
        
            
                
            
        

    
Enslaved as a PonyBoy


Chapter 1

Arrival at Benford

The taxi dropped me off at the entrance to the Benford estate. It was an impressive sight. By stepping back I could see over the perimeter brick wall. The main house looked gorgeous. A very traditional English country house set in extensive grounds, mainly covered by woodland. The gates were heavy, ornate and locked shut. Beside them was an intercom. I pressed the button and waited.

“Hello?” asked a refined female voice.

“Hi, my name is Mike Tennyson. I am here for the film shoot.”

“Oh yes! Just let me open the gate.  …One moment, let me find the right button.”

There was a pause and then the impressive gates swung slowly open. I walked through and started to make my way up the hill to the house. Everything I could see was impeccably maintained. Did this place employ gardeners? Was it the owners of this place who were organizing this shoot?

I had been contacted by e-mail a few weeks earlier. A couple named Jennifer and Gerald Phillman had approached me with an offer of two weeks’ work doing a film for a private client. I googled them and discovered that they ran a small production company that owned some adult themed websites and produced films of a very kinky nature.

I had never done any porn work or kinky films before, but the money was incredibly good, and I had plenty of time over the summer break. My master’s course did not start for another two months.

Also, the state of my bank balance meant I could not be too picky about what kind of film roles I was offered. Though I still had ambitions of maybe landing some decent acting roles I had learned to be realistic. All I had done so far was a series of roles as an extra and a couple of very minor speaking parts. That and some very boring modelling jobs had been enough to pay the bills, but not much more.

The money for this shoot was more than I had made from all those other jobs combined. Whoever was financing this private film certainly had deep pockets.

As I approached the imposing main entrance to the house, it opened and a middle-aged couple came out to greet me.

“Hi, Mike,” said the woman, “Can we call you Mike?”

“Of course,” I replied with a smile, “I presume you are Jennifer and Gerald?”

“Yes, that’s us.” said Gerald, “Thanks for agreeing to do this shoot. Our mysterious client was very specific in who we hired. If you hadn’t said yes, the shoot would have been cancelled.”

“Mysterious client?” I asked, “You don’t know who they are?”

“Not a clue!” replied Jennifer with a laugh, “They sent us an email with a film script and an offer of a lot of money to produce it. They organized the hiring of this place and paid for all the props that are needed too. All we were asked to do is hire you and Christine and make the film.”

“Christine?”

“Christine Paloma, she is an actress and model. The client was specific about her too. They said you two know each other.” explained Jennifer.

Did I? The name was familiar, but I could not recall why.

Jennifer was a tall, slim woman with a severe, pinched expression and her blonde hair pulled back in a tight bun. Gerald was almost a head shorter, portly with a balding head, beard and glasses. He had the air of a absent minded professor. Both would prove to be absolutely delightful and caring hosts, but also very professional film-makers.

“So, this isn’t your house?” I asked.

“Oh no, we only got here yesterday.” explained Gerald, “A property agent let us in, gave us the keys, showed us around and then left us to it.”

“And there is no-one else here?”

“No, just us.” said Jennifer, smiling.

“But this place is enormous.” I said, “You would expect at least ….I dunno..”

“A butler? A housekeeper? Maybe a few maids?” suggested Jennifer with a sly grin, “We thought the same. I wonder how much it is costing to hire this place. Gerald and I can normally only dream of having such an amazing setting for a film.”

The two of them led on a brief tour of the main house. It seemed to go on forever.

“There is a master kitchen and a smaller one on the first floor,” said Gerald, clearly enjoying his role as tour guide. “There are nine bedrooms, most with an en-suite. There are five reception rooms including a huge dining room, a drawing room, a lounge, a library and an office.”

“No snooker room? Or swimming pool?” I asked.

“No on both counts. I was disappointed too. I like a game of snooker.” said Gerald.

“And I like a swim.” said Jennifer.

We settled in the drawing room and Gerald made us all a cup of coffee. I had not been sent very much information about the shoot so decided now was as good a time as any to find out more.

“Your e-mails to me were rather vague about the script for the shoot,” I said, “You said it involved some BDSM themed material, specifically ponyplay.”

“Yes, that’s right. Have you heard of ponyplay before?” asked Jennifer.

“I hadn’t, to be honest,” I admitted, “I did some searching on the web, obviously. That was quite an eye-opener.”

“Nothing too …uncomfortable for you I hope?” asked Gerald, sounding worried.

“Oh no. I am quite happy with it. I must admit to looking forward to seeing what Christine looks like as a ponygirl.”

“Christine?” asked Jennifer, “She isn’t the pony. You are the one who will be the pony!”

“Me?” I said, surprised, “I thought I was playing the role of a photographer.”

“Ah, yes, that’s how the story starts,” said Gerald, “But by the end, you are the pony!”

“Oh,” I said, nonplussed, “OK, I suppose.”

Just then a buzzer started sounding out in the hall.

“Aha! That will be Christine,” said Jennifer, “I will go and open the gate.”

I was still absorbing this new wrinkle about the film shoot. When I had googled ‘ponyplay’ all the images I had seen were of ponygirls. I must have just assumed therefore that Christine was the one who would be a pony. Now the next few days were likely to be way different from what I anticipated.

Looking out of the window I saw a small yellow car pulling up outside the house. Out stepped a very pretty brunette. Jennifer went out to greet her. Christine gave her a hug and then went to open the boot of her car. Jennifer waved her away from doing so. I bet she had said something like ‘we will get the boys to unload it for you later, come in for a coffee’. Having been on shoots with female models before, I bet there was a lot of heavy luggage in there. I had arrived with just a single light backpack.

Jennifer entered the room with Christine in tow and Gerald was dispatched to make more coffee. I stood to greet the new arrival and Christine beamed at me. “Aha, Mike! We meet again!”

I looked at her very pretty face but still could not quite place. She picked up on my confused expression.

“It was on the set of the film Sword and Savagery. Maybe you don’t remember too well because you were nailed to a cross at the time.” she said, with a smirk.

Suddenly I remembered. Sword and Savagery was a fairly major production set in ancient Rome. I had been an extra, or what is now called a background actor. I had had a fairly good part. Being in several battle scenes, which were enormous fun and having a really dramatic death scene as one of a group of prisoners crucified by the victorious Julius Caesar. I had been ‘nailed’ to the cross all day. Christine, who had been playing a slave girl, had been one of the other extras who had taken pity on me and helped look after me and the other crucified victims. Bringing us water and helping keep our spirits up. She and the others had actually been shouted at by the director for making us look too cheerful, he had wanted us to look utterly miserable.

“That’s right!” I said, with a grin, “You were my saviour when I was on that bloody cross all day. I never got a chance to thank you.”

“No, the director threw us off the set,” she said, “So he could get the scene finished, he said. Somehow, I didn’t see you again.”

“No, that was my last day on set too. A pity, that was a fun job.”

“So?” she asked.

“So? …what?” I asked, confused.

She smiled, “Now you have seen me, aren’t you going to thank me for looking after you while you being cruelly executed?”

I laughed, “Thank you most kindly oh slave girl for being there while I died in agony.”

“You call that a thank you?” she asked archly.

Not being completely dense I opened my arms, and she enthusiastically rushed into an embrace. Then she put her hands on each side of my face and kissed me. I was stunned at first, but then thought, what the hell, and returned the kiss with enthusiasm, putting my arms around her again.

“I can see you two are going to get on well!”, said Jennifer.


Chapter 2

Shopping Trip

After we had all settled on the sofas of the drawing room, we discussed the nature of the film we had all been hired to produce. I had obviously not paid as much attention to the information I had been sent as I should have so Jennifer, who seemed to be in charge, made a point of assuming I knew nothing. A wise woman.

“The basic idea of the film is that a photographer, that’s you Mike, hires a model, that’s you Christine, for a photo shoot to promote a new ponyplay centre. Mike has you wear riding clothes of varying styles and pose as if you are a ponyplay mistress. There are props in the form of harnesses, bridles, carts and other kinky equipment. The target market for the centre is meant to be would-be ponyboys, so the equipment is all sized for men.

“During the shoot Christine will suggest that the shoot would be better if there was an actual ponyboy for her to pose with. Mike replies by saying the idea is for the would-be customers to envision themselves as Christine’s pony. Christine goes on teasing Mike by saying what a great pony he would make. Mike is half persuaded but points out that if he was in the shots as a ponyboy he would not be able to run the camera.

“Christine points out the camera has auto, timed and remote shooting options so eventually Mike gives in. Christine enthusiastically puts Mike into pony gear. After doing more of the shoot, Christine becomes more and more adventurous about what can be done with the sript. She finds the camera can shoot video so persuades Mike to be harnessed up to a cart and to pull her around in it. She tells Mike she loves ponyplay so much that she would like to continue playing with him a while after the shoot. She is so persuasive and affectionate to the now helpless Mike that he agrees.

“As time goes on it becomes increasingly clear that Christine has no plans to release Mike. She makes him sleep chained up in a stable and tells him that he is now her ponyboy permanently.”

“May I ask a question?” I said, looking at Jennifer and Gerald, “Do you two do many films like this, custom ones?”

“Yes, we do at least one or two a month,” said Gerald, “This one has a much higher budget than we normally work with, and it’s a longer film. I hate to think how much it cost our client to hire this place.”

“Do you know the client?” asked Christine.

“No, it’s all been done by e-mail,” replied Jennifer.

“Most shoots I do have more people, is it just the two of you making this?” I asked.

“Yes, it’s just us,” said Jennifer, “Gerald does all the camera work and I do make-up, rigging, props and whatever else that’s needed.”

“What’s rigging?”

“Rope bondage! Or rather bondage in general. Most of our shoots are BDSM themed in some way.” explained Jennifer with a grin.

“So, do you provide all the ponyplay stuff?” asked Christine.

Jennifer shook her head, “No, we don’t have anything like that. We haven’t actually done a ponyplay film before. The client said that this house has a stable area designed for ponyplay, if you can believe such a thing. They said it has all the equipment we would need.”

“Oooh, can we go and look?” asked Christine, clearly excited and jumping to her feet.

“In a minute!” answered Jennifer, waving a piece of paper, “I still want to quickly go through the schedule.”

Christine sat down, abashed, “Ok, sorry,”

“It’s OK, I am glad to see such enthusiasm, that will play well in the film,” said Jennifer, “Now, this is the outline schedule. Today we will be taking you, Christine, to an equestrian supplier and saddlers to get you some suitable clothing. I doubt you will have brought any riding gear with you?”

Christine shook her head, “No, sorry, but a shopping trip sounds fun!”

“Then we will all be checking out the location and props for ponyplay. We will be making sure we know how they all work and how to use them safely. The client has sent us a detailed guide. I think we all need to read it. That should take care of today and maybe some of tomorrow.

“Next is the schedule of scenes to be shot, that starts with Christine’s arrival and being greeted by Mike, the set up for their photoshoot and then the scenes, where she persuades him to be a ponyboy for the shoot. That should take us about three days. Then we shoot the scenes where Christine …well, enslaves Mike as her permanent ponyboy. That should be another three or four days. We have this place for two weeks so there is time for slippage in the schedule. So, Gerald will make us all a bite to eat for lunch and then we can get the shopping trip out of the way.”

“You don’t need me for this shopping trip do you?” I asked.

“What kind of clothes did you bring?” asked Jennifer.

I pointed at the jeans and t-shirt I was wearing, “Just more like this.”

“Then you need to come with us. You are playing someone who runs a ponyplay centre, remember.”

She had a point.

We continued chatting while Gerald prepared some lunch. We ate it sat around one end of a rather grand dining table. The house was so luxurious I felt very out of place. I was sure we all did.

Then Jennifer brought round her and Gerald’s car. It was a range rover, though quite an old one. Christine claimed the front passenger seat, so I had to sit in the back. We headed down the long driveway and when we got to the gate Jennifer produced a remote control that allowed us to open and close the gate without having to get out of the car.

“This place has amazing security, just how big is it? The grounds I mean.” asked Christine.

“The whole place is about a hundred and sixty acres. It has a high brick and stone wall all the way around the perimeter. The only way in or out is by the front gate. Most of the grounds are wooded and there is a delightful ornamental lake. Gerald and I drove around it this morning,”

“Drove?” I asked, “So there is a road inside the estate?”

Jennifer nodded, “Yes, it goes from the rear of the house in a wide circuit around and through the woods and around the lake. It’s very beautiful. We plan on doing some of the film shoot out there. With you pulling Christine in a pony cart along that road.”

“Oh lovely!” said Christine with a giggle, “You hear that Mike, you get to pull me in the woods!”

I grunted, “My every fantasy fulfilled!”

Jennifer laughed and Christine looked back at me and winked.

The journey took only about twenty minutes. The place we arrived at looked like some kind of converted barn. It was clearly intended to cater to the wealthier country folk and farmers of the area. When we walked through the door I was amazed at the size of the place. There were sections for clothing, all kinds of horse tack, animal feed, pet and farm animal supplies of all kinds.

Jennifer guided us to the equestrian clothing section. I have no enthusiasm for shopping in general and clothes shopping in particular, but Jennifer and Christine went to work on me, and I soon had tried on a pair of breeches and a couple of shirts. They also talked me into getting some riding boots, which I actually kind of liked, but did not admit that to the girls.

Then the serious business began, outfitting Christine!

Rather than just sit and watch, I decided to wander round the store. It was fascinating. I had never been in a place like this before. The smells were wonderful, hay, straw, animal bedding and over everything a heady smell of leather.

Eventually I returned to the girls. There I found a pile of clothes already chosen and Christine was just emerging from a changing room wearing jodhpurs, boots, shirt and jacket and looking, I had to say, incredibly sexy. Two shop girls, possibly sensing a major sale, had joined them to assist and they were all chatting away.

I tried to tune out their chatter, but my ears pricked up when one of the shop assistants asked, “What kind of horse do you have?”

Now both Jennifer and Christine could easily have fielded that question by making something up, but no.

“Oh, we don’t have a horse,” said Christine, “We are doing a film project, about ponyplay”

“Ponyplay?”

“You know, when someone is put into role as a pony. It’s a kink thing. They have to wear harness and bridle, maybe a saddle. Surely you have heard of it?”

“Erm, I can’t say I have,” said the first shop assistant, a petite redhead called Sharon.

“I think I have. I have seen pictures online. I saw a pic of someone all done up like a pony pulling a cart,” said the other assistant, a taller dark-haired girl called Melanie, “It looked like fun!”

“Oh, it’s going to be huge fun,” said Christine, then she pointed at me, “Mike here is going to be my pony!”

“Ooooh!” said Melanie, “He will look amazing!”

Sharon nodded and grinned, “I bet he looks adorable with a saddle on.”

“We don’t know yet,” admitted Jennifer, joining the fun, “We haven’t tried any of the gear on him. We will be doing that later.”

“Well, if you are making a film, are there any other props you might need?” asked Melanie, “Or maybe we could bring out a saddle and see what your pony looks like with one on.”

Oh, for fuck’s sake I thought.

“That sounds a brilliant idea!” said Christine, “Please, anything you have that could help, we’d be very interested.”

Then she looked at me and winked again. I just stuck my tongue out at her.

“Oh, you have a naughty pony there,” said Sharon.

Melanie laughed, “Yes, maybe you would like to see our collection of crops and whips?”

“Ooh yes” said Christine, then smiled sweetly at me.

Christine went off with Melanie and Sharon, leaving me with Jennifer.

“Don’t be such a misery,” said Jennifer, moving to sit next to me, “This film will be fun! Christine is getting into the spirit of it. You should too.”

“OK, I’ll try. Christine seems like a really nice girl.”

“Yes, she is. The client was very specific about who they wanted to be in the film. They gave us only two names, Christine and yourself. That’s quite unusual.”

I was surprised, “No alternative names? It was us or no-one?”

“Yes, that’s how it looks. As you both said yes, we don’t know if they would have offered up other names if you had said no.”

“Is this film typical of your work?” I asked, “I mean are things usually this …extreme?”

“Oh, this isn’t extreme. Believe me. This is actually quite a nice, gentle project. Some of our films feature dungeons, chains and cages. We recently made a film where a maiden was chained up as a sacrifice to a dragon. That was quite graphic, but huge fun.”

“A dragon? How did you pull that off? CGI?”

“Yes, a bit, but also smoke, sound effects and fake blood. The actress loved it.”

“Your job sounds really enjoyable.”

“Oh, it is!”

Just then the three girls came back. Melanie was carrying a saddle and Christine had a whip in her hand and was swishing it through the air.

“Come on pony!” she said, “Your hour has come!”

Jennifer nudged me in the ribs gently with her elbow, “Go on, indulge her and be nice. It’ll be a long shoot and let’s not start off with you being mr grumpy.”

I sighed, she had a point. I got up and walked over to the girls, “OK, what do you want me to do?”

“Get on all fours, obviously!” said Sharon.

“Yes, down boy!” said Melanie.

That was something no shop assistant had ever said to me before. Nevertheless, I got down on all fours.

As soon as I had done so it was like I was pounced on by all three of them. They rested the saddle on my back and started fiddling with the girth strap. After a minute or two Sharon said, “The girth is too long, we can’t tighten it enough.”

“Why not just leave it as it is?” I said.

“Do you want me to slide off when I sit on you?” asked Christine.

To be honest, yep, I thought, but wisely kept my mouth shut.

“I have an idea,” said Melanie and disappeared into the store. She returned a minute later with a short wide strap, “This is from our section on carriage driving harnesses. I removed it from a horse harness there. It should be the right length, if we can get it to attach.”

A few more minutes of the three girls working and they had a working girth which they pulled tight enough to make me grunt. Christine immediately sat in the saddle. The stirrups were trailing on the floor, so Melanie and Sharon shortened them. Christine put her booted feet in them and then her whole weight was on my back. She was lighter than I expected. That or maybe carrying someone on my back was easier than I had thought it would be.

“Giddyap” said Christine.

I didn’t move as I was not sure what she had said.

She squeezed my sides with her legs and then wacked me not too gently on the butt with a riding crop. Ah! I thought. She wants me to get moving. I took a few steps and Christine giggled as we did a short circuit around this corner of the store.

“He really needs a bridle,” said Sharon, “But nothing we have in stock would remotely fit a human head.”

“All he needs is a bit,” said Melanie, “Something we can attach reins to.”

“I think a simple snaffle would do,” said Sharon walking off. She returned a minute or two later with something she called a ‘rubber snaffle for a small pony’. She also had a short length of thin rope. She knelt beside me and presented the bit to my mouth.

“Open wide pony boy,” she said, with a smile. Recalling Jennifer’s request, I did as I was told and she pushed the bit into place in my mouth. Then she threaded the rope through the rings at each end and tied it behind my head so I could not spit the bit out.

“I’ve got some reins,” said Melanie, knealing by my side. She attached the reins to the bit rings on each side of my head and then handed them to Christine.

“This is SO much fun!” giggled Christine as she kneed me into motion again. When she pulled on the reins my head was pulled first one way then the other, which was a very effective way of making me go where she wanted me to.

“That looks sooo cool!” said Sharon.

My point of view meant all I saw was the floor in front of me so not only was I doing all the work, I was not getting the visual benefit.

After what felt like ages Christine brought me to a halt, but before I could get to my feet she said, “Sharon, Melanie, would each of you like to have a go?”

“Oh yes please!” said both girls together.

Oh …bugger. But I remembered Jennifer’s words and obediently stayed on all fours.

“Here, you’ll need this, he is a willful pony.” Said Christine, handing the crop to Melanie.

Melanie sat on my back with quite a thump and took up the reins. I felt a properly enthusiastic wallop on my rear from the crop and off I went again. Melanie was heavy handed on the reins which made me appreciate the gentle touch that Christine had used. Next it was Sharon’s turn and while she was lighter, she was even rougher on the reins and harsher with the crop than Melanie.

Sharon rode me around in the same small area, but then she suggested taking me round the rest of the shop.

“I think that might upset some of your other customers,” offered Jennifer.

“Oh I don’t think so,” said Melanie, “I think our customers would love it, and we may generate some sales for saddles and riding crops!”

I wasn’t really in any position to object as Sharon guided me out into the main part of the store. All I could see was the floor in front of me, which was all concrete. As  I crawled around my knees started to hurt.

As if she could sense this, Christine said, “Do you sell knee pads, this might be hard on our pony’s knees?”

“Yes we do! We should have thought of that.” said Melanie and headed off into another part of the store.

Sharon kindly stopped me in place while we waited for her to return. When she did, she knelt beside me and I could see she was holding a pair of heavy duty knee pads with a padded section that covered the knee and a base made of thick tire-like rubber.

“A lot of our customers have barns with concrete floors, and they need to work on farm machinery in them, so we sell a lot of these.”

At her prompting I raised first one knee and then the other while Melanie fitted the knee pads, securing them with Velcro straps. Sharon did not get off my back the whole time, which didn’t help.

Once I had been ‘shod’ Sharon urged me on again, whipping me on the rear with the riding crop. As we continued, we started to attract an audience. A few more staff and customers appeared, and I could hear their comments as we moved past.

“Oh, that looks fun!”

“Colin and I used to do that kind of thing in our younger days. Oh happy memories!”

“Erm …simon, ..you know we still have that old saddle in the shed…”

None of the comments indicated that anyone was offended in any way by what we were doing. Sharon may have been heavy handed and very eager with the crop but she wasn’t heavy so I was able to carry her all the way round the store and back to the corner where we started.

A few people had followed us. Just as Sharon was getting off my back, I heard a voice say, “Erm …excuse me, are you offering rides?”

“Oh yes!” said Christine brightly, “Would you like a go on my pony?”

I looked around and saw a plump middle-aged woman looking at me with anticipation.  Oh shit! I thought. But for some reason the idea of refusing just didn’t seem  …right.  It would have been rude if nothing else.

Sharon handed the riding crop to the woman and also handed her the reins.  She was about to offer some instruction when the woman said, “My dear, I have been riding horses for thirty years! I think I know what to do!”

Then I felt her weight land on my back. She was much heavier than the others, but I was able to manage. She put her feet in the stirrups and said, ‘Walk on!”  I set off at a steady pace and she guided me back out into the main store. She sat very steadily and was very gentle with the reins. She was obviously an experienced horsewoman, and her skill made life much easier for me.

She guided me on quite a long walk around the store and of course we had an attentive audience. Christine and Jennifer were walking with us, chatting with my rider.

“So, is he your pony?” she asked Christine.

“Oh yes! He’s mine all right,” replied Christine with a laugh.

“Christine is planning on having him pull her in a cart,” offered Jennifer, enjoying the fun.

“Oh! I would love to see that!” said my rider, “Do you have a cart?”

“Oh yes!” said Jennifer, “After this shopping trip she has all she needs.”

“I don’t have a saddle though,” pointed out Christine, “I rather fancy the idea of one now.”

“I would love to try carting with a suitable pony,” said my rider, “Where did you get the cart? I would love to get one myself.”

Jennifer paused, “It was …a gift. I am not sure of the source. If you give me a contact e-mail I might be able to find out for you.”

She introduced herself as Katy and gave Jennifer a card.

“I also need a pony, of course,” said Katy, with a laugh. She patted me on the head, “Is this one for sale?”

Christine laughed, “Sorry no, …but when I am done with him, I may put him up for auction.”

I managed to turn my head enough to give Christine a look that made her laugh again. Katy hit me with the crop and pulled on the rein to make me turn my head back forwards. She was taking the task of riding me seriously!

When, after quite a long ride, we got back to our starting point there were still people hanging around.

“OK,” said Jennifer, “Who’s next?”

Several hands went up!

Oh, for fuck’s sake!


Chapter 3

Oooh, All These Toys!

