was worried about me being jostled about as we travelled and not being able to remain standing. My arms would be bound so she was concerned I would get hurt.

Her solution was a set of strong bungee cords that she could use to link from the anchor points to D rings on my body harness. The harness was very sturdy and had rings on the shoulder straps, waist belt and on both front and back on the straps that went around my chest and back. She planned to add some ankle cuffs which would be chained to anchor points in the van floor. I would be pretty immobile for the while trip.

I had helped Marie become expert in assembling and disassembling the cart. It would be carried in the back of the van just behind me and, like me, would be secured with bungee cords. I was glad of that as I didn’t want to be hit by it if it worked loose on the journey there.

Marie had decided that, on the day, we would leave from her aunt’s house as her own house had nowhere where she could put the van so that loading it with a bound ponyboy would not be noticed. On the morning of the event, we drove in her car to the house where she put me into my ponyboy gear. With her help, I climbed into the back of the van and Marie took great care in securing me in place with the bungee cords. Once they were all in place I tried moving and found that I had to work hard to shift my position. This reassured me that I would be safe on the trip.

Marie had to dismantle and load the cart herself. I listened to her grunting as she heaved it’s weight into the van and smiled around my bit-gag. She had wanted it that way. I was just her pony. I did not have to do any heavy lifting. All I had to do was pull the cart. Poor Mari had to do everything else.

The drive to Blenningham Hall took about an hour and I found it quite relaxing. As the van went around corners, I felt the shift from side to side, but the cords held me so securely that I soon stopped worrying and just allowed the cords to hold me. This they did so well I even relaxed my legs and dozed a little.

The back of the van had only a couple of small windows, one on each side. I was not able to see our destination until we were heading up the long drive to the house. A curve in the drive gave me a quick glimpse of a truly impressive country house. The van drove around the back of the main house and parked among a number of other vehicles in a large paved area.

I heard Marie climb out of the van and walk away. She greeted someone but it was hard to pick up what was being said. Still, I was just a draft animal. What was going out there was human stuff, nothing to do with me!

Indeed, for a while it did seem that she had forgotten me. I heard more footsteps and more conversation, all just beyond my ability to properly hear. I looked out of the window but could see very little. Just the side of another vehicle parked beside the van. I let myself drift mentally. I guessed that Marie was having fun talking to her peer group. It therefore made me jump when the back doors of the van opened suddenly.

“Oh! There he is!” said a voice I recognised as belong to Mistress Mallory, “He looks much more impressive on two legs!”

“What’s his name?” asked another voice, one I did not know.

“His name’s Toby,” explained Mistress Mallory, “That’s right isn’t it, Marie?”

“Oh yes!” said Marie, “That’s his name alright,” as she started untying the cart and unloading it from the van.

“Oh wow!” said the unknown voice, “That cart looks good. Where did you buy it?”

“I didn’t buy it!” replied Marie, smugly, “Toby built it!”

“Your ponyboy built it?” exclaimed Mistress Mallory, “But it looks so well made! Is he some kind of craftsman?”

“Yes, something like that,” said Marie as she started assembling the cart.

I turned my head as much as I was able, but I was so fixed in place I could not turn very easily. I heard Marie assembling the cart. The other two women offered to help but Marie refused. I guessed she wanted to show that she fully knew what she was doing. As if she was a very experienced ponyplay mistress. Even if I had been able to talk, I would have said nothing to rain on her parade. This was what she wanted so I would do all I could to support her.

Once the cart was done, Marie climbed into the van and started undoing the cords and ties holding me in place. She then attached reins to my bit-rings and led me out of the back of the van.

Once I was out in the open, I could get a good look at what was going on. I was able to see maybe two dozen vehicles parked, of various kinds. There were three towed horse boxes among them and four more horse transport vans like Marie’s. I looked around and saw several groups of people standing and talking while more were harnessing ponies up to carts. Most of the ponies were male but I did spot three female ponies. All of the drivers, or should I say owners, were female. I guessed that meant they were professional or lifestyle dominatrixes, like at the party.

