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Foreword




The following is a true story, one I’ve wanted to write for a long time, but I put off until my skills as an author had grown.  Out of respect for the participants and their probable desire for anonymity all the names (bar my own) have been changed. 


Warning







This book contains adult content that may not be suitable for some readers.




This book is intended for adults over the age of 18.  All people depicted in this book are 18 years of age or older.





Pony Girl Paige
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I put out my hands and took the black leather headdress from Bill and looked at it.  I knew what it was of course, the blinkers, the ears, the hole for a feather, the bit gag . . . I studied the bit gag, about six inches long, made of stainless steel wrapped in black leather, connected by rings to the rest of the harness.  There was no doubt, this was a Pony Girl headdress.  Eventually I looked up into Bill’s eyes, he was lost to the world, he was watching me like a child on their first trip to the Zoo, his world consisted of nothing but him, me and that headdress.

I wanted to hand it back, to say no, but they say you should try everything once.  Especially when you’ve written so much about it, and already agreed to do it.  Even then I should have said no, backed out, but how could I?  I handed it back to Bill who took it from me silently.  Then to show my willingness I opened my mouth wide.  He smiled at me and pushed the leather enclosed metal bar between my lips.  I bit down on it, it was now too late.  I was going to experience being a Pony Girl for real . . . .
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Vegas.

It’s like London, Paris or New York in that you never need to say Las Vegas, Nevada.  You don’t even need the Las.  Everyone knows about it, where it is and what it represents.  The capital of entertainment in America, the city where America goes to party.  Or the city of sin, depending on your point of view.  I went once as a child, my family took a summer vacation round southern California, Utah, Arizona and Nevada, I remember the bright lights, the luxury hotels, the amazing water parks and the strip at night.  Of course I was too young to gamble back then, but I’d wanted to return for years.

My partner had surprised me, we’d left work on the East coast and gone to the airport on Thursday afternoon, nothing unusual there.  But I was expecting to get on a plane back to California, Bill had booked it all of course.  He managed to get us to the gate before I realized we weren’t heading home but were instead heading to Vegas for three nights.  I should have known, he’d checked in a couple of bags, whereas we normally only took hand luggage – work clothes were in his apartment in the East, normal clothes in his house in the West.  If only we’d gone to Vegas for three nights . . . .

He'd even squared the Friday off with my boss, I’d been putting in long, really long days for weeks as a deadline approached, that had passed successfully a couple of weeks ago with a successful, and largely bug free release of the software.  As a newly promoted Principle Consultant I’d been nervous, terrified even as for the first time it was largely my responsibility.  And I was exhausted.  I’ll never get the hang of the American work culture, why you’re all so driven to put in the 50+ hour working weeks in exchange for just 15 days of vacation a year.

Due to the miracle of flying West we spent four hours on the plane and landed two hours after we took off, it was early Fall  and still incredibly hot – well, it is a desert after all.  At least the humidity was close to zero so my hair didn’t need to be restrained like it usually does out East.  I much preferred the lack of humidity to the virtual soup that the East coast seems to be in Summer.

We checked into the Luxor, the same hotel I’d stayed in all those years ago.  I’d forgotten how dark and confusing the inside of the strip resorts could be, designed to keep you inside, lost and shut off from the outside world, designed to keep you in and gambling.  The memories came flooding back, the huge rooms, the luxury fittings and fixtures, all made up to be like something from ancient Egypt.  Bill knew that that was where I’d stayed 10 or so years ago and he wanted the weekend to be a special reminder. 

When we got to the room I was disappointed – firstly he’d not specified staying in the pyramid, so we were in one of the two towers.  And secondly, the luxury from my youth had gone.  The room was shabby, the Egyptian themed room was no more and it was just a bog standard hotel room, with slightly worn carpets that should have been replaced two years ago.  Paper was starting to peel from the walls, the bathroom had some mold stains on the grouting.  I’d expect better from a Motel 6, if I was being 100% honest about it.  Well, some Motel 6s anyway.

But we made the most of it, I was worried when I opened my case, what had he packed, but he’d done really well.  we changed into our bathing costumes, I picked a black bikini that offered some support to my chest, put on the supplied bathrobes and we went down to the pool area, the sun was low but still hot and we made the most of it.  I applied the sunblock and we people watched, drank a couple of cocktails and swam a little before the area closed.  As I put the lotion on my chest more than one man stared, one even got a clip from his wife.  I looked at Bill when that happened and we both laughed.

Seriously guys, don’t watch girls doing that.  Some like the attention, most don’t.  It makes us feel like we’re on display.  It’s not nice.  How would you like to be ogled and assessed purely on your looks?  You probably think you wouldn’t mind, but I doubt it’s ever happened to you, has it?

When the pool area closed we headed back to the room and changed.  Bill had done well, I was expecting jeans and a tee shirt, but he pulled out a cocktail dress for me, probably my favorite and the matching heels, he wore a pair of slacks and white shirt, open at the collar.  My favorite look for him, his slightly greying hair looked good.  We make an odd couple, he was just the wrong side of 50, I was young enough to be his daughter. 

Most people assume that we are, more than one man has asked me on a date when I’ve been out with him.  They usually refuse to accept that Bill’s my partner (of almost three years) and more than once I’ve had to kiss him to get rid of them.  We kissed, he opened the door and held out his arm.

“Shall we?”  he asked and we left the room, I took another look at it.  Ah well, we only had to sleep in it.

We walked up the strip, stopping off at one casino or another, playing the slots, staying away from the tables and people watching.  Everyone was there, from the young people wearing very little to people like us, dressed up and having made a little effort.  We watched the fountains outside the Bellagio and resisted the numerous scantily clad women offering to have our photo taken with them for only ten bucks.  There were plenty of suckers that took them up on it. 

We had dinner that night at the top of the Strat on the observation deck, the meal was slow for once in America, it was more like being back home in Europe, the waiters were attentive, but not speeding you through the meal.  I liked it, I want to do it again.  We wandered part way down the strip, I was yawning, it may only have been 11PM but by my personal body clock that was more like one in the morning, we caught a cab to the Luxor and headed for bed.

I went to the bathroom, washed and cleaned the makeup off my face.  When I came back Bill put his phone down and looked up at me and smiled.  He always does, he’s always pleased to see me.  I kissed him.

“Emails?”  He just nodded.  We might be off for a couple of nights but work is always there.  He stood up and went to the bathroom.  As soon as the door closed I stripped off quickly, I didn’t have long.  I opened the case and smiled, I knew he’d have packed a few things.  I pulled out a nipple chain, pulled my nipples until they were hard and clamped them on, gasping as the rubber covered metal bit into my sensitive skin.

Next I found three pairs of handcuffs, I locked and unlocked them, can’t be too careful – I’m sure that more than one couple’s had to call 911 to get themselves released from a bed after a cheap purchase on the Strip. I dug further and found a blindfold, just what I was looking for.  I heard the toilet flush, I had to move quickly.

I jumped on the bed and put a set of cuffs onto each of my ankles and locked the ends to the bed, forcing my legs wide apart, my pussy totally exposed to him.  I put the second set onto my left wrist, slipped the blindfold on over my eyes and secured my wrists to the bed frame, wrapping the metal round the frame, then locked my other wrist into the cuffs.  I lay there, dreaming about what Bill was going to do to me, do with me.

I listened, I could hear him cleaning his teeth, then the brush went silent and the door opened, he flicked the switch and walked into the main room, paused and I swear I could hear him smiling as he looked at my body, the nipple clamp pulling my D breasts together, the rest of me exposed, vulnerable, available for him to use.

Bill took his time, building the tension.  I listened to him unbuttoning his shirt, then hanging it up.  The belt came off, he ran it over my body from my shoulders, across my breasts and flat stomach, then between my legs and onto my pussy.  I moaned as the leather touched me there, Bill lifted the belt off and playfully spanked my thigh with the belt, not hard enough to hurt, just enough to let me know it was there.

Next his hand was on my thigh, he ran it up my leg and he started to play with my pussy, slow, gentle circular motions, just off my clit.  I tried to move, to push my body down so he’d touch my clit, every time he did he pulled his hand away until I became still.  The lesson was clear, he was in control, not me.  Just the way I like it.  I smiled, he was toying with me.

He got off the bed and removed the rest of his clothes, then climbed back on and he started to lick my pussy, long slow strokes, exploring as he did.  Again, if I so much as moved he stopped and pulled away, this time he also whipped me gently with the belt, making me moan loudly.  I was desperate to move but understood the consequences.    Bill pushed a couple of fingers inside my pussy and finger fucked me while I lay motionless, it was agony, delicious, delightful agony.

“Can I cum please?” I asked, knowing he’d say no or ignore me.  He continued to fuck me with his fingers and his tongue.  “Please, I need to cum.  PLEASE.”  The last word was hysterical.