I must have given a dozen people a ride on my back before Jennifer and Christine decided to show me some mercy and called a halt to the fun. When we left two of the women who had ridden me were trying to get their husbands, or boyfriends, to take my place under the saddle.

When I finished the last ride, I saw that the girls had added a new saddle to our purchases! Well, if Christine wanted to have some fun back at the house then I was interested in what she would do to persuade me. It could be fun.

When we got back to the house, we unpacked the car and had a coffee. Then Jennifer got us all moving again to go and check out the house’s ponyplay equipment. We headed for the rear of the house and left via a back door that led into a large courtyard. A perfect semicircle of large outbuildings was connected to the house and thus the courtyard was enclosed on all sides.

Jennifer, consulting a guide the client had e-mailed her on her phone, took us through a set of large doors and into one of the outbuildings. It was a stable block. There were three stables that had obviously been built when the main house was built and had been intended for real horses. Each was clean and tidy and had the look of being very well maintained. There was a smell of straw, and a strong smell of leather, but not even a hint of horse manure. Which seemed odd.

We walked past the stables and into an adjoining building. Once we opened the door the smell of leather became even stronger. The whole building, which was quite large, was filled with ponyplay equipment! There was a bewilderingly vast array of harnesses, bridles, masks, boots and a lot of things I could not identify.

“Oh wow!” said Jennifer and Charlotte at the same time. The two of them started working their way around the room, examining everything, making appreciative noises. Then they started selecting items and examining them and discussing how they should be used. Jennifer consulted her phone and showed something on it to Christine, then the two of them were looking at the equipment followed by checking with the phone. I assumed there was some kind of guide on there from the client.

Rather than just stand around I walked on through to the next building. It was a barn-like space that contained some kind of small carts. I guessed that these were meant to be pulled by human ponies. They were too small and light for real horses. They all looked quite new, or at least well looked after. Everything here was top quality and obviously owned by someone who really cared about it. Did they have anyone living here helping them? Surely it took a staff of kind to look after this house and its grounds.

“Mike, we need you,” came Jennifer’s cry and I dutifully walked back to see what they wanted. They had laid out a selection of very intimidating looking leather tack.

“We need to get to work, for the film, Christine has to put you into role as her pony. So, we need to know how everything works. The client sent a guide but we need to practice on you.”

“Ok,” I said. After all, this was what I was being paid for, “What do you need me to do?”

“Take your clothes off!” said Christine with obvious glee.

I sighed and removed my t-shirt, shoes and jeans.

“Ahem,” said Jennifer, “She said all of your clothes!”

Christine grinned at me and winked.

I removed my boxers and stood before them totally naked.

“Happy now?” I asked.

“Very!” said Christine, “Now just stand still while we get to work.”

“Standing still I can do,” I said with a wry smile.

I stood patiently while Jennifer and Christine tried to make sense of the guide on Jennifer’s phone. Eventually they seemed to agree on a plan and advanced on me with what looked like a confused tangle of straps.

“This is a bridle, Mike.” said Jennifer. “It is quite a basic one. The guide shows us there are several different types here. But we will start with this one.”

I kept still while Jennifer started putting the bridle on me. Christine held up the phone so she could refer to the guide as she did so. A strap went around my forehead, one over and under my head and another front to back, splitting to pass either side of my nose. Further straps connected these.

Once they were all buckled and secured Jennifer said, “Open your mouth,”

I obeyed and a rubber bit was pushed between my teeth. Extra straps were secured that held the bit in place.

“That looks SO cool!” said Christine, “How does it feel?”

“Iff fls .fnne” I tried to say.

“I think he said it feels fine,” said Jennifer. “Ok, next let’s get the body harness on him!”

The two girls produced a much larger collection of heavier-looking leather straps. They had to pause a few times to look at the guide as they made sense of where to start. Then they advanced on me!

They asked me to put my arms out straight to help them and I dutifully obliged. Then they began with a waist belt that was heavy, wide yet carefully curved to fit so it did not hurt my hips. Then an array of straps were fitted around my chest and over my shoulders. They too were quite wide and heavy. Then more straps went between my legs! The two girls giggled as they fitted the straps around my cock and balls and between my butt cheeks. Once all the straps were pulled tight my whole body felt very constrained.

“OK, put your arms down, Mike.” said Jennifer.

I did as I was told and examined the harness I was now wearing. It really was a heavy-duty thing. It did not have the feel of being any kind of sex-toy. It felt like it had been made for serious equestrian activity by a top-class craftsperson. When I twisted my body the leather creaked in a satisfying, saddle-leathery kind of way.

“Oh, what a nice sound!” said Jennifer.

“What a nice sight!” said Christine, “That harness and bridle really suit you, Mike.” Then she turned to Jennifer, “What’s next?”

“Boots” said Jennifer, “What shoe size are you, Mike?”

Rather than try to speak I held up all ten fingers and thumbs.

“Size ten, got it,” said Jennifer, nodding.

The two girls looked through some odd looking boots and then settled on a pair and brought them to me. Then Christine found a stool for me to sit on.

“These are hoof boots,” said Jennifer, “They need to fit well and be laced tight.”

The two girls knelt and began unlacing the boots before putting the first on my right foot. The boots were knee length and like the body harness, had a serious, heavy duty look to them. The boots had no heels and were quite angled, almost like high heels. The ‘foot’ of the boot was shaped like a horse’s hoof. It even had a horseshoe on the bottom. My foot would end up fitting half in and half out of the hoof. As they were lacing it up the boot gripped my foot very firmly. I could barely move my ankle.

“They have to be strongly made and tight in order for you to walk in them,” said Jennifer.

When both boots were on and tightly laced, I stood up in them and almost fell over! Surely this could not be right. I could barely stand. I kept feeling like I was going to fall over forwards.

“The guide does say they take a bit of getting used to.” said Jennifer, looking at her phone.

“Maybe Mike should keep them on for the rest of the day,” suggested Christine, “Just to practice.”

I hated the idea, but I was being paid to put in a performance for a film, so I sighed and nodded. While I took a few tentative wobbly steps in the boots the two girls continued sorting through the tack. What more could there be?

“OK, we are ready, come over here Mike,” said Jennifer.

I wobbled over to where she and Christine were holding yet more gear.

“Put your hands on your head,” said Jennifer. I obeyed and they took some kind of wide leather cuffs and attached them to the sides of my body harness. Then they added something to the back my harness that I could not see. Then each girl grabbed one of my arms and brought them down. The wide cuffs were buckled tight around my upper arms and then they folded my forearms behind my back. More cuffs encircled my wrists and soon I was securely bound.

Out of curiosity I felt with my fingers for the wrist cuffs buckles to see if I could undo them but Jennifer said, “No, …bad pony!” and I stopped trying.

“Can those cuffs be locked?” asked Christine.

Jennifer looked at them, “Yes, I think so. I am sure all it needs is a small padlock through those holes in the tang of each buckle. I am sure I saw some small padlocks around somewhere.”

“I’ll find them!” said Christine, enthusiastically and started searching, “Why don’t you put some reins on him!”

“That’s a good idea,” said Jennifer, and reached to take some reins down from a peg on the wall.

I raised one eyebrow at Jennifer as she started fitting the reins to the rings at the ends of the bit in my mouth.

“Don’t look at me like that, Mike,” she said, “We need to get to grips with all this gear. We want the film to look good, like we know what we are doing. I don’t want the client asking for their money back.”

Ok, in the end I was a professional. I could do this. I stood there patiently while Jennifer attached the reins, and Christine found some small padlocks and locked the cuffs holding my wrists.

“He needs a tail,” said Jennifer, consulting the guide.

“How is it attached?” asked Christine, trying to read over Jennifer’s shoulder, “I hope we have to stick it up his bum!”

Jennifer laughed then said, “Oh, there is a diagram. …It does not go up his bottom.”

“Let me see,” said Christine, “…Oh! ..can we do that today?”

“No, there would not be time for the glue to set.” said Jennifer, “We are just doing a test today.”

Glue?

“Ok, so we manage without.” said Christine, “He needs to practice walking in the boots.”

Jennifer nodded, “OK, will you stay with him while he does. I need to go help Gerald get all of our camera equipment out of our car.”

Christine beamed, “Awesome! I will go get a whip!”

That sounded ominous.

She came back with a fearsome looking thing that was thin and much longer than a riding crop. She swished it about with obvious delight.

“Do you like it?” she asked, wiggling in front of my face.

I took a step back, which made her laugh. “It’s called a carriage whip. I love it!”

Then she took hold of my reins and started to lead me around the courtyard. Walking in the boots seemed impossible at first but I slowly got the hang of ignoring the feeling of falling forward and trusting that the boots would work if I just kept my balance. Christine, surprisingly, was very patient and encouraging. I had expected her to take advantage of the situation and act like a pain the ass, …literally.

Instead, she seemed genuinely caring. When I stumbled, she rushed in to grab my arm to keep me from falling. I recalled how skillful and gentle she had been when riding on my back earlier, as opposed to the yobbish carelessness of the shop girls and some of the other women who had ridden me. I guessed Christine had equestrian experience and a much kinder nature than maybe I had given her credit for.

I do not recall how long we were practicing, but the sun was low in the sky when Jennifer and Gerald appeared to tell us it was time for dinner. Jennifer and Christine led me back into the tack room and slowly removed all of my tack. When I was free, I needed to do some stretching to get the ache out of my shoulders. Having my arms bound for so long had left me a little stiff and sore.

While I was getting dressed again, I recalled the girl’s conversation about tails and glue, so I asked them about it.

“Oh right, yes,” said Jennifer, “There are tails here, but they are something I have never seen before.”

She went and found one and brought it over. It looked really odd. The long hair of a pony’s tail was there but it was mounted into some kind of moulded latex shape that was coloured to look like flesh.

“It’s actually very clever,” she said, “The latex piece is shaped to attach at the base of the spine and between the tops of the buttocks. There is a kind of really strong glue that is supposed to be used that holds it very strongly. Once in place it is meant to make it look like you really have a tail growing from the base of your spine. There are body paints and special effects make-up stuff that can be used to make the latex match your skin.”

“And how do you get it off again?” I asked. That question being important as it was me this thing was going to be used on.

“There is a solvent that when gently applied makes the glue stop working.” Jennifer explained, “I think we need to test this sometime but maybe after we have got the first scenes finished with you playing the photographer role.”

“Ok, that seems right,” I said, “I assume we will try those carts out at some point too,”

“What carts?” asked Jennifer.

“Hey guys, come and look at what I found!” shouted Christine, “There is a barn here filled with really cute little carts!”


Chapter 4

Shooting Begins

As fun as the carts looked, we decided to call it a day and have dinner. This was eaten in the same impressive dining room. Gerald really was an excellent cook. Then we all settled in a small lounge at the back of the house. One that had windows facing the courtyard.

I sat at one end of a comfy sofa with a glass of beer. Christine got herself a red wine and sat beside me. Jennifer and Gerald sat together on another sofa.

“You two look good together,” said Gerald.

“We do?” asked Christine, then shuffled a little closer to me.

“Oh yes,” said Jennifer, “I saw you helping Mike learn how to walk in those boots and wished we had been filming it. It was really romantic.”

I rolled my eyes but didn’t say anything. To be honest Christine was someone I was starting to develop some feelings for. She was incredibly pretty, that went without saying but while she seemed to be trying hard to be a brat, whenever she had had the chance to be horrible to me, she had actually been very considerate and caring.

Jennifer told me we had been out in the courtyard together for more than two hours. Not once had Christine ever actually used that whip on me. Instead, she had been encouraging, helpful and kind. The same kindness she had shown when looking after me when I had been an extra in that movie.

“To get the light right we will be starting around ten o’clock tomorrow,” said Gerald.

“When do we start shooting Mike as a pony?” asked Christine.

“I was going to start tomorrow evening,” answered Gerald, “But Jennie says we need to test out some carts you found first.”

“Oh yes!” said Christine, “They are in the script, aren’t they? Mike is going to pull me in a cart around the forest track?”

“Yes, that’s right.” said Jennifer.

Christine smiled happily, “This is the best shoot ever!”

We had each been given rooms on the first floor. The bedrooms were, like the rest of the house, spotlessly clean and beautifully furnished. Though I was rather disappointed to find a regular, if nice, double bed in my room rather than a four-poster! It did not really matter, I have always been able to sleep under any kind of conditions. I was also a deep sleeper, nothing short of an earthquake can wake me.

The following morning, after breakfast, we gathered in the courtyard where the first scenes of the film were to be shot. A varied collection of ponyplay equipment, including a cart, had been laid out by Jennifer. Christine was in one of her super sexy riding outfits and I was wearing the country gentleman outfit, as I called it, that had been bought the day before.

Gerald has set up the stills camera that I had to pretend to use. He gave me a quick rundown on what to do with it, so it looked like I knew what I was doing. The first few scenes involved me pretending to photograph Christine while she posed. I would give her instructions and she would obey, picking up and visibly playing with the ponyplay gear.

This all went well. Christine changed her outfit a couple of times, and we reset the props and the location, so we were shooting with different backgrounds. Then we shot the scene where Christine began to put her evil plan into operation. My character was called Colin and hers was called Sandra.

“Colin, don’t you think these pictures would look better if I had a real ponyboy to pose with?” Christine asked, coyly, while wafting a riding crop around.

“I don’t have a ponyboy to hand, Sandra.”

“But don’t you think it would be better if you had?”

“Not really,” I said, impatiently, “The idea is to advertise the ponyplay centre. I want would be ponies to imagine themselves as being the one you are going to use that pony gear on.”

“Wouldn’t it more, appealing if an actual ponyboy was in at least a few of the shots?”

I sighed dramatically, “Maybe, but we don’t have a ponyboy and I am not about to try and find another model at this late stage.”

There was a pause as I ‘took’ more photographs.

“I bet you would make a really cute pony,” said Christine.

“I am sure I would, but I have to run the camera. Now focus on what you are doing,” I said.

More photographs and poses.

“Does your camera have a timer? Or a remote?”

“Well, …yes it does,” I admitted.

“So, we could have the camera set up and run automatically?”

“Yes, …I suppose so.”

“There, so you have no excuse. Come on, it’ll be fun!”

We shot more of Christine cajoling me into being a ponyboy until my character gives in and agrees to give it a try.

Then we broke for lunch, which was just sandwiches we had prepared earlier. We then shot a sequence where an unenthusiastic Colin has to get undressed in front of Christine and then she starts putting him, or rather me, into ponyplay gear. Christine did a very convincing performance of having to figure out how the pony tack worked and I hoped I did a good job of being a bit sulky about it.

That ended filming for the day as we planned on using the rest of the time for further practice with the gear and getting to try out one of the carts.

We wheeled out one of the carts and consulted the guide on Jennifer’s phone. The cart was not as simple as I had originally assumed. Whoever owned this house must have had these made by some kind of specialist engineering company as not only were they very well made, with a nicely padded seat, suspension and strong, well-made wheels but they also had clearly been made to be pulled by a human being.

They were three wheeled carts with two wheels at the front and a smaller central wheel at the back. The guide explained that this was to ensure the cart was easier to pull and safer. It seemed that two wheeled carts had a risk of tilting forward or back, especially on hills. It explained that this shifted the centre of gravity which made things very difficult, even dangerous, for the pony.

Christine and Jennifer were having a ball. As I knew I was going to be spending time harnessed up to the damn thing I was less enthusiastic.

Sure enough, it did not take long for the two girls to declare that they understood what to do and they went to bring out my pony tack.

Before they put me in harness, they discussed whether I should have a tail attached. They decided against it as that was something that meant to be filmed and they wanted to have to remove and re-attach it as few times as possible because of the hassle factor of messing about with the glue and release agent.

I dutifully stripped naked, and the girls started putting my bridle and harness on me. I offered to help but they both refused. They said a pony does not put on its own tack. The process was faster due to the practice they had had the previous day.

Soon I was fully ponified, feet in hoof books, harness and bridle in place and my arms, folded, bound and locked behind my back. The two girls moved the cart into position behind me and then tried to puzzle out how the pony harness attached to the shafts of the cart.

I tried to turn my head enough to see what they were doing, but this twisted my waist and earned me a telling off as both girls insisted I keep still.

They soon enough had it figured out and the shafts became firmly attached to some kind of anchor points on the sides of the waist belt of my body harness. I took a tentative step back and then forward and could feel the weight of the cart as it moved with me.

Jennifer attached the reins and then handed them to Christine who sat down in the seat. A bratty girl would now shout ‘giddyup’ and hit me with the carriage whip, but instead I felt only a gentle tap on my exposed rear and the words ‘walk on’ spoken in a normal tone.

I started walking forward slowly. Even with Christine’s weight, the cart was very easy to pull. The courtyard, of course, was completely level so I guessed that it would get a lot harder going up or down a hill.

Christone seemed to be having a lot of fun. When we approached the end of the courtyard, she pulled gently on the reins to guide me in a wide turn. The fact that I had obeyed the reins delighted her and she shouted, ‘good boy’. Instead of feeling any resentment or embarrassment I actually found I rather liked the praise. Which surprised me. Another thing that surprised me was that I was actually enjoying myself.

We spent an hour going round and round the courtyard. Jennifer found some traffic cones, from who knew where and set out a simple course, telling Christine where to head and where to turn. This all was rather easy as once I got an idea of where to go, I just made the turn each time and did not need to pay attention to the reins.

This annoyed Christine, “You are ignoring my directions, you bad pony!”

Rather than wallop me on the rear she stopped the cart and headed into the stable block. After a couple of minutes, she returned with something in her hands. When she arrived in front of me, she held it up and showed it to me. It was a blindfold.

“This will make you stop thinking like a human and start you being a proper pony and obey the reins.” she said and put the blindfold on me.

OK, so she was living this film shoot rather more than I expected but it did work. After a few collisions with traffic cones, I really started to focus. My whole attention was on picking up the increase of tension in the reins on one side or the other. I got better at it and even learned to tell how tightly she wanted me to turn by how strongly the reins pulled at the side of my mouth.

At one point she stopped me then pulled both reins back gently. Guessing at what that meant I reverse slowly. I heard the triumphant squeal of delight behind me which told me that I had got it right.

“Wow,” I heard Jennifer say, “You really have control over him!”.

“He is a very, very good pony!” said Christine proudly.

While I should have felt resentment at being spoken about like that, I actually felt a rush of pleasure. How very bizarre.

That was the end of the film work for the day and after they had released me and we had all put the equipment away we decided to head out for a meal together at a rather nice gastro-pub we had seen while out on our shopping trip. It was called the ‘Bit and Bridle’, which had amused us.

As we sat around our tables in the restaurant, the remains of an excellent meal on the plates in front of us we had a pleasant chat about the day’s work.

“I have a question,” I said, “Christine, you obviously haven’t done ponyplay stuff before, but you do seem very skillful when you have the reins in your hands. Do you have a real horse or something?”

“Ah, thank you for that compliment,” she replied, “I don’t have a pony, but I was brought up having riding lessons from a young age. For a while I had a part time job at a riding stable that allowed me to ride a lot of the ponies. I was well schooled in how to ride properly.”

I smiled, “I really felt the difference when I was wearing that saddle. Those two shop-girls were very rough! So were most of the other women who rode me. Only Katy and you seemed to know what to do.”

Christine grinned, “Yes, I saw that. Did you consider me more gentle?”

“Oh, much more gentle!” I said.

“I am pleased to hear it. I like to get positive feedback from anyone I sit on.”

“I am sure you do!”

And we all laughed.

“As we are in the mood for passing compliments,” said Christine, “You made an excellent pony. Especially after I blindfolded you. You even responded right when I wanted to make you back up.”

“Well, I could not think of what else you could mean when you pulled back on both reins.”

“Ok, then you are a very bright pony too.” She said with a smirk.

I just stuck my tongue out at her.

She looked to Jennifer, “Are we getting to put that tail on Mike tomorrow? I am really looking forward to that.”

Jennifer smiled and nodded, “Yes, in the afternoon it is on the schedule. The shoot is where you tack up Mike for the first time. Then you have to find the tail and want to put it on him. …That actually raises something I wanted to talk about. That guide says putting the tail on and getting it off again is quite involved. We are going to be spending a lot of time each day doing it.”

“We could just stick a tail on the back of the harness.” I suggested.

All three of them looked at me as though I had suggested something terrible.

“No,” said Gerald, “If it is the client’s requirements then we have to stick to it. If we don’t deliver exactly what the client asked for, they might want their money back.”

“I have an idea,” said Christine, “How about after we put the tail on, we just don’t take it off again. The guide says the glue is amazingly strong. That saves us a lot of time each day.”

“But Mike would have to sleep with the tail on,” said Jennifer.

“Yeah!” said Christine, “isn’t that a lovely kinky thought!”

“It would be very uncomfortable, I imagine,” said Gerald.

“I bet I could sleep OK with it on,” I said.

“Really?” asked Jennifer, “Are you sure?”

I nodded, “Yes, I am an amazingly heavy sleeper. Nothing wakes me up. I once fell out of a top bunk at a youth hostel and didn’t wake up. The noise woke everyone else up and they found me snoring away on the floor.”

Christine laughed, “I love that mental image, but seriously. You really sleep so deeply that having a tail stuck to you won’t wake you?”

“I’ll be fine. If the glue is strong and lasts so the tail doesn’t fall off, I am sure I can sleep just as well with it on all the time. Is it waterproof though? I still need to shower.”

“Yes, the blue and the tail are waterproof,” confirmed Jennifer.

Christine was smiling and watching me.

“What is it?”

“Every day you become more and more a pony.” she said and winked at me.


Chapter 5

Telling a Tail

The next day’s shooting went smoothly in the morning. We shot the scenes where Sandra would put Colin into pony role for the first time. Christine had a lot of fun pretending to be ignorant how the equipment worked. As Colin was supposed to be the owner of the centre I had to act as the expert. We got as far as me being all harnessed up and attached to a cart before we broke for lunch.

Christine released me from the cart, unbound my arms and took the bit out of my mouth so I could eat. I was rather charmed by the fact that once I was in the pony gear she took it as her role to look after me.

The afternoon’s shoot began with my first experience of having the tail put on me. The plan was to put on the tail and then remove it using the glue and release agent. Just so we were sure it would work. Then we would do the actual shoot where Sandra put the tail on Colin.

After selecting a tail that was the same colour hair as my own, I dutifully stood still while Jennifer, Christine and Gerald all gathered round my butt to make the first attempt. I wondered what we must have looked like. One guy dressed as a pony while three people knelt behind him looking intently at his bum!

After messing about for a while they decided they needed to take my harness off as it was getting in the way. Once that was done, they cleaned the skin at the base of my spine and did a few tests of positioning the tail before applying the glue. I didn’t really feel anything as the tail was pressed against my skin. They held it in position for three minutes, as per the instructions, then stepped back.

“Don’t do anything,” said Jennifer to me, “Just stand still and let the glue fully take effect.”

“How does it look?” I asked, unable to see for myself.

“It looks awesome!” said Christine, “Totally cute!”

We waited for a while and then the two girls gently tugged at the tail. They declared it was totally secure.

“How long before we can try removing it?” I asked.

“Erm, let’s give it an hour or two, to be sure.” said Jennifer.

“Let’s do some carting to pass the time,” said Christine, “We can even film it. It could make some useful fill in footage.”

“That’s a good idea,” said Gerald, “More is more when it comes to editing.”

I sighed as Jennifer and Christine put the harness back on me, secured my arms and but the bit back in my mouth. Then they attached me to the same cart as we used the previous day.

“Can we go out into the grounds?” asked Christine, “Just for a short trip?”

“OK,” said Gerald, “let me get set up and I’ll shoot you leaving and coming back in then shoot you once you are out there.”

Jennifer walked over to the large double doors that led from the courtyard and out into the estate grounds. She pulled them open while Christine was arming herself with a whip and then settling herself in the cart.