My emergence from the van made me a small centre of attention. Mistress Mallory and the other woman Marie had been talking to were joined by a few more mistresses. They generally wore equestrian outfits, jodhpurs, blouses and jackets. Though some of them wore leather or latex versions. They all wore riding boots, of course, and carried either riding crops or whips.

“Oh, he’s a handsome pony!” said one who had just joined us, “Is he yours, Mallory?”

“Oh no, he belongs to our newest member here, Mistress Marie,” said Mallory.

There was a general murmur of appreciation. I could tell Marie was pleased but she just busied herself with hitching me up to the cart.

A tall blonde woman asked, “I don’t recognise the cart, who is the supplier?”

Mallory stepped in and replied, “Marie’s pony made it. He is quite the craftsman,” before Marie could answer.

“Really? …are you sure? It looks amazing.”

I smiled to myself, but I could sense Marie’s annoyance. A few people were taking a close look at the cart.

“It has a proper suspension system!” said one.

“What is the point of the third wheel?” asked another.

“It’s for stability,” explained Marie. I could hear her controlling her temper, “It also makes it easier to drive as I don’t have to balance my weight over the axle.”

“That’s brilliant!” said the tall blonde, “Why didn’t anyone else think of that. I think all the rest of our carts are two-wheelers.”

“Aside from my carriage!” said a tall middle-aged brunette with gold trim on her riding jacket. She had just joined us and from everyone’s reaction she was someone of importance.

“Your ladyship!” said Mistress Mallory. She gestured at Marie, “This is Mistress Marie, who is our newest member. And her ponyboy Toby.”

She turned to Marie, “Marie, this is Sarah Hillyard, Baroness Merenham. This estate is her home.”

“I am profoundly honoured to meet you, your ladyship,” said Marie, sweetly.

“The honour is mine, Marie,” said the Baroness, bending to examine our cart, “This cart is very well engineered.”

“My Toby is very talented,” said Marie, proudly. By this time, she had me hitched to the cart and was holding my reins.

“Is he obedient?” asked the Baroness.

“…Exquisitely so!” laughed Marie.

The Baroness stepped closer and looked me over. Then she gestured to my caged manhood, “If he is such a good boy, why does he need that?”

Marie smiled, “That’s just so he doesn’t …put on a show here. It’s also so he feels my control even when I am not around.”

“Oh, so he is in chastity long term?”

“Absolutely! I love the control it gives me.”

There was a round of agreement from the gathered mistresses.

“Well, he is certainly a pretty pony!” said the Barones, “Good muscle tone. Nice and young too. Is he well trained?”

“Of course he is!” said Marie, proudly and stroked my butt.

I had to admit that standing there, bound and helpless, while all these women examined and passed comment on me was pushing buttons in me that I didn’t know existed. I had just begun to properly reconcile myself to my submissive nature, but this was a level beyond that. It wasn’t humiliation though. It was nothing like the awkwardness I felt when dressed a baby in that cot. These women were not insulting me or seeking to humiliate me. They were complementing me! They saw me as having value, albeit the value of a slave, …not even that. The value of a prized animal!

But it was arousing! I was enjoying it. I felt …content. I felt …loved, maybe? …appreciated. I loved the attention I was getting, and I was profoundly enjoying the feeling that the harness, bondage, bridle and boots were giving me. It felt powerful and erotic. I also, oddly, felt safe. No-one meant me any harm. Yes, I was going to be at risk of getting whipped, but that was going to be erotic in itself.

The women had all been talking, but I had been tuning it all out. I woke up when the women started walking and Marie led me along behind them. I followed obediently, pulling the cart.

Away from the car park I saw many more people gathering. Other pony carts were being driven around, and more ponies were being readied by their owners. There were obviously more ‘humans’ than ponies. I had assumed there would be the same number of each.

People were of variety of ages. Most of the ponies were male, and most were middle-aged or even older. Only a handful looked to be less than thirty. The female ponies were mostly young. The owners too, were all ages, though older women were in the majority. Marie, despite being a bit older than me, was among the youngest there.

