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Chapter  One

They’ve  asked  me  to  go  right  back  to  the  beginning.  I  think  that means from the first time I met him… anyway, that’s when I’m going to start from. 

It was the October I turned twenty-three. I was the typical product of indulgent  parents  and  too  much  money.  I’d  tried  a  number  of glamorous occupations; dancing, modeling and acting were among my  more  conspicuous  failures.  It  wasn’t  a  lack  of  talent,  everyone said I had plenty of that, and the looks and figure to support it. What I lacked was concentration, commitment and ambition. Of course, at the time, I dismissed these criticisms as baseless, and motivated by jealousy  and  malice.  How  was  I  to  predict  the  incredible circumstances which would make me reassess my immaturity? 

I’d accepted an invitation to a party at an old girlfriend’s place. I don’t remember very much of the evening, at least up until the moment I met him. I’m not going to tell you his name, it’s not my place, and I really wish you’d stop asking. I suppose you could say I was looking for a sexual partner for the evening, nothing unusual in that. I’d about given up. It was a sorry bunch. 

There he  was,  away  in  a  corner,  all  alone.  Intrigued,  I  approached him for a closer look. What I saw was very promising. Close cropped black hair, lean and wiry body and very good looking. This was more like it so I paged through the list of witty one-liners I saved for these occasions  until  a  suitable  candidate  appeared.  Before  I  had  a chance to use it, he raised his eyes. In an instant, I was transfixed by a piercing, saturnine gaze, and riveted to the spot. I think my heart stopped beating. I’m sure I stopped breathing. 

A vice-like hand gripped my bicep and I was directed, nerveless, to the  nearest  bedroom.  I’m  sure  I  wanted  to  say  something,  but  my normally  garrulous  tongue  refused  to  function.  Compelled  by  the

silent authority of his steely gaze, I sank to my knees and by the time his huge, rock hard penis had slipped the confines of his trousers, my  soft  lips  were  wide  open  to  receive  it.  This  was  hardly  my  first blow job but it surely was the first time a mighty piston pounding into the back of my throat had brought me to the brink of orgasm. I tried desperately to hang on, to use my lips and tongue ef ectively and to keep  my  teeth  clear  of  the  throbbing  weapon.  The  slippery  shaft filling my cooperative mouth was on a mission, and time was of the essence. Less than a minute elapsed before a violent eruption drove a bucket of cum straight down my gulping, gasping throat. There was a  large  vanity  table  in  the  room  and,  still  struggling  to  swallow  as much cum as I could, I was dragged to my feet and bent over it. My skirt  was  pulled  up  and  my  knickers  peremptorily  ripped  from  my loins.  One  hand  gripped  the  back  of  my  neck,  squashing  my  face into  the  wooden  tabletop  while  the  other  cleared  the  way  for  the invasion  of  my  drooling  pussy.  In  went  that  impatient  rod,  scarcely af ected  by  its  recent  emission,  and  as  soon  as  it  was  hammering away into me, that other hand collected both my wrists in a helpless clump in the middle of my back and thrust down as well, mashing my ripe breasts beneath me. 

I was ravaged mercilessly and vigorously, and this time I achieved the  most  glorious  orgasm  of  my  life.  I’m  sure  I  screamed  loud enough  to  wake  the  dead.  Another  copious  discharge  filled  me, energetically expended by an expert practiconer in the art of pussy punching.  He  paused  only  to  wipe  his  penis  on  my  thighs  before leaving  me  with  a  hearty  slap  across  my  bottom  to  mark  his departure. I lay there, sprawled over the vanity, in a kind of blissful trance for I don’t know how long before a knock at the door dragged me  back  into  reality.  I  repaired  the  damage  as  best  I  could.  My knickers  were  beyond  salvage  so  they  went  into  the  trash  and  I emerged from the scene of my extraordinary ravishment desperate to find its perpetrator, and beg him to repeat the experience just as often  as  he  wished.  Alas,  there  was  no  sign  of  him.  Increasingly frantic,  I dashed  around  asking  everyone  if they  knew  his  name,  if they knew his phone number, if they knew where he worked or lived. 

At last somebody knew something and I came away with what might

be  his  name  and  might  be  his  phone  number.  By  this  time,  I  was getting some strange looks and, sure enough, one glance in a mirror revealed  a  wide-eyed,  crazed  fanatic.  I  tried  to  calm  down, impossible when you’ve just met the man you know you will adore the rest of your life, and you don’t even know if you’ll ever see him again. 

Somehow, well after midnight, I drove myself home, but I couldn’t get to sleep. In my mind’s eye, there he was, devouring me, and there I was,  relishing  every  precious  moment.  What  if  I  couldn’t  contact him? What would I do? 

Right on the dot of 8 am, heart fluttering, I called the number I’d been given.  No  answer,  no  answering  machine.  I  rang  a  hundred  times, too afraid to even consider I had a wrong number. I got through just after 4 pm. It was him! I asked, or rather begged, if I could take him out to dinner. He listened to my increasingly fraught entreaty without comment until I ran out of words and then asked for my address and told me he would pick me up at seven. He hung up before I could thank  him.  I  deliberately  chose  to  ignore  the  distinct  lack  of enthusiasm in his tone. 

Dinner  was  a  disaster.  Somehow  the  conversation  turned  into  a discussion  of  my  character  defects  of  which,  he  explained  after forcing me to honestly answer a host of questions, there were many. 

Of course, everything he said was completely true which only made matters worse. The truer a criticism is, the deeper it cuts. Eventually, I  could  stand  no  more  and  I  remember  whining  I  don’t  want  to  be criticised and starting to cry. If it was sympathy I hoped to attract with my tears, I was singularly disappointed. 

“I don’t have time to waste on worthless girls!” 

Speechless and dumbfounded, I couldn’t resist as he forcibly gripped my  elbow  and  frog-marched  me  out  of  the  restaurant  and  into  the car-park. I finally got my wits back. 

“What… what do you think you’re doing…?” I blubbered, desperate, frightened and angry. 

“Taking you home. Get in the car!” 

He was so calm and assured. 

“No!” I cried out defiantly. 

“Shut up! Get in the car! Now!” 

I did what I was told. His aura of authority had suddenly sapped my will. 

There was silence in the car for about 5 minutes. Inside, I was in a turmoil.  What  was  I  going  to  do?  Here  I  was,  hopelessly  besotted with a man I didn’t know and on the brink of ruining the relationship before it even started. How could I smooth over my stupidity? I could think of only one thing, beg forgiveness! 

“I’m… I’m sorry…” 

“Be quiet!” 

“…but… but… I…” 

Without taking his eye from the road, he lashed out and grabbed me by the chin. Surprised, I squawked like a chicken. His grip was vice-like. 
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“When you have something to say I want to hear, I’ll tell you. Don’t open your mouth again!” 

He released me immediately. The rational part of my brain wanted to hit him. At least tell him not to treat me like this. I had never dreamed I would be spoken to this way. 

So  much  for  reason.  I  did  what  I  was  told.  I  sat  mutely,  abjectly depressed, while he drove me home. 

He turned of  the motor. My spirits rose a little. 

“I won’t tolerate disagreeable behaviour. You need a hard spanking.” 

I couldn’t believe what I heard. My jaw dropped like a gaping fish. 

“You have to make a decision. If you invite me inside, you’re going to get that spanking. If not, get out of my car.” 

It  should  have  been  a  simple  decision.  What  was  I  doing?  Why wasn’t I opening the car door? Just sitting like a nerveless dummy. I haven’t a clue how long I sat there, staring vacantly through the front windscreen. 

A soft, very feminine voice broke the silence. With a surge of almost dread ecstasy, I realised the voice was mine. 

“… please… please give me a spanking…” 

Like a zombie, I allowed myself to be led inside. He closed the door behind  us.  Just  what  had  I  let  myself  in  for!  What  the  hell  was  I doing? 

“Buck up,” he said, his amiable tone wrenching me from my stunned gloom.  “It’s  not  the  end  of  the  world.  You’ll  be  the  better  for  the experience.” 

I managed a wry smile. Was that a sense of humour? 

He found the most comfortable chair in the living room and promptly seated himself in it. 

“Get your clothes of !” 

There wasn’t going to be any beating about the bush! 

A spark of rebellion spluttered for a moment, but I’d gone too far to turn back now. I was in for the first spanking I’d had since father died way back when I was just a little girl. While I couldn’t summon up the courage to look him in the eye, I knew full well his piercing gaze was fixed right on me. I undressed my self as quickly as I could and still preserve some semblance of modesty. It was a long time since I was last  embarrassed  at  being  naked  in  front  of  a  man.  I  had  goose pimples all over. 

Intuitively, I knew what I had to do. Half terrified, half exhilarated, I stumbled across the carpet and draped myself over his knees. 

I screeched with the pain. His right hand had walloped into my ripe bottom  with  a  strength  that  amazed  me.  I  tumbled  onto  the  floor, holding my stinging bottom pitifully. 
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He stood up and looked about the room. He strode purposefully to the window and removed a two foot length of black satin cord from a curtain rail. 

“…  What…  what’s  that  for…”  I  mumbled  faintly,  still  desperately clutching at my throbbing buttocks. 

He didn’t answer me. He resumed his seat. Gingerly I spread myself once  again  across  his  knees.  This  time,  my  wrists  were  bound behind my back. The knots were very tight. My arms were absolutely helpless. 

An  erotic  charge  of  unbelievable  magnitude  roared  through  me.  I shuddered uncontrollably. The variety and intensity of the emotions ripping through me were more than I could deal with. I gave up the struggle and just let them overwhelm me. 

He  used  his  left  hand  to  grip  my  bound  wrists  and  exert  a tremendous  pressure  against  the  small  of  my  back,  pinning  me immovably in place. 

Five  more  agonising,  lethal  blows  whacked  into  my  helplessly prof ered  buttocks.  I  screamed  in  anguish  but  it  didn’t  make  any difference. Every blow was identical. 

He  released  his  grip  and  I  fell  to  the  floor,  writhing,  sobbing, squirming. 

“You can have a minute to recover. I’m going to make a cup of tea.” 

He was gone for more than a minute. A dull throbbing had replaced the  immediate  agony  of  my  spanking  but  I  was  still  very uncomfortable. My arms were beginning to ache from the awkward position in which they were so tightly bound. My brain was trying to recover from the kaleidoscopic images of the last five minutes. 

I  struggled  slowly  to  my  feet  just  as  he  returned.  He  put  the  cup down beside his chair. He beckoned me to him. I obeyed. His strong hand reached out and brushed away the long strands of raven hair which had fallen over my eyes. His shirt sleeves rubbed against my nipples,  electrifying  them,  and  me!  I  shuddered  and  groaned, desperately and shamelessly. 

“Into bed. I’ll join you as soon as I’ve drunk my tea.” 

“… are… are you going to untie my…” 

“No!” 

I  had  never  been  fucked  so  wonderfully.  Notwithstanding  the supreme discomfort of supporting both his weight and mine on my bound  wrists,  I  reached  three  splendid  orgasms  in  the  twenty-five minutes that he rode me with rigour and skill. 

I woke up first. My throat was dry, my poor arms ached like the very devil and my whole torso was sore and stiff. So why was I so happy? 

I kissed him gently on the shoulder then slipped quietly out of bed so as not to wake him. 

It’s hard going to the toilet with your arms roped behind your back. 

It’s  hard  trying  to  get  a  drink  of  water.  In  the  end  I  filled  the  hand basin and drank, dog-like, from it. I had less success in the kitchen. I couldn’t do anything. 
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“There you are. Good morning.” He rolled over in the bed, stretching his hard muscles. 

“Good  morning,  my  love.”  The  sight  of  his  beautiful,  naked  body rekindled the fire. 

“May I give you some special treatment?” I asked wantonly. His brow beetled quizzically. 

I opened my mouth wide and pushed my tongue invitingly over my lips. 

He grinned. “Not now. I have to be in my of ice in half an hour. I’ll take a rain check.” 

“I tried to make a cup of tea for you, but…” 

He untied my wrists. There was no feeling in my hands at all. 

“I’ll make it now.” 

I opened a drawer and selected a flimsy, pink peignoir. He shook his head. 

“I don’t like that.” 

I put the garment back. 

I served him his tea completely, and contentedly, naked. 

“You might be suitable.” 

I didn’t say anything. I’d learned my lesson the hard way. My spirits soared.  That  wasn’t  the  sort  of  thing  you  say  to  a  girl  just  prior  to dumping her. 

“I shall take you out tonight. Please be ready at seven o’clock.” 

“… Oh… oh, yes… thank you…” 

He finished his cup of tea and stood up. I regathered my wits before he reached the door. 

“Where are we going? What should I wear?” I enquired meekly. He turned and gripped my bare shoulders gently. 

“I’ll  leave  that  up  to  you.  I  like  a  girl  to  look  feminine…  helplessly, erotically  and  uncomfortably  feminine.”  The  emphasis  on  the  word uncomfortably was deliberate and unmistakable. Why did it make my pussy  throb  so?  He  smiled  kindly  and  planted  a  warm  kiss  on  my forehead. 

“Goodbye, my darling,” I whispered. 

Chapter  Two

The  first  thing  I  did  was  take  a  shower.  A  cold  shower!  I  knew  I should be waiting for the dream to wear of . It didn’t. I could recall in uncanny  detail  every  moment  of  the  last  twelve  hours.  Something was  wrong.  I  was  happy…  more  than  happy.  I  was  sublimely content. I was completely in love. I knew full well I worshipped him, and that I was proud of it. 

There was really only one thought in my mind. To make sure I didn’t lose him by any more disagreeable behaviour. 

He would be proud of me tonight. 

I  had  a  whole  day  to  get  myself  ready.  I  intended  to  shamelessly pander  to  my  darling’s  desires.  Just  the  thought  of  pleasing  him thrilled me. It was splendid. 

Genevieve’s is the most exclusive ladies fashion boutique in the city. 

I was more than a well known customer there. 

“Good morning, Madame.” 

“Good morning. Is Lucy in? Excellent. I’ll see her.” 

“Hello, Madame. You do look radiant this morning.” 

“Thank you, Lucy. I feel terrific. Absolutely terrific.” 

“We have just acquired a range of Paris fashions that I’m sure you’ll like…” 

“Not today, Lucy. I have more intimate requirements. To begin with, I need a corset.” 

“What… with your figure?” 

That remark bombed badly. 

“… er, certainly, Madame, let me show you” 

“None  of  these  are  at  all  satisfactory.  This  isn’t  the  extent  of  your range, is it?” 

“We have some custom garments in our upstairs showroom.” 

“I haven’t all day, Lucy. Perhaps I can describe what I want. Good. I require  a  black  patent  leather  corset  of  the  highest  quality  and workmanship. It must be capable of reducing my waist to seventeen inches and it must be exceptionally uncomfortable to wear.” 

Lucy gulped, as well she might. How often did she get requests like that? 

“Well?” 

“Im not sure, Madame. Actually, we do have something.” 

In all, I purchased a corset, lingerie, gloves, shoes, frock and some bizarre  accessories  from  that  exclusive,  upstairs  showroom.  Lucy added  a  custom  adjustment  tool,  at  no  extra  charge,  for  use  in securing the corset. It was very exciting. I was as buoyant as a child before Christmas. 

I was home by one o’clock. I cancelled lunch without a regret. I knew I’d need every bit of help to squeeze myself into that corset! Usually, I  took  a  casual  approach  to  my  appearance,  much  as  I  did  with everything  else.  I  relied,  more  or  less  entirely,  on  the  naturally voluptuous figure I was lucky enough to be born with. As I stepped from  the  shower,  for  the  second  time  that  day,  I  spent  a  moment teasing myself in front of the full length mirror. Just dreaming of him kept me at a fever of excitement. Don’t waste it, dummy, I chastised myself. 

As I was saying, I was very fortunate in the lottery of life. Majestic is probably the best word to describe my figure. I’m just under 5’ 7” tall. 

My ripe, spongy breasts measure a massive forty-three inches, my waist  is  a  naturally  slender  twenty-three  inches  while  my  hips measure a provocative thirty-seven inches. And when you take into account my legs are quite long for my height, then you can imagine just what I mean by a natural hourglass figure. Imagine the ef ect of a severe corset? 

I made quite a ritual of getting everything ready for my evening out and thoroughly enjoyed it. It was a novel and delicious experience. I couldn’t remember the last time I’d had something so wonderful to look forward to. 

I couldn’t wait any longer. The clock had barely struck two. I’d never worn a corset before and I had about as much success in squeezing into it as a baby does of dressing itself. If at first you don’t succeed. 

The  gleaming,  black  patent  leather  garment  was  an  amazing creation.  There  was  no  provision  for  adjustment  in  its  design;  the wearer  would  just  have  to  compress  her  waist  to  the  specified seventeen inches, or not wear it at all. Lucy had shown me how to secure the complex array of straps with the corset tool. 

It was easier said than done. Long before I’d closed the gap across my  spine,  I  felt  like  I’d  been  cut  in  half.  Each  turn  of  the  ratchet wrench was another kick in the tummy, another cracked rib, another serious  impediment  to  breathing.  Courageously,  I  soldiered  on, inspired by the reflection in the mirror which confirmed the ever so gradual  disappearance  of  the  of ending  stripe  of  flesh  between  the merging  corset  edges.  Success  at  last!  Not  that  my  aching  torso agreed  with  that  assessment.  The  eventual  closure  of  the  corset allowed  the  selflocking  snaps  on  one  edge  to  engage  their counterparts on the other, in ef ect producing a nearly seamless join. 

From  just  below  my  spongy  breasts  to  the  top  of  my  hips  I  was crushed  with  an  unbelievable  intensity.  The  starkly  shaped  corset exposed  my  lush  buttocks  wantonly  and  deliberately,  as  well  as presenting my prodigious breasts extremely provocatively. A shaped

steel reinforcement in the front of the corset made it quite impossible for me to bend my back. In fact, I was compelled to arch backward by the unyielding pressure inflicted upon me. To bend over I would have to swivel solely from my hips. 

It  was  no  easy  matter  either,  as  I  soon  found  out  while  reaching between my legs to pull up the one inch wide leather saddle strap stitched  to  the  rear  of  my  breathtaking  corset.  Bending  over  was really going to be a problem. 

The saddle strap buckled into a recessed provision in the front panel and, as I might have guessed, required a tremendous ef ort with the corset tool to secure properly. Its purpose, ostensibly, was to prevent the corset from riding up on my ribcage. From the appearance of my extraordinarily,  bizarrely  wasped  waist  I  knew  there  was  absolutely no  chance  of  that!  I  had  no  choice  but  to  seat  the  strap  carefully between  my  labia  so,  of  course,  it  made  direct  and  very  painful, wonderful contact with my engorged clit. Tentatively, I took a couple of  steps  and  found,  to  my  horror,  that  the  rigidly  taut,  stiff  saddle strap cut into me like a knife. To minimise my extreme discomfort I was forced to take the tiniest steps, tip toe and very gingerly. 

The  temptation  to  free  my  poor  crotch  from  its  ordeal  was  hard  to resist, as you can well imagine! There were two reasons I didn’t, I suppose. Pragmatically, I knew I’d have to get used to this condition sooner or later and I didn’t intend to ruin another evening with him, this time through willful clumsiness. And just as importantly, I knew it would be cheating. You can laugh, but that’s exactly what I felt. 

I sheathed my long legs in sheer, black silk seamed stockings then fastened  a  delicate,  frothy,  black  satin  suspender  belt  around  my crushed and aching waist. I took the trouble to align and straighten my  stocking  seams  as  well  as  fastening  the  four  frilly  suspender straps tautly and symmetrically to my stocking tops. I slipped a pair of  matching  black  satin  garters  over  my  stocking  tops,  decorating them, and my legs, fetchingly. 

These simple tasks took their toll on my wasped waist and tormented groin. Virtually every movement I made was a compromise between contortion and pain. 

I decided to put on my rather special black patent leather pumps now rather than later. It was a difficult decision. I already knew that I was going to be more than uncomfortable walking around in them but I feared that I would just not be able to bend over far enough to get them on if I waited until I’d completed my wardrobe. 

The  pencil  thin  stilettos  were  a  full  seven  inches  tall,  suf icient  to bend and twist my feet into an almost direct line with my shins. I had deliberately  chosen  this  pair  because  they  had  the  highest  heels, even though they were a full size too small for me, and this, coupled with their sharp pointed toes, combined to place enormous pressure and strain on my feet, especially my toes. The non-adjustable ankle straps cut viciously into my flesh, more or less welding the bizarrely exaggerated patent leather pumps into place. 

Oh dear! I’d gone too far this time. It took me ten minutes to summon up the courage to try and stand up. Hanging on for dear life, I inched myself out of the sofa, eventually ending up bent at the hips with my warped  and  twisted  feet  taking  about  half  my  weight  while  the remainder was supported by my stiffly stretched arms resting on the arm of the sofa. 
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Talk  about  Scylla  and  Charybdis!  My  doubled  over  position  only exacerbated  the  suf ering  of  my  saddle-strapped  genitals  and

increased  the  merciless  pressure  on  my  wasped  waist.  I  had  to stand up! 

I must have looked like a drunken donkey on stilts! Even more than the  extreme  discomfort,  which  I  had  deliberately  and  willingly resigned myself to endure, was the tremendous difficulty of getting around  while  tyrannised  by  these  twin  handicaps.  I  desperately wanted  to  demonstrate  at  least  a  reasonable  level  of  poise  and deportment. At this rate, it wouldn’t be an erotic vision I’d provide, it would be a ridiculous one! 

There  was  still  the  best  part  of  three  hours  left  before  our rendezvous. I resolved to use them to develop a confident bearing and a seductive stride, no matter the cost in suf ering and distress. 

My  indolent,  indulged  body  would  just  have  to  get  used  to  its  new regime.  I  raised  a  grim  chuckle,  poetic  justice  for  the  years  of excess? Who knows? 

My resolve was tested to the limit. Just about every step tempted me to  abandon  the  plan  and  throw  myself  onto  the  sofa  to  relieve  the remorseless  and  ever-worsening  torment  af licting  my  poor  body from chest to toe. But perseverance has its reward. To compensate for  the  agony  I  was  inflicting  upon  myself,  I  had  the  satisfaction  of slowly mastering my predicament. There was no sudden acquisition of  skill,  simply  a  grinding  awareness  of  the  techniques  for  survival demanded by the role I had so astonishingly, so willingly, selected for myself.  A  final  ten  minutes  were  spent  parading  in  front  of  my  full length mirror. While there was still plenty of room for improvement, I was  content  with  my  progress.  I  was  almost  sure  I  wouldn’t disappoint him. 

I had deliberately, wantonly, chosen not to wear either bra or panties. 

A wistful smile touched my lips as I recalled the fate of my knickers on the first evening we met. I slipped the gorgeous, black satin gown over  my  head  and  shoulders  and  carefully,  lovingly  draped  its clinging  folds  over  my  incredibly  contoured  torso.  The  custom tailored,  sleeveless  garment  sheathed  my  figure  like  a  glove  from shoulder to thigh. The brazen neckline, plunging right to my navel, 

was matched both by the vast expanse of my back left bare by the elegant  shoulder  straps  and  the  provocative  gap,  extending  from ankle right to the level of my saddle-strapped groin, exposed by the bold decision to cut a vital panel from the flowing, full length skirt. 

No matter the tiny steps I was forced to take, it was impossible for me  to  conceal  my  gartered  and  suspended,  silk-stockinged  legs whenever I moved. My bare breasts, bulbous and spongy, strained against  the  taut  satin  skin  covering  them,  clearly  and  erotically exposing the shape of my thick, sensitive nipples. 

I applied only a hint of make-up, just to my lips and eyes. As with my figure, I had been blessed with a flawless complexion and my skin just didn’t need any artificial improvement. I piled my long, raven hair into an elegant bun above the nape of my neck and fixed it there with several large hairpins, each decorated with a pretty black satin bow. 

I  threaded  plain,  chrome-plated  steel  earrings  through  my  pierced earlobes and locked them in place with tiny, subtlety concealed clips. 

An  involuntary  shudder  coursed  through  me  as  I  tremulously fingered them. Perhaps soon? 

Before  I  could  squeeze  into  the  beautiful,  black  satin  gloves  I  had one  more  job  to  do.  There  was  some  expensive  red  and  gold chequered wrapping paper in the pantry which I used to gift-wrap the carefully boxed collection of garments, accoutrements and devices I had selected to compliment, at his discretion, my incredible outfit. I added a lovely deep red bow to the top of the package. 

The svelte, satin gloves sheathed my arms from fingertip to shoulder like  a  second  skin.  It  was  a  pleasure  to  spend  the  five  minutes necessary to remove every wrinkle from their fit. 

Everything  was  done  with  half  an  hour  to  spare.  I  congratulated myself  on  my  achievement.  My  poor  body,  however,  had  a  quite different  opinion.  From  just  about  every  bone,  muscle  and  sinew,  I was receiving insistent, endless messages of distress. 

Relief,  however,  was  not  in  sight.  I  expected  and,  I  had  to  admit, wanted to spend the night in, what was the right word, bondage! Yes, that  was  the  exact  word.  Bondage!  I  hadn’t  dared  experiment  with the contents of my little bondage box. I managed a wry smile at my choice  of  phrase,  but  I  certainly  didn’t  need  much  imagination  to realise just how much worse things could get for me! 

Rather than stand idly around, I bullied my frantically protesting legs into refining and improving their performance. I began to develop a real  pride  in  my  deportment  together  with  the  long  term  resolve  to bring myself up to top condition with a strict regimen of training and exercise, as I should have done back when I aspired to be a dancer. 

Twenty minutes seemed to flash by. It was quite a shock to find time flying like that considering the extent, and novelty, of my self-inflicted handicaps. 

I unlocked the door and took up a position some ten feet back from it,  legs  tightly  together,  my  bondage  box  held  demurely  under  my bulging  breasts.  I  rehearsed,  at  least  thirty  times,  my  thoughtfully worded greeting. 

It never occurred to me, nor should it have, that I had misunderstood his expectations. His instructions had been precise, to the point and I had simply, delightedly obeyed them. 

What did terrify me was the fear that he would abandon me. After all this?  How  I  cursed  my  stupidity  in  annoying  him  the  previous evening. 

The door chime babbled its silly tune just a couple of minutes after seven. A surge of relief flooded through me. 

“Please come in, sir,” I caroled. “The door is open.” 

He  stopped,  stunned,  just  as  I  hoped  he  would.  I  smiled  warmly, lovingly. 

“Well, well… goodness me. Just what have I got here…” 

“Good evening, sir,” I whispered throatily. “Thank you so very much for this wonderful invitation to be with you. I have tried very hard to obey  your  instructions  and  make  myself  into  a  helplessly uncomfortable  companion.  I  desperately  want  to  please  you  and of er myself gladly to do with as you please.” 

I  didn’t  stutter  once.  Nor  was  I  embarrassed.  I  had  said,  with unaccustomed sincerity, exactly what I wanted to say. 

“Do you know, I think I’m going to let you call me sir.” 

He  approached  me,  sending  shivers  of  arousal  up  my  spine  and breaking my skin out in a rash of goose pimples. 

“Please accept this gift from me, sir.” 

“That’s very thoughtful of you.” 

He  placed  my  bondage  box  on  the  sideboard  then,  masterfully, cupped a thrusting breast firmly in each hand and proceeded to give them  a  thorough  going-over.  I  groaned  in  wanton  ecstasy  as  his vigorous  kneading  inflamed  my  tormented  pussy  to  new  levels  of suf ering. Instinctively, I clasped my hands behind my back to make sure I didn’t interfere with his ministrations. 

“More suitable by the minute,” he mused. “Come on, let’s go and get some dinner. You may carry my present for me.” 

He  was  mildly  surprised  by  the  extraordinary  nature  of  the  gait imposed  by  my  unyielding  handicaps.  I  don’t  think  he  was  quite aware yet of the extent of my self-inflicted discomfort. Coyly, I raised the  skirt  of  my  satin  gown  to  clearly  expose  the  severity  of  the saddle-strapping I had subjected myself to. 

“Spread those legs!” 

It was a command. I obeyed immediately, stretching my aching legs as far apart as I possibly could. I kept hold of my gown to keep clear his access to my tormented, throbbing pussy. He ran his index finger firmly  over  the  leather  strap,  deliberately  increasing  the  pressure against  my  raging  clit.  The  pain  and  enormous  pleasure  of  his exploration  dazzled  me.  For  several  minutes  he  observed  my helpless response to his sweet torture, manipulating me, controlling me completely. 

He chuckled, grinned and pulled his hand away. 

“Let’s go.” Of course, I remembered to collect my bondage box. 

Chapter  Three

He helped me into the car. On his instruction I carefully arranged my gown  to  completely  expose  my  saddle-strapped  groin  for  his delectation. 

He chose the  L’Escargot Bleu, a restaurant I’d frequented on many occasions. I don’t think the  maitre d’ recognised me for a moment, understandably. At last the penny dropped, and while his eyes fairly boggled at my appearance, he had the aplomb to restrict his greeting to a compliment. 

“Good  evening,  Madame,  you  are  positeevly  radiante  ce  soir.  If Monsieur wil come zis way.” 

We  were  ushered  to  a  cozy,  private,  table.  Like  any  worthwhile Frenchman, M. Courbet didn’t miss this opportunity to pinch a pretty girl’s bottom. He, I don’t mean the  maitre d’, grinned at the blush the attention brought to my cheeks. 

I didn’t even bother to open the menu. 

“I would prefer not to eat anything tonight, sir.” 

He grinned. 

“What about a drink?” 

“I would like a very small glass of water, thank you, sir.” 

He  ordered  a  light  meal  for  himself  and  a  bottle  of  claret  to accompany  it.  I  watched,  with  a  sort  of  dread  fascination,  as  he carefully unwrapped my gift to him. He didn’t say a word, just smiled that  adorable  smile  as  he  inspected  the  contents.  He  selected  a large, rubber covered steel ball. It was, I knew, a gag. To my horror, and surprise, it suddenly sprang open, its two hemispheres propelled

apart  by  a  powerful  internal  spring.  With  what  seemed  to  be considerable  difficulty,  he  forced  shut  the  frightful  device,  securing the almost undetectable detonator in its original position. 

The next device to interest him was what can only be described as a rubber-lined,  steel  mouthguard.  He  experimented  with  it  for  some moments before placing it next to that horrible ball. 

A slow smile lit his face. “Why this gag?” 

I gulped and swallowed nervously. 

“… it was the… the most uncomfortable one they had, sir…” 

My  heart  was  beating  fit  to  burst.  He  had  fixed  me  with  that implacable stare again and I was hopelessly under his spell. 

“Since  you’re  not  eating  anything,  it  would  be  a  pity  not  to  fill  that pretty mouth with something. I want you to stand up and lean right across the table.” 

“Good girl. Now, open your mouth as wide as you can.” 

I had to obey. 

“Wider.” 

The  gigantic  diameter  of  the  ball,  two  inches  at  the  very  least, compelled  him  to  take  a  resolute  approach  while  forcing  it  into  my jacked open mouth. This terrible device, its rubber sheathed surface liberally  covered  with  a  forest  of  stiff,  cruelly  uncomfortable  rubber prods, filled my unprotesting mouth to bursting point. 

“Splendid! Don’t move!” 

“You are a good girl.” 

His  praise  made  my  spirits  soar  and  I  tried  even  harder  to  remain perfectly still. 

“There, that’s just about got it.” 

He  had  firmly  seated  the  mouthguard  into  position  and  began tightening  a  series  of  tiny  screws.  My  jaws  were  inexorably  drawn together, forcing that horror gag ever further into my throat. 

“Don’t move a muscle, darling… there… got it.” 

He called me darling! I was overjoyed. 

He  continued  to  tighten  the  little  screws  until  my  jaws  were irrevocably  ground  into  one  another,  welding  them  absolutely  and agonisingly together. 