I felt a tap on my rear and Christine said, ‘walk on’ and off we went. At a gentle walking pace, I pulled the cart across the courtyard and out into the wooded grounds. This was the first time I had seen what was behind the house and I was seriously impressed. There was a good quality paved path leading into incredibly pretty woodland. The woods filled just about all of the grounds behind the house, according to Jennifer.

Gerald set up his camera and filmed us entering and leaving the courtyard a few times. Then he set up in front of the path and filmed us as we headed into the woodland.

Christine had me accelerate to a jogging pace. I had not moved that fast in hoof boots so wobbled a bit to start with but got the hang of it. I just hoped she would not want me to go any faster. The path wound through the trees and then we came to a lovely ornamental lake. Christine slowed me to a walk and did a complete circuit around it. There was a small island in the lake connected by a bridge.

“That would be a great place for a picnic.” said Christine, almost too quiet for me to hear so she was obviously talking to herself.

We completed a full tour of the woods before heading back to the house. It must have added up to at least a couple of miles. Or maybe that’s what it felt like to be doing the distance all harnessed and bound and pulling a cart!

Christine headed us back up to the house and we found Gerald waiting for us with his camera all set up. He filmed us driving through and out of the woods and into the courtyard.

Christine, I think, would have carried on carting all day, but there was an unglueing test to do. Jennifer and Christine released me from the pony gear and then they gathered behind my butt armed with the release agent. They used some kind of brush to paint the stuff around the edge of the latex then they prized the edges loose. Then they painted more. It took quite a while, but the tail came away without damaging either itself or me.

Christine decided my butt needed to be cleaned so acquired a bowl of warm soapy water and washed me. Something I found both relaxing and gently erotic.

Once everyone was in agreement that my butt showed no sign of the glue we got on with shooting. After putting me in pony gear Sandra set up Colin’s camera to shoot us both. Then she ‘discovers’ the tail and wants to use it on Colin. He is bound and bitted so can hardly object.

We shot the attachment of the tail with Sandra pretending to be very unsure how to do it. Then she put my full pony gear on me again and set up Colin’s camera to take more stills. Then she left me to go ‘exploring’ and of course finding the pony carts. Her squeal of joy was very realistic.

We shot her wheeling out a cart and harnessing me up to it. Then she set up Colin’s camera for some shots of her sitting in the seat while menacing me with a whip. Once all the shooting was done for the day I was released from pony-hood but kept the tail on, as planned.

When I tried to get dressed, putting my jeans on proved to be a problem. The tail made it impossible. I did not want to crush the tail or try and feed it down one leg, as that might have made it look odd the following day. Jennifer and Christine came to my rescue and offered to modify a pair of my jeans and a pair of my underpants to make room for the tail. Given how much I was being paid for the shoot I thought the sacrifice worthwhile, and they set to work with scissors, needle and thread and soon I had a sealable slot in the back of my jeans and a similar slot sealed with Velcro in my underwear.

Christine tried to persuade everyone that we should go out to a restaurant again, but the rest of us were too tired. I am sure she just wanted to see people’s reactions to me having a tail in public.

That night as I got ready for bed, I stripped naked and looked at myself in a full length mirror on the door of a wardrobe. The tail looked amazing. They had matched my skin colour so well it looked like part of my body. When I felt it, I could tell how strongly it was adhering to me. I tried tugging at it, and it budged not at all.

I normally slept with a pair of pyjama bottoms on, but the tail made that impractical so, as a naked pony, I went to bed. The tail felt only a little like an intrusion, and I soon drifted off to sleep.


Chapter 6

Christine’s Little Game

The next day’s shoot was more ponycarting. Sandra was delighting in having Colin as her pony and using his camera to film all kinds of ponying activity. She set up the camera with a wide-angle lens to shoot her driving all around the courtyard. As Colin, I had to act conflicted. The script called for me to be attracted to Sandra and wanting to indulge her but also to be very unhappy and feeling awkward about being bound as a pony and unable to escape.

Christine was nailing the Sandra part. I thought whoever had written the script must surely have met her, so close was the character to her own personality. As the script called for Sandra to eventually enslave an unwilling Colin, I thought it best not to point out the similarity.

When we stopped for lunch, Gerald brought out the sandwiches. I was in full pony gear and hitched to the cart and waited for Christine to release me so I could eat. She walked up to the cart and unhitched me from it. But then, instead of freeing my arms and removing the bit from my mouth she took hold of the ruins and led me over to picnic table where the food was laid out.

“It’s time to feed a hungry pony,” said Christine and only then removed the bit from my mouth. I was just about to say something when she gave me a look. It was a look that said ‘I am playing a game, please don’t spoil it for me.” I kept my mouth shut.

Christine used a knife to cut a sandwich into small pieces and then picked on up and offered it to my mouth. I opened my mouth, and she popped it in. I closed my mouth and chewed. Christine had a huge grin on her face as I did so. As soon as I swallowed, she was ready with the next bit of sandwich. This was how I ate my lunch, bit by bit being fed by Christine. While she did so, she also started stroking my naked butt with her other hand.

I didn’t object. This was clearly something she was having fun with, and I did not want to spoil it for her. If she wanted me to be her pet pony for a while that was OK with me. I was already more than a little attracted to her. Despite her delight in having me bound up as a pony she was a very caring and gentle person, and in her riding gear she was incredibly hot!

After the food came a drink of fruit juice which Christine had me drink using a straw. I looked at Jennifer and Gerald. Jennifer was all smiles. She seemed to be really enjoying the little game Christine was playing. Gerald just looked away.

After lunch Christine hitched me up to the cart again and we moved to shoot some scenes out in the woods. Some of these involved Sandra setting Colin’s camera and then either doing stills or video of us carting up and down a rather picturesque section of the path. Then we moved to do the same down by the lake. Gerald also was filming everything, of course.

While we were down there, we also shot footage for the later part of the film after Sandra had refused to release Colin and was now forcing him to be her pony slave permanently. This part meant that Sandra had to deal with a much less cooperative pony! She was being stricter, angrier and was using the whip very freely on my ass!

For my part I had to be sullen, awkward and regularly trying to escape from my bonds. When shooting eventually ended for the day and I was released from all the gear Christine was apologetic for how she had treated me and gave me a big hug. Then she asked to have a close look at my butt.

“I am afraid I left a few marks.” she pointed out.

Jennifer came round to look, “Oooh, look at those!” she said, sounding happily impressed. People standing behind me and making ‘ooh’ noises at my rear was starting to be a feature of my life.

“Mike, have you been whipped before? Hard enough to leave marks?” Jennifer asked.

“No, you will be amazed to learn that I haven’t.” I said.

“Well in that case these may take a few days to disappear. Virgin flesh marks more easily.”

“Are you calling me a wuss?” I asked, pretending to be offended.

“No, just your butt!” said Christine, and ran a finger over the red wheals.

“Does that hurt?” she asked.

“No, actually it feels kind of nice.”

“Ah, so your butt is a wuss and a slut!” she laughed.

That was the end of the day’s shooting, and we chilled out in the house after another excellent dinner cooked by Gerald. I had to sit carefully on a dining chair because my butt was actually a little sore. I caught Christine looking at me with a knowing smile.

Sitting on a sofa was easier. We all sat and discussed the day’s work.

“How is the film looking now?” I asked Gerald.

“I have to say it is coming together very well,” he replied, “I did a rough edit of what we had up to yesterday and I will do another tonight.”

“Will we make use of that cute little island in the lake?” asked Christine.

“Can the ponycart get over that bridge?” asked Jennifer.

“I think it can,” said Christine.

“It would certainly make a great shot, a ponycart going over that bridge,” said Gerald, “It isn’t specified by the client, but I am sure they would appreciate it if we added something like that.”

“Well, I am just a helpless beaten pony,” I said with a wry smile “I go where the reins and whip tell me.”

“Which is as it should be.” said Christine. “Though your rear is still sore I would be happy to rub analgesic cream into it for you?”

“Should I film that?” asked Gerald.


Chapter 7

Christine Comes to Visit

Even with a tail stuck to me and my bum being a little sore I was able to get to sleep with no problem. That did not last though, as I was woken in the middle of the night by the feel of something being forced into my mouth.

“What…” I said as I pushed the offending thing back with my tongue and turned my head.

“Oh, for fuck’s sake, stop struggling!” said Christine.

“What are you doing?” I asked.

“What does it look like, I am trying to gag you!”

I went to push her away, but I couldn’t move. I looked and my wrists were tied to the corners of my bed. Around each wrist was a thick padded leather cuff attached a chain and the chains were locked to the steel bed frame corner posts.

I went to move my legs, but my ankles were secured to the bottom of the bed frame in what I assumed was the same way. I could not see because a naked Christine was lying on top of me. She had some kind of rubber gag in her hand and an annoyed expression on her face.

“You’ve tied me to the bed!” I said, stating the very obvious.

“Well done, Einstein. Boy you really are a heavy sleeper. I was sure you were going to wake up before I had you helpless. Now just be a good boy and let me gag you.”

“Why?”

“Because I want to talk to you.”

“How can we have a conversation if I’m gagged?”

“Who said anything about a conversation? I want to talk to you. I don’t want you to talk to me.”

“What do you want to say?”

“Look, stop asking questions and let me gag you. Then I will be able to explain.”

“Can’t you explain now?”

“We can do this one of two ways. You can be a good boy and open wide for the gag, or I start punishing you until you cooperate. I would like to point out that you are helpless.”

“Punish me how?”

“Oh, you had to ask!” she said and held up a think length of chain with what looked like two small clamps on the ends.

“What is that?”

“These are nipple clamps. They are very painful and can be adjusted to be even more painful. They can go on your nipples but if you are still being a bad boy I could put them a certain other place. One way or another this gag...”, she held up the gag, “is going in your mouth, understand? If it helps you make your decision once you are gagged, and I have said what I intend to say I am going to fuck you. I am not here to make you miserable tonight, trust me. But I do need you to cooperate, at least as far as the gag is concerned.”

Christine did not look like she was bluffing. I accepted the inevitable and opened my mouth. Christine smiled at me and pushed the rubber gag into my mouth, then secured it behind my head with a strap.

“There, that’s much better. Don’t you agree?”

I didn’t actually, but I was helpless and at the mercy of a crazy girl armed with nipple claps. I was not about to nod agreement, so I settled for just looking at her and raising my eyebrows.

She laughed.

“Right, mister ponyboy, here is the deal. I am in love with you! I am absolutely head over heels in love with you. I fancied you even back when you were on that cross and I was looking after you. Now this shoot comes along, and I get to see you again! I love putting you into that pony gear every day. I can’t tell you how you fill every waking thought I have. I dream of you all harnessed up and under my control.

“I needed to know if you felt the same. Maybe it would be asking too much for you to be in love with me, but did you find me attractive? Did you like me? And most important – did you like being my pony? Did you enjoy being cared for by me? Being my pet, my slave. I needed to do a test. So today at lunch I didn’t untie you, instead I carried on treating you as my pony. Once the bit was out of your mouth you had a choice. You could have asked to be released and said something like ‘stop being silly Christine’. Or you could indulge me. You could decide that, purely for fun and because you enjoyed it, you would be my pony. Even when it wasn’t for the film.

“You did what I hoped and played on as my pony. I was so happy! Now I have to ask you, do you fancy me? Do you find me attractive?”

I nodded, that was an easy question.

“Did you enjoy my little game today, me treating you like my pony?”

I guess I had done. It had been kind of fun, so I nodded again.

Christine squealed with joy. “Now, here is the big question. When this shoot is done there may still be some time left here. The house is booked for two weeks, and it looks like we will finish the film well before that time is up. How would you like to stay on a few days with me? Jennifer says it should be OK, they have to leave when the film is done but they can give us the keys and tell us where to drop them when we leave. We can just spend some time, have some fun and you can be my pony, maybe, but just as a game for the two of us. I promise you a really good time. What do you say? Is it a yes?”

Aww, what the hell I thought. Why not? Christine was clearly genuinely in love, and I was hugely attracted to her. We could just see where things went.

I nodded.

Christine seemed to almost explode with joy.

“Oh baby! You won’t regret it. We are going to have so much fun! Speaking of fun…”

She slid off me and then pulled away the duvet so my naked body was fully exposed. Having a naked hot girl lying on top of me had had its inevitable effect and my cock was fully erect.

“Oh, you see, you do love me!” she said and leaned down and kissed my cock. I wondered if she was talking to my cock or still talking to me.

“As you are being such a good boy, we won’t need these,” she said and threw the nipple clamps onto the bedside table. I guess the implication was that if I decided not be a good boy then they were still close at hand if needed.

She straddled me, sitting on my thighs, and leaned down to kiss my chest. Then she started teasing my left nipple with her tongue. She did that with my right nipple next and afterward put her mouth around it and started sucking. My god that felt nice. Then I felt a pinch of pain, and she had closed her teeth on it. Not enough to be really painful but enough to make me wince. She continued sucking and nibbling at my nipples. My arousal was building fast.

Sending this she moved up to my cock and eased it inside her. She had a tight and muscular cunt and started to ride me with a steady rhythm. She looked down at me with an expression I can only describe as triumphant.

I think sensed I was getting close so she slowed down. I did my best to keep control, mentally digging the garden or doing my tax returns, but being bound and gagged and having a really hot and enthusiastic girl riding me was making it hard.

I did my best, but I rose to a climax and came to a fiercely intense orgasm. Christine didn’t look disappointed in the least.

“There!”, she said, “I bet you needed that. Now we have your animal need out of the way we can get to work.”

With that she put her mouth over my right nipple again, sucked it hard into her mouth and let her teeth tease my nipple by nibbling at it. I felt the first stirrings of arousal growing again.

Christine sensed it, let go of my nipple and said, “What a good boy! Better settle in my beautiful pony, this is going to be a long night!”


Chapter 8

Sandra Claims Her Pony

I woke in the morning and found that I was still tied to the bed, but at least I was no longer gagged. My wrists were now bound together above my head. I wasn’t gagged any more either, but I didn’t remember when it had been removed. Christine slept next to me, her arm stretched possessively over my chest and her head resting on my shoulder.

Rather than wake her I lay still and gently tried to get my hands free. As I fingered the cuffs and chains, I found the padlock that secured the chain and then I found the smaller padlocks that stopped me from removing the leather cuffs.

“Stop trying to escape,” said Christine, her head still on my shoulder.

“You’re awake?”

“Obviously! Now behave! Let me check the time…” she raised her head and looked at the clock on the bedside table.

“We don’t need to get up for another hour.” she said.

“Do I have to stay tied up until then?”

“…yes. Now keep still, I want to try and get back to sleep.”

I lay obediently still for a while but then my bladder started to complain.

“Christine …”

“hmmm?”

“I need to pee.”

“Can you not hold it?”

“No, not really.”

“If you were in a stable you could just pee on the straw.”

That answer took me aback, “And that helps how?”

“Well, the script of the film calls me for me to make you sleep in a stable. I was thinking it would be fun if we did it for real.”

“What, made me sleep all night in a stable?”

“Yes, …chained up.”

“What would be the point? The film doesn’t need us to do that for real.” I pointed out.

“We could do some late-night filming of you asleep in the straw, then add that to the film. Also, I love the idea of it.”

“You love the idea of me being miserable all night chained up in a smelly stable?”

“It won’t be smelly. You saw the stables, they were immaculate. Also, I would make sure you weren’t miserable.”

“How?”

“I would come and visit you, …and comfort you!”

“Comfort me how?” I asked,

“Sheesh, you really are dim. The same way I comforted you last night!”

She shifted position until she was sitting astride me. Then she leaned forward and kissed me.

“So, will you be my stabled pony? Pretty please with cherries on top?”

It is a universal truth that a naked man tied to a bed with a beautiful girl sitting on him will agree to anything she says.

“Yeah, OK.”

“Yay! I knew you were a good boy!”

“Can you untie me so I can pee now?”

A few hours later, after breakfast we began shooting the part of the film where Sandra reveals to Colin that he is now her prisoner and her permanent ponyboy.

I was placed, as usual, in the pony gear I had worn the previous day. We were shooting to fit in with the sequence of scenes already shot though Gerald complained the light wasn’t quite right. He said the shadows in the courtyard were not right for continuity. Jennifer persuaded him that the client would not mind.

After having just supposedly completed the ride around the woods Sandra tethered Colin to a ring bolted into a bring wall. Then she uses a pair of ankle cuffs to bind Colin’s ankles together.

“There!” said Sandra, “That should stop you from doing anything violent.”

I looked at her in puzzlement.

“I have some news for you Colin. Being a pony is something you are going to have to get used to. I love this game. I love having you under my control. I think you are wonderful and I am hugely attracted to you. I am going to keep you as my pony slave!”

I kept up my brilliant acting performance by continuing to look puzzled.

“Tonight, I will chain you in a stable. Your new life as my pony has begun. I will take such good care of you!” gushed Sandra.

I reacted by trying to escape from by bonds. I pulled at the harness and cuffs that held my arms. I tried to kick out but my ankles were bound together.

“I know ...I know it’s hard to hear. But in time you will come to love your new life, Colin. …Colin …I should give you a new name. A new pony name, what should it be?”

Sandra smiled at me, and I glared back.

“How about Boy Blue? Or maybe Bright Eyes. I will have to give it some thought. Now you need to calm down because I will be putting you through your paces later. If you don’t obey you can kiss goodbye to being fed today and say hello to my little friend,” she said and brandished a carriage whip. “I will whip you so your bottom glows red! Ah, that’s it! That’s your new name, …Firefly! Because I am sure your bottom will soon be glowing in the dark.”

We cut and broke for lunch after doing several takes of that scene. I am not sure why we did so many, but I saw a glint in Jennifer’s eye which told me she maybe just enjoyed us performing it.

As before Christine did not release my arms but fed me as if I were still in pony role. Both Jennifer and Gerald seemed entirely untroubled by this performance. I guessed they knew that Christine and I had been together the previous night.

After lunch we shot that same scene twice more before Jennifer declared herself satisfied. Then we shot footage of me standing alone in the courtyard, bound and unable to move. The next shots were of Sandra changing Colin’s ankles cuffs for ones with a length of chain between them, allowing me to walk but not to kick. Then she got into the cart seat and thwacked me across the rear.

I didn’t move so she had to beat me mercilessly with the whip before I gave in and started pulling the cart. I moved with my head down, looking defeated and depressed. We shot me pulling her in the cart around the woodland once again and then back to the house. Gerald had to keep moving his camera equipment so that took several hours before both Jennifer and Gerald were happy with every shot. We were all tired and my ass was very sore.

After the day’s shooting and I had been released we chilled out around the dining table. I had a beer and Gerald had put out some bowls of snacks.

Jennifer looked at me, “Mike, Christine tells me that you volunteered to be put in a stable overnight. Is that true?”

I nodded, “Yeah, that’s right. Though saying I volunteered is not quite right. Let’s just say that she asked me …nicely.”

Gerald sniggered, “We heard her asking you nicely last night.”

Christine blushed and Jennifer playfully punched Gerald in the arm, “Be nice Gerald, I think it’s wonderful that Mike and Christine have got together.”

“So,” I said, “Just what have I let myself in for? …in the stable?”

Jennifer consulted her phone, “Well, I have improvised a script and it describes how you are to be chained up in the stable. Basically, you will still have the same hoof boots, bridle and body harness on. And the tail of course. Your arms won’t be bound behind you, but your wrists will be bound together. Your ankles will be bound too. The bonds will all have locks, so you won’t be able to escape.

“That’s for the script, but if we shoot you while you are sleeping then you have to be wearing the exact same stuff and be bound the same way as the script. Do you think you can manage that?”

I shrugged, “Its only one night. How bad can it be? Also, Christine has promised to erm ..check on me during the night.”

Jennifer giggled, “I am sure she has.”

Christine gave me a wonderful smile. One that promised a great deal for later and made me shift in my seat as I felt a surge of arousal. Her smile changed to a sly, knowing smirk.

So, after dinner, we chilled for a while before Gerald went to set up the cameras for my night in the stable. Christine and Jennifer went to join him after a while to prepare the stable for me, they said. When they were ready, a good half hour later, they shouted for me and I walked over to the stables.

Inside I found that Gerald had mounted two video and two stills cameras on brackets looking down into the stable. Inside the stable there was a large pile of straw with a large horse blanket on top of it.

“Ok, ponyboy …strip off!” said Jennifer with a smile.

I did as I was told and as soon as I was stood naked Christine and Jennifer started putting me into my pony gear again. Boots, harness and bridle all went on me quickly and efficiently. The bridle had a simple snaffle bit that neither impeded by breathing or even really stopped me from talking. Then Christine put fist mitts on me and locked their wrists straps. Jennifer put a pair of thick leather ankle cuffs on me, over my boots, that were connected by a short chain.

“OK, lie down on the blanket,” said Christine. After I had done so she produced a wide leather collar that she put around my neck and that was locked in place with a small padlock.

“Whattff taft fu?” I asked, and pointed to the collar with my mitted hand.

“What’s it for?” replied Christine, “It’s the symbol that Sandra now owns Colin! Plus, we can lock a chain to it. It will look cool!”

Jennifer locked a length of chain to the chain between my ankles and then locked the other end to a wall mounted steel ring. Christine locked my wrists together with a padlock in front of me and then added a chain which she used to connect them to another wall ring on the opposite side of the stable. My wrists were pulled above my head. Then Christine locked a chain to my collar and locked the other end of that to yet a third wall ring.

This all seemed bondage overkill for a pony just trying to get some sleep!

Satisfied with their work the two girls left the stable and stood looking over the entrance at me while Gerald set up and adjusted some low intensity lighting. Once that was done Jennifer and Gerald left and Christine and I were left alone.

“Feeling comfortable?” she asked.

I glared at her and tried to get into as comfortable position as I could.

“You look so cute like that!” she added, “I can hardly wait for later. You say you are a deep sleeper, lets see how hard I have to work to wake you up later.”

With that she blew me a kiss and departed.


Chapter 9

Nocturnal Visitations

Being alone in the stable felt very strange. Stranger still to have four cameras pointed at me. Had Gerald set up any of them to send a feed back to a laptop maybe? Was anyone watching me? I supposed it made no difference. I was too tied up to do anything worth watching.

With nothing else to do I did the best I could to get comfortable. My ankles and wrists were chained to opposite walls, so I was stretched out across the middle of the stable. There was a little slack, but only a little. If I moved toward the wrists end to the point where the chain on my ankles drew taught, then my wrists were roughly level with my head.

With both the fist mitts and the chain locked in place and a bit in my mouth I had no way to get my hands free and with the mitts on my hands I could not remove my bridle. The chain on my collar was connected to the back wall and had more slack. It did not really restrict me in any way more, so limited was I already by the other two chains.

I appreciated the blanket. Having to lie on straw may have been very scratchy. I found a kind of happy medium position, lying on my left side. My wrists above my head but with my elbows slightly bent. That gave me enough slack on my ankles so be reasonably comfortable. I got my head down and tried to get to sleep. The stable was warm, the aroma of straw and leather was quite pleasant, albeit strong.

I must have fallen asleep pretty quickly because the next thing I knew was waking up to a strange sensation in my groin. I looked down and Christine was kneeling next to me. She was leaning across me and licking my cock, teasing the tip of it with her tongue.

“Wake up my beautiful pony!” she said when she said I was watching her. “It’s time for my midnight snack!”

I smiled around my bit.

“You look adorable,” she said and started stroking my thighs gently with one finger. “You were snoring when I came in here. I didn’t even need to try being quiet. I know how deeply you sleep. Are you OK? Nothing hurts or is sore?”

I was touched that my wellbeing was on her mind. I actually didn’t feel sore anywhere.