I guess the high number of older people made sense. This was not a poor person’s hobby. The kit was expensive! Plus doing something like this took experience and self-confidence. It also was likely not something most people would be aware of. Maybe people took years to start exploring their own kinky natures and eventually learn about ponyplay.

The grounds behind the house were impressive. The estate must be huge. There was a substantial area of woodland plus more open well-kept areas of grass and ornamental gardens. Paved roadways meandered all over the estate.

Everyone slowly assembled at the rear of the main house. The Baroness had brought out a wooden box upon which she stood in order to address everyone.

“Welcome everyone! Welcome to our fifteenth ponyplay gathering here at Blenningham Hall. This is the third such event this year and we are hoping to hold at least one more before autumn. This is also the largest attendance we have had with the most owners and the most ponies. For those of you who are here for the first time I will lay out the day’s schedule. In the morning, we have social play. People should mingle, chat and of course, run your carts and exercise your ponies. The whole grounds are open to you, but please do not go near the front gate. There is no need to startle the locals and passing cars.

“In the afternoon we will be having some fun events, including the usual obstacle course, the main time trial event and judging of best pony, tack and cart. My staff will be offering refreshments all day and we will have a delicious lunch for you too. Now …go have fun!”

There was enthusiastic applause and the grouping broke up.

Marie climbed into the cart’s seat, took up the reins and had me walk on. She guided me toward one of the paved paths and we headed toward some woods. Other carts were doing the same and several of us formed up in single file as we started to move into the trees.

The woodland was obviously very well maintained. There was almost no undergrowth or even fallen leaves. I rather would have preferred it more natural than being quite so ‘manicured’, but it was still very beautiful. Pulling a cart among others was fun. I found myself looking at the other carts and thinking how badly designed they were.

The other ponies I found more impressive. The harness, hoof boots and armbindings were mostly similar to my own. Some did not wear bridles but wore masks shaped liked horse’s heads that covered their whole heads. These masks had bridles that were basically the same as real pony bridles. I wondered what wearing such a mask would feel like. What would it like to be inside something like that all day long?

We moved at a brisk walk. The sounds of several pairs of hoof boots on the paved road made us sound very much like a group of horses out for a stroll. Along the way we passed a small ornamental lake, hidden among the trees. Feeding it was a beautiful little waterfall. It was utterly entrancing.

We made our way around and out of the woods and followed the road as it wound its way through the estate back to the rear of the house. When we returned, we saw Mistress Mallory in a slightly tense conversation with the Baroness.

We drove past them and I was able to catch a little of what they were saying.

“But you promised, your ladyship!” said Mallory, pleadingly.

“I did no such thing, Janice.” said the Baroness coldly, “I said that it may just be possible to lend you my man Bennet, that was all. But I need all four of my own ponies for my carriage. Given your experience, I am amazed you have not been able to find yourself a new ponyboy.”

Their next words were lost as we drove past and up to the back of the house. There were a few tables set up where the Baroness’s staff were providing refreshments. Marie drew me to a halt nearby. There was a wooden railing around the edge of an ornamental garden, and she tied my reins to it. Then she headed off to get herself something from the tables.

Another pony had been tethered to the same railing, she was one of the ponygirls. Both of us were still hitched to our carts. The ponygirl was blonde, pretty and quite young, probably even younger than I was. She wore the same kind of tack as me but in addition she wore a leather corset which looked to have been cinched very tight.

She looked at me and smiled around her bit. I smiled back but of course we could not talk to each other. However, we could communicate a little by glances and body language. She leaned forward and looked at me which seemed odd until I realised that she wanted to examine my chastity-caged cock. I obligingly turned so she could get a good look. She nodded and winked at me, which I took to be complementary.

The feeling of camaraderie was very real, and very strange. We were fellow ponies, helplessly bound and forced to wait for our owners. We could do nothing until the humans needed us again.

The first human to appear was the ponygirl’s owner. I was surprised to see that she looked to be no older than her pony. She was young, slim, brunette. Were they in a same-sex couple? She was holding a water bottle with an attached straw and loosened her ponygirl’s bit so she could take a drink.