“Try to open your mouth.” 

I just couldn’t. I couldn’t move my jaws a single millimeter. His eyes bored right through me. 

“Try harder!” 
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I  strived  urgently  to  appease  him,  ignoring  the  howls  of  protest emanating from my aching jaws, let alone the relentless discomfort elsewhere. At last a satisfied smile informed me that my ef ort was

appreciated. My relief was palpable and genuine. He tightened each screw one last time. 

“Just to be sure.” 

Those  devilish  screws  were  detachable.  He  toyed  with  them  for  a moment. 

“I better put these in a safe place. Sit down.” 

We were interrupted by the arrival of his wine and my water. It wasn’t going to be of much use to me now! He poured a glass for himself, and tasted it. 

“I want you to place the forefinger of your right hand between your lips and press firmly on the stud between your teeth.” 

Trembling and terrified, I obeyed his direction. Just for a moment, my satin gloved finger hesitated on the tip of the stud. 

I screamed. Rather, I tried to scream. I don’t think any more than the faintest of gurgles escaped from my monstrously and totally gagged mouth. My gloved hands flew instinctively to my face, fingers clawing frantically,  hopelessly  to  relieve  the  unbearable  pain  and  pressure attacking  every  part  of  my  punished  mouth.  My  high  heels  beat  a hysterical tattoo while my torso twisted and squirmed in a futile ef ort to escape my self-inflicted torture. 

I  couldn’t  breathe.  I  was  choking,  spluttering,  desperately  trying  to suck  air  in  through  my  nose.  My  precocious,  wantonly  displayed breasts surged against my satin gown. 

“Don’t make a spectacle of yourself. Sit still. Take your hands away from your mouth. Clasp your fingers together and place your hands in your lap. Squeeze your legs together.” 

I couldn’t help but follow each instruction as it was made, the simple act of obedience helping to calm me down. 

His  entree  arrived  and  I’m  sure,  in  the  dim  light,  the  waiter  didn’t even suspect that the beautiful girl sitting at his table had her poor mouth sealed and filled with a gigantic and agonising gag. Now that the  tiny  screws  had  been  detached,  it  needed  more  than  a  casual look to detect my stiff and bloated cheeks, my straining jaw-line and my frantic panting. 

“You see, it’s not as bad as all that. You’ll soon get used to it.” 

I hoped so. It was the horror of choking which was responsible for most  of  my  panic.  The  suf ering  was  something  I  knew  I  could endure, if I tried hard enough. The gag was designed to permit its victim just the slightest freedom of movement with her lips. So, with a Herculean ef ort I forced them to produce what I hoped would pass for  a  reassuring  smile.  I  thrilled  to  his  reciprocal  smile  and  sat  up even straighter. 

The  evening  just  seemed  to  drift  by.  He  finished  his  meal  at  a leisurely pace, declined dessert and cof ee, then settled the tab. The waiter looked quizzically at my untouched glass as we stood up to leave. 

“She wasn’t thirsty, either.” 

“You’re going to spend the night with me,” I was informed as soon as we were seated in the car. I was ecstatic. I made a special point of exposing  my  saddle-strapped  groin  as  wantonly  as  my  condition allowed. 

His  apartment  was  on  the  fourth  floor  of  a  modern  residential complex, a very prestigious one. I attracted considerable attention in the time it took to travel from the car park to his front door. He left me in the vestibule, giving me a chance to look around. It was lovely. 

I  waited  patiently  for  him  to  tell  me  what  to  do.  Sub-consciously,  I had crossed my wrists behind my stiffly arched back, half expecting, half inviting him to bind them there on his return. 

He kissed me lightly on the forehead, one strong hand exploring the bloated rigidity of my gag-stretched cheeks while the other went to work  on  my  ever  sensitive  breasts.  I  swooned  in  ecstasy  against him, instantly inflamed by the wonder of his touch. 

He pushed me away, giving each engorged nipple a playful, painful pinch. 

“Not yet, you slut,” he laughed. “Make me cup of tea.” 

I  hadn’t  had  much  experience  in  making  tea  and  I  rather  think  the brew I prepared for him wasn’t much good. Still, he drank it… and poured himself a second cup. 

“Remove your dress!” 

Slowly,  seductively,  provocatively,  I  slipped  from  my  satin  skin, presenting my incredibly wasped figure as lewdly, as erotically as my limited experience allowed. 

“Delicious!  Slip  into  the  bathroom  and  fix  your  hair  into  a  tight ponytail. Make sure it’s seated on the very top of your skull and then bring that little box of trinkets to me.” 

It  took  about  five  minutes  to  brush  and  bind  my  hair  into  a  thick, flowing ponytail and not more than a few seconds to straighten and realign  my  stockings,  garters,  suspender  straps  and  gloves. 

Returned to the living room, I meekly prof ered my bondage box. 

“Come closer!” 

“Kneel at my feet.” 

“Keep your head still.” 

He  smoothed  a  thick,  black  satin  hood  over  my  head,  pulling  my ponytail  through  the  provision  made  for  it.  Only  my  nose,  gag-bloated mouth, cheeks and chin were not sheathed by the clinging satin. I couldn’t see a thing in the Stygian gloom engulfing me, not
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even the faintest sliver of light. There was no real provision for my earlobes, merely a narrow slit which allowed him to work my chrome-plated steel earrings through the stretchless material. 

A stiff, contoured, black patent leather collar was buckled chokingly light  around  my  throat  and,  in  addition  to  increasing  my  breathing difficulties to frightful proportions, served as an elegant and ef ective guarantee  that  my  skintight  satin  hood  would  remain  perfectly  in place. The gouging leather cut fiercely into my shoulders and rigidly gagged  jaw-line,  twisting  and  stretching  my  collar  crushed  neck  to force my hooded head as far back as it would go without snapping. 

As a final insurance against even the faintest lateral movement of my diabolically tormented head, he clipped a heavy duty, chrome-plated spring  between  each  earring  and  a  corresponding  D-ring  on  the gleaming surface of my leather choke-collar. 

My hooded, helpless head was imprisoned in a vice-like grip, forcing me to endure the most agonising torment without even the option of communicating the unbearable extent of my distress. 

He wrenched my lifeless arms behind my aching back, strapping and buckling  my  satin-gloved  wrists  together  with  exceptional  severity; this  time  with  my  palms  pressed  tightly  together.  A  second  patent leather  strap  was  passed  around  my  elbows.  His  great  strength easily  enabled  him  to  cinch  up  this  horrible  strap  to  its  full  extent, welding my tortured arms crushingly together from elbow to wrist. 

A  leather  leash  was  clipped  to  the  front  of  my  choke-collar.  He tugged gently on it. 

“Up you get, darling.” 

He called me darling again. 

I tried my very hardest to struggle to my twisted, aching feet but lack of experience, and lack of sight, defeated me. I crashed helplessly forward,  landing  flush  on  my  spongy  breasts.  The  shock  imposed even  greater  demands  on  my  air-starved  lungs  and  I  lay  stupidly where I had fallen for several seconds, gasping desperately. 

“I’m sure you can do better than that.” 

Again, there was a gentle tug on my leash. 

“Let’s see you make a big ef ort this time.” 

Every ounce of energy I could summon up went into my next labour. 

Careless  of  the  tremendous  agony  I  was  inflicting  upon  myself,  I literally willed myself upright. 

“Splendid, pet.” 

Now I was his pet. How marvelous! 

Thankfully, he did not force me into a stride I could not manage. He allowed me to set my own pace, encouraging me with an occasional flick of my leash. 

He laid me gently on the bed. The additional torment inflicted upon my crushingly bound arms by the weight of my body was more than compensated for by the relief to my legs, and my feet. 

He went to work on my helplessly exposed breasts with a will. They were  squeezed,  stretched,  poked,  prodded,  pinched  and  slapped with  a  vigour  which  drove  me  to  the  brink  of  sexual  insanity.  My thighs  surged  in  response  to  his  masterful  caresses  as  I  willingly accepted the agonising abrasion of my saddle-strapped groin as the price I must pay for my pleasure. 

I  hadn’t  even  begun  to  recover  from  the  first  blindingly  intense orgasm before he unbuckled the saddle strap. He ravaged me with unbridled passion, without the slightest concern for my suf ering or distress.  I  was  pummeled  and  pounded  into  abject  sexual  and emotional submission as he rode me mercilessly on five occasions through the night. Never had I dreamed of such bliss. To my heartfelt relief, he removed my gag and unstrapped my leather pumps as I lay in agonising exhaustion from his final assault. I tried unsuccessfully to  express  my  gratitude;  my  aching,  tortured  jaws  would  not cooperate. 

I expect I must have dozed of  a couple of times during the evening, but  for  most  of  it  I  lay  stiffly,  uncomfortably  at  the  side  of  my worshipped lover, his steady breathing in stark contrast to my own pounding heart. 

At last he stirred. I hadn’t a clue what the time was. For me all was still total darkness. He left the bed and tinkered for several minutes. 

“Good morning. How are you feeling?” 

“… won… wonderful… sir…” 

He chuckled. “Not even a little stiff?” he questioned. 

“… oh… oh, yes… sir… but… but I don’t mind…” 

There was a short silence. I squirmed nervously on the bed. 

“I want you to spend the weekend with me, Alison?” 

“… oh, yes sir… oh yes… oh yes… thank you, sir…” 

“I’m going to make you my slave” 

“… I… yes, sir… thank you, sir…” 

“Listen carefully.” 

Chapter  Four

He dropped me at my doorstep, planting a tender kiss on my aching cheek as he wished me good luck on the day’s endeavours. 

I felt quite peculiar in jeans and shirt, and not at all at ease. Still, I didn’t expect I’d be getting around like this much longer. I was sure that there would be something quite special for me tonight. 

A small breakfast coupled with a long shower had done wonders for my poor body. Revived and invigorated, I took my car into town to complete the three strange instructions I had been given. 

The  Hang  Ling  Ho  Custom  Clothing  Company  was  nothing  more than  a  seedy,  dingy  of ice  above  a  second  rate  restaurant  at  the dilapidated  end  of  Chinatown.  I  felt  decidedly  uneasy  in  its  stifling interior. A weather-beaten old woman, of indeterminate age, was the sole occupant. 

“I would like to speak to Mr Cheng.” 

She didn’t answer me, but shuf led away behind curtain at the rear of the room. Moments later an old man appeared, stooped, lined, his wispy, grey-haired head bobbing as he walked. There was a twinkle in his eye. 

“… Ah… velly pletty girl… you mus’ be frien’ of Mista… he ring and tel’  me  you  come  my  humble  shop  today…  I  mus’  make  all measurements on your body… velly nice… please to take of  all your clothes… not take velly long…” 

I  really  hated  being  naked  in  a  place  like  that,  so  squalid  and depressing.  I  spent  all  of  the  twenty  minutes  it  took  Mr  Cheng  to record  my  complete  body  measurements  in  a  total  funk  that  some ghastly drunk would stumble in and molest me. 

“Velly  much  thank  you…  all  finished  now…  may  put  clothes  back on…” 

Mr Cheng wagged his bony finger under my nose. “You velly lucky girl…  Mister…  I  think…  like  you  velly  much…  poor  Mister  Cheng mus’  work  velly  hard  all  day  to  get  lovely  surplise  for  pletty  girl leady…” 

How I hoped he liked me. My master. In a few hours I would be his slave, and it seemed perfectly natural to think of him so. 

I had no doubt at all that my master’s surprise would be a horribly uncomfortable experience, yet I was as curious as a little girl to see what his ingenuity had planned for me. I had no shame in admitting to  myself  that  I  found  a  special  sense  of  security  and  well-being while bound helplessly and at my master’s every whim. 

At the Registrar General’s Of ice I completed an application to have my name changed by deed poll to Brenda. My master had decided that  my  name  was  Brenda.  Just  Brenda.  I  was  not  given  an explanation. Not that I needed one. It took a bit of time to convince the clerk there that was what I really wanted. I expect she thought I was some kind of nutcase. I got through the red tape in the end and carefully  slipped  the  record  of  the  registration  into  my  purse.  The next stop was my hairdressers. Not to have my hair done but to avail myself of his ear-piercing service. Alphonse, a sweet little man, was perplexed. 

“But, Madame already has her ears pierced…” 

“Of course she does, silly. It’s her nose and nipples she’s come here to have pierced.” 

It  hurt  a  lot  as  Alphonse  punctured  the  tender  membrane  between my  nostrils  but  I  was  becoming  quite  a  Stoic  in  my  ability  to withstand, even thrive, on pain. Well, maybe not so Stoic! The sharp needle caused my huge nipples much more distress than my nose, but I kept a straight face. He fitted thick, copper studs through the

wounds  with  the  advice  to  give  them  a  good  twist  every  fifteen minutes or so. 

I was home before 2 pm. I had nothing much to do, so rather than mope about the house, I locked up everything and drove over to my master’s  apartment.  He’d  left  instructions  with  the  concierge  to  let me in. 

I  had  one  more  labour  to  perform  to  complete  my  master’s commands.  I  stripped  naked  and,  using  the  bathroom  mirrors  for direction,  set  about  depilating  my  lush  body  from  head  to  toe.  I’d been instructed to remove every vestige of hair, including eyebrows and  eyelashes,  using  the  latest,  and  guarantied  permanent, depilation cream. I saved a thick, 40 cm long tress from my head and placed it carefully aside, as directed. 

I looked quite a sight. My smooth, hairless flesh seemed to glow with a sheen like polished plastic, especially my bald skull. I cleaned up the mess then put myself in a position to await my master’s arrival. 

[image: Image 8]

He found me in the living room, kneeling humbly, my hands clasped behind  my  back,  my  shaven  head  bowed.  I  had  been  that  way  for

three hours, save only for the regular twisting I gave to my nose and nipple studs. 

He  ignored  me  for  ten  minutes.  I  couldn’t  see  what  he  was  doing from my servile position. 

“Up you get, girl, and let’s have a look at you.” 

My  master  pulled  firmly  on  my  nose  stud  giving  it,  and  my  tender nose, a thorough going over. The pain brought an uncontrollable tear to my eye. My master wiped it away gently. 

“Have you been to the Registrar?” 

“Yes, master.” 

I  slunk  seductively  to  the  sideboard  and  collected  the  document which I humbly prof ered him. He read it before tucking it away in a pocket. I had no idea of the significance, then or now. 

“I’m going to show you what it means to be my slave. If you survive the weekend, I’ll make the position permanent.” 

I didn’t know, couldn’t think of a suitable response. 

“…  thank…  thank  you,  master…  “  was  my  lame  contribution.  The image of permanence set my shaven pussy throbbing. 

“I  expect  your  complete  cooperation.  Anything  less  will  not  be tolerated.” 

It never occurred to me to give anything else. 

Willingly,  enthusiastically,  I  stretched  my  jaws  as  wide  as  I  could, anxious  to  express  my  wholehearted  cooperation  in  an  immediate and  practical  way.  My  master  screwed  a  gigantic,  spring-loaded, cylindrical  clamp  into  my  mouth.  Rubber  coated  steel  flanges  filled the spaces between my cheeks and teeth providing an air tight seal for the devilish device. I couldn’t control an involuntary shudder as

the heavy duty spring was released. My aching, twisted jaws were stretched  even  farther,  filling  my  ears  with  an  ominous  grinding.  A pathetic,  croaking  gurgle  spluttered  from  my  throat.  The  internal diameter of my cruel gag-clamp was nearly three inches. Gingerly, in agonised amazement, I ran my limp tongue around its rim. 

I  was  shocked,  terrified  and  erotically  inflamed  by  the  enormous rubber  penis  gag  which  my  master  held  up  for  my  attention.  The smooth, stiff surface of the mechanical rubber penis was broken by a close-spaced  pattern  of  perforations  some  2  mm  wide.  To demonstrate the full extent of the agony gag’s potential, my master swiveled  a  small  attachment  at  the  base  of  the  penis.  From  every perforation  in  the  agony  gag’s  surface,  a  wicked,  stiff  rubber  barb had emerged with menace. 

My  master  recognised  my  look  of  helpless  dread  and  smiled reassuringly. 

“You’ll get used to it, darling.” 
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The  diabolical  penis  gag  was  inexorably  forced  into  my  gaping, helpless, clamp-stretched mouth. A full five inches of the rigid rubber

had  to  be  inserted  before  the  processes  on  the  gag-clamp  would engage the  lugs  on  the  gag. The  pressure  on  my  distended  throat was  frightful,  filling  me  once  again  with  that  awful  horror  of suf ocation.  The  self-sealing  rubber  flanges  guarantied  that  not  the slightest whiff of air could enter or escape my torture-gagged mouth. 

My  soft,  ripe  breasts  heaved  frantically  in  time  with  the  desperate panting of my lungs. 

Mercifully, my master chose to postpone the activation of the devilish penis gag barbs. 

“Something to look forward to,” he mused, reading my mind. 

My master grabbed my defenseless breasts and viciously punished each  tender,  studded  nipple.  I  screamed  shrilly.  My  arms  flapped uselessly behind my back. I kept them there to make sure they were out of the way. Not a trace of sound penetrated the enormity of my gigantic horror gag. 

“That’s a sound I love to hear, the no-noise-at-all sound of a gagged slave.” 

My  arms  were  sheathed  to  the  shoulder  in  supple,  black  patent leather gloves. The clammy, moist kidskin was laced with vigour from wrist  to  collar-bone,  compressing  my  soft  flesh  with  surprising pressure. 

The crushing hand-pieces were bizarrely uncomfortable. There was no  separate  provision  for  my  fingers  or  thumbs,  rather  the constricting,  customised  leather  locked  my  fingers,  thumbs  and palms into a direct line with my forearms, trapping them immovably in  an  exceptionally  painful  position.  A  contoured,  steel  studded leather strap attached to each glove at my wrists was buckled into place with such severity that I was denied the slightest control over my  hands.  They  were  imprisoned  in  their  cruel,  painful  cages  in absolute immobility. 

A  further  pair  of  black  patent  leather  straps,  steel  studded  and carefully  contoured,  were  attached  to  the  rims  of  my  arm-sheaths. 

They  were,  of  course,  secured  and  buckled  with  the  same remorseless intensity as my wrist straps, serving to weld the kidskin to my crushed limbs with murderous force. The stiffleather straps cut and  gouged  into  the  junction  of  my  arms  and  torso  preventing  me from keeping my tortured arms at my side except at great discomfort. 

I had a small measure of freedom at the elbows and slightly less at the shoulders; but for all practical purposes, my leather skinned arms had been rendered completely, awkwardly and agonisingly helpless. 

My  master  led  me,  compliantly,  into  a  windowless  room  which seemed purposely designed to accommodate a slave. In one corner was a small podium, Obediently, I mounted it. My wrists were drawn together in front of me and bolted together by way of small, steel Drings embedded in the crushing leather wrist straps. 

A block and tackle, mounted on a ceiling cross-beam, supported a single length of thick, nylon rope. My wrists were bound to the rope and  without  more  ado  my  arms  were  hoisted  high  above  my  head almost lifting me clear of the podium. On tiptoe I was barely able to relieve the tension on my suspended arms. 

The  silly  struggles  were  a  waste  of  time.  My  master  pulled  the podium to one side, leaving me dangling like a fish on a hook. The custom-crafted,  thigh  length,  black  patent  leather  boots  were fashioned to compliment the style of my incredible gloves. 

It was while my master was fitting the bizarre boots onto my legs that I became aware of the terrible secret of the moist kidskin. Gradually at  first,  but  eventually  reaching  an  absolutely  unbearable  intensity, the  diabolical  leather  had  begun  to  contract.  My  helpless  arms, already  under  strict  and  agonising  restraint,  were  subjected  to  a callous and pitiless attack, warping and crushing my flesh and bones beyond belief. My high-pitched squeals of acutest torment were, of course,  totally  absorbed  by  my  monstrous  horror  gag.  I  couldn’t believe  how  such  pliant  leather  could  be  transformed  into,  quite literally, steel! 

A surge of dread coursed through me as I felt the damp caress of my amazing  leather  boots.  My  poor  legs  were  going  to  get  the  same treatment! 

My  boots  were  laced  with  meticulous  care  from  ankle  to  crotch  to ensure the maximum compression of my legs. The gleaming patent leather  sheathed  my  lovely  limbs  with  without  wrinkle,  seeming  to encase them like a second skin. 

The  foot-pieces  were  designed  both  to  twist  my  feet  into  a  perfect line with my shins and to apply extreme constriction, especially to my toes and the balls of my feet. There were no heels to the boots, but the presence of contoured, steel studded leather straps at my ankles made  them  redundant.  These  straps,  buckled  into  place  with resolute  severity,  locked  my  ankles  into  complete  and  tormented rigidity. 

The matching straps around the tops of my thighs, which served to weld the leather kidskin immovably to my legs, cut cruelly and deeply into my crotch and hips, limiting the freedom of movement I had over my bizarrely booted legs to the similarly useless level possessed by my now abjectly crushed and tortured arms. 
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My tormented legs were pulled apart and tightly roped to ringbolts in the floor by means of D-rings on my ankle straps, spread-eagling me in total helplessness. 

My master left me to my own devices until the moist leather of my diabolical  boots  had  transformed  itself  into  unyielding  sheaths  of unbelievable compression. 

The  merciless  severity  of  the  agonising  bondage  inflicted  upon  my limbs  was  staggering,  testing  to  the  fullest  my  resolve  to unquestioningly  accept,  and  cooperate  with,  the  wishes  of  my master.  I  did  not  dream  that  such  pain  could  be  endured.  It  was going to take time to accustom myself to a life of extreme bondage. 

A  sudden  fear  clutched  me.  Suppose  I  couldn’t  measure  up  to  my master’s  expectations  in  time?  The  possibility  of  being  discarded was the incentive I needed. I would, I must, stoically and gratefully accept, and eventually thrive on, the treatment meted out to me. 

My  master  returned,  cup  of  tea  in  hand,  and  sat  down  on  a  small footstool in front of me. Occasionally he stroked my leather-tortured limbs,  testing  and  probing.  I  couldn’t  take  my  eyes  from  him  and when, from time to time, he chose to notice my adoring gaze, his wry smile filled my heart with joy. 

“The process is reversible,” he chuckled. “Otherwise, I’d have to cut you out.” 

My master swallowed the last of his tea. The copper stud through my nostrils was removed. I could hardly believe it when the sturdy little rubber  wedges  in  his  hand  turned  out  to  be  nose  plugs!  Getting enough air into my lungs was already a nightmare. The stiff rubber plugs  were  jammed  fiercely  into  my  nostrils,  filling  them uncomfortably  and,  much  more  ominously,  imposing  a  further,  and crippling, burden on my pounding lungs. The dread realisation that I had been deliberately brought to the brink of suf ocation was further evidence  of  the  seriousness  of  my  predicament.  My  very  life  was completely  in  my  master’s  hands.  All  he  needed  do  was  block  the

pitilessly  narrow  passages  through  the  center  of  each  plug  and,  in my helplessly bound condition, I would quietly choke to death. 

A gleaming, black patent leather helmet of bizarrely elaborate design was  worked  carefully  over  my  head  and  stretched  precisely  into position. A thin steel rim corresponding to my mouth snapped tight around the lip of my gigantic, choking, horror gag. The fiendishly tiny valves  controlling  my  meagre  air  supply  were  squeezed  through  a tiny  opening  and  then,  to  my  amazement,  my  master  produced  a three-quarter  inch,  chrome-plated  steel  ring  which  was  at  least  an eighth of an inch thick! 

It  opened  by  means  of  a  subtle,  almost  invisible  mechanism  and somehow  my  master  pushed,  prodded  and  twisted  it  through  the leather skin encasing my head, past the stiff plug filling one nostril, then through my pierced septum, past the other plug and finally once more  through  my  diabolical  helmet.  It  was  locked  with  deceptive ease. 
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I  screeched  hopelessly,  soundlessly  in  response  to  the  vicious jerking  of  my  cruel  nose-ring.  An  expression  of  accomplishment appeared  on  my  master’s  face  as  he  stepped  back  to  admire  his slave’s ever worsening predicament. 

“Perfect.” 

I couldn’t hear him clearly but since I wasn’t able to take my eyes from  him,  even  for  a  second,  I  could  read  the  meaning  from  his precious lips. My eyes were, for the moment, unblinkered. A pair of awkwardly  narrow,  vertical  eye-slits  permitted  me  a  considerably restricted  field  of  vision.  The  presence,  however,  of  matching, chrome-plated  steel  buckles  on  either  side  of  my  forehead  was certain evidence that the limited control I had over my sight could be terminated at a moment’s notice. 

My  muf led  hearing  did  allow  me  to  hear  loud  noise.  There  was  a slight improvement when my ear lobes were pulled through the tiny slits provided for them. The purpose was to accommodate a pair of earrings, seemingly identical to my solid nose-ring. I tensed myself to endure  and  accept  the  expected  testing  of  these  rings.  I  was  not disappointed. My master tugged seriously on each to satisfy himself that they were properly secured. 

The rest of my head and throat were tightly sheathed by the fiendish kidskin. To my chagrin, I realised my amorphous leather head was in for the same diabolical treatment as my tormented, screaming limbs. 

Much, if not all, of the inner surface of my wickedly cruel helmet had been  coated  with  the  sickeningly  moist  chemical  so  ingeniously employed by my master. 

My  helpless,  tortured  head  thrashed  wildly  between  my  chest  and my tautly strung arms in a futile attempt to lessen my agony. To no avail.  My  diabolical,  merciless,  agony  helmet  completed  its contraction without the slightest concern for the exquisite suf ering it was inflicting upon its victim. 

The crushingly tight circle around my throat caused by the helmet’s leather  flange  produced  more  stress  for  my  exhausted,  heaving lungs. 

The useless threshing of my superbly tortured head was brought to an abrupt halt by the buckling into place of an incredible, horrifying, black patent leather choke-collar. Contoured with meticulous care to the exact shape of my throat, the choke-collar absolutely welded my head  onto  my  shoulders,  twisting,  warping,  crushing  my  neck  until my popping eyes stared bulgingly heavenward. The collar rims were not  leather  but  rather  thick  bands  of  serrated,  chrome-plated  steel whose monstrously cruel projections were especially designed to cut and gouge into their victim’s jaw-line and collar-bones with a wicked, merciless intensity. 

Chrome-plated  steel  spikes,  at  least  two  inches  long,  encircled  my deadly  choke-collar  around  its  center,  the  glinting,  twinkling  steel serving the dual purpose of decorating the collar and dehumanising its helpless victim. 

Stitched to the fiendish choke-collar were a matching pair of patent leather  straps,  perhaps  one  and  a  half  inches  wide  and  six  inches long. The ventral strap dangled between my ripe, pendulous breasts, the dorsal strap ran down my spine. 

The  drastic  angle  to  which  my  thoroughly  tortured,  helmeted  head had been welded ef ectively prevented me from catching more than a  brief  glimpse  of  the  next  stage  of  my  resolute  and  merciless enslavement. A diabolically devised corset strap of gleaming, black patent leather was buckled around my poor waist with such venom that I knew I had been cut in half. The thick, contoured instrument of torment  was  rimmed  by  the  same  huge  steel  projections  as  my demoniacal choke-collar. The cruel steel gouged into my hips and rib cage with unbelievable intensity. The inhuman pressure cutting into my  agonisingly  crushed  waist  informed  me  with  a  callous indifference  that  I  now  sported  a  waist-line  which  must  be  smaller than sixteen inches. 

I  hadn’t  even  begun  to  get  used  to  the  relentless  torment  inflicted upon  my  poor  waist.  Goodness,  I  was  still  desperately  trying  to accustom  myself  to  the  impossible  demands  of  the  incredible bondage treatment given to my helplessly tortured head and limbs. 

So,  when  my  master  took  the  trouble  to  show  me  a  monstrous, gigantic rubber dildo, I was too preoccupied in coming to terms with the unbearable agony of my bondage condition to really understand what would happen to me. 

The  entrance  to  my  engorged,  sensitive  and  drooling  pussy  was stretched  roughly  and  the  enormous  implement  rammed  resolutely inside. The wicked, torture dildo was made of the stiffest mechanical rubber.  It  was  a  full  twelve  inches  long,  four  inches  thick  and  its surface sprouted a veritable forest of inhumanly cruel rubber prongs. 

To  my  agonised  shock  and  amazement,  my  master  actually succeeded  in  forcing  the  dreadful  device  completely  into  my defenseless  pussy,  inflicting  an  undreamt  of  degree  of  pain  and suf ering. 

A second torture dildo, seemingly identical to the first, was thrust into my  anus,  filling  my  rectum  to  bursting  point  with  stiff,  spiked, mechanical  rubber.  It  was  inconceivable  to  me  that  my  tender, delicate  orifices  could  accommodate  such  manifestly  huge  and painful invasions. 

A  leather  saddle  strap,  stitched  to  the  front  of  my  wasping  corset strap,  was  passed  between  my  spread-eagled,  leather  cased  legs and buckled with devilish tension to the provision for it at the base of my spine. The cruelly gouging strap cut between my hairless labia with  the  express  purpose  of  both  crushing  my  helplessly  exposed clitoris and sealing the horrific torture dildos inescapably inside me. 

The  leather  straps  from  my  choke-collar  were  tightly  buckled  into their  counterparts  rising  from  my  crushing  corset  strap.  It  was  no surprise for me to realise that both these straps and my saddle strap had been liberally treated with the evil, moist chemical. My torso was slowly  ground  to  agonising  and  absolute  immobility.  My  back  was warped and twisted by the cruelest pressure, bending my spine until

I could feel the vertebrae about to snap. The saddle strap cut up into my  groin  with  merciless  venom,  reducing  my  tortured,  helpless genitals to a screaming center of intolerable pain. 

Securely suspended and in absolute and pitiless bondage, I was not even  permitted  the  useless  luxury  of  expressing  the  intolerable extent of my exquisite suf ering. 

Through  the  haze  of  agony  and  exhaustion  clouding  my  bemused brain,  I  was  aware  that  my  master’s  attention  had  turned  to  my precocious, heaving breasts. The copper studs were removed from my nipples and, as I surmised, chrome-plated steel nipple-rings were locked deeply through my aureoles to replace them. A sharp jerk on each  helpless  breast  confirmed  my  assessment  in  the  most agonising way. 

A  diabolically  complex  arrangement  of  sleek,  black  patent  leather straps, many of them so thin as to be almost wire-like, were fitted, with  meticulous  care  over  my  voluptuous  breasts.  Anchoring  this fiendish  assembly  in  place  were  the  widest  pair  of  leather  straps, perhaps one inch wide. They were buckled with abominable severity hard up into the base of each breast, isolating the massive organs from  my  chest  through  unbearable  compression.  Further  straps fastened my murderous breast straps to both the dorsal and ventral straps linking my cruel choke-collar and corset strap. 

My mercilessly tortured breasts were trapped inside a fiendish cage of cutting, slicing, wire-like leather laces through the center of which my  ringed  and  engorged  nipples  were  forced  to  protrude  in  an agonisingly obscene display. 

It took at least ten minutes for the soaked leather to harden and dry and  to  amuse  himself  in  the  interim,  my  master  subjected  my superbly  tortured  breasts  to  a  vigorous  assault,  paying  particular attention  to  my  ringed  nipples.  Responding  with  helpless  agony  to my  master’s  caresses,  I  realised  the  final,  chemical-induced, constriction of my intolerable breast harness had shrunk the leather laces  so  severely  that  they  had  all  but  disappeared  from  sight

between  the  mounds  of  tortured  breast-flesh  which  had  ridged  up around them. 

A  leash  of  some  sort  was  attached  to  the  front  of  my  choke-collar and,  by  means  of  the  block  and  tackle,  strung  tautly  to  the  ceiling beam to which my lifeless, aching, leather cased arms were bound, partially relieving them of the strain of my dead-weight. 