“Imm Ffan” I said, around the bit.

“You’re fine, that’s good. But I don’t like the idea of a pony who can talk so let’s see what we can do about that.”

She disconnected the bit from the bridle and took it out of my mouth. Then she leaned down and kissed me! A really long, sloppy, toe-curlingly, wonderful kiss that went on so long I was gasping for air when she released me. Before I could say anything, a new bit was pushed into my mouth. This one had a large rubber bulge in the centre that went well into my mouth. Once it was secured, I could not talk at all.

“There, that is better!” she said.

“mmmf” was all I could say.

She was wearing the full riding outfit she had worn for the shoot during the day. She looked really sexy in it. I expected her to get undressed but instead she moved to sitting astride my lower legs. She started stroking me along my thighs. I was already very erect, and her gentle touch was electric.

Being helpless and gagged while a beautiful girl had such control was insanely erotic. Was this my thing? Had I really been into BDSM all my life and just not known it? My submissive situation also was not something I would have said was my kind of thing before. But how I now felt and how my dick was behaving told a different story.

“I think you are very happy about being my pony,” she said running a finger along the side of my dick. “This little guy is telling you how you feel about me.”

She smiled and leaned forward. She kissed the tip of my cock and then licked the side of it. Then she took the whole thing into her mouth and began to go to work. She sucked gently and played with my shaft with her tongue. It was driving me close to the edge. Just when I was about to explode, she stopped and sat up. She gave me time to cool down a little then stood and removed her jodphurs, followed by her knickers.

She sat astride me again and this time she eased my manhood into her dripping sex. I was in no state to hang on as long as my fragile ego wanted and came very quickly as she rode me. She just laughed and sat astride me. My semi-flaccid cock still inside her.

“I know you have good stamina my little pony. I will just have to be patient with you.”

She played with my nipples and stroked me. Each gentle caress and tweak of a nipple sent little shocks running through me. In time I felt myself hardening again and Christine grinned as she felt me grow inside her.

This time when she rode me, I was able to last and she came before me. Which pleased my little ego no end.

“There, my good boy. Doing much better now?”

I nodded.

“Good, because we have a long night ahead of us.”

By the time she left me I was worn out and fell asleep very quickly.


Chapter 10

No Rest for a Weary Pony

I awoke the next morning feeling a little sore. I was still securely bound so could do nothing but lie there waiting for someone to come and release me. I dozed a little as I waited. I wasn’t cold and the blanket covered straw was actually quite comfortable. The only discomfort was from the lack of slack in my chains. An extra foot at each end would have made a huge difference in being able to get into a more comfortable position.

But I guessed that was the point. I had to look like I had been chained up by someone who did not want me to be too comfortable or have any prospect of escape. I was still in the role of Colin, Sandra’s kidnap victim.

I do not know how long I dozed but it seemed a long time. I wondered if Jennifer, Gerald and Christine were going to pull some kind of prank on me this morning by ‘forgetting’ they had a pony chained up in the stable.

Well, if that was what they were doing there was nothing I could do about it. I would just doze in my stable and snooze …and try not to think about how full my bladder was. That was becoming very difficult. My need to pee was becoming urgent. If they didn’t come and release me soon I would have to do it in the straw.

Why did’t I? Wasn’t that partly what the straw was for in a stable? They could hardly blame me. I would just say I was playing my role as a pony to its logical conclusion.

I shuffled about so that I would not be peeing into the blanket. I managed to get over onto my left side and move closer to the back wall. There was plenty of straw there, but I was now past the edge of the horse blanket. With huge relief I peed into the pile of straw up against the back wall.

Having to pee in a stable made me feel more like a pony than anything else that had been done to me so far. I rolled back onto my right side and continued to doze. Just what was happening to me here, I wondered. I had quite happily acquiesced to treatment I would never have imagined agreeing to before. Was it because I was attracted to Christine? Just what were my feelings for her now? I found her hugely attractive and she seemed to be obsessively attracted to me in return. Would I say we were now a couple, boyfriend and girlfriend? We were at least that I realized. Though in reality it was more like girlfriend and the poor boy she kept tying up and having sex with. We were yet to make love when I was actually able to move about.

Was me being tied up something that she needed to get aroused? How did I really feel about her? Was it just sexual or was it deeper. Did I love her? If she was going to be always seeking ways to chain me up, would I be able to put up with that, just to be with her?

I was contemplating this when a cheery voice said, “Wake up lazy bones!” and Christine walked into my stable. She was wearing a different equestrian outfit but was still extremely sexy in it. I looked up at her as she stood over me, smiling.

“Ah urf gon tu rels me?” I said, around the bit gag?

“Am I going to release you? No. I am not. We talked last night and decided it would be a good scene for the film if Gerald filmed me waking you up, washing and feeding you and then harnessing you back up to the cart for your next day’s ponying.”

I grunted my frustration.

“Oh, grow up! You are a professional. You just get to lie there while the rest of us do all the work. You can’t even argue you need a pee as I see you have already done one. I am proud of you! Peeing in your stable like a real pony!”

With that she walked off and left me. With nothing else to do I tried to get back to sleep. I almost succeeded and was dozing happily when the noise of Gerald setting up his camera equipment for the shoot disturbed me. He also was removing the cameras that had been pointed at me all night.

Jennifer was fussing about, assisting Gerald as he set up additional lighting. I looked around for Christine but could not see her, though I could hear something happening nearby. It sounded like water running into a bucket. She had mentioned washing me. I hoped it wasn’t going to be done with cold water!

After an hour or two everyone seemed to be ready and Gerald’s camera rolled. Christine walked into the stable and released my ankles. Rather than released my wrists she released one at a time and re-secured them behind my back. She attached a lead rein to my bridle and got me to my feet. My ankles still had a chain between them so I could only take short steps.

Once we were in the neighbouring room we had to pause while Gerald repositioned his camera. I looked around and saw that the room had been cleared of a lot of the tack that had been in there. There was now a large open space, and in the floor I noticed grooves and a drain. Was this where I was going to be washed?

Gerald got his camera and lights set up with Jennifer’s help and we started rolling again. Sandra freed my wrist cuffs and then attached chains to the cuffs and pulled them above my head, wide apart, anchored to pulleys in the ceiling. Then she knelt and attached chains to my ankle cuffs and removed the chain from between them. She shortened the ankle chains, and my booted feet were pulled wide apart. I was left standing spreadeagled with barely any ability to move.

She then removed my body harness, but not my bridle. With me in such a helpless and exposed position she started to run her hands over my body, stroking and teasing.

“So, who has been a dirty pony? Peeing in the straw?” she said.

I wanted to smile at her, but I was playing an unhappy captive, so I hung my head resentfully.

She disappeared from my view and then reappeared with a bucket of soapy water and a sponge. She took the sponge and ran it over chest. The water was warm and she was using a lot of soap so a dense white lather was being spread across my chest.

She worked the sponge over my body and it felt wonderful. She took her time and washed every inch of me. She even stood on a stool to reach my arms so she could wash them. She massaged my thighs and my ass, running her hands through the soap lather. She left my cock for last. Having my manhood washed by a beautiful girl while I was bound and helpless was intensely erotic and I was soon fully erect.

Sandra laughed, “Look how much you are enjoying being my pony! You were meant for this life.”

She started teasing and playing with my erect shaft, using the sponge, her hands and her mouth. I tried hard to keep control. Glancing across at Gerald and Jennifer I saw they were not the least concerned. I had wondered if such explicit sex acts would be beyond the remit of the film.

I closed my eyes and leaned my head back. I was determined to resist. After what Christine had done to me last night, I would have expected to be too spent to be so easily aroused this morning but she was proving otherwise. Nonetheless she eventually stood and sad, “You are resisting me, you bad little ponyboy. That deserves a punishment!”

She walked around me where I could not see her. She was gone for a couple of minutes and my cock was starting to relax. Then she returned and in her hand were the nipple clamps!

“Don puf thef of mef!” I mumbled around the bit gag.

She responded by slapping me hard on my rear, then doing so several more times!

“Ponies do NOT talk!” she growled, “I will put a stop to disobedient mouth of yours!”

She disappeared again and soon returned with a new bit in her hand. It looked much more fearsome than the simple one in my mouth. It had a large shaped metal and rubber …thing in the middle and extra metal arms extending from the ends by the bit rings. She removed my bit and before I could object the new bit was pushed into my mouth. The central structure protruded well into my oral cavity. The shape held down my tongue and wedged behind my teeth. My mouth felt filled in a very intrusive and unpleasant way.

With the horribly restrictive gag in my mouth I could no longer even make any sound more than a muffled whimper. Christine/Sandra was still not finished punishing me though as she attached the clamps to my nipples anyway.

She stood in front of me with a carriage whip in her hand and looked me up and down.

“I do not think such an ungrateful and disobedient pony deserves the pleasure I was going to give him. I think it is time he learned his place!”

I expected her to start using the whip on me but instead she walked out of the room again. I wondered what on earth was coming next. I did not have long to wait. She came back holding a strangely shaped metal and plastic object.

“This is a cock cage. It is designed to keep the cocks of badly behaved males under control. Once it is on, your dick belongs to me, just like the rest of you. If you want any pleasure, you had better make sure your owner thinks well of you. Be a good boy and this ..” she tapped my cock with her whip, “…gets to come out to play. Be a bad boy and this..” she swished the whip, “Goes to work on your ass! …And your cock stays locked in its prison!”

With that she took the cage and started fitting it in place. There was a metal hinged ring that she closed around the base of my dick, behind my balls. Then there was a shaped cage that was clearly meant to enclose my shaft. My cock was rebelliously enjoying her attempts to squeeze it into the cage and was coming erect again. She swore and disappeared yet again and returned with a handful of ice cubes!

These she applied cruelly to my manhood to bring it down in size. I looked at the cage and it seemed to be too small. Was she really thinking she could get me into that? But she was determined and the ice had quite an effect. Lubricated by the meltwater she eventually had the cage over my cock. She pushed it and its swallowed my chilled dick bit by bit. The feeling of constriction was severe. The cage when fully on connected with a locking mechanism to the base ring. She turned the key and removed it and the cage was on and locked.

I looked down at it. It was both frightening and arousing to have something so intimidating locked on me. I could feel my arousal trying to grow but the cage was implacable. My cock was not allowed to grow in size at all. All I got from my cock trying to grow was discomfort.

Sandra, or rather Christine, was looking hugely smug as she dried me off and started putting my harness on me. By now she was well practiced and I was soon all tacked up and ready to be hitched up to the cart again. She did not do this at once but disappeared to make more preparations, accompanied by Jennifer. Gerald kept the camera pointed at me while she was gone.

I was feeling hungry, hadn’t someone said something about feeding me?

Eventually Christine re-appeared and released first one wrist and then the other before binding them behind my back using the harness’s cuffs. Further cuffs were secured around my upper arms. She then released my ankles, attached reins and led me out into the courtyard.

There awaited a cart I had not seen before. It looked the same except for a luggage holder of some kind behind the seat. There was what looked like a picnic hamper stowed there. Ah, I thought, food! Maybe we would be eating out in the forest. That sounded like fun.

Christine hitched me up to the cart and then climbed into the seat, carriage whip in hand. Gerald filming the whole time. Then I was driven out of the courtyard and back in again a few times to provide more material for the film edit.

Gerald repositioned the camera several times over the next hour and we filmed me pulling Christine in the cart through the woods and down to the lake. Once there we drove, very carefully, over the small bridge to the island. Once on the island she tethered me to a tree and took the picnic hamper and laid out a small feast on a blanket. She sat down beside the edge of the lake and began to eat.

“And cut!” said Gerald.

Christine said ‘Yay!” and got to her feet. She walked up to me and removed that terrible bit from my mouth. I saw that Gerald was putting his camera equipment away.

“We are done shooting, Mike,” she said and kissed me.

I kissed her back with enthusiasm, then said, “Are you going to get me out of all this gear then?”

“Well, I can untie your arms and unhitch you but we have no clothes for you here so you will have to join the picnic either with the pony gear on or naked. Your choice.”

“I will stay a pony,” I said, “It’s what I am used to.”

She smiled and unhitched me from the cart and untied my arms. Then all four of us sat down to a picnic by the lake. It was utterly idyllic and my semi nudity did not bother me or anyone else.

“If anyone is watching us through a long lens they will be confused,” said Gerald.

“There is nowhere anyone could spy on us,” said Jennifer, “There is a high wall all round the estate and no nearby hill has line of sight. You could have a thousand people here all having an open air orgy and no-one would ever know.”

“Is all the shooting complete?” I asked.

“Well, maybe, maybe not,” said Gerald, “I will be doing a rough cut tonight on my laptop to see if we have covered every part of the client’s script and storyboard. If we have any gaps we will shoot tomorrow. If not Jennie and I will pack up and go tomorrow. We will give you the keys and you two young love birds can have the place to yourselves.”

I smiled at Christine and she winked back.

When all the food was gone it was time to head back.

“How will we get the pony cart back to the house?” asked Jennifer.

“Well, we have a pony,” said Christine.

I sighed, “OK, hitch me up!”

Later after the cart had been put away, Christine was taking the pony gear off me. She removed everything except the cock cage and the tail.

“I think you forgot something,” I said, pointing at the cage.

“Awww, I think I will keep that on you.” she said with a sly grin.

“Don’t I get a say?”

“Not while I have the key you don’t!”

“Aww come on!” I complained.

“Don’t whinge about it, Don’t you think it’s a hot idea? Your cock is locked away until I say he can come out to play.”

“Well, maybe.”

“There is no maybe about it! It is getting me excited just looking at it. That and knowing that only I have the key. Oh Mike, are you going to be a sourpuss over something that is making your new girlfriend happy?”

“Um ,…no I guess not. So you are my girlfriend? ..like officially?” I asked, with a smile.

She laughed, “What term would you prefer? Though maybe I am your new owner, mistress, tormentor …something like that?”

Her evil grin was cute, amusing …and a little menacing.


Chapter 11

Explorations and Discoveries.

After Gerald produced his rough cut he declared that we had enough footage for the entire film. He and Jennifer would be leaving the house the following day. They gave the keys to Christine rather than to me. As Gerald joked, “Its hard to use keys when you are all tied up, which is how I guess Christine is going to keep you.”

Christine and I helped them pack up all their gear and load up the car. Then we did a tidy up of the rooms they had used. Whoever owned this house have given us a wonderful place to play and work and we did not want to leave any mess. Christine and I resolved to respect the house once we had it to ourselves.

The following day, even though we had only known Jennifer and Gerald a few days it was an emotional farewell. Once they were gone Christine and I sat down with a coffee and talked about what we wanted to do.

“Whoever owns this house is very kinky,” she said, “We should have a good poke around and see what we can find. We might not have a chance to play in a place like this again.”

“What do you expect to find, a kinky dungeon?”

“Yeah, maybe. But there are whole rooms in the stable block we haven’t looked at yet. Who knows what might be in there.”

“OK, let’s go exploring.”

And we did. The first thing we checked out were the cellars. We had not looked down there before because the filming did not need any locations but the stable block ones we used. It turned out to be just a lot of stone lined rooms with old boxes of junk. Nothing of interest to us.

“It’s a pity,” I said, “These rooms could be used as a very atmospheric dungeon.”

“I think the owners are only interested in ponyplay,” said Christine, “I guess we should go check out all of the stable block.”

We did not bother with the rooms we had already used or seen, such as the tack room, the stables and the cart store. All these were on the eastern side of the stable block. To the west were some other rooms that we had never explored.

The first western rooms were locked but Christine had the keys. She opened the first door and we entered a store room for…

“Latex!” exclaimed Christine.

Racks of latex clothes filled the room. There was a wide range if catsuits and many other styles too, including riding outfits in latex.

Christine caressed one of the riding outfits, “Oh I bet I would look good in this!”

I could only agree. I hoped I got the chance to see her in it.

“Why so many catsuits?” I wondered.

Christine fingered one of the catsuits, “I bet those are for people being ponies. Maybe for ponying in cooler weather, or in the rain. Or maybe just to look cool! We are so getting you into one of these while we are here.”

“I wonder what else is in here?” I said and tried the connecting door that led into the next room. To my surprise it was unlocked. We went through into a room with a number of cases and boxes. All seemed very new, as if they were recent deliveries that were still waiting to be sorted.”

“Do you think we should even touch this stuff?” I asked, suddenly aware we were in someone else’s house messing with stuff that could be very personal.

“I know what you mean, Mike,” said Christine, “But we have been using a load of the owner’s gear already. Let’s just open a few boxes, just for a look.”

With that she started to explore the room while I joined in somewhat less enthusiastically. Some of the boxes contained more pony tack. It looked to be variations on the kind of things that were on display in the tack room. In particular there were more options for binding a pony’s arms.

“Oh wow, look at this!” squeeled Christine. I walked over to her side and I found her lifting an object from a very well padded, expensive looking box. It was a pony mask. One that was designed to completely cover a human head. The workmanship was unbelievable. It was so realistic. I stroked its surface to see what it was made of.

“It’s some kind of leather, shaped and hardened somehow,” said Christine, “This must have cost ..thousands.”

She turned it to look inside and we both gasped. The interior of the mask was not some kind of empty void. It looked a little like the inside of a gas mask. There were lenses to cover the eyes and rubber inserts to fit the entire face and head, covering the nose in some kind of breathing mask. There were tubes that looked like they were meant to go up the wearer’s nostrils.

The most striking thing was an internal rubber gag. It looked a little like tha fearsome bit that I had been forced to wear the previous day. It would clearly fill the oral cavity and hold down the tongue. In the centre of the gag was some kind of long tube that looked like it was meant to go down the wearer’s throat.

“What could that tube be for?” I asked, “Breathing?”

“No, I bet that is a feeding tube. It is the right length to go all the way down to the stomach.”

“I bet that is uncomfortable.”

“I imagine it is uncomfortable to swallow when you are putting the mask on but once in place you probably don’t feel it.”

She continued to examine the mask and found that the nostril tubes connected to the actual nostrils of the mask. She also found a small, recessed tube under the chin of the mask. “I bet that is where fluids and food are injected so they go right into the pony’s stomach.”

“But why do it that way?” I asked, a little confused.

“I bet it is for keeping someone as a pony for an extended period. This mask would stop them talking and you could feed them without removing the gag or mask. It is …fantastic, I love it!”

“…you’re thinking of using it on me, aren’t you.” I said, with a sinking feeling.

“Of course I am!” she said with a giggle, “How could I not? This mask is the most amazing pony bondage thing I have ever seen. I have my own ponyboy to try it out on. How can I not want to give it a try? Just like I want to put one of the latex catsuits on you too.”

She saw my less than enthusiastic expression.

“Oh Mike. Don’t be such a grump!” she walked up to me and put her arms round my middle and pulled me to her. Then she started stroking my butt and rested her head on my chest, “I promise you that you will look amazing as a rubberized and masked pony. If you need any extra motivation that cock cage would be coming off and a certain grateful rubberize riding mistress would have her skillful mouth taking its place.”

I could feel my resistance failing.

“OK,” I said, “After lunch lets do what you want and see how it goes.”

She almost bounced with joy and kissed me. “You are best, Mike!” she said.

We made and ate lunch and the atmosphere was unusual. Christine was almost bursting with anticipation for what was coming in the afternoon and I probably had the air of the condemned man going to the gallows.

Once we had cleared the table and washed up Christine almost dragged me out to the stables. We gathered all the equipment we were going to use and laid it all out in the original tack room. Christine had found that the package that had held the pony mask also held a beautifully make leather bridle that fitted over it. It was, rather obviously, very similar to a real pony’s bridle.

“Ok, all ready?” she asked. “Maybe you should have a quick shower and use the loo before we start. I am going to do that as I will be wearing the rubber mistress outfit. I could get quite sweaty!”

So, twnty minutes later we were both showered and ready to go. Christine put her costume on first and she needed a little help getting into the latex jodhpurs as they were very tight indeed. Once dressed she asked me to give her a polish! This used some kind of water based polish that was applied with a soft cloth. The effect was amazing. The latex took on a a shine that made her look like a sculpture in polished black glass.

“Ok, ponyboy, your turn.”

I stripped naked and started to struggle into the black latex catsuit she had chosen. Like her costume it was very tight. We had to use a little water-based lube just to get me into it. There was an aperture at the back that my tai was pulled through. Before we did that Christine examined my tail, tugging at it.

“Ow, I felt that.” I said.

“The glue is still as strong as ever,” she said, “I thought we might need to re-do your tail but it still looks good.” She gently easy the tail through the suit’s hole.

Once the suit was fully on it felt wonderful, I had to admit. It was incredibly tight but not painfully so. The even pressure all over my body was exquisitely arousing. My arousal only grew as Christine polished to the same level of shine as her own outfit.   I examined my crotch area. Even though the cage was limiting by dick’s activities the pressure of the latex outlined the cage visibly. My arousal was causing my cock to try and grow and the cage’s restriction was uncomfortable. I moved to undo the crotch zip on the suit but Christine slapped my hand away.

“You will have to be patient, pony!” she said. “That cage does not come off until you are in your full pony gear.”

“OK, what’s next?” I asked.

“Harness, boots, then the mask.” she answered.

The boots were the same ones I was used to and harness was, again, the same one we had been using for ponycarting. …Then came the mask.

Christine wiped the inside of the mask with a cloth and then applied some kind of fluid to the feeding tube.

“What’s that?”

“That is an anaethetic lube. It will help you swallow the tube without discomfort.”

“Oh, thanks. I was worried how it was going to feel.”

She had me sit on a stool and once she was ready, she held the mask up to me. The feeding tube was not very wide but swallowing it was far from pleasant. It went down my throat and I had to work to suppress my gag reflex. The rubbery inside of the mask loomed before my face. Christine had me hold the mask as she lubed the nostril tubes and guided them into place up my nose. Then the gag was going in my mouth and tongue was forced down into a fixed position. My mouth felt quite full and very controlled. The mask pressed to my face and I held it there while Christine closed the first layer of leather behind my head and laced it tight. Then a second layer was closed over the lacing and a zip was pulled down to seal it.

Christine held a small padlock up to the mask’s eyes so I could see it and then I heard her fumbling and a click as the zip was padlocked closed. The mask has a mane of hair built in that covered the zip. The mask felt very tight and confining. I could see through the mask’s pony eyes but I was restricted in my field of view. I could breath through my nose easily enough and I found I could also breath through my mouth. There must have been a hole in the gag, maybe with a tube going to the mask’s mouth.

“Are you OK?” she asked.

I nodded and gave her a thumbs up.

“Let me put the bridle on, then I will secure your arms.”

The putting on of the bridle was something I could neither see nor feel so I sat patiently while she worked. The mouth of the mask now had a bit in it and she attached a set of reins. At her prompting I stood and she moved behind me. Rather than just bind my upper arms and wrists she started by putting leather fist mitts on my hands. These I could hear behind locked closed small padlocks. Then cuffs went around my upper arms securing my arms to the sides of the body harness. She folded my forearms into the small of my back and locked the integral cuffs of the mitts to the back of my harness.

There, I was done. I was now, once again, a pony. Helplessly bound.


Chapter 12

The Big Reveal

Being turned into a pony felt different. I guessed it was because Gerald and Jennifer were gone. This was not for a film. This was for fun. For Christine and I to have sexy fun together. I was her pony and what we did was up to her and not to some script.

She brought a pony cart round behind me and I felt myself being hitched up to it. Being inside the mask made the whole experience of being a pony very different, and much more immersive. I knew that when she looked at me Christine would be seeing the head of a pony, not my own head. My vision was odd because some kind of lens was sitoring the view of each eye. The eyes on the mask were on the side of the head, like a horse’s eyes. What these eyes could see was being projected by lenses to my own eyes. This gave me poor forward vision but more sight of what was beside me.