That made me feel thirsty and I looked back to the refreshment tables to see if Marie was going to be heading my way. I saw her chatting with the Baroness and a couple of other women. The ponygirl’s owner saw where I was looking and walked around to me.

“Are you thirsty?” she asked.

I nodded.

She undid my bit and eased it out of my mouth. Then she presented the straw to my lips, and I look a long satisfying drink. I did wonder of this was breaching protocol, offering a drink to another woman’s pony. I knew better than to speak. Ponies were NOT allowed to speak at a pony event. Marie had made that clear to me. But, any chance to be a naughty pony ended when she put my bit back in my mouth and secured it.

Rather than go back to her pony she took a moment to get a good look at Marie’s cart. She even knelt down and had a look at how the suspension was done.

“This thing is beautiful.” she said to herself.

“I am glad you think so!” said Marie, approaching behind her.

“Oh, I am sorry. I was just admiring your cart,” said the brunette.

“It’s OK, I enjoy when people appreciate it. I’m Mistress Marie. I am pleased to meet you. My pony here is Toby.”

“It’s great to mee you too. My is Stephanie. My ponygirl here is Gina.”

“Just Stephanie? Not Mistress Stephanie?” asked Marie.

“Ah well, it seemed wrong to take the honorific. I am not really that dominant.” admitted Stephanie.

That obviously surprised Marie, “Not really dominant? You own a ponygirl!”

“Oh, Gina and I are sisters. We both prefer the submissive role, and we both totally adore ponyplay. This is our first event and it’s amazing!”

“Oh, so ..erm, you like being a pony too?”

Stephanie nodded enthusiastically, “Yes, we tossed a coin to see which one of us would be the pony and Gina won. For the next event we will swap around.”

Marie was trying to be tactful as she asked, “Don’t you have …girlfriends or boyfriends you could be doing this with?”

Stephanie laughed, “If we did, we would be. We both used to have boyfriends, but when we suggested ponyplay they weren’t interested. So, we kind of had to choose between kink and them. We decided to choose kink and hopefully find new boyfriends who wanted to own ponygirls. We haven’t had much luck with that, so we are doing things this way for now. It’s OK, it works for us.”

Marie shrugged, “Well, I hope you find right-minded boys soon. I think ponyplay is much more fun when it’s between a couple.”

Oh really? Was Marie saying she thought we were a couple now? Was that really true? I guessed, in a way, it was. Our play had progressed beyond me just being a hired guinea pig. I knew things were more than that when I had accepted the chastity cage with no complaints. I wondered what the next step would be. Would she be locking a collar round my neck?

As I was musing Stephanie was asking Marie about the cart.

“My pony Toby made it,” explained Marie.

“He did? Your pony made your cart for you? That is amazing! Our cart is just something we bought online. It’s OK, but I would love to own one like yours. Would you ever consider selling it?”

Marie shook her head, “No, but maybe I could ask Toby to make one for you.”

“Really? That would be awesome!” said Stephanie, almost bouncing on the spot. I saw Gina nodding and looking at the cart.

Marie smiled, “Actually I have had a few people ask about getting carts like mine. I think Toby could be very busy for months if I said yes to all of them.”

Stephanie’s face fell, “Would we be at the back of the queue?”

Marie smiled, “Oh no, I think you would be first.”

Stephanie and Marie continued talking until the Baroness announced that lunch was being served. I thought to myself, hadn’t they all just had tables of refreshments and snacks? I thought we were meant to be ponying, not just eating and talking. Also, what about us poor ponies? Don’t we get anything? I caught Gina’s eye and nodded toward the gaggle of owners filling their plates. Then I rolled my eyes, which made her nod and laugh.

After lunch the owners and the Baroness’s people started setting up for the time trial. This was a timed run through a course that went all round the rear of the estate. I liked to think I was in decent shape. Marie had given me some experience in running in hoof boots too. I hoped to give a good account of myself, despite not having been fed.

The cart I had built was no racing cart. It was built for comfort and stability, not speed. Some of the carts that others were using looked much lighter. Pony after pony headed off on their timed runs. When it was our turn, Marie drove me up to the start line.