Moments later my crushingly collared neck was forced to support all of my weight. My master released my tortured arms from their rigid restraint  but  the  respite  was  only  momentary.  My  elbows  were wrenched behind my warped back, strapped together with crushing severity  and  then  bolted  directly  to  my  spine  strap  by  means  of  a conveniently placed D-ring. 

My  uselessly  flopping  forearms  were  twisted  at  right  angles  to  my biceps  and  fiendishly  locked  in  place  by  delicate  steel  chains stretched savagely between my earlobes and my wrists. 
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My master tugged firmly on my nipple rings to get my attention. 

“In a moment I’m going to release your ankles. You won’t choke to death… so long as you don’t take too long to find your balance.” 

A thickly padded blinker strap was securely buckled across my eyes, pressing my eyeballs into my skull and condemning me to Stygian darkness. 

“It’s up to you.” 

My  warped  and  twisted  ankles  were  released  from  their  strict restraint  and  for  some  moments  I  dangled  helplessly  by  my inhumnanly collared neck while my cruelly cased legs jerked stupidly back to life. At last I regained some control over them and began the impossible  task  of  learning  to  stand  in  my  crippling,  agonising  and supremely dehumanising bondage harness. I didn’t have a moment to  reflect  on  my  condition.  I  had  to  accept  it.  When  you’re  gagged with a monstrous penis gag, blinded inside a crushing leather hood, choked  by  a  gigantic  collar,  nose,  ear  and  nipple  ringed,  corseted, dildoed  and  saddle-strapped  while  otherwise  rigidly  bound  and twisted,  to  say  nothing  of  enduring  the  cruelest  breast  bondage, there is little point in making a fuss. I knew that not only did I have to accept my condition but that I must learn to revel in it. 

Every  ounce  of  superhuman  ef ort  I  could  muster  went  into  my tortured legs as I pumped them up and down ina desperate attempt to keep my balance. 

“Well done, darling!” 

His praise filtered through both my crushing hood and my supreme suf ering to immediately raise my spirits. 

“Let’s get you started.” 

My master unlocked the chain leash from my incredible torture collar and propelled me forward some four or five faltering steps. “Above you, and running the full length of the room is a steel rail. To keep you on course, I’m going to bolt your marvelous breasts to a cable descending from it.” 

My  master  squeezed  my  exquisitely  tortured  breasts  together  and clipped both nipple rings to a single steel link. There was just enough length  to  the  suspension  cable  to  hoist  my  huge  and  harnessed breasts from their natural position. 

“There,  that’s  done!  When  the  tension  on  your  breasts  increases, you’ll  know  you’ve  wandered  from  the  straight  and  narrow,  so  to speak.  I  suggest  you  get  back  on  course  as  quickly  as  you  can. 

When you reach the end of the room, a bell will ring to instruct you to turn around and complete another lap.” 

What was going to happen to me. I think I heard everything correctly. 

I struggled to keep my balance with a new and desperate urgency. If I  stumbled,  the  consequences  would  be  dire.  A  moment  later,  my master  explained  just  how  dire  those  consequences  would  be.  “I expect a lap per minute, nothing less. At least for the first hour. Your progress  will  be  recorded  and  you  should  know  there’ll  be  a  stiff penalty for dawdling. It is important to realise there is no-one to help you. If you stumble, you will hang, by those delicious melons in fact, until you do something about it.” 

My master’s strong fingers pointed me in the right direction. A single, sharp smack across my lush buttocks set me in motion. “Of  you go, darling.” 

Oh dear! 

I  hadn’t  even  completed  the  first  lap  before  disaster  struck.  The fiendish  breast  cable  was  a  great  help  in  keeping  direction.  To correct  a  veer  to  the  left,  I  momentarily  relaxed  the  concentration necessary  to  keep  my  balance.  The  error  was  fatal.  One  aching, twisted, leather booted foot tripped the other and I toppled helplessly forward. My inhumanly bound and tormented breasts broke my fall. 

The  agony  was  absolutely  unbearable.  I  knew  my  ringed  nipples must  be  ripped  from  my  tautly  stretched,  leather  laced  breasts.  Of course, as I desperately, awkwardly scrabbled back to my tottering tip-toes, there was no such separation. Dangling like a carcass on a

meat hook confirmed the strength of both my diabolical nipple rings and my poor, unbelievably mistreated breasts. 

I stumbled twice on the second lap. In fact, the fifth lap was the first I completed  without  mishap.  I  found  the  most  difficult  point  in  the circuit to be the turns. Swiveling 180 degrees in my elaborately cruel bondage harness took considerable practice and concentration. 

I  was  forced  to  suppress  any  reaction  to  the  ceaseless  torrent  of complaint pounding into my crushed head from every nerve and fibre of  my  body.  The  impossible  goal  set  by  my  master  gave  me  no opportunity  to  reflect  upon  my  suf ering.  Somewhere  after  the twentieth lap I lost track of my progress. I hadn’t a clue as to how much  time  had  elapsed  but  I  knew  with  a  dread  certainty  that  I’d fallen behind schedule. 

Necessity is the best taskmaster and, notwithstanding the increasing exhaustion  and  breathlessness  under  which  I  laboured,  I  took comfort and a little pride in the knowledge that I was slowly, surely, mastering my astonishing predicament. I stepped up the pace, fully aware  of  the  increased  risk.  I  was  determined  to  get  back  on schedule  and,  if  at  all  possible,  surpass  the  milestone  for  me.  I tripped and tortured myself on three more occasions but I was very proud the last thirty laps were accident free. 

“Whoa!” 

My master’s firm hand brought me to a sudden halt. 

“Stand still.” 

“Keep your legs stiff and pressed together.” 

“Don’t wobble! When I tell you to stand still, don’t move a muscle!” It was  impossible.  No  sooner  had  I  squeezed  my  tortured,  leather-sheathed legs together than I lost my balance. I stumbled clumsily forward, trying desperately to get back into position. 

“Stupid slut! You didn’t listen to me. The very instant you’re told to stand still means you jump to attention ready for my next instruction.” 

Wiser now, and mortified by my disobedience, I scrambled back into position and for nearly ten seconds I was able to keep my balance before toppling over. My gag filled mouth could not scream. For an eternity I hung in exquisite torment and suf ering. The tension on my helplessly  squeezed  and  strapped,  bloated  and  ringed  breasts reached a new level of horror. 

Unable  to  disobey  my  master,  unable  to  communicate  even  a modicum of my unbearable bondage torture, I could do nothing but dangle in silent agony, all the while keeping my leather cased legs pressed tightly together. 

“That’s better.” 

Thank goodness. My master’s voice had lost its anger. 

“In just over an hour, you have completed seventy-four laps. A fine achievement. Easily fulfilling your quota. It’s time to move on.” There was  silence  for  several  minutes,  at  least  I  didn’t  hear  anything. 

However,  a  girl  in  my  situation  shouldn’t  be  relied  upon  to  notice everything  going  on  around  her,  especially  when  her  furiously beating heart has just been warmed by sweet words of praise from her beloved master. 

“What  I’ve  done  is  to  place  a  series  of  hurdles  along  your  training track. The hurdles are sixteen inches high and some twenty inches apart.  They  are  quite  rigid  so  you  certainly  won’t  be  able  to  go through them. These obstacles are designed to teach you to prance. 

You will learn that success can only be achieved by the adoption of a precisely  regulated,  rhythmic  and  high-stepping  gait.  I  want  you  to spend a full two hours, without relief, learning to prance. In the light of your excellent progress to date, and as a demonstration of your continuing commitment, I expect you to complete a minimum of one hundred laps.” 

My mind boggled at the enormity of the task set before me. It was incomprehensible. 

“I know that’s a lot, but you can do it if you’re willing.” 

My master, to my great relief, at last lifted me back onto my crushed and  twisted  toes.  My  gratitude  was  boundless.  The  agony  in  my superbly bound breasts had gone beyond belief. 

“Don’t  be  so  careless  in  the  future.  A  sensible  slave  knows obedience is best.” 

How earnestly this slave would strive to be perfectly obedient! 

“There is one more thing before you get back to work. For the first half  hour  of  your  exercise,  the  only  penalty  incurred  for  being  too lazy  to  clear  each  hurdle  bar  will  be  the  pain  of  having  your  fall broken by your strapped and leashed tits.” 

I understood now that it was my fault when this happened. It was my responsibility to obey. 

“Each hurdle has been capped with an impact sensitive, steel sensor strip.  Any  contact  made  with  it,  no  matter  how  faint,  will  trigger  an immediate  response.  I  want  you  to  appreciate  that  your  dildos  are equipped with very powerful circuitry. On receiving the correct signal, they  will  generate  an  intense  electric  pulse,  directed  at  the  most sensitive areas of your pussy and bottom.” 

I think I understood everything he said. But there was more. 

“Prolonged  contact  with  a  sensor  strip  will  increase  both  the frequency and duration of the disciplinary shocks while simultaneous contact with more than one sensor will trigger multi-pulse bursts of ever increasing intensity.” 

My master’s next remarks struck home to the core of my being. 

“I want you to make proper use of the incentives I’ve given you and learn to be a champion prancer. Will you do that for me?” 

Of course I would. I would do anything. 

A salutary slap across my quivering, juicy buttocks sent me on my way.  It  was  fifteen  laps  before  I  at  last  completed  one  without  an accident. The prance style I was being trained to develop required me to bring my thighs sharply up to a position exactly parallel with the  floor  while  keeping  my  toes  bent  strictly  back  to  avoid  clipping the bar on the way up. To get into position for the next step I had no choice but to spear my toes firmly into the floor to avoid taking too long a stride. 

I  quickly  realised  and  accepted  that  this  gait  was  deliberately designed  to  encourage  my  monstrous,  studded  dildos  to  inflict  the maximum  amount  of  torture  upon  my  defenseless,  agony-inflamed genitals. 

The  demands  placed  on  my  poor  legs,  crushingly  cased  in chemically  hardened  patent  leather,  were  indescribable.  It  was almost  a  relief  to  tumble,  for  even  though  my  fiendishly  mistreated breasts would suf er intolerably with each mistake, at least there was a  momentary  respite  for  my  tortured,  exhausted  legs.  At  no  time, however, was there any respite from my inhuman leather bondage harness. Why should there be? 

My spine was ready to snap from the extreme pressure exerted upon it due to the severity of the bondage condition applied to my patent leather sheathed arms. Every time I tripped or stumbled, only to be caught short by my agony-quilted, punished breasts, my immovably bound arms, capped by helplessly crushed hands and fingers, would strain  hopelessly  to  aid  me.  The  only  tangible  result  of  this uncontrollable response was an agonising increase to the tension on my cunningly chained earlobes. 

I received my first disciplinary shock on the twenty-eighth lap. I had barely scraped the sensor bar but it was enough to earn the penalty

for  disobedient  laziness.  The  pain  ripping  into  my  dildo-gouged genitals was staggering. I recovered quickly and, inspired by that tiny taste  of  what  could  happen  to  me,  completed  the  next  34  laps without a mishap. 

I kept careful count of my progress, being resolutely determined to reach the goal of 100 laps set for me by my master. 

Disaster struck on the seventy-seventh lap. A sudden cramp in my right calf caused me to stumble helplessly into a hurdle and, as luck would have it, it was the last hurdle on the track. I cannoned head-first  into  the  wall,  stunning  myself.  Suspended  by  my  mercilessly disciplined breasts, and with my twitching legs trapped every which way around the of ending hurdle, I must have made contact with at least three of the sensor strips. 

I suf ered the most exquisite electrical torture. My diabolically dildoed pussy and bottom were set alight by the relentless series of bone-wrenching  jolts  inflicted  upon  them.  I  writhed  and  jerked  in  my helpless condition for several minutes before untangling myself and struggling to an upright position clear of the terrifying sensor strips. 

I  spent  another  minute  trying  to  get  my  breath  back;  not  at  all  an easy thing to do when your mouth is so burstingly full of penis gag that it is completely sealed from the world outside, your nostrils are plugged with huge rubber wedges through which only a minute pore allows  a  trickle  of  life-giving  oxygen  to  reach  your  desperate  lungs and your neck is locked into an agonisingly arched-back posture by a  spike-studded  leather  choke  collar  so  gigantic  that  its  serrated steel  rims  cut  mercilessly  into  your  jaw-line  and  collarbones.  I resumed  my  precise  perambulations,  admonishing  myself  to  be more careful. 

“Stand still!” 

Startled by my master’s unannounced return, I half stumbled into a sensor  bar  and  earned  an  agonising  rebuke  for  my  clumsiness.  I

jumped to attention smartly and was both surprised and delighted to find myself able to hold this position without overbalancing. 

I  had  proudly  completed  one  hundred  and  twenty-eight  laps  and, except for the one major disaster, had earned no more than seventy or eighty single punishment shocks. 

“Such achievement deserves to be rewarded.” 

My spirits soared. 

My  exquisitely  tortured  breasts  were  released  from  their  tether.  To replace it, a chain leash was threaded through the steel link binding my ringed nipples directly together and then clipped to my nose ting. 

A sharp jerk set me in motion. I pranced obediently, worship-fully, in blind pursuit of my master. 

Arrived in the bedroom, I was placed in position and then ordered to my  knees.  For  several  minutes  I  knelt  in  motionless  docility, savouring  this  opportunity  to  please  my  master.  My  gigantic  penis gag was twisted free of the stiff processes welding it to the rim of my jaw-distending  mouth  ring  and  then  slowly  withdrawn  from  my mouth. Gratefully, I gulped several mouthfuls of air. 

My master thrust his swollen penis into my jacked open mouth. I had only  my  tongue  to  please  him  since  my  lips  were  still  crushed  in leather and my jaws stretched achingly apart by spring-driven steel. 

His blood engorged penis-head thudded into the back of my throat as I strove with every ounce of my body to work him up to a fantastic orgasm.  My  bruised  tongue  massaged  his  precious  flesh  with delicate  frenzy  as  I  concentrated  desperately  to  satisfy  him.  For nearly  ten  minutes  I  was  permitted  to  tongue-worship  before  his need for orgasm sent a river of hot semen into my belly. 

Without a word, a steady tension on my breast leash compelled me to my feet. I was flung onto my master’s bed, landing excruciatingly on my bound arms. Each ankle, in turn, was chained to a separate

post at the foot of the bed, inflicting a colossal strain on my split open crotch. 

The saddle strap between my legs was unbuckled, after something moist  was  sprayed  on  it,  and  my  vaginal  dildo  removed.  It  was replaced, moments later, by my master’s penis, still rigid despite its recent  eruption.  His  full  weight  fell  upon  my  bound  torso  as  he pounded his way to three more orgasms in the next thirty minutes. 

Notwithstanding the incredible bondage burden I had been forced to accept,  and  the  immobility  and  suf ering  which  it  compelled  me  to endure,  or  perhaps  because  of  it,  I  reached  a  plateau  of  multiple orgasm I had never realised existed. I was devastated. 

Sated at last, my master left me and for another few minutes I had nothing to do but reflect on the impossible predicament I had willingly accepted. 

I was a slave. A bondage slave. My life would be one of continual discipline,  punishment  and  suf ering.  It  didn’t  matter.  The  one,  the only,  ambition  in  my  life  was  to  serve  my  master,  to  worship  and adore him, to obey him without question or complaint. To cheerfully and  enthusiastically  submit  myself  to  his  every  whim.  To  diligently and  courageously  accept  the  cruelest  regime  of  torture  and bondage. 

My vaginal dildo was replaced and my saddle strap rebuckled to its former  unbearable  intensity.  My  distended  mouth  was  bulgingly refilled with penis gag and this time my master chose to activate the stiff  rubber  barbs  concealed  in  the  gag.  They  were  particularly uncomfortable. 

My  breast  leash  was  used  to  raise  my  upper  torso  some  twelve inches from the bed, then somehow secured to keep me hanging in that position. I immediately resigned myself, what else could I do, to the agony of helpless breast and nose suspension. How well I knew that only my master’s charity could release me from my torture. 

“You were not given permission for an orgasm. Slaves give sexual pleasure, they don’t receive it.” 

Educated by the explanation for my punishment, all I could think of was how much I wanted to apologise for my promiscuity. A moment later a terrible electric shock racked my pussy and anus, hammering home  the  extent  of  my  wickedness.  I  jackknifed  involuntarily, inflicting  dreadful  torture  upon  my  mercilessly  bound  and  tethered breasts. My nostrils were aflame. My genitals screamed desperately for  relief  from  the  fiery  agony  of  their  electric  torment.  The  delay between  each  diabolical  pulse  of  pain  was  barely  twenty  seconds, just long enough for me to fall limp from the previous attack. I don’t know  how  long  I  was  subjected  to  this  fiendish  punishment.  It seemed forever, but was probably no more than thirty minutes. 

My master released my breasts from their exquisite torment and I fell back exhausted into the soft bed. My wrists were unchained from my earlobes,  then  strapped  and  buckled  crushingly  together  along  my spine,  palms  facing  each  other.  My  legs  were  freed  from  their achingly  spread-eagled  posture  then  bound  together  with  cruelly gouging patent leather straps buckled into my knees and ankles. 

“Good night, darling.” 

My master pushed me tenderly toward the edge of his bed. I crashed to  the  floor  like  a  sack  of  wheat,  my  superbly  mistreated  breasts absorbing most of the impact. 

“And remember, no unauthorised orgasms!” 

I  writhed  and  squirmed  by  the  side  of  my  master’s  bed  for  a  long time, searching for a position which of ered the tiniest relief from my crushing  bondage  burden.  No  such  relief  was  forthcoming  and  I eventually  gave  up  trying.  I  was  mercilessly  and  excruciatingly bound, gagged and dildoed, and I was going to stay that way. I did doze fitfully. The cumulative factors of exertion and exhaustion had their  way  over  the  unrelenting  agony  of  my  exquisitely  bound  and harnessed  body.  But  not  before  some  further  reflection  on  my

predicament.  I  was  more  content  and  untroubled  than  I  had  ever been before. I only wished there was some way I could communicate the  extent  of  my  devotion  and  loyalty.  I  would  just  have  to  wait patiently until the opportunity presented itself. 

Chapter  Five

Saturday morning began with a further two hours of prancing along the training track, blinded, gagged and harnessed. This time I was set a mark of 200 laps. I inflicted two major mishaps upon myself as well as some thirty or forty single pulse shocks. 

I managed to complete 207 laps in the time allowed. I was elated. I had driven myself at top pace, prancing over the training course with reckless haste, all the while regulating, refining, mastering a precise and  symmetrical  gait  that  would  not  desert  me,  even  under tremendous pressure. 

On my master’s command I rigidly assumed a pose of the strictest attention,  only  the  heaving  of  my  relentlessly  tortured  breasts betraying  just  a  hint  of  the  diabolical  bondage  burden  with  which  I had been handicapped. 

“I’m  having  trouble  with  some  electronic  components.  Bloody circuitry! It never works like it should. While I’m fixing it, I want you to complete another 200 laps.” 
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A stinging slap reinforced the command. 

“Of  you go!” 

I  pranced  perfectly  over  the  hurdles  for  what  seemed  an  age. 

Another  254  laps  were  recorded  by  my  count  before  my  master’s command to halt brought me to rigid attention. I had earned only 17

punishment pulses. I was feeling very proud of myself. 

My  breasts  were  released  from  the  ceiling  and  I  was  forced  to  my knees.  My  ringed  ears  were  relieved  of  the  murderous  tension inflicted upon them. Several minutes passed. 

“That’s  right,  Brenda,  your  discipline  helmet  is  softening.  I  need access to your head for a moment.” 

A  further  ten  minutes  elapsed  before  my  choke  collar  and  helmet could  be  worked  loose  from  my  fiendishly  crushed  skull.  I  was  not relieved  of  either  my  jaw  stretching  mouth  ring  or  my  enormous, spike studded penis gag. The bright light in the room blinded me for some time. 

A cold, clammy metal wedge of some sort was forced into each ear. 

They were pushed right into my eardrums. I could actually feel the metal pressing into the sensitive membranes. It was disconcerting as well  as  quite  painful.  Then  they  really  became  painful.  Some mechanism had triggered in each a powerful torsion spring, jamming and  locking  the  devices  immovably  inside  my  head  and  placing enormous pressure on my eardrums. 

My eyes had at last accustomed themselves to the light. My master towered above me, flooding my mind with a desperate yearning to embrace him, to worship him. He looked kindly down upon me. His lips were moving, yet I couldn’t hear a thing. 

“That’s right, darling, those plugs I’ve sealed into your ears make you totally deaf.” 

But now I could hear what he was saying? He chuckled. 

“Except, of course, when I choose to talk to you. This remote control unit, among other things, activates your ear plugs. I understand the

importance  of  vanity  so,  before  I  replace  your  helmet  and  collar,  I want you to look at yourself.” 

I  glanced  down  in  meek  obedience  to  my  master’s  command,  and the  first  sight  to  greet  my  eyes  were  my  poor  breasts.  Swollen  to bursting  point,  the  wretched,  melon-like  organs  were  bound  into  a misshapen  mass  of  tortured  breast-flesh.  Leather  lacing  cut  into them  so  deeply  that  the  gleaming  black  patent  was  almost  lost  to sight. My master took a helpless, tortured breast in each hand. His strong  fingers  closed  inexorably  around  the  abused  organs.  He jerked sharply on them, pulling them up and out from my body. The tension  on  the  link  locking  my  ringed  nipples  together  was unbearable. 

I was given the opportunity to get a good look at my wasp waisted torso. The serrated steel rims of my crushing corset were embedded in my flesh. The gouging saddle strap disappeared into my superbly tortured  genitals,  only  the  telltale  bulge  in  my  groin  hinting  at  the monstrousness of the gigantic dildos locked inside me. By tilting my head to one side I could just catch a glimpse of a useless arm. The sight of my abject enslavement served only to magnify my longing to serve my master. How I longed for an opportunity to actually express my  adoration  and  to  display  my  abject  acceptance  of  my enslavement. Again, I would have to be patient. 

My  master  replaced  my  crushing  leather  discipline  helmet  and rebuckled  my  choke  collar,  once  again  consigning  me  to  total darkness while immovably and fiendishly bolting my punished head to my shoulders. My wrists were rechained to my earlobes, my nose ring reinserted and then I was hauled, by my nose-breast leash, to my diabolically booted feet. 

“Listen  and  obey!  You  have  four  hours  to  thoroughly  familiarise yourself with the geography of my apartment. I want you to be able to  get  from  anywhere  to  anywhere.  You’ll  have  to  memorise  the location  of  furniture,  doorways,  corridors  and  whatever  else  in  that time  as  well,  of  course,  as  using  this  opportunity  to  practice  and improve your prancing. I want you to develop real style and flair.” My

nose-breast  leash  was  removed  and  I  was  given  a  hearty  smack across my ripe buttocks to get me going. There was only one way to both  learn  the  apartment  layout  and  maintain  an  attractive,  stylish prance. I had to throw caution to the wind and break into a rhythmic, graceful  and  high-stepping  stride.  My  tortured,  misshapenly  bound breasts  bounced  jauntily  as  I  picked  up  pace.  I  had  traveled  less than a dozen steps before cannoning into a wall and crashing to the floor in an amorphous, helpless heap. It was inordinately difficult to struggle to my twisted toes but with an Herculean ef ort I managed to find my poor feet without any assistance. 

I lost count of how many times I stumbled or fell. I was too intent on imprinting a mental map of the apartment onto my brain. Slowly the arrangement of the rooms and their contents became clearer. They had  to  be,  sometimes  I’d  prance  for  twenty  paces  before  making another  mistake  and  ending  up  in  an  agonised  and  superbly dehumanised pile on the floor. 

A  momentary  buzz  against  my  eardrums  forewarned  me  of  an imminent communication. 

“Stand still!” 

I sprang instantly to rigid attention, balancing skillfully on my warped toes. 

“The  allotted  time  has  expired.  It’s  time  to  test  your  progress.  I’m going  to  play  a  game  with  you.  You  will  be  directed  from  room  to room.  I  will  be  waiting  for  you  somewhere  in  each  room,  and  you must locate me. You will be allowed one minute for each search. If you  haven’t  found  me  by  then,  you’ll  receive  some  additional encouragement. Both the intensity and the frequency of the stimulus will increase as the seconds tick by. I want to discourage you from dawdling.” 

I hoped I understood everything. 

“Furthermore,  I  expect  to  witness  a  particularly  fine  display  of prancing. If I get the slightest suspicion that you are more intent on avoiding  punishment  than  demonstrating  your  prancing  prowess,  I shall be very disappointed.” 

How  I  wished  it  was  possible  for  me  to  reassure  my  master  that  I wouldn’t dream of malingering. 

“Of  you go. To the kitchen!” 

To  my  chagrin,  I  failed  to  accurately  locate  the  exit  from  the  living room on the first attempt and finished up a contorted tangle on the floor. I’d barely struggled back to my feet before an exploding torrent of  the  pure  agony  raced  through  my  monstrously  dildoed  genitals. 

Barely  ten  seconds  later,  another  burst  ripped  into  me,  staggering me  and  momentarily  putting  me  of   my  stride.  I  recovered desperately,  all  the  while  concentrating  on  maintaining  a  perfect prance  as  my  prime  responsibility.  I  received  at  least  a  half  dozen shocks before locating my master. He announced his presence with a stinging slap for my left breast. 

“To the bedroom,” my master caroled happily. 

I was of  again, prancing proudly. 

By the time I was on my third visit to the dining room, I knew I had the  layout  mastered.  Intuitively,  I  found  myself  able  to  negotiate doorways,  follow  corridors  and  avoid  furniture  without  permitting even  a  moment’s  indecision  to  spoil  my  fluid,  high-stepping, enthusiastic  prance.  The  time  allowed  for  each  discovery  was periodically  shortened,  at  first  to  thirty  seconds  and  later  to  just twenty.  For  his  further  amusement,  my  master  began  making  it difficult for me to locate him by moving around the room. All I could do was begin a thorough patrol, awaiting his decision to contact me. 

The longer he hid, of course, the longer I was forced to endure the electrical  torture  of  my  bizarre  and  supremely  agonising  discipline dildos. 

“I think that’s enough, for now. I’m exhausted! We’ve been at it for the best part of three hours!” 

That  evening,  I  spent  another  four  hours  on  the  training  track  and took enormous pride in the fact that before I was bundled of  to my master’s  bedroom,  for  his  pleasure,  I  had  completed  over  five hundred laps. 

To my sorrow, I wasn’t allowed to tongue-worship. Blind, gagged and deafened, my legs were once again split open and my ankles clipped to  the  bedposts.  I  tried  so  hard  to  restrain  my  greedy  pussy  from expressing its approval of the furious assault perpetrated on it, but to no avail. Sometime after my master’s fourth orgasm, I erupted in a raging,  spasming  orgasm,  the  wicked,  disobedient  act  completely beyond my control. I was devastated by my unforgivable failure. 

Fortunately,  my  sins  did  not  go  unpunished.  I  was  promptly suspended,  by  nose  and  breast,  and  there  subjected  to  a  sixty minute session of extreme dildo discipline. 

On Sunday morning, I was given a six hour workout on the training track,  still  harnessed  with  the  full  rigour  of  my  superb  leather bondage  costume.  In  the  afternoon,  we  replayed  the  game  of  the previous  day  but  this  time  with  only  a  fifteen  second  delay  and  a higher threshold of electrical encouragement. 

To my complete surprise, instead of being put back on the training track  while  my  master  ate  his  dinner,  I  found  myself  being  slowly, carefully freed of my bondage harness. The horribly stiff leather took a little while to soften and it was nearly an hour before my master had removed the last of my bonds. 

Helplessly naked except for my ear, nose and nipple rings, I knelt in abject  submission  at  my  master’s  feet,  my  head  bent  humbly,  my hands  clasped  demurely  beneath  my  pendulous,  strap-scarred breasts. 

“Well done, Brenda. You’ve passed every test. I’m a man of my word and therefore you are accepted into my service. You are my slave!” 

A torrent of tears flooded down my cheeks so acute was my relief that  I’d  survived  my  probation,  despite  my  incorrigible  promiscuity. 

My master gripped my chin, raising my hairless head until my eyes met his. 

“You want to say something to me, don’t you?” 

There were so many things I wanted to say. I wanted to scream that I adored  him,  that  I  worshipped  him  and  that  I  would  never,  ever willfully  disobey  him.  I  wanted  him  to  know  that  he  could  use  me however it amused him, that he could torture me, discipline me and punish  me  whenever  it  took  his  fancy.  I  couldn’t  say  all  that,  of course, words were too inadequate to express my deepest longings. 

Actions  are  the  only  genuine  proof  and  it  would  be  by  them  that  I demonstrated  my  devotion,  and  willing,  enthusiastic  complicity  in every torment inflicted upon me. 

“… thank you, master…” 

That was all I needed to say. 

“I understand.” 

He used his thumb to wipe away my tears. 

“We’ll have a quiet evening tonight. Your costume is on the dresser. 

Put it on, then join me in the living room.” 

The  silk  and  satin  garments  laid  out  for  me  were  deliberately, deliciously  erotic.  I  was  thrilled  to  be  allowed  to  wear  them!  I squeezed  into  a  pair  of  beautiful,  black  silk  seamed  stockings securing  them  high  up  on  my  creamy  thighs  with  a  pair  of  stiffly elasticised  black  satin  garters,  tastefully  decorated  with  fluf y,  pink satin rosettes. 

Skin tight, black satin gloves reached my shoulders and so snug was their fit that by the time I’d finished straightening out all the wrinkles my arms looked for all the world like black satin flesh. My sensitive, sore  and  spongy  breasts  and  my  bruised,  shaven  and  disobedient pussy were lewdly exposed. 

Before  squeezing  my  hairless  head  into  the  lush,  black  satin  hood provided  for  me,  I  took  the  precaution  of  carefully  examining  all  of the  discipline  devices  that  would  compliment  my  scanty  costume. 

Only  when  I  was  fully  confident  that  I  understood  their  divers purposes did I subject myself to the total darkness, and consequent helplessness,  of  the  taut,  constricting  satin  head-sheath.  My  nose, mouth and chin were revealed by the only noticeable opening in the snug  hood.  There  were  a  pair  of  minute  slits  through  which  I squeezed my earrings. 

I had a great deal of difficulty in fitting a huge, and particularly cruel, black  patent  leather  collar  around  my  satin  sheathed  neck. 

Thankfully, the zeal and determination I brought to the task allowed me  to  accomplish  this  feat  with  complete,  if  unbearably  agonising, success. 

The absence of any provision to adjust either of the polished steel buckles  which  welded  my  collar  so  crushingly  into  my  throat  had forced me to the very verge of suf ocation. I could barely inhale but, armed with my recent experience of strict breathing discipline, and the  strange,  erotic  arousal  which  accompanied  it,  I  immediately accepted  and  adjusted  to  the  situation.  What  alternative  response would you expect from a loyal, devoted slave? 

My shaven, satin-sheathed skull was fairly bolted to my shoulders. I was absolutely unable to move it at all. The precise contouring of the gouging  collar  rims  had  tilted  my  head  so  far  backwards  that  my sightless eyes were pointed directly skyward. 

The gag was amazing, diabolically ingenious. It was in the form of a monstrous steel cylinder, at least three inches thick and six inches long. It tapered ever so slightly toward the head which was capped
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with  a  discrete,  perforated  hard  rubber  ball  attached  to  the  shaft.  I didn’t  dare  to  speculate  on  what  could  be  concealed  within  those perforations. I’d find out the hard way soon enough. 