The mask was very enclosing. I was trapped inside my own little world. Christine had talked to me about the headspace of ponyplay. She had said she got a rush from the kink that was deeper and more long lasting than other bondage games she had tried. This mask was helping me relax into an acceptance of my role as a pony. It helped to take away my humanity. The sensation was …nice. Life was much simpler. I had to obey, pull the cart and obey the reins and my owner would take care of everything else. I did not have anything else in the world to worry about.

I had really started to drift, mentally, when a thwack on my rear from a whip woke me up. I got moving and we headed out of the courtyard. It was a fairly warm day, though not very sunny. Christine guided me on a long tour through the forest until we eventually arrived at the lake. She took us over the little ridge to the island. This is nice, I thought to myself. She stopped me by a tree and tethered me to it. Then she starting unpacking some food from the cart. Not a hamper full, apparently, just enough for herself.

Well, I thought. If I was going to be joining her then she would have to take the mask off me and I did not expect her to do that. So, I just had to stand there while she dined on a very nice smelling tuna sandwich. Then she put out a large blanket and lay down on it to read a paperback!

What about your pony? Hey bitch have you forgotten about me? I thought. What happened to my cock cage getting removed? What about that promise of a blow job?

I could do nothing. I could even kick her! She had tethered me too far away for that. I tested my bonds but my arms and wrists were very securely bound. All I could do was stand still and seeth in frustration.

After what must have been hours Christine unbound by reins from the tree. She had packed up her stuff and we drove back to the main house. Once in the courtyard she unhitched me from the cart and took it back to the cart store. When she came back to me she was holding a pair of ankle cuffs with a chain between. So much for being released, I thought.

She cuffed my ankles together then tied my reins to a ring-bolt in the wall of the stable block. She stood in front me and smiled.

“Well that was a nice little drive, wasn’t it, Mike.”

I just stood there, unmoving.

“Now that I have you like this, the way I want you, it is time for me to tell you everything.”

Oh? What’s this?

“The film-shoot, the whole thing, was not real. It was a ruse. Oh, Gerald and Jennifer think it was real but that is not what has been going on here. The mystery client. The one who wrote that script and paid for everything, ...was me!

“This house and everything in it ...is MY house. This is my home. I own it. My family are very rich and this place is mine. The reason I did all this was to bring you here. I wanted to seduce you, and turn you into what are now, my ponyboy. Like I told you before, I have lusted after you since I met you on that movie set. More than lust. I loved you the moment I saw you.

“I cannot tell you how hot you looked tied to that cross in the hot sun. I resolved to make you mine. But I am …different, from other girls. I didn’t want you as a boyfriend or a husband. Even though I Iove you, the way I want you is like this, my prisoner, slave and pony. This morning was the last time you lived as a human being. From now on you are my ponyboy slave. You will be in bondage permanently, serving me as I see fit. The mask you put on today was designed for long term use. Get used to it. Just like you should get used to the latex, cock cage, harnesses and tail. Oh yes, the tail. That glue is permanent too. It’s different from what we used on you the first time. I did a switch. No solvent will remove it. You would need surgery to remove it now.

“Don’t be sad my beloved pony! I will look after you. If you are a good boy, I will treat you ever so well. That lovely cock of yours will be well used. If you fight me, if you try to escape or make things difficult then I will punish you. You are helpless. I am in control and if I wanted, I could make your life a living hell. Now, I will leave you here to think for a while. Then I will give you some food and drink, via your feeding tube, before I put you in your stable. The stable that will be your home from now on!”

She walked away leaving me standing in total shock. Was this a game? Was she just pranking me? Trying to scare me? I could not tell. There had been something in her voice that sounded deadly serious. She couldn’t just take me prisoner like this, could she?

I stood waiting. Bound as I was, I could hardly do anything else. My mind ran around everything that had happened since I had arrived here. I found it so hard to believe that this was anything but a windup. She was playing with me, creating a fantasy, a game. That is what it had to be.

Well, if that was what she wanted to do, then I could play along. I would be her ponyboy captive for a while. When she eventually returned and unhitched me. She loosened the hobbling of my ankles so that I could at least take small steps and led me into the stable block. She tethered me to a ringbolt while she went to work in my stable. She removed the straw that I had peed on and put fresh straw down. Then she led me into the stable and tethered me anew to two ringbolts on opposite walls so I was stuck halfway between.

Then she disappeared again for a while and returned with a tray holding several really large syringes. She took one, that looked to be filled with water, and connected it to the tube underneath my mask. I could not feel anything when she pushed the plunger. I was getting a drink of water and had no way to taste it. Then she worked her way through the other syringes. Some had some kind of pale brown soup coloured liquid in them and others had more water.

So, I thought to myself. I had just been fed and watered and not tasted anything. Being inside the mask was very disorienting. My whole head felt very …controlled. It was tight and the gag in my mouth was hard to ignore. The tubes up my nose were not that comfortable either. Whatever game Christine was playing I hoped it did not last too long.

Having fed and watered me she began to get me settled for what was obviously going to be another night in the stable. She untied one of my wrists and then put the fist mitt on that I had worn before. She did the same with my other hand and then locked the mitts together in front of me. Then she locked the mitts to the front of my harness. She removed the tethers and put a single chain connecting my collar to a wall ringbolt. Then she left me for the night.

With the latex catsuit I was warmer that I really wanted to be, though if the night turned cool it might be an advantage. Then I thought, what do I do if I need a pee? My cock was shut away inside the suit. Well, there was nothing to do about it. If I needed to go, I would go in the suit. If Christine didn’t like that, well, it was her own fault.


Chapter 13

Enslaved?

I didn’t sleep well. My mind was going round in circles after what Christine had said. The catsuit actually made lying on the straw more comfortable but the mask was anything but easy to sleep in. I had more freedom of movement than before which helped a bit.

I must have eventually got to sleep as found myself being shaken awake by Christine in the morning. The first rays of light were just piercing the stable block windows.

“Wake up you lazy pony. I need to get that catsuit off you and get you washed. I bet you have soiled it during the night.” she said, coldly.

I struggled to my feet and she removed my collar chain and led me through to the tack room where she had washed me before. A chain was hanging from the ceiling with a clasp in the end. She clipped it to my collar in such a way that there was no slack. If I tried to take so much as a single step the chain would pull on my collar and start to strangle me.

Then she unclipped my wrists from the front my harness and lifted them above my head and clipped them to the same chain, having to stand on a stool to do so. I guessed she was taking every precaution to ensure I had not the slightest chance to escape.

Working steadily and calmly she removed my body harness. Then she knelt and removed my left hoof boot. Once the boot was off, she put a steel cuff on my ankle that was connected by a short chain to a ring bolt in the floor. Then she did the same with my other boot.

Standing, she walked behind me and unzipped my catsuit, from my neck to my tail. Then she stood on the stool again to unclip my left mitted hand. She pulled the catsuit off my left shoulder and struggled to get the sleeve of it off my arm. She had to really work to stretch he latex around the fist mitt. Once it was off she secured my hand above my head and repeated the process with my right hand.

While she was doing all this I wondered if there was any way to get out of this. I could probably have punched her with my mitted hand but then what? She could have just walked away and left me to stew. With my hands mitted and my feet secured I was helpless. She had obviously thought this through, whatever this game she was playing was.

She had to uncuff my ankles one at a time to get the catsuit fully off. Then came the washing routine that she had done before. Water soapy water from a bucket. I thought, given her new bitchy mood she would be rough with me, but she was actually very gentle. Even though I had been bound for ages but with Christine gently washing my body, my helplessness was suddenly very erotic. My poor trapped cock strained painfully against its prison.

“Ah, is my pony getting aroused?” she asked.

I nodded.

“Oh, well, you have a good boy. After being told you were now my pony slave forever I expected more resistance or bad behaviour. So, I guess you have earned a reward.”

She left me for a few moments and then returned with the key for my chastity cage. She unlocked the device and gently removed it. My cock, freed from its prison, responded by springing to attention which made her laugh.

She got some fresh warm soapy water and washed my manhood and scrotum with a soft cloth. Then she dried it off with a towel. Both of which she did in a very sensual and teasing way to keep me hard. Then she started gentle manual stimulation. She did this with great skill, just doing enough to keep me aroused and frustrated.

Eventually she took my cock into her mouth. She did so teasingly at first, running her tongue down my shaft but sucking at the head of my cock and then teasing at it again with her tongue. I was bursting for release, but she stopped and looked up at me with an evil smile.

“Should I let you cum? The day is still young, and you have work to do for me today. I can’t have you spent so early. I think some real sexual frustration will be good for you. It will make what comes later all the sweeter for both of us.”

She stood, walked away and returned a few minutes later with the chastity cage and some ice. I groaned when I saw these. I had hoped to be spared the cage for a while. Once my cock was imprisoned, she left me again.

I was left hanging in my bondage for a short while before she returned with a new catsuit. She applied some lube to inside the latex suit and started to slowly put it on me. This was done as a reverse of the undressing process. She released one of my ankles then put my foot into the leg of the suit, pulling it up until my foot emerged from the bottom. Once that was done my ankle was secured again.

Then she did the same with my other foot. She secured my feet closer together so she could pull the suit up my body then released each of my wrists in turn so they could be put in the suit. I never had more than one limb free at a time and each time my wrists were secured it was with a locking cuff. She was taking no chances, never allowing me the smallest chance of escape.

Was this all an elaborate game? She was being very efficient and determined that I was kept secured at all times. I began to have my first doubt about what was going here. Was it possible that she had been sincere in saying I was her prisoner forever? Surely not. No, I thought, this had to be her just taking our game to its fullest form. But surely it must still be a game.

Now wearing a new shiny catsuit I was harnessed up once again and my arms released one at a time and secured behind my back. She locked a two-foot-long chain between my ankle cuffs and then led me out into the courtyard. A cart awaited and she led to my usual position between the shafts and quickly had me hitched up and ready to go. She attached long driving reins to my mask’s bridle and then used them to tether me to a ringbolt in the wall, before she went into the main house.

I was left there for some time. I knew that being left tethered for possibly lengthy periods was part of the ponyplay kink but my growing anxiety about Christine’s intentions was making me very unsettled. I wondered if I had been more relaxed I would be enjoying the situation. Thanks to Christine I had learned that I was into bondage, at least being bound by a beautiful girl like her. The catsuit, harness, hoof boots, tail, armbindings and even the mask were all something I believed I could enjoy, if I had been relaxed.

But for how long? Even if this was all just an elaborate game of hers would being in bondage for several days eventually become a kind of torture. I was particularly concerned about the mask. After a few days would it not start to get really unpleasant being inside it? The build up of sweat and the growth of the hair on my face, maybe something getting in my eye. Was she going to take it off me to clean it and clean and shave me? What would she do if I yelled at her to let me go. Would she ignore me, …maybe gag me. Then how would she get the mask back on? The feeding and nose tubes were fiddly to get right. Could she force this mask on me if I was resisting?

It did not seem practical. I passed the time considering the practical problems caused by my possible imprisonment. When Christine returned, I had convinced myself that she would not be able to keep me imprisoned for more than a few days. This helped me believe this was all a temporary game that would most likely be done by the end of the week.

Christine was carrying a basket when she returned, which she hung off the back of the cart. She also carried a rolled-up blanket which she stowed under the cart’s seat. She was dressed in her full riding gear and carried a carriage whip, the classic weapon of someone driving a cart. She untethered me, sat in the seat and delivered a sharp tap on my rear to get me moving.

I obediently started moving and she guided me out of the courtyard and into the woodland behind the house. I was very familiar with this route by now and could have navigated the path without any guidance but Christine was scrupulous in using the reins for every turn or slight bend, as if I were truly a dumb animal incapable of making a choice. This was a little annoying as I knew that even a real horse did not need such micromanagement.

But I understood this was the point. Christine was getting off on the control she had over me. I was helpless. I could do nothing but what she wanted me to do. She was being careful that there was never a moment when I could get free from the bondage in which she placed me.

So, with that in mind, maybe I should just relax and enjoy it. I had already learned that it was fun being bound as Christine’s pony. The tightness of the catsuit added to the erotic sensations from the mask, harness, boots and arm binding. All Christine had decided to do was take things to the next level. She said this was what she wanted to do. In a few days at most we would be having to leave this place so I decided to go with the flow, indulge Christine’s fantasy and have as much fun doing so as I could.

It was a beautiful day. The sunlight struggled to penetrate the tree canopy above us but where it did it created delightful pockets of sunlight on the forest floor. Insects flew through the sunbeams creating whizzy little points of light. Even with the restricted vision of the mask I could see enough to appreciate the beauty all around me.

Christine was in no rush to go anywhere, and we meandered around the full extent of the estate at a leisurely pace. The effort involved in pulling the cart was not enough to make me quickly tired and I found myself enjoying the drive. Taking one step after another, feeling the weight of the cart through the harness,  the gentle pressure of the reins guiding me and the feel of my bondage all combined to lull me into a kind of trance like state.

I came back to myself as I began to wonder if she planned to drive us around the estate all day, but eventually we headed toward the lake and over the small bridge. Christine halted me at the centre of the island and tethered me to a tree. Then she unpacked the cart and set up a picnic for herself on the lakeshore. I could do nothing except stand in place. She had made the tether too short for me to try and sit down. A small piece of petty cruelty that was both annoying and vaguely arousing. It emphasized just how helpless and controlled my existence was.

As I stood there, looking out across the water, I tried to decide how I felt about my current predicament. Christine was playing this game as close to real as she could, but that was pretty much what she said she was going to do, so I had no grounds for complaint. I had agreed this, had I not. Christine was beautiful and my feelings for her were very strong. If anyone had asked me I would have said I was in love.

Being helpless, day and night, acting as her slave and pony sex toy was still an arousing fantasy. …What was saying. It wasn’t a fantasy! I was living it for real. At least for the next few days.

I struggled a little against my bonds, feeling the tightness of the harness and armbinder. I tried to shift the position of the gag in my mouth, but it was too firmly placed. The only part of me that had any freedom was my legs. I went to stretch my right leg out, but something stopped it. I looked down as much as the mask allowed and say that she had clipped a short chain between my ankles.

Testing my bondage and thinking of Christine was driving my arousal. I could feel my cock trying to respond but the chastity cage was a remorseless prison. All that happened was my nascent erection was painfully halted as soon as it began. This frustration was another reminder of how helpless and controlled I was and thus a source of arousal in itself. A painful and cruel vicious circle of arousal and denial. Christine cast a glance at me every so often. Did she know the torment I was experiencing? I had to assume she did. She was exquisitely torturing me while she sat on a blanket drinking lemonade and eating what smelled like tuna sandwiches. Ah, the smell! It made me hungry. This too was torture, because I knew that even if fed, I would taste nothing. Each whiff of food was cruelty in itself.

I tried to ignore the frustrations of my predicament and just enjoy the positives. I looked out across the water and tried to relax. The soft noises of the water lapping against the shore and the sound of a gentle breeze rustling the leaves in the trees around us lulled me into a pleasant fugue. I must have mentally drifted for quite a while because I was jolted back to wakefulness by Christine untethering me. I saw that the picnic was over and had all been packed away. I presumed we would no be heading back to the house, but I was wrong.

Once I was untethered, Christine took hold of my reins and pulled down hard on them.

“Sit down!” she said, forcefully.

I awkward bent my knees and half fell backward on to my butt. My freedom of movement limited by the fact that I was still attached to the cart. Christine loosened the fixings securing my body harness to the shafts and then pushed on my chest, forcing me onto my back. My arms were pinned underneath me and my ankles were still bound so I was not exactly comfortable.

“It’s time for a ponyboy’s reward!” said Christine seductively as she untied the harness straps that went through my crotch. If she wanted to get access to my cock I wondered how she would manage that. Of course, she knew what I could not see, because of my mask, that there was a strategically placed zip that gave her access. She slowly pulled the zip down and pulled by cock and balls, locked in their cage, out into the fresh air.

My chaste innocence would not be protected by the cage for long of course she had the key. Freed from its prison my cock sprang to life in her hands and she giggled.

“You are free little man!” she said to it, “You and I are going to have fun.” Then she stroked it as if it were a pet.

She bent down and took my shaft into her mouth and teased it with her tongue. Then closed her lips around it and sucked gently. I could have cum there and then, but I managed to control myself, thinking non-sexy thoughts. Not easy to do when bound in latex and leather with a gorgeous girl sucking my cock.

She stood then smiled down at me before removing her riding boots and jodhpurs. She was not even wearing any nickers!

She knelt and straddled me, guiding my manhood into place. Then very slowly began riding me. While she did so I felt her hands on my chest. My mask prevented me seeing what she was doing but I heard two zips being opened and then her fingers were on my nipples, squeezing and pinching them!

“This is perfection!” she gasped, “You are my beautiful slave, now and forever.”

Despite my best efforts I climbed rapidly to a fantastic climax. All my sexual frustration expended in a wonderful orgasm. Rather than be disappointed, Christine just laughed.

“I guess you needed that, didn’t you my precious prisoner!”

She continued stroking and pinching my nipples, “But I want my fun too and I am going to make sure we are both satisfied even if I have to keep you here all day!”

She reached into her riding jacket pocket and produced a set of nipple clamps. The really painful ones she had used on me before. She pinched each nipple in turn and applied the clamps which bit into my sensitive flesh. She then lifted the connecting chain with one finger and pulled upwards. The rising agony in my nipples made me grunt.

She wriggled on me while she was doing this and the sensation, my bondage and the pain in my nipples brought my traitorous cock back to life. This time I was much slower to build arousal so Christine got a much longer ride out of me. She kept tugging on the nipple clamps, almost as if they were my reins as she rode my rock-hard manhood.

Despite the pain I was enjoying this. Being helpless this way and having a beautiful girl remorselessly use me for her pleasure was pushing buttons in my head that were both wonderful and surprising. Before coming to the film shoot, I had thought of myself as a capable, confident manly man. Now I was in a hopelessly submissive and degrading position. I was a slave for a girl to use as her sex toy, …and I was loving it.

When I finally climaxed, I had held on and Christine had come at the same time. At least I assumed she had from the squealing she had done and the trembling afterwards as she came down from the peak of her orgasm.

“What a good boy!” she said, gasping, “My pathetic ponyboy has turned out to be a stallion after all!”

I was ashamed of myself for the surge of pride I felt at her words. I lay back on my bound arms, closed my eyes and breathed heavily, or as heavily as I could through the mask’s breathing tubes.

I breathed out and suddenly found I could not breath in. I opened my eyes and saw that Christine had put her fingers over the mask’s nostrils. I tried to twist my head to the side to displace her fingers and get some air, but she gripped the ‘snout’ of my mask with her other hand and held on.

“Bad boy! When your owner wants to play a game, you don’t fight back!” she barked.

I was getting desperate to breathe and just when I thought I was going to pass out she lifted one finger and I drew in a desperate breath through one nostril. But as soon as I breathed out again, she put her finger back in place and I was unable to take another breath.

“This is a fun game, isn’t it boy!” she said, giggling, “Let’s see how much of this it takes to get your cock working again.”

Having her control and restrict my breathing might have been erotic if I hadn’t just come twice. I felt some arousal but the mere fact of me not being able to breathe wasn’t quite enough for my cock to perform for a third time.

Christine realized that breath play was not working and released me. She wasn’t deterred though and stood up and walked over to the picnic basket. From it she collected what looked like some think black wires and a box with some knobs on. She brought it over and lowered herself till she was straddling my thighs.

“I think some high technology is needed.” she said and started attaching the thick wires around the base of my cock. This was clearly some kind of electrical toy. She pulled the wires quite tight and then plugged them in to the box. After adjusting the knobs, she pressed a button and I felt a fierce series of little electric shocks, going right through my cock and balls.

It was a painful and weird sensation and my cock responded to being tortured immediately. It rose to attention as Christine upped power and shocked me over and over. The tightness around my cock also acted like an Arab Strap, keeping the blood inside my cock and strengthening the erection.

She moved forward to take my electric cock into her, by now, dripping vagina. Would she feel the electricity? I wondered. I didn’t have to wonder long as she squealed in pain and delight when the next set of shocks arrived.

“Oh my god, that’s amazing!” she yelled, arching her back.

She fiddled with the box, then set it aside. She must have put in on an automatic, random setting as it continued to zap us both at irregular intervals and at different levels of intensity. My poor cock had gone from being a willing participant to being a punished, bound, enslaved sex toy, …just like me.

Nevertheless, the poor fella was now painfully hard, and Christine was moaning in pleasure interspersed with yelps of pain until she came very noisily. She generously continued riding me until I staggered over the finish line myself. She switched off the power and released my abused cock. She took a few minutes to get dressed and have a drink before turning her attention back to me.

She took some wet wipes from the basket and cleaned me up before putting locking me in the chastity cage again. Then the zips were closed and the crotch straps tightened and I was back to being just a pony again.


Chapter 14

A Tougher Day.

The following day was very similar, at least at first. After sleeping bound in the stable I was awoken and led to what I now thought of as the washing room. Here I was retied with my wrists bound high and wide above me and my ankles secured wide apart. My catsuit was removed and I was washed all over. I was given ‘breakfast’ in the form of syringes holding some kind of brownish liquid. I had no idea what it was.

She removed my chastity cage and washed my cock rather less playfully than the day before and I was soon re-caged, re-suited and harnessed up again with my arms bound behind my back. She led me out into the courtyard and tethered me to a ringbolt in the wall and left me there.

I was left standing for a long time before she returned. She brought out the same cart as the previous day and hitched me in place. She untethered me, took her seat and we set off into the woods once again. This time there was no visit to the island but instead she took me on a longer tour of the whole estate. I had thought I knew the full extent of the woods behind the house, but Christine led me down a narrow path through some densely packed conifers and soon we were in a wilder area of woodland, much less landscaped.

There was still a well-maintained path which I managed in my hoof boots with no problem. Christine was in the mood to work me hard as she whipped me into a canter. It actually felt good to be able to run. Winding our way through along the track was very exciting. It twisted and turned through the trees and at the pace Christine wanted me to go going round corners was a bit of a challenge.

She was in no mood to let me be cautious either, every time I slowed or was a little hesitant at a corner I was very painfully struck on my rear. I was glad to be wearing the catsuit as it offered some protection. This was turning out to be a very different day. Christine clearly wanted some fun and to really push me.

We kept this up, going round and round the dense woodland for what felt like hours but was probably at most thirty minutes or so. Then she slowed me to a walk and guided me back through to the more park-like area of woodland I was familiar with. This time she did take me to the lake, but not to the island. We stopped by a group of trees that came almost to the lake shore. Then she unhitched me from the cart and led me by my reins to a pair of trees. She placed me so that I was standing between them.

After tying my reins to the branch, she went to the cart and came back with some rope. She untied my left arm and then, using some rope, tied my wrist cuff to another branch high to my left. Then she did the same with my right wrist. She pulled the ropes so tight I was almost hanging from my wrists.

Then she pulled my feet apart and used more rope to tether them to the trunks of the two trees. This just put even more strain on my arms. Just what, I wondered, was this all about? Some kind of torture session?

Christine stood in front of me, a smile on her face.

“Well, you have been worked hard, haven’t you!”

I nodded.

She walked behind me and thwacked me very hard on my rear with her carriage whip. I grunted with the pain.

“Don’t ever nod at me!” she said, “You are my pony. You are an animal. Never forget that.”

I wasn’t able to tell her how silly it was to say that while talking to me and expecting me to understand, like a human.

Christine’s anger was short-lived. She walked back in front of me and ran her hands over the latex of my catsuit. Then she leaned in and sniffed me.

“Hmmm, you are hot and sweating. I love the smell of sweaty latex in the morning!”