“One,” he said.  Oh fuck.

“Two.”  We play this game.  I can cum at 10 and not before.

“Three.”  All my concentration was on not cumming.

“Four.  Five.  Six.  Seven.  Eight.”  Sometimes he stops on eight to torment me.  “Nine.  Ten.”  As he said ten I came, hips bucking, screaming, he picked a pillow and pushed it over my face to keep the noise down, I just screamed louder as he kept finger fucking his sub.  I was crushing his fingers with my pussy, he just kept forcing them in and out.

When I came down he pulled the pillow away and climbed onto me, his rock hard cock sliding inside me in one delicious movement, I gasped again and he started to pound me, up and down, I pushed back against him, hoping to cum again, it didn’t take long before he was grunting.

“I’m going to cum inside you baby girl,” he said, “Oh fuck yes.”  He knows this turns me on and I pushed back, seconds later I came again, nowhere near as intense but I had tears forming.  He lay on top of me and we kissed as his erection subsided, then he rolled off and uncuffed me.  I looked at my wrists, the metal had dug in and I had red ring marks on my skin.  We both laughed.

I cuddled up to my dom and we fell asleep in each other’s arms.
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Vegas at five AM is very different, the flashily dressed people were long gone, the only ones left were people like us, fresh in and adjusting to the time difference, the drunks still plying their money into the slots and the desperate, homeless people wandering the streets.  I tried not to laugh when we walked past one group of young people, trying to decide what was worst, spending the rest of their lives in Vegas living on the street or phoning up their parents to see if they could get some money for gas to get home.  We found a diner for breakfast, then back to the hotel where we checked out.  I was surprised, I thought we were there for the full weekend.

“First,” said Bill as we checked out, “This place is a dump.”  The receptionist looked up as he said that, but I noticed she didn’t disagree, “And second, I’ve got another surprise planned for you.”

“Oooh, what is it?”

“It’s a surprise Paige,” he said smiling.  Bastard.  I love surprises, really I do, but also I wanted to know.  We took a taxi to McCarran, no, Harry Reid Airport and the car hire desk.  20 minutes later we were heading South, once again I was amazed at just how big America is.  Bill got me to put Google Maps on my phone and put in a non-descript town, Jeez, an almost three hour drive away inside Arizona.  I asked again where are we going?

He smiled again, didn’t answer for a few moments then spoke softly.

“You’ve written about Pony Girls often enough, now it’s time for you to have a real experience.”

I didn’t speak for what seemed like ages.  When I did speak, all I managed to say was, “Excuse me?”  My voice was high, I was shocked.  We’d not discussed this, talked about it or anything.  This might seem odd for you reading this, surely as a submissive, as His submissive I should just nod my head and agree to it?  Fuck off, I’m submissive when I chose to be, not just because he wants me to be.  I can, and do, say no, that’s a key difference between levels of control, submission and domination.  You want someone that does what you want all the time?  Buy a blow up doll or just wait 20 years till AI robots come along.

Even a slave can say no, IMO.  You’ll see a lot of young people seduced by the lifestyle who’ll advertise themselves as a true no limits slave girl/boy and they might even believe that they are.  They’ll talk to a dominant who talks them into meeting for a serious impact session, some will love it go back for more, some will hate it but go back for more, believing that’s what a good little sub should do, most will hate it and come to believe that they were abused, and quite possibly they were, though it might take them years to work it out.

For me, I’d been involved in the lifestyle on and off for several years.  I’d been with Bill for a couple of years but I was having doubts about this.  He must have stolen a glance at me, his voice was uncertain, nervous even.  I don’t think in the two and a bit years we’d been together I’d ever seen him nervous.  That confidence was one of the things I loved about him back when we first met, the confidence, the build, his good looks, the money . . . the list went on and on.

“Paige, you, you can just say no.  We’ll turn around and go back to Vegas if you’d rather.”  Those were the words that came out of his mouth.  The subtext was easy to read.  Paige, this is something I’ve dreamed about my whole life, please, please, please, please do this for me.  I didn’t answer for a good 10 minutes, weighing up the pros and cons of his request.  I kept glancing back at Bill, he looked worried, like he’d crossed the line.  I’m not sure where the line was for us, but it wasn’t here.  Close, but not here.

I took a deep breath.  “I’ll do it,” I said, “But, I want you to be with me at all times.”

He smiled like a child being told they could stay up an extra 30 minutes to watch the end of the game.

“Thank you,” he said, the confidence and a smile returning to his face.  I put my hand onto his knee and squeezed it.  He looked at me and I smiled, then our smiles turned to laughter and we continued the drive.

“Put some music on,” he said.  I was getting in the mood.

“My pleasure Sir,” I said, faking a submissive tone of voice.  Thinking about being a Pony had got me a little excited, I won’t lie.  And a little into the submissive mood.  I switched apps and blue toothed my phone to the rental and put on the Rolling Stones, before my time but I’d grown to like them.  One of Bill’s favorite bands – probably before his time for that matter.  We continued to talk about the weekend and what was coming up. 

A friend of a friend had put Bill onto it, apparently she and her submissive had been into pony play for years and there was a gathering two or three times a year, this weekend was one of them.  There were going to be a couple of hundred people there, strictly couples (or thruples or more) but no singletons.

We drove for hours, when we turned off the highway it was onto a small country road, still paved, then after a couple of miles off that and onto a dust track, a few minutes later we came to a halt, off to the side was clearly what we were looking for.  A wooden arch, about 20 feet high emblazoned with a cheap paper banner over the real wooden one which proclaimed, ‘The Pony Ranch’.  I looked at Bill and he at me.

“You can change your mind at any point,” he said.

“I know.”  Truth be told, through my nerves I was more than just a little interested to see what was going to happen.  A man came out of the shadow of a tree, he looked the real cowboy, early 30s, the big white Stetson, a few days of stubble, a worn denim shirt with the top four buttons undone exposing his chest hair, shirt sleeves rolled up to the elbows exposing his sun tanned forearms as thick as my legs, the brown leather belt with the impressively large belt buckle, jeans and what looked like snake skin cowboy boots.  He was hot, seriously hot.  I couldn’t help it, I stared.  I know right, what a hypocrite.  After I chided those men for watching me apply sunblock in Vegas.  Double standards and all that.  As he approached the car he tipped his hat and Bill wound down the car window, the cowboy bent down.
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“Afternoon folks,” he said, a real Southern drawl, flashing his perfectly white teeth as he looked at Bill and then smiled at me, “Miss”, touching his hat again, “I’m Wyatt.”  Seriously, was there anything wrong with this man?  He put out his hand to take something.  Bill opened the car’s center console and pulled out an envelope, I’d not seen him put it there, then pulled out his wallet and took out his driving license.  The cowboy took them both from Bill in silence and looked at them, then pulled out a walkie talkie.

“Bill and Paige,” he said in into the walkie talkie.  He was staring at me.  I felt like I was 17 years old again going to my school leaving prom.  He listened to the reply, then spoke to us again, smiling at me all the time.

“Going to need your phones folks.”

“Sure,” replied Bill.  He handed over his phone and I picked mine out of my purse and dropped it, fumbling to pick it up.  This was the effect this man was having on me.  Bill looked at me and raised an eyebrow, we laughed, he could see I liked him.  The cowboy took them both in silence.  He put them into a bag and handed over a receipt.

“You’ll get them back when you leave.  No photos,” he offered by way of an explanation.  Bill nodded, he’d clearly known that.  I wasn’t happy about handing over my phone, but Bill was OK with it, so I figured it was OK.  Besides, there hadn’t been any reception for the last 20 minutes.

“Y’all wanna follow the track for about two miles,” the cowboy said, gesturing towards a small rise, “The barns and training yard are over that rise, you’ll see it when you get to the top.  Park with the rest of the trucks and cars.”

He touched his hat again, clearly looking at me.  He smiled, then winked.  A thrill shot through me.  He clearly liked the look of me.

“See you around Paige,” he said, then stood up, turned and walked slowly back to the shade of the tree.  I watched his ass the whole way, as Bill pressed the button to close the window.

“Did you like the view?” he asked without looking at me as he put the car back into drive and we moved slowly off.  I blushed, then we both laughed again.  Like he’d never looked at a girl before when we’d been out.  But he was right, I liked the view and hoped the cowboy would be doing more than just manning the entrance gate.  We drove in silence to the top of the small rise.

Once at the top we had the sun behind us and could see what was ahead, maybe half a dozen barns in various states, mostly traditional ones made of wood, some modern ones made of steel.  There was a big house, with the barns it completed a rectangle around a central open area, maybe 70 feet wide and a couple of hundred feet long.  To one side was an area with 30 or so cars and trucks parked up, Bill pointed the rental towards them and we parked and got out.