I rammed the incredible gag as far back into my throat as I could. I had to. The mechanism by which it would be locked into my mouth was fiendish in the extreme. Welded at equal intervals to the base rim  of  the  gigantic  steel  cylinder  were  three  polished,  heavy-duty steel springs, one considerably shorter than the other two. I had to use  both  hands  to  stretch  the  powerful  springs  far  enough  to  clip them to my nose and earrings. It was a superbly unbearable means of  immovably  securing  that  horrible  steel  gag  to  its  place  in  my gaping mouth. 

With  more  than  a  little  trepidation,  I  gingerly  fingered  the  centrally raised stud in the base of my gag. I engaged it. My mouth exploded. 

I must have jumped a mile in hopeless, helpless, terrified agony. For a moment I couldn’t believe what had happened; my satin sheathed hands  clawed  desperately,  frantically,  uselessly  against  my  gag-stretched lips and cheeks. 

Impelled by an internal spring connection, the base component of my agony  gag  had  separated  from  the  perforated  ball  increasing  the length of the cylinder by a further inch. The increase in torment for my  nostrils  and  ears  was  beyond  belief.  They  were  stretched  with extreme venom. 

The  huge  rubber  ball,  now  wedged  even  more  ferociously  into  the back of my throat, had come alive with a forest of cruel barbs. They were exquisitely painful. I got myself under control again. I could only marvel  at,  and  humbly  admire,  the  ingenious  insight  which  had inspired the creation of such a supremely punitive agony gag. 

I crushed my massive, defenseless breasts tightly together to clip a lovely steel breast leash to my thick nipple rings. I pranced proudly into  the  living  room,  presenting  my  bizarrely  garbed  figure  for  my master’s  approval.  His  signal  alerted  me  to  his  whereabouts.  On command,  I  meekly  sank  to  my  knees,  my  satin  gloved  hands humbly prof ering the sturdy breast leash. His strong fingers tested the  tension  between  my  impossibly  fiendish  gag  and  the  tautly stretched rings through my nostrils and ears. 

“Splendid!” 

A stab of pride surged through me. His praise was music to my ears. 

“I want you to be my footstool while I watch the television. I’ll show you what I mean this once, so that in future you’ll know exactly what a footstool looks like.” 

The shape my master had chosen to twist and stretch me into was. 

frightfully  uncomfortable.  I  had  to  support  all  my  weight  solely between  my  tip-toes  and  splayed  fingertips.  My  wantonly  naked, hairless torso was suspended, belly side up, in mid-air some two feet from the floor. My knees were bent at right angles to form the lower legs  of  the  stool  while  my  arms  extended  straight  down  from  my shoulders to make the other pair of legs. I wasn’t allowed to touch the ground with the palms of my hands, nor could I use the heels of my  feet  to  relieve  any  of  the  tremendous  strain  this  agonising  and dehumanising  pose  demanded.  My  thoroughly  torture-disciplined head flopped lifelessly upside down. 

My  master  plonked  his  feet  heavily  on  my  ringed  and  leashed breasts, rubbing his heels firmly into my helpless flesh. A momentary hiss of static accompanied the deactivation of my ear plugs, plunging me again into that eerily silent world. 


I served as my master’s footstool for a very long while, so you can imagine my relief when I was at last ordered into a kneeling position. 

For the next half hour or so I performed handstands at my master’s direction. No sooner would I get into position than a sharp jerk on my breast  leash  would  send  me  tumbling  painfully  to  the  floor  in  a helpless  heap.  I  did  my  very  best  to  maximise  my  master’s enjoyment  by  displaying  all  the  enthusiasm  and  exuberance  I  was capable of. 

Eventually, however, he grew tired of his sport. A casual kick flipped me onto my belly. Moments later, he was astride my ripe buttocks, his weight pinning me immovably to the floor. My satin gloved arms were wrenched behind my back without warning and twisted cruelly

into  a  double  hammer-lock  position.  My  wrists  were  bound mercilessly  together  with  very  thin  cord  so  that  the  backs  of  my hands  touched  each  other.  Another  length  of  the  cutting,  wire-like cord was used to bolt my elbows together in the small of my back. 

The  agonising  strain  on  my  shoulders,  spine  and  arms  was unbearable.  My  silk-stockinged  legs  jerked  involuntarily  in  futile protest. My forearms were welded along my spine in such a way to combine  the  maximum  suf ering  and  discomfort  with  complete immobility. 

I wasn’t even allowed to wiggle my fingers! While I was reconciling myself  to  the  exquisite  agony  of  my  incredible  arm  bondage,  my master used further pieces of cord to bind each finger and thumb to its  opposite  to  complete  the  absolute  immobilisation  of  my  satin sheathed arms. 

He  swiveled  180  degrees,  using  my  bare  buttocks  as  a  pivot,  and began  work  on  my  long,  silk-stockinged  legs.  My  knees  were  bent back to the limit to squash my calves into my thighs. A length of cord circled an ankle and the top of a thigh. My master shifted position so as to obtain more leverage as he relentlessly tightened the gouging cord. My heel ground into the top of my thigh, just touching a ripe buttock.  A  second  cord  went  around  my  doubled  up  leg,  this  one much  closer  to  my  knee.  It  was  knotted  with  tremendous  strength, crushing my warped calf ever deeper into my lush thigh. Both of my poor legs were subjected to the same inhuman treatment. There was no communication from my master to dispel the suspense. 

The  most  horrific  agony  racked  my  fiendishly  chained  and  ringed breasts. My master had chosen to haul me onto my tortured knees using only my breast leash for leverage. To encourage me to quickly find my balance, he kept a tremendous tension on the leash. 

I  adapted  immediately  to  this  merciless,  ingenious  and  supremely agonising  bondage  condition.  My  master  led  me,  his  abjectly devoted,  exquisitely  helpless  and  erotically  dehumanised  slave,  by my tethered tits, for a leisurely stroll around his apartment. This took almost  an  hour.  I  could  barely  move  given  the  impracticality  of

hobbling along on cruelly stretched knee-caps. I fell over frequently, each time being hauled back to my knees by my ubiquitous breast leash. 

Repeated tugs on my breast leash were used to manoeuvre me into the desired position. A gentle prod on my hooded forehead was all that  was  necessary  to  topple  me  helplessly  onto  my  unbearably bound  arms.  My  doubled  up  legs  were  split  drastically  and  bound securely to obscenely expose my shaven and sexually undisciplined genitals. 

I was thoroughly and vigorously fucked, on the floor, my bound limbs being made to support my master’s weight. Again I was betrayed by my selfish pussy, despite all the ef ort I made to attune myself to my master’s  thrusts,  supporting  and  encouraging  his  assault  with delicate, submissive movements of my own. It seemed the harder I tried to restrain my arousal, the more aroused I became. My pussy was beyond my control and I despaired of ever subduing it. What a slut I was! Wouldn’t it be wonderful if my master found away to bring my ravenous pussy and clit into line, before they made me disobey him. 

My  drastically  split  and  mercilessly  bound  legs  remained  bolted  to the floor at my strained knee-caps. They acted as a pivot while my master hauled me steadily into a vertical position, my helpless and ever-tortured breasts, as usual, being called upon to take the strain. 

To  secure  me  immovably  in  place,  my  poor,  abused  breasts  were stretched heavenwards with fiendish zeal. They were locked into that misshapen  posture  only  after  my  master  had  thoroughly  satisfied himself that those wretched, tortured organs had been elongated to their limit. 

A hiss of static accompanied the re-opening of communications. 

“Will you never learn? Unauthorised orgasms are forbidden.” 

I don’t know how many jolts of electrical agony struck at the core of my  incorrigibility.  It  lasted  a  long  time,  each  excruciating  shock

driving home the consequences of my inexcusable failure. Stretched agonisingly  erect,  my  limbs  truncated  and  immobilised,  my  head blinded and my mouth gagged beyond bursting, the intense spasms generated by the electric current were hardly noticeable, other than to me. 

“I  must  decide  what  kind  of  slave  I  want  you  to  be.  I  need  to experiment. To that end, I have acquired a domestic uniform for you, and  you  will  wear  it  tomorrow  when  I  put  you  to  work  as  my housekeeper.” 

The punitive shocks ceased at last. 

“Get some rest. You have a long day ahead of you tomorrow.” 

Communications  were  closed.  It  is  impossible  for  a  slave  to  sleep while  suf ering  exquisitely  in  elaborate  and  merciless  bondage.  All through the small hours of the night I reflected on my fate. There was no  escape,  nor  did  I  want  to.  I  must  diligently,  devotedly  and enthusiastically accept my lot. I must abjectly, adoringly worship my master.  My  reward  for  successfully  pleasing  him  would  be dehumanised  captivity.  Failure  would  surely  lead  to  my  disposal. 

Silent  tears  trickled  from  my  blinded  eyes  as  I  pondered  on  the reality  of  my  enslavement.  I  knew  I  had  to  be  the  perfect  slave, because I knew I would be disposed of when I was no longer of any use, not if. 

Chapter  Six

“One of the most important functions you must perform is domestic service.  In  summary,  this  will  involve  the  full  range  of  household duties, all of which must be completed with thoroughness, precision and  style.  I  intend  to  be  particularly  severe  on  the  merest  hint  of laziness.” 

“As I will not be able to supervise you, I have prepared a digitised recording which will transmit on the frequency of your ear plugs. As you complete each duty, you will return to my study and activate the transmission control which I will leave on my computer console. You will  be  assigned  a  time  limit  for  each  duty  and,  though  no  direct penalty will be applied, the extent of any dilatoriness will be recorded and  an  appropriate  punishment  meted  out  this  evening.  I  have decided  against  making  any  allowance  for  your  inexperience,  both because of your excellent progress to date and my own feeling that it would be irresponsible to conceal the nature of your domestic role.” 

“This may make it impossible for you to complete your duties today and, if so, will result in your first extended punishment session. This is a small price to pay for an honest introduction to domestic life. Do you have anything to say before I fit your uniform?” 

My master’s question took me by surprise. I hadn’t expected to be permitted to speak. Naked, on all fours, I worshipfully concentrated on my master’s instructions. 

“… thank you, master… thank you…” I whispered adoringly. 

“Up you get.” 

At  my  master’s  direction,  I  pranced  proudly,  exuberantly  into  the training  room.  Steel  manacles  were  clamped  tightly  around  each wrist,  clipped  together,  then  used  as  a  means  to  lift  my  shaven, 

dehumanised body clear of the ground, suspending me some twelve inches from the floor. 

“Your  domestic  service  uniform  has  been  made  entirely  from  the highest  quality  mechanical  rubber,  polished  to  a  superfine  gloss finish. I have spared no expense.” 

My  legs  were  split  apart  and  my  ankles  bolted  to  the  floor.  The principal function of my rubber corset was to constrict my waist. It did this  so  dreadfully  that  I  whined  and  gasped  in  anguish  and amazement. I was wasped down to an incredible thirteen inches. I deserved  the  sharp  slap  on  the  side  of  my  hairless  head  which followed my rebellious outburst. 

Massive,  spiked  dildos  were  thrust  into  my  defenseless,  shaven genitals,  stretching,  distending  and  torturing  them  horribly.  They were a certain four inches thick and as much as fifteen inches long. 

The  inhumanly  cruel,  mechanical  rubber  barbs  infesting  them extended their girth by a further inch. 

A  contoured  saddle-strap  welded  the  fiendish  torture  dildos immovably  in  place,  the  cutting,  gouging  rubber  slicing  up  into  my helpless groin. The devilish combination of corset, dildos and saddle strap  imposed  a  terrible  burden  upon  my  lower  torso,  condemning me inescapably to the harshest genital discipline imaginable. 

My master spent some moments gently caressing my unspeakably tortured groin, running his thick fingers slowly over the glossy black rubber  of  my  corset  and  saddle  strap.  His  saturnine  eyes  gripped mine with irresistible compunction and a faint smile tilted the corners of his beautiful mouth. 

I  shuddered  with  a  superheated  surge  of  helpless  adoration.  His smile broadened and he reached up and patted my cheek. Delicate electrical  cables  were  connected  to  the  sophisticated  provisions made for them in my wicked saddle strap. My unspeakable torture dildos  were  electrified,  as  I  fully  expected  them  to  be.  My  ankles were  unbolted  to  permit  a  pair  of  mechanical,  black  rubber  boots, 

again with an immaculate surface gloss, to be worked into place over my  long,  shapely  legs.  The  full  length  boots  were  so  perfectly contoured to my legs that the shaped tops made a precise seal at the  junction  between  my  thighs  and  hips.  The  mechanical  rubber developed  the  most  horrendous  pressure  upon  the  defenseless slave flesh it sheathed. 

My ankles were locked rigidly immobile and subjected to merciless compression,  forcing  my  feet  into  a  bizarrely  warped  posture.  The line of my instep was actually twisted behind the line of my shin. The agony was absolutely unbearable. 

Paralleling my amazingly shod feet were slender stiletto heels a full nine inches high. The toes of my rubber boots made contact with the ground  on  a  surface  barely  one-quarter  inch  across.  My  poor  feet were  therefore  channeled  into  an  ever  decreasing  diameter  which caused them the cruelest agony. 

The  needle-like  points  of  the  towering  stilettos  were  barely  one-eighth inch in diameter. 

Only at the knee was there a trace of movement permitted. I gulped at  the  thought  of  being  commanded  to  prance  in  these  diabolical boots.  The  rubber  generated  a  pressure  and  compression  on  my knees which would make that task next to impossible. 

I was given only a moment to accustom my feet to their hellish prison before being compelled to take full responsibility for my balance. As you  can  imagine,  I  stumbled  stupidly  about  but  a  series  of  sharp, stinging  slaps  to  my  massive,  jiggling  breasts  encouraged  me  to more dutiful behaviour. 

I gasped in amazement at the sight of the incredible rubber discipline hood which my master had selected for me. My tender nostrils were savagely stretched by a pair of monstrous rubber plugs jammed all the way into my sinuses. A micropore running through the center of each plug was the only provision made for me to breathe. Three fine, steel  chains  were  clipped  each  to  my  nose  and  ear  rings.  A  long

length  of  string  was  tied  to  the  ends  of  each  chain.  These  were worked  through  the  minute  eyelets  prepared  for  them  in  my terrifyingly  elaborate,  black  rubber  discipline  hood.  Once  the  fine steel chains had emerged through their openings, the cord attached to them was discarded. There were two layers to the horror hood, an inner  layer  of  thin,  stretch  latex  and  an  outer  layer  of  rigid mechanical rubber. 

My  master’s  body  pressed  close  against  mine  as  he  painstakingly worked my discipline hood into place. His rough, cotton shirt rubbed my exposed, engorged nipples, instantly arousing my dildoed pussy and  crushed  clit.  A  supremely  uncomfortable  rubber  bladder  was stuf ed  into  my  mouth  as  my  hood  was  finally  forced  into  place. 

Integrally  attached  to  the  horror  hood  was  an  unbelievably  wicked rubber collar. 

My  featureless,  amorphous  rubber  head  was  twisted  terribly,  my slender  neck  crushed,  choked,  gouged  and  warped  into  an immovably  agonising  posture.  My  sightless  eyes  stared  blindly upward. The diabolical collar was shaped to taper in front and back to  form  a  pair  of  thick  rubber  straps  which  bolted  onto  my  wasp-waisting  corset.  My  master  satisfied  himself  that  these  harness straps were firmly in place and then activated the high tensile steel rods embedded in them. The ef ect upon their wretched victim was horrific. I jackknifed in indescribable pain, my tortured torso bent so fiendishly that my bowed spine threatened to snap at any moment. 

My spongy, uncontrollable breasts were thrust wantonly forward, my bare buttocks made even more accessible. My poor, horror-hooded, rubber  head  was  twisted  so  far  backwards  that  my  blinded  eyes stared uselessly to the rear! 

My master took this opportunity to inflate my ghastly, discipline gag. 

The  ubiquitous  barbs  with  which  this  devilish  bladder  had  been provided  were  forced  mercilessly  into  the  tender  tissue  lining  my perfectly silenced and exquisitely tortured mouth. I was burstingly full of the cruelest, rubber-spiked gag imaginable. 

My  torment,  however,  was  far  from  complete.  The  cavity  formed between the two layers of discipline rubber crushing my shaven skull was  designed  to  be  filled  with  compressed  air.  The  inhuman pressure was intolerable as, of course, it was intended to be. 

I  was  having  a  great  deal  of  trouble  keeping  my  balance  but, fortunately, my master detected my extreme distress and generously allowed  me  a  few  moments  to  properly  come  to  terms  with  my enormous bondage burden. And to encourage my determined ef orts to adapt to my amazing domestic uniform, my master played a jolly tune,  with  a  stiff  dog-whip,  upon  my  precocious,  nipple-ringed breasts. 

[image: Image 15]

Standing  to  attention  again,  and  more  or  less  steady,  I  obediently accepted  the  imposition  of  an  incredible  rubber  breast  harness. 

Mechanical  rubber  sleeves,  about  4  cm  wide,  were  stretched  over my  helpless,  precocious  breasts  and  seated  hard  up  against  my

ribcage.  It  felt  as  though  my  poor  melons  had  been  cut  of .  The circumference  of  my  impossible  rubber  breast  sleeves  was  barely five inches which meant the bases of my superbly tortured tits were compressed to a diameter of less than two inches. 

You  can  imagine  what  ef ect  this  had  upon  the  shape,  colour  and posture of my obscenely displayed breasts. 

A second pair of the diabolical rubber sleeves were snapped around the bases of my engorged, steel-ringed nipples, wasping the junction between  them  and  my  breasts  to  an agonising  diameter  of  half  an inch. 

Thin  rods  of  high  tensile  steel  connected  each  breast’s  sleeves,  a total of eight per tit. They clipped snugly into the special provisions made  for  them  along  the  rims  of  the  sleeves.  My  master  activated them one at a time. The rods were designed to warp inwards as well as to elongate. Eight strips of knife-like steel buried themselves into each  unbearably  stretched  and  tortured  breast.  My  bloated,  ringed nipples  were  jacked  out  more  than  fifteen  inches  from  my breastbone.  The  tension  inside  each  exquisitely  disciplined  breast was  so  great  that  when  my  master  playfully  jerked  on  a  ringed nipple, the whole breast fluttered like a taut spring. 

My  arms  were  released  so  that  they  could  be  sheathed  to  the shoulder  with  gleaming,  black  gloves  of  the  stiffest  mechanical rubber.  To  keep  me  in  place  while  my  strict  arm  bondage  was applied, my master took the sensible precaution of tight-chaining my ringed nose to the overhead rail. 

There  was  a  separate  provision  in  the  gloves  for  my  thumbs, however, my fingers were gripped in a communal clump which would severely restrict their usefulness. The pressure on my compressed flesh was tremendous, extending as it did from fingertip to armpit. I was  just  strong  enough  to  bend  my  rubber  sheathed  arms  at  the elbow and wrist. 

A  powerful  steel  spring,  two  inches  long,  locked  each  wrist  to  its matching nipple. A pair of one pound steel balls were clipped to the ends  of  the  chains  attached  through  my  glossy,  amorphous  rubber horror-hood to my ringed ears. 

A  frilly,  pink  satin  apron,  matching  pink  satin  bows  for  my  nipples, wrists  and  ankles  and  a  fluf y,  pink  satin  rosette  attached  to  my horror-hood  so  that  it  appeared  to  sprout  from  my  monstrously gagged mouth, completed my domestic ensemble. 

A  flood  of  remorse  surged  through  me  when  I  realised  I  could  not thank  my  adored  master  for  permitting  me  this  trace  of  femininity. 

The crinkly satin decorating his mercilessly, fiendishly, rubber bound slave added a delightful piquancy to her impossible predicament. 

A telltale hiss of static prepared me for my master’s voice. 

“In a moment, I’m going to turn you loose. Your duties for the day are installed in the computer in my study, as I have already explained. It is quite a sophisticated program and you must be very careful to log in properly if you hope to achieve any level of success at all. I shall also be activating your discipline dildos!” 

“What  you  must  avoid,  is  allowing  your  heels  to  touch  the  ground! 

The terminals embedded in them will transmit a signal to your dildos whenever the slightest pressure is applied to them. This signal will produce  a  severe  electrical  discharge  and  you  know  what  that means. Furthermore, the terminals are designed to detect any failure to maintain the precise prance you have been taught. Work hard!” 

Communications were severed and the chain securing my nose ring to the ceiling was removed. I was on my own. 

I had pranced less than twenty paces before realising, to my horror and  amazement,  that  it  was  not  possible  to  both  maintain  the expected gait and avoid the torture meted out through my diabolical discipline dildos. A little ruefully, but with the whole-hearted devotion of  an  abjectly  obedient  slave,  I  accepted  the  merciless  electrical

shock  which  accompanied  each  step.  I  put  every  ounce  of  ef ort  I could  muster  into  developing  a  proud  and  enthusiastic  prance, resolutely  determined  to  conquer  the  enormous,  and  superbly agonising, bondage burden imposed upon me. 

I laboured with frenzied diligence at my domestic duties, desperate to  demonstrate  my  loyalty  and  commitment  by  surpassing  my master’s expectations. Notwithstanding my incredible and exquisitely painful  handicaps,  I  cleaned  and  tidied  the  kitchen  and  bathroom, dusted  and  put  away  in  the  other  rooms,  then  vacuumed  all  the carpets.  I  only  fell  over  once  and  that  was  on  the  very  slippery bathroom tiles. They were just not designed to be walked upon by a slave  whose  extreme  bondage  included  crippling,  nine  inch  stiletto heels. 

Just as I was beginning to feel some chance of getting all my work finished in time, my good intentions were dashed. Instead of being given  a  new  task,  I  was  instructed  to  adopt  a  posture  of  rigid attention in the living room and remain absolutely immobile there for no less than one hour. 

I certainly obeyed the immobility requirement, except, of course, for the regular swelling of my hideously tortured, rubber-bound breasts, even though it earnt me a continual attack from my gigantic, spiked rubber discipline dildos. Whether I kept my position for a full hour, I couldn’t be sure. To be safe, I stood in place for at least an additional fifteen minutes. 

“Still not finished?” 

My master’s inquiry interrupted the assiduous and painstaking ef ort I was  putting  into  polishing  the  dining  table.  I  sprang  instantly  to attention. 

“Back  to  work.  Report  to  me  in  my  study  when  you’ve  finished.” 

Quivering  with  trepidation  and  fully  aware  of  my  unconscionable failure  to  complete  my  domestic  duties  promptly,  I  pranced magnificently  into  his  presence,  totally  committed  to  displaying  the

intensity of my adoration and devotion. I deliberately sought to inflict as much suf ering as I could upon my impossibly twisted, inhumanly bound  body.  I  pounded  my  wickedly  booted  feet  into  the  carpet, stimulating  a  vicious  response  from  the  monstrous,  electrical discipline dildos filling my tortured genitals. 

“Over here.” 

My master’s voice directed me into place and, instinctively, I stiffened into a rigid pose of strict immobility. 

“I want to compliment you on the quality of your work, and on your standard of deportment.” 

My spirits soared. 

“There is no excuse for disobedience.” 

How well I understood that! 

“You will be punished.” 

I shuddered desperately in response to the gentle caressing of my tautly sprung, exquisitely tortured breasts. 
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Communications  were  severed  and  for  several  minutes  I  posed  at rigid  attention,  inhumanly  and  helplessly  uniformed  for  domestic service.  I  deliberately  kept  the  heel-tips  of  my  towering  stilettos  in firm  contact  with  the  floor  to  encourage  a  relentless  and  ferocious

attack  upon  my  monstrously  plugged  genitals.  By  a  superhuman ef ort, I was able to completely disguise the exquisite agony inflicted by my gigantic, spike-studded, electrified discipline dildos. I was not attempting  to  ingratiate  myself  by  this  display  of  voluntary  self-punishment, rather it was my genuine need to punish myself for the unforgivable  sin  of  disobedience.  Reflecting  on  my  fate,  and  my imminent and thoroughly merited punishment, I could only resolve to try harder and to be ever more diligent. 

The  release  of  my  wrists  from  my  ringed  nipples  cut  short  my reverie. My right arm was viciously twisted behind my warped back and bolted mercilessly to my steel-stiffened spine strap. My left arm promptly  suf ered  a  similar  fate.  Pressed  together  from  elbow  to fingertip,  my  excruciatingly  immobilised,  rubber  gloved  arms  were deliberately  secured  in  an  extremely  severe  double  hammer-lock position to render me more vulnerable to my impending punishment session. 

I was jerked into the air, my nose-ring being called upon to bear the full  weight  of  my  amazingly  bound  body.  My  master  brought  my dangling figure under control by drastically splitting my rubber booted legs  apart  and  then  tightly  securing  my  ankles  to  impose  upon  his besotted slave a particularly severe bondage pose, a bondage pose ideally suited for a slave in such urgent need of serious punishment. 

I  was  resolutely  flogged  with  a  variety  of  canes  and  whips.  My strapped,  stretched  and  diabolically  disfigured  breasts  were  called upon to endure the brunt of my thoroughly deserved thrashing. My sensitive,  tortured  breast-flesh  was  the  privileged  recipient  of  50

cuts, I silently counted every one, and my ripe, bulging buttocks were lividly striped with a similar number. 

Needless  to  say,  it  was  only  the  tension  which  kept  me  strung helplessly by nose and ankles that prevented me from gyrating out of control  as  my  superbly  harnessed  and  disciplined  body  received  a lengthy  lesson  on  the  meaning  of  obedience.  To  encourage  me  to take a positive approach to the value of my punishment, my torture dildos  were  set  to  automatic  and  then  cranked  up  to  high  power.  I

was left suspended in my punishment pose, with only the ferocious attacks  from  my  discipline  dildos  and  the  endless  agony  of  my fiendish bondage condition to keep me company. 

The  enormity  of  my  abject  enslavement  brought  a  surge  of contentment  through  my  impossibly  tortured  body.  This  was  my domestic service role. What else was in store for me? 

I collapsed in a twitching, trembling heap when I was at last released from  my  crushing  ordeal.  I  was  barely  conscious.  My  master removed  my  exquisite  domestic  service  uniform  and  then  dragged his  almost  lifeless  slave  into  the  bathroom,  using  her  nose-ring  as the point of attachment for his leash. 

The leash served the further purpose of hanging me in the shower cabinet. My arms jerked spasmodically at my sides, my legs twitched uselessly with my feet several inches clear of the tiles. A blast of ice-cold water brought me back to reality. It was just the tonic I needed. 

After  a  tremendous  struggle  with  my  aching,  unwilling  body,  I managed  to  regain  some  control  of  my  muscles  and  sinews.  I stopped  myself  from  bouncing  around  like  a  puppet  and  hung submissively until my frigid shower was finished. 

My nose was unleashed and I was given a jar of skin lotion to rub into my battered flesh. 

“There  is  something  laid  out  for  you  to  wear  in  my  study.  Dress yourself and report to me in the living room.” 

The thick cream was easy to apply and, while it didn’t do much to lessen my aches and pains, it certainly did a splendid job of restoring my  hairless  flesh  to  a  highly  polished  sheen.  The  livid  welts crisscrossing  my  swollen  tits  and  bottom  were  starkly  outlined.  In particular, my shaven skull looked like nothing so much as a smooth billiard ball! 

I  pranced  proudly  into  the  study  and  enthusiastically  set  about getting ready for my master. 

Again I wore a beautiful pair of black mesh, seamed silk stockings, secured  on  my  thighs  with  black  satin  garters,  each  of  which  was decorated  with  a  lovely  pink  satin  rosette.  Skin-tight,  creaseless, shoulder-length  black  satin  gloves  complimented  my  silk-sheathed legs and provided a delightful and erotic contrast with my completely exposed and permanently depilated torso. 

A  thick,  severely  elasticised,  black  satin  hood  covered  my  hairless head except for the usual provision for my nose, mouth and chin and the tiny orifices for my earrings. In stygian darkness, I meticulously fitted  a  gleaming,  black  patent  leather  posture  collar  around  my satin-sheathed  neck.  I  tightened  the  polished  steel  buckles mercilessly,  forcing  my  hooded,  hairless  head  agonisingly  back between  my  shoulder  blades  until  my  sightless  eyes  stared heavenwards, my throat had been crushed and choked to the very point of suf ocation and the cruel steel serrations lining my amazing collar’s  rims  had  embedded  themselves  completely  in  my  helpless flesh. I secured the buckles neatly and used the back of my glove to restore the patent leather’s polished sheen wherever I feared I may have smudged it while putting it on. 

All that remained for me was to gag myself using the same spike-sprung,  expanding  steel  agony  gag  as  I  had  worn  the  previous evening. For a moment, I hesitated. I yearned to address my master. 

I  was  desperate  to  inform  him  of  my  regret  and  remorse.  I  had  to reassure  him  of  my  resolve  to  do  better  in  the  future.  I  needed  to express my gratitude for the beneficial thrashing. Of course, without my  master’s  permission  to  speak,  these  thoughts,  sadly,  must  go unspoken. 

I  rammed  the  gigantic  steel  cylinder  into  the  back  of  my  throat, holdingit there with one hand while I deftly clipped the short springs sprouting  from  its  outer  rim  to  my  nose  and  ear  rings.  I  willingly activated  the  exploding  gag  cylinder  and  almost  managed  to disguise my frightful agony. The monstrous rubber plug was wedged into the back of my throat and, between the impossible tension on my nose and ear rings and the numerous, hard rubber barbs filling

my tortured mouth, secured itself immovably in place. There was no leash,  so  I  clasped  my  trembling,  satin-gloved  hands  demurely beneath my spongy, welted, voluptuous breasts and pranced proudly into the living room. 

I  was  instructed  to  prance  in  a  wide  circle  and  I  did  so enthusiastically. I wasn’t going to waste this wonderful opportunity to demonstrate  my  prancing  prowess  so  I  threw  myself  into  the performance, pounding my toes into the carpet with jaunty abandon and  lifting  my  silk-stockinged  thighs  until  they  slapped  against  my bounding,  flip-flopping  tits.  How  I  loved  being  the  center  of  his attention! 

“Stand still!” 

Without more ado, I was toppled onto the floor. My welted, swollen, bruised  breasts  absorbed  most  of  the  impact.  I  anticipated  my master’s intent and by the time he was in position astride my naked buttocks, I had done my best to twist my gloved arms into a double hammer-lock  position  behind  my  back.  I  shivered  with  happiness when  the  crown  of  my  hooded,  shaven  skull  was  rubbed af ectionately. 

Leather straps welded my forearms together at elbow and wrist while a series of tiny, wire-like leather straps were used to bind each finger and  thumb  to  its  opposite.  My  poor  arms,  beautifully  sheathed  in gleaming  black  satin,  were  agonisingly  and  absolutely  immobilised by their merciless bondage. 

A  matching  pair  of  black,  patent  leather  straps  were  buckled  with exceptional severity around my lower thighs, barely above my knees, cutting  into  my  silk-sheathed  flesh  with  particular  venom.  A  single steel link served to bolt my legs together from knee to groin making an inescapably ef ective hobble. 

My master generously tugged on my nipple rings to assist me to my feet.  I  bounced  to  attention,  enthusiasm  and  devotion  palpably radiating from my bizarrely garbed and inhumanly bound body. 

My  master  firmly  squeezed  a  tender,  grateful  breast.  The  fiendish bondage condition of my aching, immobilised arms served to present my precocious tits to their best erotic advantage. Separate leashes were fastened to each of my nipple-ringed breasts and in a trice my feet were raised several inches from the ground to suspend me, by my  breasts,  from  the  ceiling.  I  struggled  earnestly  to  keep  my agonised  writhing  to  a  minimum.  With  my  screaming  breasts stretched mercilessly to their fullest extent, my master found it quite easy  to  slip  a  thin,  black  patent  leather  strap  around  the  base  of each tortured organ. By af ixing a purpose built mechanism, in turn, to  each  steel-rimmed,  leather  breast  strap,  my  master  was  able  to augment  the  leverage  which  could  be  brought  to  bear  upon  my hideously  elongated,  mercilessly  tortured  slave-tits.  It  was  obvious from my master’s extreme ef ort that there was only one position to which the breast straps could be tightened. 