She then removed my body harness and unzipped the zips over my crotch, nipples and down my back.

“You did a good job in the wild woods but now I have a new game I want to play.”

She pulled my cock out and removed the chastity cage. Even though I was exhausted her touch soon had me growing hard. I had dreams of a post run blowjob but instead she brought a bag from the cart and knelt in front of me with it. The mask prevented me from seeing what she was doing.

I felt her fitting something around the base of my shaft. I thought this was maybe the same electric toy she had used the day before. Then I felt something being done to my inner thighs and belly.

Having finished at the front she went round behind me and pulled the catsuit away from my rear. Then I felt more things being added there. Nothing was painful so it wasn’t any kind of clamp, which was a relief. Once she finished, she zipped up the back of my catsuit.

“Just the final touch and then we can get you back on the road,” she said. She fished some things out of her jacket pocket and held them up for me to see. They were a pair of nipple clamps with silver bells attached to them!

“Aren’t they fun!” she exclaimed, “Now you can jingle all the way.”

She pinched my right nipple and applied the clamp. It did not hurt very much but then did something to it which made it grow much tighter. The damn things were adjustable!

Once she had put the other on my left nipple, she delighted in flicking the bells with her finger.

“That is so cute!” she said with a giggle, “I will have to add some more bells to you in future. Maybe one hanging from the end of your cock would be fun!”

The nipple clamps must have been the last item as she zipped up my catsuit though she did so slowly and carefully for some reason I could not see. I suspected she had wired up my cock so she could zap me but what she had been doing elsewhere I could not tell.

She untied me from the tree and bound my arms behind my back again and then released my feet. Then she hitched me up to the cart and off we went again. This time we made our way around the usual woodland paths. Initially at a walk and then Christine had me keep up a steady trot. This caused nipple bells to jingle, and I could hear her sniggering in delight behind me.

Then I was struck with a series of powerful zaps to my cock. I had guessed this was coming so only stumbled a little and was able to trot onward. Then came powerful waves of painful contractions in the muscles of my inner thighs and stomach. What the hell was this? I was not able to keep going and came to a halt.

“Why are you stopping, you lazy boy!” shouted Christine and gave me a sharp tap on the rear with the whip.

Then I felt a very painful series of shocks to my butt. I realized she had rigged up some kind of electrical stim pads! The effect was overwhelming. Waves of muscle stimulation, which I guessed came from TENS pads mixed with pain from whatever she had stuck to my rear. Added in with the zapping of my cock and all I could do was sink to my knees and whimper.

While I grovelled on the ground Christine sneered at me, or pretended to. I assumed she had some kind of remote control on her hand and as playing with it at my expense. In addition, she kept complaining about what a useless and lazy pony I was and landed regular thwacks on my helpless bottom with her whip. She used so much force that even with the cushioning effect of the catsuit the pain cut through even the agony from all the electrical torment.

“Get on your feet, you pathetic little worm!” she growled.

It was obvious she was not going to let up so with a huge effort I staggered to my feet and started to move forward. It was hard to walk, let alone trot and Christine was still whipping me and urging me to go faster. Just what the hell had got into her today?

The electrodes on my thighs were the worst, they were causing muscle contractions that were making walking really hard. I managed a pain-filled, shambling gait that was a half walk, half trot and with the queen bitch equestrian from hell behind me I managed to pull the cart all the way back to the house.

Only when we were back in the courtyard did she turn off the electrical torture. I stood, exhausted, and trembling as she unhitched me from the cart and took it back to the storeroom. Then she took me to the washing room and rebound my wrists wide above me, as usual. Then she removed my harness and hoof boots. She didn’t bind my ankles but instead left them free so she could remove my catsuit, releasing one wrist at a time to allow this, then retying them. Then she moved my feet a little apart and secured my ankles to the floor anchor points.

I was then relieved to feel her removing all the electrodes from me. I had been afraid she would make me sleep in my stable with them still in place so she could torment me during the night. She even removed the nipple clamps, which sent a shock of pain as the circulation returned to each tender nipple.

I expected her to give me a wash but instead she stood in front of me and said, “Well done! I gave you absolute hell today. I wanted to see how far I could push you and if that would break you. Yet even when I was torturing you on the way back you were still doing your best to pull the cart. I think the effort you made today and how hard you worked to be the best pony you could be for me deserves a reward.”

With that she knelt and started stroking my poor tortured cock. I tried to look down but the mask prevented me from seeing what she was doing. I felt her tongue licking my balls and my arousal grew. I was aching all over. I was sure my bum was covered with bruises, my nipples ached and surely where the electrodes had been there were angry red welts. But, despite my exhaustion and pain, having a beautiful girl go to work on my cock with her mouth made me forget all that.

Despite being in bondage all day, every day, I still felt the kinky pleasure of not being able to do anything about what she was doing. Being bound and helpless while Christine was clearly determined to make me cum what extremely erotic. I struggled in my bonds. Not to try to escape but to enjoy the feeling of being restrained. Writhing and tugging this way and that only reinforced my delicious feeling of helplessness. Christine laughed at me and then sucked harder on my shaft.

My arousal was almost painful. I did not want to climax too soon. This moment had become so wonderful that I wanted it to last as long as possible. But my body betrayed me, and an exquisitely powerful orgasm came all too quickly. Christine giggled and continued stroking and licking my deflating cock.

I relaxed a little and expected Christine to leave me alone but instead she kept on working on my manhood. Did she really expect that I could recover anytime soon? For quite a while her efforts seemed to be in vain, but she stuck to her task. Her stroking, sucking and teasing eventually saw my cock coming back to life.

She laughed in triumph and rather than push me to cum again she chose to spend time teasing me. She left my cock alone, stood up and went to work on my nipples. She took my left nipple between her teeth and bit down very gently. Then she slowly made the bite stronger and stronger until it was really painful. I tried to pull away but of course I was too securely bound.

She released me then pinched both of my nipples between her finger and squeezed. Then she pulled and twisted. It was painful but for some reason my cock found it hugely arousing. My erection was so hard it was almost hurting me.

Then, to add to my torment she let and just licked and sucked each nipple gently. This was a kind of slow torture. I really wanted release, but she was edging me with exquisite skill.

Her next trick was to walk around me, gently stroking my naked flesh. She patted my butt, then stroked her fingers over my back and down my thighs. She carefully avoided anywhere too critical and my erection started to wane a little. She must have noticed this because the next thing I felt was her tongue on my cock once again. She kept this up for seemed like hours. She would tease me until I was hard and ready then back and just stroke me. She was so good at it I wondered if she had had some kind of training!

Eventually she relented and sucked my cock to bring me all the way to an utterly exquisite release. After this I hung in my bondage, feeling sure that that was the end of what she had planned for me. Instead, I got a surprise.

“Well it’s been a while so I had better remove your mask.”

Oh! Was she going to free me? Was this game over?

I found myself actually feeling a little disappointed. I had just started to really get into the experience. It was tough but being the entre of Christine’s attention all day in this kinky game was something I found I was enjoying.

She produced a syringe of the kind she used to feed me. That surprised me. If she was taking my mask off, why did she need to use that thing? She pushed the syringe into my feeding tube and pumped the contents into me. Then she removed it and left me alone.

Where had she gone? What happened to removing the mask? I hung in my bonds wondering what was going on. Then, slowly, I started to feel odd. My vision swam and I started to feel dizzy. It was hard to think. It was a bit like being drunk, only worse. The bitch must have drugged me!

I was vaguely aware of Christine’s return. She carefully undid the fastenings and lacing on my mask and eased it off my head. The gag came free from my mouth, the feeding tube was pulled slowly out of my throat and the tubes pulled out of my nose. I wanted to speak but my mouth just couldn’t form any words.

She put down the mask and produced a wet cloth that she used to wash my face. I could feel the roughness of my face as she did so. I had grown quite a bit of stubble. I bet I looked awful.

Taking her time, she cleaned me up, then carefully shaved me. Once that was done, she fetched a bucket of warm water and shampooed my hair. Next, she examined my mouth. I bet my breath stank a little. A thought that in my addled state made me chuckle. She forced some mouthwash into my mouth and brushed my teeth.

I wondered if she was going to kiss me but in my drugged state it would have been a one-sided affair. Instead, once she had done all she could for me she took the mask to one side, sat down with it and gave it a thorough clean.

I hung in my bonds. I felt tired and thinking was very hard. It was a strange feeling. I was helpless, bound and drugged. I couldn’t think clearly enough to speak. All I could do was watch Christine as she worked on the mask, knowing that very soon it would be put back on me again, imprisoning me in my pony role. There was nothing I could do about it.

When she stood with the cleaned mask and approached me, I could not even turn my head away. She even had to lift my chin for me as she moved the mask into position. The feeding tube went down my throat and the gag and nostril tubes were eased into position. Christine was very careful and took her time to make sure everything was in the right place.

I felt the rubber press against my face and Christine laced and locked the mask in place. The laces tightening the mask, so it was very secure. She then gave me three syringes of fluids and food and left me for a while.

After about an hour I was starting to feel slightly better. I was able to put some weight on my feet and stand up without having to hang from my wrists. Christne re-appeared and put my harness back on me and released each arm and secured it behind my back. Once my feet were free, she led me to my stable, retied my wrists in front of me and locked me to a single ringbolt in the wall by a chain to my collar, and left me to get some sleep.


Chapter 15

Realisation

The next day was much more relaxed. Christine let me have a lie in and, aside from coming in to feed me few syringes full of …well, whatever was in them, she left me alone. I by now felt quite comfortable relieving myself in the straw. After all, I was not the one who had to clean it up!

It was hard to tell the passage of time, but I guessed it was early afternoon when I was cleaned up and harnessed to a cart again. This time just for a gentle drive around the grounds and down for another picnic on the island. Christine laid me on the grass and fucked me. There was none of the raw passion of the previous day. Maybe she was as tired as I was. The rest of the day involved me being left tethered in the courtyard for what felt like many hours and then more ‘food’ and then back to bed.

The day after was more active. I was roused in the morning, cleaned and readied for the day. This time there was no cart. She took me to an area of grassy field and attached a long rein to my mask’s bridle. She was also holding a very long whip. It looked like an outsize carriage whip.

She took position at the centre of the field and cracked the whip behind me shouting “Walk on!” I obeyed and began walking.

“Knees up!” she shouted, and I felt the whip bite into my left buttock. I tried to lift my knees but my efforts were not to her satisfaction and the whip struck home again, “Higher!”

I walked several circuits of the field until my knee lifting finally met with her approval. Then she moved on to increasing my speed, whipping me into a trot. At first, I just used my usual jogging gait but two hard thwacks to me rear and the shout of “knees!” had me straining to keep my knees up at this higher pace. It was very hard work. The field was flat and dry but the grass was not an easy surface to walk on in hoof boots, let alone trot.

I kept this up for what seemed like an eternity. She had me change my gate and tried to teach me more stylized ways of moving. What was all this about? I wondered. Was she going to enter me in a dressage competition?

My torture eventually came to an end, and I was taken back to my stable and given a drink. I was so hot and tired that the fact I could not taste the cold water made me more miserable than anything she had done to me with the whip. Left alone in my stable again it suddenly struck me that I had been in pony role past the end of the week. I counted back days and I was sure. Either she had arranged an extra few days with the owner’s consent or that crazy story she had told me was actually true. Could it actually be real? Was I now her prisoner and slave forever?

It didn’t seem possible. How would she be able to get away with it? I would eventually be reported missing, wouldn’t I? Or would I?

Who would miss me? I was due to start that master’s course in a few weeks. Would my non-appearance raise any queries? I lived alone in a rented flat, my rent was paid up for the next three months, when that ran out how long would it be before the landlord came calling?

I had no family to speak of who might miss me. My mom died a couple of years ago and my father and my stepsister had left us many years ago to move to the states. I hadn’t spoken to either of them in ten years.

I had a few friends from my first time at Uni, but I only saw them infrequently. Would they raise the alarm if I went quiet on social media or did not answer their calls? Maybe? Maybe not. I once read that over one hundred thousand people went missing in the UK every year. Even if I was reported missing would anyone investigate? How many of those one hundred thousand were investigated? Were they still missing? If they were I doubted very many had ended up as the imprisoned sex slave of a hot model, forced to live in permanent pony bondage in a stable!

Even if Christine was planning on doing exactly what she said, keeping me her prisoner indefinitely, then surely, she would not be able to keep it up forever. Keeping me fed, looked after, clean and securely bound every day, all day, would surely not be something she could keep up for weeks or months. Didn’t she have a life? Family? Friends? Did no-one else ever come to the house? It was a very big house. How did she keep it clean on her own?

What about the estate? It certainly showed sign of being maintained. Was there a gardener? One girl could not maintain everything. So, if she had a staff, even a small one, were they in on the plan? Willing to turn a blind eye while their boss kept someone as a prisoner. Also, if she had a staff, where were they?

The next few days went by with variations on a theme. She spent at least two hours each day cleaning, feeding and generally caring for me. In addition, she always had activities planned, ponycarting around the estate, schooling in the training ring, field or in the courtyard. Plus, of course, a lot of sex. She removed my mask for cleaning it and my head every three or four days. I was always drugged for this process.

She was extremely diligent about keeping me in bondage at all times. I never had the slightest chance to get myself free. I initially looked for any opportunity, any slip that would give me an opening to get free, but she had everything planned out in advance.

Did she possibly imagine I was having fun? If she knew I really wanted to be released, would she let me go? I came up with a plan. In my stable I spent ages one night re-arranging the straw and dirt on the floor. Far from easy in my bondage. When Christine came in the following day she was met with the words ‘Let Me Go!” written in straw and dust.

She just laughed, picked up a broom and obliterated the letters. That answered that question, I suppose. As the days went by, I was forced to accept that Christine had been entirely sincere in what she had said. The only way my captivity was going to end was if someone came looking for me or I found some way to escape.


Chapter 16

Reflections and a New Person.

The days rolled on and what at one time had seemed bizarre and unbelievable slowly became normal, and even routine. This was my new reality. I was a slave, a prisoner. My life was measured by what Christine chose to do with me. Sometimes that wasn’t much, on some days she just left me in my stable after cleaning and feeding me. On other days it was one helluva lot. Sometimes she would harness me up early in the morning and have me working all day.

The estate was larger than I had first thought. Aside from the woodland with the well laid pathways there was more land covered by forest where no paved paths existed. Some days she would harness me to what I thought of as the ‘off-road’ cart. It was light, strong and bult for running over rough terrain. She would replace my hood boots with ones fitted with grippy souls, more like hiking boots.

With this cart, pulled by me, we would go into the woods, finding a way through the uneven ground and undergrowth. It was hard work for me, but Christine loved it. There was a stream that ran through the woods, and we found several utterly beautiful spots where the stream would flow over a small waterfall, or loop around a rock formation. Sunlight would pierce the tree canopy and send beams of light to turn these beautiful spots into places of pure magic.

Over several trips to these woods we wore down a kind of pathway, or found the easiest route so that Christine could bring one of her picnic hampers with us and she could enjoy a meal in those idyllic surroundings. Sometimes she finished the visit by fucking me in different ways. One time she unhitched me from the cart and bound me spreadeagled on a large flat rock before straddling and riding me.

Another time she led me into a pool that was over a meter deep. The water was cold, but she managed to get my manhood to perform even under those conditions. There was a flooded cave where she pushed me down so my head was only just above water. Then she rode me in that position. The coldness of the water served to prolong the sex act for an incredibly long time.

The bondage was something I became so accustomed to it felt strange if any part of it was relaxed. When I was cleaned, she sometimes left one arm or the other free if she needed to put me in a latex catsuit. The freedom of that arm was so …odd, that I did not even try to use it to get myself free. My bondage was almost a comfort. It was the world I knew. I did not need to make any difficult decisions, or indeed any decisions at all. Christine and what she wanted was my whole world.

After what must have been several weeks Christine came into my stable. She had worked me all day and I was very tired and was lying in the straw, my arms bound in front of me and with a chain from a collar going to the usual ringbolt in the wall. She walked in and to my amazement another girl walked in with her.

“Here he is, in all his glory!” said Christine.

“That’s incredible! Chris, you actually did it!” said the new girl, who like Christine, was wearing a full equestrian outfit. She was taller than Christine, an hourglass figure, round friendly face and long golden blonde hair tied back in a ponytail.

Bound as I was, all I could do was lie in the straw and look up at the pair of them.

“I didn’t believe you would actually do it!” said the blonde, “I should have known better, Chris, you always get what you want.”

Christine looked insufferably smug, “Of course, cousin!”

“Has anyone come looking for him?”

“Not, yet,” replied Christine, “I spent some serious money on checking out his background. I don’t think anyone will come hunting for him, and if they do, they won’t track him here.”

“But aren’t there e-mails or texts about the film-shoot. Something someone may find on his laptop or ipad or whatever?”

“There were e-mails, yes. I had someone get into his flat, using his keys, and remove his computer and anything else that would lead here. They also used them to access his social media and erase anything that could give a clue as to what happened to him.”

The bitch! She had paid someone to burgle my flat! The one crumb of hope that I had someone would come looking for me was just snuffed out. Of course, she was saying this in front of me to make sure I knew what she had done.

Christine poked me with the toe of her riding boot, “Hey, lazy bones! This is my cousin Sara. As I am sure you have gathered, she is in on my plans to keep you as my permanent ponyboy. We have a little adventure in mind for you.”

She turned to Sara and asked, “Did you get everything?”

Sara smiled and nodded, “Oh yes, though given where we plan to park a towed horse-box was not going to work so I bought a horse transporter. Not a large one, it is just a little bigger than a transit van. I added the extra features inside.”

Christine looked delighted, “Awesome! This is going to be so cool!”

“Are you certain he won’t be able to escape? Or cause a scene?”

“Escape? Ha ha! No, certainly not,” laughed Christine, “As for causing a scene we will both have remote controls. If you think he is trying to attract attention or get help, zap him!”

I wondered what on earth they were talking about.

“What time does the parade start?” asked Sara.

“Ten AM, the assembly point is a private car park not far from Leicester Square. That’s where we will unload him. I understand there are quite a lot of ponies and carts going to be there so we will blend in with them. I’ll have my henchman stay with the transporter in case we need to get Mike out of there in a hurry.”

“You’re still calling him Mike? Haven’t you renamed him?”

“That’s a good point,” acknowledged Christine, “Got any suggestions?”

“You’re his mistress, he should be named by you. That’s traditional!”

“So, it was your idea to name your ponyboy Firefly?” asked Christine.

“Yes, that was because I whipped him so hard his butt glowed in the dark! But Darren isn’t with me anymore.”

I was fascinated by this conversation and actually surprised that the name Christine had given me in the film shoot wasn’t original, but an idea stolen from Sara.

“What? You let him go?” asked Christine.

“No, it was what he wanted. After hearing what you planned, I told Darren I wanted to try and have him live as my ponyboy full-time for a week or so, just for fun, as an experiment. He said the idea was too …overwhelming. I think he was scared. Anyway, he left me.”

“Ohh Sara, I’m so sorry,” said Christine, “That’s the advantage of my way of doing it. Mike is mine forever now. You should do the same.”

“What? ..kidnap Darren?” laughed Sara.

“If he is who you want? I’ll help! Though I think you could do better than Darren. Your place is almost as big as mine and you have a stable block.”

Sara sighed, “I’ll think about it. I have to admit it’s attractive.”

Wow, it was bizarre listening to two girls discussing the kidnap and enslavement of another man. Whoever Darren was, I hoped they didn’t get him.

“We have a long drive in the morning,” said Christine, “Are you staying the night?”

“If that’s OK. I have all my stuff with me, and the horse transporter is parked just outside your gates.”

“We’d best get it in and park it round the back here. I want to take a look inside and we need to load mister pony here where no-one can see.”

After they left my mind was reeling with the implications of what they had said. It sounded like I was going to be taken to London the next day, for what? A parade? How would they prevent me from attracting attention? Or escaping? All I needed to do was cause enough trouble that the police got involved. They would demand my mask was removed so they could talk to me and that would be the end of Christine’s game.

Surely Christine knew this. She had been so thorough and careful so far. What was her plan for tomorrow?


Chapter 17

Tests and Departure.

In the morning Christine and Sara roused me from sleep and took me to the usual room for washing me. Christine explained how her routine worked and how she kept me securely bound at all times. After washing and drying me, Christine brought out a box and placed it on a table nearby. She started producing a variety of objects and showed them to Sara, explaining their function.

“This is the basic crotch harness, it holds the anal electrode and the contacts and inserts for his cock. It also has the power supply and the antenna. These extra contacts are connected using thin wires and go on his stomach, thighs, bottom and lower back.”

“They look like some serious quality kit!” said Sara.

“Just more powerful versions of things I already had and optimized for pain. Even to the point of disabling him if needed. The really neat things are these...”

She held up what looked like two small black tubes.

“What are they?” asked Sara.

“They are expensive, that’s what they are. Also unique, I had to get them made overseas and imported. They are inserts for the nostril holes in his mask. They are remote controlled and have two functions. First, they include a sliding, rotating valve that can reduce or cut off his air supply. The second function has them release a sedative gas. Strong enough to make him very disoriented and woozy.”

“Wow, you think of everything, Chris!”

Christine turned to me, “You hear all that, my little pony? We are going on a trip to the SM pride march in London. We will have some pony carting fun in front of a large crowd. Maybe even be on TV. There will be lots of other ponies and carts there, so we won’t stand out. You will behave yourself at all times. If you seek to escape or try to attract attention you will receive hugely painful electric shocks. They can be ramped up to truly horrific levels. If that is not enough, I can cut off your air supply or gas you so you don’t even know your own name. Then my accomplice here will call my man with the van, so to speak, and we will take you away telling everyone you are ill or dehydrated or something.

“We have thought of everything. This is going to be fun for Sara and me and you will not ruin it for us, or there will be hell to pay for you. Both there and back here afterwards. If you be a good boy then afterwards, maybe, my beloved pony may get the evening off and a nice fucking from both me and Sara, if she is up for it.”

“Oh, I’m up for it!” said Sara with a laugh.

With Sara’s help they made me ready for my trip to London. The crotch harness was put on me before my body harness. Then sara held my head still while Christine pushed the inserts into the nostril holes of my mask. Once I was fully harnessed, with my arms bound behind me they took me out to the courtyard and tethered me.

“Right!” said Christine, “Let’s do a test. First, the nose valves.”

She had in her hand a rather complex looking remote controller and she showed its functions to Sara. Then pressed a control and immediately I started to find it harder to breath. I could still get air, but I was having to work harder to draw air down the nostril tubes inside my mask. It was actually starting to make me feel a little lightheaded.

Then another control was pressed and the air stopped altogether. I couldn’t breathe and a terrible sense of panic seized me. I shook my head but every attempt to get a breath just sucked the rubber interior of my mask tighter to my face.

I dropped to my knees. I was feeling like I would never breathe again. Suddenly a trickle of air started to some through. I had to work hard to breathe but I was getting air. My head cleared a little. I thought she would have restored my breathing fully, but she kept it at only a fraction of normal, making me work hard for every breath.

“There! That seems to work a treat.” said Christine, “That is set to ninety percent closed. He is breathing through an air passage one tenth the width he is used to, and it has totally disabled him.”

“How long can he stay like that?” asked Sara.

“So long as he is conscious, he should be fine. Yay! I have a new toy for controlling my baby!”

The restricted breathing was driving me mad. When Christine ordered me to get on my feet I could not comply. Even when she whipped me, I still could not do it.

“Give him more air, poor thing!” said Sara.

“I wanted to test how disabled he really was.” explained Christine. Then she touched the remote again and suddenly my breathing was back to normal. I stayed on my knees for a few minutes as I got my breath back and then got unsteadily back on my feet.