“This is pretty much what I wrote about, or at least what I imagined,” I told Bill.  He pondered for a moment before replying.

“There are a few photos of this place in the club, maybe that where you got the idea from?”  Seemed like a reasonable suggestion.  Bill took my hand, locked the car and we looked around.  A flatbed truck was coming over the rise, it would be here in a couple of minutes, the dust blooming behind it.

“Shall we wait?” asked Bill.  He knew how nervous I could be meeting new people, normally I try to be the first one at any event, then I don’t have to walk into a big room of people I don’t know.  We were too late for that, and besides, I wasn’t sure I’d want to be first here.  Observe first, I told myself, before getting involved.  Watch and learn, watch and learn.

When the truck arrived it pulled up alongside our car, dwarfing it.  The driver allowed the dust to settle before he killed the engine and got out.  He looked at us and smiled, a much more average looking man, similar age to Bill, he nodded at us.

“Afternoon folks,” he said, his voice bright and cheery.  I liked him instantly, he just had that air about him that gave you confidence.  I’d expected a dirty, seedy man but it was just . . . normal.  And it was nice to see that there was someone there that wasn’t a freak.  There was at least one normal person, other than me and Bill.

“Could you give me a hand?” he asked, look at us.

“Sure,” replied Bill, “I’m Bill, this is Paige.”  I smiled at him.

“I’m Tony,” he replied, he and Bill then shook hands.  The back of the truck was mostly barren, apart from a box that was about five feet wide and four feet deep, maybe two feet tall.  It was hard to tell, it was covered in a tarpaulin and held down by two thick straps, locking it to the truck.  Tony released the two straps and threw them over the top, there was no breeze so the tarp stayed in place.  He gestured Bill to get one side, which my man did.

“On three,” said Tony, “One . . . two . . . three” and they lifted the tarp over the box to the back of the truck.  I watched, wanting to see what was in the box.  My mouth fell open, it wasn’t a box, it was two metal cages.  In each was a naked woman, on her knees, bent double to fit into her cage, arms behind her back and tied to the top of the cage, both were gagged and blindfolded.  I watched as Bill inspected them, then heard Tony laughing.

“First time here?” he asked me directly.  I nodded in reply.  “Well, you’re in for some surprises,” he added, “but it’s all safe, sane, fun and consensual, so you’re amongst friends.”  I nodded again, I wanted, no, I needed to believe him.  He climbed onto the back of the truck and pulled out some keys, he unlocked the cages and helped the girls out, one was about 30, the other a good few years younger.  They were both stiff and had to be eased down from the truck, then Tony removed their gags and blindfolds.  I was suddenly self-conscious, even though I was fully clothed.

Tony opened the door to the truck and pulled out some bottled water and gave each of his girls one, they opened them and drank greedily as they loosened up.  Tony slapped one’s ass and spoke to Bill.

“Coming inside the square?”

Bill shrugged, “Sure,” he replied, the two men started to walk between the buildings, I followed with the two naked girls, determined to not let Bill out of my sight.  I wanted to know he was there, to protect me if I needed protecting.  I knew some Judo, but I was still worried as we walked in.  I needn’t have been.

As we’d driven over the rise I’d made out that there were people inside the compound area, but I couldn’t tell how many.  When we got inside did a quick head count, maybe 70 or 80 people, there were more arriving by the minute, the lot was filling up behind us.  And Bill had said that over 200 were expected.  I relaxed a little, in my mind more people meant more safety, if there was only one or two I’d have been more concerned.  The number of cars should have given away how many people were there.  I wasn’t thinking straight.  I was nervous, worried and excited.  What treasures would there be inside?

We walked between the gap in the buildings, I was following Bill and Tony, sandwiched between the two naked women, neither of whom had spoken.  I suspected that they were just pleased to have their jaws closed for a while.  As we walked in I looked between the men and looked around, it looked for all intents a purposes like a normal meeting, virtually everyone was clothed and looked ‘normal’.  Well, apart from the two girls I was with.  People were standing around, there was a BBQ going, at the far end what looked like vendors setting out their stalls, there were people laughing and joking.  Mix wise it was about 50:50, maybe slightly more women than men, but not much in it. 

The naked girls I was between caught several people’s attention and one woman broke off from her group and came to speak to me, she was a fair few years older than me, maybe 35 with long dark hair.  She was very sexy, dressed like an English girl at a riding school, white jodhpurs, long black boots, a black traditional riding hat, white blouse with a black jacket over it.  She thought I was the owner of the two girls, I laughed at the suggestion.  Then reality hit me.

“So,” she said, looking me up and down, “You’re here to be a Pony then?”  I swallowed.

“Yes,” I replied very quietly.

“English?” she asked.  I shook my head.

“Scottish, I just sound English.”  She nodded.

“First time?”  I nodded again.  “Don’t worry, everyone here is very nice and you’ll not be forced to do anything you don’t want.  We’ve got people monitoring at all times and you’ll always be being watched – not filmed, watched.”  She hugged me, “Everyone is nervous their first time.”  She was so easy going, she was doing a good job of setting my mind at ease.  “Who’s your partner?” she asked.  I looked around, Bill was talking with Tony and another man, I gestured to him.  “Let’s go and meet him,” she added.

She walked over and I followed, the two naked girls then followed me.  She walked straight into the group and thrust her hand out to Bill, who took it.

“I’m Alice,” she said, “I gather this Pony is yours?”  I blushed and looked down, “Or maybe you’re her Pony?”  Bill hesitated, and then everyone laughed.  Then it struck me, what was funny about that?  Why shouldn’t a man be a Pony?  No reason. Bill stopped laughing as the same thought struck him.  When everyone stopped laughing at our joint realization Alice spoke again.

“Lunch will be ready at about 12, then the festivities begin at one.  There’s going to be a demo, there will be workshops and training, then at about four you’ll get free time to play and experiment.  There’s going to be an evening meal at around seven before we’ll disperse and you can come back again tomorrow, if you want?”  Alice was clearly speaking to me when she said the last line.  I blushed and looked at Bill, fuck he wanted to come back tomorrow.  And the day had barely begun.

“Shall we look around?” she asked, looking directly at me.  I smiled and nodded, I let go of Bill’s hand and walked over to her.  She took my hand in hers and squeezed softly.  She pulled it and me out of the group and we walked away.  As we moved between people she looked over her shoulder, then we stopped.

“Are you here because you want to be Paige?” she asked.  I nodded, but nervously.

“I’ll ask again, you can leave any time you want, many people, Doms, force their sub to be here, and let’s face it, it’s not for everyone.”  I knew and agreed, it sure wasn’t for everyone.  Pretty sure it wasn’t for me, but I’ll try anything once.  Well, most things.

“No,” I replied, “I want to be here.  I . . I was surprised that’s all.  Bill didn’t tell me we were coming.”  Then I told her about my life and the books I’d written.  She’d not read them but she was interested.  I don’t think she was entirely convinced, but she said she’d look out for me.

“And,” she said as we started back to the group, “Don’t try everything all at once.  Watch for a bit first.  Then take it slow.”  I nodded, I certainly planned to watch to start with.

“But,” she added with a hint of mock menace, “You’ll never come back if you don’t at least try.” As we reentered the group she looked around, then checked her watch. 

“Excuse me please folks, I need to check on something.”  She looked at me and winked, then walked off.  I took my place next to Bill and at the next gap in the conversation I spoke up.

“Who was that?” I asked, gesturing to where Alice had stood.

“That’s Alice,” said a man I didn’t know.  He waved his arm around, pointing, “This is her place,” he added, “And, she seems to have taken a shine to you.”  He lifted his beer and sipped it, just as an unseen loudspeaker crackled and came into life.

I looked around, Alice was standing on a small stage about 30 feet from me.  She tapped the mike and the assembled crowd fell quiet, waiting for her to speak.  I remember being impressed, I’d have been like a mass of Jell-O standing up there in front of a couple of hundred people.  At least until booze took effect.

“Masters, Dominants, Slaves, Submissives and Ponies,” she started, looking round the throng theatrically.  The crowd laughed as she said ponies, as she’d known it would, she laughed back, “Welcome to the ninth annual Desert Pony meet.”  This time the crowd hollered and whooped. “The food will soon be ready, but first make space as I introduce Storm and Lightening!”  She half turned and stuck out her arm as she said the last few words, a door opened on a barn and I struggled to see, just catching half glimpses of two women.  Fuck, I wished I was eight feet tall at that point and not five foot five.  On a tall day.  I needn’t have worried.  Everyone went silent, I could hear leather and metal in motion, the ponies were getting closer.  The crowd parted as the women moved closer and we formed a ring around them.
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As I walked/was half pulled backwards I saw the two Ponies for real, my first real life Pony girls.  Each was dressed identically, Storm (I assumed) had black hair and lightening had bleached white hair.  Their hair was pulled back into a tight ponytail formed at the crown, their hair tumbling down their backs.  On their heads was a black leather headdress with a very long red feather attached just above their eyes.  They had huge ears on the headdress, outlined in red.  In their mouths was a black bit gag, on their necks collars and blinkers at the sides of their eyes, restricting their sight.