They actually had a starting pistol! At the bang Marie whipped my ass, and I set off at the best speed I could do. The distance meant that I had to pace myself and I was sure Marie knew that, though she did make liberal use of the whip.

I had to admit this was enormous fun. Running, or should that be cantering, through the grounds and among the trees was quite a rush. Despite my chastity cage I could feel my arousal growing. That was a new sensation, feeling aroused while running!

After only a few minutes I realised we were gaining on the cart ahead. It had been at least two hundred yards ahead to begin with but now, as we moved through the woods, it was only a few tens of yards in front of us. As we entered the final section which wound around the gardens behind the house, we actually overtook them, much to Marie’s delight. When we crossed the line Marie let out a whoop of triumph.

I think she thought that we had won, but when all the carts had done their runs, and the times checked, we actually came in third. The one we had overtook came in next to last.

Next came the obstacle course. This was done with the ponies blindfolded. A course was laid out with plastic cones on the large, paved area behind the main house. One by one we had to navigate the course guided only by our owner’s skill with the reins. Points were lost for every cone touched. We did quite well here too, but still only came fifth. Marie was very competitive but some of the other ponies and mistresses had years of experience we could not match.

Last were the prizes for the best turned out pony and cart, and this was judged by the Baroness. I didn’t win anything. The best turned out pony prize went to Gina. Our cart though did win a prize for being the best, which pleased me no end.

Only at the end of the day’s events did Marie decide that I should be fed. A raised trough was provided up against the back of the house and filled with some kind of oaty mash. Ponies were tethered in front of it and their bits, or in some cases their masks, were removed so that we could eat.

It did not look appetising but was surprisingly delicious. The owners, having tethered us to eat, had wandered off. I found myself next to Gina again and once we had eaten our fill we were left tied to the food trough with no bits in our mouths and no owners around to stop us talking.

I stood and looked around. Gina saw me looking and looked around too. The only people anywhere near were ponies.

“Where have all the humans gone?” whispered Gina.

“Probably filling their faces yet again,” I whispered back.

She laughed, “I’ll tease my sister about it later. Abandoning me all the time.”

“I bet you are much more considerate when she is being the pony.”

“Oh yes! I am a dedicated owner,” she giggled, “Though I don’t really enjoy it. …Using the whip on her ass can be fun, though.”

“Doesn’t she just return the favour when it’s her turn?”

She winked at me, “Of course! I said it was fun, didn’t I?”

Just then I spotted Stephanie and Marie heading our way and I quickly whispered ‘hush’ to Gina, who winked again and nodded. Our owners arrived and replaced our bits in our mouths.

The last part of the event was simply social. Marie offered Stephanie a chance to try out our cart.

“Would you like to hitch Gina up to it?” she asked.

Stephanie looked at how my harness connected to the cart shafts, “I don’t think Gina’s harness has the right attachment,” she said, “Would it be OK if I drove Toby in your cart?”

Marie smiled, “Of course, why don’t we swap ponies for a trip round the grounds? I’ll drive Gina.”

Stephanie agreed and took my reins from Marie. She settled herself in the cart and tapped me on the butt with her whip. I set off happily enough and we went for a pleasant drive around the grounds, including a trip through the woods. Marie followed behind, driving Gina.

The way Stephanie used the reins was different from Marie. Not really better or worse, just different. It was interesting that I was so easily able to tell the difference. I wondered if real horses were able to tell between the riding and driving styles of their human owners. I bet they could.

When we arrived back at the house several other owners gathered round Marie putting requests to give our cart a try. One of them was poor Mistress Mallory who had been without a pony all through the event. She had been reduced to the level of a helper all day.

I had noticed that there were more owners than ponies at the event and had wondered how that worked out.  Having watched how the event went all day I saw that some owners shared ponies. Some seemed to be settled arrangements, others casually agreed on the day. Another thing I noticed that there were more ponies than carts, so ponies were swapped out to give others a go.

Marie agreed to give another owner a chance to drive me. From what I overheard they were one of those who had expressed an interest in buying a cart. Maybe Marie was taking the chance to drum up a little business. I didn’t really mind. I was getting interested in experiencing how different people drove me as a pony and if Marie wanted to use me as a marketing tool that was OK by me. After all, I was just a beast of burden.