Christine was delighted, smiling broadly, “OK, that worked even better than I thought. Now let’s try this…”

I was convulsed with pain and immediately dropped to the ground. Electric shocks of a truly fierce nature were assailing my butt, cock, ass, stomach and thighs. I cried out into my gag though I doubted much noise made it out of the mask. I writhed on the floor.

Suddenly the pain stopped. I lay gasping as I slowly recovered. There was nothing pleasurable about that type and level of pain. This was no kinky fun kind of thing. This had been disabling agony.

“I think you call that a successful test!” said Sara, “Shall I bring the horse-van round now?”

“Yes, please, we need to be going.” replied Christine.

Once Sara had walked off, she knelt next to me, “I can’t guess how painful that must have been, my love. You may find this hard to believe, but I hate causing you pain like that. I want this trip to be as fun for you as it will be for me and Sara. For that to happen I need you to know, and know for fact, that there is no escape. There is nothing that you can do, or will be allowed to do, to get yourself free from me. Any thoughts along those lines you might have had had better be gone by now. They won’t do anything but cause you suffering and make me angry and disappointed in you.”

I lay on the ground feeling very sorry for myself as she said all this. Did she really think this was going to be fun for me? When the threat of suffocation or electrocution hung over me all the time.

I was still lying down when the horse-carrying van backed into the courtyard. Christine called out when Sara had got it far enough in. Sara climbed out and the two of them got me to my feet and into the back of the van. My legs were still weak, but it was obvious that was not going to be a problem.

The inside of the van was set up to carry a horse, and it had needed only a few extra items to be suitable for poor old me. There were heavy looking bungee cords hanging from strong anchor points in the ceiling and walls, plus there was padding at suitable points to make any animal, i.e. me, could not hurt themselves in there.

Sara took charge of hooking up the bungee cord to points on my body harness. I was soon pinned in position at near the front of the van’s cargo area. Sara left me there and went to help Christine load the pony cart into the van behind me and secure it with more bungee cords.

The back of the van was closed and locked and I was left on my own. I heard Sara and Christine climb into the front seats and then the van started up and off we went. Standing up in the van felt very odd. Each time we went around a corner the bungee cords held me fairly steady with just a little give. There were chords attached from the ceiling to rings on the shoulder straps of my harness so I could not even try to sit down.

I think whoever was driving, presumably Sara, was trying to give me a smooth ride. I had no real way to tell the passage of time, so I let the sway of the van and my helpless position lull me not into sleep but into a light doze. The only break in the trip was when the van stopped.

I wondered if we had arrived. Sara and Christine opened the back, and I was released from all the bungee cords and led out of the van. We weren’t in London, but in some kind of woodland. I could hear traffic not too far away. I guessed we must have turned off up a farm track or something.

The two girls led me to a secluded position behind some trees and removed some straps and unzipped my catsuit so that I could pee. I realized that I really did need a pee so let fly with great relief. That done and my catsuit and harness secured they gave me a drink via a syringe, and I was put back in the van and bungeed up again. Christine said in my ear that the next stop would be at the march in London.


Chapter 18

SM Pride

I knew were in London by all the traffic noise and the fact that the van kept starting and stopping. Eventually we arrived at wherever it was we were going. Sara and Christine climbed out of the van, and I could hear them talking to people. I assumed these were other participants of the march.

I must confess I was curious as to what it would look like. I had been vaguely aware of the SM pride march but did not know very much about it. Sara and Christine removed the bindings on the cart and heaved it out of the van. I was facing the wrong way so I could not easily see what was happening outside the back doors.

I could hear conversation and people talking to the girls as they assembled the cart. One person asked where their pony was.

“He’s still in the van, we’ll be bringing him out in a minute,” said Christine.

The person must have looked in at me as I heard his voice say, “Awesome! What a lucky pony to belong to you two.”

“He belongs to me!” said Christine.

“She may lend him to me occasionally,” said Sara, playfully.

I listened to all the noise and tried to estimate how many people were out there. It was hard to tell but it certainly sounded like a lot.

“Hi Dave!” I heard Christine say, “You made it!”

“Hi kid,” replied a gruff male voice, “I assume that’s your boy all tied up in there.”

“Duh, who else?” said Christine, and laughed.

“Hi, you must be Christine’s getaway driver,” said Sara.

“That’s right,” said Dave, “I just have to sit on my ass in the van until you call me.”

“If we need to call you. I bet things will go smoothly,” said Christine.

It was really weird to hear three people, essentially my three kidnappers, all talking so casually about me they were surrounded by so many other people. They must have got the cart assembled as I heard someone climb into the back of the van. Christine appeared next to me and started removing the bungee cords.

“It’s your big moment my beloved boy,” she said, “Time for you to shine. Just relax and enjoy it and behave yourself.”

She led me out of the van and into one of the most incredible sights I had ever seen. There were hundreds of people gathered. They were wearing all kinds of fetish gear, some of it really bizarre. There were plenty of other ponies too, and quite a few carts.

The carts and ponies were kind of gathering in a group and I guessed the idea was that we would all march together. Christine hitched me up to her cart, explaining to Sara how it was done. Dave was sent to drive the van to a wherever they were going to park it during the march.

Once I was hitched up there was nothing to do but wait for the start. Plenty of people came to Sara and Christine and struck up conversations. Other pony ‘owners’ came to look at our cart and how I was tacked up and bound. My mask drew a great deal of praise, oh if only they knew!

People started moving all in the same direction. I guessed the march was starting. Christine sat in the cart and took up my reins. Her whip touched my ass and I started walking. Sara walked alongside me.

We had started in a side-street. I did not know London very well, so I had no idea where we were. The march moved quite slowly and everyone in it seemed to be in a really happy mood. I had attended the Notting Hill Carnival once and this felt a bit like that.

The atmosphere was extremely cheerful. Everyone, or almost everyone as I wasn’t there by choice, was celebrating their rights to pursue consensual BDSM. It was ironic that one of the ponies there had not consented to anything.

I saw plenty of people filming the march on their phones, and when the march moved out onto a main road, I saw a couple of TV camera crews filming us.

After a while I recognized where we were. We were at the top of Charing Cross Road and heading south. I had visited here the previous year to visit the famous Foyles bookshop. Now I was pulling a cart down that same street along with hundreds of other people in BDSM costumes.

The march did not move very fast, and the road was an easy surface for my hoof boots. Several other ponies had similar boots, so we all sounded very equine as we moved down the street. Over time the party atmosphere and the fun aspect of being part of such a kinky parade through the iconic streets of London got to me and I realized I was having fun.

The threat was still there of what would happen to me if I misbehaved. Did I want to though? If the chance came for me to get away safely, sure. But given what even trying might cost me I pushed the thought to the back of my mind.

We eventually all turned into Leicester Square. A lot of familiar sights and an even bigger crowd. The march had swelled as more people had joined in. The march slowed and broke up into a kind of massive party. Christine and Sara were approached by a variety of people. Some of them were fellow pony people. One middle aged woman came up wearing a similar riding outfit to Christine’s. She had a ponyboy in tow on the end of some reins. He too was wearing some kind of pony mask plus a latex catsuit and body harness. His arms were in a leather armbinder, and he was wearing hoof boots very similar to my own. It was weird looking at him. I had a silly momentary insight to how women felt when they saw someone wearing the same dress at a party.

He was also harnessed to a cart, though it was not as nice as the one Christine was using. The woman started asking Christine and Sara about the cart and where she had got it. I guessed the cart was of more interest to her than the ponyboy harnessed up to it. She already had one of those of her own!

This became the pattern for the next hour or so, kinky people coming up to talk to Christine and Sara to discuss the finer points of pony cart design and ponyplay tack. My mask drew quite a few admiring comments on its quality. My harness, tail, hoofboots and arm binding all seemed very similar to several other ponies I could see and did not attract much interest.

From my point of view this was becoming all a little boring when a sense of excitement swept through the gathering as a number of news crews turned up. These looked very professional and seemed interested in seeking out people to interview.

I could see some people retreating from the film crews. Maybe they didn’t want to be on the evening news and be identified walking through London in fetish gear. Others seemed more enthusiastic.

Suddenly I heard a voice from beside me say, “Hello, I am Hillary Cartwright from the BBC, would it be OK if we interview you?”

“Yes, that would be fine!” I heard Christine say.

“Oh great, can you tell me your names?”

“My name is Christine, and this is my friend Sara.”

“And your …pony?”

“Oh, he’s just an animal.” replied Sara and laughed.

“Does he have a name?” asked Hillary.

“Oh, of course, his name is Toby.” replied Christine.

Toby? That sounded more like a dog’s name. I actually felt offended.

“Can we talk to him?”

“You can talk to him, but he won’t answer,” explained Sara.

“Is that because he’s a pony? He is in role as a pony?”

“Yes, and also because he is gagged inside that mask,” said Christine.

“Oh!, Oh right.” said Hillary, a little surprised. Though we were surrounded by people in various kinds of bondage gear, some of whom were also gagged, so she shouldn’t have been surprised.

This conversation was going on to my left and behind me so I could not see anything. Was this my chance to escape? If I was going to do anything then having a BBC camera crew filming me was the best chance, wasn’t. But what would happen? What even could I do? Both Sara and Christine had remote controls that could asphyxiate me, disable me or even knock me out with some kind of gas.

What would happen then? Probably the girls would call for the van and they tell everyone I had fainted, and they needed to get me medical help. No-one would assume or suspect I was a kidnap victim, a slave. Who would kidnap someone and then bring them to central London to be interviewed by the BBC?

If ever I was going to do something about my captivity this was my only chance and I knew in my bones that it would not work. All it would do was earn me the wrath of Christine. I would be back on her estate, locked down so securely I would probably never even see daylight again.

I felt something shift inside me. My viewpoint of the world changed. I was a captive, a prisoner, a slave and there was nothing I could do about it. Christine had me so securely bound and so thoroughly controlled that I had no way out. The spark of rebellion that I had felt was still alive within me died at that moment. Letting that spark go was both depressing and also liberating. A very strange combination of feelings. There was nothing I could do, not even there in the middle of a busy city.

While I was having this epiphany Christine and Sara were rapidly making friends with Hillary from the BBC. They had told her all about ponyplay, the cart design, my tack and their own outfits. They then invited Hillary to drive the cart.

“Could I?” asked Hillary, clearly delighted and probably thinking how cool it would make her look on television. Christine said the march was due to continue out of Leicester square, make its way back up to Oxford Street and then back to its starting point. They offered to let Hillary drive the cart at least part of the way.

“Oh my! Could!?” gushed Hillary, “I don’t really have the right clothes.”

“That’s Ok, Hillary, you really only need this.” said Christine.

I could not see what ‘this’ referred to but I was willing to bet it was the carriage whip!

I felt the cart shift as Hillary got into it and Christne gave her a quick rundown on how to drive a pony-cart. It was just in time as the march was starting to exit the square. Under Christine’s guidance Hillary snapped the reins and told me to walk on. I obeyed and set off at the same slow speed as the people around me.

“When do I use this?” asked Hillary, not doubt referring to the whip.

“Really you should only use it if he is a bad pony or if you need him to go faster.” Answered Sara.

“Is he a bad pony?” asked Hillary.

“Generally, he is a very good boy, but for purposes of ...public interest, I am sure he won’t mind you treating him as though he is a bad boy.” said Christine, and I could hear the smile in her voice.

“Does he like being whipped then?” asked Hillary.

“He loves it!” said Sara.

“OK then!” said Hillary sounded a little excited.

The tap she gave me with the whip was so gentle I hardly felt it.

“Do you think I hurt him?” asked Hillary.

“No, Hillary. I bet he didn’t even feel that. You have to whip him properly.” explained Christine.

The whip landed with more force the second time. Enough to make me feel it but still much less painful than when Christine was whipping.

“This is so much fun!” said Hillary, “I love the view I am getting!”

Was all this being filmed for the BBC news I wondered? Would the BBC news that evening show Hillary driving a ponyboy through the streets of London? All the while totally unaware that the pony was a kidnap victim, wired up with pain and suffocation devices to ensure his obedience?

But I had made peace with it. Whatever reason she had for coming to this event she had made totally sure that I would know I could not escape. Letting go of that need to break free had allowed me to relax and actually enjoy what was happening. It was fun pulling the cart through London. It was also amusing and fun to be giving a ride to a BBC reporter! If ever what had been done to me became widely known, then what on earth was that reporter going to feel like?

When we reached Oxford Street Hillary seemed determined to drive the cart all the way back to our van but Christine persuaded her that enough was enough. Hillary thanked us with good grace and with a final “Bye bye Toby, thanks for the ride!” she and her camera crew headed off.

Christine allowed Sara to drive the cart the rest of the way back. Back at the van, the number of people from the march was greatly reduced. Some had likely made their way home by different routes. I was unhitched from the cart and secured with bungee cords in the front section of the van. My tack was not removed so most time was spent dismantling the cart so it could be loaded up. Dave helped with this then said his goodbyes and departed. The two girls were left to seal up the van and drive home.

And so ended my fifteen minutes of fame! Also ended, probably, was any chance I had of ever escaping my pony slavery.


Chapter 19

Reward and a New Regime

The trip back was without incident. I could just about hear Sara and Christine talking in the front of the van and it was clear they were delighted with how the day had gone. I was feeling hugely conflicted. I had known that I had no real chance of escaping, but it was hard to shake the idea that there might have been something I could have done. By not even trying was I a coward?

Also, I had enjoyed the event. I could not deny it to myself that the whole thing had been fun. What did that mean for what was going on in my head. Was I accepting my captivity? Was I even starting to enjoy this life?

I still was sure that I wanted to be free, I told myself. Was I wrong to find any part of my situation enjoyable? I wrestled with this all the way back. When we arrived at Christine’s home the van was driven around to the courtyard and backed up to the stables.

The back door was opened and the two girls ignored me while they unloaded the cart and took to the cart store. Only when that was done did Christine climb into the van and release me.

Once out of the van Christine said to Sara, “You go inside and put the kettle on. I will just settle our pony in his stall.”

Christine led me through into the stable block and into my stall. Once there she tied my reins to a ring bolt and then put her arms around me and gave me a hug. I could see that she had a tear in her eye.

“Oh baby! I am so pleased with you. I am so proud of you. You went the whole day and did not even give a hint of trying to escape. You did your best and gave me a fantastic day, and Sara too! You have a rest for a while and then we will be taking all the control gear off you. I promise I won’t ever be using it on you again. Now that I know I don’t need to. Finally, you have accepted your life here and I could not be happier. I love you so much my ponyboy!”

She kissed me on the nose of my mask and then left me on my own. For a while I just settled down. The reins gave me enough play to lie down on the blanket that covered the pile of straw. I actually had drifted off to sleep by the time the stall door opened, and Christine and Sara walked in.

I started to rise but Christine put her booted foot on my chest and pushed me back down.

“Down boy, we don’t want you on your feet for this.” she said, with a smile.

The two girls knelt beside my prone form and set to work removing my tack. Christine removed the plugs from my masks’ nostrils. My hands were retied above my head using locking cuffs like by a chain to the wall. My body harness was removed and the catsuit unzipped so that all the electrodes could be removed. Then I was turned over and the electrical punishment gear removed from my rear.

“There now,” said Christine, “All better. Now it’s time for a very good boy to get his reward.”

The chastity cage was removed from my cock, and it was Sara who had first go. She lowered herself and took my cock into her mouth and started working on it with her tongue. Christine unzipped the catsuit zips that covered my nipples and then took my left nipple between her teeth and started to nibble it.

I just lay back, helpless and let them do whatever they wanted. I really had no choice. I loved having my nipples played with and my cock was very happy about meeting Sara for the first time!

Both girls took their time, they had been teasing me for what seemed like hours before either of them took off their jodhpurs. They had swapped placed several times, Christine’s mouth working on my cock while Sara suckled on each of my nipples in turn. Then they turned me over and spanked me.

With the zip of my catsuit open they were able to reach my anus and Sara proved that she was no stranger to what a woman could do to a man with her fingers. I had never experienced prostate massage before, and it just about blew my mind. They still managed to do all this and keep me on the painfully aroused state of not quite reaching orgasm. When they stripped naked Christine settled herself astride me and eased my cock into her incredibly wet and tight sex. As she rode me Sara decided to help matters along by biting my nipples, really hard!

I tried to hang on but rose to a wonderful climax very quickly. This did not seem to bother the girls at all as they simply kept on working on me. Within a few minutes my cock, who was having one the best says of his life, came back into action and the whole process started again.

This wasn’t about their pleasure, I realized. They were doing the best they could to give me a real reward. I don’t know how long it was, how many hours or even how many times I came. But I was so wiped out at the end they girls could hear me gasping through the masks’s nostrils.

When they stood up and dressed again, Christine kissed the nose of my mask while Sara put a blanket over me. They didn’t untie my hands, they just left me in that position.

After they had gone, I fell rapidly asleep. I was jerked awake some hours later by the girls return. What on earth did they want now? I wondered.

What they wanted was round two! As the first light came into the stable block from the dawn a poor helpless ponyboy was fucked by two beautiful girls for hour after hour for the second in the same night. After they had left me the second time, I lay sprawled, bound, sweating and smelling like the aftermath of an orgy.

Maybe life as a pony slave had its benefits.


Chapter 20

The Fall

After the highlight of the SM Pride march life settled down into a rhythm. In the following weeks my days consisted of being fed and watered, exercised, washed and generally well cared for. There were no punishments and no cruelty. I think Christine felt some kind of resolution had been achieved by the trip to London. My good behaviour and acquiescence had convinced her that I was accepting my fate.

There was less tension about how she treated me. She was still careful to never allow me any freedom. Whenever my bondage was removed and renewed during washing there was never a moment when escape was a possibility. The difference was it had become just the way things were, part of our normal daily routine.

Being drugged so she could take off my mask was still something I hated, but it was clear she felt it necessary. I needed to be cleaned and shaved, and she did not want to ever give me the chance to speak.

Summer turned into Autumn and in order to keep me warm she put a double layer on me of spandex catsuit with a thicker latex catsuit over the top. My tail was renewed with fresh glue after the old glue finally failed. She had originally told me that the glue was permanent and maybe that is what it had said on the bottle, but weeks of sweaty ponying had been too much for it. She cleaned me up, removed the last of the old glue and re-glued the tail in place.

She even found ways to make sure my arms did not suffer too much from being bound for long periods. She set up exercise equipment to which I could be bound with my wrists cuffed in place. I did not want my arms to weaken so I cooperated and exercised diligently every time this was done. My accepting attitude helped reinforce Christine’s belief that I was becoming if not a willing slave, then at least one that who accepted his fate and did not fight against it.

As the leaves turned brown and gold the woods behind the house became a riot of autumnal colour. Being driven round the woods with sunlight streaming through the leaves was a pure joy. When the leaves fell, however, it created extra work for me. Also, admittedly, for Christine. She wanted the paths through the woods kept clear. She had a kind of agricultural-looking cart with brushes attached to it that would sweep the paths. She hitched me up to it and drove me around the entire estate every few days, sweeping the paths. The leaves kept piling up, so she attached a very wide rake to another cart and we used that to gather the worst of the piles together, which Christine then burned.

Thus began a range of ponying duties that involved work rather than fun. The falling leaves revealed a few trees that needed attention. I would have expected Christine to hire professional tree surgeons to deal with the chainsaw work that needed to be done. Instead, she was determined to do the work herself.

Was she concerned about having workmen on the grounds while she was holding a young man prisoner as a pony? Whatever the reason, I was soon put to work pulling a four wheeled cart loaded with tree limbs that Christine was enthusiastically removing. The lower branches that needed to be cut she was able to reach quite easily, though sometimes she used a ladder.

I was very worried when she started to climb some of the trees to get at wind damaged limbs that were higher. She was doing this without any kind of safety equipment. I had to admit, though, that she climbed trees with great skill and confidence. I bet she had been climbing the trees on this estate all her life.

One day I was standing at the base of a large oak tree that Christine was working on. I was hitched up to a cart that was already half full of limbs removed from an Elm she had worked on earlier. The oak was a magnificent specimen. I guessed it must be one of the oldest trees on the estate. The damaged limbs were a good forty feet above the ground. A gale earlier in the year had broken off some limbs and two were split and half hanging loose.

Christine climbed the tree with easy confidence while I watched from below. She had some rope with her, but that was not for any safety reason but to attached to any limb she intended to cut in case it snagged on another limb as it fell and needed to be pulled loose. For herself she was wearing just jeans, a sweater and an old pair of trainers. The chainsaw awaited on the ground with a rope tied to it. The other end of the rope was looped around Christine’s waist. When she reached the part of the tree she wanted to work on she would haul up the saw, then lower it afterward so she didn’t have it encumbering her while she climbed up and down.

The first part of the climb was easy for her as the oak tree was a giant with many irregularly shaped limbs. She was quickly among the higher limbs and climbing up to where the damage was. She moved with ease. I think one of the reasons she did this work herself was because she loved doing it.

She reached her target position, settled herself against a tree limb and hauled up the chainsaw. I watched from below as she started the saw and cut through the split limb. It fell to the ground about twenty yards from where I stood. Christine started lowering the chainsaw when the limb she was leaning against began to break.

It must have some splitting damage of its own because I watched it split along its length under Christine’s weight. Christine had nothing to grab onto as the limb bent downward. She wasn’t tethered to the tree either. The limb swung downward and poor Christine could do nothing but fall.

I watched in horror as she fell. She crashed into lower branches twenty feet lower and was spun around. Then she crashed into more limbs before landing with a heavy thud next to the limb she had severed. The chainsaw, thankfully inactive, landed a few feet away.

She lay motionless. I ran to her, drawing the heavy cart behind me. I knelt beside her and tried to see the extent of her injuries. She was bleeding from a deep gash in her forehead and her left arm was twisted in a very unnatural way. I could see she was still breathing though.

What the fuck did I do? I was bound and harnessed to a cart full of wood and no-one else was anywhere near. I knew from experience that the way my arms were bound was not escapable. Was there anything in the stable block that I could use to get free? Some tool or something sharp that could cut into the leather straps?

I headed back to the house as fast as I could go. The doors to the courtyard were open and I headed inside but when I got around to the stable block, I saw that all the doors were closed. I had no leverage, no way to grasp anything. Even if the doors were unlocked, I could not turn the door handles.

I had to get help. For all I knew Christine’s injury may be life threatening, she may have a fractured skull or internal bleeding. Whatever she may have done to me the idea of her dying was filling me with anguish.

The only way I could think of get any kind of help was to head down to the main road. Maybe I could get a car to stop. I headed out of the courtyard and ran along the driveway that led around the side of the house, connecting the front to the back. I sped down toward the main gates.

How the hell was I going to get those gates open? There was a high wall on each side I had no chance of getting over. I had to get through the gate. When I had arrived, they had been opened electrically. There must be some control on the inner side. There was a hut beside the gate. Was the control inside there?

The hut door was closed but the door looked nothing like as strong as the stable doors at the house. Maybe I could just kick the damn thing open. I took a deep breath and kicked at the door. Hoofboots were probably ideal footwear for the task. The metal horseshoe on the sole left a deep gash in the wood. I kicked again and again with all the force I could manage. Suddenly the door crashed open and part of the locking mechanism went flying apart and pinged off the far wall inside.

I headed for the doorway and managed to get inside. The cart behind me, though, collided with the doorframe and stopped me. I looked around inside the hut and saw some controls on a wall. They were helpfully labeled with two big green buttons marked ‘open’ and ‘close’. The only problem was I could not reach them because of the damn cart!

Maybe I could reach with my foot. I pushed forward as much as I could and lifted my right ‘hoof’. The cart shafts actually helped me balance as I stood on one leg. I was only just able to reach and pushed the sole of my boot into the open button. I was reward with the sound of the gate opening!