Black straps hung from their necks to a harness that offered limited support to their exposed breasts, around their waists were scant corsets with multiple stainless steel or chrome rings for attaching things, above their pussies two straps went down and between their legs, presumably attached at the rear, over their asses.  Their arms were folded behind their backs, tails almost touching the ground.  I assumed they were on ass plugs.

But the thing I couldn’t take my eyes off were the boots, exactly as I’d see online on so many images, each one coming up to the girl’s knees and locked in place with a padlock.  The material was skin tight, the girl’s feet raised at the ankles, there must have been steel plates in the boots preventing them from putting their heels down.  The boots ended in hoof shapes and the girls left hoof prints in the dirt as they walked, no, high stepped, around the yard.  They looked incredible.  For the first time I could see why a person would want a Pony girl, it was the sex appeal of them.

I looked round the crowd, people were salivating almost as much as the ponies were being forced to by the bit gags.  No one was touching, it was just looking, I was glad about that.  They had everyone’s attention, people were looking with real desire and longing.

As we edged backwards we formed a ring and the ponies high stepped round it twice, Alice providing encouragement to the ponies.  When they were close to me I was silent, just watching their graceful movement, the concentration on their faces as they moved.  When they’d completed their second lap the they moved to the middle of the impromptu ring of people and faced Alice and bowed to her.

“Give it up for Lightening and Storm,” shouted Alice into the mic, her amplified voice bouncing off the walls of the buildings.  And we did, the gathering exploded into applause and the two ponies lapped it up, bowing and turning to the four corners of the crowd.  I swear Storm looked me straight in the face as she came up, she was beaming, they both clearly loved the attention of the crowd.  Was this why they did it?

As they walked off the crowd came together again and I found Bill, he was talking to someone new (again) and I joined him.  When the bell rang to indicate the food was ready we went for something to eat.  I ate lightly, I didn’t want to be sick later.  I run like 15 miles a week, but never on an empty stomach, or a full one for that matter.  As I finished up I stood up, looking for the restroom.  Bill asked me to bring him some more BBQ on my way back, when I joined the line for food the woman behind me spoke.

“What did you think then Paige?” she asked.  I turned, but I knew the voice.  It was Alice.

“I,” I paused and blushed, “I can see the attraction.”

“Who for?” she asked.  I smiled.

“Certainly for the Dominant,” I replied.

Alice nodded at that.  “And what about for the Pony?  Didn’t they both look happy?”  I nodded, they did.  Alice continued, “Remember them, the leather, how they loved the attention.”  I nodded, the girls had looked good, no doubt about it.  Shit, I was thinking about it now.  Alice smiled, she could see that she had me on the hook, time for her to reel me in.

“Take it slow, watch the demo of getting a Pony into harness, look at the headdresses and the harnesses, talk to some ponies and see what you think.  Then come find me, bring your partner along and if, only if you want I’ll help you try.”  I nodded, still unsure, but what was the harm in looking?
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Bill and I walked round, there were stalls set up with people selling their wares, all manner of pony play equipment.  There were harnesses that started with tiny amounts of leather, through to full body rubber/leather suits.  I picked up a rubber suit, not really my scene but I could imagine wearing it, every fat roll, every lump of cellulite would be hidden and smoothed out.

“I wouldn’t recommend wearing that here,” the stall owner said, “Too damn warm, but maybe take it home . . .?”  Bill and I both smiled, not really for either of us. 

At the boot stall Bill picked out a pair of knee length boots and showed them to me.  “Try these on,” he said.  Jet black leather with laces up the front and red soles, the wearer’s foot would be almost pointing to the ground.  It was like something a ballerina would wear.  The toe was pointed with a support under it.
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“Have you ever worn anything like this?” asked the stall holder.  I shook my head.  “Then put them back, you’ve got to work up to something like that,” she said.  “Start with something like this, still not easy to wear but a darn site easier than those ones.  She asked my size and found a pair and handed them over.  As I expected the arch and absence of heel made it really difficult to stand, I had to concentrate.  They were such a tight fit, she pulled out a stool and a bottle of Baby Powder and covered the inside of the boots with it before I could slide my feet inside.  I needed help to stand, holding onto Bill for dear life.  I was glad to get them off.  We didn’t buy them.

Stall after stall caught our eyes, people selling harnesses, leashes, collars (mine was in the car), all manner of whips and chains, nipples clamps . . . pony girl tails . . . the list went on and on.  Everyone I spoke to was really nice, no one was pushy or demanded payment.  My guess was they were playing the long game, hoping you’d come back later to buy.
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After we’d looked at every stall Bill checked his Rolex, “Come on,” he said, “the demo started a couple of minutes ago.”  We crossed the yard and into the barn where the demo was taking place.  I’d expected it to be packed, but there weren’t many people there at all.  I later discovered that only first timers went to it, to relax them and show them pony play was nothing to be afraid of.

The demo was being conducted by a woman, we’d missed her name but she was dressed in faded blue jeans and a white shirt, the jeans held up by an enormous buckle belt, she had a Stetson on her head and was wearing black cowgirl boots.  The girl she was preparing was naked.  We joined the crowd forming a circle around the pair, they moved slightly to allow us in.  Maybe 30 people in total were watching.  I looked at the naked girl, I’d have been terrified, shaking to be naked in front of that many people, but it didn’t faze her.  She was loving the attention.

“We’ll start by oiling her body with this,” the Cowgirl said.  “This has several benefits.  First, the oils will make her body shine and glisten, she’ll look amazing.”  IMO she looked amazing, she was about 20, long legs, no hair other than on her head, long dark hair and small breasts.  She looked very athletic.  We watched as the Cowgirl applied the oil.

“Second it will help with the harness, stop it rubbing as much.  Also it’s got sunblock in it, useful in the desert on a day like this.”  A small ripple of laughter went through the crowd.  The oil went on quickly, the Pony helped to apply it.

“Next is the harness, we’ve gone for a leather body harness.  Nothing too fancy, just ass straps, pussy straps and shoulder, chest straps.” She held it up to show it to the crowd.  We watched as they put it on, the Pony helping again as she stepped into it and the Cowgirl fastened the straps.
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“She’s going to be moving in this, so you don’t want it too tight to restrict movement, equally you don’t want it loose so that it rubs,” she commented as she adjusted the straps.  “Don’t worry if you don’t get it right first time, you can adjust later.  Listen to your Pony, she’s you’re responsibility.  You need her – or him,” she said looking at one man in the crowd who promptly blushed, “to be comfortable and to enjoy the experience.”

“Next the headdress, you get all sorts ranging from this,” she said picking up a full on horse head made of black leather with a padlock to prevent the Pony from removing it, “Which I think is just too much.  How about you?”  The last sentence directed at the Pony.

[image: ]

“Not for me either,” the Pony said.  She sounded very cultured.

“So we’re just going to go for something much simpler.”  She put the horse head mask down and picked up another headdress, just a few leather straps, ears, blinkers and of course a gag.
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“Putting it on is just like the harness, tight enough to stay in place, not so tight it rubs and digs in.  I’m going to leave the gag out for now, I know you’re not much of a fan of being gagged are you?”  The Pony shook her head, “But we’ll put it in later, won’t we?”  The Pony nodded.  The Cowgirl sat the Pony down and put her boots on, very similar to the one’s I’d tried.

I looked away at Bill, he only had eyes for the two women.  I looked down at his pants and ran my hand over his cock, he was semi hard watching.  He looked at me as I touched him, he looked a tiny bit guilty.  Fuck, he was really turned on by this.  The Cowgirl helped the Pony to stand, she had her legs slightly apart.  She wasn’t stable, she kept having to move her feet slightly to maintain her balance.

“Next it’s the tail.”  Raven turned and bent over, the Cowgirl lubed a tail and pushed it in, then Raven stood back up.  “Finally the gag goes in.”  The Pony opened her mouth and she pushed the bit gag in and locked it in place with the buckle.  “I’ve not put it in too far, as I said she doesn’t like being gagged and she can push it out, if needed.”  To demonstrate the Pony used her tongue and pushed it out of her mouth, then closed her mouth.  As soon as she opened her mouth it slid back in.

The final steps were to secure her arms behind her back with a pair of handcuffs on her elbows, a pair of nipple clamps with small bells on them and then the Cowgirl picked up a collar and leash and put it onto the Pony, then slowly led her to the crowd, in a slow circle.  She was high stepping, raising her legs up one at a time so that her thigh was almost parallel with the ground. 