I  had  to  respect  my  master’s  ingeniousness  in  conceiving  this incredible  breast  bondage  posture.  The  diameter  to  which  my amazing  leather  breast  straps  were  buckled  was  less  than  two inches!  My  agony  was  unbelievable.  My  bloated  slave-tits  were under such inhuman pressure that they threatened to explode at any moment. 

My  helplessly  hobbled  legs  jerked  futilely.  It  was  the  only  overt response  I  could  make.  Silenced  with  a  monstrous,  spiked, expanding  torture  gag,  blinded  inside  a  snug,  black  satin  hood, deafened by permanently implanted steel earplugs, immobilised by a gigantic, steel rimmed, leather posture collar which not only kept me in imminent danger of suf ocation but also served to warp my shaven skull so far backward that my crushed and aching neck was at the point  of  snapping  and,  finally,  suspended  from  the  ceiling  by  my fiendishly bound breasts, it was little wonder that the only response to my dreadful torment was the useless fluttering of my hobbled, silk-stockinged legs. 

Lowered to the ground again, I needed a minute to regain suf icient control to adopt a rigidly immobile posture. 

Communications were established. 

“Bend forward.” 

My impossibly bloated breasts were sharply slashed with a stiff cane. 

“Not like that! Keep your legs as straight as you can and bend your waist. I want those tits to touch your knees.” 

It  was  just  not  possible  to  bend  that  far.  Fortunately,  however,  my master gave me some help. With a great deal of pulling and tugging, each hideously engorged, agony filled breast was bolted directly to the  corresponding  thigh.  The  matching  leather  breast  and  thigh straps actually touched. My hooded, hairless head was at the level of my  knees  while  the  chokingly  ef ective  action  of  my  contoured leather  posture  collar  warped  my  line  of  sightlessness  straight ahead. 

The  cane  proved  an  ef ective  tool  to  manoevre  me  into  position.  I stubbed my toe against a peculiar floor mounting. I didn’t know what it  was,  although  I  did  know  of  its  whereabouts  from  several unfortunate mishaps from my mental mapmaking experiences. 

“Don’t just stand there. Step into it.” 

The hollow, inverted steel cone into which I thrust my stockinged feet bolted me to the floor. The narrowing confines wedged my toes into a cramped, crushed, amorphous clump. The soles of my feet were pressed hard against each other, twisting my calves and ankles. A pitiless metal band began a slow compression of my feet as soon as I had settled into the diabolical socket and it wasn’t long before my imprisonment was as inescapable as it was agonising. 

An  elaborate  harness  of  black  patent  leather  secured  a  frightfully heavy  steel  tray  to  my  hooded  head.  It  rested  essentially  on  the crown  of  my  skull  although  the  forward  rim  extended  some  fifteen inches  ahead.  There  were  two  hollow  processes  on  the  leading edge. Two lengths of fine steel chain, twelve inches long, their nether

ends terminating in gigantic, five pound steel weights were threaded through  them.  My  helplessly  bound  and  bloated  breasts,  in  turn, were chained to these monstrous weights by the obvious means of my  steel  nipple  rings.  The  diabolical  weights  stretched  my precocious  breasts  to  an  alarming  degree,  deforming  them  even further while cruelly increasing the threshold of agony under which they  obediently  suf ered.  Furthermore,  the  uneven  distribution  of weight  added  a  tremendous  burden  to  my  hobbled,  silk-stockinged legs. 
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Satisfied that I was in a fit condition to serve as a cof ee table, my master increased my usefulness, and added a touch of intimacy to his evening’s entertainment, by thrusting a thick candle firmly into my bottom. He lit it, and used the soft light cast by its glow to read or

meditate  for  several  hours.  And,  though  the  molten  wax  coursed over my buttocks and dribbled between the lips of my wicked pussy, mercilessly scalding my sensitive genitals, I resisted every impulse to writhe and wriggle. I stayed as still as I could, overjoyed that not a drop  of  cof ee,  nor  a  crumb  of  cake,  was  spilt  through  my clumsiness. 

Some  four  hours  later,  my  master  generously  chose  to  relax  my agonising  torture  bondage.  Before  going  to  bed  for  the  night,  he removed the tray from my hooded head and the huge weights from my  tortured  slavetits.  My  wickedly  spiked,  steel  agony-gag  was temporarily extracted to permit me to tongue-worship my master. It was, of course, replaced immediately. This cherished act was more than  enough  to  arouse  my  voracious  clit  and  pussy  and  so  my master’s casual use of his shoe to tease my drouling labia brought an  immediate  reaction.  I  orgasmed  uncontrollably,  unforgivably.  In control of my body again, I waited expectantly for the punishment I had so richly earned. 

I  was  forced  to  my  knees,  still  in  the  cruelest  breast-to-thigh bondage.  A  single  steel  link  bolted  my  crushed  neck  to  the  floor, forcing  my  chin  into  direct  contact  with  the  cold,  hard  plate  which housed  the  ring  now  locked  to  my  choking  collar.  My  agonisingly engorged, striped, leather strapped breasts flopped helplessly out to either side. 

The  stub  of  the  candle  was  removed  from  my  anus.  By  way  of compensation, a gigantic, spiked, punishment dildo was buried in my pussy  and,  turned  to  full  power,  righteously  punished  me  for  my wanton moment of forbidden ecstasy. While my defenseless, tender pussy  suf ered  this  dreadful  torture,  my  lazy  breasts  were  again stretched to snapping point, this time by twin chains which fastened them  to  the  ceiling.  My  pussy  discipline  lasted  another  hour, otherwise my bondage condition remained unchanged for the rest of the night. 

Chapter  Seven

The  next  morning  I  was  mercilessly  bound  into  my  incredible, agonising, rubber domestic service uniform. And while familiarity did not  one  whit  lessen  my  impossible  bondage  plight,  my  previous experience  enabled  me  to  behave  more  naturally  and,  as  I  so desperately hoped, perform my role more devotedly. 

“Work hard.” 

Communications  were  severed  and  my  breasts  were  given  three hearty cuts with the cane to spur me into action. I pranced proudly and confidently into the study to receive my first instruction. 

I  positively  flew  through  my  busy  schedule  and,  as  there  were  no interruptions  as  well  as  no  accidents,  I  was  in  place,  at  rigid attention,  well  before  my  master  either  returned  or  chose  to  make me aware of his presence. 

Later that evening, after I had been given a chance to slip into my play-suit;  silk  stockings,  satin  gloves,  satin  hood,  leather  choke collar,  spiked-steel-agony-gag  and  steel  breast-leash,  my  master allowed  me  to  serve  as  his  footstool  for  nearly  three  hours.  How  I relished the caresses from his booted feet as he methodically ground his heels into my defenseless, wanton slavetits. 

“I want you to give me sexual pleasure. Without indulging yourself” 

Jerked  upright  by  my  breast-leash,  I  worshipfully  dogged  my master’s  footsteps  into  his  bedroom.  Excitement  and  anticipation coursed through me, mixed with dread. Excitement and anticipation that I was allowed to worship my adored master’s body, dread that my insatiable lust would get the better of my good intentions. A sharp crack to the side of my hairless skull sent me crashing to the floor. In a trice I was on my belly, my satin-gloved arms twisted into a double

hammer-lock  position  expectantly  awaiting  their  imminent  and agonising  immobilisation.  Leather  straps  at  wrist  and  elbow, combined with the cruelest finger bondage, imprisoned my arms with familiar, crippling, satisfying rigidity. 

I was rolled onto my back where my breast-leash was removed. In its  place,  separate  chains  were  clipped  to  each  nipple  ring.  I  was hauled heavenwards until my torso was about three feet clear of the floor. I  never  dreamed  of  trying  to relieve  the  inhuman  tension  this suspension forced on my wretched slavetits. Stoically, I kept my silk-stockinged legs rigidly straight and pressed together. 

In any case, what relief I could have gained would not have lasted long.  Leather  straps  were  buckled  murderously  around  my  ankles. 

Chains were attached to these straps and then my legs were pulled achingly  apart,  splitting  my  shaven  crotch  and  suspending  me  in soundless, sunless agony parallel to, and three feet above, the floor. 

There was just the faintest trace of elasticity in my bonds. 

My  master  had  chosen  a  delightful  way  to  torture-fuck  his  devoted slave.  My  pussy  and  bottom  were  each  given  a  thorough  reaming before  a  pair  of  gigantic,  spike-studded,  discipline  dildos  were rammed  into  those  punished  orifices.  The  diabolically  electrified probes attacked my sensitive, tortured sex-flesh with a savage shock every thirty seconds, providing me with a constant reminder that my repeated  failure  to  curb  my  promiscuity  would  be  met  with uncompromising punishment. 

Some  ten  minutes  later  my  spiked  agony  gag  was  removed  long enough  for  me  to  devotedly  tongue-worship  my  master’s  massive penis. It was impossible for me to use my tongue as passionately as I  wished,  my  hooded  head  was  upside-down  and  my  crushing posture collar made it very hard for me to move my jaws. No sooner had  I  gratefully  swallowed  every  drop  of  precious  semen  than  my horrible  gag  was  replaced.  All  the  while  I  had  to  endure  the relentless, pitiless assault of my pitiless discipline dildos. 

There was no doubt my diabolical bondage pose had a stimulating ef ect,  because  all  three  of  my  tortured  orifices  were  ravaged repeatedly before my master had his fill of me. The dildo discipline continued  long  after  the  final  assault  but,  mercifully,  I  was  given  a brief  respite  in  the  early  hours  of  the  morning.  My  master’s generosity  even  went  so  far  as  to  lower  me  to  the  floor,  at  last relieving  the  terrible  tension  on  my  poor  breasts.  I  had  been suspended by them for the best part of six hours! 

For the rest of the week, my routine remained pretty much the same. 

Each  morning  I  was  mercilessly  bound  into  my  domestic  service uniform  then  left  to  toil  diligently  at  the  enormous  number  of responsibilities  I  had  been  given,  I  learned  quickly.  After  my  fourth day of domestic service, I no longer needed to be told what to do. 

Unlikely  as  it  may  seem,  I  found  tremendous  satisfaction  and pleasure in my role as a domestic servant. The diabolical severity of my  beloved  rubber  bondage  costume  served  only  to  heighten  my contentment. Every handicap served, in my mind’s eye, to magnify my achievement. Every task, even the most trivial, were completed with  fanatical  conscientiousness.  And  yet  I  never  lost  sight  of  my responsibility to deport myself with grace and style, doing everything in my power to demonstrate my jaunty enthusiasm. 

By Thursday evening I’d improved my performance to the extent that every task was painstakingly completed a full hour before the return of my master. Rather than stand idly around, I chose to pose myself at strict attention, deliberately forcing my towering heels into contact with the floor. I gratefully accepted the pitiless attack of my electrified torture  dildos.  An  abject  bondage  slave  should  expect  no  less  a reward for her exacting obedience. 

No matter how much I tried to prepare myself, every communication with  my  master  caused  me  tremendous  anxiety.  I  was  desperately terrified of making an improper response. The tell-tale hiss of static accompanying  the  activation  of  my  grinding  earplugs  set  me  all atremble. 

“Good evening, darling. I’d like to compliment you on the excellent service  you’ve  provided  today.  I  can’t  find  a  single  cause  for complaint.” 

A flush of pride surged through me. How I thrilled to his every word of praise. 

The chains linking my wrists to my nipples were removed so that my arms could be rebound, this time behind my back, elbow welded into elbow by a mercilessly buckled rubber strap. 

“Hold out your hands.” 

I  struggled  to  bring  my  lifeless,  rubber  crushed  forearms  up perpendicular to, and extending out from, my body. Frightfully heavy steel weights were plonked onto each palm and it was all I could do to  keep  them  from  falling  of ,  handicapped  as  I  was  by  my  cruelly clamped fingers. 

“Don’t drop them, darling. I think that four hours of nonstop prancing on the training track is just what you need tonight.” My master took a moment  to  fondle  my  monstrously  tortured,  steel-sprung,  rubber-strapped breasts. The exquisite agony, and ecstasy, of his vigorous caress made me stumble from my perfectly rigid pose. 

“Stand still, darling. I do so love to play with these marvelous tits.” 

His  words  were  emphasised  by  a  lengthy  series  of  jerks,  pinches, tugs  and  twists  which  had  my  helplessly  tormented,  inhumanly misshapen  slave-tits  bouncing  and  flopping  around  like  obscene tuning forks. 

A  particularly  vicious  jerk  signaled  the  finale  of  my  master’s amusement. 

A leash was clipped to my ringed nipples and a savage tug served to put me into motion. I marveled that I was able to keep the huge steel weights  balanced  securely  on  my  trembling  palms.  A  solid  blow  to the side  of my amorphous,  rubber  crushed  head  was  the signal  to

stand still. A gentle, upward pressure on my ringed nipples was the tell-tale sign that my dehumanised breasts had been chained to the overhead rail and that I was ready for a training run. 

“Show  me  what  you  can  do.  I  want  at  least  eight  hundred  laps completed.  Without  dropping  those  weights,  of  course.” 

Communications were severed. 

I  realised  immediately  that  if  I  should  be  so  clumsy  as  to  drop  the heavy  steel  balls,  there  would  be  no  way  I  could  retrieve  them.  I would be instantly guilty of deliberate disobedience, the mere idea of which horrified me. 

Impelled by an intense combination of devotion and dread, I surged into  motion.  I  pranced  as  I  had  never  pranced  before.  I  fairly  flew across the line of hurdles, pirouetted daintily at the end of the run, then came prancing back for another lap. A blast of electrical agony scourged  my  cruelly  dildoed  genitals  with  every  step,  the  wasping corset  cut  mercilessly  into  my  flesh,  my  warped  and  twisted  spine creaked  ominously,  my  diabolically  hooded  head  ached  frightfully from  the  impossible  pressure  applied  to  it;  every  muscle,  every sinew, every bone suf ered excruciatingly, 

Still  I  kept  going.  An  abject  bondage  slave  must  obey.  And  how desperately this hopelessly devoted bondage slave wished to obey her beloved master! 

The steel weights grew ever heavier, the breathing burden imposed by the nose plugs and the gigantic, spiked, bladder gag grew ever stricter,  the  electrical  discharges  from  the  inhuman  rubber  dildos grew  ever  stronger  and  all  the  while  my  helpless,  mistreated slavetits,  tautly  sprung  as  a  consequence  of  the  fiendish  bondage they had been subjected to, bounced jauntily from side to side as I pranced gracefully along the well worn track. 

You can imagine my immense relief when I at last reached a total of eight  hundred  laps.  Twice  I  had  nearly  lost  the  balls.  Only  a combination  of  instant  reaction  and  a  little  luck  had  saved  me. 

Secure in the knowledge that I had achieved the goal set for me, I could feel the dread fear I had harboured evaporating. 

I pranced on, never for a moment relaxing the impossible gait I was required  to  maintain.  Not  that  there  was  any  room  for  slackness. 

Those carefully placed hurdles would have tripped me up the instant I deviated from the precise stride I had been trained to excel in. 

My  master  called  it  a  day  when  I  was  just  twelve  laps  short  of  a meritorious one thousand. A twinge of disappointment touched me. 

The weights were gently removed from the palms of my hands and my master helped me out my of my cherished domestic uniform. A quick, ice-cold shower while suspended from the curtain rail by my breasts was enough to clean and refresh me. 

Naked, hairless, trembling, this adoring slave knelt devotedly at her master’s  feet,  anxiously  awaiting  his  pleasure.  A  hiss  of  static accompanied the opening of communications. 

“That was a splendid ef ort. More than one thousand laps.” 

My heart swelled with pride. My count must have been incorrect! 

“I intend to increase my investment in you. Tomorrow morning, I will take you to an institution where you’ll remain for about ten days while the rest of your physical enslavement is completed. And once I get you home again, we’ll see about controlling your sexual appetite.” 

“… thank-thank… you… master…” 

My master reached down and fondly rubbed my hairless head. 

Chapter  Eight

I  was  brought  to  instant  wakefulness  by  a  gentle  prod  from  my master’s  bare  foot.  My  aching  arms  were  released  from  their stringent  bondage.  With  devoted  enthusiasm  I  carefully  prepared and served his breakfast. 

My gag was withdrawn. 

“Tidy up while I find something for you to wear in public.” 

A pair of sharp slaps set my spongy breasts swinging. 

“Let’s go… we’re burning daylight…” 

I  scampered  of   to  tidy  up,  legs  pumping  in  an  energetic  and enthusiastic  prance.  The  outfit  I  was  dressed  in  to  face  the  public was beautiful and deliciously feminine. To begin with, my torso was mercilessly crushed within the rigid embrace of a cruelly elaborate, black patent leather corset which not only wasped my waist to a tiny fifteen inches but also served to imprison my arms in an agonising double hammer-lock position, welding them lifelessly into my spine and  virtually  eliminating  their  outline.  A  viciously  buckled  saddle strap,  bisecting  my  turgid  labia,  ensured  the  diabolical  corset remained perfectly in place, while lewdly exposing my bare breasts and buttocks. 

My master tenderly sheathed my legs in sheer, black silk stockings, attaching them neatly to the suspender straps from my corset. Black satin  garters  with  pink  rosettes  were  snuggled  over  my  thighs, adding that touch of femininity that mattered so much to me. My feet were squeezed into a pair of beautifully styled black, patent leather pumps that were several sizes too small for me. 

The  cruelly  buckled  ankle  straps  which  welded  the  posture  pumps into my flesh were a necessary precaution to reduce the risk I would

stumble over the towering eight inch stiletto spikes which twisted my crushed,  cramped  feet  into  a  line  with  my  shins.  To  my  delight,  a pretty, pink satin bow decorated the toe of each tiny pump. 

I wore a stiff, chokingly tight, black patent leather collar from which matching harness straps buckled to my wasping corset in both front and  back,  strictly  immobilising  my  hairless  head.  A  surge  of  pride swelled  my  spongy  breasts  as  I  realised  my  collar  bore  a  steel nameplate at my throat with brenda engraved upon it. 

Almost  covering  my  collar,  and  completely  erasing  all  trace  of  my mercilessly  bound  arms,  was  a  beautiful,  embroidered,  black  silk blouse which sheathed my torso in a clinging embrace. There was no  pretence  at  disguising  my  armless  state.  The  blouse  was purposely tailored to emphasise my bondage handicap. 

A  tiny,  stretchless,  black  silk  skirt  barely  covered  my  gartered stocking-tops, while a thick, glossy, black patent leather belt further improved the shape of my wasp-waist, squeezing another inch from my agonisingly corseted flesh. My bare breasts and buttocks thrust wantonly  against  the  lush  silk,  my  ringed  nipples  clearly  outlined under their filmy covering. 
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A  smart,  black  leather  handbag  was  slung  over  my  shoulder.  My master clipped a nose-leash in place and, keeping a firm tension on it, led his devoted, prancing slave down to the carpark. I didn’t pay

any  attention  to  the  amazed  stares  from  passers-by  which accompanied my bizarre promenade. 

We drove in silence for perhaps forty minutes. 

“I am not going to gag you. You will enter that building and politely ask for Madame Leclerc. You will introduce yourself as Brenda and request that she begin your treatment at her convenience. Can you remember that?” 

“yes… yes, master…” 

“You  will  obey  every  instruction  you  receive  as  though  it  were  my own.” 

“oh… oh, yes… master.” 

My  master  smiled  warmly,  thrilling  me.  He  af ectionately  scratched the crown of my shaven skull. 

“Out you get.” 

My master chose not to remove my nose-leash so that the steel and leather  strap  dangled  fetchingly  between  my  straining  breasts.  I pranced  proudly  along  the  tree-lined  path  and  arrived,  barely panting, at a solid, steel door. It was shut so there was nothing for it but  to  use  my  hairless  head  as  a  butt  against  the  steel  frame. 

Nothing happened so I was forced to bang harder, rattling my teeth. 

The opening door caught me by surprise and I stumbled stupidly into a dimly lit foyer, only just able to keep my balance. A cruelly bound female, a slave like myself, was the only person in sight. 

I  sprang  to  strict  attention  determined  not  to  provide  the  slightest cause  for  displeasing  my  master  through  impoliteness  or discourtesy. 

“Brenda  humbly  requests  to  see  Madame  Leclerc  at  her convenience.” 

There  was  no  reply  of  course.  The  wretched  slave  was  thoroughly gagged.  She  did,  however,  have  very  limited  use  of  her  stiffly stretched fingers. Seemingly expert, she tapped a short message on the miniature keyboard in front of her. 

Moments  later,  a  gigantic  female  figure  appeared.  I  gasped  in amazement.  She  had  to  be  at  least  six  and  a  half  feet  tall,  even though  at  least  seven  inches  were  due  to  the  stiletto  heels  of  her thigh-length leather boots. 

“Brenda…” 

Before I could say another word, a mighty fist crashed into the side of my shaven skull and I tumbled unconscious to the floor. 

Gradually, groggily, I recovered my wits. I didn’t know where I was. I couldn’t  see  anything.  A  very  tight  rubber  hood  covered  my  head, completely  blinding  me.  I  couldn’t  move  either.  Crushingly  tight rubber  straps  kept  me  helplessly  bound  in  a  kneeling  position. 

Surprisingly,  there  was  no  gag  in  my  mouth,  although  a  powerful steel  clamp  had  been  locked  between  my  jaws,  jacking  them  wide apart. 

In addition to the familiar protests from my viciously bound limbs, my dazed  brain  began  to  register  a  host  of  peculiar  sensations, seemingly originating from all parts of my body. For a moment I was confused but quickly realised these sensations were the result of the treatment my master intended for me. An unfamiliar combination of aches and pains emanated from the top of my skull, from my eyelids and eyeballs, from the center of my tongue, from my breasts, from my buttocks and from my genitals. 

Curiosity just about overwhelmed me. I was desperate to know what my  master  had  chosen  to  have  done  to  his  willing  slave.  At  least twelve  hours  passed  before  anyone  took  notice  of  me.  I  wasn’t spoken to. Something very sharp, perhaps a needle, was thrust into each breast and left there. Another twelve hours passed, and then the needles were removed. 

Another  period  of  unconsciousness  followed,  induced  I  think  by some foul smelling chemical. The pattern was repeated. I was kept motionless,  in  strict  bondage,  while  the  needles  were  periodically inserted and removed at regular intervals. I knew something strange was happening to my breasts. They felt different. They had become indescribably sensitive. 

The next time I awoke I was flat on my back. The surface was very hard.  I  didn’t  worry  too  much  about  that.  I  was  amazed  to  find  my arms and legs unbound. I still couldn’t see a thing but since my head was  free  of  the  crushing  rubber  hood,  I  assumed  it  must  be  the middle of the night, or my prison cell had been blacked out. I stirred feebly and rolled awkwardly onto one side. 

The room came alive with light and I was shocked to find my eyelids didn’t  work.  I  couldn’t  blink.  Bright  light  pierced  my  brain. 

Instinctively, I shielded my eyes with my hands. Just as suddenly the room went black again. I couldn’t understand what had happened to me.  The  next  time  the  lights  came  on  I  was  better  prepared.  I successfully fought the impulse to protect my eyes and tried to focus on the wall in front of me. Exploring with my fingers I discovered that my  eyelids  had  gone.  Vanished.  Somehow  surgically  removed.  A transparent  coating,  somewhat  like  a  contact  lens,  covered  each eyeball.  Except  that  it  wasn’t  just  my  irises  which  were  covered,  it was the complete eyeball! 

[image: Image 19]

Just as I began to realise that these lenses were able to control my sight, I was subjected to a kaleidoscopic sequence of visual ef ects. 

By  artificial,  unseen  control,  the  polarised  lenses  changed  polarity, giving  me  a  monochrome  view  of  the  world  before  dimming  slowly until  I  was  again  in  Stygian  darkness.  Intuitively,  I  knew  that  the

lenses were permanently implanted. My master had complete power over my sight. I could see only what he wished me to see, and when he wished me to see it. Furthermore, without the liberty to close my lidless  eyes,  I  would  have  to  view  everything  put  in  front  of  them! 

Some time later my sight was restored. 

It  was  while  coming  to  terms  with  my  permanent  loss  of  visual freedom  that  I  realised  the  cell  walls  were  full-length  mirrors.  I struggled to my hands and knees while my eyes adjusted to the light. 

My lidless eyes focused on my reflection. 

I gasped in astonishment at what I saw. Staring full at me were an impossibly huge pair of tits. Later on, of course, I was told that my bust  measurement  had  been  chemically  expanded  to  fill  an unbelievable HHHH cup. For the moment, however, all I could see were two gigantic, melon-sized slave tits. Each bloated breast was twice  as  large  as  my  shaven  skull!  My  ringed  nipples,  now enormously thick, dragged along the tiled floor! 

I  raised  my  torso  upright.  In  dazed  amazement,  watching  the movement of my monstrously huge breasts, I realised how firm the chemically  engorged  tissue  had  become.  In  awe,  I  ran  my  fingers gingerly  across  their  taught  flesh.  My  balloon-sized  breasts  thrust wantonly forward. 

As best as I could judge, this was my first break from strict bondage for  many  days  and  so  I  took  advantage  of  this  rare  opportunity  to carefully  examine  all  of  the  modifications  made  to  my  body.  There were quite a lot of them. I’ll start with my hairless head. A small steel plate, one inch in diameter, was screwed into the top of my skull, and recessed flush with my skin. A hinged ring swiveled in the center of the plate and could be raised or lowered at will. When lowered, the ring nestled in a customised groove which kept it level with the plate. 

A hollow steel eyelet was welded through the center of my tongue, about an inch back from the tip. The eyelet’s internal diameter was one-quarter inch. I couldn’t help but speculate on the potential uses for this peculiar handicap. 

A  stark  and  striking  set  of  slave  brands  was  tattooed  meticulously into my smooth flesh. Each enormous, bloated breast bore a huge letter  ‘S’  to  denote  my  status.  A  similar  brand  decorated  each buttock.  The  thick  lips  of  my  shaven  labia  were  pierced  and  the newly healed wounds held open by a pair of thick Perspex sleepers. 

Finally, I examined my tender, engorged clit. It had been thoroughly disciplined. Around its base, and responsible for the painful swelling, was fiendish, steel clit collar. Half way along its extended girth was a gleaming steel clit ring, pierced right through the center of that tender shred of sex flesh. 

Something  like  fifteen  minutes  must  have  elapsed  while  I  explored the  extent  of  my  physical  transformation.  Uncertain  what  was expected  of  me,  I  chose  to  stand  at  rigid  attention,  poised motionlessly  on  tip-toe  with  my  hands  clasped  demurely  under  my monstrous breasts, my hairless head humbly bowed and balancing awkwardly.  I  must  have  been  under  observation  for  barely  thirty seconds  after  assuming  this  uncomfortable  pose  before  my  vision was  abruptly  cut  of .  The  transition  to  total  blackness  was instantaneous. I never flinched. 

It occurred to me then that my treatment could be finished. Awarm surge of sheer happiness and excitement coursed through me. How I  longed  to  be  reunited  with  my  adored  master.  How  I  ached  to worship  him.  How  I  thrilled  to  the  thought  of  the  devoted  service  I would gladly render him. 

A soft hiss of static forewarned me of an imminent communication. I tensed  expectantly,  standing  even  straighter  and  stiffer.  It  was  my master’s voice! I shuddered adoringly. 

“I hear you’ve been a good girl.” 

What wonderful words to say to me. 

“Don’t  say  anything,  darling.  I  won’t  be  able  to  hear  you.  I’m  fifty miles  away.  There  is  a  miniature  radio  telephone  in  your  earplugs, but no speaker. I am going to rely on you to understand and obey my

commands  implicitly.  I  hope  to  collect  you  sometime  late  this afternoon.  There  has  been  a  change  of  plans.  I  have  just  been informed there’s to be an impromptu gymkhana ten days from now and I intend to enter you into competition. That means I have to get you fitted into your ponygirl costume immediately if am to have any hope of success.” 

“I  know  you’re  going  to  do  your  best  to  be  a  perfect  ponygirl  but  I want to make it as clear as I possibly can that you are a ponygirl, not a human being pretending to be one! The next time I see you, you will be a ponygirl so, of course, there will be no point in my talking to you. Your training will be the proven methods of bit and whip. And finally,  since  I  want  to  do  everything  I  can  to  inspire  your  best performance, I have decided to dispose of you instantly should you fail  to  win  every  event  for  which  you  are  entered.  Please  give Madame Leclerc whatever assistance she needs to get you ready.” 

Communications were severed while I digested the enormity of my master’s pronouncements. A terrified wail of despair was wrenched from my aching heart as I comprehended the magnitude of the task set for me. What if I couldn’t win? What if the other ponygirls were faster, or fitter than I? What if I stumbled? A stark horror gripped me. 

All  I  could  do  was  embrace  my  role  as  a  ponygirl  with  absolute fanaticism and strive desperately to excel at every task set for me. 

Tears trickled from my lidless eyes. 

It seemed as though I had an eternity to reflect upon my fate. The tears  dried  up  as  I  strengthened  my  resolve  to  be  the  champion ponygirl.  Not  only  was  I  fiercely  determined  to  thrash  the competition,  I  intended  to  do  so  with  grace,  precision  and irrepressible  style.  Some  time  later,  the  contact  lenses  over  my eyeballs were adjusted to allow me normal vision and at the same time  communications  were  reopened.  I  was  no  longer  alone  in  my cell.  Madame  Leclerc  and  her  gigantic,  leather-garbed  assistant were ready to deal with me. 

“Get  over  into  that  corner  and  spread  your  obscene  body,  slut!” 

snapped Madame Leclerc. 

I  bounced  swiftly  to  the  designated  spot  and  spread-eagled  my naked limbs as far as they would go. Manacles were fastened to my wrists and ankles and I was promptly stretched to snapping point. 

There was a lot of work which had to be done on me. To begin with, my nostrils were stuf ed monstrously full of mechanical rubber. A tiny micropore perforated each gouging plug to admit the barest trickle of air.  Once  I  was  properly  bitted,  I  surmised  I  would  have  to  rely completely on this meagre air supply and so I did what I could to get used to the tremendous breathing burden I would have to overcome. 

My gigantic dildos were made of solid steel, coated with a merciless layer  of  the  stiffest  black  neoprene!  Each  horrific  instrument  of torture  was  a  full  four  inches  thick  and  generously  provided  with  a forest  of  wickedly  pointed,  inflexible  rubber  barbs.  The  twelve  inch long  anal  dildo  disappeared  completely  into  my  sensitive  bottom save only for a one inch thick steel stub which protruded just beyond the rim of my agony-ravaged buttocks. 

The spiked dildo thrust into my precocious pussy was two feet long, only  the  first  fifteen  of  which,  fortunately,  were  actually  rammed inside  me.  The  remaining  ten  inches,  complete  with  the  spiked rubber  coating,  ran  parallel  to  and  between  my  legs.  The  needle-tipped barbs were more than enough to guarantee that the massive, exquisitely  fiendish,  horror  dildo  remained  immovably  in  place  but just to be on the safe side a half inch thick steel bolt was threaded first through one lip of my pierced labia, then through the center of the dildo and finally through the remaining labial lip. To keep the bolt from  sliding  about,  a  cruelly  serrated,  steel  spring  washer  was clamped to each end. 

Satisfied that I was thoroughly, inescapably and diabolically dildoed, Madame Leclerc transferred her attention to my arms. My obscenely enormous,  ringed  and  branded  slave  breasts  were  called  upon  to support my entire weight so that my arms could be released without essentially interfering with my bondage pose. 