I got a real submissive buzz from it all. I was being admired, used, valued and worked by a variety of women without my wishes ever being consulted. At no time was I ever spoken to or treated as if I were a human being. It was a really wonderful mental ‘pony-space’ as some people called it in the material I had read online.

I also understood and believed now how people could do ponyplay over multiple days. It just worked well as a long-term style of play. I had been sceptical when I had read accounts of people being kept as ponies for days at a time, sleeping in stables in bondage. I had no doubts after experiencing many hours as a pony.

In the end I was driven by eight or nine owners, including Mistress Mallory who I think Marie took pity on. It was quite a work out as some of the owners were not content to drive me at a walking pace but wanted to see me gallop. I did my best, but I was exhausted by the time the event drew to a close.

Marie said her goodbyes to the other owners and a few of the owners who had driven me patted or stroked me and said goodbye to me too. Which felt kind of nice.

Marie bound me once more in the back of the van and disassembled the cart, loading it in behind me. She drove us home and it was almost dark by the time we arrived back at her Aunt’s house.

Once she unloaded me there, she took the bit out of my mouth.

“So, how did you enjoy being the star of the show?” she asked.

“The star?” I replied, confused.

“Oh, don’t act dumb, surely you noticed how all those women were looking at you?”

Were they? I genuinely had not really noticed, …much.

“I think I was too into the head-space of being a pony to notice,” I explained.

She laughed, “So you enjoyed the day?”

I nodded and smiled, “I loved it! It was strange though to see a big event like that seem so normal and relaxed when it was about bondage and submission.”

“Once you are used to the BDSM world it is normal. People don’t change just because they are into something kinky. I had a wonderful time. So many of those women said how much they envied me to have a pony as handsome and fit as you!”

“They said that?” I asked, thinking that was awesome. My fragile male ego was delighted.

“Oh yes! They also praised me for having you so well trained.”

“You are a good teacher.” I said, “Are you erm …are you going to untie me now?”

“Fuck no!” exclaimed Marie, stepped forward and putting her arms around me. She rested her hands on my butt and started stroking, “I am as horny as hell! I have had to spend all day watching you in your pony gear, all tied up as my property, as my pet. I have had to suffer watching other women drive you, even whip your ass.

“I want you! I want you right now! I hope you feel the same way because…” she pushed my bit back in place and secured it, pulling the retainer straps one notch tighter than normal so the bit was pulled deeper into my mouth, “…because I am not taking no for an answer. This house has an old stable-block at the side.”

She gestured and turned to look at what I thought were some old out-houses. “I cleaned it up a while ago, got it ready for you, …for us!”

She took hold of my reins and led me over the stable-block. The outside looked like an old brick outhouse, but once through the door I saw that when she said she had ‘cleaned it up’ she had been seriously understating things.

The place was spotless. There were three stalls for ponies, each made from fresh woodwork. There was fresh straw on the floor, leather tack hanging from hooks on the walls and numerous new and shiny ringbolts and other anchor points at various places.

She led me into one stall, pulled down on the reins so I had to lower myself to my knees. Then she pushed me so that I fell back into the straw. She grabbed a set of spare reins from where they were hanging on a wall and used them to bind my ankles. Then she pulled off her own riding boots and pulled down her jodhpurs and knickers.

From her jacket pocket she produced a small key. The key to my chastity cage. She released my imprisoned cock and placed the pieces of the cage very neatly on a nearby shelf. I guessed that my poor cock’s freedom was going to be temporary. She straddled me and settled her weight on my thighs.

“There, are you comfy my little ponyboy?” she asked, teasingly.

To be honest my arms were a little uncomfortable as I was lying on them, but I was not about to lodge a complaint.  I just nodded.

She leaned forward and kissed my bitted mouth, which felt strange. Then she started kissing and nibbling at my neck. In my submissive, bound position having a beautiful woman lie on me and nibble my neck was incredibly hot. She made it worse by switching to nibbling my nipples!