“Pony Raven is very experienced at this,” said the Cowgirl, “She’s been practicing pony play for years, if you try later be careful and I strongly recommend leaving your Pony’s arms free to help with balance.”  Bill was drinking in this information.  I knew then that I would have to try this.  He wanted me to try this, and I wanted to please him.  That’s what is means to be submissive, that desire to please.

After she’d paraded Raven around the ring the Cowgirl took her back to the center and paused.  “Can I have a volunteer,” she asked.  No one spoke.  I sure as shit wasn’t going to.  “Someone to lead Raven?”  No one spoke, so I put my hand into the small of Bill’s back and pushed, he took an involuntary step forward.  He looked at me and gave me a half smile.  “And your name is?” asked the Cowgirl taking a half step forward.

“Bill,” he said, almost stammering.

“Come up then Bill,” she added, offering him the reigns.  He walked forward, his usual confidence gone.  “She won’t bite,” added the Cowgirl, “She’s gagged.”  Laughter.  I smiled.  Bill stepped forward and took the reins, then pulled on them slowly.  Raven’s right leg went up and came down, then her left.  Bill turned and walked slowly away, Raven followed him, high stepping.  He walked towards me, the bells on her nipples ringing and her boots stomping on the ground.  I moved to the side as he approached and he walked past me, smiling at me.  He was loving leading her.

I studied Raven as she walked past me, she half turned her head to me and I swear she was smiling, she was loving being paraded like this.  I thought back to the hotel, where I’d been ogled as I applied sunblock, that was different, people were sneaking a look at me, this girl was on display because she wanted to be on display.  She loved the attention.  I looked at the crowd, all eyes were on Raven.  I can’t lie, I got a little thrill, for the first time I wanted to be displayed like this.

A little anyway.

Bill led her to the edge of the barn, then turned her in a wide circle, almost as wide as the grin on his face and back into the circle, which closed behind Raven as she stomped inwards.  Bill handed the reins back to the Cowgirl and rejoined me, he got a round of applause as he walked back.

“You enjoyed that then,” I whispered, looking at him.  He’s a shit liar, he opened his mouth, then closed it before responding with a simple yes and a nod of his head.  I smiled and kissed him, we were facing each other, I could feel his cock through his pants.

“I’ll do it then,” I said, swallowing.

“Really?  You don’t have to.”

“I know, but I can see how much you want this.  You do want this, don’t you?”  He nodded.

“Very much so.”

I kissed him again.  “Come on, I need something more to eat.”  He took one last, long, lingering look at Raven, the gag had come out and she blew him a kiss.  Bitch.
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We were sat at a bench, grateful for the shade from the umbrella, a couple of burgers and some fries with a Pepsi Max each when Alice walked up.  She sat down next to me.

“Do you mind?” she asked pointing to my fries.  I was picking at them, eating them as they were there rather than because I wanted them.  I pushed them towards Alice who picked up a couple, dipped them in ketchup and ate them.

“Are you going to try it then Paige?” she asked.  I looked at her, then at Bill and back to Alice.  I took a deep breath, they were both waiting on my answer.  Bill was clearly nervous, would I change my mind.

“I am,” I said.  Bill breathed out, I looked at him.  “I said I would and I meant it.  But, I’m not doing this naked.”  Bill nodded, I think if I’d given him the choice he would have asked for me to be nude, but I wasn’t going to.

“Sensible,” said Alice, grabbing a few more fries, “Eat up, then come to the barn.  We’ve got a huge selection of gear you can borrow and private stalls to get changed in.”  She looked at Bill, then at me, “Will you allow me to help?  Getting a Pony ready the first time isn’t always the easiest”  If she’d asked when we first arrived I’d have said no, but I’d spoken with her a few times and she had a lovely manner.

“Sure,” I replied.

“See you in the barn soon.”  She took a few more fries and was gone.  We ate up, I went to use the bathroom, Bill went to the car for something and we were in the barn 20 minutes later.

******

“Over here,” Alice shouted, we’d just walked into the barn and my eyes were adjusting to the dark, even removing my sunglasses on the way in wasn’t enough.  Alice was stood at a long table, everything and anything you could imagine pony play related was on the desk.  There must have been a few hundred harnesses, headdresses and the like on that table.

“What size are you?” she asked.

“10, no, eight,” I replied.  I’d lived in America for almost three years but I always defaulted to the UK size first, then remembered to subtract two. 

“And you don’t want to be naked right?”  I nodded, she looked a bit sad at that.  She picked up a full rubber suit, then put it down.  “It’s far too warm I think, unless you’re a real rubber fetishist?”  I shook my head, no, rubber isn’t my thing.

We all looked for a few minutes, picking up something, looking at it and replacing, maybe too big, too small or just not enough to cover my modesty.  Finally I found something I was comfortable with, a black leather body suit, it would cover up my private areas and hold my breasts in.  I showed it to Alice, she took it from me and held it up to inspect.  She nodded.

“Good choice,” she said, “You’ll have you upper body and most of your legs exposed, you shouldn’t get too hot.  Now, let’s find a headdress.  How do you feel about being gagged?”  I hate being gagged, Bill was only too aware of this fact, but I knew he wanted me to be gagged.  It would be part of the experience.

“I’m OK with it,” I replied.  I must have sounded how I felt.

“Sure?” she asked, unconvinced.  Alice looked at Bill.  I did too, suddenly I was struck by how old he looked, me 25 and him 52, the grey hair round his temples looking pronounced.  “Can you give us a minute please Bill?” she asked.  He shrugged and walked away.  When he was well out of earshot Alice took my hand in hers.

“You don’t have to do this you know?  Is he forcing you?”  I shook my head.

“No, he’s not forcing me.  I’m nervous.”  Alice nodded.

“You can come back later if you just want to watch today, we’re here again tomorrow.”  I thought about it, then shook my head.

“It’s really important to him, I think,” I said, “And I want to please him.”  She nodded.

“I understand, but I’m going to stay close.  Or put you with someone I trust implicitly.”  We talked for a bit about our relationship, she was looking out for me.  So often when you see a close to 30 year age gap the younger person is  . . . I won’t say being abused, but under control and perhaps not really happy with what’s going on, but doesn’t know how to escape.  I think I convinced her, but she got me thinking about our relationship.

When Bill returned we’d picked out a headdress and a pair of ankle boots for me to wear.  Alice assured me they were much easier to wear than knee length ones, much more comfortable for a first time.  We picked up everything up and walked into a stall.

The stall was a typical one in which you’d keep a horse, maybe 12 feet deep and 10 wide, eight feet high on both sides and the door the same.  There was a ring on the back wall, Alice took it in her hand and lifted it, “Handy to secure your Pony to,” she said, smiling.  I think she was joking.  There was a stool in one corner, she closed the door behind us and pulled the bolt over, locking us in.  I stood silently for a while, then Bill spoke, pulling something out from behind his back.

“How about we start with your collar?” he said.  I swallowed, I like wearing my collar when we play, but in public, in front of a woman I barely knew?  I wasn’t always comfortable wearing it in front of friends on the scene.  He held it out to me.  I lifted my hair and didn’t resist as he put it on my neck and used the buckle to lock it in place.  Our dynamic changed in that second, as did the rules between us.

You might be surprised, I hadn’t addressed him as Sir once that weekend.  BDSM isn’t a life of constant orgy, we’d done normal things in Vegas, but now the collar was on my neck.  Now he was Sir.  Now I would obey him, now he could control me until he removed the collar, I asked for it to be removed or I used my safe word.  Now I was effectively a slave, His slave, until further notice.  It’s not just physical, I felt, I feel different internally when I’m wearing a collar.  It focuses me, my mind on my partner like nothing else.

“Take your clothes off Paige,” he said.

“Yes Sir,” I replied.  Alice looked at me, then at him.  She cocked her head, spotting the change in our relationship.  She might as well not have been there.  A minute before I would have hesitated, looked at Alice, maybe asked her to look away.  Now I had to obey, I wanted to obey, to submit to my master.  I unbuttoned my blouse and slipped it off, then the black bra came off, my breasts exposed.  I removed my sneakers and socks, then I undid the belt and pulled my jeans down, taking my panties with them.  I was now naked in front of two people, naked apart from my collar.  Instinctively I put a hand over my smooth, pink pussy and an arm over my nipple line, before taking them away again.  I’m not allowed to cover myself when the collar is on.  I folded my arms behind my back as he likes.

“Let’s start with the oil,” Bill said.  He opened the bottle and we rubbed it into my skin.  I think Alice would have wanted to join in, but she held back, perhaps sensing that I didn’t want her to touch me.  I noticed that she kept watching me.