I tried to back up but I found I was now jammed in the doorway. Looking back, I aimed a backward kick at the door jam. I had to strike it many times before the wood split. I kicked it again and again then the doorframe upright split away from the wall and the cart came free!

I backed out of the hut and ran out of the gate. Great, I had done it! But now I needed to flag down a car and get someone to untie me. This had to happen soon, I did not know how badly Christine was hurt.

But, at first, there was no traffic at all. I waited for what felt like ages before an old blue Toyota came trundling around a corner. I put myself in its path and the driver slammed on the brakes. But instead of getting out the driver, an elderly gentleman, just stared at me through his windscreen.

He started his car moving and tried to drive around me, but I moved to block him again. The cart I was pulling let me block almost the whole road. The driver must have realized I wanted him to stop and he stopped his car again and opened his car door.

“What the fuck are you doing?” said the old man.

I turned and showed him my bound arms.

“Get out of the way you idiot! I almost hit you!” he yelled, sounding very angry.

“I think he wants help.” said an old female voice from inside the car.

“What? He’s just some idiot playing …god knows what kind of games.” said the old man.

The passenger side door opened, and small plump old woman got out. She looked to be about eighty with a plaid skirt and pink sweater and grey hair tied up in a bun.

“Do you need help?” she asked.

I nodded.

“See Dereck, he needs help!”

Dereck emerged from the car and the two of them walked up to me. Dereck did not look happy about it. He was a red-faced old man. A little less portly than his wife and wearing jeans and an incongruous tweed jacket.

“What can we do for you?” said the old woman.

I again turned and showed my bound arms.

“You want us to untie you?” she asked. My god, I thought, these two are not the brightest pennies in the box.

I nodded once again.

The old woman started fumbling with the cuffs and did not seem to be getting anywhere.

“Oh, come here Phyllis, let me do it,” said Dereck and I felt a much more sure and strong pair of hands undo the cuffs. The elbow cuffs came free followed by the wrist cuffs. Then he undid the mitts on my hands.

Once my hands were free, I felt a flood of relief. I reached up to the rear of the mask and tried to remove it. I undid the ties at the back but then I found a zip with a damn padlock on it. I had not realized the mask was locked onto me! I pointed at the lock, and the elderly couple took a minute to catch on.

“Hang on man,” said Dereck, “I have some tools in the car.”

Indeed, he did! He retrieved an impressive toolbox from the boot of his car. After rummaging in for a minute he produced a small pair of bolt cutters that made short work of the padlock. I unzipped the back of the mask and gingerly removed it. The tubes pulled free from my nose as I pulled the mask forward. The last thing to be removed was the breathing tube which pulled free and hung like a white snake from the mask. The old couple’s eyes were on stalks.

At last, I could talk!

“Please, phone an ambulance. I have a …a friend up at the back of the house. She is badly injured. She fell from a free.”

Derek was the first to recover his composure. He took out a mobile phone and started dialing.

“Are you alright young man?” asked Phyllis.

“I am now!” I said with feeling, “I am now!”

“What’s the name of the house?” asked Derek.

“It’s called the Benford estate.” I replied. I was amazed to realize that I remembered the postcode and gave it to Derek. That photoshoot seemed such a long time ago.

“Right,” I said, “I need to get out of this.” and pointed to the cart. I reached around and with Derek’s help I unhitched myself from the cart. Once free of it I pushed it into the ditch on the far side of the road, so it wasn’t blocking anything.

“I need to get back to Christine!” I said and started jogging back up to the house.

Rather than drive away, Derek and Phyllis got into their car and drove past me up to the house. They got out and followed me round the side and into the woods. When I got to where Christine was still lying Phyllis ran to her side and started examining her.

“Does she know what she is doing?” I asked Derek.

“My wife used to be a nurse. She knows what she is doing.”

Then he looked me up and down, “I think you should get changed, young man. If you want to go with your girl to hospital.”

“Yes, thanks….a good idea.” I said.

I ran back up to the house wondering if my clothes were even still there. Maybe Christine had got rid of them. The back door to the house was open and I ran to my room. The one I had so briefly occupied when we were working on the fake shoot.

My stuff was still there! I undid the boots as quickly as I could. It felt really strange to not be wearing them. Then off came the harness and catsuits. Removing the tail was a real problem. I didn’t have time to go finding the release agent and I wasn’t even sure it would work on the new glue. In the end I just heaved on the latex base and ripped it off me. It took all my strength to do it and the pain was extreme. Blood came from where I had pulled off a layer of my own skin and I had to grab some duct tape and improvise a quick dressing.  I really needed a shower too, but I didn’t have time. I threw on some jeans and a t-shirt and my jacket. I put my shoes on and grabbed my phone and wallet and ran back out of the house, just as an ambulance, lights flashing, was driving past the side of the house, following directions being waved by Derek.

By the time I reached the woods the medics were working on Christine and getting her onto a stretcher. They asked me if I wanted to accompany her to the hospital and I realized that I did. After Christine was loaded inside I quickly but effusively thanked Derek and Phyllis and climbed into the ambulance.

The trip to the hospital was pretty exciting. They went blue lights and sirens and really shifted. The medics in the back were busy with Christine and I didn’t want to interrupt them. While I was rejoicing in finally being free, I had a pit of fear in my heart regarding Christine.

Why did I feel this way? This girl had imprisoned and tortured me. She had used me as a slave. If she had not fallen from that tree how long would she have kept me that way? Years maybe?

But I looked at her lying in the ambulance, an oxygen mask on her face and tubes going into her and all I could feel was fear that she was not going to be OK. I had thought I loved her before, before she kidnapped and enslaved me. I had assumed I hated her in the days since, but now I knew that I had never stopped loving her. Despite everything, she still meant the world to me.

At the hospital we were soon separated. I sat in a waiting area while she was whisked into the bowels of the hospital. After an hour a doctor came and told me that they had found a severe bleed on her brain and that she would be going for emergency surgery. He gave me her personal effects, which included her phone, keys and purse.

I asked how long it would be before I could see her, and he said probably not until the following day. I used Christine’s phone to call a taxi and headed back to the estate.


Chapter 21

Picking up the Pieces

It was almost dark when I got back to the house. The gate was still wide open, so I went into the damaged hut and pushed the ‘close’ button to close it. I walked up to the dark house and went around the back. I hoped no opportunistic burglar had taken advantage of the gate being open and the door unlocked but after a quick search I was sure the place was deserted.

I put Christine’s effects in her bedroom and went back to my own room. I found my phone and started it charging. I had given the hospital my number, so I wanted to be able to answer if they called.

Walking around the house felt really strange. This was where Christine had spent her time while I was locked away in the stable block. I was struck with a sudden thought. I had no idea of the date, or how long I had been imprisoned. Once my phone had some charge it told me the date was December the seventh. I had been imprisoned as a pony for four months!

I settled down on the sofa to think. Christine had a laptop computer, and I used it to do some searching. My first task was to check my e-mail. That proved to be depressing. There were contacts from a few modelling websites about possible modelling jobs. There were several mails from the University telling me I had lost my place on the master’s because I hadn’t turned up to enroll. There were no messages from friends or anyone wondering where I had gone.

I was a little surprised to see no messages from my landlord. I would have missed rent payments but there were no reminders. Well, that was a mystery to solve the following day. Before I went to bed and went around the house and stable block to make sure all the doors were locked.

In the morning, I made myself some breakfast. Even though it was only toast, fried eggs and bacon it tasted better than anything I had ever eaten. I hadn’t tasted any food for months! I made coffee and the flavour was so intense it blew my mind. Of all the things I had lost, tasting food and drink was the worst.

I remembered about the lumber cart and walked down to the gate. I opened it and retrieved the cart. I hauled it back up to the house and left it round the back. I saw that I left the pony mask in it the day before. I picked it out of the cart and took it into the house.

Nothin had symbolized my captivity more than the mask. I had lived inside it twenty-four seven. I fingered the leather and latex. It was still an impressive object and had probably cost Christine a lot of money. I toyed with the idea of destroying but somehow, I could not do it. Instead, I left it on the dining table.

I gathered up all my stuff, packed my bag, and called a taxi. I told it to take me to the hospital. Once I got there I asked about Christine and was told she had been in surgery for many hours and was now in an induced coma in intensive care. They asked if I wanted to go and see her.

Intensive care was on the top floor of the hospital, and I had to be buzzed into it. The nursing staff made me leave my bag and coat by the reception desk and I was escorted to Christine’s bed-space. There was a nurse by her bedside who offered me a chair.

I sat and looked at what had become of my captor. Christine looked a lot worse that when I had last seen her. The surgery had obviously required them to cut off some of her hair and there were large dressings on her head. Her face also looked very bruised. One arm was in a high-tech plastic caste and so, to my surprise, was her right leg. I had not realized that she had broken a leg. A breathing tube was in her mouth and there was the incessant beep and hiss of medical equipment.

“How long will she be in the coma?” I asked the nurse.

“There is no way to tell. In cases like this I have seen I would guess, maybe at least a week or two. It could be longer. The prognosis is good, though. It’s just that her recovery will be slow.”

I sat by her bedside for three hours. I did not know what to do with all the thoughts running round my head. This woman had inflicted so much on me. She had caused me so much pain, taken away my freedom, even tortured me. My mind went back to the horrible measures she had used to control me on the trip to London.

But she had been dedicated to me. I had been the centre of her world. When she had said she loved me I believed her. And I had to admit the sex had been amazing.

What did I do now? Call the police? I could probably prove what Christine had done. But did I want to see her behind bars? I knew that I did not.

Eventually I left the hospital and set off on the long journey on public transport back to my flat. When I reached it that evening, I opened the door and everything was exactly as I had left it. Well, the contents of the fridge was deeply upsetting but otherwise everything was in order. I had picked up some post from the foyer but none of it was of interest.

I dug out my tatty old laptop and went online. I saw that all my bills were up to date and there was money in my bank account. I had actually been paid for that spurious film shoot! I did not see any rental payments since the one four months ago, so I phoned the landlord.

When I got through, he explained that he had been contacted by someone who said that I had secured a long term acting assignment in the USA. The person, who he described as having a posh accent, had paid my rent for a full year.

That had obviously been Christine. But why had she done that? If she, as she had said, been planning on keeping me as her slave forever, then why bother looking after my flat? I was sure she was rich but my rent for a full year was no small amount of money.

While Christine was in a coma, of course, I was not going to be getting any answers. All I could do was try to get my life back in order.

Over the next few days, I looked for work. I updated my profile on a few modelling and media recruitment sites and hoped that something would come in. I also phoned the hospital every day to get an update on how Christine was doing.

Two weeks went by, and I got a couple of small jobs modelling for online clothes stores. Easy work, but boring. That brought in enough money to keep me going while hoping for something better to come along.

It was in the third week that the hospital contacted me with a message to say that Christine had recovered consciousness. I told them thanks and asked a few more questions. After the call I wondered why they had contacted me. Surely Christine had family. I was not her next of kin. I had ridden with her to the hospital and visited her once in ICU but that was all.

Did they think I was her partner or something? Maybe her family did not know what had happened to her because I had been put down as her next of kin. That made me feel a little guilty. I started doing some digging around online to see what I could find out about her. Her name did not throw up anything until I thought to use name of the Benford estate. That threw up results!

Christine was an orphan! Her parents had died four years earlier in a plane crash. She was their only child and had inherited a fortune. Not just the house and the grounds but three other large houses, including one in Switzerland! I tried looking for other family and I found she had a maternal grandfather still living but he was in a nursing home in the USA. She had a few cousins and second cousins, but the only one of them that was in the UK was Sara. Aside from Sara and me, she seemed to have no-one else. That was actually quite sad.

She was going to go home form the hospital to that empty house and find, of course, that I was long gone. What would she do then? Try to get in contact? She obviously knew where I lived.

What would I do if she called me? What would I do if she turned up my front door? I had already decided not to involve the police.

How did I feel about her? In the weeks since the accident she had always been on my mind. I was still angry at what she had done. I was also more than a little scared of what she would do when she was well again. Would she stalk me, or try to kidnap me? From what she had said she was obsessed with me. Maybe the right thing to do would be to move to a new area and change my name!

I needed to know how she was doing and when she would be back at her house. I phoned the hospital every other day and they continued to inform me as to how she was doing. I guess even though she was awake Christine had not told them I wasn’t her next of kin. Just what did that mean?

I was filled with so many conflicted feelings. When she had been in a coma I had been filled with dread that she might die. I knew that I still had feelings for her but was also angry and appalled at what she had done to me. What would she do when she went home? What would I do?


Chapter 22

Resolution

A week after Christine was released from hospital and returned home I found myself standing at the gate to the Benford estate once again. I took a deep breath and pushed the call button. Nothing happened for a minute or two and then the gate slowly opened. I paused before walking through. I started to walk up the drive, stopping only to watch the gate close behind me.

The door to the hut inside the gate was still smashed. I guessed Christine hadn’t had time to get that repaired. I walked up to the front door of the house. I had gone over and over what I planned to do and what I planned to say. Though a lot depended on what she would say when she saw me. That was assuming she didn’t have some hired men waiting to pounce on me or was hiding in the ornamental gardens with a tranquilizer gun.

I rang the doorbell and waited. I didn’t have long to wait as Christine opened the door almost immediately.

“Mike,” she said, “Er ..hi.”

She still looked unwell. Her hair had been cut for the surgery, and it was looking lopsided as a result. She was wearing a pair of loose fit jeans and a t-shirt.

“Hi Christine,” I said, “Can I come in?”

She backed up to let me enter. I walked into the hallway and looked around.

“How are you feeling?” I asked, the tension in the room was electric.

She laughed, “What a question! …Sorry, yes ..I am feeling much better. Do you want a coffee?”

The polite hospitality was so incongruous I almost burst out laughing but I accepted, and we went and sat in the kitchen. We sat in silence for a while, each with a coffee in hand but not drinking it.

She was the one break first, “You didn’t …erm, you didn’t call the police.”

“No.” I replied, simply.

“You could have done.”

“I know. I didn’t want to see you in jail.”

That brought another period of silence. I wasn’t going to lead this conversation. I wanted to see what she would say first.

“You saved my life.” she said, suddenly.

I nodded.

“I should thank you.”

“I wasn’t going to just let you die.” I said.

Another long silence. This was becoming painful, but I was hoping I would get something from her. Something that would make what I intended to say and do …easier.

“How did you ...” she started, “When I fell, ...how did you escape .,.erm, get free?”

I responded by explaining about breaking the door down of the hut at the gate and stopping traffic. I told her about Derek and Phyllis and what they had done.

She laughed at the story, “That’s incredible. But they didn’t think to call the police themselves?”

I shrugged, “I guess they must have thought we were a couple doing some kinky stuff they didn’t understand.”

She nodded and the silence stretched out again. But then I think something broke in her and she started to cry. Just a few tears at the corners of her eyes.

“I still love you.” she said.

“You said that before,” I replied, “But you had an odd way of showing it. Why did it have to be that way?”

She hung her head, “I can’t …I can’t explain it. It’s what I need. Its …so deep in me I can’t change it. I wanted you. Nothing else mattered but you. But I wanted you in a way that I totally controlled, in a way that fit this fantasy …this need in me.  I have to tell you that I still feel the same way.”

“If you had the chance, you would do it to me again?”

She nodded, “…Yes. …I’m not going to try to grab you now. The coffee isn’t drugged, if that’s what you are thinking. You saved my life and didn’t turn me into the cops. But if you want to be safe from me, …you should. You should tell the police. Because one way or another, if you don’t, I will get you back.”

I just looked at her.

She continued, “Maybe if you left the country, got plastic surgery and a new identity, then maybe you would be safe from me. But anything less than that and I will find you. I have a lot of money. I can pay people to find you, pay people to grab you for me. People who know what they are doing. You understand?”

I nodded.

She continued her incredible confession, “Without you …I don’t have any reason to …be. The last few months have been the best of my life. The only time in my life I felt …real. It’s so hard to explain.”

I sighed and stood up.

“You’re leaving?” she asked.

I shook my head and walked out of the kitchen. She got up and followed me as I made my way to back of the house, opened a back door and walked out into the courtyard,

“Where are you going?” she said, but I kept on walking. She trailed behind me.

The door to the stable block was open and I walked inside. I looked into the stall where I had slept, bound and helpless for so long. Then I walked to the door at the end and walked slowly through into the large tack room. Everything was still there. She hadn’t removed anything. The harnesses and bridle were hanging from hooks on the far wall. The mask I had worn for so long was sitting on a bench. I saw a cupboard door was open and racks of catsuits were visible inside along with pairs of hoof boots.

“Why did you pay my rent?” I asked suddenly. “Did you maybe think I would be returning there someday?”

“No,” she replied. “I could lie and say yes but the truth is paid it so no-one would go into it and start trying to find out why you had disappeared. Maybe there was some clue in there about this place and about the shoot.”

I actually hadn’t thought of that but her honesty was …what I needed to hear.

“I still love you.” I said, and I heard her gasp.

I walked around the room and looked at all the gear. Then I stepped into the cupboard and saw the spandex and latex catsuits I had taken off on the day of my escape. They had been cleaned and put up on hangers. The hoof boots I had worn had been cleaned and stood next to the door. I walked back into the tack room and Christine was just stood there, hands clasped in front of her, looking like she dare not say anything.

The tail I had removed with such difficulty had also been cleaned. Three more like it lay next to it on a table. The glue for them in a bottle was placed nearby.

I sighed. I had made my decision.

I took off my jacket and then removed my t-shirt. I removed my shoes and socks and then pulled down my jeans and boxers. I stood in front of Christine, totally naked.

“I guess the tail is first, yes?” I asked.

“What?”

I pointed at the tails on the table.

“I need to have one of these on before I put a catsuit on?”

“Mike, …what are you doing?”

“Isn’t this what you wanted?” I asked with a smile.

“Oh my god!” she exclaimed and put her hands over her mouth.

I waited while she realized.

“You’re …you’re …”

I waited.

“You’re willing to …come back?” she asked, as if she really couldn’t believe it.

“Yes …but I have conditions.”

“Conditions?”

“This time there will be differences. When I was your captive before I was trapped, with no hope. I couldn’t even taste what I was being fed. If things went back like that, I would eventually go insane. I am sure you don’t want that.”

She thought about that and shook her head in agreement.

“So, I am willing to be your pony. To be …yours. But I need …timeouts. Say one weekend a fortnight, when I am set free. Then I can answer e-mails, reassure the people I know. I want you to find a better kind of mask, or get one made, that allows me to actually taste what I am eating and drinking.

“I don’t want to be drugged when you need to shave me or clean me. Just take the mask off me. I promise to be quiet, you can punish me if I talk, but no drugs. I also don’t want the breath control things or the killing electrocution by remote, ever.”

Christine was still looking like she couldn’t believe this was happening. Eventually she nodded.

“Just in case you are thinking that once you have me in your power that you can just go back to how it was and ignore what you have agreed to, think again. I have taken precautions. I have placed evidence and a letter with a solicitor. Unless they hear from me on certain dates, they will open the package and act on it. At the very least that would mean the police arriving here demanding to speak with me, do you understand?”

She nodded, and I was surprised to see that she was not upset at all. That was the most re-assuring thing that could have happened. I was sure now that she was sincere.

“Erm ..Mike, can I use the chastity cage on you?” she asked.

I smiled and nodded, “Though not permanently, having sex with you while I was a pony was …incredible.”

She giggled, “For me too! But I do like every bit of control I can get, and your dick looks cute in bondage.”

That seemed to break the spell. The tension eased. We talked and talked. At one point Christine ran back to the house to retrieve her laptop so she could write down what we had agreed. We went over it carefully. After what must have been several hours, we had settled every point that either of us could think of.

“I guess it’s time.” I said.

“Before I …enslave you again. I have to ask …why?”

“Isn’t the fact that I love you enough?” I asked.

She shook her head.

“I’ll try to explain,” I began, “I found before that my time as your pony slave was …horrible. But that was due to the fear of never being released, of the terrible painful punishments, of never tasting anything again. But aside from those things, I have come to realize that being your pony was …a wonderful thing. I loved you and being in bondage as your pony slave was ...fun. The sex was amazing but the whole experience, without the bad bits, was something I can’t just walk away from.

“I want to be with you, Christine. If this is how I have to live for that to be true, then so be it. It has enough upsides that I am content with it. Now you know that I am doing this willingly you don’t need to make it torturous for me, right?”

She nodded and smiled, then wiped a tear from one eye. She walked into my arms and we embraced. We kissed and held each other. When we split apart, she looked up at me, “Are you ready?”

I nodded.

“Ok, my pony, my love, turn round and I will glue your tail on.”


Chapter 23

Celebration

It was Christmas at Benford estate. The weather was cold and crisp. It hadn’t snowed and Christine was very disappointed. But it had been below freezing for days, and a layer of ice covered the paths all around the estate. For Christine and what she planned, this was good enough.

What she planned was a festive drive around the estate. Instead of a pony cart, I was being hitched up to a sleigh! An actual sleigh! The thing had been custom made to Christine’s own design. It ran on steel runners and had a cute wooden body and seat that made it look like something off a Christmas card.

I looked like something off a Christmas card too. I was wearing a tight-fitting leather catsuit. It had a thermal lining that was doing a good job of keeping me warm. The catsuit was coloured to make me look like a reindeer. To add to the effect my tail had been replaced a small, fluffy reindeer tail. A pair of quite realistic antlers sprouted from the new mask I was wearing which was shaped and coloured to look like a reindeer head. It even had a red nose.

My hoof boots had had spikes added to the bottom so I could get some grip on the ice. Christine was dressed in a sexy Santa outfit. Red and white fur jacket, red jodhpurs and a red and white fluffy hat. We travelled around the estate to the sound of jingling bells. Christine had put small golden bells on the sleigh, my harness and armbindings. The final touch had been a pair of openable flaps in my catsuit that had allowed her to put a pair of nipple clamps on me with bells attached!

Christine’s joyous giggling told me that she was having a good time. I was too, I had to admit. I had at no time regretted my decision to go back into harness as Christine’s pony slave. She had kept her word. I had wondered if she would and when a fortnight had passed, I had been afraid she might not release me for that first weekend off. But she did!

She freed me and we spent a pleasant weekend. I answered a few e-mails and life seemed almost normal. Two weeks later she freed me again and I then believed that she was genuinely sticking to the agreement. She had even allowed me to travel to a modeling job!

She also came up with a new mask design that allowed me to taste food. Gone was the stomach tube. Instead, a feeding tube was attachable that I could suck my food up through. I was limited to liquidized food but it always tasted good.

I still lived in chastity bondage. Only released for when Christine wanted to ride me. The sex was, if anything, even better. Christine trusted me now, and I trusted her. That brought us closer and our love-making was not just exciting it was loving, intimate and profoundly emotional.

Was I living this life because Christine had threatened that she would track me down and kidnap me? No, I had made the decision to come back before I came back to the house. Living in my dreary flat, hoping for a job or well-paying photoshoot. Having to try and get a place on the master’s program a year hence. It all seemed so empty without Christine.

When she had nearly died, I had learned what she meant to me. When I had been her prisoner that had been masked. My feelings had been hidden behind my desire to get free. If she had died it would have destroyed me. I knew that one way or another I wanted to be with her. This compromise worked for us both.

How long would it last? If I was still enslaved as a pony years hence would I regret my decision then? I somehow doubted it. I was at peace, Christine was happy and our life was rich. As I pulled the sleigh through the frosty woodland Christine turned on a boombox in the sleigh and Christmas carols started playing. The music rose up through the trees. It felt like I was living in a fairy tale.

The damn nipple clamps hurt though.
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