! groaned and cock was a so hard it was actually a little painful. I could sense Marie’s need was driving her a little crazy as she bit my right nipple so hard that she drew blood. Then she sat back and guided herself onto my manhood. Feeling myself inside her almost pushed me over the edge at once. I did my best to keep control as Marie rode me like a wild thing.

She grabbed my reins and pulled on them, lifting my head up. “Come on my stallion!” she shouted, “Fuck your mistress! This is what you are for! I own your pony ass, and your cock works for me!”

I held on far longer than I thought possible and actually felt her orgasm overtake her before I let go myself, riding my wave of utter pleasure as she made a cute mewling noise as her own climax peaked and settled.

She gasped and sat back a little, my cock still inside her. She stroked my chest and then seemed to see the blood on my nipple for the first time. “Aww is my baby hurt?” she said, with a soft and caring tone, “Did I do that to my baby pony?”

I smiled to myself as she seemed to be combining her fetish views of me, both baby and pony.

“You know what I need to do?” she crooned.

I shrugged.

“I need to make your nipples match!” and with that she shifted so she could bite down on my other nipple. She bit down and didn’t just nibble, she chewed! Pain exploded in my nipple and she lifted her head, laughing in delight as she saw blood now leaking from both nipples.

The pain was bad but the fact that she had done that deliberately was …hot! My cock responded and she shouted “Yay! My pony babe is hot for me hurting him!”

Then she rode me once again. This time it was a less desperate fucking, slow and satisfying and we both wanted it to last.

So began hours of passion. She didn’t draw blood again, but she certainly found ways to use pain to drive my arousal when I started to tire. My ass was sore from being whipped and there were vicious nipple clamps biting into my wounded nipples by the time we were done.

She stood and dressed herself. Then she left me and returned after a few minutes with a water bottle and a straw. With these she gave me a long drink of water. That done she sat down on me again, straddling me.

“Baby, …are you happy?” she asked.

I thought for only a moment before nodding.

She smiled, “Would it be fair to say that you are no longer just my bondage volunteer?”

That was surely true, so I nodded.

“Listen,“ she said slowly, “…I want to tell you something. ..I love you. I think …I think I’ve been in love with you for a while. When I said I wanted you, it wasn’t just for sex. I do want you, as my lover and as my slave, …permanently. I want to lock a collar round your neck and have you move in with me.”

I was stunned. I guess I had known that something like this was coming, but have her ask me like this was still a shock.

“There is more I need to tell you. I don’t have any plans to be a professional dominatrix. Oh ..I did, at one time. I am a dominatrix to my core, and I wanted to do BDSM for real. To dominate men, tie them up and torture them, make them my puppies, my ponies and my babies. I also wanted the money, to be honest.

“But then the Aunt I told you about, well, she isn’t in a rehab clinic. That was a lie. She died about seven months ago. She left me everything. Her house, her land, her money and her investments. I don’t need to make money from being a dominatrix. But every fibre of my being wants a man to dominate, to own, to be my slave. I love you and I want that to be you. All the play spaces I built in my house, the dungeon, the medical suite, the pet-play room, the nursery and the oubliette. They were all for you, …just you. I want you to be the only one I ever play with in them.

“My aunt’s house is huge. I plan on moving in and selling my old house. I want to build new and better play spaces in it, just for us. I want to keep improving this stable block so I can keep you as my pony in here too.”

She went silent, just looking at me. What did I do now?

“Well?” she asked, and poked me in the chest, “Do you say yes? Will you accept that collar I mentioned?”

Despite her revelations the basic question was whether I wanted a life with her. Did I want to be her bondage toy, her slave and her pony, …permanently. In the end it wasn’t that hard a decision.

I nodded.

Marie squealed in delight and pounced on me. She hugged my bound body and covered me in kisses. When she calmed down, she just sat on me, her fingers playing with the slim chain that connected the nipple clamps.

“There is a lot to do,” she said, “But first of all …”

She jumped up and disappeared again. In just a few minutes she re-appeared. In her hands she was holding a leather collar. It was wrapped in a plastic cover which she was carefully removing.