As with Raven Bill started with the harness, or in my case the body suit.  I stepped into it and pulled it up, glad of the protection against prying eyes it offered.  I slipped my arms under the straps and pulled them over my shoulders, then turned around so that Bill could lace it into place.  Or as it happened Alice did it, too fiddly for Bill.  I sat down as Alice put the boots on, she padlocked them onto my ankles.
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“I don’t know how long you’ll be able to wear them,” Alice said, “It really is a skill in itself, but try.  You can always put your sneakers back on later.”  I nodded, I wasn’t looking forward to standing.  Bill picked up the headdress.

“Ready?” he asked.

I put out my hands and took the black leather headdress from Bill and looked at it.  I knew what it was of course, the blinkers, the ears, the hole for a feather, the bit gag . . . I studied the bit gag, about six” long, made of stainless steel wrapped in black leather, connected by rings to the rest of the harness.  There was no doubt, this was a pony Girl headdress.  Eventually I looked up into Bill’s eyes, he was lost to the world, he was watching me like a child on their first trip to the Zoo, his world consisted of nothing but him, me and that headdress.

I wanted to hand it back, to say no, but they say you should try everything once.  Especially when you’ve written so much about it, and already agreed to do it.  Even then I should have said no, backed out, but how could I?  I handed it back to Bill who took it from me silently.  Then to show my willingness I opened my mouth wide.  He smiled at me and pushed the leather enclosed metal bar between my lips.  I bit down on it, it was now too late.  I was going to experience being a Pony Girl for real.

I bit down again as he locked it in place.  I was a Pony Girl.  Bill took my hands in his and he helped me up, I almost stumbled, the hooves were difficult to balance on.

Alice walked away and came back with a tail, only a small one, the plug could only have been three inches longs.  I’ve worn a butt plug to work, my ass is always available to Bill if that’s what he wants, but it felt very different when she held it up to me.

“How about a tail Paige?” she asked.  I looked at it, at Bill, at her and then back to Bill.  “It will make it seem very, very real.  She could see I was nervous.  “I’ll cover it in lube, or just say no if you don’t want to.”  I looked at Bill, then nodded.  She shrugged, covered it in lube, turn me round and bent me over and pushed it in slowly.  Took a couple of attempts before my ass accepted it and the fat end slid in and my ass held it in place.  Actually it wasn’t that bad, I’ve worn much bigger.
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“Come on,” said Alice, “Let’s get you into the yard.”  She clipped a leash onto my collar D ring and gave it to Bill who took it silently and pulled on it. 

“Walk on,” he said.  I took a hesitant step forward and he pulled again, Alice took my hand and warned him to take it easy, he unbolted the door and we stepped out, walking at a snail’s pace, out into the barn.  People looked at me as we walked, I looked back, nervously and very self-consciously.  Everyone who looked at me smiled, they could clearly see it was my first Pony experience.  I grew in confidence as I walked, confidence in the boots and my ability to stay upright, confidence in my body.  It helped that there were another 10 or so Ponies in the barn, some in harnesses, some wearing more clothes than me.  I was very middle of the road.

We left the barn and walked into the sun, I blinked multiple times, Alice and Bill put on sunglasses to protect their eyes, then Bill turned to me and pulled out mine. 

“Want these on?” he asked. 

“Ysss Srr,” I managed to mouth.  He laughed and slipped them onto my nose and ears, they really helped.  The yard was heaving now, maybe 250 people there, very few paid me any attention.  I was one Pony amongst many.  Bill and Alice lead me to a training area where they handed me over to the Cowboy from the front of house earlier in the day.  He smiled at me again and pulled down on the front of his Stetson.

“Nice to see you again,” he said.  He was so big and strong, with such a kind smile I felt comfortable with him.  “Ready to start your training?”  I nodded, I looked at Bill and Alice, they were sat next to each other, talking.  I wanted to know what about, but there was no way I could hear them.

“I’ll leave you with Wyatt,” shouted Alice, “He’s firm but kind with new animals.”  She turned away from me.

“We’ll start with high stepping,” he said in his deep Southern drawl, such a sexy accent.  He held out a thin cane, like a conductors wand and held it about level with my pussy, but a 18 inches away.  He took my right hand in his left to steady me.  “Stand on the spot and raise your right leg up until it touches the cane, then down and repeat with the left.  Up down, up down.  That’s it,” he said as my right knee touched the cane, then my left.  Up and down I went, I was concentrating hard on not falling; rocking my body to the left and right as I moved.

I stole a glance at Bill, he was watching in rapt attention.  I stumbled as I looked, Wyatt’s strong arm held me upright.  He pulled the cane away and struck my ass hard with it, the thin cane bit into my skin and I cried out in pain.

“That’s for not concentrating Paige,” he said.  I stopped moving, I expected Bill to step in and end things.  I looked at him, he struck me a second time, then put the cane back where my knees should be raised to.  I looked forward and continued to high step.

“That’s better girl.”  He was taking this very seriously, I didn’t want to disappoint him, he was having that effect on me.  After a few minute he took the cane down.  “Let’s try without the guide,” he said.  He watched me and after a few minutes he struck my ass again.  “Higher.”  I was breathing hard but didn’t quit.  I was desperate to earn Wyatt’s praise.

“I’m going to let go of you now,” he said, “If you fall I’ll catch you.”  I couldn’t reply, I was terrified as he released his grip on me, I managed another 20 or so high steps before the inevitable happened and stumbled, he was as good as his word and he caught me.  I expected him to strike me again but he just held me.

“Need a break?”  I nodded.  He smiled, then struck my ass, the pain shooting through my ass and I cried out.  “How do Pony Girls say yes?”  Shit, I knew this.  I raised my right leg and stomped once.  He laughed.  He reached up to my face and took the bit gag out, then picked up a bottle of water and I drank from it gratefully.  I should have hated Wyatt, he’d hit me hard several times, my ass stung but this just made me want to work harder to earn his praise.

He put his hand on my ass and stroked it, then he stroked my hair.  He put the water down and took hold of the leash on my collar.  “You’ve done well for your first time.  This was your first time, wasn’t it?”  I smiled and breathed hard, I’d pleased him.  My heart fluttered.  With the gag out I decided it would be OK to speak.

“Yes Sir,” I said, quietly.  I wanted to call him Sir, but I didn’t want Bill to hear me addressing another man as Sir.  I was his girl, his sub after all.  But Wyatt, I just wanted to please him, and he looked like he’d like to be addressed as Sir.  He stroked my hair again.

“Good girl,” he said, then spanked my ass playfully.  I felt so slutty, I was calling him Sir, being spanked, caned and all the time Bill was 15 feet away.  He was watching, he didn’t seem to mind.  That should have worried me.  It should also have worried me that I didn’t mind submitting to Wyatt like this.  If my relationship was sound, surely I should have been worried, backed away from him?  “Ready for the next part?” he asked, smiling at me again.

“Yes Sir,” I replied, head down.  He picked up the gag and offered it to my mouth.  I smiled as I opened wide.  I hate being gagged, but I wanted to be gagged by this man.  I wanted to be under his control, I wanted to submit to him.  He put the gag in my mouth and fastened the buckle, locking it in my mouth, then he pulled at the leash on my collar and started to walk slowly.  I raised my right leg and high stepped after him . . . .

He walked me in a straight line, through the crowd, people parted as he led me, he in his wide Stetson, me almost naked, people watching me, I’d been nervous when I’d first arrived, now I was being paraded like an animal, like a dressage horse.  I stole the odd glance at the people watching me, they were smiling at me, looking at me and I was enjoying the attention.  I could see the attraction in being a Pony, I felt sexy, empowered even, despite the submission I was showing.

Wyatt led me to the barn via a long loop, from one end of the yard to the other and back and into the cool of the barn.  My body was covered in sweat, dust was stuck to my thighs but I felt ready for anything.  Wyatt took my leash and tied it over a beam in a loose knot, my arms were free and I could have undone it, but I didn’t want to, he wanted tie me there, so I wanted to remain where he put me.  He patted my ass again.

“I’ll be back in 20 minutes or so,” he said, “Don’t go anywhere, will you?”  I stomped my right foot twice for no.  “Good girl.”  A thrill went through me when he said ‘good girl’.  Then I watched as he walked away, leaving me in the barn with a dozen other people.  No one paid me any attention, they just left me.

20 minutes is a long time to be on your own, bound and gagged.  My jaw ached, I could have spat the gag out or used my hands to unbuckle and remove it, but Wyatt had left me there, gagged, so gagged I wanted to remain until he returned to me.  I was desperate to please him.  I’d quite forgotten about Bill.  When I remembered him I blushed. 
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There wasn’t a clock in the building, I could have been waiting 10 minutes, it could have been an hour.  My legs were stiff, my jaw was aching but I was determined to be found as I’d been left.  When Wyatt returned I beamed at him, as best I could, I was so happy to see him.  He was pulling a sulky.  I tried to swallow when I saw it.  I wanted this.  Wyatt brought it close then stopped.  He left it, then came to me and stroked my hair.