An  elaborate  network  of  thin  leather  straps  was  designed  to  twist, cut,  crush  and  immobilise  my  arms  from  shoulder  to  fingertip, welding  them  lifelessly  along  my  spine  in  a  supremely  agonising double hammer-lock and all but erasing their outline from the shape of  my  back.  The  excruciating  agony  in  my  amazingly  bound  arms was perfectly complemented by their total uselessness. Every finger, every thumb, had been separately and viciously immobilised so that there was not the slightest chance that they could spoil the illusion of an armless torso. 

That  my  captors  chose  to  rest  for  a  moment  confirmed  my expectation  that  these  moist  straps  were  liberally  coated  with  that familiar  chemical  and,  sure  enough,  within  the  space  of  a  few minutes,  I  felt  the  impossibly  tight  leather  straps  begin  to  tighten further. The agony in my superbly tortured arms was unbearable. I jerked  helplessly  against  my  cruel  breast  suspension,  achieving nothing but additional torment for my monstrous slave-tits. My only consolation,  as  the  inexorable  shrinkage  continued,  was  that  the agony-charged whimpers which passed my pursed lips were a high-pitched attempt at a terrified whinny. 

Madame  Leclerc  took  her  responsibilities  very  seriously.  After carefully  inspecting  the  final  result,  she  used  three  or  four  short sprays of catalyst to achieve a perfect symmetry. 

That done, I was lowered to the floor like a sack of flour. My nose, ear and nipple rings were all removed, preparatory to squeezing me into my sleek, black patent leather pony-skin. 

I  did  everything  I  could  to  make  the  task  as  easy  as  possible  but notwithstanding my complete cooperation, it was a long and difficult process to squeeze this uncomplaining ponygirl into her incredible, dehumanising leather pony-skin. 

At last the Madame and her silent assistant were pleased with their ef orts and suspended me rigidly once again, not just to keep me out of  trouble  but  also  to  facilitate  the  inevitable  shrinkage  of  my exquisite leather sheath. This time I was strung out horizontally, my

ankles  bolted  to  a  wooden  post  while  the  rest  of  my  weight  was again borne by my gigantic, bloated breasts. 

My  superbly  fiendish  pony-skin  sheathed  me  more  or  less completely  from  head  to  toe.  As  far  as  my  shaven  skull  was concerned,  a  customised  opening  exposed  my  lips  and  my  chin; otherwise  it  was  crushingly  encased.  Two  small  spheres  of  clear Perspex pressed against my lidless eyes. At my master’s discretion, I would be able to see where I was going. 

My  thick,  sensitive  nipples  were  pulled  through  tiny  cylindrical openings  which  were  promptly  sprung,  activating  powerful,  spiked steel clamps concealed in the leather. My poor nipples felt as though they had been severed from my breasts. The pain was inhuman and horribly exacerbated by my helpless breast suspension. 

Two  circular  vents  neatly  framed  the  slave-brands  on  my  ripe buttocks,  erotically  highlighting  them.  The  matching  brands  on  my breasts were similarly showcased. A small orifice was provided for the  monstrous,  spiked  torture  dildo  filling  my  promiscuous  pussy. 

Otherwise, every inch of my flesh was sealed inside crushing leather pony-skin. 

It was immediately obvious that my pony-skin had been differentially treated for it was only my poor, agony-stretched breasts which began to  feel  the  remorseless,  terrifying  attack  of  cruelly  shrinking,  black patent leather. To my horror, a series of frightfully heavy lead weights were hung from my torso, simply to increase the tension on my tautly tethered  slavetits  and  thereby  elongate  them  just  as  far  as  they would go. So heavy was this diabolical burden that I couldn’t even squirm. All I could do was whinny in helpless and extreme agony. 

A  thin,  black  patent  leather  strap  was  mercilessly  buckled  around each punished breast, hard up against its base and cinched in to an impossible diameter of barely two inches. Again, the only reaction I could  make  to  this  fiendish  torment  of  my  poor  breasts  was  to helplessly imitate a distressed pony. 

A  whole  series  of  these  terrible  leather  straps  were  used  on  my breasts, a total of twelve for each. Working from the base upwards, a strap was positioned every two inches, save only for the area around each  slave  brand,  condemning  my  precocious  tits  to  nightmarish suf ering.  By  the  time  the  final  torture  strap  was  buckled  viciously tight, my inhumanly enlarged breasts were so shockingly elongated and subdivided that my clamp-crushed nipples were wrenched more than two feet out from my chest. 

I  was  left  to  my  own  devices  for  ten  minutes  or  so  to  give  the ingeniously  treated  leather  an  opportunity  to  shrink  to  its  intended shape.  The  leather  breast  straps,  being  more  generously  coated, quickly  enhanced  the  obscene  and  inhuman  display  of  tortured breast-flesh,  cutting  ever  deeper  into  my  wretched,  misshapen melons. 

I was dropped unceremoniously to the floor, landing flush upon my impossibly  bound  arms.  I  writhed  helplessly  in  superb  agony  for several  moments  until  a  series  of  savage  kicks  encouraged  me  to struggle awkwardly to my feet. 

I  became  aware  of  my  pony-hooves  immediately.  The  incredible leather pony-skin completely sheathed my legs, terminating in a pair of  elaborately  cruel  pony-hooves.  My  poor  feet  were  mercilessly crushed inside rigid leather, my insteps twisted parallel to my shins. 

Every ounce of my weight had to be borne upon my tip-toes and to compliment  this  dreadful  handicap,  a  pair  of  tiny  pony-shoes  had been  nailed  to  the  soles  of  each  hoof  in  such  a  way  that  I  was expressly  prohibited  from  avoiding  the  relentless  attack  of  pitiless steel prods. 

After  hopping  about  stupidly  for  a  few  moments,  I  came  to  my senses, accepted the irrevocability of my situation, and stood more or less still. Madame Lecher liberally applied the chemical treatment to the rest of my pony-skin, avoiding contact only with my superbly tortured breasts. To be honest, those wretched organs were on the very  verge  of  rupturing  so  great  was  the  pressure  and  tension imposed upon them. 

It wasn’t long before the catalyst took ef ect and began to reshape my body. I did what I could to assist with the transformation but to a large extent it was out of my control. To begin with my armless torso was  bent  to  right  angles  at  my  hips  while  my  amorphous  leather head  was  jerked  cruelly  backwards,  bringing  my  lidless,  sightless eyes  to  a  ievel  above  the  horizontal.  I  kept  my  pony-hoofed  feet slightly  apart,  the  inhuman,  spiked  torture  dildo  filling  my  pussy would not let me bring my legs together. The further I was bent over, then  the  more  suf ering  I  was  forced  to  endure  from  that  dreadful discipline  dildo.  By  the  time  the  reaction  was  complete,  the monstrous rod had been twisted so that it was almost parallel to the ground.  My  obscenely  enlarged  slave-tits;  sheathed,  segmented, strapped  and  stretched,  dangled  like  lifeless  sausages.  My puckered,  turgid,  sausage-size  nipples  were  barely  twelve  inches away from touching the ground! 

A  matching  pair  of  thin,  black  patent  leather  straps  were  buckled around each thigh, just above my knees, then given a healthy spray to maximize the constriction they applied to my already crushed and aching  legs.  They  served  as  an  anchor  for  a  pair  of  powerful, chrome-plated, steel springs which were clipped between a provision on each strap and the corresponding attachments at the base of my amazing  torture  dildo.  In  a  stationary  pose,  there  was  no  slack whatsoever in the springs. I knew that I would have my work cut out to develop and master a satisfactory pony prance. 

The stub of my huge, diabolically spiked anal dildo served to anchor my  flowing  ponytail.  Composed  of  a  mass  of  billowing,  black  silk strands  attached  to  a  central,  coiled  steel  spring,  my  gorgeous ponytail  streamed  upwards  for  a  few  inches  before  billowing earthwards  for  a  total  length  of  some  three  feet.  Instinctively,  I clenched  my  rectum,  realizing  that  I  would  have  to  deliberately punish my own bottom to make my ponytail behave as it should. 
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My ear and nose rings were replaced, special provisions being made for them through the clinging embrace of my crushing leather ponyskin. My nipple rings were reinserted, a ten foot leash clipped to my nose ring and I was led out into the open air. The nether end of my

nose leash was clipped to a convenient wooden post and I was left to my own devices. 

I was in an impossible bondage predicament which I would have to endure,  without  respite,  for  at  least  two  weeks.  Here  I  was,  bent, twisted  and  warped  into  an  agonising  shape,  hopelessly  crushed inside a merciless leather skin, filled to bursting point with the most diabolical  dildos  imaginable,  forced  to  stand  tiptoe  on  cruel  pony-hooves, subjected to the most inhuman and painful breast bondage and blinded, deafened and agonisingly armless. 

With a despairing sigh, I resigned myself to my fate and set about using what little time I might have to adjust to my incredible role of subhuman ponygirl. And this was just my basic ponygirl costume! I had yet to be harnessed, bridled or bitted! 

I took a tiny, tentative step. As I suspected, the agony was immense. 

I took another step, a little more adventurous this time. The agony increased. There was nothing for it. I had to start sooner or later and the  omnipresent  terror  of  ultimate  failure  was  just  the  stimulus  I needed to motivate myself. 

I accepted the crushing burden of pain brought on by every step and began  a  resolute  exploration  of  my  surroundings.  To  my  relief,  the area described by my nose tether at full stretch did not contain any obstacles  and,  getting  my  bearings  as  best  as  my  blinded  state would  allow,  I  began  circling  the  hitching  post,  to  the  limit  of  the tether,  in  a  clockwise  direction.  Bending  my  knees  was  extremely difficult as well as dreadfully exhausting, but I forced my legs to do this,  uncomplainingly  absorbing  the  increased  pressure  from  my pony-hooves and the added strain on my dildo filled pussy. 

With  each  revolution  my  confidence  grew  and  my  knees  inched higher and higher until, by the thirtieth lap, I had developed a smooth and fluent stride, almost a fullblown prance. 

Delighted with this achievement, I chose to concentrate on the task of  integrating  the  movement  of  my  ponytail  with  each  stride.  The extreme  agony  I  suf ered  from  the  enforced  and  ceaseless manipulation  of  the  monstrous,  spiked  dildo  filling  my  bottom  was compensated for only by the knowledge that my willingly self-inflicted torture might satisfy my adored master. 

For at least two hours I resolutely pursued my goal of so controlling the motion of my ponytail that an observer must believe it had to be a  part  of  me.  No  matter  what  the  extremes  of  torture  training  I expected to be imminently subjected to, I was desperate to maintain control  of  my  ponytail  through  every  adversity.  Not  to  do  so  would surely result in an unsatisfactory report and thence it would be only a matter of time before I was summarily disposed of. 

For  a  further  ninety  minutes  I  pounded  my  bizarrely  and  cruelly hooved feet into the ground as I pranced enthusiastically at the end of my nose tether, keeping it at a constant and very painful tension. 

My  ponytail  developed  a  natural  bounce  and  wiggle.  Completely dehumanised  by  the  superbly  fiendish  pony-skin  so  thoroughly warping, crushing, cutting, twisting and bending my poor body, I was the living epitome of a thoroughbred ponygirl! 

Chapter  Nine

Condemned to a soundless and sightless existence for most of my ordeal as a dehumanised ponygirl, it was only a sudden change in the  tension  on  my  nose  tether  which  alerted  me  to  my  master’s presence. I just knew it was him. 

A  confused  surge  of  terror  and  joy  coursed  through  my  contorted, tortured  limbs.  I  responded  instantly  to  the  pressure  on  my  tether. 

Rearing, bucking and whinnying, I stubbornly resisted the tension on my nose tether, just as a high-spirited, unbroken filly should. 

A  momentary  relaxation  of  the  tether  was  followed  by  a  series  of sharp,  savage  jerks  which  brought  tears  to  my  hooded,  sightless eyes; my nose felt as if it had been ripped from my face. Of course, I could  not  let  this  agonising  treatment  af ect  my  behaviour.  An unbroken ponygirl could not be expected to understand her master’s wishes  until  a  rigorous  training  program,  in  harness,  and  with  bit, bridle and whip had explained to her what was expected. 

I  struggled  hopelessly  against  my  master’s  inexorable  strength, pounding  my  wickedly  hooved  feet  into  the  ground,  frenziedly threshing  my  billowing,  diabolically  implanted  ponytail  and  bucking against each vicious jerk of my nose tether. All was to no avail, of course,  and  I  was  dragged  steadily  up  a  short  ramp  and  into  a custom  made  pony  float.  Once  inside  my  ringed  nose  was  bolted directly to a short projection emanating from the front wall of the float and  then  my  nose  tether  removed.  In  short  order,  each  ankle  was locked immovably leaving my legs slightly splayed. The entrance to the float was closed and locked. 

Bent permanently at right angles by my impossible, gleaming black leather  pony-skin,  the  nose  and  ankle  restraints  were  all  that  were needed to completely immobilise me. I could do nothing but tremble and  quake  while  threshing  my  ponytail  wildly  from  side  to  side. 

Minutes later the float moved of  and for the next ninety minutes or so I was subjected to a terrible ordeal. My permanently ringed nose felt as though it was being continually ripped from my pony-skinned face as the float lurched heavily from side to side. The one positive ef ect  of  this  methodical  torture  was  the  opportunity  it  gave  me  to practice agonised pony whinnies. 

At last we reached my master’s rural retreat. The float was opened, I was  unfastened  and  then  led  down  the  ramp.  Again  I  struggled violently,  uselessly,  against  my  nose  tether.  My  ponytail  thrashed from side to side. Repeated, high-pitched pony-wails blubbered from my leather crushed lips. 

I  was  taken  behind  the  house  and  led  towards,  as  I  was  soon  to discover, my very own stable, built purposely to accommodate me. 

Since  my  master  did  not  intend  to  put  me  into  hard  training immediately,  I  was  locked  inside  a  roomy  exercise  paddock  just behind  my  stable.  To  my  surprise,  my  eyes  were  opened  and  my nose tether removed leaving me free to do as I wished. Responding instantly, I whinnied shrilly and darted of  friskily to the far corner of the corral. 

My exercise paddock was at least twenty meters square, the ground covered with a flat, unyielding artificial turf. I immediately appreciated that there would be no relief here from my inhuman pony-hooves. 

My  master  remained  on  the  far  side  of  the  fence,  watching  me  for about twenty minutes. All the while I strove mightily to be a nervous, high-spirited, flighty ponygirl. I didn’t dream of looking at him directly but  I  managed  by  dint  of  the  track  I  paced  around  the  paddock  to catch a fleeting glimpse every now and then. Even when my master disappeared, I didn’t for a moment relax my impossible performance. 

I was encased in a supreme bondage world of neverending agony and  exhaustion.  Nothing  had  been  overlooked  in  my. 

dehumanisation. No part of my body escaped the relentless attack of leather and steel. No part of my body could move without suf ering the cruelest punishment and torture. There was nothing I could do to obtain even the slightest measure of relief. Warped and twisted into

an  agonising  shape,  subjected  to  the  most  bizarre,  horrible  and obscene breast discipline ever imagined, I gratefully understood that I  had  been  given  a  golden  opportunity  to  become  the  perfect ponygirl. 

Realising  that  it  would  take  a  wild  ponygirl  quite  some  time  to become accustomed to her corral, I pranced nervously up and down, round and round, my billowing ponytail swishing madly from side to side.  I  pranced  without  a  moment’s  rest  for  what  must  have  been nearly four hours. In fact, it was long after sunset before my master reappeared. 

He was inside the corral and approaching me briskly, a rope lariat in one hand, my nose tether in the other and the full moon behind him. 

I  whinnied  in  fright  and  shrunk  nervously  away  from  him.  I  was pursued relentlessly and eventually my panicked flight was brought to a halt when the lariat looped around my leather-crushed throat. I was  reeled  in  steadily,  in  spite  of  a  tremendous  ef ort  to  resist.  I bucked,  twisted  and  whinnied  splendidly.  With  the  nose  tether  in place and the lariat removed, I was jerked into my lavishly appointed stable.  To  keep  me  from  threshing  about  during  the  night,  I  was placed in my restraining stall where my nose and ankles were bolted down, exactly as they had been in the pony-float. I must have been making  some  progress,  I  reasoned,  because  after  sealing  my eyelenses,  my  master  af ectionately  scratched  the  crown  of  my aching, leather-crushed pony-skull. 

I  knew,  of  course,  that  ponygirls  slept  standing  up  so  I  was desperately grateful that my master had decided to tight tether me to my  stall.  I  couldn’t  fall  over  no  matter  how  exhausted  I  became.  I spent  a  long  while  thinking  carefully  about  my  role.  I  prepared  a mental  list  of  all  the  gestures  which  I  thought  would  display  my willing  and  sincere  transformation  into  a  dehumanised  ponygirl.  I resolved to thoroughly practice every one of them as soon as I had the chance. Only after I had memorised the gestures and associated them  with  the  stimuli  which  would  induce  them,  did  I  permit  my exhausted carcass to get some sleep. I dozed fitfully for an hour or

two  and  awoke,  if  not  less  stiff  and  sore,  then  at  least  a  little  less exhausted. 

My training began in earnest the next morning. My leather sheathed haunches were stroked reassuringly for several minutes before my ringed nose was unchained. I felt an elaborate harness of some sort being  draped  over  my  senseless  head  and  immediately  began  to whinny nervously and twitch my tail from side to side in agitation. I was about to be bridled and bitted! I responded as an unbroken filly should, shaking my head wildly and twisting desperately against my ankle  hobbles.  Not  that  my  leather  crushed  head  could  move  very much. What did matter was that I made the ef ort. 
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A monstrously cruel bit was forced into my helplessly gaping mouth. 

An ingenious tongue clamp was locked in place, the upper and lower sections  being  linked  by  a  common  stud  passing  through  my eyeleted  tongue.  Needless  to  say,  the  metal  surfaces  which

murderously  squeezed  my  tongue  were  both  wickedly  serrated. 

Once  my  master  had  assured  himself  that  my  tongue  clamp  was properly fitted, my mouth was filled with an enormously complicated metal brace. Its purpose was to absolutely immobilise my jaws and at  the  same  time  wedge  a  pair  of  metal  bits  into  the  ferociously stretched corners of my mouth. Tiny, high-tensile steel springs linked each side of my spike-clamped tongue to the metal bits. My lips were tensioned to the point of splitting while the inside of my torture-bitted mouth was literally afire from the barbed attack of the gigantic steel brace. 

The amazing leather bridle which secured the exacting discipline bit into my helpless mouth had been just as thoughtfully designed. My forehead was harnessed by a thick, black patent leather strap, the inner surface of which sported a dozen or so blunt steel studs. My master  buckled  the  studded  strap  ferociously,  driving  the  steel projections into my skull bones. The agony was frightful. I tried my best to whinny desperately but the combination of tongue clamp and barbed  bit  reduced  the  sound  to  a  barely  audible  squeak.  A confection  of  matching  bridle  straps  were  used  to  immovably  weld the  metal  bits  into  the  corners  of  my  mouth.  One  pair  of  studded straps  ran  up  the  sides  of  my  hooded  head  to  buckle  onto  my forehead  strap.  Another  pair  buckled  viciously  behind  my  arched-back neck. A final pair buckled crushingly under my chin. The side-straps held a pair of shaped blinkers in place, although blinded as I was at the moment, they had little ef ect. 

A pair of long, sprung steel projections were fitted into the bridle bits. 

Beautifully  tooled  leather  reins  were  clipped  to  the  far  ends  of  the projections.  I  was  immediately  given  a  demonstration  of  how  my bridle worked. 

The ingenious mechanisms which linked my clamped tongue via the bridle bits and the steel extension rods to the reins gave my master the  strictest  control  over  his  ponygirl’s  tortured  head.  The  gentlest tug on the reins resulted in a savage wrenching of my spike-clamped

tongue. My master had assured himself of the means to extract an instant response to his most subtle gesture. 

The reins were draped over my shoulders and then looped several times  around  my  murderously  arched  neck  to  keep  them  from dragging on the ground. My nose-leash was clipped into place, my ankles  released,  my  eyes  opened  and  I  was  led  briskly  out  of  my stall and into a training paddock. My ponytail swished snappily from side  to  side.  The  superbly  cruel  torture-bridle  welded  into  my senseless skull tamed me completely, as I instinctively knew it was intended to. I no longer struggled against my master’s guidance but willingly followed the instructions from my nose-leash. I concentrated fanatically  on  maintaining  a  frisky,  enthusiastic  pace.  Before harnessing me to his pony-carriage, my master gently caressed my agonisingly stretched, ballooned, crushed and tortured ponytits and almost without realising it, I found myself strangely calm. A couple of friendly  pats  on  my  branded  buttocks  completed  my  master’s af ectionate caress. 

The  method  chosen  to  harness  me  to  my  master’s  pony-carriage was  diabolically  simple.  The  impossible,  spiked  dildo  protruding  so dramatically from my superbly tortured pussy was secured directly, by  means  of  a  universal  joint,  to  a  pole  of  the  same  diameter emanating from the front of the carriage. Inescapably welded to the now elongated drive-pole, I was absolutely compelled to maintain a precise  alignment  with  the  jaunty  pony-carriage.  Of  course,  the serrated  bolt  which  pierced  my  shaven  labia  was  the  perfect guarantee  that  the  diabolical,  steel-spiked  dildo  filling  my  sensitive pussy could not be pulled free by the weight of the carriage. High-tensile steel springs were mercilessly stretched between my ringed nipples and the carriage frame, wrenching my incredibly misshapen ponytits behind me and into a line parallel with the drive pole. In fact, the tips of my ringed nipples actually protruded beyond my branded buttocks! 

It  was  an  inhumanly  ef ective  harness.  A  high-pitched,  garbled whinny  of  indescribable  suf ering  bubbled  uncontrollably  from  my

torture-bitted mouth. Strong fingers scratched my crushingly hooded skull until I quietened down. 

At last I was ready to begin my service as a dehumanised, devoted ponygirl. My master seated himself comfortably in his carriage and firmly  took  up  the  slack  on  the  reins.  My  master  could  only communicate  with  me  through  the  reins,  the  bit  and  the  whip  so  it was nearly ten minutes before this stupid slave realised what lesson it was being taught first. I was being trained, of course, to prance in place. I needed, and richly deserved, the merciless flogging with the brutal  horsewhip  and  the  continuous,  savage  tension  on  the  reins which eventually explained what was required of me. 

Once  I  understood  the  reasons  for  the  conflicting  signals  from  the reins  and  whip,  I  responded  enthusiastically.  A  surge  of  adrenalin coursed through my aching, tortured legs, enabling me to meet my beloved  master’s  expectations.  For  the  first  half  hour  I  was  taught the  precise  prancing  action  I  would  have  to  meticulously  maintain every moment I was harnessed to the carriage. I was made to lift my knees  high  in  the  air  until  my  thighs  were  exactly  parallel  with  the yround,  My  master’s  ingenious  skill,  which  had  so  fiendishly harnessed my impossibly enlarged, incredibly tortured slavetits to his pony-carriage,  ensured  that  there  was  just  barely  enough  clear space  for  his  abjectly  devoted  ponygirl  to  display  a  perfect  pony-prance. 
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After  demonstrating  for  a  further  forty  minutes,  nonstop,  and  with unflagging style and enthusiasm, my complete mastery of the pony-prance,  my  master  decided  I  was  ready  for  the  next  stage  of  my training. With every second I was becoming more responsive to the

bit,  the  reins  and  the  whip.  I  surged  with  pride  to  realise  my desperate  ef orts  to  become  a  champion  ponygirl  were  making progress. 

By the end of the first day of my training I had been introduced to the walk,  the  trot  and  the  canter.  At  each  speed,  of  course,  I  was required to maintain a perfect pony-prance. My master made sure I learned quickly how to move of  from a standing start without Jerking the  carriage,  how  to  slip  smoothly  from  one  gait  into  another  and finally how to bring the carriage to a halt, again without jostling the driver.  I  was  continually  aware  of  my  abject  bondage  predicament and the incredible torture my master had chosen to inflict upon me. I relished the agony which racked my exquisitely harnessed body from head to toe, knowing full well the importance my master attached to my performance as a ponygirl. 

I remained harnessed to the carriage for fourteen hours. Two short breaks of thirty minutes each, which my beloved master needed to refresh  himself,  were  the  only  respites  I  received  from  continuous activity. Of course, while my master was relaxing, I was tight hobbled at the ankles with the reins stretched tightly to the carriage frame just to make sure I didn’t lose concentration, On that first day we didn’t venture out from the training paddock. I was kept on an oval track, about 60 yards in circumference, which had been smoothly graded and was fairly flat. The leather blinkers of my diabolical bridle were aligned to allow me to see directly ahead and nowhere else; that is whenever my polarised eye-lenses were open. The last hour of my training was done in the glow of a series of arc lights which encircled the  paddock.  I  finished  the  day’s  training  with  a  spirited  twenty minute  canter.  My  pony-prance  stride  never  faltered,  I  even managed  to  integrate  the  natural  swing  of  my  ponytail  into  my movements. 

My master drove me to the saddling enclosure in the corner of the paddock  and  there  dismounted  and  unharnessed  my  inhumanly costumed  body  from  the  sleek  carriage.  My  torture  bridle  was carefully removed. My eyes were electronically closed. A leash was

clipped to my nose-ring, I was led into my stall and without further ado tethered tightly by nose and ankles to my sleeping place. 

I relished the five minutes which my master spent gently caressing my  fiendishly  harnessed  body.  His  strong  fingers  stroked  my monstrous,  elongated,  leather  strapped  slavetits,  his  hands  rubbed against my lush, bulbous, well-whipped buttocks and he patted my leather-crushed, wrenched-back pony-head before leaving me alone for the night to digest the lessons of the day. 

I  had  learned  a  lot.  Most  importantly,  I  knew  I  could  become  a champion ponygirl. I was still on my feet after my first thirty-six hours as a ponygirl, the last fourteen of which had been in nonstop training. 

The desperate fear I held of not being able to manage the bondage burden  imposed  my  amazing  costume  had  proved  groundless. 

Mercilessly encased in the diabolical grip of a warping, leather ponyskin,  twisted  and  bent  into  an  inhuman  shape,  bridled  with  the cruelest, spiked steel bit imaginable and harnessed to my master’s carriage  by  means  of  my  obscenely  enlarged,  superbly  tortured slavetits  and  barbed,  dildo-filled  pussy,  I  knew  I  presented  the quintessential  image  of  a  devoted,  dehumanised  ponygirl.  I  was proud of my appearance. I was deeply grateful that my master had chosen to costume me so extravagantly. That he chose to drive me to  the  very  limit.  That  he  purposely  denied  me  even  a  moment’s relaxation from my supremely agonising and demanding ordeal. And most grateful of all that he had generously thought to spend a little of his valuable time to rub down his adoring ponygirl. 

An hour or so later, I dozed of  contentedly, tight tethered in my stall. 

I was awake before my master entered the stable but, blinded and deafened, I only became aware of his presence when he chose to untether my nose. Thoroughly broken to the bridle by the previous day’s  training,  I  made  no  attempt  to  resist  the  implantation  of  my spiked, agony-bit nor the crushing intensity to which the bridle straps were buckled. My eyes were opened. 

Led  in  to  the  saddling  enclosure,  I  was  backed  onto  my  master’s carriage with a few delicate cuts of the whip and firm pressure from

the reins. I stood motionless while my huge vaginal dildo was bolted to  the  carriage  pole  and  my  wretched  slave-tits  sprung-clipped  to their place on the carriage frame. 

Keen  to  begin  the  day’s  work,  my  master  vaulted  into  the  driver’s seat and hauled viciously on the reins. His steel-tipped whip cut into my  branded,  deliberately  exposed  buttocks.  My  training  was  not  in vain. The combination of bit and whip communication set me into an immediate prance in place. From the very first stride, I was able to produce a perfect prance, my pony-tail swishing jauntily from side to side.  The  excruciating  tension  on  my  torture-bit  was  steadfastly maintained for a full thirty minutes as I was gradually taken from a stepping pace to a trot and finally to a canter. My rhythm was perfect, my prance precise. I didn’t drift an inch from my original position. 

I  thrilled  to  the  wondrous  touch  of  my  master’s  hand  as  he  lent forward and fondly patted my thrashed rump. I knew I had made a good start to the day. We began with a revision of the previous day’s lessons. In turns walking, trotting and cantering, I was driven a total of eighty circuits around the training track before my master allowed himself a brief rest from his exertion. To stop his silly ponygirl from losing concentration, my master hitched the reins cruelly tight after first making me stand motionlessly on one foot only. I held the other foot high in the air, at the very apogee of its high-stepping stride. 

Fifteen minutes later we were back in action again and after another fifty laps at the canter, I was introduced to a full-blown gallop. The tempo was impossibly exacting; I was expected to sustain a stepping rate  of  200  paces  to  the  minute,  nearly  twice  that  of  a  canter.  Of course,  I  was  not  allowed  the  slightest  relaxation  in  the  regulation prance I had been trained to perform. 

For  twenty  minutes  I  struggled  to  make  the  rate,  all  the  while subjected to a fierce flogging and the resolute encouragement of the bit.  Were  it  not  for  my  master’s  superlative  teaching  methods,  I would never have risen above the incredible handicaps which beset me.  His  enthusiasm  gave  me  the  energy  for  that  final  ef ort  which propelled me into a flying gallop. For twenty-five laps I produced a

flawless gallop but I was desperately grateful when my master reined me  in  to  a  steady  trot  at  the  end  of  that  dash  for  I  had  reached absolute exhaustion and would have collapsed, unconscious, had I been required to continue for another lap. Ten laps at the trot allowed my lifeless legs to recover their strength and stamina. We returned to the  saddling  enclosure  and  to  my  complete  surprise,  I  was unharnessed from the carriage. The reins were somehow secured to the end of my massive, wickedly spiked, vaginal dildo and stretched so tightly that my poor mouth and tongue were dreadfully tortured by the pressure of high-tensile steel barbs. I received a friendly cut with the whip to tell me that I had the freedom of the exercise paddock to romp in. 

Anxious  to  demonstrate  my  total  dehumanisation  to  a  devoted ponygirl, I pranced away daintily, coquettishly. I realised I was much more  nervous  whenever  I  had  the  freedom  to  make  decisions  for myself,  every  motion,  every  nuance  of  behaviour  just  had  to  be  a perfect  mimicry  of  a  spirited  filly.  I  much  preferred  the  security  of being harnessed to my master’s carriage or tethered in my stall. The blinkers  on  my  bridle  made  it  impossible  to  see  anywhere  but straight ahead so I caught only the briefest glimpse of my master as. 

he strode briskly back to the house. For an hour or so I romped in the  paddock,  chasing  butterflies  and  birds  while  getting  ready  for another gallop later in the day. The next time I would slip into stride immediately and run like the wind. 

By  purest  chance,  I  happened  to  see  my  master  emerge  from  the house some 600 yards away. He was no longer alone! For a moment I  forgot  my  status  and  lost  sight  of  the  pretty  butterfly  I  had  been diligently pursuing for the last ten minutes. Overcome with remorse by my unforgivable, if fleeting, lapse I pounded my cripplingly hooved feet into the turf with deliberate venom. The added pain brought me to my senses and I pranced away friskily, this time in pursuit of a lazy lace-wing. My master could not have noticed my hesitation. At least, I reflected, I had not disappointed him. 

All  that  I  knew  from  the  brief  glimpse  I  had  of  my  master’s companion was that she was female. I saw them again when they reached the paddock gate. They sat together on the top rail for a few minutes, enjoying the spectacle made by a dehumanised ponygirl as she frolicked innocently in her paddock. 

When  my  master  approached  me  with  a  rope  lariat,  I  made  no attempt to evade capture but rather stood quite still while the noose was  thrown  around  my  neck.  I  was  led  back  to  the  saddling enclosure but this time taken to a different position where nose and ankle  stalls,  similar  to  those  in  my  stable,  were  provided  for  me.  I was promptly tethered to them. 