She sat on me once again and lifted the collar out of the packaging. It looked expensive. It was wide and thick and looked like a very serious piece of kit. Marie ran her fingers over the leather.

“This is something special. It is a custom-made piece for you to wear all the time. Well, not when you are at work. I will have to find something else for you to wear that is more discrete for that. This one has some cool features. First it locks on. Not with a padlock, but with a more secure locking system that is a bit like the lock on your chastity cage.”

She leaned forward and fitted the collar round my neck. She turned some kind of key at the back of my neck and I heard a heavy, solid click. The collar was heavier and while not tight, fitted my neck closely. It also has some real weight to it.

“There! That’s done! You are mine now! Another feature of the collar is a GPS tracker. I have an app on my laptop that can now track you anywhere in the UK. Plus there is this…”

She held up a small black remote control. “When I push this button..” she pressed it and I jumped as a nasty electric shock hit me! The damn thing was a shock collar!

She smiled, “Don’t worry, I won’t be using that feature. I won’t need to because you are a good boy, aren’t you?”

I nodded.

“Good, pain should be for fun. Speaking of which, I need to clean you up a bit. But first..” she stood up and reached for a chain that was locked to a ringbolt in the wall. She locked the end of it to a D ring at the front of my new collar.

“You’ll be sleeping in this stable tonight. Tomorrow, I’ll untie you again, aside from the collar. I won’t put your chastity cage on until tomorrow as I may come and see you during the night.”

After cleaning and disinfecting my nipples, she left me alone. I lay down in the straw. I was helpless, bound, controlled and I had no idea what tomorrow would bring. But I was a slave now and somehow, I was content with that.


Chapter 18

New Life

It is now a year since Marie locked her collar around my neck. The move to her aunt’s house took place a month later and then she sold her old home. I moved in with her permanently just a few days after being collared.

Life has been good. I still study at the university, I expect to finish my PhD soon. When I have to be on campus, I wear a slimmer collar that looks more innocent. It doesn’t have the shock function but it does have the GPS feature. Marie is a caring and loving mistress, but she makes sure I know that she owns me at all times.

Life at home is good. I spend quite a lot of time in bondage. Marie is always wanting to try new things, and her wealth means that she can indulge any whim she has. It is fortunate that the house is large as her imagination seems to be endless.

On any day I might find myself strapped down to a bed in the new, enlarged medical bondage suite, or bound in any number of complex and restrictive ways in the main dungeon. The house has a large cellar extending the width of the house. It was multiple rooms including a new oubliette with plenty of modern and medieval features.

The pet-play room is still there, only larger and with more options. I have been her pet cat and her pet rabbit as well as her pup. The stable block has been improved, and I spend more time as her pony than anything else. She often puts me in role for days on end. The longest so far has been a full week but I know she is planning for even longer ‘immersions’ as she calls them in the future.

The baby room is still there, and I still find it the thing I like least. But, Marie is in charge and when she wants me to be her baby, that is what I am. New play rooms include a padded cell. This was her way of indulging my liking for long term bondage. I have spent quite a few nights in it. Bound in a straitjacket, head muzzle and with legs and ankles bound. Also, of course, diapered. That last because she doesn’t want to clean my pee off the floor.

Another new room is the rubber room! It has catsuits, inflatables, gas masks, vacuum bondage devices and is also used for when she wants to play mummification games.

Most of the time it is just the two of us, but we do have friends. The closest are Steph and Gina. I built a cart for them and tried it out in the land behind Marie’s house. Now they come and play regularly with us. I have even had a go at driving each of them. It was more fun that I expected. I had thought I had no dominant feelings but seeing Steph’s or Gina’s ass in front of me as they pulled through the woods was a delight. I also got a bit of a rush when I got to use the whip on them!

Marie was amused by this and has hinted that she might like to see me dominate one or other of them in one of our playrooms. Steph and Gina have been coming to stay with us more and more often so, in the future, who knows.

I will close my account here as Marie is standing behind me. She is dressed in her riding outfit and looking serious. I may not be back on my laptop for a few days I think…

[image: ]

cover.jpeg
Saclo Moran






OEBPS/image_rsrc195.jpg