“Have you been a good Pony Paige?” he asked.  I stomped once.  “Ready for your next lesson?”  I stomped again.  He smiled, the removed my gag.  “First let’s get you a drink, your lips looked cracked.”  He picked up a bottle of water and poured some into my mouth.

“Thank you Sir,” I said, drinking as he poured the cold liquid into my grateful mouth.  When I’d taken the full bottle he unhitched me and walked me into the sulky.  I high stepped, my legs hurt he told me not to bother.  He was only taking me a few feet.  I stood between the arms of the sulky, he lifted them and put them into my hands, I took them willingly.

“It’s actually easier pulling the sulky,” he said, “You’re holding the arms, so it’s easier to balance.”  I nodded, he was right.  I wasn’t wobbling, the small side steps to maintain balance had gone.  He picked up some wrist cuffs and showed them to me.  “You OK if I put these on you?”  My reply came out before I’d even thought.

“I’d trust you to do whatever you wanted to me Sir,” I said.  I was shocked.  Shocked that I’d said it, shocked that I meant it.  Really meant it.  He just laughed.  I loved his laugh, deep like his voice.  Shit, I would be putty in his hands.  Me and virtually every other girl here I suspected.  He put one wrist cuff on and buckled it tight, then he fastened it to the arms of the sulky as well, then he repeated with the other arm.

“Now you can’t go anywhere or run off, and if you let go you’ll still be attached.”  He walked round, looking at the sulky and me, I just stared off into the distance, his conditioning had started to work and I stood motionless.  He adjusted my blinkers and then showed me a long horse whip.  I stared at it as he moved it around, then he lashed the air with it, the crack reverberating loudly in the enclosed space.  I could see a couple of people look up at the noide.  He looked at me, I tore my vision away from the whip and back onto his chiseled face.

“Are you OK for me to whip you, if I feel it’s necessary?” I swallowed.

“Yes Sir.”

He nodded.  “If I think you’ve had enough I’ll stop.”  He attached the reins to the rings of my bit gag, then he pulled on one, jerking my face to the left.  “That means left,” then he pulled the other and I went the other way, “And that means right.”  Next he pulled them together, “And that means stop, but you knew that, didn’t you?” 

“Yes Sir.”

“Lets’ get the gag back in and you can take me for a spin.  We’ll do a lap of the yard, high stepping, then I’ll take you out into the desert for a short run.  It’s flat ground, can you do a mile?”  I nodded.  “Two miles?”  I nodded again.  “two’s enough, remember you’ll be pulling me and the sulky.”

“I normally run 15 to 25 miles a week Sir.”

“Pulling a sulky is harder, two is enough.”  He touched my face and picked up the gag, I opened wide and he slipped it in, I bit down on it and he locked the buckle, I was ready to run.  I wanted to run, to pull Wyatt like his personal slave animal.  He stepped back, smiled then whispered in my ear, “Make me proud little Pony.”  My heart melted, I wanted nothing more than to make him proud, I resolved there and then, no matter what, I would run until he gave me permission to stop.  I stomped once, yes, I would make him proud.

Wyatt climbed into the sulky, it moved in my hands as he climbed in, the weight obvious on my shoulders.  He pulled

“Walk on,” he said.  I raised my right leg and started to high step, making slow progress, it was much, much harder to move pulling the sulky.  I regretted my earlier determination, I wasn’t sure I could make it out of the barn.  As if reading my mind Wyatt spoke, “It’s very hard to high step while pulling, it will be much easier when it’s time to run.”  I knew then I could make it once round the yard.

The sun hit me as we stepped outside, I was longing for the protection of sunglasses but I was grateful for the adjustments Wyatt had made to the blinkers.  As before the crowd parted as he guided me with gentle pulls on the reins.  I walked past Bill and winked at him, he was beaming from ear to ear.  I’d almost forgotten he existed, my mind wandered and I was rewarded with a lash from the long bull whip.  I cried out in pain, my fault, I deserved that.  I focused my mind and picked up my high step and obeyed Wyatt’s subtle commands thought the reins.

He guided me out of the yard and into the desert, the sun was still high in the sky, it must have been in the high 80s, there was a gentle breeze but it provided no release from the sun’s heat.  I was glad I was used to running in the heat.  He lashed me again, much gentler this time, just using it to re-enforce a command he gave, he shouted “Run Paige, run for me.”  I stopped high stepping and started to run, it felt incredible to be running, a natural movement, not high stepping.

I ran into the desert, my hair behind me, my body caked in sweat, three times we saw another team coming the other way.  I could feel that I was slow, much slower than normal, but that was to be expected, wasn’t it?  three times Wyatt whipped me, each time telling me to slow down.  I ran, pulling him, loving it.  Only once was I worried, we’d not see anyone else for a few minutes and it occurred to me that he could attack me.  I needn’t have worried, we passed the half mile marker, then then a mile and he turned me round, using the reins to control me and ran me back, again we passed a couple of others, the ranch now visible on the horizon.

As we entered the compound he slowed me down, I high stepped again and through the gathered people, I must have looked a mess, covered in sweat and dust caked on my body and suit.  I was hot, my heart pounding.  Wyatt guided me to the barn and brought me to a halt.  He dismounted, my chest rising and falling as I forced oxygen into my lungs, my shoulders ached.  He removed the gag and offered me water, I drank three bottles and he didn’t speak a word.  Eventually I stomped my foot, I wanted, I needed his praise.

“What?” he asked.  He knew what I was looking for.

“How, how did your Pony do Sir?” I asked.  He laughed.

“For a first time you did really well girl,” he looked over my shoulder, “Now I’ve trained you it’s time to take your owner for a run.  Behave, I’ve got another girl to train now.”  He touched his hat and turned.

Shit, I thought, Bill.

“How was that then Paige?” I heard.  It was Bill.  I turned my head, I was sure he knew how I’d been thinking about Wyatt.  I needn’t have worried, he was brilliant at his job, ran a multimillion dollar project, Senior Vice President of an IT consultancy and completely unable to read people.  My heart was slowing and breathing calming down.

“I, I enjoyed that Sir, at least a little” I said, conscious that my collar was still on my neck.  It was true, I’d had enjoyed parts of it, I’d enjoyed the looks I got from everyone, I’d enjoyed the run, even in the heat.  And I’d loved the attention I’d got from Wyatt.  On the other hand, high stepping is ridiculous, difficult to stand, I hate being gagged, the bit gag was awful.  I opened and closed my mouth, exercising it, it was still sore.

“Let’s get you a rest, before I take you for a run.”  He slapped my ass as he said that.  I smiled at him, more because he clearly thought that’s what I should do.  I was tired.  He pulled my leash and I started to walk, then he hit my ass with the riding crop he was carrying.  “Bad Pony,” he said. 

“I’m sorry Sir,” I replied.  He lifted the gag and put it back in my mouth, then struck me again.  Not hard, Wyatt had struck me much harder.  Bill was being more playful.  He wasn’t a sadist, I don’t think Wyatt was, he just believed in disciple as a training method.

“Ready to try again?”  I stomped my foot and he led me, high stepping out of the barn, back into the heat.  I was one of a dozen Ponies being led round the yard, paraded or being walked.  I looked to the side, Wyatt was working with another girl, forcing her to high step and whipping her ass when she failed to get her legs high enough.  He looked up from her and smiled at me, then touched his hat to me and winked.  I felt weak at the knees, and not just from the exercise.

Bill walked me to a bench under a parasol and sat me down, then removed the gag.  “Can I get you something to eat and drink?”  I nodded, he stood up and left me there, while I waited another girl sat opposite me, she was almost naked, just in a body harness, headdress and boots.  She smiled as she sat down.

“Mind if I join you?”  I nodded and gestured at the seat.  We fell into easy conversation about pony play, she loved it, reducing herself down to the basest level of just being an animal.  “You don’t seem so keen,” she added, “Unless you’re looking at Wyatt.”  I blushed, she’d noticed and she laughed when I blushed.  “Oh honey,” she added, touching my arm, “Who wouldn’t?”  Bill returned at that point, he’d got a plate of ribs and a couple of Coke Zeros.  Bill started to join in, talking with the girl (she said her name was Cally), conversation between them was very easy, I just ate and listened.  I’d never known his level of obsession, listening to them talk it was obvious how much this meant to him.

After I’d eaten I excused myself and went to the bathroom, it felt very strange leaving my partner talking with a naked girl, but this was a strange place.  I noticed that Wyatt watched me as I crossed the yard, I smiled knowing I’d caught his attention.  When I returned Cally had gone and Bill was on his own.