My  master  stood  out  of  sight  to  one  side  but  my  restricted  field  of vision  allowed  me  to  observe the  approach  of a  very  beautiful  girl. 

Even at a distance, I was struck with the similarity of her features to those  of  my  master.  Spontaneously,  I  realised  she  was  his  sister. 

The reason for her presence was made obvious by her appearance. 

She  was  gorgeously  turned  out  in  a  smart  riding  habit,  soft,  white doeskin  breeches,  a  tailored  silk  shirt  and  tie  in  matching  white,  a crimson silk jacket, black riding cap and a superb pair of black patent leather  riding  boots.  White  kid  gloves  completed  her  outfit.  The elaborate, gleaming, black patent leather saddle nestled snugly over one  arm  confirmed  her  intention.  I  was  about  to  be  broken  to  the saddle. 

The  reins  were  unhooked  from  my  dildo  and  the  leather  reins unclipped from the bridle processes. The saddle was fitted over my leather-warped  torso.  Shaped  to  cover  the  precise  contour  of  my back, even taking into account the lifeless, agonising immolation of my  fiendishly  bound  arms,  the  saddle  seat  was  positioned  midway between my neck and waist. A girth strap under my belly welded the saddle to my back and the liberal dose of catalyst applied to it made sure that the steel-studded leather cut and gouged into my helpless flesh. 

A  collar  was  fitted  around  my  arched  back  neck  and  buckled  so tightly that my already precarious supply of oxygen was jeopardised

again. As with my saddle strap and bridle straps, the inner surface of my gleaming, black patent leather collar was covered with a host of gouging,  steel  studs.  Furthermore,  a  cruel,  steel  rod  had  been integrally attached to the leading edge of the collar so that its multi-barbed  head  speared  up  into  my  chin.  One  short  strap  linked  my collar  to  my  saddle  along  my  spine  while  another  ran  between  my hideously  tortured  slavetits  from  collar  to  saddle  girth.  It  took  ten minutes for the catalyst to shrink these components of my diabolical saddle.  There  must  have  been  some  mechanism  to  adjust  the deadly chin spike for as soon as my collar had settled to its required shape, the multi-pronged barb was jacked further into my flesh. 

A matching harness strap secured my dildoed groin, dividing in two to  pass  around  my  jittery  ponytail  and  protruding  vaginal  dildo, before buckling into my saddle girth. It was, of course, treated with catalyst. Delicate, steel stirrups were clipped to each nipple ring the horrendous  treatment  meted  out  to  my  grossly  enlarged  and segmented  slavetits  served  its  purpose  here.  The  stirrups  were  at just the right height! 

A small hand began caressing my hooded skull. At first I thought it was in response to my intense, if inef ective, wriggling and writhing. 

Tethered as I was, the sole achievement of my display was an extra dose of discipline for my poor nose and twisted, aching feet. It was a strange  sensation  to  be  touched  by  another  person  but  although  I found  her  touch  to  be  both  soothing  and  calming,  I  continued  to behave as a spirited ponygirl, as yet unbroken to the saddle. A few minutes later I realised there was a more practical purpose behind her  caress.  My  bridle  straps  began  to  tighten,  crushing  my  skull, driving  my  spiked  bit  ever  deeper  into  the  tender  tissue  inside  my mouth and forcing my newly emplaced chin-spike another millimeter or two into my tortured flesh. 

A  much  shorter  set  of  finely  tooled,  black  patent  leather  reins replaced the carriage reins used by my master. That completed my saddling  and  a  few  minutes  later,  a  nose-leash  clipped  in  place,  I was untethered. 

I responded immediately. With a sudden surge I released the pent-up energy I had generated for just this purpose. I bucked and reared violently, straining with all my might against my leash. The stirrups attached to my wretched slavetits bounced around freely. It took my master  nearly  ten  minutes  to  get  me  under  control  again;  and  that notwithstanding  the  vigorous  manipulation  of  my  leash  and  a ferocious thrashing from a long, multi-barbed horsewhip. Exhausted, and gladly, devotedly suf ering the most exquisite agony imaginable, I was eventually made to stand quietly, only the nervous twitching of my  fiendishly  anchored  ponytail  expressing  this  loyal  ponygirl’s understandable  agitation  at  being  saddled  and  ridden  for  the  first time. 

My new mistress wasted no time in mounting her ponygirl. With one booted  foot  in  a  stirrup,  she  swung  lightly  into  the  saddle.  Again  I bucked  and  reared  but  with  understandably  less  ef ect  than  my earlier  performance.  My  mistress  added  another  120  lbs  to  my already  impossible  burdens.  Furthermore,  I  dared  not  lose  my balance and spill the precious cargo. 

Not  that  there  was  much  chance  of  that.  Within  two  minutes  I realised my mistress was an expert rider. Rising in the saddle so as to  channel  all  her  weight  into  the  stirrups  and  thereby  inflict  the maximum  amount  of  torture  to  my  cruelly  abused  slavetits,  my mistress wrenched back viciously on the reins with one hand while the other wielded a short, sharp riding crop with venom and precision against my bruised and branded buttocks. 

As  soon  as  I  was  standing  more  or  less  quietly  again,  my  master unclipped my nose-leash. For just a moment he af ectionately patted my bridled skull. He turned and began walking back to the house. I was  alone  with  my  mistress.  I  was  ready  to  learn  a  second  set  of lessons. 

We began with the basic exercises which subjugate a ponygirl to the will and whim of her mistress. I was taught to stand motionless, to prance  in  place,  to  step  forward,  sideways  and  backward.  I  was taught to respond to the lightest touch of the bit and the whip. For six

hours I was ridden in the saddling enclosure with never a moment’s respite  from  her  exacting  demands.  Well  aware  of  the  folly  of showing the slightest sign of weakness to a ponygirl, she expected me  to  understand  and  obey  every  instruction  immediately.  This expectation was reinforced by the liberal use of the riding crop, the reins and, of course, the stirrups. 

Dusk  had  fallen  by  the  time  I  was  ridden  out  of  the  saddling enclosure and onto the training track. As a warm up we completed fifteen  laps  at  the  trot  which  my  mistress  used  to  correct  a  minute error  which  had  developed  in  my  pony-prance  because  of  the transition  from  carriage  pony  to  saddle  pony.  The  day’s  training ended with a final forty laps, all of them at the canter. 

It took some time to unsaddle and unbridle me because of the need to relax the catalyst-shrunk leather. Nose-leash replaced, I was led docilely  into  my  stable  and  tethered  to  my  now  familiar  place.  My eye-lenses were shut. My mistress chose not to waste her valuable time by giving this worthless ponygirl a good rub down. 

I didn’t think about the addition of my master’s sister to my bondage world. It was none of my business. The ef ortlessness with which she dominated me was strangely satisfying. I was proud to be ridden by her. In tune with my surroundings, I dozed of  almost immediately. 

Chapter  Ten

With only seven days to go before the gymkhana began, my training continued at a frenetic pace. From five in the morning until eleven, I was  harnessed  to  my  master’s  carriage  and  driven  by  him  around the  training  track  to  polish  and  perfect  my  prancing  skills.  The  last hour was invariably spent at a full gallop. 

Then  I  would  be  unharnessed  and  made  to  pose  motionlessly  on one pony-hoof for another hour to develop my stamina. Another half hour  was  needed  to  saddle  me  up  for  the  afternoon  and  evening sessions. I gradually worked out that there would be three types of competition for ponygirls at the gymkhana. The first was track events for  carriage  ponygirls,  the  other  two  were  events  for  saddle ponygirls,  namely  track  and  dressage.  I  was  being  entered  for  all three! 

The  afternoon  session  was  used  to  train  me  for  the  ridden  track events.  They  began  at  twelve-thirty  and  ended  at  8  pm.  From  the way my lessons were organised, I guessed that there were at least three separate distances over which I would have to race. The sprint distance  was  just  100  yards,  the  middle  distance  about  400  yards and the long distance a grueling mile. 

On  the  fifth  day  of  my  training,  I  was  introduced  to  a  fourth  track event, the steeplechase! This was an 1,000 yard run with a series of hurdles, each eighteen inches high, placed every 50 yards along the course.  In  contrast,  it  appeared  there  were  only  two  events  for carriage ponygirls, a 200 yard dash and a one mile endurance test. 

My mistress then enjoyed a thirty minute break before beginning the evening session. I was made to enjoy another half hour of stamina developing  rigidity,  perched  agonisingly  on  one  pony-hoof.  The evening  session  was  reserved  for  dressage.  It  did  not  end  until midnight. I was trained to perform a regulated set of routines, all of which  were  both  complex  to  remember  and  horribly  difficult  to

master.  Many  of  the  routines  required  my  mistress  to  stand  in  the saddle and so I had to complete these with her weight borne solely by  my  ever  more  tortured  slavetits.  I  learned  to  pirouette,  to  slow-time  and  to  genuflect  on  one  foot.  After  much  practice,  I  finally mastered a most bizarre, double step gait. This involved taking two steps with one foot, switching to the other for the next two steps and so on. Not only was it supremely agonising and awkward, it was also one  of  the  routines  which  had  to  be  completed  with  my  mistress standing in the saddle! 

With only minor variations, I spent all seven days in this manner. I knew  I  was  making  good  progress.  The  steady  addition  of increasingly heavier lead weights to my saddle and carriage harness was  unmistakable  proof  that  my  performance  was  improving. 

Increasingly also, I was made to perform in darkness. For gradually lengthier periods of each session, my eye-lenses were shut, leaving me with no alternative but to accustom myself to the added burden of  prancing  blindly.  The  steeplechase  and  dressage  events  were particularly difficult to adapt to with my vision cut of . 

The final day of training was completed in total darkness. I had kept a careful track of time and in some ways was not surprised to find the  evening’s  training  was  cut  short.  I  was  stabled  about  10  pm.  I dozed of  immediately but because I had been habituated to just 4

hours of rest each evening, I awoke automatically at 2 am. I used the early  hours  of  the  morning  to  motivate  myself  for  a  supreme  ef ort over  these  next  several  days.  My  enthusiasm  to  be  the  champion ponygirl  was  greater  than  ever.  I  was  as  keen  as  ever  a  superbly dehumanised  ponygirl  could  be  to  run  all  my  opposition  into  the ground! 

I was taken from my stable at the usual time of 5 am. but rather than harness me to his carriage, my master chose to allow me to romp in the training paddock, unbridled and with my eyes opened. It was a lovely morning and, I hoped, a lovely day. It never occurred to me that I might have to perform in bad weather; muddy or even heavy going would ruin my meticulously precise stride. 

I  was  permitted  a  whole  hour  to  enjoy  myself  before  my  master’s reappearance  marked  the  end  of  my  limited  freedom.  My  mistress was with him though neither were dressed in riding apparel. Nose-leashed,  I  was  led  away  to  the  pony-float.  Bubbling  over  with  high spirits,  I  couldn’t  help  but  strain  against  my  tether.  Of  course,  a series  of  vicious  jerks  and  a  dozen  lashes  across  my  branded, bulging  buttocks  put  an  end  to  my  exuberance  before  my  master manoeuvred me into the float. I relished the reassuring touch of his hand  upon  my  amorphous,  leather  crushed  skull.  My  nose  and ankles were tethered in the usual way to guarantee I couldn’t move a muscle during the journey. My eye lenses were closed. 

We were on the road for a little over three hours so I estimated it was fairly close to 10.30am. that my agonisingly bumpy ride finally came to an end. I wasn’t taken out of the float immediately. All I could do was become ever more nervous and anxious as the starting time for the first event drew ever nearer. 

Of course, the time came soon enough when I was taken from the float and led into what I sensed to be a stable of some sort. I was sure of it as soon as my nose and ankles were bolted down in their customary  position.  I  was  caught  by  surprise  when  my  eyes  were opened,  From  the  way  my  training  program  had  developed,  I  had expected  to  be  kept  in  total  darkness  for  the  duration  of  the gymkhana. Both my master and my mistress gave me a friendly pat before walking away together. 

I  was  very  disappointed  that  I  couldn’t  catch  a  glimpse  of  another competitor. There was a solid concrete wall only a few inches in front ofme and, being unable to turn my warped skull even a fraction, that was all I had to look at. 

I panicked at the touch of a strange hand. My fiendishly implanted ponytail swished nervously. It was sometime before I realised what was happening to me. My leather pony-skin was being polished up to a gleaming shine. It was only when the creature began work on my  head  that  I  had  a  chance  to  glimpse  her.  She  was  obviously someone’s property; costumed in a magnificent uniform which kept

her under strict control, she had been allowed just enough freedom to complete her task. 

I suppose it took her twenty minutes to spruce me up and from the thoroughness with which she completed her task, I felt sure looked my  best.  It  was  a  comforting  feeling  and  did  wonders  for  my confidence. 

After a short period of solitude, my mistress returned and got down to the serious business of bridling and saddling her willing, devoted ponygirl.  All  of  my  harness  straps  were  made  extra  tight  for  this occasion,  as  I  subconsciously  expected  they  would  be.  My  chin control  barb  was  ground  extra  deeply  into  my  flesh.  A  gorgeous, black feather plume was attached to my skull harness while a pretty confection  of  bells  and  bows  were  festooned  about  my  impossibly dehumanised  carcass.  The  piece-de-resistance  was  the  flowing, raven tress made from my own hair which was clipped snugly to my skull ring. 

Saddled,  bridled  and  bitted,  leather  pony-skin  gleaming,  I  surged with  pride  in  my  appearance.  How  dearly  I  wished  I  could  see myself, but that was not to be. My mistress had serious matters to concern  herself  with  and  perfunctorily  sealed  my  eye-lenses. 

Expertly she swung into the saddle, giving the stirrups a solid testing and  my  inhumanly  misshapen  and  precociously  wanton  slavetits  a much-needed reminder of their purpose. 

My mistress had armed herself with a superbly cruel riding crop. The whippy steel rod, though only about 2 foot long, sported a forest of half-inch, needle sharp barbs. She introduced me to it immediately, laying on a round dozen, full-blooded strokes to get my mind right. 

My broad buttocks screamed in agony as my flesh was mercilessly stimulated. 

It  was  just  the  treatment  I  needed  to  reach  the  pinnacle  of preparedness.  Every  nerve,  every  sinew,  every  muscle  was supercharged  to  produce  the  very  best  this  devoted  ponygirl  could deliver.  There  was  extra  bounce  in  every  stride  and  my  ponytail

swished  excitedly  from  side  to  side.  I  strained  against  my  agony-barbed  bit,  wickedly  punishing  my  tortured  mouth  and  spike-punctured chin. My every gesture, every movement, was performed with the sole intention of conveying the intensity of my devotion and blind, willing obedience and enthusiasm. 

I was taken for a short gallop to get the kinks out and then ridden quietly for several minutes. I soon surmised that the dressage events were being contested first. I was not called on to perform for nearly two hours and during this time I was made to stand motionless while my mistress remained in the saddle, often standing in the stirrups for extended periods. To keep my mind from wandering, I was made to balance, first on one pony-hoof, and then on the other, for much of the time. 

My  chance  came  at  last  as  my  mistress  vigorously  whipped  and spurred me into action. I pranced through the demanding dressage routines  without  faltering,  maintaining  perfect  poise  and  balance throughout,  even  through  the  dreadful  double-step  segment.  I performed  for  barely  forty  minutes  before  being  returned  to  my position where I spent a further ninety motionless minutes, this time allowed the indulgence of using both pony-hooves to support myself. 

I  had  obviously  done  well  for  my  mistress  showed  her  satisfaction with me by giving my leather-skinned, bridle-crushed head a sharp crack with the shaft of her steel riding crop. 

How I rejoiced in the knowledge that I had not failed my master in this first test of my loyalty! 

There  was  a  short  break  after  the  dressage  events  and  as  my mistress  chose  to  leave  me  saddled  and  bridled  for  the  interval,  I anticipated  that  the  afternoon’s  program  would  be  the  start  of  the track events for saddle ponygirls. My guess proved correct. 

The afternoon’s program began with the 100 yard sprint. My mistress spent a profitable ten minutes in the saddle, vigorously warming me up  for  the  event.  Adrenalin  surged  through  my  exquisitely  tortured pony-limbs as I was inched into the starting barrier. I could feel the

excitement in my mistress’ graceful loins as she tensed herself in the saddle while pulling fiercely back on my monstrous agony-bit. 

I  found  myself  willfully  straining  against  the  fiendish,  tongue-clamping  barbs  filling  my  superbly  disciplined  pony-mouth.  I  was raring to go. My pony-tail thumped enthusiastically against the sides of the starting stall. My pony-hooves pawed the ground, heedless of the horrible pain spearing into my warped toes. 
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The starting gate sprang open with a shudder and we were away. It took  just  three  steps  for  me  to  work  up  to  a  gallop.  I  momentarily brushed against a rival filly, fortunately without causing a mishap. My mistress  flogged  me  with  a  will,  driving  me  ever  onward  at  a

breakneck  pace.  My  pony-hooved  feet  pounded  into  the  turf.  My heart pounded into my ribs, and not just because I was being ridden to  the  very  limit  of  endurance.  Every  event  was  a  life-and-death struggle. I knew I could never achieve happiness other than as my master’s abject, absolute slave. It was lucky for me that my mistress was as determined to succeed as I was. 

We were at least 20 yards from the finish when my mistress chose to ease back on the reins a little and sit back into the saddle instead of directing all her weight into the stirrups. I responded immediately to the change of pace, for a moment terrified that she had chosen to deliberately throw the race. Thankfully, my fears proved groundless. 

From the af ectionate caress my amorphous skull received from my mistress’ studded crop, I surmised we had crossed the finish line in first place. 

I was ridden briskly back to the starting enclosure and given a few minutes’ respite from the welcome burden of my mistress’ weight. I concentrated desperately on getting my breath back and preparing myself  for  the  next  event.  With  my  mistress  again  in  the  saddle,  I was inched into the starting stalls. Again I lunged at the bit. Again I pounded my pony-hoofed feet into the turf. Again I surged with pride and enthusiasm. 

The reason for my mistress’ relaxation in the previous race became apparent.  It  was  only  a  heat.  This  was  the  final,  or  perhaps  just  a semi-final? I burst into a fluent, flowing gallop, knees prancing to the regulation  height  with  every  stride.  Again  my  mistress  wielded  the whip  with  a  vengeance,  thrashing  my  branded  buttocks  with rhythmical  symmetry.  I  thrived  on  the  attention  and,  if  anything  I galloped  faster.  This  time  there  was  no  slowing  down  in  the  final stages.  Twenty  yards  from  home  I  was  called  upon  for  an  even greater ef ort and I willingly responded to the flailing whip, the raking spurs and the merciless tension on the reins. 

I could feel my mistress’ exultation as she rose high in the saddle, easing  up  with  the  whip  and  the  spurs.  We  had  crossed  the  finish line in first place, surely lengths ahead of the rest of the field. 

A short rest followed my mistress’ triumph and I surged with ecstasy when  my  master  came  up  to  fondly  stroke  my  hideously  stretched and  tortured  slavetits.  His  caress  was  blissfully  unmistakable.  That completed the first day’s events at the ponygirl gymkhana. I was led back to my saddling enclosure, nose and ankle hobbled, unbridled and unsaddled and given a thorough rub down. 

The saddling enclosure must have been a public area for no sooner had my grooming been attended to than a steady stream of prying, groping  hands  began  what  must  have  been  a  three  hour  long examination  of  my  ponygirl  costume.  My  hideously  misshapen  and tortured  slavetits  were  the  main  attraction  although  there  was considerable  attention  paid  to  my  fiendishly  dildoed  genitals.  I  was proud indeed that my master’s vision and ingenuity could attract so much interest. 

I  had  a  full  four  hours  of  uninterrupted  sleep  to  refresh  me  for  the next  day’s  challenges.  Bridled,  saddled  and  gaily  caparisoned,  my mistress rode me briskly to the track. A ten minute warmup brought me to the peak of readiness. Into the starting gate, ponytail swishing excitedly, pony-hooves pawing the ground, pony-mouth straining at the monstrous, spiked agony bit. I was raring to go. 

It was the one mile marathon. I ran the first 1,000 yards at a canter, all  the  while  pulling  hard  on  the  bit.  I  could  not  restrain  my enthusiasm. My mistress kindly indulged my high spirits, every now and then curbing my excesses with a vicious tug on the reins and a sharp thrashing with her steel-barbed whip. At the 1,000 yard mark I was spurred into a gallop for 100 yards then reined back to a canter for the next 50. This sequence was repeated except for the final 200

yards where I was driven to a full-blown gallop. I had never run as well or as fast. I knew I had won! I was overjoyed. I still had a tiny reserve of energy. I used it to put an extra spring in my step as I was trotted back to the saddling enclosure. How desperate I was to make my mistress proud of me! 

I was tight-tethered to a hitching post and left to my own devices but not before receiving a comforting caress from both my master and

my mistress. I was obviously on public display again because for the next  hour  I  was  continually  subjected  to  detailed  inspection  by  a variety of different hands. I was pinched, prodded, poked and patted; my  enormous,  tortured  slavetits  were  pummeled  and  twisted  while the  stirrups  attached  to  my  steel-ringed  nipples  were  constantly stretched. Throughout the ordeal, I remained stoically immobile while mentally  preparing  myself  for  another  superhuman  ef ort  in  the afternoon. 

As far as I was aware there remained only two more track events for saddle ponygirls and they were the 400 yard middle distance run and the  steeplechase.  Sure  enough,  the  400  yard  race  had  been scheduled  for  the  afternoon.  There  was  no  mistaking  the  aura  of confidence surrounding my mistress as she mounted and rode me up  to  the  starting  gate  once  more.  Her  feelings  were  contagious.  I couldn’t help but surge with pride and happiness! 

A comforting cut with the barbed riding crop told me my mistress was aware of, and approved, my enthusiasm. The race begun, I galloped splendidly in response to my mistress’ spirited use of spur, stirrup, bit and  whip.  Fairly  flying,  rider  and  ponygirl  crossed  the  finish  line triumphantly. 

My master and mistress were ecstatic. I thrilled to the prolonged rub-down and the praise that implied. 

The next two days went perfectly. I won the steeplechase and then backed up to win both carriage races for ponygirls. I had achieved the success expected of me by my beloved and worshipped master. 

What more could an abjectly devoted ponygirl dream of? 

I was perfectly content with my world. How could I know what was just around the corner? 

Chapter  Eleven

We  headed  back  the  next  morning.  Of  course,  I  was  still  rigidly harnessed in my beloved pony-costume and nose and ankle-bolted inside the pony-float. My idle day-dreaming was brought to a sudden halt when my master’s car, and the pony-float, swerved violently. A ponygirl’s world is completely soundless so there was no warning of the  radical  manoeuvre.  Were  it  not  for  my  nose-ring  and  ankle clamps, I would have been thrown from one end of the float to the other.  The  pressure  on  my  tender  flesh  was  terrific,  and  frightfully painful. 

For the next ten minutes, nothing happened at all, at least nothing I was  aware  of.  The  vehicles  remained  stationary.  I  went  back  to daydreaming,  reminiscing  over  my  triumphs  of  the  previous  three days.  There  was  no  other  way  to  describe  it.  I  was  born  to  be  a thoroughbred ponygirl! How wonderful it would be to spend the rest of my life just like this! 

A series of slight jolts confused me for awhile but at last I realised that the float was being unhitched from my master’s Mercedes and hooked  up  to  another  vehicle.  We  must  have  broken  down.  That explained  everything.  Another  five  minutes  of  nothing  and  then  we were on our way again. 

I suppose I began to feel a little perplexed, as well as more than a little stiff and sore, after six hours on the road. As far as I could tell the  return  trip  had  taken  about  two  hours  longer  than  the  outward journey. I didn’t dwell on it though, it was none of my business and besides,  this  champion  ponygirl  could  easily  endure  the  minor inconvenience of being rigidly chained up in a pony-float for however long her master or mistress felt like it. 

Another four hours passed with only a single, short stop, presumably for my beloved master’s comfort. Nobody paid any attention to me. 

Arrived at last, I was led out of the float. Panic struck! I had taken barely four or five prancing strides before I realised I was under the control of a strange hand. I bucked and reared frantically; so much so  that  my  leash  pulled  free.  Blinded,  I  had  no  idea  where  to  run. 

Prancing superbly, I fled in the opposite direction. Ten steps later I came to my senses and realised this aimless flight was ridiculous. 

I stood still, panting a little, while my diabolically anchored ponytail flicked  nervously  from  side  to  side.  The  stranger  took  me  by  the leash  again,  and  jerked  it  vengefully,  bringing  tears  to  my  lidless, sightless eyes. 

I  remember  being  forcibly  dragged  into  a  stall  and  chained  cruelly tight to various projections; in particular my monstrously mistreated, defenseless  ponytits  were  wrenched  viciously  out  and  up  to  each side, placing a hideous tension on them and actually lifting my pony-hoofed feet of  the ground. For hours and hours I worried what had happened.  Where  was  my  beloved  master?  Where  was  my mistress? Eventually I passed out. 

I  floated  gradually  into  consciousness…  and  discovered  that  my world had turned upside down. My master had decided to dispose of his worthless ponygirl after all! I was devastated. 

For a period of nearly eight months I was allowed to reflect on my changed circumstances. That was how long it took my new owner to completely  reconstruct  my  dehumanised  body  into  an  irreversibly metamorphosed ponygirl. The transformation didn’t take place all at once and for long stretches I must have been unconscious. 

The first stage of my metamorphosis was the most radical. I awoke to  find  both  my  arms  had  been  amputated  at  the  shoulder!  Of course, my unseen owner wasn’t at all concerned with my reaction to the operation. I was kept in very strict bondage at all times, although it doesn’t take anything too elaborate to control an armless ponygirl. 

No one spoke to me and the few people I saw were all women, but so cruelly uniformed that it was impossible to tell one from another

and  it  was  only  when  I  saw  several  together  that  I  realised  there must be more than one of these wretched creatures. 

Bizarre  surgery  was  performed  on  my  legs,  both  above  and  below my knees and after some weeks of puzzlement I realised that steel extensions  had  been  welded  to  my  severed  femurs  and  tibias. 

Extensive  cosmetic  surgery  and  hormone  treatment  using  cloned tissue provided the flesh to cover the extensions as well as smooth over  my  armless  shoulders.  It  wasn’t  until  some  time  after  the completion of this phase of my metamorphosis that I saw the results of these alterations to my one remaining pair of limbs. No less than sixteen  extra  inches  had  been  added  to  my  height,  equally  spread between  my  calves  and  thighs!  Furthermore,  my  ankles  were reconstructed to warp my feet permanently into a direct line with my shins. I did have a tiny degree of movement left in those joints, but it only permitted me to twist my feet behind that line! All my toes were amputated and the balls of my feet surgically rebuilt to resemble a trim pair of pony-hooves. 

My  neck  and  spine  were  operated  on  to  permanently  alter  their shape. A complex series of metal pins in my cervical vertebrae both elongated my neck as well as tilting my head murderously back. As aresult, my hairless head was left with a little lateral movement and even  less  horizontal  freedom.  No  matter  how  hard  I  tried  it  was impossible for me to make more than a ninety degree angle between my reconstructed neck and my spine. 

Metal pins in every lumbar vertebrae as well as some hip remodeling radically  realigned  my  posture.  Again,  I  still  had  some  control  over the  lateral  movement  of  my  lower  torso,  but  I  was  incapable  of straightening my back past a ninety angle with my thighs. 

My  ears  received  major  attention.  They  were  redesigned  and sculpted  into  a  caricature  of  pony-ears.  Of  course,  the  wickedly barbed  plugs  which  precisely  regulated  every  sound  allowed  to reach me were left in place. 

All  my  teeth  were  extracted  so  that  metal  plates  could  be  riveted directly to my gums. These metal plates were linked to each other where  my  jaws  hinged  and,  as  I  soon  discovered,  a  remote  signal could control them. At the whim of the operator, my jaws could be jammed so tightly together that the precision fitting steel plates were impermeable  and  absolutely  forbad  the  faintest  trace  of  sound,  or anything else, from escaping my throat. Equally, the mechanism was suf iciently  powerful  to  stretch  my  jaws  well  past  breaking  point should that be the desired objective. 

Nor did my monstrously tortured and humungously bloated breasts escape  more  attention.  Yes,  my  lengthened  legs  provided  all  the dangle  space  necessary  for  an  even  larger  pair  of  grotesque ponytits. 

After  that  I  was  completely  immersed  in  a  giant  vat,  full  of  a  most irritating chemical, for nearly a month. My artificial jaws were locked tight  while  nostril  plugs  provided  a  minimal  air  supply  via  a  pair  of pitifully thin tubes. 

Nobody bothered to open my eye-lenses when at last they pulled me from the vat. My skin was very tender. Continuous activity for many hours followed, I think with the objective of encasing me from head to hoof in a gossamer light film of some kind. I know they were very particular in fitting the film just so. 

A thick, ribbed rubber tube was inserted into my throat and steadily driven down to my stomach until it could penetrate no further. Some sort of expansion mechanism was activated which sealed the tube to the walls of my oesophagus. At the proximal end, a contoured rubber flange dovetailed undetectably into the metal discipline plates in my mouth, positioning a steel valve at the top of my throat. No matter how hard I tried, I could no longer breathe through my mouth. 

A  studded,  neoprene  dildo  of  enormous  size  and  agonising discomfort  was  thrust  all  the  way  up  into  my  bottom  and  though  I didn’t understand at the time, the long minutes of fussing and fiddling down  there  were  to  hook  up  my  rearranged  plumbing  facilities. 

Thankfully,  the  fluid  filling  the  next  tank  I  was  submersed  in  was more soothing than irritating. Each day I was hauled out for an hour or so, fussed over, and then returned to the tank. On the first day, they tested my feeding and elimination facilities. A hose was thrust into  my  mouth  to  connect  with  the  valve  in  my  throat.  I  felt  a  faint pumping sensation and assumed this was how I would be fed from now on. I couldn’t taste a thing. Another nozzle was jammed into my bottom, mating with the valve in the torture dildo which stretched my bum to bursting point. A high pressure vacuum sucked out the solid and  liquid  waste  which  had  accumulated  in  the  hollow  dildo. 

Eventually, I found out that my urethra had been redirected rearward to tap into my anal cavity, thereby simplifying my sanitary needs. 

I  think  a  week  passed  before  I  noticed  that  the  encasing  film  was beginning  to  constrict  me.  It  was  a  very  gradual  tightening  and another  week  passed  before  the  pain  began.  The  constriction  was selective and it was no surprise at all to realise that my waist was the target for the most strenuous attention. 

At the end of the third week I was suf ering the most hellish agony imaginable. No matter how frantically and desperately I writhed and squirmed,  the  merciless,  methodical  attack  persisted  for  day  after dreadful day. I think the five weeks I endured in that stygian vat was the very worst time of my life. I had at last come to terms with the fact  that  I  must  somehow  have  disappointed  my  dearly  beloved master and had consequently been disposed of. The soul-wrenching ache in my heart was my permanent companion as I suf ered silently in my inky prison. 

Eventually a day came when I wasn’t returned to the vat. Still no-one bothered to open my eye-lenses so I could only imagine what I must look like now, physiologically rebuilt into a bizarre, ponygirl shape. I couldn’t use my legs at all for several days but this didn’t cause a problem. An ef ective combination of restraints on my nose, nipples and ringed pony-pussy posed me as they wished. 

This  was  the  day  they  activated  the  spring-loaded  barbs  which coated  every  inch  of  the  impossible  torture  dildo  filling  my  poor

bottom.  I  shuddered  with  the  truly  unbearable  agony  which  racked every  nerve  in  that  tender  cavity.  Electrical  agony  of  the  severest nature  was  the  next  revelation.  I  think  they  ran  a  test  pattern  to confirm that all the connections were properly placed. They weren’t and so there was quite a bit of adjustment, and a great deal of the cruelest agony for me. My new owner had certainly found the perfect way to anchor a ponygir!’s tail! 

Each  day  my  elongated  pony-legs  were  called  on  to  support  more and more of my weight and, of course, I no had choice but to try as hard as I could to accustom myself to the frightening demands of my newly and totally dehumanised body. 
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Another week or two passed this way and every day I grew a little stronger,  a  little  more  confident  in  my  ability  to  survive  as  a diabolically  mistreated  ponygirl.  However,  I  was  completely unprepared for the sight which dazzled my eyes that first morning my

eye-lenses were opened. I knew something was in the air because all  my  restraints  were  removed.  Completely  blinded  for  what  had been the best part of three months, it took me sometime to adjust to the sudden presence of light. 

I didn’t see everything all at once, of course, but within a day or so I knew the whole, shocking truth about my incredible metamorphosis. 

To  begin  with  I  was  condemned  to  maintain  the  most  diabolical ponygirl posture and not a single restraint was required to keep me so.  My  surgically  elongated  and  thickened  pony-legs,  considerably strengthened by the exercise of the previous three weeks, raised my permanently bent torso almost five feet from the ground. No doubt some  of  this  bizarre  height  was  due  to  my  likewise  permanently straightened  ankles  which  now  ended  in  neat,  inhuman  pony-hooves. I did notice that great care had been taken to make sure that my  impossibly  lengthened  pony-legs  retained  all  the  grace,  shape and proportion of my original human legs. They were just amazingly longer, and stronger! To accommodate my powerful legs, my twisted hips were wider and my buttocks fuller, rounder and juicier. 

At last the secret of the dreadful film encasing my flesh was revealed to  me.  My  human  skin  had  actually  been  replaced  by  an  artificial skin! I was a dapple-grey ponygirl. From head to hoof, there wasn’t a single  fragment  of  my  body  which  hadn’t  been  treated  by  this incredible  process.  My  poor  waist  was  wasped  in  to  a  frightful fourteen  inches,  smaller  than  it  had  ever  been  in  the  past  and  in stark  contrast  to  my  widened  hips  and  torpedo-sized  tits.  The  new skin  had  no  trouble  at  all  in  maintaining  my  shape,  even  though  it never  seemed  to  show  any  sign  of  strain.  My  monstrous,  obscene pony-tits  were  disgusting.  Now  more  than  two  feet  long,  these dapple-grey  hued  protuberances  hung  straight  down  from  my permanently bent torso like two turgid sausages. So great was their bulk,  each  hideously  malformed  ponytit  weighed  over  30  lbs,  that their  diameter  was  actually  greatest  at  the  tip.  And  what  tips  they were! My enormous nipples, a garishly contrasting shade of brothel pink, were three inches long and over an inch thick! The huge, pink aureolae which surrounded them gradually blended into my dappled

ponytits.  Steel  rings,  one-quarter  of  an  inch  in  diameter,  transfixed them,  and  were  each  framed  above  and  below  by  matching, chastened  steel  nipple  collars.  Cruelly  lined  with  murderous  steel barbs, these half-inch wide ornaments fairly buried themselves into my helpless nipple flesh. 

One  of  the  very  first  things  I  knew  I  must  learn  to  endure  was  the endless  agony  of  supporting  these  hideous  growths  with  only  the strength  of  my  surgically  bent,  mercilessly  wasped  and  bizarrely armless torso. 

Did  I  mention  the  gorgeously  smooth,  flowing,  pure  white  silk ponytail which sprouted from my diabolically dildoed haunches. 

My elongated neck, bent radically back to raise my lidless eyes to a line above the horizontal seemed even longer because of the curious reduction  in  the  breadth  of  my  shoulders  brought  about  by  the amputatio  of  both  my  arms.  My  cute  pony-ears  mockingly transformed my head into a delightfully equine caricature. My jaws were immobilised by the simple expedient of locking them agape, I suspect at their very limit of endurance. I was also introduced to my first  acquaintance  with  complete  tongue  control.  A  slender  steel Plate,  its  under  surface  lined  with  a  profusion  of  deadly,  needle-sharp steel studs, was thrust into my helplessly gaping mouth where it snapped seamlessly into mounts on my lower jaws, there to exert a ferocious  pressure  on  my  poor  tongue,  absolutely  immobilising  it. 

Only  the  tip  of  my  hideously  tortured  tongue  was  visible,  quivering forlornly at the entrance to my mercilessly stretched mouth. 

A mane of pure white silk sprouted from my head in much the same way as a Mohawk cut. Only later was I made aware that it was not silk  at  all,  but  an  actual  growth  from  my  chemically  treated  skull. 

Similarly,  tufts  of  white  silk  sprouted  from  my  Achilles,  again chemically induced growth. 

Still no sound did I hear. Still no one did I see save only the bevy of agonisingly uniformed slaves who attended me. 

A gorgeously tooled leash of rich, maroon leather was clipped to my solid  steel  nose-ring  and  by  that  means  I  was  led  out  into  the sunshine for the first time in more than eight months. It came as a grinding, baleful shock to realise that I had been eight times as long in  the  power  of  my  new,  mysterious  owner  as  I  has  spent  in  the protection and care of my dearly beloved master. 

More than anything, I was conscious of the slop-slap swinging of my seemingly  natural  ponytits.  They  flopped  about  merrily,  making  it exceedingly  difficult  to  work  up  an  acceptable  pony-prance, especially  as  I  was  concentrating  on  learning  to  control  my  dildo driven ponytail. 

We were in the countryside. I was taken perhaps 200 yards from the house, a palace really, before my trainer reined me to a halt. Without further  ado  she  produced  a  small,  remote  unit  and  made  several adjustments to its control pads. 

Unclipping my leash she promptly returned whence she came. 

It was only moments until I realised the dread consequences of her actions. I was electrified! 

Electrical shocks surged cruelly, agonisingly through me from head to  hoof.  Belatedly  I  understood  that  I  had  been  internally  wired  so that every sensitive part of my anatomy could be made subject to the most painful jolts of electrical torture. I danced like a cat on a hot tin roof! My helpless, gigantic ponytits were racked throughout their full length with savage bursts of hideous agony. My ringed pony-pussy, and  particularly  my  ringed  clitoris,  suf ered  equally  horribly.  My achingly spiked and imprisoned tongue was also targeted. 

I  was  frantic.  I  tried  desperately  to  chase  my  trainer  but  before  I could  catch  her  she  had  passed  through  the  gate  in  a  high,  steel mesh  fence  which  seemed  to  go  on  forever.  She  locked  it  behind her.  I  tried  to  scream  out  in  my  helpless  despair  and  it  was  then  I learned another secret. My larynx had been modified by the devilish combination of rubber and steel filling my throat to limit the sounds I

could  produce  to  those  made  by  real  ponies.  Whether  my  trainer heard  me  or  not,  she  ignored  my  erratic  display  of  prancing  and twisting. She never looked back. 

For fully half an hour I suf ered the most terrible torture, repeatedly losing my footing and crashing helplessly into the ground, more often than  not  with  my  enormous  ponytits  breaking  my  fall.  Of  course,  I always  struggled  immediately  back  onto  my  hooves,  there  to continue my dance of agony. 

More  by  good  luck  than  anything  else,  I  finally  realised  that  the purpose of the relentless electrical agony was to encourage me into an  immediate  understanding  of  the  mathematically  precise deportment I must ever maintain. 

When stationary, I discovered that the only way to remit the dreadful electrical shocks was to stand absolutely rigid, pony-legs squeezed tight together, pony hooves touching. If I moved either my legs or my upper torso, even as little as a millimeter, I was instantly punished. 

Thankfully, I could move my pony-skull from side to side, limited, of course,  by  the  ef ects  of  the  metal  pins  in  my  neck.  Even  more thankfully, the constant clenching of my dildo-filled anus, which was very necessary for the proper motion of my beautiful ponytail, did not trigger a response. 

I knew I could not stand still forever. Three hours of agonising trial and error followed before I finally understood the exact nature of the pony-prance  I  was  being  taught.  In  essence,  it  was  very  similar  to the style I had learned from my master, if a little more extreme. Each thigh had to be lifted high in the air until it was precisely parallel with the  ground  and  then  brought  smartly  down.  There  was  no  limit  to size of the stride I could take but heaven help me if I was as little as one millimeter of  target when it came to the height I lifted each long pony-leg. 

Except at a distance, I saw not a single soul for the following week. 

At no time was I allowed the slightest respite from my ordeal, nor did I expect any. My new owner obviously expected me to learn quickly

and  had  taken  the  right  course  of  action  to  make  sure  his  or  her wishes would be respected. 

They  were.  I  did  learn  quickly.  I  never  fully  explored  the  meshed enclosure where I learned to be a more perfect ponygirl than I could ever  have  been  while  still  human.  The  hardest  task  I  found  was learning to sleep in absolute rigidity. Getting used to gaping jaws and an agonisingly disciplined tongue also took some time. 

The  only  man-made  structure  in  my  corral  was  a  compact  utility station near the gate and I eventually learned to position my pony-rump  just  so  to  activate  the  sanitation  system.  Feeding  occurred simultaneously. Of course, my education was greatly facilitated by a generous dose of electrical stimulation! 

It rained occasionally which taught me to be particularly careful on slippery ground. 

The brief contact with two of my trainers had a single purpose. My pony-hooves had to be shod. Yes, a gleaming pair of contoured steel pony-shoes  were  mercilessly  nailed  into  each  hardened  hoof.  I accepted  this  horrible  addition  to  my  permanent  pony-torture  as Stoically as I could. It was perfectly proper treatment for a ponygirl, and it did help me keep my footing! 

Another  three  weeks  passed,  making  a  total  of  one  month  in  all. 

Memories of my life prior to my metamorphosis had grown very faint. 

I  was  totally  absorbed  by  my  ambition  to  transcend  the  endless agony I endured to become a dedicated, devoted, loyal, and above all, willing ponygirl! 

From dawn till dusk I pranced proudly, perfectly, never for an instant losing  concentration.  My  lovely  ponytail  swished  rhythmically  from side  to  side  as  I  varied  my  pace  from  a  mincing  walk  to  a  heart-pounding  gallop.  My  mane  flicked  naturally  in  time  to  all  my  other body movements. I learned to breathe exclusively through my nose, not that there was a choice. I think I actually snorted like a pony. I

even learned to control the flop-slapping gyrations of my incredible ponytits. 

How I came to yearn for the day when my mysterious owner would use me for the purpose for which I now diligently prepared myself. 

How I longed to feel the bite of harness, the crushing compression of bit and bridle, the weight in the saddle or the load in the sulky, the welcome cut of a vigourously applied riding crop. 

I  saw  every  day  as  a  new  opportunity  to  refine  my  skills,  and  to develop style. 

A rush of excitement coursed through me when I awoke one sunrise to observe a trainer standing quite close by. She carried the same, beautiful,  maroon  leather  leash  that  had  led  me  out  here  so  long ago.  I  stayed  absolutely  motionless  but  nervously  twitched  my ponytail and mane to signal my awareness. Could this be the day? 

How I hoped it was! 

The  remote  which  controlled  my  electrical  awareness  system  was temporarily  turned  of .  Leash  in  place  I  was  led  back  to  the  small enclosure  which  was  to  become  my  very  own  stable.  I  pranced behind  her  with  the  greatest  precision,  bubbling  over  with enthusiasm. Another pair of trainers awaited my arrival. 

And there it was. My very own pony harness. I felt like swooning with Joy but, of course, I maintained my rigid pose of attention now that my  leash  was  left  dangling  and  my  three  trainers  went  into conference.  I  paid  little  attention  to  that.  My  eyes  were  on  the wonderful arrangement of rich, deep maroon patent leather which I prayed would soon be cutting into me as deeply as I deserved. The conference turned into a commotion with one cruelly uniformed girl holding  up  what  I  instantly  recognised  as  a  harness  for  one  of  my monstrous  ponytits  and  shaking  her  head  faintly,  all  that  her diabolical  bondage  allowed.  After  a  short  minute  of  remonstration, one  of  the  others  left  the  stable  to  return  some  moments  later, accompanied by an imposing Amazon, masked and gagged to the eyeballs,  but  otherwise  unfettered.  She  wasted  no  time  on  the

miscreant. In a trice, the helpless girl was suspended upside down from the rafters in a far corner. Her leather gloved arms were bound tightly behind her back, twisted parallel to her spine in the severest of  double  hammer-lock  poses.  Her  leather-booted  feet  were wrenched savagely apart. Heavy steel weights were hung from her ringed nipples and the electric dildos which so obviously filled both her pussy and rectum were activated. The silly creature bucked and twisted  in  response  to  the  frequent  bursts  of  electrical  agony, achieving  little  other  than  unnecessary  stress  for  her  weighted nipples. 

At last understood. The stupid girl had been so terrified by the sight of what was about to happen to me that she had tried to protest. It served her right. I hoped they were going to leave her to suf er for a very long time. Didn’t she understand I was a ponygirl! 

The masked perpetrator of this pantomime of justice stopped only to take  one  look  at  me  before  leaving  me  to  the  care  of  more responsible trainers. 

It took a full hour for them to get me perfectly harnessed and another whole hour for the chemically treated leather to shrink to the desired size, or so I foolishly thought. The exquisitely tooled, maroon leather was the ideal colour to harness my dapple-grey ponyskin. The stiff, mechanical  rubber  dildo  thrust  into  my  expectant  pony-pussy  was the largest I had ever seen. It was also the most complicated and I could  only  marvel  at  the  ingeniousness  of  its  designer.  As  it  was slowly pushed into me, my ringed and collared clit was clipped to the end of a thin steel wire which emerged from an opening about the same diameter as that shred of sex flesh would reach when aroused. 

At its widest point, the dildo was a full five inches in diameter, a size which  stretched  my  screaming  pony-pussy  to  the  absolute  limit.  It tapered  of   sharply,  however,  because  my  glaringly  wasped  waist was very restricted in its capacity to accommodate anything! 

At the other end the transition from a five inch diameter to one of two inches was even more dramatic. My pierced pony-pussy lips made an  ideal  choice  as  the  mechanism  for  bolting  that  hideously  cruel

device immovably in place. A wide steel washer, one side covered with a forest of needle-sharp steel barbs was pressed hard into each thick, sensitive labial fold and held there until matching steel screws could  be  threaded  into  the  waiting  openings  and  locked  tight.  The only part of my permanently embedded dildo outside of my body was the  two  inch  wide  portion,  ending  smoothly  rounded  about  four inches away from my barb-bolted, pony-pussy. 

A spring-driven mechanism attacked my ringed and wired clit. Under terrible  tension,  that  wretched  finger  of  sex-flesh  was  wrenched agonisingly  into  the  opening  designed  for  it.  My  trainers  had  taken the sensible precaution of hobbling my ankles and tight-chaining my ringed nose to minimise any unexpected reaction. 

I squirmed involuntarily, in spite of my best intentions. The tension on my  tautly  stretched  clit  never  relaxed  for  an  instant,  confirming  my suspicion that it never would. My hitherto undisciplined clit would no longer escape the punishment it so richly deserved. They waited for me  to  quieten  down  before  revealing  another  secret.  Cruel  barbs exploded  along  the  whole  length  of  my  impossible  discipline  dildo, inflicting an exquisite dose of the purest agony throughout my entire genital  region.  Nor  had  they  yet  finished  with  my  clit.  The  opening through which it had been wrenched was similarly filled with a myriad of  tiny  steel  barbs,  every  one  of  them  skewering  my  helpless, superbly tortured sex-finger. There would be no more unauthorised orgasms for me! 

I was dildoed, fore and aft, as thoroughly as ever a willing ponygirl could hope to be! 

The  superbly  elaborate  confection  of  wickedly  spiked  straps  which made  up  my  torso  harness  was  a  masterpiece  of  fiendish  design. 

The thick, maroon patent leather cinch which crushed my wasp-waist was profusely lined with half-inch long, needle-sharp, gleaming steel barbs. I shuddered with the dreadful agony as each barb penetrated to the hilt and the steel rimmed edges ground into my dapple-grey, pony-skinned  flesh.  The  cinch  buckled  crushingly,  creakingly  tight. 

The saddle strap began as a single strip of matching leather riveted

to the front of my cinch strap. It divided in two above my drastically stretched and superbly disciplined pony-pussy, passed either side of my spiked and welded labia and then traveled separately across the broad  expanses  of  my  lush  haunches  to  buckle  with  merciless severity once again to my cinch strap, this time at the point of each remodeled hip. My saddle strap sprouted the same density of wicked steel  spikes,  ranging  in  length  from  as  much  as  three  full  inches across  my  ripe  buttocks  to  the  minimum  half  inch  in  my  groin  and down my abdomen. Again I shuddered in desperate agony, ponytail swishing frantically from side to side, as every barb speared into my flesh until buried to the hilt. 

A  further  pair  of  beautiful  harness  straps  were  riveted  to  my  cinch strap, these traveling up my abdomen for the short distance between my  wasped  waist  and  preposterous  ponytits.  At  this  juncture  each harness  strap  divided  to  become  a  crushing  ponytit  strap  hard  up against the bases of those massive, grotesquely mistreated organs before continuing on to link up with the very stiff, very tight, posture control collar. 

For added ef ect, my crushing, choking, gouging collar was actually four  separate  straps  of  gleaming,  spiked  leather,  each  one  barely half an inch wide. The extra length of my inhumanly elongated neck allowed for plenty of spacing between them. 

Finally,  the  last  harness  strap  linked  the  back  of  my  collar  to  my original waist cinch. My inescapably, fiendishly harnessed torso was a  veritable  pin-cushion,  or  rather  spike-cushion.  Varying  in  length from  half  an  inch  to  more  than  three  inches,  no  less  than  one thousand of those excruciating, needle-tipped barbs were buried to their hilts in my exquisitely tortured flesh. 

For reasons unknown to me, my captors halted their grisly work as soon as my torso was completely crushed and wasped, twisted and bent  and  brim-full  of  shiny  steel  barbs.  For  over  an  hour,  the chemically treated leather went to work on my flesh squeezing ever more  compression,  cutting  ever  more  deeply.  My  agonisingly anchored ponytail twitched despairingly from side to side as I strove

diligently  to  accept  the  ever  increasing  bondage  burden  a  perfect ponygirl must conquer. 

They  came  back  two  hours  later  to  harness  my  preposterous ponytits, and to administer another flogging to the disobedient wretch still suspended from the roof of my stable. 

It was obvious immediately that a very special ef ort had been made to design the cruelest harness imaginable for my gigantic, grotesque, torpedo-sized ponytits. An irrepressible shudder coursed through my superbly tortured, inhumanly reshaped body. It took nearly an hour just  to  fit  the  hideously  beautiful  harness.  Each  of  my  heavy,  long, dapple-grey ponytits were subjected to the fiendish attack of twelve, gleaming,  one-inch  wide,  maroon  patent  leather  straps,  equally spaced between my torso and nipples. Of course, every strap was festooned with a myriad of needle-tipped steel barbs, none of which were shorter than a full inch! 

They allowed another hour or two for my exquisitely tortured ponytits to  accustom  themselves  to  the  ever  shrinking  harness  leather.  My poor  ponytits  were  transformed  into  horribly,  harshly  segmented balloons,  the  gleaming,  barbed  leather  straps  disappearing  almost without  trace  into  my  soft,  artificially  ripened  ponytit  flesh.  How  I writhed and squirmed in response to the unendurable agony of my superbly elaborate, ponygirl  harness. I understood instinctively that there was not the slightest hope of respite from this frightful addition to  the  relentless  torture  I  must  learn  to  accept  as  my  constant companion every hour of the day. 

It  was  dusk  before  the  myriad  of  spiked  leather  harness  straps cutting  into  me  had finally  decided  that  they  could  shrink no  more. 

Through  the  blinding  haze  of  agony  which  racked  me  mercilessly from head to hoof, the one thing I could do to counter the impossible pain  was  to  desperately  concentrate  on  improving  the  control  I exercised over my flowing, billowing ponytail. 

I  was  given  a  very  thorough  examination  by  the  masked  Amazon who had been responsible for the arbitrary punishment of the silly girl

who had been so foolish as to try and intercede on my behalf. She tested  every  strap  with  the  greatest  care,  frequently  applying  an additional coat of chemical and it was obvious that she had a very strict schedule to comply with. 

Another hour passed. It was well and truly dark now, and the lights had been turned on. The masked Amazon returned again, this time to clip a series of delicate, steel chains between each matching pair of  gouging,  ponytit  straps,  ensuring  that  those  hideously  tortured, barb-filled torpedoes would flop and bounce around in tandem with each  other.  The  final  accoutrement  which  complemented  my diabolical pony-harness was a heavy steel ball, about two inches in diameter  and  festooned  with  a  host  of  glinting,  needle-tipped  steel barbs, all of which were about two inches long. This was suspended from  the  stub  of  my  protruding,  spiked  steel  torture-dildo  in  such away that I would suf er from its bite with every step I took, walking, trotting, cantering or galloping, it wouldn’t matter. I soon discovered my  bizarre  pony-skin  was  somehow  self-sealing  because  never  a drop a blood was split no matter how deeply the needle-tipped barbs penetrated. 
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Satisfied  at  last  that  I  met  the  required  standards  of  suf ering  and torture  for  the  bizarre  ponygirl  I  had  been  transformed  into,  I  was taken  back  to  my  paddock,  albeit  with  my  ubiquitous,  electronic discipline system deactivated. 

I  was  given  three  whole  days  to  accustom  myself  to  my  basic, ponygirl harness before returning to permanent electric discipline for the  slightest  failure  to  maintain  perfect  deportment  and  gait.  Not  a moment  too  soon,  either.  The  absence  of  that  reassuring  burst  of instant  discipline  had  lured  me  into  several  bad  habits  which  were soon  corrected  under  the  dispassionate  supervision  of  my  builtin punishment  system.  My  spike-pierced,  harnessed  flesh  was particularly sensitive now to these severe shocks and only a few of them were needed to get me back onto the straight and narrow. 

Every day I waited expectantly to serve my new master or mistress. 

How diligently and determinedly I strove to overcome the impossible, endless  agony  of  my  superbly  terrible  ponygirl  harness.  How  I yearned for my master or mistress to bit and bridle my ponygirl head, and to saddle my dapple-grey pony-torso or harness me to a pony-carriage. 

I set myself the strictest regime of exercise. As soon as the first hint of  dawn  touched  the  eastern  sky  I  began  with  a  half-hour  spurt  of prancing  in  place.  The  first  few  strides  always  earned  me  a  sharp rebuke from my punishment system but there was nothing I could do to  avoid  it.  Compelled  to  maintain  the  strictest,  stiffest  immobility while resting, it always took a minute or so for my pony-legs to warm up.  The  continual  attack  on  my  thighs  from  the  barbed  dildo-ball actually helped me to get my mind right! 

Then followed a six-hour routine of trotting, cantering and galloping which  would  take  me  through  to  midday.  I  regarded  even  a  single reminder from my punishment system as unacceptable and on those few days when I failed to complete the morning routine without error, I  would  forgo  my  hour  of  rest  and  instead  spend  it  at  full  gallop, purging myself for my failure to perform as the perfect ponygirl. 

The  early  afternoon  was  always  reserved  for  four  hours  of crosscountry trotting. My punishment system made no allowance for elevation so I experienced a devastating electric shock for every step on  broken  or  hilly  ground.  This  didn’t  deter  me  for  a  moment,  nor ever tempt me to cut short the amount of time I spent mastering the

techniques I needed to travel confidently over uneven terrain. In fact, for  every  stumble  or  uncertain  stride,  I  sentenced  myself  to  an additional fifteen minutes of nonstop electrical agony. 

The final session each day was a shortened, four-hour version of my trotting, cantering and galloping program followed by a promenade in which I stove to exhibit a splendid, dressage pony-prance, swishing my gorgeous ponytail in perfect rhythm with the precise movement of my  surgically  elongated  pony-legs  while  my  meticulously  bound, pierced,  crushed  and  chained  ponytits  swung  pendulously,  in tandem, beneath my wickedly wasped, dapple-grey pony-torso. This last part of my typical day’s activity was always done in that part of my  spacious  paddock  with  which  I  was  most  familiar,  so  that  the onset of darkness would not force an end to my training. 

I  never  ceased  work  earlier  than  midnight,  and  only  then  if  I  was particularly happy with my performance that day. If not, I added as much as two extra hours of exercise as penance. 

A whole month passed before anyone paid further attention to me, that I was aware of, at least. Expectation and joy soared within me as, nose-leashed, I was taken to my stable. Alas, my hopes of at last being used for the purpose for which I so enthusiastically prepared myself were unfulfilled. 

I was given a thorough check-up, tethered tautly by nose, nipple and embedded  ankle  rings.  After  a  methodical,  chemical  tightening  of every  harness  strap,  a  dedicated  team  of  artisans  went  to  work  to replace every buckle on my impossible pony-harness with attractive steel rivets. If ever a dehumanised ponygirl needed a clear message that she was destined to endure a lifetime of extraordinary bondage, this was that message. 

Of  course,  I  didn’t  allow  my  disappointment  to  interfere  with  my training regime. If anything, I strove ever harder to improve my style, increase my stamina and polish my deportment. 

It was all for nothing! 

I  think  I  was  nearly  the  last  to  know.  Something  had  triggered  an investigation  and  a  huge  contingent  of  police  descended  on  the compound.  By  the  time  they  found  me,  it  appeared  most  of  the principals  had  got  clean  away  and  only  a  bevy  of  abused  slaves were left to welcome their liberators. So I never found out who had metamorphosed me into a stunning, subhuman ponygirl. 

I narrowly avoided certain death when one of the captives interceded just before an attempt was made to remove my permanently riveted, maroon leather pony-harness. Many of the steel barbs piercing my flesh  were  hollow  and  any  attempt  to  remove  the  harness  would release  the  poison  within.  No-one  knows  how  to  deactivate  this defense  mechanism.  No-one  knows  how  to  turn  of   the  vigilant punishment system monitoring my every movement. So, here I am, slowly typing out my story. An oversize keyboard has been mounted on  a  wall  and  I  stand  in  front  of  it  all  day,  pounding  away  with  my ringed nose. It has taken a long time. 

I know people feel very sorry for me. I’ve been studied by experts of every variety, to no avail. The only consensus is their disbelief that I have survived this ordeal. They are amazed that I can prance around all day, maintaining a perfect gait. 

I  am  regularly  informed  of  the  progress  made  to  track  down  my family, or rather the lack of it. Nobody knows what to do with me. 

Today, I’ve been told they’ve located my cousin! 

Epilog

It had been a mild winter, followed by a warm, wet spring. The valley was lush, bursting with new growth. Wildflowers in their thousands were everywhere. That rich, heady spring aroma was thick in the air. 

A  light  breeze  stirred  the  tree-tops  and  the  woods  and  meadows were alive with the sounds and sights of birds and insects. 

There  was  only  one  sign  of  human  habitation  in  the  valley.  A farmhouse  and  several  outbuildings  nestled  in  a  crook  of  the meandering  stream  which  began  in  the  foothills  away  to  the  north and disappeared into the south-west. A single dirt road paralleled the stream on that part of its journey from the farmhouse south. Near the buildings,  a  small  citrus  orchard  lined  both  sides  of  the  road, providing shelter from the prevailing winds. There were no animals in sight. 

The  back  door  of  the  single  storey  farmhouse  opened  and  from  it emerged  an  old  man.  At  least,  that’s  what  he  looked  like.  A  long, worn, brown leather coat protected him from the early morning chill and  his  lean,  stooped  frame  was  supported  by  a  knarled  walking stick.  He  hobbled  slowly  towards  the  nearest  outbuilding,  the damage  to  his  legs  clearly  evident  from  the  severity  of  his  limp.  A faint jingle accompanied his crabbed walk, and from time to time the twinkle  of  a  razor-sharp  steel  spur  flashed  amidst  the  folds  of  his leather coat. 

He  paused  at  the  entrance  to  an  outbuilding,  a  stable,  lifting  his close-cropped  head  to  sample  the  air  and  drink  in  the  staggering beauty  of  the  glorious  morning.  A  smile  lit  up  his  dark,  ravaged features.  A  black  eye-patch  covered  his  right  eye,  highlighting  the fact that most of the right side of his face was a mass of scar tissue. 

He disappeared into the stable. 

Some  minutes  later  he  reemerged  and  this  time  he  was  no  longer alone. In his wake followed the strangest creature. A leash of some sort  linked  its  ringed  nose  to  the  man’s  free  hand  but  there  was plenty  of  slack  in  the  slim  leather  braid  and  it  was  clear  from  the creature’s body language that it followed willingly, even exuberantly. 

Leaning against the creature to help his balance, the man rubbed its ears,  stoked  its  thick,  beautiful  mane  and  scratched  its  enormous, segmented udders as best he could through the plethora of gouging leather straps encircling them. He whispered something into its ear and,  moments  later,  relieved  its  heavily  ringed  nose  of  the  leash’s burden. A high-pitched, melodious whinny of gratitude escaped the gaping confines of its elaborately bitted mouth. 

The  creature  dashed  away.  Leaning  now  on  his  walking  stick,  the man  watched  the  creature’s  high-spirited  antics.  It  fairly  raced around  him,  mane  billowing,  haunches  quivering  and  long,  strong, hooved legs pounding into the turf. Its lustrous, flowing tail twitched madly  from  side  to  side.  Its  twinned  udders  flip-flopped  crazily,  the chastened  steel  stirrups  permanently  welded  to  each  ringed  and collared  nipple  bouncing  merrily  about.  The  spiked  steel  ball swinging from the studded dildo under its tail repeatedly punctured its thighs but seemed to have no adverse ef ect. The tooled leather reins attached to the dark, maroon leather bridle eternally riveted into its skull flew in all directions. 

The man kept his eyes on the prize. A satisfied smile creased his lips as he noticed a gradual change in the creature’s frantic gait. It still galloped  at  break-neck  pace  but  it  was  obvious  something  very special  was  happening.  He  let  the  reaction  run  its  course,  a  gruf chuckle replacing the smile. 

Eventually, the creature calmed down and sheepishly trotted back to the  man,  nuzzling  its  egregiously  bridled  and  bitted  face  into  his cupped  hand.  The  creature’s  leather  harnessed,  dapple-grey  skin rippled in the aftermath of its extraordinary performance. Again, he whispered  something  into  its  ear  and,  instantly,  the  creature crouched  as  low  as  it  could,  bending  its  mighty  thighs  until  they

almost touched its straining calves. Awkwardly, the man scrambled into the soft, comfortable saddle strapped to the creature’s back and settled himself in. The creature rose to its full height while the man draped  his  coat  conveniently  and  slipped  his  crippled  feet  into  the waiting  stirrups.  Balancing  the  walking  stick  behind  the  saddle’s pommel  with  one  hand,  he  gripped  the  reins  and  tugged  gently, simultaneously  applying  strain  on  the  stirrups.  The  response  was immediate.  The  creature  broke  into  a  perfect,  enthusiastic,  high-stepping prance and kept it up, never jostling its rider, until the man was  ready  to  go.  Over  to  a  line  of  fencing  they  went  where  the walking stick was deposited in the receptacle made for it. 

Responding  to  its  rider’s  every  nuance,  the  creature  trotted  briskly towards  an  open  paddock.  The  rider  felt  around  inside  his  coat  to find  the  snappy  riding  crop  kept  there.  He  slapped  it  against  his thigh. There was nothing wrong with his arms. A cut from the crop, a flick  from  the  spurs  and  a  pull  on  the  reins  were  all  the  signal  the cheerful, expectant creature needed to break into a fierce gallop. 

Away they raced, into the distance. 

END
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