“Ready to take me for a run?” he asked.  I nodded.

“Ready Sir.”  Truth be told I wasn’t, I wanted to rest, hell I wanted to leave, or spend more time under Wyatt’s control.  This was just too weird for me.  But we were there, it meant so much to the man I loved, or I thought I loved, I’d do it.  He gagged me and I high stepped to the barn, with help he locked me into the sulky and I went for my second run of the day, out down the dusty dirt track to the mile marker, Bill used the whip occasionally, more because he could, rather than because I’d done anything wrong.  He didn’t lash me anywhere near as hard. 

My heart was pounding, chest straining and legs thumping as I ran back, sweat was pouring off me, I concentrated on the yard and nothing else, I wanted to enter on a high, maybe 50 people were watching as I came into the yard and Bill brought me to a high step, the crowd applauded.  My eyes will filling with sweat, I needed to have them cleaned.  Bill guided us through the crowd and into the barn.  Someone looked up and walked over, Bill threw the reins to her and I lowered the arms down to the ground, kneeling as I was tied to them.  She tied the reins and removed my gag, then started to release my hands from the sulky’s arms.

“Clean my eyes please,” I said.  Quickly she picked up a bottle of water and dripped it over my face, then wiped it off and poured some into my parched mouth.  I drank it all.

“Shower?” she asked.  I nodded and reached for some more water.  I looked round, Bill was watching me.

“That’s enough,” I said.  He nodded, I’d not called him Sir, it was obvious that I’d had enough, then he removed my collar.  That was enough for the day.  Bill took me to a stall and sat me down, he removed my boots and body suit, I was plastered with dirt form the desert.  He touched my breasts, then put a hand on my leg, reaching for my pussy.

“Seriously?” I asked.  I looked at his face, shit he was serious.  Then I looked at his slacks, he looked down and adjusted his huge erection.

“Well, you’ve no idea how hot that was.”  I laughed.

“I was hot enough for both of us.”  He laughed as well.

“Later?”

“Later, I need a shower.”  I stood up, it felt incredible to put the balls of my feet on the ground, I gasped as I bent my ankle into a natural position for the first time in hours.  Bill handed me a towel and I wrapped it round my body, then he opened the door.

“I’ll find your clothes,” he said.  I asked and was directed to the back of the barn, a dozen showers were available, but all in one, there was no privacy.  two other girls were in there, but there was no option and I took a long, hot shower, washing the dirt and desert out of my hair and skin, just trying to ignore the other people.

******

When I was finally clean I found Bill again and got dressed quickly, the sun was starting to set and we hung around, talking until just after seven before we left.  I spoke to Wyatt again when he joined us for a beer, he told me how much he was looking forward to training me some more tomorrow.  I smiled, Bill said he was looking forward to that as well.  Weird that he wanted to see me with another man, one 20 years younger than him as well.

We found the car and drove to the motel Bill had booked and checked in, I was exhausted, but my day wasn’t over yet.  The motel was full, half the guests from the ranch were staying there, we went to the bar and had a couple of beers with them, all very normal, no one talking about the day’s events, before retiring to our room for the night.  Bill opened his case.

“I went shopping while you were out with the cowboy,” he said.  He had, there was a body harness, pony boots, a tail and a headdress.  I stood, staring at it.  I felt his hands on my shoulders, he reached round and started to lift my shirt, I didn’t resist as he pulled it up over my arms.  He undid my bra and pushed it off, then turned me to kiss him.  He undid my jeans and pushed them down with my panties inside them, I stepped out of them and I was naked again.

I looked at myself in the mirror, my ass had a dozen red stripes on it from where I’d been caned, my back half a dozen thinner red lines from where Wyatt had whipped me, each one extending from my right shoulder across and down.  I touched one.

“Are you OK?” asked Bill, stroking my hair and kissing my shoulder where I’d been whipped.  I nodded, I quite liked the look, proof of the whipping that I’d taken.  Hell, I deserved every stoke.

“I’m good,” I said turning to face him.  God he looked old.  “Are you going to dress me?” I asked.  He nodded.  He picked up the harness, not a full body one, more a set of leather straps and held it to me.  I sat on the bed and slipped it on over my legs, putting my arms and boobs into the correct places, then I stood and let Bill adjust the straps.  He took the tail and lubed it, I bent over and it slid in, I was far less self-conscious with just him around it was much easier.

He put the headdress on, far less fancy than I’d worn during the day but left the gag out.  He helped me into the boots, full length ones that came up to my knees.  “I can take them back tomorrow if they don’t fit,” he said.  He’d done well, they fitted like a glove, if anything maybe just a quarter size too small.

“But,” he said, “With wear they’ll expand a little.”  With wear?  How often would he expect me to dress like this?  He put my collar on and buckled it into place.  It felt tight.  Bill picked up on that.

“OK?” he asked.

“OK Sir,” I replied,  Tight was sometimes better than loose.  I could breathe without worries, that’s the important thing.  Final part was the gag, he slid it in between my teeth, I bit down and he locked it in place.  Then he attached the reins.

“All good?” he asked.  I stomped once.

“Let’s start with some high stepping,” he said.  Bill led me to stand in front of the chair and I started to high step.  He picked up a riding crop, my balance was already much better than earlier today and I concentrated hard, only twice did Bill have to lash me and I didn’t fall.  Bill undressed while I was high stepping and spat in his hand, then wiped some of my saliva off me and started to beat his meat.  I stared at his cock and into his eyes, he was rock hard.  When I was getting tired he could see and he let me stop.

“Get on all fours,” he told me.  I did as ordered and he lowered himself over me, passing the reins up over my head and into his hands.  He rested himself on my ass, I winced as he sat on me, his feet were still on the floor I think, so I wasn’t carrying his full weight.

“Can you carry me?” he asked.  I couldn’t speak, well, not properly, I couldn’t stomp my right leg so instead I raised my right hand and stomped once, nervously.  I’d give it a go.  The room was huge, maybe 30’ by 30’ and he used the reins and the crop to guide me towards the door and back, up and down he walked me, on my hands and knees, dribbling into the carpet, being utterly degraded and humiliated.  This wasn’t for me.

After three round trips Bill couldn’t take it any longer, he dismounted and lifted me onto the bed, I looked over my shoulder and he stared into my eyes as he rubbed a finger along my pussy, I gasped, I was soaking wet, I thought I’d be dry as a bone. 

“You enjoyed that then,” he said, not waiting for an answer he slid his cock inside me, lifting my tail out of the way, he put his hands on my hips and fucked me while I was on all fours, he pushed me down into the bed and rode me hard.

“You’re my Pony,” he shouted as he used me, “You’re my Pony Girl,” he kept shouting.  I didn’t speak or resist, just let him use me hard.  It didn’t take him long, he came inside me, shouting as he did, then he fell on the bed next to me, dragging me onto my side and we spooned, lying there.  When he pulled out he kissed my ear.  “You loved that, didn’t you Paige?”  I could see what the expected answer was, I nodded, doing my best to smile.  He kissed me again.

“Let’s get you out of that gear, unless you want to spend the night in it?”  I shook my head, he looked a little disappointed.  I’m sorry, there was no way I was going to spend the night gagged.  Fuck right off.  He undressed me again and we got into bed, snuggling and we fell asleep.
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We woke early, bodies still on East coast time and lay in bed, talking.

“Can we go back to the ranch again today?” he asked.  I looked at him, I wanted to say no.  My legs ached, my hips burned.  I must have looked like I was going to say no.  Or did I?

“Please,” he pleaded, “You’ll be trained by Wyatt again.  There’s a dressage event for new Ponies and the top two go to the main competition.  Wyatt thinks you’ll make the top two.”  I closed my mouth and then opened it again.  “I saw how you looked at him.”  He slapped my ass.  “And maybe you’ll let me act out my other fantasy with him.”  I closed my mouth again.  For two years he’d told me how he’d love to watch while another man used me.  I’d always said no, but shit, I was thinking about it. 

“You’re thinking about it aren’t you?” he said.  I swallowed, then nodded.  “Just think about it . . .”

“I’ll do it,” I said, after a few minutes thought, then to clarify, “Just the Pony stuff.”

“And the other thing?”  He was pleading.

“I’ll think about it.”  I was worried, nervous, Bill had changed in the last two days, I was submitting to his will more than I wanted to. 

But that’s another story for another time.
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Afterword

Thank you for reading this book.  I really hope you enjoyed reading it as much as I enjoyed writing it.   




If you did enjoy it please leave a review or star rating on Amazon (even an anonymous rating would be wonderful), or do please get in touch, I love hearing from people who read my books.




Paige

xx
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